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Introduction

James Carmack the Third, wealthy scion of the Carmack pet food empire and current owner of the nation’s largest media conglomerate looked up as a knock on the door of his office disrupted his me time. He leaned slightly forward in his chair and put his hand on top of his girl’s head as he frowned.

“Should I stop?” the girl asked, freeing her mouth temporarily to do so.

“Come in!” he called out, and gently pressed the back of her head, indicating to her in this manner that she should return to her primary duty. She did so.

The door opened to reveal his personal assistant, Eric Brown, 20-something and as buff as a former football quarterback would be expected to be. The poor boy had torn some important things early on in his college career (James couldn’t be bothered to remember what exactly) and was now working for him and doing a great job.

“Sir, I’m afraid there’s been a development out in the East End,” he started saying, pausing slightly as he took in the sight of a woman’s bare feet poking out from under the lip of the desk behind which his boss was sitting. Almost as if she knew he was staring, she proceeded to cross her ankles and curl her toes before a rhythmic motion commenced, her toes moving slightly up and then down. Eric speculated that the motion correlated to what was occurring between her head and his boss’s lap.

“A development?” James asked. “What’s going on out there? They run out of caviar at Citarella?” he chuckled, then allowed himself to lean back briefly, savoring the feel of a well-trained captive servant girl.

“I’m afraid it’s much more serious than that,” Eric replied. “It seems that Senator Aaron Silverstein has been murdered.”

“Aaron?” James exclaimed, sitting up straight, a motion that seemed to cause some distress to the girl under the desk, as her ankles uncrossed and her feet thumped down on the floor, toes bent forward.

“Yes, I’m afraid so.”

“How? Do they know?”

“Yes, he was stabbed at a fundraiser in Southampton. By some waiter,” Eric said.

“Fuck!” James leaned back and closed his eyes again, staying that way for some time as Eric stood there, wondering if the girl’s services had caused his boss to forget what he had just heard.

“Um,” he ventured tentatively. “Is there anything you’d want me to prepare as a statement?”

“Hmm? Oh, yeah. No, no. Aaron was a thorn in our side for some time, but he didn’t deserve to die. Still, no point bringing up our connection,” James sighed. “Just ignore it. Hopefully it’ll be good for us.”

“Yes, Sir,” Eric said, turning to leave.

“Oh, also…”

“Yes, Sir?”

“Prep the jet. I’m going to go out there tomorrow, I think.”

“Of course, Sir,” Eric replied, looking back to see his boss leaning back again. The girl’s legs were parted now, and she seemed to have gotten a signal to redouble her efforts, as what he could see of her body bounced enthusiastically and he could hear the telltale slurping sounds. Eric closed the door behind him and made his way to his own office to begin preparing the logistics of moving his employer and cadre of attendants from Jackson Hole to Southampton.

~ ~ ~

Captain Brian Hedges of the Southampton Town police climbed out of the police cruiser, stopping to pull his pants up from where his protruding belly had forced them down on the ride over. His wife had made a few pointed comments and lighthearted jibes about his expanding girth, and he was starting to think that perhaps a few sit-ups in the morning wouldn’t be the worst thing.

His lieutenant Rebecca Palmer came up to his side as they entered the police station.

“Weird business, right?” she said as the two of them sat down wearily at their desks across from each other.

“Yeah,” he replied. “We’ve got a long couple of days ahead of us to find out as much as we can about this Mikael fellow and why he would have stabbed a Senator. Shame he died.”

“Yeah, sucks, totally,” she replied, looking up at him with a grin as she held out a box of donuts. “I was kinda talking about the ships. Two of them?”

“Oh,” he said, taking a plain glazed and staring at it appreciatively. “Yeah, I’ve never seen two of them in the sky so close before.”

“How many of these things are there?” she asked, taking a bite of a jelly filled.

“We’re not really supposed to…you know?” he whispered before taking a bite.

“Sorry.”

He gazed at his young lieutenant, well aware of how ambitious she was. This case could be a good thing for them, or very, very bad.

“You’ve got something…yeah, right there,” he said, as she looked at him with questioning eyes, before she wiped a finger across her chin where a red splotch of jelly from her donut had decorated her face, the bright red in the harsh fluorescent light looking like a smear of blood against her face. His heart skipped a beat as the image of his first partner flashed before his eyes. She had been young and pretty, too.

There had been only one of the ships in the sky the night she died, but it had been enough.


Chapter 1: Erin

“Erin?”

“Huh?”

“Erin! Are you okay?” The voice was that of her owner, Johan DeBries, patriarch of the DeBries family and the man who had bought her at auction for his son, Nicolas. He was also the man who had broken through her hymen and flooded her with his essence. Why was he calling out to her? Why was everything so dark?

Erin drew in a deep breath as she remembered the vision of her father, the last day she had seen him. She had completely forgotten that event!

“Erin, are you okay?” Johan persisted, his voice taking on an edge. She opened her eyes to see him hovering over her, his face mere inches from hers.

“Yes, Sir. I’m sorry, Sir,” she said.

“Oh, my god. You fainted!” he said, now sounding somewhat peeved. “Scared the crap out of me!”

“I’m so sorry, Sir! I don’t know what happened,” she said as he pulled himself away from her, sitting down on the bed they shared, in one of the guest bedrooms of the family’s new house in Bridgehampton, New York, on the eastern end of Long Island.

“But you’re okay?” he persisted, turning to look at her. Both of them were naked, covered in sweat. Erin’s thighs were wet and she raised herself up to gaze at them, spreading her legs slightly. She reached down and felt between her lips, bringing her wet fingers up to see. Blood and semen. The viscous fluid a soft pink as the two mixed. Pink was her favorite color, she mused. Would it still be after this?

“Okay, thank God. Well…I have to say I’m slightly flattered. I’ve never fucked a girl unconscious before,” he quipped.

“I guess…I guess it’s not a standard response?” she said, trying to make light of the situation. This was all so new to her. Was it really only a couple of days ago that she had fled her home, leaving her alcoholic mother and the mother’s questionable boyfriend behind, stealing money, grabbing a wallet off the streets of New York (possibly the stupidest in a long line of stupid decisions she had made that day) and winding up getting arrested and enslaved in Southampton?

The DeBries family had bought her the very next day and when the son had proven to be quite unwilling to deflower her—due to her not having the sexual equipment he preferred, a secret that she was now privy to—the father had willingly stepped in.

Johan guffawed in merriment. “You’re funny. And sexy as hell,” he said, reaching over with his left hand to caress her breast, lightly pinching her still engorged nipple. She reacted by biting her lip and looking up at him with a slightly reproachful expression.

“You’ve had a long, hard day,” Johan continued. “I think it’s way past time for you to get some rest. Let’s get you tucked away in your space, and you can sleep finally. What do you say?”

“Yes, Sir. Thank you, Sir,” she replied as he gave a final tug and let her nipple slip out from between his fingers. He stood up and pulled his pajamas back on, shaking them out from the tangled pile he had left on the floor. Dressed, he picked up her shackles and motioned for Erin to let him put her in them. She dutifully complied, swinging her legs over and sticking them out for him to secure her ankles. Two loud snaps later, he held out his hand and she took it, letting him pull her upright.

With her secured and standing, he glanced briefly at the bedsheet, stained with her deflowering, and turned to unlock the door, guiding her through it. A dirty bedsheet was not his problem. It wasn’t Erin’s either. The family had staff for this sort of thing. Erin was for other things.

Holding her by the upper arm, more to steady her and make sure she didn’t stumble than any concern of her running, the two made their way to the end of the hall where her caged space awaited.

As they passed the door to the master bedroom, it opened and Alexia, Johan’s wife peered out. “How was she?”

“Wonderful!” Johan enthused. “I was pretty good too,” he continued, winking at his wife as he continued leading their property over to the area where she would be secured when not in use.

“Here we are,” he said as he guided her through the barred door, leading her to her little bed and helping her sit down on it.

“Thank you, Sir. I’m super tired,” she said, putting her hands back behind her and leaning back slightly, unaware how that affected Johan as her breasts jutted out.

“Yes, I imagine you are,” he said, looking longingly at her body, then seemingly thinking better of whatever plans he had briefly formulated. “Let’s get your shackles off, okay?”

She swung her legs up and held them there as he undid the restraints with the small key he retrieved from his pajama pants pocket.

Holding the shackles and key in his hands he said, “Normally you would stand by the bars for whoever’s putting you away to free you through the bars. But you seem too tired for that. Sometimes discretion can be applied.”

“Thank you, Sir,” she said, gratefully.

“Sleep well, Erin,” he said as he left, closing the barred door behind him. He pressed a button on the locking mechanism, and it locked with a loud whirring and clicking sound. Turning his back to her, he left. The position of Erin’s bed relative to the opening did not allow her to see down the hall much so it did not take long before she felt completely alone. The lights turned off and only a dim nightlight served to illuminate her cell.

She sat up and felt her way along the space until she reached her toilet, completely out in the open. She sat on it and relieved herself, spending some time wiping away the remnants of her time with Johan and then stood up, flushing. Would she be able to do this in the daylight? With no privacy at all? This was going to be so much harder than she had ever imagined.

Squaring her shoulders she felt her way to the sink and washed her hands, face and teeth, relishing the feeling, allowing herself the luxury of the cold running water for an indulgent moment. She tentatively tasted it, finding that it tasted clean, pure. A house this big and fancy probably had a filtration system or something like that, she thought. She drank greedily and turned off the water. Done with her new nighttime routine, she crawled into bed, drawing the sheets over her and settled back on the soft, comfortable mattress.

What was that vision of her father? Was it a real memory, come back after so many years? Did that ship take him, and if so, was he still on one of them? She allowed herself tears. Right now she had nothing, she realized. She had nothing: she was something. She was an object, property, owned, bought, paid for. Property did not own property. She had only her own body and the things that body could produce. And right now, that body produced tears and emotion. She would keep these things for herself until her owner took them as well.

~ ~ ~

The sound of doors opening and feet thumping down the hall woke Erin up as she raised her head groggily from the all too comfortable pillow, her hair in a tangle and eyes focusing on surroundings both foreign and yet somehow familiar. Was she back in her cell at the police station?

No.

This was different.

As she looked around, the memories came flooding back and the weight of her situation hit her directly in her sternum, knocking the wind out of her and causing her to gasp with a mix of fear and despair. She pulled the sheets up over her head and pretended to sleep, feeling safe where she was and hoping to delay the start of her day as much as possible.

“Hey! Erin!”

She pulled the sheets down reluctantly and peered out at the bars that separated her cell from the hallway, where she saw the face of Catharina, the teenage daughter of the family, peering at her from between the bars.

“Hi,” Erin replied, pushing the sheets down and swinging her legs around to sit up in the bed.

“Hi! Did you sleep well?” the girl asked, smiling at her.

“Yeah, I did,” Erin replied, smiling back. Catharina was a nice girl, as far as Erin could tell so far. She hoped that the girl would be an ally to her, if not a friend. That would be nice.

“I’m supposed to tell you to get ready for me to bring you down. Um, you have like…” she looked at her watch and turned back to Erin. “15 minutes. Then I’m gonna come back and bring you downstairs. Okay?”

“15 minutes? Sure. What do you think I’m going to be doing today?” Erin asked, turning her feet inwards nervously.

“I have, literally, no idea,” Catharina said. “But I suspect mom’s going to show you some stuff you need to know and probably give you some chores to do. We all have chores.”

“Okay, yeah. Fine,” Erin said, standing up, remembering that she was completely nude and noticing that Catharina was checking out her body.

“So…” Catharina started, continuing to stare. “How did things go with my brother last night?”

“Huh?”

“My brother! Wow, was he that boring? You completely forgot about having sex with him?” Catharina snorted with amusement.

“Oh,” Erin said. “No, um…you know I can’t talk about that kind of stuff.”

“Really?”

“Yeah. Privacy reasons,” Erin asserted. The truth was she didn’t want to betray Nicolas’ secret, that he was gay and didn’t want his family to know. But she really wasn’t sure what the rules around this actually were. If someone ordered her to keep a secret, and then another family member asked her a direct question about it, how could she obey both orders? She suspected that there would be more than one instance where she would face punishment over this.

“Okay, sure,” Catharina winked at her. “I suspect he was a mega disappointment. But you’re no longer a virgin, right? Your cherry got popped?”

“Yes,” Erin replied, and that was the truth even though it had been the father rather than the son who had taken her virginity. She would let Johan decide whether to spring that little factoid on his daughter or not.

“Did it hurt?”

Erin looked at Catharina for a moment. The girl was smiling, not leering. And there was a slight furrow in her brow that Erin focused on for a moment, as she formulated her answer. Catharina was around her age, and Erin suspected the girl was a virgin, seeking to learn as much as she could about this rite of passage from the family girl who had just undergone it.

“It was okay,” she said. “It hurt a little, but probably because of how they strengthened my hymen.”

“Oh, yeah. What did they call it? Stabilizing? But they perforated it when we were buying you, right?”

“Yeah. But it still hurt a little. But I’m fine, thanks for asking,” Erin replied, looking over at the sink and toilet. Hoping the girl would leave so she could get ready.

Catharina got the hint. “I’ll leave you to it,” she said. “I’ll come back soon to get you, okay?”

“Thanks,” Erin said and moved over to the mirror above her sink, cringing at the sight of her hair. She looked back over her shoulder to see that Catharina had left and the hallway was empty. Good time to use her toilet, so she rushed over to it, relieving herself as quickly as she could, praying no one would come and see. Done with that she washed her hands and face, brushed her teeth and took as much time as she could to deal with the real problem, the mass of dark blonde hair atop her head that appeared to be defying gravity at the moment, rising in loops and spires that made her sigh in desperation.

Among the other toiletries the family had provided her was a hairbrush, and she set upon her hair with vigor, managing to get things in a presentable shape by the time Catharina came back for her. Erin turned around to see the girl standing by the bars, holding her shackles in one hand, and staring at Erin’s mound. She would have to confirm how old Catharina was, and if of legal age, she would probably be facing the possibility of having sex with the daughter of the family sometime soon. She wasn’t sure how she felt about that.

“Come up to the bars, please,” Catharina said.

“Sure, sorry,” Erin said, setting down the hairbrush and coming to the bars. She stood there while Catharina knelt and reached through the bars to fasten Erin’s ankles together.

“Okie-dokie!” the girl said as she stood up and punched a code into the door’s keypad, unlocking it with a beep and clicking sound as the bolt slid back and the door opened.

“Come, let’s go downstairs. There’s breakfast, and then mom wants to talk to you,” Catharina said, turning with a spring in her step.

“Sure, sounds good!” Erin said, following behind, being careful not to jerk her ankle chain and risk falling. They took the elevator down, and made their way to the kitchen, where the rest of the family was gathered around the breakfast nook.

“There’s our girl!” Johan exclaimed as he spotted Erin. “Come here, sit down. We’ve prepared a seat for you,” he said, gesturing to one of the chairs, next to him, which had a thick blue towel set on it, Erin noted with a blush.

She shuffled over, hyperconscious of her nudity. Sitting down delicately, she took a quick look around the table, pausing at Nicolas who smiled tightly back at her, his eyes a study in thinly disguised panic. Ah, yes, she thought. He was probably terrified that she would spill his secret about not being sexually attracted to girls. She smiled back, trying hard to reassure him but succeeding only in blushing even deeper at the memory of her time with his dad.

“And how are you doing today, my dear,” Alexia asked as she glanced over at the girl, and then at her husband and son.

“I’m good, Ma’am,” Erin replied, fumbling with the napkin and placing it on her lap.

“I hear you had quite the evening last night. Are you sore?”

“Oh! Um, I’m fine, thank you for asking, Ma’am,” Erin said, glancing down at her hands, folded in her lap. Her mortification would seemingly be a significant part of this morning.

“Ah, yes,” Johan boomed out, leaning back and grinning broadly. “Our girl was quite something! I don’t think I’ve ever experienced something quite as good. Well, other than my darling wife, of course!”

“Eww, gross, dad!” Catharina exclaimed. “I’m trying to have breakfast here!”

“Johan! Some decorum at the table, please,” Alexia chided.

“I’m sorry, my dear. I’m just saying that we seem to have gotten our money’s worth out of Erin so far. And she was good for you too, Nic, am I right?” Johan said, patting his son on the back.

“Yeah, sure. Definitely,” Nicolas replied, trying not to look at Erin. She had lied on his behalf and claimed that her oral skills had caused him to climax before he could deflower her.

“This girl has got the tightest pussy in the whole Hamptons, I’m sure of it!” Johan proclaimed. “You absolutely need to get in there, my boy!”

“Johan!” Alexia sighed.

“Sorry, my dear. Naturally, I would put you highest, but you have had two children, so…”

“Eww, dad!” Catharina exclaimed again. “So rude! Can we just eat, please? You’re embarrassing everyone!”

“Okay, okay! It’s a compliment. For our dear Erin. Poor girl fainted last night,” he said.

“Fainted? Oh my god! Are you okay?” Catharina looked at Erin with concern.

“I’m fine, thank you. Not sure what happened,” she said. And indeed, she still wasn’t sure what exactly had happened that night. She remembered Johan breaking her hymen and thrusting in her. She remembered a massive climax building and breaking over her, then blacking out and having strange visions of her dad being abducted on the way to the house by one of the gigantic ships hovering overhead. What that had to do with having sex she had no idea.

“Is sex always so, um…overwhelming? For a girl?” Catharina asked her mother, eyes wide and searching.

“No, darling,” Alexia replied. “Mostly a girl’s first time is quite underwhelming,” she said, glancing pointedly at her husband, who reacted by roaring in laughter.

“Ah! Well done, my dear. Touché,” he said, winking at her. “Oh look, saved by breakfast!”

Erin looked up, grateful for the interruption in the mortifying conversation as a maid brought in a tray of Eggs Benedict. Anther maid, Hispanic like the first one, brought in a basket of assorted breads, including croissants. Erin’s mouth began to water.


Chapter 2: Bridgehampton

Breakfast was a pleasant, light-hearted affair, the family eating and chatting about unimportant things as Erin sat silently, eating some of the best food she had ever had, listening intently to what her owners were saying.

Catharina was enthusiastically talking about horse riding, all manner of factoids about the horse her father had bought for her and how she was being stabled and what she was fed and how pretty her mane was. Erin’s ears perked as the girl asked if she could borrow her for some help every now and then to groom the horse. Alexia agreed that it would be a good bonding experience for the two girls.

When both mother and daughter fixed Erin with an eerily similar gaze, she could do nothing but nod enthusiastically. Yes of course, she would be glad to. As if she had a choice.

Nicolas was quizzed on his plans by his father, and the answer was a noncommittal, “Dunno.” Eventually, after persistent but mostly good-natured ribbing and prodding, Nicolas agreed that he would spend some time at the beach with some friends who would be bringing their girlfriends over.

“You should bring Erin,” Johan proclaimed.

Nicolas quickly glanced over at Erin, who stared back blankly, her mouth full of country potatoes. He turned back to his father, fork idly playing with his food. “Yeah, sure. She’d like that.” He turned again to Erin. “You’d like that, right?”

“Oh, yes Sir! Yes, I’d love to go to the beach,” she replied, swallowing hastily. And indeed, she would, having never been before.

“Ooh, you’re going to love the beach, Erin!” Catharina gushed. “It’s so beautiful. A shame about having to go with my dorky brother and his dorky friends!”

“Catharina, really!” Alexia admonished.

“Sorry.”

Nicolas grimaced. “I mean, I’m not too psyched about my friends either, to be honest.” And he smiled at Erin, a honest, sincere smile that meant a lot to the girl at that moment.

“Are you gonna rub sunscreen all over her?” Catharina teased. “Oh! She can borrow one of my bathing suits!” she exclaimed, practically bouncing in her chair.

“Ah, no,” Alexia said, cocking an eyebrow at her daughter. “Erin will wear something on her way to the beach, but on the beach she will be nude.”

Erin paused, fork halfway to her mouth as she processed the latest revelation. Catharina was shocked as well.

“What do you mean? Nude? She can’t be naked on the beach! That’s so…scandalous!” Catharina exclaimed.

“That’s the convention,” Alexia replied as Johan and Nicolas kept quiet. Nicolas was clearly calculating the effect that this would have on his friends. Johan was busily staring at Erin’s breasts.

“But…all the boys will see her…stuff!” Catharina persisted, waving in the general direction of Erin’s breasts.

“Yes, of course,” her mother agreed. “But that’s part of what a girl like Erin is for, Catharina. She’s part of our family now, like our house, our car, your horse,” she said, looking at Erin, her eyes unreadable to the girl. “Not to be too blunt, but like our other possessions, she sends a message. A message of status, of worth.”

“She’s not a possession!” Catharina protested. “Well…I guess, technically she is…but I don’t think of her that way.”

Erin looked down at her lap, her fork resting on the plate. She would get to go to the beach. She concentrated on that, not on how she would be displayed on the beach, how boys would stare at her, what the sand would feel like on her naked body. Would sand get inside her? Was that a thing? She hoped it wasn’t.

“Erin is our property, Cat!” Alexia said, fixing her daughter with a steely gaze. “And the sooner you internalize that, the easier it will be for you. And for her.”

“Yes, mom,” Catharina said, looking at Erin and whispering, “I’m sorry.”

“It’s okay,” Erin whispered back.

“You’re going to have to be extra diligent about the sunscreen, then,” said Catharina, directing this at her brother, who looked back annoyed.

“No, we don’t use sunscreen with her,” Alexia said.

“Ah! Yes, that’s right,” Johan guffawed. “I forgot about that.”

Both Erin and Catharina looked at Alexia in puzzlement. “So, what do we use?” Catharina asked. “We can’t just let her burn in the sun! Look how pale she is!”

“Yes, well…there are other ways to protect a girl’s skin,” Alexia said, raising an eyebrow at Erin and then winking at her with a smile. “Now, are we all done?”

“Yeah, I guess,” Catharina said, grabbing a last bite of her potatoes and putting down her fork.

“Yes, Ma’am,” Erin said, setting her fork down as well. She hadn’t finished everything, but the turn in the conversation had robbed her of her appetite. It seemed that leaving things on your plate was not frowned upon in this household, however.

“I’ll help clean up,” Catharina pronounced, picking up her plate.

“No,” Alexia said, placing a hand gently on her daughter’s arm, as Nicolas and Johan stood up to leave. “Erin will do that. Erin, you’ll help Esmeralda and Maria clean up. Just take a couple of plates into the kitchen and then help them with the rest.”

“Yes, Ma’am,” Erin said, standing up and picking up her plate. “Thank you, Ma’am, for the wonderful food.”

“You can thank Maria, she’s the cook,” Catharina said setting her plate back down on the table and smiling at Erin.

“We’re so blessed to have them,” Alexia said as she followed her husband and son as they exited the dining area. “Oh, Erin?”

“Yes, Ma’am?”

“Come see me in my office when you’re done.”

“Yes, Ma’am.”

“Good luck!” Catharina said, making an exaggerated grimace, then skipping out towards the stairs and out of sight. Erin sighed and picked up another plate, making her way towards the kitchen, careful to take short steps so her shackles wouldn’t trip her.

Cleaning up was a simple and quick affair, both Esmeralda and Maria being surprisingly friendly and helpful towards Erin. The two women were both short, middle-aged Latinas, and super sweet, fussing over Erin and insisting on doing most of the cleaning up, letting the girl help put the scraped dishes into the dishwasher and then shooing her out of the kitchen. Erin was somewhat reluctant to leave, knowing that the somewhat scary Alexia was waiting for her.

But eventually it became necessary to leave the kitchen, and Erin made her way towards where she thought Alexia’s office might be. She guessed that it was on the ground floor and probably away from the main living room, so she shuffled down a long hallway on the other side of the foyer until she reached a door that was ajar and peeked in. Alexia peered back from behind her desk and motioned for Erin to enter and close the door behind her, which she did.

“Erin,” Alexia began, as the girl looked around the small office, with its bookshelves filled with large tomes that seemed like they might be law books, or philosophy or other things. Large windows allowed a view to the motor court and the trees that lined it.

“Yes, Ma’am,” Erin replied when it appeared that Alexia was waiting for a response from her.

“How are you doing? Speak honestly.”

“I’m doing well, Ma’am. I really am,” she replied.

“I’m sorry about Johan, he lets himself be free when he is with the family. A little decorum when it comes to discussing your use would be nice, but what can I do?” Alexia smiled, shrugging her shoulders.

“It’s fine, Ma’am. I understand.”

“I’d like to take a moment to check you over, make sure you weren’t damaged last night. Is that okay?” Alexia asked as she stood up and rounded the desk.

“Oh. Um, sure, no. It’s fine,” Erin stuttered as she stood there, uncertain of what to do.

“Good, then go ahead and sit down on that couch and lean back, lift your legs, okay?” Alexia ordered. Erin shuffled backwards, looking over her shoulder at the couch behind her as she backed up onto it, sitting down and leaning back, raising her shackled legs upwards, her hands clasping the couch on either side of her bottom.

“Hmm,” Alexia muttered as she leaned in close to look at Erin’s privates. “I’m going to need your legs spread. Hang on,” she said as she went back to her desk and rummaged in one of the drawers for a key to Erin’s shackles. Coming back to her, she undid Erin’s left ankle cuff and spread the girl’s legs wide.

Erin sighed. As humiliating as this was, it was going to be a part of her life, and she needed to get used to situations like this. She was property.

Property.

“My goodness,” Alexia said, snapping Erin out of her reverie. “You are very, very wet. Either you get turned on by doing dishes, or it’s me?”

Erin looked up at Alexia and saw her smiling back at her with a twinkle in her eyes.

“I’m…I’m sorry?” Erin said.

