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Introduction

It was another lovely day out in the Hamptons. In Sag Harbor the shopkeepers on Main Street were just getting ready for the usual gawkers and lookie-loos, the many coffee shops awaiting the crowds of jittery Hamptonites waiting in line in their athleisure-wear, eager to start their day off with the right brand of trending caffeine drinks at the right trending place, along with all the others doing the exact same thing.

In the woods between Sag Harbor and Bridgehampton, as well as in the woods between Sag Harbor and East Hampton, the migrant encampments, hidden among the trees and shrubbery of the slowly dying forests, were empty for the day as their occupants worked to keep the houses and restaurants and shops humming. Serving those happy to pay, as long as it wasn’t too much.

And in the wealthy beach-front area of Southampton, inside a large mansion nestled amongst the dunes, a man struggled with the things many of the men and women of power struggled with every day, namely getting their point across—something that even the most modern technology available to the richest of the rich did not seem capable of facilitating.

“No, I still can’t hear you,” James Carmack the Third, wealthy scion of the Carmack pet food empire and current owner of the nation’s largest media conglomerate yelled in increasing frustration at the screen of his laptop as the men and women at the other end of the conference call moved their lips in muted failure.

“Eric!” he screamed. “Get in here!”

Eric Brown, his personal assistant, ran into the room, concern writ across his face as he confronted his boss, red-faced, gesturing wildly at the screen.

“Are these fucking idiots on mute? Is there something wrong with the connection? Fix the fucking thing!” James yelled out.

Eric sighed to himself. This happened literally every time. He quickly moved over to the laptop, tapping the volume key on the keyboard until the disgruntled muttering of the people on the other side of the call came through.

“Ah, sorry about that,” James said as he concentrated his attention on his target audience, impatiently dismissing Eric, who was more than happy to extricate himself from the room.

“Mr. Cormack,” one of the suited men on screen said, frustration evident in his voice. “We really need to talk about the latest directives—”

“Yeah, yeah,” he replied. “But first, I want to know what’s going on with those threat warnings I keep getting.”

“Yes, sir, of course we’ll get to that in a moment,” the man said. “But first—”

“Oh, my God!” James sighed. “I feel like I’ve done more than enough for Them and I’m having a hard time seeing what I’m getting out of it, to be honest.”

“I understand,” the man replied, starting to sweat visibly. “But these are powerful—”

“Fine! Whatever. What do They want?”

“There are certain objectives that aren’t being met,” the man said, his voice tentative, his face the tragic mask of middle management everywhere, when it was certain that the demands of one party would not be met by the other, responsible party, and they, least powerful of all, would be held accountable.

“Okay, if I hear that just one more time,” James exploded. “What about my demands? I still haven’t gotten what I asked for!”

“The girl?” the man asked, sweating even more profusely.

“Yes, of course the girl! Who else have I been asking about all the fucking time?”

“Yes, sir. Of course. Um, unfortunately there has been a slight change of plans.”

“What?” James blurted out, incredulous. “Don’t you dare tell me I don’t get her!”

“I’m so very sorry, sir. But—”

“But what?” James screamed loud enough that Eric momentarily poked his face into the room, then quickly retreated, shutting the door quickly behind himself.

“The Committee wishes her delivered to number 7.”

“What the living fuck is number 7? Jesus Christ on a fucking bagel, I just can’t take this psychobabble anymore!” James slammed his fist on the desktop, causing the laptop to bounce up a tiny bit, but enough to make the people on the other end of the call dart physically backwards in their seats.

“It’s one of the—” one of the younger men in the group started, helpfully.

“Yes, I know that!” James blurted. “I mean—I don’t fucking know which one of the goddamn things is number 7! Fine, whatever. You want me to deliver her to some elongated metal space sausage, I don’t even know which one, and I don’t get to have her? Is that it? Did I summarize that adequately?”

“Yes,” the sweaty man responded, a grim smile on his face. The kind of smile that hopes against hope that if it simply remains there long enough, all of this shall pass, and one day a real smile might very well find itself there.

“Fine! Anything else?”

“No, sir. Thanks again for taking the—”

James hung up. It was one of the few, and indeed the sweetest pleasures he took from conference calls. The tiny but very significant joy of hanging up on the other party just before the meeting reached its natural end, but after it could generally be agreed that everything had been covered. Sweetest still, to hang up on someone as they were still talking. A power move—tiny and insignificant as it was, it would still rankle the other party and make them feel just a little less of a man than they had felt at the start of the day.

As James Carmack the Third sat back, contemplating how he would compensate for the loss of the girl he had hoped to enjoy soon—Erin was her name? Yes, he looked it up in his notes. Daughter of—” his phone buzzed.

“Hello,” he said, before remembering to check who it was from.

“Mr. Carmack? Mr. James Carmack?”

“Yes, this is he. And you are…?”

“I’m Captain Brian Hedges, of the Southampton Town Police. How are you, sir?”

“Could be better,” he responded. “I’m assuming my day’s going to get worse, isn’t it?”

“Well, yes, possibly,” the voice responded. “I’m afraid we’ve received a credible threat on your life.”

“Add it to the list,” he said, chuckling grimly. “When you get to my level, everyone wants to either fuck you or kill you. Sometimes both and in either order.”

“I see,” the voice replied, nonplussed. “Do you know anyone in Germany who might want you gone?”

“Huh?”

“The threat comes from Germany. Apparently, there’s an assassin on his way to you. They apprehended someone at the airport, but they believe he’s only one of them.”

“The Germans are sending assassins? For me? What the fuck?”

“Anyway, thought you might want to know,” the captain said.

“What the fuck am I supposed to do with that information?”

“I guess…be extra vigilant?”

James hung up. This was a great deal less satisfying, but there was really no point in continuing the call. If the only thing standing between him and death at the hands of a Germanic ninja was the Southampton Town Police, he was as good as dead. Thankfully he had one of the best private security forces money could buy.

Much more worrisome was how he was going to get that girl.


Chapter 1: Trust

“Erin?”

The voice came from the depths of the abyss that Erin currently swam through, dark, calming. Neither hot nor cold, soothing like few things ever were, at least nothing that she had ever felt in her short life. But the voice, coming from out of nowhere, seemed like it portended hardships to come. Erin tried hard to remember how she had come to this place, this state of mind. Was she dead? Probably not, but she really had no idea what had happened before her time here, in this void where she felt, quite frankly, like she had been forever enclosed in its comforting grasp.

“Erin?” The voice was slightly more persistent now. Slightly more pissed, one had to say. More familiar.

“Oh, for fuck’s sake! Wake up!” It was Catharina! Erin recalled the identity of this new, second voice. But that meant that the first voice was Alexia, Catharina’s mother.

Erin woke with a start, her eyes flying open, her limbs burning, her wrists aching and slowly the pain radiating from her torso enveloped her again. She remembered now: she was being punished by Alexia for having stolen a necklace and lying about it. She must have fainted!

“Uh…” she grunted, opening her eyes to confirm that, indeed, Alexia was there, gazing at her with worried eyes. Strangely, it was the daughter, Catharina, who looked peeved.

“So, what the fuck?” Catharina cried out. And Erin sensed in the girl’s countenance something other than just exasperation at the shortcomings of the family’s slave girl. There was fear. She had been scared. That made Erin feel better, and somehow also guilty. But also outraged, as she recalled that she had been whipped until she passed out. Concern was warranted from her owners. But outrage would be hers to savor.

“Uh…what…what happened?” she groaned out, her voice raspy. She felt dehydrated.

“You seem to have fainted,” Alexia said, her voice steady, calm. Yet Erin could detect a hint of relief in her owner’s voice. How much would it cost to replace Erin, she wondered. Was she insured? Would they pay if the insured item was whipped into non-existence? Was there a clause about that? Erin felt sure that there was.

“I’m sorry,” she replied. And somehow, she was. Even though she meant it more ironically, she actually did feel sorry. In the end, she had stolen, almost allowed the family maids, two middle-aged Latino women, to take the blame, and she deserved some punishment. And when all was said and done, it had been just a mild whipping, stinging, but not brutal. Why had she fainted? She seemed to be prone to such things, having fainted after being deflowered by Johan, the father of the family, and her main owner.

“We were quite concerned,” Alexia said. “Catharina was quite beside herself! Come, let’s get you down from there.”

And so the two, the mother and the daughter, worked to release their girl from the frame where she had been bound spread-eagled. The moment she was released, Alexia bent down to secure her ankles with her shackles, and her wrists in handcuffs, looking at her with a sad smile.

“Sorry, again. But given what happened, we can’t really trust you not to run at this moment,” Alexia said. “Trust is important, Erin. It will take some time for you to win it back.”

“I understand, Ma’am,” she said as the two of them helped her shuffle over to a couch in the game room adjacent to the punishment room she had been secured in.

“How are you feeling, Erin?” Catharina asked as she looked over at her with concern. Erin could feel that the girl had been scared, truly scared. Sometimes people react to fear with anger, confrontation. The girl cared, Erin knew that. They might still be friends someday. But today, Erin was the slave girl who had disappointed Catharina and then scared her. Trust, indeed. Erin had to work hard to regain some of what she had lost today.

“I’m okay, Ma’am. A little dehydrated, I think. I’m sorry…” she burst out crying. “I’m so sorry!” Her shoulders shook as she put her face in her hands and cried. “I’m so stupid!”

“Oh, now, now,” Alexia said, patting her on the back. “Catharina, go get her some water.”

“Yes, Mom,” the girl said as she sprang up and ran towards the stairs, ascending them two at a time.

“There, there,” Alexia said as the girl disappeared. “Now, let’s talk about your future here.”

“Oh! Yes, Ma’am,” Erin hiccupped, as she lifted her face from her bound hands, rubbing below her eyes with the backs of her hands.

“I think you know the severity of what you did, am I correct?”

“Yes, Ma’am. Again, I’m so—”

“Yes, I know. But just so you know. The next time something happens to damage our trust in you—”

“It won’t, Ma’am! I swear. I’ll be good,” Erin rushed to say.

“Yes, please let me finish.”

“Sorry,” she mumbled, chagrined.

“The next time something happens, we’ll send you to a proper facility that will take care of handling the punishment. They’re properly set up to handle any medical issues that may arise from the application of…corrective measures.” She paused, clearly expecting an acknowledgment from Erin.

“Yes, Ma’am. I understand.”

“Good. Unfortunately, that will result in an official record against you. That will lower your resale value, and we don’t want that, do we?”

“No Ma’am. Ma’am?”

“Yes?”

“Are you…are you thinking of selling me sometime?” Erin’s words caught in her throat as she said them.

“Not at the moment, but it’s always something that we have to keep as an option. I hope you understand,” Alexia replied, her eyes cold as always, but her face smiling reassuringly back at the worried girl. “The better you behave, the less that becomes a possibility.”

“I understand, Ma’am. Thank you for not sending me this time.”

“Don’t make me regret that,” Alexia replied, leaning back as Catharina came with a large glass of water. Erin took it in both hands and took a long drink, almost emptying the glass. Finished, she set the glass down on the little coffee table and clasped her hands in her lap, hiccupping. She looked up into Catharina’s eyes and saw the hurt in them and knew that she had betrayed her and that would not be fixed so quickly.

“I’m sorry,” she whispered. “I’ll be a good girl. I promise.”

Catharina turned around and left.

“Don’t worry about her,” Alexia said. “She’ll take a while to get over this. She was quite hurt by your betrayal of our trust, you know.”

“I know, Ma’am. I regret that.”

“Yes, of course. You hurt Maria and Esmeralda too. I was about to fire them. Actually, it was quite inspiring how steadfastly they stood up for themselves. I would have expected them to sell each other out. It would have been simple for one of them to blame the other, but they didn’t. Quite surprising, actually.”

Erin stayed quiet. Indeed, it was horrible what she had done. These women needed their jobs, and she had been so close to letting them take the blame and get fired. But that would have been awful, and the women deserved more than what Erin had put them through. It was telling that Alexia didn’t understand why the maids hadn’t turned on each other. Erin suspected that in Alexia’s world anyone would do whatever it took to get ahead. Perhaps the poor woman had been the target of someone else’s betrayal at some point? Erin knew what it meant to be betrayed. She felt betrayed by her childhood friend, Marcy, and even her own mother, who had long ago abdicated responsibility for Erin’s welfare.

Alexia was still talking, and Erin struggled to return her attention to what the woman was saying.

“So, that’s why I think it’s important for you to make a gesture to the two of them.”

“Oh? Yes, of course. Um…I’m sorry, but what exactly?” Erin stuttered.

“Well, I think it makes sense for you to dedicate a day of service to them,” Alexia said, patting Erin on her bare thigh. “Let’s make it tomorrow. You’ll go to them, apologize, and do whatever they ask of you. Do you understand?” Alexia fixed her with a stern look. “And I mean, anything.”

“Anything? Yes, Ma’am,” Erin swallowed. That could mean…well, anything. She wondered if she’d be spending the day taking care of the needs of two women who would probably be a little mad at her. What would they demand she do? Certainly, she’d be doing their housework. But probably spending some of that time taking care of other needs.

“Good, then that’s taken care of,” Alexia concluded. “You’ve done your punishment; we won’t speak of it again.”

“Thank you, Ma’am.”

“You’ll spend the rest of the day in your quarters and then start tomorrow with a new perspective on life. Sound good?”

“Yes, Ma’am,” Erin said, happy to be sent to her cell, where she could spend the rest of the day relaxing, and coming to grips with what she had done and the worse fate she had narrowly escaped.

The rest of the day was, indeed, spent in her quarters, the little cell at the end of the hall that nevertheless spanned the width of the floor, and featured windows that looked out on the lush green landscape of Bridgehampton Horse Country, as it was known. Erin loved to peer out of the windows at the landscape outside, one she had never been privileged to experience, even when she had been free. Well, perhaps she had never really been as free as she liked to remember, as she had been bound in a way, as a child, to live with her mother, to go to school, to hang out with the friends that were available, those that would deign to be with her. Bound to do the things that they were willing to do as well, even if it got her in trouble with the law and helped set her on the path that led to this: her barred cell at the end of the hall.

Right now, what she regretted most of all was the look of betrayal on Catharina’s face. She and the girl had become close, and while Erin was Catharina’s charge more than friend, it had been something that Erin treasured, to be the girl’s companion. Perhaps they could have become friends and shared gossip and talk of boys. Erin would have liked that.

Instead, she had served as a sex toy for all of the members of the family, except for the one she was actually bought for, namely Nicolas, the son who hid his sexual orientation from the rest, treating Erin kindly enough, but leaving her alone. Still, everyone was mostly nice, even if Alexia scared her somewhat. She sighed and stood by the windows, looking outside until a noise from outside her barred door made her look over to find Nicolas standing there, holding a plate with a sandwich on it, and a glass of what looked milk. He looked at her with a raised eyebrow.

“Hungry?” he asked.

“Oh, yeah. I guess I am. What time is it?” she responded, coming over to take the tray from him through the slot in the bars made for such things, Nicolas holding the glass for her as it would not fit through the low slot without being knocked over.

“It’s almost 6,” he said. “Are you okay?” He looked over her body, and Erin realized that she probably was showing the marks of her whipping.

“Yeah,” she said as she set the tray down on her little desk, taking the glass from him as she returned to the bars. “I deserved it. Hey,” she said as he nodded. “Could you…could you please talk to Catharina and tell her how sorry I am? I think she’s pissed at me.”

“She’ll get over it,” he replied, looking at her with sympathy. “Trust me, I’ve disappointed her no end of times, but she gets over it after a long sulk.”

“How long?”

“Usually, a day and then it’s over,” he said. “She’s fundamentally a very forgiving person. And she really does care about you.”

“I care about her too,” Erin said, sniffling as she felt herself start to cry. She waved her hand in front of her face and clutched her tummy as she suppressed a sob.

“It’s okay, Erin,” he said, standing there behind the bars, looking helpless. But what did he know? He wasn’t her, on the wrong side of the bars, desperately trying not to think of what the future held for her. Or was he? Wasn’t he just as scared of the future and the possibility of doing the wrong thing and having it all get snatched away from him? Wasn’t that why he kept his orientation hidden from his parents? Fear of them disapproving and taking away all his privilege and status? Leaving him just as bereft of a clear future as she was.

~ ~ ~

The next day Erin was taken down to the kitchen where Maria and Esmeralda waited. Erin steeled herself.

“Um, I…I’m really sorry for what I did,” she said, the words stumbling as they left her lips. “I shouldn’t have done it, and I really…I really don’t know why I did it,” she said, that little detail a lie that slipped far too easily from her, for she knew perfectly well that she stole the necklace as a tiny act of rebellion, a desire to make her mark on this world in an act that did not originate from a command given by one of her owners.

“Is okay,” Maria said.

“No,” Erin responded. “I should never have let suspicion fall on you. The moment the necklace was reported missing I should have confessed. I’m so sorry you were pulled into this,” and this was no lie. As she stood there looking at the two women who worked so very hard every day to take care of this family, and Erin herself, the gravity of what she had done started to really hit her and her shoulders shook as she began to weep in earnest.

“Oh, Miss. Is okay,” Maria said again as she came up to Erin and gave her a big, warm hug.

“Yes, is okay,” Esmeralda said, and looked on in sympathy.

“Erin is here to do anything you want her to, alright?” Alexia said. She had been standing there in the doorway of the kitchen, supervising Erin’s apology and now felt it was time to set the parameters of Erin’s use.

Erin bit her lip and forced her hands to remain down by her sides. If she was going to be used by these two women, she was going to stand strong and proud and not shy away from any duty imposed on her. She was a slave and slaves got used however their owners wanted to use them.

“Thank you Miss Alexia,” Maria said to Alexia, and the woman left to take care of other things, the matter closed as far as she was concerned, although it was just starting for Erin.

“Come,” Esmeralda said as she gently guided Erin through the servant’s door towards the side of the house where their rooms were. Erin sighed as this seemed to confirm her suspicion that they would want to taste the pleasures of a high-priced slave girl. But that turned out not to be the case, or at least not in the way Erin had suspected, for they really just wanted a foot rub.

“Really?” Erin asked.

“Yes, please,” they both replied, and Erin was quite happy to oblige, and the rest of the morning passed quite pleasantly, as the two women were quite chatty and loved to spill gossip about the various goings-on in the Hamptons, including dirt on other families that they heard from their friends and family members who worked in other households and restaurants.

Maria’s husband was a contractor who was having a devil of a time trying to convince one very wealthy client that his house was termite-ridden. Erin was surprised how penny-pinching some of these people could be, refusing to pay a few thousand dollars to fix a problem that could severely reduce the value of a multi-million-dollar home. She learned about the bad tippers, who spent hundreds per person on a meal but balked at tipping. About the workers who had to live in tent encampments hidden in forests, of millionaires threatening workers and contractors with calls to immigration authorities to force a lower price. With every tale, Erin worked harder to soothe the aches and pains from the feet of these hard working women and when she was done she cried some more in shame from what she had done, and the women hugged her and shushed her and told her how she reminded them of their own daughters who made mistakes too, but were sorry for it. And that was the difference, they said. For the truly evil didn’t care at all.


Chapter 2: Shopping

The next day was sunny and warm, and Erin woke up feeling strangely refreshed and calm. Much of the stress and tension that had burdened her recently seemed to have gone away. Perhaps it was the catharsis of having done her little rebellion, stealing the necklace, and then the cleansing ritual of being caught, punished and then forgiven. It had been painful, humiliating, but somehow strangely necessary. And now she perhaps knew her place in the world just a little bit better and wasn’t that a vital part of growing up? Erin was already physically an adult, but now she felt just a little bit more like one.

She got up, stretched and went to the window to look outside. This part she loved. Just to stand there and stare outside at the world outside her walls and dream. She sighed contentedly. She actually did love it here. A thought entered her mind: how long would the family actually stay here? This was a summer home. That did imply that when summer ended it was no longer their home. Where would they go? And would it be as nice as here?

“Erin?”

She turned around to see Catharina outside the bars that exposed her little room to the hallway, her room being situated at the end of the hall on the second floor of the house, where all the other family bedrooms were. She didn’t really have any privacy as a result, but on a day like today she didn’t really care.

“Hi Catharina,” she said, smiling tentatively, hoping that the girl would not still be so terribly disappointed in her.

“Hi Erin,” Catharina replied, looking chipper and happy, much to Erin’s relief. “Hey, look, um…I’m sorry about how I treated you. Mom told me how you were so sorry…”

Erin looked down, clasping her hands in front of her, feeling suddenly self-conscious about her nudity. What was it about contrition that made her feel her nudity so vividly?

“It’s me who has to apologize; I did something really stupid and…betraying your trust in me is what hurt me the most. I felt so bad that I made you disappointed in me,” she said, her voice trembling.

“Oh, Erin! It’s okay. Honestly, I’ve done lots of stupid things too in my life. Um…you know…” the girl blushed as she hesitated.

“What?” Erin said, looking up at her, almost teasingly.

“When I was a bit younger, I also stole something, from Nicolas. A fashion magazine he really liked,” she said. “I know, who has actual physical magazines, right? What a dork. Anyway, I accidentally dropped it in the bathtub, and it got ruined and when he asked who had taken it I kept quiet.”

“You were young, you didn’t mean it,” Erin said, feeling honored that the girl was opening up to her.

“Yeah, you won’t love the rest. I, um…well, I kept quiet and one of our maids got blamed and fired. Long before Maria and Esmeralda started working for us. This was in the city. I felt so bad for years and when I heard…well, it just hit me like a hammer, and I couldn’t deal with the guilt that I never confessed and you did, even though the consequences for you were so much worse.” Catharina shook her head and sighed. “It’s me who has to apologize. I’m a fucking hypocrite.”

“No, you were a young girl who didn’t know how to react,” Erin said. “The fact that you feel so bad about it now means you have a good heart. I just know it.”

Catharina smiled shyly and sniffed. “I guess we both have a lot to learn in life, right? I’d like it if we maybe learned them together?”

“I’d like that too,” Erin said, and smiled back.

“Anyway,” Catharina sniffed again and rubbed a finger under her eye and then laughed. “Um, mom says that breakfast is soon, so do you want to get ready quickly? I can come back in, like, five minutes?”

“Yeah, I’ll get ready,” Erin said. “Oh, and…thank you.”

“For what?”

“For caring,” Erin replied. And Catharina smiled back at her and after a brief pause turned and skipped away. Erin was happy to see that. That was one of the things that endeared her to the daughter of the household. The carefree way she made her way through life when something wasn’t pressing on her mind.

Erin quickly got ready and was waiting for Catharina to come back. Much to her surprise, she saw her come over to the bars of her cell door with a short dress slung over her arm, as well as the customary chains for her feet.

“What’s this?” Erin asked, eying the pretty pink fabric.

“Mom says you and I should go shopping after breakfast, so you’ve got to wear something for going outside. I thought this might fit you.” She handed the garment through the bars and Erin shook it out, holding it up against her body. Indeed, it looked like it would fit perfectly. She stood still while Catharina grunted through the process of securing Erin’s ankles in the shackles, then slipped the dress over her head and pulled it down over her body. She didn’t bother asking if there was any underwear for her, it had been so long since she’d worn any it didn’t even enter her mind anymore.

Smoothing the dress over her body, she looked over to Catharina and asked, “How do I look?”

“Gorgeous, you bitch! You look so much better in it than I do! Jealous!”

Erin pretended to pout. “I’m not a bitch!”

“Sorry! You know what I mean,” Catharina protested as she unlocked the cell door and swung it open. “Now, take it off and I’ll put it in my room for later. Let’s get breakfast and then we can go shopping!”

Breakfast was a pleasant affair, and Maria gave Erin an extra serving of fruit, something that did not escape Alexia’s notice and she smiled briefly at Erin before turning her attention back to the article she was reading on her tablet.

“It says here that there have been an increasing number of close calls with the ships,” Alexia said as Johan passed the butter to Nicolas. Erin waited patiently for the butter to come around to her. The English muffins looked particularly good today and she loved the taste of them with some melted butter.

“Oh, yeah?” Johan said. “Anything we would have to worry about?”

“For our trip?” Alexia asked, as Erin’s ears perked up. Trip?

“What trip?” Catharina asked.

“After summer,” Johan replied. “I was thinking we could go back to Holland for a visit. Spend a few weeks there before your school starts again.”

“Oh cool!” Catharina exclaimed. “I’ve wanted to go for so long! Um,” she turned to regard Erin. “Can Erin come? I mean…I guess she has to?”

“We can decide what to do with Erin when the time comes,” Alexia replied patiently, turning back to her tablet. “Naturally it would be best for her to be with us, but there are international export rules, human carriage laws, paperwork. We’ll see.”

Erin’s heart sank. What if they left her? Would she be locked up in some facility? Like dogs when their owners had to travel? Was that a thing?

