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THREE SISTERS


Though there were at least a hundred high school graduates in the crowd, Angie could see Alina throw her mortarboard into the air. Her baby sister was becoming an adult!

Angie clapped and cheered along with her middle sister Magda until the crowd of spectators started to break up, wandering onto the athletic field where the graduation ceremony had taken place. Instead of following the crowd, Angie and Magda headed to the parking lot to wait next to Angie’s car. A few minutes later Alina found them, wearing her robe and carrying her diploma and a bouquet of flowers. Magda took photos with her phone as Angie rushed over and caught Alina up in an enthusiastic embrace, both women twirling around and shrieking with joy.

Angie stopped twirling Alina, held her at arms length to look her up and down, and said “I am SO PROUD of you! National Honor Society, all-state in basketball. You’re becoming an amazing young woman right in front of my eyes!”

She looked Alina up and down once more, almost as if she were seeing her little sister for the first time. The two sisters were near-mirror images of each other. Angie was taller than Alina by an inch or so, but they both had light, almond-colored skin, long dark hair, lively brown eyes and slim, athletic figures shaped from years of sports. They both had smooth, round faces that their father called “angelic.” The only other physical difference between them was that Alina had slightly smaller breasts.

But in terms of personality, they were quite different. Alina was a sweet, kind, tender-hearted vegetarian who would do nearly anything to avoid hurting anyone’s feelings, while Angie was a stereotypical overachiever, assertive, confident, and bright, as well as very protective of her siblings.

Magda came up to Alina, hugged her around the waist and gave her a big kiss on the cheek, saying “I know, right? Three milestones in a month — turned 18, graduated from high school, and getting chipped! I’m so proud of you!” Magda looked at them both, smiling.

Alina said “We’re still on for tomorrow, right? I really want to get that part done and over with.”

“Don’t worry,” Angie said, “we’ve got everything set up. We drive to my place in Houston tonight, then first thing in the morning all three of us go to HCI and get you in the front of the line for grading and chipping. Don’t be scared, it will be over before you know it.”

“Yeah, you’re not chickening out, are you?” Magda said, looking over the top of her glasses at Alina like a disappointed schoolteacher. Angie looked at Magda, and mused on how she had seemingly gotten all of her DNA from Papa and none from Mama. She was short and thick, but not fat. Her wide and muscular back made her a natural in track and field sports, where she excelled in shot put and hammer throw. She had olive skin and black curly hair with a single vermilion streak at her temple, contrasting nicely with her chunky, square-framed eyeglasses. Magda tended to dress a bit edgier than her sisters, and she always got attention for her 36DD breasts and her large, firm behind. Her curvy body garnered her a lot of attention, which suited Madga’s overly-dramatic personality.

“Don’t you do it-” started Alina.

Without missing a beat, Magda began to squawk, “Brrrr-Aaaawk, brawk-braawk-braaawk…”

Alina gave her a shove before all three burst out laughing, then came in for a group hug. Angie broke the hug first and began unlocking the car.

“Let’s get back to the house and change so we can get on the road,” she said.
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After a big family dinner at their mother’s house, the three Ramos sisters rode down the highway to Angie’s apartment. They chatted off and on, catching up with each other’s lives. Angie was enjoying her sales job at a big energy trading firm and was studying for her broker’s license while Magda was taking another shot at art school and seemed to be doing well.

Alina, who had grown quiet during the back-and-forth, asked, “So what was it like?”

“What was what like?” Angie asked.

“You know, your gradings? I know you both went to a local place, Garcia Trading out near the airport. Why am I going all the way to Houston?”

Magda, who was crammed in the back seat with all the luggage, leaned forward and said, “Precisely because it is NOT local. Remember? We already talked about this.”

“Okay, okay, it just helps me feel better to go over it. It’s just… I mean… what was it like? I’ve only ever seen markets on YourTube, and the videos are censored, and the useless stuff they taught us in school. Angie, what was yours like?”

“Papa didn’t want any of us to get graded or chipped, no matter how important it might be in the modern world. He was very traditional, and the Church was against it, and abuela too, so he forbade us. We each had to get Tia Marta to take us on a weekend so we could get it done quickly before Sunday night, otherwise he might have suspected something.”

Magda snorted. “Abuela was a committed Perredista so no surprise there.”

Alina gave her a quizzical look. “What’s a Perredista?”

“A Mexican Socialist,” Magda explained. “The Slave Act was passed before we were born, but mom watched it over the years, and how slave grading and registration become more and more important. Now you have to have a number and a grade to have any chance of getting into a good school.”

“Or get a decent job, or a professional license, or a mortgage, or sometimes even to get married,” Angie added.

“Mom understood how the world was changing and that we had to change with it,” said Magda.

“When I went, it was just me and Tia Marta,” Angie said. “I had just turned eighteen and I told papa I was going to spend the night at Tio Nando and Tia Marta’s house to watch cable. On Saturday at the butt crack of dawn, we went to Garcia’s in the pickup truck. We got there before six a.m. and it was already packed. It was like a cattle market, which is what it is when you think about it. It even looked like one, with straw on the ground and and big open sheds for the auctions. When we found the grading entrance, they threatened to deduct a grade because I didn’t arrive already naked.” Alina gasped, and Magda chuckled.

“That was stressful,” Angie grimaced, still embarrassed by the memory. “But we had a secret weapon in the form of cousin Cesar. He was an apprentice slavemonger, so he could get me to the front of the line quickly before anyone I knew was likely to show up. So I stripped down in front of the desk and let the lady spray de-voicer in my throat. After that I turned around and let her handcuff me. Then she put a collar around my neck, slapped me on the butt, gave Tia a claim ticket and a chip form to fill out, and took me in back to get started.”

“What was it like, naked and voiceless and collared in front of all those people?” Alina asked, wide-eyed.

“It was pretty uncomfortable, and a little scary. I was totally at the mercy of the slave marketers, and there were a lot of guys outside who started whistling at me while I stripped down. The only place I’d ever been naked in front of strangers was the locker room at school, and even that was all girls.” Angie paused a moment. “But it was a little exciting, too. I got to feel what it was like to be a slave, collar and all, with everyone wanting me and people looking over my naked body and rating me and coming up with bids like on TV. I imagined what it would be like to be led by a leash through the crowd up to the auction block, unable to hide anything or shield myself, made to turn around and show everything, then sold to this guy or that guy or…” Angie glanced over and saw that Alina was blushing and Magda was grinning at her story.

Angie sighed. “The lady took me into the back, to the holding pens. There were other women there, another pink collar like me who was just getting graded, but the rest were wearing blue or black or green collars, depending on why they were there. The lady sat me on a bench, and chained my collar to a ring on the wall. I can still feel the rough wood on my skin. None of us could talk, so we all just stared at each other or looked at an old TV mounted high up in a corner. Then Cesar came and took me to the grading table, which was out on a platform where the crowd could see it.”

“It wasn’t done in private?” Alina asked.

Magda shook her head. “Mock grading like the rich girls do is done in private, but that’s only good if you want to show off to your friends,” she said. “Professional grading is the only grading that counts, and it is done in public.”

“We pretended like we didn’t know each other so his boss wouldn’t catch on, but once he got me strapped down on the table he winked at me. We did the exam, where he ran his fingers, um… down there to see how excited I was, and it gave me goosebumps. I was sooo turned on…”

Angie glanced at her sisters again. Alina had her hand over her mouth and her face was turning red, while Magda was obviously struggling to keep from laughing out loud. “What?” she said.

Magda looked at Alina. “You remember Cesar, right?"

Alina furrowed her brows. “Sort of? Mostly from when I was little…”

“Yeah, he hasn’t come around as much since he married Ofelia,” Magda said. "Papa got him a job at Garcia’s in the stockyards, and Mr. Garcia liked him so much he gave him a chance at the slave market where the real money is, so he worshiped Papa and loves us like sisters.”

“But we’re not actually related, right?” Alina asked.

“Right,” Magda answered. “Cesar’s dad was Papa’s best friend back in Monterrey. When Señor Carrillo died Papa sort of adopted him.”

“He was starting to get mixed up with gangs, which is also why Papa helped him out,” Angie said. “He was a really tall guy who worked out a lot and had a shaved head and Azteca skulls tattooed all down his right arm. When I was eighteen I thought he was hot.”

“Ewwww!” Alina made a face and stuck her tongue out.

“And now look at you, Miss I’m-a-Professional-Businesswoman. Would you go out with Cesar the almost-thug now?” asked Magda, “Or are you saving yourself for the wealthy gueros?”

Angie smiled and didn’t answer, but squirmed in her seat just a little. She was getting a little aroused at the memory. At one point when she was on the table, Cesar reached over her to get something and his t-shirt rode up. Angie could feel his abs rub across her naked belly… She squirmed again. “Anyway, I did everything else fine. I spent the minimum thirty minutes on display and got some bids. Then a grading auction, which is much less intense than the real thing, since everybody knows you’re not really for sale but they can put in provisional bids anyway. In the end I got Prime Minus, which helped me get into UT.”

“What about you Magda?” Alina asked.

“Not the same as Angie’s. For one thing, Angie was there.”

“True, I was not going to miss a chance to hang out with Cesar when I could actually speak,” Angie laughed.

“Maybe, but I think it was because you wanted a chance to be the boss bitch.”

“Now THAT makes sense,” Alina laughed.

Angie smiled and said nothing. She was thinking back to that day, when she had slipped away from Tia and Magda and found Cesar. She begged him to fuck her like a slave on a cable telenovela. Cesar obliged her and without saying a word, he stripped her, cuffed her, and took her in back to an empty slave pen. He bent her over and slowly ran the head of his fat cock over her well-lubricated slit…

“Tio Nando had a dog crate that rolled on wheels like a suitcase,” Magda continued. “So when we got to the market parking lot, I stripped naked and started to crawl into the crate when Angie stopped me and made me put on the handcuffs. I said I’d do it inside the crate but she said I should go ahead and get used to getting in and out of the crate without using my hands.”

“Anyway, they rolled me in to the market. I felt like every man in the place was staring at my pussy and my asshole, and bunched up in that crate with handcuffs on I couldn’t do anything to cover myself. It was really embarrassing, and I could feel my skin getting red and hot from it. One old man in a cowboy hat and a snap-button shirt whistled at me, and he and his friends followed us, talking about my ass and tits and calling me a putina. I wanted to get out and kick their asses, but Marta got us to the grading desk and inside before they could start sticking their fingers inside the cage, so that’s another reason to get there early and avoid the wait.”

“Did you get Cesar?” Alina asked.

“I saw him, but he didn’t do my grading. By then he was assistant manager, so he had his apprentice Felia do it.”

“A woman did your grading?” Alina said, then sucked in a breath. “Wait, Felia? Cesar’s wife Ofelia?”

“Not at the time but yeah, same person. She told me during the exam that she met Cesar when he did her grading. She doesn’t wear a collar but I always wondered if she is really just his wife or if something else is going on,” Magda said, arching an eyebrow. “So she did the grading exam, and kept complimenting how fit I was,” Magda continued. “When I did the slave positions, she would poke my delts and traps with her fingers, and when I did ‘Slave Fours’ she kept running her hands over my glutes and I was starting to get really turned on.”

“MAGDALENA!” Alina and Angie shouted in unison, giggling.

Magda laughed. “It was no big deal. I’m not gay, and besides I think it was being in public and having my body touched so intimately out in front of all those people that was turning me on. Being a piece of flesh, collared, graded, judged, bid on, a beautiful woman running one hand down the crack of my ass, holding a shock stick in the other… It was the most intense experience of my life. I don’t regret it.”

The three sat in silence for a few miles. Finally Alina spoke, “Did you see anyone you knew? Other than Cesar, I mean.”

“No,” said Magda, “it was way too early for anyone from school to show up, and most of our neighbors work on Saturdays so I didn’t see them either. I did see a few guys who had been hanging around at my inspection and grading auction, but they just grinned and made obscene gestures.” Magda held two fingers in front of her mouth and stuck her tongue out between them.

Alina wrinkled her nose in distaste. Angie shook her head and said, “You’re so gross sometimes.” Magda laughed, delighted by their reactions.

“I’m not surprised none of them came up to you, you’re a little intimidating when you’re not handcuffed,” said Angie. “Me, on the other hand, I did see a teacher when I was being auctioned, and the jerk bid on me! In my last few months at school whenever he would see me in the hallway he would always come up and speak in this really low voice, stuff like, ‘If you’re not for sale, are you for rent?’ And other times he’d just flash a hand sign like a bidder at me.”

“Which teacher?” Alina asked. “Do I know him?”

“Mr. Rodriguez, the older one.”

“The guy with the comb over? Yeah, he always gives me the creeps. Even creepier now that I know he hangs out at the market trying to scope his students naked.”

“Well that shouldn’t happen to you. We’re hours away from home, no one knows we’re coming here, and we’ll get in early too so you should be in and out before closing time.”

“What happens at closing time?”

“If you haven’t been through buyer inspection yet, or if the auctioneer is too busy and doesn’t have time, you have to stay overnight and try again in the morning.”

“Which sucks,” added Magda. “Remember? It happened to me.”

“I knew that something happened to you but I never knew the details,” Alina replied.

“Yeah, we didn’t say anything because we didn’t want to upset you,” Angie said.

“I was on track to get out of there by early afternoon,” Magda said, "but after lunch a couple of buses showed up from the courthouse, and next thing you know I’d been bumped to the end of the line.”

“Why?” Alina asked.

“Judicial enslavements get first priority by law, and the slavers don’t like keeping them around on-site anyway because of some sort of liability, I think. So yeah, I went from being next in line to being number 52 or something. Tia tried to get me out for the night but Cesar said no way, it was company policy, some more liability stuff about how they were responsible for me and blah blah blah, but not to worry, he would place me in my own pen alone and make sure I was safe. They sold as many of those bitches as they could while I watched on the TV monitor up near the ceiling. Then they ran into mandatory closing time and I got to spend the night naked on a foam mattress with a scratchy wool blanket and my collar chained to the bed frame. At least Cesar took off the cuffs.”

“Were you scared?”

“A little. Our devoxing had worn off by then so I could hear the remaining girls crying and moaning in the other pens. The guards threatening to tase them if they didn’t shut up.”

“Instead of tasing them, why not just devox them again?”

“If they use it too much in a short period of time it can hurt the vocal cords,” Magda explained. “It might damage the goods.”

All three women were silent for a moment, lost in thought.

“But I was safe,” she continued. “Cesar had stationed a friend of his to guard my cell, and we spent a lot of the night talking before I got too tired to keep my eyes open. In the morning they took us to pee in a trough then let us hose down and dry off. For breakfast they gave us some kibble to eat, then marched us right back into the common waiting pen we’d been in the day before. I got done before noon, but I didn’t get that many bids because the same people who’d seen me at my grading and inspection weren’t there the next day. That, plus my nearsightedness, lowered my rank even though I had near-perfect on everything else.”

“You got Choice, right?”

“Yes, and even with good grades and test scores the difference between Prime and Choice is going to a top-ranked school like UT Austin and going to a state school no one has ever heard of like UT El Paso.”

There was silence again, until Angie broke it. “We’ll be at my apartment soon, let’s get in there quickly and get as much rest as we can. Tomorrow’s going to be a long day.”
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ARRIVAL


Early the next morning Angie’s car pulled into the market’s parking lot. It was huge, bigger than Garcia’s. The sisters arrived so early that the market’s sign was still back-lit, reading “HCI” in big letters and underneath “Sales * Grading * International Shipping.” Angie could see some parking spaces near the front marked “Reserved for Grading Customers” so she pulled into one and got out.

Magda, dressed like some sort of goth-schoolgirl in her short plaid skirt and Doc Martens, got out and stood next to Angie, who was wearing her typical off-work uniform of olive-colored t-shirt and faded jeans, and together they looked over the building. Under the big covered entranceway they could see employees unlocking doors, unrolling shutters and getting ready for business. Angie looked at her phone and said, “It’s like a minute until opening time, let’s get the star of the show ready.”

Magda opened the back door of the car and Alina got out. She was immaculately cleaned, her fingernails freshly painted, her legs and armpits shaved close, and her hair carefully styled. Her casual clothing - halter top, shorts, and sneakers - in no way detracted from the rest of her carefully-prepared appearance.

“One last thing,” Magda said. “Angie and I chipped in and got you a Premiere grading. It’s better than a regular one, because you get more things assessed and so are more likely to get a high grade. Also, I think they treat you a bit nicer. You get a private holding pen, real food to eat, stuff like that.” She handed Alina a printout, showing her the certificate with her name on it.

“Oh, you guys!” Alina smiled, and hugged each of her sisters. “Thank you!”

“You’re very welcome. We love you so much!” Angie said. “But now it’s time to get going.”

“So strip, kiddo!” laughed Magda, holding out a bag for Alina’s clothing.

Alina sighed, looked around the parking lot one last time, then pulled her shoes off and dropped them in the bag. Next came her shorts. Her hand trembled slightly as she unfastened the button, then slid them down over her smooth, toned legs. She folded the shorts and handed them to her sister. Alina hesitated a moment before pulling her halter top over her head, revealing her high, pert breasts with small, mocha-colored aureolas. She glanced down at her flower-patterned panties, which were all she had left to preserve her modesty. Inhaling deeply, she hooked her fingers in the waistband and skinned them off. Angie could see her neatly-trimmed brown pubic hair forming a narrow strip. Magda stuffed the clothes in the bag, placing it in the back seat.

“You’re off to a good start, so no whining,” Magda said. “Let’s go!”

