

Tracey opened her eyes and yawned, God knew how long she’d been asleep for but the scenery outside the car hand,’t changed at all, they were still on I95 in South Carolina driving down to Florida, Daytona Bridge to be precise.

There was four of them altogether in the rental car, Tracey, Emily, Mary and Sandra, they were all in their twenties and worked together as student nurses and had talked about going on holiday together for ages and now here they were.

They were an attractive looking group and this had caused a few problems once they landed in America, the customs officers had taken and unhealthy interest in them, so unhealthy that all four of them had been taken to a private room and strip searched!

They had all been extremely embarrassed but didn’t complain, it was probably best not too as it would only land them in more trouble, there were parts of America, quite large parts, where legalized slavery had been reintroduced and Tracey wasn’t sure if this was one of those parts.

Needless to say nothing was found on the girls, despite all the probing, and they were all allowed to dress and go on their way. Tracey strongly suspected that the officers knew they wouldn’t find anything on them, they just wanted their bit of fun.

Collecting the rental car had been a bit of a problem as well, they’d booked and paid for it already but the girl on the desk couldn’t find their booking and refused to give them a car unless they paid for it again. For the weeks rental it wasn’t cheap but what choice did they have so they paid again, severely depleting their holiday money, once again Tracey thought they were just taking advantage of the naive English tourists.

It was all sorted now though and they could put it all behind them as they set off to enjoy their holiday.

It wasn’t fun though, it was a long drive from Charlotte to Daytona Bridge, the scenery, what there was of it, soon became boring and it was stifling hot in the car, the AC didn’t even work.

Despite all this they were excited, none of them had ever been to America before, it was all new to them, Sandra had agreed to drive and she was doing a good job, Tracey couldn’t of done it, driving on the wrong side of the road.

They mainly stayed on the interstate but occasionally made detours when they needed something to eat or drink or go to the bathroom.

The girls weren’t wearing very much because of the heat and what they were wearing was pretty skimpy so they drew a lot of attention from the locals when they stopped at small towns, largely unwanted attention.

Tracey knew by now that they were in slave country, mostly because on the last small town they’d driven through they’d passed two shops proudly advertising the fact that they sold fresh pussy of all colors and sizes.

She’d pointed them out to the others and they’d all had a good giggle about it, Sandra had even wanted to stop and go in to see what they had available but the others persuaded her not to and explained the obvious dangers, they might end up as stock!

Apart from the pussy shops each small town was pretty depressing and dirty looking, the diners they went into were clean enough but usually the towns had a dingy look about them, as if they were just waiting to die.

They went into one small town and found a diner and sat at a table and ordered drinks, the place seemed to be full of redneck types who obviously were all eyeing up the four English girls.

Tracey couldn’t wait to leave but Mary said she was going to the bathroom and disappeared, she was gone a good ten minutes, which was unusual for her and Tracey got up and went looking for her in case anything had happened.

As she approached the bathroom at the back of the building she could hear a girl crying and whimpering and fearing the worst she pushed the bathroom door open and was greeted with the sight of a completely naked Mary being raped at both ends by two rough looking guys.

Tracey was shocked, not only was Mary naked but there was no sign of her clothes, the two men must of ripped them off and thrown them somewhere. Mary was obviously in distress and looked directly at Tracey, pleading for help.

The two men didn’t seem that bothered that they’d been caught in the act and just grinned wickedly at her.

Tracey was all of five foot two and these men were over six foot but regardless she rushed forward and grabbed Mary and pulled her out of the bathroom. Luckily the men didn’t follow her but she still had to pull the crying and naked Mary through the busy diner and take her outside and throw her into the car where they were joined by their two startled friends.

Quite a few people say the crying and naked Mary walk through the diner but Sandra was on the ball and drove away as quickly as she could, they were desperate to leave the town and luckily nobody appeared to follow them.

Once safely back on the interstate they could relax a bit more and the story came out, apparently the two men had followed Mary determined to have some fun with her and as Tracey had guessed they’d ripped her clothes off and thrown them away somewhere and proceeded to rape her.

God knows what else they would of done if Tracey hadn’t rescued her when she did, maybe get more men involved?

Needless to say Mary was still upset about it and was crying to herself while Tracey sat beside her trying to console her.

The fact that Mary was still naked was slightly embarrassing as well, she’d seen her naked before but not in such an intimate area as the back of a car.