“Gosh, I hope you get to come, Erin. I’d be really sad if you weren’t there with us. You’re family to me!” Catharina said, as Nicolas looked over to her and gave her a smile.

“Thanks,” Erin said, and she meant it. She knew she wasn’t really family, but it meant a lot to her that this girl, who was sweet and innocent enough to say what she really felt, would say that about her. Again, she felt that the two of them could become real friends.

They finished breakfast soon enough and Erin helped Maria clear the dishes and even insisted on helping load the dishwasher until she was firmly ushered out of the kitchen. Erin suspected that the two women held a territorial claim on certain parts of the house and were reluctant to share it even with the family slave girl.

Finally it was time for the girls to head out and Erin followed Catharina to the girl’s room, shuffling behind her in her shackles as they entered the room, Erin blushing a bit as she remembered how she had served the girl’s pleasure the last time she had been in here, licking her until she had come to a shuddering climax. She wondered when she would be called upon to do that again. Interrupting her train of thought, Catharina pulled the dress out of her closet and handed it to Erin.

“What do you think?”

“About the dress?” Erin replied.

“Do you still want to wear it?”

“Huh?”

“To go shopping, silly! Oh, my God. Did you forget already?”

“No! I guess…I guess I didn’t think I had a choice,” Erin replied, embarrassed.

“Oh. You kinda have a choice. Of this dress. But you need to get dressed! They frown on naked girls in public. Can you believe it?” Catharina giggled.

“Yeah, it does kinda make sense,” Erin admitted. She slipped the dress over her head and pulled it down over her body.

“Can you do me up?” she asked Catharina, who dutifully stepped behind her and zipped her up while Erin held her hair out of the way.

“Oh, yeah,” Catharina exclaimed. “That looks gorgeous on you!”

“Thanks,” Erin replied, and she meant it, looking at herself in the mirror and almost imagining that she could be a free girl, one of the wealthy girls who summered here and went shopping whenever they wanted to. It was only when she focused on the collar around her throat, the slim metal band that marked her as something other than free: property, something owned, managed—occasionally punished when needed—only then did the illusion break for her. She wasn’t going shopping. She was being taken on a shopping trip by her owner’s daughter, a girl her own age, maybe even a tiny bit younger. A girl like that shouldn’t be able to lead her around while she shuffled in chains locked around her ankles and the free girl walked at whatever pace she pleased. It wasn’t fair.

But this was Erin’s life now, and it was best that she took that to heart. Be their pet, one of the officials who had helped enslave her had said. Erin needed to be a better pet so she wouldn’t get punished again.

“Now some shoes,” Catharina said, as she rummaged in the back of the closet. “Ah! Try these,” she said, handing over a pair of cute flats. Erin and Catharina were roughly the same size and build, so this was quite convenient when it came to getting clothed. Not that it happened that often.

She took the shoes and shuffled over to Catharina’s bed where she sat down and bent down to put the shoes on. She couldn’t lift one leg at a time, as they were chained together, so she set both shoes down on the ground and slipped the first one on, found it fit nicely, and did the same with the other shoe.

“Yeah, I think they fit,” she said as she stood and walked around for a few paces to check the fit.

“Aren’t they cute? They match so well with the dress,” Catharina gushed.

“Um, do I get any panties?” Erin asked, knowing already what the answer would be.

“No. Sorry. Don’t worry, you won’t need any.”

“Um, I’m just a little worried…that when I sit, um, you know?”

“Huh?” Catharina looked at her, lost.

“I might…leave a wet spot, maybe, on the dress?” Erin blushed furiously. She wished she didn’t have to spell such embarrassing things out.

“Oh! No problem. Just pull the dress up past your hips when you get in the car, and you can sit on a towel.”

Erin sighed. More humiliation for her. Still, she would get to go outside and enjoy a nice warm summer day and go shopping, even if there were a few embarrassing aspects to it.

And so, the two girls piled into the family’s Jeep Wrangler and Erin dutifully hiked her dress up before sitting down, finding that she could probably do it in a reasonably smooth motion that shouldn’t attract too much attention if she did it just right. Off they went to downtown Southampton Village where Catharina found a parking spot right on Jobs Lane. The car was parked right next to the sidewalk across from the village art center and a small group of tourists stood nearby, mingling. It had taken Catharina a few tries to get the car parked correctly as she wasn’t all that comfortable with driving, and several of the pedestrians had been turned their way, watching the maneuvers.

Erin sighed. That meant that there were going to be witnesses to her getting out. Catharina was already out and had walked around to the sidewalk, waiting for Erin. She motioned for her to come closer to the passenger side door and Catharina did, looking a bit puzzled.

“What’s up? Stuck?”

“No,” Erin hissed. “Can you stand by the open door and block the view of my ass from these people while I get out?”

“Oh, my God! You’re shy? You?”

“Yeah,” Erin replied, somewhat hurt. What did the girl think? Erin wasn’t an exhibitionist. She was forced to be naked most of the time, but that didn’t mean she luxuriated in it. “You just said girls shouldn’t be naked in public. Well? My ass is going to show when I get out until I can slip my dress down.”

“Fine, just get on with it, and I’ll stand here,” Catharina said. Erin slipped out of the seat, hopping down from the high step-up that the Jeep required, and when her feet touched the ground, she shimmied her dress down past her hips and smoothed it out, hoping no one had seen.

“Okay, I’m good,” Erin said, and slammed the door shut behind her, shuffling behind Catharina as she led the way down the sidewalk towards the crosswalk. Several teenage boys stared at her, and Erin knew they were wondering at the chains that bound her feet together and made a persistent noise as they scraped across the bricks of the sidewalk, being lifted by one raised foot, and then set back down with a sharp sound, the pattern continuing, making its own distinct music, the melody of a slave girl being walked.

“Oh shit!” Catharina exclaimed and dug through her purse. “Sorry Erin, but mom said quite explicitly that you need to be on a leash, otherwise I don’t get to take you out again. Like, ever. So, um…you don’t mind, do you?”

“Do I mind being led on a leash? Why, no, Ma’am. That will be fine,” Erin replied, the crushing sensation of a further public humiliation descending on her to crush whatever joy this day might have offered to her.


Chapter 3: Abduction

“Again, super sorry about this,” Catharina said as she snapped the leash onto Erin’s collar. Erin looked over to the side to see if anyone was staring at her, but luckily the tourists had moved as one into the art center and no one was currently looking in her direction. Catharina let the leash hang down from Erin’s neck as she looped the other end around her hand, graciously staying close to Erin so it wasn’t too obvious as the two of them walked towards the crosswalk and waited for the light to change for them to cross.

“Are you okay?” Catharina asked Erin.

“Yeah, I’m fine,” Erin replied, resigned to her new reality. Being led around on a leash meant even less responsibility. She didn’t even have to choose which way to walk, just be led. Like a true pet.

Finally, they made it across Jobs Lane and turned to walk towards the front door of a place called “For Your Girl.”

“What’s this?” Erin asked.

“What? This shop? It’s really cool,” Catharina said. “It’s all about girls like you.”

Before Erin could ask more, they reached the door and Catharina waited by it, eventually raising an eyebrow at Erin.

“Oh,” Erin said, and reached over to open the door for her, feeling strangely violated by this.

“Sorry,” Catharina whispered. “They’re really snooty about such things here, and…anyway, I’ll make it up to you later, okay?”

“Yes, Ma’am,” Erin replied, allowing a little bit of frostiness into her voice.

They both passed into the shop and were greeted by a gentleman in a pink jacket over a white button up shirt and light blue pants. His light brown hair was almost too perfect, and as Erin peered at it, it became obvious to her that it was fake. A very expensive fake, though.

“Hello,” he said to Catharina. “Welcome to For Your Girl, I’m Jordaîne, and I assume this is your girl?”

“Oh, yes, hello,” Catharina said, turning to look at Erin. “This is our girl, Erin.”

He smiled politely at Erin as he looked over her, pausing at her breasts, and then traveling down her body, taking in her hips, her legs, and her feet. “Yes, she’s quite lovely. I assume she’s primarily used for sexual services?”

“Yes,” Catharina replied. “I mean, she’s good for other things too,” she said, addressing Erin almost apologetically. “But yes, we…I mean my dad purchased her primarily for my brother.”

“Your brother? Why isn’t he here? We usually work directly with a girl’s primary user,” Jordaîne said.

“Yeah, but he’s a bit of a dork and my mom told me to go instead.”

“Of course,” he replied, only a little discomfited by her word usage. “We’d be more than happy to take care of all modifications and enhancements you’d be interested in—”

“Modifications?” Erin blurted out.

“To your…finery,” he sniffed.

Catharina saw that Erin looked confused and leaned over to hiss at her, “Your clothes. Now shush.”

“Sorry,” Erin whispered.

“Display?” Jordaîne asked.

“I’m sorry?” Catharina replied.

“Is she to be used for display purposes as well?” he repeated, his expression a study in calm detachment.

“Oh. Like, in the house, or outside?”

He sighed. “Some families will display their girl at parties, gatherings. Sometime simply for dinner. She will stand there to be admired, like fine art.”

“Oh. Um, not for dinner, but maybe for parties and, um, events? I guess?”

“Wonderful. So, sex and display. Sexual display?”

Catharina laughed, the sound bursting from her as if her surprise needed an escape valve, lest she explode.

“I’m serious,” he said, looking at her disapprovingly. “Many of our clients will have their girls be available for sexual use by their guests, and like to display them in sexual poses, often when they’ve been…shall we say, readied.”

“Readied?” Catharina echoed, her eyes wide as she wondered what exactly that would mean. She turned to Erin, who looked away, knowing full well what the salesman meant, but not wanting to volunteer.

“Sexually aroused,” he said, almost but not quite rolling his eyes. “Prepared sometimes by the servants, often while guests are there, watching.”

“What?” Erin burst out, unable to help herself.

“Yes,” he sniffed. “It’s quite often done. A demonstration of the family girl’s ability to perform, as well as her…willingness to obey.” He looked at Erin, clearly implying that this girl would not pass muster in that department.

“Oh. Um, I don’t think we would subject Erin to that,” Catharina demurred, “but, what does all of that have to do with clothes?”

“Yes,” he said and turned his back to them with a flourish, striding quickly and purposefully to a rack of tiny garments set within the corner of the store, near some a set of picture windows that looked out on a church across the street. A few people were strolling by on the sidewalk just outside the windows, some staring in, most just passing by.

“Here we have our latest collection of display-wear,” he continued, waving his hand to encompass the rack. Catharina went over to look and Erin followed, as she must, for the leash was still in Catharina’s hand and she pulled Erin gently along.

“Nice,” Catharina said as Jordaîne pulled out something tiny and black.

“It’s a lovely little display corset, designed to keep the girl’s primary attributes nicely visible and accessible. As you can see,” he gestured to the garment’s bust line. “This is an Under Bust corset, and will give her a pleasant, authoritative confinement feel, while also supporting her bust, and keeping the breasts visible and available. It ends just over her mound and keeps that area accessible as well.”

Catharina paused, looking at the corset, running her fingers on either side of the material.

“It’s perfect for display purposes,” he continued. “As you can see, on the sides here you can thread a belt or chain and secure her wrists to cuffs to keep her thus.”

“Thus?”

“Nice and secure.”

“Erin,” Catharina turned to ask, “what do you think? Looks pretty, right?”

“Yes, Ma’am,” Erin replied, dutifully. Her mind was still stuck on the idea that she would be put on display for guests. Would Maria or Esmeralda be tasked with the job of rubbing Erin’s pussy until she got nice and wet for guests to enjoy? Did people at sophisticated dinner parties enjoy looking at a freshly worked pussy while they strolled by and enjoyed their canapés?

“Let’s try it on her,” Jordaîne said, and Catharina agreed and came around to Erin’s back, still holding onto her leash, to unzip her dress.

“Lift up your hair for me,” she said, and Erin did so, allowing Catharina to pull her zipper down and helped Erin pull her dress down until it pooled at her feet.

“If you don’t mind, we can chain your girl here so you can remove her leash.” He pointed to a spot on the floor a bit further back from the window where a chain was carefully coiled on the smooth wooden surface.

“Oh, yeah,” Catharina said, and Erin stepped out from her dress and walked carefully over to the spot indicated, where Jordaîne knelt down and fastened the chain to her shackles, snapping a padlock onto it. Once she was secured that way, the leash came off her collar and Erin stood there, naked but for her pretty shoes, blushing as some people peered into the window and then moved on.

Jordaîne helped put the corset on Erin, cinching it tight, until the poor girl had a hard time breathing. The two of them looked at Erin, adjusting things, putting hands underneath her breasts to see how much support they were getting. Jordaîne took a measuring tape and carefully measured the areas between the bottom of the corset and the start of Erin’s slit, muttering something about the Golden Ratio, and then measuring various other body parts to get a good sense of what would work for this girl.

In the end, Catharina paid for the corset, another one in pink, a set of panties that were crotchless, an under bust halter that extended only an inch below the bottom of her breasts and left them mostly exposed, and a rather embarrassing anal leash.

This particular item was demonstrated on Erin as she bent over, her hands on her knees, and the bulbous end was gently but persistently shoved up her anus until it was firmly lodged in there. A twist of a key in the base of it caused several vicious prongs to emerge from the plug and make it next to impossible to remove the plug without causing a great deal of distress. Even with no pressure on the leash itself, it was extremely uncomfortable and distressing to Erin.

But Catharina bought it anyway, muttering that her mother had insisted on it, which brought a frown to Erin’s face. The frown disappeared once the plug was removed and quickly sanitized, and Erin got to put her dress back on, unchained from the floor, but leashed by the collar again.

The two girls left the shop, Catharina holding the bags and Erin’s leash as they walked down the sidewalk. Catharina had promised Erin an ice cream and that did a great deal to mollify the girl, when a screeching sound came and someone shoved Catharina to the ground, grabbing Erin around the waist and hauling her off as she screamed in shock.

~ ~ ~

Erin struggled as she was dragged into a waiting SUV, a pair of hands inside it helping to pull her in as the man who had snatched her continued to hold her by the waist and lifted her up, pushing her into the middle seat. He quickly followed her in and shut the door as the car accelerated away.

“What the fuck!” she screamed. “Who are you?! Let me go! HELP!” she yelled out, struggling against the men on either side of her.

“Shut up,” the man on the right of her said, calmly. “Don’t forget what you are.”

Erin quieted down. She didn’t really know what her duty was in a situation like this. She knew that she did have to obey a free person, for the most part, and it would be smart for her not to antagonize these people, whoever they were. But these people weren’t her owners. They were stealing her from her owners. Did that mean she had a duty to resist them? Or was it more important to preserve her value by not getting roughed up by them? She shrunk back in her seat as the car continued on its way, slowing down now and merging into regular traffic.

“What happened to Catharina?” she asked, remembering through the blur of shock how the girl had tumbled down. “Is she okay?”

“Who?”

“The girl you shoved! She’s my owner,” Erin yelled. “Is she okay?”

“How the fuck should we know,” the man on her right responded, his left arm across her waist, the powerful muscles keeping her in place. “Why the fuck would you care anyway?”

“I…I care for her. She’s nice.”

“Fuck that,” the man laughed.

“Who are you?” she whispered.

“None of your business,” the man on her left said.

“Are…are you going to sell me?”

“Not our business,” he replied and the two of them kept quiet the rest of the way, the driver in front occasionally glancing into the rear-view mirror but remaining quiet otherwise. In the traffic, it was a good hour and a half as Erin estimated, before they arrived at their destination: a large estate tucked into the dunes, tall hedges hiding it from the side street that led to it. A long driveway wound through manicured trees until they got to the entrance and the man on her right turned her around and secured her hands behind her back with handcuffs.

There comes a time in everyone’s life when one is truly scared, when the protective and comforting backdrop of regular life, no matter how unpleasant it might be, gets replaced by the yawning black maw of the unknown horrors that lurk just outside of one’s experience. Erin felt that fear now, like she had never truly felt it before. She had left home on her own, been arrested and placed in a cell, subjected to humiliating examinations and sold as property to a family that did things to her both pleasant and not. But all of that had happened within the framework of social norms, as inhumane as they appeared to the young woman. Being a slave was unpleasant in many ways, but it was a legal part of society and there were rules and conventions that governed it, and how it was applied to Erin.

This was different. These were criminals and in a world that allowed the legal subjugation of a human being, she could not even imagine what the criminal world would feel free to do to her.

Were there people out there who loved to torture a pretty girl to death, something not permitted under the law, but available to those who paid a lot of money to people who didn’t ask questions?

She jerked against her handcuffs as she was pulled from the vehicle, crying out, “Please, no. Please!” But the man pulling her towards the house did not respond, did not free her and apologize for the misunderstanding, hoping she would forgive them and enjoy a relaxing spa day. Instead, they entered the house, and she stood there as another man, younger, fit, wearing a blue polo shirt that barely hid his muscles came up to them and took a look at Erin, before turning his attention to the thug that held her arm.

“You didn’t hurt her, did you?” he said, casting an eye on where the man’s hand gripped her upper arm tightly.

“No, she’s fine. She struggled a bit when we arrived, but otherwise compliant.”

“She looks really scared. Terrified.”

“Wouldn’t you be?” the man quipped. “Who knows what you pervs have in store for her.” At this, Erin’s heart began racing even harder and she jerked against his grip as if to make a run for it, but she knew that would be useless. The shackles on her feet alone would stop her from making it far.

“Yeah, I feel bad about that,” the younger man said and turned his attention to Erin again. “Hey,” he said. “You’re not going to be hurt, don’t worry.”

“Okay,” she said, still trembling. “Who are you?”

“Don’t you worry about that. Just to confirm, you’re Erin, correct?”

“What if I’m not?” she asked, growing a bit bolder.

“Well, I’m going to check on your tag anyway, and if you lie to me, you just earned yourself some completely avoidable punishment. If you’re really not Erin, we’d return you,” he said.

“And if I am Erin?”

He laughed, a laugh of actual amusement. “There’s someone here who really wants to see you.”

“Are you going to hurt me?” she asked.

“Not if you behave.”

“And will you return me to my…my owners?”

“Eventually.”

“Okay, I’m Erin,” she said, seeing no point in dragging this out.

The young man nodded and she found herself freed from the grip of the man who had dragged her here.

“I’m Eric, follow me,” he said as he turned and started walking slowly through the foyer, Erin struggling to shuffle behind. This was slightly terrifying, she realized, as with her hands cuffed behind her back and the shackles limiting her stride, she was scared that she would fall and be unable to stop from hitting her face. So, she kept it slow and let Eric stop to check on her progress. And he seemed to be cognizant of her difficulty, if not actually inclined to help her out.

Finally, they made their way through a long hallway whose windows looked out on a large pool area and beyond that, the dunes that separated this house from the beach. It was a beautiful day outside and Erin felt a longing to be outside, to be free and to run, just run, as fast and as far as she could possibly go. She didn’t care where that would end up being, just so long as she could stretch her legs, swing her arms, and have a say in which direction she headed. Was that too much to ask for as a human being?

But that was not to be her fate, at least not today, for they reached the end of the hallway and Eric opened the door to usher her into a large, opulently furnished office, where an elderly gentleman, immaculately dressed, swung around in his chair to regard her.

“Erin? Come, sit down. We have much to talk about.”


Chapter 4: A Question of Competence

Captain Brian Hedges of the Southampton town police put the phone down and pressed his fingers against his eyes. This was going to be a long day.

“Jamie!” he called out, twisting around in his desk chair to look out the door of his office.

“Yes, sir!” his new lieutenant, Jamie Dalton, answered, running to the door and entering his office. She was young, hungry to be accepted into the tight-knit police force and eager to work her first case. As such things went, this was probably a little bit harder than Brian would have wanted to have her work on, but he didn’t really have a choice.

“Jamie, have a seat,” he said, gesturing to the chair opposite his desk.

“Thank you, sir,” she said as she sat down.

“I just got a call from dispatch. Apparently, a, um, captive girl has been abducted from Jobs Lane, right in the middle of the day. The owner’s daughter was in charge of her and got hurt during the heist. Owner’s rich, so this takes top priority.”

“Yes, sir. Where’s the daughter right now?”

“She called the parents from the store, and she’s still there,” he answered. “I want you to go to the crime scene. The shop For Your Girl on Jobs Lane. Know it?”

“Sure, shop there all the time,” she quipped.

“Yeah, right. Go there and get everything you can, sound good?”

“Yes, sir,” she said. “Um, so, the girl that got abducted…”

“Yes?”

“You said she was a captive?”

“A captive servant. Property,” Brian said, understanding that Jamie might not have encountered many such girls as even here they were still somewhat rare.

“A slave, then.”

“Well, we don’t really use that word,” he said. “It’s considered inappropriate.”

“Sorry. If she’s property, is this kidnapping or theft?”

“Yeah, that’s a gray area. Technically it’s property theft, sometimes it’s classified as livestock theft, some courts classify it as kidnapping. New York State sees it as property theft, and we need to treat it that way.”

“We’re going to treat a girl being stolen the same way as a car? Are we really doing that?”

“I know it’s a strange way of looking at things, but yes. Do you have any problems with that?” he asked her.

“No, I guess…I don’t know. It just sits wrong with me for some reason,” she replied.

“Yeah, me too,” he confessed. “But the law’s the law. The main implication is that you need to give this the level of priority and maximum application of force that you would for a property theft. If a little kid gets kidnapped, we go in hard. For something like this, a little bit lighter, understood?”

“Yes sir,” she said, nodding. “Okay, I guess we should get going,” she said as she stood up and Brian followed her out of the station house. “It’s just…I can’t really treat this like someone stole a car; you know what I mean?”

“Yeah, I know. It’s hard not to think of the stolen car as being a young girl that’s probably scared to death right now and is seriously missed by the family that loves her.”

~ ~ ~

“So, what do you want to talk about, and who are you?” Erin asked the man seated across from her, a sudden burst of bravado coloring her attitude towards him. He appeared to be middle-aged, graying hair, receding hairline, sharp chin with light-colored stubble on it. His face held a refined air, eyes steely gray. They perked up as he took all of her in, and he stood up, buttoning his jacket as he rounded his desk and pulled her into a big hug.

Erin reflexively tried to back away but was unable to prevent him from engulfing her in his arms, her own secured behind her back.

“Erin, Erin, Erin,” he said, pulling back and grasping her by the shoulders, looking her up and down, pausing for a moment to take in her chest, still clad in her dress. “I have to say, you’ve exceeded my expectations!”

She remained quiet as he let her go and stepped back, leaning against his desk, his hands in his pockets. He was clearly extremely wealthy. Was he wealthier than Natalia’s dad? She had been brought to Catharina’s friend’s house some time ago, ostensibly to service the girl, but Natalia’s dad had asked for her sexual services and gotten them. Erin had sensed a level of entitlement there that far exceeded what Johan and Alexia, her owners, had ever reached in their interactions with their property.

But there was something different about this man, and Erin could sense that right away. There was something about him that spoke of power, but power in the service of others. There was a tiny bit of hesitancy about him, his eyes had a look much like Erin had when she was young, looking in the windows of stores filled with things she couldn’t afford. Was he feeling guilty for having her abducted? Was he having second thoughts about her presence here?

No, that wasn’t it. She didn’t really sense remorse, rather jealousy. Why did he have her abducted? A man as wealthy as he appeared to be, was more than capable of buying a girl every bit as pretty as she was. Even prettier than her.

Finished waiting for a response from her that hadn’t come, he resumed speaking, eyes crinkling with some faint amusement.

“You asked who I am,” he said. “I’m not entirely sure why property needs to know that, to be honest.” He turned to the side, staring at the wall unit set into the wall, filled with books, plaques and a small device that looked to Erin like a printer. He chuckled to himself.

“Well, sometimes you have to fill out a product registration form,” he said before turning back to face her. “I assure you I’m not doing that with you.”

When she didn’t laugh, and just stood there glaring at him, he got serious again.

“Okay, fine, I’m James. I’ve been tasked by some, uh…pretty powerful…people to find you and bring you to them.”

“You know that’s theft, right?” Erin retorted. “My owners will have the police out looking for me.”

His eyes closed slightly, the slight smile widening a tiny bit. “Yes, I’m sure they’re out looking for you right now. You’re a very expensive piece of property, Erin. Significantly more valuable than a luxury car, and they go apeshit here if one gets stolen.”

“Who are you supposed to bring me to? And what…what for?”

“The who is something I can’t answer. Let’s just say they are…powerful, and for all their power, they still can’t just take what they want without men like me getting it for them,” he said. “And that’s where we have our first problem. Well, second, if we discount the inevitable police hunt.”

“What’s the problem?” Erin asked.

“The problem is that I want you,” he said, continuing to consume her with his eyes.

“Oh?” Erin’s heart started to beat faster, her body flushing as she felt the panic response building within her. “You can’t have me,” she said. “You’re not my owner and they haven’t given their permission. You can’t have me. It would be rape!”

