

SubjectSmart

Part 1

Lena White and Badger Therese

This book is copyright © 2026 Lena White and Badger Therese. All rights reserved.

This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and incidents are products of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously and are not to be construed as real. Any resemblance to actual events, locales, organizations, or persons, living or dead, is entirely coincidental.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~

In a near-future America where debt slavery is legal, SubjectSmart is the country's third-largest subject retailer for renting human property by the hour, day, or week.

Inside its sprawling aisles, customers browse merchandise alongside living inventory—collared, naked, and available for almost any purpose.

For manager Fallon Wales, it's just another shift managing "subjects" and satisfying customer demands.

For newly enslaved Olivia Larsen, it's a nightmare beyond imagining.

Welcome to SubjectSmart.
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Chapter 1: A New Life

The longest day of Olivia Larsen’s life began at dawn, something she would later discover was the norm when things went off the rails. The sheriff’s deputies arrived at her apartment, the one she shared with her boyfriend until a week ago, just past 6 o’clock, a fact she noted as she stumbled out of bed to answer the door. She realized a few seconds later that she shouldn’t have been surprised–she’d been receiving notices for weeks that her case had been settled despite her failure to appear in court, and now the officers of the court had come to foreclose on her.

On her, personally. On her person.

Defaulting on her student loans wasn’t something she was proud of, but it wasn’t something she could avoid, not since the county hospital had closed almost six months ago. She’d gone to nursing school on her favorite high school teacher's advice, because he said the medical industry was the least likely to be disrupted by artificial intelligence. What he hadn’t counted on, what no one had counted on, was that the slow collapse of the rest of the economy had decimated every facet of country life. In Durham proper, the city itself, enough economic activity remained to keep most of the hospitals open. However, in the far reaches of northern Durham County, where farmers and the small businesses that supported them struggled as they did everywhere during the global depression, smaller facilities like Hampton Community Hospital were a dying breed.

“Olivia Larsen?” the burly sheriff’s deputy asked without really asking when she opened the door. “We’re here to take you into custody, young lady.”

Olivia blinked and sucked in a breath when the reality of his words struck home. Deep down, she knew this moment was coming, but now that it had arrived, it shocked her to her core. Slavery had made a soft comeback to help alleviate the rampant poverty that gripped the nation and the globe. Olivia was used to seeing collars and naked bodies in public spaces; she never imagined that fate for herself.

Now, her fate had been sealed.

“Turn around, miss,” the other deputy, a woman in her forties who looked out of place in the uniform, said with an air of apology in her voice. “If you cooperate, we’ll get you out of here as quietly as possible so as not to bother your neighbors.”

Olivia stared at the woman with disbelief and wonder. “How can you do this to me?” she whispered, the words catching in her throat.

“You did it to yourself, lady,” the male deputy insisted. “You can’t expect society to pay for derelicts like you forever.”

“Come on, Bill,” the female deputy said as she held Olivia’s arm while her partner applied the handcuffs behind her back. “Don’t be a dick about it.”

“Why the fuck not?” Deputy Bill sneered. “She fucked up, didn’t she? She’s not even putting up a fight. Don’t that tell you everything you need to know about her?”

The female deputy clucked as the cuffs snapped into position, locking Olivia’s arms behind her and ending her life as a free woman. Tears streamed down her cheeks and fell onto her T-shirt, the one she slept in to remind her of Blake, gone a week but still a comfort to her for reasons she couldn’t begin to fathom at this dark moment. He’d bailed on her precisely so he wouldn’t have to deal with this; he had as much as told her when she found him packed and ready to go one night. The idea of her counting on him for help struck them both as ludicrous, not least because she’d done everything the way she’d been taught, and he was a lazy fool who skated through life without bothering about the consequences. That she was being taken into the system while he was in the wind devastated her, but what was the use?

“Come on, then,” Deputy Bill said as he marched her to the apartment door.

“Wait,” Olivia blurted. “Can’t I put some clothes on?” All she was wearing was the T-shirt and a pair of panties.

“You won’t need any clothes,” Deputy Bill said with a hint of malevolence.

“You don’t have any kids or pets you’re leaving behind, do you?” the still-nameless female deputy asked with a cursory look around the small apartment. Olivia fought the urge to scream at her for asking such an obviously dumb question, but she was too lost in her misery to care about the deputy, the apartment, or anything else.

“Watch your head,” the female said as she pushed Olivia into the squad car. The girl slumped on the slick vinyl seat to avoid being seen through the side window as she was carted away like chattel, a word she remembered from the one civics class she took at Durham Tech that taught her more than any other about the new slavery system. The course was mostly concerned with the legal framework used to reintroduce slavery as a means of dealing with rampant poverty. Still, Olivia was intrigued by the practical applications of the system. She researched how the industry was evolving and coexisted with what was left of free society. She hardly gave any thought to the people who found themselves swept up by the system. Now, she had no choice.

“What’s going to happen to me?” she whispered through her tears at the backs of the sheriff deputies' heads. “What will happen to my things?” Olivia didn’t have much, but it was hers. Until now.

“We’ll send a contractor over to your place to gather everything up,” the female deputy said with a kind tone. “They’ll sell it all eventually, and the proceeds will go to pay your debts.”

“There’s not enough there to make a dent in what I owe,” Olivia said through her sobs as the reality of her situation kept hammering home at her. “Not a dent.”

“You’re the real asset, darlin,’” Deputy Bill said. “Pretty as you are, you’ll likely come close to covering the whole nut.”

“Leave her alone, Bill,” the female deputy said with an eyeroll. “She’s got enough to worry about without you making life miserable for her.”

“Me? Shit, she made her bed, now she’s gonna sleep in it,” Bill said with a wicked grin. “Or not sleep in it, at least for a good long while.”

“Are those idiots at lockup still playing fast and loose with the rules?” the female asked. Olivia wanted to ask what she meant, but she couldn’t bring herself to open her mouth. And she couldn’t for the life of her stop sobbing.

“Of course they are, June,” Bill said. “You really expect them to keep it in their pants when they got someone like her all to themselves all night long?”

“Someone should report them,” Deputy June said as much to herself as to her partner.

“Yeah, you go right ahead, June bug. You screw up your career, and mine too, while you’re at it, and maybe we’ll get lucky and they won’t bust us down to animal control.” Bill turned to look over his shoulder to merge to his right when his eyes met Olivia’s. He smiled at her, but she’d seen that kind of smile before. Her blood ran cold.

“Don’t be an ass, Bill,” June said. “I didn’t say I was going to report them, I said somebody should.” She looked out the side window to end the discussion, but Olivia wanted to scream at her that she should report the people who were abusing slaves. Because she knew in her bones that they were about to abuse her.

The trio rode in silence the rest of the way back to the station. Bill maneuvered the patrol car into the back parking lot, where prisoners were processed, avoiding the front of the facility and the public and, most importantly, avoiding the press or what was left of it. He pulled up to the doorway and climbed out, opened Olivia’s door, and motioned for her to exit the vehicle as well. She slid slowly to the door and stood up. The much larger man grabbed her arm and marched her toward the station.

“I’ll take her in for processing,” June said as she walked around the vehicle. “You get us something for breakfast.”

“Copy that,” Bill said with a smile as he relinquished control of Olivia and climbed back into the squad car. June led the girl with a much lighter touch through the station’s door into the building.

The room was larger and more crowded than Olivia expected, with several counters manned by clerks in khaki uniforms speaking to blue-uniformed deputies booking a variety of handcuffed individuals, from young girls like herself to bedraggled men who looked as if they were just picked up from the homeless encampments that dotted the landscape around the county.

June led the girl to the end of the shortest line, and they waited in silence for their turn. Olivia took the opportunity to ask the deputy, “What’s going to happen to me now?” in her most pathetic tone, which wasn’t hard to do.

“We’ll get you processed and then hand you over to the outfit that’ll be in charge of selling you to settle your debts,” June said with little sympathy but no animosity, either. “You’ll go quick,” she said as she gave Olivia a look. “Bill wasn’t lying about that.”

“Was he right about the men in lockup, too?” Olivia ventured gingerly, not wanting to know but not able to keep from asking.

“Hard to say,” June said with a side-eyed glance. “I really don’t know much about all that,” she mumbled, leading Olivia to doubt her severely.

“I’m going to be sold?” Olivia asked. “I don’t get to go to court or anything?”

“Your court date was last week, according to your paperwork,” the deputy said with almost no sympathy. “That was your chance to contest the judgment.” Olivia opened her mouth to protest that she didn’t go because she knew it was hopeless to fight the government over a mid-five-figure student loan balance, a sum she knew she could only repay in installments as long as she still had a job at the hospital. All of which changed forever when the hospital shut down.

“It’s so unfair,” Olivia said, mostly to herself as her sobs welled up once again. “I tried, I really tried.” She looked at the deputy, who was avoiding eye contact.

The line continued to shuffle forward until June and Olivia were at the counter of a Black woman named Etta, according to her plastic name tag. The bored clerk didn’t look up when June handed her the paperwork she unfolded from her breast pocket. A brief look at the papers was followed by a quick signature and a stamp.

“Pen C,” the woman said without making eye contact with Olivia as she handed the paperwork back to June. “Next.”

“This way,” June said to Olivia in a flat tone. Olivia had stopped sobbing somehow and shuffled along next to the deputy toward a hallway at the end of the counters. The din of dozens of free citizens being transformed into property of the state, if only for the short term before being sold, rang in Olivia’s ears. The banality of evil was a phrase she remembered from social studies in high school, or maybe it was middle school. This didn’t even rise to that level in her mind. The scorn of indifference came to her in an unwelcome insight. That felt more accurate, she decided, as if what you called it mattered now.

When they turned into the hallway, Olivia kept her eyes on June’s shoes until they reached a door labeled Pen C. The deputy pushed the door open to reveal a room containing a camera on a stand, a short counter, and a large cell that took up most of the space. The cell was made up of black bars that looked unnecessarily secure to Olivia, seeing as they were deep in the police station. The girls behind the bars–and they were all females–were naked and collared. Olivia looked at June in horror, but the woman either didn’t notice or was purposely avoiding her gaze. She led Olivia to a line of deputies and prisoners waiting for the clerk to finish the intake.

“We’ll need you naked for your ID photo, so…” June said as she held up a key ring that presumably contained a match for Olivia’s cuffs. The girl turned her back to the deputy who unlocked them. “Give me your shirt and panties,” she added as if she was asking for a light.

Olivia stared at June, who continued to look at the counter, then she reluctantly pulled her shirt over her head and peeled her panties to her ankles. She handed the garments to her minder without protest. All of the other prisoners in the line were naked, so the distorted peer pressure to join them was irresistible.

“Why don’t we get to wear clothes?” Olivia whispered.

“We need a full body photo and there’ll be a cavity search before you’re fully processed,” June said without looking at her.

“A cavity search?” Olivia repeated just as her mind sorted the word to the proper context, having nothing to do with her teeth and everything to do with…

“It’s all routine, and you should get used to it,” June said with a furtive glance. “From what I’ve been told.”

Olivia gritted her teeth and fought off crying to no avail. Tears dotted her naked breasts and her nipples hardened for reasons unknown to her.

The line moved quickly, as the clerk just took fingerprints before directing the prisoners to another area, where Olivia watched in horror as the girls were photographed front and back, then handed off to a team that performed the aforementioned cavity search in full view of almost everyone in the room. No one watched, including Olivia, as the girl who was subjected to the invasive procedure bent at the waist and spread her feet apart while holding onto the back of a folding chair.

“Name?” the khaki-clad clerk asked when June led Olivia to the front of the line.

“Olivia Larsen,” June responded.

“Give me your left hand,” the clerk said to Olivia, who had never been fingerprinted before but found the procedure oddly familiar from all the police procedural TV shows she had watched growing up.

When the clerk handed Olivia a wet wipe, June led her to the photo station, followed by the cavity search, and finally, the cell. Olivia entered the cell and turned back to look at the deputy one last time, she assumed.

“Good luck,” June said with no fanfare as she walked away.

Now that the bars no longer separated Olivia from the other girls inside the cell, she looked at them more as individuals and less as an amorphous mass of naked female bodies. She saw that not all of them were young, but most were; some looked scared, while others looked bored, and some wore collars while others, like her, did not. She caught the eye of one older girl, a freckle-faced redhead who not only wore a collar but had several tattoos on her that looked nothing like the sort you would see on the average twentysomething female. Olivia approached her.

“New here?” the girl asked softly as Olivia came within earshot. The few conversations that took place in the cell were muted as most of the girls seemed to be lost in their own heads, but the redhead looked open to talking.

“Yeah,” Olivia whispered, sticking with convention. “You’re not, then?”

“No, not even close,” the girl said without emotion. “I’ve been in the system for a while.”

“What happened there?” Olivia asked with a wave at the tattoo that looked like a barcode just above her right breast.

“I was bought by a lab when I first got taken into the system,” the woman explained without really explaining. “I’m Rita, by the way.”

“Olivia. What kind of lab?”

“Sex lab is the best way to describe it,” Rita said. “All kinds of research, but all about sex, one way or another.”

“Why did they mark you like that?”

“Damned if I know, but they were all about giving you a number to eliminate any confusion about who or what you were.” She pointed at the number below the barcode. “See here? For two years, I was officially known as 23994, not Rita Taylor.”

“How many tattoos do you have?” Olivia asked as she noticed the one on Rita’s thigh.

“Five, and before you ask, yeah, they hurt like a motherfucker when they put them on. One right after the other in no time at all, if you can believe it.”

Olivia couldn’t believe it. “Why? What was the point?”

“To make themselves feel better about treating us like shit, you ask me.”

Olivia had many more questions about Rita’s experience, but she had an even more urgent need to know what was going to happen to her, so she willed herself to change the subject.

“Why do you have a collar?”

“You’ll have one, too, before long. It’s standard but not a priority here, from what I can tell. Maybe at the processing facility or the auction house. Or the stacks.”

“Stacks?”

“A warehouse of sorts, for slaves.”

Olivia startled. It was the first time she’d heard the word ‘slaves’ used in reference to her new status, and it nearly gutted her. This was really happening. This was her new reality.

“It’s okay, Olivia,” Rita said gently. “It takes a little while to get used to it, but you will. We all go through it.” She looked around at the other women in the cell. “This place is nothing compared to some I’ve seen.”

“Why are you here, though? Did you get sold?” The word, not quite as shocking as slave but shocking nonetheless, almost caught in Olivia’s throat.

“Yeah, this is the fifth or sixth time,” Rita admitted. “I lose track.”

“Why?”

“Why not? Some people get off on owning, others like to trade. Takes all kinds, you know?”

“So, the lab traded you?”

“Yeah, I wasn’t what they were looking for in the long run, so they offed me to a broker after a couple of years.” She looked around again. “Most of the ones you see with collars are a little older, so they've probably been around for a while.”

Olivia looked closer at the dozens of girls in the cell and saw that Rita was right–the ones with collars, about half of them, looked older and less nervous than the ones with no collars like herself. “Are all the new ones like me?”

“I have no idea,” Rita replied. “What did they get you for?”

“I’m late on my student loans,” Olivia whispered, still ashamed of the mess she’d made of her life, both personally and financially.

Rita smirked. “If you’re in here, girlfriend, you’re more than just late. You defaulted, and they’re gonna sell you to pay off what they can.”

“Yeah,” Olivia allowed. “Can I ask you something else?”

“Sure, babe. Ask away.”

“The officers who brought me in here said something about the staff, uh, using the prisoners. Is that true?”

Rita’s smile disappeared. “First of all, you’re not a prisoner, Olivia. You’re a slave. No longer a person, soon to be someone’s property. For now, the county owns you, and as such, you got no rights like you did yesterday. None. If some guard wants to pull you out of general population and take you to some storage closet, ain’t nobody gonna stop him. And pretty as you are, that’s a really good likelihood, I’m afraid.”

Olivia’s eyes watered and she choked back a sob. “I’ve never been…”

The older woman leaned close. “Well, you'd better get used to it because that’s why you’re here. They figured out years ago that we’re worth more as property than as free women, so the first chance you gave ‘em to snatch you up…” She shrugged. “The game’s been rigged since the beginning of time, I’m afraid. Ain’t nothing gonna change that, not in here and not anytime soon.”

“Olivia Larsen?” a male guard in a khaki uniform called out from near the door of the cell. “Which one of you is Olivia Larsen?”

Olivia froze as her heart rate spiked. She thought about keeping quiet and hoping the guard would go away, but Rita whispered that would be a bad idea.

“They know you’re in here, Liv. Don’t make it worse by trying to put off the inevitable.”

Reluctantly, Olivia moved slowly toward the door of the cell until she caught the eye of the guard. He looked like a teenager in the ill-fitting uniform, but he had a clipboard which made him seem official. “I’m Olivia Larsen,” she choked through her tears.

The impossibly-young guard glanced at Olivia and then marked something on his clipboard before he unlocked the cell door and swung it open. 

“Yeah, you’ve been sold.”


Chapter 2: Another Day at SubjectSmart

Fallon Wales took the last space in the employee lot behind SubjectSmart, inching up to the flattened shipping boxes and empty wooden pallets, making sure there was a decent gap between her car and the yellow dumpster before she turned off the engine.

It was a cold April morning in Durham, North Carolina, maybe one of the last hard freezes before spring settled in, and her black skirt swished around her thighs and she pulled her parka close as she hustled to the megastore’s back entrance, waving her badge and pushing into the store’s warmth before the door was finished beeping.

She heard voices from the breakroom down the hall to her left, heard a toilet flush, smelled the day’s first pot of coffee, but she headed right to clock in, holding her badge over the TimeScan, making sure it registered her. Another swipe of her card got her through the door into the store proper, and she snaked her way among the shelves of merchandise, display and training areas, bins of shoes, racks of chains and leashes and disciplinary equipment, to the row of offices at the store’s front corner.

Her first stop was the night manager’s office, and she paused at the open door and aimed her words at the back of the heavyset man in his 50s. “Hey, Ralph.”

“Hey,” he said, spinning away from his PC to face her. “What’s shakin’, nursie?”

“I’m not a nurse,” Fallon reminded him. “Anything happen last night?”

“We got another girl,” he replied.

“What time?”

“I guess 2 or 3. I put the slip under your door.”

“Good condition?”

“No body parts missing,” he said.

“Mental condition?”

“I didn’t detect any schizophrenia, if that’s what you’re talking about.”

“Not that,” Fallon said, rolling her eyes. “Upset, tired, asleep, drugged for the trip? I’m going to be talking to her in a second, and maybe renting her out today, kind of nice to know what to expect.”

“Like they usually are that time of night,” he said. “Edgy zombie, maybe. Eyes staring but not seeing anything, but nervous as fuck at the same time. Cute though, of course. Really cute. Big tits. Nice pussy.”

“Cute,” Fallon said. “Like schoolgirl cute, whore cute, MILF cute?”

“You’re the expert,” Ralph said. “But in layman’s terms, maybe innocent cute. Like, not expecting this at all, no idea what she’s doing here.”

“Okay, yeah, definitely a market for that,” Fallon said. “You got inside her?”

“Yeah, but it wasn’t easy,” Ralph said. “I had to repeat myself three times before she bent over. One of the disadvantages of wee hour delivery.”

“But she got into position eventually?”

“Yeah, still in transport chains in the receiving room. I told her to bend over, hands on her knees. You’d think I’d asked her to build a transistor.”

“How did she do?”

“Held still until I finished,” Ralph said simply.

“Any reaction? Liked it, hated it, maybe–”

“Slept through it,” Ralph said. “Physically fine, a little tighter than average, no problem taking all of it, but if you’re looking for a reaction, put her with someone during the day.”

“Okay, thanks,” Fallon said.

Done with Ralph’s marginal helpfulness, she headed to her own office, unlocked the door, picked up the form waiting for her on the floor, and frowned at it. Corporate had notified her of an addition to inventory coming at some point this month, but they never told her when delivery would be happening, who it would be, not even gender most of the time. So this was a new female. Fallon scanned the form, found her birthdate, did the math. Early 20s, first name Olivia. They never gave the last name, because it didn’t matter anymore. Fallon studied the grainy picture printed in the delivery form’s lower corner, couldn’t tell much from it other than that Olivia had thick blonde hair and normal proportions among her eyes, nose and mouth.

It was 6:45 a.m. when she tossed her purse and coat onto her desk. Forty-five minutes until the doors opened, and probably not much longer than that before she had her first customer.

She left her office and headed for the double doors under the prominent “Subject Rentals” sign.

“Questions? See the Subject Rental Manager,” said a smaller sign beside the doors, with an arrow pointing toward Fallon’s space. And there was a button there too. “Push for Assistance,” it read. It was Fallon’s habit to push it at the start of every shift, to make sure it was working, and because she liked hearing it. She touched it and a woman’s insistent voice filled the cavernous store.

Special assistance needed in the Subject Rentals Department.

Special assistance needed in the Subject Rentals Department

She pushed past the double doors and into the pair of halls where rental inventory was kept, and she turned to her right and placed her hand beneath the two switches that brought this space to full illumination.

“Good morning, everyone!” she said, flipping the switches up and down a half dozen times. “Wake up! Store opens in half an hour!”

Amidst groans, the shuffling of blankets, the dropping of a bucket lid here and there, and a few curses, she went to the first stack of cages on her left and crouched to peer into the lowest of the three, where a pair of feet protruded from underneath the blanket.

“Hey, Stacey? Stacey? You awake?”

“I’m awake,” came the unconvincing voice from the far end of the kennel-sized space, nothing but a shock of red hair visible there, heaped across the pillow.

“C’mon,” Fallon said. “Let me see you sit up. You’re doing floor display today.”

“Fuck,” Stacey said. “Officially fuck.”

“You sound surprised,” Fallon said.

“My surprised voice and my pissed voice are sort of the same,” Stacey mumbled.

“I thought you liked display.”

“I’m on my period,” Stacey said, rolling over with an unhappy grunt, the top part of her face visible now.

“That’s why you’re on display,” Fallon said.

“I mean, this is gonna be a heavy flow day,” Stacey said, raising her covers to examine her body. “I’m a total mess.”

“You’ll get all the tampons you need,” Fallon promised.

“And switch them out in front of everyone?” Stacey said, sitting up and scowling, but there was a hint of a smile, probably because the contrarian female thought she’d made a great point.

“We’ll figure something out,” Fallon promised, turning her attention to the nude girl crouched over her bucket in the cage above Stacey’s.

“Hey, Maria.”

“Good morning, Missus Fallon,” replied the dark-eyed Hispanic girl, the sound of urine ringing beneath her blending with her South American accent.

“All good?” Fallon asked.

“Alway,” Maria assured, and from her perspective, it probably was, because the alternative for her was death in her native Guatemala. Someone related to her had done something very bad down there, apparently, the kind of crime against the kind of people that’ll get a whole family killed. But Maria (not her birth name) had declined to share the details.

“You were good last night?” Fallon asked.

“Pretty good,” Maria confessed with a sheepish nod.

“How many times?” Fallon asked.

“Just the one,” Maria said. “So I could fell asleep.”

“Do I need to start belting you again?” Fallon asked.

“Maybe, when my sangria flow.”

“You’re not supposed to be ovulating for another three days,” Fallon said.

