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Chapter One

The First Dream: Repossession

Dakota stood outside the front of the imposing mirrored-glass skyscraper and shivered a little bit, perhaps not entirely from the cold. A glance at the top was a bit dizzying even for a veteran New Yorker like Dakota, and she estimated that the 42nd floor must be near or at the top.

I’m supposed to be here, she thought, but why? She knew she had an appointment, and she knew it was extremely important. She had dressed nicely, in a knee-length black skirt and a short-sleeved off-white top that fit her form attractively, with black thigh-high hose. She had her long black hair tied simply back in a ponytail over respectable little gold earrings, but that’s how she usually had it.

For the life of her, she could not say what she was here for. But somehow, she knew, it was trouble.

Why did everyone seem to look at her like that as she walked in the door? As a pretty young woman of 26, Dakota was not unaccustomed to men checking her out. But there was something especially upsetting about the way the people walking in and out of the building ogled her, like they knew something about her that she didn’t.

She approached the security desk.

“I’m here to see the Creditor’s Protection Bureau,” she said, though where that came from she didn’t know.

One of the three guards, a plump African-American woman, smirked at the other two guards, who were Latino men. They smiled and nodded back to her with a chuckle.

“That would be floor 42, ma’am,” she said, with a mocking turn on the last word, like you might say to a very young child. “You just go right on up there. The express elevator to the top is the last on your right.”

Dakota ignored the chuckles behind her as she went to the elevator and waited. There was one other woman waiting there, a long-legged young blonde perhaps a few years younger than Dakota. Dakota wanted to ask her if she was going to the same place, and if she knew why they were going there, but when their eyes met, a blush came over the other girl and she looked at the ground, crossing her arms in front of her as if trying to protect something she had already lost.

The elevator went quickly to the top, ending with that slightly weightless feeling high-speed elevators give you. The door opened to a short white hall, with hardwood floors. At the end of the hall stood a modernist reception desk, with a glass top and a swooping curved metal front, like the command center of a starship.

Ahead of Dakota, the young woman’s shoes clacked slightly on the floor as they walked down the hall. The blonde seemed to know where to go, turning to the left, but Dakota advanced to the desk, and tried to engage the attention of the bored-looking receptionist behind it.

The receptionist, a gum-chewing middle-aged woman with glasses, was looking at a computer screen with boredom, clicking away with her mouse. Dakota thought she saw a game of computer solitaire reflected in her glasses. After Dakota stood for a moment and got no attention, she cleared her throat, then spoke.

“Excuse me, my name is Dakota England, and I have an appointment but I’m not sure...”

Finally, the receptionist turned her annoyed gaze to Dakota, giving her a look that made her feel about two feet tall.

“You’re supposed to stand over there in line, with the other girls,” said the receptionist. “When it’s your turn they’ll call you in.”

Dakota looked in the direction the secretary was waving. Off to the left of the desk was a sterile-looking waiting area, with no chairs. About ten pretty young women, ranging in age from perhaps eighteen or nineteen to their late twenties, stood in line, with the woman Dakota had boarded the elevator with last. Some were dressed like college students, in jeans and sweatshirts, while others were dressed in business attire. They all looked frightened and distracted. A couple were quietly weeping, tears streaming down their face. A stern-looking security guard stood at their side, keeping them in line.

“But could you tell me why I am...”

“I can’t help you with that. You’re the person who got yourself into this situation. Just shut up, get in line, and they’ll deal with you when they’re ready.”

Dakota flushed with anger and humiliation. She was not used to being spoken to in such a dismissive way. She felt like a naughty high school student (which she had never been) going to see the principal. Normally, she would have reacted with anger to this rude treatment, and lashed out at the rude secretary. But for some reason she felt she was in no position to say anything.

Dakota walked over and got behind the woman from the elevator, and tried to stand as if she was doing this by choice. But there was no dignity to be had in the situation. The women were all waiting helplessly for a fate they had no control over.