“Yeah, yeah. In any case, They want you and probably wouldn’t approve of me having my way with you.”

“Who are these people,” she persisted, feeling scared now. He was bad enough, although she could probably handle him. She had handled Natalia’s dad, after all, and to be honest, she wasn’t quite sure how the whole rape thing worked. Where was the line regarding consent when it came to someone like her? But she had a bad feeling about his use of the word ‘Them’. And when he raised his eyes briefly to the sky and then back down, wagging his eyebrows, she felt a chill run through her body.

“I think you know who I’m talking about, Erin. Or, better put, what.”

“What?” she echoed.

“Okay, fuck it. This whole dancing around the bush thing is getting a bit tedious. The ships, Erin. Whatever or whoever the fuck’s on the ships wants you. Don’t ask me why, it’s just the way it goes, but for some reason they know about you and there’s some personal connection there,” he said, continuing to devour her with a look in his eyes that was really starting to scare Erin.

Not just scare her but confuse her. A personal connection? She recalled the vision of her dad being abducted by a ship back when she was a child. Was he on the ship? It scared her to think of this possibility, of what he might have become. Her heart was clenched by the cold grip of fear: a fear that drove much of the doubt away. She now knew that she absolutely couldn’t allow this to continue. Obedience be damned, she was not going to be hauled away by whatever was on those ships. She had a duty to escape and this man’s lust for her gave her power, as small as it was. She welcomed it and would use it.

“Are you really going to let them have me?” she asked him, doing her best to look helpless and scared. Not a stretch, as her arms fought briefly against her chains. There was no chance she could get out of them on her own.

“Well…I kind of have to,” he said. “But it would be a real shame to give you to them…without having had a chance to, um, let’s say…check you for…suitability?”

“Oh?” she said, raising her eyebrows, and lifting her chest, braless as she was in the dress. She could feel her nipples making prominent dents in the fabric of the dress and his eyes fixated on the display. He shifted uncomfortably, and Erin could sense the battle raging in his mind. She would wait for him to justify the next move to himself before suggesting anything.

With a sudden movement that made her jerk back a tiny bit, he stood up straight and pulled his hands out of his pockets. Erin wondered if he would attack her and rip her dress off, but he went around to the other side of his desk, and she feared she had lost him. He did not, however, sit down. He rummaged in one of the drawers of his desk and then came back to where she stood, holding a pair of scissors in his hand.

“What…what are you doing?” she cried out as he approached and grabbed the strap of her dress on her left side, holding it up as he brought the scissors to it. “No! That’s my dress!” she cried as he cut the strap and moved to do the same to the other side.

“It’s not your dress,” he said. “Nothing belongs to you, okay? And I really don’t think anyone will give a crap about me doing this after they finish hunting me down for stealing an actual girl.”

He yanked at the zipper in back and pulled the dress down until it pooled around her feet. “Besides, your hands were secured in back, I couldn’t really get this off you with that on. Anatomy 101.”

Erin looked down at the ruined dress and felt a wave of sadness wash over her. Yes, this wasn’t her property. But she had, for a brief, wonderful moment thought of it as something that was given to her, something pretty to wear for a lovely shopping excursion that made her feel pretty and special. Now it lay at her feet like a broken, desecrated thing, finished with its purpose in life and discarded by the will of a man. A wealthy man who wanted ever more things, things like her, and was willing to break whatever needed to be broken to get it.

She set her face, a hardness filling her heart. She would not cry. She would take care of matters and she would be fine. He on the other hand, she did not give a shit about. He was looking at her naked breasts now, his eyes drifting down to her smooth-shaven mound and the slit that barely hid her pink flesh. He was erect, straining against the front of his pants, she could tell.

“If you set my hands free, you can have sex with me,” she said. “I won’t scream rape. By the way, I can be loud. Not in a good way.”

“Oh! Ha, wow!” he exclaimed. “Color me scared. But fine. It wouldn’t work that great with your hands behind your back anyway. Doggie style is probably most doable, but your face might get rug burn and they’d ask some serious questions about that. Not a huge fan with the girl on her side, or on top of me, so…”

Erin shuddered as he went back to the desk and pulled out a set of keys, coming around to her back and unlocking her hand cuffs. For a moment she was scared he might simply secure her hands in front, and she braced herself for kneeing him in the groin, but he turned, knelt down and removed the shackles that secured her ankles. “Master key,” he explained, voice ringing with pride, as if he was trying to impress her. He turned away and tossed the cuffs onto the desk.

“Let me just get this off…” he muttered as he pulled his pants down, kicking his shoes off. He turned around to toss his pants onto the leather sofa set int the middle of the office and Erin took that opportunity to lurch towards the desk, grab a trophy with a set of tennis rackets on it, turned back and swung it against his head.

He went down with a sickening crunch and Erin didn’t wait, just scooped up her dress, clutched it to her chest and ran to the office doors. They were unlocked, much to her surprise, and she looked around, saw no one, and ran down the hallway. Her breasts bounced distractingly, but the dress clutched to her chest helped to keep them in check enough for her to not be slowed down too much. Off to her left was a room that looked like it was a sitting room, but it had a set of French doors that led to the outside, so Erin ran to them, turned the door handle and yanked the right side open. She gently closed it behind her and ran towards the end of the massive backyard where she could see a small gate leading to what she assumed was the beach.

Erin knew beaches were all public here, so there were bound to be other people there, although she couldn’t see them behind the large beach rose bushes that screened the property from the public. She reached the wrought iron gate, tugged on it and almost screamed in frustration when it did not budge. But a frantic look around her revealed a button almost hidden to the side, too far to reach from the other side of the gate. She pressed it and the gate buzzed open, and she ran past it, over the dune and down the other side where she was greeted with the Atlantic Ocean, crashing over the narrow strip of beach. Off to her right in the distance, she spied a group of people relaxing under umbrellas and she turned and ran towards them.

Erin ran. She reveled in it, exulted in it. For the first time in so, so long, she was free to run, to stretch her legs. Free of chains for the first time in a very long time and able to take full-length strides, she felt unstoppable. Her lungs filled with air and she wanted to scream and cry out in happiness. But what she screamed instead was, “HELP! HELP ME! I’M BEING RAPED! HELP ME!”


Chapter 5: Reintegration

“Sir! Sir, oh my fucking God, are you alright,” Eric cried out as he entered the office of his boss, James Carmack the Third, who was currently crumpled on the floor of his office, the girl he was supposed to be with nowhere to be seen. He rushed to his side and touched the side of the man’s head gingerly. Blood, but not too much. Lying next to him on the floor was a tennis trophy, the side of it bloody as well. But luckily not the corners. It had been a glancing blow, not a crushing one, Eric could tell by looking. Still, he might have a concussion.

He grabbed his phone and dialed, waiting, feeling his boss’s pulse until the voice of Jasper Jens answered, the head of security. “Ya?”

“Jasper, it’s Eric. James is down. The girl is missing, launch a search party, get an ambulance here ASAP.”

“Fuck, ya. She’s probably on the beach; the gate opened a short while ago.”

“Wait,” a weak voice called out from the floor.

“Hang on,” Eric said. “Are you okay?” he asked James. The man had opened his eyes and was weakly clutching at Eric’s arm.

“Don’t call an ambulance.”

“What? You got hit! You might have—”

“What I have is an assassin coming after me. This bitch might have been it, probably not, but still. I can’t risk an ambulance. They’ll take me to Southampton hospital. That’s a death sentence in the best of times, but right now I’d also be a sitting duck for anyone looking to get me.”

“Okay? Hang on Jasper. He doesn’t want an ambulance.”

“Fuck. Ya? Okay,” Jasper’s voice echoed out from the phone. “Look, my guys are heading out to the beach. What does he want?”

“Take me to the jet. My concierge doc can meet us there. Get me the fuck out of here. If you find the girl, grab her as discretely as you can, and take her to one of the apartments in the city. We’ll deal with her there.”

“Yes, sir,” Jasper said and hung up.

Eric sighed and dialed the number for Svetlana, Jame’s head of transportation, who would arrange the jet and all that was needed to get them there. Never a dull moment here, he thought.

~ ~ ~

What a beautiful day on the beach, thought young Master Canyon, the 20-something scion of a post-tech devolution-forward clothing company, GroundCanyon. His parents, unfortunately, had decided to name him Bryce. His friends, however, called him the Can-Man, not because of his last name, but because he had never shied away from doing things that others proposed as a dare, no matter how stupid. Next to him, sprawled out on beach chairs draped with colorful blankets, were his friends, Mindy Subramanian and Amid Yousfi. They had spent some time in the water and were now relaxing, enjoying the sun, the light breeze and each other’s company.

It was the word “rape”, screamed from somewhere to the side that perked him up and he sat up and stared as he saw a girl come running towards them. Was she…was she naked?

“Whoa! Dudes,” he exclaimed, reaching over and hitting Amid on the shoulder. “What the fuck?”

“Huh?” Amid replied, sleepily. He sat up as well and gazed over. “Fuck, dude! Is she naked?”

“What are you pervs talking about,” Mindy said as she sat up as well. “Oh, my God! She is! Fuck, guys, is she screaming?”

“Yeah!” Bryce replied. He got up, almost hitting his head on the beach umbrella and he ducked down to clear it. “Dudes, she’s headed this way!”

“Fuck, should we call the cops?” Amid said, fumbling about for his phone. “I can’t find my phone, bro! Fuck, where’s my fucking phone?”

“HELP!” Erin screamed as she saw the three staring at her, one of them standing. He began to run towards her.

“Are you okay?” he called out as he got closer.

“No,” she gasped, finally getting winded. She came to a stop near him and cast a panicked looked behind her. No one was following her. Yet.

“I’m being followed,” she said. “I got stolen, and I was almost raped. Please, you need to call the police. Tell them I’m Erin. I was stolen.”

“Kidnapped?” the girl, Indian, pretty, not much older than Erin herself asked.

“No, I’m…I was stolen, I’m property,” Erin said, lowering the dress she had clutched over her chest, revealing her collar and the tag that hung from it. “Please, you need to hide me and call the police!”

“Okay, fuck. Yeah,” Bryce said. “Yeah, I’ve seen this. She’s a sla—I mean, she’s a captive…captive servant, dudes! We need to hide her.”

“Shit, bro! Shit! Uh, fuck dude. If they catch me doing something illegal, they’re gonna stick me in a camp, bro! For real!” Amid said, sounding panicked.

“Grow a pair,” Mindy exclaimed. “You guys, dig a hole, like, dig a channel in the sand, like under the umbrella. Bury her there while I go somewhere I can actually get some reception and I’ll call the cops.”

“Bury her? Fuck yeah,” Bryce said, switching to full Can-Man mode. “Come on,” he said as he gently took Erin’s hand and led her to their umbrella. Amid had jumped into action as well, setting his concerns aside, and had shifted one of the beach chairs back and was furiously digging into the sand and Bryce helped. Soon they had a channel wide and deep enough, and Erin lay down in it, on her stomach, the dress underneath her.

They covered her back with a beach blanket and began piling sand back onto her.

“Bro, keep a hole for her head. She needs to breathe, bro!” Amid hissed.

“Oh, fuck, look chill, dude!” Bryce whispered, and the two finished and sat up, looking to their side where two dark-suited men were running towards them. Amid reached back and slid the beach chair over the hole where Erin’s head was, her blonde hair faintly showing, if you looked down.

Soon enough the men had reached them, and one of them, a hulking blonde Viking type, sweating profusely in his black suit and tie, dress shoes on, pant legs and shoes covered in beach sand, came over as the other stood back, scrutinizing them.

“Hey, guys. You see a girl come running past?” he asked them, plastering a smile on his face that did not fool the boys for one minute.

“A girl? It’s the beach, yo!” Bryce answered, putting on his very best ‘talking to the underlings’ voice. The voice he used when his precious time was being wasted by people whose whole existence revolves around allowing him to optimize the enjoyment of the privileges afforded to him.

“Yeah,” Amid chimed in. As the son of a middle eastern oil company executive he was in many ways much better at this than Bryce, even though relations between the US and his country were not at the best right now, and he did worry about dark SUVs in the early morning coming to take him away. But until that happened, he was damned if anyone was going to mess with his beach time. “Perhaps you could send some our way?”

“Okay, this is serious,” Viking man said, growing visibly agitated. “She’s property, and she ran away. If you’re harboring her, you can get in serious trouble. Did you see her run by? Hard to miss, bro. Totally naked.”

“Listen up, bro,” Bryce said, his voice falling down into the danger register. “You show some fucking respect around us, boy. We didn’t see anything or anyone, so fuck off.”

For a second there it looked like the man he had called boy was going to shoot him, but that thankfully did not happen and with a backwards glance of pure hate, the man walked back to his compatriot and waved towards the direction they had come. The two men set off again, heading back to presumably check the other direction. Bryce and Amid did not free Erin, though. Not yet.

In the meantime, Mindy had reached the parking lot and had called Southampton Town Police, reporting that a girl named Erin had reported that she had been stolen and was being chased by her kidnappers. It was Lieutenant Jamie Dalton who got the call, being already on her way back to the station from having talked to the distraught daughter and shopkeeper. The mother had come by as well, and Jamie’s ears were still ringing from that encounter. There was a limit to how many “Yes, ma’am’s,” she could handle saying and that limit had been reached within literally two seconds after the woman started her high-pitched tirade about how one couldn’t even bring one’s property to downtown Southampton Village—Southampton Village, for God’s sake! What’s the world coming to?—and what the hell was the police doing about it, and where were her tax dollars going. The momentary guilty look that flitted across the woman’s face did betray a potential matter for the IRS to look into, but that wasn’t Jamie’s business.

When she had received the call about a girl named Erin being found, supposedly, at the beach near Gin Lane, she immediately turned around and headed there, lights on. When she got to the parking lot, there was a young Indian woman waiting there, waving her over.

“You called about the girl? Erin?” she asked the young woman, taking out her notepad for some reason. It was a force of habit, taking a statement on paper, even though her body cams were recording and transcribing everything anyway.

“Yeah, she said she—wait, she was running towards us, all naked, and screaming, and she was screaming ‘Rape, Rape,’ and it was rather disturbing. And she said she had been stolen and she said to call the cops, sorry, the police, and tell them she was Erin,” the girl said, words rushing out breathlessly, her beautiful accent making it all sound so pleasant, so lovely. Funny how vile acts can be clad in clothes of pretty prose, making them easier to welcome into one’s reality.

“Okay, good,” Jamie said, scribbling all that down in handwriting she would never bother to try and decipher later, relying as always on the AI generated transcripts. “Let’s go see her. She still with you?”

“I hope so,” the girl said. “I left her with the guys. I told them to bury her.”

“Um, excuse me, what?”

“Bury her in the sand, to hide her. From the men.”

“Okay…”

Jamie huffed her way across the sand of the beach towards an umbrella in the distance. She hated walking on the beach in her uniform. She was sweltering already and getting sand in her shoes. Finally, they arrived and the two boys there stood up, saw them, and immediately bent down to start digging. Ah yes, the buried girl. Jamie rolled her eyes. This was a new one.

They did eventually scoop away enough sand to reveal a beach blanket and pulled it away to expose the naked back of a young woman. She slowly sat up, shaking sand off of her, clutching a dress bunched up and covered in sand, now damp from the moisture at that depth. Immediately Jamie noted the collar and the tag that hung from it. Dark-blonde hair, green eyes. Yes, this was most likely Erin.

“Hi there,” Jamie said, bending down to pass underneath the umbrella. “Are you Erin?”

“Yes, Ma’am,” she replied.

“Can I see your tag?”

“Yes, Ma’am,” the girl replied and lifted her chin dutifully, as Jamie lifted it and gazed at it, reading the name stamped on it. Erin.

“I’m going to scan your chip, okay?”

“Yes, Ma’am. Thank you, Ma’am.”

There was no doubt in Jamie’s mind now. This girl acted and spoke as only a captive servant would. And the phone app confirmed it after reading the chip implanted in the girl’s flesh.

“Hands in front,” Jamie said and the girl complied without any hesitation. She took out her handcuffs and snapped them on the proffered wrists.

“Hey, why are you arresting her?” one of the boys asked. “She didn’t do anything!”

Jamie sighed. “Okay, so this is Erin. She was reported stolen earlier today. She’s a captive servant out in public, not currently in the possession of her owners. She needs to be secured. It’s just protocol. She’s not in trouble.”

“It’s okay,” Erin said to the boy. “Thank you for everything you did. You saved my life.” The boy blushed profusely, looking down at his feet. He seemed shaken by the whole episode.

“I’m going to need to take everyone’s statements, and then I’ll take you back to your owners, okay Erin?”

“Yes, Ma’am.”

~ ~ ~

After another 20 minutes or so of interrogation, Lieutenant Jamie Dalton had everything she needed from the three young beachgoers who had done so much to help secure the missing girl, allowing Jamie to take the next step towards closing out this rather strange property theft case. She had not questioned Erin yet, preferring to leave that for when she returned the girl to her owners, as it appeared that her Captain would be there as well and he wanted to hear what the girl had to say.

So, she guided the rather shaken girl towards the police cruiser, finding it touching that the girl continued to clutch her now ruined dress to her as she was guided into the rear passenger seat, Jamie taking care that the girl didn’t hit her head on the door rim. A good half hour in the traffic and they still hadn’t reached Bridgehampton, but after they passed Watermill, the traffic let up, as it usually did, and they made good time, turning finally onto the country lane that led to the DeBries’ house. Jamie looked up at it in dismay. Yet another giant McMansion despoiling the countryside. She remembered when all of this was potato fields, then horse grounds, then houses. Could they even be called houses anymore? Personalized conference centers, more likely. Mini resorts, made for the wealthy to luxuriate in without the need to be with others, even those of their own class.

Still, she would rail against that some other time. Right now, she had a job to do. With the girl in tow, she rang the doorbell and was greeted by a worried looking teenage girl, whose face immediately lit up with joy and relief when she saw Erin, standing sheepishly behind and just to the side of Jamie.

“Erin!” the girl squealed. “Oh my God! You’re back!” she cried out and rushed to embrace her, squeezing tightly and crying tears of joy and relief.

“Nice to—oof—see you too,” Erin grunted and then she smiled and laughed and began crying too.

“Oh, Erin. Please, you’re making me, like, break down,” the girl said, sniffling as she rubbed her girl’s back and nuzzled into her hair. Finally, she broke the embrace and stood back, holding Erin’s bound hands in hers. “Are you okay? Did they hurt you? Did they—” But the rest was left unsaid, and Erin knew that Catharina probably would not be able to handle it if she had indeed been raped and were to tell her.

“I’m okay,” she said, mostly truthfully. She was tired, shaken, worn out, and somewhat uneasy about what was to happen next. But she had not been hurt, either physically or sexually.

“Come, Mom and Dad and Nick are waiting. They’re talking to the police—oh, you must be Jamie?” she said, turning to the Lieutenant finally.

“Yes,” Jamie replied. “Can we come in?”

“Please,” Catharina replied and let the two women in, one in uniform, the other in a uniform of sorts as well. “Oh,” she said, noticing the damp, ruined garment clutched in Erin’s hands. “Is that the dress?”

“Yes,” Erin replied in a whisper, as she entered the home and held out the garment. “I’m sorry, but it got…it got cut, and then, um, the sand…”

“It’s okay, Erin,” Catharina said, taking the dress from her and tossing it to the side, onto the floor. Erin continued to look at it as she was led towards the family room, and she couldn’t help but feel her heart break just a little bit. Her pretty dress. Ruined and discarded. Was this how this family treated all their possessions that were pretty once, but got ruined somehow? If she had been raped, would she be discarded too?

“Here’s your girl,” Jamie announced to the group sitting in the family room, as her Captain stood up, his face lighting up with pride. Jamie took in the people there. A man, elegant, serious, sitting upright on the couch, and to his side a woman, striking in her beauty, equal parts classic symmetry of form and severity of countenance. Petite, but a force to be reckoned with, as she had already learned earlier today. Off to the side, on the other couch next to Captain Brian, was a young man, older than his sister, taller by far than the two women of the family. He looked relieved to see Erin, a look of worry and caring that spoke of friendship and familial love for the girl.

Jamie’s intuitive sense for people’s character and orientation kicked in and she wondered at the young man, who was clearly gay. So, the girl had been bought for the daughter? For the parents? She’d heard of far freakier stuff, and it really wasn’t her business.

The woman, Alexia was the first to rise after the captain, and she briskly came over to Erin and hugged her.

“We’re so, so glad you’re back with us, Erin,” she said, patting the girl briskly on the back.

“Thank you, Ma’am. I’m very happy to be back. I hope you weren’t too scared,” Erin said.

“We were absolutely besides ourselves, I can tell you. Nicholas was so upset, he almost fainted. Didn’t you, dear?” Alexia said.

“We were all worried, Erin,” he replied.

“Well, now we have your girl back—our girl back,” the father, Johan, said. “And we’re all super grateful to the work your department has done. Have you found the people who stole her?”

Before the two officers could respond, Erin cleared her throat and asked, “Um, sorry. But, Catharina, Miss. Did you…did you get hurt? When they grabbed me, I saw you get shoved. Are you okay?”

“Oh, my God, Erin,” Catharina exclaimed, rushing to her and hugging her again. “That’s so sweet of you! You care so much and I…I love you so much! I’m okay, I didn’t get hurt. A little bruise—”

“We’ll be suing the crap out of whoever did this, of course!” Johan exclaimed. “I take it you haven’t found them yet.”

“No, and that’s why we need to ask Erin some questions, if you don’t mind,” Jamie said, and gestured for all of them to take a seat, Erin being dragged over to sit next to Catharina, while Captain Brian sat down again and Jamie took a position at the head of the coffee table, standing there with her notepad out, pen ready.

“Erin, can you describe the men who took you?” she asked. And Erin gave a passable series of answers to the questions that followed as well. Describing the house she had been taken to, upon which the captain excused himself to make a call, presumably to his officers to track down that house and find out who it belonged to. Questions about the men inside the house followed, and she did her best to answer.

But when it came time to find out how Erin had managed to escape, things got a little tricky.

“So, you said you had been handcuffed behind your back when you were led into the room with this man. You said his name was James, correct?”

“Yes, James.”

“And did he say why he wanted to take you? Was he going to sell you to someone?”

“No…” Erin said, but she didn’t want to say anything about the ships and his insinuation that she had some connection to them. She didn’t know why, just that she got a sudden very bad feeling about it, and about what was going to be asked next.


Chapter 6: The Clinic

“Okay, so he didn’t say why he grabbed you? And you were still shackled at that point?” Lieutenant Jamie Dalton asked.

“Yes, Ma’am,” Erin replied.

“So, how did you get free?” she asked.

“Um, well, I…I could tell that he wanted to…wanted to have sex with me, so I said that he should unchain me first, um, and he did,” the girl replied, starting to blush as she felt the eyes staring at her. Not condemning exactly, but not too happy to hear what she was saying, either.

“Okay, so he unchained you? Just like that?”

“Yes, Ma’am. I…I was a little surprised by that too, but I really wanted to flee from him. Um, I thought it was my duty to, you know? Run away? Um, cause I was stolen? Not that I think of running away, ever, but just, because…” Erin stammered, starting to understand the trap she was headed towards.

“So,” Jamie began. “There isn’t, technically, a duty to run away from someone who steals you. You’re required to obey whoever has possession of you—”

“Oh, bullshit,” Johan blurted out. “We expect our girl to obey us, not some criminals who grab her off the street! She did the right thing, and I don’t give a flying fuck what the technicality is! Erin, you did the right thing!”

“Okay, okay,” Jamie protested. “I can’t disagree with you, I’m just saying, the law is unclear here. Obviously, she can’t obey orders from someone else that contradict orders her owners have given her. But…anyway. So, you were unchained, so you ran? He didn’t come after you?”

“Um, well, he was…he was putting away his pants, cause, um…he had taken them off,” Erin said, noting that Catharina had closed her eyes, clearly not wanting to hear this part. Not wanting to think about what he had been about to do to her.

“So, um,” she continued. “I took a, um, I think a trophy, from the desk, and I…okay, so I hit him with it, and then I—”

“Wait,” Jamie interrupted her. “You hit a free man? With a blunt object? Did you hurt him? Did you kill him?”

“Oh! Um, well, no,” she stammered. “I mean, yes, I hit him, um. And he went down, yes. But I don’t think he was hurt that much,” she said, heart beating rapidly. Oh shit. Oh shit. Had she killed him? Oh shit!

Alexia grimaced, and Erin could see that Johan went completely still. Jamie was writing furiously in her notepad.

“This is a serious matter, Erin. Striking a free man—that’s a major offense,” she began, as Captain Brian entered the room again.

“Wait, what?” he exclaimed. Some back and forth ensured, broken up by Johan standing up abruptly, his full height dominating the room.

