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All characters portrayed in this novel are entirely fictitious. This book is a work of fiction. Names, characters, businesses, organizations, places, events, and incidents are either the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, events, or locales are entirely coincidental.
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Human trafficking, which is the modern name for slavery, is a huge business generating upwards of 50 billion dollars a year worldwide. In the USA it is estimated that approximately 18,000 people are trafficked into the country each year, half of whom are children. There are also over 1 and half million runaway children every year, 70% of whom end up in the sex trade. Slaves are used for labor, domestic servitude, but mainly for sex, especially the female children. The average age of these children is eleven.



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


CHAPTER 1
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Nobody witnessed the white Ford cargo van as it obeyed the traffic laws and made its way along Brentwood Blvd., in the town of the same name.

This wasn’t the Brentwood in the suburbs of Los Angeles that was made famous by O.J. Simpson. This was a small town in the East Bay of San Francisco, filled with fruit farms that invited people to pick their own every summer, and corn fields that the town held an annual festIval for.

No one was around as the van proceeded on its route. It was after all, only three thirty in the morning on a weekday, so there were no pedestrians, just an occasional tractor trailer making its way to the docks in Oakland.

As the van passed through the green light at the junction with Sand Creek Road, not slowing down, the side door opened and a woman was thrown out of it, hitting the pavement hard and making her roll several yards. No sooner had she been tossed out, the side door closed and the van continued on as if nothing had happened.

It was almost another hour before a perplexed truck driver who’d stopped for a red light, decided to investigate the unmoving bundle at the side of the road. After moving through the intersection, he parked up his trailer and slowly walked back, not realizing what it was until he was almost upon it.

“Oh fuck,” he exclaimed to the empty sidewalk, as he saw it was a long haired brunette, curled into a ball, and she wasn’t moving or making any noise.

“Oh fuck,” he repeated as he got very close to her, afraid of touching her. What he could see of her wasn’t pretty. She had cuts and scrape marks, blood and bruises. The driver didn’t know she’d been thrown from a moving vehicle, but she looked to be badly beaten up as he looked for signs of life and called 911.

The 911 responder made him check her for a pulse after she got his name and location, and his hand shook as he felt her right wrist. Her wrist was limp but he thought he detected a faint pulse. He hoped so. He didn’t want to be someone who found a dead woman.

The sirens were audible very quickly. The driver wasn’t aware that a paramedic station was situated very close to the location, and the police weren’t far behind along with a fire truck. The responder had sent everyone.

The medics arrived first and moved in quickly, asking questions that the driver couldn’t answer, giving the woman oxygen as they checked her out. Then the police arrived, two patrol cars, and the cops asked  questions as the woman had protected splint pads applied to various parts of her body, along with a neck brace, and a drip.

When one of the cops asked the paramedics how she was, they replied that she was in a very bad way as they loaded her into their van and sped away, lights flashing, but no siren on the quiet streets.

As the truck driver was asked yet more questions, a couple of the cops shone their flashlights on the pavement, and when one of them seemed to find something, he called his colleague over who looked at whatever it was, and then they sectioned it off with crime tape. 

Yet another cop arrived on the scene, and he looked over the truck driver’s cab with his flashlight, as the policeman who’d been asking questions, took the driver’s license to his car to check it out.

It wasn’t until a couple of crime scene personnel arrived and began putting numbered cards on the pavement, that the truck driver was allowed to leave after talking to a detective who had arrived. He saw the camera flashes and crime scene people in his side mirror as he started the truck up and pulled away, so glad that the woman was still alive. 

Despite the efforts of half a dozen medical staff, she never made it out of the emergency room.

Once the autopsy was completed, it was determined that she died from blunt force trauma to her brain after being thrown, or falling, from a moving vehicle. The coroner also determined that she was approximately just twenty five years of age, and she had severe lacerations to most of her body, but not that would cause her death. She had cocaine in her system and needle marks, broken bones from the fall, facial damage, and bruises that were caused during and before the fall, both on her face and on her body. Despite being only in her mid twenties, she had the characteristics of someone much older with the bodily abuses.

The woman had no identity, her fingerprints had no match, nor was she carrying anything to shed any light on who she was. Not even a tattoo. Her DNA had been sent for comparison, as had her bite for dental records. Unless an I.D. was made from one of them, she would be a Jane Doe.