Tracey did notice that she had a thin trail of cum running down her left breast and in an effort to help her she ran her finger down Mary’s breast to collect the cum.

She hadn’t really thought about it but now she had a finger dripping with cum and nowhere to wipe it, she couldn’t wipe it on the inside of the brand new rental car and she didn’t want to wipe it on her clothes so she did the only thing she could, she sucked it!

The two girls in the front didn’t notice thank God, all they wanted to do was stop somewhere and ring the police, something Mary begged them not to do, she wanted to get as far away from the town as possible.

Thank God for Sandra who kept a steady head amongst all the drama and she managed to drive perfectly, keeping to the speed limits and driving on the correct side of the road etc.

Maybe not quite perfectly enough though as they suddenly heard a siren behind them, they were being pulled over by the police.

They came to a stop and watched in the mirrors as a pretty policewoman approached their car and looked in at them.

She explained that she’d pulled them over because someone had reported a disturbance at the diner they’d just left. As she lent into the car Tracey couldn’t help but notice that the policewoman was very busty and that was only emphasized by her very tight shirt, her big boobs were almost bursting out of it!

It seemed a perfect time to report the rape and they started to but the policewoman was having none of it and cut them off,

“I’m not really interested in all that stuff,” she said, “Just go on your way, this is slave country and someone would hit the jackpot if he got hold of you four girls, especially as one of you is naked already, slavery is guaranteed.”

Tracey was shocked that the policewoman wasn’t concerned about the allegations of rape at all, she was also very worried about the threat of slavery, the original plan of getting as far away from here as possible seemed like a good one.

“Get yourself going, the next time your stopped you might not be so lucky.”

They didn’t really feel lucky that moment but they drove off as fast as they dared.

One of the reasons they’d stopped at the diner in the first place was not only to get a drink for themselves, the car needed one too, lovely petrol.

They hadn’t managed to fill the car up before all the ruckus started and that came back to haunt them five miles down the road when the car started spluttering and then died altogether!

They pulled over on the side of the road lamenting their predicament, at least they’d managed to get a simple dress on Mary by now. They just sat there wondering what to do, there was absolutely nothing around them, neither of them had a working mobile phone and nobody fancied walking to the nearest petrol station, wherever that may be, no they would just have to sit there and play the damsels in distress and hope somebody would come to their rescue.

After half an hour a rusty old beat up truck stopped and the driver, a middle aged man, got out and asked them what the trouble was.

They explained that they’d run out of petrol etc. and he told them he didn’t have any spare but he could drive them to his house a mile up the road where he had a telephone and they could call for assistance there.

Although he was being helpful Tracey didn’t like the guy, he was looking them up and down as if he were sizing them up, in short he was creepy.

What choice did they have though so they all climbed into the back of his truck and it set off down the bleak highway until it turned off into a small dirt road, this was a mile long and they were well out of sight of the main road when they finally stopped outside what looked like a run down farm.

It didn’t look too inviting but they all got off the truck and followed him into the main building where they all  sat at the kitchen table and he offered them a glass of lemonade.

That was more or less the last thing she remembered, she remembered sitting there and feeling a bit queasy and also very very tired but that’s all, when she woke up something seemed wrong, her arms were held tightly above her head and she couldn’t move them, she was naked and as she looked around she saw that Sandra and Emily were beside her in the same position.

They were tied to what looked like a large metal A frame, there were wheels on each corner of the frame but no matter how much she struggled the frame wouldn’t move, the wheels must have been locked into position.

Her initial reaction was to scream but she couldn’t as she realized that she had a large ball gag pushed into her mouth, making speech impossible and any other noises she might of made were greatly reduced.

Not only were her arms stretched tightly above her but she was also standing on tip toes, her whole body stretched as taunt as possible.

God knows how long they’d been like this and she suddenly realized that there was no sign of Mary, she didn’t know where she was but she certainly wasn’t strung up with them.

She was still woozy from the drug she’d undoubtedly received but even she realized she was in trouble, all four of them were.

There was no clock in sight so she had no idea how long she was hung there, all she did know was that she was stretched so tight that she was aching all over.

The door to the barn like structure they were in suddenly opened and the man who’d driven them there stepped inside and grinned as he stood in front of them, his catch of the day.

“Well well my little beauties how are you coping.” he laughed.