“Okay, stop,” he exclaimed. “She did what she had to, to escape a situation where she thought she was going to be raped and possibly trafficked. If there’s a penalty, we’re happy to pay it or go to court. I think you’ll find my lawyers are significantly better compensated than the town’s lawyers, and I doubt someone who steals girls off the street will be pressing charges.”

“Now, now,” Brian said, waving his hands for everyone to calm down and sit. “We don’t want to get ahead of ourselves here. My men have found the house, by the way. It’s empty now—no one in it, although it looks like they left in a hurry. We found the trophy, a little bit of blood on it, but not enough to kill, and there’s certainly no body lying there. We don’t have a murder on our hands as of now.”

Erin breathed a sigh of relief.

“But still, striking a man—a free man, that’s a serious matter,” the captain continued. “Since you confessed to it, we’re going to have to take action.”

“Oh, fuck!” Alexia burst out. “That will lower her value! Isn’t there something we can do ourselves? We can take care of it here, and no one needs to file anything.”

“Um, no…” he replied. “You’ll need to take her to an official clinic. They’ll take care of it, the paperwork gets sorted out, and it’ll be over with. As for her value, I wouldn’t worry. Girls get taken there all the time, and nobody cares.”

I’ll care, Erin thought to herself, as she saw a look of relief cross Alexia’s face. Catharina looked crestfallen, and both Johan and Nicolas looked uncomfortable. But accepting.

~ ~ ~

Much to both Erin and Catharina’s consternation, Alexia managed to book an appointment for Erin at the clinic in Riverhead for the very next day, at 8 am. This news also managed to draw a sour look from Johan and Nicolas, for Johan had secretly hoped to reacquaint himself with the intimate charms of his property—maybe not this very night, but certainly very soon—and it was recommended that the girl’s privates be left alone before the clinic visit and for at least 48 hours after, presumably to allow healing.

Nicolas was discomfited by the news because Alexia had informed him that he would be coming along, as Erin’s primary user, and it was the responsible thing to do. The fact that he absolutely hated early mornings, and it took forever to get from Bridgehampton to Riverhead, was irrelevant to the matriarch of the family.

Erin, of course, was least pleased of all of them, although she did feel touched that Catharina felt almost as bad, and spent much of dinner complaining about the unfairness of it all. Finally, the girl had to relent and by the time dinner ended, she consoled herself with promising Erin that afterwards they would all have a fun night out and go see the Northern Lights at Frankie’s Chathouse out in Amagansett. None of these words meant anything to Erin, so she gently asked for clarification:

“Huh?”

“Oh, so the Northern Lights are this cool band from Canada,” Catharina explained, growing animated. “They’re an experimental death metal-jazz fusion trio with an electric flute player. Heavily Pic-Toked, but still pretty underground.”

“Uh huh…and the other words you used?” Erin asked, scraping the last of the grilled honey-glazed salmon off the plate.

“Oh, Frankie’s Chathouse is this funky dive bar place out in Amagansett. Which is a place. Out past East Hampton village,” Nicolas helpfully chimed in. He had been rather quiet this evening, but when Alexia suggested the two of them spend some time together in his room—“But no using her…you know. They said to keep her privates untouched,” Alexia reminded them—he agreed, rolled his eyes, and then smiled and winked at Erin. She smiled back.

It was always nice to spend some time with Nicolas. And after Maria insisted that Erin not help with the dishes, Erin shuffled after Nicolas to the elevator and up to his room. Alexia had insisted on the use of the spare set of shackles for Erin, given that her usual ones had been lost when she had been kidnapped. This set was much more restrictive as the chain between her feet was shorter, and the poor girl had to get used to much smaller steps, or she risked tripping and falling. Belatedly, she wished she had simply kept running on the beach. The exhilaration of freedom, however temporary it had been, was something she would endeavor to not soon forget.

In his room, he bade her sit down next to him on the bed. Erin knew he would not be using her, of course, as he was quite gay and his interests lay elsewhere. But it would be nice to reconnect with him on a personal, if not sexual level. She was good for that as well, she thought, unlike an actual sex doll.

“So how are you really doing, Erin?” he asked, and he put a hand on her back, rubbing it gently. She stretched into the rub, feeling contented and safe. She hadn’t really noticed how tense the whole episode had made her and how worn out her muscles felt now.

“I’m good,” she said, turning to look at him. “It was scary, but I survived. How did you guys do? Like, it seems Catharina was totally freaked out. I was worried about her,” she said, looking down at her hands, clasped in her lap. “I saw them shoving her to the ground and then they took me. I was afraid she got hurt.”

“Nah, she got a tiny scrape, but otherwise okay. Nothing I haven’t done to her and worse,” he chuckled. “But mainly she was upset that she fucked up.”

“She fucked up?”

“Yeah, she felt it was her fault you got taken. Like, you were her responsibility and she wound up losing you. Now she’s really freaked about taking you anywhere.”

“I see…” Erin said. “But it’s not her fault. These guys were pros. Even your parents wouldn’t have been able to stop them, I think.”

“Yeah, I know. I told her that, but you know how it is when you’re young. You want to show how adult you are, and how you can handle responsibility and then it goes wrong and you feel like a failure.”

“Yeah,” Erin said. “I know a thing or two about fucking up.”

“Oh, come on,” he said. “Don’t be so hard on yourself. Life’s been unfair to you, and it’s been pretty fucking good for us. Let me try at least to spread some of that to you. Is there anything I can do for you? You know, that wouldn’t involve me violating your private places?”

She giggled. Nicolas’ parents still didn’t know that he was gay, and she didn’t think Catharina knew either, so she would keep this a secret. At first, it had been rather awkward, given that she had been purchased primarily for him to use, but now they were settling into a nice, comfortable relationship. He treated her well, and she appreciated that.

“Would you like a massage?” he asked her.

“I’d love one,” she replied.

And Nicolas turned out to be surprisingly good at giving a massage, as Erin lay down on his bed, face down, and sighed as he kneaded the tension out of her shoulders and back, even spreading her legs for him as he worked her buttocks and upper thighs without any hint of sexual tension, just someone who wanted to do something nice for her. Something to make her feel better and maybe take her mind of what was to come the next morning.

~ ~ ~

The next morning started very early, and Erin took a quick shower and brushed her teeth after a bleary-eyed Catharina had woken her up. The clinic had recommended that she have a light breakfast of grains, milk and fruit, with plain water to drink, and that’s what Maria served to her, the others in the family having the same, perhaps as a show of solidarity. Or maybe just convenience? Erin chose to take it as a kind gesture, and her eyes were misting over not from fear of what was to come, but from thinking that she did indeed belong to a family.

The ride to the clinic in Riverhead was a quiet one, taking about 40 minutes in traffic, and Erin, sitting in the backseat next to Catharina, wearing her four-point harness with hands and feet chained together, spent most of it staring out the window. Nicolas was driving and Alexia sat in the front passenger seat, spending her time scrolling through her phone, presumably catching up on emails, or news, or gossip. Erin didn’t know and didn’t care. Catharina was clearly nervous and the girl’s anxiety transferred itself to Erin, making her palms feel clammy and cold.

Far too soon for Erin, they reached the clinic off of Old County Road and pulled into the half-empty parking lot. Nicolas parked as close to the front entrance as he could get, trying to spare her from a long, embarrassing shuffle across the tarmac in the nude, as the clinic had specified she be brought. Normally she would be dressed to go out in public. Being nude in public was the least of what was causing Erin anxiety this morning, however. The fact that the clinic had specifically mentioned her “privates” was concerning her the most.

Check-in was a surprisingly pedestrian affair. Erin wasn’t sure what she had expected, perhaps more of a dungeon vibe, but this was more of a standard health clinic reception area, with some chairs set against the walls for waiting, and a reception desk behind a clear acrylic partition. After Alexia told the woman behind the desk her and Erin’s names and filled out the insurance details on a sheet clipped to a pad, they were asked to have a seat and wait. Alexia sighed dramatically, and Erin found herself feeling guilty for being the cause for everyone to have to be in this boring place so early in the morning.

“Erin?”

She looked up as a woman dressed in white scrubs came up to where Erin and the others were waiting.

“Yes?” she responded and stood up as Alexia, Catharina and Nicolas got up as well.

“I’m Angela, and I’ll be taking you into the treatment room. Are you the owner,” she said, glancing at her pad. “Alexia?”

“Yes,” Alexia answered.

“And these are your family members, I presume?”

“Yes, this is Catharina and this is Nicolas,” Alexia said, turning to her children as they waved and nodded awkwardly. “But I do want to say that we regard Erin as being part of our family.”

“Of course,” Angela said. “Many owners who drop their girl off here think exactly the same. And,” she continued, turning to Erin, “I assure you that we will keep that special relationship you have with your owners not only alive and well, but stronger than before.”

“Wonderful,” Alexia said, and Erin could detect a slight waver in the woman’s voice. A slight tremor, as if this was the first time Alexia was in this situation or a situation like it and wasn’t entirely in control of it. Erin knew that Alexia was the type of woman who liked to be in control and this was unsettling to her. And that made Erin feel unsettled as well.

“Well, let’s get you into the treatment room and get you set up,” Angela said to Erin. “I assume you’d like your family to be there as well? At least for your setup? You’ll all get to meet the technician and ask whatever questions you’d like.”

“Sorry,” Erin said. “I can choose?”

“Yes, of course. It’s your treatment,” Angela replied.

“Oh. Um, yes, of course. I’d like everyone there,” Erin said. If she was going to be tortured for getting kidnapped and trying to free herself, then they would have to learn what she was going to face, regardless of how uncomfortable it made them. And they did look uncomfortable, except for Alexia, who seemed to be feeling a bit more in control of things. As Erin answered, Alexia smiled tightly and nodded, satisfied that her girl had given the correct answer.

“Okay, let’s walk this way. It’s through this door.” And so, the group followed Angela, Erin shuffling along in front of Nicolas and Catharina, the chains ringing out against the floor. The use of Angela’s keycard let them through a series of locked doors and down a sequence of hallways until they reached one with a series of locked and marked doors on either side. As they passed by, Erin could hear a cry of pain emitting from one of the doors and she faltered in her step, jerking involuntarily from the sound. Nicolas reacted as well, putting his arm around Erin and trying to reassure her with his presence. Another cry sounded out as they moved quickly down the hallway until they reached a door that Angela unlocked and opened for them.

“Come on in,” Angela said and when Erin entered, she blanched as she saw the padded table that would be her place of torment for the day. They hadn’t even told her how long this would last, and she began to tremble.


Chapter 7: Treatment

“Alright Erin, if you’d like to take a seat on the table before our technician comes in, I’ll go ahead and explain the procedure,” Angela said, closing the door which locked with a loud click.

“Yes, Ma’am,” Erin replied as she stepped up on a little footstool at the head of the table where she could turn around and place her bottom on the padded surface and sit there. The chain linking her wrists and the chain that went between that chain and the one securing her ankles prevented her from moving her hands back to allow her to slide herself backwards. But this was fine. The rest of them stood around awkwardly as there was nowhere to sit.

“First, we’re going to ask you a few questions, Erin, about why exactly you’re here and how you feel about what you did. It’s important that our technician hears your answers, so we’ll wait until she’s here. Shouldn’t be too long,” Angela said.

“And this will affect her…procedure?” Alexia asked.

“Yes, definitely. Once we’ve sorted out your treatment plan, we’re going to secure you to the table in a set of restraints that are designed to maximize your safety as well as the efficacy of the procedures.”

“What are the primary means of, um, shall we say treatment that are used here?” Alexia pressed.

“Sometimes we do use impact therapy,” Angela replied. “But most likely, given what I’ve read in the application, we’d use electrotherapeutic procedures—oh, here she is!”

Erin jerked reflexively as the door opened with a buzz and click and in walked a white-coated young woman, a shock of red hair tied into a severe bun on her head, with a pair of emerald green-framed eyeglasses.

“Hi,” she said as she took in the assembled group, eyes pausing on Erin, taking her in, measuring, evaluating. Erin felt a tingle travel down her back, her nipples firming up as her body reacted reflexively to the presence of someone who would, at least for a little while—hopefully a very short while—have full control of her body and inflict on her a still unknown quantity of torment. She could feel her vulva heating up, the blood rushing there in a reaction she still didn’t fully understand—was she a masochist? Was it fear that caused this reaction? But she didn’t welcome it, for it was most likely they would work on her pussy and having that area engorged with the heat of arousal would only make her feel the pain more.

“This is Hazel, your technician for today,” Angela said, introducing the girl. “Now that she’s here, let’s get started on the infraction profile.”

She picked up a tablet and swiped up on it. “Okay, so it says…yes, you hit a free man over the head. With a…trophy?” Angela looked up at Erin, eyebrow cocked. Hazel looked at her as well, face betraying no emotion. “Can you please explain what happened there? What was your mindset at that time?”

The question was clearly directed at Erin, and she took in a deep breath before answering. “I…I was scared for myself. I had been kidnapped, basically. Um, I guess it’s more accurate to say…um, stolen? And I…I was going to be raped, um, by someone who’s not my owner—I mean, I…I don’t mean that when my owners, um, use me…that it’s…” and here her voice trailed off as she felt herself treading into dangerous waters.

“Of course, Erin,” Angela said. “I believe we understand. There’s a big difference between the lawful use of a girl such as yourself, by your owners or those given explicit permission by your owners, and those who would take. Especially by force. Now, did you fear physical violence?”

“Yes,” Erin said, lying.

“Force that would degrade your value?”

“Um, yes.”

“Okay, and how did you manage to hit him? Was he in the act of inflicting damage on your body?”

“Oh. Um, no…not yet anyway. But he had taken my chains off—”

“So, you were freed? Why?” Angela looked down at her tablet and then over to Alexia, who kept a neutral expression.

“He didn’t want to…I mean, he…he took off my shackles because of…of access to my…um, it would be easier to have sex, I guess, with me,” Erin said and she saw Catharina close her eyes. A look of pain crossed her face. Erin felt bad that the girl had to hear this. She had just recently become an adult but was still an innocent, naive girl in so many ways.

“And your hands? They were free when you were taken, correct?”

“Yes…” Erin said. She thought quickly, her mind racing. If she mentioned that she had been put in handcuffs and then had them taken off by James, it would weaken her case. She would keep that detail quiet.

“So he came at you and you reacted reflexively?”

What did the woman know? What was on that tablet? If it was the police report, then it probably said that he had been hit from behind. Possibly. This point she would not lie about.

“No, Ma’am,” she said. “He turned away, to…to take off his pants. And I panicked and grabbed the first thing I found on his desk and hit him with it. I’m sorry I hurt him.”

And looking at Angela’s face, she knew she had made the right choice to not lie. But the answer was still not a good one, for it would not lessen her coming torment.

“I see. Well,” Angela turned to Alexia. “There are some extenuating circumstances here, but fundamentally she hurt a free person in a position of authority over her body, as illegitimate as the assumption of that authority was. Once a captive girl does that, it’s important she not connect that act with a positive outcome.” Alexia nodded.

“We’re going to have to draw a very clear line between that act and a negative reaction,” Angela continued. “Hazel will administer the proper procedure that will establish the negative reinforcement needed.”

“And what exactly will that be?” Alexia asked, as her children shuffled uncomfortably next to her, avoiding Erin’s eyes.

“Hazel?” Angela said, turning to the young woman.

“Erin will be secured to the procedure table, for her safety and to enable proper, unfettered access during the administration of her procedure,” Hazel started. “For cases like this I like to secure the upper body and spread the legs to provide full access to the vulva. I’ll be administering a moderate-level stimulus to the inner labia, both sides, with a protective shield between the lips that will also act to increase vaginal distress.”

Erin stared as the girl calmly enumerated the upcoming torture.

“I’m thinking 10 applications, 20 seconds each, a minute between each one for recovery,” Hazel continued. “Naturally, we’ll be monitoring her vitals throughout.”

“And the target distress level would be?” Angela prompted.

“About an 8 out of 10 on the standard NRS.”

“NRS?” Alexia asked. “What’s that?”

“Numeric rating scale,” Angela replied. “Pretty standard. For comparison, hitting your shin would commonly be a 4 to 7 on that scale.”

Catharina winced. Nicolas closed his eyes. Erin could see him clench his fists. That touched her deeply. They cared. And that made this seem like something she could get through. Perhaps it was the somewhat hopeful thought that some of the pain would be diminished as it was emotionally distributed to the others present. When she screamed out in pain, would some of that pain be felt by the children of the woman who had brought her here? Would that ease it, even just the tiniest bit?

“And her nipples? Will they be part of the treatment?” Alexia asked.

“No, I don’t think that will be necessary,” Hazel said. “From what I’ve heard, I think her behavior will be modified sufficiently by the negative stimulus to her vulva. I haven’t seen any indication of joy or pride in her depiction of the assault she perpetuated.”

“And if you had seen such a thing?” Alexia asked, as Erin wished she would shut up so this could be over and done with.

“Well, we’d be telling you to go home and come back either the next day, or next week. Incorrigible behavior would require multiple procedures, and we would be accessing multiple pain points on her body,” Hazel said, her voice as emotionless and clinical as always.

“I see. And can we be here by her side?”

“You can stay for the prep work. We like to have the owner here to witness our examination of the girl’s target areas so there’s no dispute about any damage that might have been there before we started the procedure,” Angela said. “But for the actual application we believe it is best for all concerned that only the technician and myself be here.”

“Of course,” Alexia replied.

“Okay,” Hazel said, and turned to Erin. “Erin, could you please lie back on the surface of the procedure table?”

“Oh. Yes, thanks,” Erin said, wondering why she had just thanked her torturer for ordering her to prepare herself. Due to the way her chains worked, lying back forced her hands down to her mound and the chain leading down to her leg chains dug into her labia.

Angela and Hazel moved to opposite sides of the table where Angela unlocked her right hand, moving it to the side where she could secure it in a leather cuff fixed to the top of the soft surface of the table, buckling it tight. Once that hand was secured, Hazel did the same to Erin’s left hand, and the chain leading to her ankles went slack. The two women then secured two leather belts, one just under Erin’s breasts and the other just above her hips, securing Erin’s torso tightly to the table.

Angela moved to Erin’s feet, undoing the chains and setting them aside. With Hazel’s help, she lifted Erin’s right leg, pulling it up over Erin’s chest where she secured it in a leather cuff connected to a chain attached to a corner of the table. The same was done to Erin’s left leg and when both were secured, the two women adjusted the length of the chains, spreading Erin’s legs wide apart and exposing the site of her upcoming torment. Alexia took the opportunity to take in Erin’s exposed pink sex, as if to reassure herself that everything that needed to be there was still there.

Hazel slipped on a pair of latex gloves and moved over between Erin’s legs. She reached over and spread Erin’s lips with her fingers and looked into the exposed flesh with a clinical eye. She slowly inserted her index finger into Erin’s vagina, twirling it around for a bit, probing, and then retracted it.

Angela gestured to Alexia. “Come over, if you’d like, and take a look. We can confirm that there doesn’t seem to be any preexisting damage to her tissue.”

“Yes, certainly,” Alexia said, and came over to peer at her property’s exposed sexual equipment. It was, of course, an important matter. They had bought the girl primarily for Nicolas to use sexually, and if there was anything wrong with that part of the girl it should be noted and taken care of promptly. And if this clinic were to render that area less useful, less appealing, less enjoyable, then that would be a major problem. Neither party wanted that to happen. Neither party wanted a dispute over this matter to mar an otherwise routine interaction.

And so, Alexia took a moment to admire the pink flesh, nodding appreciatively, finally stepping back and nodding. “All looks good,” she said.

“I’ll be securing her with a stabilizer rod in her anus,” Hazel said, causing Erin’s ears to perk with distress. “So, we’ll be checking the condition of her anus and rectum first.” And with that she pushed her index finger, still coated with Erin’s vaginal lubricant into the girl’s anus, as Erin grunted. “Okay, looks good,” Hazel said as she slowly removed her finger.

“As you can see, Erin didn’t react negatively, nor is there any blood to be seen, so it’s safe to say she’ll take the stabilizing rod with no negative effect,” Hazel pronounced, as Alexia nodded.

Hazel slipped the gloves off her hands, tossed them into a waste bin and pulled on a new set. With that done, she took a metallic rod assembly out from under the table, where she inserted one end of the rod slowly into Erin’s anus. The other end of the rod was connected at a right angle to a bracket that slid into a notch in the bottom of the table between Erin’s legs. Hazel adjusted the height between the rod and the table then twisted a knob on the bracket to fix the height such that Erin’s bottom was held down in position. The bracket was then locked into position, preventing any movement from dislodging it. Erin tried to squirm but found that the rod kept her very tightly in position. She clenched her fists in frustration and discomfort.

“Now the separator,” Hazel said as she came back to the table with something that looked a great deal like a spatula.

“And what’s that for?” Alexia asked.

“This end goes in her vagina,” Hazel said, pointing to the rod that came off the flat end of the spatula-like device, which was decorated with several pegs that looked like they could hurt. Hazel gently parted Erin’s lips and pushed the rod into her vagina, until only the flat end remained outside her channel, acting to keep the girl’s nether lips apart.

“It has two purposes: first, it will keep the electric leads on her labia from touching each other and short circuiting. Second, when her vaginal muscles clench, it will cause increased discomfort within her most intimate region,” Hazel explained. “That will do a great deal to increase her negative reaction.”

“It won’t damage her, right?” Alexia asked, sounding concerned.

“Not at all. The pegs aren’t sharp enough to penetrate her vaginal wall.”

“Okay, good.”

Erin experimentally clenched her vagina, winced and immediately forced herself to relax that area of her body. It had hurt. Not badly, but enough.

“Okay, for the rest of the procedure we’ll clear the room and let the professionals do their work,” Angela said. “I’ll take you back to the waiting room while Hazel connects the clamps to her labia.”

And so, with sympathetic glances back at Erin, the family left the room, led by Angela. As soon as the door closed, Hazel rolled a cart over to Erin’s side, taking a pair of cables from it and approached Erin’s vulva as the girl momentarily struggled.

Hazel reached over, plucked Erin’s right, inner labia, pinching it between two fingers, and slowly released a metal clamp over it. Erin squealed as the wicked teeth of the clamp bit down on her sensitive flesh. “OW!” she protested.

“Don’t worry,” Hazel said. “It has teeth to maintain grip, but they won’t break the skin.” Erin hissed in pain. She squealed again as the same was done to her other lip. As she processed the torment in her lower body, the door opened and Angela reentered.

“Let’s secure her mouth in the gag, and then we can start the procedure,” she said.


Chapter 8: Return

“Wait, wait…” Erin said, as she jerked in her restraints, Angela placing a number of wired monitors on her body, pressing them onto her flesh until they stuck in position.

Hazel paused next to Erin’s side. “It’s really better we get this started and over with,” she said patiently.

“No, but…but I think I need to pee,” Erin protested.

“Yeah, don’t worry about that,” Angela said. “Most girls wet themselves during the procedure. It’s not a problem, we deal with that all the time.” She finished with the monitors, which were placed over Erin’s chest and temple, then stood back.

“Oh,” Erin replied, defeated. As her heart began beating heavily, Hazel reached over and placed a bit gag in Erin’s mouth and secured it with straps on either side to eyelets that had been set in the padded surface of the table to either side of Erin’s head. The straps were tightened and both Hazel and Angela stepped back. Erin couldn’t see them anymore and she closed her eyes and clenched her fists.

A buzz sounded out and Erin cried out through her gag as a white heat ripped through her private parts, making her clench against the vaginal rod, its pegs digging into her walls as her entire body jerked. It seemed to go on forever and Erin writhed in her bonds until suddenly it stopped, the pain going away immediately and her muscles relaxing quickly.

Angela and Hazel bent over Erin, and Hazel held a stethoscope against Erin’s chest. The coldness of the instrument causing her to wince momentarily. Every nerve in her body seemed alive at the moment, sensitive to the slightest stimulus. And she still had 9 more applications to go!

The minute of rest passed far too quickly and Erin bit down on her gag again as another jolt of fire burst through her flesh. She screamed into her gag and so it went with the rest of the applications, as Erin dealt in her own way with the pain and the unfairness of it all. At one point she did wet herself, and Angela was kind enough to wipe the area down with an absorbent towel so that Erin did not have to lie in it. And eventually she made it through, as all do who do not really have a choice. Even the hardest of trials can be survived if there is no option but to forge through.

Angela and Hazel unhooked Erin from her gag, the clamps and the monitors, removed the rod from her vagina, and slid the stabilizing rod from her anus. Her feet were unchained and lowered down, the shackles secured, and her restraining belts unfastened. Wrists were one by one removed from their cuffs and chained together and the girl was gently helped off the table, where Angela used a clean, absorbent towel to wipe Erin down, paying special attention to her vulva. Finally, they were ready and Hazel left, leaving Angela to escort the girl to the waiting room.