Jane Doe also had syphilis. It hadn’t been treated and she was slowly dying from it, but it was not the cause of her death. Her vagina and anal passageway had been severely abused from a very young age, perhaps as young as eight. The vagina had been so ravaged over time that she would never have been able to have children, and her anal passageway was also damaged and very enlarged.

The Coroner’s opinion was that she’d been raped repeatedly from a very young age, and had probably been working as a prostitute for the last few years. Once she contracted the STD, she either had to be treated or discarded once the disease got hold, and as she hadn’t had any medication from what he could tell, she was dismissed.

Jane Doe had been a sex slave, and as soon as she was of no further use, she was thrown out with the garbage.
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Like many twelve year old girls, Ashley thought she was practically an adult and wanted her family to treat her like one. She and her friends were always complaining to one another about their stupid parents putting locks on their computers and televisions, preventing them from seeing the most interesting websites and programs. It was so unfair.

Then the parents would go on about their grades, homework, when they had to be home, how to dress, that boys were only after one thing, to be nicer to the brat of a younger brother, to eat properly, to get off the phone, do their chores, keep their rooms neat. It was a never ending list of do’s and don’t’s, and Ashley and her friends on Facebook and twitter were fed up of it.

Ashley was a very pretty girl, long blonde hair that was half way down her back, parted in the middle of her head, straight and uncurled. Her features got her a lot of boy interest that she didn’t deter, but she wanted her breasts to grow to attract the older boys. Ashley played soccer at school. It was her favorite sport along with swimming and softball, and it kept her trim. She’d just been through puberty which had been ‘totally’ embarrassing to her, not helped by the teasing of her two brothers.

Her older brother, Greg, was usually okay, but she didn’t like her friends flirting with him when they came over. Not that he was interested in any of them, but he did like the attention. Her younger brother, Will, was just a pain. Always telling on her to Mom and Dad, pretending he’d been hit by her, spying on her, and listening when she was talking to her friends.

Ashley thought she would kill him one day.

As was her usual practice, Ashley had retreated to her room after dinner with her family, as soon as she could. Mom and Dad liked to have meals with everyone so that they could converse with each other about their days. To Ashley it was a pain. Not helped by Will telling tales and lying, trying to get her into more trouble.

Her homework done before dinner, Ashley had the television on watching American Idol, dissing the acts with her friends on the computer and the phone, her fingers a whirl as she typed her messages. She was already in her pajamas, zoo animal pants and a plain blue tee shirt.

Ashley’s bedroom, her refuge, was quite typical for a girl her age. She wasn’t tidy with her stuff so everything was scattered about on the bed and the floor. Her Mom was always telling her off about it and Will would snoop around when she wasn’t home. He denied it but she knew he did it. 

Ashley’s favorite color was purple, so virtually everything in her room was a variation of it, apart from the carpet which was a pale yellow, and the ceiling which was white. When Ashley was forced to clean it up, it was a very pretty room, her bed a mass of pillows and cushions, good quality furniture, flowery drapes that hung to the floor, pictures of seascapes interspersed with her posters of women and men soccer players.

Ashley was spread over her double bed as she typed and watched the acts, and she was relieved when her BFF, or best friend forever, finally texted her after Ashley had sent numerous ones to her, asking what she was doing.

“hey, wer u bin” Ashley asked.

“wth sum cusins they cool cum out & meet em”

“not drssd” Ashley replied.

“only for a sec put coat on”

“ok b rite there”

Ashley’s BFF was Sandy, another blonde blue eyed girl, but her hair was shorter, which she was always pushing behind her ears. Not quite as pretty yet as her friend, Sandy had sharper features, especially her cheekbones, that would be an asset to her as an adult. Sandy was also a little taller and even leaner.

Sandy hadn’t been aware, but she’d been followed since the previous day upon leaving school with Ashley. When they went their separate ways, Sandy had been trailed to her home, the occupants of the van looking for a suitable spot that was quiet and where they wouldn’t be noticed.

Both girls lived in the northern suburbs of Sacramento, in very good neighborhoods where police cars were very rarely seen. Their weekends was a trip to the mall to shop, see a movie, hang out with other friends, and swim at one or the other’s backyard pool.

Ashley put on her slippers and went downstairs holding her cellphone, and walked past the family room to the front door. The TV was on loud, so no one heard her say she was just going to the front door step to say hi to Sandy. She slipped on her overcoat that was on the coat stand by the front door.