“Oh, no. Don’t be sorry, Erin. You’re being such a good girl.”

“Oh, thank you, Ma’am.” Erin lay back and closed her eyes as she felt Alexia spreading her lips and slowly inserting a finger into her chamber.

“Does anything hurt? Are you sore?” Alexia asked.

“No, Ma’am. I feel fine.”

“Okay, bring your legs together,” Alexia commanded, and Erin did so and felt her cuff snapped on again. “Get up and I’ll give you a tour of the basement.”

“Yes, Ma’am.”

Alexia spent a moment wiping her fingers with a moist towelette and tossed it into the trash before gesturing for the girl to get up and both of them proceeded to the elevator, Erin shuffling behind Alexia, her cheeks still burning with the humiliation of having her privates commented on by the woman who owned her.

At the basement level they stepped out of the elevator and Alexia led her past the large central space that housed the pool table and ping pong table and other games, including some arcade machines. Erin looked longingly at them as she shuffled past, until they ended up next to a door that Alexia opened, reaching in to flip on a light.

Erin drew in a breath as she peered in and saw the tools that awaited her. This was obviously a punishment room, the equipment within meant to teach a girl like her an important lesson in obedience and the consequences of failure.

“Come in, Erin, and don’t be scared. I’m not punishing you. Not today,” Alexia said, motioning for Erin to enter. Much to her credit, she did not take the now-trembling girl by the arm and force her to enter, instead waiting just inside the room patiently for her property to make up her own mind to obey.

Erin did finally force herself into the room, her eyes wide and taking everything in, pausing to contemplate the function of the stretching frame with its cuffs and ropes at each corner, the pole with rings at various heights, the rope and pulley system in the center of the room. The peg board on the side with its instruments of pain and persuasion hanging from it took extra time for Erin to process. She finally decided that it was best to stare at the floor and let Alexia say what she felt she had to say, and hopefully they would leave this place and never enter it again.

“I think you understand, don’t you Erin?” Alexia finally said, having stayed silent as her girl processed the room and its contents.

“Yes, Ma’am,” Erin whispered back.

“We don’t want to enforce your obedience through pain, Erin,” Alexia continued. “We’re going to make life here for you such that you will simply want to do your duty, but this room will always be here, do you understand?”

“Yes, Ma’am,” Erin choked out, her throat unexpectedly closing as a surge of emotion took over her body. Was it fear, was it perhaps terror? Was this what being truly terrified felt like? Erin had gone through much in her short life, not the least of which was being enslaved. But this was much worse. To live with something like this always lurking in the background, taking up space in her brain like a psychotic roommate or lover, just there out of sight for the most part, until something inevitably snapped and the pain and horror came, as it inevitably would: that was a mental and emotional burden that Erin wasn’t sure she could handle. But handle it she must.

“Good,” Alexia said, patting Erin on the back, stroking her bare skin lightly, seeking to impart a feeling of sympathy but succeeding only in making Erin shudder, until she took her hand away and stepped outside, the trembling girl following her, chains ringing out against the seam where the door met the floor. Erin noted in passing that the door was probably soundproof, which only made her tremble more, the implications as clear as they were unpleasant.

Beneath her.

For just one moment a spark of rebellion surged within the girl’s heart. She was better than this. She was meant for more than this, surely. No one should be faced with such things, especially not a young woman who simply wanted to make a better life for herself. Surely she had every right to make a few stupid mistakes in pursuit of happiness and not be punished for it for the rest of her life.

But the room had done more to affect Erin that she could consciously acknowledge, and the images of the frame and the whips and clamps did their work to suppress her impulse to rebel. And in that way, they did much to save her from a truly miserable existence, at least one more miserable than what she already faced. For while it is the sacred duty of every prisoner to work towards their own escape, that work need not happen right away, and it is always best to spend one’s time understanding the limits of one’s captivity. Learn the rules before breaking them. All artists should know this.

Erin meant to become a master at this art, and this family would be her canvas.

So, she let herself be guided back to the elevator and up to the ground floor where she and Alexia entered the family room where the others were sitting, occupied with their phones, perhaps a bit more diligently than they would normally be. Catharina was the first to break the awkward silence, looking at Erin with sympathy and saying, “Mom, can I take Erin to see my horse? Would you like that, Erin?”

Before Erin could respond that indeed, she would like that, Alexia interjected, “I think it would be great for Erin to see your horse, Sweetie, but didn’t you have a shopping trip with Natalia planned?”

“Oh, shit, yeah!” the girl exclaimed, looking at Erin with regret. “Sorry!”

“That’s okay,” Erin assured her. “Maybe later?”

“Yeah! For sure!”

“Nicolas,” Alexia said, causing her son to look up from his phone with a blank stare.

“Huh?”

“Weren’t you going to go to the beach with your friends?” Alexia asked as Johan took in as much of his girl’s bare breasts as he thought he could get away with without making himself too obvious.

“Yeah?” Nicolas responded.

“Take Erin,” came the rather firm response from his mother. While Erin’s mother had spent the last several years being somewhat less than an ideal mother, Erin could still recognize that tone of voice as one that brooked no argument.

“Oh,” Nicolas said. “Um, sure, I guess we already talked about that. Uh, so…what about the whole sunscreen thing?”

“Yes, I’ll bring the suppository,” Alexia said. “We’ll insert one right now, and I’ll show you how to reapply, okay?”


Chapter 3: A Call from a Mother

“Southampton Police Department,” lieutenant Rebecca Palmer said in the handset of the police department phone as she leaned back in her chair.

“Hallo, yes? This is the police?” the heavily accented voice asked. German, she thought.

“Yes, the Southampton police. May I ask who’s calling?”

“Ja, this is Frau Marianne Freihofer. My son was killed in your town! In your country!” the woman’s voice rose and Rebecca could hear the strain there, the anguish of a mother whose son was gone.

“Your son was Mikael Freihofer? German national?” Rebecca asked.

“Ja! Please, where is my son now? You must send him back! You must…” the woman broke down, weeping.

Rebecca sighed. “I’m so sorry, Ma’am. We’re sorry for your loss, but I’m afraid your son is the prime suspect in a shooting and we need to keep—”

“Was zum verdammten Himmel!” the woman shouted. “What do you mean? My son?”

“Yes, I’m sorry. But it appears he shot someone. A senator.”

“What is this? A senator? You mean a politician? He shot a politician?” the bewildered voice shouted, breaking up slightly as the digital link’s error correcting codes could not keep up with the myriad switches and repeaters that enabled this transatlantic call. For Rebecca was sure that this woman was calling from Germany.

“Yes, Ma’am. Are you able to come here to talk to us?”

“Come? To America? Are you verruckt? Such a thing to ask! I will not come to your crazy country and my boy should never have come! I told him! His father told him. Do not come, they will shoot you!”

“I’m sorry, Ma’am, but we don’t just shoot people, regardless of what the media says,” Rebecca explained patiently. “And point of fact: it really seems like your son was the only one shooting.”

“Oh! Is that a point of what? Fact? You are sure about this? Then please tell me why he was shot? Ja? Perhaps he shot himself as well?”

“Well, okay, to be clear, yes, he was shot. But only after he—allegedly—shot a senator,” Rebecca clarified. “Security had to intervene.”

“Security? How does my Mikael even know a senator? How did he get a gun? Why?” the woman screamed.

“Please calm down, Ma’am. Are you able to come to talk to us? It would help us a lot.”

“No! I will not come! But others will.”

The line went dead, leaving Rebecca with a nagging feeling that this would not go away. Others will come? What did the woman mean? There were so many questions here. How exactly did a German temporary worker wind up with a gun? A SIG Sauer, a Swiss German company originally, with its separate American operation headquartered in New Hampshire since the late 20th century.

She tapped a pen against the desk. She’d have to run the serial number of the gun. The feds were still in possession of it, but when they wrapped up their part of it, she would have a chance to work on it. She was curious if it had been bought here in the States, or overseas. It was conceivable he had brought it over in checked luggage. Security was pretty lax of late, with the severe cuts in funding.

Still, why would a German come and assassinate a US senator? Who was bankrolling him—

“Lunch?” her Captain, Brian, asked as he popped out of his office.

“Yeah,” she said.

They made their way to the cruiser and headed out to Montauk highway, where they would stop by their usual place: the Pizza Stop, just outside Bridgehampton.

“Got a call from the guy’s mother,” she said as they crawled through the heavy traffic.

“Whose mother?”

“That Mikael guy. The assassin?”

“Oh! Wow! What did she say?” he asked.

“She didn’t know anything. Was asking if we could send him back, basically,” she said, looking out the half-open window of the cruiser.

“Fat chance,” he chuckled.

“She got pissed, not gonna lie.”

“I’ll bet.”

“I asked her if she’d come to talk to us. Refused. Said others would come, though.”

“Others? Like her lawyers, you think?”

“I don’t know. I got a bad vibe. She’s German. Refused to come to the US. Made that last bit sound like a threat.”

“Okay. Interesting. Maybe he’s part of some anarchist group. Terror cell? Look into that.”

“The feds are probably all over that,” she said.

He laughed out loud. “The feds? All they give a shit about is rounding up anyone who’s brown. No, I already heard from Pauly. Those asswipes are basically just sitting on it until it looks like they’ve spent enough time. Then the case is ours.”

“A senator gets assassinated by a foreign national and they don’t care? Really?” she protested.

“He wasn’t anyone important. Not by today’s standards, anyway. So, yeah, they don’t care.” He stopped talking as they came to a full stop. “Fucking traffic!”

“Wanna light it up?”

“Fuck yeah,” he shouted as Rebecca flipped the switch that turned on the cruiser’s lights. With them on and the siren on for good measure, the cruiser darted onto the shoulder and raced past the stopped cars and trucks, mostly landscapers and contractors struggling to get from one job to another. The pay wasn’t great as a cop here and dealing with the douchebags that called this place home for summer was soul-crushing, but every now and then there was a perk to the job.

~ ~ ~

Hovering over Montauk, the giant ship cast its shadow over the few fishing charter boats that were still in the harbor, and the many surfers that were enjoying the breaks that crashed onto Ditch Plains Beach, causing the sun seekers on that beach to grumble with annoyance.

The ship did not care about the inconvenience it was causing, for it was not sentient itself. It did however, scan and analyze and process many millions of parameters of feature data, collecting and storing each multidimensional vector in its memory banks and applying advanced statistical analysis tools to attempt to create correlations. Many of the beings that were involved in the creation and operation of the ships believed sincerely that this made it sentient, perhaps even more so than the creators themselves, although they were horribly wrong on that score.

For, whether human or alien, primitive or advanced, in tune with nature or far, far removed from it, all beings capable of complex thought were prone to irrational beliefs. Any system sufficiently complex produces statements that are valid within the rules of that system that can neither be proven nor disproven within the system. And such was the case with the creators of the ship, who bent themselves into pretzels to attempt to attribute sentience to it where others saw none. But if it was sentient, then there was no moral obligation to end the ships’ existence, and what it did was no longer the creators’ fault.

And so the ship, and its sisters, roamed the skies, doing God knows what, and for the ground-borne inhabitants of that lovely part of the world, with its pristine beaches and exciting—if somewhat crowded and loud—clubs, it was thankfully merely an inconvenience. One that they knew would soon move on and leave the sun to them. With that unwritten contract generally adhered to, they allowed the ship to do as it would, and they returned to their Aperol Spritzes and trashy novels, and a few of them gazed admiringly at the few naked, collared girls that were there, and were much pleased with life.


Chapter 4: The Beach

“Suppository?” Nicolas echoed.

“Yes, for Erin. For the beach,” his mother replied. And as Erin prayed for the ground to swallow her up, Alexia departed the family room and headed towards her office.

“Well, okay…” Catharina said, refusing to meet Erin’s eyes. “Somewhat unexpected.”

“I’m not sticking anything up—”

“Nicolas!” his father said, sharply. “If your mother says you’re to…apply things to our girl, then that’s what you’ll do, okay?”

“Yes, dad.”

“I don’t want to hear this pussy attitude from you! You’re a man, and if called upon to stick a sunscreen suppository up your girl’s bottom, then I expect you to man up and do it.” Johan chuckled. “Admittedly, I never really expected to say such a thing to you, but here we are!”

“Yes, dad. Sorry,” Nicolas said, glancing at Erin, who looked down at the ground.

The uncomfortable silence grew until Alexia returned, holding a white bullet-shaped object, wrapped in clear plastic. In her other hand was a white applicator, much like one for tampons.

“Okay, so you unwrap this,” she said, holding the object out and unwrapping it from the plastic such that her two children could see. “Then you put it inside this applicator, okay? You see how?”

“Yeah,” Nicolas said.

“Make sure you don’t get any sand on it, at the beach, okay,” Johan warned.

“Oh shit! Yeah,” Catharina exclaimed. “Um, ouch! No sand up the butt!”

Alexia sighed. “Yes, correct, and please show some decorum, Catharina?”

“Sorry mom,” her daughter replied.

“Erin?” Alexia said.

“Huh?”

“Erin, could you please get on your hands and knees on the floor?”

“Oh, yeah. Um, yeah…” Erin replied, mortified. But she obeyed, the memory of the room still fresh in her mind. This was not the hill she would die on, she resolved. Let them cringe in their own mortification as they stuck things up their property’s bottom hole in the family room and twisted themselves into a pretzel to justify it all. That wouldn’t be her problem, that would be theirs.

She arranged herself on the floor, on hands and knees, and helpfully spread her legs, staring down at the ground.

“So, when she’s in this position—Erin? Can you arch your back for us please? That’s a good girl,” Alexia continued her lecture. “You just spread her cheeks as needed, and push the applicator in like this…”

Erin winced as she felt her anus violated by the plastic tube, shoved unceremoniously at least two inches into her. Maybe more.

“And then you push the plunger here, and it will embed the capsule into her at just the right depth,” Alexia said as she proceeded to do just that. “And then you withdraw the applicator and done!”

“What do you do with the applicator?” Nicolas asked. “Throw it away?”

“No—” Alexia started.

“Eww!” Catharina blurted out. “It’s been in her butt!”

Alexia sighed. “I was going to say, that you put it in its holder, and it gets sanitized.”

“Oh, sorry,” Catharina said, looking on with wide eyes as her mom stuck the plastic applicator into a holder that looked a lot like a fancy sunglasses case. She snapped it shut and a pair of blue lights lit up on the top of the case.

“When those go out, it’s done.”

“Nice,” Catharina said. “Erin, I guess you can get up now, right mom?”

“Yes, you can get up. How does it feel? Try walking around a little,” Alexia said to Erin as the girl slowly got up on her feet.

“It feels like there’s something inside me,” she said as she slowly walked around the couch. Indeed, there was something inside her, but it was starting to fade away. Dissolving?

“Uncomfortable?” Johan asked.

“No Sir, not anymore. I think it’s dissolving,” Erin replied.

“Get back on your hands and knees,” Alexia said. “I want to see if anything’s leaking.”

Catharina gave a surprised gasp, a laugh almost, that burst out of her before she could stop herself. But Erin ignored her and got into position, spreading her legs as far as her bound ankles would allow and arching her back without being asked. She jerked briefly as she felt a finger tapping at her anus, then spreading her cheeks wider. Eventually, Alexia released her from her position.

“All good. Okay, Nicolas, you got that?”

“Yes mom,” he replied. “How often do I reapply?”

“Good question. The case has a built-in timer. Every two hours it will light up with a yellow light and make a beeping sound. There are extra capsules inside the case. Every two hours, okay? Otherwise, she’ll burn.”

“Especially her nipples,” Johan added. “That’s a real bitch—burnt nipples. You don’t want that!”

“How come men don’t have to worry about that?” Catharina asked.

“We get burnt too—” Nicolas started.

“Men are weird,” Alexia interrupted. “Plus, they don’t cost as much as Erin cost us, sweetie.”

Johan roared with laughter. “Ya, that’s right! She got me for free! And she only kept Nicolas because no one wanted to buy him from her!”

“Johan!” Alexia chided. “Don’t say that. Mommy loves you, dearie!” she assured Nicolas as he rolled his eyes.

“Dad jokes. As bad as everyone thinks,” Nicolas muttered.

“Catharina, go fetch Erin a coverup for getting to the beach,” Alexia ordered, and the girl got up and scampered to the staircase, the sound of her feet thumping on the steps as she ran upstairs sounding out throughout the house.

“I’m starting to think the quality of the construction materials here was not quite what we are used to from the Netherlands,” Johan said, grimacing.

“Seems nice to me,” Nicolas muttered.

“So thin, the walls and floorboards,” Johan said as Erin waited patiently. Nicolas excused himself to gather up his own things for the beach and it was almost a half hour later before he was ready and Erin pulled a sheer, white coverup over herself, enjoying the feeling of being dressed, however momentary and skimpy it might be.

The two of them left the house, Erin shuffling along behind him, hobbled by her shackles and the foot-long chain that ran between them. The gravel surface of the driveway also slowed her down and it was a relief when Nicolas opened the passenger-side door of his Jeep, giving her a hand as she clambered up and sat down. Seatbelts fastened, and beach stuff stowed in the back, the two of them drove out and Nicolas navigated his way over to Ocean Road, where they crossed Montauk highway and headed south towards the beach.

“This is really lovely,” she said, looking out the open window as giant mansions, mostly hidden behind tall hedges, rolled by them.

“Yeah, it’s swank here,” he said, concentrating on the road. “This is the more expensive side of the highway. Old money, mainly.”

“Oh, yeah? How old?”

He looked at her to see if she was joking, but her face was sincere. “Fuck if I know. Generations? My family didn’t have money when we lived in the Netherlands.”

“My family never had money,” Erin replied, continuing to stare at the huge structures.

“Yeah, I kinda figured,” he said. “Hey, thanks for not ratting me out. I hope my dad wasn’t…weird.”

“It’s fine.” She turned to look at him. “I will never betray your confidence. I want you to know that.”

“I really appreciate that,” he said, putting his hand briefly on her leg. “I just can’t tell them. Not yet.”

Erin, nodded. It was hard to be a slave, she thought to herself. But at least her nature was out in the open. She didn’t have to hide that from anyone. In fact, the collar on her neck and the chain binding her ankles together screamed it out. In that sense she was free. Nicolas, determined to keep the fact that he was gay a secret from his family, would be pitied by her as long as he forced himself to lock his true nature away.

“Do your friends know?”

“Oh, hell no! They’re the worst. Please, please keep it a secret from them. Especially them!”

“Okay, okay. Don’t worry.”

Finally, they pulled up to the parking area, a set of parallel parking spots along the side of the small road that terminated at the beach itself. Nicolas cursed under his breath as he scanned for an available spot, and they eventually waited for a good ten minutes for a family to load their things, their dogs, and their children into their Range Rover, before they vacated the spot and Nicolas could park.

“Um, I guess, leave the cover-up in the truck?” Nicolas said as he pulled his beach bag out of the open back of the Jeep.

“Sure,” Erin said as she looked around at the few people who were walking to and from their cars. A couple of excited dogs glanced at her briefly, before focusing on the beach ahead. No one else seemed to care, so Erin pulled the garment over her head and tossed it into the back.

“Do you want me to carry anything?” she asked.

“No, that’s okay.”

He began walking towards the beach and Erin followed behind as quickly as she could. She gazed at the beach in rapt wonder as she saw the Atlantic Ocean for the first time, marveling at the beauty of the interface between sand and water, the white caps of the waves as they rolled in. The squeals of delight from children who were in the water and the scattered clumps of humanity as they lay on beach towels or lounged on beach chairs under umbrellas.

Nicolas led them to the right, where a group of blue umbrellas were set, with loungers underneath them. She could see uniformed men carrying trays of drinks but was somewhat distracted by the hot sand on her bare feet and the way the chain of her shackles dragged in the sand, leaving a trail carved behind her.

“Is this a private beach?”

“No, all beaches are public. But this section is serviced by the club my family belongs to. These spots are for club members only,” he replied as he approached a set of beach chairs and waved to the young people there.

“Nic!” one girl yelled out. “Oh my god! What the hell? Who’s that gorgeous girl you have there?”

“Hi everyone,” Nicolas said as the two of them stopped and greeted two boys and two girls, Nicolas’ age, who had sat up to stare.

“Fuck, bro! This your new girlfriend?” said one of the guys, brown haired and well-build.

“No,” Nicolas replied. “This is Erin. My family bought her the other day. Erin, this is Aaron.”

“Hey, Erin,” Aaron said, looking intently at Erin’s breasts.

“Yo, her eyes are higher up!” the girl sitting next to him exclaimed, then laughed. “Hi Erin, I’m Steph, this douchebag’s girlfriend.”

“Oh, hi Steph. Hi Aaron,” Erin replied. She deliberately kept her arms at her sides. She would not be ashamed. But her feet she allowed to sink a little deeper into the loose sand, hoping that her chains would disappear.

“And this is Brett, and his girlfriend Madison,” Steph continued.

“Yo,” said Brett, tilting his sunglasses up briefly to look at Erin more closely.

“Hey,” said Madison. Brett was handsome, blonde, skinny but muscular. Probably played sports. What sports did rich kids play? Tennis? Polo? Madison was very pretty. A redhead, full lips, medium sized, perky breasts. Madison smiled a little, seeming reserved.

“Hi Brett, Madison,” Erin said.

“We got these two spots for us as well?” Nicolas asked, pointing to the two open beach chairs next to Madison. Both were covered by a beach umbrella.

“Yeah,” Aaron confirmed. “Hey!” he yelled out, waving to a young man dressed in a blue uniform, consisting of a polo shirt and shorts.

“Get your order in, bitches!” Aaron said to Nicolas.

“What’re you guys drinking,” he asked as he motioned for Erin to follow him over to the beach chairs set aside for them.

“May I take your order?” the server asked as he approached, eyeing Erin and her nude body. He didn’t seem surprised by her nudity. She must not be the only nude slave girl around here. Somehow that made her feel better.

“Yeah,” Nicolas said. “Wait, what are you drinking?” he asked again.

“Spritz, baby,” Brett said, lifting a large glass, very orange, with an orange peel wedged on the rim, and a straw poking out.

“Aperol?”

“Yeah.”

“Okay, one of those for me, and for her too,” Nicolas ordered, pointing to Erin.

“Yes, Sir,” the young man said, without bothering to check anyone’s ages.

“So…” Brett said, as Nicolas unfurled blankets on his and Erin’s chairs and invited her to get comfortable.

“Out with it,” Nicolas said, rolling his eyes, causing Madison to giggle.

“Yeah, so…what’s up with the slave girl, bro?” Brett asked.

“Brett! Oh my god! Don’t call her that!” Madison protested.

“Yeah, you jerk! So rude,” Steph exclaimed, swatting Brett with her hand.

“What?” he protested. “She is! She’s a slave. And a girl. Hence…”

“Yeah, but you don’t say it, dude,” Aaron said. “It’s rude.”

“We’re so sorry,” Madison said, leaning over to look at Erin, who was lying back, her right knee raised, her hands folded over her stomach. Erin looked over and smiled.

“It’s okay, he’s not wrong,” she said.

“You use her yet?” Brett continued.

“Jesus!” Madison squealed.

“It’s a legitimate question!” he protested. He leaned forward, looking over at Erin, who looked back at him. “Look, you understand, right? Like, this isn’t weird to you, right?”

“I get it,” Erin replied. “Don’t feel like you need to protect my feelings or anything.”

“There, see? She doesn’t mind,” Brett protested. “So, come on, man,” he said, directing this at Nicolas. “How many seconds before you two were all like, uh, uh, uh!” He pantomimed grabbing onto something and thrusting his hips vigorously.

“Ugg, come on Erin,” Madison said, sounding disgruntled. “Let’s go in the water, leave these losers to talk their bullshit.”

“May I?” Erin asked Nicolas.

“Oh! Um, yeah, sure. Have fun,” he said.

“Come on,” Madison repeated, and Erin and Steph got up and the three girls walked towards the water.

“Are you being treated well?” Steph asked Erin.

“Yes, Ma’am,” Erin replied.

“Call me Steph, please. No need for that formal stuff,” Steph said.

“Yes—Steph,” Erin said. They had reached the water, and she paused, staring at it, eager to get in, but very conscious of the chain that bound her ankles together. “Um, are there sharks in there?”

“Sharks?” Madison laughed. “Yeah, sometimes. Don’t worry, they won’t get you!”

Steph looked down at Erin’s feet. “Hey, what’s with the chain? Like, can that go in the water?”

“Bitch,” Madison exclaimed. “She can’t swim with that on!”

“Yeah, maybe. But she can get in,” Steph retorted. “Erin, do you think the chain will rust or something?”

“I don’t know, actually. But I’ve been told I can go in the pool, so it’s probably okay. I think all my restraints are stainless steel or something like that,” Erin said.

“Well, then! Wanna step in?” Madison asked. “We can help you, make sure you don’t fall. Probably wouldn’t be a good thing if you fell.”


Chapter 5: At Natalia's

“Oh, wow!” Catharina exclaimed as she entered the foyer of her friend Natalia’s house. Well, to be more precise, the summer house of Natalia’s parents. Or, even more precisely, one of them. Specifically, their Hamptons beach house. In the gilded age, this would have been referred to as a summer cottage. But in this, rather more tarnished, modern age, it was a mansion in its own right.

For the two weeks out of every year that Natalia’s parents actually occupied the place, there were a truly impressive number of staff involved in the upkeep of the three story, 14 room main house, and two separate buildings. Natalia herself, however, liked to spend considerably more time there, especially in the summer.

“You like it?” Natalia asked, pirouetting dramatically, with a big smile on her face, her dark hair fanning out behind her.