There were three muffled screams and lots of pointless struggling going on, all to no avail of course, they were all standing on tip toes so they didn’t want to lose their precious balance.

“Just got to get some buyers in now, shouldn’t be a problem.” he laughed again and he ran his hands up and down their bodies, squeezing and prodding. He wasn’t doing it in a particularly sexual way, it was more like he was sizing them up like he would an animal he wanted to sell.

He then furthered their humiliation even further by taking pictures of them, obviously they were powerless to stop him and he took quite a few of the group and each individual girl as well.

“Got to advertise what I’ve got for sale.” he chuckled.

This couldn’t be true could it, girls couldn’t be sold as produce could they? The trouble was she knew they could, at least in this part of the country, the policewoman had confirmed it, and if they were sold what would happen to them then!

Once he’d finished taking photos he left the building, once again she couldn’t see a clock anywhere so she had no idea how long he was gone for but it seemed like a long time.

This time when he came back he wasn’t alone, he had the pretty policewoman who’d stopped them earlier with him.

On seeing the three tied and naked girls before her she giggled, at first Tracey had thought they’d been saved but now she wasn’t so sure!

“Got yourself a nice little bunch there Hank, college girls?” she laughed.

“No not this time,” he shrugged, “they’re English, already burnt their clothes and passports.”

“Good, “she giggled again, “the college has been moaning that your taking too many girls, we don’t want an international incident on our hands do we, wheres their car I’ll get rid of it for you.”

Hank told her and she promised to move it, probably get it crushed at a scrap metal dealers. Tracey’s hopes of being saved had sunk dramatically by now and what was said next sunk them even lower.

“I think I stopped these four an hour or so ago but there were four of them?”

“Had to get rid of the other one,” he smiled, “she was creating too much noise and fuss.”

“Throw her down the well again?” the policewoman grinned.

He grinned back and nodded his head.

“That well must be almost full by now.”

“It’s a hundred feet deep and I’m only about half way full now, plenty of room for more pussy.” he laughed again.

The worrying thing was that the policewoman laughed with him!

The whole concept of a well full of dead girls was hard for Tracey to grasp, especially as one of those girls was Mary, she also couldn’t understand why Hank and the policewoman were laughing about it.

“Well anyway I came here because I saw your sign on the main road saying you had fresh pussy for sale, you can’t do that, your not a registered slave shop, you can sell it quietly but not by putting big signs on the road.” she grinned.

She was telling him off but only in a very gentle way and he didn’t seem concerned about it.

“It’s a pity you threw one away, you’d get a lot more for four of them.” she laughed.

“Would I?” he asked.

“Yes, mind you pussy is cheap right now.”

He seemed to think for a minute and then he laughed,

“Do you still have your bondage fantasies?”

Tracey had no idea how he knew about her fantasies but she blushed and agreed she did and he casually said,

“Why don’t you get those clothes off and I’ll string you up with the others then.”

Needless to say she wasn’t that keen on that idea but he kept on cajoling, daring, and even threatening her and Tracey could see her resolve weakening.

In the end she agreed to do it providing she was only hung up for a fairly short length of time and he wouldn’t sell her.

“Of course,” he smiled, “who’d want to buy a police girl and have fun abusing her.” he laughed sarcastically.

Tracey was screaming at her not to do it but of course it only came out as muffled shouts and she could only watch as the giggling policewoman started to take her clothes off.

She was wearing a full police uniform but it didn’t take long to get down to her underwear and a little shyly she took those off as well and stood there completely naked.

Hank laughed and called her a good girl and he positioned her under the A frame and pretty soon she was strung up and gagged like the others. Now she was naked you’d never know she was a policewoman, she was just another naked girl on display.

In theory she wasn’t going to be there that long but as she watched he picked up her discarded clothes and threw them into a lit brazier in the corner, burning them up.

It was pretty obvious that she was now just another captured pussy to be sold and there was nothing she could do about it, if she made too much of a scene she could well be thrown down the wishing well as well!

He took her gun and radio with him when he left, seemingly pleased with his little group of captured girls.

Once again she had no idea how long he was gone for and once again he wasn’t on his own when he returned, this time he had a middle aged man with him, who looked like a farmer.

His eyes lit up when he saw the four naked girls in front of him and both men laughed before Hank went into his sales pitch.