“Si,” Maria agreed. “But sometime, you know, it pour out anyways, it get like on fire sort of. It happen last night.”

“If Hermann shows up, they’ll want you all day.”

“I hope they do,” Maria said, and she angled her body up and held an imaginary penis in front of her mound, twisting back and forth as though spraying something with it. “That be sure put out my fire.”

“Maybe I could wear a pad,” Stacey proposed, on her hands and knees now with her face between the bars. “And panties.”

“Nope,” Fallon said.

“Strings hanging out then,” Stacey said. “People’ll love that.”

“Tuck them in,” Fallon said, moving on and ignoring whatever Stacey said next.

“Hey, Fally-Fall,” a male voice said in the third cage in the column.

“Hey, Dak,” Fallon replied, smiling indulgently up at the slim, thick-haired blond man with beautiful, soulful eyes, sitting up with his arms around his knees, a half-eaten biscuit in one hand. He’d folded his covers and set them near his bucket, and he was naked except for his collar and the cage locked around his scrotum and very erect penis. “All good?”

“All good,” he said. “Wanna know what I dreamed about all night?”

“Fucking me,” Fallon said flatly.

“You and your sister,” he said.

“I don’t have a sister,” Fallon said.

“You do, you just haven’t met her yet,” Dak said.

Fallon sidled to the next cage, but Dak grabbed the bars and put his face between them. “Can I please get this thing off now?”

“If no one rents you, it’ll come off at 11, just like always,” Fallon said.

“Or now?” Dak said. “Because then you can make my dream real.”

“Nope,” Fallon said.

“At some places, the manager does that,” Dak said. “Just sayin’.”

And so it went, the SubjectSmart subject rental manager making her way from cage to cage, getting people out from under the covers, bantering with them, getting a feel for where they were physically and mentally.

Fallon had been doing this job for almost two years–ever since she’d dropped out of nursing school–but she brought more than experience to the role. You either knew how to work with human property, or you didn’t. She did, bringing just the right mix of support, understanding, and firmness to the 17 (now 18, as of last night) subject lives she was responsible for.

Four males, 14 females, available for a wide variety of uses, including the most obvious one.

It was not a terrible way to live, if you could set aside certain expectations for how you wanted your existence to go. You got plenty of variety, at least in terms of the people who rented you. The food was decent, if you were okay with high-protein vegetable biscuits, supplemented a few times a week with fresh meals, and the cages weren’t terrible: spacious kennels where you could lie down and stretch out, sit up but not stand, relieve yourself anytime you wanted in the bucket with the airtight lid, dispense biscuits and water and wipes until they were all gone. The showers were communal, but punishment was done in private, and only when Fallon considered it necessary. Fallon believed that as long as she was decent, consistent, and faithful to company policy, the 18 lives under her management could do a lot worse.

Fallon saved her meeting with Olivia for last, partly so the girl would hear her talk and get a sense of culture and expectations, and partly to give her some time to wake up. The female had been placed in the middle cage toward the end of the second row, so the order of things made sense from that perspective as well.

“Hello,” Fallon said quietly, peering through the bars of the cage

“Uh,” the girl said, sitting up, propping herself with one hand while she held her blanket over her chest with the other, and she looked dazedly out at the rental manager.

“Wait,” Fallon said. “Olivia? Is that you?”


Chapter 3: An Unexpected Reunion

“Fallon?” Olivia asked, her mouth hanging open and her brain locked up. “What are you doing here?”

“I work here,” Fallon said. “So it’s really you? Olivia Larsen?”

“Yeah, it’s me,” she said, almost choking on the words. “I can’t believe…” She looked away.

“Yeah, it’s been since ... what, 2 years? I haven’t seen you since school! What have you ...” Fallon let the rest of the question fade to nothing.

Olivia wiped her tears and tried to focus. “I finished my degree and got a job at the county hospital.”

“I knew you were going to get it done,” Fallon said. “You were always super-driven.”

“A lot of good it did me,” she said bitterly. “I wasn’t there three months when they closed down and I was screwed.”

“Yeah, I heard about that. Now you gotta drive an hour to get seen for a fever. So ... now you’re ...”

“As of yesterday morning,” Olivia whispered, still ashamed.

“I’m really sorry,” Fallon said. “What ...”

“I had to stop paying on my student loans,” Olivia explained. “It didn’t take them long to…” She sobbed again.

“Okay,” Fallon said quickly, holding up her hands. “Wow ... so, let me take care of some things, we’re opening up in less than a half an hour. But we’re going to talk, okay?”

“What is this place, anyway?” Olivia asked.

“SubjectSmart,” Fallon answered, stepping away from the bars. “You’ll get an orientation as soon as I can get it set up. I didn’t know they were going to deliver anyone last night.”

“Okay,” Olivia said. “I’ll be right here, obviously.” She looked up. “What do you do here?”

“I’m in charge of rentals,” Fallon added. “Been doing this a couple of years.”

“Rentals?” Olivia asked. “Of what?”

“Well,” Fallon said hesitantly, “you. I’ll catch up soon.”

Olivia watched her one-time friend walk away down the aisle until she noticed the naked girl in the next cage was staring at her.

“You two know each other?” the girl asked as Fallon walked away. Olivia looked through the double bars of their cages at the naked girl for the first time. She was pretty enough and had a nice figure, something all the girls in the rental section seemed to have in common. She also looked a little tired, maybe depressed. Olivia imagined she looked the same.

“Yeah, we went to nursing school together for a year,” Olivia answered. “I’m Olivia,” she prompted the girl.

“Harper,” the girl replied. “She was a nurse?” she asked with a nod toward the aisle.

“No, she dropped out before she finished,” Olivia said. “How long have you been here?”

Harper looked up. “It’s been a month or two. I have trouble keeping track.”

“Were you a slave before you came here?” Olivia pressed.

“Yeah, for about a year,” Harper said. “I got caught shoplifting and didn’t have the money to fight it.”

Olivia stared at the girl. Her student loan balance ran into the tens of thousands of dollars. “What did you shoplift? A diamond necklace?”

Harper gave her a weak smile. “No, just a sweater,” she whispered. “But it wasn’t my first offense, so…”

“That’s so unfair,” Olivia persisted. “What right do they have to do something like this to you for such a minor offense?”

“You haven’t been paying attention, have you?” Harper said, suddenly warming to the discussion. “The subject industry can’t get enough of girls like you and me, so they make shit up all the time now.”

“Girls like you and me?”

“Pretty young things who’ll fetch a good price, or a good day rate, or whatever the powers that be are looking for.” She glanced over her shoulder. “And it’s getting worse and worse, from what I can tell.”

Olivia’s mind swirled with the new and upsetting information. “What’s a day rate?”

“We’re in the rental section, so they give us a day rate,” Harper explained. “That’s what SubjectSmart rents us out for. We have a weekly rate, too, but most people don’t bother with that. A day or two is all they’re looking for.”

“Are the rates all the same?” Olivia asked, her mind still balking at the abhorrent information she was trying to process all at once. “And what do we have to do?”

Harper leveled a look at the new girl. “What do you think?” she asked rhetorically. “It’s mostly guys who rent us. Some couples, but mostly older men with money.” She slid closer to the cage walls that separated them. “And no, the rates aren’t all the same. I’m pretty sure Fallon sets the rates so that we’re almost always busy.”

“How much do you go for?” Olivia asked in a small voice.

“Six hundred,” she said without shame or pride. “Three grand for the week, but I’ve only been rented for a week a couple of times.”

“What’s that like?” Olivia asked, appalled and fascinated in equal measure.

“Boring, mostly,” Harper said with a shrug. “A lot of waiting around, some chores, nothing too strenuous. A lot of sex to start, but that tapers off pretty quick.”

“With just the one guy?”

“For me, yeah. I’ve heard of girls who get rented for parties, but I’ve never been, so I really couldn’t say.” She turned away from Olivia to talk to the girl in the cage on the other side of hers. “Hey, Maddy,” she said in a louder voice. The girl in the next cage over lifted her head from the floor of her cage. “You got rented for a bachelor party once, didn’t you?”

The girl, whom Olivia could barely see through four sets of bars, lifted her head and pushed the hair out of her eyes. “What?”

“Sorry, but we got a newcomer over here. Say hello to Olivia,” Harper said.

“Hi, Olivia,” the brunette said with half-closed eyes. “What was the question?”

“Didn’t you do a party gig a few weeks ago?” Harper asked.

“Yeah, so?”

“Well, I’m explaining how things work to Olivia since she’s brand new as of last night,” Harper explained. “She’s just wondering what’s in store for her, is all.”

“I got back late last night, Harper, so give me a break, okay?” The girl lowered her head to the steel floor of her cage, seemingly intent on going back to sleep.

“You wouldn’t think it to look at her,” Harper stage-whispered to Olivia, “but Maddy’s one of our stars. She’s rented out almost every day. I’m kinda surprised that Fallon hasn’t raised her rate, but what do I know?”

“What’s her rate?” Olivia asked.

“Just five hundred a day, which is clearly not enough to slow the demand. I think she’s been here a while and has a bunch of regulars who keep her busy.”

“How long is a while?” Olivia asked, not really wanting to know but unable to keep herself from asking.

“Almost a year, I think.” Harper looked over her shoulder at the sleeping girl again. “She’s rarely here, so we don’t get to talk much, even though we’re neighbors.”

“What’s worse?” Olivia asked. “Being here all the time or never being here?”

“No one is here all the time,” Harper said with a hint of attitude. “If you don’t get rented for a week or two, you get moved to the sales section, over there.” She nodded at the wall of cages stacked four high at the back of the building. Olivia could barely make out the figures in the cages, the distance was so great. The room that housed them all was immense. It reminded Olivia of the Grandmart Superstore where she and her boyfriend, Blake, used to shop during better times.

“So, all those cages contain girls who are just for sale?” Olivia asked.

“There are some boys over there, just like here. But mostly girls, yeah.”

Suddenly, Olivia realized she was hungry, thirsty, and needed to pee. “When do they feed us?” she asked.

“See these tubes?” Harper said, pointing at three identical cylinders hanging from the top of her cage. “The one in the middle has biscuits in it, the other two have water and wipes. You use that bucket to relieve yourself.”

Olivia stared at the bucket. “So, they never let us out of here unless someone rents us?” She’d had visions of being taken to a mess hall and a communal bathroom, the way prisons she’d seen on TV functioned.

“No, we’re stuck in here,” Harper said. “That’s why I don’t mind being rented, just for the change of scenery, if nothing else. And most renters feed you what they eat, which is at least different.” She leaned close to the bars and whispered, “The sex ain’t bad, either. Sometimes.”

Olivia stared at the wall of cages again. “So, they never leave their cages?”

“Not as far as I know,” Harper said. “But I never talked to one of them. They don’t usually move someone from sales to rentals. It only goes the other way. But we hear things, you know?”

“From who?”

“Well, Ralph, for one.” Harper gave Olivia a look. “He did fuck you when you were delivered, right?”

Olivia blushed hard. “Yes,” she whispered.

“It’s nothing to be embarrassed about,” Harper said with genuine empathy. “He fucks all the new girls when they’re delivered. I’m pretty sure he gives Fallon an assessment,” she added.

“How does that even happen?” Olivia blurted. “I mean, doesn’t the company have rules about that sort of thing?”

“What sort of thing?” Harper asked. “You mean, like sexual harassment or something?”

“Or rape,” Olivia whispered.

“Hon, you can’t rape a slave,” Harper said in a sympathetic tone that was completely at odds with the horror she conveyed. “We’re not people anymore, we’re property. Shit, they’re gonna rent you out to anyone who wants to fuck you, girl. You think they give a shit about the guy in the receiving department taking whatever he wants from us?” She rolled her eyes. “The sooner you get on board with the reality of your new status, Liv, the easier it’ll be for you.”

Just then, Fallon reappeared at Olivia’s cage.

“Hi,” Olivia said as she saw Fallon.

Fallon stepped to the bars, looked in sympathetically at her former classmate. “This is all completely new to you?”

“I slept at my apartment in my own bed night before last,” Olivia said, fighting back tears.

“Okay, wow,” Fallon said. “But that’s not that uncommon. This is all new to about half our inventory.”

“Is that what I am? Inventory?”

Fallon grimaced, trying to balance an old friendship with a new reality. She needed to push reality right now, as she had more than once with new subjects trying to come to grips with things. “Yeah,” she said. “I’m sorry, but that’s how it works.”

“Okay,” Olivia whispered as she turned away and tears streaked her cheeks. “I get it.”

“Crash course in things here,” Fallon said. “You can ask me questions, and your neighbors too, but here’s what you need to know for now. In a few minutes, the store opens, and people looking for someone to rent will start coming through. They might want to look at you, talk to you, touch you.”

“Touch me?” Olivia cut in.

“Breasts, nipples,” Fallon said, reciting words the two had studied together in an introductory anatomy class. “Vulva, anus.”

“I have to let them?”

“Yes. But no penetration. And you’ve got wipes in the tube for before they touch, and after.”

Olivia was shocked into silence. She just nodded, tears still streaming.

“I’m going to put a card up with your price and number,” Fallon continued. “If people ask, you just point to that. If they want you, they come to me, tell me your number and how many days they want you, I get a deposit and they sign some things and you leave with them.”

“What if they hurt me?” Olivia asked. “Or worse?”

“They lose their deposit,” Fallon said flatly.

Olivia stared through the bars of her cage at her former friend and classmate, the weight of her words stunning her. She was being reduced to a deposit, a small one, she assumed. How could this be?

Fallon, used to looking at things strictly from hers and the store’s perspective, read the fear in Olivia’s eyes and broke out of her standard patter.

“They can’t kill you,” she said. “Or, you know, there are laws. We file criminal charges if that’s applicable. But in two years, I’ve only had to do that a couple of times.”

“Where they killed someone?”

“No,” Fallon said with a quick shake of her head. “That’s never happened. I haven’t had one subject die on assignment. But we’ve had a few injuries, someone who ...”

Fallon’s voice trailed off.

“Accidents? Or…?”

“The details are confidential,” Fallon said. “And it’s never cut and dried. Things happen sometimes. You just do what you're told, be careful, and you’ll come back in the same shape you left in.”

Olivia looked at her neighbor in the cage next to her, who raised an eyebrow. She turned back to Fallon.

“And I’ll be expected to…?” She couldn’t finish her question.

“Whatever they ask you to do, within reason.”

“Whose reason?” She looked hard at the girl. “And they won’t ask, will they?”

“The store’s about to open, so I need to finish getting ready,” Fallon said. “And the questions you’re asking are good questions, but I don’t have time to address them right now. There are a lot of protections, though. No one wants to be involved in a subject’s death, or serious injury for that matter. Just treat it like a job. I mean, hospital work could be dangerous, right? You’re not homeless. You’ve got food and shelter, and you just do what you’re told and this isn’t a terrible way to live. Now, when’s your period?”

“What?” Olivia asked, jarred by the sudden change of subject.

“We don’t rent menstruating females, unless the client asks for that, or doesn’t care.”

“I finished my last one a few days ago.”

“Okay, good.” Fallon started backing away. “Gotta get set up, but we’ll catch up again soon, okay?”

“Sure,” Olivia said to the back of her new manager as she walked away. She turned to her neighbor and hissed, “Was any of that true?”

“More or less,” Harper said with a smirk. “But never forget who pays her salary, Liv.” She leaned close. “And remember, we’re all just inventory to her.”

“Okay,” Olivia said. “What kind of injuries?”

“Like a rope burn one time,” Harper said. “That one I knew about, because she was a couple of cages from me.”

“They tied her up?”

“Well, yeah,” Harper said, shrugging as though the answer was obvious.

“Why would someone tie up a slave?”

Harper, sitting cross-legged in her cage, turned her whole body to face Olivia, planted her chin against her knuckles, and sighed.

Olivia sighed as well, realizing the absurdity of her question. “Because they can,” she said, mostly to herself.


Chapter 4: The Morning Crowd

Fallon returned to her office, powered up her PC, and set about the day’s business. The arrival of new inventory always required at least 15 minutes of paperwork: logging into the asset backend, confirming Olivia’s delivery in good condition, and setting her daily and weekly rates. Five hundred per day, she decided after a moment’s consideration, $2,800 for the week. She might raise it, if Olivia worked out. She needed to raise a few of the others too. People always complained when prices went up, though, which she hated, especially when her regulars were unhappy.

She sensed the store coming to life, a bouncy instrumental playing softly now, the rest of the overhead lights coming on, and she knew it was time for something else she hated.

She grabbed a set of restraints from the peg in her office and headed back to the subject area and to Stacey’s cage, where she found the girl seated atop her blanket, arms around her knees, brooding while she chewed absently on a biscuit.

“It’s time,” Fallon said, using the curt tone that made clear this would be happening no matter how much Stacey didn’t want it to. Stacey rolled forward, putting her hands through the bars, one atop the other, and watching Fallon cuff her wrists. Bound there, she rolled around, offered her feet the same way, and Fallon shackled her, opened her cage, and let her slide out of the space feet first.

Next stop was the showers, but before Stacey stepped over the drain and turned on the faucet, she made a show of pulling out her tampon and tossing it into the can. It was hardly used, Fallon noted, and she wondered where the resistance was coming from. Stacey used to love doing display, would ask for it, sometimes even on her period. But maybe Stacey’s time was drawing near. Every subject had a rental shelf life, a limit to how long they could live this way before they needed to go to sales. The work could be fun, or at least easy, being loaned out to mostly well-to-do, middle-aged men who just wanted a companion for a day or maybe a few days, someone they could pay for and penetrate without further obligation. But living like a quasi-wife to one man on Monday, a second man the next, three more by the weekend, learning what each liked and wanted, conforming sometimes, failing sometimes, took its toll. And then there were the mean ones. Or no, mean wasn’t the term of art. Something else was going on, the appearance of kindness, refinement, humanity that faded once he had the asset home and naked, and whoever he was before stepped into the recesses of his mind so that another being could take charge.

Technically, any physical damage cost the renter his (or sometimes her–rare but it happened) deposit, but a light bruise, a few welts across the bottom, back or breasts weren’t worth the fuss. A lot of things happened during a rental, physical or mental, that no one would enjoy, and they stacked up even if they weren’t accounted for. Subjects stored and hung on to memories just like free people, and when the subject had had enough–when she couldn’t fake it, feel it, do it anymore, no matter what the punishment would be for recalcitrance–it was Fallon’s job to notice, and to transition her (or him) out of rentals and into the sales department. A non-performing rental slave didn’t mean just an unhappy customer, a refund, punishment that Fallon had to supervise or administer herself. Sometimes the complaints made it up to corporate, and corporate would call, and the questions would be demeaning, humiliating, almost soul-crushing:

Did you have any indication this subject was no longer suitable for rental service?

Were you ignoring those indications, or did you just miss them?

Is something going on in your personal life we need to know about?

Are you sure you were the best choice for Durham store rental manager?

We’re going to need a complete accounting of your failure to meet our customer’s expectations by tomorrow morning at 8.

Early on, before she learned how to spot the faltering inventory and she was getting reprimanded almost weekly, Fallon considered walking many times. But the money was good, and other opportunities Fallon was qualified for didn't exactly grow on trees, so she’d reconciled herself to this career, and to the occasional unpleasant tasks with a reluctant subject.

Stacey was showering now, starting with her hair, dispensing the decent shampoo SubjectSmart provided its rental inventory, lathering it in, putting a little more into her black triangle of pubic hair, rinsing, soaping her body and rinsing that, all of it done quickly, efficiently, despite the chains on her wrists and ankles.

Done there, Stacey turned off the water, went to the vanity with its stack of towels, its makeup and hairdryer, mouthwash and disposable toothbrush, and proceeded with the same bound efficiency to make herself beautiful.

“Why don’t you want to do display today?” Fallon asked, leaning against the edge of the mirror while Stacey stared at herself and carefully lined her eyes.

“Period,” the girl grunted.

“You haven’t cared about that in the past.”

“I know.”

“So why today?”

“I just didn’t want to do it today.”

“You never want to do it again?”

“No,” Stacey said. “Just today. Not in the mood.”

“Well, you’re barely bleeding, but here’s a tampon anyway,” Fallon said, pulling one from the dispenser, watching to make sure Stacey put it in.

“Trim yourself,” Fallon said, handing Stacey the little barber’s snips, and the girl spent a few minutes shaping the black triangle of pubic hair above her sex.

“Toilet?” Fallon asked, looking up and noticing the first few customers wandering among the cages.

“Already went, thanks,” Stacey said, stepping away from the vanity, shuffling toward the door that led to the rest of the store.

“Hey, Hermann,” Fallon said. “Here for–”

“Hello, Fallon,” Hermann said in his customary deep, uninflected voice. The first time he’d shown up to get a girl, Fallon almost hadn’t rented to him because she didn’t know if he was trying to be funny, scary, creepy, or if he was just on drugs. But Fallon took a chance on him, and the females he rented all reported the same courteous, if odd, treatment from him and his cohorts, and once Maria had shown up, he asked for her consistently, always in that same deep monotone. Good chance he was slightly autistic, not the only renter in that condition.

“Maria was hoping you’d show up,” Fallon said.

“I know,” Hermann said. “I talked to her just now. I want her.”

“Okay, I just need to get Stacey set up in display,” Fallon said. “Meet me in my office in a few?”

“Yes,” Hermann agreed. “Is it okay if I talk to Maria some more? I want to talk to her.”

“Of course,” Fallon agreed. “But don’t get her excited. She masturbated overnight, and she’s at risk of doing it again.”

Hermann didn’t speak, just straightened and breathed in, and Fallon led Stacey out the door and to the display area, a part of the store Fallon had worked hard on. It was her idea to hang a 20-foot-wide sign over the zone, with its own lighting, and visible from most of the establishment, reading on both sides:

SUBJECT RENTAL DEPARTMENT

GREAT RATES AND TERMS!

MEET A MODEL!

The display area itself was a square space about 10 feet to a side, bordered by a knee-high wall of white plastic that Fallon had been forced to install because other staff kept encroaching on the area with their own merchandise.

An unexpected byproduct of the wall, with a single two-foot-wide gap for entrance and exit, had been to impose a little order on things. The display was meant to promote rentals, to push libido to the point of an impulse contract, and the girls Fallon put out were chosen for their attractiveness, so some liberties with the models were allowed. But there were limits, obvious enough there was no reason to post them. Talk to her all you want, say whatever you want to say, touch a little (but keep in mind she might be on her period), get yourself worked up, and Fallon would do her best to get your contract finalized and get her (or anyone else) home with you post haste. But do not expose yourself to her, masturbate, or attempt to have sex with her.

Before the barrier went up, there was at least one issue a week. The most common problem was clothed masturbation, which Fallon didn’t know was even a thing until she saw a man with his hand moving in his pocket and realized it wasn’t his keys he was jiggling. But worse things happened often enough. Zippers down, penises out, fingers up vaginas and anuses before Fallon was able to intervene. Women could be a problem occasionally too. There was a lawyer’s wife who showed up every few weeks to ask questions about how the subject was used sexually, particularly how her breasts were incorporated into sex acts, and she’d end up asking the model to demonstrate on the woman’s own breasts. The woman never exposed herself, never touched herself, but it was obvious to Fallon she was getting a sexual charge from the encounters, and she needed to pay for it. The barrier had reduced problem events to no more than one every two months and had shut down the woman’s performances as well, although she still showed up sometimes, but just to hover creepily.