On opening the door, she was surprised to see Sandy standing beside a large white van on the sidewalk. She was with a woman and a man, in their twenties it looked like to Ashley, and Sandy was still wearing what she wore to school. A short black skirt and a red top beneath her long white cardigan.

“Ash, you need to come and say hello,” greeted Sandy, although she sounded a little strange to Ashley.

“I’m not dressed Sandy,” replied Ashley in a loud whisper, closing the door behind her, “come to the door.”

“It doesn’t matter Ash, you look okay, just come and say hi and we’ll go.”

“Oh okay, but I can’t go anywhere or stay out long. I’ll get into trouble again.”

Ashley made her way over, curious as to why Sandy hadn’t changed yet and what her cousins were like. They looked okay. They were smiling as they stood on either side of Sandy, who certainly didn’t look her best.

“Are you okay Sandy? You don’t look well.” Ashley was concerned about her friend as she approached her, holding out her hand.

“I’m sorry Ash,” apologized her friend, “they told me they would kill all my family if I didn’t get you out here. I’m so sorry.” Sandy was crying as she took Ashley’s hand in her own, and she was shaking.

“What’s going on Sandy?” Asked the now scared Ashley.

“Get in the van girls. Now.” Instructed the dark haired man, and he revealed the pistol that he’d been hiding behind Sandy’s back. “Now! Get in!”

Ashley hadn’t noticed before but the three of them had been standing in front of the open side door of the van. She looked back at her home, praying her Dad was standing at the front door ready to give her hell for going outside in her pajamas. There was no-one there. Nor was there anyone else around. The street was silent and deserted.

“Get in the fucking van,” the guy told them through gritted teeth, “Now!”

The woman had lost her smile and she pushed the two girls half into the van, and she told them, “He will shoot you both if you don’t get in. Now move.”

They stumbled and fell into the van, the man climbing in behind them as the woman slid the door shut and walked calmly to the driver’s door, looking around for any signs of anybody, or a drape moving in a window. Nothing. She climbed into the van, started it, and moved slowly and quietly away from the sidewalk and along the street.

In the back of the van, the two girls were huddled together in a corner, while the man was sitting at the back of the van in a chair of some sort. The only light was supplied by a dim wall light attached to a side panel, as the windows were blacked out. At least it was partially comfortable, as the whole rear of the van was padded, but there were straps on the sides and floor.

“Who are these people?” Whispered Ashley.

“I don’t know. They grabbed me on my way home from school and said they would shoot Mom, Dad and Kayla if I didn’t do what they said. They said they wanted you as well, but when I told them that you were home with your family, we waited somewhere as they listened to the news on the radio. If you hadn’t replied to the text they made me send, they would have left you. I’m so sorry Ash, I didn’t know what else I could do,” sobbed Sandy.

“That’s enough chatter,” spoke the man approaching them, and he grabbed hold of Sandy and dragged her toward the straps.

“Don’t struggle girl, it’ll just make it worse for you,” he commanded.

Sandy paid him no heed and tried to get away from him, only stopping when he hit her hard in the abdomen with his fist.

“Told you not to do it girl,” he said, and directing his voice toward Ashley he continued, “same thing will happen to you if you struggle as well.”

He strapped up the wheezing Sandy with both her arms and legs outstretched and then did the same with Ashley.

“Where are you taking us?” Asked Ashley, as she was strapped to the van. “My family don’t have much money. They can’t afford a ransom.”

“We don’t want your family’s money girl. We just want you and your friend. Now shut up, no more questions, and no more crying.”

It was probably another hour before the van stopped and the woman opened the side door.

“Good, they’re secure,” she said. “Now give them the stuff and you can drive for a while.”

They didn’t use any names and it was black outside, very quiet.

The woman handed the man a small dark case.

Ashley and Sandy were petrified as they watched the man open the case and they saw the syringes. They both pleaded to be left alone, that they’d promise to be silent and not try to get out of their restraints and run away.

The man ignored them as he took one of the syringes, expelled the air from it, and went to Ashley’s left arm. The woman produced a flashlight to give extra light that she shined on Ashley’s forearm as the man slapped it.

“Please don’t,” Ashley pleaded.

He inserted the needle and injected.

After doing the same with the sobbing Sandy, the man and the woman watched as the heroin entered their blood stream.

“First time is always the best,” he stated, as the girls calmed down and went into a state of euphoria.