The trio walked across the cool asphalt parking lot, Alina flanked by her older sisters. Angie took her hand and held it until they reached the front entrance. There were several sets of double doors under a sign reading “Entrance,” and a single door off to one side labelled “Grading.” Inside that door they walked into an office that reminded Angie of a high-end boutique, all natural wood and burnished metal and concealed lighting. They appeared to be the first ones there.

They walked up to the main desk where a trim older woman in a maroon jacket and skirt was typing on a computer. Angie said, “Good morning! My sister is here for a slave grading and to get her slave chip.” Alina sheepishly placed the printout on the counter.

“Good morning, and welcome to HCI Houston,” the woman said, looking up and smiling. She had pale skin and dark, silver-streaked hair, which was piled on top of her head. She was wearing expensive, silver-rimmed eyeglasses, complementing the streaks in her hair. The name tag on her blazer read “Joanna” and below that “Intake & Grading.” She scanned the bar code on the coupon, glanced at her screen, and asked, “Alina Ramos? I’ll need to see some ID.” Angie produced Alina’s driver’s license, which Joanna scanned. She picked up an electronic data tablet and took a small box out from behind the counter, then pushed the data tablet toward Alina. “I’ll need your thumbprints first, dear. Place them on the circles here.” Alina did so as Joanna moved from behind the counter. Retrieving the pad, she asked, “You two are accompanying her, correct? I’ll check her in and give you a claim ticket. I can send it to your phones if you fill in your information here.” She handed the data pad to Angie.

Opening the box, she took out a pair of handcuffs, turned to Alina and commanded, “Back hands!” Alina turned around, clasping her hands behind her, and shuddered when Joanna fastened the hardened steel handcuffs around her slim wrists. “I see you paid attention in school. That’s going to help your score for sure. Now turn back around.”

Alina gave a faint smile as Joanna took a spray bottle out of the box. “Open wide, dear,” she instructed, then sprayed the de-voicing spray into her mouth and down her throat. “Is this your first time devoxed?” she asked. Alina started to speak, but she couldn’t make a sound, then blushed as she nodded. “Don’t worry dear, I ask that same question to everyone, and they all do the same thing,” Joanna laughed. She reached behind the counter and rifled through a rack of collars. Angie could hear Joanna’s polished nails clicking on the metal of each collar as she rejected one after another. She found a pink one with a dark, red stripe. “Pink for grading, red stripe for her Premiere status,” Joanna explained.

Alina’s eyes were as wide as Angie had ever seen them, and she noticed that her sister was trembling slightly. She cast a nervous glance at Angie, who smiled and gestured for Alina to remain calm.

With a swift, expert motion, Joanna lifted Alina’s hair off her neck with one hand and snapped on the collar with the other. Alina gasped at the touch of the cool metal. Angie could see her fingers flutter a little, but otherwise she remained still.

“Congratulations on choosing Premiere status, by the way,” Joanna said, as much to Angie as to Alina. “One of the perks is that you get a dedicated handler, moi,” she made a sweeping gesture at herself. “I’ll walk you through the entire process. I’ll take very good care of you, I promise,” Joanne said.

Next Joanna drew from the box an object that resembled a square pistol. She tapped on its tiny rear display panel a few times, then referred back to the data pad. Looking at Angie, she said, “Please look over the information here, and if it’s correct please sign and click the ‘okay’ button.” Joanna made eye contact with Alina and said, “We use this information to set up your Slave Chip. Once that’s done, we apply for an official Slave Registration Number. That way we can associate your grade with you.”

Angie glanced over the form. Alina Maria Ramos, female, age 18, Latin/Hispanic, US Citizen… skimming over it, making sure to double-check the part about permanent status: Free Woman. Angie signed and handed the pad back to Joanna.

Joanna tapped on the pistol’s panel again, and then placed the tip against the upper part of Alina’s chest above her right breast and pulled the trigger. The pistol gave a pop and Alina flinched. Joanna took something resembling a bulky microphone out of the box and waived it at Alina. “Reads 100 percent, all data reported, and your SN has come through already. Congratulations, Alina Ramos, 646-92-0078, you are now the proud possessor of a Slave Identification Chip and for the rest of your grading experience today you will be referred to as ‘0078,’ or at times as just ‘slave.’”

Joanna noticed that Alina looked even more alarmed, so she took the bulky device and waved it over her own chest. “Don’t be frightened, dear. See? We all have them.” She showed Alina the pad with Joanna’s own chip information, then waved the thing at Angie so that her chip info appeared on the pad. “And don’t worry about the name thing, it’s just part of the grading process. No one thinks you’re a slave.” Alina seemed to relax a bit, but her eyes were still very wide, and her mouth was working side-to-side, a tell-tale sign that she was anxious.

Joanna picked up the data pad and turned back to Angie. “A number of options come with the Premiere package, I just need you to authorize them if you’re interested. Check the box next to anything you want done.”

Angie read through the list: skin sensitivity test, advanced body composition, manual dexterity evaluation, enhanced grooming, branding…

“Branding?” she asked, looking up. “How is that part of grading?” In her peripheral vision she could see Alina’s knees quiver.

“That’s offered for slaves interested in moving straight to auction after grading,” Joanna explained, “But the truth is many young free women are getting slaver brands now, like my generation got tattoos. It’s a fashion thing, really. But certainly not necessary for a grading, and while getting branded will increase a score, declining will not decrease it.”

“Okay. No branding today, please.” Angie looked over the rest of the list and nothing else seemed particularly bad, so she signed and handed it back to Joanna.

“Now I need to ask a couple more questions. What level of discipline we can demonstrate? Whip, goad, or collar only? More grading points are available for higher levels.”

“Collar only,” replied Angie.

Joanna tapped on the screen. “Is Alina available for an overnight stay? Again, more points for a yes.”

“No, thank you.”

“And is she available for extended display? That is, placing her on the concourse for two to four hours so that potential customers can examine her.”

“No, please.”

“Very good.” Joanna tapped on the pad and slid it into her jacket pocket. “We’ll get started shortly. Your claim ticket has been sent to your phone, and we’ll send you a text when she begins the public phase of the grading. In the meantime, please have a look around and relax.”

Joanna took a leash out of the box, clipping it to Alina’s collar. “You are now in our inventory,” she said, “And as such are the property of HCI Incorporated until your grading is complete. However, that also means that you are in my care, so you have nothing to worry about. Try to enjoy the process as much as you can, 0078. It’s the experience of a lifetime,” she said. Lowering her voice she continued. “You’re quite attractive, and I think you’re going to get a very good score.” Joanna reached up and traced a finger around Alina’s right areola, and watched her anxious reaction. She looked over Alina’s naked, defenseless body and ran her hand down to rest on her hip. “You should consider being sold today. You would get a very good price, your family would get a great deal of money, and you would have lots and lots of sex.” Joanna placed a finger under Alina’s chin and tilted her face up to look into her eyes. “Are you interested?”

Alina held the older woman’s gaze for a moment, frozen like a fawn in headlights, but then slowly shook her head. The corners of Joanna’s mouth curled into a knowing smile. She chuckled and said, “Think about it.”

She led Alina through a set of automatic doors into the back. Before the doors closed Alina looked back at Angie and gave a look of increasing panic. Angie clasped her hands together in sympathy, and Magda gave her a jolly wave goodbye.

“Well, our little girl is on her way,” Magda said, placing a hand on Angie’s shoulder. “Wanna go take a look around?”
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SOMEONE I KNOW


Angie and Magda wandered through the cavernous building, more like a shopping mall than a slave market. They saw the main auction area, with the block and posts with leash rings, and the bidder’s pre-sale inspection area. Next came the steel grading tables, mounted on platforms for easy public viewing.

Walking past a series of whipping posts for paid slave punishments Angie spotted the branding racks. She stared at the racks for a long moment. Garcia’s branding was much more primitive, basically a bench where several mongers held the slave down while a blacksmith heated the iron over an open flame. These were more sophisticated. Designed not only to provide an audience with a clear view, but to permit multiple angles from the surrounding video cameras. She swallowed nervously and moved on.

They stood in front of a long wall of flat screen monitors, trying to make sense of all the information being displayed: upcoming sales, final sales from the previous day, dollar totals for days, weeks, and months, live video feeds from the holding pens, the inspection area and grading tables. Angie was reminded of the arrival and departure boards at the airport, but magnified by a thousand. Magda spotted Alina’s grading notice when it popped up, but they couldn’t see Alina on any of the video feeds.

Browsing through a shopping concourse with vendors selling anything and everything slave related, Magda made Angie take a photo of her holding up a t-shirt that read Someone I Know Got Stripped & Shipped at HCI Houston. “You’re so weird,” Angie laughed, and Magda stuck her tongue out.

Eventually they found themselves standing in front of Triangle Traders Coffee and Bistro.

“A cafe?” Angie asked. “Here? Seriously?”

“Why not?” Magda replied. “People gotta wait somewhere. I saw a sign for a restaurant, too.”

The sisters settled into a booth with their coffee drinks and watched the growing numbers of people milling around the market.

Angie had never had a chance to really observe a market’s customers. It was a strange mix of louts, gawkers, business people, college kids (mostly frat boys), and tourists. Probably only a small number of the men were there to buy a slave but it was impossible to tell a buyer from a looker. Appearances could be deceiving — for all she knew one of those slobs could be an eccentric millionaire looking for a house pet.

She looked around the café at the other patrons and one couple at a nearby table caught her eye. Trim, attractive, middle aged, well-to-do, upper middle class Latin Americans, both dressed casually. The clean-shaven man wore a button-down shirt, dark jeans, and monk-strap shoes. The woman, her dark shoulder-length hair sleek and shiny, wore a cute peasant blouse with artfully-faded jeans. Her expensive-looking sandals with turquoise accents complemented her pedicured toes. Magda must have been looking at them too because she slid her phone across the table, the screen now displaying the woman’s purse. Angie winced at the price and Magda rolled her eyes.

While the couple scrolled through their phones, Angie wondered what they were doing here. Not accompanying anyone, that wouldn’t take both of them, and besides it was very unusual for a father to accompany a daughter if the mother was present. Tourists? Too well dressed. Buyers? Not if they’re actually from Latin America because other than Brazil under the military government, no country south of the Rio Grande had recognized slavery, much less legalized it. Are they Mexican-American? Spanish? Or Mexicans with a second home in Texas? That made some sense, keeping a secluded foreign house stocked with slaves for their orgies. Angie shook her head at the thought.

But seriously, she wondered, what would it be like being bought by those two? What would they do with you? For sure lots of time on your knees in front of the husband, but what about the wife? Was she along to give final approval on her competition, or was she an interested party? Would you have to spend double time on your knees, servicing the wife too? Maybe the wife would use a crop on my bottom while I blew the husband, correcting any mistakes, or take me over her knee when I didn’t lick her the way she wanted it done. Maybe she’s jealous and angry and owns one of those strap-on dildos I’ve seen in porn videos…

Okay Angelica, she said to herself, gotta stop daydreaming while you’re supposed to be watching out for your little sister. Especially when your idle musings go from a generic “you” to a specific “me.” Time for a distraction.

“Why are we still lying to Alina about your grading?” Angie asked.

“What do you mean?” Magda shot back.

“I mean that we both know your grade had nothing to do with an overnight delay or your glasses. I mean c’mon, I’m surprised even Alina fell for that one. Did you just not want to tell her what really happened?”

“I can’t believe you’re acting like what happened was some sort of unforgivable sin. No one blames you, you know. It’s not like you’re not the first person who’s freaked out during grading.”

Magda traced a finger around the rim of her cup. “I didn’t want to scare her, she was nervous enough already.”

“I understand wanting to protect her. But she’s an adult now. She’s not going to love you any less.”

Magda stared into the cup, swirled her remaining coffee. “I got docked a grade because I escaped from the pens and put a guard in the hospital,” Magda said, her jaw tight. “How am I going to bring that up in conversation? ‘Oh Lina, did I ever tell you about how your big tough sister panicked at the thought of spending the night in a cell?’"

Angie lowered her gaze and said nothing, so Magda continued, her voice rising. “Maybe we could make it a fairy tale with a moral at the end, like ‘Now don’t lose your shit like poor, crazy Magda? If you do, you’ll get whipped in public while your family watches!’” She took a slug of her coffee. “And let’s not forget that your precious Cesar got demoted and almost lost his job because of me?”

“I was never mad at you about that,” Angie said. “But I was worried about you nearly getting sold off as a penal slave.”

"Oh, so that’s what this is really about. You wanted me to tell our baby sister that Papa called in every favor he had to get me out of a collar, how he begged Garcia Junior to not punish me and he did it anyway, and it caused Papa so much shame that he had a heart attack and DIED?”

Magda’s voice had grown so loud that a pair of young guys taking a selfie in front of some old-timey wooden display stocks looked over at them, startled. Magda slumped back into her seat, her jaw set and her face red.

Angie lowered her head, trying to make eye contact with her sister. “All I want is for you to tell the truth. Don’t be embarrassed, don’t sugarcoat it, but most of all don’t ever lie to family, no matter how much it hurts.” Magda glared at her briefly, then looked away. “I just wanted Lina to understand the dangers, that’s all. Coming from you she would have listened. She looks up to you because you’re brave enough to be yourself in a way the rest of us aren’t. And so we’re crystal clear, what happened with you had nothing to do with what happened to Papa. You know that. I know that. I’m getting worried about you. Has your new doctor helped you with any of this?”

“Dr. Gustavsen has nothing to do with any of this. The truth is that I didn’t want to explain how bad I’d screwed up my life," Magda mumbled. "And Mom’s, and hers too.”

“Stop that,” Angie said. She reached out and put her hand on Magda’s and squeezed it. “She’d be okay, and she’d love you all the same, just like I do.”

Magda took her sister’s hand and squeezed it, still not able to meet Angie’s gaze.

Angie’s phone let out a ding and Magda’s vibrated. Angie read the text message out loud: “URGENT: Please return to the Grading desk as soon as possible. Your presence is required due to a problem.”
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THE RULES ARE CLEAR


Angie ran up to the Grading desk with Magda close behind, spotted Joanna and waved to her. Joanna hurried over and said, “Your sister will be okay, but we had a problem. Would you please come in the back so we can discuss it privately?”

The three women moved through the automatic doors into a very large room, furnished in earth tones, with well-padded benches placed at intervals leading up to a set of double doors, which Angie realized led out to the grading tables. Each bench was numbered, with several steel eye bolts screwed into the edges. The rest of the room looked almost like a salon, with hairdressing and makeup stations, sinks and pedicure chairs, photography backdrops, and something that reminded Angie of a table at a dog groomer. A couple of naked women were secured to the benches by leashes, and they were both staring at one of the benches closest to the front. People in HCI uniforms surrounded the benches, and a couple of them had big red crosses on their jackets. Their presence meant there was some sort of commotion going on.

The crowd parted as Joanna led Angie and Magda to their sister. Alina was lying on a bench barely breathing, her eyes closed and her face pale. Her handcuffs had been removed, and one of the men with a red cross on his jacket was preparing a dose of smelling salts. He paused, turned to Angie and Magda and said, “She’s unconscious. When her grader came to get her for grooming, she stood up, fainted, fell backwards and hit her head on the bench. These things are padded pretty well so I don’t think she’s seriously injured, but she’s passed out still and I need to wake her up so I can check her out more thoroughly.” He turned back to Alina, cracked a plastic ampule open and waved it under Alina’s nose. Alina’s eyelids fluttered and she tried to sit up but fell back again. The medic looked at another man with a Red Cross jacket and said, “Let’s get her back to the dispensary and run a scan on her.” He unhooked her leash and dropped it on the floor, and the two men gently lifted her onto a nearby wheelchair and rolled her through a pair of swinging doors in the back.

Joanna turned to Angie. “I’m so sorry this happened. I have no idea what went wrong — she hadn’t even left the prep room yet! This is Brandon,” she gestured to a tall, blond, fit, almost ridiculously handsome young man wearing an HCI polo shirt and a slaver’s whip at his belt, “He is her grader of record, recently licensed and promoted and we’re all very proud of him. He can give you details.”

Brandon grinned, then self-consciously converted it into a serious expression. He offered his hand first to Angie, then to Magda. “Nice to meet you,” he said. “You’re her sisters?”

“Yes,” said Angie. “We’re accompanying her. What happened?”

“Pretty much what Joanna said. I came to get Alina, er, 0078 to begin her grading process. She looked nervous — most gradees do — and she was trembling a bit but nothing out of the ordinary. I introduced myself, unhooked her leash from the bench and told her to stand. She did for a few seconds, then her eyes rolled into the back of her head and she fainted dead away. I immediately got her up off the floor and onto the bench, called the medics and my supervisor - Joanna - and you saw the rest.” Brandon spread his hands in a gesture of helplessness.

“What happens next?” asked Angie.

“The rules are clear,” Joanna replied. “If Alina possesses a neurological condition that makes her faint during stressful situations, that could present problems during training, not to mention slave service if it ever came to that. We would have to note it on her evaluation, which would almost certainly cost her a full grade, assuming we could continue the grading at all.”

Angie and Magda looked at each other, mouths agape. Angie recovered first. “Is there anything we can do? Reschedule the grading? Move it to another market? Pay a fee⁠—”

“I’m very sorry, but there’s no legal way to remove the condition from her record, I’m afraid,” said Joanna. “If we stop the grading for anything short of a hospital admission, she automatically gets the lowest grade, Utility.” She grimaced. “I wish there was something we could do, I really do.”

Brandon spoke up. “There might be a way…”

The three women turned to look at him.