The door swung open, and another security guard, a tall square-jawed woman, yelled out “next!” The curvaceous, freckled redhead jumped slightly at his tone, and paused in front of the door as if trying to find a way not to go in there. But the guard who had been looking over the line, a short, strong, nasty-looking brute with balding hair, barked at her.

“Let’s go! Do you think this is the dentist’s office or something?”

The redhead advanced through the door, her hands clasped tightly in front of her. The door slammed hard. 

Whatever was happening behind that door did not happen quickly, and it took a very long time, fifteen or twenty minutes, before they called the next girl in. Dakota wished she had something to read, though she doubted the guard would let her.

Meanwhile, boredom and fear battled it out in her consciousness. Underlying it all was impatience with herself. Why am I standing here, letting them treat me like this? she thought. Why don’t I just walk the hell out of here? 

But even the thought of leaving caused her heart to race in terror, and she knew that she would not have the courage. Suddenly she understood why the other women were crying, though she forced herself not to.

When they finally called the woman in front of Dakota, she burst out crying.

“Please don’t make me go in there. I’m sorry. Give me another chance.”

Dakota felt an incredible anger at the girl. She wanted to slap her, and tell her to shut up, that her little fit wasn’t doing anyone any good. She wanted to tell her to shut up and do what they said, so everyone could just get on with what they were doing.

But why am I feeling more anger towards her, thought Dakota, than the people who are doing this to us?

As Dakota stood in front of the thick, heavy door, her mouth was dry and her palms grew sweaty and cold. She stared at it, as if she could somehow see through, get a sense of what was going to happen on the other side, but it rejected her stare coldly.

Finally, the door opened a bit, and the stern-looking female guard looked out the door.

“Next! C’mon, we don’t have all day.”

Dakota took a deep breath, and walked in, trying to summon all of her confidence. Somehow she expected to face someone older, more authoritative. Instead, behind a classic wooden desk in the oak-lined office sat a young man, perhaps two or three years younger than Dakota. Behind him stood a teenage boy, an intern holding a few files. In addition to the female guard who let her in, there was another guard, a plump Latino man.

There was another door in the back of the room, behind the man in the desk. There also was a rolling laundry hamper, with cloth sides. It was full of clothes, and for a moment, Dakota didn’t understand what it was doing there. Then she noticed that at the top of the pile of laundry was the flowered dress that the college girl in front of her had been wearing. On top of the dress lay her shoes, and a pair of underwear and a bra, which she must have had on. Her heart began racing faster as she thought she saw the clothes belonging to several other women in the basket.

The man at the desk was not looking at her. He was filling out papers on his desk, bringing down a heavy stamp on them every now and then.

Dakota cleared her throat.

“Um, my name is Dakota England and I was told to...”

The female guard interrupted her.

“Did he ask you a question?” she yelled.

“N-no...”

“Well, this is how it works from now on. Someone asks you a question, you answer it, fast. If no one asks you a question, you shut up and wait until someone does. Got it?”

Dakota nodded, terrified. She didn’t know what else to do, so she just stood there. She crossed one arm across her body and held the other arm, her purse resting from her dangling hand. She felt as if a spotlight was on her, because everyone in the room except the man at the desk was looking at her. She tried to look at the ground, as if nothing was happening.

Finally, he looked up, but he did not look at Dakota. He handed the intern some paperwork.

“Here’s the papers for 03B5568,” he said. “Make sure they mark her properly. And check her with her number again; the stupid twats always forget a few times. Make sure she gets five if she doesn’t know it.”

The intern nodded, and ran out the back door. From the briefly open door, Dakota heard disturbing noises: metal clanking together, a frightening buzz, and possibly the sound of a woman crying in pain.

“Now,” said the man at the desk, pulling out a new file, “what do we have here? Dakota England, 26, works as an ad salesperson, grew up in – ooh, East Hampton, a rich bitch. But not anymore, looks like the family business went under. Went to Barnard, English major...what do you think, Candace?”

He looked over his shoulder to the female guard, and she spoke.

“Well, face is okay, Ricky. Little pale round girl-next-door face. I bet she turns into a lobster if she’s out in the sun more than five minutes. Nice curvy little ass, from what I can tell of it so far. Tits aren’t huge, but you could do something with it.”

