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ARRIVAL


Angie did not think it was possible for a place to be louder, busier, or more frightening than the loading dock at HCI, but the new Harris County jail certainly gave it a run for its money.

Officially named the “Harris County Detention Center,” it reminded her more of a maximum security prison than a county jail. The van she was in had gone through two drive-through locks, with high concrete walls on either side of the van, deputies watching their progress from a control tower high above. When the van reached a large roll-up door, a horn sounded so loudly it made Angie cringe. The slow-opening door rolled up, and they drove into a large open room, with high ceilings, stark fluorescent lighting and zebra-striped lines painted on the walls at intervals.

Then again, Angie thought, it is the main jail for the fourth-largest city in the country, so maybe it has to be built like a fortress?

Because she was in the cargo area and not a seated passenger, Angie could only analyze things that could be seen when looking up through the van’s rear windows. Kneeling in a small wire cage that prevented her from standing, sitting, or lying down, she could only twist her head and shoulders around just enough to look up.

Angie was relieved that jail was not her destination. The prisoner being delivered was her sister, Magda, who was contained in an identical cage across from Angie. Angie’s mind was still racing over the details of what had happened.

The day had started innocently enough. She and Magda were taking their 18-year-old kid sister to be graded, a rite of passage for young women, to be publicly evaluated on things like appearance and submissiveness. The grade women received was like a combination GPA and credit score. It helped determine the course of their lives. A high score meant entrance to good schools, low-interest student loans, even scholarships, and after graduation it opened doors to many opportunities, like good jobs and wealthy mates.

But Alina’s grading had taken a bad turn. For some reason the healthy, athletic girl passed out right at the beginning of the process, and they were told in no uncertain terms that it would affect her score. Rather than let her sister get a low score, Angie had volunteered to be graded again since attractive siblings scored higher when graded together. Someone had to hold their claim tickets, which fell to Magda.

It seemed impossible that Magda had betrayed her two sisters while they were being graded at auction, but that was what happened. She not only put them up for sale, but had alerted a few creepy men from their lives to come bid.

Had it not been for the sympathy of the HCI handlers and the timely intervention of a close family friend, Angie and Alina’s grading would have ended with their sale into a miserable life of servitude.

During the trip to the jail, Angie had looked over Magda to the degree she could. Magda was bound in a cage in the exact same fashion as Angie. Both of them being gagged meant there was no verbal communication between them, and Magda refused to look at her.

Magda had fought the police officer who arrested her and the market handlers had to intervene to get her under control. Angie had watched as Magda shook with anger, shouting into her gag and throwing herself against the sides of the tiny cage, working up a sweat and covering herself in small scratches. Angie thought she was starting to look like a rabid animal.

But at some point in the trip Magda’s anger had subsided. She became still, like her battery had run out of charge, and had started crying. Not just crying, but weeping, the sounds clearly audible even with the gag in place. Each racking sob tore at Angie’s heart. Finally Magda appeared to pass out, and Angie watched the gentle rise and fall of her back as she breathed.

This behavior is completely out of character for Magda, Angie thought. Sure, she’s always been rebellious, and aggressive when she needs to be, but this? Something is seriously wrong. I need to find a way to get a doctor to look at her.

Oh my God, what a mess. I guess Alina will be okay, the other grader is driving her home. What will happen to my car, and my apartment? Who will water my plants? What about Mama? Magda looked out for her since she was still living at home, now I guess Alina gets the job. Not the way I wanted that to go, for sure. What’s Alina going to tell her about Magda? About me?

The sound of the van doors opening interrupted Angie’s thoughts. A pair of male deputies wearing blue uniforms and heavy gloves stood in front of the door, while a female officer with rank stripes on her sleeve stood slightly behind them. One of the men read aloud a number off the tag on Magda’s cage.

“That’s her,” the woman said, tapping on her data pad.

“Why is she in a cage?” the same male asked.

“No idea,” the woman said, tapping through the pad’s screens.

“She’s not wearing a collar, so she’s not owned," the other male said.

“Good eye, Sam, you’ll make detective yet,” the woman said, not looking up. "Oh wait, looks like George had to get the staff at the market to assist him, so they probably just did what they do with all the women there.”

“Yeah, SOP, that makes sense,” the second man said.

“She’s not fighting now,” the woman continued, “I wonder if they gave her something? I’ll put her down for a tox screen just in case. Okay, let’s get her inside and begin processing.”

The deputies lifted the cage out of the back and set it on the ground. Angie saw one of them fetch a handcart just before the doors closed. With a double slap on the side, the van started up and drove out of the jail.
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AWAKE


Magda woke up with her left hand cuffed to a bed rail and an IV placed in her right arm. She vaguely remembered the trip in the delivery van, but not arriving at the jail. Looking under the sheet she saw she was wearing a hospital gown, which was a step up from being naked in a slave crate.

An incredibly handsome man appeared over her. He was tall, with dark brown hair and darker eyes, light brown skin, and an athletic build under his scrubs.

“Hello, Magdalena. You are in the infirmary of the Harris County Correctional Center. You were unconscious when you arrived, probably from the sedative overdose the slavers at HCI gave you. I am Thomas, I am one of the medics on staff here. How are you feeling?” He had an accent that sounded Caribbean to Magda, but she wasn’t sure.

“Please,” she coughed, barely able to speak. “Call me Magda.”

Thomas chuckled. His dimpled smile was utterly charming.

“So far so good. You need to rest here a little longer and let the fluids do their work. Are you hungry, Magda?”

All she could do was gaze at him and nod. He smiled and gave her a package of cookies.

When she was deemed ready to move, she tried walking, balancing herself on Thomas’ sinewy forearm. When he was satisfied she could walk on her own he gave her a bottle of water with electrolytes before summoning a deputy.

The deputy, a taciturn white guy, walked her through the usual intake process that she missed because she was unconscious. He methodically took her mug shots and fingerprints, and issued her a uniform. The worst part was getting dressed. She stood behind a wall that came up to her waist and took off her hospital gown. She turned to see a female deputy, who bore a strong resemblance to her male counterpart, a few feet away. The woman leaned against a wall, watching her. Magda sighed and pulled on white underpants.

She held up the nylon sports bra they provided and said, “Officer? This is not gonna fit me.” The guard looked at it and said, “Oh yeah, you’re way too big for that thing. They must have guessed you’re a size small from your height on the intake form. What’s your chest size?” “36 or 38 inches works,” Magda said. “So probably a large,” the deputy said. Magda nodded. The deputy spoke into her radio, and a moment later an older Hispanic woman wearing orange brought in a replacement. “Thanks,” Magda said to the guard, who nodded. Magda finished dressing.

Waiting in the hallway, she could see herself in the glass of a nearby office door. She felt odd. It was still her from the neck up - bobbed curly hair, streak of vermilion at the temple, clear olive complexion, chunky eyeglasses - but below that was the body of a stranger. Orange hospital scrubs with “INMATE” stenciled across them did a good job of hiding her curves, and her thick legs were compromised by beige plastic slides that she could barely keep on her feet. She carried a small plastic bag of toiletries the jail staff had given to her, but nothing that was actually hers. Turning a little, she got a look at herself from behind. Her wide, strong back and thick ass were still very much in evidence, and she felt a little better.

When she was done the male deputy escorted her to the main area of the jail. It was large, though not as large as the HCI shipping dock. The whole thing was U-shaped, with an open central area surrounded on three sides by cells. There were three floors of cells, stacked like the layers on a cake. The upper levels were reached by stairs which led to the walkways running past each cell. The walkways had waist-high railings but were otherwise open to the floor below. The open area on the ground contained a cluster of tables with attached benches. Magda could see smaller areas off to the sides with televisions, individual desks, and plastic chairs.

There were a lot of people sitting, standing and walking around. Honestly not as many as Magda thought there would be, maybe only fifty or sixty total? Less than a hundred, anyway. All women, of course, though with a few it was hard to say for certain. Some wore the same orange scrubs she wore, but others wore a bright yellow… nightshirt? Like an oversize t-shirt that ended about mid-thigh.

“Excuse me, officer? What’s the story with the yellow shirts?”

“Scope the collars,” was all he said. She looked again and sure enough, they all wore metal collars around their necks. They’re slaves.

“There are slaves in jail?” Magda asked.

“Slaves break the law too.”

Magda considered. “Seriously?”

“Sure. How do you think so many of them got put in a collar in the first place? We just hold 'em until they’re sold off by the county.”

“Sold off?” Magda repeated. “As slaves? For a second time?”

“Funny old world, ain’t it?” The guard shrugged and walked on.

The deputy directed her up the stairs to the second level, opened a door, and ushered her inside. There wasn’t much to see. The cell was much like any other prison cell she’d seen on television, with cinderblock walls, steel toilet and sink combo, metal frame bunk beds with thin foam mattresses, and two small storage cabinets.

“Mealtime in an hour, just follow the others. Lights out at ten, be standing outside your door waiting for count. Watch what the others do and you’ll be fine.”

Magda stood a while on the walkway, watching. The yellow shirts tended to gather together in a big group, while the orange scrubs were alone or in twos and threes. There wasn’t any mixing between the two. Magda guessed there were slightly more yellows than oranges.

She watched two guards pull a yellow-shirt out of the common area and push her over near a wall. She was a slim, petite Hispanic girl who couldn’t be older than eighteen, very pretty with dark hair to her shoulders and a lithe body. The pair - one male and one female, both tall, beefy white people - cuffed her hands behind her back, then forced her to her knees. The male guard attached a leash to the girl’s collar while the female spoke to the girl. She appeared frightened, looking up at the big woman and periodically nodding or shaking her head. The male pulled her to her feet and pushed her face-first against the wall. He pulled her leash up high above her until she was standing on the tips of her toes. The woman guard lifted the girl’s shirt up to reveal that she wore no underwear. She pawed at the girl’s slim bottom, pulling apart her ass cheeks, squeezing them, spanking them. The girl’s legs trembled as her pussy and asshole were exposed to the whole jail.

The female guard took latex gloves out of her pocket and pulled them on. When she finished she snapped the latex. The girl cried out at the noise, her eyes wide with fear. Magda guessed that she knew what was coming.

The male guard pulled on the leash, lifting the girl off the ground momentarily. The female guard pointed a finger into her face and spoke harshly. Magda could see tear streaks on the girl’s face, but she nodded rapidly and the male lowered her back down. The woman took a small bottle out of her pocket and squeezed some clear gel onto her gloved fingertips. The girl was very still, steadyed against the wall. The guard reached down between the girl's legs, spreading the gel all over her vaginal lips, her perineum and even up to her asshole. The woman guard worked carefully to spread the gel around the girl’s most sensitive areas, then stood back and removed the gloves.

Exchanging a few words, the male guard handed the leash to the female guard and walked away. The woman removed the handcuffs from the girl. She gave her a command. The girl glanced at the crowd of yellow-shirted women gathered in the common area. Some looked back at her with open curiosity, some looked away, others tried to appear interested in something, anything, else.

The girl began taking off her yellow shirt. Apparently it had plastic snaps along one edge, permitting it to be removed sort of like a hospital gown. She folded it neatly, then took off her rubber slides and placed both on the ground by the wall. Standing naked in front of the entire jail, she placed one hand over her crotch and her other arm over her breasts. She stared at the ground, head bowed.

The female guard slapped her hands away from her body and gave her another command. The girl put her hands behind her head, spread her legs a bit, then turned in a circle so that the entire jail could see her nude body. Facing front again, Magda could see the girl’s face was flushed with humiliation.

The two stood there, in full view of all the yellow shirts. The guard looked at her phone, the girl unmoving, her hands behind her head.

Magda was about to leave when she noticed that the girl was twitching. She could see the girl’s stomach flexing, her feet shuffling around, and a bit of a tremor in her legs. Her eyes were closed and her teeth gritted. It was like she was reacting to a blast of cold air, but it was definitely not cold inside the jail.

The female guard looked over at the girl. She spoke into her radio, pulled the naked girl’s leash and led her off through a nearby set of double doors. The girl stumbled along, trying to keep up, her hands still held behind her head.

“Wonder what that was all about,” Magda muttered to herself. She watched the group of yellow shirts crowd closer together. Some looked at the doors and whispered to one another, others embraced, seeking comfort. Most looked down at the floor, anxious, miserable, trying not to attract attention.

Something caught Magda’s eye. A short distance to the left of the doors stood a large horizontal mirror set in the wall. At least it looked like a mirror until it suddenly stopped reflecting, as if someone had flipped a switch. The mirror was actually an observation window, like the ones she had seen on TV cop shows, but this one could be made one-way or two-way. When a light came on in the room behind the window, she could see inside. It looked like a guard station, one that apparently wasn’t in use.

The male guard entered. He pulled a chair against the left wall, then turned and gestured to someone behind him. The female guard appeared, pulling the girl along by her leash. She walked over to the chair and removed her equipment belt, placing it on the long console against the window. She did the same with her heavy protective vest, then sat down on the chair.

This can’t be good, Magda thought. And I can’t believe they’re doing it right out in front of us.

The woman called the girl over to her, while the male guard walked back to the door and closed it. The older woman pointed to a spot on the floor in front of her. The girl stood on the spot, facing her, and Magda noticed that she was rubbing her thighs together.

Both guards watched the girl. Magda decided that they weren’t curious about what was happening to her, they were just waiting.

The naked girl was still rubbing her thighs, faster now. Her upper body was curling over and her bent arms were starting to flap up and down, like stubby wings. The girl’s face vacillated between grimacing and open-mouthed panting. Her feet had started to shuffle.

The woman spoke to the girl. She nodded rapidly, draping herself across the woman’s lap.

Magda expected the woman to begin spanking the girl like a naughty child. Instead she pulled on another pair of latex gloves and inserted a hand between the girl’s thighs. Magda couldn’t see the woman’s hand, but she could see her forearm moving and the girl began to squirm, her small feet kicking in the air. This continued on for a minute or two before the older woman pushed the girl to the ground. She immediately got on her knees in front of the woman, and looked like she was pleading, begging even. Magda could make out the word “Please” on the girl’s lips. The female guard watched her impassively, then pointed at the male guard. The girl turned to face him. He stood in front of her, unmoving, his thumbs hooked into his vest, then finally spoke. The girl lunged forward, grasping his uniform trousers, fumbling with the zipper, fishing out a dark semi-erect cock.

The girl immediately took it into her mouth. Her cheeks expanded and contracted. She was literally sucking on it. The woman guard said something, and the girl reached up and began fondling the guard’s balls.

After a couple of minutes of vigorous sucking, the guard’s cock was as hard as it was likely to get. He grabbed her collar, pulled her to her feet and pushed her toward the console. She bent over, hands grasping the top edges of a video monitor and looked out into the common area. All the prisoners, yellow and orange alike at this point, looked back at her. She braced herself against the glass as the guard unceremoniously entered her from behind.

Magda expected her to look hurt, pained, frightened, something bad, but instead the look on her face was one of ecstatic relief. Eyes closed, mouth open and probably moaning, she tilted her head up and started rocking her body back-and-forth. After a few minutes of steady fucking the female guard spoke again. The girl lowered her head down and dropped a hand between her legs. Whatever she was doing, the male liked it, his mouth opening and probably making some kind of grunting sound.

She looked back up, continuing to thrust herself against the bigger man, now faster and harder. The knuckles on her supporting hand were white, gripping the monitor casing with all her strength. Magda could see strands of her hair sticking to her forehead, adding to the impression that she was an animal in heat. The small, scared creature had transformed into an insatiable beast.

The man grabbed the girl by her long hair, pulling it like the reins of a horse. Magda guessed he was trying to dial down her energy, but it had no effect. She opened her mouth wider and probably became louder. The older woman, watching from her chair, seemed surprised. Magda noted that she had slipped a hand into her uniform trousers, so she was probably good with what she was seeing.

With the hair-pulling not working, the man reached around the girl's head and stuck a finger into her mouth, curling it into a fishhook shape. He pulled, but it had no effect. Indeed, it looked like the girl was trying to suck on the finger. He released her mouth.

The girl balanced her head on the top of the console, reaching behind her with both hands to spread her ass cheeks wide apart. Magda thought she could make out the girl shouting “Fuck me, Daddy!” over and over. The guard responded by grasping her hips and driving into her as hard and deep as he could.

Suddenly the girl lifted herself up on her arms, looked directly out the window with eyes wide open, and screamed. Angie could actually hear the faint noise, even at this distance. A murmur rippled through the gathered yellow-shirts. Many turned to look at her or each other, placing their hands over their mouths or on each other’s arms or knees.

The girl, shaking and panting, dropped her head back down on the console. She reached back behind her and spread her ass cheeks again.

Suddenly the guard pulled the girl off the console and forced her onto her knees in front of him. His face red and contorted, he stroked his cock a few times before shooting cum all over her face and chest. Inexplicably, the girl smiled. She even seemed to be thanking him. She clasped her hands behind her back, tilted her head and stuck out her tongue. He laid the tip of his softening cock on it, and she sucked all the remaining cum out of him.

The male stepped back, trying to slow his breathing. He zipped himself up, and nodded to the female guard. She gave a little wave and he departed, closing the door behind him. She ordered the girl to kneel in front of her, then apparently told her to take off her heavy boots. The girl unlaced them quickly, pulling off first one and then the other. She turned around and crossed her wrists behind her back. The older woman cuffed her hands, then stood and unbuttoned her pants. The guard looked out the window for the first time, taking in all the onlookers, and smirked. She retrieved her phone from her belt and tapped on it. Taking one last look around, she spotted Magda high above and broke into a broad grin. She blew a kiss at Magda, then tapped her phone.

The window reverted back into a mirror.

Magda stood up straight, thinking about what she had seen. Holy crap. Was that an omen, a sign of her fate to come?

She felt herself growing tense, agitated. Maybe it was all the noise? The sounds of people talking and shouting, moving around, wheels squeaking, doors slamming, walkie-talkie static, and at least one television turned up way too loud all bounced around the cavernous cell block. Magda imagined she could feel the noise bouncing off of her.

She went inside the cell and laid down on one of the bunk beds. Hopefully being in a small, enclosed space would diminish the external noise. It didn’t.

Before she could start hyperventilating Magda closed her eyes and began one of the techniques Dr. Maldonado had taught her. It’s not really surprising that it would be loud and echo-y, it’s a big concrete box with nothing soft to absorb the noise, she told herself and took a deep breath. It’s no big deal, you’ll get used to it, you probably won’t even notice it before long.

She heard a noise in the doorway and sat up.

“Hey Ramos,” a different male deputy said. “You’ve got a roommate.”

He stepped aside and ushered in the largest woman Magda had ever seen. The orange scrubs she wore could barely contain her beefy frame. Her body didn’t look ripped like a bodybuilder, more like the slabs of muscle you’d expect on a lumberjack. Maybe one of those competitive “strongman” types she had seen on television? The ones who lift boulders for prizes.

