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    “A party special?” Sloppyslut wheezed.


    “Yes, they called it that. Girl-Mart Summer Special was the full name, if I remember correctly. Six-pack of cheap cunts, and a big box of party stuff like paper plates, dixie cups, trash bags and other disposable stuff. They even delivered to location, but our guy personally picked us with his van.”


    The small audience of five public slaves were fascinated by Loo-Loo’s story. Each had their own sob stories with wild twists, violent crescendos, brutal villains, and tragic endings, of course. Every one of their tales had similar story beats. All started with the same radical event, enslavement: The traumatic end of their pseudo-humanity and the beginning of their full objecthood. Most of these transitions were brutal and painful. Forced enslavement was the most common, of course, especially among public slaves. The stories that start with “romantic surrender” rarely ended up in dirty back alleys like this.


    More often than not, CMRs would get rid of women because of financial reasons. Many pubbies came from poorer families that could not afford the intentionally exorbitant freedom fee. The government made it virtually impossible for a working class girl to keep her freedom longer than a couple weeks after turning rape-age. They kept raising the fees on the permit side, and regularly offered special slave-tax breaks for the lower classes to encourage pussy circulation. If a blue collar male wanted to have his own slave, he had to sell the women in his house.


    ***


    Eloise came from such a family. Her father was not an unfeeling monster or anything. Just poor. He had never treated her badly. He was indifferent and cold, yes, but not cruel or violent. He simply saw Eloise and her sister Vivienne as long term investments. Viv was two years older then Lis, so she had been the first to go. It had been a truly traumatic experience for the family. Even though they knew what would happen eventually, the women of the house had cried and begged to change the man’s mind for days and days prior to the sale… to no avail. Her father was truly despondent too, but he simply had no choice. The alternative was back-breaking fees they couldn’t afford, only to keep an extra mouth to feed. Neither Viv nor Lis had the skills or educational background to earn their keep. All they had was three warm, tight holes.


    Viv was eventually sold to a middle-aged man who had a high-end clothing store at Leashing, one of the wealthier neighborhoods of the city. For a poor girl from Harlett, this could be seen as a rapid ascension in social status. Eloise chose to imagine her sister “working” in a fancy boutique, wearing nice clothes and floating around like a princess. She was deluding herself of course, but ironically, her fantasy wasn’t too far from the truth. Unbeknownst to her, Vivienne was now one of the fuckable mannequins in that store. She had never seen her sister again, so the unlikely fairy tale she had concocted remained intact.


    When it was her turn to go a couple of years later, Eloise assumed that she was going to be purchased by a wealthier man just like her sister. She was of two minds about it. Leaving her home, especially her mother, was terribly sad and scary, but she was somewhat excited too. She wanted to see what was out there, beyond her miserable existence. So what if the price to pay for that was opening her legs for some old guy a couple of times a day… She made her peace with the idea. She was already sucking a lot of dicks at school anyway. She knew she could take it. She was a strong, resilient girl.


    Almost two full weeks after her registration, her father came to pick her up from school. He had never done that before, so Eloise immediately knew that it was time. Having learned his lesson from Viv’s tempestuous sale, the man had decided to do it after school, without any warning. She and her mother expected him to do something like this anyway. That’s why they said their goodbyes every morning like it was their last.


    When he put her at the back of his rusty sedan, her mind was already on fire. A million questions ricocheted around in her head. What would her new life look like? New neighborhood, new home, new clothes, new diet… What about her master? Would he be good-looking, kind, generous? She didn’t expect prince charming, of course. She’d take anything not covered in soot, boils, or warts.


    To her disappointment, they ended up in a Girl-Mart parking lot. For a few minutes, she hoped that her new master was going to meet them there to take her inside the popular slave-store for registration. That hope died quickly when her father took her to the loading bay at the back and dropped her there.


    She was sold to Girl-Mart for 1000 bucks plus a cut from her sales.


    It happened so quickly. Her father handed her to the two huge guys on the platform and disappeared in the blink of an eye with a handful of cash. She didn’t understand. Why was she so cheap? Was there something wrong with her?


    If there was, they never told her. She didn’t remember much about what they said during the brief transaction anyway. She just remembered what followed. Her first proper rape. A brutal spitroasting, to be accurate.


    One of the men held her by the hair and started ripping her flimsy clothes. The shirt, the skirt, the bra and the panties. She held her breath and froze like a deer caught in headlights. So, that was her panic response. Once she was fully naked, he admired her trembling young body for a few seconds, then pushed her head down violently, forcing her to bend from the waist. She received a few slaps and spanks until she assumed the proper position they wanted her in.


    It was the only form of communication she got: Slaps and spanks. They never spoke to her, or gave her verbal commands. They grabbed and pulled, putting her in the positions they wanted, then kept hitting her until she found the proper form. They kept talking to each other as they did, about the game last night, some beef with a coworker they had, or whatever. They talked about anything and everything but her. The message was clear, of course. She was no longer human. She was a commodity to pack up and store away.