~ ~ ~

“Here she is!” Angela said as the two of them entered the waiting room. Alexia was the first to stand up, with Catharina and Nicolas following suit quickly, their faces turning to relieved smiles as they saw Erin, and saw that she seemed to be fine, at least on the outside.

Much to Erin’s surprise, it was Alexia who rushed up to her first, embracing her in a tight hug, the warmth of her body transferring to Erin and the warmth of the gesture touching her heart, for she felt a love and level of caring from the woman that surprised her with its intensity.

After a good long moment, the woman broke the hug and held Erin by her upper arms, taking a good look at her. “Are you okay?” she asked her girl and Erin nodded.

“Yes, Ma’am. I’m fine,” she said, wanting the whole thing to be over and done with, and most of all, to be out of here before something else might come up and she got hauled back into a treatment room.

“Come here, oh my God,” Catharina said as she came in for a hug as well. The girl’s eyes were moist, and Erin could feel a tremble in her body. Finally, Nicolas came up and hugged her as well, patting her on the back and whispering in her ear, “So sorry about this. We’ll make it up to you.”

Alexia was called over to sign a few forms and when that was done they all left the clinic, Erin shuffling along in her chains to the car, where she was helped inside and had her seat belt put on her by Catharina. As they drove off, Nicolas driving again, Catharina put her hand on Erin’s thigh and squeezed affectionately.

“Mom,” the girl said as Alexia stared at her phone in the front seat.

“Yes?”

“Can we stop for ice cream, for Erin? You’d like that right, Erin?”

“Yes, please,” she replied. The cold of the leather seats was soothing to her abused vulva right now, and perhaps the ice cream would help with the rest of her. As they turned onto Roanoke Avenue, Alexia turned to the girls in the back seat.

“Let’s stop for lunch at Star Diner, and you can have ice cream there. Sound good?”

“Ooh, I love that place,” Catharina gushed.

“Um,” Erin started. “Is it okay, if I’m…”

“Oh, we have some clothes for you, Erin,” Alexia said, much to the girl’s relief. “Also, I think we can switch you to shackles only. And a leash, of course.”

“Yes, Ma’am. Thank you,” Erin said.

“We’re not worried?” Nicolas asked as he navigated into the parking lot behind the diner. “You know? That someone might want to grab her again?”

“The police said that the suspects have vacated the house where Erin was taken,” Alexia said. “They don’t think there’s a real risk.” Alexia turned to Erin and smiled. “You’re just a very pretty girl,” she said. “It’s understandable that someone would want to have you for themselves, but I wouldn’t worry. The chances that someone else will grab you are low.”

Erin smiled back reassuringly. But she didn’t feel the same way at all. The man who she had hit, the man who had her grabbed, was a powerful man. And hadn’t he said that he was supposed to bring her to one of the ships that hovered overhead? She didn’t think that they would simply give up on getting what they wanted.

They parked and Alexia grabbed a pretty yellow sundress from the back while Catharina locked Erin in a pair of shackles before removing the four-point restraints from her. All this was done in the parking lot, but luckily there was no one around to watch, and soon enough Erin slipped the dress over her head and smoothed it down over her body. It wasn’t as pretty as the one that got ruined by her kidnapper, but it still lifted her spirits. Even when Nicolas clipped a leash to her collar, she remained upbeat.

Walking into the diner, a few people turned to look at her as she was led in by her leash, the chain between her legs scraping against the floor. After an initial look, everyone turned back to their food or their conversations in progress and Erin was free to make her way to the booth, sliding over on the bench and letting Catharina sit next to her. Once her leash had been unclipped, Erin could pretend she was just another patron of the diner, and she looked over at the other diners sitting in the booth across the way and they smiled back politely and did not stare. A wave of gratitude washed over her, for these people, here in the working-class town of Riverhead, did not care to comment on a girl who had a harder life behind and ahead of her than her owners did. They did not choose to stare at her, to comment on her, or guess at what her price was, at least not in a way that would embarrass her. Everyone has their cross to bear, and the people having lunch here chose not to make hers heavier, and for that she was grateful.

Lunch was a pleasant affair, with Erin having a ham and cheese triple-decker, with fries and a chocolate milkshake. The conversation at the table was light-hearted and Erin was surprised to see how funny Alexia could actually be, joking with her children about various memes on her phone and even making Erin giggle occasionally. Both Catharina and Nicolas got sundaes, and Erin was content to steal a few bites from both, but the milkshake was quite enough for her. Alexia’s veiled hints about calorie intake from a few days ago still occupied space in her mind, but for now she was happy to indulge. After all, in her mind she had earned it, and the others seemed to think so as well.

The drive back felt a lot quicker than the other direction, and when they got home, Erin was allowed to retire to her cell and relax, freed from her chains but locked inside her space. She read a romance novel and surreptitiously felt her vulva with a finger, finding it still sore and sensitive, but otherwise intact and undamaged. She wound up sleeping through dinner and when she woke up to find it had grown dark, she had a momentary panic. But Catharina came by and they chatted for a bit.

“I can prepare you a plate, if you like,” Catharina said, hands on the bars looking in at Erin as she lay there in her bed, on her side. “You wanna eat in my room? We can hang out?”

“Sure, I’d love that,” Erin said.

Twenty minutes later the two girls were in Catharina’s room, with the door locked from the inside with a key that Catharina had to tuck away in a drawer, with the rather laughable assumption that Erin wouldn’t find it if she attempted to escape. Thanks to the new set of security rules imposed after Erin’s kidnapping, she had walked from her cell to the room in shackles, which were promptly removed inside the room in favor of a chain tether that bound her left ankle to a metal loop fixed into the wall at foot level. The key to that was also sequestered in the same drawer and Catharina smiled awkwardly at the whole security theater of it. The unspoken assumption was that Erin would not overpower the girl, find the keys, and escape from the house to live a life on the run.

All of that was nonsense of course. Erin could quite easily do those things, but she wouldn’t. Because there was a collar secured to her neck that she could not remove, a chip in her flesh that anyone could scan, and a family that fed her and kept her safe and sheltered. Still, the memory of running free on the beach weighted heavily on her. Sometimes she felt she should have simply kept running, and the feeling was so overpowering that it was all Erin could do to stop herself from breaking down and crying or screaming.

But for now, she would stay obediently put, and enjoy a plate of cold Tri-tip steak with bread and salad, while Catharina regaled her with news from her friend group. Natalia was currently on a trip to the South of France with her mom, and other kids from her school were doing a humanitarian trip to the hurricane-ravaged South of Florida, where they would mainly take selfies while pretending to help and taking up valuable resources to escort them safely around the flooded areas.

Erin raised an eyebrow at that one, but Catharina thought it was pretty dubious as well, and the conversation turned to the show that she and some other friends wanted to go to tomorrow evening.

“And you still want me to come?” Erin asked.

“Yeah! Of course! Why wouldn’t I?”

“Well, um, cause you might be worried about my getting stolen, maybe?” Erin said, conscious that the girl might be a bit sensitive about the subject.

“Oh. Yeah, Mom and I talked about it. She says that there’s going to be enough of my guy friends there and they’re supposed to keep both of us protected. So, it should be fine.”

“Our safety is in the hands of a bunch of teenage boys? Yeah, that’s going to go well,” Erin joked and the two of them giggled. When Erin finished eating and put her plate on the bedside table, Catharina grew quiet and gently took Erin’s hand in hers, running her fingers over Erin’s and stroking her knuckles gently.

“Erin,” she began, in a soft voice. “I really do feel guilty about what happened. I was responsible for you, and I let them take you, and look what happened to you. I just—”

“Okay, stop,” Erin said. “It’s not your fault and you couldn’t have stopped them. And what happened to me in the clinic isn’t your fault either. I made the decision to knock that guy over the head. The police knew and they probably would have figured it out even if I didn’t confess. So, none of this is your fault, or your mom’s, or anyone but me.”

“I know, but—”

“But nothing. I’m an adult and I can take responsibility for what I do.”

“Okay, but I really want to make it up to you anyway,” Catharina persisted. “Maybe I can…I don’t know, like, make you feel better?”

“Oh?” Erin said, growing a little warmer.

“Does it still hurt where they…where they did stuff?”

“Not really,” Erin replied, as she felt herself getting wetter. She had already been a bit turned on before dinner, and now she started really feeling it. The threat of having sex with that James guy had stuck in Erin’s head, providing a baseline of erotic charge that the subsequent action had tamped down. But now, she could really do with some sex.

“They said to avoid doing stuff, you know? To my, um, private area,” Erin reluctantly reminded Catharina.

“Yeah, but I figured that just meant, um, like not having a guy in there? Sorry, this is a bit awkward for me. Don’t really know why,” the girl said.

“Cause I’m a sex toy?” Erin joked and made sure her expression conveyed humor rather than hurt.

“No, gosh! Cause I think of you like a sister,” Catharina chided. “But also, um, yeah. Like a sex toy.”

Erin laughed. And slowly lay back on the bed. The chain wrapped around her left ankle hung off the edge of the bed as she slowly raised her knees and spread them wide. Catharina stared at the pink flesh that lay exposed, and she slowly touched her girl’s lower lips with her fingers, tracing the outer labia, feeling the heat radiating from them.

As Erin closed her eyes, Catharina bent down and brought her head close to the girl’s folds and began to lick. Erin arched her back and groaned out with ecstasy. This felt incredibly good to her, slightly painful, but so, so good that she squeezed her eyes even tighter closed and began to feel an incredible wave of pleasure bursting from her abused flesh. All too soon she simply couldn’t take it anymore and she brought her fist to her mouth, biting down on it and she screamed out as a roaring orgasm overwhelmed her. Her shudders seemed to last forever until they slowly ebbed away, like the tide on the beach where she had run for her life. Where she could maybe have run to a new life.

She began to sob, the waves of sorrow rolling over her body and causing tears to burst from her as she continued to bite down on her fist.

“Wow, I’m either really good at this, or really bad,” Catharina said as Erin continued to sob.


Chapter 9: Permanence

“I’m fine, I’m fine,” Erin sniffed as she finally gained control of her emotions. Catharina was in bed with her, hugging her from behind as Erin lay on her side, sniffling gently. She laughed softly at her expense. “I guess you really are that good,” she joked. Catharina hugged her tightly.

“I was worried,” she said.

“I’m just emotional, that’s all,” Erin said, dismissively. She put the thoughts of freedom out of her mind. This was her reality, at least for now. Maybe someday she would figure out a new future for herself. And when she did, she would allow herself the luxury of being on the beach, and she would run as far and as long as she wanted. Or if she couldn’t swing the beach, then she would find a field, or a parking lot, or a dirt path. And she would run there. But it would be her decision, and she would stop when she felt like it.

But for now, she had a family that she was a part of, however strange and unnatural that part was. And she needed to be there for the girl who had just licked her to orgasm, even though it was Erin who was supposed to do that sort of thing here.

“I understand,” Catharina whispered. “You’ve been through a lot and it’s going to take a while for you to get over it.” Erin could feel the girl snuggling closer, and she allowed herself to enjoy the moment.

“You’re helping. A lot,” Erin said.

“I’m glad. So tomorrow? Do you still think you wanna come?”

Erin thought for a moment. “Yeah, I do. It’ll be nice to go out.”

“Cool!” Catharina exclaimed. “Oh, my God, it’s going to be so much fun! We’ll pick out some awesome stuff for you to wear, and makeup, and shoes! Oh! And you should have a purse too!”

“A purse? What would I put in it?” Erin asked.

“I don’t know? Lipstick? Um, I guess that’s it? You don’t have a phone, your ID’s hanging from your neck…”

Erin playfully slapped Catharina on the butt, reaching behind her to do so.

“Anyway, I think it would look cute on you. I have a whole bunch—we can see what matches.”

“Thanks, Catharina. I appreciate you looking out for me. It…it means a lot.”

“You’re my girl, Erin. That means something to me,” Catharina said. And Erin believed her, although she wasn’t quite sure exactly how the girl meant it. Her property, or her girlfriend in a friendship way? Or was there more to it?

After a while Catharina nudged Erin and it was time for her to be put back in her cell, otherwise Catharina was afraid that her mom would freak out that Erin wasn’t put away. Shackles were put on again, the tether was removed, and the door unlocked. Erin, shackles once again removed once her cell door had been locked behind her, turned to kiss Catharina goodnight and washed up, slipping under the covers and going to sleep almost immediately. It had been a long day.

~ ~ ~

The next day started with breakfast downstairs where Maria and Esmeralda served breakfast burritos, something Erin had never had before. They were quite good, she found.

“Erin, can I see you in my office after you’ve finished eating?” Alexia asked.

“Of course, Ma’am,” Erin replied dutifully, her heart leaping into her throat.

She quickly finished up, offered to help clear the table but was roundly rebuffed by Maria, and finally pushed back from the table, Alexia already gone, presumably to her office.

Erin slouched over, looking down at the chain that bound her ankles together and allowing her nerves to occupy her mind with all sorts of thoughts of what could be in store for her. But before she entered the office where Alexia waited, she took a moment to straighten her spine and plaster a more congenial expression on her face. No point starting a conversation on a sour note—that might just incentivize the woman to do something negative to her.

“Hello, Ma’am,” Erin said as she entered to find Alexia peering intently at her laptop screen.

“Oh, good. Erin, go ahead and sit down on the couch there. Lift and spread your legs as much as you can, I want to take a look.”

“Oh. Yes, of course, Ma’am,” Erin said, faltering momentarily in her step and in her smile. She shuffled over to the couch and did as she was told, holding her legs up, knees spread as much as she could with her ankles chained together. Nevertheless, her pelvic area was fully exposed, and she felt vulnerable and helpless. Memories of her torture at the clinic threatened to overwhelm her.

Alexia got up from her desk and came over, kneeling down to peer at Erin’s exposed flesh. She reached over to touch the girl’s outer lips, gently.

“Does this hurt?”

“No, Ma’am.”

Erin felt Alexia spreading her lips open. A finger gently touched her inner labia, running along the inner and outer sides of each lip, carefully, slowly. Examining her. Not hurting her. Alexia gently pinched her left inner lip and pulled it out a little, twisting it back and forth before letting go and doing the same to the other one.

“Doesn’t look like there’s been any damage. Did you have fun last night?”

“Oh, um…”

“We heard you from Catharina’s room, you know. Nothing wrong with that, of course. I’ve always encouraged her to explore her sexuality. So, was it fun?”

“Um…I…I’m not sure I should say, Ma’am. I can’t betray anyone’s privacy, and I’m really sorry, but—”

“That’s the correct answer, Erin,” Alexia said, releasing her and standing up. “What goes on between you and someone else is their business and you have a responsibility to preserve their privacy. Of course,” she said, pausing to wipe her hands on a moist towelette she retrieved from a drawer in her desk, “if something happens that contradicts one of our orders or is illegal, like something that could damage you, you will let us know.”

“Of course, Ma’am.”

“You can lower your legs now.”

“Thank you, Ma’am.”

The rest of the day passed quickly and soon it was time to get dressed and head over to the venue. It would be a long drive, being in Amagansett, which was a good hour away in traffic in summertime. Catharina picked out a pretty blue patterned dress with frilly shoulder straps and a tight waist for Erin. Much to Erin’s surprise, she was made to put on a garter belt with straps that held up a set of sheer hose, but no panties and no bra. The hose were a logistical problem, since they were impossible to put on with her shackles fastened, but security protocol required her to be fastened by something at all times, apparently. So, Catharina had to secure one ankle with the tether, undo the cuff on the other ankle, let Erin slip on the hose, then refasten the cuff, move the tether to the other ankle, and remove that cuff.

Erin fussed that the cuffs would damage the hose if she walked in them, but after walking back and forth down the hall under Catharina’s watchful eye, it seemed that the cuffs on her shackles were smooth enough and the hose strong enough that no tears appeared. Finally, Erin slipped the dress over her head and smoothed it down.

Catharina presented her with a pair of kitten-heels and a pink purse.

“Look,” she said, opening it to reveal a single lipstick tube.

“Wow, thanks!” Erin exclaimed, and the two giggled together. After an hour in front of the mirror, both of them had their makeup and hair the way they wanted it and they were ready. Only 45 minutes late.

By the time they reached Amagansett and Nicolas found a parking spot in the back lot, Erin had almost gotten car sick but gamely managed to recuperate in the cooler evening air, walking to the venue, Frankie’s Chathouse. Nicolas held her leash in his hand, an unfortunate requirement imposed by Alexia. Catharina breathlessly filled her in on the storied history of the place, where apparently many a star would occasionally drop in to do a set unannounced. Including, apparently, Mick Jagger, who was still alive somehow. Erin needed some prompting to know who he was but was suitably impressed.

“Wow, is this the line?” Catharina asked as they approached the door of the venue.

“Uh, yeah,” said the middle-aged man standing in the back of the line. “Like, it starts here, okay?”

“Fine, gosh!” Catharina said, and then turned to Erin, rolling her eyes. Erin giggled.

“So what band are you here for?” Catharina asked him.

“Uh, Board of Thrustees,” he replied. “Best band ever. I’ve been following them around for years.”

“Oh, really? Wow. Never heard of!”

Unfortunately, that was the wrong response, and the rest of their time in line, which lasted a good half hour, was spent hearing about the band and the many, many clubs and music halls they played in Long Island.

“Now, when we start talking Jersey, that’s when the picture gets a lot more complicated,” he started saying, when they finally reached the bouncer and the conversation thankfully stopped. Catharina handed over her ID and Erin simply leaned forward while the bouncer shone his pen light at her tag.

“Come on in,” he said and the two girls and Nicolas entered the dimly lit space, Erin’s eyes slowly adjusting.

“Um, Nic,” Erin said. “Why are those guys over there half naked?”

“Huh?”

“Those guys over there, with the tiny silver short shorts.”

“Oh, those guys? I think they come with the place.”

“What?” Erin yelled, as music started playing, loudly.

“They come with the place,” Nicolas yelled back. “They’re captives, just like you.”

“Oh!” Erin stared. She hadn’t really thought about male captive servants being a thing. But it made sense. Guys could be enslaved too. And she guessed they could be used for all sorts of things too, just like girls could. And sex could be part of it too, of course. These guys seemed ripe for that sort of thing, she thought. Those tiny shorts barely hid anything.

“Oh shit, shit, they’re starting!” Catharina yelled out, as she tugged on Erin’s arm. “I think it’s the opening band, that band that dude was talking about.”

Erin had to tug on her leash to get Nicolas’ attention, as he was still staring at the half-nude guys, until he followed Erin who was being pulled by Catharina towards the front of the stage. The lights went down even more and the band came on. Erin stood there and stared as a beautiful young man, the lead singer of The Board of Thrustees stood in front of the microphone and began to sing, backed by two electric guitars, a bass and drums.

The music was loud and boisterous, and it coursed through her body, the low-end throbbing in her clit, and she felt the energy of it lifting her up, filling her with life. But when the music got slower, more melodic and sadder, her mood followed it and she felt the emotion of the song deeply. The lead vocalist seemed to stare right at her as he sang:

Don’t let the darkness take your sound

Don’t let your terror push you around

Some people need sunlight so they can be found

Don’t let the darkness steal your ground

Steal your ground…

Erin couldn’t take her eyes off of him as he sang, and the true horror of her situation hit her right in the chest, knocking her breath away. She would never be able to choose what boy she wanted to be with. She could never even try. Would she have been able to come up to him after the show and chat him up if she were free? Laugh at his jokes and tell him funny stories of her own and secure a date with him? Probably not. He was a rock star (of sorts) and probably had his pick of pretty girls who wanted to hang out with him. But maybe. She was pretty too. But she would never get to make that effort. Catharina or Nicolas could decide to lend her to him, but afterwards she would return home to her cell and that would be it. She would never get to choose.

The rest of the show was a blur to Erin, the music just as moving and powerful, the vocalist just as sexy and tantalizing. And if her owners had lent her to him, she would have performed to everyone’s satisfaction. But her heart just wasn’t in it anymore. She wasn’t even sure she had a heart worth talking about anymore. Falling in love, or even just having a crush was not something she should ever allow herself to indulge in anymore.

When The Board of Thrustees finished their set she clapped politely, and she smiled dutifully at her owners and even accepted a fruity drink concoction whose name she couldn’t hear at all, but it was red and frosty and tasted good. Then The Northern Lights came on and they were every bit as weird as Catharina had described. A trio of punks, clad in torn black leather with spikes everywhere, long black hair obscuring their faces. A drummer who seemed intent on destroying his kit, a bass guitarist who played an upright bass with a bow, and the lead vocalist who growled like a demon into the mic and occasionally played on his electric flute, the music made no sense whatsoever to Erin. But the crowd seemed to like it and she realized that things didn’t have to make sense for people to enjoy them, nor did everything have to be pretty or even good. And these guys were definitely not good, that much was clear to her.

And somehow that made her feel better. How much worse it would be to be denied one’s dreams in a world that made sense, where people liked pretty things, sensible things, things that worked the way they should. In a world that made sense, good people got good things because they deserved them, and therefore those who didn’t, clearly deserved not to have them. But in a world where people listened to stuff like this and told themselves it was great, maybe a good girl like Erin got hauled around in chains not because she deserved it, but because that’s just how the world worked.

A particularly loud and extended solo on the electric flute hurt Erin’s ears and yet drew loud cheers and applause from the crowd. She turned back to look at the crowd and saw the vocalist of The Board of Thrustees sitting there at the bar, a beer in his hand, looking back at her. He smiled and she smiled back and turned around and pushed the moment out of her mind. Her heart clenched and she allowed the pain of the caterwauling flute to sear her wounds closed.

A girl dancing and swaying next to Erin pulled her phone out of her purse and stared at it, and as Erin watched, a number of other people pulled out their phones and scrolled through them with increasingly shocked and concerned expressions and Erin wondered at that, as Catharina pulled her own phone out and stared at it in shock, turning to Erin and Nicolas.

“We need to get out of here,” she said.


Chapter 10: Fear

“What’s going on?” Nicolas asked as he pulled out his own phone.

“No time for that,” Catharina said as she grabbed his arm and tugged him towards the door. “I’ll explain when we’re in the car. Let’s go!”

And so the three of them, Erin pulled along by her leash, headed out the door past crowds of young and old, many of them staring at their phones, some with hands in front of their mouths. Erin grew anxious. Something bad must have happened to get Catharina so desperate to get out of here.

“Tell me what’s going on,” Nicolas insisted as they walked as fast as Erin’s shackles would allow towards the parking lot.

Catharina turned to look up at the sky and her mouth opened in shock. She pointed upwards. “Look for yourself!”

“Holy shit,” Nicolas muttered as he stopped and turned to look in the direction she had pointed. Erin looked too, and there it was: one of the giant floating ships was there, silhouetted in the dark night sky. As usual, no lights were present on the craft, making most of it hard to see at night except where it blocked the stars and the moon. However, this night there was something new and terrifying to see. Out of the left side of the craft a massive fire seemed to be burning. Yellow and white flames were shooting out of its side, accompanied by dark, roiling smoke that rendered much of that part of it a blur of haze, lit from within by the inferno that seemed to be raging within the craft.

Erin gasped, and her heart clenched in fear. Ever since she had been abducted and learned of the plan to deliver her to the ship, she had speculated that perhaps her father might be on one of them. Was he a prisoner there, or was there some other connection? And was he on this ship, burning inside it?

“What the fuck happened?” Nicolas whispered.

“No idea, but mom sent me an urgent text. We need to get back home, fast. Who knows if this thing will come crashing down or not. We need to get out from under it,” Catharina replied.

“Out from under it? You really think it won’t come down on our house too?” he challenged.

“I don’t know!” she yelled, exasperated. “But better than dying here in fucking Amagansett!”

“Fair enough. Let’s go,” he said and then resumed progress towards their car. Getting out of the lot and onto Montauk Highway back to Bridgehampton took forever, with pedestrians stopping in the middle of the street and other cars crawling along, their drivers staring up at the sky more than at the road. A tense hour and a half later they had made it home, where they could see the side of the craft better. It had definitely sustained a hit of some kind on its side, or perhaps an internal explosion, for smoke was continuing to billow out of it and the flames continued to rage within the gaping cavern that was gouged in its side. The craft was so big, however, that the damage appeared to be restricted to only about a tenth of its length and it continued to float at roughly the normal height. It was drifting slightly however, and that was apparent even in the gloom of night.

Alexia and Johan appeared at the door, beckoning them to enter quickly. The three did, and hugs were quickly exchanged.

“Are we safe inside the house?” Nicolas asked.

“Yeah, I think we still are,” Johan replied as everyone made their way into the family room where the TV was on, showing a live news report. “It looks like it’s drifting eastward towards Montauk for now, so if it comes down it might hit them, or be out to sea, hopefully.”

“What happened?” Catharina asked as Erin knelt down at the foot of the sofa, next to Nicolas, who still held her leash. At some point she would ask to be removed from it, but everyone was preoccupied at the moment.