After her size, the woman’s most striking feature was her large number of tattoos. She was fully sleeved on each arm, and Magda could see them crawling across her chest and onto her neck. She even had tattoos on her hands. Otherwise her skin was fair, dark red hair hung down her back in a long single braid, her eyes were somewhere close to green, and her freckled face would have been quite pretty if she wasn’t scowling.

“You’re both being held for the feds, so we’re putting you together,” the deputy said to the woman. “She’s a first timer, Robin. You know the routine so help her out. Take her to chow, and make sure she doesn’t miss count tonight.”

The woman grunted.

“Alright,” the deputy said, shrugging his shoulders, and left.

Magda was generally not impressed by someone’s height. Her mother and both of her sisters were taller than she was, yet she was still a little taken aback by Robin’s size and appearance. Magda herself was fairly strong, playing track and field in school with some occasional kickboxing on the weekend. Her wide back and powerful legs reflected that, but this woman was on a whole other level.

Right on schedule Magda could feel something starting to boil inside her. Between the sedative the slavers had given her and the psych meds the jail doc had made her take, she was much calmer now than she was this morning. But she knew herself well enough to know what was coming. Even though Robin was a cross between an Amazon and a gorilla, the voice in Magda’s head was telling her to stage some sort of confrontation. She needed to let her cellmate know that Magdalena Ramos was not to be screwed with… She had to head off that impulse right away, and there was one thing that worked more often than not.

“You don’t look like a Robin,” Magda said. “More like a robbing-them.”

The woman’s eyebrows shot up and her eyes widened.

They stood, silent, regarding one another.

Here it comes, Magda thought. She tensed her face for a punch and clenched her fists behind her back, ready for the counterstrike.

Then Robin started laughing.

“Oh my God, that was terrible,” she said, “But of all the dumb jokes about my name, that’s the most original.”

Magda grinned. “No offense meant, just tryin’ to break the ice. I’m Magda.”

Robin waved and took a seat on the bunk across from her. “Nah, I get it, s’cool. What’re they saying about you?”

Magda thought for a minute. “Kidnapping, assault on a police officer, attempted unlawful enslavement, some other stuff.”

Robin whistled. “Damn, that’s got me beat. I’m down behind the most outlaw-biker crime known to man, distributing crystal metha-amphetamines. Not the first time I’ve been pinched, but this is my first federal.” She laughed. “After all the things I’ve done in my life, I can’t believe I might go down for something I honestly didn’t do.”

“So, when you’re not not-dealing meth what do you do?”

“Allegedly not-dealing meth.” Robin tapped her ear and pointed at the ceiling. Of course, Magda realized, there must be listening devices inside the cells.

"Right, right. So, when you’re not allegedly not-dealing meth, what do you do?

“Oh,” she said, stretching her arms over her head, “I’m chief of security for the Grim Sisters outlaw motorcycle club.”
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ART SCHOOL AND EVERYTHING


Magda and Robin walked through the hallway, returning to their cell from dinner at the chow hall. They hadn’t stopped talking since they met, and Magda was enjoying the experience. Life had not been great for a while. Her old friends had either dropped her or drifted away, and she hadn’t made any friends during her brief stint in college. She didn’t want to admit it, but she was lonely. Robin, for all her intimidating muscles and tattooed biker appearance, was actually quite smart, well-versed in pop culture, and liked to hang out and talk. She’d made Magda laugh a few times, and for Magda that was like finding a glass of water in a desert.

“Nah, not really,” Robin said. “They just arrested everybody there. They’ve got no proof I even knew there was meth in there, much less that I had anything to do with transporting it. They’re just leaning on me to get me to talk.”

“Wow,” Magda said. “That’s great to hear. Are you going to get bailed out or…?”

“As soon as the feds decide what they want to do, the Sisters will get me out. We got lawyers and a bail fund. But I don’t know when that will happen.”

They walked along in a companionable silence.

“It’s funny,” Magda said. “Jail isn’t like what I thought it would be.”

“What? Lots of gang fights? Riots? Toilet wine?” Robin asked.

“Boring. So boring. No one wants to pick a fight, or plan an escape, and the guards don’t mess with us at all. They seem even more bored than we do. No lifting weights in the yard, or rats getting shanked-”

“This is just jail, Mags,” Robin said. “You’re thinking of prison. Nobody’s gonna be here very long. Unless you’re denied bail and have a very long trial, the max sentence here is like ninety days and that’s only for class A misdemeanors. We wouldn’t even be here if the federal detention facility wasn’t closed 'cause of that earthquake. This is just where they keep us while they decide what they’re gonna do with us.”

“Or to us,” Magda said.

“Or to us,” Robin agreed. “But that ain’t happenin’ tonight so cheer the fuck up.” They both laughed.

“What is there to do on a Friday night in the slammer?” Magda asked, one eyebrow raised.

“Less than there is during the day, if you can believe it," Robin said. "Watch TV, which means watching a bunch of women yell at the TV, read a paperback book that’s guaranteed to have missing pages, play cards with a barely-medicated psychotic who’s also a bad loser…”

Magda laughed. “Okay, you’ve convinced me. An evening at home it is.”

They arrived in their cell, each flopping onto a bottom bunk.

“I gotta ask you,” Magda began, “what’s the deal with the slaves?”

“What do you mean?”

“Like, why are they in jail? With free women? I thought if they did anything wrong they just got sold.”

“Y’gotta remember that not all of the yellas started off as slaves. Most of them arrived as oranges like us, got convicted and sentenced, and they’re waiting on their first sale date. The county only does auctions twice a month. Only a few are women who were already slaves when they caught a charge.”

“Like what?” Magda asked, genuinely curious.

“It’s always something to do with their owners,” Robin replied. “A slave can’t be held accountable for a crime. If a slave, like, steals something? It’s the owner’s fault, not the slave’s. Sometimes the owner repays the victim, then turns around and punishes the slave. I think that’s how the law is supposed to work. But sometimes the owner just hands the slave over to the court, and part of her sale price goes to the victim. But the one thing a slave can be directly charged for is doing something to harm her owner.”

“You mean, like trying to kill them?”

“Sure. But it could also be stealing from them, damaging their property, colluding-”

“Colluding? What does that mean?”

“Meeting in secret with other slaves to do something all together, like slack off of work or try to escape. It doesn’t even matter what they were trying to do, just talking about it with another slave is a really serious crime. Owners automatically forfeit colluders, for the good of society or something.”

Magda thought for a moment. “But why would anyone buy a slave who was colluding to do something against their owner? Isn’t that asking for trouble?”

“Some people don’t care, all they see is a cheap slave. Besides, there are ways to deal with it. Take a good look at the collars the yellas are wearing. Notice how big they are? That’s because they have electrodes and batteries in 'em. One wrong move and-” Robin spread out her fingers quickly in a flashing motion, “-zap. Lights out. Usually knocks you unconscious, sometimes can be lethal.”

“Jesus, Mary, and Joseph,” Magda whispered.

“But enough of that morbid shit, let’s talk about something else. So when you’re not pissing off the federal government,” Robin said, “what do you do for fun?”

Magda folded her hands on her stomach and studied the underside of the top bunk. Eventually she admitted, “Not much, really.”

“Come on, I don’t buy that. I mean, look at you! You got the word ‘fun’ written all over you. Speaking of which, I meant to ask you earlier,” Robin said. “You got any ink?”

“Not even a little bit.”

“Why not?”

Magda pursed her lips for a moment. “I’m not sure. I’ve accompanied friends to get their own tattoos so it’s not like I’m against it. I guess I could never settle on just one thing."

“Doesn’t have to be just one thing,” Robin said, slapping her tattooed bicep.

Magda chuckled. “Point taken. But yeah, I tried a bunch of times to draw out some ideas, but nothing really stuck. I think maybe I want too many? Or I’m afraid I’ll get some and then come up with a better idea later? Could be that I’m waiting for my drawing skills to get where I want them to be. Or-”

“You draw?” Robin interrupted.

“Yes, I went to art school and everything.”

Robin raised up on one elbow and looked over at Magda. “For real? Think you could draw me something?”

Magda raised her eyebrows. “Sure, whatever you want, but I don’t have anything to draw with or on and no idea how to-”

“Get up,” Robin said, already standing next to Magda and holding out a hand. “We’re going shopping.”

Shortly the two of them stood in front of the counter at the commissary. Behind the counter were shelves filled with a variety of items ranging from socks to Sun Harvest chips, reminding Magda of an especially well-stocked gas station.

Between the counter and the goods stood a short, fat, sour-looking little woman, her hair backcombed within an inch of its life and her eyelids narrowed to slits. The ID pinned to her orange shirt read “Graciela Morales” and Magda noticed it had a large blue letter “T” superimposed over the entire card.

“I’m closing in sixteen minutes,” she croaked.

“Easy, Chela,” Robin said. “What have you got in the way of art supplies?”

Chela snorted. “Just that,” she said, and pointed to a shelf on the far left. Magda saw a sad collection of bound paper pads, pencils, erasers, and colored markers, all gathering dust.

“Hey, um, I meant to tell you-” Magda started to say but was again interrupted by Robin.

“Don’t worry about it, it’s on me. The Sisters already put money in my account.”

“For real?” Chela said, sounding impressed. “You haven’t even been here a full day yet!”

“That’s why it’s called organized crime,” Robin replied with a wink to Magda, who snorted. “I don’t need anything other than a bar of Ivory. The jail soap can strip the paint off a truck fender, so get you a bar too, and whatever tools of the trade you need.” She turned her head to Chela. “And bring me one of them chocolate Power Bars, I’m still so hungry I could eat jail food. Again.”

Magda looked up at Robin until she caught her eye. “Thanks,” she whispered. Robin gave a lopsided grin and nodded.

Back in their cell Magda did some warming-up exercises, getting used to the paper and the pencils. Robin sat next to her, watching, while she quickly drew some flowers, a teapot, a sitting cat, and a fiery comet.

“Damn, girl, you weren’t kidding. That comet looks just like mine!” Robin said, running her fingers over the tattoo on her forearm. “I mean, just like it!”

“Thanks,” Magda said, and blushed a little.

“I got it from Fester Mulroney’s shop down in Galveston, and he couldn’t a done a better job himself. Now, can you draw me a hand holding a rose? A woman’s hand, you know, all slender-like with long fingernails? On a new piece of paper all by itself?”
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DRUGS


The next morning as they were returning from breakfast, a guard came up to Magda and told her she had an appointment so he had to escort her to another part of the jail. As they walked off, Magda looked over her shoulder at Robin, her eyes wide with alarm.

Robin smiled and raised a hand. It’s okay, she silently enunciated.

Magda walked into the infirmary. A wheeled stool spun around and there was Thomas, in all his sweet manly glory. He smiled at her, and Magda couldn’t help but smile back.

Later that morning Magda re-entered the main cell block. She walked over to Robin, who sat at one of the bolted-down tables in the common area near their cell. She was playing a card game with another heavily-tattooed white woman who, unlike Robin, was as lean as a greyhound.

“Well,” Magda said.

“Hey Rivet, I’ll catch you in a bit,” Robin said. The wiry, illustrated woman grinned and left. “Siddown and tell me.”

Magda sat on the bench next to Robin and gathered her thoughts.

“So,” Robin prompted.

“I just saw the medic.”

“Yeah?”

Magda took a deep breath. “When I got here, my blood got tested for drugs. They found the tranquilizer that the slave market had given me, but also some other stuff. Once they cross-referenced it with my medical records the docs had some questions.”

“Like?”

“Like why I had traces of both Geotram and Floxedor in my system. I told the medic because my doc had taken me off Swellbutride and put me on Flox and Tram. He was like, ‘How long did you take to ramp down off the Swellbutride?’ and I was like, ‘As long as it took me to drive over to Walbrowns and pick up the new prescriptions’ and you would have thought his eyes were gonna pop out of his head.”

“Sounds bad.”

“Yeah, it’s pretty bad. Like, it should take more than six weeks to get off Swellbutride, not less than six hours. Combine it with the Flox and especially the Geotram and it’s a recipe for disaster. The jail medic put me back on Swellbutride because my head-meds doctor on the outside is a fucking idiot. ”

“I take it he’s a new one? At least, new to you,” Robin asked.

“My first one was Dr. Maldonado, he’d been in our town since before I was born. Real sweet old guy, taught me a lot, was careful about my meds. But he retired, and this new guy Gustavsen bought his practice. Since there wasn’t anyone else for like a hundred miles, I went with him. He doesn’t believe in CBT or meditation or any of that stuff, he just wanted to give me meds.”

Robin was silent for a moment. ”CBT doesn’t mean what I think it means, does it?"

“It doesn’t. It stands for Cognitive Behavioral Therapy. It’s a mental practice that helps me when I get overwhelmed.”

“Sounds to me like Doc Gustavsen could use some of the other kind of CBT,” Robin said, and Magda laughed.

“And I hope to someday provide the torture for his cock and balls. But the weird part is the Floxedor that’s in my system does not react one hundred percent like Floxedor on their tests. I told him that may be because my doctor gave me free samples of Flox, so maybe it's a new formulation? He hadn’t heard of one, and my medical records are not up-to-date so he can’t find out.”

Robin drummed her fingers on the book cover. “You, my friend, need an outside doctor to look at that blood sample because that all sounds fishy as hell. Did you ask the medic to preserve the sample?”

“Yeah, he said he would. But to get an outside doctor, I first need to get a lawyer.”
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THE YARD


That afternoon Magda began her new ritual of getting in line at the infirmary to get her daily dose of medications. She got a little turned around finding the place again, so by the time she arrived she was at the end of a very long line.

Pretty simple procedure. Wait for your turn at the window. Say your name. Sign the list. Take the little paper cup of pills and a little cup of water. Swallow both. Open your mouth and stick out your tongue. The medic says “Go” and you go back wherever you came from.

“Thomas!” Magda exclaimed. “I didn’t expect to see you here. Didn’t you have the morning shift?”

“Yes yes, we’re short staffed as usual so I’m doing double shifts.” He flashed his dimples at her. “Good to see you again so soon!”

“Yeah, me too,” Magda said, a little off guard. “I mean, good to see you too!”

His smile got even wider and cuter. A little tiny wave of goosebumps ran up her arms and her head grew a little warm.

“Here are your new drugs. Come see me if you have any problems, okay?”

Magda nodded, swallowed them, then stuck out her tongue at the guy she was starting to crush on.

“That is all for today,” he said, rolling down a steel cover over the drug cabinet and locking it. “I must go check the yard. Want to walk with me?”

“Ye-yes, I do!” Magda said. “Can I do that?”

“As long as you’re with me you’ll be fine. Here,” he handed her a plastic toolbox covered with red cross stickers. “Carry this. I’ll tell the guards you’re my assistant.”

They walked side-by-side through the enormous building, always inside the secured areas, chatting as they went. He was from Barbados, but had gone to school in Texas thanks to his American father. His ambition was to be a physician, but finances had gotten in the way so he got his medic certification. He played soccer as a hobby and, like Magda, followed the World Cup.

“I honestly started getting into FIFA just as something to irritate my sisters with, but then I really did enjoy watching Mexico play with my…” Magda trailed off. Thomas looked down at her, nodded, and patted her shoulder. They walked along in silence until they reached an external door.

“I won’t ask you to go any farther, Magda,” he said to her in a low voice. “The Yard is not a good place for anyone, even me. Give me the box and you can wait here.”

Magda shook her head. “I think I can handle it.”

Thomas showed his ID to the guard, who looked quizzically at Magda until she held up the medic box. The guard nodded and buzzed them through.

They walked outside along a concrete path surrounded by chain link fencing and topped with rolls of razor wire. At the end of the path was another door. Magda saw cameras, lots of cameras, and the door had a big one pointed right in front of it. As Thomas opened the door, Magda got her first look at what everyone called The Yard.

It was a large open outdoor space surrounded by more chain link fencing and razor wire. Three sides were also surrounded by concrete walls matching those of the jail, but the fourth one facing the street did not. The street was a dozen or more yards away. It opened to a parking lot and at one end of the lot was a guard booth next to a door in the fence. Magda saw a few normal cars and trucks parked in the lot, and people dressed in ordinary clothing walking to and from the booth.

What stopped Magda in her tracks was what she saw inside the yard. Rows of concrete pads, and on each pad a long cage made of iron bars and corrugated metal roofs.

Inside each cage were naked women, chained by their necks like dogs at the pound.

Thomas studied her face, carefully. “You see what I mean about ‘not a good place.’ Keep up with me,” he said, his voice losing its usual pleasant tone. They walked to the end of the first cage. Thomas waved at the guard booth in the parking lot, and the cage door popped open.

They entered the first one and saw four women, completely naked except for their collars. They were young. Two were black and one Hispanic. A petite white woman had clearly been weeping just before they got there. Thomas cleaned off her face and made sure she drank some water from a tap, located next to a large drain grating. When he moved her to the tap, the chain connecting her collar to the cage made a loud, metallic dragging noise.

Thomas talked to each of the women in turn, making sure they were okay and imploring them to drink plenty of water.

“What the fuck is this?” Magda whispered to Thomas.

He studied her face carefully. “What does it look like to you?” he whispered back.

Magda heard someone laugh. She turned to see a trio of white men, bearded, rough-looking, wearing work clothes, boots and red ball caps. The men stood outside the cage on the concrete walkway. They talked among themselves as they looked over each of the women in the cage, eventually pointing at the petite white woman now huddled in a corner. Magda could hear bits of their conversation. The one that stuck with her was, “I’ll give her something to cry about,” while grabbing the crotch of his jeans, his companions chuckling. One of them tapped on his phone. A voice from the speaker inside the cage said, “Number Fourteen, stand up and step up to the bars.” The girl got to her feet, slowly, holding her arms over her breasts, and shuffled over to the bars. The men crowded against the cage and began talking to the young woman, their voices low enough that Magda couldn’t make out what they said. A moment later, the trembling girl turned her back to them, bent over, and spread her ass cheeks. The men reached through the bars.

Magda looked Thomas in the eye.

“It looks like a zoo.”

Thomas nodded. “It does to me, too. The county charges people to come in and look at the women, so the comparison is a good one. They’re actually here to be displayed before their auction. Certified buyers are allowed to touch them.” Thomas shook his head. “As a county employee I am not permitted to voice an opinion on any of this. I just do what I can to keep the women safe and healthy.”
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LAWYER


The inmates stood around following the after-breakfast count, waiting to be dismissed.

“Why are we always standing around?” Magda asked.

Robin shrugged. “They probably lost the visitation list and had to print out a new one.”

One of the guards called out the names of inmates with lawyer visits starting at nine a.m.

“Flores, Jefferson, Crawford…”

Robin nudged Magda. “That’s me.”

“…Sweeney, Estrada. Group two, starting at ten a.m. Diaz, Guerrero - Maria not Elena, Walker, Banks, Ramos…”

Magda straightened up. Ramos? Seriously? She looked at Robin.

“That’s gotta be you,” Robin said. “Are you expecting it?”

Magda shook her head. “Maybe it’s a court appointed attorney?”