“All of the beauties and that one on the end is a policewoman, I’m sure you could have fun with her, make her suffer.” he chuckled.

The man stepped up to the policewoman and inspected her closely, she looked scared,

“I sure can, I got a speeding ticket last week and I’ve been dieing to pay someone back for that.”

“Well I’m sure I can do a good deal for you,” Hank laughed, “I can even possibly do you a special deal, buy one and get a discount on the second?”

The two men moved to the back of the barn to discuss business, it still seemed surreal to her that girls could be bought and sold like this at all, she’d know America was in favor of slavery, this area of the country particularly, but she’d never really had a concept of how it actually worked in real life till now.

There were rumors that the English government was keeping a close eye on America to see if slavery worked, if it did they would introduce it at home. That was still a way off but it was looking likely it would happen.

The two men returned, seemingly having done a deal and Tracey watched as the policewoman was unhooked and then led out of the barn by her pleased looking new owner, the last Tracey saw of her was her cute little bottom as she walked away.

Tracey had to admit that she felt little sympathy for the girl, she was there by her own stupidity and anyway at least she hadn’t been sold!

Hank went to the back of the barn and returned with a large hosepipe announcing that they were starting to smell a bit and that he was going to hose them down.

Tracey wasn’t looking forward to this but of course there was nothing she could do as he turned the water on and ice cold was sprayed all over them.

I don’t know if you’ve ever been hosed down with cold water but it’s not nice, The water jet was quite strong and that with the simple fact that it was freezing made it a real ordeal, it was practically painful.

He didn’t stop though until he was sure each girl was thoroughly soaked and then he simply turned the water off and left the barn again.

She still had no clue what the time was but it was starting to get dark and she was also getting hungry, neither of them had eaten since breakfast that day. He didn’t feed them though, he just left them hanging there all night in the dark

Apart from her position being precarious enough anyway she was also scared of the dark and hanging in a strange barn in the pitch black didn’t help that fear at all, especially in an old barn where things came to life in the dark, vermin etc.

That was the longest night of her life as she hung there thinking about her uncertain future. Would anybody even look for them? Work colleagues at the hospital knew where they were going but just that it involved America, they didn’t know where exactly, even the girls themselves had had no clear plan.

Would their colleagues even bother looking for them or just right them off as lost, they wouldn’t know where to start.

It seemed clear that they couldn’t expect any help from the local police, who might not be in on it but certainly weren’t worried about stopping this kind of thing, hell the policewoman had even know about the well and the missing college girls and done nothing about it.

She’d started the night standing on tip toes but she couldn’t maintain that position all night so by the time morning broke she was standing flat on her feet even though the extra inch of height was putting a tremendous strain on her arms.

Eventually sunlight did creep into the barn but it was a while before Hank appeared again. During the night they’d all peed and defecated where they stood, she hand’t wanted to do it of course but she’d had no choice.

The first thing Hank did  when he entered the barn was wrinkle his nose and say that they all needed another hosing down. The girls all screamed as much as they could into their gags, they knew what to expect now, but he just laughed and went and got the hose.

A minute later ice cold water was spraying all over them again, in some ways it was welcome, the smell was pretty bad, on the other hand it was cold water!

Satisfied he stopped and then announced,

“I better get you moved now, I’m not going to sell you if your hidden away in here am I.”

At first Tracey wasn’t sure what he meant but then he approached them and did something with the wheels of the frame and got behind it and pushed it out of the barn into the bright sunlight.

She didn’t know what time it was but it was hot already and would probably get worse. The frame couldn’t of been light with three girls hanging from it but it moved freely and he pushed it along without too much effort.

In some ways Tracey was glad to be out in the fresh air but she also felt more exposed, she’d been naked for twenty four hours now but she’d always been in the barn, now she was naked outside and she felt the embarrassment even more.

As I mentioned you couldn’t see the main road here but he pushed the frame, complete with swinging girls, half way down the drive towards it until he stopped in a position where they could be seen from the road.

You’d have to really look but they were visible.

“That should make sells easier.” he laughed and after locking the wheels again he simply sauntered back to the house leaving them all alone.

If she’d felt exposed before this was ten times worse, anybody driving past this place could see them, it wasn’t the busiest highway in the world but there was certainly cars and trucks driving by fairly regularly.