Ricky laughed.

“I swear to God, I have never met a dyke so into watermelons as you are. I think they have promise, if they keep their shape with the bra off. Nice little white peaches, a perfect handful.”

Dakota blushed from head to foot. How dare they talk about her like that? But Candace’s warning intimidated her, and she kept her mouth shut.

“Okay, Dakota,” said Ricky. “I’m going to ask you some routine questions, then we’re going to get on with business. Of course we both know the answers to these questions, but we have to be precise. Now, first of all, I show that you owe...eighty grand in student loans, and fifteen thousand more on credit cards?”

At least now Dakota knew what she was here about.

“Yes, I ran into some trouble after I got out of school. It took me awhile to get a decent job, but now...”

“Did that sound like an essay question?” yelled Candace? “Answer yes or no. It’s not rocket science.”

“I...I...yes.”

“And I show, let’s see, eight or nine missed payments in the last year or so, and more late payments than I can count on here. So I assume you can’t pay off $95,000 in the next few days or so?”

 “Please, Mr., um, Ricky, if you just give me a few weeks I can start making regular...”

“YES...OR...NO!” yelled Candace. “Are you deaf? Can you pay the money or not?”

“I...well...I...no, not right now.”

“What a surprise,” murmured Ricky, as he wrote something on the paper.

Everyone in the room chuckled except for Dakota. How could they find this funny? she wondered.

“Alright then,” said Ricky, speaking in the bored tone of a person reading a script he’d read a thousand times. “Dakota England, according to the Creditors’ Protection Act of last year, you have proved yourself incapable of managing your personal responsibility. Under that law, I am revoking your freedom and identity permanently, and remanding all responsibility for you to the Creditor’s Protection Bureau...”

“No!” cried Dakota. “Please, don’t do this. I swear with a little time I can pay off...:”

With that, Candace came marching around the desk, pulling out a long braided leather crop, about two inches wide with a small leather strap hanging off the end. She held it in front of Dakota’s face as she screamed at her.

“One...more...fucking...word out of you and I will whip you until your top layer of skin comes off. If you think I am fucking around, just open your mouth and try it. Now, are you going to shut the fuck up and listen to your statement of repossession, or are you going to have to do it hanging upside down as black and blue as a licorice blueberry sundae?”

Dakota closed her mouth, as tears began pouring down her face. They couldn’t do that, could they? They couldn’t whip her, beat her. But she dare not find out.

“Ahem,” continued Ricky, as if nothing had happened, “as I was saying, remanding all responsibility to the Creditor’s Protection Bureau, which will train you to serve and auction you and your possessions to pay for whatever part of the debt you owe.”

Dakota began shaking her head, too frightened to speak. This could not be happening, she thought, trembling all over. This must be a mistake. What did they mean, revoke her freedom and identity? 

In the next sentence, Ricky made clear exactly what that meant.

“According to the law, the woman named Dakota England is now legally deceased,” he said, and with the statement he brought down a heavy stamp on her file, which made a sound that struck Dakota to her soul. “A death certificate will be filed with the coroner’s office, and family and friends can schedule a service. Consequently, you will no longer be referred to by the name Dakota England. During your training, you will be referred to by your file number, TA1983. Do not make the mistake of considering that your name. As a slave in training, you technically have none. The person who purchases you may give you a name, or they may not, depending on what makes them happy. It’s important that you remember your file number. Can you please repeat it back for me?”

At being asked a question, the girl who was once known as Dakota was jolted out of the daze she had entered.

“My, um, the number? It was, um, T...A... um, I don’t know. I forgot.”

“Right. Candace, it’s a first-time, so put her down for three strokes with the crop later when we have time for forgetting.”

“Wait!” cried Dakota. “Don’t hurt me please. I didn’t know I had to...”

“Make it two more for talking out of turn, for five total, Candace. Now, girl, are you going to shut up and learn your file number or do we have to make Candace’s arm more tired than it already is?”