    She obeyed each and every order to the best of her ability, without really understanding why. She joined her hands at the back after a few well-placed slaps, which allowed the men to tie her wrists and elbows together. They tied her thighs together next, leaving only her lower legs free. She followed them to the next room on tiptoes.


    The first thing she saw when she entered was a number of hogtied naked girls lined up on the floor, lying on their bellies. The chorus of moans and sobs stopped immediately when they arrived. The fear and desperation in the room was palpable. She immediately noticed the red cheeks, unsightly bruises, and large amount of cum oozing out of various holes.


    The two men dragged her to a small work table at the other end of the large room, walking past the line of well-raped beauties. They threw her on the table on her belly, slapped her a few times until she found the proper position, then entered her from both sides.


    Just like that.


    Before she could realize what was happening, her virginity was gone. In the blink of an eye. In the most anticlimactic, mundane fashion. Her mind was unable to process it. It was a surreal moment. An out of body experience. Two cocks were now in her, pumping her on both ends, fucking her throat and pussy. Slaps and smacks continued to land left and right, but she no longer understood why. They didn’t seem to have any purpose beyond augmenting her pain and humiliation.
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    After a few minutes, they pulled out and switched places. The man who took her innocence shoved his sloppy dick in her reluctant mouth. Defenseless, she tasted herself for the first time in her life. The other guy had something else in mind. He rubbed the tip of his member in her wet slit for a few seconds, slathering it in her juices, then brutally penetrated her in the ass.


    Once again, no warning, no mercy.


    A wild string of firsts: Deflowered, spitroasted, and now fully threeholed. Poor Eloise was unable to catch her breath even for a moment. the rape kept speeding up, getting more and more violent and humiliating at every step.


    They changed places again, then again. They ejaculated in her mouth after every round, never in her primary or secondary. A couple slaps instructed her to swallow the loads. They didn’t have to hit her a lot, because she already knew that women were supposed to swallow while serving multiple rapists. A female didn’t even have to ask permission in such cases. It was the standard procedure and the polite thing to do. That was what she had learned in class, and that was what she had practiced whenever her classmates cornered her to fuck her mouth.


    Of course, this nightmare was nothing like the after-school blowbangs or bathroom rape-raids she was used to. When the boys used her, they ejaculated fairly quickly and disappeared. That was more like a hit-and-run type of abuse. These men, on the other hand, were professionals with high endurance. They weren’t pimply teenagers with hyperactive hormones. Breaking women in was their job. Even after they ejaculated, they kept going and going.


    It didn’t matter anyway, because they also had coworkers. About 15 minutes into Eloise’s first rape, new men arrived to take over. Two new cocks replaced the originals brutalizing her fuckholes. Her violent threeholing continued without respite.


    ***


    “So, what happened then?” Asked Sloppyslut, pulling her out of her trance. “You were sixpacked, thrown into a van… I assume it was an outdoor gangbang you were heading to.”


    “No,” dismissed Eloise. “It was a large house. The guy was loaded for sure.”


    “Of course,” Harlotbuns huffed. “Bought a sixpack of girls just for a party? That guy probably had a big harem already… full of expensive high-grade cunts. Too delicate for orgy use.”


    “If he had, I never saw them,” Eloise continued. He placed the six of us by the pool. Visitors dragged us to different rooms to rape. Most rooms were themed torture dungeons, so I assume it wasn’t the first such party he had thrown.”


    “Themed?”


    “Yeah, like a pirate cove, or a medieval dungeon, you know? The last one I was raped in had a horror theme. A dirty butcher shop, with real cutlery and stuff.”


    “Real cutlery?” Wheezed Creamycunt, turning heads. The other alleycunts often forgot the strawberry blonde was there because the asshole who held her kept the girl in a sealed cardboard box when he wasn’t around.


    “Yes, and that’s where I was-”


    “That’s enough gossip for now, whores!” Interrupted a raspy voice. It was Tommy Two-cheeks, the rotund bum with a pronounced knife scar across his face, who claimed Harlotbuns and Sloppyslut. The two middle aged pubbies got up quietly and crawled to him without hesitation. The rest of the women in the alley straightened up on their knees and waited respectfully as their friends began serving the man at the far corner. Each alleycunt had her own “pseudo-master,” of course, but the clan had a collective reward and punishment system. If a woman crossed a line, violated a clan rule, disrespected a member, or simply stirred up some trouble, she could be punished by any male member. Swift and brutal punishments worked best to maintain discipline in the group.


    “Loo-loo!” The man yelled from the corner after finishing in Harlotbuns’ mouth. “Old Buck wants you by the fountain in five minutes. It’s almost opening time for the clubs and pubs. Soon the park will be crawling with drunks will full bladders.”