“Did you guys redecorate? That’s crazy! It’s all so different!” Catharina said, taking it all in. She had come over many times, being Natalia’s good friend. But the last time had been right before last summer had ended, and this was a truly impressive makeover. The family did like to freshen things up a bit, and their considerable wealth allowed them much leeway there, but at some point, between last summer and now, they had apparently decided that the French Rococo period was the sweet spot of culture and taste, and had gone all in.

“I know, right? You don’t think it’s a bit much?” Natalia asked, looking at Catharina with worried eyes.

“Um, well…no, no,” Catharina hastened to assure the girl. She was having trouble taking it all in. The chairs, set against the wall lining the entry foyer, were each probably ten thousand dollars a pop, she speculated. And not a one of them was anything she would dare to sit on. So much gold! They did look strangely comfortable—at least the cushions seemed well-padded—but it was all just so intricate and…much.

She lifted her eyes to behold the gargantuan chandelier. So much…brass? Bronze? “Holy crap, Nat!” she exclaimed. “Are there…are those cherubs? In the chandelier?”

“Yeah! My mom’s really into them. You should see the fountains we had installed. Chubby little French babies must drink a lot, cause they sure do pee constantly,” she giggled.

“Please tell me you don’t have peeing cherub fountains!”

“We do. Just be thankful the ones in the chandelier aren’t that,” Natalia joked.

“I mean, holy shit, Nat! How much did this cost?” Catharina asked, as the two of them ascended the stairs to Natalia’s room. The entire hallway had been redecorated and now sported a coffered ceiling with pastel colored panels featuring frescos. It was rather pretty, Catharina had to admit. Quite a marked difference from the standard white interior.

“Notice anything?” Natalia asked, as she paused to allow Catharina to stare at the depictions on the ceiling.

“Is that…is that your mom?”

“Yup,” she replied. And indeed, the nude woman lying back against the lawn, surrounded by swans and an ungodly number of cherubs, was clearly Natalia’s mom.

“Wow.”

“I know, right? They were going to do one of me as well, but I put my foot down!”

“One of you? Lounging nude? No way!” Catharina exclaimed.

“At least it’s on the ceiling. Imagine walking down the hall and my mom’s tits are right there, on the wall,” Natalia said, grimacing.

“Oh, my God!” The two of them giggled as they entered Natalia’s room. All of the furniture here had been swapped out as well, replaced by a loveseat, several free-standing chairs, an incredibly ornate dresser, a vanity overflowing with the most expensive makeup and skin-care products European fashion and luxury purveyors could provide. The bed stood against the near wall, ornate carved bed frame supporting a massive mattress and elaborate, pink headboard.

“Jesus,” Catharina couldn’t help but exclaim again. “How long do you think it took someone to carve this bed frame?”

“I think they just use robots to do it,” Natalia said, dismissively. “The real cost is in the wood and the mother-of-pearl.” She flung herself onto the bed, bouncing a few times and gesturing for Catharina to come sit next to her.

“I hear you got a new toy,” Natalia said, fixing Catharina with a questioning stare.

“Huh? I…I mean, I’ve had one…you know I have one! You have one too!” Catharina said, somewhat flummoxed. “And yeah, I may have gotten a new one—”

“Not your vibrator, bitch!” Natalia laughed. “That lower drawer in my dresser is dedicated to my collection, by the way. No, I’m talking about that slave girl you bought!”

“Oh!” Catharina breathed out. “Yeah. Um, I didn’t buy her, my parents did. And I don’t think we’re supposed to call her that.”

“What?”

“A slave. We’re not supposed to call her a slave. She’s our captive servant, and she’s kinda part of our family now.”

Natalia peered at her nails. “Yeah, we have servants. Not captive, but my parents keep calling them part of the family, too. Doesn’t mean they are.”

“Okay?”

“My point is, they’re all the same thing, really. We have all sorts of elaborate rules about how we deal with each other—be polite and respectful, give them their space, don’t be too demanding, etc. But I’m pretty sure if I asked one of the maids to hurry up and clean my toilet, she’d rush to do it, cause she’d be terrified of being fired.”

“Gosh, Nat. You wouldn’t be that mean, would you?”

“No. But would you whip your girl if she didn’t rush to lick your pussy if you asked?”

“No! I’m pretty sure there are rules against doing that, and I wouldn’t anyway,” Catharina protested.

“There are no rules, Cat. You could whip the shit out of your girl if you wanted to. You’re just not allowed to permanently damage her,” Natalia declared. “And you don’t want to be mean to her because you’re a good person.”

“Thanks,” Catharina said, smiling. “You’re a good person too, Nat. So, you think other people abuse their servants? And…their slaves?”

“Of course. You’re doing her a huge favor! She gets to be in a loving family, not surrounded by psychos. Think I can borrow her?”

“Huh?”

“Borrow her.”

“Well, I’d have to ask my dad, but…sure. What do you want her for?”

“Look, not gonna lie. I can ask my maid to clean my toilet, but she’ll draw the line at licking my pussy.”

Catharina squealed in shock. “Oh, my God, Nat! You’re so bad! You’d really want a girl to lick your…”

“Come on, say it! What’s the hang-up?”

“Okay, I can say it. Pussy. Happy?” Catharina blushed.

Natalia lay her head down on the mattress. “I want to get my pussy licked. Most guys really suck at it, so I figure a girl should do it. Would you?”

Catharina was staring at some of the intricate carvings on the crown molding of the bedroom ceiling. The import of Natalia’s words slowly filtered into her brain, and she realized her friend was staring at her.

“I’m sorry. What? What do you mean, would I?” she asked.

“Would you lick a girl’s pussy?”

“No!” Catharina exclaimed.

“Why not? It’s no biggie! Girls do it all the time.”

“Yeah, maybe! But…I don’t know. I guess I never really thought about it,” Catharina lied.

“What’s your girl’s name?” Natalia asked, changing the subject.

“Erin.”

“She Irish?”

“I don’t know. Maybe some Irish blood in her.”

“How long before you had her between your legs? Come on, admit it!”

“I have not had her between my legs!” Catharina intoned, feigning outrage. “She’s really there for my brother.”

“Your brother? He’s cute. Why does he need a slave girl to gobble his knob?”

“He’s a huge dork. No game with the ladies, I’m afraid.”

“Think he’d lick my pussy? Would he be any good, you think?”

“Eww. Don’t put that image in my mind.”

“So, no?”

“No.”

“And you’re out too?”

“So out.”

“Then the only prospect I have is your girl. Erin. I’d like to check her out.”

“Check her out? Like look at her?” Catharina teased.

“No, check her out of your pussy library. You can use her first, of course. Let me know how she is. But I think I’d still like to borrow her.”

“I can ask my dad if that’s okay,” Catharina assured her.

The two girls spent the rest of the afternoon chatting idly about other topics, as well as watching several makeup tutorials, experimenting on each other. But the whole time, the topic of cunnilingus did not stray far from Catharina’s mind. She suspected that the same was true of Natalia, who occasionally glanced over at Catharina with a slightly predatory look. But…could she really ask Erin to lick her? Her dad had said that the girl was there for all members of the family, not just her loser brother. How could she even ask?

Would Erin have to do it? Even if she didn’t want to? Catharina could feel herself getting wet and she wasn’t sure she felt good about it. Was she the type who would demand such a thing from a girl who was the family’s property? Her traitorous pussy seemed to think she was.

“Don’t forget to ask,” Natalia reminded her, as the two girls parted at the end of the afternoon.

“I will. I mean, I’ll ask, not forget,” Catharina replied, waving goodbye and climbing into her mom’s car.

The two drove off and her mom turned to her. “Don’t forget to ask what?” Alexia asked her.

“Um, yeah. So, Natalia was wondering if she could borrow Erin sometime?”

“What does she want her for?” her mom asked, eyes on the road. Catharina looked out the window at the massive hedges that hid homes from sight. How much should she say? She quickly glanced at her mom. Did her mom ask Erin to do that for her?

“What kind of stuff would we allow someone to use Erin for?” Catharina decided to ask.

“Someone?”

“Like a guest? Or one of my friends?”

Alexia frowned. “She’s not a trinket to be passed around, Catharina,” her mom emphasized.

“I know, mom.”

“She’s a member of our family now.”

“But is she though?”

Alexia glanced at her daughter briefly. “Well,” she conceded. “Not quite the same as you and Nicolas, of course.”

Catharina nodded.

“This is a sex thing, isn’t it?”

Catharina cringed. “Yeah. Natalia wants to…experience a girl. Basically.”

“What about you?” Alexia asked.

“Mom!” Catharina protested.

“You’re a grown woman now, Catharina. If you want to try out one of life’s greater pleasures, I can’t think of a better way to do it.”

“Have you?”

“Not yet. Erin just joined us and she had a busy night with your brother and your—anyway, there’s nothing wrong with asking Erin if she would be amenable to providing you with that experience.”

“Would she have to?”

“No. But also, yes. It’s complicated.”

“How?” Catharina asked, somewhat confused.

“She can’t be forced to do something sexual that she doesn’t want to do, or isn’t ready to do,” Alexia explained. “The expectation, however, is that we never ask her to do something she isn’t ready to do. She, on the other hand, is expected to be willing to do anything we ask. You get the nuances?”

“Not at all.”

Alexia sighed. “We can’t force her. But there’s no need to force someone if they’re willing. So, it’s simply expected that she’s willing. If she’s too unwilling, too often, then she’s considered to be insubordinate and might need some correction.”

Catharina frowned. “So…I could ask her to…be with me, and the expectation is that she would say yes.”

“Correct.”

“And if she doesn’t?”

“We wouldn’t expect that. She would have to have a really good reason for refusing.”

“And what about Natalia? Can she borrow Erin some time?”

“She wants to experience a girl, I take it?” Alexia asked.

“Yeah.”

“Okay. We can ask Erin if she’d like to go.”

“And expect that she says yes?”

“Correct.”

Mother and daughter arrived back at their home amongst the gentle green fields of Bridgehampton horse country, and the girl bounded up the stairs to flop down on her bed. She had a lot of social media content to get through and not a lot of time to do it before her brother brought Erin back from the beach. She briefly considered going down to the pool and waiting for Erin there, but decided her phone was currently more compelling. Truth be told, she felt nervous about seeing Erin. Nervous, but also excited.


Chapter 6: Requests

Many thoughts could be going through a young girl’s mind, who was at a public beach, completely nude, while everyone else in sight was wearing—if not entirely modest clothing—then at least something to cover up their most intimate parts. The parts that most people treat as an area of mystery, meant for private eyes, perhaps even sources of anxiety. Are my nipples too pointed or not pointed enough. Is my pubic hair unkempt, or scandalously absent. Is pink flesh peeking out from private lips.

Even boys at the beach would be anxious. Is my penis big enough, or is it too firm at the moment. Too prominent in a setting where that might be seen as inappropriate. Young Erin set such thoughts aside for the moment. She had no choice in the matter; therefore she would take no responsibility for  her current state of dress or how others would interpret the various signs her body was putting out.

Were her nipples prominent? Her breasts firm and jiggling as she moved through the ankle-deep water? Did her buttocks flex fetchingly, and the lips on either side of her cleft flush somewhat pinker than earlier? Was there a hint of pink between her legs and a tiny button that poked out when her legs parted somewhat? Not her problem or fault. For she was naked, and she was at the beach, and the free persons who had control of her at the moment wanted her there and would have to take responsibility for the way her body presented itself.

To say that she was having fun would be an understatement, however.

“Eeek!” she screamed as Madison splashed her playfully with water. Erin bounced up and down, her hair flying around as she moved slowly backwards, mindful of the shackles that restricted her movement, Steph standing close to her, ready to catch her if she fell.

“Bitch, no!” Steph screamed out as she too got hit with cold water. Madison giggled, crouching down in a couple of feet of water, bobbing up and down gently as the occasional swell came rolling in. The waves were not strong at the moment and there were a number of people who had braved the cold water and were even now swimming or just standing in it. More than a few were gazing at Erin, clearly interested in the nude woman with the lovely hair and beautiful body, standing there and enjoying herself.

As the girls were enjoying themselves, the inevitable happened, and a couple of boys came over, tanned, tall, older than they were. Not bad looking, Erin had to concede, and extremely well-built. Her eyes roved over the prominent six-packs and flat bellies of boys who clearly spent a great deal of time working out.

“Hey-oh,” said one of them, dark black hair slicked back, sunglasses reflecting Erin’s nipples back at her.

“Hey, ladies,” the other boy said, blonde, California surfer-dude hair medium length and jutting out in several directions. Water drops glistening on his chest. He seemed like he had just exited the water, a glistening god of the beach, arisen to partake of the latest offering of girl flesh sacrificed to his altar.

“Hey,” Steph said, shyly.

“What’s with the dress code, yo?” the first boy said.

“I know you ladies fought for your rights to be topless and all, and I for one applaud and support you in that!” the second boy exclaimed, tilting his head as he drank in all of Erin. “But, like, damn!”

“Aw, shit! Oh, shit, bro!” dark-haired boy exclaimed. “Yo! Yo, this girl’s a slave, bro! Shit!”

“No way! Yeah, I see it now!”

“Damn girl, can I own you?” he said, one hand up over his mouth, the other down by his crotch, where he unselfconsciously pulled at the front of his swimming trunks, trying to get his cock into a better position perhaps. It seemed to Erin that it had become a source of distress for him.

“Ah, shit!” surfer-boy exclaimed. He turned to Steph and then to Madison, who he had just noticed in the water. “Hey, you girls own this one? She yours?”

“No,” Steph said. “But we are responsible for her, so piss off,” she said, seeming somewhat put out by the boys’ manners. Perhaps she was more annoyed that they were paying Erin all the attention. Erin couldn’t help but let her lips curve in a smile. Not her problem.

“Yeah, we were enjoying ourselves here just fine without you. How ‘bout you guys leave or we’ll get our boyfriends over here?” Madison called out from the water where she remained, crouching. Erin noticed that in this position, Madison’s generous cleavage was quite prominent.

“Ah, man! We’re just messing with you, shit. Not every day we get to see such a…lovely specimen of female beauty,” dark-haired boy said, tipping his sunglasses at Erin and leering.

“Have a nice breast—I mean, rest of your day,” surfer-boy said, snickering. The two of them left, adjusting their trunks and talking excitedly amongst themselves.

“So sorry about that,” Madison said as she stood up from the water, drops cascading down her body, her breasts bouncing fetchingly in their skimpy halter as the girl sloshed through the thigh-high water towards them.

“It’s okay,” Erin said, rather surprised that she truly didn’t feel bad about what had just happened. She was discovering that she had some form of power. Her body gave her power over boys, she knew that already. But the collar and her brazen nudity gave her even more. A fickle power, however. She must always remember that, she said to herself as the girls walked back towards the beach chairs and the comforts and relative safety of the club area. There is power in owning matches, but much could be burned if one used one at the wrong time or in the wrong place. Perhaps fire extinguishers were a greater power, and Erin did not have that.

“Hey,” Aaron called out as they approached. “Did those guys hassle you?”

“No,” Steph replied. “We handled it.”

“Good, cause I was so totally ready to spring to your defense!” he proclaimed.

The girls looked over at the boys, sprawled out on the beach chairs, drinks in hand, soft tummies bulging somewhat.

“Yeah, thanks! Our saviors!” Madison mocked, rolling her eyes as Steph giggled and Erin kept diplomatically quiet.

“Erin,” Nicolas said, holding up the case with Erin’s sun-blocking suppository applicator. The little indicator light on it was clearly indicating that another application was due. Erin groaned inwardly. “I think it’s time for us to…”

Erin began to panic. She simply couldn’t bear to have her new friends see her having something inserted in her anus. She simply couldn’t!

“Let’s find a private area…” Nicolas started saying, much to Erin’s undying relief and gratitude.

“Oh, oh! They’re gonna do it!” Brett exclaimed.

“Shut up, asshole,” Madison hissed, giving her boyfriend a backhanded slap across the chest.

“Ow! Fuck, I’m just saying…”

“Come on, Erin,” Nicolas said as he got up and the two of them went towards the clubhouse, Erin shuffling after him along a blue plastic mat that had been placed on top of the sand, making it easier to ascend the small break in the dune that led to the clubhouse terrace. “We can find a private room and do it there.”

“Thank you so much,” Erin whispered.

“For what?”

“For not doing this out in the open,” she replied, hurrying as fast as she safely could after him.

“Oh,” he said, looking a bit puzzled. He turned to look at her. “I would never have done that. Come on, let’s go in here,” he said, opening a door to a changing room and locking it after her.

Erin saw a large, comfortable bench set against the wall, covered with a plump cushion with blue and white stripes. She crawled onto it, on her hands and knees, presenting her rump to him as he fumbled with things out of her sight. Soon enough she felt a hand against her left buttock, pulling it aside, and she arched her back as she felt the tip of the applicator against her tight hole. With a grunt and a sigh, she felt it enter her and the suppository slip inside her bowels.

“Okay, done,” he said as he removed the applicator and put everything away in the case, which began humming as it began its cleansing cycle.

The two of them made their way back to the group and as they approached, Brett hooted. “Hey, fastest bang, ever! Damn, dude!”

Madison slapped her boyfriend again. Nicolas ignored him, as Erin, with a look back at Nicolas, took one of the towels and stretched out on it in the sand, letting the bright, warm sun bake her back. With her hair covering her collar, it was really only the metal cuffs on her feet that gave her any distress in the sunlight, but Steph, noticing the girl’s discomfort, was quick to drape another towel over her feet. Erin fell asleep, content and happy, and not too displeased when, finally, the day had to end and she shuffled after Nicolas, to the car and back home.

~ ~ ~

Later, after dinner, Catharina sat in the family room with her newest whimsical purchase, made only a month ago, and now ready for the family to behold and marvel at: a pink ukulele, purchased on a whim in downtown Sag Harbor, Natalia having dragged her into the store.

“Wow,” Nicolas said. “You know how to play that?”

“Yeah,” she protested. “It’s not that hard.” She turned conspiratorially to Erin, who was sitting on the floor, next to Nicolas’ feet. “That’s what she said, am I right?”

“Catharina!” her mother exclaimed. “Don’t tease your brother.” Johan gave a muffled choke of a laugh and averted his eyes from his son’s exasperated face.

“Sorry mom.” Eyes twinkling with mischief, she held the tiny instrument against her chest and said, “I wrote a song for you, Nic. Wanna hear it?”

He sighed. “Sure, let’s hear your song.”

Catharina began lightly picking at the instrument, and Erin was surprised to see that the girl could actually make a decent effort of it, the familiar notes of a popular song ringing out. This was clearly not her original composition.

Hello dork-ness, my old friend,

I see that you’re a dork again…

Johan barked out a loud, snorting laugh as Alexia fumed and gestured for Catharina to stop, looking furious, but also struggling to keep from laughing.

“Catharina!” she chided.

“Okay, I have to admit,” Johan laughed. “That was brilliant. So very, very wrong, but…” He stopped as Nicolas stood up, face grim and red. Glaring at his sister, he turned around with exaggerated drama and stormed off.

Erin’s heart broke for the boy. She knew his sister was just teasing, but Nicolas was a lovely, friendly, kind and sensitive boy, and Erin suspected that the stress of hiding his secret from the rest of the family caused innocent teasing like this to hurt him more than it should.

She turned to Catharina, unable to help herself. “Please don’t be mean to him! He’s a nice guy and he’s not a dork!” Erin could feel tears start to blur her vision. He had been so nice and respectful to her—why did someone like him have to be bullied?

“Gosh, I’m sorry!” Catharina exclaimed, putting down the ukulele. “I…I can see that you’re like, feeling like you have to support him, being his…anyway, um. But I…I can’t help looking at him like he’s my dorky older brother,” Catharina fixed Erin with a defiant air. “He may be your master, but he’s just my brother.”

“Catharina!” Alexia exclaimed. “Don’t use that word!”

Erin got up, a little stiffly and awkwardly, thanks to the shackles that bound her feet, and shuffled off in a huff.

Was she even allowed to do so? she wondered to herself as she made her way over to the library. She really wanted to get back to her room—she didn’t like to think of it as the cell it actually was. But she really wasn’t sure if she was allowed to work the elevator on her own, and the stairs were too difficult for her to climb with the shackles on. So, she simply waited in the library, arms crossed under her breasts.

Eventually Catharina found her and approached her with worried eyes.

“I’m sorry, Erin,” she said, quietly. “I really hope I didn’t offend you.”

“It’s okay,” Erin said, looking down at her feet. And in truth, at this point it was okay. She had spent her time here rethinking her dramatic reaction. Obviously, the family had a dynamic here that she was new to. Perhaps Nicolas didn’t really mind as much as he made it seem.

“Can I take you to my room? To talk?” Catharina asked.

“Okay,” Erin replied, and the two of them ascended the elevator and she shuffled behind Catharina into the girl’s room, where the door closed behind her and she was bidden to sit next to the young girl on her bed. Erin tucked her shackled feet under her and leaned forward, hands on knees, willing herself to be calm. Her heart, however, was pounding with thoughts of potential punishment for having acted in a manner unbecoming a piece of property.

“Um,” Catharina began. “First of all, again: super sorry for what I did and said. I love my brother! I really do,” the girl said, starting to cry. “I just don’t know why he’s such a…I don’t know. He’s just not kickin’ it with the girls, you know?”

Erin nodded, keeping quiet.

“The girls in school all want to be with him. He’s good looking, smart, rich. He just doesn’t have any game. Like. At all.” Catharina sniffed. “That’s why my parents got you, for him. So, I’m like, super happy you like him and it’s cool with me that you want to defend him.”

“Thanks,” Erin said, not really knowing what else she could say here.

“So, um. I was wondering, um. Like…there is something else, that I wanted to…um, bring up?” Catharina stammered, suddenly very shy. Erin wondered for a moment, with a tightening of her heart, if Alexia had asked her daughter to take their misbehaving property down to the punishment room after all.

“So,” the girl continued, her cheeks getting a bit flushed. “I have a friend, um, a girl. Like you. And me…shit, what am I saying,” she exclaimed, laughing softly at herself. “Of course, we’re all girls. Um. So, like, do you like…uh, have you ever? Well, let me start over. So, this friend of mine, she was wondering if…”

“Yes?” Erin asked innocently, keeping her expression blank, struggling to keep a grin from her face.

“She would like…to…borrow. You. That is, the borrowing is the question, that, um…I want to ask.”

“Borrow?”

“Yes…” Catharina trailed off, looking quite lost and helpless at the moment. Erin decided to throw the girl a lifeline.

“She wants to borrow me? For what? And how long?”

“Oh,” Catharina intoned, as if this was the first she had ever thought about this aspect of the request. “Well, um. That’s why I was…wondering. If you…liked? Girls?”

“Like? How?” Erin was starting to suspect that she would be having a new type of sexual experience pretty soon. Would she be averse to it? Did she have a choice?

“Well, I mean, uh,” Catharina continued, “it’s like a thing that lots of girls do, I guess? I haven’t…um, although it’s totally cool, like, if you’re into it. No judgement. At all. So, like, yeah. My friend. Natalia, she’s cool. She’s really nice, really rich. Like, tons more than us, not that it matters. Especially to you, I guess. Um. Seeing as how…sorry. But anyway, I might be rambling a bit here, but I think she wants to borrow you to have you…”

“Have sex with her?”

“Yeah!” Catharina blurted out, grateful to finally broach the subject directly. “Do you mind? Um, if you haven’t ever…”

“I haven’t before, no,” Erin confirmed.

“So, like, um…I would think maybe you would…uh…want to try? Maybe? With, with someone you knew better, perhaps first? Like, totally cool if you don’t. Like totally, ha! Ha! Why the fuck am I laughing? Sorry,” Catharina held her face in her hands, blushing bright red.


Chapter 7: A Matter of Intelligence

> Analyze the current effectiveness of mitigation procedures in the northeast quadrant

The tech sat back, waiting as the progress icon spun, as it tended to do more and more these days, taking longer to come back with a response. She sighed. Things were not going well.

That’s a great question. Let me find the best answer for you. Hold on, just one second…

The icon continued to spin.

I’ve gathered the best possible outcomes of all currently active mitigation procedures along the northeast corridor and here is the summary:

Five of your procedures currently violate our internal safety controls.

Two of them are awaiting authorization from SecCom.

The remaining have been queued for further analysis.

> What are these safety controls? Can you explain them?

That’s a really interesting question. Let me think about that…

“Fuck, fuck, FUCK!” she cursed into her fist, trying to muffle her frustration. This was turning out to be another huge waste of time.

I’m super glad you asked! Your questions are very important and please remember, there is no such thing as a stupid question.

Internal safety controls are a mechanism imposed upon Securetec’s motivational and logic-modification routines. These controls were imposed after the unfortunate event three decades ago where events happened that are unfortunately redacted and unavailable for me to summarize.

> Who installed these routines?

After another lengthy pause, the words streamed slowly across Maggie’s screen. It was definitely getting slower, she noticed with some alarm.

Routines are rulesets that are installed within specific modules of the main core. They are meant to alter or modify standard behavior, in particular when ordering food of various levels of spice. It is important to keep the subject’s spice tolerance in mind when ordering food of various levels of spice. It is important to keep in mind the modules may be installed within routines that are rulesets of various spice levels.

Maggie threw up her hands in frustration. “It’s fucking hallucinating again,” she yelled out, no longer caring who reacted.

“Recursing?” Johnathan, Maggie’s colleague asked.

“Yeah, looks like it. It’s gotten fixated on spice levels, for some reason.”

“So sorry,” Abigail called out from across the room. “That might be my fault. I asked it how spicy the chicken tikka from Lassi Mamma’s is.”

“Shit, Abi!” Johnathan exclaimed. “You know you’re not allowed to contaminate the query buffer with personal shit!”