In the middle of the display area, soldered to a metal plate that was bolted through the linoleum to the building’s concrete subfloor, were a pair of six-foot chains ending in a pair of steel cuffs, and after Stacey stepped resignedly to them, Fallon closed a cuff around each of the girl’s ankles, tightened them, pocketed the two keys, and used a second set of keys to remove the girl’s walking chains.

“Tuck your strings in,” Fallon said, and after Stacey bent, spreading her lips and pushing the evidence of her tampon into her vagina, Fallon offered her standard parting instructions: “Remember to mention that we have males, that all our inventory can be viewed for free through those doors, and they can push the button for assistance at any time.”

Stacey nodded, well-versed in the marketing patter of this role.

“You’re okay?” Fallon asked.

“I guess,” Stacey replied, and she straightened her back, put her hands on her hips and offered a crooked smile, feigning enthusiastic professionalism.

Fallon smiled in return before she headed back to her office, where she found Hermann waiting for her. He was regular enough she had a template for him, just had to change the dates.

“How long do you want her for?” Fallon asked.

“Just the day?” Hermann said in a hopeful monotone.

“Half day up front,” Fallon replied.

“This is understood,” Hermann said, pulling out a thick, folded envelope from the breast pocket of his avocado leisure suit, a garment that Fallon was certain he’d bought at a thrift store, both because of its cut (four flapped pockets in the front) and its overall dustiness. He reached his fingers into the envelope, pulled out five 50 dollar bills, and handed them to Fallon.

Fallon filled out a receipt by hand and handed it to him, skipped the speech about what was expected of a renter, grabbed the delivery chains and keys and headed with him to the kennel area.

“Maria, looks like you’ve got a contract,” Fallon said.

Maria, on her knees at the front of her cage, made a show of clapping her hands, and she smiled at Hermann in a way that transcended the purely transactional. No wonder Hermann loved her, in whatever way the strange man was able to feel love.

Maria dropped to her elbows, offering her hands to be chained almost eagerly, and Fallon performed the same choreography she would multiple times per day, many times the day before, many many times over the last two years, transitioning a body with agency from confinement to restrained transit–applying the handcuffs and shackles, unlocking the kennel door, helping Maria onto the floor, giving the keys to Hermann, and watching the girl shuffle off after her temporary owner. What would he and his people do to her today? Fallon wondered. Anything? Nothing? Everything?

Fallon headed back to her office, found someone she didn’t recognize waiting for her just outside the door, a woman in her mid-30s in a short houndstooth skirt and matching blazer and a black purse that she held with both hands in front of her pelvis.

“Hi,” Fallon said, suspecting this wasn’t going to be a standard rental, or even a rental at all.

“I’m Trish,” the woman said, stiffly offering her hand.

“Hi, Trish, how can I help you?” Fallon asked a little brusquely, by design. She didn’t have time for anything but renting out subjects, and she needed people to know that up front. The dabblers, the samplers, the pervs and the hangers-on, looking for something other than what Fallon did for a living, needed to know they were going to have to find fulfillment elsewhere.

“You have something that’s very important to me,” Trish said with an awkward half-smile.

“Can you be more specific?”

“My daughter.”

‘Oh, who’s your daughter?”

“Stacey Billings. I’d like to speak to her.”

“She’s doing display,” Fallon said, pointing.

“I didn’t notice her,” Trish said. “I can talk to her there?”

“Sure, but please don’t dominate her time. She’s there to help us get rental business.”

“It’s her birthday,” Trish said.

“Okay,” Fallon said. Somewhere in her files, she had everyone’s birthday noted, but that’s as far as it went. She certainly didn’t have the time or energy for celebrating things. If family wanted to show up and do something, assuming the subject wasn’t already out on a rental and the celebration wasn’t too disruptive, Fallon didn’t care. But really, if you had the money, why not just rent your kid for the day? It was, in fact, a small but steady line of business for Fallon.

Fallon headed to her desk, sensed the woman still standing there, as though expecting Fallon to do something special now that Stacey’s birthday had been acknowledged.

Sorry, lady, that is not how this place works.

When Fallon woke up her PC, leaned forward and started tapping on the keyboard, the woman turned and left, her black faux-leather shoes rapping softly against the linoleum.

Fallon didn’t want to think about the woman or her daughter anymore, needed to finish up some of yesterday’s paperwork before the customers started rolling in en masse, which was going to start happening soon. But now she had the solution to the mystery, so her brain processed that briefly while she stared at her screen. Stacey knew her mom was going to show up, and being chained in the display area was not how she wanted to be seen. But really, was celebrating her birthday inside a rabbit hutch that much better? Fallon had a vague memory that Stacey’s mom had been in prison for something, so the money definitely wasn’t there to rent her, take off her chains, dress her and take her to dinner someplace nice. Really, the money wasn’t there for most of these families. If it was, their daughter (or son) wouldn’t have been converted to property in the first place. But some parents, to their everlasting credit, saved up for months to celebrate one more normal day with their lost child.

“Ma’am?” someone said. Fallon whirled around, found another woman at her door, prayed silently to herself it wasn’t another mom here to visit her kid.

“Hi,” Fallon said.

“I want the boy,” she said, voice barely a whisper.

“Which one?” Fallon asked. She had four in inventory.

“The one who,” she began, voice catching. “Blond hair. Oh, and you’ve got him locked up.”

“They’re all locked up,” Fallon said.

“No, I mean ...” the woman said, gesturing toward her middle. Only Dak had been put in a penis cage, so she was probably talking about him. Still, you’ve got to be sure.

“Do you remember the number?” Fallon said.

“There was a number?” the woman said. She was a little on the plump side, or just solidly built, but she’d found bluejeans that worked. She had her black winter coat draped over her arm. Her black, off-the-shoulder sweater exposed the strap of her white camisole and the curve of her ample breasts. She was pretty in her own way, thick black hair framing an impish, almost childlike face. But Fallon detected tragedy.

Fallon could have gotten up, gone to the kennel of the desired male, and verified absolutely which one the woman wanted, but it had to be Dak.

“Sounds like you want Dak,” Fallon said.

“Yeah, that was his name,” the woman said. “He told me that.”

“And you talked to him a little?”

This was an important question. People would see a slave and want them on sight alone, be too shy to speak to them, order them and then get disappointed because they didn’t like the way the subject talked or laughed, or there just wasn’t that undefinable click.

“Yeah,” the woman said. “He said he wanted to get all four of my places.”

“Four?” Fallon said.

The woman pointed between her breasts. “Here too.”

“We tend to discourage subjects from speaking too explicitly to customers,” Fallon said, making a mental note that she might need to schedule Dak for punishment.

“I didn’t mind,” the woman said. “I liked it. Can I, um, can I urinate on him?”

“Whatever you work out is your business,” Fallon said.

“I told him I wanted to,” she said. “I said that first. And he told me what he wanted to do to me after that.”

Okay. If the customer goes there, the subject can follow, as long as nothing gets out of hand. Dak had done nothing wrong.

“Have you ever rented a subject before?” Fallon asked.

“No,” the woman said, moving into the office slowly, sitting tentatively on the chair when Fallon pointed to it.

Fallon opened the contract template on her PC, turned to look at the woman.

“What’s your name?”

“Margaret Marston.”

“Nice to meet you, Margaret. I’m Fallon.”

“Hi, Fallon.”

“What made you decide to visit SubjectSmart?”

Another important question. First-time renters could come in with unrealistic plans, ridiculous expectations, unworkable fantasies. There was the man who was going to try to trigger what he believed was his wife’s hidden lesbianism. A father wanted a girl because he thought she could turn his gay son straight. And then there was a couple looking for a female “sundial” to alter the Earth’s orbit (something about global warming). Whenever Fallon had doubts, she’d share them, because it was much easier to get someone not to rent than to deal with an unhappy customer after the fact who blamed Fallon for whatever went wrong, wanted a refund, and promised to take it to corporate. Sometimes the weird ones went away, but if they didn’t, Fallon added a clause to the contract that they had to initial, something vague enough to protect everyone’s privacy but helpful if someone complained: Customer understands that the desired outcome might not result from this rental, and absolves SubjectSmart of all responsibility.

Margaret was giving off the aura of a problem rental. Fallon looked at her, waiting for her to answer.

“Clean break,” she said after a long pause.

“Clean break,” Fallon echoed. “Clean break from what?”

“You ever hear of a tradwife?”

“Uh huh,” Fallon confirmed.

“I’m done with that,” the woman said.

“Are you still married?”

“I’m filing for divorce, but technically, yes.”

“You don’t still live with him?”

“Sort of,” the woman said.

“Will your husband know you’re doing this?”

“I hope so.”

“Will he be there?”

“I want him to be.”

Fallon offered a pained smile, a strategic gesture she used in problem situations, a look that said I’m not sure this is going to work out, so her words wouldn’t sting as much.

“Okay, Margaret ... may I call you Margaret?”

“Yes. Or just Maggie. He hated it when people called me Maggie.”

“Okay, Maggie, here’s my concern,” Fallon said. “Dak is one of our best male subjects. He’s very passionate, and he does what he’s told. But if he ends up in a situation between you and your husband, and your husband gets upset, and Dak doesn’t come back in one piece tonight, or doesn’t come back at all, then that’s going to be very bad for you, and for me.”

“And Dak,” Margaret said.

“Right,” Fallon agreed. “So maybe you should get things a little more settled with your husband before you rent Dak.”

“Okay, right,” Margaret said. “I don’t mean my husband will be there, physically. He’s going to be in Greensboro all day, on a job. But I’ll want him to find out. I’ll want him to see it. Can it be recorded?”

“Yes, pictures or video, but only for private use. If you want to sell it, that’s a different contract.”

“We have security cameras. Is that okay?”

“Sure,” Fallon said. “Not the highest quality though.”

“I don’t need quality,” Margaret said. “I just want him to see it.”

“So that’s how he’ll see it?” Fallon said. “Not in person? Just when he gets home and plays through it?”

“Oh ...” Margaret said, nodding and looking up, at something very far away. “He’ll see it.”

“You’ve thought all this through?” Fallon said.

“Yes. For months.”

“I’m not a lawyer or anything,” Fallon said, “but when there’s evidence of infidelity, you can lose some of your bargaining power.”

“I have no bargaining power,” she said, lower jaw jutting forward in rage. “I have no rights. He told me that every day. I just want to get away from him. Him, his family, his church. Clean break.”

“Are there any children?”

“No, thank God ... Goddess.”

Carter, one of her regulars, peered in at her, and she waved and he waved back. “Hey, Carter, be right with you,” she said.

“Okay, I’m hesitant,” Fallon said, returning her attention to Margaret, needing to wind this up. “Our subjects are meant for fun, and basic labor. I’m concerned about what–”

“Fun,” Margaret said, a little urgently. “That’s what he’s for. Forget everything else I said.”

“You’ll take good care of him?” Fallon said. “You’ll keep him safe?”

“I’m going to get really, really nasty with him. Is that okay?”

“Of course.”

“Can he get me pregnant?”

“Yes, he’s not fixed. But if he does, that’s your problem. It’s in the contract.”

“Good.”


Chapter 5: Immersion

The sound of the store coming to life told Olivia that the doors must have opened, even though from her limited vantage point, she couldn’t see the entrance. She glanced at her neighbor, Harper, but the girl was watching the aisle intently through the bars of her cage, as if she expected someone to come along, or something to happen.

“I knew it,” Harper said, mostly to herself, a few seconds later. “I knew Glen would show up.” She turned her head and smiled at Olivia. “He’s reliable as fuck.”

“Who?” Olivia asked, unable to see anything. “What are you talking about?”

“Glen is a regular, but not in the usual sense,” the more-experienced rental subject explained as she turned fully toward her new neighbor. “I think he pays someone off, probably that fat fuck Ralph in receiving, to let him know as soon as some fresh meat arrives.” Olivia frowned at the girl’s indelicate choice of phrasing, but her new neighbor–she could hardly think of her as a friend–didn’t seem to notice.

“Hey, Harper,” the customer said as he approached their cages, his eyes locked on Olivia even as he spoke to the other girl. “I see there was a delivery last night.”

“Hi, Glen,” Harper said. “Meet Olivia. Not only is she new here, she just got processed yesterday.”

“Really?” the man said with a lascivious smirk. “Ralph didn’t say nothing about that.”

Olivia was surprised and mildly disgusted by the man peering through the bars at her with no sense of propriety. He had the greasy, unkempt hair of a day laborer, was slovenly dressed, and streaked with grime, both on his shirt and his hands. A year of working at the hospital had made Olivia even more sensitive about contamination, something she had been already inclined to by her mother’s tendency toward neatness. Life as a nurse only intensified her disdain for dirt.

“What’s her name again?” the man asked Harper. “And how come she ain’t got no day rate?”

“She’s brand new, Glen,” Harper said with a dramatic eyeroll. “Fallon hasn’t had a chance to price her yet.”

“What’s your name, darlin’?” the man cooed at Olivia, which made her skin crawl.

“I already told you, Glen. Her name is Olivia.” Harper looked past her. “Where’s Fallon, I wonder?”

“No matter,” Glen said. “I’ll track her down.” He wandered away after another long look at Olivia’s nakedness, which caused her to blush hard.

When she found her voice, Olivia turned to Harper. “You know him?”

“He’s always here first thing for new girls like you,” she said. “Not sure why, but he never seems to take a shine to anyone.” Olivia looked at the experienced girl who shrugged. “Most guys tend to settle on someone as a regular pretty quickly.”

Another man appeared in the aisle in front of Harper’s cage, looking her over before he glanced at Olivia. The newcomer struck Olivia as much more desirable: well-dressed, graying hair at his temples, clean face and clothes. Someone who could afford to pay for…

“You’re new, aren’t you?” he said to Olivia, who nodded without thinking. “Very nice,” he said with a straightforward smile. “Are you from around these parts?” he asked in a charming drawl.

“Hampton,” Olivia whispered.

“Just a couple of hours from here,” the man said helpfully. “I love local girls,” he added with a crooked smile. He looked around suddenly and raised his hand. “Fallon?” he called out as he looked down the aisle. “How much does the new girl go for?”

“Five hundred a day,” Fallon replied as she came into Olivia’s view. “Sorry, I haven’t had time to put a tag on her. It’s been a heck of a morning already.”

“No worries,” the man said. “I’ll take her, if that’s okay.”

“Sure, let me grab a form and I’ll be right back.” Fallon looked at Olivia as if she was going to say something, but then thought better of it and turned without a word.

“Have you been in the system long?” the man asked. Olivia fought back tears as she shook her head.

“She just got processed yesterday,” Harper added helpfully. “Brand, spankin’ new.”

“Even better,” the man said, beaming at Olivia. “I’m sure I’m quite fortunate to have gotten here first thing this morning.”

“What do you mean, she’s already been rented?” a familiar voice called out from down the aisle. As Fallon came back into Olivia’s line of sight, she saw Glen trailing along behind her. “I saw her first,” he added with a near-whine.

“Well, Mr. Andrisen asked for her first, so I’m afraid he…”

“But I was here first!” Glen almost shouted.

Fallon frowned and turned to face the older gentleman. “Brian, are you taking her for just one day?”

“That’s my plan,” he allowed with a sidelong glance at the other man.

“Then you can have her tomorrow, Glen,” Fallon explained in a patient, borderline-exasperated tone. “I’ll hold her for you, even though I’m not supposed to.”

“But…” Glen started, but Fallon cut him off.

“Or I won’t even bother, if you keep making a ruckus about this,” she said as she handed a clipboard to Brian and removed a set of chains and cuffs that hung loose around her neck. “Hold your hands here by the slot, Olivia,” she said in a subdued but no-nonsense tone. The girl slid forward and held out her wrists. Fallon snapped the cuffs in place. “Now your ankles.”

Olivia slid her feet forward and endured the cuffs being applied to her ankles, then Fallon unlocked her cage and motioned for her to hop down to the floor.

Brian stood back but studied the scene before him intently. He had grown increasingly comfortable with the renting of sex slaves, with all the steps required becoming essential parts of the process. Watching a chained, naked girl shimmy out of a kennel had become, in fact, a sort of aphrodisiac to him.

“Lean forward a bit,” Fallon told Olivia as she reached for her collar. She moved the eyelet to where she could clip the leash she had on her belt and handed the loop to Brian. “There you go,” she told one of her better customers.

“Thanks,” he said, wrapping the loop around his left hand, offering his right to Olivia. “Brian Andrisen. Nice to meet you.”

“Pleased to meet you,” Olivia whispered without meeting his gaze.

Innocent, shy, beautiful the way a girl could sometimes be, like she didn’t know she was. Brian was immediately struck by the girl’s personality. But his eyes continued to wander her body, now she was standing in front of him, her breasts high and full, the cold forcing her nipples up, her light hair growing naturally over her mound, thick enough to mostly hide her pink lips and dark crease.

Brian had been mortified the first time he walked a slave girl through SubjectSmart. He’d picked her, signed the contract, and paid without understanding all this was about to become very public, that his rental of a sex slave–a private matter to him–was being advertised to everyone else in the store. But with each rental, those qualms had further subsided. Everyone else in this store was here for the same kinds of things. There was nothing to be ashamed of, and indeed, the most obvious reaction to him as he passed with a bound female was some variation of envy. Parading the day’s girl had become, ultimately, another part of an arousing process. And so he walked confidently, perhaps a little proudly, past the shelves, display areas, product promotions.

“You’re new to all this?” he asked.

“Yes,” Olivia whispered, unable to look at him. But her eyes scanned the shelves around them at the equipment hanging from hooks on the pegboard.

“What were you doing before?”

She glanced at him, wondering what he had in store for her. “I was a nurse until the hospital closed.”

“How did you end up here?”

“I defaulted on my student loans.”

“Okay,” he said adding politely, but without much conviction. “I’m sorry.” Defaulting on a loan was one step up from plain thievery. Why would you borrow money without being positive you’d be able to pay it back? And, nursing? Everyone should know it was a terrible career, given the chaos in American healthcare.

“This was recent?” he asked.

“Two days ago.”

“You don’t have any experience with it? Your family didn’t own a subject?”

“My family isn’t…” she faltered on the words. “We weren’t well off.”

“Do you want to shop a little before I take you home?”

“Shop for what?” she asked in a sudden panic.

“Window shop, let’s say. I don’t really need anything, but this is probably the best place for you to learn about things.”

Olivia stared at the nearest wall of products. She wasn’t naive but she’d never used any of the items she saw on display: nipple clamps, whips, floggers, some items that were beyond her.

“Why would I…?” she began. Tears streamed down her cheeks. “No, I don’t want to…” she began before she realized her desires were not relevant.

“This is probably not the best part of the store to propose window shopping,” Brian said with a hint of sympathy. “This is the discipline aisle. I should probably start you off in nutrition. But let me get you a paper towel first.” He led her to the restrooms, two aisles away, brought her into the men’s room, pulled three paper towels from the dispenser.

Olivia stared at a man standing at the urinal, unaware of the presence of a female in the men’s room, her eyes wide as she accepted the towels from her new temporary owner. She glanced at him but said nothing, afraid of announcing her presence to the man who was zipping up and turning around. Her heart pounded as he looked at her and then at Brian.

“Hey,” Brian said in the standard men’s room greeting when eye contact was made.

“Yup,” the man replied, heading to the sink.

“Do you want to wash your face?” Brian asked the girl.

“Yes, please,” she whispered.

He walked with her to the row of sinks, listening to the rattle of her chains against the tile floor.

Olivia turned away from the mirrors when she saw the man staring at her body, reminding her, as if she needed the reminder, of her nakedness. She turned back to Brian and shook her head. “I’m okay now,” she croaked. “Can we just go?”

“Just bought?” the man asked. He was dressed in gray coveralls, his name embroidered on his chest, a black logo on his sleeve.

“Rental,” Brian said. “Just for the day.”

“How much?”

“The standard,” he replied. “$500.”

“Wow, you got a deal,” the man said. “I’m Phil, by the way.”

“Hey, Phil, Brian. Do you work here?”

“No, I’m at Pierpont Logistics, one of SubjectSmart’s suppliers. I just started driving this route, though, used to be on the food service side of things. All kinda new to me.”

“This is a great store. I’m kind of a regular.”

“So you got her before the crowd showed up? Smart.” He raked her body with his eyes again, directly this time instead of in the mirror. Olivia wanted to melt into a puddle and flow underneath the door as they discussed her. “She’s a real looker.”

“Have you stopped by the rental department?”

“No, I just make sure our line is on the shelves.”

“Swing by if you have the time, ask for Fallon, tell her Brian told you to say hi. And you can visit the subject room, see what’s available for rent. But I got their best today.”

“Are they real?” Phil asked, looking at Olivia’s breasts.

Olivia closed her eyes, unable to stop her tears from flowing again. Please don’t, she implored Brian in her mind. Please don’t.

“See for yourself,” Brian said.

Phil, obviously out of his element, looked at Brian to make sure the man was being serious, and when Brian nodded earnestly, the inventory specialist reached out one hand, tentatively cupping Olivia’s right breast, raising and squeezing it.

“Natural is my guess,” he said, voice a little husky.

“You haven’t had your tits done, have you, Olivia?” Brian asked. She shook her head. “I didn’t think so, but it’s good to know.”

“Gotta get back to stocking, but thanks for the advice, I’ll say hi to ... what was her name?”

“Fallon, in rentals.”

“Yeah. Nice to meet you.”

“You too, Phil.”

Phil left the restroom, another man entered, Brian looked at the girl.

“C’mon, let’s get your face washed,” he said.

Olivia shuffled to the sink again, her chains scrapping the floor, and banging against the porcelain sink as she reached for the tap. She splashed water on her face and Brian handed her the paper towels again to dry herself.

“Hey, little darlin’” a voice said with a smarmy tone. “You’re still here?”

Olivia turned and saw Ralph, the man who had accepted her from the sheriff’s delivery van last night. The man who had…

“I knew she’d be one of the first to go this morning,” Ralph said, looking at Brian.

“I saw her and went straight to Fallon,” Brian said. “Had to practically fight off another guy for her.”

“Yeah, you won’t be disappointed with her,” Ralph said with a lascivious grin. “No way.”

“You’ve ... experienced her?”

“I get ‘em all when they arrive,” Ralph said with outsized bravado. “Perks of my position on the loading dock.”

“Fringe benefit,” Brian quipped, prompting a guffaw from the man as he headed to the urinal.

“One of many, my friend,” Ralph said as he faced the wall and unzipped. Olivia just listened to the sound of his urine as it splashed in the bowl.

Brian, suspecting each interaction in the men’s room was upsetting Olivia further, led her out of the room as soon as she was done drying her face.

“Immersion,” he said, pausing next to the water fountain. “Probably the best way.”

“What?” Olivia asked.

“It’s not like going into nursing,” he said. “You don’t get to ease into it.”

“Oh, right,” she said, nodding. “No, you don’t.”

“Let me show you around the store.”

“Can we just go?” Olivia asked plaintively. “I don’t need a tour.”