“Go and drive for a while,” said the woman, “I’ll stay here with them. We’ll swop over again when we stop for gas. What did you do with their phones?”

“Dismantled. I’ll toss them outside.”

The man stepped out of the van without a word and closed the side door on the three females. The woman took her seat at the back and watched the girls, happy faces on them now as the drug took hold, and she checked her gun before relaxing and taking a nap. It was a long drive to their destination.
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By the time anyone noticed that Ashley and Sandy were missing, they were not only out of the zip code, they were in a different state.

Frantic calls were made between the two homes and to the police, but no-one had a clue as to where they were.

Sandy had been made to call her Mom when she was snatched, to tell her she was staying over at Ashley’s house, which wasn’t unusual even on school days. Ashley had also stayed over at Sandy’s house many times, so Sandy’s Mom wasn’t at all worried until Ashley’s Mom called, asking if she knew where Ashley was.

Then all hell broke loose.

Police cars were all over the neighborhood and cops were knocking on doors, asking if anyone had seen the two girls or any suspicious people around. No-one had seen a thing.

Ashley’s family were beside themselves. They’d been watching TV together and they all knew that Ashley was in her room, watching American Idol. It was only because her TV was still on when her Mom and Dad went to bed, that it caused them to enter her room to turn it off, and realize she wasn’t there.

After being questioned by very sympathetic detectives, they determined that Ashley’s coat was missing but that she was still wearing her pajamas, and  when her Dad checked the house before going to bed, the front door wasn’t locked. 

Neither Ashley’s nor Sandy’s phone was available, but after looking at Ashley’s computer that was still on, she’d mentioned on her Facebook page that she needed to go outside to say hi to Sandy’s cousins that were in town.

Sandy’s parents had no idea what that meant as no relatives were visiting, and that Sandy hadn’t even come home after school.

The police were worried and called in the FBI, telling the parents that it looked like a possible kidnapping and that was a speciality of the FBI, who would need to tap their phones for possible ransom demands.

Nobody could believe it. How could Ashley just disappear when she’s at home, in her bedroom, in her pajamas, and her parents and brothers just yards away.

When the FBI arrived at both houses, setting up their equipment and asking yet more questions, they told the parents that it was probably a kidnapping and that a ransom would no doubt be demanded. When it was, the parents were to demand to speak to their daughters, agreeing to anything, and to stay on the phone for as long as possible to aid the investigation.

What the agents from the FBI did not say, was that they already thought the two girls were the victims of human trafficking, and that within a very short time their lives would be practically ruined. None of the parents had money, two girls being taken together didn’t fit the profile of a single pedophile, and it was very rare that pedophiles took two children at the same time or worked in pairs. It was obviously well planned, not a spur of the moment thing.

Ashley and Sandy weren’t aware, but they were in the back of the van for nine hours, and they were injected again, this time between the toes, well before they reached their destination. 

Their new ‘home’ was Las Vegas, and it was a very special hotel just off the strip, that catered to guests with certain needs.

The van took the ramp down to the underground parking beneath the forty room hotel, and stopped by the freight elevator. The woman driver had used her card to access the ramp, and she knew she was being watched. She often worked security herself and so knew the system.

On summoning the elevator, two burly men came down with it and they quickly untied Ashley and Sandy. They hustled the two groggy girls into the large elevator and pressed the top floor button, number four. The mousy haired woman and the man from the van were still with them, and when they reached the fourth floor they helped to take them to their rooms.

Like all the other rooms in the hotel, they were very nicely appointed. King beds with pillow top mattresses, en-suite bathrooms with jacuzzi baths, separate glass showers, flat screen TV’s, comfortable sitting areas, and soft carpets. The biggest difference between the girls rooms and those on the floors below, was that there were no phones, no internet hook up, no window latches, no channel changer for the TV, and no door handles. Like all the other rooms, the windows were heavily tinted, so they couldn’t be seen from outside even with the lights on, but from these particular windows, you couldn’t even see out.

Ashley and Sandy were put into different rooms, but not into or onto their plush beds. They weren’t ready for that yet. Instead, they were bundled into small cages with just a rubber mat to lie on. They were very cramped, but in their present state they didn’t notice. 

None of the four adults had yet to address each other by name. They knew one another, but one of the main rules about working for the hotel was never to address each other by their real names in the presence of any ‘guests’. 