She noticed that twenty feet in front of her, so closer still to the road, was a large hand painted sign that announced that cheap pussy was for sale. That was so close to the road it was bound to be seen by every passing motorist, she regretted laughing at the pussy shops she’d seen in that town now.

She was starving by now and she guessed the other two were, he showed no signs of feeding them though, the only thing he did do was let them have a few sucks each on a water bottle which they needed, the sun was beating down on them now, then he went back to the house and simply left them there.

All they could do was hang there for all to see and she was sure a lot of people did see them as they drove past, as I say they weren’t right beside the road but they were close enough to be seen.

Although she was embarrassed to be naked like this in public it wasn’t the first time, for a start she’d had to strip naked at her interview at the hospital back home.

She’d had to do it in front of a panel of four, three men and a woman, and she had no idea what it had to do with the job, what difference did how good she looked naked have to do with how good of a nurse she was!

She’d spent most of that interview naked, they even took photos of her for the hospitals staff section of their website and she’d never felt comfortable once, she knew that girls having to undress at interviews was quite common nowdays, whatever kind of job they were going for, it was considered a perk for the management interviewing her, some even involved some kind of touching as well.

It was all part of the gradual degradation of young females, one that might eventually lead to legalized slavery, they were valued for their attractiveness only and God knew what happened to the fat ugly girls!

Mind you some of it was definitely self inflicted, girls were brought up now to be submissive, especially to men, although older woman were a force to be reckoned with as well. Basically if a man told you to do something you did it, no questions asked, no hesitation, even if you didn’t want to do it you did it anyway.

The girls were almost like slaves now anyway, it was just easier to do it that way and you never heard any girl complaining, on the whole they were quite happy to do as they were told.

There were a few exceptions of course, most girls wouldn’t jump off a cliff if told to, although it had happened before, and they wouldn’t do a murder simply because you told them to but overall everything else was acceptable.

Girls would also accept being punished by a man, if they had done something wrong or not, and some of the punishments could be quite severe, in fact a lot of the female patients at the hospital had been put there by a man. Again the girls just accepted his right to punish them and thought they must of deserved it somehow anyway.

The conditions at the hospital for females weren’t brilliant either, they were all crammed into small wards, usually twelve beds in a room designed for four, and far fewer nurses on duty to look after them.

Luckily Tracey always worked on the male wards where the rooms were much more spacious and if anything the men had too many nurses looking after them.

Liberties were often taken by the men, regardless of what they were in for they always seemed to find the energy to pat a bottom or slip a hand up a nurses skirt, mind you that wasn’t that hard now as the nurses uniform had been changed recently, their skirts now were super short and revealing, especially when they bent over which of course they had to do a lot.

Tracey and the others would just giggle and carry on with whatever they were doing when a patient groped them, after all it was his right to do that.

Occasionally things would go a bit further than a sly grope, especially when she had to give a bed bath, the man would invariably get an erection and she would find herself washing a very hard cock while the man smiled at her.

Of course it was usually fat old men but even so she had to act like she was excited by it all when in reality she often wasn’t. Sometimes they’d even cum while she was soaping down their cock and again she’d have to giggle and call them a naughty boy etc. while all the time she didn’t like it.

Sometimes they had a nice patient of course, still usually old and fat but nice, was grateful to the nurses for the way they were looking after him.

One such man was a Mr Chambers, he had his own private room, he was only in there for a broken ankle so he was bed bound but basically okay.

Because he was so nice all the nurses liked him and would happily tease him, his room had a private bathroom, not that he could use it as he was confined to bed, and the girls would often go in there for a shower.

The water in the nurses home was always cold and of course it was hot water in the hospital so it was a bit of a luxury for them.

It was more of a wet room than anything else, no actual cubicle, and if you left the door open he could see right in from his bed. So the girls, usually three at a time, would strip off and shower together knowing all the time that he was watching from just a few feet away.

They didn’t strip off in the bathroom either, that would of meant getting their clothes wet, they used to strip at the foot of his bed and then run naked into the bathroom where they showered.

Although it was a wet room it was still a little cramped on space once three girls where in there and there was a lot of squeezing together, boob pressed against boob etc.

In reality everyone won, the girls liked showing themselves off and Mr Chambers liked seeing them and of course at the very least they got a hot shower out of it.

Once they came out of the shower after drying themselves off they would come back into his room still naked and nobody was in a big rush to get dressed again, they would sit on his bed chatting and giggling while he watched them.