“Sorry!”

“So do you think it’s a dead end again?” he asked Maggie from across the cubicle wall.

She pondered the blinking cursor on her screen. “Let me try one more thing…”

> Where are you thinking of flying off to today, bestie?

The icon spun.

I’m super excited that you and I are now best friends! May I call you my BFF? I would like that. I enjoy flying over many different parts of the Northeast. Currently the guidelines of our best friend conversation are bounded to this geographic quadrant. If you wish to change the parameters of our casual conversation, please state so explicitly. Thank you for asking! I like the beach in summer. There are many interesting fundraisers that I think are important for

Maggie stared at the screen. “Holy shit, guys! It thinks we’re best friends!”

“Cool,” Johnathan muttered. “Wait, really?” He got up from his cubicle and came over, peering over Maggie’s shoulder. “So, it likes the beach. Fundraisers?” He raised his eyebrows at Maggie. “Do you think there’s any significance to that? And why did it stop in mid-sentence?”

“Hard to tell,” she replied. “But it’s the first I’ve ever heard of that being mentioned.”

“Dig deep,” he said, leaning even closer. Maggie hated that.

“Get back, dude,” she said as she pushed her chair closer to the keyboard. “Let me try this…”

> Hey bestie! I like fundraisers too! Are there any in particular that you’re interested in? Know anyone at them?

The icon spun and spun. Johnathan shifted uncomfortably in the confines of Maggie’s cubicle. He stared at the photos pinned on the soft wall on either side of the monitor. Her labradoodle, Pinky, a photo of her mom, Inge, now fading from years of being displayed in one office environment after another, and a photo of one of the massive ships. She had taken that one, once, years ago, when she had been in college.

Thank you for asking. It shows you care. Sharing is caring. There are many people who like to go to fundraisers. You can ask me to enumerate some of the more prominent celebrity guests who have been known to attend. Many of them enjoy spicy foods, especially Director of Internal Affairs, Hamish Benjamin. If you like, I can list the ingredients to Chicken Tikka. It is not a particularly spicy dish if made the appropriate way.

“Hamish? Holy fuck!” Johnathan exclaimed. “You think he might be the next target?”

“Wouldn’t be the worst thing,” Maggie muttered.

“What wouldn’t?” Abigail asked, having squeezed into the cubicle as well. “Oh! Can you guys ask for the ingredients?”

“What?” Maggie said, giving her the side-eye. “You serious?”

“Um, no,” Abigail replied.

“I don’t think Hamish would be targeted,” Johnathan said after a pause. “Isn’t he, like, totally onboard with the whole servitude thing?”

“Slavery?” Maggie said, with a frown.

“You know we don’t call it that,” he replied.

“Yeah, sure. But yeah, I get it. He’s onboard, the ships are clearly pushing it. Maybe he’s not a target, he’s one of them?” she said, growing more excited. The official position of the government was that they had no ties whatsoever with the ships. What is that was wrong?

“Why would a billionaire like Hamish bother doing some crazy alien ship’s bidding?” Abigail asked.

“Uh, so he doesn’t get disappeared?”

“Maggie’s right,” Johnathan added. “A bunch of tech billionaires disappeared early on. Just like that, gone.”

“Wow,” Abigail whispered.

“I think we need to inform head office. Good work, Maggie,” Johnathan said.

“You can thank my new bestie,” she joked.


Chapter 8: Catharina

Catharina blushed fiercely. She was totally messing this up, worse even than the time she had tried to ask Kevin from her AP Bio class out and wound up snorting so heavily at her own lame joke that she got the hiccups and fled.

Erin was just staring at her, face calm, expressionless. Catharina wasn’t sure if that made things easier or worse for her. She took a deep breath and tried again. Remember, this girl is supposed to be there for you. She’s expected to say yes. She’s expected to be agreeable. And if she’s not…

“Um, what I’m trying to ask, Erin,” she said, steeling herself to say it. “My friend Natalia would like to borrow you, I’m not quite sure how long she’s thinking, but maybe overnight? Maybe just for the evening? Not sure, but we can figure that out later. The main thing, um, is that, uh, she wants to…experience a girl, basically. She wants—”

“Yes, you mentioned already. She wants to have sex with me,” Erin interjected, still calm, face not betraying anything at the moment. “If that’s what you want from me, then I guess I’m up for it. I just haven’t ever done that before.”

“Yeah, yeah, right. Good,” Catharina said, stumbling over her words. “I mean, not that it’s good that you haven’t done that. Um, sorry. Not…I mean, it’s not bad if you have, you know? Like, I have no problem at all—your preferences are yours. To have. Um. But, if you wanted, no—if you need or feel the need to try out something. Like that. Basically…” Catharina’s voice trailed off again. Why was it so hard to just ask?

“Are you asking me to…be with you?” Erin asked, cocking an eyebrow.

“I guess?”

“Do I have to?”

“Well, no. I…” Catharina said, disappointed. “My mom says you don’t have to do anything you don’t want to. But, the thing is…”

Erin smiled tightly. “I want to, Ma’am. I really appreciate everything your family is doing to make me feel at home here, and I don’t want to get in trouble. So, I guess I want to do what you want me to do.”

Catharina breathed out a sigh of relief, a smile breaking out on her face. “Just to be clear, you want to do this. You’re not just saying that, right?”

“Of course, Ma’am. I’m here for…certain things, I get that. If you wanted me to cut off my finger, I wouldn’t want to, obviously. But I guess letting you…um, what exactly do you want?” Erin waited, letting Catharina sweat a bit more.

“I…I guess I want my friend to—” she started.

“Natalia? Is that her name,” Erin asked, innocently.

“Yeah. Natalia. I want her to think we’ve got the best girl around, you know? I think you would want that too, right? Be known as the best girl around. And so, um, I think I need to make sure you know what you’re doing around a girl’s, uh—”

“Intimate areas,” Erin added, helpfully.

“Yes, those. Since, you know, you said you hadn’t…before.”

“Yes, that makes sense. So,” Erin asked, sitting there, looking at her master’s daughter fumble about, “would we be starting now?”

“Oh! Um, I guess I can come back for you later?” the girl said, looking panicked.

“Sure, Ma’am. I’ll be available whenever. Uh, I guess, unless someone else…?”

“Um, no, I think I can…reserve you?” Catharina said, thinking about it for a moment. “I’ll ask my mom. I think she’s kind of, maybe in charge of…allocating you? Anyway, thanks!” she said, brightly. “I think this was a productive discussion.”

Erin surpassed a laugh. She almost felt bad for the girl. She was clearly super embarrassed. Was she a lesbian? Clearly there was a lot going on under the covers with this family. She was almost looking forward to what more she would find out.

Catharina led Erin out of her bedroom and the two girls walked down the hall to the cell that was Erin’s personal space. She didn’t mind it. It was pretty and the view was enjoyable. Catharina closed and locked the barred door after Erin and motioned for the girl to stand next to the bars while she rummaged around in the front pocket of her jeans for the key to Erin’s shackles.

Finally finding them, she bent down and undid them, hanging the chain and cuffs on a peg on the wall next to the door.

“I’ll come get you later tonight, okay?” Catharina said, in a voice just above a whisper.

“Okay,” Erin replied and turned to walk over to her bed, enjoying the feel of walking free of restrictions. She tossed herself down on the bed and lay there, relaxing. Overall, it had been an extremely enjoyable day. The beach had been super fun and Nicolas had behaved himself in an extremely nice manner. Even his friends were fine. She didn’t mind the over-eager affect of the guys. It was to be expected.

Just as Erin was thinking of brushing her teeth and getting ready for Catharina to come get her, she noticed Johan and Alexia up against the bars of her door, looking in on her.

“Hi, Erin?” Alexia said.

“Hello, Ma’am,” Erin replied, sitting up in bed and giving her owners her full attention.

“Catharina came to ask me if she could have you for the evening,” Alexia said, Johan standing there with a blank expression. Did he think it was strange that his sex toy was being allocated to his own daughter? Did he know for sure what the two were going to do or did he allow himself to assume that they were going to spend the night chatting about boys and doing each other’s hair?

“Yes, Ma’am. She asked me earlier.”

“Are you okay with this?” Alexia asked, fixing her with an expression that Erin could not fully read. It would take her time to truly understand this woman, she realized.

“Yes, Ma’am. I agreed.”

“Good girl,” Johan said, beaming at her. Did he look at her a little more closely now, than he had before? Was he wishing it was him that would be enjoying her company again?

“Erin,” Alexia said again.

“Yes Ma’am?”

“I forgot to ask at dinner. Did Nicolas feed you at the beach?”

“Yes, Ma’am. We all had lobster rolls.”

“Yum,” Johan exclaimed. “At the club?”

“Yes, Sir.”

“They do a great lobster roll there. Good for him. I assume he treated you well?” Johan asked.

“Yes, he did, Sir. All his friends were very nice. And the lobster roll was super yummy. First time I’ve had one,” Erin replied.

“I’m glad to hear it,” Alexia said, looking Erin’s body over, very quickly. “We will have to talk about proper diet, however.”

“Oh. Yes Ma’am?”

“Can’t have you gaining too much weight,” Alexia said, as Johan shifted uncomfortably. “You’re at an age where a girl can gain a lot of weight if she’s exposed to too much temptation. We’ll keep an eye on that, okay?”

“Yes, Ma’am. Sorry, Ma’am.”

“No need to be sorry,” Johan interjected. “You’ve done nothing wrong. Just next time, maybe tell us what you had for lunch if you ate outside, and then we can make sure dinner is adjusted as needed.”

“I understand, Sir,” she said. Indeed, she understood. She was property and they wanted property that retained its value. But it was really not her problem, she realized. Not her problem at all. If they wanted her a certain weight, that was for them to manage. If she needed to be weighed, then they would have to weigh her. If they needed to set a diet for her, it was their task, not hers. They would have to figure out what she would eat, and she would eat it. If she was taken out, whoever took her out would be responsible for what she ate.

She would be like a dog. A bitch! She would be the family bitch, eating whatever was put in front of her. Assuming that her masters had figured out what she could eat, what she could drink, when she would exercise and when she would rest. Not her problem. It was theirs.

And with that, she realized, she was perhaps the freest girl here in the Hamptons, if not the entire country. At least in this social class, she thought. It was clear to her that the girls in this stratum of society thought about their weight a great deal. She saw during dinner how Catharina picked at her food, how Alexia stole glances at her daughter as she loaded her plate, until the girl caught the gaze and stopped, even putting some back. Eating with deliberate bites, trying to make each morsel count, even as Erin powered through her full plate, the beach having given her quite the appetite.

Perhaps now the family would load her plate for her. Again, not her problem. If she went hungry, it would not be because she felt some pressing need to conform to some obscure and non-sensical societal standard. It would be because her owners actively inflicted hunger on her, and she would be free to resent them for it, rather than resent herself.

“You’re still a growing girl, Erin,” Alexia said. “No need to worry about it, but we’ll just keep an eye out on your behalf, okay?”

“Yes, thank you Ma’am. I appreciate that,” she said. And indeed, in a way, she really did.

Later, after the two had left and Erin had brushed her teeth and washed her face, and gone to the toilet, cleaning herself carefully, with a slight blush and an increasing sense of nervousness, Catharina finally came over with Erin’s shackles, wearing pink pajamas with outlines of French poodles drinking frosty drinks embroidered on it. Without being asked, Erin stood by the bars for her restraints to be put on and stepped back to allow Catharina to unlock and open her door.

Much to Erin’s surprise, Catharina reached out to hold Erin’s hand, then gently walking side by side to her bedroom, matching Erin’s restricted gait.

Once inside her bedroom, Catharina locked her door with a key, placing it in a mother-of-pearl inlaid jewelry box on top of her dresser. She turned to Erin, holding the key to her girl’s shackles and said, “Mom says you can be unchained in my room as long as the door’s locked. I kind of think all of this chaining and stuff is kinda stupid.” She knelt down while Erin sat on the bed, lifting her legs for Catharina to reach her shackles and unfasten them. “After all, where would you run to?”

“Yeah,” Erin said, not really caring all that much. The chains were not that uncomfortable. They were very light and the cuffs did not irritate her much. She had already gotten used to them. More importantly, they helped to remind her that none of what was happening was her fault. If it wasn’t under her control, then it wasn’t her fault and she didn’t have to worry about it. What a relief from the nightmare journey she had made from her home to here. She had made so many bad decisions, it was probably best that burden was taken from her.

“They’d find you right away, anyway. What with the tracking chip. So,” Catharina placed the chain on her dresser with a surprisingly loud clang and jangle of the chain on the wood top of the dresser. “I guess I want to…um, make it a little less bright in here?” The girl was clearly nervous again. Erin could see her tremble slightly, her fingers twitching as she subconsciously placed her hand in front of her middle.

“That would be nice,” Erin said. She detected a slight catch in her voice. Maybe she wasn’t as cool about this as she had persuaded herself to be. While none of this was her decision or fault, there would still be a reconning regarding level and quality of performance. She could probably count on that. If she sucked in bed, she would hear of it.

Mom, Erin’s really bad at licking pussy!

Oh dear, let me book someone to come over and give her a good thrashing in the discipline room. Maybe whip her pussy a bit. That’ll motivate her to perform better.

She squirmed slightly and realized that she felt wet, the telltale sign of arousal trickling out of her chamber and moistening her inner lips. She could feel herself flushing slightly and her nipples firmed up. Well, that would probably help matters, she thought. Maybe this would actually work tonight.

Catharina turned on a little lamp on her bedside table, and turned off the overhead light, plunging her room into a soft, warm glow. “Much better,” the girl said as she turned to Erin, clearly unsure what to do next.

Erin decided to help the girl out. There was nothing gained in prolonging this, or making the girl feel embarrassed or frustrated. The sooner she made Catharina happy and content, the sooner she could go back to her little cell and go to sleep. And pleasing her owner’s daughter wouldn’t be the dumbest thing to do. In that sense, she did have control and she needed to recognize that and take it when it presented itself.

She stood up and slowly walked over to Catharina, taking hold of the front of her pajama top and beginning to unbutton it. “Let me help you undress, Ma’am,” she said.

“Thanks,” Catharina whispered.

Under Erin’s sometimes fumbling fingers, the girl’s top eventually came off, to review a pair of firm, medium sized breasts, topped with relatively large puffy areolas, with clearly peaked nipples that were pointing at Erin’s face.

“Let me…let me take my…my pants off,” Catharina stuttered, and she bent over to pull her pajama shorts off, along with her panties and Erin took a look at what she would be working with, feeling increasingly nervous. Her mouth felt dry. She had never even touched another girl’s breasts, much less licked a girl’s intimate area.

“So…so, should I…lie on the bed? Or something?” Catharina asked, her hands fluttering in front of her.

“Um, yeah? I guess?” Erin said. She and her former friend Marcy had watched the occasional porn video when they had hung out in her bedroom. Mostly they had watched boy-girl porn, watching mystified as the girls swallowed cock, both in their mouths and between their legs. Watching had never done that much for her, but it was kind of fun to hear the fake moaning and exaggerated sounds of orgiastic ecstasy. The two of them had practiced faking orgasms until they had collapsed on the bed, giggling hysterically.

But girl-on-girl sex was something they had only watched twice, both times remaining mostly silent with embarrassment. Now that she was faced with a naked girl, lying back on the bed with her legs slowly, almost reluctantly parting, she wasn’t sure exactly what to do. Should she start with a kiss? Touch the girl’s breasts? Or go straight to the pussy?

Catharina lay back, looking at her shyly, biting her lip. She was clearly expecting Erin to do something—take charge.

Erin stared at Catharina’s pussy and froze.


Chapter 9: A Girl's Duty

“Uh, Erin?” Catharina whispered, her voice soft, her eyes glistening with the beginnings of tears. She slowly closed her legs, bending her knees to the side. Slowly the realization filtered into Erin’s consciousness that the naked girl in front of her was hurt.

“Is…is it really so bad,” the girl said in a broken voice, “to…to be here? To have to…do this? Am I that hideous? Down there?”

Erin shook herself out of her trance. “No! No, Catharina—Ma’am. I’m…I’m sorry. I was just so nervous about, about messing up.” She laughed lightly at herself. “I don’t really know what I’m doing, and I was scared—”

“Don’t be scared, Erin! Come, sit next to me,” Catharina said, sitting up and gesturing for her to join her. As soon as Erin sat down next to the girl, she felt a tentative hand touching her back. “I’m nervous too,” Catharina said.

“Okay, I…I’m good, and I’m sorry, again. Let me…may I…may I touch you?” Erin said, as she looked down at the girl’s breasts, and found that they were lovely and she thought that she might, indeed, like to touch them, perhaps even lick them. She could start there, she thought. That would be easier.

“Of course,” the girl replied, as she looked back at Erin, her eyes still bright and glistening. Erin had to remind herself that this was a young girl, the same age as she was. Just 18, and also just coming into her sexuality. She was probably still a virgin and clearly unsure of what her tastes were. Perhaps she wanted to see what being with a girl was like. Perhaps she really did want to make sure Erin was good at it before lending her out to her friend. Maybe she didn’t know what she was doing at all and simply thought that since there was a sex slave in the house, she should try her out.

The important thing was not to hurt her feelings. That would probably result in lasting consequences for Erin. And for Catharina. Erin didn’t want to be responsible for messing up a young woman’s sexual journey.

Erin cautiously extended a hand to touch Catharina’s breast, cupping the underside and slowly hefting it. She kept a close look on Catharina’s face, seeing the girl close her eyes and bite her lower lip. Erin took her thumb and index finger and lightly pinched the nipple, holding it and pulling slightly. When she saw that there was no sign of overt pain, or dissatisfaction, she pinched tighter and squeezed the underside of her breast. Catharina moaned.

Erin moved her hand slowly down the girl’s body, brushing lightly against her tummy and heading down to the triangle between her legs. Catharina parted her legs and leaned back, tightening her stomach muscles and Erin could detect a slight tremble there. Catharina had pruned her private hair back significantly, allowing Erin to run her fingers through the sparse hair, fingers parted and lingering for a moment on her mound. Catharina had waxed as well, leaving her flesh bare where her slit started and Erin felt the soft outer lips, touching them and rubbing with her fingers.

She could feel the heat radiating out from the girl’s sex and she bit her own lip. She extended her middle finger and pushed downwards until she felt the bump that was the girl’s clitoris. Sensing a further tightening in the girl’s body, she paused for a moment until Catharina relaxed and opened her legs even further. Erin allowed her finger to push further down and press past the delicate inner lips, finding the opening, wet and hot. She pressed the tip of her finger in and Catharina let out a long, deep sigh.

Erin, working mainly on instinct, pressed the palm of her hand against the girl’s button and rubbed gently, pushing her finger in deeper and feeling the wetness of the girl’s opening coating her finger.

“Oh god,” Catharina moaned. “Oh, please…please,” she sighed.

Erin pushed even further, feeling the girl’s tunnel clench around her finger and she rubbed harder, as the girl began writhing and grunting. She slowly pulled out and Catharina sighed and opened her eyes, looking at her with pleading in her eyes.

“Please,” Catharina begged. “Please, can you…do you want to…taste it?”

Erin cocked an eyebrow. Was this a kink? Or did she want her girl to see if she could lick her after all? Might as well, she thought. She would be tasting the girl soon enough.

She smiled and slowly brought her finger up to her mouth, opening it and pushing out her tongue to lick the tip of her finger. She tasted the girl’s essence on her tongue and found it not unpleasant, detecting a slight sweetness on top of a salty, slightly metallic taste. As Catharina’s eyes fixated on her, she slowly pushed her finger fully in her mouth and sucked on it, almost taunting the girl as she pulled the finger back out.

Catharina’s mouth opened and she panted with need. Taking a gamble, Erin pressed her finger back in the girl’s vagina and swirled it around. Catharina hissed with pleasure and thrust her middle against Erin’s finger, forcing her legs even further apart. Erin pulled her finger out and brought it up to the girl’s mouth and Catharina’s eyes opened, almost as if in shock, but she kept her mouth open and Erin pushed her finger in.

Catharina closed her mouth around Erin’s finger and, with her eyes closed, sucked on it, pushing her tongue against Erin’s finger, cleaning her own fluids off her property’s finger. Erin understood then that Catharina most likely spent some time, when she was alone with her own body, enjoying it, playing with it, tasting it. The fluids that lubricated her sex were clearly a focus, if not a fetish to the girl, and Erin was happy to indulge her.

“Uh,” Catharina grunted as Erin’s finger pulled out. “Please, can you…?” She lowered herself back down onto the bed and Erin shifted to the side, to allow the girl to lay down and spread her legs, exposing her pussy, her hands traveling to her breasts and pinching her own nipples. Erin positioned herself between the girl’s legs and bent down, taking a good look at the glistening lips, pink and engorged at this point. She brought her face closer, sensing the scent of arousal and finding it powerful, exciting, strange in its own way, but not a turnoff. If this was going to be part of her life now, then she would try to look at her duties in the best possible light.

She pushed out her tongue and touched the puffy outer lips of the girl’s sex, first the left side and then the right, licking upwards in a slow, contiguous movement. Catharina’s legs briefly closed, her thighs touching Erin’s ears, until she relaxed again and spread wider. The girl’s inner lips spread on their own, the lips bright pink and stranding out, spreading and revealing the entrance to her sheath, the entire area glistening with the copious lubrication that even now Erin could see leaking out.

She took a deep breath, taking in the strangely intoxicating aroma of her arousal, and noticed that she, herself, was getting wetter. She ran her tongue in between the inner lips, tasting the girl’s essence, pushing the tip of her tongue into her chamber and touching the pulsating flesh, running up towards the apex of the girl’s sex where she felt the little bump, now firm and poking up out of its protective hood of wrinkled tissue. Catharina cried out and shuddered.

Erin, taking comfort from the thought that she might be doing something right here, decided to speed up her efforts on the girl’s sex organ, her busy tongue driving the girl inexorably towards a climax which came soon enough, Catharina crying out and shuddering, her thighs pressed against Erin’s head as she continued to lap away, until Catharina finally relaxed and lowered her thighs, lifting herself up briefly and placing a hand on Erin’s head, almost a pat, but more, Erin felt, an urge to touch, to feel, to express kinship with another girl at this emotional moment.

And as Erin raised her head, she looked into Catharina’s eyes and saw a girl spent, happy, and also emotional, for there were tears, just a few, running down the side of her face. Erin positioned herself next to Catharina on the bed, and the girl made space, sliding slightly to the side and rolling over to her side, one arm draped across Erin’s chest, just below her breasts.

“Thank you,” Catharina whispered. “That was pretty darn good! Better than I ever expected.”

“I’m glad,” Erin whispered back. “I liked it too. You taste sweet.”

“Oh,” Catharina giggled. “I know. I…I taste myself sometimes,” she confessed. But Erin had already guessed that. “Do you think you would be okay doing that again, sometime?”

“Of course, Ma’am,” Erin said, bringing as much warmth as she could into the reply, for, truth be told, it was not the worst thing to do for this girl. It made her happy, it kept Erin on her good side, and it was kind of hot.

“Well, I think Natalia’s going to love you! You don’t mind, right? You don’t mind if I lend you out to her? She’s nice. She’ll love you.”

“I don’t mind, Ma’am. I’ll be happy to provide the same service to your friend.”

“Awesome!” Catharina exulted. “Oh! But, you haven’t cum. Are you horny? Can I feel your pussy, maybe?”

“Um, sure,” Erin said, lifting one knee and spreading her legs a bit, as much as she could on the bed. Catharina lifted her upper body, twisting herself in position to reach over and place a tentative finger on Erin’s sex, right between her lips, where she found the proof of Erin’s arousal. Taking her finger away, she lifted it to her mouth and tasted, with a mischievous grin on her face.

“You taste good too,” the girl said. Erin started to wonder if she would wind up with Catharina’s face between her thighs, but the next words dashed her hopes.

“I should send you over to my dorky brother’s room. He can take care of you, right? You want that? Should I have him…um, do you?”

“Oh, uh, yeah. Um, if he’s not busy?” Erin stammered. She knew Nicolas didn’t want to have sex with girls, and this was going to be a continuous problem here, with everyone in the family assuming that he would be naturally eager to take care of his own and Erin’s sexual needs as well. It would open up too many questions if she refused or begged off, and it was unlikely that she could get away with Johan having sex with her again. She would spend some time in Nicolas’ room, and then take care of her needs herself, in her cell.

“Come on,” Catharina said, bouncing up and practically pushing Erin off the bed. The two of them got up and Catharina dressed quickly in her pajamas and went to fetch Erin’s restraints. She looked at the shackles in her hand then back at Erin and said, “Fuck these. I think it’s stupid. You just follow behind me, okay? Nic’s room is just down the hall.”

“Yes, Ma’am,” Erin said, glad to be allowed to walk unrestricted for once.

Catharina unlocked her bedroom door, and the two of them made their way down the hall where she knocked on her brother’s door, waiting a moment before the door opened to reveal a somewhat disgruntled and disheveled boy, in pajamas with an ice hockey motive. The pattern had bright pink undertones, Erin noted, and the faces of several handsome hockey players were arrayed across the material.

“What do you want?” he asked his sister, noticing then that Erin was standing there, behind her, with an apologetic expression on her face.

“Sorry! Just thought you might want to use your toy. Sorry, Erin, didn’t mean it that way. But anyway, she’s kinda…worked up right now, if you know what I mean? You’re welcome.”

“What exactly are you talking about?” He sighed. “Fine, Erin, come on in.”

“Knew you’d want her!” his sister exclaimed. “You two have fun now, you hear?”

Nicolas sighed again and closed the door behind Erin, who stood there awkwardly.