“Your wish is my command,” Brian said ironically, heading back through the rental area on the way to the building’s wide glass entrance.

“Hey, Stacey,” he said with a quick wave to the naked girl chained by her feet in display.

She offered a quick wave back but seemed distracted, speaking in hushed tones to a middle-aged woman while two men hovered.

At the front, past the beeping registers, Brian presented his receipt to the clerk who presided there, and she scanned the barcode at the top of the document, and the chip in Olivia’s back, and for good measure peered at the tag hanging from Olivia’s collar, before waving the couple on.


Chapter 6: Happy Birthday, Stacey

As soon as Fallon finished chaining Stacey’s ankles to the floor of the subject rental display area, the naked redhead scanned what she could see of the megastore, looking for something that, judging from her scowl, she didn’t want to find.

Clearly, she didn’t want to be here, in this place, seen this way. But she wasn’t going to embarrass herself. If she was today’s display model, today’s model she would be. She reached her hands up, passed her fingers through her thick red hair, naturally wavy and still a little damp from the shower. She took a quick look at her nipples, verified that the store’s winter chill had perked them up. And she put on her best we-love-being-rented smile, fake as it might be at times.

But she didn’t bend to examine her sex, where she’d tucked in a tampon string and knew, even now, it might have come loose and was dangling again. She didn’t need to be seen tending to her private parts. Besides, no one really seemed to care on the occasions when the evidence of her period was obvious. In fact, the women seemed sympathetic, and some of the men seemed ... more than sympathetic.

“On your period?” more than one man had asked over the last six months.

“Sure am,” she’d reply with enthusiasm.

“How much longer do you have?” they’d ask, as though her period was a prison sentence.

She’d do her best to answer honestly, although there were times it ended early, times it ran a day or two longer than expected. She knew the stress of being rental inventory shut some girl’s periods down altogether. If anything, hers got more regular, and heavier. Some men liked it. One or two tried to time their monthly rentals for it, and they’d take her home and do it and it wasn’t terrible, at least not for her. And they came, so it was okay for them too, apparently. Cleanup was their problem, of course.

The music was on, the lights were on, and the customers were filtering through, some people in giant balloon coats, one guy who’d apparently arrived on a bike, complete with the helmet, long-sleeved t-shirt, spandex, hustling toward one of the merchandise areas.

She could tell every time the front doors opened, a weak breath of cold air washing over her bound feet, and it felt good.

This might not be a terrible day. She’d stand here, make chit-chat with customers, maybe make Fallon happy by sending her some business. She’d get a lunch break, and Fallon might bring her a chair toward late afternoon, and then she’d go back into her kennel, have dinner, visit with her neighbors, and call it a day.

“Are you available today?” a man said out of nowhere. “I mean, can I rent the display girl?”

“Oh, hey,” Stacey said, focusing on the first person who’d penetrated the display area, stepping through the little gap in the plastic wall Fallon had built. The man was one of the standard types. Probably an engineer or programmer, short and a little stocky, hair thinning in front, prematurely. Stacey liked this type, because they didn’t expect a lot and invariably appreciated her. On a good day, she could almost convince them they hadn’t paid for her, that she wanted to be with them.

“Sure,” she replied. “But I’m on my period. It’s why they stuck me out here.”

“Uh, okay,” he said tentatively. “I can work with that, though.”

“Fantastic,” Stacey bubbled, stepping toward him, her chains rattling behind her, and she held out her hand. “I’m Stacey.”

“I’m Henry,” he said as he shook her hand, unsure of what the protocol was. “But I’ve been here before and didn’t see you.” He stared at her breasts. “Are those real?”

Stacey laughed, because she loved that question.

“Completely,” she said. “Sorry you missed me last time. I must have already been taken.”

“Okay if I see for myself?” he asked. He reached for her breast without waiting for an answer.

She assumed her customary come-sample-the-merchandise pose, back arched, hands on her hips, breasts jutted skyward. “All yours.”

“Wow, those are great,” he almost drooled as he fondled one and then the other. “How much for the day?”

“Five hundred, if they haven’t raised the price,” Stacey said, and she pointed towards Fallon’s office. “You’ll need to check with the lady over there.”

The man wandered in Fallon’s direction but didn’t engage with her. Instead, he walked toward the other rental cages.

Stacey watched him go, looked down at her breasts, cupped them as though she needed to straighten them out after they’d been handled.

“Do you mind when a guy like that touches you?” another man asked. “It’s kind of, I don’t know. Disrespectful, isn’t it?”

“I’m not really ...” Stacey began, trying to think of the best comeback from among the many she’d used for that question, which was surprisingly common. “I’m not really giving off that respect-me vibe, am I?”

“Shit, man,” a third man said to the second, his voice dripping with sarcasm. “She’s a fucking slave. You don’t need to worry about that.” He stepped toward Stacey and stuck out his finger. “Lick this for me, bitch.”

“Hey, fuck you,” Stacey said with a bright smile.

“Come on, slut. I want to finger your asshole, see how loose you are. Unless you want me to do it dry.”

“No fingers up my cunt or asshole until you rent me for the day,” Stacey said, pausing slightly before she added, “asshole.”

“Why the fuck not? You want me to pay for you before I check you out?” The man growled. “Don’t work like that.”

“Hey buddy,” the second man interjected. “Leave her alone, huh?”

“Who the fuck are you?”

“Hey, take it outside, gentlemen,” Stacey protested. She didn’t care if they fought, she just didn’t want it happening in a space where she was naked and tethered on a 10-foot radius.

“Go fuck yourself,” the angry man said to the other before he turned and walked away.

“Sorry about that,” the second man said to Stacey.

“Friend of yours?” she quipped.

“Never saw him before.” He looked at Stacey again. “But I might be interested. Who do I talk to?”

“Lady in that office,” she said, pointing. “Her name’s Fallon. Oh, and I’m on my period. No discount.”

“Oh, okay,” the man said, his interest fading quickly. He walked out of the area and disappeared into the aisles of leashes and collars.

“Stacey!” a woman said as she reached the gap in the plastic display barrier. “Stacey, it’s me!”

Stacey turned, her smiling fading, her shoulders visibly slumping as the woman made her way toward the girl. “Hey, Mom.”

“What have they done to you, child?” the woman whined. “What’s going on? Why are you chained to the floor?” She reached to hug her daughter but the girl recoiled from her.

“You seriously didn’t know?” Stacey said, stepping back, wincing as her left heel landed on her chain.

“I’m so sorry, Stacey,” the woman wailed. “I didn’t know. Really, I didn’t.”

“How did you find me then?”

The woman recovered enough to look guilty, or at least embarrassed. “I talked to Mrs. d’Angelo. She told me you got put into the system.”

“And here I am,” Stacey said with an ironic arch of her eyebrow, arms wide.

Her mother looked her up and down. “Do they put you on display like this every day?” she asked, horrified.

“No, but I’m on my period so I’m probably not going to be rented. What do you want?”

“Stacey, don’t be like that. I did the best I could, you know that.”

“Your best kinda sucked,” Stacey said.

The woman bristled. “You don’t talk to me like that, young lady. I’m still your mother.”

Stacey didn’t have a ready answer for this one, and her pupils dilated and her heart thumped and her mouth went dry as a year of suffering and humiliation and chains and cages crystalized into the worst answer she could think of.

“Nope, not my mom anymore,” she said. “This fucking slave department store is taking better care of me than you ever did.”

The woman wailed. “That’s not fair, Stacey. I wasn’t always…” she just sobbed.

“No one made you pop those pills,” Stacey said. “No one made you–”

“Hey, Stacey, doing good?” Fallon said, stepping close to the girl, her sixth sense telling her things were starting to happen that weren’t compatible with happy slave renting.

“Hey, Fallon, great here,” Stacey lied, knowing Fallon would understand. “This lady was just leaving.”

“No, wait. I have something for you,” the woman said before she turned and hurried toward the exit. “I’ll be right back.”

“Oh fuck,” Stacey said, watching her mother exit, the resulting blast of air colder than normal.

“Seriously, Stacey. Are you okay?” Fallon asked, lowering her voice. “You want me to put you in the back until she leaves?”

Stacey sighed, looked with gratitude at the manager.

“Did you talk to her?” she asked.

“Briefly. She said it’s your birthday.”

“Yup,” Stacey said. “I knew she was gonna show up today.”

“What’s her story?” Fallon asked. “If that’s not too personal?”

“The only time she wasn’t using was when she was pregnant with me,” Stacey said flatly, no emotion left for a story she’d told too many times. “Third DUI when I was 16, banged someone up, got two years, left me home alone, no money, no food. So I broke into a neighbor’s garage looking for something to pawn, was stupid, got caught, converted to property. Thanks for asking.”

“I can get Ralph if you think she’s going to be a problem.”

“Let’s see what she has in mind, if you don’t mind sticking around for a minute,” Stacey said. “Decent chance we’ll never see her again. She’ll go to her car, take something and drive off. Kind of a theme as I was growing up. But I have a feeling it’s just–”

Just then, the woman returned with a cupcake in one hand and a candle in the other. She stuck the candle in the cupcake and pulled out a lighter. “Here, blow it out and make a wish, Stacey.”

Fallon looked at Stacey with sympathy. But she didn’t intervene.

Stacey’s jaw clenched involuntarily, and her eyes went hard, and she leaned forward and blew out the candle and, maybe, made a wish.

A small crowd had gathered around the display section as the drama unfolded. When the candle was extinguished, they clapped with enthusiasm.

Stacey turned, smiled, bowed formally.

“And she’s just $500 a day,” Fallon said loud enough for everyone to hear.

“I can’t eat it now,” Stacey said to her mother. “Give it to her and she’ll save it for me for when I go back to my cage.”

“That’s okay, my baby girl,” her mother whispered. “That’s okay.” She handed the cupcake to Fallon.

“Is she for sale?” a woman asked from the crowd. “Can we buy her?”

Fallon turned and stared. The woman, overdressed for a slave superstore, stepped forward with her well-appointed husband in tow. “Hi. Yes, you can. She’s available for purchase or rental, your choice.”

“I think I’d like to buy her,” the woman said with her eyes locked on Stacey’s. “What will that cost?”

“Prices for females her age start at two hundred thousand,” Fallon said. “You’ll have to speak to purchasing for the exact amount, but it will probably be higher. A lot higher.”

“Do you take American Express?” the woman asked, squinting as though in pain. This was obviously a higher number than she’d expected.

“Can we put it on two cards?” the man asked.

Fallon was tempted to ask if she wanted to rent Stacey first but the store’s policy was to sell at full price if the buyer was willing to pay. She nodded and waved the couple toward her office. “Let me see if I can find what she’s going for today.”

“Perfect,” the woman announced as she led the way. Her husband gave Fallon a look and a shrug. Clearly, his wife called the shots in their relationship, at least as far as slave purchases were concerned.

“Is she really going to buy you?” Stacey’s mother asked as she watched the woman walk into Fallon’s office. “Is that really going to happen?”

“It won’t be the first time, probably won’t be the last, either, thanks to you.”

“I’ll check the records,” her mom said. “You can look anyone up. So I’ll know where you are. I’ll ... I’ll bring you a ... a whole cake next year.”

“Sure. Thanks. Thanks for everything.”

The woman stepped back, years of addling her brain interfering with her ability to understand the nuances of sarcasm, contempt, familial hatred.

“See you in a year,” Stacey added, because she wanted the woman gone. And maybe her mother understood, because she turned, slowly, and headed off.

Stacey watched her go until she disappeared through the exit into the parking lot. She didn’t feel anything. She was long past missing the woman who’d birthed her but pursued other priorities afterwards.

“Stacey,” Fallon said, shaking her from her thoughts.

“What’s up, boss?” the girl asked, earning a stern look from the woman who held her fate, such as it was, in the palm of her hand. “Did you sell me?” she asked, not sure if she hoped so or hoped not.

“No, they were…weird,” Fallon said as she consulted her clipboard. “It was… nevermind. You dodged a bullet, to be honest.”

“Really? What was the problem?”

“The guy was okay, I suppose, but the woman, his wife, I assumed, since she was wearing a huge rock and all.” Fallon gave Stacy a look. “She had some interesting questions about…things.”

“What kinds of things?”

Fallon stared at the girl, chained to the floor in the front of the big box store devoted to selling all things related to subjects, and rolled her eyes.

“Bad stuff, Stace. Let’s just leave it at that.”

Stacey took that in and wondered something, not for the first time, certainly not for the last. “Do some people buy slaves to…?” She hesitated, wondering if she should, or even could, finish her question. “To murder them?”

“Let’s not go there, Stacey,” Fallon said, shifting into manager mode suddenly, straightening her posture and putting on a hard-nosed expression. “It’s not in any of our control, so don’t even think about it, okay?”

“Uh, sure,” Stacey whispered.

“I mean, it’s against the law to…” She lifted an eyebrow.

“Lots of things are against the law, Fallon. Doesn’t mean they don’t happen every damn day.”

“Well, that’s true, but I wouldn’t worry about it if I were you,” she added dismissively before she turned on her heel and walked away.

“I wouldn’t worry about it if I were you, either, Fallon,” Stacey said to herself bitterly.

“Hey, grab her tit,” someone in the crowd said. “See if they’re real.”

Stacey just sighed and offered herself to the man who reached for her breasts.

“They’re as real as they come,” she added with a smile that didn’t reach her eyes.


Chapter 7: Betrayal

“What do you like?” Dak asked at last. Someone had to break the ice, and after 10 minutes of driving in silence, it was obvious the woman wasn’t going to do it.

The question seemed to startle her. Stopped at a red light near Durham’s northern edge, she looked at him with a deer-in-the-headlights uncertainty.

“I ...” she began slowly, looking forward and accelerating through the green light. “You.”

“You like me,” Dak said.

“Yes.”

“Well, that’s a good place to start,” Dak said with a quiet laugh and a shrug. Bound as he was–ankles chained together, wrists chained to the cage around his penis–he didn’t have the freedom to be fully expressive. “But I sort of meant ... what do you want to do with me?”

“Everything,” she said.

“Okay,” Dak said. “I can work with that.”

“Do you know everything?”

“I probably don’t,” he admitted. “But I know more than I did a year ago.”

“How long have you been a sex slave?”

“Sex slave,” Dak echoed. “We’re not usually called that, to our faces.”

“Oh, oh, I’m so sorry,” she said, her face turning crimson. “I had no idea, I thought–”

“Margaret,” Dak interrupted. “No offense taken. You can call us whatever you want. It’s just usually not how it’s put.”

“Can you call me Maggie?”

“Of course. Fallon just told me you were Margaret.”

“She didn’t tell you what we talked about?”

“No, she never does,” Dak said. “She’s usually too busy.”

“I want you to call me Maggie. I want you to call me that. And terrible things.”

“Okay,” Dak agreed, feeling a slight additional swell in his already-engorged penis. “Slut?”

“Yes.”

“Bitch?”

“Uh huh.” Maggie agreed with a sigh.

“Pussy?”

“Yes. Yes.”

“Cunt?” Dak said. “Can I call you cunt? Because that’s what you–”

Maggie growled, low and quiet and almost malevolent, and Dak thought he’d offended her until she spoke.

“Say it again.”

“Cunt.”

“Again.” Her voice was a desperate, urgent whisper now.

“Cunt.”

“Do you call your ...” Maggie’s voice trailed off, probably because she couldn’t think of the next word. Client? Customer? Women? “Do you always call them that?”

“No,” Dak said. “I always want to, though.”

“Why?”

“Because that’s what you are,” Dak said, guessing with a sixth sexual sense that this is where Maggie wanted the conversation to go.

“What do you call this?” she asked. They were on a straight highway now, beyond the city limits and mostly traffic free, and Maggie gripped the steering wheel with her left hand while she wrapped her fingers around Dak’s cage.

“Cock,” he said.

“That’s what you always call it?”

“Cock,” he repeated. “Say it.”

“C—” Maggie said, everything after the C a whisper too quiet to hear. She cleared her throat and tried again. “Cock,” she said. “It’s your cock. It’s Dak’s cock.”

She was panting now, leaning forward, chin almost touching the steering wheel of her late model Brighton.

“Cock, cock, cock, cock,” she said quietly to herself, tightening her grip on the cage every time the word left her mouth, and Dak sensed she needed to be left to herself for this part of the conversation. He didn’t fully understand what was going on, really wished Fallon had told him what she knew, given him at least a little advice. But he could tell something profound was happening here, powerful and volatile and beyond the control of either of them.

This could go either way. Women in this condition sometimes didn’t even make it home before they turned around and brought him back to the store, and even when they followed through, it could end badly, the female sated and horrified at the same time, angry at herself, angry at Dak, angry at SubjectSmart for existing.

They didn’t always demand refunds, though. Sometimes, they got what they wanted from Dak without any need to consummate. And then, sometimes it just worked, all the way. Dak hoped it would this time. He liked women with an edge, women willing to try anything and everything, people he could push to their limits, or beyond. As he often did with a new customer, he wondered what she would feel like, tried to imagine the grip of her vagina, where she would apply the most pressure when his cock was all the way inside her, how she would respond when he stirred around within her.

She was wearing blue jeans and a black coat and black sweater, an impish face framed by thick black hair, and Dak wondered if her pussy hair was just as black, just as thick. He hoped so. She had on a wedding ring, a thick band of gold, but that meant nothing. Single and divorced women sometimes wore them, and even if there was a real husband around, he was probably on board with this. Sometimes the husband paid for his wife’s boytoy, because a rental slave was a safer way to see to her needs than letting her find a free man on the open market.

She stopped saying “cock” and released his cage, returned her right hand to the steering wheel, slowed at the fashionable brick entrance to Coventry Manors, one of the nicer neighborhoods among the farmland and forest north of Durham. Dak had been to this subdivision before. People would probably be surprised how often he was out here. Usually, customers asked him to duck down once they got to the development, and they pulled into the garage and shut it before they let him leave their cars.

But Maggie didn’t seem to care. She didn’t ask him to duck down, even when they passed a woman pushing a stroller, someone Maggie seemed to know, because they waved to each other, and then the woman noticed Dak in the passenger seat, and she stared at him, and Dak stared back. I do moms all the time, he tried to say with his eyes. I’d do you. Gladly.

Maggie was breathing heavily, gripping the steering wheel with two white-knuckled hands, slowing as they approached a cream-stuccoed house with blue shutters and a carefully-manicured lawn. She didn’t pull into the garage, just parked on the circular drive where the residents of at least three nearby homes could see everything, if they happened to be looking.

And there was plenty to see. Maggie exited the car, went to the passenger side, opened Dak’s door and helped him out. Bound as he was, her help was more than a symbolic courtesy.

“Thanks, Miss Maggie,” he said, rising and casting glances up and down the street, wondering who might be watching the naked, chained, penis-caged sex slave exit Maggie's car and follow her into her home through the steel front door with its simulated oak woodgrain.

She shut the door behind her, led him from the foyer to the den, knelt before him, breathing heavily as she inspected the metal enclosure at his middle.

“Does it hurt?” she asked, touching it with two fingers, staring through the mesh at his erection.

“No,” Dak said. “But I’d rather have it off.”

“Why?” she asked. The answer was obvious, but Dak knew she wanted it spoken.

“So I can shove it up your cunt,” he said.

Dak dropped to his knees, looked into Maggie’s face. Lost in the moment as they might both be, some things needed to be said.

“You’re in charge,” he whispered, and then he kissed her, and she opened her mouth and gasped, and then she licked him, actually licked him, his chin, around his mouth, his teeth. “You say stop, it stops,” he continued. “But right now ... I really need you.”

Maggie reached into her little black purse, fumbled around, found the set of keys that Fallon had given her.

“Which one goes where?” she sighed.

“This one,” Dak said, pointing. “Hands. And this one–”

With a series of urgent jabs, Maggie freed Dak’s wrists, his cuffs swinging loose against his cage. She guessed correctly how to unchain his ankles. The smallest key was meant for the testicle ring that anchored his penis cage, and he sat down and splayed his legs and pointed to the hole in the collar at the left side of his scrotum, and she offered a high-pitched laugh as she held his balls and worked the key into the lock, turning it until the ring sprung open. Her demeanor transitioned to quiet reverence as she eased the cage off Dak’s penis, gazing at the organ wide-eyed, reaching for it, wrapping her hand around it, caressing it with surprising gentleness.

With that done, she dropped to her bottom on the carpet, raised her knees, pushed her shoes off, slipped off her jeans and a pair of pink silk panties and rose, hands on Dak’s shoulders to push him to his back, and with her long sweater still on and hiding her middle, she knee-walked into position, reached between her legs, found his penis, raised it to her hole and dropped.

“Fuck, fuck, fuck, you,” she groaned, staring at the wall, fury in her voice, and Dak looked up at her, working to comprehend her state, his concentration diminished by the sensations of her warm, soaked chamber.

She wasn’t making love, Dak realized. She wasn’t, at the moment, really doing anything with him at all, as a male, another human being, an object of affection. This was about his penis only, and some meaning it brought to her now it was inside her body.

“God damn Jesus damn fuck fuck fuck you,” she groaned, sliding up and down on his member, her walls tightening with every utterance.

She slowed, stopped with him buried inside her while she stared wide-eyed, first at nothing, and then down at him, into his eyes.

“Thank you,” she said. “God damn, thank you.”

Dak nodded and gave a slight thrust upward, so she would know he liked how she felt, liked being inside her. Girls needed that, for some reason. Sometimes, when they were on top and in charge and you thought you were supposed to hold still and let them drive, they’d look at you and lose all their confidence.

You don’t like it?

Am I boring you?

Should I stop?

The thrust seemed to free Maggie from whatever trance had held her.

“What am I?” she asked.

“A bitch,” he said with another sharp push upward.

Her face transformed, soft features suddenly twisted in a sort of rage.

“What?” she shouted.

“A bitch. A slut. A cunt.”

“Fuck,” she said, looking at the wall and forgetting him again as she arose, fell, ascended, caressing his rod with her body.

He was seeing more than one person here, a female moving randomly through the stages of sexuality, from the raw and carnal to the merely aroused to the victim, to something a little frightening, some drama here being played out in her own mind.

“Do you ... you want me naked, don’t you?” Maggie asked.

“You’ll be easier to fuck, yeah,” Dak said, reaching up to push her jacket off her shoulders, and she shook out of it without removing her sex organ from around his, and she watched him slide his hands under her sweater, pushing it up, exposing skin the color of cream and a bra of light blue that he slipped his hands under, squeezing her C-cup breasts, finding the nipples and pinching them between his fingers, hard enough to make it hurt. She scowled and breathed in and ripped her sweater off, reached behind herself to unclasp her bra, and as it rolled down her arms she stood, allowing his penis to fall with a wet thud against his belly, allowing Dak to see what he’d only felt so far, a thick triangle of pubic hair, pink lips.

“Like animals,” she said quietly, dropping to her hands and knees and looking at him expectantly, and Dak crawled behind her, found her front opening and pushed into it, sliding in and out while she held still.

“Do you want to taste it, bitch?” Dak asked, leaning forward so he could whisper into her ear.