The two men who had helped situate the two girls were both Mexican, both black haired, adorned with various tattoos, and liked to display their muscles, of which they had plenty.

All the staff in the hotel were required to have a fetish and most of them had convictions for child offenses. Be it young boys, small girls, anal sex, bondage, torture or whatever, anything was accepted. In return, they received their own room in the hotel, free food, a small salary, and time with the ‘guests’. It was a very clever ploy, as it created  absolute loyalty to the hotel. They weren’t prisoners, they could do their own thing away from the hotel, but no visitors were allowed, and as everything in the hotel was recorded for security, they knew that they would be dealt with if they started telling their story. Fatally. Staff did leave, but no one ever talked.

The two Mexicans stayed with the two girls, and the man and the woman returned to the van to meticulously clean it out. 

While they were doing that, another man and woman dressed and cleaned up the girls, one at a time, taking pictures of them in staged poses, as they moved them around on their beds. When they were finished, they put them back into the cages.

The abductors, once finished cleaning the van, went to the kitchen and were given a meal and drink. They had a couple of days off now so could relax. They were also given first dibs on the two girls. The woman declined, but wanted a particular young boy further down on the same floor. The man wanted the two girls, even though he was aware he could only do anal sex on them. Their virginity had already been bought for a lot of money by someone else, who was now receiving their photos. It was exactly what he’d ordered.

After the man finished his meal, he made his way to Ashley’s room, who was slowly coming out of her drugged haze. It was important that she was aware of what her future entailed.

Opening the door of her cage, he went right at it. Removing the new pajama bottoms that had been put on her after the photo session, he ignored her protests and screams, and as he was much stronger than Ashley, she couldn’t fight him off. He loved her trying to fight, it was heaven to him.

Dropping his pants to his knees, he prepared her by using his fingers, and when she started crying he smiled as he inserted his penis into her anus. For Ashley it was terrifying, painful, and humiliating. She didn’t want to be an adult any more, she just wanted to go home to her family as she sobbed, feeling his hands groping her as he pumped into her, and then the warm liquid as he came.

She was still sobbing as he left and she thought her world had ended, but it just got worse. No sooner had the man from the van left than the other two men came back. Encouraging each other, they also fucked her in the ass, one after the other. It was grotesque, and she wanted another injection.

Sandy went through the same thing, but her ordeal lasted longer as the three men needed more time to come.

Over the next few days, both girls were continually abused by both men and one woman, taught what to do to men and women to please them, and injected with more of the drug that they were now dependent on. They were also introduced to ecstasy. Ashley and Sandy didn’t see each other. They were taken to the bathroom and watched while they used the toilet and took a shower, and lost track of the days and the date. Neither had any inkling of how long they had been there. All the time they were told not to resist or their families would be killed, and they described in gruesome detail the fate that would befall them if they didn’t behave.

For the whole time, they were kept in their cages. Food and drink was brought to them, as was fresh clothing. Most of the time they felt numb and in a horrible nightmare.

When their cages were finally removed, they had no idea what was going on, but the beds felt nice to both of them.

Sandy was picked first, and even in her drugged state she wasn’t happy with the fat man in his sixties who entered her room before she’d even had chance to sleep on her new king size bed. The man was gross and smelled of stale sweat and aftershave. 

He instructed her to call him ‘Daddy’, which she did but felt disgusted by it. When he entered her vagina she screamed with the pain, which made him laugh, and he kissed her with his smelly mouth. Sandy was exactly what he’d paid for. A blonde minor who was a virgin who he could screw in a controlled setting, and knew how to please him.

He took Ashley the following day, and she was as sickened as her best friend, as the old man came into her and slobbered all over her.

No sooner had the girls showered, cried and crawled into their beds, than someone else was entering their room and putting their hands and then their penises between their legs and forcing their way inside. It seemed never ending, and all both girls wanted was more of the drugs and to just go home.
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Bec was a 10 year old girl in the Philippines that her parents couldn’t afford to feed anymore. When a stranger offered them enough money to feed the rest of their family for the next two years, they had to take the money. So they sold their daughter.

Along with many others in her very poor neighborhood, Bec was  transported by ship to America. She had no idea where she was going, nor did any of the others she was with, and they all struggled with sea sickness as they comforted each other in the hold of the huge container ship.

After what seemed like weeks, they were put in a container with just a few tiny holes for air, and they felt themselves being lifted then dropped, and there they remained, with no water, food, or toilet. It got very rancid, hot, and overpowering.