The new-born slave trembled all over. She had never in her life been hit, barring a light slap from a girl she was arguing with in high school. The thought of being struck with the crop was the most degrading thing she could think of. But, she realized, if she argued any more, it would just get worse.

“I...I’m sorry. Please, I won’t cause any more trouble.”

“The better way to put that is, ‘Yes, sir, I will obey.’ Every free person you speak to from now on will be called ‘sir’ or ‘ma’am,’ is that clear?”

“Y-yes, yes sir. I will obey.”

“That’s a step in the right direction,” said Ricky. “Now, repeat after me. T...A...1...9...8...3.”

Dakota repeated each number after him, and he had her state it again several times after that.

“Better,” he said. “Now, if you want some advice, the best thing you could do right now is forget everything else you ever learned in your life and remember that number. Because that’s the only thing that matters to you next time. The next time you don’t know it it’s going to be ten strokes, and then it just gets worse. Clear?”

“Yes sir. Yes, I swear I will remember it from now on, sir.”

“Good. Now, I’m going to need that purse you’re carrying, cunt.”

Hearing the word, Dakota’s gut clenched like it had taken a body blow. What was worse was the realization that he was not using it as an insult, but simply a description. That’s what I am now, she thought. A cunt, someone else’s cunt. Her hands trembled as she put the purse on her desk.

Ricky casually dumped the purse out on his desk, all her change and detritus of Dakota’s life spilling all over the glass. He and Candace began sorting through her belongings casually.

“Hmm, Mentos,” he said. “I would’ve guessed you were a Wrigley’s Spearmint girl. Let’s see, what’s in the wallet...17 dollars, plus about 387 cents in here, by my reckoning. I guess we can give this to the creditors, huh?”

A chuckle ran through the room.

“Ah, birth control pills. That’s convenient. Don’t worry, we’ll give you a shot for that. Unless your master wants you to have a kid, of course. Address book, uncapped thumb drive, pens, cell phone...no tampon. When’s your period usually come?”

Dakota’s cheeks reddened.

“In about two weeks,” she said, then remembered what she was supposed to say after a few seconds. “Two weeks, sir.”

Ricky held up her keys.

“Which one opens the house you live in?”

“The- the round silver one. The square gold one is the downstairs. Sir.”

“Any roommates?”

“I’m, um...”

“Oh, God, these ones are the worst,” said Ricky with a roll of his eyes after she was unable to finish the sentence. “Come on, spit it out.”

“I live with my...my fiancé. I’m engaged to, um, to be married in three weeks.”

Ricky sighed and leaned back with his eyes closed.

“These cunts are the dumbest...” he began, then opened his eyes and looked at her. “You’re not engaged. Dakota England was engaged, and she’s dead, remember? Her fiancé will be informed of what happened to her. Don’t worry about him. I’m sure he’ll find someone else.”

She felt herself spinning in place, as her life as she knew it was ripped away. Surely Daniel would not let this happen to her. But she had brought great embarrassment on him, having his fiancée repossessed like that. Even if he could afford to save her, she doubted he would.

Ricky sighed.

“Now for the part they always hate,” he said. “As I told you before, you must forfeit all possessions that belonged to Dakota England.”

The slavegirl looked at him blankly. What more could he take from her?

“But sir, I gave you my...”

“Your clothes, cunt. In the hamper there. Put the earrings and the watch on top, Candace will collect those.”

The girl who still thought of herself as Dakota looked around desperately for a door to a changing room.

“You want me to...here? Now?”

Ricky threw both hands up.

“You still don’t understand your situation, do you? You think a fuck slave gets a changing room? That little slit you’re hiding from us is as much our property as the panties over it. Now hurry up and get naked, because I’ve got seven more cunts to repossess and we all want to be out of here by five.”

The chattel’s knees shook, and it was all she could do to stay standing. As he spoke, new rivers of tears had begun down her cheeks, and as she nodded understanding they dripped on the shirt she would not long be wearing.