Her body tensed with the question, and he wondered if this was the first time she’d ever been offered a penis orally that had just been up her vagina. But she nodded, and Dak withdrew and moved around her body, dropping down with his erection directly under her mouth. After a moment’s hesitation, she made her way to it, licked it first, pulled all of it within her mouth and sucked it. She had no idea what she was doing, but Dak found that to be a good thing. If she started sliding her lips up and down his shaft, biting and licking and stirring like the more experienced girls, he was going to cum, and he wanted to hold off on that for as long as possible. This wasn’t just sex, a quick release for her. It seemed to be something more, an answer to something, a cure, and he wanted her to remember it. Truth be told, he knew he’d want her again. He loved learning a female’s preferences, being brought back to service her, each time with more knowledge of what she liked, and thus a better experience for them both. A satisfied girl was more likely to let him take a few liberties with her body and, most importantly, to let him finish in her vagina unprotected.

“Yeah,” Dak said approvingly, wanting Maggie to think she was doing well, serving expertly, and his encouragement seemed to inspire her. She was moving her mouth up and down his penis now, still amateurishly, but if she did it long enough, he could probably cum.

“Breasts now?” he suggested, and she lifted herself, stared at him, one of her eyebrows raised in query.

“Like we talked about. Lie on your back,” he instructed, and she rolled over, lay flat, and Dak straddled her belly, grabbed her breasts, eased his penis between them and thrust. No one was going to climax this way, but she seemed to recognize the symbolic value, staring blankly at the ceiling as her body was violated in ways she’d probably never imagined.

But even now, there was an innocence to her, a pixieish artlessness, as though she’d lived chastely in the woods all her life until this day, when a goblin found her and defiled her.

“I need to finish,” Dak said. It was one of the riskier lines from his repertoire. He was the servant. Why would anyone care that he needed to finish? But he believed Maggie would like hearing it. He sensed a need for reassurance, confirmation that she was sexually desirable, that she could propel a man to climax, and to the need for climax.

“Where?” she asked, looking up at him with half-closed eyes.

“Up your cunt,” he said, following through with one of his favorite lines: “The first time.”

“Do it,” she said. “In there.”

Dak disengaged his penis from between her breasts and raised himself to get in position.

“All in there,” she said. “Use it.”

Once he was off her and kneeling between her thighs, Maggie raised her hole to him, widened her legs, grunted, and Dak suspected this might be only the second man’s cum anyone had given her. Why was she doing this? Maybe there was betrayal going on ... of someone who deserved to be betrayed.


Chapter 8: Olivia’s First Time

Olivia remained silent as her new temporary owner drove out of the SubjectSmart parking lot and onto the main road through town. She kept her eyes forward, afraid to see someone in a car next to them staring at her nakedness through the side window, something Brian did nothing to hide before he helped her into the passenger side front seat of his Toyota 4Runner. She hadn’t needed any assistance, but she was glad he stood by her just in case her chains caused her any problems.

“Have you been to this part of the state before?” Brian asked as he accelerated from a stoplight.

“Once or twice,” Olivia said sullenly. She wondered if not engaging with the man who controlled her was a mistake, but she was unable to force herself to engage with him. There was something about the arrangement–a man renting a much-younger woman for sex–that just struck her as barbaric in the 21st century. That slavery had been reintroduced several years ago on a society-wide scale did little to excuse a single man’s behavior in Olivia’s mind.

“Maybe we can do something fun this afternoon,” her ‘owner’ mused. He didn’t seem all that committed to entertaining her–his suggestion had the feel of someone being polite, which also struck her as absurd. Why should he care how she felt about anything? He had her at his mercy, chained up and naked in the front seat of his SUV, and looking forward to doing who-knows-what with her in short order.

She hated him. Not just the idea of him, but the person sitting next to her, driving her to his house for…something. She shuddered to think what lay ahead.

“You okay?” he asked when he pulled up to another stoplight and turned to look at her. She didn’t look back, but she could feel his eyes on her. Was he thinking about how she looked in chains? Was he looking forward to raping her, because there was no other word for it? She wouldn’t be a willing participant in whatever would take place during her time with him, and if that wasn’t the very definition of rape, she didn’t know what was.

“Fine,” she managed when the silence became awkward. “I’m fine.”

The light changed, and he eased forward slowly. “Look, I know this is new for you, and I’m sorry about what got you here. I really am.” He looked over his shoulder and merged into the left lane on the road, relatively crowded for a Tuesday morning in February. The truck’s heater was finally putting out warm air, which Olivia appreciated, but her nipples were still hard from the cold, and she had to ignore the goosebumps on her arms and legs. Her hands and feet were almost numb.

“No, I can tell you’re not fine, Olivia,” Brian said in a surprisingly gentle tone. “Which is understandable.” He put his hand on the center console that separated them, and Olivia braced herself for an unwanted touch, like the one she’d had to endure in the men’s room at the SubjectSmart. But he just left it there. “I guess I never had a girl who was brand new to the system before,” he said as much to himself as to her. “So we're kind of both in the same boat, you know?”

No, she didn’t know, she thought. “You’re not chained and naked,” she said, almost despite herself. She knew, on some level, that being hostile probably wasn't the way to go with the man who was trying to be nice, but she just couldn’t help it.

“You make an excellent point, Olivia,” Brian said, which for the moment brought their conversation to a close. He drove in silence for the remainder of the short trip to his house, a modest tract home in an older subdivision, a nicer home than the one she grew up in, but not nearly what she had unconsciously envisioned for a man who could afford to rent a sex slave for $500 a day. He pushed a button on the mirror, and the garage door opened. Then he eased the vehicle into the nearly empty two-car garage and killed the engine.

“So,” he said as the sudden silence engulfed them, punctuated by the pings of the engine cooling down. “Let me come around to help you out, okay?” he said without waiting for a reply, which Olivia didn’t offer in any event. What did he expect? That she’d make a run for it? The garage door was already closing behind the vehicle when he slammed the driver's door shut.

Olivia reached with both of her cuffed hands to unbuckle her seat belt, so Brian wouldn’t have to reach across her body to release her. When he opened the door for her and offered his hand, she swung her shackled feet around, then took his hand with both of hers, since they were cuffed together and that only seemed natural. She jumped down to the cold concrete floor and gritted her teeth. Why in the world, she wondered, did she have to be naked? Or at the very least, shoeless? As much as she hated heels, she would have gladly worn them if only to protect her almost-numb toes. Don’t men love naked women in high heels? she asked herself.

“This way,” Brian said, nodding at the only door in the two-car garage. Olivia glanced at him, wondering if he was as nervous as she was. He touched the small of her back to guide her, as if they were on a date and he was being chivalrous. What a joke that was, she thought, bitterly this time.

He walked her into the house and she looked around. The place was a mess. Books and glasses were strewn across the coffee table in the living room, a sink full of pots and dishes peeked over the edge of the kitchen, and discarded clothes were draped over the chairs at the small table, also covered with the debris of the life of a bachelor, she told herself.

“Are you hungry?” he asked. “I’ve got eggs in the fridge.” He walked her through the living room to the kitchen and motioned for her to sit at the table. She glanced at him again, wondering what in the world he was doing. “Or coffee?” he added when he noticed her staring at him. “I can brew a fresh pot.”

She frowned, unsure of what to say but knowing that she had to say something. This whole routine–him pretending she was a guest in his home–was almost more unnerving than anything.

“What’s wrong?” he asked at last.

“What is…” she began before she stopped. “What am I doing here?”

Brian’s face softened, the uncertainty melting away. “Yeah, good point.” He walked to the chair next to her at the table and sat down. “We should talk about that, seeing as this is your first time and all.”

“That would be helpful,” she said, trying not to be snarky and almost pulling it off. He gave her a look and a slight raise of one eyebrow, sending a slight shiver through her. She reminded herself, as if the cuffs on her wrists and the chains on her ankles weren’t enough, that this man had the power to make her life completely miserable, if only for the day.

“Well, a couple of things to begin with,” he said as he stood up. “And I’m going to make that pot of coffee, which you’re welcome to if you’d like a cup.” He moved to the counter by the sink and began the mundane task of emptying the carafe of the morning’s cold remnants, then washed it out and filled it with fresh water from the tap.

“I don’t have any plans for us besides the obvious,” he began. She couldn’t see his face but assumed sex was the obvious plan. “Beyond that, I’ll have you clean up around here. I stopped my cleaning service last year so I could go to SubjectSmart more often. That means that you’ll have to do the work the service used to do, but I don’t expect you to do windows or anything.” He looked back over his shoulder at her, smiling at his own joke. Olivia just nodded, unable to force herself to smile.

“Once you’ve straightened up and washed all the pots and pans,” he continued as he ground a batch of beans, “we can do something outside if you like. The girls I’ve rented in the past like getting some fresh air if the weather cooperates, seeing as they don’t let you out much at the store.”

Olivia tried to focus on what she was hearing, but her mind was spinning. She expected to have sex with the man who rented her, but she had to clean his house as well? Somehow, that was… well, not really, but still. And if she was supposed to stay naked, which she obviously was, going out in the cold was not all that appealing to her, either.

“Anyway,” Brian said as he finished setting up the coffee pot and walked to where Olivia was sitting. But he didn’t sit in his chair. He walked right up to her and stood a few inches from her face, her eyes even with his waist. “While we wait for the coffee to brew…” he began, but didn’t continue. She looked up at him and his expression, plus a nod at his crotch, made his intentions and expectations obvious.

Olivia took a breath and leaned forward to reach for his belt buckle. She worked slowly at freeing him from his jeans without a word of encouragement from him, just a blank stare and a bit of heavy breathing. She pulled his cock out and took it in her hands. It was not large but not small, either. It was hard, thankfully. She would have been mortified if he were still soft, she realized absentmindedly. She leaned in and licked the tip, which was slightly wet with precum, before she took the circumcised head in her mouth and ran her tongue underneath, something every boy she’d ever given head raved about. Not that she’d been a slut or anything, but she did learn her way around a penis over the years she’d been sexually active.

“Let’s start here and then I’ll…” Brian began, but suddenly Olivia didn’t want to hear any more from him, so she slid forward on the kitchen chair and jammed his cock into the back of her mouth. He wasn’t quite long enough to gag her, but she made a small noise just the same–her ex loved gagging her whenever she went down on him–and her owner for the day reacted in much the same way, with a sharp intake of breath at the sight of a woman who would intentionally impale her mouth on his manhood. She imagined it felt good, too, although no one she’d ever sucked said as much. They all just came in fairly short order, something she wanted to happen now more than anything.

Brian didn’t disappoint.

He grabbed the back of her head with one hand and pushed her down on his root as he spurted into the back of her throat, gagging her for real now, before she pushed on his thighs to indicate she was in danger of choking. To his credit, he let her head go immediately, and she gasped for a breath while clearing her throat more dramatically than was strictly necessary, but she’d seen this movie many times. Men loved to impose themselves on women, right up until they orgasmed, and the prolactin hormone released by their pituitary gland inhibited dopamine and suppressed their libido, usually instantaneously, something she learned in nursing school and used to her advantage at home.

“Sorry, sorry,” Brian said as she coughed and sputtered.

“It’s fine,” she whispered. “I just wasn’t expecting you to…” She left the rest unsaid and hoped he felt bad about climaxing so quickly. Then she asked, “Has it been a while since you…?”

He nodded sheepishly as he tucked himself away in his jeans. “Yeah, I don’t date much at all, so this is…” He didn’t finish his thought, and Olivia smiled to herself.

“And you don’t…?” she persisted.

“Not too much, no.” He just stared at her, and she nodded again. “What did you decide on the coffee?” he asked, relieved to change the subject.

“Black, with a little sugar,” she said softly.

“Hungry? I can scramble some eggs.” He poured a cup of coffee and walked it to the table. “Sugar is there.”

“That would be lovely,” she said with a hint of a genuine smile. “Do you know about the biscuits?”

“Yeah, some of the other girls have filled me in on all the shit they put you through.” He walked to the fridge and pulled out an egg carton. “Those buckets have to be the worst.”

“They’re not great, no question about that.” She stood up and began to collect the dishes on the table to carry them to the sink. “Can I ask you a question?”

“Anything,” he said as he cracked an egg and tossed the shell in the sink, which brought another frown to Olivia’s mouth. “I’m no expert, but I’ll tell you what I know.”

She went back to the table and sat before she asked, “Why do they keep us naked all the time?” She sipped her coffee, grateful for the warmth, the taste, and the caffeine. She wondered if she’d suffer long from caffeine withdrawals as this treat would likely not be something she could count on with others.

“Well, there’s no law that mandates subjects be naked all the time,” he explained. “It’s more of a custom, from what I understand. And at the store, it’s mostly marketing. It’s a lot easier to sell or rent a subject if they’re…” He glanced at her. “You know?”

She nodded. “Yeah, that makes sense. It’s just that, when the weather is like this…”

“Of course. I can lend you something that would keep you warm if we go out later.”

Olivia stared at him. “That was a real offer? You don’t want to stay home and fuck me all day?” She decided, mostly after the fact, to be blunt.

Brian smiled. “Twenty years ago, I would have been totally on board with that game plan. But I know my limitations now, and I don’t have it in me, to be honest.” He finished cooking the eggs, plated them on a fresh dish from the overhead cabinet and placed them in front of Olivia. She looked around for a utensil, and he retrieved a fork from the drawer next to the sink.

“These are great,” she said earnestly. “Thank you.”

“It’s easy to exceed expectations when not much is expected,” he said as he poured himself a cup of coffee and sat down in his chair.

“You’re not eating?” Olivia asked between bites.

He shrugged. “I ate before I went to SubjectSmart.”

“I had no idea that place even existed a few days ago,” she admitted. “I can’t believe I was so blind to what’s been going on lately.”

“If you’re not involved, it’s easy to miss,” Brian said. “But it’s been pretty awesome for guys like me, I’ll admit.”

“Guys like you?”

He shrugged. “Divorced, no game to speak of with women. I haven’t been on a real date in years. Don’t know what I would have done when my wife left me if they hadn’t brought back slavery.”

“Do you rent a new girl every month or so?” Olivia asked.

“Mostly, just because the inventory at SubjectSmart turns over a lot. But I’ve rented a couple of girls more than once.” He looked at her. “I’d rent you again if you stick around, but that’s highly unlikely.”

“What do you mean?”

“Well, someone will likely buy you at some point.” He stood and cleared the dishes from the table. “Or you’ll get rented first thing every morning. I got lucky today. I took the day off so I could get there first thing, or else that fat guy would have snapped you up already.”

Olivia’s mind drifted back to the man who made a fuss about not being able to rent her at the store. She shuddered at the thought of having to be with him.

“What?” Brian asked.

“I’m glad you showed up this morning,” she said, surprising herself. “And, I wouldn’t mind if we…” She looked down and blushed hard.

“Yeah,” he said with a sudden catch in his voice. “I think the housecleaning can wait.”

He walked to where she was sitting and pulled her up from the chair by her shoulders, gently, but urgently, which she enjoyed. Olivia enjoyed sex with her boyfriends and suddenly, this felt more like that than she ever thought it would. She didn’t love Brian–she barely knew him–but that was irrelevant for the moment. If this was to be her life, she decided, she needed to find a way to make it, if not enjoyable, at least tolerable.

Brian kissed Olivia.

For the first time.

He was a good kisser, she decided. So she kissed him back, as much as her restraints would allow. If her hands had been free, she would have wrapped her arms around his neck, something every guy she’d ever kissed seemed to enjoy. But she couldn’t do that, so she grabbed his belt and held him close as he kissed her, his hands roaming all over her naked body. The fact that he was still dressed while she remained naked was hot too, she decided. But it needed to change, and right away.

“Can we do it in your bed?” she whispered when they broke from the kiss. “I’d like to do it in your bed.”

“Me too,” he said with an endearing catch in his voice. He pulled away from her, took her by the hand, and led her slowly down a hall and up the stairs to his bedroom, which was a mess, but she hardly noticed.

“Do you want me to remove your chains?” he asked as he fished around in his pocket.

Olivia blushed hard again and whispered, “That’s for you to decide, Brian.” She looked up at him. “I mean, Sir.”

He smiled broadly but then let her go and pulled his shirt over his head. She watched him undress until he was as naked as she was, then she turned away from him and climbed onto the bed. She stayed on her hands and knees and looked back over her shoulder at him, his penis hard again. “This is my favorite position,” she said softly. “If that’s okay with you.”

He didn’t answer. He just climbed into position behind her, carefully placing his knees to the sides of her shackled feet and aiming his manhood at her vagina, which looked ready but he didn’t really care. He eased in, though, just in case she needed time to adjust to him, not that he was huge or anything–and she turned away and moaned as he entered her wet, welcoming chamber.

Brian fucked Olivia slowly at first, easing in and out of her tight hole, enjoying the fact that this would be his second orgasm of the day and much easier to hold off. He settled into a comfortable rhythm and revelled in the unusually tight feel of the new slave’s womanhood. Then he reached for her hair, long and blonde, to gain a bit of leverage and a bit of dominance. He wondered briefly if it might be too much, then chastised himself for caring. When would he fully embrace the role of slaveowner, he wondered.

Then Olivia moaned as he pulled her hair.

It was a needy moan, not a complaint, not a signal that he was hurting her, or that she wanted him to stop. So he leaned into it, wrapping his hand in her flowing locks and yanking a little harder, not in an effort to cause her discomfort but just enough to show her who was in charge. As if he needed to, he told himself.

She moaned louder.

With greater neediness.

Brian’s cock swelled in her pussy, unexpectedly. He slowed down and gritted his teeth to hold off his impending orgasm, but it was no use. Unable to control himself, he unleashed another gusher deep inside the woman, who moaned and shuddered as if she was achieving that magical milestone, a simultaneous orgasm, on their first coupling. Brian wondered through the fog of his climax if she was faking, or just exaggerating, but in the end, he didn’t care. That she would even bother to put on a show for him was almost as wonderful as if she actually came on his dick.

Almost.

“Fuck,” he moaned as he fell to the side onto the bed, dragging her body with him so he could remain impaled inside her. She offered no resistance, and when they settled on their sides on the bed, her drenched cunt still caressing his softening penis, she wiggled her ass into him like a playful minx who was actually enjoying the moment.

Brian kissed Olivia’s neck, half in gratitude and half because of the delicious way she felt.

“That was so good,” she whispered as she reached back and caressed his cheek. He felt bad that she was still cuffed.

“Let me get the key,” he said as he began to ease his cock out of her chamber. She clenched, and he stopped.

“That’s okay,” she said. “I kind of like being restrained like this.”

Brian knew in that moment that he’d be calling the store to rent Olivia for another day.

She never did clean his house for him, either.


Chapter 9: Opened Doors, Closing Doors

Before he buried his sex within Maggie, Dak dropped his mouth to the doorway to lick again, surprised by the thick wetness. She was ovulating, he suspected. Did she want to get pregnant? If she did, it would be her problem. SubjectSmart was very clear about that: We don’t fix our male slaves. Their cum is rich with sperm, usually, unless someone else fixed them. So use protection, take a pill afterwards, go to a state that allows abortions; or have the child, raise it as your own, tell it where it came from one day, or never. But don’t ask us for any help. You want a dad for your kid? Your problem. You want the slave who fucked you to be the dad? Buy him, maybe it’ll work out. But guess what won’t be a problem? No in-laws. No divorce. No joint custody. No visitation. No legal filings.

Dak had occasionally wondered, in the last year as rental inventory, if he’d become a father yet. Sometimes a girl would show up, stare at him and the other males analytically before she picked him, took him home, made small talk or no talk at all, left his chains on, got him to ejaculate inside her a couple of times through the day with a minimum of foreplay, no sexual chatter, maybe an orgasm if he worked her the right way, and then she’d turn him back in and he’d never see her again. And when he licked them–everyone let him lick–they’d have that sweet honey running from their holes.

“You’re ovulating,” he’d say sometimes, like it was a compliment. Some would just grunt, but some would admit it, and Dak felt like he was getting good at spotting the ones who were at that point.

Maggie was fertile. He was certain of it. And briefly, as he drove his penis back into her soft, flooded chamber, he imagined the face of the child they might be making, Dak’s rugged blondness, Maggie’s child-like innocence, a little boy or girl running in from outside, Maggie touching their hair, loving them.

“Yeah,” Dak said simply. “Yeah, yeah.”

Most of the girls who rented him weren’t looking for a performance. They didn’t need, as they helped him toward orgasm, lots of noise, comments about how good they were in between groans, some sort of pre-climax demonstration. When he was cumming, if it was real (which it always was), they’d have all the evidence they needed, either in the condom he filled, or streaming from their chambers.

“Yeah, yeah,” Dak said again, doubling the pace of his insertions as his penis swelled and the rest of his loins worked with it to send a river of rewards into Maggie’s body.

“Eeeeeee!” Maggie screamed into his ear, obviously having her own orgasm, and almost deafening him in the process. He could feel her left foot bouncing against his kidney, her right leg flailing, her climax making her do ridiculous things, and real things. Fake orgasms were rare in his line of business, but they happened, and they were always obvious because a girl doing a fake-cum would maintain her dignity. When she was making a fool of herself, weird noises and legs flying loose, it had to be real. He loved it when it was real.

The two ground their sex organs against each other for another minute, Maggie’s pelvis rising and falling, Dak thrusting hard within her before they stopped, went silent and still, only their breathing to indicate their aliveness.

Dak moved first, rising and pulling his softening penis out of Maggie’s body, watching because he liked seeing the semen leave his renter’s doorway.

“Hey,” he said, looking down at the woman. “All good?”

She looked up at him, looked at something behind him, looked at him again. “How long do I have to wait?” she asked.

“For what?”

“For you to do it again.”

“Normally about 45 minutes,” Dak said, disengaging from the woman and kneeling beside her. “But you’re welcome to try me before then. Sometimes I can get turned around a little sooner.”

“C’mon,” Maggie said, sitting up stiffly, smiling wide-eyed at her condition, using her knees and hands to push herself to her feet, striding toward the stairs that ascended from the foyer.

Dak, after rising slowly, followed her up to the second floor, taking in the pictures hung along the path without much interest, most of them of Maggie and a man. So this was her husband probably, also a blond guy, but platinum blond, not natural yellow like Dak, with two big aggressive teeth you had to look at whenever he smiled. It was the innocent-looking guys you had to watch out for, Dak had learned long ago: the earnest, smiley types that in the end would destroy you personally along with your faith in humanity, and when it was over, they’d insist they loved you and they loved God and they were just living their faith. Something told Dak this chipmunk husband wasn’t aware of what his wife was doing today, and definitely wouldn’t be on board with it. He didn’t care of course, any more than SubjectSmart did. If they had to approve everyone’s moral purposes for renting a slave, there would be no slaves getting rented.

He followed her into the master bedroom, a big space with its own bathroom and walk-in closet, and a king-sized bed with a cross on one wall and a Euro-Jesus on the other.

Maggie pulled the covers down, revealing sheets in a garish red.

“I want my butt done,” she said, turning to him. “Sodomy. Okay?”

“Yes,” Dak agreed, and something in the combination of her tone and her naked innocence sparked his loins. “Have you done that before?”

“Never,” she said. “Until today. I mean, when you do it to me today.”

“It might hurt,” Dak warned.

“I don’t care,” she said. “How soon?”

“Maybe we can do some other things until it’s ready,” Dak said. “I never know exactly when I’ll be recharged.”