“It looks like a private jet hit the side,” Alexia said, and Erin’s heart leapt again. Was the guy who kidnapped her in that jet? Not likely. If he had fled on his jet, it would have been much earlier.

“A jet? Fuck! Was it someone we know?” Nicolas asked.

“I don’t think so,” Johan replied. “I’ve checked my contacts. Some of them are still here, others are in the City. No one was flying today. But it’s the stock market I’m worried about.”

“Not the passengers?” Catharina said.

“Well, of course. It’s tragic,” he replied. “But this is going to cause seismic shocks to the system. The fact these things can be damaged is going to cause some uncertainty, to put it mildly.”

“Are we properly hedged?” Alexia asked.

“As much as I could manage, but there’s some exposure in the commodity markets,” he said. “Gold should be going up, though. We’ve got a fair amount. But my contracts with some of the market makers is what I’m really worried about. I was counting on those paying for the options we’ve got on the more exposed positions I’m carrying, now it’s going to result in a downwards drag.”

“Fuck!” Alexia exclaimed. “I had the Milan show I wanted to go to! It’s booked already!”

“Yeah, yeah. You can still go, of course. Maybe cut back on the purses a little,” he joked and the conversation died down as the family watched the news coverage. Erin’s attention was diverted a bit from the endless parade of talking heads analyzing what they really had no possibility of understanding. In the right, lower corner of the screen the AI ad-bot had inserted a customized advertisement for the DeBries family: “Flavor Lickings, the pussy flavoring solution for your captive girl! Make her taste the way you want: Strawberry, Raspberry, Cherry, and Chocolate Banana flavors now available! One easy suppository to make her taste Flavor Licking Good!”

Chocolate Banana? Erin thought. Did anyone actually buy this stuff? Maybe one day she could buy one that would work on a guy. Shove it up his ass and enjoy sucking him a bit more. Or maybe rich families with captive boys would get that advertised to them, so they could enjoy their male more. Was that even a thing? Erin hadn’t really met any other captives sex toys like her yet, male or female.

~ ~ ~

The next morning everyone gathered to have breakfast and watch the unfolding news feeds from the family tablet propped up on the table. Johan was sequestered in his office where, according to Alexia, he was busily dealing with the financial fallout of the crash.

The ship itself was just a little east of Montauk Point and it seemed like the fire itself had been put out or was at least not visible. Smoke did continue to pour out of it, however, although not as much as before.

“Eight people were on that plane,” Alexia said as Erin munched on her French Toast.

“I’m sorry to hear that, Ma’am,” she said by way of filling in the silence as Nicolas and Catharina remained glued to their own devices.

“I’m just glad it wasn’t an airliner. Can you imagine?” Alexia continued.

“How did they just crash into a giant thing floating in the sky?” Catharina asked. “Don’t they have radar or something? How could this just happen?”

“I don’t think they know yet,” Alexia responded. “It seems like there was a breakdown with air traffic control.”

“So, um,” Erin began. “They don’t have any defense?”

“Who?”

“The ships. They can’t defend themselves?”

“Oh,” Alexia replied. “I guess it’s a…good question. But you know it’s not really something that’s wise to talk about too much.”

“Yes, Ma’am,” Erin said. It was true: throughout her life she had been told to not mention Them, the ships that dotted the sky, and behind that warning had been the unspoken assumption that horrible things happened to those who violated that rule. And yet, here in the Hamptons people seemed to violate that rule regularly. Perhaps there really wasn’t that much to worry about. Perhaps some rules existed without anything to actually back them up.

“Is that good?” Catharina asked, pointing to the tablet which was currently showing a lot of blinking red numbers.

“Oooh, that’s not good at all,” Alexia replied. “The stock market’s crashing. Ouch.”

“Are we going to be homeless?” Catharina asked, but when Erin looked at her she was casually scrolling through her phone and chewing on a piece of bacon.

“No, Sweetie, I wouldn’t worry. Your dad’s hedging the market, so we’ll be fine.”

~ ~ ~

Later that evening, Johan finally came out of his office. He had spent the whole day in there, having lunch and dinner brought in by Alexia. The family was sitting on the couch in the family room watching TV, Erin was kneeling next to Nicolas’ feet on the carpet, naked and shackled as always.

“Hey Honey, you okay?” Alexia exclaimed as she saw him enter, looking a bit haggard, but not down. Erin looked up at Alexia, as the woman looked over at her husband with concern, a tenderness in her that Erin did not often see.

“Yeah, everything’s fine now,” he replied, smiling down on the assembled group. “The market’s wacky, but I think I managed to set us up well for whatever might come tomorrow.”

He sat wearily down next to Alexia and put his hand on her knee.

“Hey, I think I could really use an opportunity to relax,” he said, looking meaningfully over at Erin.

“We could watch a show?” Catharina suggested.

“Yeah, sure...” Johan started before Alexia stepped in, looking at Erin.

“Erin, why don’t you go with Johan up to our room?”

“Yes, Ma’am,” Erin replied as she contorted herself out of her kneeling position and stood up.

“So…no show?” Catharina said, before her brow furrowed. “Oh, I see. I see.”

Erin followed Johan as he walked over to the elevator and opened the door for her. Behind her she could faintly hear Catharina talking to Alexia in a quiet voice.

“Mom, you’re really okay with Dad being with—”

And then the door to the elevator closed and the two of them rode up to the second floor, where Johan escorted her to the master bedroom.

“Together again, eh?” he said to her as he closed and locked the door behind them.

“Yes, Sir,” she responded.

“I expect you’ve fully recovered from the clinic by now?”

“Yes, Sir, I have.”

“Good, good. Let’s get those chains off of you,” he said as he motioned for Erin to sit on the edge of the bed and bring her feet up to him.

“No tether, Sir?”

“No. I know Alexia has made that a rule, but I don’t expect you’ll be running from me. Will you?” he grinned at her. Something predatory in his look made Erin think that on some primitive level Johan would enjoy her trying to flee. She shoved that thought to the back of her mind, as she felt herself start preparing for penetration. She could feel the heat rising from her private parts, her nipples peaking and firming. When she experimentally rubbed her thighs together, she could feel the moisture between her legs starting to flow.

Johan was getting undressed and she admired his body, still firm for a middle-aged man, his buttocks tight and his penis jutting out from his body as he turned to regard her. Without being told, she slid back a bit on the bed and opened her legs, spreading her knees and propping herself up on her elbows.

“How beautiful you are,” he said. Completely naked, he lay down next to her and reached over with his hand to caress her folds as she kept herself spread. He leaned over and kissed her on the mouth, which shocked her a little bit, but she opened her mouth and allowed him to press his tongue into her, as his finger reached into her warmth and she arched slightly with the sensation. He pressed the palm of his hand against her clit and began rubbing, causing her to groan out with pleasure.

“Hold yourself open for me,” he whispered as he detached himself from her, sliding down and repositioning himself over her. She grasped herself by the ankles to pull her legs up over her torso.

“Yes, Sir,” she whispered back and then grunted with surprise as he pushed himself into her in one smooth stroke. “Oh, oh, oh Sir,” she moaned as he began pumping away, his hands on either side of her as he held himself up over her.

She moved her pelvis up and shamelessly ground herself against his pubic bone until she felt his cock pulsing inside her, and she tightened her tunnel and ground herself even harder until with a squeal she came as he began spurting inside her. Finally, he collapsed on top of her as she let go of her ankles and allowed her legs to splay open, her arms wrapped around him. So, they lay for the next few minutes as their heartrates began to lower and his heavy breathing slowed.

He rolled off of her and lay there as she turned to embrace him with her right arm draped over his chest, feeling his deposit slowly running out of her chamber and onto her inner thigh.

“It’s been a hell of a week, hasn’t it?” he finally managed.

“Yes Sir, it’s been somewhat…strange.”

His arm under her head, he turned to look in her eyes. “You’ve been an exemplary girl, Erin. I want you to know that.”

“Thank you, Sir,” she said, wondering where this was going.

“I know my wife is sometimes a bit strict with you. I hope you realize she’s just making sure things don’t go off the rails here, so that we can feel comfortable with keeping you for a very long time.”

“I see…”

“She’s afraid that if we relax our vigilance with you, there will come a time where we just can’t justify having you anymore,” he continued. “Are you aware of the term ‘normalization of deviance’?”

“No Sir,” she responded.

“It’s a phenomenon where someone deviates slightly from the standards, nothing bad happens so they normalize that and consider that to be standard practice. Then they deviate a little more and nothing happens, and so on. Before you know it the quality or safety is crap and someone finally has enough. By that time, it’s too late to fix, so everything gets tossed out.”

“You’re afraid I would do that, and you would have to get rid of me?”

“Yes, Erin. If we hadn’t punished you for stealing that necklace, you might have thought that that sort of behavior is okay to try again. As long as you understand the level of service and obedience we expect, then you will continue to be the most priceless and wonderful investment I’ve ever made in my life.”

“Oh, Sir,” she said, truly touched. “I…I understand. I don’t want you to think that I’m not…I’m not what you want anymore.”

He hugged her tighter. “The plan is to keep you forever, Erin. You’re part of our family now, and we don’t want to just toss you away.”

“Thank you, Sir,” she said, but the conversation shook her somewhat. Family members do leave, eventually. Children grow up and make their own lives, not abandoning their family, but making their own, moving somewhere where they can be their own person. Even spouses sometimes choose to separate in order to make the family healthier, stronger in the long term. True family members don’t get tossed out when they underperform. Still, it was comforting to hear that they did not expect to simply sell her once she reached a certain age, a prospect that had caused her much anxiety ever since Catharina’s friend Natalia had brought up that possibility.

“Look, don’t worry your pretty little head over that, Erin. It’s been a rough day for me, and I really needed a break. Being able to just take you and, well…use you when I need to, that’s priceless to me. Even just seeing you, every day, naked, so pretty…that boosts my mood and enhances my productivity so much, I think I’ve made back your whole purchase price already.”

He grinned and kissed her.

Erin kissed him back, but she couldn’t help but wonder what Alexia thought of the arrangement. She was his wife, and as practical as having a slave girl in the house might be from Johan’s perspective, she probably had a slightly different take on it. And she was the one who would punish Erin. To keep her standards from slipping, of course. No other reason.


Chapter 11: Crash

The week proceeded with surprisingly few negatives. The stock market rebounded when it appeared the ship was still airborne, the weather was pleasant, and the beaches were crowded with revelers. The ship had moved, seemingly under its own power, westward from its position over Montauk and was now hovering over Hampton Bays, just west of Southampton Village, a few traces of smoke still occasionally wafting out of the gaping hole in its side, but otherwise still maintaining its altitude.

Johan was in a generally good mood, and even Alexia was cheery. She had made no indication that she disapproved of the way her husband was “relaxing” himself in the family’s captive servant girl, and Nicolas had confessed to Erin that he was thinking of asking a boy out on a covert date. Only Erin was slightly out of sorts, what with the emotional roller coaster she had been on lately.

Another person somewhat out of sorts was Sabrina Helgenberg, professional assassin and Bundesliga fanatic, who followed the currently sixth-place Leverkusen with an almost messianic zeal. Unfortunately for her, it wasn’t looking good for the football club, and it wasn’t looking great for her finances as well. Which is why when the call came in from a friend of a friend that a woman was looking for a job to be done in the USA, she called her back right away.

The story was tragic, a son killed by private security while working for a catering company in the Hamptons. Sabrina had to look up what and where exactly that was. A playground for the rich and famous, apparently. She was not impressed. Neither the rich, nor the famous were people she considered vital to the proper functioning of an orderly society. And when such people inserted themselves into the affairs of society such that they negatively impacted common people (and Sabrina considered herself to be such) then she was going to have a major problem. Sabrina like to solve problems.

When she had been a young girl, her little sister had been a persistent threat to Sabrina’s mental wellbeing. So much so that when the little pest had threatened to ruin a particularly nice day on the Schweriner See, where the family was spending a pleasant hour on the ferry boat, she had solved the problem by pushing the brat off the boat. Naturally, her parents did not quite see things the same way and had Sabrina committed for psychiatric evaluation. Apparently, she had sociopathic tendencies, and her parents were advised to treat her with group therapy and positive-reinforcement techniques. And her sister (who had survived just fine) had been encouraged to act in a less irritating manner towards Sabrina, for the sake of enhancing her odds of survival.

That incident had led Sabrina down the rather profitable path of becoming a professional solver of interpersonal problems, via the tried and true (according to her) practice of elimination. In order to make her current therapist feel a little better about the situation, she had pledged to only kill those who truly deserved it, including a local politician in Schleswig-Holstein who had threatened to tax psychotherapy practices an additional amount above the exorbitant amounts they were already taxed. The woman she was talking to on the phone was handing her a job on a silver platter, it seemed. A politician was involved. As well as an extremely wealthy man—an American no less. Perfect. She booked her flight to New York right away and rifled through the stacks of fake passports until she found an American one and began packing.

~ ~ ~

It was during the night, on a Wednesday, when the ship finally came down, the first time in all of human memory when such a thing had happened. Few actually saw it, other than a reporter for the East Hampton Star, who had camped out on the marina situated on the Shinnecock Canal, directly underneath the ship. In hindsight that was a terrible mistake. Being right under the ship meant that none of the video he shot had the damaged side of the ship in frame, and the bottom of the ship was rather featureless, other than a seemingly random set of jagged scars that crisscrossed it. But all the ships seemed to have that.

To be fair, the ship had been further east before then, and his position was perfect for that, but once it drifted overhead he really should have relocated. Sitting there in the still humid night, yawning, it took a while for him to confirm what his eyes were telling him: the ship was bigger. That meant that it was lower. And as he stared up at it, it grew bigger, faster, and then it was simply too late. He made a last-minute attempt to run for it, but alas, the ship crashed right down on him and wedged itself rather tragically into the Shinnecock Canal, destroying the two bridges that spanned the dividing line between the western part of the East End of Long Island, and the eastern part.

When the dust settled, it was estimated that several hundred people died in the night, the ship settling on and crushing scores of homes along its length. And that was surely tragic indeed, but the main topic on everyone’s lips that very next morning was the fact that the entire South Fork of the East End of Long Island was now cut off from the rest of the Island. To get to towns like Southampton and East Hampton, one would need to drive on the North Fork, all the way to Greenport, and then take a ferry to Shelter Island, drive across it, then take another ferry to Sag Harbor and then navigate the traffic to your destination. Unacceptable!

The Long Island Railroad was cut off entirely. And to make matters worse, East Hampton airport was considered to be too close to the downed ship to be safe to use, which caused no end of frenzied discussion. It was plenty far enough away to not cause any navigational concerns, it was argued but given the private jet crash that caused this mess to begin with, the authorities were not to be swayed, and the entire airport was commandeered for disaster recovery services. Montauk airport had long ago been taken over by private development and was being turned into luxury homes right now, so that wasn’t available. In any case, it had been too small to service the Gulfstreams that the wealthy preferred.

That left helicopters landing at the few pads available outside of East Hampton airport, and the use of private boats, which could dock only at a surprisingly few marinas, including in Sag Harbor.

“Oh, my fucking God!” Johan shouted from his office that morning. He, like everyone else in the family, had been trying to process the news of the disaster.

“What?” Alexia yelled out from the breakfast nook where everyone else was still eating.

“Have you seen the charter prices? It’s impossible to get a helicopter. They’re not even available anymore at any price!”

“What about boats?” she asked.

“There are some slots being advertised online. Some people say you should go to Montauk and try to get some of the fishermen there to take you.”

“I bet they’re charging a pretty penny too,” Alexia replied. “Hey, Catharina.”

“Huh?” the girl replied, halfway through a bowl of organic cereal.

“Your friend, Natalia. Doesn’t her dad have a boat? Could he take us?”

“Why do we want to leave?” she asked, as Erin looked on. So far, she had only experienced life with the family here in Bridgehampton. What would their place in the city be like? Was it even equipped to have a captive girl there?

“What do you mean, why? We’re trapped here now! Of course we want to be able to leave,” Alexia retorted.

“Yeah,” Nicolas interjected. “But Cat’s got a point. We weren’t planning on leaving right now anyway, so why are we so anxious?” Erin knew that Nicolas had a date planned with a boy and was therefore quite invested in staying here.

“Well…but what about supplies? What if they run out? What about workers? They all come in from Mid-Island. Now we won’t have anyone to do the lawn.”

“Yeah, but that’s not such a huge deal, is it?” Catharina pressed. “Why not wait and let the panic settle, and we can see how things evolve. Maybe they’ll figure out how to get the thing removed.”

“Removed?” Johan said as he strolled into the breakfast room. “I really doubt they can do that.”

“What if the other ships come to its rescue?” Nicolas asked. “Surely they won’t just leave it lying there?”

“Yeah, good point,” Johan had to concede. “Whoever or whatever’s manning these things is probably working on it right now. I guess we won’t panic, eh?” And he smiled down on his children and wife and even spared a smile for his property.

“Can we hang by the pool?” Catharina asked, looking at Erin. “Can Erin use the pool?”

“Of course,” Alexia answered. “Just make sure she’s on the pool tether and release her shackles.” Erin’s eyes widened. All this time she hadn’t been in the pool, mainly because she didn’t know how to swim.

“Um, I don’t know how to swim,” she reminded Catharina.

“Shit! That’s right, we were supposed to get an instructor for you!” Catharina exclaimed. “Hey, maybe I can still do that!”

“You can get someone today?” Nicolas asked, looking a bit skeptical.

“Yeah! My friend Darian just passed the lifeguard training course, and I bet he’d like to teach a pretty girl like Erin how to swim. Hang on,” she cried out as she got up from the table and rushed away to fetch her phone. In the distance they could hear her muted voice as she talked to someone and then she came back, beaming. “Yup! He’s going to be over in about an hour. In the meantime, we can hang by the pool.”

And so the two girls went out to the pool patio, Erin shuffling behind Catharina, who had changed to a cute little bikini—blue with yellow polka dots. Erin, of course, neither needed, nor got a swimsuit. Instead, she got a sunscreen suppository applied, and then helped smear topical sunscreen on Catharina, after which the girl secured Erin’s right ankle to the pool tether, which was a long, light chain that had floatation pods secured along its length.

“It’s to keep the chain from sinking in the pool, so it won’t drag you down,” Catharina explained.

“Cool,” Erin replied as Catharina removed her shackles. The two girls lay down on the chaise lounges poolside and relaxed. Erin sighed in contentment. It was super comfortable and the sun felt good on her skin—heating it but not burning. Just a pleasant warmth that suffused her body. All the drama and humiliation and pain that had intruded upon her life faded away for the moment, and Erin was almost asleep when she heard gentle sobbing sounds nearby.

She opened her eyes and looked over at Catharina to see the girl clenching her eyes closed, tears slowly running down her cheek.

“Catharina, what’s wrong?” she asked, turning over onto her side and propping herself up by the elbow.

Catharina opened her eyes and looked over at Erin, pressing her fingers under each eye. “I…I just couldn’t help thinking about all those people,” the girl said, her voice strained, breaking. “Those poor, poor people…”

“You mean, the people who got killed by the ship?”

“Yeah,” Catharina exclaimed, her voice rising. “They were just in bed, right? At home in bed, sleeping. And out of nowhere that stupid thing comes down on them! What right do they have to just…I don’t know? Hover around? Like, over us all. Nobody checks to see if they’re safe, they don’t have permission, do they? Like, did any of them ever ask for permission? And now they can, apparently, just fall on us? How am I ever going to feel safe again?”

“Yeah,” Erin replied. “I get it. It’s scary, and all this time we’re supposed to not mention it, not talk about them at all, or who knows what will happen. I’m not even sure anything will happen, to be honest. What even are they? Do you know?”

“What do you mean? Of course I don’t know. Nobody knows.”

“But, like, are they aliens? Like, for real? You’d think if they were really aliens, like from outer space, it would be a bigger deal?” Erin said, growing animated. “Like, why don’t they talk about that in school? Alien beings flying overhead would mean that we have proof of life on other planets. Why don’t they ever mention or teach that?”

“Huh,” Catharina said. “Yeah, I never really thought about it, to be honest. They were always just something overhead that you didn’t talk about. Almost a fixture in life.” She turned to regard Erin. “Kind of like how, um, people like you…like, in your situation, are just a fixture in certain places. Nobody questions why it exists. Why captives exist. They just do.”

Erin nodded. “Just a part of life, I guess.” But now that one of the ships had defied that unspoken contract between them and the quiescent population down below, the contract that said: leave us alone and we’ll leave you alone, would other things change too?

Catharina sniffled. “I just…I just can’t wrap my head around all those people…”

“I know,” Erin said, trying to soothe the girl. “It’s a tragedy. But bad things happen sometimes, and we need to be able to move past them, even if it’s too hard to think about.”

“Yeah, I get it…Oh!” and Catharina looked over Erin’s shoulder. Erin turned to look and felt her heartbeat rising. Coming towards them was a young man wearing shorts, skin bronzed from the sun showing through his shirt, unbuttoned in the front and revealing a washboard stomach and tight pecs flexing as he walked towards them, his medium-length brown hair waving slightly, a lock falling over his eye.

“Which one of you is Erin?” he asked, cheekily.

“Darian!” Catharina called out, waving. “Meet Erin. Erin, this is my friend Darian.”

“Hi Erin,” he said as she sat up, lifting her knees up to her chest and blushing.

“Hi Darian,” she replied and found that she simply couldn’t think of a single thing to follow that up with.

“So, you ready to learn how to swim?” he asked, his eyes raking what parts of her he could see. His gaze stopped at the tether fastened to her ankle. “Oh, is that necessary? I don’t know how that’s supposed to work with swimming.”

“It’s supposed to float in the water,” Catharina replied. “I think you should help her get comfortable in the pool, learn how to tread water, the usual. We really just want to make sure she doesn’t drown.” Catharina winked at Erin.


Chapter 12: Learning

Darian, Catharina’s friend and newly minted lifeguard was a tasty bit of man, Erin couldn’t help but think. Right now, however, she was more concerned with not spontaneously combusting with embarrassment as the two of them continued to talk about her and her specific needs. In this case, the issue of the tether that kept her secured to the pool patio and was specifically designed not to pull her down into the water.

“Since she’s going to be near the pool so much, and she doesn’t know how to swim, my mom says it’s important she learns how not to drown. Hence the lessons,” Catharina said.

“Of course,” Darian replied. “Not drowning is one of the main goals of swimming. Come on, let’s get you in the shallow end.” He held his hand out to Erin, and she reluctantly took it and stood up, her other hand fluttering briefly as she stood in front of him, his appreciative eyes taking in all of her while Catharina lay back down on her chaise.

Darian gently led Erin over to the steps of the pool, the clear water blue in the sunlight reflecting off the tiles on the pool’s bottom.

“Now, the key to getting in a pool,” he began.

“I think I know how to get into a pool,” she protested. “It’s the not panicking and drowning that I’m going to need help with.”

“Sure, sure,” he said, chuckling and keeping a grip on her hand. “Still, it’s going to be a little weird with the change in buoyancy and the water resistance. You might not be used to it.”

“Um, I’ve taken baths before. So…”

“Okay, okay,” he laughed. “I’m just going to make sure you don’t slip. Will that work?”

“Yeah, thanks.” And she gingerly stepped into the pool, squealing as the cold of the water hit her. “Eek!” she exclaimed. “It’s cold! Don’t you heat this thing?”

“It is heated!” Catharina protested. “You’ll get used to it.”

Erin could feel the goosebumps popping up all over her bare skin, and of course her nipples were reacting to the cold in the usual way, by firming up and jutting straight out of her breasts. She could feel Darian admiring her. The chain around her ankle rattled slightly as it moved across the pool deck. Its other end was secured to a metal loop sunk into the concrete patio, diagonally across from the pool steps, so she had plenty of travel available. Still, it felt somewhat weird and she was embarrassed that Darian had to see her like this.

“Eek, eek!” she continued, as the two of them stepped further into the pool, the water coming up to her belly where it felt particularly chilly. She held both arms up over her chest as he guided her further into the pool. Finally, they were all the way into the shallow end, the water coming barely past her bellybutton.

“How do you feel?”

“It’s okay, I guess,” she said, turning to face him. “What are you going to teach me next?”

He grinned at her. “Let’s do a trust exercise. Do you trust me?”

“Sure,” she said, and meant it, for there was something about him that reassured her. Plus, he was a friend of Catharina’s and wouldn’t do anything to mess up the girl’s property. And when he smiled, he had dimples! Erin had never met someone with dimples she couldn’t trust.

~ ~ ~

“Francois?”

“Yes?”

“Hi, this is Carmack.”

“Oh, hi James. Nice to hear from you again,” Francois Leroux, Natalia’s father, replied.

“Yeah, sorry for popping up out of nowhere.”