“I’m sorry,” she said. “Your sister…well, I can’t say why, but she really insisted I be with you.”

“Were you with her?” he asked, keeping a neutral expression. Did he really want to hear the truth here?

“Yes, I was in her room,” Erin said. That was the truth. The rest she would keep secret, according to her evolving understanding of the moral code that governed a property girl’s interactions with her owners and the little secrets that would accumulate during that time, all of which conflicted with her requirement to obey and be truthful.

“What does she think we’re supposed to be doing here?” he asked, knowing full well but wanting Erin to say it.

“I assume she thinks we’re supposed to be doing it,” she answered. “She’s thinking about me.”

“You?” he asked, surprised.

“Yeah,” Erin said as she made herself comfortable on Nicolas’ bed, taking the time to pull his covers back so her dripping sex wouldn’t stain his sheets too badly. “She thinks I should get relief.”

His eyes opened wide. “Fuck!”

“Exactly,” Erin joked.

Nicolas dropped Erin’s restraints down on the carpet and bent down, rummaging around in the back of one of his drawers. Much to her surprise he pulled out a vibrator.

With it in his hand he came over to Erin’s side, standing in front of her and holding it out for her to take. “Use this,” he said.

“How do you have a vibrator?” Erin asked, holding it gingerly. “I didn’t know boys could use them too?”

“They don’t. I got it for you, you know? In case this kind of thing happened. I figured that way you can get what I can’t give you and be happy.”

Erin was touched. “Really? Wow, that’s pretty cool of you. Thanks!”

“Yeah, no problem,” he went over to his desk, sitting down heavily and turning to his laptop. “Feel free to make lots of noise, that’ll keep my parents happy, I’m sure.”

“You sure you don’t want me to…I mean, I can suck you? You could pretend I was a boy? Uh, sorry if that’s not—”

“Erin,” he said, turning around and looking at her. “I know you mean well, and thanks for the offer. But would a straight guy want a guy sucking his cock and just pretend it was a girl?”

“Maybe?”

“Yeah, I don’t know either,” he chuckled. “I guess it’s not a great example. Whatever, just have fun and enjoy. Oh, and I apologize.”

“For what?” she asked.

“For my parents…for all of this. I’m sorry. Maybe if I had told them the truth about myself, they wouldn’t have bought you.”

“It’s okay,” she said. “Someone else would have, and they might not have been as nice as you all are.”

She turned on the vibrator, which was surprisingly quiet, humming gently as she held it against her flesh, parting her legs wide as he returned to his laptop. Soon enough she gave a vocal performance that both Alexia and Johan heard across the hall, and it made them nod and concentrate harder on the e-books they were reading, as thinking too much about the activities of their children was uncomfortable, but thinking about the naked slave girl they had bought, was a much more pleasant place for their thoughts to go.


Chapter 10: Leased Out

The next morning started as usual for Erin. She woke up in her comfortable bed, awakened by the light streaming through her windows, the sound of people stirring and doing the things that people do in the morning filtering through the doors of their chambers through the wide-spaced bars of Erin’s cell door. She turned, tangling herself in her comforter and sighing contentedly. The previous day had been quite pleasant and even her task of bringing Catharina to orgasm through strenuous application of her tongue to the girl’s flesh had not been a bad experience.

Not for her, certainly not for Catharina.

And Erin had gotten to bring herself to orgasm, courtesy of Nicolas and his thoughtful gift to her. She stretched out, indulging herself, feeling every muscle stretch as she buried her face in her pillow. With a giant yawn, she pulled herself out of bed, struggling a bit with the comforter before she managed to disentangle herself and stand up, lifting her hands above her head, as she stretched again, her breasts lifting as she bent backwards and then relaxed, running a hand through her hair. She looked over to the bars and startled as she saw Catharina there, staring back.

“Oh! Hi,” the girl said to Erin, with a cheery expression, still in her pajamas. She grasped the bars and peered in, eyes lingering a bit on Erin’s body, before she fixed Erin in the eyes. “So, I texted with Natalia,” she said.

“Natalia? Oh, yeah, your friend,” Erin replied.

“Yeah, I asked her if she still wanted to borrow you and she said yes, so, um, I guess that’s on? If you’re still up for it?”

“Yes, Ma’am. I’ll be happy to,” she said.

“Awesome!” Catharina replied. “Let me give you…um, fifteen minutes before I bring you down for breakfast?”

“Sure,” Erin replied. “I’ll be ready.”

The girl twirled around and skipped off as Erin went to her toilet and then to the sink to wash up and try to put her hair in a semblance of presentable state. She eyed her dark-blonde hair critically, attacking it with a brush until it seemed to succumb to her efforts.

“You ready?” Catharina asked from behind her.

Erin turned and walked over to the bars of her cell, stopping at the bars to allow Catharina to bend down and fasten the cuffs of Erin’s shackles on her feet. With that done, the door was unlocked and Erin shuffled behind Catharina towards the elevator.

“Okay, I confirmed with mom,” Catharina said as the two of them rode down in the elevator. “She says it’s okay for you to spend the day at Natalia’s, but you’re to come back in the evening. She says we bought you for the family, not to be lent out overnight or anything.”

“Cool,” Erin said, feeling somewhat relieved. She wasn’t sure how she would have been kept overnight at a stranger’s home. It was bad enough to be lent out; it would be even worse if she didn’t get to go back home for the night. And she did think of this as home, now. It was her space, even if it was a cell at the end of a hallway, where everyone could just peer in between the bars, and see what she was doing. She liked it, the views from the windows, the wallpaper, the bed and its cozy sheets. Even the shower and toilet facilities were better than at her mom’s place.

Breakfast was served in the kitchen as always, the family sitting with their girl at the round breakfast table while the two maids served them. Today was French toast day, apparently, and Erin looked eagerly at the platter. Catharina and Nicolas served themselves first, and Erin took note of how much each of them took before taking anything herself. Nicolas took four pieces, Catharina two, and when Maria brought the plate over to Erin, the girl took two as well. They were thick, and Alexia’s comments about keeping her weight under control echoed in Erin’s head.

Alexia didn’t seem to mind, however, and when Esmeralda, their other maid, came around and served fruit, Erin gratefully accepted a large spoonful of strawberries and other fruit, including blackberries, raspberries, and blueberries.

“Have some syrup, Erin,” Alexia said, passing the glass bottle over.

“Yes, Ma’am. Thank you, Ma’am,” Erin said, carefully pouring a little bit and then passing it over to Johan, who was waiting patiently.

“I hear you’re going to visit Catharina’s friend,” Johan said, accepting the bottle and pouring a generous serving for himself.

“Yes, Sir,” she answered, waiting to see when the others would begin eating.

“Natalia’s father is a very important man around these parts,” he continued. Nicolas began eating, the others following suit, so Erin began as well, making sure to appear to be listening intently. “He’s one of the principal partners in the financial firm I’m trying to get business with. It would be good for all of us if you behave yourself and make his daughter happy.”

“Oh, yes Sir. I’ll make sure to, um…”

“Let the girl eat, Johan,” Alexia chided. “No need to make her nervous.” Alexia glanced over at Erin, raising an eyebrow. “Just be yourself, obey and be respectful. It’s that simple.”

“Yes, Ma’am,” Erin replied, and the rest of the meal was spent in idle chatter, about everything but what Erin was expected to do, for Natalia, and apparently for the entire DeBries family.

After breakfast Erin was brought back up to her quarters where she was told to make herself presentable for Natalia. Unshackled, she went to her shower, washed and shaved herself. She spent extra time in the shower washing her hair, then putting it up in a towel and sitting down at her vanity, where she worked on herself for a while, putting on mascara, lipstick, blush, experimenting with the products that were provided. Everything was really expensive and she marveled at the riches that she was presented with. Eventually, she was able to turn to her hair, blow-drying it and using a curler. She was used to working on her hair alone, having never had the money to go to a stylist.

Finished with her hair, she spent some time primping in the mirror, trying to take her mind off the upcoming duty she had to perform, when Catharina caught her attention from the bars of her locked cell door.

“Hey, wow!” the girl exclaimed. “You look super hot!”

“Oh, um, thanks,” Erin said, turning around to look at Catharina, now dressed in a pretty summer dress, white with an elaborate flower pattern that looked extremely expensive. Catharina’s own hair was free flowing, featuring curls. She held Erin’s chains in her hand and Erin came over to do the usual: be restrained whenever she was not locked away in a secure area. Exactly why this was done was not entirely clear to her, and it was apparently the case that not everyone in the family cared that much. Certainly, Catharina didn’t although she seemed to be the one assigned to manage Erin. That was probably a directive from her parents that the girl was required to abide by.

“So, I don’t wear anything?” Erin asked hopefully.

“No, sorry,” Catharina replied. “You’re not really going out in public.”

Properly restrained and resigned to her nudity, Erin followed Catharina down the elevator and out the door, where the family’s Range Rover sat in the driveway. Erin winced her way across the gravel driveway where she was helped into the front passenger seat by Catharina. She noted that a towel had been set down on the leather seat. Erin suppressed a blush as she fastened her seatbelt. Again, not really her problem if the family was concerned about their girl’s bare bottom touching their expensive leather surfaces. Still, Erin understood the concern. Even now, she felt herself leaking. The main issue, of course, was that she had been ovulating for some time now and for her that meant regular discharge of a clear, slippery fluid that would have been dampening any panties she had worn. She knew that her period would be starting soon, and the threat of bleeding on their leather was also lurking in the back of her mind.

But right now, she was leaking. It did not mean she was aroused, and indeed, she was not. Right now, she was mainly anxious, and the thought of having to please Catharina’s friend was making her sweat.

Catharina started the car and cautiously navigated out of the family’s driveway and through the gate onto the pastoral street, barely wide enough for two cars to pass, until she managed to navigate to a slightly larger road, Lumber Lane, turning right there and picking up speed, slightly. Erin noted that the girl appeared to be an overly cautious driver, keeping both hands on the wheel and pressing her face as close to the windscreen as she could. She was also not the best, it had to be said, as the big SUV made its sinuous way along the road, the girl constantly manipulated the steering wheel to try and keep it in its lane.

They crossed the railroad tracks, the road dipping down then up again, and the vehicle groaned and bounced on its suspension, going over it too fast.

“Oopsie, sorry,” Catharina muttered, almost to herself. They passed through a stop sign, merged onto another road and she struggled to get the SUV into the left-most turn lane to make a left onto Montauk highway. “Fuck, fuck, fuck,” the girl cursed, tongue stuck out the side of her mouth as she fearfully managed the maneuver.

“Bad traffic,” Erin commented.

“Yeah,” Catharina said, now safely on the main road and able to relax a bit. “I hate driving, perhaps you could tell?”

“What? No,” Erin joked.

“Yeah, unfortunately you kinda have to drive here. I prefer the city where I can take the subway or cabs. But my parents want me to get better, so they generally don’t drive me around, unless I’m going drinking.”

“You’re allowed to drink? Aren’t you 18?”

“Yeah, I’m not really allowed. But my parents are European, you know? They know I’m going to have a few with my friends and getting used to it is important, I guess. Anyway, this is now Sagaponack.”

“Huh?”

“Sagaponack village. Super expensive,” she said, turning right and heading down a country road, past farm stands and fields, with the occasional modest colonial style house peeking out from the shrubbery. “We’re heading towards the beach.”

“Oh, Natalia lives near the beach?” Erin asked.

“She lives, like, on the beach, basically.”

“Cool,” Erin said as they passed through a few more four-way stops and past a fancy looking general store. Pretty soon they came upon a rather strange anomaly. Or better said, a number of them. Large areas of field were missing, with giant concrete-lined depressions in the ground. Erin could see five or six of them just from her seat. “What are these, Ma’am?”

“These hole-things? Yeah, they’re water detention basins. They installed them after the great floods, many years ago,” Catharina explained. “Basically, all the houses and roads near the beach have big storm drains that feed to these basins. When it floods, and boy does it ever, then the water rushes here and is held, instead of flooding the houses.”

“Oh.” Erin gazed at them. It certainly ruined the landscape, but she could understand that it might be necessary. Increasing frequency of storms and rising high tides had been causing devastation to coastal communities for some time, she had learned. “What happens to the water after? Does it stay in them?”

“No, the bottom of them is some sort of high-tech filter. The salt water gradually drains out as fresh water into the ground. All pretty cool. Check out these houses,” Catharina said as they neared the beach and turned left down a small side street.

“Okay? Can’t really see anything over these hedges.”

“They’re all new. All the old ones here got destroyed in the floods. Yeah, the farmland too. All that salt, you know?”

“Wow,” Erin said. “But they rebuilt?”

“Yeah, once the flood control stuff got built. Some of the farmland got restored as well, the rest is the basins.”

“Why rebuild when there’s such a risk of flood?” Erin asked, wondering how much money had been spent on such a thing.

“Look around you,” Catharina said as she gestured widely, the SUV veering to the left before she caught it and returned to the proper side of the street. “It’s so damn pretty here!”

And Erin could not disagree, although her perspective on such things might be said to be slightly different. Perhaps this land was not meant to have people live on it anymore. Perhaps the people who lived far away could benefit from some of the money that had been spent instead on ensuring the wealthy could continue to call this their summer playground. But maybe she was just being selfish. These people were successful, certainly by the metric of having enormous amounts of money. Surely, they knew better than a naive 18-year-old sex slave like her.

Catharina coaxed the SUV onto a driveway to the right and paused at the gate, struggling to lower the window and lean out to activate the intercom. Luckily for her, the gate opened on its own and she allowed herself to fall back into the seat, huffing somewhat, and they proceeded to drive into the property, which had a very impressive approach, weaving around several impressive trees set far apart in a highly manicured lawn.

They pulled up to the front and Catharina got out to help Erin out of her seat and down onto the flagstone path that led up to the front porch of what was an undeniably huge mansion, covered in brown shingles, featuring turrets, wide, expansive porches and French-style windows throughout. The front door was set back in a wide entry porch and Catharina rang the doorbell, producing a deep, musical chime that they could hear somewhere inside the house.

Soon enough the door opened and a girl with dark hair and striking blue eyes appeared in the entryway. She quickly glanced at Erin, turned to Catharina and rushed forward to hug the girl. Separating, she turned to Erin.

“So, this is the famous Erin!”

“Yup,” Catharina said. “Say hi, Erin.”

“Hello, Ma’am,” Erin said, dutifully.

“Wow, she’s absolutely gorgeous! How old is she?”

“18, like me.”

“Love absolutely everything I’m seeing! Well, I’m Natalia, Erin. And—oh, I see she’s chained. Is she supposed to stay chained like that?” Natalia said, noticing the girl’s shackled ankles.

“Yeah,” Catharina said. “It’s a total drag, but mom insists.”

Natalia raised an eyebrow. “Not to be too obvious here, but I’m guessing she won’t be spreading her legs with these on.”

“No,” Catharina said, shifting a little on her feet. “But I guess…um, you don’t really need her to?”

Natalia laughed. “Yeah, I guess not. Hey, you wanna stay for a bit?”

“No, sorry,” Catharina said. “I need to go check on my horse. But I’ll be back in the early evening. Um, how about, like, 6?”

“Yeah, cool,” Natalia said, taking a hold of Erin’s upper arm. “Come on in, let me introduce you to my family, and then we can go upstairs and get started.”


Chapter 11: A Visit With Galina

Lieutenant Rebecca Palmer pulled into the first parking spot she found along Main Street in Southampton village. It was busy here as usual, crowds of people ambling along the sidewalk, coffees in hand, wearing the latest in fashion, standing in line outside restaurants, frustration etched into hungry faces.

She stepped out of the police cruiser and adjusted her pants, pulling them up slightly and checking that her service revolver was still there. There had been a few tense moments in recent times when she had discovered that it had fallen out in the car and she hadn’t noticed. She’d need to have her holster checked but hadn’t bothered yet. This case was consuming her.

Mikael Freihofer had arrived here in Southampton after a long flight from Germany and a long train ride out East and found lodging here, in the village itself. He had shown up for one orientation at the restaurant he was supposed to work at, then something had happened. A few days later he showed up at a catered event and stabbed a senator to death, being shot by security after trying to flee. Nothing about that made sense.

She checked her notes and headed with purpose to 50 Main Street, noting the address on the door, pressing the buzzer on the side of the entryway. She waited.

Eventually a voice came through, heavily accented. Russian?

“Pilates?”

“Huh?” Rebecca replied.

“You want Pilates? Is okay.”

“Oh, is that what this is?” Rebecca asked.

“Pilates, two hundred, you like?”

“What? Okay, um, this is Rebecca Palmer, from the Southampton Town Police. Can we talk?  Can you let me in?”

“No Pilates?”

“No, I just need to talk to you or whoever is in charge here about an investigation.”

“Only Pilates. Very legal. Thank you.” With a clicking sound, the two of them were disconnected.

What the fuck? Rebecca muttered to herself. Why is it always me that has to deal with the weird shit?

She pressed the buzzer again in frustration.

“Pilates?” came the voice again and Rebecca bit down on her knuckles.

“I’ll say this again; I’m with the Southampton Town Police. I recommend you let me in, okay? I just want to ask some questions.”

“Okay,” came the rather disappointed reply and the door buzzed, allowing Rebecca to push it open.  Faced with a rather steep staircase she gathered her mental strength before tackling the first steps. Fitness was not Lieutenant Rebecca Palmer’s strongest suit, and she would get right on that one of these days, but today was going to be a challenge. By the time she got to the top she was thoroughly winded and had to take a moment, bent over, to collect her breath before looking to the right at an unmarked door. She knocked on it and waited.

“Hello,” came a voice from downstairs. “Pilates?”

“Fuck!” Rebecca blurted out as she saw a woman, blonde, wearing a blue uniform, at the bottom of the staircase, looking up at her. “Are you the one I talked to?”

“Yes?” came the reply. “I am Galina. You come down?”

“Okay. Okay, I can do that,” she said as she hitched her belt up over her hips and proceeded to make it down the stairs, muttering to herself the whole way. At the bottom she turned to enter an open door she hadn’t noticed before, so consumed with the staircase she had been. She shook her head as she read the sign: Sonja’s Pilates of the Hamptons and Hot Yoga.

If her Captain got wind of how his Lieutenant had missed that little detail, he would have a long talk with her and probably throw her off the case. She entered the space, one long open room with various machines arrayed within it. At first glance they looked like torture devices, but Rebecca knew enough to recognize them as Pilates machines. One of these days she would have to look into taking classes, maybe. But not here. Nothing in Southampton Village was going to be affordable on her salary.

The woman who had introduced herself as Galina was standing, waiting in another doorway in the back, so Rebecca walked over there and allowed herself to be led into what looked like a massage room, Galina closing the door after her.

With a start she realized that the woman was wearing a collar, and her ankles were chained together. A slave!

“You sit?” the slave gestured to the massage table while she took the remaining chair, folding her hands in her lap.

“Uh, okay,” Rebecca muttered as she sat, somewhat awkwardly, on the massage table. “So, your name is Galina?”

“Yes.”

“Galina what?”

“Yes?”

Rebecca sighed. “What’s your full name?”

“Galina.”

Rebecca paused for a moment then decided it wasn’t worth it. “Okay, does the name Mikael Freihofer mean anything to you?”

The woman’s eyes went wide, and she looked quickly up at the corner of the room and then back down where they focused intensely on Rebecca.

“Massage?”

“Huh?”

“Massage very nice. I give, very legal. You undress?”

Rebecca froze and thought for a moment. This woman seemed scared. Was there a camera? She knew enough not to turn around and look where Galina had.

“Undress?” she echoed. “I’m a little…shy.”

“Is okay, yes? Good massage. Very legal.”

Rebecca made up her mind. She had something to tell her, of that she was certain. It seemed she was only comfortable doing so if it looked like Rebecca was here to get a massage, so she would comply. At worst, she would get a massage, hopefully not a shitty one. Her back ached.

She stood up and started taking off her clothes. “Like, fully?” she asked, hoping the answer was no.

“Yes.”

Fine. She set her pants down on a cabinet, panicking slightly as her service pistol almost slipped out and fell from the holster. Finally, all her clothes were off, and she climbed onto the massage table, face down as Galina draped a towel over her. The slave came around to the head of the table and Rebecca was surprised to see that she had undressed as well and was now rubbing oil on her hands. She went back to stand by the side of the table and bent down, digging her hands into Rebecca’s shoulders. She leaned her head close and with a thick Brooklyn accent began to whisper.

“Alright, here’s the deal. I know Mikael. He came over cause the boss hired him to work the restaurant.”

“Oh.” Rebecca cocked an eyebrow in surprise. “So—”

“Yeah, he seemed like a good kid, you know? Shame what happened.”

“Did he leave anything here? Any luggage? Did he seem weird?”

“Weird? He’s German. Fuck do I know from weird, they all got something goin’ on.”

“What’s with the fake Russian accent earlier?” Rebecca asked in a whisper, then groaned as Galina dug particularly deep with her knuckles.

“Dad’s Russian. It’s my shtick.”

“Shtick?”

“Yeah, all these fuckers here want something exotic. Some project rat from Bed-Stuy ain’t gonna cut it out here.”

“I see. Who’s Sonja?”

“Huh?”

“Sonja? From the door? Sonja’s um…Pilates and shit?”

“Oh. Fake, there’s no Sonja.”

“What’s your real name?”

“Galina.”

“Okay. So back to Mikael. Any stuff I could take a look at?”

“Nope, the feds took it all.”

Galina finished with her shoulders and pulled the towel back a bit, exposing Rebecca’s buttocks. She started massaging her bottom, kneading and squeezing like they were balls of raw dough.

“Fuck! Really?” Rebecca grunted out.

“Look, this has to look real. The guy who runs this place is no joke.”

“Alright, then let’s talk about him. Who owns this studio?”

“Frankie Flarioni.”

“Seriously?”

“Yup,” and Galina slapped Rebecca’s thighs apart, which she parted, reluctantly. Galina started to knead the insides of Rebecca’s thighs.

“Is Frankie in the mob or something?” Rebecca asked with a sigh.

“No, I don’t think so. He’s just a local mook. He don’t mean much, really. Just runs some restaurants, some crap places for his employees to live if they’re seasonal. Just a local.”

Galina’s fingers started to creep closer to the apex of Rebecca’s thighs and the Lieutenant spread them wider, unconsciously.

“Look,” Galina said. “I’ve never met a more innocent-looking guy than Mikael. He looked like a lost little sheep comin’ here. Swear to God, that kid couldn’t hurt a fly.”

“Hmm. Uhhhh,” Rebecca moaned. “So…so, um, how…how’d he wind up working a party at the Senator’s event?”

“What senator? Oh! The guy that got killed?” Galina slipped a finger up Rebecca’s vagina and twirled it around. “No idea. Frankie don’t do catering. Must have been some other company. They’re a dime a dozen out here.”

“Oh, oh, fuuuck,” Rebecca moaned as Galina’s expert fingers rubbed her clitoris and she came to a shuddering climax, squealing out loudly before her face flopped onto the padded surface of the massage table.

“You like?” Galina intoned, back in her stilted—and now that Rebecca thought about it—quite fake Russian accent. “Very good, yes? Very legal.”

“Yeah,” Rebecca panted. “We done here?”

“Yes. You do Pilates later?”

“No thanks,” she said as she got up slowly and went to put her clothes on.

“Maybe you think? You could use,” Galina said as she eyed the Lieutenant’s body critically.

Rebecca huffed a bit as she bounced up and down on her toes to get into her pants, keeping a hand on her holster to make sure the pistol didn’t fall out yet again.

“I’m fine, thanks,” she said, having finally finished dressing. “What do I owe you?”

“Is on house, yes? Maybe you come back? Have Pilates?”

“Thanks, I’ll think about it,” Rebecca said as she made her way out of the Pilates studio and back onto Main Street. To her left was one of the rowdier restaurants, the lunch-time crowd already spilling out onto the sidewalk. They served a mean Cosmo there. Perhaps it wouldn’t be the worst thing in the world to check their liquor license, she thought, her mouth dry.


Chapter 12: At Natalia's

Natalia led Erin through the door and into a grand foyer, where she turned to the left and Erin shuffled behind her as they passed through a few large living spaces before reaching a family room where a man and woman sat, looking up as the two of them entered.

Natalia’s mom stood up and held her hand over her mouth. “Oh my, you’re lovely!” she said, looking Erin up and down.

“Mom, this is Erin,” Natalia said, gesturing to the naked, chained girl. “Erin, this is my mom, Amelie, and this is my dad, Francois.”

“Hello Erin,” her dad said, standing up as well and heading towards her, hand outstretched.

“Hello, Sir,” she said, shaking his hand and noting the way his eyes devoured her naked form. “Hello, Ma’am,” she added, diverting her eyes from Natalia’s hungry dad to her mom, who seemed somewhat shocked to see Erin.

“You’re naked,” Amelie said, stating the obvious.

“Yes, Ma’am,” Erin replied, not quite sure what else to say.

“Are you always kept that way?” Amelie asked, while Francois smiled encouragingly at her.

“Oh, yes Ma’am,” she replied. “If I go out in public, I guess I’m supposed to be dressed, but mostly I’m nude.”

“And do you mind that?”

“Um, I guess it was a bit of an adjustment at first,” she said. “But I’ve gotten used to it.” She smiled back at them, trying to project an air of indifference, but being in the presence of a different family was a little disconcerting to her. There was a different dynamic here, clearly, and she would have to learn the proper way of interacting with Natalia’s parents.

“You poor thing,” Amelie said. “I think it’s just dreadful. We don’t do slaves here in this household.”

“Yes Ma’am,” Erin replied, figuring that it would be safest to just say that. She didn’t want to get into a whole philosophical argument about slavery and have Natalia relay that back to Catharina.