“Like what?” she asked.

“You like having your cunt licked, right?” he said.

“My cunt,” she echoed, eyes going dim with a new arousal as she dropped to the bed. “Yeah, I like that.”

“What about your asshole?” Dak said.

“What about it?” she asked, lying back, adjusting the pillow beneath her head, opening her legs and staring at the ceiling, eyes glazed in a way that suggested she was in another world at the moment, a new place she had created for herself.

“Want it licked?” Dak asked.

“You’d do that?” she asked, brought back to the present moment, looking at the rental slave with a surprise bordering on alarm.

“Of course,” Dak replied.

“Why?” she asked. Did she really need it explained?

“Because I want to,” Dak replied sincerely. “And it’ll help get my cock in there.”

“Ohhh,” Maggie said, almost moaning to herself. “Then you need to.”

“It’ll make things easier.”

“Yeah,” Maggie agreed, rolling to her belly and rising to all fours in a fluid motion that Dak, had he not known better, would have suspected was something she did all the time. She wordlessly curved her spine downward, raising her anus to him, and he descended, tongue against it, around it, sometimes lower down to collect the soothing fluids from her vagina and apply them to her rear opening. Maggie remained silent and reactionless throughout, but Dak imagined her face, the shock there, the involuntary reaction to another outrage in a day full of them. He’d always found innocence sexy, and Maggie’s was particularly so, all of her coming to life with the discovery of a world of obscenities she didn’t know she’d been waiting for.

Unsurprisingly, Dak’s penis returned to its full, earlier vigor, and Maggie was as prepared as he could get her, so he straightened, crawled forward on his knees and put his tip against the woman’s female hole.

Sodomy was, of course, a behavior male SubjectSmart slaves were ordered to pursue with maximum caution. A female might think she wanted this, might believe getting a penis up there would be as simple as vaginal penetration, but taking something from behind for the first time was not a simple proposition. Willing as the spirit might be, the actual flesh might have other ideas. The absence of a full, continuously-replenishing lubrication system made things difficult, an inexperienced ring was simply not elastic enough to stretch around a shaft of greater than average girth, and Dak had been forced to retreat on many occasions before he got more than the tip of his sizeable member within the girl’s bowels.

So if Maggie were going to be anally impaled, she’d have to accept some preliminaries, and a certain protocol.

“Let me get it wet first,” Dak grunted, and when Maggie didn’t disagree, he slid himself within her front slot, thrusting all the way in and stirring around just long enough to coat himself with the pleasure lubricant and semen which, combined with his own spit, would increase the chances of anal success.

Done there, he withdrew, pressed his tip against Maggie’s rear hole.

“Push back,” he instructed hoarsely. “Stop when it hurts.”

Eager as he was to get himself back into Maggie’s body, he forced himself to stay still, waiting for what his partner would do. To his relief, she proceeded tentatively, rocking her pelvis against the head of his member, seeking out the best, safest angle of penetration. When the push happened, it was similarly cautious, just the tip entering her chamber while she continued to adjust herself. Another push backward, another inch of penetration, and Dak looked down at her anus, stretched tightly around his member.

Maggie was gasping now, panting with the effort, rib cage expanding and contracting while she worked through what Dak guessed was a perfect synergy: the pleasure of breaking another moral norm for the first time, coupled with the pain of having that part of her body reamed, coupled with the pleasure of that pain.

“Cum in there,” she groaned once she’d brought half of him within her.

Although Dak always preferred the vagina for release, he could work with this hole too, and Maggie’s offered the tight but soft grip he needed. This wasn’t about pleasure, really, he’d figured that one out. Distracted as he was by the joys of her body, he was also building a superficial profile of the woman, since Fallon hadn’t enlightened him. Christian, childless, married to a Christian–this was her exit strategy. She was saying fuck you to all of it. And slamming the door behind her. Being sodomized by a slave in the marital bed–kind of a coup de grâce, wasn’t it?

Dak didn’t know enough about her to judge the appropriateness of what she’d decided to do, nor did he care to judge. Maggie had asked him to do something, and that’s as far as it went: cum in my ass.

It’s not a thing one could linger over, he’d learned. Take too long and it starts to hurt enough that the importance of the symbolic meaning fades, and she’d tell you to get out before you could cum. Sometimes they’d offer their front hole, just as a courtesy, but Dak knew not to do that without a thorough washing. Urinary tract infections were the same as pregnancy, completely the customer’s problem, but that didn’t mean Dak wanted to cause them and never get another invite. So ream her anus, get evicted before orgasm, wash your throbbing cock in the nearest sink, return to see if she’d let you finish in her womanhood, and find out she’d moved on to the next thing, vaping and looking pensively out the window, for example. Making lunch. Calling her mom. Or boyfriend. Or husband.

Fortunately, Maggie and her charms were working their magic, and after a steady minute of shallow thrusting, Dak was groaning through his second release of the day, consummating in Maggie’s other side.

“You’re all the way in there, aren’t you?” Maggie asked breathlessly as Dak finished climaxing.

“Yeah, yeah, I’ve got it all the way up you,” Dak said, not completely honestly, but there was no way she’d ever know he was lying. “I shot my wad all the way up you too.”

“Ohhhhh, ohhhh,” Maggie groaned, reaching between her legs. “Stay in. Stay in.”

Her fingers brushed against Dak’s balls and the base of his penis before she found her clitoris, propelling herself with surprising speed to another orgasm, her hips shaking and her anus tightening and, as Dak confirmed by bending and looking, her vagina oozing his earlier ejaculate and her own pleasure fluids.

Done groaning, her hand still between her legs, she put her fingers against Dak’s thigh to push him backward and out of her. But Maggie had one more thing in mind before she was done with whatever this was.

“Lie on your back,” she said.

Dak obeyed, and she straddled him, stared at the wall and, after what looked like a few moment’s concentration, released a thin stream of urine onto his hips and penis. The golden stream thickened, her bladder emptying apace, the water rolling around Dak and soaking the red sheets, two circles of deep garnet spreading out on either side of his body.

Once the water stopped flowing, she moved purposefully off the bed and into the bathroom, shut the door, ran the water and, Dak assumed, cleaned up. He pulled the sheets and cover back up and lay on his back, his head on someone’s pillow, and he hoped Maggie wasn’t going to try to wash her soul, that she was having regrets about that. Some things couldn’t be undone with soap and water. It surprised him how often women were disappointed on that score after they’d cum.

“Dak, you wanna wash up too?” Maggie asked, opening the door, now wearing a thick white bathrobe with a gold cross embroidered over either breast.

Seriously? Two crosses?

“Sure,” he said, sidling past her, heading to the sink, admiring the double vanity, the black and white tile floor, the understated gray tub/shower. New houses had better bathrooms than any older home, no matter how much had been spent on the upfit.

Dak went to the sink that was clearly the husband’s, just a razor and a brush and aftershave arranged neatly against the wall vs. a veritable beauty store of supplies and equipment around the other sink–makeups and sprays, two hair dryers, bins of hidden things. Dak started by washing his genitals thoroughly, twice over. Something told him he wasn’t going to be putting his jewels into Maggie again today, or possibly ever, but still, best to be prepared. Next he washed his face, found a towel in the linen closet to dry off with, noticed the matching man’s bathrobe, blue with white embroidered crosses, put it on and stepped back into the bedroom, where Maggie was frantically throwing things into a suitcase open on the bed.

“Going somewhere?” he asked casually.

She looked at him and laughed. “You did not just put that on!” she exclaimed. “You are ... Okay, can you bring out all my shoes from the closet? Just set them on the bed. I’ll decide what I’m taking.”

Dak went to the closet, a walk-in with obvious his and hers sides, knelt and started carrying out shoes in handfuls. It took four trips to set out her relatively modest collection, old gym shoes, new gym shoes, three pairs of black heels, four pairs of sandals, canvas flats in white and pink, black ankle boots, rain shoes, yellow slippers with chick’s heads at the front. A woman’s footwear collection could manifest every phase of her life, and Maggie’s seemed to, an existential snapshot in 20 pairs, tossed willy-nilly onto a marital bed where a slave had just sodomized her. She’d been barefoot for that, of course.

“Keep the robe on and just wait for me over there,” Maggie said, rushing to her closet, snatching 10 or so dresses, folding them together without removing the hangers and putting them into the suitcase. Panties from the top of the chest of drawers, socks and bras one drawer down, handfuls of other things, maybe some cash, some scrunchies, some slips maybe, Dak wasn’t really paying attention.

“How long does turning you back in take?” she asked absently as she surveyed the contents of her bag.

“It’s pretty quick, if there’s not a line,” Dak replied. “Fallon just has to make sure I’m not damaged, then you both sign a form that says you turned me back in in good condition, she prints it out and gives you a copy, then you leave.”

“You need to have your chains on?” she asked.

“Yeah, it’s kind of preferred.”

Maggie closed her suitcase, turned to him and laughed, brightly, almost hysterically, and she was still laughing as she zipped it up.

“Can you help me with this?” she said. “Just get it off the bed and into the car?”

“Sure,” he said, sliding the bag off the bed, knocking several of the unselected shoes onto the floor, where they remained.

Back in the den, she slipped out of her robe, giving Dak one more view of her naked body before she pulled on the clothes she’d tossed aside earlier that day.

“You’re leaving,” Dak guessed. “For a long time.”

“Forever,” she said with another glance at the room’s upper corner, and Dak turned to confirm there was a camera mounted there.

“Take off your robe now, and let me put your chains back on,” Maggie said.

Well aware of the further insult in this action, Dak tossed his cross-laden robe across Maggie’s, sat and watched the woman cuff his wrists and ankles for the return trip to SubjectSmart. Last, she inspected the cage that locked around his sex.

“This too?” she asked, frowning with embarrassment.

“They’d prefer it,” he said.

“How does it go on,” she asked, “when you’re not hard?”

“Here,” he said, leaning back and grasping his penis, holding it at the mid-point as Maggie lowered the cage over it. “Now clamp the balls.”

Maggie struggled with the mechanism, terrified of pinching her erstwhile lover, and after it clicked into place, she continued to study his genitals.

“It’s on,” Dak reassured. “First time you’ve done that?”

Maggie laughed. “Uh, yeah. Why do you have to wear it?”

“So I won’t jerk off,” he said. “I’m considered high-risk for that, and they want me to save it for the customers.”

“You gave me a lot,” Maggie said, hustling to the kitchen to wash her hands. “It’s still leaking out.”

“Say something nice about me to the company, if you think about it.”

“If I have time,” she said, returning briskly to the living room. “Okay, let’s go.”

The picture of ruthless determination before and during their tryst, Maggie had transitioned to an air of sheer panic now, rushing to the front door, pointing to her bag, racing to her car and opening the trunk before she slid into the driver’s seat. Dak loaded her suitcase, closed the trunk, and slipped through the passenger door, doing his best to move quickly despite his chains.

The wheels screeched as Maggie backed to the street, screeched again as she hit the gas, and her mouth was working silently, forming a single word as she drove past the well-manicured winter landscaping of her upper-middle-class neighborhood:

Goodbye

Goodbye

Goodbye

“Should I be worried?” Dak said when she skidded to a stop, then raced out onto the highway.

“Worried about what?” she asked.

“About whatever you’re running from.”

“I’m running from it,” she said. “You’re not.”

“Yeah, but I’m in the car with you,” Dak said. “If whatever it is catches you ...”

Maggie laughed, looked at him wild-eyed.

“Did you see what we did?” she asked.

“I was there,” Dak said. “And for the record, it was–”

“I had no idea it would go like that,” she said. “I didn’t know that store had such good ... people.”

“Thank you.”

“I didn’t think I’d like it,” she continued, speaking breathlessly. “Or not that much. Or I guess ... I didn’t think you’d like it.”

“I liked it,” Dak said, looking into the rearview mirror for the tenth time, although he had no idea what he was expecting to see. A fire truck? A black ops van? A church bus? “They’re not following us, are they?”

Maggie laughed again, at herself. “There’s nothing to be afraid of. If something comes for me, it’s only going to get me.”

“Something supernatural then,” Dak proposed.

“Alright,” Maggie said, smiling in an ironic way, looking 10 years younger than the woman who’d picked him up that morning.

“Maybe you deserve an explanation,” she said. “Do you deserve an explanation?”

“I don’t deserve one, but I wouldn’t mind one,” Dak said.

“I never had kids,” she said. “I was supposed to, I wanted to, but it never happened. He said it was me. Something wrong with me. I said maybe it was him and he should get it looked at, since my gynecologist said she could find nothing wrong. Well, you’d think I accused him of being gay and telling him to get the gay cure. He didn’t speak to me for a week, cut my allowance, said it was for my own good. And it’s been 10 years where I’m the only problem and ... I just decided to go.”

“But first you came,” Dak quipped.

Maggie responded with such explosive laughter Dak was afraid she was going to wreck. She shook herself against the steering wheel, bounced on the seat, was sniffing and wiping her eyes with the backs of her hands before she regained her composure and, to Dak’s relief, returned her focus to the highway.

“Something else about it, that just broke me in the end,” she said, “about man culture.”

“Man culture,” Dak repeated.

“It’s so obvious ... that’s probably why I missed it for so long,” she said. “Man culture. Man rules. Man as the head of the household.”

“Yeah,” Dak said, relieved that they had reached the edge of downtown, no longer an open highway behind them.

“Women do the chores, because that’s godly,” she continued. “Men don’t, because God doesn’t think they should. And I grew up with that, and it made me proud. Actually proud. But you know what? You know what happens? Women do all the work, and men just sit there. Watching TV, playing video games, talking to their friends on the phone. It’s not godliness. It’s just laziness.”

“Mmhm,” Dak agreed. Yes, it was an obvious point.

“I’m just figuring all this out, so I’m thinking about it a lot,” she said. “Thanks for being an ear.”

“So where are you going?” Dak asked. “Obviously not back home.”

“Oh no,” she said, nodding and smiling. “First to my sister-in-law’s. She just broke up with my brother, and I’m going to help her with her kids while I get back on my feet.”

“She left him for the same reason?” Dak ventured.

“No, actually. They aren’t even that religious. Just couldn’t make it work I think. I don’t have all the details. We haven’t talked much, since my husband didn’t approve of them.”

“Good luck with that,” Dak said. “Where does she live?”

“Connecticut.”

“Nice place.”

“You’ve been?”

“I’ve been all over,” Dak said.

They’d reached SubjectSmart, and Maggie fell silent while she navigated the large parking lot. It had warmed up enough that the ground wasn’t bracingly cold as Dak shuffled barefooted over it to the front entrance.

The double doors opened wide for them, the greeter nodded to them but didn’t need to scan Dak’s chip or check paperwork, and they made their way to the rental area.

“I assume you had a life before this,” Maggie said, guiding him past the retail shelves.

“I did.”

“Doing what?”

“Surveyor, restaurant assistant manager, municipal waste administrator,” Dak said, adding after a slight pause, “preacher.”

“Preacher?” Maggie almost shouted, looking at him with a shock bordering on betrayal.

“I was good at it,” he said, “other than ... well let’s just say there’s a fine line between the spirit of Jesus and the spirit of fucking. And some of my female parishioners ... you really want to hear this?”

Maggie’s eyes were only on him as they made their way toward Fallon’s office.

“I never propositioned anyone, as God is my witness,” he said, raising a hand until his chain caught it short. “But the, the ladies could be very insistent, and some of them had husbands, and some of those husbands had lawyers, and, well ... it was this or spend the rest of my life paying off settlements.”

“I’m not your first, then.”

“First what?”

“Christian wife.”

“They are all Christian wives,” he said.

Maggie was still laughing when they reached Fallon’s office door, and the rental manager sensed the need to hurry, made a quick inspection to verify there was no damage, got the signatures she needed, and thanked Maggie for her business.

And with that, the woman was gone, no final kiss, no parting words, just an empty space where her body had been.

“How was it?” Fallon asked.

“She got her money’s worth,” Dak said, adding the kind of obscene summary he invariably shared with Fallon. “Dripping out of both holes.”

“Think she’ll want you again?” Fallon asked without any reaction to Dak’s coarse debrief.

“Doubtful,” Dak said. “Did she tell you her story?”

“Yeah, sort of,” Fallon said. “Tradwife, I think.”

“Tradwife until today,” Dak said, dropping to the chair beside Fallon’s desk and putting his face in his hands. “And I am so fucked.”


Chapter 10: A Visit to a Farm

“I was starting to wonder if you were ever coming back,” Harper said when Olivia arrived at her cage, 48 hours after she had been rented for the first time. It was just after SubjectSmart opened, and the one man Olivia least wanted to see was standing next to her empty cage, almost salivating as he eyed her naked, chained body.

“Fallon,” the man said urgently to the rental manager and Olivia’s former nursing school classmate. “Fallon, I want her,” he almost shouted. “I want her today. You promised you’d hold her for me.”

“Cool your jets, Glen,” Fallon said sharply to the man. “I have to check her first.” Olivia had been brought to her cage directly from the loading dock by Ralph, another employee of the store that owned her, and the man who had sampled her when she was first delivered from the county jail a few days earlier. Olivia had been relieved when Ralph didn’t bother to use her this morning. But now Glen was here, bellowing about renting her, and her heart sank.

The man was disgusting.

“We really need to streamline the intake process,” Fallon said, mostly to herself but also to Ralph. “Maybe I can get corporate to build a holding cell on the loading dock.”

“Where?” Ralph asked. “There’s no room for all the inventory we already have.”

“Alright, okay,” Fallon said, venting her frustration. “What I really need is an assistant.”

“Yeah, good luck with that,” Ralph said. “I hear they’re looking at more layoffs, not lifting the hiring freeze.”

“Great,” Fallon said as she turned her attention to Olivia. “Anything to report?” she asked the new slave. “All good?”

“What do you mean?” Olivia asked. Was her former classmate looking for a recap of her two days and nights with Brian, her first renter? Did she want to discuss it openly here in front of Ralph and Glen, not to mention the other slaves locked in their cages and listening to a conversation that made Olivia squirm with embarrassment?

“Did you sustain any injuries during your rental?” Fallon asked impatiently. “I went over the rules with you before you left. Did Brian break any of those rules?”

Brian had treated Olivia with kindness and respect, as much as she could expect from a man who gave her first experience as a subject rental. The visit to his place was as good an initial experience as Olivia could have hoped for, but she sensed Fallon wasn’t at all interested in any of that. She just wanted to make sure the store's merchandise was returned undamaged.

“No, it was all good,” Olivia admitted.

“Great,” Fallon said, checking off boxes on a form attached to her ever-present clipboard. “Glen,” she said to the waiting customer. “Do you want us to wash her down, or do you just want to walk her out of here as is?”

“As is will do,” Glen said, growing more impatient. “Can we just get it done already?”

“Sign here,” Fallon said, holding up her clipboard and pointing at another form. “One day?”

“Yeah,” Glen almost whined. “We good?”

“Okay if I use the card on file?” Fallon asked.

“Yeah, fine,” Glen mumbled, eyeing Olivia again, his goal almost in reach now.

“She’s all yours,” Fallon said, glancing at Olivia but not acknowledging that they had once known each other under much different circumstances. Olivia didn’t expect special treatment from her one-time classmate–they hadn’t been friends, exactly, more acquaintances than anything. But now Olivia felt less than human in Fallon’s eyes, probably because legally, and practically, she was.

“Let’s go,” Glen said to Olivia as he clipped a leash he’d been carrying to her collar. He led her through the front of the store, just like Brian had done two mornings ago, a walk of shame she’d already come to hate as much as the ones she had endured as a free woman returning from the one-night stands she always regretted. But that level of regret was nothing compared to what she felt now. It was one thing to be led by a leash, naked and chained, through the store’s entrance by Brian, who looked and turned out to be a nice guy, almost normal, except for the whole slave-renting thing. Now, she was being led by a leash, naked and chained, by Glen, who looked anything but normal. He looked like a troll at best, a gravedigger at worst–dirty, overweight, verging on obese, with greasy hair, slovenly dressed, and he smelled, even from a leash-length away. That she was going to have to have sex with this man, and that everyone in the store knew it by the time they reached the exit, was almost enough to kill her.

She could only hope.

The cold morning air, no warmer than when she’d arrived at the store less than an hour ago, bit into her bare skin. She shivered and hoped Glen was parked nearby. The lot was almost empty, so the walk was mercifully short. Still, her bare feet were nearly frozen by the time they stopped.

“Here we go,” Glen said when they arrived at his pickup in the parking lot. The truck’s interior looked almost as disheveled as its owner when Olivia glanced into the cab, noting the fast-food debris, empty chewing tobacco tins, and beer bottles strewn about. But Glen marched Olivia right past the passenger side door to the tailgate, where her heart sank as he lowered it and motioned for her to climb in. The morning air in mid-February was chilled enough to make her nipples erect as soon as they left the store. She couldn’t fathom how uncomfortable she’d be in the open truck bed moving at speed down the highway.

“I can’t ride inside?” she asked.

“Dogs and slaves ride in the back,” he replied. “I made the mistake of letting one bitch ride up front with me a couple of years ago, and she did her business on my new floor mats.”

Olivia didn’t have to ask if ‘the bitch’ was a female canine or human, she realized, because they were all the same in Glen’s mind. She climbed onto the tailgate clumsily in her chains and scooted on her bottom toward the cab to get what shelter she could from the airflow that would turn her extremities blue if the ride to his place was long.

Glen surprised her by climbing into the truck bed himself with slightly more grace than she’d managed. She looked at him with questioning eyes until he walked to the front of the bed and picked up a different chain. When he pulled on her leash, she leaned forward so he could unhook the clip and attach the chain to her collar with a small padlock.

“It’s freezing,” she told him, wondering if he would need any further explanation, and despairing when he shook his head.

“Won’t be but a short drive,” he told her as he walked to the end of the bed and jumped down to the pavement. “You’ll live,” he added as he slammed the gate upright and spat tobacco juice through his teeth onto the blacktop. He walked to the cab and climbed in, once again impressing Olivia with his ability to move gracefully for a man his size and shape.

When the truck’s engine rumbled to life, Olivia turned her back to the cab and braced herself as best she could for what she knew would be a harrowing ride. She’d never ridden in the bed of a pickup truck, it being illegal, but she also knew without thinking about it that the laws that protected people from their own stupidity no longer applied to her. She was property, not a person, and there were no laws against transporting property in the back of an F150. If anything, its basic function was to haul cargo, which described her new status perfectly.

Cargo.

Olivia blew into her hands in a futile effort to keep them warm. The cold air whistled around the cab and lowered her body temperature as the truck picked up speed on the main street. She prayed that Glen lived close enough to the store to avoid using the highway, but like so many of her prayers the past few weeks, it went unanswered. He turned onto the Interstate at his first opportunity and picked up speed, chilling her to the bone.

As soon as the vehicle reached cruising speed, Olivia curled into a fetal position and pressed her back against the wall separating the cab from the bed to duck the wind. The aerodynamics offered her modest protection but no comfort. She resigned herself to freezing to death if the trip was more than a few miles, but almost as soon as Glen reached cruising speed, he began to decelerate and exited the highway. Olivia was tossed from one side of the bed to the other as he rounded several curves, and she wondered vaguely if he was toying with her, jostling her around to emphasize his control of her, or if he just didn’t give a shit about her well-being.