“Could be, but I wouldn’t bet on it. Usually takes a lot longer than this to get a meeting, and it would be in person. Guess you’ll find out.”

A couple of hours later Magda returned to their cell. Robin looked up from her tattered paperback as Magda flopped onto her bunk.

Magda looked over at Robin. “So,” she said.

“So,” Robin replied, dog-earing the page before closing the book.

Magda raised her eyebrows, opened and closed her mouth, then spread her hands. “It looks like I have a lawyer.”

“Yeah?”

“He’s not a public defender, he’s actually my lawyer. He’s from my hometown! I talked to him over a video call.”

“Sounds like you’re surprised.”

“Yeah, I really am. I think my family is pretty pissed at me, but they’re the ones who got him for me. He told me my sister wants me to call her, so I really don’t know what’s going on.”

“Why not?”

“Well…” Magda trailed off.

Robin reached over and put a hand on Magda’s shoulder. “You don’t gotta say anything. If you wanna talk, I’m here for it. Take your time, I’m gonna be here for a while.”

Magda sighed. “Ah, it’s just… You see, the women I allegedly attempted to enslave? They’re my two sisters.”

“Damn,” Robin said softly. “No wonder you were surprised.” She began to rub Magda’s upper back, gently, almost maternally.

“Yeah, that’s the understatement of the week. But the worst part? I don’t even know why I did it.”

“Really?” Robin said. “Doesn’t seem like a thing someone’d do on impulse.”

“Agreed, but I have to say it was a lousy plan,” Magda said. “I’m starting to think I might have been crazy. Like, literally crazy from all the head-med stuff. Paranoid, angry, terrified, you name it, but also lacking any ability to organize my thoughts or understand that what I was doing was… bad.”

The two women sat together in silence for a while.

“I love my sisters more than life itself,” Magda whispered, as much to herself as anyone. “I don’t know what came over me.”

Robin’s powerful hand squeezed Magda’s bicep affectionately. “You’ll have plenty of time to think about it tonight after lights out. I heard Shower Call just before you got here, so I say let’s go get as clean as we can in this place, then have some lunch.”

Magda forced a smile. “I was wondering when we’d get a chance to shower.”

Robin chuckled. "It’s an experience.”
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SHOWER


The inmates were herded into each shower area in groups of six. Magda and Robin were in a group of younger women including two black girls, a Latina, and a skinny, blonde white girl named Sandy. Robin bumped fists with the two black girls. “‘Sup, Shanice. Hey, Precious,” she said. “Hey yourself, big mama bird,” Precious replied, and the two smiled at Robin. She leaned closer to Magda and whispered that the jailhouse consensus on Sandy was that she had so many screws loose it was amazing she was still in one piece. Magda shrugged. She thought Sandy looked a little worse for wear, maybe nervous, but otherwise okay. I guess that’s what you get when you take a bunch of women and lock them up together. They get bored and crank up the gossip machine to eleven.

Magda caught her breath. Wait, was that empathy? Where have you been hiding? Is this the Swellbutride kicking in? Magda crossed her arms over her chest, hugging herself. She felt a hand on her shoulder.

“You all right?” Robin asked in a low voice. Magda nodded.

The door ahead of them opened into a tiled changing room. There were no lockers, but there were stations with hooks and some little shelves for shoes and the like on one wall. Sinks and rusting mirrors were on another. It felt humid to Magda, and everything was covered in a thin film of… moisture? She hoped it was just moisture.

The six women picked stations and started to take their clothes off. Magda removed her orange shirt and hung it up, slipping her glasses into the shirt pocket. Stepping out of her slides, she untied her pants. She took a deep breath and skinned off her white athletic bra. No lie, it feels good to let them breathe a bit, she thought. Finally she faced the wall and took off the unsexiest pair of panties in the known universe. Large, white, cotton-nylon blend, with “Harris Co Jail” stenciled across the ass. Like anyone would steal these things, she thought.

Magda busied herself gathering together her shower supplies, not wanting to look around. A beefy female guard came in. “Hurry up, we got a lot of filthy women today,” she shouted without any real malice. She walked over to a big door at the other end and opened it.

The prisoners walked through the door single-file. As they passed the guard, she handed each one a plastic disposable razor from a small bucket. The room was tiled top to bottom, with shower heads ringing the walls. All six women wore their plastic slides on their feet, even Sandy. Not crazy enough to get foot fungus, Magda decided. Each stood in front of a shower head and turned on the water. Magda heard the door close. Looking around, she saw that the guard was gone. Makes sense, I wouldn’t want to be in all this steam wearing a polyester uniform and a heavy vest.

Magda chose the shower head next to one of the black girls, but she felt a hand gently grip her wrist. Pulling her down to another shower head closer to the middle of the room, Robin discreetly nodded towards the two women.

They were young, nearly the same height, Shanice dark-skinned and covered in very stylish patterned tattoos, while Precious was lighter and unadorned. As soon as Magda had moved away they must have started making out, because they were fully entangled now. Precious had grabbed Shanice’s large, round breasts, gripping them around their base as she ran her tongue over the dark nipples. Shanice pushed her up against the shower wall, desperately kissing her neck. Precious released the breasts she was holding and put both hands around the other woman’s head, locking their mouths together. Shanice massaged one of Precious’ smaller breasts, concentrating on her nipple. She reached down with the other hand, sliding it along the light-skinned woman’s belly toward-

Magda felt a hand on her shoulder. She turned to see Robin smiling at her and shaking her head.

Oh right, privacy, Magda thought, and nodded. She stood under the spray of water, adjusting the temperature, thoroughly wetting her hair. Damn, that really was like a women-in-prison movie, except hotter. No one being forced or anything, the two really couldn’t wait to get their hands on each other. And the kissing… She’d never had a man, never had anyone kiss her like that.

When she stood back from the spray, she saw Robin still wetting herself down. She had unbraided her long red hair so that it fell down her muscular back, spreading out like a cape until it got soaked.

Magda realized that this was the first time she had seen Robin’s body beyond her arms. She already knew she was muscular, but she wasn’t prepared to see that her body appeared quite feminine. Past the “biker tan” (more like a collection of very dense freckles) on her neck and arms, her skin was smooth, fair, and largely without freckles. The tattoos ended on her shoulders, so her lower back, breasts and stomach were in their natural state. Robin's stomach made her think of Hercules pulling a tree out of the ground, roots and all. Her abs came from hard work, not gym visits. Robin was not ripped, but her stomach muscles bulged a bit under a healthy layer of body fat. Her ass did not look like a slab of muscle, but round and perky, firm but squeezable. Magda felt her own hand flutter, but she stopped her impulse to grab her friend’s flesh just to see what it felt like. Just, y’know, out of curiosity.

Robin started to turn around, so Magda quickly looked away and began shampooing her hair. She could feel her heart racing a little, and a strong desire to turn back around and look at Robin some more. Did I just think of her as my friend? That’s good, right? It’s been a while, and I’ve… missed it. I miss having someone to hang out with, to talk to, to text funny things to, to- Magda felt her throat start to burn. Jesus, I’m incredibly lonely, and I didn’t understand just how much until I landed in the slammer.

Magda glanced at the other two women, Sandy and the Latina. What was the girl’s name? Blanca? Bianca? Something like that. They were studiously avoiding looking at anyone else. Magda checked out the white girl’s tattoos. They were black-line images, placed apparently at random on her body. The only one with color was on her forearm. It was the White Rabbit from Alice in Wonderland, which struck Magda as surprisingly whimsical. I wish I knew the story behind that, she thought. Sandy looked up, suddenly, directly into Magda’s eyes, at once fierce and frightened like a cornered animal. Magda quickly looked away.

Magda rinsed out the shampoo and wished she had some conditioner. As she began lathering her body, a loud moan made her look over at the two girls entwined under a single shower head. Shanice's eyes were rolling backwards into her head. Precious put a hand over Shanice’s mouth to muffle any further noises. Magda glanced at Robin, who grinned back at her. Magda continued lathering, slowly, while she watched the lovers as discreetly as she could.

Magda had seen lesbian porn. In the age of the Internet, who hadn’t? But she’d never seen it done for real between two women who knew and cared for each other. Their initial urgent rush at each other had slowed down and become more sensual.

Shanice had apparently orgasmed and was now returning the favor. Precious stood, her back against the wall, while Shanice knelt in front of her. She gently kissed her mons and inserted a finger inside Precious, precisely, delicately. Precious covered her own mouth with both hands but kept watching. Shanice licked her slit a few times. Precious quivered. Shanice grabbed the standing woman’s left calf, lifting her leg and hooking it over Shanice’s shoulder. Then she used her tongue to tease Precious’ clitoris out of its hood. Precious grabbed the tile wall behind her with one hand, steadying herself as her quivering increased. At first Shanice appeared to alternate tongue and finger, but quickly achieved a rhythm where she was using both simultaneously.

Magda swallowed. Imagine what that must feel like, she thought. Not just the sensation, but the intimacy…

Shanice had fingers from one hand inside Precious’ pussy, and fingers from the other curled up behind Precious, teasing her other hole. All while swirling her tongue around the little pink nub, following some pattern Magda couldn’t discern. The woman was a virtuoso.

Precious’ quivering had become outright shaking. She took her hand off her mouth, grabbed the top of Shanice’s head, clamped her mouth and eyes shut, and tilted her head up at the ceiling. The shaking became convulsions, and Precious slapped both hands back onto her mouth.

Shanice took Precious’ leg off of her shoulder and quickly spun her around so that her front was against the wall. Still on her knees, Shanice put both hands between her lover’s legs, reaching up to her pussy. Then she pressed her face between Precious’ butt cheeks and began licking.

Precious came, hard, so hard Magda thought she might pass out. As the convulsions subsided, Shanice stood up and took Precious into her arms. Precious turned and they kissed, long and passionately. When they finished, Shanice continued to hold Precious, stroking her head and neck while they recovered.

Jesus, Mary, and Joseph, that was seriously hot, Magda thought. The sheer raw sexuality, their hunger for one another, their intimate knowledge of each other’s bodies and what turned them on, were all things that Magda had never experienced. Not even the holding and touching afterward.

She suddenly realized she’d been soaping her breasts over and over during the last portion of the show, and her nipples were rigid. Heat was building up inside herself. She tried to cool down through sheer willpower, focusing on what she was supposed to be doing.

She quickly rinsed off and took the plastic razor out of her plastic shower bag. She looked at the twin blades doubtfully. That is a first-class ticket to razor burn city, she thought. No shaving cream, so it’s soap or nothing. Maybe she didn’t need to shave her pits?

“Here,” Robin said, handing her a small bottle. “Conditioner. Use it to lubricate the skin. I forgot to tell you, so keep it.”

Magda looked at the small bottle. Robin squeezed some conditioner onto her fingertips. “Like this,” she said, raising an arm and spreading the conditioner around her underarms before taking her razor and carefully scraping the skin.

Magda took a quick moment to marvel at Robin’s breasts. She expected them to be larger, but they were smaller than anyone in the shower except Sandy. Maybe a B-cup? But a small B. They fit her though, their size and the small, delicate nipples enhancing the femininity usually concealed beneath her clothes. Magda compared them to teacups, white and fragile and beautiful.

“Don’t force anything,” Robin said, starting on her other armpit. “Take it nice and slow.”
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SEGREGATION


Sitting around, waiting, was getting to be too much for her. The professionals like Robin and Rivet were able to bear it, it came with the life. But not Magda. So she did something out of character for her. She volunteered.

Initially the evening clean-up detail seemed like an easy job, but it amazed Magda how quickly a jail could get really filthy. She figured if it wasn’t constantly cleaned it would be worse than the town dump in forty-eight hours. Seventy-two, tops. So she spent a couple of hours each evening swinging a mop wherever it was needed. It gave her something to do that didn’t involve sitting or lying down.

The jail had four “wings” labeled A through D. A was the women’s wing, B and C were the men’s wings, and D was offices and the staff cafeteria. She’d never go into B or C, but there were parts of D where she was permitted if she had a valid reason. Tonight she was sent to the “Segregation” area in D, where special prisoners were kept in isolation from the rest. Magda expected it to be like solitary confinement in the movies. “The Hole.” But it was just a hallway with single-occupant cells that looked otherwise exactly like the one she was in.

Magda wheeled her mop bucket into the hallway following her guard escort, a short, chubby black woman with iron gray hair named Waterman. “Take your time, Ramos,” she said, then sat on a plastic chair at the end of the hallway and pulled out her phone.

It looked like all of the Seg Units (as she learned they were called) were currently empty. That suited Magda as it made them easier to clean. At the far end the hallway turned right into another identical-looking section, except that a few of the rooms had lights on.

Curious, Magda leaned her mop against the wall and walked quietly to the first room. Each door had a small reinforced-glass window, so if she were careful she should be able to have a look without attracting attention.

She wasn’t sure what she was expecting, but it wasn’t what she saw. A slim, naked Hispanic woman was alone in the large cell, sitting on the edge of the bed. Her hair was in a pony tail and she had no tattoos that Magda could see. She was collared, her hands were bound behind her, and she wore a sort of head harness that covered her eyes, gagged her mouth and prevented much sound from reaching her ears. The cell was empty of any personal items except for her yellow shirt, folded neatly on the bed. All the woman could do was sit quietly, trembling and waiting.

The next room had another young woman bound in a similar fashion. She was white with brown hair, busty, taller than the first one but just as young, sporting a few gaudy tattoos of cartoon creatures. She knelt on the bed, gently rocking back and forth. Just before Magda moved on the woman visibly shuddered.

The third room had two people in it. One was a balding middle-aged white guy in a button-down shirt and chinos. He stood in front of the other, a curvy tanned Latina with large breasts and very dark areolas. She too was naked, collared, and bound, kneeling on the hard floor in front of the man. Though Magda couldn’t quite see it from her angle, it was obvious that the woman was giving the man a long, slow blow job and giving it her best effort.

Magda could see shadows moving in the fourth room. Creeping up to it, she put one eye past the edge of the window. The first thing she saw was a tall, slim, dark-skinned black woman with her back to the window. Like the first two women she was completely unclothed and collared, but unlike them she was not wearing a head harness. She was hanging by her wrists in the middle of the room, steel cuffs biting into her skin, barely managing to keep on the tips of her toes. Sweat was running down her sides, she was breathing hard, and her back was covered in bright red stripes.

There was no mystery about what was happening. Beside her stood a mustachioed white man, as tall as she was, dressed like a cowboy down to his boots. He was holding a braided leather whip and his shirt was spotted with either her perspiration or her blood - Magda couldn't be sure. Looking hard, she couldn’t tell if the whip had broken her skin. If not the fucker wielding it must be a talented woman-beater.

As if to answer Magda’s question, the man ran his hand slowly down the woman’s back. He looked at it and briefly smiled. He turned to face someone near the door and held up his hand, showing no blood on the palm. He spoke, but she couldn’t hear anything as the rooms were probably soundproofed.

Suddenly the man reached around the captive woman and thrust his hand between her legs, grabbing her sex. No foreplay, no stroking, no acknowledgement that he was touching the most private part on a woman’s body. Magda could tell that he was doing something with his hand. He withdrew it and held it up to the unseen person at the door again, two fingers extended. They appeared to be clean and dry. He shook his head.

The other man in the room stepped forward. His companion was a short, square-shaped white man with sandy blond hair and glasses, wearing a dark suit without a tie. He moved to the bed where lay a box with dials and gauges. The square man fiddled with them for a moment, then pressed a button. The woman arched her back and threw back her head. Magda could feel the vibration of her scream through the door. When the current ceased the woman collapsed, hanging limp, her head lolling on her shoulders.

The two men conversed, and the one in the suit took an electronic tablet out of his jacket pocket and did some tapping. He said something to the cowboy, who moved around to the woman’s front. Magda could see him rubbing his hand on her mound before once again plunging his fingers into her pussy. The woman jerked. He held out his finger to the other man and both shook their heads.

Magda couldn’t help thinking that she had seen the shorter man before, but couldn’t place him. Maybe that was a good thing? His companion didn’t seem different from any number of men Magda knew back home, but the short man… There was something about him, the cold look on his face. No, not cold, more like impassive. He didn’t feel anything for the woman they were tormenting, not hatred or disgust or sadistic glee.

Now it was her turn to shudder. Magda turned away from the window, her back against the wall. She suddenly remembered where she knew the business man from. If he was here it was very, very bad.
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DREAMS


It was after lights out, which didn’t mean what Magda had expected when she first arrived. Only the lights in the cells were turned off, and the main overhead lights were dimmed a little. It never got truly dark in jail.

Magda lay on her bunk, trying to sleep. She hadn’t slept much since she arrived. When she did sleep her spells were brief, usually curtailed by dreams. Bad ones.

Her dreams revolved around what happened at the slave market. Seeing her sisters stripped, bound, and auctioned off to monsters was bad enough. But it always turned into something like a whirlpool or a black hole, with Magda watching helplessly as every woman she knew and cared about - cousins, friends, classmates, teachers, co-workers, even her gynecologist - all got sucked into the endless line of naked, collared women marching inexorably to the auction block. Finally her own mother would turn up, and Magda would plead for them to leave her mother alone and take her instead. Inevitably, her naked, collared mother was led up the stairs to the auction block, turning her head long enough to look at her daughter and say, “YOU did this. You did ALL of this.”

At which point she would awaken.
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Tonight’s dream was different. The short man from the Seg block was there. He halted her mother on the first step to the block, looking at Magda before speaking to her. “You can make this right. Show remorse. Do penance. Earn forgiveness. Even take care of your mother. It’s in your hands.”

This time she awoke in a cold sweat.

Magda swung her feet out of bed. Moving quietly to the steel sink attached to their toilet, she splashed some water on her face, then soaked her washcloth. She stripped off the underwear she slept in and went over her body with the cloth. When she finished she stood in the prison twilight, listening to the sounds of the jail at night. Her gaze eventually fell to Robin, fast asleep in her t-shirt, snoring very softly. Magda felt her heart jump a little at the sight of her friend, and she smiled. She not only liked the bigger woman, she admired her. Robin was tough and smart and decisive and resourceful – all the things Magda wished she were herself. What would Robin do in her situation?

She could probably just ask her, and Robin would tell Magda exactly what she would do. But she also knew that if she told Robin what she was thinking right now? Robin would tell her she definitely shouldn’t do that.

Magda lay back down on her bunk, not bothering to dress. She reflected on her experience being slave graded years ago, and what she had told Alina about it. “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.”

Magda was always the least pursued of the three sisters, the last one asked out, the one most likely to stay home on Saturday night. Forced to be nude, to obey, to flaunt herself in front of a crowd, a very receptive crowd, a crowd that wanted her badly, it all gave her a bit of an ego boost.

Despite what she did to them at the slave market, she had never actually resented her sisters for their good looks, their tall, lithe bodies or their dates. They had never even teased her about her own lack of attention. But she wanted the attention, even if just once. She knew that wearing a collar made a woman instantly more desirable, but how much more she really wasn’t prepared for. Once she experienced it firsthand, it was one of the most memorable, amazing, intoxicating events of her life.