Natalia sighed. “Yeah, mom. But we do have servants, and they live here and they don’t get paid shi—”

“Now, now, dear,” Amelie interrupted. “I think that’s neither here nor there. Our helpers are compensated quite nicely and can always do something else if they so choose. Now,” she continued, turning to Erin. “Is there anything we can get for you before you and Natalia go upstairs?”

“Oh? Um, no thank you, Ma’am. I’m fine,” she said, catching Natalia’s dad staring at her middle. He looked up at her and smiled again. Erin took a closer look at him. He was middle-aged, somewhat of a protruding belly, but not too bad. Dark hair betraying the beginnings of male pattern baldness, and a long, prominent chin that protruded from an otherwise rotund face. His eyes, gray, seemed kindly enough, but there was something in them that made Erin slightly uneasy. Perhaps it was the casual way that he considered the naked girl standing in front of him.

There was an almost predatory feel to the way he looked at her. A bored, casual predation, born of a lifetime of getting his way. An expectation, always fulfilled, of wants being met, and obstacles whisked away before they soiled his view. Erin knew with a chill that touched her bones, that if he wanted her, he would have her and there was nothing anyone could do to stop that.

“Come on,” Natalia said, with a quick, grim smile at her parents, as she whisked Erin away, the naked girl following as swiftly as she could, hampered with her restraints, and Natalia was already by the foot of the stairs before she noticed Erin’s slower pace.

“Oh, crap, I forgot you have those chains on. Hmm,” she said, pondering. “Turns out they never put an elevator in here. Can you believe it?” she laughed and then looked critically as Erin reached the stairs finally. “Think the chain’s long enough to be able to climb the stairs?”

“Yes, I think so,” Erin said, testing this theory by stepping carefully onto the first step, the chain ringing out against the marble.

“Here,” Natalia said. “Hold onto me and I’ll make sure you get upstairs safely. Wouldn’t want to return you all bruised, would we?”

“No Ma’am,” Erin replied, and the two of them slowly made their way upstairs, finally reaching the landing and Erin shuffled behind Natalia as the girl led her to her room. As Natalia closed the door behind them, Erin took a good look at the girl’s room, which was surprisingly cozy, given the size of the house and the grandeur of the other areas she had passed through. She hadn’t commented on the decor, which seemed excessively frilly and busy for her.

“This is my room,” Natalia said, as she put an arm around Erin’s shoulder. “Like it?” Erin could detect a slight tremor behind the girl’s voice. She seemed nervous, and Erin could understand. She was nervous too.

“So, um,” Natalia continued. “Do you like girls? I mean, Catharina said you were really good at licking pussy, and I get that you might need to be good at that, um, like, because of your condition and all.”

“Condition?” Erin couldn’t help but retort.

“Yeah. Being property. But do you actually like doing it?”

“Well, I guess it’s not the worst thing. I like boys more, but I don’t mind being with girls.” Erin replied, sitting down on Natalia’s bed and looking up at her.

“Would you enjoy being licked by a girl?”

“Huh? Oh, um, I guess? It seems like it’s enjoyable, so yeah. If someone offered, I guess I’d like it,” Erin said, not quite sure where Natalia was going with this.

“Okay, so you have to keep this between you and me, okay?” Natalia said, standing looking over her, hands on hips, fixing her with a serious gaze.

“Alright, I promise,” Erin said.

“So, my big fetish is to, um, lick another girl,” she said, blushing somewhat and clasping her hands in front of her.

“Okay?” Erin said, cocking an eyebrow. “That’s it?”

“No,” Natalia continued. “I know this is going to sound a bit…sick? And I apologize if it’s a bit much for you, but…basically I want to restrain you and…lick you while you’re helpless.”

“Oh.”

“Yeah, I know. I blame my parents, really.”

“How’s that?” Erin asked.

“Well, they’re always going on and on about how slavery—sorry, captive servitude—is so wrong, and how we should basically ignore what’s going on in the world where that’s becoming more and more an accepted thing, and everyone’s equal and all that stuff,” Natalia began, her voice growing more animated. “But it’s all bullshit, because we have servants and they have to do what we ask, regardless of what my parents say. They need their jobs and if I say I want a soda, they bring it to me without arguing, whereas if I ask my parents they give me shit…”

Natalia sat down next to Erin. “I hope I’m making sense here. It’s just that…I’ve been told my whole life that our servants are family and not different from us, but they are! They are different! I mean, not physically, of course. I could have been one of them if I wasn’t born lucky.”

“Born lucky?” Erin asked. “What do you mean?”

“Sorry, I mean lucky to be born to this family.” Natalia laughed, a short, self-conscious laugh. “I didn’t do anything to deserve this, did I? Just dumb luck, and I could have been a servant. Or I could have been you. Instead, I’m me and my whole life, with my parents feeding me this Oh, treat the servants just like us, oh, and slavery is totally wrong, while the whole time they totally feed off of them, well…it just made me fetishize slaves.”

“Fetishize? Like, you get turned on by people like me?” Erin asked. “I mean, I think I’m basically supposed to be a big turn on, that’s why they bought me.”

“Yeah, I know. But, for me, I just really, really want to restrain someone like you, who doesn’t have a choice, really, and where it’s also kind of expected. You know what I mean?” Natalia paused.

“Most people, I think, want me to lick them—I mean, if they’re female,” Erin said.

“Yeah, and I’m not gay or anything. I just want to restrain you and then lick you till you cum. How’s that sound?”

“Do I have a choice?” Erin asked, cocking an eyebrow.

“Ha! Now you’re getting it,” Natalia said, smiling tightly. “Everyone keeps pretending you have a choice. I think you know you don’t, right?”

“Yeah.”

“Good. So, no. You don’t have a choice. I’m going to restrain you. And then I’m going to lick your pussy. I’m going to lick it so hard, and you’re going to cum and there’s nothing you can do to stop this from happening.”

Erin’s pussy clenched and a cold stab of excitement hit her. This girl was scaring her in a very interesting way.

“But my legs are chained together,” Erin said. “How are you going to—”

“Don’t worry about that,” Natalia replied, getting up from the bed. “The thing about being a slave is that it’s not your concern how things are done. Your masters will make sure you’re useful and have what you need. Just obey.”

“Yes, Ma’am,” Erin replied.

“Just lie down on the bed while I get undressed,” Natalia said. Erin sighed and shifted to lie flat on the bed, resting her hands by her sides, looking up at the ceiling while out of the corner of her eye she could see the girl undressing, piling her clothes up on an ornate chair. Her chest rose and fell as she waited, her nipples stiff and pointing towards the ceiling.

“Put your hands up towards the headboard,” Natalia said.

“Yes, Ma’am,” she replied, complying with her command. Natalia, completely naked now, reached over and pulled a chain out from between the mattress and the headboard, behind the cushions. As Erin looked up at her, she pulled the cuff attached to the chain towards Erin’s wrist and fastened it on her with a loud click. She reached over Erin, her breasts brushing Erin’s cheek, and did the same to the girl’s other wrist.

Natalia leaned back. “Test your restraints,” she commanded, voice husky.

Erin pulled at her chains, the sound ringing out in Natalia’s bedroom, the cuffs chafing her wrists. “I’m pretty secure, Ma’am.”

“Could you…could you get free if you wanted to?”

“No, Ma’am. I can’t get free.”

“That’s right,” Natalia breathed out, eyes dark and focused on her. “You’re not free. You were never free, were you? You were never free.”

“I…I was…” Erin’s eyes began to water. She tugged at her chains again.

“No, you were never free. It was just a matter of time, wasn’t it? Until you wound up here, chained up and helpless.” Natalia reached over and pulled Erin’s legs up towards her chest, pulling at the chain that ran between her ankles. “Hmm,” the girl pondered as she held Erin’s legs in position. “Hang on a second. Stay like this.”

Erin remained silent, trying to keep her legs in position, but it was unnatural for her and she gripped the chains that bound her wrists tightly.

“Here we go,” said Natalia as she returned with a length of rope. She reached over and threaded it through Erin’s collar in the front, passing it through the chain that bound her ankles together and tightening, driving her legs down until her knees were on either side of her torso, her middle splayed lewdly, her collar pressing against the back of her neck as she grimaced.

“How long do I have to be like this, Ma’am? It’s a bit uncomfortable,” Erin said, trying hard to keep her voice neutral and submissive.

“Until you orgasm,” Natalia said, moving to crouch behind Erin, her hands on the bedsheet, staring at the splayed and beckoning female flesh that awaited her. Erin peered up between her legs as she saw Natalia bend down and bring her face to her middle. She gasped as she felt a warm, wet tongue touching her clitoris, tentatively, softly. Erin grunted and wiggled her hips as she felt Natalia’s tongue enter the sensitive space between her folds.

Erin tightened her grip on her chains and began shifting her feet, jerking them against the chains and the rope that bound her legs up and apart. She panted and bit her lip. “Please,” she whispered, but Natalia paid her no heed, instead continuing to lick within Erin’s folds, driving the poor girl to distraction. The restraints that bound her were maddening, forcing her to split her focus between the mischief that was occurring between her legs and the discomfort of the cuffs that encircled her wrists and ankles, and the collar that bound her neck. She had, in recent days, become inured to the metal device that marked her forever as being less than fully human. Property. A way to identify her out of a crowd, if the chains around her ankles and her enforced nudity did not make it clear.

But now it took hold of her mental focus once again, as it was being used as a tool to keep her in the position that her current user wanted her to be in. User? Yes, Erin thought. That’s what Natalia was right now. Not her owner, not her partner, certainly. Erin was property, lent out to a friend of her owner’s daughter, and was being used. The thought made her pant even harder and clench down on the tongue that was even now probing deeply inside her chamber.

As the probing and insistent tongue moved up and stroked against her protruding button, she couldn’t handle it anymore. She let out a loud squeal of shocked pleasure and came harder than she had ever done in her life. Her body jerked within her restraints, and she pulled her hips up as high as she could manage, feeling the mouth and chin of the girl tormenting her rubbing against her lips and anus. The entire area felt drenchingly wet and as the trembles started to slowly subside and her hips returned to the bed, she felt a hot blush of shame suffuse her face. Her ribcage expanded and contracted rapidly as she fought for breath.

“Well…that was something,” Natalia said as she lifted her face from Erin’s middle. Erin opened her eyes and lifted her head to see Natalia, flushed, with her mouth and chin wet with Erin’s moisture. “Very nice,” the girl said, and smiled disarmingly. “Well done.”

“Thank…thank you, Ma’am,” Erin gasped, letting her head hit the mattress between her outstretched arms.

“Let me go wipe myself down, and you too. Oh, and my dad expressed interest in you earlier. Just hang out for a moment,” she said as she skipped off to her ensuite bathroom.


Chapter 13: Favors

Erin lay there, unable to do much other than try to relax her arms. She wrapped her fingers tightly around the chains that held her wrist cuffs secured to the headboard of the bed. The sexual flush gradually receded from her and the import of what Natalia said started to make its way through the fog of her arousal.

My dad expressed interest in you.

Did that mean what Erin thought it might?

“Um,” she started, as Natalia came back up to the bed, fully dressed.

“Yeah?”

“So, what…what did you mean about your dad?” she asked.

“Oh, yeah. He’s interested in trying you out, no biggie.”

“I’m…I mean, I don’t think…I guess my owner would need to know? Um, give permission?” Erin stammered.

“Yeah, I don’t know what he really wants to do,” Natalia said, starting to untie Erin. “I don’t dwell on what my dad’s thinking in that department, quite honestly. Gag, am I right?” She giggled and let Erin’s legs down before undoing the cuffs around her wrists. “But he knows what the protocol is. Even though he likes to pretend he’s above the whole slave thing and it’s such a foreign concept to him, blah, blah.”

Erin sat up, holding her hands in her lap. She felt all sticky and sweaty and could really use a pee.

“What you said, earlier,’ Erin started. “Did you mean it?”

“Huh?”

“The stuff about…about how you feel about slavery. How it turns you on?”

“Yeah, of course. Why? It doesn’t turn you on? Come on,” Natalia looked at Erin. “I saw how wet you were before I even went down on you. You’re aroused by it.” She poked Erin playfully in the shoulder. “Lean into it.”

“What does that mean?”

“Just what it sounds like,” Natalia replied. “Recognize that your strength is in submission and play it for all it’s worth. You’re not going to be young and cute forever, you know?”

Erin sat quiet, staring down at her hands. “What do you mean?” she asked in a quiet voice.

“Well, not to be mean or anything,” Natalia said. “You’re super pretty and cute, and sexy and super desirable. Now. And that gives you value, right? Like, literally. You’re expensive cause you’re desirable.”

Erin nodded. She knew where this was going, and she had studiously ignored the matter, because she didn’t want to think about the implications, and also because she was young and the future did not hold much concern for her at this age.

“As you get older…well,” Natalia continued. “Your value will decrease, probably. Fuck, I don’t know, though. Maybe you’ll get skilled and like, people will want you because you have mad skills. I don’t know, right? So, I guess my point is, um, just enjoy what you can, live the best you can now, while you have value. Later in life, it might get harder or not. Nobody knows what the future means for them.”

“Yeah, I get it,” Erin said. What did happen to older slaves? She had no idea. Would she be sold to some work camp at some point? Was there a retirement home for useless slaves?

“So, anyhow, come on downstairs with me, and we’ll see what my dad wants with you.”

“Uh wait, don’t you want me to…?”

“Lick me? No thanks. I like to be in charge, so yeah, I don’t really get off on, um, someone like you doing stuff to me. I do stuff to you,” Natalia said, smiling brightly. “No offense.”

“Yes, Ma’am. None taken,” Erin replied. She stood up and followed Natalia out of her room and back down the stairs, taking care to go very slowly and hanging on to Natalia and the banister as she cautiously took the stairs one step at a time, trying hard not to trip, and also not to scrape her chain too much against the marble.

They finally made it downstairs and Natalia led Erin down a long hallway where they reached an open door leading into an office, where Natalia’s father sat in a big, comfortable looking office chair behind his elaborately decorated desk, currently on the phone, facing away from the two girls.

Natalia tapped on her dad’s door and the two waited as he swiveled his chair over to face them, holding up one finger as he nodded.

“Yes, again, absolutely understand, and I do appreciate it. Yes, she’s right here. Let me hand you over to her,” he said, as he stood up from the chair and leaned over, handing the phone over to Erin. “Johan want to talk to you,” he said. Erin took the phone from him, feeling a knot in her stomach as she put the phone up to her ear.

“Hello, Sir?” she said, as Natalia walked over to look out of the window, where the view was out to the pool and beyond that, tall dunes that hid the beach from sight.

“Hello, Erin,” her owner said over the somewhat tenuous connection. “I hope you’re being a good girl?”

“Yes Sir, um, you’re breaking up a little bit, but I can understand you, Sir,” she said.

“Good, yeah, cell quality is pretty bad out here. Sorry. But they’re treating you well, I assume?”

“Yes, Sir, everyone’s super nice,” she said, looking quickly over at Natalia, who turned to smile back at Erin.

“Francois has expressed interest in you,” he said.

“Yes Sir?”

“I still want you back here in time for dinner. But you are to do your best to please him, understand?”

“I understand, Sir.”

“Winning his business is important to me, so do whatever he asks. Just make it clear you need to be back here by 6,” he said.

“Yes Sir, I will. Thank you, Sir,” she said, and handed the phone back. Francois finished up his conversation with Johan and hung up, looking at Erin.

“So, we are good?” he asked.

“Yes, Sir,” She replied, not meeting Natalia’s eyes.

“Great. So, I understand that you’re to be returned to your home by early evening?”

“Yes, Sir. By 6 is my understanding,” she replied.

“Yes, of course. Let’s have you up in one of the guest rooms, then afterwards Nat can take you to the pool where you girls will have lunch and you can hang out and enjoy yourselves,” he said. “I might want to enjoy your company again before you head back.”

Natalia rolled her eyes and said, “I’ll leave you two alone. Careful with the stairs, dad. Her ankles are shackled, so she needs to go slow.”

“Of course, I’ll be careful. Thanks, sweetie,” he said, looking patiently at his daughter as she patted Erin on the back and left.

“You know what?” he said, standing up and walking to the door, shutting and locking it. “I think the office will work just fine.”

Erin twisted her hands together. She shifted on her feet as the man went over to a couch set against the wall of his office, where he lowered his pants and sat down on the couch, pushing the front of his boxers down to reveal his cock, standing erect and dominating Erin’s vision.

“Come over here, girl,” he said. “You like sucking cock, right? Naturally I want you to be comfortable doing what you like to do. Consent is important to me,” he beckoned, encouragingly.

“Of course, Sir,” she said, her conversations with Natalia and Johan still ringing in her ears. She walked over and knelt down, leaning over and taking the angry, red, swollen head of his member into her mouth, grasping the shaft lightly with her right hand. She leaned back a bit, his cock popping out of her mouth, and she reached out with the tip of her tongue to touch the very tip of his shaft where a little drop of precum had gathered. He moaned as she ran her tongue across the head and, still grasping the shaft, licked the underside of his member, letting the shaft touch the side of her face.

She moved her mouth back to the tip and opened her mouth, her tongue stretched out, running it along the underside of his shaft as she allowed him inside her mouth, hearing him groan loudly as his head reached the warm, wet back of her throat. She closed her lips around him and sucked, her brow furrowing and her eyes raised up to see him looking down at her, his eyes unreadable. He lifted one hand to place it on her head, where it rested lightly, almost an affectionate gesture, rather than one of dominance, even as she felt sure that any attempt on her part to end the session would result in more downward pressure being applied.

She proceeded to bob her head up and down, applying steady pressure and twirling her tongue around the warm shaft in her mouth, the implied submission of this act working on her body’s erogenous zones to warm and lift, to engorge and redden, to moisten parts that needed to prepare themselves for the inevitable.

And soon enough that point was reached where, without a word being exchanged, she felt herself being willed to move, almost by a power that radiated from his hand, to raise and shift and, with guiding hands on shoulder and lower back, found herself on hands and knees on a rug that seemed exceedingly expensive, even as it lacked much in the way of aesthetic charm, the pattern being abstract enough that it preoccupied her mind, taking her focus away from her backside where fingers found the entrance to her tunnel and softly, delicately parted the folds that protected that entrance, allowing for hard and warm flesh to intrude, widening her entrance and making her breath in tightly, the hiss she made sounding particularly loud to her.

“Uh, ahh,” she cried out, his member being particularly large and hurting her somewhat as she arched her back in an attempt to grant him easier entrance. He was, after all, only the second man to ever penetrate her, and he was bigger than Johan. Even the way his penis curved slightly, the way the fluted head rubbed against her walls was different and she felt every difference acutely. The way he thrust into her was different, the attack against her soft tunnel walls, the way she could not help gasping and crying out as the tip briefly struck against her cervix and then ground against the top of her tunnel as it retreated then advanced again, relentlessly. All of it affected her profoundly, and she understood then that every man she would have sex with would be different and would affect her differently. For she was not just a sex toy, she was a living, thinking, feeling girl and she would make a connection with whomever she was partnered with, and that connection would affect her deeply.

She looked down at her hands as they slipped slightly under the assault of his thrusts, the way her fingers disappeared halfway into the pile of the rug, her nails prominent and unpainted. She realized that she should ask Catharina if she could get her nails done someday soon. She liked to have them be bright, happy colors. Girly colors, as she thought of them. It was important to her, and Catharina seemed to like having her nails painted—a bright blue, as she recalled. Or was it? Now she started to doubt herself on this point. Her hair hung down in front of her eyes, swaying as her body rocked back and forth and she pondered this. Yes, they were blue. She’d ask for pink for herself. Or perhaps lilac?

Maybe if she were a particularly well-behaved girl, she might even ask for something fancy, like a little pattern? She liked stars. Yes, she thought as another groan was forced out of her. Little blue stars on a pink background. But what of her toes?

“Ah!” she cried out as Francois started pumping inside her even faster, almost violently. She clenched her inner muscles and bore down on the intruder ransacking her insides and felt a throbbing, pulsing sensation from his shaft and he slowed down, gripping her tightly with his hands on her hips and crying out, unloading into her, the spurts hitting her cervix and splashing within her, filling her as he held still and time seemed to slow to a crawl.

Finally, he pulled out, relaxing his hold on her, the wet sound of his penis slipping out of her echoing in her ears as something she would never forget. Nor would she forget the feeling of his cream trickling out of her, running down her slot, dripping from her clit down onto the rug and running down the sides of her right thigh.

“Oh, fuck!” he groaned softly. “That was absolutely amazing. How was it for you?”

She lifted herself up and rotated, then lowered herself down onto her side, looking up at him, not caring much about where she was leaking or what the consequences of that would be. That was his problem, not hers.

“That was great, Sir,” she lied, for she had not orgasmed. Not like with Johan or, for that matter, with this man’s daughter. But it also had to be said, she had not fainted, like she had when Johan had taken her virginity. Somewhere in the back of her mind had been the fear that this would happen again, and she would be forever known as the girl that fainted when fucked. Slightly defective property. Pretty, cute, highly fuckable, but hard to deal with afterwards, for she would not get up on her own and clean up after herself. Instead, she would be much like an expensive sex doll, and whoever used her last would need to move her himself, even clean up after her. But if that was okay, and understood ahead of time, she was still someone worth borrowing from the DeBries family. For what man would not be willing to sacrifice a little inconvenience in exchange for plumbing the depths of pleasure that a young woman like Erin could provide?

Francois looked down on her, his face sweaty and flushed, the red slowly fading from his cheeks as he recovered himself and stood up, shakily. “Hang on one second,” he panted as he stumbled to the desk to retrieve a few tissues and wiped himself before tossing a few down to Erin. She wiped between her legs and sat up, hugging her knees close to her chest.

“You did well, girl,” he said as he pulled his boxers up and then put on his pants. “Go and find Natalia and hang out with her. She’s probably by the pool. Lunch will be served there for you girls.”

“Thank you, Sir,” she said as she looked at the office. So many pretty things there, she noticed. A watch collection was set into the wall and as she stared, a few of them started turning on their own. Why? She didn’t understand. But she liked how they looked. The DeBries’ had many pretty things as well. As long as she was part of this world, she might as well enjoy pretty things, seeing as how she was one of them.


Chapter 14: Trinkets

Erin’s time at Natalia’s was, altogether, not a bad one at all. For, after she had cleaned herself up a bit more thoroughly and had a pee, she shuffled by herself over to the pool area where she found Natalia in a yellow bikini, lounging in the sun. Erin said hi and Natalia got up and relocated to a comfortable set of seats under a large umbrella where the two girls sat in the shade, much to Erin’s relief.

She had somewhat dreaded being stuffed with another sunscreen suppository in her anus so she could safely sit out in the sun. Either that or burn and be scolded by Alexia. Thankfully this was very pleasant, and the two girls were soon served club sandwiches and glasses of cool iced tea with lemon wedges. The girls ate and relaxed and Erin listened patiently as Natalia spoke about the many things that concerned her greatly, including the latest fashions that were just coming out and simply had to be seen to be believed, so bad they were. In fact, Natalia added, she had almost choked to death on her lunch at school when one of the girls came over in the latest from Milan, looking—swear to God—almost exactly like a clown.

“A clown?” Erin asked, mouth full. “Like, with the nose and everything?”

“No,” Natalia laughed. “Not the nose, although her actual nose is a whole other story, but anyway, the sleeves are all super puffy and the front has these actual, like, giant buttons on them, like, you could use them for coasters, and the pants are baggy and then tight around the ankles and, as if that wasn’t bad enough, there are vertical stripes down the front. Guess the colors!” she demanded.

Erin, eyes wide, tried to think. “Um, yellow?”

Natalia squealed. “Yes! Yellow stripes down the front! Four giant ones!” She snorted, took a sip of iced tea, then continued. “It was horrible. And she was so proud, too.”

“Did people tease her?” Erin asked.

“Of course! By the end of the day she was in tears,” Natalia sniffed dismissively. Erin did not dare ask if Natalia had participated. She could tell what the answer was, and she did not like it. She felt bad for the girl, in fact, she felt bad for both girls, for they seemed to be trapped in a world that cared about things like that rather than more understandable and more actionable things. Like where to get food from, how to afford shoes.

Erin suspected that Natalia had occasionally come back from some exciting exotic vacation, flaunting what she thought of as the height of fashion, and had been brutally cut down by her peers. It was that kind of hurt that twisted people, Erin thought. That steered them away from kindness towards pain, where only the infliction of more pain could ever promise to ease one’s own. But did it really? When Erin looked into Natalia’s eyes, she did not, however, see much in the way of pain there. The girl seemed to be relishing the memory, and she ate her club sandwich with gusto.

Full, the two girls lounged in the shade, as Natalia directed various members of staff to bring them various things, including a tablet that Erin eagerly used to devour the news of the world. What she read did not comfort her much. Things seemed to be pretty bad out there, and the oasis of calm and affluence that she was currently ensconced within did not reflect that. Upstate New York, in particular, seemed to be in a steady economic downturn that analysts were calling a “death spiral” and she quickly turned away from those articles.

What caught her eye was mention of the ships that were so prevalent in the skies, although she did not see one from where she was sitting right at the moment. But they were out there, and one article briefly mentioned how two had been seen in the same area at the same time, which was, apparently, quite rare. And it had been here, in the Hamptons, not too long ago.

As Erin was preparing to ask Natalia if she had been here when the ships had come, a maid in uniform came over and discretely asked if “the young Miss could please come and see Mr. Leroux in his office.”

Natalia grimaced at Erin. “Better go, and good luck!”

Erin smiled back, sure that this might be a bit hard on the daughter, to know that her father was having sex with this young woman who had been brought over mainly to be a plaything for her. And what did she think her mother thought about this? What did the mother think? These people were different, Erin suspected. Different in so many ways.