Just as Bec thought she was going to die in the metal box, the door finally opened and she and the other children practically fell and rushed into the fresh open air. Three of them didn’t, they’d fainted, and they were dragged out.

None of the children were aware of it, but they were now in New Jersey and it was cold and dark. They huddled together to try to stay warm, as they were watched over by unsmiling men with guns and rifles. They were all scared witless and whenever anyone spoke, one of the men would tell them to shush, making the sound while holding a finger to their mouth.

When a tractor trailer pulled up they all groaned as they were herded into it, but at least this one smelt clean for now. Finding a small space to sit down on, Bec buried her head in her hands as others sobbed and wailed.

At least they weren’t in the trailer long this time. Very soon, they came to a halt and they were all forced out. The same men as before, along with a couple more and two women, arranged them all into a line and they escorted them into the huge building from the deserted car lot.

Once inside, it seemed like a maze of corridors to Bec as they walked along the concrete floors, and then they were in a large changing room with benches lining the walls, that had individual spaces for clothing and belongings.

One of the women was Filipino, and she instructed all the children to take off all of their filthy clothing and leave them on the floor. As they all undressed, she bawled out the ones who tried to keep their underwear on, threatening them with a beating if they didn’t comply.

Once they were all naked, the woman told them to go into the next room and take a shower, making sure to use the soap that was provided.

Bec had felt dirty for quite some time. She, like all the others, was still in the same clothing that she’d been taken in, so was glad to hear that she could now wash herself. To find that the long row of showers was also hot was even better. Nobody was allowed to take  excessive time showering, as there weren’t enough spaces for everybody, and as soon as someone stepped out, then another took their place.

Bec was very pretty, small and slim. Her long black hair was very straight and half way down her back. Her oval shaped face contained brown eyes that had natural long lashes, a small nose, and perfect teeth behind her pink lips. The bangs that hung down to her eyebrows only enhanced her cuteness.

No-one was aware of it, but Bec could also get by in English. Her family had needed her to go begging on a daily basis and so she had picked up a lot of the language from the tourists. Being street wise even at her young age, she didn’t want anyone to know she could understand anything said in English.

When everyone had showered, the kids were handed towels and as they dried themselves, the Filipino woman yelled that they were to return to the changing room and to sit down on the benches.

Doing as they were told, and trying to conceal their modesty with the towels, they sat around the room wondering what was going to happen to them next. With the men in the corners of the room brandishing their guns, the Filipino woman addressed them all from the center of the room.

Bec thought the woman was around fifty years old. Although she was small, she looked tough and her features were rough and unsmiling. Wearing a black trouser suit and her black hair in a bun, she told them in their native language that they would be given new clothes, they would be pictured, and that they would spend the night in a special place before they were taken to their new homes.

She went on to say that their parents had sold them, that they now belonged to other people, who would keep them until they had worked off the debt that was owed. It had cost a lot of money to buy them and to transport them to another country, and it was costing a lot more money to clothe them, feed them, and to keep them safe. Their new owners would treat them well and take care of them until they’d gotten their money’s worth, but after that they would be given documents, and they would be free to do as they wished here in America. However, if anyone tried to run away or didn’t do as they were told, then they would be severely punished, perhaps killed, and their parents would have to pay back the money they’d be given. If they didn’t, then they would be killed and their other children would be taken away. Also, from this day on, everyone was to forget their names as they would be given new ones by their new owners.

None of the children doubted that she was telling the truth. She instilled fear in all of them.

Trolleys were pushed around the room and the children were given underwear, plain white gym shoes, polo shirts, and elastic waisted pants. The women made sure everyone’s hair was neat by using combs or brushes, and then they were all ushered into another room.

Bec knew what this room was. It was a basketball court and it was surrounded by hundreds of seats. It was huge.

A camera had been set up at one side of the court and it faced a white sheet. Each child was given a number that was on a card and hung over their necks, with the same number put on their shirt with a sharpie.

All the children were made to smile at the camera. Some had to have their tears wiped away, and several photos were taken of each kid.

Once all the photos were taken, the children were taken out of the building and put in the trailer again, wondering what was going to happen next.

They weren’t in it for long, and soon they were being shepherded into some kind of warehouse that had cots set up for them, but just one bathroom between them all. Bec thought that because of there being no shower facilities, they had to be taken somewhere else to wash themselves.