She hadn’t been completely forthcoming with her sisters. She had actually seen some people she knew in attendance at her grading. Among them was a trio of brothers – the youngest one a classmate. All three Jimenez brothers were big and strong, tanned from the work they did for their father’s concrete company, and Magda thought they were hot as hell. They were definitely interested in her and followed her through the market.

Magda was an attractive young woman, but she stood out from the more conventionally pretty girls in her hometown. She was a little “edgy” for a conservative small town near the Texas-Mexico border because she liked to dress differently, play non-feminine sports, and occasionally color her hair non-natural colors. “Edgy” did not translate into invitations to the prom.

But on the slave grading stage, all of the social signifiers that separated Magda from other young women were stripped away, and she was desirable. It felt strange and exciting at the same time. Yeah, some of them just wanted to fuck a curvy young woman with big tits. But others could finally see past the “edginess” that she was a desirable woman in her own right, and she liked it.

That evening, when she was obliged to stay overnight in a cell, the “friend” of Cesar who was supposed to be watching her actually led the three brothers into the normally off-limits slave pens. Money changed hands, and soon all four were inside the cell with her, smiling, staring, chuckling nervously. The slaver grabbed her neck chain and dragged her in front of them.

“Hey, Magda,” the youngest one said, smiling shyly.

“Hey Miguel,” Magda said. “So what brings you here?”

“Graduation present,” Miguel said, “Um, if that’s alright with you?”

“Jesus, man,” Alejandro, the oldest, tallest and strongest said. “She’s in a slave collar, so she’s a slave. That means you can do whatever you want with her, you don’t have to ask.”

“We talked about this,” Javier, the middle brother, the shortest, dark and brooding, said. “We talked about this all last night. You could have your pick of the girls in the pens, and Andro and I would pay for it. We just didn’t know she would be here.” He looked over at her and smiled. “Hey Magda. Looking good, by the way.” Before she could reply, he turned back to Miguel. “You’ve always said you liked her, so this is like the lucky break of all lucky breaks.”

“Okay, okay,” Miguel said, blushing hard. He stepped closer to her. “Magda, you do look good. I mean really good. Would you, ah, please have sex with me?”

She almost laughed out loud. Alejandro put his palm to his face.

Not exactly like those slave romances that Angie was always watching, Magda thought. Not the flowery romantic “At last my darling!” stuff or the rougher “On your knees, slave girl!” drek. Just two kids barely out of high school, thrust into the adult world.

Magda felt like she should be scared about being used, but she wasn’t. A little nervous, but not frightened or anything. Part of it, of course, was that it was Miguel and his brothers, who would never hurt her. Another part was that it was a little thrilling, like dressing up on Halloween, the chance to be someone else for a night. But the biggest part was that she was really, really horny. Here she was, feeling more naked than she’d ever been before in her life, collared and chained in a slave pen, submissively displaying not just her body but her most private areas to a guy she had phys ed class with in ninth grade. And his brothers, too.

Oh, why the hell not, she thought. Being a slave, even a temporary one, is the ultimate excuse to be slutty. Besides, Miguel was cute and kinda sweet and truth be told he was her type. She couldn’t wait to feel his calloused hands on her skin.

Doing it in front of his brothers was kind of weird, though. But also kinda hot. She felt even more exposed, more vulnerable in front of three men.

“Yes, sir, I would,” she said, and knelt down in front of him. She unzipped his fly, reached inside and pulled out a cock as thick as her wrist. “Holy crap,” she said quietly, and felt it jump in her hand.

She started by slowly stroking him until he was hard, which did not take long at all. He was only about six inches long, but that girth… She gently caressed his balls with her other hand, looking up into his eyes and smiling. His eyes looked like they might pop out of their sockets at any moment. She leaned forward and kissed the head of his dick, looking at him as she did so, then a tentative lick under the head. She swirled her tongue around it a few times. Want to give him a good one, she thought, but also mentally preparing to open my mouth wider than I ever have before in my life. Holding the end upright, she ran her tongue up and down the shaft a few times. He tasted a little salty, and smelled like a boy who’d worn denim jeans at a slave market all day. But it wasn’t actually that bad. On the contrary, she liked the fantasy of making herself do it without complaint, lest she be punished then forced to do it anyway.

Finally she took his head into her mouth. It fit, just barely, and she sucked on it gently while looking for changes in his facial expression. She couldn’t see it because he’d thrown his head back. Magda took that as a good sign and continued.

She managed to get most of his cock in her mouth before she gagged. The gagging produced a good amount of saliva. She used it to lubricate him so she could more easily bob back and forth. After a bit of this she felt one of his hands gingerly touch the back of her head. He gave a little bit of pressure. Assuming it was a signal to speed up, she started moving faster.

“Ohfuckohfuck, I’m gonna cum,” Miguel moaned, and pulled his cock out of her mouth. She felt a toe nudge her on the butt, and heard the slaver say, “Stick your tongue out, whore. That’s how we do it in the pens.” Huh, she thought, okay, I guess, but no need to call me a whore. She stuck out her tongue.

Miguel erupted like he’d been saving up his cum all his life. He aimed for her tongue and got a lot of it there, but he also managed to hit her nose, her glasses, and her hair. It was a lot. Again she nearly laughed at the absurdity of it all.

Magda started to spit when the slaver grabbed a handful of hair on the back of her head. “Don’t move,” he growled. “Hold it right there until I tell you.” She held out her sperm-coated tongue as the brothers crowded around to get a better look. Alejandro whistled. “Damn,” was all Javier had to say. Miguel just panted.

“Okay, slut,” the slaver said. “Swallow!”

Magda looked up at him as though she couldn’t believe what she just heard. His reply was to pull on her hair until her face was pointing upward, and the cum began sliding down into her throat anyway. After she swallowed the remainder, he released her, and she shot him a hard look. The slaver let out a short, sharp laugh.

“You know what, fellas?” he said to the brothers. “How do you feel about a round on the house?”

“Sure!” Andro and Javier said in unison. Miguel took a step back and leaned against the pen’s bars, catching his breath.

Magda looked around. “Wait, what do you-” she said but was cut off by a red-hot flame across her backside. She yelped, more in surprise than pain, though it definitely hurt. Magda reached behind to massage her burning ass cheeks but the slaver used the toe of his boot to kick her hands away. Grabbing her by the collar, he pulled her off-balance. The metal collar pressed against her throat, making it difficult for her to breathe.

“Hands on knees when they’re not being used to satisfy your master’s wishes,” the slaver hissed in her ear. “Slaves speak when they are spoken to. If they need to say something, they ask for permission first. Otherwise, the only words I want to hear out of your mouth are ‘Yes master’.” He dragged the braided leather of the whip over her bare, defenseless backside. “Do you understand?”

Magda looked at him, trying but failing to hide her anger, and croaked, “Yes, master.”

He released her collar. She rocked forward, gasping. Two of the three brothers looked at Javier, unsure what to do. Javier looked at the slaver. “Did you really have to do that?”

The slaver chuckled. “Must not have been paying attention in school. No harm done, just sometimes they need a little reminding."

“Don’t do it again.” Javier said, his level stare drilling into the slaver’s skull through his eyeholes. Magda felt a thrill run through the length of her body.

The slaver held up his hands and smiled. “Sorry, my guy, no offense intended. I may have been a little harsh with her. I’ll take it easy from now on.” He laughed, nervously. "She looks okay, see? No harm done for real. Now, who’s up for a free blow job?”

Andro and Javier looked at each other, then at Magda. She blinked a few times, then nodded at them, smiling. Javier nodded back, Andro shrugged, and they unzipped their jeans. The eldest brother pulled out a cock that was very similar to his youngest brother’s, not overly long but certainly overly thick, with a dark red head. Javier produced a longer, thinner dick. Maybe seven inches? Magda estimated. Surprisingly Miguel rejoined them, already recovering his erection. Magda felt kind of flattered.

Being naked and chained and kneeling in front of three of the meatiest cocks she’d ever seen in her life was actually not so bad. She’d obviously never done anything like this before, but she’d masturbated to enough porn that she wasn’t panicking or anything. In her fantasies, Magda liked big guys, strong guys, being overpowered, and used roughly. When was she ever going to get another chance like this? It could be fun.

Magda took Andro’s rock-hard cock in her mouth, slowly and leisurely, giving it plenty of suction. Javier’s longer member went into her right hand. She grasped it lightly, moving her hand back and forth a few times. Javier hissed with anticipation. She released Andro’s cock long enough to put a little spit in the palm of her hand. Jacking Javier’s cock was much smoother now. A few minutes of tongue swirling on his red head gave her time to suck in her breath before taking as much of Andro’s cock as she could straight down her throat.

“Ay, Dios!” Andro gasped.

Magda began humming a song and slowly pulled his cock out of her mouth. She took hold of it with her other hand, then leaned to her right and kissed Javier’s cock on its tip. She saw Miguel crowding in on her left, his cock pointing straight at her.

“You know,” she said, looking straight at Miguel, “I’ve already given you a blow job. Do you really want another or…” She arched an eyebrow.

Miguel’s eyes widened again. “Seriously? You’d let me, um, do that?”

“Mikey, she’s offering to take your virginity,” Javier said, distracted. “Just go for it already.”

She already had Andro’s cock back in her mouth when Miguel disappeared from Magda’s vision. A moment later she felt a hand touching her close-trimmed pussy, gingerly, hesitantly, running fingers through her hair. She could feel the heat in her thighs, in her pussy, all over her, surely he could too. A finger slid through her folds.

“She’s wet!” Miguel exclaimed.

“Yeah. Use your fingers to spread it all over her outside pussy lips. Before you try entering her, rub the head of your dick in her slit a few times to lube it up, too,” Javier said. Andro groaned.

Magda put her left hand on the ground to support herself, spread her thighs as far as she could, and said over her shoulder, “Take me, sir, please. Put your cock in and fuck the hell out of this slave!”

Okay, sometimes she watched Angie’s slave romances too.

Miguel pushed into her, slowly, gently. She felt the denim of his jeans touch the back of her thighs. Miguel pulled out, and she heard him unbuckling his belt and unbuttoning his pants before re-entering her. He urged his fat cock into her pussy, filling her thoroughly, sending little waves of pleasure through her body. When he bottomed out she felt his skin against her thighs, the little curls of hair tickling her.

Pulling off Andro again, she took Javier in her mouth and worked her tongue on his frenulum. “It’s okay, focus on Andro first,” he said, laying a hand on the top of her head. So she did, bracing one hand against Javier’s thigh and the other against Andro’s.

Miguel was getting a rhythm going and it felt really good. Magda’s first sexual experience had not been very pleasurable. She had asked a male friend to fuck her because she was so anxious to lose her virginity that she did not want to wait for a proper romantic relationship. It did not lead to good sex. It was rushed - they had done it in a storage room at school so he was too focused on getting caught - and as a result it wasn’t great. But this? This was more like it. Miguel couldn’t care less about the outside world, and he wasn’t even bothered by the presence of his brothers. All of his attention focused on his pleasure and Magda’s, and it was paying off for them both.

Magda could feel the pressure starting to rise, not just with Miguel and Andro but in herself as well. If Miguel kept up his pace, she could tell she was going to cum. She felt different. Very different from how jilling off makes her feel, even if she couldn’t quite articulate it. Maybe one was like a line drawing, and the other like 3D multimedia installation art?

Miguel grabbed her hips and started slamming his cock into her hard and fast. She could feel his calloused hands on her skin, almost like sandpaper. Rough, strong, a working man’s hands. He first gripped her hips to help him slam her harder. Then he reached a hand under her to knead her tits, and the other grasped her shoulder to give him even more thrusting leverage. She could feel his hot breath on her back, coming in short and quick. He was about to cum.

Magda wondered if she could pull off a twofer. She took a deep breath and dove onto Andro’s cock. When his head hit the back of her throat, she began clenching and unclenching her throat muscles, moving his cock back and forth slightly.

“Holy shit!” Andro shouted, spraying cum all over the inside of her mouth. Miguel shouted something incoherent, coating her insides with pulses of hot semen. As for herself, she arched her back and let out a scream, garbled by Andro’s cock, as she felt the warm tingling sensation of her orgasm wash over her.

It was amazing. Exhilarating. Dirty as hell and sweetly wonderful at the same time. For the first time in her life she felt like a fully sexual being. Nothing standing between her and the universe.

Andro stepped back, steadying himself against the bars. Magda fell onto her knees and elbows while Miguel rested on top of her back, his shirt buttons rubbing on her skin as he breathed. Too bad I didn’t get to see his chest, she thought, I’ll bet he has small, dark nipples with little hairs growing around them that would be delightful to nuzzle and lick.

After a minute or two Miguel sat up, fell out of Magda, and staggered to his feet. She got back up on her knees. Looking back at Miguel she smiled. “Thank you, sir, that was amazing,” she said. His face lit up, his smile turning into a goofy grin.

“Thanks, Magda,” Andro said. “Jesus, you’re better than Marisol-” he caught himself and gave a bashful smile. “Please don’t tell her I said that.” Andro, Miguel and Magda all laughed.

“Seriously, Magda, thank you,” Miguel said, placing a hand on the side of her face. Magda leaned into it, rubbing against his hand like a cat. “That was… You, uh, are you doin’ anything next Friday? It’s okay if you are.” Oh my god what a sweet goober, Magda thought, and smiled up at him.

“Shut up you two,” Javier said. “It’s my turn.” He turned over an empty plastic bucket and sat down on it. “Let’s pick up where we left off,” he said, crooking his finger at Magda.

Magda crawled on all fours to Javier, making sure to wiggle her hips at the other two brothers. Kneeling before him, all nice and submissive-like, she took his still-hard cock in her hand and licked the head like an ice cream cone. He stroked her hair as she took him in her mouth. Bobbing up and down on his longer member, she used one hand to cradle and massage his testicles. Taking his slicked cock out of her mouth and into her hand, she jacked it slowly. She flashed him a grin before she dove in and began licking his balls. Javier let out a long groan.

Keeping a hand on her head, he leaned forward and off to one side. Magda felt a pair of fingers probing around her pussy lips. The fingers had found her clitoris and began strumming it like a guitar. Her breath catching, she craned her head backward with pleasure. Holy shit, she thought, having someone else jill you off feels completely different, too. He started working her clit, faster and faster. She returned to sucking his cock, first taking it as deep into her throat as she could, then bobbing up and down with plenty of tongue and suction. Unlike his brothers, Javier didn’t sweat much, and he wore cologne. The clean, woodsy scent filled her nostrils. Miguel was sweet, and Andro a hot slab of beefcake, but Javier? He was a man.

It was getting hard to concentrate. Shifting her technique, she licked up and down his shaft while teasing his balls. She had just come a minute or two ago, how could she be on the verge of coming again? That never happened when she got herself off. Javier was quite good with his fingers, but there was something else, too. Being watched? Doing it in a slave pen? Being freed from responsibility and shame?

Magda took him back in her mouth. As soon as she did, he gripped her hair and started moving it up and down on his cock, controlling the blow job. Well, except for her tongue. She moved it back and forth on the shaft, and she could feel Javier’s breathing speeding up.

Maybe it was just being controlled by a strong, dominant man, she thought. He uses my body not just for his pleasure but his amusement… and it’s hot as fuck.

Here it comes. He’s giving me an orgasm on my clit. Magda tried to cry out in ecstasy, but Javier forced her head down on his cock. All she could manage was a loud gargling sound. But something from the gargling, the vibrations, the sound, or the act itself, did the trick. Javier pumped semen into Magda’s mouth like he had never had an orgasm in his entire life.

The clitoral orgasm hit differently than the earlier one, but that didn’t make it any less intense. She felt a wave of electricity, like crackling little tendrils, spreading through her body. Holy Mary, Mother of God…

Once he finished, Magda licked up everything on his cock that had leaked out around her lips. Slowly. Lovingly. Consciously serving her master. When she had it all, she pushed herself upright. Breathing hard, she looked at him and opened her mouth wide. He glanced down at her sperm-coated tongue, then back into her eyes. They stared at each other for who knows how long, then he nodded at her and she swallowed, showing him her clean tongue like a good girl.

Back in her jailhouse bunk, Magda continued rubbing her clit like Javier had. She felt herself coming to a climax. To push herself over the top, she imagined being in the special cell, naked and strung up like the black girl had been, but with Javier there in front of her. He took a tit in each hand and rubbed her nipples with his thumbs before putting a hand on her mound. “How bad do you want it?” he asked her. “I’d do anything, sir,” slave Magda said.

He turned to a side table and selected a whip. Magda could see it in detail, it was braided like the one the slaver had used on her. She shivered, and sped up her fingers. Javier stepped very close to her, running the coiled whip across her naked, defenseless belly. In real life, she flinched. He whispered in her ear, “Are you going to fight? Are you going to curse? Are you going to resist me?”

“No, sir,” she whispered in the dark of her real cell.

He placed a hand on the side of her face, caressing her cheek. “Are you going to be a good girl for me?”

“Oh, yes, sir,” she moaned. “I will.”

Javier walked behind her. A moment later she felt the familiar white-hot burn on her bottom. Her body tensed, but she didn’t cry out. Another crack, on the opposite ass cheek. He worked his way to her upper back, and down to the backs of her thighs. She lost count of the number of lashes, but she was almost there…

Javier stopped and walked back around to her front.

Except it wasn’t Javier.

It was the blonde man from the Seg Unit, the one who had been in charge of testing the black girl. She could see all of his impassive face except for his eyes, hidden by the light reflecting off his eyeglass lenses. He looked at her face, studying it carefully, his own face betraying nothing.

“Good girl,” he said, quietly.

Magda clamped her hand over her mouth, stifling a scream. She came, hard, every nerve ending in her body exploding.

Laying in her bunk, breathing hard, a few beads of sweat trickling down her ribs, she felt spent as she came down from the orgasm.

Magda thought about the blonde man. She thought about him until the lights came on.
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LINA


“Who? The skinny guy from that movie with the giant worms? Seriously?”

“You asked for a guy I find hot but wouldn’t admit to in public," Rivet said, laughing. “Yeah, he’s a little softer than I usually go for, ya get me, but I’m a sucker for cheekbones. Besides, he’s got a six-pack like an off-road tire tread and he can dance really good. Did you see that dance he did for Quendi when he was dating her? Hot as living fuck, is what it was.”

“Huh, never woulda guessed,” Robin said before turning her attention to Magda. “How about you?”

Magda paused working on the pencil drawing of Rivet she had promised Robin. She looked at the thin woman sitting on a bench bathed in a sunbeam, then at the large woman seated to her left. “Probably Ezra Korn, the front man for the band Werewolf Holiday. He’s really smart and creative and sweet and I love how his hair flops down over one eye,” she chuckled.

"C’mon Mags, that doesn’t count. He totally suits you, being a little arty boy and all. How is that a guilty crush?” Robin asked.