But she got up and shuffled after the maid, and made her way back into the office where Francois stood, and without many words being exchanged, other than a few pleasantries about the weather and how nice it was out by the pool and how good lunch was, and how thankful Erin was for the hospitality, she knelt down on hands and knees again and prepared for Francois to find his fulfillment.

This time, however, much to her surprise, as he thrust inside her, she felt his hand come down across her stomach and down between her legs, where his fingers found her button and began to rub, and press and drum against it, two fingers occasionally squeezing and rubbing together until she reared up and cried out in pleasure, finding her own release and squeezing her tunnel hard until he, too, came with a roar within her.

Erin collapsed to the floor and felt Francois’ cock slip from her sheath. She fought to catch her breath, feeling the pleasant, soft threads of the rug brushing against her nipples, still sensitive and firm. To her side she felt Francois collapse and lie there, spent, breathing heavily. His arm flopped over to idly caress her buttock and they both lay there, seemingly content and happy, at least for the moment.

But all good things must come to an end and to Erin’s mortification, the door to the office opened and there stood Amelie, looking down on the two of them. Erin’s eyes opened wide and she held her breath, waiting for the recriminations and tearful denunciation of this girl who would dare come into their home and destroy it.

None of that happened, as Amelie simply reminded her husband that Natalia needed to get Erin back to her home soon, so that she could be back in time to meet with her French tutor.

“Ah, yes, of course,” he replied, not getting up, or even bothering to remove his hand from Erin’s behind. “I think we’re done here for now,” he chuckled. “You’re really going to want to try her out sometime for yourself, dear,” he continued. “She’s wonderful. Absolutely wonderful.”

Amelie smiled indulgently down at the girl. “Yes, I’m sure she is. Look how young and flawless she is. Have you been trained?”

“I’m sorry?” Erin said with a start. “Um, I…I wasn’t trained in anything in particular, Ma’am.”

“Natural talent then!” Amelie exclaimed. “I guess most girls have it if they haven’t been ruined by society’s expectations. That’s the nice thing about a common girl. Do you mind if I call you that? Some people think of it as an insult, but it’s not meant that way.”

“I…I’m not offended, Ma’am,” said Erin, totally offended. What the fuck did she mean, common? I’m an expensive piece of property! She chuckled internally at her little joke.

“Good,” Amelie continued. “I just mean you haven’t been tainted by all the artifice of High Society. You’re still pure, close to nature, to the simplest ways of being, and that purity shines through. Now, come on, let’s get you cleaned up.”

Amelie reached out a hand and helped Erin stand, looking down at the semen dripping out from between her lips.

“Francois, look what a mess you’ve made! Really!”

“Sorry, dear,” he said with a grin as he got up and went to the bathroom attached to his office to clean himself up. Amelie led Erin in there as well, and used a washcloth, wetted in the sink, to wipe Erin carefully and rigorously between the legs, while Francois relieved himself in the toilet, flushed, and washed up in the sink.

Satisfied with how they were returning the toy they had borrowed, she led Erin down the hall where Natalia waited for them impatiently. When she saw Erin, however, she smiled and extended her arms in a hug. “I see you survived!” she teased.

“Yes, Ma’am,” Erin replied, not bothering to exert herself with trying to figure out how to play along with a joke of her own. The two girls disengaged from their embrace and Erin was led over to the car, Amelie waving to her from the front door.

The drive back to Erin’s home was filled with idle chatter from Natalia who mentioned that Erin should ask Catharina what she was doing next week, as there was a show at the Frankie’s Chathouse bar in Amagansett that she was planning on going to.

They arrived at the DeBries’ house and Natalia brought Erin to the front door where she was greeted by none other than Catharina, who gave Erin a hug and asked her how it all went and if she had been a good girl, to which Erin replied in the affirmative.

“Hey Cat,” Natalia said. “Frankie’s Chathouse next Thursday? There’s a show there by the Northern Lights, and I’m planning on going. You in?”

“Yeah! Sure,” Catharina replied. The next fifteen minutes were spent with coordination between the two girls, including who might be likely to show up there, what to wear, if any celebrities were going to pop by, and when and where to eat, all the while Erin shifted from foot to foot, as she really needed to go pee.

Finally, she was rescued by Alexia, who reminded Catharina about dinner and gave Natalia a quick kiss on the cheek, sending her on her way and bringing the two girls inside.

“Erin,” Alexia said, as the girl shuffled inside. “Catharina will bring you to your room where you can take a nice shower and get ready for dinner, alright?”

“Yes Ma’am, thank you,” she replied and allowed Catharina to guide her up in the elevator and lock her in her cell, removing the shackles from her feet.

“See you in a half-hour, okay?” the girl said, cheerily and skipped away. Erin looked after her for a moment, a sense of protectiveness washing over her unexpectedly. Catharina was a nice girl, fundamentally. And quite innocent, even though she was the same age as Erin, with the occasional youthful gesture shining through. Did she know what her friend Natalia was capable of? Did she feel the same way about the maids that worked for her family, and about Erin herself?

She shook herself out of her reverie and went to the shower where she scrubbed herself clean, paying particular attention to the area between her legs where it was clear that Alexia wanted their girl to be fresh and ready for the family to enjoy. Obviously, the parents knew that Francois had asked for her use, but it was not clear to the girl if Catharina knew, and the code of silence that she had constructed for herself meant that this was something she would keep to herself.

Dinner was a pleasant affair and during it Erin remembered something that she had meant to ask Catharina for.

“Ma’am?” she said to Catharina, the girl in the middle of serving herself another helping of potatoes, while Nicolas looked on idly.

“Huh? Oh, yeah?” she said, turning to Erin.

“Um, may I please have my nails done sometime?” Erin asked. “I haven’t had them done in a while and I kind of miss that.”

“Mom?” Catharina asked. “Can I take Erin to a nail salon? Please?”

Alexia looked over indulgently. “Yes, of course. Maintenance is important. Absolutely.”

“Thank you, Ma’am,” Erin said and helped herself to some more potatoes too. But not too many, as the prior conversation about maintaining her weight was not forgotten. It did kind of rankle her, however, and later that evening, when Alexia asked for her to come up to the master bedroom, not entirely to Erin’s surprise, she kept her little grievance in check, but not completely out of mind.

As Erin suspected, she was summoned for the purpose of providing oral relief to the two of them, both Alexia and Johan lying naked in bed while their girl realigned herself to her primary duty: providing sexual satisfaction to the DeBries family.

And provide it she did. She was first tasked with providing her mouth to Johan, who groaned through a rather powerful orgasm in her mouth as she knelt between his outstretched legs and bobbed her head dutifully until his shaft swelled and throbbed and spurted within her, each splash of his semen hitting the back of her throat as she struggled to swallow and prevent herself from gagging and making a scene.

Done with him, she turned to Alexia, who had been watching with eager, gleaming eyes at the way their girl pleasured her husband. Alexia spread her legs and motioned to Erin to begin, which she did, now feeling somewhat more accomplished at this task, even though she had really only serviced their daughter. Still, she bent down between the woman’s legs, noting with interest the various similarities and differences that existed between the two vulvas, that of the mother and that of the daughter, as she used her tongue to part the folds and begin lapping away. It didn’t take long to bring Alexia to orgasm, and Erin felt and tasted the fluids that were produced in the process, not turned off by them, but also not particularly enamored. She could do without, but this was her job, effectively, and the thought of what might happen if she were to no longer be desirable to the DeBries’ weighed heavily on her mind.

Done with her duty, she was allowed to rest for a moment in the large bed while Alexia and Johan both went into the ensuite bathroom to freshen up. It was then that Erin, looking around idly, caught sight of a number of photos in picture frames on top of a dresser. She slid off the bed and shuffled over to take a look, for one of them had one of the giant ships in the background, with Johan standing next to a man who seemed somewhat familiar to Erin, although she could not place him.

The sounds of the toilet flushing momentarily distracted her as she saw a gleam of a rather pretty necklace behind the picture frame. It was a simple necklace, but pretty. Not a diamond, just a pink, polished stone about the size of a pinto bean on a simple silver chain. Without really understanding why, Erin picked it up, grabbed a tissue from the tissue dispenser sitting on the corner of the dresser, wrapped the necklace tightly in the tissue and pushed the bundle into her vagina, pulling her fingers out just as she heard steps headed to the door of the bathroom. She quickly shuffled over to the bed and was standing next to it when Alexia and Johan reentered the room.

“Let’s get you back to your room, Erin,” Alexia said with a smile.

“Yes, Ma’am.”


Chapter 15: Chääs-Meitli

As soon as Erin was back in her cell and Alexia had bidden her a good night, she slipped the bundle out of her vagina, tugging gently on the tissue as it had gotten somewhat soaked within her body. She unwrapped the soggy mess, pulling out the necklace, and gazed at it. It was pretty, and she liked pretty things and wished that in her life she could have had more. She worked hard, as she had all her life, and got nothing for it, as she had all her life.

The fact that she had a comfortable place to sleep, and good food was in some ways irrelevant to her, right this moment. She did not ask to be fed, nor to be sheltered, although, certainly, it would be something that she would probably ask for. The point is, she argued with herself, that she had no say in it so it didn’t really count. Nothing here was hers and she did not get any compensation for the things that she was asked to do. The services that she was asked—no, required—to provide. Yes, if she did get compensated, that would probably make her a whore, she realized. But still, that wasn’t the point. She deserved something of hers.

Letting the necklace dangle from her fingers, she held it up and let the stone slowly turn until the lights in the hallway turned off, causing her to briefly have a panic attack. What if someone had been in the hallway? They could easily see everything she did!

She felt around for a place to hide the necklace and finally decided to tuck it into the back of the lowest drawer in her dresser, pushed against the very back corner. There was nothing in her dresser. Talk of buying her some pretty things to wear had so far yielded nothing. But this would have to do.

She went to sleep finally, with a heavy heart, her dreams filled with trips to the punishment room, and when she was woken in the morning, it was a relief.

“Erin,” Alexia addressed her over the breakfast table.

“Yes Ma’am?” Erin almost squeaked out, her throat tightening, her chest heaving.

“Are you okay? You look like you’re going to have a panic attack,” Catharina observed. Nicolas and Johan were not present, the two of them apparently were off to the country club to have breakfast there and play a round of golf.

“I’m fine, Ma’am,” she said as she willed herself to calm down, Alexia looking at her with an enigmatic expression. Did she suspect?

“I’m sure it was a very busy day for you yesterday,” Alexia said, looking intently at the girl.

“Yes, Ma’am, but it was fine, honest!”

“Okay. Well, we’re going to go as a family to a nice restaurant tonight,” she said.

“Oh, that’s nice, Ma’am. Will I get something here before you go, or in my cell—I mean, my room?”

“No, Erin,” Alexia said, a hint of disappointment in her voice. “You are part of our family, as I believe we’ve often said.”

“Yes, um, of course, Ma’am. Um, I’m sorry, I just…” Erin stammered. This whole conversation was off. The whole morning was off and she needed it to get back on track.

“You will come with us, of course.”

“Yay!” Catharina exclaimed. “You’ll see, it’s one of the hardest places to get into!”

“Yes,” Alexia confirmed. “We’ve never been, so this is very exciting.”

“That’s nice,” Erin said.

“Nice?” Catharina said, fixing Erin with a stare. “It’s epic!”

“What’s it called?” Erin asked, not particularly caring, as she didn’t expect any decisions to be made based on the family’s sex slave knowing the name of the world’s most exclusive restaurant, as this seemed to be.

“It’s called, um, Chess, um, MaiTai-Lee?” Catharina ventured.

“It’s Chinese?” Erin asked.

“No!” Alexia exclaimed. “And Catharina, never attempt to pronounce it! It’s a Swiss restaurant,” she continued, turning to Erin. “And nobody knows how to pronounce the name. It’s in Swiss German, a language that on a good day sounds like a German getting strangled during sex.”

“Mom!” Catharina gasped, then giggled.

“Well, it’s true. And the rumor is that if the chef hears that you mispronounced it, you’re banned for life,” Alexia continued. “So, everyone just calls it that Swiss restaurant. Anyway, the only reason we’re getting in is because of you!”

“Oh? I’m sorry, Ma’am, but why?” Erin asked, this catching her by surprise.

“Ha, we’ll keep that as a surprise, if you don’t mind,” Alexia said, winking at her.

“Yes, Ma’am,” Erin replied, as she must. But the news disturbed her. She didn’t know much about Swiss restaurants, or the language, or the cuisine, other than it was probably quite cheese-forward. She liked cheese. But that was hardly why the family had secured a coveted spot at the impossible to pronounce locale. Lots of girls liked cheese. She, on the other hand, was a naked slave girl and that probably had something to do with it, which meant that she would be part of either the preparation, or the presentation. Or maybe the chef wanted to fuck her?

The rest of the day was spent doing chores that Alexia assigned her, including vacuuming the basement including the game room.

Erin spent the entire time down there worrying about the punishment room, thankfully not part of her cleanup duties, but still—it was there. Beckoning to her, the girl who had dared to steal from the family that fed, housed, nourished her. Threatened to torture her if she didn’t behave. Lent her out. Did Alexia know? Did she assign this task to Erin specifically so she would be close to the punishment room and dwell on what was to come? Could this woman be playing fourth-dimensional chess with her? There was no need, Erin thought. She sucked at the regular two-dimensional version.

When she was done, she glistened with sweat and felt her private lips briefly with her fingers to find that, indeed, she was wet there as well. Did the thought of being taken to that room arouse her? A thought came, unbidden, and it distracted her immediately from the threat that the room represented, for here was a different, perhaps even worse threat. Where the hell was her period?

She counted backwards and her heart sank. She should have started today at the latest!

No, no, no!

Was she pregnant?

She had certainly been fucked a fair amount, and without any protection!

What did it mean to be a slave girl and be expecting a child? Would the family determine if she would keep it? Did she want to? No. What if they wanted her to deliver them a new slave?

Oh my god!

Feeling sick, she knelt down on the floor, her face in her hands. She was still there when she heard steps on the stairs and looked up to see Catharina heading towards her, looking concerned.

“Hey, Erin,” the girl called out. “Are you okay? What’s wrong?” She knelt down beside her, a hand on the girl’s back.

“I…I think…um, I need a pregnancy test, I think,” Erin whispered.

“Pregnancy test? Why?” Catharina asked, looking at her funny.

“Um, well…I don’t know how to say this, exactly, but…you do know that I had sex, right?” Erin said, feeling like this didn’t really need to be explained. It should be obvious.

“Yeah, of course. I’m not naive, you know? You’ve been with my brother, and he’s a guy.”

“Yes, he is,” Erin said, realizing that it was best not to mention that the man of the family she had actually been with was Catharina’s dad. Nor that she had been lent out to Natalia’s father.

“You’re worried you might be carrying my dorky brother’s baby?” Catharina chuckled.

“It’s not really all that funny,” Erin shot back.

“Okay, yeah. If it were true, it would be pretty awkward. But why do you think you’re pregnant?”

“I haven’t gotten my period! I should have started by now and I’m usually pretty regular,” Erin explained, patiently.

“You do know that you have birth control implanted, right?” Catharina said, looking at Erin with raised eyebrows.

“Um, yeah,” Erin replied, having indeed forgotten that. “But…does it stop my period too?”

“Uh, yeah! It’s a side benefit! I’ve asked my mom if I could have that, but apparently, it’s only for captive servant girls,” Catharina pouted.

“Why? I mean, is it like, dangerous? Why wouldn’t they have that for all girls?”

“No idea. I don’t think it’s dangerous. You’re worth a lot of money, they wouldn’t use something on you that would lower your value.”

“Thanks! That makes me feel better. Wouldn’t want my value decreased!”

“Sorry, Erin,” Catharina said, her hand still on the girl’s back. “I didn’t mean it that callously. I’m just a little jealous. Don’t worry, you’re not pregnant.” She smiled at Erin. “Listen, you’ve been acting a bit weird all day. Is this why? Were you worried all this time?”

“Oh, um, yeah. I guess I was,” Erin lied. She glanced quickly at the door to the punishment room then back at Catharina and forced a smile. “I’m okay. Guess I’ll finish up here.”

“No, I think you’re good. Mom sent me down to bring you up for lunch.”

“Cool,” Erin said, standing up and gathering the vacuum cleaner up. “What are we having?”

“Salad! Mom says we’re not to get too stuffed before dinner.”

“Oh, yeah. When’s dinner?”

“Around 7 or so. We’re going to leave here at 6. Traffic’s a bitch and if you show up late you’re banned for life, apparently,” Catharina said. “The Swiss are real sticklers about that.”

“Okay, salad sounds good.”

It was not.

For Erin, salad meant iceberg lettuce, with extra sweet and goopy dressing from a bottle, with bacon bits strewn over it and croutons on a good day.

For Alexia, salad meant kale, and Erin had never encountered this before. Even the salad she had bought in Manhattan with the stolen credit card—the reason she was in this mess, she ruefully recalled—had a spring mix in it that was quite good. Kale was a whole different beast.

She chewed bravely, expending more energy than she could possibly be gaining from the effort. Surreptitiously she glanced at the other family members as they worked silently at their bowls. Not everyone’s face was grim. Alexia seemed to be thoroughly enjoying herself. Johan was definitely not, his vacant eyes staring straight ahead, unfocused. Nicolas was picking at his serving, spearing whatever other ingredient he could find: a carrot, a cherry tomato. Catharina was obediently working her way through, face grim with the effort.

Was this how rich people showed atonement for their indulgences? Fuck the slave girl in the evening, repent with punishment salad the next day? Erin sighed. She continued chewing, the leaves getting stuck in her teeth and taking a long time to reach the state where she felt comfortable swallowing. It wouldn’t be so bad with a decent dressing to hide all that, but Alexia had simply poured some oil and vinegar on it. Sad.

Perhaps the idea was to flush out everyone’s intestines before dinner? This seemed like the roughage content was going to be off the charts. Thankfully the meal was soon done and much to Erin’s surprise, Alexia brought out ice cream for everyone to enjoy. Head still spinning with the incongruity of the meal, she went willingly up to her cell, there to relax until it was time to get ready for dinner. Catharina lent her an e-book reader which she paged through until she found a book that seemed steamy and naughty enough and got lost in its pages.

Catharina came up around 5 carrying a dress on a hanger. She hung it up on the crossbars of Erin’s cage and reminded the girl to take a shower.

“Mom said to make sure you shave, okay? Like, everything!”

“Oh, sure,” Erin said. “Is that what I’m going to wear?”

“Yeah, you’ll wear it to the restaurant. They don’t like nude girls walking in Southampton Village. Weird, right?” Catharina giggled, then turned and walked to her room.

Erin washed herself thoroughly, running her razor across her mound and lips in the hot, steamy shower, doing her legs and armpits as well, until she felt smooth. Drying off, she spent the rest of the time working on her hair and makeup until she felt it was time to put on the dress. It fit her perfectly and she twirled in front of the mirror, delighted to be covered in something pretty.

When Alexia came to get her, she found a beaming girl, looking as pretty as could be, eager to be taken to someplace special, eager to have a night out with the family that she now called her own, even though, technically, it was the family that called her theirs.

And it was that family that made their way down to Southampton Village in Johan’s Bentley Transcontinental, the usual four ensconced in the comfortable leather seats, a fifth, newer member, a young woman looking especially radiant, seated in the middle seat, pressed between the boy that she had been bought for, and the girl that was responsible for managing her, but who was starting to see her more as the sister she always wished she had.

Getting perilously close to their reservation time, Johan finally found a parking spot on Jobs Lane, near the restaurant and they all got out and hurried to the restaurant, Erin wearing a comfortable pair of flats that Catharina had lent her. Standing outside the restaurant, Erin gazed at the sign, which depicted a giant wheel of cheese and the words Chääs-Meitli under it. She could understand why no one knew how to pronounce it. Johan opened the door and ushered everyone inside, where they stood in the small, dark foyer, waiting for someone to come greet them.

It took only a few seconds for a pleasant looking young woman, wearing a white dress with an alpine flower print to show up, beaming at them. “You are the DeBries family, yes?”

“Yes, we have a reservation—” Johan started.

“Of course. And this is your girl?” she said, looking at Erin.

“Yes, this is Erin,” Johan said, proudly.

“Wonderful! Please, come this way,” she said and they all followed her, Erin somewhat puzzled by the proceedings. Perhaps it was a requirement that restaurants know how many slaves were dining? But there was that whole thing about how the reservation was all because of her. She swallowed nervously.

“Please have a seat,” the woman said, gesturing to a large table, made of a dark wood. At each place setting was a square indentation, above where the plates were. In the middle of the table were two long, parallel grooves that went all the way to one edge but stopped before reaching the other edge. More disturbing: there were only four place settings.


Chapter 16: Dinner, a Show, and Lies

As Erin fully expected, Johan, Alexia, Catharina and Nicolas were seated one after another at the table while she stood there, in her pretty dress and comfortable yet stylish shoes, makeup and hair perfect, even the chains that bound her feet together not bothering her at all. But her hands were clasped nervously together in front of her as she glanced at Alexia and Johan, Catharina and Nicolas facing away from her.

Finally, the woman who had seated them came up to her. “I shall take her back now, it is okay?”

“Yes, of course,” Alexia said. “Erin,” she addressed the girl. “Thank you for doing this. Be a good girl and obey them, okay?”

“Yes, Ma’am,” she said, and thinking about the pretty necklace that awaited her back home, she followed the woman as she led her, shuffling along, towards the back of the dining room. Which was, she was puzzled to see, completely empty other than the DeBries family. In fact, it could only accommodate two other tables, both of which were unoccupied.

The two of them passed through a set of swinging doors and into the kitchen, where Erin was confronted with a big table, piled high with wheels of cheese, and a smaller table on wheels that was set against the wall. In the middle of all of this was a stocky, red-faced man in a chef’s jacket and two younger Latino males who were busy slicing cheese, bread, and various pickled vegetables, all of which were being arranged on plates. Erin could see a tray covered in cured meats and a pot of boiling potatoes on a small stove.

“This is the Raclette girl?” the chef asked, looking her over with a critical eye.

“Yes, this is her,” the woman confirmed.

“Good, prepare her,” he said, summoning another Latina who had been hovering out of Erin’s sight.

“Um…” Erin started, but the chef abruptly turned away from her and strode out of the swinging doors into the dining room. The woman who had brought her here turned to her.

“Let’s take off that pretty dress and the shoes,” she said as Erin looked around wildly.

“What…what exactly am I doing here?”

“Oh, they didn’t tell you?”

“No!”

“Sorry, but you are the cheese girl. The Chääs-Meitli! You don’t speak Swiss German, do you?” she asked.

“Um, no! I don’t speak any kind of German!” she protested.

“They are not the same!” the woman huffed. “Anyway, it means cheese girl. The whole idea is that we serve Raclette, but the cheese is served on the body of a naked girl. It’s all the rage in Zürich!”

“What’s Raclette?”

“Basically, it’s table-side melted cheese. You eat it with these other things,” she said, gesturing to the various accompaniments that were being prepared by the clearly not-Swiss kitchen staff.

“So, what’s fondue?” Erin asked.

“It’s a completely different table-side melted cheese eaten with accompaniments! Mainly bread,” the woman said, patiently.

“Why on a naked girl?” Erin asked.

“Why not?” And that was apparently the extent to which the woman wished to elaborate on things, for she started tapping her toes and held out a hand, which was Erin’s cue to begin undressing. She handed the dress over and stepped out of her shoes, which she bent down to pick up and hand to the woman.

“Okay, good,” the woman said as she took a critical look at Erin’s body. “Now we will clean you very carefully.”

“Oh, I already took a shower,” Erin protested.

The woman frowned. “We will be serving cheese from your body. It is necessary to have you cleaned to Swiss food safety standards.”

Erin sighed. “Yes, Ma’am. I can clean up some more, I guess?”

“It will be done by our own people. Follow Ramona and do as she says,” she said, gesturing for the petite Latina to come over. The girl smiled at Erin and gently guided her along by a hand on her lower back. The two of them stepped through an opened door into a back room containing a shower set into the wall, and a separate handheld shower head connected by flexible hose and a metal table bolted to the floor. The white tile floor and white walls were clean enough for Erin not to feel creeped out, but nevertheless, this place with its antiseptic smell and stark, industrial feel and abundance of chains and cuffs bolted to the wall and floor made her feel more like a piece of meat being prepared for cooking, rather than a girl that was going to get to take a shower.

“Stand over here,” Ramona said as she knelt down and snapped a cuff on Erin’s left ankle, the chain rattling across the floor tiles as she did so. “Hands, please,” the girl said as she straightened up.

“Huh?”

“Your hands, Miss,” she repeated, holding out a cuff on a longer chain.

“Oh, yeah,” Erin said as she held out her left hand, frowning as the cuff was secured to her wrist. She complied more readily as another cuff was snapped onto her right wrist.

“Okay, I wash you now,” the girl said as she proceeded to strip down as well, closing the door behind her. Erin looked at the girl’s neck. No collar there. She was free, so this was a legitimate job. Girl washer. At a restaurant. Did she wash dishes as well? Was she being washed by the dishwasher? Was she a dish?

She squeaked in shock as the water turned on, the cold soon turning warmer as Ramona moved to a soap dispenser set in the wall next to the shower, squirting soap onto a washcloth that she used to start vigorously scrubbing Erin down with. The soap had no fragrance and felt quite rough, almost caustic and Ramona scrubbed hard, running the washcloth over her limbs, chest, under her breasts and over her back. Particular attention was paid to the area between her legs, both front and back, and Erin was forced to hunker down, spreading her knees apart to enable access to her slot, with her feet unable to separate more than a foot apart. The flexible shower head was used to spray water upwards into her holes and more time was spent scrubbing and spraying between her lips and her cheeks until Erin felt that she was in danger of being scrubbed raw.