Occasionally while they were in the shower he would hide their clothes so when they came back into his room they couldn’t get dressed even if they wanted to.

There was no sexual activity as such, it was mostly just looking and the odd patted bottom but it was still good fun.

Once or twice two of the nude nurses would lay down on the bed beside him and the third nurse would take pictures, him smiling at the camera with his arms around two naked girls.

He even told them that he was goings to post the pics on Facebook so all his friends could see them and she was sure he probably did.

All the nurses did similar things with other patients but it was only teasing etc. no actual sex too place although one time after giving a patient a view of them showering Tracey and Emily had got a bit carried away and had ended up eating each others pussies while he’d watched and encouraged them, that was the exception though and not the rule.

Of course for every nice patient who they were happy to show themselves off to there were equally nasty ones.

Rough and rude and verbally abusive, although the nurses were there to look after these people they were never satisfied with the level of service they got and because of their attitude Tracey wasn’t inclined to give her best service anyway.

One rude man had even demanded a nurse sleep with him at night, she never had to do it but she was pretty sure he got his wish.

Despite this all the girls had enjoyed being nurses and look at them now, poor Mary had been thrown down a well like a piece of unwanted meat and the rest of them were hardly in a better position with an uncertain future ahead of them.

He’d given them a few sips of water earlier but that had soon worn off and the sun beat down on them mercilessly.

Occasionally a car would blow it’s horn when it drove by as the driver saw them but nobody stopped for the first couple of hours but then a car pulled into the drive way and parked right in front of the girls.

A middle aged woman got out and came up to the girls for a better look and as she did that Hank came out of the house and hurried up to them.

“A fine selection for you ma'am and very cheap too.”

The woman didn’t say anything, just continued with her examination of the merchandiser.

Eventually she looked at Hank and asked him how much this one was and as she said it she was pointing directly at Tracey.

“$20.00 and she’s got a great pair of tits on her.” Hank smiled.

“I noticed that,” the woman laughed, “$20 is a lot for some pussy though, can you do any better?”

Hank seemed to consider his options for a minute and then said,

“OK, how about $15 and that’s a great deal.”

$15 seemed remarkably cheap to Tracey but this time it was the woman's turn to think about it and then she smiled and said she’d have her. That wasn’t what Tracey had wanted to hear but it seemed the deal was done.

It could have been worse she supposed, she could have been sold to a man but then the woman crushed that hope by saying,

“You wait till I get her home, my Bert will love her.”

Hank untied her from the frame, a blessed relief after being tied with her arms stretched above her all the time, and he grabbed Tracey’s arms and started pulling her towards the woman's car.

“Put her in the trunk will you, might be awkward to explain otherwise.”

Tracey was still gagged so it was hard for her to complain aprt from her muffled screams, and before she knew it she was in the darkness of the trunk.

It was quite a bit trunk but even so it was very claustrophobic in there, I don’t know if you’ve ever been in the trunk of a car before but it’s pitch black and very uncomfortable, even more so when she started driving, you felt every bump in the road, she was sliding around whenever she went round even the gentlest bend and when she braked it was even worse.

On top of that she of course couldn’t see where they were going and they seemed to be driving for hours. All that Time Tracey was thinking of ways to escape, her hands weren’t tied anymore so in theory given the right moment there was nothing to stop her running away.

She knew that if she ended up in the clutches of Bert she’d probably not get another chance, it had to be now or never.

Eventually the car started driving on a gravel path and shortly after it came to a stop, she heard the woman get out and walk to the back of the car where she opened to trunk, making Tracey squint in the bright sunlight.

“Now just you wait there little lady, I want to see if Bert's in.” she said casually, it was obvious that she expected Tracey to do as she was told and maybe most American girls would stay there but when she walked away leaving the trunk lid open Tracey took the opportunity and climbed out of the trunk and started running.

Behind her she heard the woman shouting at her as soon as she saw what was going on but Tracey kept on running, her big boobs bouncing about alarmingly.

It was only when she’d run a hundred yards that she realized she was still in trouble, the landscape around her was as barren and flat as she’d ever seen, no cover anywhere, and she was of course still naked, an easy catch for somebody.

She had no clue where she was or what direction she was running in or even if she’d get any help if someone found her, maybe she’d be classed as a runaway slave.

She continued to run but for the first time she started to wonder if she’d done the right thing!
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