“Because normally I go for beefcake. Big, rough guys with muscles who can fling me around and bend me into all kinds of fun shapes. Fighters, roughnecks, Luchadores, weightlifters, guys who intimidate other guys but would never even think about writing a song for me. The kind of guy I could call ‘daddy’,” Magda explained.

She thought she heard Rivet whisper, “Or ‘mommy’,” but when she looked back up Rivet’s mouth was clamped shut, possibly stifling a smile. Robin’s face was a little red, and she looked annoyed with Rivet.

“So how’d you get the name Rivet, anyway?” Magda asked, changing the subject.

“Oh, I’m the heir to a chain of sheet-metal repair shops,” Rivet said, grinning broadly. She had a small head and a wide mouth that didn’t quite fit, so on her even a smirk looked broad. “Parents named me that, hoping I’d take over the business.”

Magda paused her drawing. “Seriously?”

Robin and Rivet stared at her silently, faces turned to stone, for a long, long minute.

“Hey, I didn’t mean anything-”

The two bikers burst out laughing. “Nah, it’s cool, just kidding,” Rivet said. “My folks are hippies, my name is actually River.”

“When Riv was a prospect our house mother was Old Babs, RIP to a OG," Robin said. Rivet nodded, kissed her index finger and pointed it to the ceiling. Robin nodded. “Babs was going deaf but would never admit it. When she asked River her name, she heard ‘Rivet’ and wouldn’t call her anything else. Corrected other people when they did.”

“Even the cops that one time, remember?” Rivet said, continuing to laugh.

“Hell yeah, I was the one standing between them telling the cops ‘For fuck’s sake, just say Rivet,’” Robin laughed. “I swear she was gonna throw down on 'em. Funniest damn thing you ever saw in your life.”

“So yeah, it just kinda stuck.” Rivet grinned. “I don’t mind though, sounds badass.”

Robin looked behind and beyond Magda. “There’s CO Lee, must be phone time. How’s it coming?”

Magda showed her the portrait. “Got all I need, I’ll clean it up after lunch.”

Robin nodded appreciatively. “Nice. You go on now, I’ll take your stuff back to our room. Good luck with your sister.”
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“Hey Lina,” Magda said, waving to the camera mounted on top of the video screen.

“Hey Magda,” Alina said, halfheartedly lifting one hand into the frame of the video then dropping it.

Magda tried smiling, but Alina’s somber stiffness wounded her like a knife in the heart.

“So,” Magda said, not sure how she wanted to sound. “How are you?”

“I’m okay. I’m at Mr. Hernandez’s office right now. How are you?”

“Thankful for a lawyer, that’s for sure. I, um, I appreciate it, Lina. Getting Mr. Hernandez for me, I mean.”

“Oh sure. It was the least I could do.”

Magda steeled herself, then said, “No, the least you could do was let me rot in here. We both know I betrayed you and Angie, and once I got my head together I didn’t expect anything from either of you. Don’t dismiss what you did, it took some…”

“Courage?”

“Yeah, courage, strength, compassion, fortitude-”

“I get that from you, you know,” Alina said with a shy smile. “Although the word I’d have picked was love. And you’re welcome.”

Magda smiled, genuinely this time, her throat feeling a little tight. “You know, I never actually apologized to either of you about what happened. I mean, once I got my head straight again and I saw what I had done…” Magda let out a breath. “How do you even begin to apologize for something like that, much less make amends?”

“You don’t need to say anything,” Alina said. “You weren’t in your right mind and we all know it. But if it helps, I forgive you.” Her little smile opened up into a big one.

“I love you,” Magda said, powerful feelings welling up in her chest. She wiped the tears out of her eyes with the back of her hand then quickly changed the subject. “How’s Mom? And Angie?”

“Mom’s fine. Worried about you, but otherwise still Mom. I don’t know about Angie - I can’t get through to that Joanna lady, and I got Brandon to check on her but all he’ll say is she’s doing well.” Alina looked to one side for a moment. “Huh,” she said.

“What’s ‘huh’?”

“It just occurred to me that while Mom is worried sick about you, she hasn’t asked about Angie. At least not after my first day back. Weird.” Alina looked off-camera for a moment, collecting her thoughts.

“That is weird. Let me know what you find out,” Magda said, knowing that her sister would dig until she got an answer. “In the meantime let’s talk about my brain, specifically my brain on drugs.”

“Yeah, Mr. Hernandez filled me in on what the jail doctors told you. He knows an independent lab that can test your blood sample so it’s admissible in court. Now I just need to figure out how to pay for it.” Alina brightened up a little more. “Oh, I found out some things! First, I had coffee with Marta Alvarez yesterday - you remember Marta, she was in your class - well, she works for Dr. Gustavsen’s office now. When I first messaged her I asked her for your psych records, and she said normally she couldn’t but because I was your sister she would print me out a copy. But when we met up she said she couldn’t do it because your records had been marked confidential and their computer system wouldn’t even let her see them. She said it’s a new system Dr. Gustavsen put in after he started, and they had to scan all the old paper records-”

“Can she get the old records?” Magda interrupted.

“I asked and she said no, they’re all offsite now in some secure storage place. I told all this to Mr. Hernandez and he’s going to ask the court to order them to release the records.”

“Good old Jaime. Did he tell you I finally got an arraignment hearing?” Alina shook her head. “Yep, did it in this very room. No huge surprise, federal charges for two counts of false enslavement and a bunch of lesser charges like making false statements and stuff like that. I plead not guilty to everything, and they denied bail because I might swim across the Rio Grande. No trial date yet, no prosecutor assigned, so here I sit. He thinks the whole thing is weird, like the feds are dragging their feet for some reason.”

“There was one other thing I found out,” Alina said. “You know the Floxedor that Dr. Gustavsen gave you? They aren’t from the manufacturer. Marta told me they get them in the mail, a case at a time in a plain cardboard box. She got me the shipping address so I looked it up. It’s in San Antonio but I couldn’t find a business with that address. So I looked it up on GrooglerMaps and it’s located right outside Joint Base San Antonio, near what used to be Fort Sam Houston I think. That’s where the Army trains its doctors.”

Magda sat quietly, gears spinning in her head. “What do you make of it?”

“I don’t know, yet,” Alina said, holding up the plastic bubble sheet of Magda’s remaining Floxedor tablets. “But I’m gonna find out.”
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I CAN GUESS


One morning the inmates seemed subdued, at least to Magda. They were quieter, less boisterous in the chow hall, it even looked like fewer women were eating.

Magda spoke quietly to Robin and Rivet as they ate, “Why do you think it is that the only women in the chow hall this morning are wearing orange? That’s kinda weird, right?”

Rivet side-eyed Robin, who just shrugged and kept on eating. “Yeah,” Rivet said, looking back at Magda. “How 'bout that? Real mystery, huh?”

“I’ve said something wrong, haven’t I?” Magda said, putting down her spork.

“No, not really. It’s just a sensitive subject is all,” Robin said around a mouthful of reconstituted eggs.

“Yeah, sensitive,” Rivet said, looking down at her food tray.

“Don’t be shitty. She’s a friend and you know she don’t mean nothing bad. She just ain’t worked it yet.” Robin took a drink of imitation milk and looked at Magda. “You know there’s a time when the yellow shirts aren’t fed, right?”

“No. Why would they do that?” Magda said.

“Think carefully,” Robin said, raising an eyebrow. “It happens twice a month.”

Magda looked from Robin to Rivet and back as the realization dawned on her. “Oh fuck me, I’m an idiot. Rivet, I’m sorry, I’m so focused on my trial I forgot…”

“It’s alright, you just didn’t think about it,” Robin said, then put an arm around Rivet and pulled her into a vigorous side hug. “This one’s just nervous because she’s getting a preview of what she thinks is waiting for her.” Robin put her lips up to Rivet’s ear, whispering so that Magda could barely make out what she said. “Not gonna happen to you, sweetie. You know that. The Sisters will make sure.”

There was one big television, a flat screen that hung by steel cables from the ceiling beams over the central area. It was huge, like something that Big Brother would make an appearance on in 1984. So far Magda had only seen it used to display regular TV shows.

After breakfast the prisoners were assembled in the common area, sitting on plastic chairs facing the big screen. Rivet sat to Robin’s right, Magda to her left. The crowd was unusually quiet.

The screen came on, showing a high resolution closed-circuit camera feed of a… high school auditorium? No, that couldn’t be right, Magda thought. It was nonetheless a big room with a stage at one end. Rows of folding theater seats held a large group of people, neither guards nor inmates, just civilians. Mostly men, but a few women accompanying the men. It felt familiar to Magda.

Of course, she thought. This is a slave auction.

Nobody gets sentenced to jail time any more, everyone gets enslaved, Magda thought. Technically indentured, I guess, for whatever length of time their sentence would have been before legalization. And the bastards are making us watch.

The curtain rose and a man in shirtsleeves and tie walked to a podium on the right side of the stage. He welcomed everyone to the bi-monthly Harris County Criminal Justice auction, referred them to the official flyer for details of each lot, and announced that bidding would be silent and the female lots would be auctioned first.

A county employee led a woman out on the stage. She was a Latina, short and dark skinned with wide hips and small breasts, and she was completely naked. A leash was attached to a simple metal collar around her neck, and her hands appeared to be bound behind her back. Her lot number was displayed on a large tag attached to her collar. Clearly she had been crying.

The auctioneer read off her lot number, her sentence, and opened for bids. She was facing six months in a collar. Magda wondered what she had done, whether she was married or had any kids or was a virgin, if she even spoke English. Could she understand the auctioneer? It probably didn’t matter, the language of selling humans was universal.

Unlike HCI, there was no attempt to entice the crowd to buy the woman, much less bid her up. It reminded Magda of a fleet disposal auction her father had taken them to when she was younger. Here are the county’s worn-out cars and trucks, buy 'em or don’t, makes no difference to us.

The Latina went quickly. Magda couldn’t tell for how much because there was no running tally on the screen like at HCI. She was led off the stage to the right, shoulders slumped, head hanging down. No cheers or applause from the crowd, no real reaction at all, just on to the next one.

On it went, one woman after another after another. White, black, Hispanic, tall, short, fat, thin, young, old, pretty, ugly, all kinds. Some went quickly, some were fought over, a few got no bids at all.

Is that humiliating? Magda wondered. Which is worse, being a slave and getting sold, or being a slave that can’t get sold?

“Hey Robin,” Magda whispered. “What happens to the ones that aren’t sold?”

“Put in a big lot this afternoon. General labor, farming and stuff like that.” Robin shook her head. “Not good.”

A tall, dark-skinned black woman was led out. Magda recognized her. She was the one being whipped in the cell that night Magda was on cleaning duty. There were no obvious wounds on her, but she moved stiffly and appeared exhausted.

“Fuck,” Rivet said.

“Know her?” Robin asked.

“Yeah, next cell down from me before she got convicted. Cosmetologist. Pretty nice. Customs caught her at Bush International with a tiny bit of nose candy, not enough for trafficking so she just got possession. Said it wasn’t hers. Got her two years. Just bullshit.”

The bidding commenced. A tall, dark-skinned black man with graying hair bid on her, raising his bids until all of the other bidders dropped out. When the auctioneer called for any more bids, a new bidder offered a substantial increase. Magda couldn’t see the bidder, but she knew instinctively who it was. The bidding between the older man and the new bidder went back and forth a few times until one counter-bid caused the older man to consult with his phone, then an older black woman seated next to him. The auctioneer asked if there were any more bids, and the older man gave a curt shake of his head. “Going once, going twice, sold!” The newly-purchased slave woman shouted, “No!” and burst into tears. She was dragged off of the stage by her leash, staggering, sobbing. The older man craned his head around the auditorium to see who had bought her. Spotting the bidder, his face set into a grim, sorrowful expression. He stood up and stalked out of the room, followed by the older woman.

“Jeez,” Rivet said quietly. “I wonder what that was about?”

“I can guess,” Robin said, “But I don’t want to.”

Magda’s eyes rolled into the back of her head, and that’s the last thing she remembered.
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INFIRMARY


The same bed, Magda thought. I’m literally in the same bed I woke up in when I first got here.

She looked around the clinic. Thomas noticed her moving and came over.

“You fainted,” he said before she could ask. “You’re a little dehydrated but not enough to cause you to pass out. Any idea what happened?”

She shook her head.

“Your friend, the muscular tattooed woman? She said you were watching the auction. Did you see something that upset you?”

Magda’s mind went back to the slave pens when she was graded. After the Jimenez brothers left, it was just her and the slaver “friend” of her cousin Cesar remaining in the pen. Unfortunately for her, he was a stereotypical insecure jerk. A young man who got a job as a slave handler at a small market and let the power go to his head. He was petty, vindictive, and quick to punish anything he considered a slight or a challenge to his “authority.” As soon as Magda laid eyes on the skinny twerp she figured he was compensating for a small dick.

She sat on an iron bed frame, watching him walk around outside the pen. She thought he was making sure they were alone. When he returned inside the pen he had an ugly grin on his face. Magda didn’t care, she was in a good mood, riding the last of the euphoria from sex. She sighed and chuckled to herself.

“You know, I don’t like your attitude,” he said. “I also know the best way to adjust a slave’s attitude. And I like it fast and painful.”

Magda snickered.

“What?” he growled at her. “What was that? Something funny? Wanna let me in on your little joke?”

Magda snickered again.

“Are you makin’ fun of me?” the slaver shouted, sounding a little unhinged. “Well I got somethin’ for you, it’s short and thin and you won’t like it at all.”

Magda stifled a laugh. “Oh my god, dude. Do you hear yourself?” She patted the spot next to her on the foam mattress. “C’mon, let’s sit and talk. I feel like we started off on the wrong foot. We’re going to be around each other until dawn, so let’s-”

A jet of flame flashed across both of her shins. She shouted out in pain, grabbed her injured flesh reflexively. That little creep!

The slaver held the short, thin slave whip away from his body. A slave whip, better for close quarters than a bullwhip and less likely to cause lasting damage, but still capable of causing serious pain. That must be what he used on her earlier.

“You shut up, you hear me?” he yelled at her. “Your friends ain’t here any more, so it’s time for some obedience training.” Fumbling open a pouch on his belt he drew out a pair of steel handcuffs. He advanced on her, dangling them from his fingertips. “Bend over the end of that bed, because I’m gonna lock you down good. Next I’m gonna gag you so I don’t have to hear another goddamned word. Then I’m gonna whip you like you’ve never been whipped before, over every inch of your body, starting with your pussy. You’ll cry and scream and beg me to stop, except I won’t stop until my arm gets tired. When that happens, I’m gonna help myself to your tight virgin assho-”

Amateur kickboxing practitioner Magda stood and kicked him square in the face.

The slaver reeled backward into the bars of the cell. The back of his head struck the iron bars with a loud clunk. He slid to the ground, eyes closed, unmoving.

Magda watched him for a minute. She could see his chest rising and falling, so he was still breathing. No moaning, no head movements, no signs he was stirring. One leg twitched, then nothing.

She crouched down next to him and shook him by the shoulder. No response. “Hey, dumbass, you in there?” she said, a bit louder than she intended. Lifting first one eyelid and then the other, it was clear that his pupils were different sizes.

Oh shit, Magda thought.

She checked his belt. No radio and his mobile phone was locked with a code. Rifling through his pockets, she found the key to the collar and released herself. Unlocking the door, she went out into the hallway. Which direction was out? She had to find someone, something to get help. No sign of a fire alarm, no phone mounted on the wall. Wait, is that an exit sign? Might have to go outside to get someone’s attention. She grabbed a blanket off a stack, draped it around herself and pushed the door open. She stepped into the still Texas night, seeing the straw-covered paths leading to the viewing pens, the auction blocks, and the parking lot.

“Hey, what are you doing?”

Some distance away an older man with a thick mustache, wearing the same gear as the concussed slaver, stood up from a chair. He grabbed a boxy hand radio up off the ground. “This is station three, we got a runner!”

Magda had tried many times to explain that she needed help for the slaver, but nobody wanted to hear it. The slaver turned out to be Max Garcia, youngest son of the owner of Garcia Trading, the slave market where Magda was being graded. Everyone knew he was an abusive dickhead, at least everyone not named Garcia. Cesar thought he could trust Max and, besides, he was the only slaver he could find who wasn’t helping with the influx of judicial slaves. Cesar also made sure to put Magda in a pen with no security camera, trying to protect her privacy. With no witnesses, no video, and fresh whip marks on Magda’s flesh, it became his word against hers. When he regained consciousness, his word was that she had attacked him and attempted to escape, a felony offense with a minimum penalty of ten years in slavery.

The whole series of events rushed through her mind. The Jimenez brothers told everyone that Max had abused her. All three pledged to swear to it in court. Mr. Garcia didn’t care, all he saw was a slave out of her collar and his son in the back of an ambulance. Magda's father pulled every string, called in every favor, even got Jaime Hernandez out of bed and down to the market to represent her. He pleaded with Garcia not to involve the authorities. He created just enough pressure for Garcia to make an offer. No charges, no police, and a default Select grade awarded. In return, Garcia demanded a signed no-disclosure agreement from the Ramos family and, insanely, a public whipping for Magda.

At first her parents had refused. Hernandez pointed out that Garcia could press charges and Magda would be in serious trouble with the state and federal governments. But pursuing charges would trigger an investigation. That might be just enough trouble to endanger Garcia’s license, not to mention the market’s reputation. This looked like the best option to keep Magda out of a collar. The whipping was pure vengeance.

Magda had accepted it. Her father was despondent, but her mother told her that it was the right decision.

She remembered every second of that morning. Naked, marched through the market, her bare feet crunching on fresh straw. Collared, leashed, handcuffed, shackled and gagged, they were taking no chances with her. The punishment scaffold sat just outside the main gate of the market, next to the parking lot, open to the public. Nine in the morning, a growing crowd had gathered. As they drew closer Magda spotted a man standing next to the whipping frame. He was older, dressed like a rancher, and holding a coiled whip. She realized it was Mr. Garcia. No mercy, the punishment would be hard and thorough and vicious.

Her courage faltered, and she dug in her heels. She screamed, more in rage than in fear, at the gross injustice of it all. The gag stopped most of it. The flunky holding the leash pulled, and Magda doubled over. Two slavers appeared, one on each arm, propelling her forward. She staggered up the steps, fighting them as hard as she could. More slavers appeared, binding her to the frame. She stood spread-eagle for all the world to see, stretched taught as a drum, every inch of her body exposed to the crowd, and to the whip.

Garcia put his angry face into Magda’s. “Puta,” he spat, then gestured to one side. A video camera had been set up on the scaffold, aimed directly at her. “For Max,” he said.

Looking around her, she saw her parents standing in the crowd. Fortunately neither Angie nor Alina were present. Her mother’s eyes were rimmed in red, but they were dry. Her father, though… He had the same look on his face as the black man at the auction.

Magda considered a moment before replying to Thomas. “No, I don’t think so.”