“No problem,” said Francois. “How can I help you?” And as he said it he glanced over at the young woman sitting on his lap, naked with her legs spread wide, his hand on her inner thigh as she looked at him slightly annoyed. His wife and daughter were in the South of France right now, in Antibes, and he had the house to himself. The girl made a motion for him to wrap it up, and he wagged his eyebrows at her and rolled his eyes. She sighed and turned away.

“Listen, I think I screwed up quite a bit with, you know? Them?” said James Carmack the Third, his voice sounding a little less confident and cocky than it usually did.

“Oh? Unless you were directly responsible for smacking that jet into the side of number 7, I think they have other things to worry about.”

“Oh shit! That one was number 7?” James exclaimed. “Fuck! Wait, how do you know?”

“I know things.” His fingers inched closer to the folds between the girl’s legs, and she looked down at his hands, widening her legs somewhat.

“Um, I was supposed to deliver that girl to 7.”

“Which girl.”

“The one you tried out. Erin.”

“Ah! And you didn’t?”

“No. She got away from me,” the voice said, sounding sheepish.

“A girl got away from you?” Francois exclaimed. Then looked at the girl on his lap and shook his head slightly.

“Yeah, damn near killed me. Got a concussion, but I’m fine, thanks for asking.”

“Well, I’m glad you’re okay. Still, perhaps it’s best that ship went down or you might be in for a world of hurt.”

“I think I still am. The police told me earlier there’s someone out to get me, apparently.”

“The police know this?”

“It’s related to that incident with the senator. Seems like the Germans did not take kindly to the way we used one of their citizens. Someone’s been sent to take care of the matter and that appears to be me, even though—”

“Let’s not get into it too deeply on the phone, okay?” Francois interrupted him.

“Sorry, but why I’m calling is, um, do you happen to know what They’re planning to do?”

“Like, about the beached ship?”

“Beached?” James echoed. “Seems rather more serious than a beaching.”

“Yeah, but they’ll probably get it back up.” He reached down between his legs. His own member was drooping slightly, what with the distracting conversation. “I don’t think they’ll do anything against you,” he continued, eager to terminate the conversation and get back to who he was doing.

“So, you don’t think maybe, the crash has anything to do with—”

“With you not getting them a particular girl? Do you think their ships run on pussy power or something?” Francois scoffed. “I guarantee you they’re not thinking about you right now. You should worry about the Germans. Historically, more people have been killed by Germans than space aliens.”

“Well, yes. I guess. This crash did just flatten a lot of houses. And there have been plenty of others killed—”

“Again, I wouldn’t talk about this on the phone.”

“Sorry. Okay, I’ll…I’ll leave you to it. Thanks,” James said, sounding somewhat defeated.

“Yeah, bye,” Francois replied and hung up, tossing his phone onto the floor. “Where were we?”

“You were about to finger me good,” the girl said as she bit her lip.

“Yes, I was…”

~ ~ ~

Erin lay there on her back, breasts just above the surface of the water, hair fanning out in a halo, framing her face as she kept her arms and legs spread. Darian stood there in the pool’s shallow end, his arms holding her up as she tried with every fiber of her being to keep calm and, most importantly, keep her face above the water.

“You’re doing great,” he said, smiling down on her, only occasionally glancing at her breasts or her mound, smoothly shaven and gently caressed by the lapping water as their bodies moved ever so gently. She knew he was probably getting turned on by her—she could feel the occasional catch in his voice, and she knew that she was getting turned on as well. Being this vulnerable in front of a male was something that came with the territory of being a sexual plaything, but somehow this particular situation was even more charged with eroticism than any bedroom or office she had been in so far.

She wondered if he would ask Catharina for permission to use her later. But what if Catharina wanted Darian for herself? That would be awkward. In the meantime, she could feel her vulva heating up, and wondered if Darian could detect her arousal. In any event, it helped take her mind off the fear of getting water up her nose.

“Just don’t let go of me,” she whispered, her voice rising a bit as she could feel her body starting to settle in the water.

“Don’t worry, just relax. You have natural buoyancy as long as you don’t think about it too much.”

“Well, now you got me thinking about it,” she hissed as she started to feel the water creeping up the side of her face and towards her nose. In response, his arms gently pushed on her back, bringing her back up and she relaxed.

“You guys, there’s ice cream if you want it,” Catharina shouted out to them, and Erin lifted her head to see that one of the maids had brought over a cooler that was sitting in the shade next to Catharina.

“Oh, yum,” she said and looked over at Darian, who smiled down at her.

“You wanna take a break?”

“Yes, please,” she said, and he gently lowered her bottom, keeping an arm under her lower back to allow her to safely stand back up. The chain attached to her ankle was long enough to allow her feet to touch the shallow end of the pool, one of its floats bobbing close by, keeping the rest of the chain mostly at the water line. Together they sloshed towards the stairs, Erin finding the experience of walking through water to be quite fun and finally they were out, Darian rushing over to grab towels, tossing her one.

Erin wrapped the towel around her shoulder, feeling her wet hair sticking to her skin and luxuriating in the feeling of water dripping from her body in the warmth of the summer air.

“What kind do you want?” Catharina asked.

Darian looked into the cooler that Catharina held open. He looked over at Erin and cocked an eyebrow. “Erin?”

She had held back, subconsciously letting Darian go first. Was this a new conditioned behavior that she had picked up? Was it because he was a male, or because she was a slave? It could be either. Ever since she had been enslaved, a slow and insidious process of conditioning had begun and it relentlessly worked to affect her behavior, her expectations, even her beliefs. With a sinking feeling, Erin realized that she herself was part of the process. When someone wanted her on her knees, she dropped to her knees. When someone wanted to fasten her limbs together or chain her to the floor, or a wall, or a torture device, did she struggle? Did she cry out in protest? Did she challenge what was happening to her? No.

When she was a young girl in school, had she ever stood back and let a boy grab something she wanted? No.

And it wasn’t even the threat of punishment that had made her hold back and let Darian go up to the cooler before her. She hadn’t even thought about it, just let him go up there, because it seemed the most natural thing: he was male and he was free, and she was female and she was property. She cringed inside. Was this what she was now? Not that long ago she had stolen a necklace, because she wanted to have something that was hers. Would she even think of doing such a thing now?

“Erin?”

“Oh,” she looked up at Darian and saw his eyes gazing back at her, smile on his face. He was waiting for her. Perhaps she was just being silly, and he was just being a gentleman. That was a thing, right? “Um, you can go first,” she said.

“What’s your favorite flavor?” Catharina asked. “We have blueberry, peach, dragon fruit, lychee, and…um, I think that one’s blackberry.”

“No strawberry?” Erin asked and then giggled as Catharina’s face fell. “Sorry, sorry. Um, peach? All of them sound good.”

“One peach, coming up,” Darian said, reaching in the cooler and pulling out a peach-flavored ice cream cup, a picture of a peach on its side. He handed it over to Erin and she took it gratefully, moving over to a free chaise lounge where she sat down, letting the towel slip off her shoulders. She peeled the top off her ice cream cup to reveal a little bamboo spoon. Darian had let Catharina choose her flavor: blueberry. He chose dragon fruit.

“These are good,” Erin said, enjoying the subtle flavor. They all sat there for a while, enjoying their ice cream, trading bites—Erin was surprised by how tasty the blueberry was, found the dragon fruit’s crunchy little seeds to be a bit off-putting, but otherwise quite flavorful.

“Erin,” Catharina began, as they finished their treats.

“Yes?”

“Would you be okay if Darian, um, was with you?”

“With me?” Erin asked, raising her eyebrows. She knew what the girl meant, but a sudden rebellious streak made her want to hear it spelled out.

“Yeah, like, you know?” Catharina said, picking up the empty cups and stacking them to the side. “I told him you’re pretty hot.”

“Oh?” Erin looked over at Darian, who had the grace to look embarrassed.

“Um, yeah,” he said. “You’re super cute. But if you don’t wanna, I understand. I’d never expect a girl to do anything she’s not comfortable with.”

Erin looked over at Catharina, who was looking back at her, looking a bit nervous. Why was she nervous? Did she promise Darian that he would get sex today if he would do her a favor? Teach her slave girl how to not drown in the pool, and in exchange he could have that girl for a little while?

“I’m always happy to do what’s expected of me,” Erin said, and Catharina visibly relaxed. “If you want to be with me, I don’t mind. You’re kind of hot too.”

He laughed, a little loudly. A little self-consciously. As if he was surprised that she would say such a thing.

“Cool, thanks,” he said. “So, um. How do we do this?” he asked, looking pointedly at the chain that secured Erin to the pool patio.

“I think the pool house would be best,” Catharina said. “I can relocate you there, Erin. There’s a tether in there, and I think your pool tether reaches close enough for me to secure you on it first.”

“Sounds complicated,” he said. “But alright.”

And so Catharina led Erin around the pool to as close to the pool house as she could get and then dragged the tether from inside it to where Erin stood. Indeed, it reached, just barely. Erin stood there calmly as she was transferred from one chain to the other, never once being freed. Were they scared that she would bolt? Or that someone (Darian?) would snatch her the moment she was left unsecured? In any case, Erin was now able to walk into the pool house, her tether scraping along the floor, and she took a look inside. It was very comfortable in here, and a large, deep sofa beckoned the two of them as Catharina spread a throw over it, causing Erin to blush profusely.

“Alright, you two have fun, okay?” Catharina said, winking lewdly at them before shutting the double-fold doors behind her.


Chapter 13: Necessary Work

It had been a long and tiresome flight from Frankfurt to New York JFK, and Sabrina had not enjoyed it quite as much as she had hoped. The whole way there (in Business class, this time—her contracts always stipulated First, but she had decided to give the grieving mother a discount) she had been eyeing one of her fellow passengers, a rather hunky looking businessman. The plan had been to drag him into the lavatory and fuck the hell out of him, but it had just never happened. Sabrina always got horny on flights. No idea why. Perhaps it was just being required to sit still for so long, or perhaps it was just that she was inherently quite sexual and any amount of time without much to distract her was going to inevitably lead to thoughts of sex.

And murder, of course. Although she did not think of it as that. She was hired to take care of problems, and those problems were people who, for some reason or another, should no longer exist. She consoled herself with her existence on an ethical spectrum that was rather gray at the point where she found herself on it. The people whose existence on this world she solved by removing them from it were generally people who had done very bad things. And the people hiring her to do this were possibly questionable as well, but at least they paid her. And this woman, the grieving mother of a fellow German citizen, not only paid, but tugged on Sabrina’s remaining few heart-strings.

When they were finally allowed to disembark, Sabrina made a beeline for the immigration line, groaning as it stretched out in front of her. After a few grim moments at the counter where Sabrina almost had a heart attack that she had brought the wrong passport, she was through and in the arrivals hall looking around herself for something tasty.

“Hey, you. American boy,” she yelled out as a handsome, fresh-faced young man walked past, baseball cap on backwards.

“Huh?” he said, turning around to look wide-eyed at the strikingly tall, blonde woman calling out to him.

She strode over to him, making sure to exaggerate the movement of her hips, thumb hooked under the strap of her pink backpack, the only luggage she had with her.

“How old are you, boy?” she demanded, fixing her with her steely gray eyes.

“Uh, twenty—”

“Good,” she said, not caring what the other digit was. Sabrina was many things, but she respected age limits, never taking on a contract that involved the underaged or the elderly. And when it came to sex, she preferred both men and women in their twenties or thirties. She grabbed him by the front of his shirt, which said something about a “Yankee” which she didn’t understand nor care about, and began hauling him towards the restrooms.

“Whoa,” he exclaimed. “Uh, what are you doing?”

“Be quiet, American boy,” she muttered as she pushed open the door to the men’s room. “Immigration!” she yelled out, and everyone there ran out as she stood to the side of the door, holding it open as the boy in her grip looked on wide-eyed.

“Fuck,” he said, looking at her. “Are you ICE? I have all my papers on me—”

“Silence!”

“Okay,” he muttered, as the last of the men ran out, zipping himself up.

When he was out, Sabrina set the maintenance cone out in front of the door and closed it, dragging the boy over to the sinks.

“It’s your lucky day, American boy,” she said, letting go of him and unzipping her pants, pushing them down along with her panties.

“What the fuck?”

“Yes, you will fuck me now,” she agreed, turning around and bending over slightly, spreading her legs as far as they would go, grabbing the rim of the sink. “Now!” she barked.

“Yes, ma’am!”

Sabrina heard the sound of a zipper being undone and soon enough his hand was on the side of her hip, and she felt the head of his penis pushing hungrily against her folds, parting them and entering her wet chamber. She grunted out in pleasure.

“Ya! Do me hard, you nasty boy,” she groaned as he put his other hand on her hip and began thrusting. All thoughts of protest had disappeared, as they usually did when Sabrina got involved. Unslaked lust was a problem and Sabrina liked solving that one most of all. Especially since the resulting mess was easily cleaned up, especially in a bathroom, unlike when there were bodies and blood and memories of crying and screaming and begging. Although if the sex was good there was a fair amount of that as well.

The American boy’s balls slapped satisfyingly against her clit and she reached down to rub herself, clenching her tunnel as his shaft began to throb and she tightened and rubbed and cried out and screamed as he spurted within her, making small animal sounds, as if he had been caught in a trap and was dying slowly, tragically.

Satisfied, she pulled herself away from his softening penis and grabbed some paper towels from the dispenser next to the sink, quickly wiping herself. She turned to see him still there, standing, staring, his softened penis hanging meekly down, no longer of interest to her.

“Yes?” she said, raising one eyebrow.

“Oh,” he said, face falling. “Um, that was…that was nice. So, um—”

“Go now, American boy. We are done.”

“Oh. Okay, um, well…thanks?”

But Sabrina had already pulled up her pants and turned to regard herself in the mirror. One problem solved. Now to get to Southampton.

~ ~ ~

Erin lay down on the couch under the hungry eyes of Darian, her swim instructor for the day. What did it mean that her owners would pay for their property’s swimming lesson with the temporary use of that property’s succulent flesh? Wasn’t that the same as if she were simply paying for her own lessons? Erin frowned, but for now she would be happy to pay for she was rather aroused and could use a penis inside her, truth be told.

Darian quickly doffed his swimming trunks, allowing his engorged member to spring forth as Erin eyed it with a mix of hunger and trepidation, for it was rather sizable.

He said nothing as he came towards her and climbed up onto the couch, kneeling between her legs as she raised and spread them. The chain around her right ankle made a sound against the couch and the terracotta floor of the pool house, a sound that she had become accustomed to, but seemed strange to Darian, for he paused momentarily to stare, then returned his gaze to her spread out charms. Still he said nothing as he reached out and gently parted her lips with the thumbs of both hands and she squirmed slightly, eager for him to enter her.

He repositioned himself, thumb and index finger of his left hand spreading her open as he gently probed her flesh with his other hand, sticking one finger slowly inside her as she gasped and sighed.

“You sure you’re okay with this?” he whispered.

“Yes,” she said, a little sharply, a little too eager. Why did he ask? Was it to make all of this her fault? That she was here, chained to the floor, given out to the swim instructor for payment? If she was okay with it, it didn’t matter that she was a slave girl, owned and lent out as the occasion arose? Did it absolve him of all guilt in this matter? That he was an active participant in the use of a sex slave? They could dance around the issue all day long and call her a captive servant instead of a slave, but that didn’t change the fact that she was one and if she said no, they would respect that, but she would be less useful to them, less desirable to keep around. More easily sold off to someone else. Someone who might not respect her take on things at all.

And so, she said yes, and spread her legs wider and held her breath as he removed his finger, having found her to be sufficiently lubricated, and then positioned himself over her, his penis poking at her entrance, one hand reaching back to guide it in, entering her, thrusting deep.

She groaned out and arched her back as his hands pushed down on her knees, spreading her wider. He began thrusting in and out, panting, his eyes closed in concentration as he enjoyed the feel of her. Erin pushed her pelvis upwards, grinding it against him as he worked her and soon enough, she began to feel her climax coming on. And as she came and he spurted within her, she thought for just a moment that someone else was arriving. Just a strange feeling, like one sometimes gets, where it seems like someone’s there who shouldn’t be, and the sky grew dark—either a cloud or a ship—and Darian collapsed on top of her, breathing heavily, and Erin turned her eyes to the windows of the pool house where Catharina was standing, looking in on them with a strange look in her eyes.

~ ~ ~

While Sabrina’s arrival in JFK had turned out to be rather satisfying, the trip to Southampton was staring to look like a complete disaster. She had ridden the Air Train to Jamaica, only to find that train service to Montauk, which was what would get her to Southampton, was suspended indefinitely.

“Why?” she asked the LIRR attendant rather forcefully.

“I’m sorry,” he replied, standing his ground, rolling his eyes. “But there’s an alien ship on the tracks right now, so no trains are going past Hampton Bays.”

“How do I get to Southampton, then?” she challenged. She hadn’t heard of any of the ships landing anywhere—this was unprecedented. They stayed up in the sky where nobody had to give a shit about them, and everyone went on with their lives. What was one doing on the tracks?

“Is there a bus that goes around it?” she asked.

“I have no idea,” he replied. “Don’t think so, but maybe. You can ask once you get closer.”

“Closer?”

“Hampton Bays. You can get off there and take a bus, maybe.”

She sighed. “Fine.”

And so, she got on the next train, which did turn out to be the Montauk train, only it now terminated much, much earlier. Sabrina settled into her seat as the train rumbled along and she was simultaneously horrified and impressed. Horrified, for the condition of the train was substandard as far as she was concerned. Impressed, for it, unlike anything from Deutsche Bahn, had left on time.

Several hours later they arrived at the Hampton Bays stop and Sabrina got off, along with the three remaining passengers, and made her way over to where a bus stood.

“Southampton?” she asked the driver through the open door.

“Nope. No-one’s going there,” he replied.

“So where are you going?” she asked.

“Back to Speonk.”

“Scheisse!”

“Sorry, lady,” he said. “Maybe you could get a car to take you the long way around the North Fork or get a boat charter. People are doing that.”

“Boat, no thanks. How long is the car?”

“Oh, it’s going to be hours for sure. The ferries are pretty crowded—”

“Ferries? You have to still go on a boat?”

“Yeah, to get from the North Fork to the South Fork.”

“Scheisse!”

“Sorry.”

She marched off, flummoxed. Boats were not something she would subject herself to. Not since the incident with her little sister. Even thought she had, at the time, simply seen pushing the brat off the ferry as a way to solve a problem, it had made an impression on her, subconsciously. And ever since then, Sabrina would not go on a boat of any kind.

She looked east. “Where is the main road?” she asked a couple standing next to their car, kissing.

“Huh?” the young woman said, breaking off the kiss and looking at Sabrina like she was an alien.

“The main road? There is one?” Sabrina was starting to think there might not be one in this primitive land.

“Yeah, follow this road until you get to Ponquogue Ave, then turn left. You’ll hit Montauk Highway,” the guy replied.

“It’s a highway? Like an autobahn?”

“No, it’s more of a big street here. It has sidewalks, shops on it,” he said, staring at her.

“Good, thank you,” she replied and left them to continue their public displays of affection. Sabrina had a long way to go, and it would be best to get going now as the sun was going to set in a couple of hours.

By the time she got to the barricades it was twilight and the hulk of the ship glowed eerily in the emergency lights that had been erected on poles, shining on the devastated area that surrounded the downed goliath. The sides seemed to be made of individual black metallic panels, each one shimmering in the artificial light, the seams between each panel tracing a grid pattern that followed the contours of the massive ship as far as Sabrina’s eyes could see. Massive scars tarnished the symmetry of the ship, and it was hard for Sabrina to see what could have caused such damage to something so big that it boggled the mind.

The wreckage of crushed homes peeked out from under the side of the ship closest to where Sabrina’s forward progress had been stopped by police barricades. A solitary street sign had managed to survive, its pole slightly bent, the red stop sign a sad comment on the state of affairs.

Sabrina whistled in dismay. Close up, these things were orders of magnitude bigger than they appeared in the sky, and it was now clear to see how this thing could block passage through the island. There was no point trying to get around it, that was clear. She could be walking for hours and never find the end of this thing. It was best to turn around and try to organize a flight to Southampton, if such a thing was possible. Perhaps a helicopter could be chartered.

As she prepared to leave, something in Sabrina made her pause. She was here, close enough to an alien craft to walk over and touch it. She looked around, found no one there to stop her, so she ducked under the barricade and quickly walked over to the ship, stepping over the debris that littered the ground. She reached out a hand and touched the side. It felt warm and she could detect a tremor running through it, continuous, barely perceptible but definitely there. Whatever it was, it was still running, still alive, as alive as an alien craft could be said to be. She walked along the side, not sure what she was looking for. Perhaps something that would break the monotony of this ship. A porthole? A vent? Nothing.


Chapter 14: Maxxing

It was dark now, even the security lights, spaced far apart, had stopped illuminating the section that Sabrina was tracing, slowly, carefully. Her hand brushing the side of the gigantic ship felt every groove, every scratch in it. And then it felt something else. An indentation that seemed manufactured but was not where the panels met each other. This was something different and Sabrina paused to look closely, taking out her phone and shining it where her fingers were, and there was a gap there in the surface, a thin line that she traced as far as she could reach. Waving her phone around she was startled to see a red handle, recessed into the skin of the panel. A handle made for hands to grasp and pull. Much like one would see near a train door—an emergency handle, to force the door to open. Or in an airliner, on the main cabin door, the kind the flight attendants would pull on to open the door.

She hesitated only a brief moment and then grasped it, her hand fitting perfectly, and she pulled on it, finding only a momentary resistance before it moved, rotating to jut out at a perfect 90-degree angle from the hull. A loud hiss sounded and a door opened in the panel, hinged at the top and rotating out from the ship, it slowly rose until it stopped at about a 45-degree angle from the hull. Sabrina stared at it. The door was about 6 inches thick, its inner surface white and studded with chrome hardware—pins that had retracted into it, doubtlessly meant to seal the door securely shut.

She peered inside. A dark hallway greeted her and there wasn’t much else to see, but it all looked more like a human craft than something actually alien. Was it possible that this was a human creation? Surely something from a distant planet would bear very little resemblance, if anything at all, to human technological design language. Right now, this looked more like the interior of the technical spaces of a luxury yacht (not that Sabrina had ever been on one—the safest place to hide from her attentions would be on a yacht) or an aircraft.

Almost disappointed by what she could see, she paused and thought. She was a problem solver. And right now, the ship was a problem in that it blocked her from getting to Southampton. Where her target allegedly lived in the summer. To solve this problem, she could either go backwards and wait until the next day to charter a plane, or simply go through the ship, which would be the direct route. Being German, she preferred to connect two points via a straight line, and so, after another brief pause, she hoisted herself up on the lip of the opening and climbed aboard.

~ ~ ~

Erin gasped as she locked eyes with Catharina, staring through the window into the pool house where Erin and Darian were still locked in their carnal embrace, his penis still inside her even as it softened, his body pressing down on her as he breathed deeply.

“You okay?” he asked softly, raising himself up slightly and looking down on her in concern.

“Yeah, yeah, I’m good,” she said, not wanting to betray Catharina. He turned over on his side, slipping out of her and sighed contentedly. She looked quickly over at the window again to find the girl gone.

“That was really awesome,” he said, turning to face her, his head resting on his forearm. “I hope you had fun too.”

“I did,” she replied, truthfully. It had been good to have someone inside her again, and he seemed like a nice boy, polite and caring. And a good lover. What more could a girl like her ask for?

The two of them lay there for a while longer, content to be silent, to savor the afterglow of their passion, transactional as it might have been. Eventually Alexia came to the door and opened it, to peer into the the room and smile at the two of them.

“Everyone decent?” she joked, looking discretely away from Darian’s naked manhood and focusing on her property instead. Darian’s upper body bolted upright, and he covered himself with his hand, blushing profusely.

“Um, sorry,” he said. “I’ll get dressed—”

“No need to hurry, dear,” Alexia said. “When you’re ready, just go ahead and join us inside the main house. Leave Erin in here.”

“Yes, ma’am,” he replied and waited for Alexia to close the door behind her before turning to Erin.

“Boy, she’s a little scary,” he whispered to her.

She laughed lightly, unsure if she should reply or not. If Alexia found out she had said something disparaging about her, she would find out just how scary her owner could be. So, she simply leaned over and kissed him, an act that surprised both of them. After a momentary pause, he returned the kiss, deeply, putting his tongue into her mouth and keeping it there as they embraced.

Eventually it was time to part, and Darian did so with many a longing glance at her as she lay there, content to rest, but sad to see him go.

“Maybe you can come back and teach me the rest of what it takes to swim? Unless that was all I needed to know?”

“Ha!” he burst out, as he shook out his swim trunks and slipped them back on. “There’s quite a bit more to it, but you make a really good floater.”

She giggled at that and blew him a kiss as he opened the door and left, gazing back at her for a brief moment before disappearing from sight. She could hear him engaging in conversation outside and then Catharina entered. The girl came right up to the couch and sat down, putting a hand on Erin’s thigh and gazing at her.