Bec had figured that there were about a hundred kids in all, maybe more, now homeless and in a foreign country with no family or friends. She was as scared as everyone else.

Sandwiches had been provided as well as water for everyone, and all the kids tucked into them after being instructed to throw the plastic wrapping and the empty bottles into the two large refuse bins. Once they’d eaten and drank, they were to go to their cots and sleep. All the cots were numbered, so they also had to make sure they were in the right one.

Bec’s cot was between the two children who had been beside her in the basketball arena, so there was now a little familiarity between them. One was a boy about her age, and a girl on the other side who looked a few years older. 

Before she was told to be quiet, the older girl whispered to Bec to write down her full name and home address whenever she got the opportunity to, and to keep it somewhere safe. She also told Bec to tell the boy to do the same, just in case something happened to them. She also said to do exactly what she was told, not to answer back, and to watch and listen. 

Bec and the boy were now shaking with fear, even being on the streets begging felt safer than being in this warehouse. 

Thankfully, they were so tired they eventually fell asleep.
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CHAPTER 5
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While the children were sleeping, their photos had been posted online and each child was being auctioned off to the highest bidder. No matter who it was.

For the sellers, it was the most dangerous part of the operation as the FBI were known to monitor websites for human trafficking, and if caught, you spent years in jail.

It was like smuggling drugs. High risk of being caught, but huge rewards if you weren’t. Everyone was aware of it, and they knew that if they were caught then they couldn’t talk, or there would be serious consequences to either themselves or to the people they loved. They were constantly reminded of this with news clippings of people who had co-operated with the FBI, or ICE, to reduce their sentences, and then of the repercussions of doing so. Human trafficking is a very serious business, with billions of dollars generated throughout the world. Important and influential people were not only behind the trafficking, but also customers too, so if a few people died along the way then so be it. Traffickers as well as victims.

Most of the customers were regulars, so they could let them know about the new secure website that had been created for these events, giving them a code to enter, and they would have their financial details on a secure record.

Anyone new had to be endorsed by an existing customer, checked again, then their financial details were taken. No-one was given credit, all the kids had to be paid for up front, and once done then they would be delivered to them at a remote location.

The auction was still going on as the children were waking up and lining up to use the bathroom. More food had been provided. Doughnuts and cream cheese bagels, along with bottles of water. Again the kids were instructed to dispose of the plastic wrapping and empty bottles in the trash cans.

The children had no idea about the auction. They were doing that from a different location, so they were told to wait by their cots and not to talk.

The auction itself had started with the older kids, as they wouldn’t get as much for them, and finished with the very youngest.

It had been a few weeks since a batch like this had arrived in the New York area, so there was a lot of interest. Physical details had been added to the photos to generate more interest. Usually, the children would be dressed provocatively, with make up on the girls, but as there were so many this time, they’d kept to the polo shirt uniform. Most of the customers wanted to know if the kids were virgins, had pubic hair yet, if the girls breasts had formed at all, if puberty had been reached, or if the boys had been circumcised. Some wanted chubby kids, others slim or athletic. There were no white kids in this batch, they were the big bucks, but the Asians were very popular as they always did as they were told and didn’t need as many drugs.

Within a short time of the auction starting, thousands of dollars were being deposited, arrangements were being made, and once they’d eaten, the kids started to get moved to their destinations.

Some went in groups, others singly or with one or two others. It was all down to the buyers.

Bec went alone. She was put into the back of a small box van with its windows blacked out, and she estimated that she was in there for about an hour, before the driver stopped and came around to open the door.

Getting out into the warm day, Bec was met by a woman who handed over her drivers license to the van driver, who handed it back after checking her name and looking at her face. The driver then got back into his van and drove away.

They were in a rest area in the midst of many trees and no one else was around. For all Bec knew, she could be killed here by this woman and left to rot.

The woman herself was dark haired and attractive, slim, and wearing a pink sweater over her black jeans. Her hands were covered in various rings, and earrings dangled from her ears below her shoulder length wavy hair. She was around 5’ 9’’ in her heels, sharp features, highlighted by copious make up. She spoke bossily, like a schoolteacher, and held a gun.

“English?” She asked.

Bec shook her head no.

“I suppose you have no luggage and no clothes. Okay, so be it, we need to go,” the woman continued, “before we get seen.”
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