“Go on,” said Angie.

“Grading is ultimately a numbers game, right? All the objective criteria determined by the grader, like sexual arousal and knowing slave positions, count but what counts the most is the subjective data, like the number of bids and their dollar amounts. A number of high valuations at inspection and bids at auction can overcome a low objective score or a medical condition in the evaluation.”

Joanna nodded. “That’s a good point. It’s true that almost no one actually reads the evaluation notes after grading anyway, all they really care about is the final score.”

“Right now she stands at grade C, or Select," Brandon continued, "Which at HCI is the default starting grade for grading clients. If I can complete her grading, I feel pretty certain that she would get enough points to be at least Choice. If we could then find a way to boost her offers during inspection, and put her through a mock auction, as attractive and fit and naturally submissive as she is, she might get enough to boost her to Prime Minus, or even Prime if she’s lucky. Before this happened, I would have bet on her being a lock for Prime.”

“Grading at HCI doesn’t include an auction, mock or otherwise,” Angie said. “How much would that cost, and how do we know that you won’t try to sell her for real?”

“Like a lot of things intended to boost a gradee’s score,” said Joanna, “a mock auction is included as part of the Premier package, so it wouldn’t cost anything extra. And now that she’s devoxed, we can’t ethically sell her without the express consent of her agent, which in this case is one of you.”

“I don’t understand,” Angie said. “I thought mock auctions were a standard part of all gradings?”

“No, not legally,” Brandon said. “That is, they’re not required by law. The offers given during public display are enough for a grade. But a number of places hold mock auctions because they aren’t set up to accept offers — not enough staff, not enough technology, lots of reasons — so they just do an auction and use the bids from that.”

"But how can we be sure that she would get enough high bids?” Angie asked.

“We can put off her grading and auction until later this morning when there will be a larger crowd. Larger crowd means more bidders, and more bidders equals more and higher bids,” Joanna said.

“I can think of something else,” said Brandon. He picked up a data pad, tapped on it briefly, and turned it toward Angie and Magda. “Auctioning related slaves together always brings in a minimum of thirty percent higher bid amounts than auctioning each of them separately, and a minimum of fifty percent on total bids. In my experience the percentages are always higher than that.” He continued, pointing at the data pad screen, “And as you can see on this chart, sister combinations do better than even mother-daughter ones.” Brandon tapped on the screen some more. “If Alina gets enough points in just the initial grading to make Choice — any level of Choice, never mind a Choice Plus which I think is likely — and then gets fifty percent more bids and thirty percent higher dollar totals in the later stage, she’s almost guaranteed a Prime grade.” He turned the pad back around and showed his calculations.

“You’re suggesting that we get graded and auctioned along with Alina?” Angie said, sputtering the words. She looked at Magda, who apparently still hadn’t closed her mouth after the first bit of bad news, then back at Joanna and Brandon. “Who would hold our claim tickets? How do we know you wouldn’t just sell all three of us? And we have no guarantee it would work anyway. No, absolutely not.”

Joanna had her own data pad out. “The Premier package includes a paired grading as an included option. We often sell these to mothers and daughters. It’s very popular because it gives them both shots at higher scores. But for a moment, let me be perfectly blunt with you. We’re not suggesting you both get graded along with Alina, but rather just one of you,” she said, looking steadily at Angie. “Angie, you bear a strong resemblance to your sister — your hair is even the same length. You could almost be her twin. Magda does not look like either of you, and the bidders would be less interested in a set of sisters who did not have at least some resemblance.” She pulled up Angie’s record and said, “You yourself are a Prime Minus, you could probably bump that to a straight Prime. And with you going through the grading along with her, Alina is certain to be more calm and perhaps less likely to pass out again, assuming her problem is stress-related.”

Angie could feel the blood draining from her face, and she felt slightly light-headed. She sat down on the bench, and Magda sat down next to her. “Could we have a minute?” Magda asked. “Of course,” Joanna nodded and returned to the front desk while Brandon exited through the swinging doors toward the dispensary.

They sat in silence for a moment. “Well? What do you think?” Magda asked.

“I don’t know. I don’t like this but I can’t think of an alternative,” Angie replied.

“I’m the same. To be honest I kinda feel like I should be insulted, and I’d love to try and raise my rating, but what the lady said makes sense." Magda held up her hand and started ticking off fingers, one by one. "A matched pair would raise a lot of interest. I really think that if you do this, it will save Alina’s grade, and you’ll get a full Prime for sure. It’s pretty clear that they do enough volume here so there’s no way you’ll wind up staying the night like I did. You’ve been through this before so nothing would be a surprise to you. And Alina would be a lot less scared when her big, brave sister comes to her rescue. Besides, no one here knows us, so what have you got to lose? This is a reputable place so I can’t imagine they’ll pull something underhanded, and anyway I’ll make sure that both of you come out the other end as free women. After all,” she said, smiling, “I can be pretty intimidating when I’m not handcuffed.”

Angie snorted in spite of herself. Everything Magda said was true, but there was something else too. She had tried hard all morning to focus on what was going on, but her thoughts kept drifting back to her own grading, and the brief fling she had as a young pretend-slave girl with Cesar. Being in a slave market was bringing those memories back in vivid detail. Worse, those memories were spawning new thoughts.

Angie took a deep breath and sighed. “Okay, let’s do this thing before I change my mind,” she said.

Magda threw her arms around Angie. “You’re doing the right thing, Ang.”


5


DON’T WORRY


The sisters went back to the main Grading desk. Angie asked Joanna, “How is my sister doing?”

Joanna retrieved her data pad again, scrolled through it for a moment, then replied, “She’s okay. Nasty bump on the head, but no sign of anything broken. The medics have given her a painkiller and a medication that would reduce her anxiety without leaving her drowsy. Our chief medic has ordered that she rest. In about an hour they’re going to check her once more for a concussion. If she’s recovered, she’ll be ready to try again.”

Angie steeled herself and asked, “So, if I were to do this, how would it work?”

Joanna set the pad down and looked at her. “We’d get you checked into the system, put you both on the same reference number, and then start prepping you for grading. Once Alina is released from the dispensary you would each get a grader and officially start moving through the grading process together.” She nodded at Magda, “Your other sister here would be listed as your escort and agent, and would receive your claim ticket. Once the initial grading is finished you would move on to the public grading, buyer’s inspection, and the mock auction, where you and Alina would appear as a set, although the bids would be registered to each of you individually. At the conclusion of the auction, your sister would produce both of your claim tickets, and that would be that.”

Angie took another deep breath. “Let’s do it.”

The older woman smiled, and gave her a sympathetic pat on her hand. Speaking in a low voice she said, “You’re doing the right thing.” Joanna resumed in a normal voice, "I have your chip information already entered, so I’m going to list you with your sister’s intake number. Given the circumstances, we’re certainly not going to dock you for not appearing naked, but you will have to take your clothes off now.” She handed Magda a drawstring bag with the HCI logo on it. “You can put her clothes and personal effects in here.”

Angie took off her sneakers and socks, and then unbuttoned and skinned off her jeans. Her lean, toned legs were slightly stubbly. She looked at Joanna, who anticipated her question. “You’ll receive all the necessary grooming services with the Premier package.”

Angie nodded, handed her jeans, phone, and car keys to Magda. She grasped the hem of her t-shirt but hesitated, looking around the grading desk. It was busier than it had been earlier. More women were arriving for gradings, and some had even brought their husbands and children with them! She shook her head to clear it, and pulled the t-shirt off. She felt the air conditioning on her newly-bared skin, but when she shuddered it wasn’t because she was cold. On the contrary, she could feel her skin starting to heat up as she became more embarrassed. Out of the corner of her eye she could see that she had attracted the attention of a dad, his eyes running over her underwear-clad body. One middle-aged man elbowed another one, pointing at Angie. They both knew what came next.

She unhooked her bra and slid it off her shoulders, attracting the attention of few more dads. Angie heard a low wolf whistle, and some of the men chuckled. Don’t look around, she thought, you’re nervous enough as it is. She started to raise an arm to cover her breasts, but caught herself and dropped it back down.

Angie’s stomach was as tight as a fist, her face felt hot, and she heard a rushing in her ears. Nevertheless she pulled down her panties and stepped out of them. She bent over to pick them up and overheard one of the dads tell another one, “Oh, yeah, that’s what I’m talkin’ about.” She stifled a momentary impulse to turn around and give them a real show. That will come later, she thought, before glancing over at him. I wonder what would happen if I went over to Mister Cargo Shorts and offered to blow him right in front of his wife? she thought, then shook her head again.

As Angie handed her clothes to Magda, Joanna said, “You’ll need to take off all jewelry too.” Angie took off her earrings and handed them to Magda as well.

Joanna showed her a metal collar, pink with a red stripe like Alina’s, then fastened it around Angie’s neck. The “click” of the locking mechanism made Angie’s stomach turn a somersault.

Producing a pair of hinged handcuffs, Joanna looked expectantly at Angie, who immediately turned around and clasped her hands behind her back. The click-click-click of the handcuff ratchets and the shock of the cold steel fastening around her wrists made Angie shudder.

“I have to devox you now, dear,” Joanna said. “If you need to tell your sister anything else, now’s the time.”

Angie looked at Magda. “Just make sure you get us out of this,” she said.

Magda nodded, looking serious. “Don’t worry, I won’t let you down.”

Angie opened her mouth, and just like that she was effectively a slave, a piece of merchandise. She was naked, handcuffed, mute, collared, standing in a slave market and being eye-banged by every man in the place, no doubt wondering what it would be like to have such a young, nubile creature on her knees in front of them, or bent over the desk, or… She in turn wondered what it would be like to be a slave to an older, fatherly man, big hands and hairy chest, forced to coax his cock to life with her mouth while he grabbed her hair and pulled on her leash…

Damn it, Angie thought. I’m getting turned on. Not now, now is not the time, get your head together.

“Let’s get you in the back and started on the grooming stations,” Joanna said. “Magda, you should have received her claim ticket on your phone.” Magda held up her phone and displayed the ticket. “Good,” said Joanna. “When I return we can finish up any paperwork. As for you, 9974, come with me.” She clipped a leash to the front of Angie’s collar and led her through the automatic doors that Alina had gone through a short time before. She looked back at Magda, who appeared more subdued this time, clutching the bag of clothes in both hands and silently mouthing don’t worry at her sister.
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SHOWTIME


Joanna led Angie into the same room where they had found Alina lying on the bench. Angie took in the spa-like environment, remembering the far less luxurious amenities at Garcia’s. All around the grooming stations were plants — some of them quite large and healthy — and at one end there was a small waterfall with bamboo stalks growing around it. It made a babbling-brook sort of sound that she assumed was intended to be calming. She also noticed that there were no men in the room — only gradees like herself, and female HCI employees.

Joanna pointed at one of the padded benches. Angie sat down quickly, and Joanna fastened the end of her leash to a ring bolt on the back. Joanna gave her an encouraging smile and then left the room.

An older woman with auburn hair, clad in white hospital scrubs, came to fetch Angie, motioning for her to stand. After she removed Angie’s cuffs, she led her by the leash to each station, and indicated what she should do by pointing rather than speaking, which Angie found odd and a little unsettling until she spotted the hearing aids hooked over each of her ears.

But she had to admit that the woman was good at her job. Angie’s legs and armpits were shaved incredibly smooth, her bikini area waxed, her skin cleaned and moisturized. It was all very strange to Angie since she had never before had another person do those things to her, and doubly so since it was done in almost complete silence. But the strangest part came when the woman put Angie on all fours on a grooming table, fastened down her arms and legs with heavy straps, then placed a bolster under her hips. While Angie wondered what the woman was about to do, she saw a blue ball appear in front of her face.

Looking in the mirror in front of the table, Angie could see that the woman was holding up a ball gag. She smiled and patted the top of Angie’s head, then touched the ball to Angie’s lips. Taking the hint, Angie opened her mouth. The kind woman pushed the ball gently but firmly into place behind Angie’s teeth and fastened the strap behind her head. Looking in the mirror again, Angie could see the HCI logo printed on the ball, and the deep bite marks of previous wearers. Angie had never been gagged before — Garcia’s relied entirely on devoxing spray — so this was a new, if pointless, experience since she was already mute. Standard procedure, she guessed.

The reasoning became clear a moment later when the woman began to tweeze out the small hairs that the waxing had missed. Every time the woman tweezed away a tiny hair from around Angie’s vulnerable hole, Angie bit down into the blue rubber ball hard.

After that ordeal it was all downhill. Angie received a manicure and a pedicure with clear polish applied to her nails. Her hair was gently shampooed and conditioned and then Angie received a blow out that left her locks slightly wavy and full of shine. Her makeover was completed with subtle makeup that left her looking dewy and fresh-faced. The woman with auburn hair even gave Angie a lovely neck and shoulder massage. It really was like a spa, except for all the nudity and restraints.

A more relaxed Angie sat on the bench waiting for her sister and the graders to return. She watched the other women being taken out in ones and twos to be graded. She had seen a couple of mother-daughter pairs but no siblings so far.

Angie was relieved when Joanna finally returned. “Alina is fine, no concussion, she’ll be along shortly," she said. "As for you, we’re very busy today and short staffed, so I’m going to be your grader. Don’t worry, I’m fully licensed and bonded.” She took a small wallet out of her blazer’s inside pocket and displayed her credentials.

Joanna unhooked Angie’s leash and pulled her to her feet. “We’re going to start with the physical first, since Alina is getting that done in medical right now,” Joanna explained as she removed Angie’s handcuffs.

Angie was weighed and her height measured. Her bust-waist-hips measurements were taken with a laser, but Joanna insisted on verifying the results with a tape measure. Angie flinched when Joanna’s fingers touched the bare skin on her hips. I didn’t have any problem during grooming, Angie thought, so why am I feeling shy now? Joanna paused for a moment, looking at Angie with a slight smile on her lips. When Joanna smoothed the tape around her waist, Angie gasped and she heard Joanna chuckle. Oh god, Angie thought, my skin is tingling. Finally Joanna measured her bust, and they both looked down at the tape to see that it was resting on Angie’s erect nipples. Joanna raised an eyebrow, and Angie’s face burned.

Next she used calipers to determine her body fat percentage. Joanna used a DNA swab in Angie’s mouth, examined her teeth by phone light, and drew some blood. Lastly Joanna placed a specially-designed collection cup on the floor next to a drain. She looked Angie in the eye and said, “Squat, little slave, and fill that cup. Don’t miss or you’ll be licking it up.”

The tips of Angie’s ears turned bright red. Joanna chuckled and tapped a note on her pad, muttering, “Easily shamed.” Angie squatted down and started trying to fill the cup. She looked up at the grader, at her heart-shaped face and amused expression, one fist resting on her hip and the other holding her data tablet. She’d never before in her life found herself so completely in the power of another female, much less a beautiful mature woman, and a slightly scary one at that. If they were alone, would Joanna take off her shoes and make Angie kiss her feet? Would she give in to powerful urges and lick Joanna’s soles and suck on each toe? Would she raise up her skirt…? Angie felt her nipples start to stiffen again.

Wait, what? she thought.

“Sexually aroused by mild humiliation,” she heard Joanna mutter, sounding amused and tapping onto her pad.

What is happening to me? Angie thought. I’ve never had any sexual interest in another woman, but right now if Joanna ordered me to lick her I probably would… She gritted her teeth. Seriously, where the hell is this coming from?

She’d read about “power exchange” in one of her psychology classes, and how some people can be intensely aroused by it. Is that it? One minute I’m a valued customer and she’s waiting on me, the next minute I’m slave-naked and she’s leading me around on a leash? Angie looked away and focused on her task, forcing herself to modulate her stream so she could control the force hitting the cup. She finished without spilling a drop.

Joanna forced Angie to her feet with the leash. Putting on latex gloves, she picked up the cup, examined it and placed a seal over the top. She wiped Angie with a cotton towelette, took off the gloves, and retrieved her data pad. “Bonus points for obedience,” she said with a small smile.

As Joanna was tapping out notes, Brandon entered the room through the swinging doors, guiding Alina by a hand on her shoulder. Alina looked from Joanna to Angie to Brandon and back with an expression of concern. Angie thought she looked a bit calmer, not nearly as panicked as she was earlier.

Joanna took Angie’s leash and led her over to Alina, placing her hand on Alina’s upper arm. “I know Brandon has explained the situation to you so I won’t go over it again. 9974 here has volunteered to be graded as a pair with you. She is an exemplary slave candidate so if you just do what she does, and concentrate on the process, you’ll be fine.” She gave Alina’s arm a maternal squeeze, brushed a stray hair out of her face, and said, “Now let’s take some pictures, shall we?”

They moved to another station on the periphery of the room, the one with the photography backdrops and a camera on a mechanical arm. Joanna flipped some switches, lights came on and a white backdrop unrolled from the ceiling. She ordered Angie to stand on a red “X” painted on the floor. Tapping her data pad, the camera flashed.

“Face right.”

FLASH

“Face back.”

FLASH

“Face front,” Joanna ordered, and the camera zoomed in to Angie’s face.

FLASH

Full face.

FLASH

Closeup of her mouth.

FLASH

“Face right.”

FLASH

“Face back. Bend over.”

FLASH

“Spread cheeks.”

Angie started to straighten up, looking back at Joanna. She can’t be serious, can she? She thought. A photo of my naked ass is one thing, but spreading my cheeks to display my butthole to the world? Because these photos will be added to my permanent record, available to anyone

The sharp sting on Angie’s backside was accompanied by a loud smack!