“Mmm,” Thomas said, sounding skeptical, “Well, if you think of anything, come see me. I would love to know more about the meds your psychiatrist was giving you. Some of the ingredients in those things can stay in your system a surprisingly long time. For now, just rest here until I can get an escort for you.” He raised a hand and smiled. “Not a CO, just someone to walk with you. Gotta make sure you don’t fall on your face on the way to lunch.”
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THE PROPOSITION


That evening Magda was once again on mop patrol with Deputy Waterman. She cleaned a few spots around the main area before heading into the Seg Unit. Once again the CO took a seat and pulled out her phone. Magda took her time mopping the main corridor, making sure the older woman was fully absorbed in her game about tiny fruit or whatever.

She wheeled her bucket into the other hallway and began looking through the windows set in each door. Most of the cells were empty, but one had an attractive young Latina with tits almost as large as Magda’s. She was naked, collared, blindfolded and gagged, kneeling on the floor of the cell, waiting. Magda could see her trembling, tear streaks running from under the blindfold and down her cheeks.

A few doors down Magda found what she was looking for. Another naked Latina, this one tall and thin with small breasts to match her frame, was hanging by her wrists in the middle of the cell. Her back was covered with red marks, and her chest heaved up and down like she was gasping for breath. The older mustachioed cowboy held her head up and shone a penlight into her eyes like a doctor. He looked over her shoulder at a spot near the door and nodded.

Here we go, Magda thought.

She knocked on the cell door.

The cowboy released the woman’s head and it dropped down, chin resting on her chest. He looked at the window and raised his eyebrows. He said something to the person in the cell whom Magda could not see. He shrugged and nodded again, then hooked his thumbs into his belt. Magda heard the door latch click and felt the door move.

The square blonde man stood in the doorway. He wore a sports coat over a white shirt with no tie, and khaki pants. The eyes behind his tortoiseshell glasses didn’t move, and yet Magda felt he was looking her over from top to bottom. He looked at her for another heartbeat. “Yes?” he said.

Just like you rehearsed it, Magda, she thought. “My name is Magdalena Ramos. Though you may not remember me, we’ve met before. I have a proposition for you.”

The expression on his impassive face didn’t change at all. “Dale,” he said without turning, tilting his chin at Magda.

“Okay,” the cowboy said, pulled over a chair and sat down.

The man stepped into the hall and closed the door. “Remind me,” he said.

“You were at the public auction at HCI last month. I told you about two sisters coming up for sale, that I was their sister, and was willing to waive any protective rights or limits for a fee. I stood next to you as you bid, but unfortunately you did not win.”

“Afterwards?”

“I was arrested for false enslavement.”

He gazed at her, unmoving, unblinking. Suddenly he nodded. “I remember you. Why did you stay for the auction? You had to know you were at risk of arrest.”

Magda grimaced. “I had to collect the money in person. I don’t have a bank account or a bank card they could do an electronic transfer on. Plus, I wasn’t thinking very clearly.”

The man nodded. “What do you propose?”

“That I sell myself to you for a period of one year, and in return you convince a judge to drop all charges against me.”

The man didn’t react, but continued to gaze at her. “Are you thinking clearly now?” he asked.

“Yes, sir, more clearly than I have in a long time.”

“Why would I buy you?”

“Because I would be willing to waive all of the physical harm limits in the purchase contract.”

“Do you know what such a waiver means?”

“Yes, sir, I’ve read about it. It means that I would give up all state and federal limits on my use as a slave, and all minimum care standards.”

“Why would I buy you now, and not just wait for you to be convicted and auctioned?”

“I’m being charged by federal authorities. My attorney tells me that slaves sold by the federal government are not permitted to grant treatment waivers.”

The man nodded again. “You know whom I represent, clearly. So you understand what I’m looking for. But let me make myself perfectly clear. The business I represent, the exclusive club known as The Lash Society, purchases slaves to be used by our members as subjects of intense experiences. These involve physical, sexual, emotional, and mental torture. Not just punishment or discipline, but torture. Whipping, though common, is the least of it. Some of the men and women we buy do not live to see the end of their contract. Others are permanently injured. All leave completely changed. Only a very strong person could expect to last a year at The Society. Only the very desperate would be willing to try. Why would you volunteer for that?”

“I’ve been whipped before, I’m not afraid of it.”

“That is not an answer,” he said.

“Give me some time and I can come up with a better one,” she said.

The man crossed his arms and gazed at her. Magda gazed back.

He took a data tablet out of his coat pocket. “I can see your inmate number on your ID card. What is the name of your attorney?” She told him, he tapped it into the tablet then put it back in his pocket.

“My name is Larousse. I’ll be in touch.” He turned and went back inside the cell, closing the door behind him.
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THE NEW CELLMATE


“So why didn’t they put Rivet in here with us?” Magda said. It was after lights out but she was in a mood to talk.

“The feds didn’t arrest her, the locals did. She’s here on state charges, so they put her in with the state offenders. That’s CO logic for sure. They’ve got nothing on her. I expect the DA will cut her loose any day now. Besides, it’s me they really want. Rivet just happened to be there when it went down and they grabbed everybody,” Robin said.

“Are you two close?” Magda regretted asking the question as soon as it left her mouth.

Robin laughed. “Why, are you jealous?”

“No, just wondering. I don’t know anything about biker gangs-”

“There’s your first problem,” Robin interrupted, but with a smile in her voice. “Only cops and normies say gangs. We’re a club. I’m a member and Rivet’s a member. When Rivet applied for membership and we made her a prospect, I was her big sister because I’m a longtime member and an officer. Big sister’s kinda like being a mentor. We’ve been close friends for a while, maybe not exactly like you and your sisters but not too far off.”

“So you look out for her? Like you look out for me?”

Magda could hear Robin turning over in her bunk to face her. “Yeah. But it goes both ways. She looks out for me too.”

“Oh yeah? How so?”

“In here she’s my extra set of eyes and ears. She watches my back, lets me know if she hears anything. Stuff like that.”

“Has she heard anything since you’ve been here?”

“She told me that poor crazy junkie Sandy was talking 'bout you and me, just serious enough that we should keep an eye on her, but that’s all. Most everyone in here knows me. Those who don’t know who I am know what I am, you get me, so we’re not expecting any problems.”

“Damn. I wish I had a reputation like that.”

“No, you don’t. Trust me on that one, Mags. Sure, it’s handy in here where I get to be Queen of Loserpalooza, but everywhere else not so much. Get you a reputation for something good. Something people like.”

“I think that ship has sailed,” Magda said, her eyes threatening to tear up.

“Bullshit,” Robin replied, forcefully enough that Magda turned in her own bunk and looked across at her. “Your legal position ain’t nowhere near hopeless. You have a talent I would gladly murder someone for. And your family still cares about you. Anyone who really wanted to could turn that situation around and make something out of it, something great. Take it from me, I’m a long time resident on the Island of Misfit Toys. I’ve seen what makes it and what doesn’t. You have the heart, and you have the balls. You can totally do it.”

Magda looked at Robin in the dim light. Robin caught her eye and grinned. Magda felt something swelling inside her, something she hadn’t felt in a long time. Something strong, wanting to burst out. Like when she first kissed a boy, but also like when her first female friend gave her a friendship bracelet. I like Robin, she thought, a lot, and Robin likes me, and that makes me very, very happy. I’m so comfortable around her, she makes me feel good about myself, I want to spend time with her and get to know all about her life and her friends and-

Oh fuck, am I falling in love? With another woman?

Or is it just that I was feeling so lost when I was arrested, and her friendship felt like a lifeline. But maybe that’s all it was, just friendship? Or maybe I’m being like Angie and totally overthinking this. I should probably-

“Whatcha thinkin’?” Robin asked.

I should probably do what I always do, go with my instincts.

“Just that I’m so lucky I met you,” Magda said. “You’ve been so great to me, I really wouldn’t have made it without you.”

Robin chuckled. “Aw, you’d’ve been okay. But yeah, I’m really glad I met you too, I think you’re awesome.” She exhaled. “I’d like us to be friends outside, in the real world.” Robin sat up suddenly. “Hey, can you ride a motorcycle?”

Magda sat up, swinging her feet over the side of her bunk. “I’ve never tried.”

“I can teach you, it’s pretty simple. You just got to put aside your fear and the rest is instinct.”

“Yeah?” Magda crossed over to Robin’s bunk and sat down. “Kinda like this?”

She leaned into Robin and kissed her full on the lips. She held the kiss, feeling the softness of her lips, the rushing in her ears, the electricity between them. When she stopped she looked Robin in the eyes. I may have just ruined everything, she thought, and I may also be about to get my ass beaten, but I have to know.

Robin appeared surprised. Then she smiled, put her hands on Magda’s shoulders and… held her there. She sighed, looking at Magda, then put a hand on the side of her face. The gesture was genuine, warm, and lit up Magda’s heart like nothing she’d ever experienced before.

“Oh my god, Mags,” Robin said. “I like you too. I may even love you. But like a sister. We’re friends, maybe even getting to be best friends, but nothing beyond that. At least not while we’re in here. Y’get me?”

Magda sat frozen, stunned. She’d taken a chance and crashed right into a mountainside.

Robin pulled Magda closer so she could talk quietly. “Now listen to me,” she said. “This place fucks with your head, and you can wind up misunderstanding things. Things that you wouldn’t on the outside. Plus, you’ve told me yourself that all your old friends drifted away and you’ve got nobody close in your life who’s not family. I’m in the same boat, except I made my family with the Sisters.”

She looked Magda straight in the eyes, her gaze steady, her hand gently stroking Magda’s face. “You’re lonely. I’m lonely. But together, we’re not so lonely. Each of us can feel it.” She smiled. “I think you’re like a woman crawling through the desert who just found a, what is it called… you know, a little pond in the middle of the desert with palm trees and stuff?”

“Oasis?” Magda said.

Robin snapped her fingers. “Yeah, that’s it, thanks. All I’m saying is that you’re overjoyed to have found me and it’s messing up your judgement. We’re friends, not girlfriends.” She grinned, and Magda saw a twinkle in her eye. “Athough you are a great kisser.”

Magda chuckled.

The lights came on.

She heard a key rattle. Robin pushed her, and Magda darted back to her own bunk.

The bolt on the door drew back, opening it.

“Sorry to wake you, ladies,” the guard said, “But you’ve got a new roomie. She’s a member of the same exclusive club as you, so make her feel welcome. Show her the secret handshake and stuff,” the pudgy officer chuckled.

Well, they don’t hire them for their sense of humor, Magda thought.

The guard stepped outside and in walked a short, thin, white girl with blonde hair and eyeglasses. Her overlarge prison clothes hung on her like a scarecrow, and she carried a bundle of jail-issue belongings. She stood just inside the doorway while the guard closed and locked the cell door.

“I’m Robin,” Robin said, sitting fully upright before jerking a thumb at Magda, “And this is Magda. Both top bunks are open.”

The girl nodded. “Thanks. I’m Natalie.” She gave a little wave from under her load of stuff. As she walked over to Magda’s bunk the lights cut off. Magda could hear her sigh, then place her bundle up on the top bunk.

“So,” Magda said, eyeing Robin, “what are they saying about you?”

Natalie turned to face them both and put her hands on her hips.

“That I’m a terrorist.”
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HELL OF A THING


“What do you think?” Magda asked. In her peripheral vision she saw Robin shake her head.

The two women sat in the common area with Rivet and nearly every other inmate in the jail. Their new cellmate Natalie was the only one missing, having gone to the infirmary to use her asthma inhaler. She wasn’t allowed to keep it because, in Robin’s words, the guards probably think she’d make a bomb out of it.

Looking up at the main television hanging from the ceiling, the women watched the local news. Video showed plumes of smoke rising from a section of I-10, the major east-west highway that connected California to Florida and ran straight through Houston. A tanker truck had exploded at the top of an on-ramp, shutting down the highway as fire crews worked to contain it. While everyone’s attention was focused on the fire, a slave transport, stuck in the ensuing traffic, had been attacked by masked gunmen. Shots had been exchanged, the transport’s guard killed, the driver wounded, and all of the slaves taken away.

“It’s a hell of a thing, ain’t it?” Rivet said. “And they think that little college girl had something to do with it?”

“Dunno,” Robin said quietly. “News is saying it was the JBS that done it. Feds call the JBS terrorists, so if they’re callin’ her one then they must think so. Things like this, though, the cops run around like chickens with their heads cut off, arresting everyone in sight. It ain’t anyone’s business what they say she did, and if she’s smart she won’t talk about it.”

Like everyone, Magda had heard of the JBS but knew little about them. The John Brown Society were militant abolitionists, and they did things like raid slave markets, burn down training schools and kidnap big slave owners. They always contacted the press afterward to claim responsibility, so that the government couldn’t blame everything on them. Their membership numbers are unknown, and despite all the government’s surveillance no one knew when or how they’d strike next. It seemed to Magda that most people didn’t really have an opinion on the JBS other than them being dangerous and best steered clear of. Although right now Houstonians were probably pissed at them for screwing up the afternoon commute yesterday.

“Pretty slick operation, though, gotta give 'em that,” Robin continued. “Timing was just about perfect. Got the right target, too, which is not easy. Slave transports are unmarked and the schedules aren’t public. They could have tailed one from the depot but with everything in place like that? My money’s on inside info. Interesting.”

“What’s interesting?” Rivet asked.

“Does that girl look like a shooter to you?” Robin said, nodding her head to the left.

Magda looked and saw Natalie returning to the common area. Her rolled-up sleeves were more cuff than sleeve, and her pants legs had such thick rolls they looked bell-bottomed.

She sat down next to Magda without saying a word, watching the television. Magda could see the smoke plumes from the screen reflected in Natalie’s eyeglass lenses. She didn’t look scared or worried, just mostly tired.

“Damn, girl, we gotta get you some clothes that fit,” Rivet said.

“Eh, I don’t mind,” she said. “And anyway I don’t want any favors from the jail. Hey, Magda?”

“Yeah?”

“I hear you’re an artist. Is that true?”

“Mm, yeah, more or less.”

“Would you draw something for me?”
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KINDA WEIRD


“That’s kinda weird, ain’t it?” Robin asked.

She and Magda were in the common area in the late afternoon. The televisions were sparsely attended now so it was relatively peaceful. The two could talk quietly and understand each other, and no one was close by to eavesdrop. Magda worked in her sketchbook, and Robin amused herself by flipping a plastic pen in the air and catching it.

Magda shrugged. “No weirder than a grinning human skull with a snake slithering out of one eyehole.” She arched an eyebrow at her friend.

“C’mon, that’s not weird, that’s a classic,” Robin said. “I had one on a t-shirt when I was a kid. Might get it done on my left thigh, now that I think about it. But a forest clearing with a bunny rabbit standing up and holding a big flower with exactly five petals, facing a fox wearing a top hat, and the fox has a birthday cake with exactly three candles. Tell me that isn’t weird?”

“You left out the duck holding up a foam finger with ‘#1’ on it. For her niece’s birthday, she said. It’s maybe a little odd, but it’s what Natalie wanted.”

“Speaking of wants,” Robin said, lowering her voice. “Want to talk about last night?”

Magda smiled, sheepishly. She looked over at Robin, who was grinning broadly.

“I don’t know what happened,” Magda admitted.

“I do,” Robin said. “At least I think so. It’s easy to drown in a place like this," Robin glanced around. "When you find someone who’s so not this place, you naturally want to hang on to her. But there’s more to it than that. Speaking for myself, I’ve never clicked with someone, male or female, like I have with you. I enjoy hanging out with you, even just talking, and I was being completely serious last night when I said that I want us to be friends outside. Also like I said, neither one of us has a lot of friends, so I think we’re so damn happy to have found each other that it’s hard not to express it. Am I on the right track?”

Magda closed the sketchbook and nodded.

“Also, I wanted to tell you that I’m sorry I pushed you back into your bunk when the lights came on. Relations between inmates are against the rules. I didn’t know if you knew that. That’s all, didn’t mean anything by it,” Robin continued. “Look, I dunno what you want exactly-”

“I want to know if you’re mad at me because of what I did,” Magda said.

“Naw,” the big woman said, smiling. “How can I be mad at someone who just put herself out there for me? Especially one who’s gonna be my best friend? That’s hella flattering.”

Magda looked down, clutching the sketchbook to her chest.

“Thanks,” she said quietly.

“No problem. And I wasn’t kidding, you really are a good kisser. A hot tamale. A spicy tomato. A total dime piece.”

Magda looked up at Robin, who was grinning and waggling her eyebrows. She burst out laughing, and Robin joined her.

“I hope you don’t mind me asking,” Magda said. “I really never want to insult you, so if you do mind-”

“I don’t call myself a lesbian,” Robin interrupted. “I don’t know what to call myself. I’ve loved men and I’ve loved women, but only had sex with one of the two. You might be surprised at how conservative an outlaw motorcycle club can be.”

Magda chuckled. “You’re probably right. How about Rivet?”

“She’s straight. She has boyfriends from time to time,” Robin rolled her eyes, “And from time to time I have to talk to - not threaten, just talk to - those boyfriends, and sometimes that won’t get 'em to leave her alone. Fortunately the non-hint-takers always seem to get felony assaulted by some unknown person. But like I said last night, we love each other like big sister and little sister. Whatever I am, she just wants me to be happy.”

Magda sighed. “I don’t know what’s up with me, either. I’ve never had any feelings for another woman. Not until I met you. I’ve got a few things to sort out, to say the least.”

“Plus whatever those drugs are doing to you,” Robin said.

“Yeah, no kidding. But I know one thing for absolutely sure. No matter what we decide, I want to continue being your friend.” Magda felt a little blush starting on her cheeks.She reached under the table and took Robin’s hand. “I think you’re right,” she whispered. “I think I was lonely and scared and lost, and I’d found an oasis. Thanks for talking me through it.”

“That’s what friends are for,” Robin grinned.
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STRAIGHTFORWARD EXCHANGE


Deputy Waterman didn’t say anything as they walked into the Seg Unit. Waterman unlocked a cell door and ushered Magda inside. She gave Magda a funny look before closing the door and locking it.

Magda looked around. Same cell she’d seen before: large-ish, single iron-frame bed, two chairs, small square table, combo toilet and sink. She glanced up and saw a steel ring fastened to the ceiling. Magda shuddered.

Huh, Magda thought. No one told me to take off my clothes, or put on a blindfold or handcuffs or whatever, didn’t tell me to kneel… She looked at the floor and saw a thick rubber mat about three feet square directly under the ring. It was “clean” she supposed, but bore the marks and stains of past use. This was starting to be uncomfortable.

Uncomfortable how? Magda asked herself. Uncomfortable like stepping into the unknown, or like this is a bad idea? Or is there something else, like anticipation? Or was it relief?

The door opened and Dale the cowboy came in. He looked surprised to see her. Rolling a large case next to the bed, he swung some telescoping legs out of it and tilted it until it stood on its side like a table. He busied himself with the case. Magda couldn’t see the contents but she didn’t need to. She knew what was inside.