She started with her shoes because she could handle that. As she scooted her shoes off, she tried to forget she’d be taking everything else off afterward. She remembered buying the calf-high boots four months ago when she got a raise at work for her ad sales. The pride she had had then burned like a hole in her now, as she dropped the shoes in the hamper. As she began taking off her other clothes, the memory of how she’d acquired each flashed painfully through her mind, torturing her with the free life she’d once had.

Determined to take as long as possible before revealing anything, she scooted her skirt up and began rolling down her thigh-high stockings. Her long white thigh was revealed to the room, as she remembered she’d bought these last summer when the pantyhose she’d been wearing had become too hot.

She took a deep breath, and unzipped the side of her black skirt, scooting it down her legs to puddle on the floor. She had gotten that one as a birthday present from Daniel, and thinking of him sent a new spear of agony through her. He would know, she thought. She wished he wouldn’t know what was happening to her, that he’d think she died or disappeared or something. What would he think?

She began unbuttoning the top – a thrift-store special that had somehow fit her as if it was made for her. She remembered gigglingly purchasing it with her friend Carol. But the image of that young woman in the thrift-store mirror by the dressing rooms seemed so far away now.

For some reason, she was wearing a bra and panties set she had bought three years ago, and rarely wore. She had bought that for Tommy, for one of their special nights together. He hadn’t shown up that night, having gone home with some other girl after a gig. But she’d worn it the next time. For a moment, the remembrance of how she had seductively shed the underwear willingly for him took her far away.

“Let’s go!” shouted Candace, reminding the slave that she’d now have to shed them under different circumstances, revealing herself as property, not a lover.

In her rush to obey, the slave fumbled with the bra clasp for a few seconds, finally lowering the bra from her shoulders and exposing her round white breasts to the cool air, which brought her pert little pink nipples to attention. She reached over and dropped the bra in the hamper.

She looked down her nearly-naked figure to the lace-filigreed purple panties, the last remnants of the free woman she had been less than half an hour ago. She lowered them slowly, though not so slowly as to bring down the wrath of Candace. As she stepped out, brought them to the hamper and dropped them in, she said goodbye in her mind to Dakota England, the woman she had been.

TA1983 is what I am now, she thought, spinning the number around in her mind, trying to become what it made her.

“Christ,” said Ricky, “could that have taken any longer? Okay, Candace, she’s down for five, so let’s get those out of the way right now.”

TA1983 was slammed back into the moment, as she realized she was going to be beaten here and now. Her body went into fight-or-flight mode seeing Candace coming around the desk with the crop ready. There was nowhere she could go, and she could not resist the much larger woman who tapped the crop against her hand.

“The standard position for receiving a cropping,” said Ricky, “is with your eyes closed, and your hands pushed tight over your ears. This way you will not hear or see the crop coming down and not be able to resist it.”

Terror filled TA1983. How could they ask her to stand like that, helpless, waiting to be struck? But what other choice did she have? As Candace stood before her, she put her hands over her ears then closed her eyes. Only five strokes, she thought. Just be strong and get through them.

Suddenly, a snake of fire came alive across her ribcage, right under her breasts. She had not expected to be struck there, and as she screamed, her body instinctively fell to the ground in a protective, fetal posture, while she tried to shield herself from further blows.

“Please,” she cried, “please no more. I can’t take another one.”

“Stupid slut,” snarled Candace. “Let’s string her up.”

“Wait,” said Ricky. “Cunt, if you won’t maintain position while Candace whips you, we are going to have to chain your hands above your head and put a hood on you. It will be just as bad, but if you are chained you have to take twice the number of strokes. Is that what you want?”

TA1983 sprang back to her feet. Five strokes like the last one was terrifying, ten was unimaginable.

“No! Please, I swear I will keep position this time. Um, sir.”

“Candace will start again. The one you just had doesn’t count. Cunt, you’re going to have to learn to take a stroking, because this is not the last time this will happen. The next time, we will not be so forgiving.”

Trembling, Dakota assumed the position again. Every muscle in her body was tense, waiting for the crop to fall. But this time, Candace made her wait. A minute passed, or two, or an hour for all Dakota could tell; all the while the fiery lash from the first stroke still burned, reminding her she had five more to come. Eventually, she begged Candace in her mind to end the torment and bring the crop down.