She spanked me! Angie thought as she started to rub her smarting bottom cheek. Like a child–

Smack! And now she had two smarting cheeks.

“Bend. Over,” Joanna said, slowly and evenly. “And spread your cheeks. Any more hesitation and I will start deducting points.”

Something about Joanna’s voice sent a chill through Angie. She swallowed hard, then bent over and reluctantly spread her butt cheeks with her hands, presenting both of her holes to the camera.

FLASH

The camera zoomed in on her rectum.

FLASH

“Spread legs,” Joanna ordered.

FLASH

“Stand and face front. Spread lips!”

Angie spread open her pussy lips.

FLASH

“Squat!”

Angie squatted in the proper position, looking straight ahead with her legs spread apart.

FLASH

“Kneel!”

FLASH

The camera swung to the side for a full-length shot.

FLASH

“Head to floor!”

Angie leaned forward and touched her forehead to the floor.

FLASH

“On your feet.” And then it was over.

Joanna took Angie by the collar, leading her off to one side before turning her around and re-cuffing her hands behind her back. Joanna leaned forward, her shirt front brushing Angie’s back, one hand on Angie’s hip, and whispered into her ear, “Careful about obedience. Once we’re in public I can’t give you any slack. And remember, you’re setting an example for your sister.”

Feeling the older woman’s breath in her ear caused Angie’s skin to start breaking out in goosebumps. Joanna ran her other hand down the younger woman’s upper arm, feeling the bumps.

“Mmm,” she murmured. “By the way, your bottom looks absolutely delectable with a little pink on its skin. I may have to spank you again before you go up for the mock auction.”

Angie watched as Alina went through the same process with Brandon, who seemed to take a little bit longer, as though he were carefully composing the photos. He spoke very gently to the shy, shaky girl, calming Alina enough that she handled her poses well, if a little unsteadily.

Joanna, holding Angie’s leash, nodded at Brandon. “Showtime,” she said.
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SHOWMANSHIP


The quartet walked through the large, steel automatic doors at the far end of the room, Joanna leading Angie by her leash, Brandon leading Alina by hers. On the other side was the walkway to the grading tables, separated from the milling spectators by a railing. The previous gradees were still on the tables assigned to the sisters. Their grading was delayed because one of the women had lost control of her bladder. Angie wondered if the gradee peed on the table out of fear or mortification and felt second-hand humiliation for her. The little group stopped halfway down the walkway and stood, waiting.

Joanna’s data pad chirped. She pulled it out of her blazer pocket, read the screen and raised an eyebrow. She then handed it to Brandon, who read it and raised both eyebrows and released a deep breath before handing it back.

Joanna tugged on Angie’s leash and said, “Let’s find another table.” The two of them walked past the crowd toward tables 24 and 25, followed by Brandon and Alina.

Angie gulped when realized she was being led to the other side of the enormous room. You’ve done this once before, Angie told herself. But it’s still not easy. Just don’t look around and keep moving. Scores of eyes followed them down the walkway, and then the calls started:

“Hot Latinas coming through!”

“Look at the asses on those two!”

“Are they a set?”

Someone yelled, “I’d buy that for a dollar!” and the crowd burst out laughing. It got worse as they approached the table platforms where the walkway narrowed, so men could speak in a more normal voice:

“Yeah, you’re a couple of hot little bitches, aren’t you?”

“Can’t wait to until you’re chained to a post for inspection, gonna see first-hand how wet you are⁠—”

“Got much dick-sucking experience? I’ll help you out!”

“How tight is your asshole? Are you both ass virgins?”

Angie and Alina stood side-by-side on the platform, each at the foot of a stainless steel grading table. The graders removed the slaves’ handcuffs, and Joanna ordered them both to spin all the way around so that the crowd could see their entire bodies. Alina kept fidgeting, as if she was subconsciously trying to put her hands in front of her lap and her chest, then remembering that she shouldn’t. Angie glanced at her and their eyes met. Angie tried to project calm and even a blasé, been-there-done-that attitude even if she didn’t feel it. Alina looked like she was barely holding it together. Angie remembered her first time on the table at Garcia’s, how she was feeling so many conflicting things: fear, apprehension, shame, embarrassment, but above all an intense excitement, a thrill at being exposed and helpless in front of a hungry crowd, how it translated into sexual arousal, and shock at how it wasn’t any different this time.

Joanna raised a hand to get the crowd’s attention, then announced, “Grading two subjects, Latinas aged 18 and 24.” She paused for effect, then added, “Sisters… by blood.”

An excited murmur ran through the crowd, and some of the men started a sort of wolf howl that others joined until Joanna held up her hand again. “Let’s begin,” she said.

Joanna gave the two sisters the basic slave commands that all girls learned in the Introduction to Slavery class in high school, and the two women performed them in tandem: present, inspect, collar, kneel, fours, floor. “Pretty basic stuff but the crowd loves it,” she explained quietly to Alina.

Then Joanna ordered Angie to climb up onto the grading table and lie on her back with her arms at her sides. Angie winced as her skin touched the cold steel surface. Joanna buckled heavy webbing straps around Angie’s wrists, fastening her to the hard tabletop. She did the same with Angie’s ankles, and Angie wondered if the rough webbing would leave marks on her skin. With Angie lying flat on the table, Joanna hooked her collar to the table, rendering her completely immobile. A button push tilted the table forward. Another brought the bottom half of the table up to an angle and parted it in the middle. It reminded Angie of gynecological stirrups, but instead of her thighs spread out for a single physician, they were spread for the full view of an audience.

Joanna moved to Angie’s side, and gently stroked the top of her head. “0078, I’m going to take this step-by-step so you can see everything that’s going on, please pay careful attention,” Joanna said to Alina, while looking straight into Angie’s eyes the entire time. Then she lowered her head to whisper in Angie’s ear, “I haven’t done one of these in a long time, so I’m going to enjoy this.”

“Begin recording," Joanna said, straightening up. "First, external lubrication,” she said, running her finger over Angie’s labia. “Already wet with natural lubricant,” she said, glancing at the audience. A wave of anticipative energy rippled across the crowd of onlookers. The corners of Joanna’s mouth turned up slightly as she worked her finger inside of Angie’s vagina, making Angie gasp. In spite of herself, Angie felt a flush spread over her face and neck, slowly spreading onto her chest. Joanna removed her finger, held it up between the two of them so Angie could see the glistening she produced. What is she doing? Angie wondered, her breath quickening as she became more aroused. Joanna held up her shining finger to the crowd, which responded with a variety of cheers, catcalls, and whistles. Angie felt her eyes wanting to well up with tears, but she blinked furiously until they stopped.

Angie’s breath stopped, then she inhaled sharply when Joanna turned back to her and traced her moistened fingertip around Angie’s left nipple. Oh my god oh my god, she thought, feeling the skin of her areola tighten with arousal.

Next Joanna produced a metal probe. “Second, internal lubrication and body temperature.” She inserted the probe slowly but firmly into Angie’s vagina. Angie started to lift her hips but caught herself and remained still. Joanna looked at the squiggles on her data tablet and announced, “Hot and juicy,” resulting in cheers and hoots from the enthusiastic crowd.

Withdrawing the probe, she ran the tip across Angie’s tight asshole, gently stroking, teasing the restrained girl. She leaned over slightly and whispered, “Brace yourself.” Angie tensed, her goosebumps growing more pronounced, her breathing more ragged. “Third, anal elasticity and sensitivity.” She dipped the probe into a nearby bottle of gel, then positioned the tip of the probe against the center of Angie’s sphincter muscle and slowly slid it inside.

“Relax,” Joanna said. Angie exhaled sharply and clenched her teeth. Joanna was slow and methodical, waiting for Angie’s ass to unclench a bit before advancing the probe further. Finally Angie felt the cool metal of the wide probe base against the skin of her ass cheeks.

“Tightness is top percentile, rating as Virgin,” Joanna proclaimed to enthusiastic applause and more shouts. She twisted the probe back-and-forth a few times before slowly removing it. Joanna placed her other hand on Angie’s mons, holding her hips down. Unseen by anyone in the audience, Joanna began discreetly brushing her fingers over the mute, bound girl’s clitoris. Angie’s eyes grew wider and her breathing more rapid.

Joanna switched to another, larger instrument. Oh shit, Angie thought, recognizing the thing as a wand with a vibrating head. “Fourth, vibration sensitivity,” Joanna told Alina, then turned it on and touched it to Angie’s skin just above her mons pubis. The vibrations combined with Joanna’s stroking of her clit were making Angie more aroused by the second. She started raising her hips to meet the vibrator, then started thrusting. “You like that, don’t you little slave?” whispered Joanna, her gaze fixed on Angie’s face. “Wait until you feel what’s coming next.” Then she announced to the crowd, “Vibration response is top percentile.”

Joanna stopped stroking Angie’s clit and picked up another device, a wand with a Y-shaped end covered in glass insulation. “Fifth, skin sensitivity,” she said, then moved the probe slowly up the inside of Angie’s thigh before pulling a trigger. She tensed all her muscles and prepared to scream — as pointless as that might be — but the sharp, painful electric shock she anticipated never came. Instead, a tingle of electricity spread across the surface of her legs, lighting up every nerve ending in her lower body like a Christmas tree. It reminded Angie of the TENS unit that her physical therapist had used on her muscles after a softball injury, but more specialized since she couldn’t feel it affecting her muscles. But the combination of vibrations on her pussy and tingling on her skin was unlike anything she had ever experienced. She closed her eyes, first squirming under the electric wand, then bucking against the vibrator as hard as her bonds would allow. Joanna announced “Highly sensitive skin,” and someone in the audience yelled out “Ready for a whippin’!” to much amusement.

Joanna switched off both vibrator and wand simultaneously and put them away. Angie’ eyes shot open and she writhed in frustration. “Last thing,” Joanna said, taking her finger and resting it on Angie’s mute lips. “Suck,” she commanded. What the f…? There isn’t anything else, we’re done! But she took the finger inside her mouth like a good girl. Angie sucked on it as Joanna ran it in and out a few times. She pulled out her finger and held it just above Angie’s lips. Angie looked at Joanna, then took the hint. Sticking her tongue out, she ran it around Joanna’s fingertip, up and down the length, then on either side, before finally using her tongue’s tip to lightly lick the end of Joanna’s index finger. The crowd had fallen silent, but when Joanna finally withdrew her finger and held it up, they let out a cheer. Over the clapping and whistling, Angie could hear shouts of, “When is she up for sale?”

Joanna looked over at Alina, smiled and said, “That last part is not part of any official grading. But sometimes a little showmanship can get you more attention.” She looked back at Angie, placed her hand against her cheek and whispered, “Nicely done, little slave.”

Joanna returned the table to its horizontal position and released Angie. She got up slowly, shaky and perspiring. Joanna commanded, “Back hands,” and once again Angie was handcuffed. She looked over at her sister. Alina’s face had lightened a couple of shades and she had developed a slight tremble. Angie flashed her a big smile as if to say, “No big deal, I do this all the time.” But the truth was that she was insanely turned on and needed to cum bad.

Compared to Angie’s exam, Alina’s turn was anticlimactic. Brandon was slow and careful with her, almost protective, like having your grading done by your big brother. There was no sexual winding-up for Alina, but she managed to become a little wet, and came through with excellent marks. When she got up from the table she stumbled and nearly fell. Brandon caught her gently, and Alina smiled at him. Angie thought she looked like a baby deer, unsteady but adorable. The crowd must have thought so too, applauding when Alina regained her feet.

The grading completed, the sisters once again stood side-by-side on the grading platform. “Grader’s scores will be posted shortly,” Joanna announced. “Afterwards we will commence the standard one-hour buyer’s inspections at posts 24 and 25.”

A smattering of applause sounded, and Angie looked over at Alina. Suddenly Alina leaned over to Angie, and gave her a strong, sensuous, open-mouthed kiss on her lips. The two lingered, drawing back just enough to show their entwined tongues, as the crowd went absolutely wild with applause and cheering and shouts of “Holy shit!” and “Hot damn!” and “Oh my God!”

Joanna finally pulled them apart. Alina blushed bright red. Angie stood stunned. The graders clipped their leashes back on and led the pair down the ramp away from the tables. When they were far enough away from the audience, Joanna said in a low voice, “Both of you, very well done.”
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GOOD LUCK


Joanna and Brandon walked inside a screened area enclosing a small pedestal desk. They tied their slaves’ leashes to a short railing that reminded Angie of a hitching post for horses, then began filling in their reports.

The two graders compared notes, nodded, then turned to the two sisters. “Excellent work, you two,” Brandon said. “Your grading scores alone pushed 9974 into Prime Minus just short of straight Prime, and 0078 Choice Plus, just shy of Prime, even with her noted deficiency.”

Joanna added, “After the performance you both put on out there, I have no doubt you’ll get the grades you want.” She smiled at Angie. Angie beamed back at her.

What the hell is going on with me? Angie wondered. I’ve never had the slightest sexual interest in women in my entire life. But now, I look at this beautiful, confident older woman in a position of absolute power over me — even if its only temporary — and I feel not only attracted to her, but seeking her approval and wanting to please her. I mean, how do I go from feeling butterflies when Joanna tells me I’m good to me fantasizing about being alone with her in a private slave pen… Is Joanna interested too? Sure, the thing she did with her finger was playing to the crowd, but what about teasing my clit? Nobody but the two of us knew it was happening. Why does she keep calling me “little slave?” And making it sound affectionate? Angie exhaled. Must be this place, messing with my head. Right?

“Time for buyer’s inspection, slaves," Joanna said. “One hour, chained to a post near the auction block. The first wave will be what we call casuals. Lookers, workers on their lunch breaks, men too cheap to go to strip clubs, all kinds. A few are interested in buying but can’t afford primes. All of them are going to look over every inch of you and touch you everywhere. They aren’t allowed to hurt you, leave marks, alter your appearance or have sex with you, including any penetration of anus or vagina. If that happens, well, hope that someone from HCI is watching and intervenes.” She glanced at Brandon, who nodded. “Remember,” she continued, “you want to make the best impressions you can, so keep smiling and nod enthusiastically at whatever horrible things they say. Play along to the degree that you can because the second wave will be watching how you react. That wave is a mix of brokers and certified buyers. The brokers have to make evaluations and give bids for gradees as part of their license requirements. The certified buyers may or may not make evaluations. Either way, their numbers are a big part of your grade so when they move in to inspect you it’s critical that you be on your best behavior.” Joanna glanced at her data pad. "In exactly one hour Brandon and I will come get you and take you in the back. I would ask if there are any questions,” she smirked, “but, well, you know.”

Angie and Alina were led back onto the sales floor to a series of tall, smooth metal posts. A monitor affixed near the top of each post displayed constantly-updating information on the assigned occupant. Angie was backed up to post 24, her cuffs unlocked and then re-fastened in front of her. Joanna clipped a slim steel cable to her cuffs and tapped her data pad. A quiet motor hidden behind the monitor reeled in the cable until Angie’s hands were high above her head. Joanna removed her leash and tapped her data pad again. Angie’s steel collar immediately stuck to the post with a clang and suddenly Angie could not move up, down or around the pole and could only turn her head with effort. “Electromagnets,” Joanna explained. Angie heard another clang and assumed Alina was now locked to post 25 in similar fashion, though it was hard to say since she couldn’t see her. “Clock starts now,” Joanna said, tapping on her data pad before walking away.

The crowd had stayed back while the graders worked, but now it surged forth and surrounded the two women. Angie knew the first wave would be non-serious spectators, AKA “cheap perverts,” who had no intention of buying anything at the auctions and for whom this was entertainment. Cheaper than a strip club, as long as the wife didn’t find out, assuming there was a wife.

Angie jumped a little when the first grubby hands pawed at her, running over her smooth skin, feeling every nook and fold. More joined, rolling her nipples between their fingers, pulling on them none-too-gently, then kneading her breasts like dough. She was asked things like, “You like how my thumb feels up your sweet ass, college girl?” and “Does your pussy taste like tacos?” She managed to smile in their leering, unshaven faces and not wrinkle her nose at the odors of beer breath and sweat and unwashed clothes.

This went on for an eternity of minutes. Other fingers found their way to her pussy, fumbling with her like they had no idea what they were doing. Still others crept onto her butt cheeks and up into her “sweet” asshole — along with their untrimmed fingernails. This last violation caused her eyes to stretch open as wide as they could go, and to open her mouth in a silent shriek. She heard the ring of something metal tapping on her post. All the hands froze in place. A loud voice stated, “No insertions!” She managed to crane her neck around in the collar and saw Brandon. He was holding a metal club and standing with a trio of tall, heavily-muscled men wearing black HCI t-shirts and very serious expressions.

“Alright, you’ve all had your fun,” Brandon said. “Now clear out and let some actual bidders in.” Angie heard a lot of grumbling and muttering, but she also felt the hands let go of her. All except for one who had been fondling her ass cheeks. He squeezed one a bit more then slapped it hard, leaving a bright red hand print.

Brandon pointed the club at him and said, “You, you’re done.” One of the big men grabbed the spanker by his shirt collar and the waistband of his pants, marching him on tiptoe toward the exit. A man she guessed was the spanker’s friend ran after him, shouting, “I told you this place was too classy for that shit!”

Brandon looked back over at Angie. She mouthed thank you to him. Brandon smiled and winked at her. In a very quiet voice he said, “Alina is doing fine,” and then stepped back away from the post as the more serious bidders approached. These were professionals, the ones who gave independent evaluations and bids upon which much of their score would rest.