Larousse walked in next. He wore a grey suit with a light pink shirt and matching handkerchief. It looked good on him even though it couldn’t hide his square shape. He closed the door, dragged a chair next to it and sat down. Crossing his legs, he wrapped his hands around one knee and gazed at Magda. His calm demeanor gave away nothing.

Magda stood still, waiting, watching Larousse.

Waiting. And waiting. His gaze made her feel like a butterfly being observed by a collector.

Right before it gets pinned.

Larousse sat up, took out his data tablet and rested it on his lap.

“You have quite a biography,” he said.

Magda didn’t know how to respond to that, so she didn’t.

“Why do you think The Society can help you?”

“Because you’re connected,” Magda said. “Paying off the locals is one thing, easy enough to do in Texas, but the toughest Slave Code enforcement is done by the federal government. Operating a whip club openly enough that a nobody like me has heard of it? You all must have some serious juice with the feds. I believe you could speak to the prosecutor and have my case go away.”

“Why do you think The Society should help you?”

“Because I’m offering a trade. Straightforward exchange. You get me out of the criminal charges, give me some money for my family, and I volunteer for a year with usage limits waived. I know that’s an enticing offer because even with your connections, you can run into problems. Like the girl I saw you buy last week. I’m sure she didn’t waive shit, and she has a family watching out for her. If she gets seriously hurt, you will have trouble. That limits her usefulness to you. With me you wouldn’t have that problem.”

She felt Dale behind her, running a steel cable and a hook through the ring bolt in the ceiling. Magda swallowed again, her stomach starting to tighten. That hook is for me, she thought.

Larousse gazed at her. No change on his face, no nervous tics, no fidgeting, he was impossible to read.

“Do you have a better answer to the question I asked last time we met?” he said.

“You asked me why I would volunteer for this.” Magda glanced down at her feet, then back up at the man. Their eyes met. “Because I don’t want to spend the next twenty years of my life as a slave building highways for the Department of Transportation. Because I owe my sisters. Because I want to leave something to care for my mother. Because I want to atone for the shitty life I’ve led. And because I want to be punished. I need to be punished. For what I’ve done.”

The man tapped his data pad, then turned it toward her. It played a video she had not seen in a long time, someone’s phone capture of her being publicly whipped at Garcia’s slave market. Her stomach dropped, her mouth dried up, and she heard a buzzing in her ears.

“That whipping wasn’t punishment, it was vengeance,” Larousse said. “We both know that you weren’t trying to escape. That idiot slave handler deserved what happened.”

“Damn straight,” Dale offered from his seat on the edge of the bed.

“Do you know what became of him?” Larousse asked.

“Um, no,” Magda said. “I never went back to Garcia’s, for obvious reasons.”

Larousse inclined his head slightly and read from his tablet. “A few days after your whipping he was beaten quite severely by some unidentified locals. Unidentified because the authorities either weren’t interested in identifying them, or already knew who they were and didn’t care." He glanced back up at Magda, then turned his tablet around. On it was a news photo of Max Garcia on the fifty yard line of their high school football field, on all fours because his arms and legs were encased in a solid block of concrete. His bare behind was covered with marks from leather belts.

I can’t believe nobody told me, she thought as her eyes widened. I need to ask Alina for the details.

"A few months after he left the hospital for the second time, he abused a slave he did not know was federally monitored. His father’s influence could not shield him from the USDIS. He’s currently on a mining crew in Utah for at least four more years, unless the uranium dust he’s breathing gets him first.” He showed her a photo of Max Garcia, naked and collared for his enslavement papers.

He does have a tiny little dick, she thought. Totally called it.

“That sort of punishment, though it may seem cathartic in the moment, is not as liberating as you think.

“Turning to your current situation,” he continued, “Do you remember how you felt that day at HCI, in particular near the end of the day when you were arrested?”

Magda frowned. “Angry is all I can remember.”

Larousse tapped on the tablet again. This time he showed her a video with no audio from a security camera at HCI. It was after her arrest, when the cop and the slavers had dragged her into the loading bay. She was fighting them, badly, for someone who’s a trained fighter. Even taking into account her cuffed hands. She flailed around like an animal caught in a trap. More slavers appeared and they wrestled her to the ground. She wasn’t quite sure how many were involved, but she saw one slaver on each leg, one on each arm, and one with his hand on the side of her head, pinning it to the ground.

They began cutting off her clothing. Apparently that’s just what they do to everyone? Magda thought. They tugged her skirt off. Her underpants were visible momentarily before they were cut away and discarded. Once she was naked from the waist down, her demeanor changed. She spread her knees and lifted her ass in the air, displaying her exposed pussy to the gang of slavers. She started swaying her hips around, and apparently even tried clapping her ass cheeks, something Magda had no idea how to actually do. Looking closely at her face, Magda could make out what she was saying. “Fuck me! Fuck me, goddamnit! Please! Please fuck me!” A slaver approached with a hypodermic needle, and Larousse stopped the playback.

“Why are you showing me all this?” Magda asked.

“Ask me again when we’re done,” Larousse said. “Think about it in the meantime. Dale,” he gestured toward the cowboy.

Dale stood and walked over to her. “Take off your clothes,” he said. “Put 'em on the bed.”

She looked at Larousse, then at Dale, then back to Larousse. “You aren’t going to have him strip me?”

He shook his head. “Do you know why?”

Magda thought for a moment. “Because when women are stripped by men, some part of our psyche absolves us from responsibility. Like, I couldn’t beat him in a fight, so me being naked is his fault, not mine. Everything that comes after that is his fault, too. But women taking off our clothes? We do that when we choose to be intimate with a man. Doing it for men we don’t want to fuck? Even if we have no choice, it messes with our heads. There’s always that little voice that tells us we could have fought. We should have fought. It becomes our fault, so we experience shame for everything that follows, which makes us more submissive.”

Larousse looked at Dale and raised his eyebrows about half an inch. That may be the first reaction of his I’ve seen, Magda thought.

“Well done,” he said.

“It’s also less work for me,” Dale added, amused. “Now strip.”

Magda didn’t hesitate. Off came her orange shirt and pants and her slides. She pulled her athletic bra up, causing her large DD cup breasts to drop out and bounce. As she pulled it over her head, she thought she saw Larousse’s eyes open a tiny bit wider. She turned around and gathered her clothes in a pile, then bent over and pulled down her ridiculous jail underpants. Her big ass aimed directly at Larousse, she pulled down the panties a bit on one leg then a bit on the other until they were off, giving him a good, long look. She turned back around, clasped her hands behind her back, and looked down at the ground.

“Front hands,” Dale said. He strapped a pair of padded leather cuffs on her wrists and attached them to each end of a metal bar about two feet long. He hooked the center of the bar to the cable, then stepped behind her. She heard a ratchet clicking, and her arms raised up into the air. He stopped just before she was raised up on her toes.

“Thank you, Dale,” Larousse said. Dale nodded, unlocked the door and stepped outside, closing it behind him.

Larousse stood up and took off his jacket, hanging it over the back of his chair. He approached her slowly, rolling up his shirt sleeves, looking her in the eye the entire time. I didn’t expect him to have such muscular forearms, she thought, and felt a little flutter in her stomach.

He stood in front of her, very close. Magda could smell his cologne. She was completely naked, hands tied over her head, locked in a room with the representative of a notorious society of sadists, who was looking over her vulnerable body, assessing her, judging her. Deciding.

Handsome. She actually thought he was handsome. A great dresser, groomed to perfection, so confident and in control…

Her nipples grew stiff, and she could feel the heat starting to build inside her. Why him? Is it the situation or something else?

Larousse stepped behind her. She felt his fingers tracing over her shoulders and down her back. He briefly rested both hands on her waist, before moving them across each of her ass cheeks. “I can detect some traces of old marks under the skin, but not many. You’ve healed admirably.”

“Thank you,” Magda breathed, then added, “sir.”

His fingers probed into the cleft of her ass. She spread her legs as far as she could. A fingertip found the bud of her asshole. She gasped. Many fingers kneaded her cheeks. It felt good, and she grew warmer.

“Your body feels wonderful,” he muttered. “Strong and fit without being hard.”

He reached through her spread legs to her crotch. Fingers traced her outer lips. She wondered if he could feel how they’d swollen in the past few minutes? Plump and warm, thanks to him. He slid a finger inside of her, and she gasped again. She could feel him moving it around inside her pussy, exploring, unhurried. Wet. So very wet. He pulled his finger out and traced a wet trail to her clitoris, using her arousal as lubricant, rubbing it gently. She closed her eyes and shuddered, a moan escaping her lips.

He appeared in front of her, very close, gazing into her eyes. He looked at her for a moment, then inclined his head slightly. He wanted something, but what?

Magda opened her mouth and stuck out her tongue.

Larousse lifted his head in acknowledgement and showed her two fingers. She leaned forward and licked them. He nodded, and put both of them in her mouth. She could taste herself as she carefully sucked his fingers clean. Normally that would be way too gross, but now it wasn’t, and she couldn’t explain why. It just felt hot as hell.

“Hmm,” he said. “Submissive, but not to everyone. Not even to most.”

He took back his hand and placed one on each breast. Kneading them, weighing them, rolling the nipples between his fingers, like Javier did in her fantasy. “Nice big nipples, perfect candidates for piercing with rings. Yes, big silver rings in each of your nipples. You would look good like that. Your owner could hook a leash to them and lead you around by your big, beautiful tits. Do you think you would like that?”

“Probably not. But with the right owner, sir, I think I might love it.”

He smiled.

Magda’s eyes widened. Holy crap, he smiled at me! Is that a good thing or a bad thing? She began to feel uneasy.

Larousse went to the open case and returned with a shiny chrome object shaped like a pair of pliers. “This is a ring punch. You put a nipple, or a clit, or whatever you want ringed into this part. Then you line it up, put a ring in here, and squeeze the levers really hard. It grips the body part, stretches it out, then rams the ring through it, all in one motion. Very painful, though. The Society doesn’t use any kind of anesthetic, so we usually gag the slave before we do this. Unless we want to hear the screams.” He ran the cold chromed metal over each of her breasts, watching as goosebumps appeared on her skin.

“You know, I could just pierce you right now. You could not stop me. This room is soundproof, no one would hear you scream. No one but me.”

A rush of thoughts flowed through Magda. Fear, arousal, defiance, desire. She felt her vulnerability acutely, her unprotected breasts displayed, invitingly, in front of this sadist. She knew some of the things the case contained. Putting rings in her nipples was the least he could do to her naked, defenseless body. She shivered.

“But you won’t,” she said.

Larousse tapped the punch on his lips. “Why not?”

“Because that’s illegal. Even though I’m in jail, I’m still a free woman. Ringing me against my will would be assault.”

His expression shifted. Magda thought he went from looking lustful to more thoughtful.

Larousse put the punch back in the case. Standing in front of Magda again, he ran his hands up her sides, slowly, feeling her. He gripped her shoulders and ran his thumbs across her exposed underarms a few times. Despite the fact that he was touching her without her permission, basically feeling her up, Magda found it strangely intimate. Enjoyably intimate. She felt her ears turn red.

He rested his hands on her hips. “You endured a savage whipping at the hands of Garcia,” he said. “Not only do you know what that’s like, but also how you felt afterwards. Think back to that time, the days and weeks afterward.” He removed his eyeglasses, tucking them into his shirt pocket. Now there was nothing interposed between their gazes. “Do you think that experiencing that all over again, and worse, over the course of an entire year would change anything in your life for the better?”

Running his hands over her smooth, naked, vulnerable belly, she trembled with desire. “Remember the faces of your family and your friends on that day,” he continued. “Do you think it changed how they felt about you? That it was something they wanted or felt you deserved? That afterwards things were back to normal?”

They looked into each other’s eyes, each daring the other to look away first. Finally Magda looked away, her eyes growing moist.

“You have the right impulse, but the wrong solution,” he whispered.

He ran his fingers through her hair. Taking her head between his hands, he gazed at her some more.

“You really are a remarkable woman,” he said.

Then he leaned in and kissed her.

Magda kissed him back. Hard. She felt his tongue trace the insides of her lips. She sucked gently on it. The kiss kept going. She could feel the heat growing in her pussy and inside her head. This is so weird, she thought, but somehow it totally makes sense.

He drew his head back, breaking the kiss.

He disappeared behind her. She heard a metallic click-click-click sound, and Magda felt the cable holding up her arms slacken.

When he came back he had replaced his glasses. He started unfastening the restraints on her wrists.

“Does this mean you’re not taking my offer?” she asked.

“We do not have a single volunteer at the Lash Society, nor do we accept any.” He finished releasing her and returned to his chair.

She stood, arms crossed underneath her breasts, and thought for a moment. She sighed. “Of course. I should have known.”

“Oh?” he said, his face showing a trace of surprise. “Can you elaborate?”

Magda pursed her lips and tilted her head back and forth, gathering her thoughts. “At a place like your Society? A slave with no limits would be, well, basically an invitation to murder. Killing a slave is still a crime, and you all don’t want that kind of trouble. A slave, especially a federal slave with more legal rights than any state or private slave? Like that tall black girl I saw you buy? There’s clear limits to what can be done to her. You can tell your wealthy, connected clients ‘Sorry, that’s the law, nothing we can do about it, USDIS is watching us closely.’ It takes it out of your hands if you can blame the government. Pretty smart.”

He appeared as placid as usual, but his eyebrows were lifted an entire inch above the rims of his glasses. Probably his equivalent of standing on his chair and screaming HOLY SHIT, she thought.

He looked over her body one last time. “You may dress and return to your cell,” he eventually said.

Magda walked up to him, close enough to brush knees, crossing her arms behind her back. “Are you sure, sir?”

For the second time, Larousse smiled at her. “Though it pains me, I must decline.” He tilted his head toward the video camera in the corner of the ceiling. “Kissing you was probably over the line. As is this,” he said, placing his hands on her hips and leaning forward to kiss the little curve between her belly button and her pussy. Magda shuddered. He released her and leaned back.

“And please, call me Miles,” he said.

Magda did not know how to pout. It just wasn’t in her nature. It actually annoyed her when other girls did. Instead, she just smiled as sweetly as she could. “Fair enough.”

She began dressing as he watched. “Do you have any questions?” he asked.

“Not really. I figured out why you told me the things you did earlier. Though I still feel like there’s something you want to tell me but won’t. Or can’t.”

Larousse’s face fell back to its normal, inscrutable mask. “There are things I am enjoined from discussing. But I believe you have all the pieces you need to assemble your own puzzle. Pass them along to that dogged sister of yours. One piece of advice.” He reached into his coat and found a small, slim case. Flipping through the cards inside, he pulled one out.

“Your attorney is a decent and trustworthy fellow, but he is very much out of his depth. You should consider contacting the attorney at this firm.” He handed her the embossed business card, and she put it in her pocket.

He stood and placed a hand on the door. “When you get out of this situation, please come find me. I would… like to see you again.” Magda thought he stifled a smile. “You would make an excellent assistant. It would be a joy to teach you.”

In your dreams, pal, she thought. I don’t know how I feel about you, but I know for sure I will never be a slaver. “I thought Dale was your assistant?” she asked, raising an eyebrow.

A brief twinkle in his eyes. “He’s more of a henchman. That’s your first lesson. Good luck to you, Magdalena Ramos.”
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LAWYERS


“That kinda makes sense,” Alina said.

“Yeah,” Magda said into the video screen. “Jaime has the full video now. It’s embarrassing for sure, me sticking my ass in the air like a cat in heat, that’s so not like me at all. If your boyfriend’s friend-”

“Brandon’s not my boy-friend,” Alina sing-songed, “For the one-millionth time.”

“Sure. But if what he says is right, then my behavior lines up with that article in the Express-News about that company that makes that terrible drug. Something to make you calm and submissive while turning up your libido to eleven. Except he says it doesn’t work the same on everybody, and they don’t know why.”

“That would mean that your psychiatrist was giving non-FDA approved experimental drugs to unsuspecting patients,” Alina said. "But why take the risk? Why not just give it to slaves?”

“I don’t know,” Magda shook her head.

“Okay. Hey, I’ve wanted to tell you something. Every time we talk, you seem more calm, focused, and, well, smarter. More like you were in school. I don’t know what’s going on, but it’s been good for you.”

“Thanks, Lina. I’ve noticed it myself. Oh, before I forget, I need you to contact another attorney and see if she’ll look at my case. I have her name here.”

“What’s wrong with Mr. Hernandez?”

“Nothing. I’m just covering some bases.”
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In another attorney-client teleconference room not far away, Natalie the alleged terrorist sat in front of a video monitor. The video feed came on, revealing an older white man in shirtsleeves and a vest, seated at a desk in front of a bookcase.

“Good morning, Mr. Briscoe.”

“Good morning, Natalie.” Briscoe’s West Texas twang was hard to miss. “How are you holding up?”

“Okay so far. I’m being treated well. Did you get the gift I sent for my niece?”

“I did, and I’ve passed it along to your aunt and uncle.”

“Good. Did they have any problem with it? As a gift, I mean.”

“None at all. They agreed it was a fine drawing, and they approved of each of the animals. They’ll be sure to include them during the party planning.”

“Okay, thanks Mr. Briscoe, that’s good to hear. Any news on my trial?”
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THE OTHER LETICIA


“Now that’s weird,” Magda said.

Robin and Rivet looked up from their card game. They saw Natalie across the room, sitting on a plastic chair next to Sandy, the emotionally-unstable junkie. The two of them were engrossed in conversation, which was even more unusual. Natalie was very tight-lipped, and no one ever wanted to talk to Sandy.

“Hmph,” Rivet snorted. “Seeing them side-by-side reminds me of them anti-drug commercials, like before and after.”

“No kidding,” Robin said, then switching to a deep TV-announcer voice, “Drugs. Not even once.” The other women chuckled. Sandy glanced over at them and gave them the evil eye.

“What could they possibly have to say to one another?” Magda wondered.

“Dunno,” Rivet said. “I mean, CO Waterman told me Nat’s got a master’s degree in computer engineering. I don’t think Sandy can even spell the word engineering. She also told me that Sandy’s not gonna be around much longer anyway.”

“What? Why?” Robin asked.

“Christian do-gooders worked out a deal with the court. She pleads guilty, the Christers buy Sandy for cheap, dry her out, give her a job, try to get her back on the straight-and-narrow. She said they do this a couple of times a month, always with non-violent offenders, especially druggies, especially white druggies. I think she’s leaving tomorrow.”

“Huh. Good for her, I guess,” Robin said. “Well, speak of the devil and she will appear.”

Magda turned to see Deputy Waterman walking toward them. “Hey Ramos, lawyer call,” she said.
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“You know, my mom’s name is Leticia,” Magda said.

“Yes, I know,” the woman told her from the video screen. “Your grandparents have excellent taste in names,” she said, smiling.

Magda smiled back. Leticia Figueroa was the attorney Larousse had recommended she contact, and she was not at all what Magda expected. A light-skinned Latina of the tall, chubby, big-boobed variety, her dark hair pulled back in a tight bun, she wore a smart suit and a very expensive watch. Behind her desk was not the cliché book case of leather-bound volumes, but a window with a view of downtown Dallas.