She wasn’t sure which would be worse.

After a few stops and starts, some turns and jostling, gears grinding, and engine exhaust choking her, the truck came to rest at last. The gravel had crunched under the tires until the last moment, and Olivia was startled by the sudden silence. Birds chirped, but no other sounds–no other vehicles, no children, no voices of any kind–just birds and perhaps, cicadas.

Olivia lifted her head enough to see over the rim of the truck bed. She saw trees, a small lawn, a tractor in a field, and a barn. She chided herself for not recognizing Glen as a country boy. Something about the act of renting a sex slave had wiped that possibility from her mind, even though he certainly looked the part, down to his muddy work boots, grimy hands, and sun-ravaged face. Not that it mattered, but she prided herself on sizing up new people she met at the hospital at first glance, before they explained who they were and what brought them to the emergency room where she worked for all of four months in what now seemed a lifetime ago.

Olivia also noticed, belatedly, that Glen remained sitting in the cab, his head bent forward, his rotund shape not moving. She was warming quickly in the sun that shone down on her directly, a blessing but also a curse if it continued. She was fair, with natural blonde hair verging on strawberry, and her skin was so sensitive that she never tanned, even the areas of her body that would be exposed in a two-piece bathing suit. In her present situation, new and untouched parts of her body would be soaking up the sun’s rays for the first time in her life, and the idea that she might be left here while Glen was preoccupied with his phone dismayed her even more.

Finally, Olivia heard the truck door creak open, and Glen’s feet landed on the gravel. She ducked down again and waited for the man to get on with their day. She remained in the fetal position as he opened the tailgate, slung his body onto the bed, and walked to her with the key to her collar padlock in his hand. He grabbed the chain but didn’t yank it, tugged it just enough to allow him to release her and reattached the leather leash he’d used to walk her out of the store.

“Let’s go, darlin’,” he said softly. She extended her limbs and groaned at their stiffness from the cold, but offered no further complaints. She avoided looking at him so she wouldn’t have to watch him staring at her body. “Time is money.”

Glen walked Olivia toward the farmhouse. She winced as the gravel bit into the soft skin of her bare feet. Her renter–she wasn’t willing to think of him as her owner–was oblivious to her discomfort as his boots crunched the gravel under his considerable weight. She moved carefully but was unable to avoid stepping on several sharp stones before they arrived at the open front door.

“Justine,” Glen called out when he pulled open the screen door and tugged Olivia’s leash as he held the door for her. She stumbled into the entryway and glanced at the large living room crowded with dilapidated furniture that had to be older than she was. She braced herself for whoever ‘Justine’ was just as the woman rounded the corner from the back of the house.

“What?” she almost growled at Glen, which surprised Olivia on several counts. For one, the woman was naked but not wearing chains, although she did have a collar around her neck. “Who’s this?” she asked as she spotted Olivia.

“Got her for the day,” Glen said, ignoring Justine’s inquiry. “Take her out back and clean her out for me,” he continued. “I gotta make a pit stop myself.” He handed the loop at the end of Olivia’s leash to the naked woman and moved past her down the hallway.

“What’s your name, dearie?” the woman asked as she led the way to the kitchen.

“Olivia Larsen,” she whispered.

The woman looked at her. “Oh, ain’t that adorable?” She laughed, and her fat rolls jiggled obscenely–she wasn’t quite as obese as Glen, but without clothes to conceal anything, the sight stunned Olivia. Not enough to make her ask why, of course, but still. “You gotta be new at this, am I right?”

“At this?” Olivia asked.

“Being a sex slave,” Justine said as she walked Olivia through a small but shockingly clean kitchen toward a small room in the back of the house and out the door to the back yard. There, a bigger lawn than the one she’d seen from the bed of the truck was surrounded by a six-foot chain-linked fence. At the far end of the yard was what looked like an old-fashioned dog house. Olivia wasn’t afraid of dogs, exactly, but the prospect of Glen owning them made the blood drain from her face.

“You gotta use the bucket, dearie?” Justine asked as they arrived at the small house. Olivia listened and looked for the dog, but none appeared.

“I can’t use the bathroom?” she asked.

“I haven’t used the bathroom since I moved in here, dearie, so…” She picked up the lid, squatted over the bucket, and peed without any apparent shame. Olivia, however, blushed hard.

“Does Glen own you?” Olivia asked after the woman finished and wiped herself.

“I ain’t naked by choice, dearie,” Justine said with a hint of animosity. “You sure you don’t have to go?” she asked as she stepped away from the bucket. “I don’t want to be cleaning up after you.”

“What?” Olivia asked vaguely. She was thoroughly confused.

“Never mind,” Justine said as she replaced the lid and clipped it shut. “Come over here.” She tugged on Olivia’s leash and they moved behind the dog house. There, a small garden hose hung on the back of the house. Olivia assumed she’d be hosed down, something she’d heard mentioned at the store but had so far avoided. The weather had warmed slightly since she left the store with Glen but not enough to make the prospect of being doused with cold water enticing.

“Do you have to?” she asked.

“Get on all fours,” Justine ordered, ignoring yet another question. She took the garden hose off its holder and picked up an attachment that Olivia recognized from her time in the ER as an enema syringe. When she began screwing the syringe onto the hose nozzle, Olivia panicked.

“What are you doing?” she asked.

“You heard the man tell me to clean you out, didn’t you?” Justine said. “Now, get down on all fours or I’ll make this more unpleasant than it needs to be, dearie.”

“But…” Olivia began before Justine cut her off with a withering look.

“Don’t sass me, girl. Just do as you’re told. I know this is all new for you, but if you don’t want to wind up beaten or worse, you’ll learn to just do as you’re told without making a fuss about everything.”

Olivia did as she was told.

“Truth is, I’m doing us both a favor,” Justine explained as she positioned the syringe at Olivia’s rear entrance and eased it into her body. Olivia had given enemas to patients on occasion and knew how demeaning it could be for the recipient. But she was hard-pressed to understand how this treatment would be in her best interest…

Then, suddenly, she understood.

“But how does this help you?” Olivia asked.

“Well, here’s the thing,” Justine said as she turned on the water valve, mercifully at a slow trickle. “You ain’t gonna have access to the bucket much today once things get going. And if you have an accident while you’re chained up here in the yard, guess who has to clean up after you?”

Olivia was speechless.

“That’s right, dearie. You’re lookin’ at her. So if I get you all cleaned out right from the git go? Well, you get the picture, don’t cha, hon?”


Chapter 11: Maria at the Brick Structure

“There are six point four one people at the Brick Structure today,” Hermann said, wheeling his two-seat truckster out of the SubjectSmart parking lot. “For your purposes.”

“Are you one of them?” Maria asked.

“I am one point zero of them.”

Maria looked at Hermann to make sure he wasn’t joking. He wasn’t. He was never joking. In fact, he seemed proud of his ability to calculate the number of sexual partners she’d have, which included probability factors, because you never knew for sure. Hermann was always 100 percent likely to use her, though.

“Who else?” she asked, trying to still her lower jaw. She’d been naked and barefoot for the walk to Hermann’s truckster, and her chains made it slow going, and the truckster itself was no warmer when she settled her bare bottom onto its thick red vinyl. Once Hermann hit the ignition, fortunately, the heater warmed the vehicle’s small space quickly, and she leaned forward and cupped her bound hands in front of the vent.

“Punkin will be one,” Hermann said. “General Beauregard Francis Montgomery III is at just under 100 percent likelihood. The Toadstool is–”

“He a general now?” Maria asked.

“He believes he is, today,” Hermann said in his low, gravely monotone. “The Toadstool wants you. Scientist Three believes he will be available. And there are probabilities for Drawstring, The Girl Who is Outside, Keg O’ Beer, and Todd.”

“Todd?” Maria said. “You mean that guy on floor 1? I never been with him.”

“Yeah, he’d like to give you a try,” said Hermann, adding vaguely, “He’s working on some things, thinks he’s ready for a session.”

“I would like to be with all of them,” Maria said, not completely honestly, because some were more fun than others. The Toadstool in particular could be difficult, depending on how he operated what was called his Spermapositor.

Maria had been coming to the Brick Structure every week or so for months, and she had developed a relative expertise where the denizens of that place were concerned. That, combined with an innate comfort level for the unusual and unexpected, had made her a popular item among that community.

For the rest of the drive, there was no talking, because none was necessary. Hermann parked wordlessly under the great oak tree that had been growing there for at least two centuries, and he led Maria into the old building that had once served as the laundry for the state hospital before it was converted to other uses, most recently a makeshift residence, little rooms built here and there by whim and occupied by Hermann and his fellow creatures for upwards of five years.

Hermann removed Maria’s chains as soon as they passed through the door and into a small space dominated by the building’s original stairwell, which spiraled up through three floors and to the roof.

“Everyone will enjoy seeing you,” Herman said, hanging the girl’s restraints on the peg beside the door.

“I’m going to start with Toadstool,” Maria said, because she wanted to get the most difficult challenge done first, and she headed for the stairs, climbed them two at a time, was breathing heavily on the third-floor landing, and she turned right, headed down the hall, stopped at the last door on the left, and knocked.

She heard a chair scrape, she heard footsteps and vaguer rustlings, she heard the thud of the toadstool from which Toadstool took his name, and then the muffled voice: “Come in.”

Maria pushed the door open and surveyed the small, spartan space with its single bed, sink, desk, laptop and window, before she focused on the reason she was here, a round, black tussock, or what might be called a very large mushroom cap, in the middle of the room. There was a man beneath it, whom Maria had never seen, but whose voice she had heard many times, and who preferred to interact with her through a black dildo–the Spermipositor–that protruded from the edge of the lump.

Maria grabbed two paper towels from the sink, wetted them and wiped the dildo down. The dildo seemed to appreciate the gesture, rising and falling twice. Maria reached down, spread her lips, felt inside and confirmed she was sufficiently lubricated and, without further ceremony, set her left foot on the toadstool, moved her opening into position, and lowered her body, closing her eyes at the not-unwelcome sensation of being filled.

She had learned through experience that five minutes would do, that she could fake an orgasm because Toadstool didn’t care or didn’t know the difference, and no followup was required. Slide up and down the object in a few positions, moan, and depart for the next partner in a pleasantly aroused state.

Toadstool seemed a little more animated than usual today, thrusting upward as she dropped, and stirring around within her at the moments of full insertion, and her groans of pleasure were not entirely feigned.

Maria found that it didn’t help to imagine the physical form behind this creature she’d been told to call Toadstool. She tried not to imagine him lying on his side, curled around to fit within his contraption, operating the dildo with one hand and masturbating with the other, a man who had to separate himself by two degrees from his lover for reasons she could only guess at.

After what she estimated was three diligent minutes straddling the tool, she rose up, turned and offered her chamber from behind, almost sitting on the toadstool, and issuing a sharp, performative gasp as she was penetrated again.

“This so good,” she said, just loud enough to be heard by the hidden man as she continued her labors. A few minutes later, she issued a deep sigh. “I think I need to ... I need to ...” she groaned, building up to the final, simulated moment, “Ohhhhh, Jesus (pronounced “HAY-sooss”), ohhhh, Jesus, Jesus and Santa Maria save me!”

The dildo shook within her, not painfully, and she heard a groan, either of contentment or actual orgasm, and she rested for a moment as though recovering from pleasure before she rose and slipped out of the room and across the hall to Punkin’s door, upon which had been plastered a jack o’lantern poster and, inexplicably, a photograph of a black pickup truck and beneath it the side panel of a milk carton with a picture of someone who’d gone missing.

The door opened before Maria could knock, a slight girl with frizzy, strawberry blonde hair and giant glasses leaning past the door so only her head was visible, and Maria guessed Punkin was nude, and a moment later, when the girl pulled her into the room by her wrist, was proved correct. Punkin’s room was larger that Toadstool’s, with a big bright window over the bed and charcoal drawings of strange faces on the walls, and Maria ignored them as she always did and served the girl for a good 20 minutes, not departing until they both climaxed, courtesy of each other’s mouths.

General Beauregard Francis Montgomery III, squat and bearded, and who had been a mere junior Naval officer the last time she was with him, was his usual gentle, mute self. Only while he was climaxing inside her did he make any noise at all, a sort of deep groan that sounded fake but Maria thought must be real, given whenever he made that sound she left his room with her vagina dripping semen.

Scientist Three, as usual, only wanted to masturbate while he drew things on his whiteboard and lectured incomprehensibly and she stood before him, nude and with her legs slightly parted.

Drawstring, a man who was pathologically committed to being inferior to everyone else, ended up not being available because of a programming deadline.

The Girl Who is Outside was on the roof, fortunately in a greenhouse that was warm enough in the sunlight, and Maria performed 10 minutes of unreciprocated oral sex on the selfish girl before she climaxed and sent Maria to her next assignation, with Keg O’ Beer, so named because in his youth it was his job to return the empty kegs from his father’s bar to the distiller. Other things had happened to Keg (as his friends called him) in his youth that might have been a better source of a name, given how important they seemed to be to him when he shared them with Maria. Molested by a Priest, could be a name. Heroin Addict Mom would have worked. Scrounging For Food at Age 5 maybe. Coupling with Maria seemed to be a chore to him, pulling away from his laptop with apparent regret and not bothering to strip, just extending his penis through his pants and quickly releasing within her while she lay beneath him, never climaxing.

Todd was just that, Todd. Maria knew who he was, had noticed him as she passed his room when his door was open, but she’d never serviced him.

He was on the first floor, beside a room that had been converted to a kitchen at some point, half the smells emanating therefrom not what Maria could identify as human sustenance.

“Todd?” she said, knocking lightly. “Todd? It’s Maria.”

She heard three footsteps and the door opened to reveal a great bear of a man, long-haired and bearded, a few inches past six feet tall, and currently in jeans, work boots and a red flannel shirt.

“Hello, Miss,” Todd said, offering his hand while his eyes raked her naked body. “It is nice to see you.”

“I like see you too,” Maria said with her sincerest smile. “I am here ‘cuz Hermann said we get our time together.”

“Yes,” Todd said. “I hope your day’s going well so far.”

“Very much,” Maria said, stepping in and letting the man shut the door behind her. “I hope you like it with me.”

“I discussed it with my therapist,” he said, handing her a towel and motioning to his bed, and she folded the towel into a neat square and sat on it. “She says I ...” Todd continued, pausing. “Wait, I’m sorry ...”

Maria raised her eyebrows, waiting for his next thought.

“Part of my treatment is her presence, during the encounter, and after, to discuss what happened,” he said. “I hope you’re comfortable with that.”

“Is she here?” Maria asked gamely. It used to surprise her, how many of the people who rented her wanted someone else to watch, or wanted someone else to use her while they watched. It no longer struck her as odd, and it had never bothered her regardless. One of her renters had called her an exhibitionist. She believed she knew what they meant.

“Not physically,” Todd said, sitting on the bed next to her, his scent subtle and pleasant, reminiscent perhaps of a pine forest, but with undertones of Man. Man, with a capital M.

Maria liked everything she knew about Todd so far. He gestured toward his laptop, open on the desk. “She will attend virtually, if you’re agreeable.”

“Yes, I like to meet her,” Maria said. “Who is her name?”

“Let’s call her Sandy,” Todd said. “A little less formal, for what we’ll be doing.”

“I like to meet Sandy,” Maria said. “And if she–”

“She’ll be giving us instructions,” Todd said. “Me, and you too. You’re good with that?”

“It like all I’ve done before,” Maria assured him, sucking in her cheeks and smiling sagely and hoping to convey the mystique of an experienced woman.

Todd wrapped his arm around the girl’s shoulders, his face so full of gratitude it almost looked like pain, and Maria tilted her head up, offered her mouth, and he took it, their kiss long and beginning chasteley before she opened her mouth and they explored each other.

“Okay,” Todd said huskily, pulling away and standing, opening his pants first to relieve his proportionately oversized erection, unbuttoning his shirt halfway before he unlaced his boots, slowly working through the process of undressing in multiple phases before he was shorn of everything but a pair of red woolen socks, and he went to his laptop, tapped it open, selected an app, hit a few more keys, and when the face of a middle-aged woman with her hair tied in a severe silver bun appeared, Maria smiled.

“Hi, Sandy!” she said.

“You’re Maria?” said the woman.

“I am Maria,” the girl confirmed, stepping up to the screen, bending to look into the camera, smiling at Sandy, and checking her own appearance in the smaller video feed in the lower corner before heading back to the bed to sit on her towel.

Todd, apparently content to let the two women get to know each other, stood to the side but not completely out of camera range, half his penis intruding into the frame.

“It’s nice to meet you, Maria,” Sandy said. “Has Todd explained things to you?”

“He has a little, that you tell us how we have sex today,” Maria said. “That fine with me.”

Sandy’s face turned briefly sour, the way any professional’s face morphs when the nuances of their practice are put crudely by a laywoman.

“We’ll all be working together,” Sandy said. “I’ll serve as a guide, and I may offer some input as you and Todd work through the session, but there will be moments of spontaneity, when you and Todd decide what you want to do. Spontaneity is one of the things Todd and I are working on right now.”

Maria nodded, glanced briefly at Todd’s penis to make sure it was still at full size (it was), and wondered what spontaneity was. She hoped it didn’t mean anal sex, because she didn’t believe she could bring him into that hole. Getting him up her vagina, she believed, would be enough of a challenge.

“Have you done surrogate work before?” Sandy asked.

“I think so, but I not know if it was called that,” Maria said apologetically. “I do so many thin.”

“Good,” Sandy said. “I understand you are not here completely of your own volition.”

Maria shook her head slightly, because this was another word she didn’t know.

“You were rented,” Sandy clarified. “You’re a subject whose ... your participation is compuls– ... I’m sorry, let me not use professional jargon. You’re required to be here, as a subject. You’re not a completely voluntary participant.”

“Oh,” Maria said with another shake of her head. “I want to be this. When I see Hermann today, I so happy. I–”

“Hermann?” Sandy interrupted.

“He’s the one that picks up our girls,” explained the still-erect Todd.

“I see,” Sandy said, and Maria couldn’t help but fill in the ensuing awkward silence. “What we do first?” she asked.

“Let’s start with a little non-sexual intimacy,” Sandy said. “Todd, you may sit next to Maria, and kiss her.”

Maria slid over and tapped the mattress beside her, and Todd sat and turned toward the girl.

“We kiss already, but now do it again,” Maria said with a laugh, tilting her head back and offering her mouth to the much larger man. Todd pressed his lips against hers, and she wrapped her arm around his waist.

“Todd, are you feeling comfortable?” Sandy asked.

“Yes,” Todd confirmed without looking away from the girl.

“Let’s squeeze Maria’s right breast,” Sandy said.

Todd obliged, and Maria did her best to facilitate things, arching her back to raise her breasts high, and she sighed as the man took her flesh gently in his hand.

“Now, Todd, what would you like to do next?” Sandy asked.

Todd turned to the screen, staring at the woman with a deer-in-the-headlights look.

“May I say what it is?” Maria asked.

Todd looked at Maria with relief. Sandy bit her lip with what seemed to be disappointment. But Maria forged ahead.

“Okay, I just think,” the girl offered, “that maybe Todd want me eating him.”

“Oral sex,” Sandy said. “Todd, would you like that? It’s up to you.”

Todd said nothing, but his expression of consternation yielded to some other sentiment, eyes half-closed as he leaned back, propping himself up on his substantial arms and his penis rose upward.

“Very good,” Sandy said. “Maintaining your erection. This is great, Todd. Maria, go ahead.”

Maria slid off the bed, knelt on the floor, and lowered her mouth to Todd’s member, tongue emerging to bathe his tip before she pulled the first half of the organ into her mouth, both her jaws and eyes wide as she worked at the task.

“Todd?” Sandy said. “Todd?”

Todd opened his eyes and stared at the screen.

“How are we feeling?” Sandy asked. “How are you feeling about what Maria’s doing?”

“Issgood,” Todd slurred.

“Is there anything you’d like Maria to do?” Sandy asked. “Is there anything different you’d like to ask of her?”

“Like what?” Todd asked, voice thick with arousal while the Hispanic girl remained seemingly oblivious to the conversation, mouth simply sliding up and down on the big man’s shaft.

“You tell me,” Sandy said with the utmost patience. “Remember the things we talked about?”

“Uh, yeah,” Todd said. “Like, to lick ... lick ...”

“That’s right,” Sandy said. “Would you like me to make that request?”

“Please.”

“Maria?” Sandy said.

Maria slid her mouth off Todd’s penis and looked at the screen. “Yes, Missus?”

“Todd has an idea. Will you please use your tongue to lick Todd’s testicles?”

“Huh?”

“Will you please lick Todd’s balls?”

“Oh, that good,” Maria said, reaching between Todd’s legs to pull his scrotum up so she could first bathe it with her tongue before she brought all of it between her teeth, sucking and biting.

“Oh!” Todd groaned. “Uh!”

“Very good,” Sandy said, professional pride breaking through in her voice. “Todd, you’re doing great. Maria, you’re doing great.”

Maria nodded, her own pride apparent while she continued to labor at this latest oral task.

“Todd, next move?” Sandy said after the passing of a measured amount of time.

Todd looked up, staring dreamily at Sandy’s face. “Maybe ... maybe ... intercourse?”

“Would you like that?” Sandy asked. “Are you ready for that?”

“Yeah,” Todd sighed.

“Good,” Sandy said. “So tell her that. I want you to tell Maria that. That, and how you’d like her.”

Todd breathed in, occupying two places at once–deep arousal and someplace more conscious, just outside his comfort zone–and he looked at the girl, who was alternating between oral attention to his balls and shaft.

“Hey, Maria?” he said huskily.

“Yes, Sir?” she said, falling to her haunches and looking at the man curiously.

“I think I would like to put it, um, that, in you now.”

“That would be great,” Maria said, rising, dropping to her hands and knees on his bed, and looking back at him. “Like this?”

“Uh, I guess,” he said, clambering onto the bed.

“Todd?” Sandy interrupted. “Todd?”

“Yes, Ma’am?” he said, kneeling behind Maria and looking with disappointment at his laptop.

“Is this really what you want?” Sandy asked. “Is this your preferred position for intercourse?”

“I guess.”

“You mentioned a different position,” Sandy said. “Do you remember that?”

“Oh,” Todd said, not disputing Sandy’s recollection. “I think so, maybe.”

“Do you remember what that position was?”

“Cowgirl?”

Sandy said something, but it was drowned out by a shout from Maria.

“Cowgirl!” she said. “I love cowgirl!”

Todd grinned, a sincere expression of aroused joy, and he turned his large, naked frame and rolled to his back, adjusting his pillow beneath his head and staring at the ceiling as though asleep, except that his large penis remained completely upright and very awake.

“Oh, yes, Mr. Todd,” Maria cooed as she straddled him. “You just let me get into your saddle, it take just a little time.”

Maria, body over Todd’s middle, reached between her legs to grab his member at the base, and she angled it forward to line up the tip with her female entrance and began lowering herself, gingerly.

“Oooooh,” she sighed as her doorway was forced wide open. “Oooooh, there it go ... ooooooh.”