This time there were a number of women in the crowd, which was better dressed overall. Some had earpieces and carried tablets, but all of them had camera phones which they used to take photos of Angie from different angles. Afterwards they would step back and make notes or confer quietly with each other before doing anything hands-on.

Angie found this crowd to be more pleasant at first, but much more menacing as time went on. They were not here to ogle naked girls and maybe cop a free feel. They were here to buy, and they treated her like a horse at a stable or a used car on a lot. Angie felt increasingly humiliated as she was ordered to open her mouth so buyers could look at her teeth, or lift a foot so they could inspect the sole, or even spread her legs for a guy with a tiny camera. Her stomach tied itself in knots and refused to come untied.

One couple, a heavyset blonde woman and her beefy husband, moved very close to her. Angie could feel their breath on her skin as they carefully looked over every inch of her body. Their interest seemed professional rather than someone looking for a third in the bedroom who would also clean the house. When they stepped back the husband turned around and she could read his t-shirt. “Sugarland Slave Rental.” Small business owners, she guessed, looking for a new asset or to replace one that was worn out. My God, the life of a rental slave. Angie shuddered at the very thought. She had heard stories: gang-bang nights, whip parties, slave games (like who-can-be-asphyxiated-the-longest-without-dying), or even just “no-holes-barred” orgies where bound slaves are lined up like entrees at a buffet and every guest got to try each and every hole they wished. She didn’t want to be a slave, of that she was certain, but… Right here, right now? Angie had to admit that the idea of spending a night, or even a weekend, being passed around as a sex toy quite titillating.

Then the one thing she wanted to avoid above all else happened. She was recognized.

A trim, middle-aged, deeply suntanned white man in khakis and a pressed short-sleeved shirt stepped into her field of view. He looked her up and down and said, “It’s Angie, right?” He laughed. “I keep forgetting about the voice spray. I’m surprised you’re here — I thought you had gotten an education and were making something of yourself. Ah well, funny how things turn out, isn’t it?”

Angie stared at him, startled, her smile fading as she struggled to place him.

“I’m surprised you don’t remember me. I’m Brian Gottschalk, you and my son Zack were in school together.” She recognized him now - Gottschalk Honda-Dongfeng, one of the largest car dealers in South Texas. His name was on the football stadium at her high school. What was he doing at an auction house in Houston on a Saturday morning?

Another person walked in front of her and stood next to Mr. Gottschalk: his youngest son, Brian Jr. The two could not look less alike. BJ was overweight, his belly barely concealed by an oversized black t-shirt with some video game character printed on it. His unkempt, greasy hair spilled out from under a black hat, but not far enough to cover his pimple-dotted cheeks. His ensemble was completed by stained black cargo pants and unlaced sneakers worn like slippers. But the thing that concerned Angie the most was what he was carrying.

A full set of stainless steel shackles.

Gottschalk followed her gaze, and laughed. “We’re not here for you, my dear, although you are terribly beautiful and I would love to install you in my office at the dealership. No, we’re here for your sister Alina. BJ has had a crush on her since her freshman year, haven’t you son?” The younger man didn’t answer, continuing to stare open-mouthed at Angie’s breasts. Gottschalk Senior sighed.

“Anyway, we heard that she would be up for auction today, and with BJ’s birthday right around the corner I figured this was the perfect gift," he said. “If I’d known you were here too, I’d have talked his mother into buying the set.” He laughed. "I think I’ll give her a call.”

Angie’s breathing picked up, and she tried to look around for Joanna or Brandon. She was shocked to her core, overwhelmed with confusion. Why does this man think Alina and I are for sale?

The older man stepped forward and cupped Angie’s breasts, rubbing his thumbs over her erect nipples before pulling on them both hard. Angie opened her mouth but no noise came out, just a gasp. Gottschalk grinned. He ran one hand down Angie’s side, over her belly, and onto her backside, grabbing the recently-spanked cheek and giving it a firm squeeze. Angie squirmed.

“Lovely,” Gottschalk murmured. He took his other hand off of her breast and placed it directly on her crotch, initially cupping her mons before rubbing his fingers on the outer lips of her pussy. They both felt the moisture trickling out. He worked one finger inside her, then two, watching as Angie closed her eyes and shuddered. But not from fear, not this time.

Angie couldn’t take much more. Being controlled and teased by Joanna, then spending time naked, helpless and at the mercy of anyone who came through the market, she was already aroused, her pussy practically glowing with heat.

But now? Having her body and especially her most private place groped by a car salesman old enough to be her father? Normally she’d be grossed out, her skin crawling, her breakfast rising into her throat…

Instead, she found it hot. Insanely hot.

And she could feel her body responding, if not to him then certainly to what he was doing.

Not having a choice — that changed things. It wasn’t her decision, so it wasn’t her fault. She could just let go and roll along with what was happening, enjoying his fingers and the feeling rising up in her, the feeling that was making her body squirm and her head twist back and forth and her skin heat up.

Is this what it’s like to be with an older, experienced, dominant man? A man who can play your body like a musical instrument? Who watches, amused, while you lose your mind with arousal? And all of this is in public, Angie thought. Imagine what he might do to me in private…

Hooking his fingers upward, Gottschalk moved them in and out of her, slowly and with a steady rhythm. Feeling them glide across her lips and into her most private of places, he closely watched Angie’s face, the rise and fall of her chest, the flush spreading across her skin, her fidgeting restlessness.

Oh God, Angie thought. The heat boiling up inside her was starting to be too much to control. She could feel the first, distant tremors of the coming eruption. Her breathing quickened, she felt one or two beads of sweat popping up on her forehead. Unconsciously she spread her thighs a bit, making her even more open, defenseless and… inviting? To the older man, the man in control of her body.

The man in control released his grip on her asscheek, then grasped her firm breast,, thumbing her erect nipple. He gave her tit a good, hard squeeze. A vibration like a soundless moan echoed through her chest, and he could feel the tension increasing in her body. Judging that the timing was right, he sped up his fingers, faster and faster, making an audible sklik-sklik noise in her wet pussy, gently teasing her swollen clitoris with his thumb.

Jesus Christ, there it is, she thought, that’s the spot. A jumble of fleeting images passed through her mind: kneeling under the desk in his office, taking Gottschalk’s cock in her mouth while he held a meeting with his sales staff, bending over the rear seat of his golf cart while he rams her good and hard out on the fairway, walking naked and leashed through his country club or even through the service bays at the dealership, tied to a chaise by the pool while he uses a vibrating wand on her, greeting him every morning by kneeling and presenting her mouth to her “master” and… Oh God, here we go. She gritted her teeth.

Gottschalk felt the tell-tale tremble, the clenching of Angie’s muscles, the panting… and he stopped.

Angie’s eyes shot open, her expression surprised and confused.

Gottschalk held up his fingers to her, displaying the moisture from inside her. “Chained to a pole in the middle of a slave market, so wet you’re soaking the carpet, damn near to coming on a stranger’s hand from a little fingering. You, my dear, are the very definition of slave hot,” he chuckled.

“You know, I think you’ll take to being a slave much better than your sister. She’s naturally submissive, sure, but she’s also young and shy, reluctant even. I’ll send her to a trainer, of course, probably that really strict place out in San Saba, the one that was in the news for those cruelty lawsuits. What is it called? The Bar-S Ranch? Something like that. Anyway, they’ll break her in good and thorough. But you? As long as I keep you on edge I think you’ll do whatever I want, probably more. Things I hadn’t even thought of, and then thank me afterwards. Which reminds me, Sara,” he said, turning his head slightly as he spoke to his digital assistant AI, “remind me that I need to buy insurance for Alina in case she gets hurt in training.” He looked Angie up and down again, and let out a low whistle. “Sara, before the auction of lot 9974 see if you can place a holding bid on her until I can clear the purchase with accounting at the dealership, and…" He thought for a moment. "Oh, what the hell. Remind me I need to buy two training packages at the Bar-S Ranch.”

Gottschalk wiped his fingertips on Angie’s face, swiping across each of her cheeks. “See you soon,” he said, then turned to his son and they walked out of her sight.
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SEEN AND NOT HEARD


Angie spent the remainder of the hour in a state of fear. She and Alina weren’t being graded, they were being sold. She had triple-checked the paperwork, there had to be some mistake. She was a free woman, and she was damn well going to remain one. Angie collected herself. No, there was no mistake. HCI had a reputation for not “converting.” Converting happened when a free woman was made into a slave without her consent, usually by some sort of subterfuge or fraud. That was a big reason why she had chosen them. Even Garcia’s had been known to “accidentally” put Prime and Choice gradees into the “sell” pen. She didn’t want her baby sister to be put through something like that.

Magda has done something, it’s the only explanation. If Angie didn’t think of something quick, they were both going to be auctioned off. When the graders reappeared she would get their attention and find out what was going on.

That might take a while because she and Alina appeared to be very popular. Quite a few buyers remained, looking over them both, and she now looked at them in a very different light. They were no longer theoretical buyers, but potential owners. That made the frowning older lady with the leathery skin who smelled strongly of cigarettes MUCH more frightening than she would have been just minutes ago. It didn’t help that she was very focused on inspecting Angie’s mouth, even having her stick out her tongue and examining it top and bottom with pinched fingers.

The absolute worst part, though, was that Angie was still so aroused from Gottschalk’s fingers that she was practically humping anyone who came near her, desperate for relief, any relief, no matter how debasing.

Joanna finally came to retrieve her. She released Angie from the post and re-handcuffed her arms behind her back. Clipping a leash to her collar she gave a tug and turned in the direction of the holding area. Angie didn’t move, and began frantically snapping her fingers.

Joanna looked at her and said, “Have you got something to say to me? It certainly seems like you do.” She pulled Angie by the leash until she was very close. “Slaves are seen and not heard, 9974. You will learn that now, or you will learn it at obedience school. That, and so much more.” Joanna took Angie’s left earlobe between her thumb and forefinger and gave it a sharp pinch. Angie cringed in pain.

“Do not make any more noise. Understood?” she said, slowly enunciating each word, staring hard into the naked woman’s eyes. Angie couldn’t hold her stare. She swallowed hard, nodded, and lowered her gaze.

Joanna leaned in even closer. Angie could feel her lips brush against the folds of her ear as she whispered, “Be a good girl for me.” Angie, feeling more naked and vulnerable than ever before in her life, experienced a bolt of fear that ran from her ear down to her toes.

At the same time, she inhaled Joanna’s perfume. Soft and slightly flowery but with a base note of something harder and sharper that she couldn’t place. Angie hadn’t noticed it earlier, and surely she would have noticed such a distinctive scent. Did Joanna put it on just before she came to get them?

The pendulum swings were driving Angie crazy. One minute Joanna praised her, the next she ordered her to shut up, then she put on new perfume only to twist Angie’s ear like a nun with a schoolgirl. And I do not like the sound of ‘obedience school,’ Angie thought. It sounded to her like the slave training centers she learned about in high school, but worse because it bore the same name as a place where one would send a misbehaving dog.

Would it be so bad to be a dog for Joanna? I’m already naked and collared and leashed like a dog, I’d just need to run around on all fours and learn to lick anything my mistress commands…

Damn it, Angie thought, as she felt the moisture in her pussy start to build again. Focus on the problem at hand.

When Joanna turned back around, Angie managed to glance behind her. Alina was as white as a sheet, and her puffy eyes showed she had been crying. Brandon, his expression grim, escorted her away, supporting her as she stumbled on trembling legs.

The look on Brandon’s face told Angie her instinct was correct. Angie thought, Something is definitely wrong, and everyone knows it.

Joanna pulled her firmly by the leash and they made their way into the area next to the big prep room, the holding pens. Angie had seen women who were between grading steps resting on the benches in the prep room, and she knew that the pens were where they put slaves awaiting the auction block. Angie’s stomach was in free fall.

The sisters were marched into a small holding cell just past the main entrance. Their collars were chained to ring bolts mounted on the wall above the only furniture in the room, a heavy, polished concrete bench with a plastic top. Joanna pointed at the bench and Angie sat, as did Alina. Their handlers departed, closing the thick door behind them.

Alina looked at Angie and slowly mouthed, What happened?

Angie shook her head. I don’t know, she mouthed back.

Are we going to be slaves?

Angie looked Alina directly in the eye. No.

Alina nodded and snuffled a few times. Did you see Brian Gottschalk?

Angie nodded and replied, Don’t worry about him. I’ll get us out of this.

Alina sat for a moment, despondent. Then she shuffled over and laid her head on her big sister’s shoulder.
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A while later — Angie had no idea how long — a thin, balding white man wearing glasses and a dark red HCI blazer entered the cell, followed by Joanna and Brandon.

“My name is Hastings,” he said. “I am the general manager of HCI Houston. My graders tell me there’s been a change in status for you two, and I’m here to explain what that means.”

Angie and Alina looked at each other. Angie started to mouth words at Hastings until she saw Joanna give her a hard look and raise her finger to her lips. Angie lowered her head and hunched her shoulders, chastened.

“As I understand it,” he began, “you two were participating in a Premier grading here at HCI. After you were placed in inventory your claim holder offered to put you both up for sale. Since our business is the selling of slaves, we accepted her offer.”

Alina looked at Angie with wild eyes and started to stand up. Brandon rushed to her side and gently pressed her back down on the bench.

“Normally an involuntary enslavement is carried out with the approval of a judge. But a person holding power of attorney over the prospective slave can act in place of a judge. As you should remember, when you began the grading process you were issued claim tickets, and those tickets were assigned to whomever was accompanying you. Legally, holding a claim ticket gives that person power of attorney for the duration of the grading. I won’t speculate as to why that is the case, since it was decided by the state legislature. In any event, you both have been converted from conditional to active inventory and your collars will be changed from pink to black. You will be placed on the auction block as soon as our schedule permits, and you will be sold to the highest bidder. This is all completely legal.”

Angie’s stomach was a solid knot, and she could hardly breathe from sheer shock. Just this morning I was an educated, professional woman with friends and an office job and an apartment and a bright future, but now I’m going to be a naked, collared slave, she thought. Oh God, will I be branded?! No, she corrected herself. No I will not, so stop panicking and think. She knew it had to be Magda who made the offer, and Hastings just confirmed it. Magda’s a lot of things but she’s not stupid, so she can’t have been tricked or talked into this. So what the hell happened?

“However,” Mr. Hastings paused and in turn looked at each of the sisters. He took a deep breath, and continued, “While such a sale is legal under the letter of state law, its status under federal law is unclear. It is also considered unethical under the rules of the USDIS. So before we go any further, I am going to consult with our corporate attorneys and see how they recommend we proceed. Until a decision is made, you will remain here in the pens.”

He removed his eyeglasses, took a handkerchief out of his pocket and commenced polishing the lenses. “I caution you that it is extremely unlikely that you will be freed. On the contrary, you are both highly rated and your sale will realize a significant profit for HCI. In fact, your sales alone will make our numbers for the day. Once a slave is sold the courts almost always uphold the rights of the purchasers, even in cases where there is some question about the legitimacy of the original enslavement. So don’t get your hopes up.” He inspected the lenses, then replaced the glasses on his face. “In the meantime,” he said, “I am going to ask your family member to come explain her actions to you, in case there is some misunderstanding and we can resolve this situation without resorting to the courts.” Hastings looked over his shoulder and nodded at Joanna, and then walked out of the room. Joanna gave Brandon a look and he left Alina’s side. The two of them departed as well, locking the door behind them.

Angie sat, nearly doubled over with fear and shame and anger. Why would Magda do this? How could I have been so stupid? I served myself up — and my baby sister too — like Thanksgiving dinner to a scheming, crazy bitch.

Why is this happening? She hasn’t been on meds in a while, so it’s not that. At least I don’t think it is? I wish I’d asked Mom before we left. Is Magda holding a grudge against me? Then why drag Alina into it? Angie set her jaw and furrowed her brow in rage. I’m sorry Papa, she thought, but if I get out of this I’m going to kill her.

Wait, Angie corrected herself, not if, but when. Gotta stop that line of thinking and concentrate. She took a deep breath, and released it slowly. Angelica Isabella Ramos, you can get yourself and Alina out of this mess. Now remember what you learned in college about the slave trade and how the law works.

For some reason Alina was wriggling around, pulling herself entirely up onto the bench. Angie shot her a look and mouthed, Sit still, I’m thinking.

Alina curled herself into a ball and started rocking side-to-side. Angie nudged her with her hip. Stop it, she thought, I have to have peace and quiet to think.

Sliding her cuffed hands under her rear, Alina folded her legs and slipped her arms around them, causing her to rock back-and-forth.

That’s it, Angie thought, I’m going to kick her until she stops, like we used to in the back of Mom’s car. Angie stood and turned to look at Alina⁠—

—who now had her hands in front of her. Angie saw that Alina had somehow gotten standard handcuffs, the ones like the police use with several links of chain between the manacles. She herself wore higher-security hinged cuffs, which prevented that kind of maneuver.

Alina smiled at her sister. Angie frowned back at her, wondering if her sister had finally snapped, when Alina held up her hands to reveal…

…a cell phone.
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…A CELL PHONE


Some time later Brandon entered the cell to find Angie and Alina napping together on the concrete bench. He gazed at them for a moment, then closed the door a little harder than necessary so that the loud slam woke them up.

“You’ve got a visitor,” he said. “Before I let her in, let me take off your handcuffs so you can drink some water.” He ordered each to stand and turn around, and unlocked their cuffs from behind their backs before giving each a bottle of water. Both took the bottles gratefully, rubbing their wrists and drinking, before Alina got his attention, pointing at her crotch then shrugging. “Oh,” he said, “I’m sorry, but you’ll have to use the drain in the corner. Company policy.” Alina sighed and nodded. Angie noted that Brandon turned his back while Alina dragged her collar chain to the corner. Modesty can’t be company policy, she thought.