“How was it?”

“It was great,” Erin said, wanting to add something on the lines of, “But you know that, right?” Or “What do you think? Did we do it the way you wanted us to?” But no such words exited her mouth.

“I…I know you caught me staring,” Catharina said, her voice lowering, along with her eyes. “I’m sorry. I was just curious, you know? I shouldn’t have.”

“It’s okay,” Erin replied. “I don’t know how Darian would feel if he knew, but you own me, so you can look whenever you like, I guess.”

“I know,” the girl said. “I guess I didn’t think about Darian’s privacy. I feel bad about that. You won’t tell him, right?”

“I won’t.”

“Thanks,” Catharina said, looking relieved. She picked up the set of shackles she had been holding and motioned to Erin to raise her feet, locking her into the chains and then releasing her from the tether.

“You can go clean yourself up in the bathroom here, then meet us in the dining room for dinner,” she said, looking pointedly at Erin’s vulva, pink and leaking semen.

“Yes, Ma’am,” Erin replied, and got up to go relieve herself and wipe down. When she got out, Catharina was gone and the doors to the pool house were fully opened. She walked out past the pool, a body of water that now presented itself as a place of possibility, where she might yet one day be able to enjoy herself fully, maybe, if sweet Darian came back and gave her more lessons. She would willingly pay for them herself.

~ ~ ~

Sabrina crept along the hallway, keeping one hand on the wall to the left of her as she made her cautious way. She had turned off the flashlight on her phone as there were now lights set at regular intervals along the ceiling. All of it looked pretty modern, antiseptic, human. Boring. Ahead of her a flight of stairs appeared, metallic and utilitarian, and she ascended even though she would have preferred to remain at what she thought of as ground level. How far below the surface had the ship penetrated? Perhaps she was actually several stories up, but she had no way of knowing. Instead, she just kept going, finally reaching a junction and taking the right-most corridor, hoping that it would allow her to make her way eastward, where she could find a corresponding hatch to exit out the other side.

If she found something worth taking, or recording on her phone, she would certainly do so, but right now she was mission-oriented, and that required her to survive this journey through the ship to get to the other side.

Her dreams of doing so without anything exciting happening were dashed however, as she began hearing a voice in the distance. With another sense of crushing disappointment, she realized that it was a human voice. Definitely human, but not necessarily sane, she realized as she got closer. The hallway she was in had several closed doors off of it, spaced at regular intervals, none of them with any markings or writing on them. In fact, she hadn’t seen a single sign of any kind so far. But up ahead was an opening, and the voice was coming from it.

Sabrina crept closer, holding her breath as the voice got louder and stranger. It was in English, that she was certain of. And it repeated itself, as if chanting a mantra: “Dream, dream, dream,” and so on. She reached the open doorway and peered inside, to reveal a large room, filled with monitors, large ones, curved. All of them had something displayed. Mostly videos. Some had text scrolling by. Many of the videos were clearly pornographic in nature. Sabrina stared. “Was zum Teufel?” she muttered to herself.

In a chair, facing away from her, was a man, clad in blue jeans and a black turtleneck. His head sported short hair, almost a crew cut, and his hands were pressed against his face as he bobbed back and forth, muttering his strange mantra to whatever god he worshipped. Sabrina, profoundly shaken by the revelation that the inhabitants of this ship were nothing like what she had been led to believe, was about to scoot past the doorway and continue on her way when he suddenly, abruptly swiveled around in his chain and removed his hands from his face, staring directly at her.

Sabrina surpassed a cry of horror. His face was wholly unnatural. All sharp lines, chiseled cheekbones, pouting lips puffed to unreasonable dimensions, a nose that was all angles and symmetry, eyes sunken and sharp yet lifeless. Sabrina had seen such things before.

Looksmaxxers.

Young, misguided men who strove desperately to achieve some unholy and unnatural ideal of masculine beauty that had been fed them by algorithms and marketers and their own sickness, until they looked like caricatures of each other and nothing like a human being anymore. Aliens. Yes, there were aliens onboard this ship, but they had been birthed by human mothers and transformed by their own hand away from any semblance of humanity. Perhaps they had never reached space physically, but psychically they were no longer of the earth.

Was that what this ship was? An attempt to flee the confines of a planet that they no longer felt kin to? But Sabrina had never heard of ships leaving earth to actually achieve the dream of landing on or colonizing another planet. She knew that many attempts had been made to do that and they had all failed, but that was a long time ago. To be fair, she had also never actually heard of where these ships had come from. The unspoken assumption had always been that they came from far away and simply existed in the sky for many, many decades.

Paralyzed by her confrontation with this abomination, she kept perfectly still.

“Dreams,” he whispered. And then he simply spun around again and put his face in his hands and resumed rocking, bobbing, chanting.

Profoundly shaken, Sabrina continued on her way, but when she was several meters from the doorway, she stopped, took off her backpack and rummaged around in it. She pulled out several plastic toys that were still in their boxes, covered in German writing, with pictures of happy German children playing with transformers and vehicles and angular, robotic looking dolls. Pulling pieces out of the boxes, she quickly assembled a plastic handgun, putting a hairpin into the right notch to act as the firing pin, and screwed a tiny bottle of powdered makeup into the right spot. A press of a button and the weapon churned for a moment until it had manufactured its own explosive pellets. She loaded a number of innocuous looking plastic pieces into the handle and slid the firing mechanism back, releasing it. The gun was now ready. Putting her backpack back on, she briefly considered going back and putting that thing out of its misery but decided that wasn’t her mission. There would possibly be an opportunity to come back and finish this task.

She was a problem solver. Her problem was getting to the other side of this ship, finding James Carmack the Third, ending his existence. The abomination that resided within this ship (and there couldn’t just be one of them, could there?) was a different problem.

She would solve it later.


Chapter 15: Coopers Beach

As Sabrina was making her way through the ship, a call came into the Southampton Town police department. A body found washed up on the sand at Cooper’s Beach. Captain Brian Hedges and his lieutenant Jamie Dalton, overwhelmed with the alien ship that had crashed down on their territory, and already dealing with the kidnapping investigation of the captive servant girl Erin, reached the parking lot of Cooper’s Beach at around 11 pm.

“I hate to say it, but it’s probably someone from the crash site,” Jamie said as they walked across the parking lot towards the beach.

“What? The canal? Where the ship crashed down?” Brian asked.

“Yeah.”

“No way,” he said. “Any body from the crash site would have stayed within Shinnecock Bay. This body came onto an ocean beach.”

“It could have come through the Shinnecock Inlet and out into the ocean?” she countered.

“Currents don’t really support that, I think. But maybe,” he said as they walked across the beach sand towards a group of people standing around a body. Brian recognized three of them.

“Arvin, Emily, Benito,” he said, nodding at the three members of the Southampton Water Rescue team.

“Hey Brian,” Emily replied. Tall and stocky, she was an expert diver and leader of the crew. “Meet Frank Marder, he found the body.”

“Hi,” he said. “I live nearby. Walking the dog,” he said, gesturing over to a spaniel sitting obediently next to the man on a leash, panting and looking up at the newcomers. “Saw something on the beach, saw him, called 911.”

Brian knelt down next to the body and looked. “Cause of death? Any idea?”

“We’ll have to get the medical examiner in here,” Arvin replied, shaking his head.

“He hasn’t come yet?”

“Nope. Caught on the wrong side of the ship,” Emily said. “He’s on his way, but it’ll take him a couple more hours. But I’d say drowning, plain and simple. He was cold when we got here.”

“Oh shit,” Jamie exclaimed, staring at the face. “This is that guy!”

“What guy?” Brian asked, standing up.

“The guy that we think kidnapped that girl, Erin. This is James Carmack!” Jamie said, standing up as well.

“James Carmack?” Brian echoed.

“The Third?” Emily asked, looking at the body with a new interest.

“Oh, you know him?” Brian asked.

“I know of him. Super rich guy, owns that house over there,” she said, pointing off to the east. “Maybe he just went for a swim and got caught in a rip current.”

“I don’t know…prime suspect in a kidnapping and now he washes up on the beach?” Jamie said.

“You think the DeBries did this?” Brian asked her, cocking an eyebrow. “I didn’t really get that vibe from them.”

“Who’re they?” Benito asked.

“They’re the family of the girl this guy’s accused of kidnapping,” Jamie answered.

“Wow. That’s pretty serious. I’d probably do something to the guy who kidnapped my daughter,” Benito said.

“Well, not exactly. She’s a captive servant, and they’re her owners. So, technically it’s just property theft,” Jamie clarified. “But still. It’s a bit of a coincidence.”

“Oh!”

Brian and Jamie turned to look. Arvin had pulled up the rash guard that covered the body’s torso. He turned up to look at them, then turned his eyes back to the massive hole where a heart used to be.

“I don’t think this was a drowning,” Arvin said.

~ ~ ~

Sabrina continued to make her way through the lit passageways of the giant ship, trying hard to keep going in a consistent direction towards what she hoped would be the other side, where she felt certain she could find another hatch to exit from. She didn’t have a compass on her, and if she did she wasn’t sure that it would work inside the ship, but she felt pretty certain that the passageway she was in ran perpendicular to the side of the ship she had entered from.

As she reached what she judged to be the middle of the ship, the interior changed somewhat, everything becoming more curved. The walls, the ceiling, the hallways that intersected, even the doorways lost their straight edges, their perpendicular corners, and became softer, curvier, oval. Everything was a stark white, with the lighting becoming correspondingly brighter. Even the ceiling heights increased. Entering an enormous open space, Sabrina looked around herself in wonder. A huge domed ceiling curved away above her, and several oval openings radiated out from the sides of the space. The floor was a smooth mosaic of polished marble and as Sabrina traced the outside perimeter, she could see that it depicted the solar system, with the sun at the center and the planets shown in profile with their paths traced in ellipsoids around the sun.

She stopped by the entrance to the passageway that she had marked as being directly opposite where she had emerged into this great hall, but before she entered it to continue her journey, she heard hushed voices coming from it.

Heart pounding, she ducked into the passageway right next to it and pressed herself against the side, waiting. Soon the voices became somewhat louder, although it was clear that they were trying to be quiet, and they switched to hushed whispers as they entered the open space. Sabrina risked a quick look and found a group of five men in military uniform, heavily armed, hands on assault rifles. The men stopped and looking around in awe.

“Guys! I need to tie my shoelaces,” a voice called out from the direction they had come.

“Fuck. Hurry the fuck up, we’re exposed here!” a man who looked like he could be leader of this party said, turning to face back.

“Go ahead, I’ll catch up,” the voice called back.

Several of the others snickered nervously. “That’s always what they say in a horror movie, ain’t it? And then they die!”

“Fuck him, let’s go,” the leader said and he motioned for the party to move on. Luckily for Sabrina they turned to their right and entered the passageway on the other side of where they had come. She shifted impatiently from foot to foot, waiting for the other soldier to hurry up and follow his comrades. Soon enough she heard footsteps and he entered the open space and cursed.

“Where the fuck did they go?” he muttered to himself as he turned the wrong way and entered the passageway where Sabrina waited, her gun drawn and ready.

“Hello, American boy,” she said, pointing the barrel directly at his forehead.

“Hello?” he squeaked.


Chapter 16: Brittny

It was morning of the next day, and Erin was downstairs finishing breakfast. Today was omelet day, and Erin had thoroughly enjoyed hers, with mushrooms and red peppers in it. It was a real treat for her, for she had never had an omelet before, strange as it seemed to the rest of the family.

When breakfast was finished, Alexia had Erin help sort some of her books into alphabetical order on the bookshelf, a new system Alexia was trying out. That took a couple of hours and when she was finished and dismissed, Catharina came to get her.

“Erin, could you follow me please?” Catharina asked, seeming a bit anxious.

“Sure,” Erin replied, looking at her a little curiously. But the girl didn’t take the bait and led her to the elevator where, much to Erin’s dismay, she pressed the button for the basement.

“We’re going to the basement?” Erin asked, as the door to the elevator closed.

“Yup,” came the reply, and now it was Erin’s turn to feel anxious. The basement was where the punishment room was. Had she done something wrong? Was this about Catharina peering in on her and Darian having sex? Was the girl mad that she had been caught spying? Or perhaps she was jealous of her slave girl getting to be with him instead of with her? Or—and this made Erin’s heart race a little more—was the girl jealous that anyone else got to have sex with Erin? That would cause a great many more problems, and she fervently hoped that was not the case.

The elevator opened and the two stepped out. But thankfully, Catharina did not lead her to the punishment room, instead they went to the couches that were in the game room, where a pool table sat that, to Erin’s knowledge, had never been used. A couple of arcade machines sat to the side, blinking away dejectedly. They had probably never been used either, and Erin had always meant to ask for permission to play them but kept forgetting. She tended to avoid any reason to come down here where she had been taken to be tortured in that awful room.

“Come, have a seat,” Catharina said, patting the cushion next to her as she sat down on the comfortable couch.

“Is it okay if I’m, um, sitting directly on it?” Erin asked, blushing a bit. She was quite mindful of the fact that she was naked and that her female parts sometimes leaked in embarrassing and cushion -staining ways.

“Yeah, it’s fine,” Catharina replied. “These couches have stain guard on them.”

“Oh. Okay,” Erin said and sat down, not feeling any less embarrassed.

“I…I’ve borrowed another girl,” Catharina began.

“Oh? Um, okay? What exactly does that mean?” Erin asked.

“This other girl I know from riding camp, Violetta, she’s really nice. Super cool, has a horse. A black Arabian, super awesome horse, she let me ride him once. Anyway,” Catharina rambled on, still seeming somewhat nervous about something. “She has a girl of her own, like you. Except it—I mean, she—she’s her girl, not the family’s. They’re quite a bit richer, I guess. Doesn’t really matter. Anyway, um—oh. Yeah, she has a boy too! Can you believe it?”

“A boy?” Erin asked. “Like, a slave boy?”

“Captive servant boy,” Catharina admonished. “Slavery’s not a thing. But yeah, basically. He’s all hers too. And she said, um, she said she really likes to see the two of them together, you know?”

“I see.”

“Yeah, so it’s kind of a kink thing, I guess. Like…okay, so like, when I was looking in on you and Darian, it was mainly cause I was curious how it felt to see things like Violetta saw them, the two of them, her girl and boy. Except Darian’s not my boy, you know? I think it’s different when you…when you own both?”

“I guess?” Erin said, wondering where this was going.

“So, I kinda asked if maybe I could borrow her girl. I was gonna ask for the boy but that was, like, way too embarrassing. I would just die if she thought I wanted to borrow a boy to have sex with, like I couldn’t get a date of my own, or something,” Catharina said in a rush.

“Have you dated?” Erin asked, innocently.

“Um, no, I have not, but I could if I wasn’t so busy with my horse, and all the stuff going on, and the alien ship totally fucking up the traffic so bad.”

“So you borrowed the girl?”

“Yeah.”

“And…”

“And I’d like you and her to, um, you know? Like, be together and stuff?”

“What, like we would hang out by the pool together? We could go shopping together?” Erin challenged.

“No, of course not,” Catharina shot back. “I mean, I guess you could hang out by the pool. That could be pretty sexy too. But no, I meant the two of you would have sex together, okay? There! I said it. No subtlety with you around, is there?”

“Sorry,” Erin muttered. “But you just want me to have sex with her? Why?” But Erin knew why. She just wanted Catharina to say it out loud.

“I want to watch, okay? I think it would be hot, and quite frankly I’m ovulating and I kinda feel a little horny all the time, so I want to watch the two of you going at it together, and maybe I’ll join too.”

“You’ll join?”

“Yeah. Why not? You don’t object do you?”

“No, Ma’am,” Erin replied. Truth be told, she didn’t really object. Licking another girl had become something she did, even though her sexuality didn’t lean that way. But it was just another thing that a property girl like her did, and she knew that objecting would simply send her out the door, and therein lay not freedom, but another stint in a sales office getting examined by a different family, or perhaps even a single man? Someone who would buy her and take her somewhere that might not be as nice, where she might not get treated as well. “I don’t mind,” she said.

“Good, cause she’ll be here any second now, and I kinda reserved this space, unofficially.”

“You reserved the basement?”

“Yeah. Mom and dad are going out for a little bit, and Nic is meeting some of his friends in town too. That’s going to be later in the day, but he promised not to come down here. I hope he doesn’t.” Catharina pondered for a moment. “You think he might? Two hot naked girls? He might not resist.”

“I think he’ll be fine,” Erin assured her. “He’ll resist the temptation, I’m sure. Especially if he thinks his sister is down here. No guy wants to walk in on his sister.”

“Yeah, that would be…” and here she made a fake barfing gesture. “Oh!” Catharina exclaimed as the doorbell rang.

“Wait here,” she said as she reached down and grabbed a chain tether from beneath the couch and fastened it to Erin’s right ankle. “I’ll be right back!”

~ ~ ~

It was a matter of a few minutes before Catharina came back down in the elevator, and behind her was a pretty young woman, maybe a little bit older than Erin, dark, straight hair running down past her shoulders and almost covering her bare breasts. A pretty, upturned nose and bright, inquisitive eyes. Erin noted the girl’s mound was covered in a trimmed, triangular patch of dark hair from behind which a pair of pink female lips could be seen.

The girl spotted Erin and waved brightly, her chains rattling as she did so, both her feet and hands being chained together in a four-point harness.

“Hi!” she called out. “I’m Brittny!”

“Um, hi Brittny,” Erin responded, sitting up straighter and giving a little wave in return. “I’m Erin.”

“Hi Erin,” the girl said in a bright and cheerful voice, her face lighting up in a happy smile.

“Wow, you two are besties already?” Catharina said, a little sarcastically. “Brittny’s like, so chipper, I almost had to punish her for it on the way over here.”

“Oh, you!” Brittny said, a loud, unforced laugh bursting out of her. “She’s kidding,” she said to Erin, winking at the girl’s distressed reaction.

“Oh,” Erin replied, weakly. Catharina bent down and pulled out another tether, fastening it to Brittny’s left ankle, then removed the rest of the girl’s chains.

“There you go, now you and Erin can get comfortable together,” the girl said, a world of implication in her tone.

Brittny quickly sat down next to Erin, breasts bouncing, and put her hand on Erin’s leg. “You’re so pretty!” she enthused.

“Oh, thanks,” Erin said. “Um, you’re pretty too.” Inside, Erin quailed. She was expected to have sex with this girl, someone she had just met a second ago, and she was a peer. That made it harder for her, for some reason, and Erin wasn’t quite sure why. Perhaps it was that being someone’s property made it clear that it wasn’t really a choice on her part. Perhaps she was okay with doing it, but it hadn’t been her decision, and no one expected it to have been her decision. But to have sex with a peer, and still not have a choice, that was harder to stomach.

At least Brittny wasn’t a sour puss about it, or scared and fragile. This girl looked like she was having fun being here. If this had been a blind date, it would be said to be going rather well so far. Perhaps this was how Erin should think of it: a blind date set up by her good friend, Catharina, who just happened to own her, and had just chained the two soon-to-be lovers together on a couch. Where she would watch.

Okay, this was weird.

“So, what do you like to do, Erin?” Brittny asked, gazing at her with wide, sincere eyes.

“Um, I…I’m sorry, I guess I can’t really think of anything right now? Oh! Wait, yeah, I guess I like to swim? I mean…I don’t know how to yet, but I’m learning, and um…” Erin tapered off, feeling a bit embarrassed. It was probably best she wasn’t free to go on dates. She sucked at them.

Brittny held her hands up in front of her mouth and said, “I’m sorry, I’m sorry! I didn’t mean to embarrass you!” She put a hand back on Erin’s leg. “I think it’s super great you’re learning to swim. It’s a really important skill to have, especially when there’s a pool around. Plus, it’s super fun!” She bounced on the couch, her enthusiasm infectious.

Catharina, standing next to them with her arms crossed, tapped her foot impatiently. “So, you two getting to know each other is great, but we don’t have a ton of time before my parents get back, so…”

“Oh, of course!” Brittny exclaimed, clapping her hands below her breasts. “Erin, do you want to be on top?”

“I…I guess? Wait, no, um. Maybe I’ll be on the bottom?” she stammered.

“Awesome!” Brittny said, and the two girls slowly, carefully arranged themselves, taking care to not have their chains get tangled or hit the other girl. Finally, they were in position and Brittny lowered her face to Erin’s vulva, lapping gently at the pink folds that had begun opening of their own accord.

Brittny’s own female opening lowered itself towards Erin’s face, and she raised her head to reach, working her tongue between the girl’s folds. As she squirmed under the ministrations of Brittny’s tongue, she felt the presence of Catharina and looked out of the corner of her eye as the girl stood and stared, face flushed and pink. Catharina’s arms were crossed under her breasts and she stared, unblinking.

Erin decided to ignore her and concentrate on making her partner feel good, as Brittny was doing such an amazing job on her. Erin ran her tongue along the pink inner lips, feeling the moisture gathered there, moving down to touch the little pink button hidden in its complicated covering and she worked it with lips, tongue and even her teeth as the girl gasped and cried out between Erin’s legs. Eventually it all became a bit too much and Erin felt herself start to climax, and she shuddered and squeezed her legs momentarily, raising her bottom and crying out into Brittny’s flesh.

“Wow, that was something,” she heard Catharina whisper.

“I know, right?” Brittny said, and then she kissed Erin gently on her bare mound. “I could do with a lie down!”

“Um, you two enjoy each other’s company for a while longer,” Catharina said. “I’m going upstairs…to make sure nobody comes down here if they’re back.”

“Okay!”

And with that, Catharina left and Brittny rearranged herself to lie next to Erin, nestling into the crook of Erin’s shoulder and let out a contented sigh. Erin couldn’t help but hug her close and look down at the top of the girl’s head, her dark hair slightly damp with exertion.

“That was nice,” Erin said, and meant it. She allowed herself to relax, to lie there content for the moment. To think that perhaps her life could have many wonderful moments in it, just like this one. As strange and unnatural as their circumstances might be, still, they were both happy and content at the moment and that was not a bad thing. Not a bad thing at all.


Epilogue

Lieutenant Jamie Dalton of the Southampton Town Police parked her car on Huckleberry Lane, near the intersection with Oceanview Road. She had helped set up the barricades on Oceanview Road just after the ship came down. With a pang she thought of all the people lost beneath the ship, crushed in the middle of the night. So awful she simply couldn’t dwell on it.

But she wasn’t here to dwell. Reports had come in of a breach, and she was here to check on it. Indeed, there was a truck parked here that didn’t belong. An army truck, and it wasn’t clear how that could be, since the nearest base was on the other side of the ship. She walked over to it and peered inside with her flashlight. Nothing. It wasn’t technically illegal, of course. But it was highly unusual. They must have driven over on the North Fork and taken the ferries to Sag Harbor, then driven here and parked. But for what? There was really only one conceivable target: the ship.

Jamie walked over to the barricades at the end of the street and slipped under them, heading towards the ship about 100 yards in the distance. With her flashlight trained on the ground in front of her she could see footprints, many of them, heading towards the side of the ship and then turning to the right. At times she lost them as she encountered debris from crushed homes, even a makeshift memorial with flower wreaths and candles. But then she encountered the thing she had feared perhaps the most. A hatch in the side of the ship, hanging loosely open. The footprints ended there, as she knew they would, and it was clear that the group—presumably army—had entered the ship here and were still inside. Dead or alive, that was unclear. What was also unclear was what she was supposed to do next.

Off to the right was a lawn and a large summer home with a porch facing the ship, clearly abandoned for now. She would go there and settle in for the night, on the porch where she could get comfortable. If nothing happened by morning, she would let someone else take over the vigil and handle whoever, or whatever, came out of the ship. But this night belonged to her.

~ ~ ~

Erin almost drifted off to sleep, so comfortable and content she was. Brittny breathed warmly into her neck as she lay there, cuddled against her. Erin’s sex still pulsed a little from the pleasure it had received. She was just about to whisper something about how she hoped she might get to see Brittny again, when the girl moved up a bit and whispered furtively in her ear.

“Your father says hi.”

“What? What…” Erin’s throat closed and a whining sound took over her hearing, becoming her whole world. What had she said? Her father?

“Your father,” Brittny repeated. “He’s okay, and he said to tell you that.”

“But…how?”

“Don’t cry,” Brittny said, raising her head and reaching over to wipe a tear from just under Erin’s eye. “They’re coming. Don’t let them see you sad, or I’ll get a bad review,” the girl giggled.

“I…I, um, okay,” Erin stuttered as the elevator door opened and Johan entered the room.

“Catharina told me there would be two pretty girls here! Naturally, I had to come say hello,” he said, looking at Erin and pausing for a moment as if he could detect something wrong there. Then he turned to Brittny and smiled. “Well, hello!”

“Hello, Sir,” Brittny enthused. “I really like your girl!”

“We all do,” he replied. “We all do.”

THE END
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