The girl paused once she had half of Todd’s shaft within, gasping as her already well-used chamber adjusted itself to its largest intrusion of the day.

“This gonna go just fine,” she assured, coaching herself downward, bringing another inch of oversized maleness up her slot. “Oh yeah. Oh yeah. Oooooooohhhhhh ...”

The last sound the girl issued as she swallowed the rest of the member was unspellable, a sort of soft, wistful croak not incompatible with pleasure.

“It all in now,” she announced victoriously, looking at the woman in the laptop. “I take it all.”

“That’s excellent, Maria!” Sandy enthused. “Now Todd, what would you like Maria to do next?”

Todd opened his eyes and seemed to be just waking up, looking with surprise first at Sandy and then at the girl above him.

“Okay,” he said. “I think just ... just move up and down?”

“That’s what you want, Todd?” Sandy asked.

“It is.”

“Good. Tell her that.”

“Move up and down,” Todd said without conviction, but Maria obeyed, cautiously at first, eyes closed and jaw clenched, but in time she warmed to the task, her mouth a tight grin, her breasts swaying as she slid her way through this latest assignment.

“How are we doing, Todd?” Sandy asked, breaking the silence.

“Uhhh,” Todd said.

“Do we think we’ll be able to release inside Maria?”

“Uhhh,” Todd groaned in closed-eye meditation.

“Maria, wouldn’t you like Todd to ejaculate while you’re on him?” Sandy asked.

The girl, who’d also assumed an aura of serenity while she bobbed, looked at the camera and pondered.

“I would like that,” she concluded.

“Okay, Todd, I think we’re ready to finish things with Maria,” Sandy announced.

Todd opened his eyes and looked up dreamily at the girl, and she looked down and smiled, curling her fingers slightly so her nails pressed into his chest.

Under the encouragement of two females, Todd’s fate was sealed, and he seemed to realize it, his first step toward his final destiny a hard upward thrust, raising Maria up but not driving within her any deeper, given she’d already managed to get all of his substantial rod within her sex.

“Yeeeh,” Maria noted, bending forward slightly to maintain her balance as Todd continued bucking beneath her. But the girl remained committed to her mission; every time Todd lowered himself to his bed, she rose slightly, ensuring the friction between their organs necessary for his release.

And release he did, continuing to rise and fall as Maria rode him, and as his penis swelled and poured forth its seed, he began grunting something new, what sounded like a word, something that sounded distinctly like “neighbor” when he pronounced it clearly, every third or fourth time, and he was still saying it, quietly, almost inaudibly, eyes closed, head rocking from side to side as he finished climaxing and worked through the post-orgasmic glow.

Maria, not ashamed of getting her own pleasure despite her status as a rental unit, kept one hand planted on Todd’s chest while she used the other to work on her own sexual flesh, quickly rocking her pelvis and gasping as she enjoyed her impromptu self-reward.

“Todd,” Sandy said urgently. “Todd, did you see that? Did you notice that?”

Todd stirred, opened his eyes, looked at the woman in the screen.

“Maria climaxed,” Sandy announced. “You got Maria to completion. Maria, that was beautiful!”

Maria, still panting with the ebbing of pleasure, looked at Sandy, smiled, and eased off of Todd’s softening member, which slipped with a thud out of her hole, a thick stream of ejaculate pouring out between her lips and onto Todd’s belly.

“Oops,” Maria said, meaning it as a joke, because no man ever complained when that happened.

“Just let me know when you’re ready to talk about what happened,” Sandy said. “That was really good.”

Maria unstraddled the large man, pressed two fingers against her slit to prevent any more leakage, and made her way to his bathroom, where she sat down on the toilet and wiped industriously.

Todd slowly worked his way into an upright position, facing his laptop and staring wearily at Sandy.

“You think that was good?” he asked.

“I do,” she said. “You got pleasure, and you gave pleasure. Maria gave herself an orgasm after you climaxed. That’s a win. For both of you. That’s everything sex should be.”

Todd said nothing, just offered a thumbs up to his therapist.

“Okay,” she said. “I’m going to let you regroup. Let’s meet again Thursday at our regular time. We’re going to have a lot to go over.”

“Sounds good,” Todd said with a slight wave, and Sandy’s face disappeared.

“Uhhh,” Todd said, rising up on his elbows to regard the girl, who was done on the toilet and standing at his bathroom door, looking back at him.

“Are you good, Sir?” she asked.

“Surprisingly so,” he replied. “I think I like you.”

“I wants you to like me,” Maria said earnestly. “Maybe we do it again, with Sandy too.”

“You good having her here?” he asked. “Talking and telling us what to do?”

“I like doing what people say,” Maria replied.

“I’m working through some things,” he said. “I guess that’s obvious.”

“What thing?” Maria asked.

“You’re really asking that?” Todd said, sitting up and laughing at the girl.

“Yeah,” she said. “Is that okay? I just got some curious.”

“It’s okay,” he said. “Sandy’s really opened me up. But half the things she says about it I barely understand, so I doubt I’d be able to explain it to you.”

Maria smiled, waiting for him to continue.

“Neighbor,” he said, passing his hand through his long hair.

“Neighbor?” Maria repeated.

“Older neighbor,” Todd explained. “Girl. Best thing that ever happened to me. Before it was the worst.”

“She bully to you?” Maria asked.

“I wish that’s all it was,” he said. “But no. She used me. That’s not what I called it at the time. Best thing I ever had.”

Todd studied Maria’s lost expression.

“Okay, sex,” he said. “Babysitter. You know what a babysitter is? Parents leave, the girl from next door comes over, she’s supposed to just watch you, but something else ends up happening sometimes.”

“Oh!” Maria exclaimed, pressing her hands over her mouth. “You do that to her?”

“No, she did that to me,” Todd said. “I wasn’t old enough to understand how wrong it was. I’m still figuring it out now. Sandy’s helping. But because it was her ... because it’s someone in charge, you have to sneak around, and you’re always afraid of getting caught. And then, dual role, you know. Babysitter, but also lover. That’s just not healthy. But then, it was about her too. She was ... still is ... difficult. She’d tell me what to do. How to get on the bed, what to do to her. And so when you’re supposed to be just jerking off and figuring out what you like, she was running the show without any input from me, and it ... it really kinda warped me. So it’s hard ... no, it’s been impossible ... to get with anyone else in a normal way. To tell them what I want. So that’s why Sandy was really pushing that. ‘What do you want, Todd? Todd, tell Maria what you want.’”

Todd laughed at himself, stood and stepped to the girl, towering over her as he put his hands on her shoulders.

“Thanks, Maria,” he said. “You were ... everything I could have asked for.”

“It great to help you with Sandy,” Maria said, smiling back. “So I guess now I gotta go say hi to Hermann. But I see you again soon, yes?”

Todd leaned over, kissed Maria, wrapped his giant hand around her shoulder as he escorted her to the door, gave her another kiss before she slipped into the hall and up the stairs to Hermann’s room.

It was almost 1:30, so Hermann returned Maria to her chains and walked with her to the dining room, a small converted space that used to hold the boiler, and they talked quietly of everyone she’d serviced and how it had gone. He was particularly pleased to hear that her session with Todd was a success, as things like that can go either way. After lunch, she spent an hour in his bed, taking him twice, in two different positions, and giving herself one more orgasm before he restrained her for the trip back to SubjectSmart.

The day was still crisp but not frigid, and her naked, barefoot walk across the parking lot and into the megastore was far more comfortable than it had been that morning.

Fallon was distracted by a phone call when Maria and Hermann reached her office, but multitasking came with the job, and the rental clerk continued her conversation while she made a quick inspection of Maria’s body, got Hermann’s signature, and handed him the form that confirmed return of the product in good condition.

“Bye, Hermann,” Maria said as he left the office, and he waved back while Fallon spoke with apparent consternation.

“Hi, Darla. Yeah, I hope you can help me,” Fallon was saying. “You’re the fourth person I’ve been routed to this afternoon, and I’m starting to get inventory back that I need to get caged. So this is Fallon, Fallon Wales, in Durham. The Durham, North Carolina, store. I’ve just gotten a new girl in, completely out of the blue, a shipment I wasn’t expecting. She says her name’s Annabelle. Do you show anything about that? Okay, thanks. I can wait.”

While the woman on the other end of the line checked her records, Fallon reached across her desk for an open padlock, motioned Maria to step to the ring in the wall where subjects were sometimes stored temporarily.

Maria raised her hands to the ring, and Fallon passed the padlock through it and through the middle link of Maria’s cuffs.

“Sorry, just until I get this call done,” Fallon said.

Maria shrugged, because being chained to Fallon’s ring was no different than being put back in her cage.

Fallon sat back down, raised her phone to her ear, waited briefly.

“Nothing?” Fallon said. “You don’t show a shipment today? Because I’ve got a very live girl here, showed up in a standard cage a little after lunch, and I’ve put her with the other inventory. But here’s the weird thing. She keeps saying she’s a lawyer. Yeah, a lawyer. No, I have no idea what she’s talking about. People say all kinds of things when they get here. One girl thought she was CIA until the transport drugs wore off. But this one seems coherent. She says she’s a lawyer and she’s doing due diligence on something. So I ... hello? Hello? Okay, hi. Darrel? You’re Darrel? Okay, this is Fallon Wales in Durham, I–” Fallon paused, listened. “Yeah, she says her full name is Annabelle Tillman. A lawyer from Colorado. Okay, okay, she’s legit? She’s a lawyer? Okay, why is she here?” (pause) “Oh, wow. Okay. I will. Thanks. Bye.”

Fallon hung up the phone, freed Maria from the ring, returned her to her cage, and stepped over to the temporary home of Annabelle Tillman, Esquire.

“Really sorry about this,” Fallon said. “I had to talk to five people at corporate before I found someone who could confirm your story. Not that I didn’t believe you. There are just rules you have to follow, you know?”

“Of course, sure,” Annabelle said, sitting up with an arm wrapped around one raised knee, obviously comfortable with being kept naked and confined in tiny cages.

“So you’re here for a merger?” Fallon said. “That’s what Darrel told me.”

“I can’t confirm or deny that,” Annabelle said. “I’m just doing a little due diligence. If you can let me out, I’d like to look around a bit, gather some information, and bring it back to the powers that be.”

“You’ll be staying overnight?” Fallon asked.

“Yes, you can ship me back tomorrow afternoon.”

“We can go over things tomorrow, right? I’ve got a bunch of things to do before I leave, so I’m not really going to be able to focus on things with you until then.”

“Of course.”


Chapter 12: At the Farm

Once Justine had finished cleaning Olivia out, she ordered her to stand and follow her toward the back door of the farmhouse. Olivia hoped they might go inside to get something to eat, as she hadn’t been fed this morning and never got into her cage at the store, where she might have had dry biscuits.

“Glen,” the naked woman called out through the screen door. “She’s all ready for you.”

Olivia’s heart sank.

“Be there in a sec,” Glen yelled from somewhere inside the house. “Go ahead and tie her down.”

Justine tugged on Olivia’s leash and walked the girl into the middle of the yard. The grass was patchy, with clumps of weeds and dirt scattered throughout, but the lawn was infinitely better than the gravel driveway she’d endured upon arrival. Justine looked around the lawn briefly before she motioned for Olivia to get down on all fours again.

“Shit, I forgot…” Justine said, mostly to herself, before she tugged on Olivia’s leash to indicate the girl should stand and walk with her back to the dog house. There, Justine opened a small toolbox and extracted another chain, thicker than the ones Olivia wore from the store. They then retraced their steps to the middle of the lawn, and Olivia was instructed to get on all fours again.

“You still working on her?” Glen asked as he exited the farmhouse and approached his two naked slaves. “What’s takin’ so long?”

“Almost done,” Justine said as she augered a screw-like stake into the soft dirt before she clipped the other end of the attached chain to Olivia’s collar. The chain was surprisingly short–Olivia would be unable to stand or even sit upright as long as she was chained to the stake.

“You get her lubed up?” Glen asked Justine, who snorted in response.

“Why would I do that?” Justine asked. “Since when do you worry about…”

“Just do it, woman,” he snapped. He stared at the woman, and she stared back for a few seconds as Olivia craned her neck to watch the standoff, but Justine walked toward the farmhouse without another word.

“Head down, ass up, girl,” Glen growled at Olivia. “Been waiting for this moment for days now.”

Olivia did as she was told and braced herself for what she knew was coming. She wasn’t a fan of anal sex but had endured it with various lovers, including her ex-boyfriend, who used her dark passage regularly, something she now saw as a blessing.

“Are you going to wait for the lube?” Olivia asked almost despite herself.

“Probably should,” Glen admitted, to Olivia’s surprise. She wanted to ask why he would be concerned about her comfort, but decided not to press her luck. Olivia listened to him unbuckle his belt and lower his jeans when the back door of the farmhouse swung open, and Justine bounded noisily down the stairs.

“Here you go,” she said, sticking her hand and the tube of K-Y out at Glen. “Why so considerate, anyway?”

“Shut up and get her ready, will you?” Glen barked.

“Okay, alright,” Justine said sarcastically. “Jeez.”

Olivia braced herself for the cold lube to find its way into her body and was grateful that, while not exactly gentle in its application, Justine was not as rough as she could have been.

“Okay, that’s good,” Glen said from behind her, and he pressed his erection against her pucker. Olivia pushed back against him, utilizing the technique she’d learned and perfected over the years to accommodate lovers of this sort. She silently counted her blessings that, from what she could feel, Glen’s erection was not at all proportional to his body size.

“Fuck, she’s tight,” Glen said in a ragged tone as he pistoned in and out of her, his thighs slapping against hers and his belly almost driving her face into the dirt as she braced herself. “Fuck…” he added just before he unleashed his essence deep inside her.

“That was fast, big fella,” Justine noted derisively. “Serves you right for saving up the past few days.”

The crack that followed was loud, unexpected, and left no doubt in Olivia’s mind what had taken place, even though she couldn’t see Justine or Glen, who had slapped the insubordinate slave hard enough to knock her to the ground.

“Watch your mouth,” he added unnecessarily.

“Yes, sir,” Justine whispered.

“Get over here and clean me up,” he added, and Olivia tensed. Her ex-boyfriend had occasionally insisted she clean his cock with her mouth after he fucked her ass, something she did but hated, the expectation having been set by countless porn videos over the years. But Glen didn’t move, and when the woman protested, Olivia realized he’d been talking to Justine.

“Why do I…?”

Another crack, louder than the first, followed, and Olivia heard the big woman crumple to the ground again. She tried to turn to look but couldn’t quite manage it with the short chain restricting her view. Olivia kept still just to be on the safe side, her head on the ground and her ass in the air.

After a few minutes of listening to Justine clean Glen’s dick with her mouth, the two of them left her chained to the stake buried in the lawn. She didn’t think to test it, as the fence was topped by exposed points to discourage climbing, which she wouldn’t be able to manage in her chains in any event. Besides, she thought bitterly, where would she go if she managed to escape? She was collared and chipped, the small device implanted under her skin at the courthouse as soon as she was adjudicated a subject. She hadn’t paid much attention to the reinstatement of slavery when she was a young girl, but it seemed to be accepted and enforced as a permanent solution for both crime and poverty.

Or so her father had said on more than one occasion.

“You can relax for now, dearie,” Justine said as she reappeared in the yard. “It’ll take a while for him to recover, ‘specially after a big one like that.” Olivia looked up just as the other woman placed a dog bowl near her head. She peered into it and was both relieved and disappointed to find only water. Olivia was thirsty, but she was also ravenous, having been denied food since Brian shared his dinner with her the night before.

Was that just last night?

“Am I going to be stuck out here all day?” Olivia asked her minder. She could see her now and was startled by the swollen lump of skin that nearly obscured her left eye. It hadn’t begun to discolor yet, but Olivia knew it would just be a matter of time before the woman was sporting a doozy of a black eye.

“More’n likely,” Justine said. “That’s his usual way, but he seems to have taken a shine to you for some reason.”

“Am I going to get something to eat?” she asked.

“He feeds his rentals once a day, usually around dinnertime, so not for a while, I’m afraid,” Justine said with a smirk. “When we had dogs, he kept them lean, too.”

Olivia looked at the sky. The farmhouse shaded her from the sun at this early hour, but it was clear that as the morning stretched on, she would be subjected to hours of direct exposure, a much more dire situation than what she endured in the back of the truck. But she didn’t mention her concern to Justine, who was walking away toward the house.

Sometime later, her naked body still chained and leashed to the stake, Glen reappeared at the back door. He was dressed in the same clothes as he approached her, and Olivia hoped he was coming to free her, if not from her new status, at least from her chains.

He did no such thing.

Instead, he moved behind her and grabbed her hips to raise them. She listened as he unbuckled his belt and dropped his jeans, then spit on her pucker and massaged it. She was still wet from his first use of her, and he slid his dick into her more easily this time, but no less violently.

She grunted as he impaled her, and moaned when he climaxed, not because she was excited, but because she thought it might encourage him to…something. She wasn’t sure what.

But he left without uttering a word to her.

The sun continued to rise in the sky, and the border of the roof’s shadow moved inexorably closer to where Olivia was lying in the grass. She’d shuffled around as best she could to put off the inevitable, but it wasn’t long before the sun shone directly on her pale skin. She decided to aim the front of her body away from the sun so her most vulnerable parts were protected. She could deal with sunburned shoulders and back. Everything else, she shielded as best she could.

As the sun baked her body–the water in her bowl was long gone, and her mouth was bone dry–Justine made a show of cooking lunch. The kitchen windows were open, and while Olivia could hear the sizzle of some sort of meat in a frying pan, she smelled it and knew it was chicken. Her mouth watered, a small mercy of sorts, but her stomach gnawed at her.

Glen reappeared at the back door while Justine remained in the kitchen. He had a blanket in one hand and glasses in the other as he walked towards Olivia. She wondered if he was coming to give her something to drink until he stopped a few feet away from her and spread the blanket on the grass, put the glasses down–they were empty, she realized with a slight moan–and stepped behind Olivia. He loosened his belt again, raised her hips, and fucked her, same as before, cumming deep in her bowels. He apparently had no interest in her vagina, she thought bitterly.

“Ready for lunch?” Justine said as she carried a platter of fried chicken out the back door and placed it on the blanket.

“All set,” Glen said as he buckled himself back in his jeans and sat on the blanket facing Olivia. “Get me a beer, while you’re at it,” he said to the woman, who clucked but didn’t say anything, just retreated into the kitchen.

“Can I have some water?” Olivia asked tentatively.

“I’ll have Justine water you when she gets back,” Glen said, clearly feeling no impetus himself to relieve the girl’s suffering.

“You didn’t bring napkins?” Justine asked when she returned with two cans of beer.

“Nope,” Glen said. Justine sighed, handed the cans to Glen, and turned around toward the house. “And bring her some water while you’re at it.”

But Olivia couldn’t look away from the platter of chicken, still sizzling from the pan and smelling so delicious she was beside herself.

“Here you go,” Justine said as she handed a roll of paper towels to Glen. She poured a half-full glass of water into Olivia’s bowl and sat next to her owner on the blanket. “She’s a real looker, ain’t she?”

“That she is,” Glen said as he reached for a drumstick. “Go ahead and drink up,” he said to Olivia, who moved toward her bowl and slurped the puddle of warm water.

Olivia finished the water and looked up at Glen. He was munching on the chicken while Justine opened the beer for him. She handed him the can, then grabbed a wing from the platter. Neither of them made a move to feed Olivia.

And suddenly, she realized what was going on.

Torture.

“See, we both had to deal with your types when we were young,” Justine explained. “Now we get to treat you like shit, and payback’s a bitch, ain’t that right?” She cackled and slapped Glen’s arm playfully.

“It is indeed,” the slave-owner said. “But we’re not monsters,” he added as he pulled a morsel of chicken from his half-eaten drumstick and tossed it toward Olivia. “It’s really good, so…” Olivia scrambled to grab the morsel out of the grass and scarfed it. “Don’t you agree?”

She could only stare at him as he smiled, and Justine laughed derisively.

“Fucking pretty-girl, stuck-up bitches,” she snarled. “Ain’t so high and mighty now, are ya?”

Olivia began to cry. “What did I ever do to you?”

“Don’t matter that you didn’t know us,” Glen explained. “We know what your kind was like, and it’s fun as hell to turn the tables for once.”

“We get all the pretty young slaves when they first get swept up by the system,” Justine said. “It’s so much fun.” She giggled but there was no mirth in her laugh.

“But I didn’t do anything to you,” Olivia whined, tears streaming down her cheeks.

“As if that matters,” Justine almost spat at the girl. “I’m sure you shit on the losers and the outcasts like me and Glen.”

“Careful, Justine,” Glen said. “I’m sitting right here.”

“Yeah, sorry, sir,” the fat slave said. “But look at her. You know she treated guys like you as if you didn’t deserve to breathe the same air as her. You just know she did.”

“I didn’t do that kind of thing,” Olivia protested. “I swear I didn’t.”

“Bull, fucking, shit,” Justine screamed. She got to her knees and leaned toward Olivia, scaring her into cowering as much as her leash would allow. “You were a stone cold bitch, and you know it.” The woman was beet red, almost foaming at the mouth, until Glen grabbed her arm and pulled her back.

“What?” she yelled at her owner, who slapped her face, not as hard as before, but enough to get her attention.

“Get a hold of yourself, Justine,” Glen growled. “I don’t want to lose my deposit again.”

The woman settled reluctantly, but she glared at Olivia. “Well, at least let me stake her out, Glen. At least let me do that.”

“Okay,” he said with a quick nod. “Go get the rest of the equipment, then, and I’ll remove her chains.”

Justine’s expression transformed in an instant from malevolent hostility to malicious glee. She clapped her hands together and rolled onto her side to hoist her rotund naked body up and off the blanket. Olivia stared at her in fear as she waddled quickly toward the dog house.

“What’s she going to do to me?” Olivia asked.

“Nothing much,” Glen said with a mischievous smile as he unlocked the chains that connected her manacles to her shackles. “Won’t be too awfully bad, you’ll see.” He eyed Olivia’s body again, and the girl braced herself for another session on her knees. But Glen made no move to take her, nor did he tell her to resume the same humiliating position as before. He just ate another piece of chicken, licking his fingers as Olivia’s stomach rumbled and her mouth salivated once again.

“Okay,” Justine said when she reappeared carrying more short chains and augered stakes, three of them, along with several leather straps that frightened Olivia. Did the vengeful slave mean to beat her with the straps? Was that allowed without breaking ‘the rules’, such as they were?

“Lie down on your back,” Justine ordered Olivia, suddenly taking charge under Glen’s watchful gaze. Olivia didn’t dare disobey, but she was surprised when Justine removed the chain from her collar and used one of the straps to fasten it to her wrist. Glen reluctantly hauled his bulky frame from the blanket and began auguring the other stakes into the ground around Olivia, while Justine busied herself attaching the rest of the leather straps, which Olivia now realized were cuffs, to her other wrist and ankles. Soon, they had her laid out like a starfish on the grass, in the sun, her vulva and breasts exposed to its unmerciful rays.

“How long are you going to leave me out here?” she asked Glen as she began to sweat profusely.

“All afternoon, darlin’,” he said with a lascivious smile as he unbuckled his belt. “All afternoon.”
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