The door opened and Joanna came in. She had removed her blazer, revealing a tailored but thin silk blouse that looked to be very expensive. Angie thought, I like her style. She really looks great. Then Angie made out little bumps under the cloth covering Joanna’s breasts. Joanna had pierced nipples.

Oh my god, she thought. Professional on top, sensual underneath. And just like that I’m turned on again.

“Stretch and drink up, because we’re going to have to cuff you before I let your first visitor in,” Joanna said. “We’re going to give you some privacy for your discussion but we can’t have you two jumping her.” She moved next to Angie, took a section of her hair and ran it through her fingers. “Although if it was up to me, I wouldn’t mind seeing you in a catfight, I think you’d do pretty well,” she said. She smoothed Angie’s hair back down, and continued, “I think you would like to show me what you’ve got, wouldn’t you?” She smiled at her. Angie looked up at her and returned the smile while squeezing her thighs together as hard as she could.

She’s just messing with me. Right? Angie thought.

Both women drained their bottles, handing them back to Brandon. “Up,” Joanna commanded, followed by, “Back hands,” and once again the sisters had their hands locked behind their backs. They turned back around and sat on the bench as Joanna watched. She tapped a foot for a moment and then said, “I have no idea how you’re going to communicate with your sister. I can’t imagine Mr. Hastings thought this through when he agreed to this meeting. I’m not even certain what he hopes to get from this. Maybe it’s just a checkbox for the lawyers? I suppose that after she’s done I should bring in voluntary enslavement papers and ask if either one of you wants to sign them?” Joanna looked over at Brandon, who shrugged and said, “Makes as much sense as anything.”

Joanna turned and left. Brandon watched her go, then leaned between the two slaves and carefully double-checked their handcuffs, collars, the chains securing them, the bench and everything else he could think of. He stepped back, looked at them, then put his hand in his thigh pocket, drawing out his data pad, tapping it a few times with his thumb. “I think it’s only fair that you know what your sister signed you up for. In addition to the sale offer, she picked several options that increased the reserve prices for each of you and therefore her share of the final sale. I’m just going to read them to you. One, attraction display. That means that you would be placed on one of the big drum-looking things in front of the main doors, outside the building, as a sort of advertisement to attract buyers. Two, sales display. You would spend time on one of the platforms in the main concourse where you would be used to demonstrate merchandise like restraints and, um, sexual pleasure devices. Three, public piercing of labia, clitoral hood, septum, and both nipples. Four, public discipline demonstration, in this case whipping with a single-braid whip and shocking with a prison-grade prod. And five, public branding.” He looked up from the pad at the two wide-eyed sisters, who were both trembling now. “Basically all the things that 9974 declined for 0078 have been applied to both of you. Fortunately they’ve all been cancelled by Mr. Hastings,” he said. He continued, lowering his voice, “Probably because he wants to avoid questions from corporate and the USDIS.” He continued at a normal volume, “I’ve never seen anything like this before, though I’ve heard of it happening. But it’s always between people who hated each other, like recently divorced couples. Anyway, I thought you should know what you’re dealing with.” Brandon slid the pad back in its pocket, then exited through the open door.

A few minutes later he ushered in Magda, set a folding chair against the wall farthest away from the bench. Angie noted that the chair was outside the reach of the neck chains. I guess Brandon doesn’t want to see anyone in a cat fight, she thought as he left the room and closed the door behind him.

Magda sat in the chair, and her smug, pleased expression made Angie want to lunge against her chains like an angry dog.. She gazed from Angie to Alina and back again, savoring their predicament, their expressions, and the urgent grunts coming from their voiceless mouths. Eventually she crossed her legs, lacing her fingers over one knee.

“You’re probably wondering what happened, right? I know I would be,” she started. “It’s pretty simple. Because of my own grading experience, my life was set back — ruined, really — and I knew I would never have a shot at becoming more than some blue-collar brown chick from El Paso. Papa was right, I should never have gotten graded. It worked out for you two though! Tall and thin and beautiful, you were going to be just fine as you left poor crazy Magda behind in that crappy border town, slowly dying in some bullshit job at Wherethaburger. The more I thought about it, the more I realized how unfair it was.”

Magda took a deep breath. “But the worst part of all, was when Papa died and he asked you two to take care of mom, and left me out of it entirely. Papa loved you two the best but me? I was always mom’s favorite. I should be the one taking care of her, not you two. He never even talked to me about it before he died.”

Magda took a moment to compose herself. Angie mouthed the words, What the fuck are you talking about?, while Alina mouthed, That’s not true! Not true at all!

She ignored them both and continued. “When Angie brought up getting Alina’s grading done out of town so she wouldn’t have to go through what we did, and making it like a spa day too,” Magda rolled her eyes, “I was so angry. I mean, like, what a couple of princesses, couldn’t have you spending the night in a cage like a dog, could we? But then it hit me, what I should do. I slipped Alina a drug to mess with her heart rate and I knew by the time she started her grading she would faint from the stress and the pressure. And of course, the only way to save her would be if big sister swooped in to the rescue. Once both of you were naked and voiceless it was easy to get these greedheads to turn a grading into a sale. You two will sell for a lot of money, I’m told." Magda smiled at the thought. "So I’ll be able to take care of mama for the rest of her life, I’ll be her favorite daughter, everyone in town will say that I’m the good one who stood by the family while the sluts got themselves sold. And yeah, I may not ever have to work again either.”

Angie raised one eyebrow and looked at Alina. If her hands had been in front of her she would have twirled one finger next to her temple, the universal sign for she’s got a screw loose.

Alina mouthed a question. Mama?

“Mom knows nothing about any of this. I’m going to tell her that you saw how much money Gottschalk Sr. offered you and agreed to the sale. We all know Angie is a slut and a pervert. I’ll tell her, ‘Mom, you should have seen what she gets up to in Houston!’ I’ll say you decided to be sold just to get laid 24/7. Besides, when she sees how much money we have in the bank, she’ll be okay with it.” Alina and Angie exchanged doubtful looks.

“Then there’s my favorite part: revenge. Wherever we go every man is looking at you two, and not thick, weird Magda. Even Papa was that way. So if all the men love you, why not let them have you? For a price, of course. I notified a number of people who would be very interested in buying you two. I know you’ve already met Gottschalk and his loser son,” she said, then looked from Alina to Angie. “And I called your ex-boyfriend Beto, and some others you’ll see in the crowd when you’re doing the squat-and-spread up on the auction block.”

Magda looked at her phone. “Almost time for your big show. I have to stay here until after the sale to sign some stuff and pick up that fat check, but honestly I wouldn’t miss it for anything. I can’t wait to see you shake your tits for the auctioneer! You know, Ange, I hope you get pissed off and disobey him. I’m told that whip marks increase the bids, people want a slave with a little fire in them!”

The two sisters glared at her. “Yeah, I know, I’m just enjoying this while I still can,” Magda said. “It’s nice to talk to you two without being interrupted. Lina, I might see you around from time to time, if Junior ever lets you out of his video game dungeon. But this might be goodbye, Angie. Buyers from some of the big brothel franchises are out there, and they were very, very interested in buying you. And paying me a generous finder’s fee.” Magda laughed. Angie gave her a look of pure hatred. “Who knows? Maybe you’ll end up in New York City like you always dreamed. Except blowing Wall Street guys in a suck bar isn’t quite what you had in mind, is it?” Magda stood. “Ta-ta, ladies,” she said, and knocked on the door to be let out.
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PERMEABLE


Shortly after Magda departed, Joanna and Brandon entered the small cell carrying a cardboard box. Joanna ran a hand over Angie’s head, smoothing her hair. Angie fought the urge to nuzzle her hand like a pony would.

“Nothing from corporate yet,” Joanna continued, taking a deep breath, "but we do have some private buyers who have requested more personal, one-on-one examinations. There is a lot of interest in you two, so we’re providing this time as a courtesy to the more well-heeled buyers. It will delay your auction for a bit, maybe a couple of hours, depending on how many are lined up.”

Brandon spoke up. “I see the looks on your faces, and I promise you that you’ll be alright. Each of the private buyers has been vetted and is either a licensed broker or has paid a security deposit, has been tested for diseases, and has signed an agreement not to use harsh discipline on you, so you are safe here.” Joanna added, “But you must obey their requests, no matter how upsetting or humiliating they may be. Remember, you’re slaves now and you no longer have a choice.”

Once again, Joanna moved her gaze from Angie to Alina and back. She then lowered her voice and said, “Do what you’re told, behave yourselves, and you’ll come through this just fine. A little groping and posing and casual sex never killed anyone.” She smirked at Angie.

Brandon cleared his throat. Joanne turned to look at him and nodded. He opened the box and handed her a syringe, like the kind doctors use to give vaccinations.

“This is a contraceptive,” Joanna said as she fiddled with the syringe. She then explained, “These are good for six months with no side effects.” She moved closer to the two women and gave them each a shot in the upper arm. Angie thought it kinda hurt, but figured there was no point in complaining about anything.

Of course this means they’re expecting us to have sex with the customers, else why would they give us contraceptives? Angie thought.

“0078,” Brandon said, looking at Alina, “Your physical exam noted that your hymen is still intact.” Angie looked at Alina, eyebrows arched partly in question, partly in surprise. Alina had clamped her eyes shut, her face starting to flush in embarrassment.

“That wasn’t an accusation, dear,” Joanna said in a low voice, sounding comforting, almost maternal. “It’s just a statement of fact. There’s nothing to be ashamed of. Isn’t that right, 9974?” Angie quickly lowered her eyebrows and nodded, smiling.

“Sorry,” Brandon said to Alina. “That didn’t come out like I wanted it to. All I meant was that our SOP is to fit you with a protective appliance before allowing an unsupervised visit with buyers.” He set the box on the ground and pulled out a rigid plastic belt with a strap dangling from the middle.

Oh my God, Angie thought, is that a chastity belt? Like a sci-fi version? If she hadn’t been devoiced she’d have laughed out loud.

With Joanna’s supervision and advice, Brandon placed the belt around Alina’s waist before running the strap between her legs. The strap required a surprising amount of prodding and repositioning before the loose end was snapped into the front buckle. Brandon tapped a few times on his data pad, and Alina felt the strap wiggle before it inflated slightly.

Brandon ran his hands around the front of belt, trying to touch Alina’s pussy, but the belt strap was form-fitting — he couldn’t get so much as the tip of a finger past it. He had her bend over and performed the same examination to her back entrance, which was similarly sealed. He tapped on her skin and examined her legs to check for circulation problems. Finally he aimed his data pad at her and tapped it a few more times.

“Do you feel okay?” Brandon asked, looking into Alina’s eyes. “Any pain or discomfort? Can you move okay?” Alina nodded, then mouthed a question. Pee?

“Fully liquid permeable so if you need to, go for it,” Brandon said. “Just remember to do it over the drain.” Alina rolled her eyes at him.

“Well done,” Joanna said. “Couldn’t have done it better myself. Don’t forget⁠—”

“No, I know,” Brandon replied quickly, before catching himself. “I just hadn’t gotten to it yet.” He pulled a small green disk out of his pocket and attached it to Alina’s collar. Angie thought it looked like a dog tag.

“Excellent,” Joanna said, sounding genuinely pleased. “No idea why they settled on green to denote virgins, but I’m sure they paid some design firm in Los Angeles millions of dollars to make the decision for them.” Brandon snorted.

Joanna chuckled. “Let’s go get our first contestants, shall we?”
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THE TRYING OF LOT 9974


The first two visitors were brokers, each representing different clients. They primarily wanted to double-check something on their list of requirements for the particular contract they were trying to fill. The first one, a short black man in a linen suit, was annoyed that the sisters were still devoiced so they couldn’t answer questions easily. He finally took photos of their feet and left. The second one, a woman in a colorful suit, was even faster. When she saw Alina’s chastity belt, she tapped once on her phone then turned and left.

To Angie’s surprise the third visitor was actually a couple she remembered from the earlier inspection, the man and wife from “Sugarland Slave Rental.” The beefy white man with the red ball cap and goatee mostly pawed the sisters, especially their breasts. He especially enjoyed kneading the breast of one sister in one hand and the other sister in the other hand while the heavyset, busty blonde woman did the talking.

“Do either of you have any experience caring for children?” she asked in an East Texas drawl. “I reckon so since you all tend to breed like rabbits. But I need to know if you’ve ever taken care of any kids not related to you?”

Angie and Alina, both third-generation Americans but in no position to tell the woman to fuck off, shook their heads.

“Well, shoot. I don’t suppose, then, that either one of you is Red Cross certified in CPR?” Angie shook her head, but Alina worked summers as a lifeguard at the city swimming pools so she nodded.

“Well that’s somethin’ I guess. We’re thinking there might be a market for babysitters who bang the parents afterwards, and you two are the right age for what we want. Roy?”

Angie felt like she was going to be sick as she watched the the red-hatted man run his hands over Alina’s flat belly and down into her crotch. He grinned and replied, “I think they’ll do just fine.”

The woman snorted, tapped on her phone a few times, and the two of them left.

The fourth visitor was a tall old man with an enormous nose and an even bigger stomach, wearing a rumpled, old-fashioned suit, and he absolutely stank of cigar smoke. Angie was not hopeful about the state of his hygiene. She found out later that he was a buyer for a chain of resorts in Louisiana and Arkansas and had missed the earlier inspection. Angie dreaded what he was going to have them do.

He gave them a cursory going-over without saying a word, and left shortly after he came in.

Alina and Angie, standing in front of the bench, exchanged looks. Alina shrugged, and Angie rolled her eyes.

Maybe this won’t be so bad, she thought.

Famous last words, as it turned out.

The last person to visit them was a young, white man, good-looking with pale skin, light blond hair, blue eyes and pink cheeks, well dressed in chinos, a designer casual dress shirt, chukkas and a big chunky watch that cost more than Angie’s car.

“Hey there, Angie,” he said.

Angie felt her stomach begin to free-fall through the floor. She was suddenly dizzy, her knees unsteady, with a rushing sound in her ears.

“Oh, they use that spray that keeps you from talking, right?” he said, laughing. “Honestly, this is my first time coming to a place like this. Never thought in a million years it would be to see you, though.”

The young man turned to Alina. “You must be Angie’s sister, Alina. I’ve heard so much about you! It’s a pleasure to meet you. I’d shake your hand, but, you know," he shrugged and laughed again. "I’m Kevin Armbruster, EVP of finance and Angie’s 2L manager - that means I’m her boss’ boss.” He turned back to face Angie. “Though I guess you’re no longer an employee since we don’t use slave accountants. At least not yet.” He shook his head. “I knew you were using PTO to attend your sister’s graduation, but to get yourself sold into slavery? There must be one heck of a story behind this.”

Angie widened her eyes and started to breathe again. Could we be so lucky? Is he here to help?

Kevin gave a low whistle. “Dang, look at the two of you. Angie, you are utterly beautiful, even more so than I ever imagined when I saw you around the office. That body of yours is amazing, I especially like your tits. And you, Alina! The spitting image of your sister, but even younger and fresher. Just wonderful.” He walked over to the chair left behind from Magda’s visit, pulled it in front of the two slaves, and sat down.

“I have no idea how this came to be, but I’m so glad your sister — Marta? Maggie? Something like that — called the office to let us know about the sale. I forbade everyone else from coming down here, and believe me, there was a lot of interest. I had to threaten to fire Chase to make him leave the elevator and go back to work. Which reminds me…”

He took out his phone and held it up. “Say ‘Cheese’!” he said, and both women immediately turned away from the camera.

“No, no, no,” Kevin said. “You don’t get to do that any more. From what I was told, the state has already processed your paperwork. So as far as the entire world is concerned you two are just collared sluts now, and you will do as you’re told.”

Angie shook her head, grunting, trying to make him understand.

“What makes you think you have any say in the matter?” Kevin chuckled. “Now look at the camera before I call the handlers in here for some pain compliance.”

Angie’s shoulders sank. She looked at Alina, gave her a nod, then stood up straight, shoulders back, looking straight at the camera as if she wanted to kick its ass.

“Better,” Kevin said, and took a full-frontal photo of Angie, then one of Alina. After a flurry of taps on the phone’s screen he paused, smiling as he read.

“That was part of the deal,” he said. “I had to send the guys photos of you both in your slave suits.”

Angie shuddered and pressed her eyes shut. That’s it, she thought, even if we get out of this mess I can’t go back to my job.

Kevin laughed. “Chase is just cursing up a storm. And someone added Lawanda to the group chat. I guess the rumors about her playing for both teams are true. She’s asking to see a shot of your genitals and your behind, though that’s not how she phrased it. So ladies,” he said, raising the phone again, “as they say on SlaveTV, 'Turn around and spread ‘em!’”

Lawanda!? Seriously? Angie thought. But we’re friends! At least I thought we were. All those lunches together, all that listening to her bitch about her boyfriend.

Angie and Alina exchanged glances, then slowly turned around. Once their backs were to Kevin, each woman placed a hand on each of her cheeks and spread them for the camera.

Angie could see that Alina’s face was beet red with humiliation, and her eyes were starting to brim with tears. Angie could understand why. Even though Angie’s co-workers didn’t know Alina, they were still likely to share the photos online. Once a nude photo is on the Internet, it’s there forever.