The first strike came down high on her back, and Dakota stumbled a little bit, barely holding her feet in place. The agony mixed with the fear that she would be strapped for not holding her position, but they seemed to appreciate that she had tried. The next one came across her ass, and it was even harder than the other two. What held Dakota’s mind together was concentrating on her task, keeping her position.

Then came stroke three, across her breasts. Dakota had not expected that they would dare hit her there. With her hands over her ears, she could still hear her shriek, and she willed her wobbly knees to stay straight.

Now Candace took another break, giving Dakota a little while to imagine what she must look like to them, a skinny naked girl bawling blind in the middle of the office. This can’t be what I’ve become, she thought, this can’t be my future. Sickly, she realized, it was.

The next time the crop touched her she almost jumped out of her skin, but it was not a stroke. It was a light tap, on the inside of her left knee. The tap came again, harder, and Dakota realized what they must want. Slowly she scooted her foot to the left, spreading her legs wider, leaving herself more vulnerable.

After leaving her to shiver in this position a few more minutes Candace brought the crop down inside her left thigh, then quickly again inside her right. The shock of these blows caused Dakota’s legs to finally give out, and she fell onto her knees. When she realized what she’d done, she quickly tried to reassume position. But she felt Candace’s hand on her shoulder, keeping her in a kneeling posture. Her hands were pulled away from her ears, and brought to a crossed position behind her head.

“You can open your eyes now,” said Ricky.

The helpless, slender, naked young woman, who only twenty minutes ago had been free, full of dignity and self-respect, realized she now knelt weeping at the crop marks burning her skin in front of the man who had stripped her of her life. It cannot get any lower, more degrading than this, thought Dakota, but a chill came over her as she realized it probably would.

“Not too bad for a first time,” said Ricky. “Falling to your knees was about the only acceptable way to break position at the end there. But in the future, you will wait until you are pushed to your knees.”

‘Y-yes, sir,” croaked out Dakota. “I understand.”

“Part of the point of the whipping is for you to understand what will happen to you when you fail to satisfy your master. But don’t expect that by being obedient you can always escape punishment. Sometimes, in spite of trying your best, you will find your master displeased with your actions, or he may punish you just for the fun of it. Our saying is, ‘An obedient slave’s life is misery. A disobedient slave’s life is worse.’ In other words, the best you can hope for is to keep your punishment to a minimum.”

Dakota felt sick. It was not right. It was not fair, what he was saying. But even after she thought it, she realized the ridiculousness of what she was thinking. Where’s the fairness, when one person is an owner and another a piece of property? When one person has all the power, and the other none at all, there is no appeals court, and no referee. She swallowed her rage, her misery, her humiliation, to give a response that had a hint of dignity.

“I understand my situation, sir.”

“Very well. There may be hope for you as a slave yet. Candace will lead you to the next room, where you will be collared, pierced, and branded with your acquisition number. It’s quite an unpleasant experience, but as with the cropping you’ll find it’s less so if you cooperate than if you resist. It’s my opinion that the mental pain of what the piercing and branding represents is worse than the physical pain. So if you can walk through that door accepting what you are, and that what you were is dead and gone, it will be much easier.”


Chapter Two

The New Boss

When Dakota woke, it took a long time to recognize her normal life. She was sleeping by Daniel, as she had for the past month since she’d moved in with him. Daniel was the man who loved her, respected her, who planned to make her a part of his life. Certainly that was what she wanted. What woman would not?

So why could she not stop thinking about how he’d treat her if she was not a fiancée, but a piece of property? No doubt she would not be sleeping next to him as an equal. She would only share his bed when he wanted to use her for sex. Quietly, Dakota arose from the bed, and walked around to his side. She lowered herself to her knees on the floor, and watched his chest rise and fall with his sleeping breath.

She knelt like that for five minutes, until her knees started to hurt. If she was a slave, no one would care if she was uncomfortable. She would wait in position until it was time to awake her master.