"I’ve talked to Mr. Hernandez and I’m caught up with your case. He hasn’t told you yet, but the government just floated a plea deal. The gist of it is that you plead guilty to the lesser charge of malicious endangerment, the government drops the rest, they waive sale at auction and instead send you to a government-owned single-sex textile factory on Guam. You’d spend three years making uniforms for the army.”

Magda sat, staring at the screen, speechless.

“What about all the things I told him about? And the stuff Alina dug up? I thought-”

“Let me stop you there,” she said, holding up a hand. “I’m not necessarily recommending you take this deal, but I wanted you to know that it’s on the table. As for advice? I’ve worked on a number of federal cases not unlike this, and it’s been my experience that this is a sign that the government does not want a trial. This is their idea of a sweet deal, believe it or not. Which means you should either counteroffer, or call their bluff and press ahead with the trial.”

“Why would I make a counter offer?” Magda asked. “If they don’t want to go to trial it’s because they think they’ll lose, right?”

“Mmm, perhaps. But it could also be something else. In this case I suspect it’s because they don’t want the publicity. The best way to do that is to shut you up, and the best way to do that is to send you somewhere remote that they control. Let me show you something.”

Ms. Figueroa tapped on something off-screen, and a silent black-and-white video appeared on the bottom of the screen. It appeared to show a slave pen from above, with a number of naked females huddled together at one end. In the center a white girl was writhing on the ground and apparently screaming. A pair of slave wranglers entered and attempted to restrain her. Magda could see the girl’s mouth forming the words “FUCK ME” over and over as she pawed at the wrangler’s pants. A third wrangler appeared and they flipped her on her front, trying to bind her arms. The girl got her knees underneath her and lifted her pelvis in the air.

Figueroa stopped the video. “Look familiar?”

Mouth hanging open, Magda looked from the video to the lawyer and back. “What does this mean?”

“Miles told me you’re pretty sharp so I imagine you’ve already pieced it together. Nonetheless, I’ll spell it out to make sure we’re on the same page.”

“Some news,” Magda said as she entered her cell. Robin and Natalie lay in their bunks, reading.

“Do tell,” Robin said.

“Need me to leave?” Natalie asked.

“Nah, you’re fine,” Magda said, and sat down on her bunk. “Looks like I might be screwed.”

“What?” Natalie said. “When you laid it out for me, it sounded like you have a pretty good case!”

“What happened?” Robin asked.

“Looks like the feds want me to disappear. Like, to the other side of the world. I’ve got a pretty good idea why, but damn…”

“Know too much?” Robin said, one eyebrow arched.

“I know you’re kidding, but in my case it’s actually true. The long and the short of it is that there’s this drug company experimenting on unsuspecting women, mostly poor, testing a drug that is supposed to make us both submissive and horny at the same time whether we like it or not. The problem is that it doesn’t always work, or doesn’t always work the same way, or works differently on different people, I’m not sure which. Maybe all of the above.”

“Like how?” Natalie asked, sitting cross-legged on her top bunk.

“Most of the time it just makes your brain muddy. In stressful situations, it can lead to delusional thinking. In some of us, when our fight-or-flight response is triggered, we can get a weird combination of psychosis and hypersexuality. That’s what happened to me, and I’m not the only one.”

Natalie looked down at Robin, who looked back up at her and then at Magda. “So why does the government care?” Robin asked.

“Because the company is a defense contractor. The feds, maybe even the Pentagon, are funding it. Obviously it’s for the slave trade. I don’t know why they’re doing this in secret, or why they don’t just use convict slaves for testing.”

“I can think of a few reasons,” Natalie said. "Pharmaceutical companies can’t legally own slaves, or test on slaves, that’s the big one. They’re trying to change the law, but so far no luck. When it comes to slave treatment, there appear to be limits on what the public will stomach. At least for now. Another reason could be that having an unethical piece of shit psychiatrist like yours just give it to random patients is a pretty good real-world test. It’s also probably cheaper, which is important for a start-up company. Testing even on rented slaves is very expensive, and if one of them develops psychosis? Forget ever getting insured again.

“As for secrecy,” Natalie continued, hopping down off her bunk, “part of it is that the government has a track record. Look at stuff like the Tuskegee Syphilis Experiment or MKUltra. They just don’t like explaining themselves to us peons. But I think the big reason is that if it got out that they were making a drug that turns people into tranquil slaves, lots of people would flip out. This slavery stuff is not nearly as popular as they say–”

Natalie clamped her mouth shut and turned away, folding her arms over her chest. Magda and Robin, eyebrows raised, regarded her.

“Wow,” Magda said. “Just wow.”

“You do a pretty good impression of a dedicated Browner,” Robin said. “Maybe dial back the passion a little bit, or someone might take you seriously.” She glanced meaningfully at the ceiling.

“I just pay attention to this stuff is all,” Natalie said, suddenly wheezing. She steadied herself on the side of the bunk. Her arms started shaking.

Magda jumped up. “You okay?”

“No,” Natalie said between gasps. “Help.”
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COMMON TRIGGER


Magda walked into the infirmary and waved to Thomas. “How’s our patient?” she asked.

“She’s doing well,” he said. “You here to escort her?”

“If she’s up to it. What do you think happened, anyway?”

“The most common trigger for an asthma attack in a place like this is anxiety,” Thomas said. “Usually all someone needs is to take a shot from their inhaler and sit still for a bit. In her case I think she’s been avoiding coming to the infirmary, so the problem compounded. Keeping her overnight was just a precaution so I could put a monitor on her breathing. But she appears to be okay now.” He looked at Magda and smiled. “Thank you for bringing her in last night. And your big friend, too.”

“Hey Magda!” Natalie called weakly from the far bed. She was huddled under the blanket, wearing an orange sweatshirt and a knit cap with her hair pushed up under it. Her glasses were missing. She looked miserable.

“There she is. Thought I’d take you out and buy you breakfast.”

Natalie laughed. “Thanks, but I’m not up for it. Catch me next time.”

“You sure?” Magda asked, one eyebrow raised.

“Yeah. I appreciate it though.”

An hour or so later, Magda walked back into the infirmary. No sign of Thomas, who was due to go off-shift in a few hours. Probably doing paperwork, she thought, I’ll just look in on Nat real quick.

Natalie was just like Magda had left her, bundled up in the infirmary bed, but now she was napping. Magda reached under her shirt and pulled out a foil-wrapped bar. “I know you like these cinnamon ones,” she whispered, “and they finally got some more in so I swiped one for you. I’ll just set it here.” She reached across the bed to set it on Natalie’s pillow. The sleeping girl’s arm peeked out from under the covers.

It had a rabbit tattoo on it. Colored. Like the rabbit from Alice in Wonderland.

“Fuck me,” Magda said.
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CONTINGENCY


“Magda? What are you doing back?” Thomas asked from the office doorway.

“Sightseeing,” she said, pointing at Natalie’s forearm.

“Ah.”

“‘Ah’ my fat ass. Is this what I think it is?”

“Um, let’s go into my office and talk,” Thomas said.

“Thomas?” Natalie said, sounding groggy. “What’s going on?” She pulled the sweatshirt sleeve down over her forearm.

“Bit late for that, Nat,” Magda said. “How’d the hair turn out?”

Natalie looked at Thomas, who gave a surprised look and shook his head. She looked at Magda, her gaze level and steady.

“You tell me.” She pulled up part of the cap. Magda saw that her hair was still blonde, but lightened. She also noticed that her eyes were no longer blue, but brown.

“You know, my optometrist always told me you should never sleep with your contact lenses in,” Magda said.

“What do you want, Magda?” Natalie growled. The shy, reserved college student had disappeared as completely as the blue in her eyes. Whatever took its place looked harder.

“No part of this, I think,” she replied. “But it’s clear that you made a deal with Sandy and are going to take her place on her release today. Are you even a real asthmatic?”

“What I am,” Natalie said, her voice strong, “Is a woman who tomorrow morning will be handed over to DHS goons for a one-way trip to a torture prison. I can’t let that happen. So name your price already.”

“Zero. With what I’m facing, you think I’m on their side? I’m sure as hell not a snitch, and I’m not dumb enough to trust any deal the government gives me. We’re cool.” Magda looked at Thomas. “You too?”

He nodded. “Got planted here as a contingency four months ago. You know, just in case we needed someone inside to help someone else get outside.”

Magda looked back at Natalie. “I can see the play. Lucky break there was someone in here who resembles you and you could also bribe, huh?”

Natalie nodded. “We were going to get one of ours arrested and put here instead, but we got wind of the transfer and had to move up the timeline. We had to take the chance. A lot of people’s lives are counting on me not cracking under pressure.”

“I think you’re gonna make it,” Magda said, and smiled at Natalie. “Good luck, chica.” She gripped Natalie’s shoulder and squeezed. Natalie put her hand on top of Magda’s and returned her smile.

“About that,” Thomas said. Moving closely to the side of the bed, he held up a jail-issued data tablet. “We have a little problem. The regular check-out escort called in sick. Now it’s Waterman.”

“Shit,” Natalie said. “She knows Sandy by sight. Does she know her well enough to see that I’m not her?” Thomas spread his hands in a helpless gesture.

“Hey, I’m here,” a female voice called out from the infirmary entrance. It was Sandy, wearing badly wrinkled street clothes. “You all ready to swap? I got everything signed already.”

Magda heard Alina’s voice in her head. Courage, I get that from you, you know.

“Thomas, get ready,” Magda said, then strode quickly over to Sandy and took her hand. “Come on, I got an idea,” she said.

“What?” Sandy snatched her hand out of Magda’s grip. “Let go of me you skank!” Sandy shouted.

“I wasn’t asking, I was telling,” Magda said. She grabbed Sandy again, one hand on her wrist and the other just above her elbow, and pushed her out of the infirmary.

“What the hell do you think you’re doing?!” Sandy yelled. “Let go of me, you’re gonna-”

“HEY,” Magda shouted. Momentarily shocked, Sandy twisted her neck to look at her. “I gotta know,” she continued in a conversational tone, “Why is it you don’t like me?”

“I don’t need a reason,” Sandy replied. “I think you’re a stuck-up whore. And you’re hurting me!”

“Sorry about that,” Magda said as she hustled them into the common area. “Believe it or not, I’m also sorry for what’s coming next.”

With a shove she spun Sandy away from her. Sandy got her footing and steadied herself, turning to face Magda.

“FUCK YOU!” she screamed at the top of her lungs.

Magda punched her, hard, right underneath her left eye. Sandy staggered backwards into some plastic chairs.

“Yeah,” Magda said, “fuck me.”
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GTFO


Being in solitary really didn’t bother Magda.

Besides, it wasn’t like solitary confinement in the movies. She was put in one of the Segregation Unit cells, the ones she used to mop out. Each one was furnished like the cell she’d left, but single-occupancy and without her personal stuff. They didn’t turn off the lights during the day. They didn’t even put her on bread and water. She got her regular chow hall meals delivered. It was boring, but it was quiet.

She thought back to the events that landed her in there. She had given Sandy a pretty decent working-over before the guards jumped them. Sandy’s face swelled up like a giant bee sting, and she was carried to the infirmary. Everybody in the jail knew about the fight, so it wasn’t surprising to anyone when Sandy showed up for her transfer with her face covered in bandages. Deputy Waterman, a kind woman who has no business being a jail guard, clucked sympathetically at Sandy as she helped her into the transport ambulance. Sandy didn't respond.

Of course the real Sandy was discovered some time later. She was lying in an infirmary bed, unconscious from a strong sedative. After fixing up the other “Sandy” Thomas the medic had departed at his normal shift end. He hasn’t been seen since.

The switch was discovered that afternoon after the new infirmary staff clocked in. A full-scale search took place in the jail and the surrounding area, but to no one’s surprise it didn’t locate Natalie.

They eventually found the transport ambulance, abandoned in a highway rest area outside of town. No sign of Natalie, the driver, or the “Christian do-gooder” who had taken custody of the fake “Sandy.”

Following the jail’s rules, Magda had been tossed into Seg. Leticia told her that state assault charges were added to her case, but it didn’t really matter since the feds were now going to throw the book at her.

If the jail deputies were pissed at her, the feds were apoplectic with fury. The DHS thugs who arrived to whisk Natalie off to the ‘torture prison’ ended up interviewing Magda instead. They had done so in a room with no video cameras or microphones, a fact they told her repeatedly. Hoping it would scare me, she guessed. The ‘interview’ itself was unpleasant, but was more like rough handling than an actual beating. It didn’t leave any lasting marks or injuries. She’d had worse in her one season on the lacrosse squad. Magda played dumb, telling them that she had a beef with Sandy. The skinny white girl said something to her. Magda had snapped. That’s all there was to it. She didn’t know anything about anything else.

Nobody believed her. It was right after the interview that the US attorney had withdrawn Magda’s plea deal offer.

Leticia told her the feds had decided that she was a JBS sympathizer if not an outright member. They were holding her original charges over her head to get her to talk. If she didn’t cooperate they would probably add national security offenses as well.

But Leticia thought she could beat the nat-sec stuff. After all, Magda had beaten a slaver into unconsciousness and had fought a cop so hard he had to get help from the staff at a slave market. There was a pattern. Plus Magda’s cellmate told the investigators that Sandy had a long standing dislike of Magda, and plenty of people knew it. The average person believed that JBS’ powers were almost magical, so it would be easy to convince a jury that they had merely taken advantage of the situation to get Natalie out.

Magda wasn’t worried about the trial. She was worried that DHS would be back any day to transfer her to a torture prison in Florida, just like they planned to do to Natalie. There was no evidence at all that Magda had known Natalie or Thomas before being arrested, and only an idiot would believe that Magda had staged her sister’s near-enslavement just to get placed inside the jail. Unfortunately the DHS was full of idiots. Vicious, brutal idiots, but idiots all the same.

That’s how she found herself in the back of an armored vehicle being driven to the airport. The fat bastard DHS agent who was apparently in charge had told her where they were going and what would happen once they got there. He snarled at her through his mask, telling her that she would be stripped naked, tied down, and her every orifice used by every member of his nine-man transport team at least twice, and that was before any interrogation would begin. Then it would get worse.

Magda remained calm, but inside she was secretly terrified. She was shackled hand and foot, wearing a restraining belt and a heavy shock collar, gagged, with a hood over her head. She knew she was sitting on a bench, her belt chained to the wall of the vehicle, shoulder straps holding her upright. At least one agent was sitting in there with her, probably on the bench across from her.

This is some Hannibal Lecter-level shit, she told herself, so they must be trying to frighten me. That fat asshole was lying, I’m a free woman no matter what they say, I haven’t been convicted of anything, and if they hurt me Leticia will eat them alive.

At least, I hope so.

The next thing she knew, there was a loud noise and the vehicle tipped over on its side, the impact rattling Magda’s teeth. Someone had fallen on her. He scrambled for the front, shouting about gas. Gas? GAS! Did the accident pierce the fuel tank? Oh god, they weren’t going to leave her there to burn, were they?

Then she heard gunshots and shouting. She smelled a sharp, painful odor. Then she felt a wrenching metallic groan when the back door was pulled open. The chains and straps slackened, and someone pulled off her hood.

A person wearing a black jumpsuit and a ninja mask finished unlocking her hands. She pulled the gag out of her mouth. The person slapped a gas mask on her face, placed Magda’s hand on it to hold it in place, then took her other hand and led her outside.

She looked behind her at the vehicle lying on its side. It wasn’t an armored vehicle at all, it was a rental truck with some wooden benches inside. Smoke rose from the engine. The highway was eerily silent, she saw no cars in either direction.

A hand on her shoulder brought her attention back to the black-clad figure in front of her.

“Are you okay?”

Magda dropped the gas mask.

“Oh my god!” she said, before the hand placed a finger over her lips.

“These guys are always wired,” Thomas whispered to her. She looked around and saw several DHS goons lying face-down in the grass on the shoulder of the roadway. A pair of ninja-masked gunmen kept watch over them.

“I’m okay,” she answered. “I was strapped in, so I wasn’t thrown around.”

“Come on, we’re on a tight schedule.” He took her hand and they slid down the embankment to the frontage road, then jogged toward an overpass fifty or sixty yards away.

“They always try the decoy thing,” he said as they moved, “And it never works. I guess that's what you get when you hire guys who couldn't pass a police exam." He laughed. "We were watching them the whole time. They had a big convoy headed straight from the jail to the airport, lights and sirens, the whole nine yards. But after it left they sneaked you out in a U-Haulit, taking surface streets to the highway.” He glanced at her. “For what it’s worth, nobody got hurt other than breathing in some tear gas. None of them were willing to die just to get you to Florida.”

“But… but why?” Magda asked.

“Why did we do it? Why now? Why you?” Thomas laughed. “We owed you one. Natalie will answer all your questions later." They reached the underpass. "Here’s your ride.”

It was a huge motorcycle, a chopper Magda knew it was called, with long handle bars that curled backwards. The high back seat was adorned with a striking airbrush painting of the Grim Reaper riding a similar motorcycle. Well, the Grim Reaper if he somehow possessed massive breasts.

The rider dismounted and pulled off her helmet. Her wide mouth broke out in a toothy grin.

“Mags!” Rivet shouted.

The two women embraced, Magda leaning backward, leveraging Rivet off her feet. They both laughed.

“How long have you been out?” Magda asked.

“Got out the day after you clobbered Sandy,” Rivet replied. “She’s okay, by the way. Pissed, but okay. The real do-gooders showed up the next day and adopted her or whatever. But yeah, the prosecutor told me to GTFO, said charging me wasn’t worth the paperwork, like I should be offended or something. They let Robin go a few days later. Which reminds me…” She retrieved a bundle from the bike’s saddlebags.

“Here’s you a change of clothes, and I got a helmet for you too. Don’t normally wear 'em myself, but they do hide your face pretty well. Now get dressed quick, we’re gonna run for the border!”

“The border?” Magda looked back at Thomas, who had raised his mask and was smiling at her.

“Yeah, we got a place down in Tampico where we can wait out the heat,” Rivet said. “It’s nice, right on the beach. Great old city, Tampico, a lot like New Orleans. Robin said you’ll love it there, she can’t wait to show you around.”

“Okay, I gotta go before HPD gets here,” Thomas said, starting to replace his mask. Before he could, Magda stood on her toes, put her arms around his neck, and kissed him on the cheek. Thomas grinned bashfully. He nodded at her, pulled down his mask, turned and jogged back towards his comrades, turning once to wave to her.

“I always liked him,” Rivet said. “Easy on the eyes, too.”

Magda looked through the clothing bundle. Jeans, t-shirt, flannel shirt, socks, motorcycle boots, all the right size. Tucked inside the boots was a pair of gloves. She tried them on and they fit great. “How did you know what sizes I wear?”

“Robin said you’d ask,” Rivet replied, “and she said to tell you, ‘That’s why it’s called organized crime.’”
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