“What the heck?” Kevin said, leaning forward. “Alina, is that an actual chastity belt? I’ve never seen such a thing before in my life. I guess today is going to have a lot of firsts!” Angie heard the shutter noise from his phone, and a moment later the people she had considered colleagues and respected professionals and even friends were ogling the most private parts of her body.

She heard Kevin snickering as he read the messages. Not only were they looking at her naked body, they were apparently commenting on it too. Angie felt her stomach knot up in anger and humiliation. Fuck you, Kevin.

“Alright, turn back around,” he said. Kevin sat for a minute, looking them up and down and admiring their naked, vulnerable bodies, but also basking in the power he held over them.

“I don’t know the slave commands, we didn’t have to learn those in prep school, so I’m just going to tell you what I want,” Kevin said, sounding smug enough to punch. “Right now I want you both down on your knees.” The sisters complied.

“Good. Now I want you both to come over here to me without standing up.” He aimed the camera at them. “Do the best you can because I will be making a video.”

Once they were kneeling side-by-side in front of him — and after he spent a minute updating the group chat — he unzipped his chinos.

“I shouldn’t have to do this myself, but I’ll make allowances since you’re both new and haven’t been trained yet,” he said. “Do the best you can, hands-free, and when I buy you we’ll rectify that.”

Kevin reached into his fly and pulled out his cock. It was five or six inches long, 21as slim and pale as the rest of him, with a pinkish cast to the head. Angie noticed with no small amount of disgust that he was already growing stiff.

Angie felt Alina nudge her. When she looked to her side, Alina’s expression was one of confusion mixed with apprehension.

Kevin, you asshole, Angie thought, feeling her anger growing, this is not how my baby sister should be introduced to sex. She thought briefly about biting his dick, but instead she caught Alina’s eye and mouthed, Watch me.

Leaning forward so that her breasts rested on Kevin’s thigh, she stuck out her tongue and willed herself to lick up and down the shaft of his cock before giving the head of his cock a swirl. She repeated the actions a couple of times, establishing a pattern. Alina picked up on it. She moved awkwardly over Kevin’s other thigh, stuck out her tongue and licked his shaft and head, alternating with Angie.

“Oh yeah,” Kevin sighed, “That’s it. Well done, Angie. Y’know, Kyle was going to make you a trainer in his department, he said you have a natural teaching ability. If only he knew how right he was!” He laughed, then said, “Don’t forget the balls, ladies, and I want to see some suction action ASAP.”

Shithead, Angie thought, then nudged Alina before taking his entire cock head in her mouth, sticking out her tongue as she did so to demonstrate that she wasn’t touching him with her teeth. She bobbed on him a few times, then removed her mouth with an ostentatious popping sound.

Alina gave a small nod and took over bobbing, a little hesitantly at first but she quickly picked up the pace.

Angie steeled herself and lowered her face to the patch of testicle skin showing through the fly of Kevin’s chinos. She gave it a lick then shot a pointed look at him. He laughed again, but without further comment pulled his balls out of his fly and rested them on the khaki fabric.

Not much hair, mainly peach fuzz, she thought, only a little musky. At least he wasn’t covered in smegma. Gently lifting one testicle on her tongue, she took it into her mouth and gave it a suck. Kevin moaned, his head falling backward but the phone still trained on them. The phone buzzed and he looked up.

“Ha,” he said, “I forgot that you went out with Hunter a couple of times. He says your ball-sucking skills are first class.” Kevin reached around in front of the phone and gave a thumbs-up sign.

Kevin watched the two sisters work his cock and balls for another minute or so. “Okay, that’s enough,” he said, and pushed them both back onto their knees. “Time to tap that.”

Standing up, he pointed at the bench. “Angie, get up on the bench and give me a fuh-dow,” he said. Angie looked at him quizzically. “What, haven’t you heard JammerJ? FDAU-FDAU? Jeez,” he chuckled. “It means Face Down Ass Up. Don’t worry, after I buy you I’ll put it on a loop in your earbuds. Now assume the position. Alina, kneel on the floor next to her.”

Angie got into place, resting the side of her face on the plastic bench top, her cuffed hands hanging off-center of her back, and as ordered her ass raised high to Kevin. She could see him moving the phone closer to her bottom, then panning to her pussy.

Angie’s face felt like it was on fire, burning with shame and humiliation.

“Damn, this thing is wet,” Kevin enthused, running his fingers along her slicked outer lips. “I mean, look at this? Is this amazing or what? She hasn’t been a slave a full day and already she’s feeling the heat. Talk about hot for the collar,” he laughed, reading the comments from the group chat.

Beneath the shame Angie felt something else welling up.

“Okay, gonna set my phone to one side,” he said, moving the chair to one side of the bench and balancing the phone on the seat. Returning to Angie, he placed a hand on her hip and unbuckled his belt with the other. She heard the rustle of cloth as he slid his pants down to his knees. His fingers stroked her smooth opening, working their way inside her, first one, then two, then three.

It’s arousal, Angie thought, but there’s more than that. I hate this man with every fiber of my being. But being his naked, submissive fuck toy feels, um, it feels good. Obeying orders, presenting my pussy for fucking or whatever else he wants to do. No decisions, just do what I’m told.

Kevin withdrew his fingers, and placed the head of his cock against her pussy. He opened her slightly, and rubbed the head up-and-down her slit, lubricating it. She spread her legs a bit wider, and leaned her hips back a little. She could hear Kevin snicker, and he squeezed her butt cheek.

I like it, she thought. I like being a good girl.

Kevin entered Angie slowly and evenly, in stages. He watched her face to see how she was taking it, halting if she grimaced in pain. But before long she felt his thighs touching hers, and knew he had penetrated her fully.

Oh fuck, she thought, this feels so good. I’ve been so turned on since early this morning, please let me cum, please please please⁠—

Kevin’s cock moved in and out with long strokes, slowly and evenly at first. But before long the pace quickened, as did his breathing, and hers.

Angie turned her head to the other side and looked straight into the camera lens. She was rocking back and forth, her arms twisting in the handcuffs, and she felt the sweat of exertion and arousal starting to bead up on the back of her neck.

Kevin’s thrusts were coming fast and hard. Angie could both feel them and hear the smacking sound of their skin making contact. She felt the front of his shirt brush against her bottom as he leaned into her.

Oh god oh god oh god, Angie thought, I can feel it, it’s starting, it’s starting.

She held up her bound hands behind her back, arms stiff, as if reaching for him. Kevin took her upper arms in his hands and leaned back, pulling her head up, the top half of her body now parallel to the bench.

Angie shook her head, her hair flailing wildly, closed her eyes, opened her mouth.

Stars.

Shooting stars. Fireworks bursting. A sensation of free falling, or perhaps it was flying. Wave after wave of pleasure washing over her, every nerve ending in her body popping like firecrackers.

If she could have, she’d have screamed.

She vaguely remembered Kevin lowering her back down onto the bench top, then pulling out of her.

Angie turned to look at Alina just in time to see Kevin ejaculating all over her sister’s face and into her open mouth.
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IT’S TIME


Angie sat upright on the bench, recovering from the nuclear blast of the best orgasm she’d had in her entire life. Joanna stood next to her, one knee on the bench as she tried to brush and smooth down Angie’s sweaty, tousled hair. Next to her, Brandon was gently cleaning Alina’s face with a disposable wipe while she sucked on a breath mint.

Joanna’s pad let out a ding. She put down the brush and read the message.

“Go ahead and get her belt off,” she said to Brandon. “It’s time.”

A tap on his data pad and the belt practically dropped away. The handlers had the women stand and attached leashes to their collars.

“This is it, slaves, the big moment has finally arrived,” said Joanna. “You were not slaves when you started this morning, just clients to be graded. Now you’re nothing more than goods in inventory, and when the hammer falls on the auctioneer’s podium in just a short while, you will both be legally sold, the property of someone else who can do with you whatever they wish.” Her eyes flicked from one sister to the other and back as she studied their faces. “If you want some advice,” she continued, “I’d stand as tall and proud as I could, and put on a good show. The bidders with the most money are often the best owners.” The ghost of a smile crossed her lips, and she added, “Well, more often than not.”

Joanna opened the door, and the naked, helpless women were led out to their fates.

As they approached the auction stage, Angie could hear the auctioneer introducing them: “Next up are lots 466 and 467. 466 is a Hispanic female, 18 years old, high school education, speaks English and Spanish fluently, recently enslaved, no previous owners, rated Prime Minus with excellent bids and reviews. Note that she has not been trained and remember, folks, that HCI can arrange training through an excellent obedience school at a discount. Two things to note about her. First, she is a virgin, which is rare enough in this modern world, I'll tell you what. And second, she is being sold simultaneously with her sister, who is up next. 466, step onto the block so our Internet bidders can get a look at you, right into the circle.” He gestured to a low platform on the floor at center stage, directly underneath some spotlights. Brandon released Alina’s leash, uncuffed her hands, and gently prodded her to walk toward the steps. As soon as she arrived the auctioneer put her through her paces.

Angie looked away and examined the crowd for anyone she recognized. There was Gottschalk and his disgusting sprog, of course. Looks like Junior visited the gift shop and bought an HCI-branded ball gag for Alina. Angie felt like she might retch.

No sign of Roberto, her ex-boyfriend from high school, but she wasn’t surprised. Beto will probably wander in tomorrow and wonder where everyone went. She didn’t recognize anyone else. Angie wondered if Kevin was going to bid on her, then realized that he’s probably in the café, the same one she was in this morning, bidding through his phone.

She saw a few little clusters of men and women in suits or “business casual” wear, bent over data pads, talking quietly to each other or into headsets. They were obviously professional buyers, some of whom were probably from the brothel franchises Magda mentioned. A few gawkers remained from earlier, but not many. Angie wondered if HCI had cleared them out so this would be an auction for “serious” buyers without all the catcalls, vulgarity, and annoying catchphrases.

Then she spotted a small group near the back. A short, square-shaped man in a suit was flanked by two taller men wearing denim shirts with logos stitched above the pockets. She couldn’t read the text from there, but she recognized the logo. The Lash Society, the most infamous brothel in the state, located just outside of Dallas. Once she had watched a news show about the Society and the things that were reported to go on there. They catered to the very wealthy, and had political connections and police protection that kept regulators away. They had to, because it was the kind of place known as a “torture brothel” or a “whip club.” Those descriptions were bad enough but the reality was worse, much worse. Angie shuddered.

Magda had notified them, no doubt about it, because there she stood next to the square man, and they were chatting as Alina did her performance on the auction block.

Joanna followed her gaze, saw the trio and remarked, “That’s strange, those guys normally only go to the judicial auctions so they can pick up slaves nobody cares about. I wonder what brings them here?” Then she saw Magda, and Angie could sense her tensing up. Joanna looked at Angie for a long moment. “If they were to buy you, it would be up to your sister to set any limits on your use before the sale closed, that’s probably why they’re together.” Joanna frowned, not unsympathetically. “Too late to worry about that now. You’re up.”

Joanna unlocked Angie, and she walked up the few steps into the circle as the auctioneer announced: “Lot 467, another Hispanic female, elder biological sibling of lot 466, 24 years old, university education, speaks English and Spanish fluently, also recently enslaved with no previous owners and untrained, rated Prime to no one’s surprise.”

So this is it, she thought. I am going to be a slave. Sold like an animal, a piece of meat, to be completely owned by another person and to serve their whims. All of my talents and accomplishments cast aside, my worth reduced to the skill of my mouth and the tightness of my ass. Now I have to go out there and show off my body to the crowd and any number of creeps on the Internet, and my only chance to avoid being a torture doll for the rest of my drastically shortened life is to convince someone “better” to buy me. Dear God in heaven.

At the same time she couldn’t deny that it was arousing. Naked and defenseless in front of so many men — and women! — forced to follow orders, no way to cover herself or hide her humiliation. If she was too slow or did something wrong, the auctioneer would use his whip on her smooth, unmarked behind. Angie briefly considered deliberately missing an order just so she could feel the whip, in front of the audience, hear their laughter and applause. And then there was the possibility of branding. Her skin started to perspire a bit.

She sighed. Maybe being enslaved wouldn’t be the worst thing in the world, if I could avoid somewhere like The Society. Living in some rich woman’s… I mean man’s harem and getting fucked silly seven days a week. Even a shithead like Kevin wouldn't be completely terrible.

“Turn around, sweetheart,” the auctioneer commanded, and Angie did a slow 360-degree turn so the audience could see all of her. “Hands up,” and she laced her fingers on the back of her head, thrusting her young, firm breasts forward, her erect nipples prominently on display. “Squat” sent her down with her butt cheeks resting on her heels, and her legs spread wide. She had a hard time seeing the audience for the bright lights in her eyes, but she could hear an appreciative murmur. After a few minutes, “Stand and turn,” then with her back to the audience, “Bend over and present.” She spread her legs and grasped her butt cheeks with both hands and opened them, displaying her asshole and her pussy to the world. For some reason it was easier this time. More murmurs, which she guessed was good too. “Stand and move left” sent her to stand next to her sister, who had lowered her gaze submissively. She took Alina’s hand in her own and together, for the last time as free women and possibly for the last time ever, they stood and awaited their fate.

Angie had a hard time following the bidding because it went by so fast. Between the online bidding and the audience, they each ran up very high prices. It was hard to say just who bid on them, much less if the same person bid on them both, since the bidders used an app on their phones or data pads and she couldn’t see the online bids at all. It was very different from the auctions at Garcia’s where the attendees just shouted out their bids. But there was clearly some sort of dramatic struggle going on, because the audience’s eyes were glued to the monitors or their devices, and at times she could hear them making noises over the auctioneer’s patter. Some groans, some surprised gasps, some like cheers, and some noises that could be good or bad.

Standing outside of the spotlight Angie could see the crowd a little better. She focused in on Magda, who looked like she was having the time of her life. She cheered and clapped whenever a counter-bid was made. But Magda wasn’t paying attention to The Lash Society guy next to her. He was speaking into a mobile phone, and did not look happy at all. In fact, it looked like he was arguing with someone. No, more like he was yelling at someone. He kept glancing at a data pad held by one of his denim-shirted goons and poking at it angrily.

Hmm, that’s not what I expected, Angie thought, and she scanned the crowd for Gottschalk. There he was in all his golf-tanned glory, looking supremely irritated, angry, even. Junior, on the other hand, looked like he always did, as stunned and clueless as a goldfish on mood stabilizers.

Then it dawned on her. They were all being outbid!

The gavel crashed down, causing Angie to jump. Just like that, the auction was over, and she and her sister were slaves.
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IT’S YOU, ISN’T IT?


The sisters walked slowly, tired from a long, trying day, as they were led by their leashes to the shipping dock. Plastic tags with auction claim numbers dangled from their collars. Angie looked up, and saw a sign with direction arrows: Pickup, Transport, Shipping, International.

But instead of following the arrows they turned abruptly right just past some mirrored windows. Joanna opened an ordinary door and they walked into an office, with a large meeting table, a couch, and a few lockers along one wall.

Joanna halted them next to the table and nodded at Brandon. He removed Alina’s leash, then her handcuffs, and then her collar. “Here, put this on,” he said, and handed her a t-shirt, gym shorts, and a pair of plastic sandals. Alina furrowed her brow and gave him a questioning look. “Oh yeah! Almost forgot. Sorry. Open wide!” He took a small aerosol can from his pocket and sprayed it into her mouth, then retrieved a water bottle from a nearby desk and handed it to her. “Drink plenty of water," Joanna explained, sounding amused. "Don’t raise your voice right away, and you should be back to normal in at most a half hour”.

Alina drank as she dressed, cleared her throat a couple of times, then spoke in a very soft voice. “What’s happening?” she asked.

“Why my dear, you’ve been purchased!” Joanna laughed, and Brandon chuckled. “You are the property of Mister, or should I say Señor, Cesar Guzman, managing director of Garcia Trading Incorporated. He purchased you with the assistance of his newest buyer’s agent, Brandon O’Meara.” She smiled warmly at Brandon, who blushed and looked away before breaking into a sweet grin that Angie thought made him look absolutely adorable.

“Your first agency! I’m so proud of you,” Joanna said.

“Thanks, Mom,” he replied, and Angie and Alina traded raised eyebrows.

“I’m still confused,” Alina hoarse-whispered, “How could Cesar afford to pay that much? My winning bid was into six figures.”

“Yes, but he’s not going to have to pay the full amount, not even close. After a brokerage fee — which in this case we waived as a professional courtesy — and a percentage of the sale price — discounted because the sale was handled in-house by an agent,” Joanna replied, nodding towards Brandon, whose blush grew a shade brighter, “The remainder of the money goes to the seller, but that’s not going to happen in this case, so he’s actually out only a few thousand dollars. His orders for you, Alina,” she emphasized, still smiling, “are immediate manumission, release into your own custody, and then assisted home to your mother’s house by his agent, even if he has to drive you there himself.” Alina smiled at Brandon, and for the first time that day and even let out a little laugh.

Joanna walked over to a printer and returned with some paperwork. “Here are your walking papers, when you get your phone back Brandon can get you a digital copy.”

Alina took the papers. “Seriously? That’s it?”

“Unless you’d like to go back out there and try your luck again,” Joanna said.

“No, I mean what about Angie? And Magda?” said Alina.

“As for Magda, I believe she’s getting hers right about now. Let’s see,” Joanna said, and went over to a desk holding a large video monitor. She tapped some keys and a grid of video feeds appeared. "These are from the surveillance cameras concealed in the ceilings around the sales floor," Joanna said. She selected one, and they could see the back of the crowd at the auction block, from an elevated angle. Joanna zoomed in and picked out Magda. She was having an animated conversation with the HCI manager, Hastings, another man in a dark suit, and a third man in a police uniform.