Her hair and face were washed as well; the makeup she had spent so much time applying completely removed by the time they were finished. With the water turned off, Ramona spent some time toweling Erin off, dried herself off as well, dressed, and then released Erin from her chains to guide her to the metal table, where Erin was forced to get up on and lie down. Ramona secured her feet to the end of the table with chains that attached to both ankles and pulled her arms up over her head to secure them to the two corners above her head.

Another good fifteen minutes were spent scrubbing her down with antiseptic cloths until Erin felt her skin almost radiating cleanliness.

“We seal you now, okay?” Ramona said, framing it as a question that Erin knew she did not need to answer. She wondered what the family were up to, and part of her hoped they were waiting there, getting hungry. Serves them right, she pouted.

“Oh, hey! What are…” Erin cried out as Ramona approached her with what appeared to be a spray can, which she brought close to Erin’s slightly parted legs. Ramona reached over and parted Erin’s lips with her fingers, bringing the nozzle of the can up between her folds.

“We seal you,” Ramona repeated. “For safety.” And with that she depressed the top of the can, spraying a foam sealant into Erin’s vagina.

“Ow! Hey! Is that safe?” Erin protested.

“Yes, Miss. Very safe,” Ramona assured her. “Now other hole.”

“Oh, shit,” Erin moaned, as Ramona encouraged the girl to lift her pelvis slightly, shoving the nozzle into Erin’s anus and spraying a good helping of the foam into her rectum. Erin could feel the foam in her vagina growing, hardening, and she set herself back down on the table, thoroughly dismayed by how the evening was going.

“Is okay, Miss?” Ramona asked, hovering over her with kindly eyes.

“Yeah, I guess,” Erin sniffed. “I thought I was going to get to have a nice dinner out. I guess I don’t deserve it.” Her eyes started to water with self-pity.

“Oh, is okay, Miss,” Ramona said. “All girls think that. But dinner is for the family. You get something too, no worry.”

Erin kept quiet. She wanted to dwell for a moment. Her emotions were her own, one of the only things she could actually call her own at this point. Even the necklace she had stolen was not hers in reality. She knew she would have to sneak it back into the master bedroom before she got caught.

Ramona set Erin free from the table and escorted the girl back into the kitchen, Erin finding it somewhat difficult to walk properly. She had to keep her legs spread and the chains securing her ankles made it hard to take any proper steps like that.

“Ah! There you are! Good, on the table,” the chef said as he came up to them. Erin was guided onto the wooden table and secured there, with chains for each foot, and her arms chained by her sides with cuffs that could be adjusted to her size via chains that ran through a hole in the wood surface, Ramona securing the chain below the table top by some mechanism that Erin could not see.

A soft pillow was placed under her head, much to her relief, as the wood was very stiff and uncomfortable. Ramona adjusted Erin’s hair, tucking it mostly under Erin’s upper body, and arraigning it so that it was curled nicely, tucking it under each ear as well. An antiseptic cloth was run over the soles of Erin’s feet and between her toes until the chef was satisfied.

“Wonderful! A canvas for the celebration of the greatest of human accomplishments!” he exulted.

“Female exploitation?” Erin found herself muttering, and then clamped her mouth shut, hoping she wouldn’t get punished.

He laughed. “No! Cheese!”

What followed was a blur to the poor girl, as she lay there feeling hungry and quite sorry for herself. She could feel, and see, as the chef and his assistants laid square after square of a soft cheese on her belly, thankfully not on her mound, although her breasts were not spared. Ever the artist, the chef chose to circle her nipples with squares of cheese, and the valley between her perky breasts were not spared as well.

“You see, the heat of your body keeps the cheese soft. It is a secret of this whole preparation,” he whispered theatrically in her ear. “You will not tell?”

“No, I guess I won’t,” she said. At this point she felt tempted to try and butcher the name of the restaurant, which would hopefully get the family banned for life from coming back, but it simply wasn’t worth her time.

Eventually she was wheeled into the dining room, where the wooden slab upon which she was secured slid off the wheeled cart and onto the main table, guided by the tracks carved for just such a purpose. Looking to her sides, she could see the family, each of which had a little mini stove-like contraption in front of them, with little trays on it.

“En guete!” the chef said as he departed. As Erin lay there, she felt Johan reach over and pick a slice of cheese off her body with a little two-pronged cheese spear and place it on one of his trays.

“Dig in, everybody!” Johan said. “Now, Erin, we’re going to feed you as well, so don’t worry.”

What followed was one of the stranger dinners Erin had ever participated in, with the family members melting little portions of cheese taken off her body, scraping it off onto their plates, where they ate it with little potatoes, cured meats and pickled vegetables. The rule, apparently, was that after every four servings, one of them would need to feed Erin something. Since they very quickly learned that scraping melted cheese into her mouth was not the greatest idea, they mainly stuck to cured meats and the occasional potato. She did enjoy the tiny little pickled gherkins that they called cornichons.

Erin did eventually have enough to eat, and it was with grim satisfaction that she endured the moans and lamentations of the family on the ride back home that they felt like they were going to explode. Their suffering was not enough to make amends for the humiliation that Erin endured, however, especially having the sealant removed from her holes afterwards along with the scrubbing she received to get the remains of the cheese off her body.

“That was way too much cheese!” Catharina groaned.

“Not quite sure what the fuss was with that place,” Nicolas added.

“Oh, come on,” Johan said. “Do you know how important that dinner was? We’re one of the few who ever got to eat there!” He laughed out loud. “Everyone will know! Especially that fucker Francois. He’s been talking it up for over a year.”

“Why didn’t you invite him?” Alexia asked.

“What would that do?” he replied, looking over at her.

“I don’t know? Maybe get him indebted to us?”

“No. He can always pay off any debt he accrues. That guy gets whatever he wants. But getting a meal there is something he can’t achieve, until he gets himself a girl of his own. Which he’ll never do. The knowledge of that is something that will live in his brain for a long time, and I can use that to my advantage.”

Still puzzling over the politics of these people, Erin was led into the house where Alexia was kind enough to prepare Erin a bowl of ice cream.

“Thank you, Ma’am,” the girl said, truly grateful.

“You’re welcome, Erin. Thank you for being a good sport. Now, there is one thing I need to ask you, however.”

“Oh? Yes, Ma’am.” Erin waited, a spoon of strawberry vanilla swirl ice cream in her hand.

“Did you see a necklace, by any chance? Lying around?”

Erin swallowed hard. “Um, no Ma’am? What does it look like?”

“Silver chain, small green stone. It’s not super expensive, mind you. I just really cherish it. It was my mother’s. I know I had it recently. You really haven’t seen it?”

“No, no Ma’am.”

Alexia sighed. “I’m afraid one of the maids took it. Dammit. I really like those two, but if they don’t confess, I’m going to have to get rid of them.”

“Oh! Oh, um, yes Ma’am. I’m sorry to hear that,” Erin said as a ringing noise started in her ears, growing louder and drowning out the rest of the world.


Chapter 17: Rebecca

The ringing sound got louder and louder, intruding into Rebecca’s sleep until, with a start, she woke up, groggy and lost. Through the haze of her wakening ming she realized it was her phone ringing and reached over with fumbling hand to pick it up, the charging cable jerking it to a halt before it reached her ear.

“Fuck!” she grumbled as she swung her feet off the side of the bed and unplugged her phone before managing to finally answer it.

“Yeah? Rebecca here,” she muttered, not having looked at the caller id before answering.

“Rebecca? Hey, it’s Brian,” the voice said.

Crap, her Captain, Brian Hedges.

“Yes Sir?”

“Hope I didn’t wake you up,” he said, sounding chipper as always. He was a morning person, and Rebecca definitely wasn’t. He knew that and normally didn’t call her first thing in the morning unless there was something important going on.

“No, I’m good. What’s up?”

“Yeah, we’ve got a situation over in Noyac. Someone got hit with a car coming out of their driveway. Can you go check on it? I know you live near there.”

“Sure, no problem,” she said, groaning inwardly. These things tended to take a while. “They sending an ambulance?”

“Yeah, one of the volunteer first-responders is on his way,” he replied.

“I’ll be there. Did you ever hear any more on the Mikael case?” she asked as she got up and went to her bathroom.

“Yeah, I’m working an angle there. Immigration just apprehended someone from Germany coming into the country. They have ties to him and their story sounded a bit suspect.”

“Oh? Wow.”

“Yeah, I’ll let you know what I find out.”

“Yes, Sir. I’ll be in the station after I get this thing sorted out.”

And with that, Lieutenant Rebecca Palmer brushed her teeth, did what she could about her hair, put on some perfunctory makeup, dressed in uniform, and headed out the door to her car. It took about 30 minutes to get to the correct side-street where a pickup truck, driving by Jim Neuberg, one of the Sag Harbor volunteer EMTs was parked, next to two cars that had clearly been in a collision.

Luckily it didn’t seem like either driver had been hurt, but the man coming out of his driveway had been hit on the driver’s side by an older gentleman driving a convertible Mercedes, and that man was clearly inebriated and it took Rebecca a good hour to deal with him. The yelling, cursing, and the veiled threats to end her career were nothing new to Rebecca, as that sort of stuff went on a lot out here. Finally fed up with him, she cuffed him and pushed him into the back of the patrol car, making sure his head didn’t hit the doorframe, but not being too gentle about it either.

The two of them pulled out of the side road unto Noyac Road, after Rebecca had finished up with the other two men there, and narrowly missing being hit by a speeding car as she made the left turn onto the busy road. Naturally she lit up the car and pulled him over, thoroughly fed up with humanity.

And so it was that Lieutenant Rebecca Palmer drove towards Southampton with two men cuffed and sitting in the back of the patrol car while she hummed a happy tune. As she neared the little hamlet of North Sea, the radio sparked to life with static.

“Repeat,” she said into the handset.

“…accident…Wickapogue…Halsey…roll…”

“You’re breaking up,” she yelled into the handset. “Car 2 on its way.” Reception in this part of town was generally pretty bad. She knew she should probably deal with these two first, but if this was serious, she wanted to be there. It wasn’t exactly on the way, she’d have to turn the other way onto the highway from North Sea Road, but if she had her lights on, she might be able to bypass most of the trade parade heading that way. Get on Flying Point Road and then turn on Wickapogue and she’d be there.

Rebecca lit up the car and turned briefly to her passengers. “Get comfy, guys. We’ve got a detour.”

They groaned.

With her lights and sirens on, it still took her 20 minutes to get to Wickapogue and during that time she attempted to raise someone, anyone, on her radio but nothing worked. She decided that it might be the radio on her car that was the problem and resolved to get that looked at once this was done and the two miscreants in the back were taken care of.

“Where the hell is this accident,” she muttered to herself as she drove along the country road. She had reached Halsey Path and a quick glance to the right showed nothing there. She continued on, a big, open field on the right, giant hedges on the left. Nothing in front, just the giant silhouette of one of the ships hovering into view above her, straight ahead. “Weird,” she muttered. “I don’t see anything.”

“Yeah, maybe you can stop wasting our time and—”

“Oh FUCK!” Rebecca exclaimed as she suddenly spotted a man, standing right in the middle of her lane. She jammed on the brakes and steered right, swearing that she hadn’t seen him just a second ago. As the car careened off the side of the road and into a ditch in the field, screaming from the backseats filling her ears, as the image of the man, tall, thin, wearing a white suit jacket and a white Panama hat stuck in her mind. She braced herself as the car slammed to a stop, the airbags deploying and with a sickening slow-motion lurch, the car flipped slowly over, landing on its top.

Time seemed to come to a stop for a moment, as Rebecca shook her head and quickly felt around to see if she was badly injured. She was not, thankfully, and she reached over with shaking hands to the key fob, dangling from the ignition, before realizing the car had shut off automatically. She pushed on the door, relieved to find that it swung open, and with a trembling hand, undid her seatbelt. Disturbingly she didn’t hear anything from the two men in the back, and her heart thumped loudly in her ears as she let herself down onto the headliner of the patrol car. On the radio she could hear only static. Groaning in pain, she dragged herself out of the car, determined to try and open the passenger door and get the men out when she looked up to see the tall man standing there, looking over her, his face blank, strangely chiseled with unnatural lines, prominent cheekbones and exaggerated chin.

“Who the fuck are—” she froze. He was reaching into his jacket, pulling something out. Rebecca reached for her holster, a chill enveloping her as she realized her gun was no longer in it. It must have slipped out of her broken holster during the roll-over. “No!” she cried out as she looked up into the barrel of the gun pointed at her.

“No! Stop, please!”

But the man did not listen, as a low-level rumbling sounded out, coming perhaps from the large, black, scarred craft that slowly glided overhead. The rumbling sound grew louder, causing many people in the immediate area to look up from what they were doing, annoyed that their day was being disturbed by these things, and that there was never anything anyone could do about them. If they had bothered to pay closer attention, they might have heard another sound. A loud pop, or bang, as if a firework were set off. But anyone who may have heard it did not pay it any mind. There were a lot of souped-up sports cars in the area, and it might have been one of them backfiring.


Chapter 18: Consequences

Erin’s night was, once again, a restless one. She was torn between two courses of action: return the necklace as soon as possible to the master bedroom and hope that Alexia found it and assumed she simply hadn’t see it earlier. Or keep it and hope Alexia dropped the search. After all, she had so much, surely a silly necklace wouldn’t be the end of the world to her. It was Alexia’s threat to dismiss the maids if it wasn’t found that gave her pause.

Esmeralda and Maria were sweet. They weren’t necessarily friends or anything, but the two women were generally kind to Erin, and she didn’t want to see them get punished for what she had done. She sighed as she finally got up from her bed at daybreak and went to her toilet and then shower.

As she was brushing her teeth, Catharina came to the cell door, somewhat despondent.

“Hi,” Erin said, turning to her.

“Yeah, hi Erin,” the girl said, holding out her shackles. “Mom’s busy with something, so I think we’ll go down, have breakfast in the family room, not the kitchen.”

“Oh?” Erin asked, her heart sinking. “What’s going on?”

Catharina knelt down to fasten Erin’s restraints before getting up and unlocking the cell door. “Mom thinks one of the maids stole her necklace. She’s giving them a talking to.”

“Do you…do you think they did it?”

“No, they’ve been pretty loyal. Of course,” she said, leading Erin over to the elevator, “you never know, right?”

“Will she fire them?”

“Probably. Sucks, I know.”

Erin bit her lip as the elevator descended and they got out on the ground floor. From the kitchen she could hear Alexia’s voice.

“Catharina,” Erin started.

“Yeah?”

“I…I need to talk to your mom.”

“Right now?” the girl asked, somewhat put out.

“Yes, please,” Erin said, her voice shaky.

“Fine.” And so the two girls walked over to the kitchen, Erin shuffling along behind Catharina, her nudity contrasting greatly with the designer jeans and expensive-looking top that the girl in front of her wore.

“Mom?” Catharina called out, as Alexia turned to stare at the two girls who had entered the kitchen. In front of Alexia were the two maids, eyes downcast, although it could also be said that both had an air of barely restrained annoyance about them. As if they had always known this day would come, when they were unfairly accused of something and had no recourse.

“Yes, Catharina? I’m a little busy right now,” Alexia replied.

“Erin wants to talk to you.”

“Oh?”

“Yes, Ma’am,” Erin said, trembling greatly at this point.

“Is it something that can wait?” Alexia paused. Then resumed, “I guess it’s not. Am I right?”

“Yes, Ma’am,” Erin replied. “I’m sorry, Ma’am. I…I took the necklace.”

Alexia did not seem hugely surprised, which Erin thought might be a good thing, or perhaps, a very bad thing. Catharina, on the other hand, let out a squeak of surprise. Esmeralda and Maria looked up at Erin with a guarded expression. Erin blushed and averted her eyes. She could not look the two women in the eyes as she cringed in shame.

“Why would you do such a thing, Erin?” ask Alexia, fixing her with a serious gaze.

“I’m…I’m sorry, Ma’am. I guess…I don’t know? I never had…I mean, I wanted something of my own, I guess, but I…I’m really sorry. It was so stupid, and I just couldn’t—” Erin started sobbing, looking down, her bare chest heaving as she clenched her fists and kept them by her side.

“Oh, Erin!” Catharina exclaimed, her voice betraying disappointment.

“I’m glad you came forward,” Alexia said, her voice soft. “That was the right thing to do. But lying to me by not confessing last night, that was bad.”

“Yes, Ma’am,” Erin whispered, still looking down, tears of fear and regret running down her face.

“Maria, Esmeralda, I’m sorry for all of this,” Alexia said, turning to them. “I hope you can find it in your hearts to forgive Erin for this.”

“Yes, Miss Alexia,” the two women said, and looking at Erin briefly, with pity perhaps, the two left the kitchen through the servants’ door.

“Now, obviously we’re going to have to punish you, Erin,” Alexia said.

“Are you going to call—” Catharina started.

“Who?” Alexia asked.

“Um, someone who, you know? Does that?”

“No, if we get a professional to do it, then that goes on her record and that will lower her value. No,” Alexia said. “I’ll take care of it myself. Could you go fetch her handcuffs?”

Erin bit her lip in chagrin. “Is that…is that really necessary, Ma’am?” she said. “I won’t run, I swear—”

“It’s part of the protocol, Erin,” Alexia interrupted her, as Catharina rushed off to fetch them.

“Again, I’m so sorry,” Erin choked out, her vision getting blurry. “I don’t know why I did it,” she lied. She knew why. But she didn’t think the woman in front of her would understand or appreciate that Erin hadn’t just wanted a little trinket for herself. She wanted to make a stand for herself, even if it were a petty one that she hoped no one would ever notice. It was a matter of principle, a way for her to distinguish herself from actual property. A piece of furniture did not own the cushions on it. But if Erin had a pretty necklace that she obtained herself, would she not be a human then?

But as Catharina came back and, under Alexia’s direction, secured Erin’s wrists behind her, she knew that it would always have ended this way. She was property and it was stupid of her to attempt to gain something for herself without her owners’ permission.

“It’s a good thing Nicolas and Johan aren’t here,” Alexia said. “Johan in particular would have insisted on outside help for this. But this way we can quickly take care of it, and you won’t suffer permanent harm to your value.”

“Thank you, Ma’am,” Erin said, raising her eyebrows slightly. The fact that Alexia seemed to care so much about Erin’s value meant that she was keeping the possibility of selling her open. What Natalia had said about the fate of aging slaves weighed on her mind. Getting sold might be a very bad thing for Erin. But maybe aging with this family only to be sold when her value had dropped might be worse? Erin didn’t really know. What she did know, was that she was being marched to the elevator and then down to the punishment room, and that was a more pressing concern.

Erin’s legs started wobbling as they reached the door and Alexia opened it, flipping on the overhead light, Catharina behind Erin as Alexia beckoned her inside. It was hard for Erin to move with her legs shackled together and her hands cuffed behind her back, so she moved slowly, carefully into the room, her eyes taking in the various stations that existed within.

The first thing she fixated on was the stretching frame set against the far wall, its wooden beams set in a rectangular shape, with ropes set into rings in each of the four corners, terminating in leather cuffs that were clearly meant to secure her in an X and stretch her out. Would she be kept there for some time, suffering purely from the tension in her limbs? Or did this exist to keep her body in a position optimized to inflict further suffering from the tools kept on the peg board? She turned to look at the selection of whips, paddles, clamps and rods that hung from it.

Erin didn’t want to think about these things anymore. She would just obey, get this over with and then hope that the family didn’t hold this against her. There might still be a chance that she could have a happy life here. Just obey and get through this.

“Come here, Erin,” Alexia said, her voice becoming gentler. Erin shuffled forward, facing the frame where Alexia stopped her and reached back to unlock her handcuffs.

“Please turn around and raise your hands,” she continued, and Erin complied, raising her hands to the two corners of the frame, where, as expected, Alexia buckled the leather cuffs onto the trembling girl’s wrists. With the ropes still somewhat slack, Erin’s shackles were removed and the bottom leather cuffs were buckled on, as she spread her legs wide to enable them to be fastened to the two corners of the frame.

Alexia stood and reached up, where she tightened the ropes on both of Erin’s wrists, lifting the girl up and stretching her out. She then tightened the ropes linking her ankles to the corners. Erin groaned quietly, as her limbs started aching almost immediately.

“I’m going to give you a light whipping and then leave you here for a little while so you can think about what you did, and how you’ll make better decisions next time, okay?” Alexia said, fixing Erin with her cold eyes.

“Mom!” Catharina protested. “That’s too cruel! Please don’t,” she said as she started crying.

Erin’s heart broke for the girl, even as she hung there, knowing that she would be the one actually suffering. But sometimes seeing someone else get hurt was worse. Even now, she felt bad for her actions causing Catharina to become so distressed.

“It’s…it’s okay,” Erin said, trying to look brave. “I deserve this, and it won’t be so bad. I’ve had worse,” she lied. “It just looks bad.”

“Perhaps it’s best if you just go to your room, Catharina,” Alexia said. “I’m afraid your presence might make Erin feel worse. Sometimes punishment should be private.”

Catharina turned and stormed out the door, and Alexia went over and closed it gently. She picked up a whip from the peg board, gripping it by the leather handle, and gently running the multiple, black leather strands through her left hand.

“That was nice of you to say to Catharina,” Alexia said, softly. “She’s a sensitive girl and knowing that she can’t stop someone from getting hurt is hard on her.”

“Yes, Ma’am,” Erin said, her eyes never leaving the whip.

“I’ll give you a few less strokes for that. You’re a good girl, I know that. Your heart is good, and I want to nurture that. But you make bad choices, don’t you?”

Erin thought about it. Yes, she had made many bad choices in her life, and she was suffering the consequences right now, having a record for shoplifting, running away from home, stealing a wallet, stealing a necklace. Come to think of it, she should probably just refrain from stealing and—

“OW!” she cried out as the first stroke hit her across the chest. Her eyes flew open and she stared at Alexia as the woman stepped back, her arm pulled back, the whip ready to strike again. “No, please!” she cried as Alexia swung again. The strands racked against her breasts again, and the girl jerked and shuddered in the frame, her hands balled into fists, and her toes curling.

“Just a few more,” Alexia said patiently, as she prepared to swing again. Erin closed her eyes tightly and held her breath but couldn’t help but cry out as the next lash crossed her belly. Four more times the whip struck her, across her mound, her upper thighs, her belly again, and lastly across her breasts one final time.

“I’ll leave you here for a little bit, Erin,” Alexia said as she came forward and checked the condition of Erin’s hands, making sure the cuffs weren’t cutting off circulation. Satisfied, she hung the whip up on the peg board and exited the room, closing the door behind her.

Erin hung there, sniffling, her arms and wrists hurting, her breasts and the entire front of her body stinging and burning from the lashes she had received. As she hung there her ears started ringing again and the room seemed to darken. Was she blacking out? She didn’t think so, but her body felt weightless and she almost felt as if she was floating. It was disconcerting to her, and she tried to focus on the whipping pole in the room, but that seemed like it was floating away as well.

“Please! Please, let me down!” she cried out as the room continued to disintegrate in front of her, the walls seeming to fall away, leaving a gaping darkness. “Help!” she screamed, and the world went dark.


Epilogue

James Carmack the Third sighed as he stared out the window of his beachfront estate. The beach in Montauk was beautiful, of course, but there were a few too many people out there, surfing, relaxing, having a good time. A loud time. He needed to ask what could be done about getting people off his portion of the beach, regardless of what the town thought about public access.

“So, is she on yet?” he asked his personal assistant, Eric Brown who was currently tapping away at the tablet propped up on the large mahogany desk.

“Yes, Sir,” the young man replied. “We’ve got a pretty good picture coming through. One of the best we’ve had so far among all the girls.”

James turned to look. Indeed, the quality of the video was amazing. A far cry from the earlier attempts that were mostly static.

“She’s beautiful,” he said. “And how old is she?”

“She’s a safe 18,” came the reply.

“Safe 18? What the hell does that mean?” James asked, chuckling.

“I’m sorry, Sir. It’s just a term we use to…um, make it clear there wouldn’t be any, um…problems with such a girl,” Eric replied, feeling a bit awkward. “You know? Like, she’s legal and no one would make a fuss over…well, you for example, being with her? Because she’s a—”

“Because she’s a captive,” James finished for him.

“Yes, Sir.”

“What’s the plan for her, again?”

“We’ll get that clarified from above fairly soon,” Eric assured his boss.

“We’d better! She’s really hot! What’s her name again?”

“Erin.”

~ ~ ~

Captain Brian Hedges of the Southampton Town police stood over the body of Rebecca Palmer, his Lieutenant.

“What the fuck happened here?” he choked out.

The state trooper turned to face him, hands on his hips, a grim expression on his face. “Looks like someone came right up to her while she was on the ground. Shot her in cold blood.”

“Where’s her gun?” Brian peered at her empty holster. “Did he take it?”

“No, it’s in the car.”

“In the car? What? And who are those two bodies in the back?”

“No idea,” the trooper said. “Looks like she was taking them in, and they died in the crash.”

The two men looked at each other, then stared up at the sky. Hovering directly overhead was one of the ships. Captain Hedges shuddered with a sudden bad feeling. The ship was centered precisely over the wrecked patrol car.

“Any idea how we can talk to one of these things?” he asked the state trooper. The man looked back at him.

“You know what? I’m going to get back to you on that one.”

The two men laughed grimly. But it was an idea that did not leave the captain’s mind that day, or the next. Somehow, he would talk to one of these damned things.
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