“Someone seems to have called USDIS with a complaint about a kidnapping and wrongful enslavement. I wonder how that happened,” Joanna deadpanned.

“USDIS?” Alina asked.

“United States Department of Involuntary Service,” Brandon replied. “Sort of like the FBI but for slaves.” He pointed at the screen. “There’s Agent Nguyen from the Houston office. He’s actually a very decent guy, but he’s utterly relentless. Oh, look at Magda now,” he said and pointed again. Hastings was showing her a piece of paper, and Magda was holding her hands in front of her mouth, apparently feigning surprise.

“He’s showing her the toxicology report from Alina’s blood draw," Joanna explained. "Presence of a non-prescribed drug he’s saying, and Dan Nguyen is motioning to the cop. Look, the cop is pulling out handcuffs,” she narrated, and sure enough Magda was relieved of her bags and placed under arrest. The three men escorted her away.

Joanna turned toward Alina. “To answer your question, she’s going to be charged with federal crimes, and ‘Frosty Dan’ will make sure she gets convicted, so she’ll be a judicial slave within the month.” Joanna snorted and shook her head.

“Will she get sold here?” Alina asked.

“No, HCI doesn’t do federal judicial sales, at least not yet,” Brandon answered. “So she’ll go to the big disposal yard in Beaumont. She’ll most likely wind up in the oil fields or in river transport, working in the sun all day and entertaining roughnecks or watermen all night. Assuming those Lash Society guys don’t buy her first, they looked pretty upset—” He stopped short, looked at Alina and said, “I’m sorry. I know she’s your sister.”

“That’s okay,” Alina said. “Now that I can speak again," she said, taking one of his hands in hers, "thank you for sitting with me in that little clinic, thank you for protecting me and my sister when we were being inspected, and thank you most of all for that cell phone.”

“The pleasure was all mine,” Brandon said, “though honestly the phone was her idea,” nodding toward Joanna.

Joanna removed Angie’s handcuffs, sprayed her throat and gave her a bottle of water. Angie stretched gratefully, rubbing her wrists, and took a very long drink. But then Alina couldn’t wait any longer. She rushed to Angie and the two hugged each other tight.

A loud noise out in the hallway made everyone turn and look out the two-way mirrored windows. A handcuffed Magda, held between the police officer and a black t-shirted HCI security man, was cursing and kicking as they propelled her along. She looked at the mirrors, probably guessing their true purpose, and Angie thought that Magda looked directly at her as she went by. “Where is she going?” Angie whispered.

“Transport, I’m sure,” Joanna said. “She’s fighting hard enough that they’re probably going to use one of HCI’s shipping crates to get her to jail. Easier than trying to shove her into the back seat of a squad car, and we do have some expertise at handling the uncooperative.”

Alina walked to the door and placed her hand on the knob. “That’s a bad idea,” Brandon said, placing his hand on top of hers. “You could get hurt, and anyway you can’t help her right now. Better to see her at the courthouse once she’s been arraigned. She’ll need you more then.” Alina frowned and nodded.

“What about me?” Angie asked. “Cesar bought me too, right?”

Joanna removed Angie’s HCI collar and put it in a desk drawer. “Yes and no,” she said.

Angie lowered her water bottle. “Yes and no? How does that work?”

“Officially yes, he put in the winning bid for you just like with Alina. But after paying for her on such short notice he did not have enough ready cash in the bank to cover your fees. This is a strictly cash industry, we prefer not to deal with chargebacks and defaults and repossessions as I’m sure you can imagine. So he had to get a partner to come up with the rest. Therefore, my dear, you now have two owners.”

Angie gasped. “What? How does, I mean who —”

“Rather than working out a buyout or repayment, the partner proposed converting your enslavement into an indenture, and splitting custody of you for the duration of the indenture. That means you’ll be a slave for a set amount of time, after which you will be automatically freed. Unless you work out another arrangement, of course.”

Angie stared at Joanna for a long moment, and Joanna stared back, both poker-faced. Finally, Joanna could no longer suppress a smile.

“It’s you!” Angie exclaimed, “It’s you, isn’t it? You’re the partner!”

Joanna stepped very close to Angie, so close that Angie’s bare nipples brushed the front of her silky shirt. She ran one hand down the younger woman’s cheek, then tilted her chin up slightly so that she was looking down into Angie’s eyes.

“Yes,” Joanna said, her voice low and intimate. “The minimum length of time for an indenture is ninety days, so for the next six weeks you belong to me. As it happens I am also a licensed trainer. I intend to spend that time getting you certified to A-level obedience, as well as teaching you the basic skills of a pleasure slave. After that, I understand that Cesar and his lovely slave-wife Ofelia would like to host us at their secluded lake house where they can have their turn with you. How do you feel about that?”

Angie, stunned, her mouth hanging open, stood silent.

Joanna chuckled. “Why am I asking? Your breathing has sped up, your face is flushed, your nipples have gotten hard enough to cut glass. She placed her other hand on Angie’s mons, feeling the heat and running a finger along her wet slit and said, “You are the very textbook definition of slave hot. Now Back Hands, dear,” she ordered, picking up Angie’s recently removed handcuffs and securing her wrists behind her back again. Joanna took her by the shoulder and turned her back around. She opened another desk drawer and took out a plain stainless steel band with a ring welded to the front and showed it to Angie. "This is a heavy training collar. It does not have a shock feature, as I don't think you will be disobedient. Now on your knees,” Joanna said, and opened the collar. Angie hesitated, but when Joanna raised an eyebrow Angie sank slowly to her knees and tilted her head down submissively. Joanna snapped the collar around Angie’s neck with effortless grace.

What is wrong with me? Angie wondered for the thousandth time. I don’t actually want to be a slave, and I’m not a lesbian, but here I am slave-naked and on my knees in front of another woman, and I’m so excited about spending time as her possession that if I came right now I’d probably explode. Over the course of this day I’ve become so aroused so many times I can’t think straight. Seriously, it’s like a fog on my brain, and I’m sure I’m about to drip all over the carpet if I haven’t already. I, I don't know what to feel first, what to do first⁠—

Angie leaned forward and kissed the toe of each of Joanna's shoe. When her lips first touched the leather upper, she broke out in goosebumps. The second time, she felt a wave of butterflies stir in her stomach, and in her pussy. She looked back up at Joanna and smiled. "You're welcome," Joanna said.

Joanna turned to Brandon and Alina, who stood by looking shocked with one hand over her mouth. “Brandon will retrieve your sister’s things from, well, your other sister, including her car keys," she said. "Angelica will return to your mother’s house in early September, one way or another. She will be perfectly safe, that I promise you,” she looked back over at Angie, still kneeling, her gaze lowered, “Although when she returns she may be a somewhat different person.”

She looked back at them. “Alina, it was a pleasure to meet you, but you two should really get going now.” Alina started to speak until she saw the dreamlike look on her sister’s face; instead she simply waved goodbye and whispered, "I love you Angie,” as Brandon ushered her out of the room.
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SO MANY THINGS


Alone in the office with Angie, Joanna stood in front of her for a moment before leaning back against the edge of a desk. She contemplated the beautiful, nude young woman kneeling in front of her, handcuffed and collared and clearly experiencing an emotional and sexual overload.

Joanna stood and moved close to Angie, then grasped the ring on the front of her collar and drew her to her feet. Angie’s gaze was still downcast. “Look at me,” Joanna said. Angie looked up into the older woman’s eyes and immediately felt an overwhelming tension, a sexual electricity that ran through her. Finally she spoke. “Why? Why me?”

Joanna hooked an index finger through Angie’s leash ring, pulled her close and held her gaze steadily. “You are one of the most interesting women I have ever met, even in this line of work,” she said. “Today you demonstrated courage, compassion, loyalty, resilience, and intelligence, and almost as important you did not display any ego. Your decision to act despite potential humiliation and text your cousin Cesar for help was admirable, and that you instructed him to work with Brandon and myself to effect your freedom was very smart.” She rubbed the leash ring between thumb and forefinger for a moment. “I find all of that enormously attractive, and I want, no, I need to get to know you.”

“Um, you should know,” Angie stumbled, her voice quavering, “I’m not a lesbian.”

Joanna smiled. “Good,” she said. “Neither am I.”

Joanna pulled Angie to her face by the leash ring and kissed her on the lips. A long, hard, passionate kiss. At first Angie kept her eyes open, but when she felt the tip of the older woman’s tongue probing her lips, she closed them and leaned into it. The softness of Joanna’s lips, the heat radiating from her body, her intoxicating perfume, the stiffness of her own pierced nipples under silk rubbing on Angie’s bare chest, were overwhelming her.

Joanna finished the kiss, placing a hand on the back of Angie’s head and stroking down to her neck.

“I have so many things to teach you, little slave,” Joanna said quietly.

Angie smiled up at her.

“First things first,” Joanna said, straightening up and stepping back a bit from Angie. “Let’s get you transported to my place. Come along,” she said as she snapped a leash onto Angie’s collar, “And from now on refer to me as ‘Ma’am’. Understood?”

Angie shivered and her eyelids fluttered. “Yes, ma’am.”

“Good girl,” Joanna said. “The sooner we get you home, the sooner we can see about releasing some of that pent-up energy, yes?”

Angie shivered again. “Yes, ma’am.”

Joanna led her out of the office and down the hall, in the direction of the arrow on the “Shipping” sign. They stopped in front of a counter where an attractive older Asian woman greeted them. She wore a dark red HCI blazer, her name tag read “Susan” with “Shipping & Transport” underneath, her black hair was cut in a stylish bob, and she displayed a ring on each finger and both thumbs. “Hey Jo,” she said, smiling broadly. “One to go?”

“Hello Susie,” Joanna replied. “Yes, personal property this time. Please ship her to my condo downtown.”

Susan raised an eyebrow. “Oh? You’ve never taken one off the floor in all the time I’ve known you. She must be special.”

Joanna looked over her shoulder at Angie. “Yes, she is. Very special indeed,” she said. “So please handle her with care - she’s rated Prime Plus.”

Susan raised both eyebrows, as did Angie. When did that Prime Plus rating happen? Susan then nodded and said, “Very nice! And don’t worry, I’ll take good care of her.” She tapped a few keys on a computer terminal, and a nearby printer rolled out a ticket tag with a red border. “Red for shipping to a training facility!” Both Joanna and Susan laughed. Angie didn’t get it, must be an inside joke? “Seriously though, are you training her by yourself?” Susan asked. “If so, could you use some help from, say, a fellow licensed and bonded trainer?”

“From you, my dear?” Joanna replied, smiling. “Any time. This one will definitely need some two-on-one sessions, we’ll need to build up her stamina. I’ll text you.”

“Great!” said Susan. “I’ll be sure to bring my double-pronged strap-on.” The two older women laughed again and Angie’s apprehension spiked, causing her anus to constrict involuntarily.

Joanna and Susan air kissed each other on both cheeks. Joanna handed over Angie’s leash, and said, “See you this evening, Angelica.” Angie jumped when Joanna pinched her on the ass before she walked out of the room.

Susan hung Angie’s leash on a hook under the counter, then returned to her computer terminal. While she tapped away on the keyboard, she looked over Angie with a professional eye. Pulling a large rubber stick with webbing straps on each end out of a drawer, she placed it on the countertop and stepped around to Angie. Angie noticed that while Susan was quite a bit shorter than either she or Joanna, she carried herself with great confidence and authority. Angie felt a little envious.

“I can’t wait to hear your story from Mistress Joanna,” she said. “She’s a very old and dear friend of mine, so I know that if she chose you to serve her there must have been a good reason. I must say that you are a beautiful young woman and I think you will make an excellent slave, although I suspect there is something else going on here.” Susan smiled, the corners of her eyes crinkling with amusement. “In any event I am very much looking forward to assisting in your training.” She placed a hand on each of Angie’s shoulders, then ran them down her upper arms, onto her sides, then down to her hips before reaching back up and cupping her breasts. She bounced them gently in her hands, rubbing Angie’s nipples with her thumbs. Angie didn’t think her nipples could get any harder, but Susan managed it. She then took Angie’s chin in between her thumb and forefinger, and rubbed a thumb along Angie’s lips. Angie took the hint, opened her mouth and took Susan’s thumb in, sucking it then opening her mouth and licking it with her tongue. “I also look forward to having this between my legs,” Susan said in a lowered voice. Releasing her chin, Susan picked up the rubber stick and said, “I think we will have some interesting times ahead, the three of us. Now open wide.”

Angie obediently opened her mouth, Susan thrust the foul-tasting stick between Angie’s teeth, fastened the straps behind her head then told her in a quiet voice, “Regulations, dear,” before leading her over to a shipping crate. It looked to Angie like a really small wire cage with an open door on one end, and she had no idea how she was going to fit inside. “Back in,” Susan commanded.

Turning around, getting on her knees and placing one leg in first, Angie awkwardly shuffled her way into the cage. Susan unclipped her leash, closed the door and locked it with a small electronic lock. She fetched the ticket tag and affixed it to the front of the cage, stooped down and said, “See you soon!” with a little bobbing of her thumb, before returning to her terminal. A few minutes later a man in an HCI uniform rolled in a cargo dolly. He slid the forks underneath the cage, pumped the handle a few times to raise the cage off the ground, and rolled Angie out through a set of double doors.

They emerged into a large, busy, noisy warehouse space, high-ceilinged with rollup doors along the farthest wall. Some of those doors were open so that Angie could see trucks and vans backed up to load slaves. Some slaves were being transported in cages like Angie, others were shuffling along in a sort of single-file configuration where each slave was chained by the collar to the one in front of her. Angie remembered from school that single files lines of slaves were called a “coffle.” In one such coffle the slaves wore hoods over their heads that completely blocked their ability to see, hear, or speak. One hooded slave, a pale white woman covered in freckles with wide hips and small breasts, hesitated then stood still. A man in coveralls “zapped” her with an electric prod. Her body jerked and she stumbled but started moving again. They were being herded out of a small, chainlink fenced-in area labeled “Remainders” and into a SlaveMart panel van. The man pushing her cart followed her gaze, and commented, “They’re lucky HCI doesn’t sell to the foreign labor markets. Discounted to the 'Mart is better than what would be waiting for them in the Middle East or Africa.” Angie wasn’t sure how lucky they were.

Against the near wall was a long metal railing mounted about five feet off the ground. This must be the individual purchases, Angie thought, there were gagged slaves with their collars chained to the long railing instead of to each other like the coffle. Shuffling forward in fits and starts, when they reached the end of the railing they would be processed for transport by a woman seated at a desk. Each slave had a little tag hanging from their collar that must be their shipping instructions. Many of them looked stunned or shocked, some scared, others utterly miserable. Angie wished she could find out each of their stories.

The man rolled Angie’s cage onto a red square painted on the concrete floor, disengaged the dolly, and rolled it away. A young ponytailed white woman in khakis and an HCI polo shirt walked past the cage. She paused and scanned the ticket tag with an attachment on her data pad. She crouched onto one knee, tapping on the pad briefly before peering into the cage at Angie. “You’re for Ms. O’Meara, huh?” She looked over Angie for a moment. “Lucky you. Wish I was…" She stopped herself. "Your ride should be along any time now,” she said, then stood and walked to another set of cages.

Angie sat in the cage for a while, biting on the rubber bit gag and watching the activity around her. Or at least as much as she could see. The cage was too narrow to turn around in, and she was kneeling with her upper body hunched over her thighs and her hands secured behind her back. At least the bottom was padded. From time to time a low whistle or one of those strange wolf howls she’d heard earlier would come from behind her, and she’d remember that her vagina and anus were both well exposed to the rear of the cage, on display for any warehouse employee walking by. When she first realized what was happening she blushed, but now she was growing slightly more comfortable with it. After all, she probably wouldn’t wear clothes again for weeks since slave training is always done naked. And to be honest, being so exposed, vulnerable, and helpless was a turn on.

If I stay this turned on for the next three months, she thought, I will end up in the hospital.

Angie watched the flow of slaves coming and going, the workers and supervisors doing the thousands of things necessary to keep the place running, and tried to guess at each of their stories and how they ended up where they did. Eventually her mind began to wander. What does Joanna’s place look like? What would they do together? How would they “release” her “energy?” What was Joanna like when she wasn’t at work? For that matter, what was Susan like? What would they do for “training?” What exactly did “training” entail? In a few weeks she would be at Cesar and Felia’s cabin on the lake, late summer, and it would be utterly beautiful. What did Joanna mean when she called Felia Cesar’s “slave wife”? Would there be more training, but alongside Felia? Being Cesar’s slave would be the realization of a long-time fantasy, but with Felia too? That was the beginning of a new fantasy about to be realized. Angie started to squirm as nonchalantly as she could while bound in a cage.

Finally another dolly appeared, she was wheeled to an open bay where a cargo van was backed up, and two workers lifted her crate and slid it into the van alongside some others. Just before the rear doors closed Angie heard the ponytailed lady tell the driver and his assistant that all their stops were downtown except one so they needed to do the Harris County run first.

Harris County? What on Earth…? Angie looked at the crate beside her, saw a handwritten tag for “Harris Co. Jail” on the outside, and on the inside was another naked, gagged, and handcuffed woman glaring at her.

Of course, it was her sister, Magda.

This concludes Book One of the Three Sisters. Subsequent books will continue the story of Angie, Magda, and Alina as they make their way through the slave system.
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