    “Yes Tommy,” sighed Eloise. It was time for her to earn her keep.
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    “You did well tonight, Loo-Loo. Attagirl!”


    “Thank you, Buck” smiled Eloise. She often called the old man by his name when they were alone. He didn’t mind. He was not a strict “master.” None of the male members of the clan cared about such things. Formal Cuntspeak was not meant for the streets anyway. It was for the pretentious rich folk who raped with a pinky sticking up.


    She knew very little about the man who claimed her. He looked old, but she had no idea how old he was under that thick crust of dirt and disheveled bushy beard. Somewhere between 40 and 80, perhaps? He certainly was older than the Glorious Androcratic Revolution. She knew that because he occasionally told her weird, inappropriate, even legally dangerous stories from the past featuring women with a lot of “agency.” It always gave her an adrenaline boost when he did that. They were scary and fascinating at the same time.


    That kind of extra stimulation helped while she sucked him off. He probably knew that, because he usually preluded facerapes with a little story. She didn’t mind the chore, anyway. His cock wasn’t too big or ugly. He was relatively clean too, at least down there. He had to be, since she licked it clean several times a day. He liked soft-and-slows and rarely slapped her, which allowed Eloise to enjoy it too. She liked the calm and silence, soothing, meditative repetition. These relaxing blowies were nothing like the brutal skullfucks she had to endure before he claimed her as his pubbie about a year ago.


    The only thing she didn’t like about sucking Buck’s cock was the taste of her ultimate reward. Probably because of his unhealthy diet of expired tuna, cheap beer, and cigarette butts, his semen tasted like rotten fish or something. Perhaps that’s why she prolonged the sessions as much as womanly possible, in order to postpone the unpleasant finale.


    Thankfully, Old Buck never complained about her speed. He was not the type to rush things anyway.


    “You hungry?” Asked the man after dipping her head in the pool at the center of the small park for the last time. This tacky fountain served as her bathtub-slash-trough. It was where he watered her every day and washed her after toilet duty.


    “Yes Sir,” she nodded, hoping for a sweet treat. She felt like she deserved something. He had already given her an attagirl for her performance.


    “Let’s go see if Manny has something for you.”


    Her face dropped. Manny sold bird seed to people to feed the pigeons at the park. He looked so ancient, Eloise assumed that he had already been sitting on his round rock even before the municipality decided to build this park. He was harmless and quiet, and generous enough to share his leftover merchandise with starving pubbies at the end of the day. The girls appreciated the kind gesture, of course, but none really liked licking birdseed off the ground. That stuff had no significant nutritional value, and it simply tasted like dirt.


    Nevertheless, she thanked him and fell on her hands and knees like a good girl. Buck picked up the thick frayed rope tied around her neck and pulled her gently towards Manny’s rock. She followed obediently.


    The elderly bum was happy to see Loo-loo. He patted her on the head with a warm smile and poured a cup of seed on the ground in front of her. She bowed down and started to lick and slurp the stuff meant for birds. It was better than nothing.
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    Manny and Buck made small talk as she pecked away. The main topic was the surprise handjob her handler got from a college girl earlier. It had been the highlight of his day. A handjob was no blowjob, of course. But it excited the old man more because it was delivered by a fancy A-grade babe in expensive slutwear. Loo-loo knew well that he was going to tell that story a few more times when they got back to the alley.


    “The alley,” the narrow dead-end behind the new Bessy Boobs Milkshakes, was her new home now. It was spacious enough to house the clan of four men and the six “alleycunts” claimed by them. The area was relatively clean since the women were ordered to sweep it thoroughly twice a day.


    Her clan was a good one too. She had no frame of reference, of course, since it was the only bum-clan she had ever been claimed by, but she had seen enough unaffiliated pubbies getting dragged around and utilized violently to feel grateful to be a part of her current group.


    The most violent member they had was Gobble, a lanky man in his mid-thirties, who looked like a cartoon rooster while he raped. He once told the girls he was an ex-cop, but Loo had a hard time believing that claim. He was not a known bullshitter or anything… He simply didn’t have the look… the posture. He claimed two of the alleycunts: the jovial Quickytramp, a thirty-something bimbo with the biggest tits ever, and Justahole, a bland, quiet middle-aged brunette. Gobble was a slapper. He also had a form of obsessive-compulsive disorder, which made his frequent slapping sessions extremely painful and taxing.


    A few meters from Gobble’s tent lay Sloppyslut and Harlotbuns, two discarded breeder-milfs claimed by Tommy Two-cheeks. Tommy was a big man with a very big cock. If their clan were a pride, he’d be the alpha lion. And just like one, he lay in his corner all-day, getting served by the two ex-breeders. He had a pronounced scar running from the bottom of his left eye to his right earlobe. Nobody knew exactly what happened to him. His story changed drastically with every telling. One thing was for sure. It was old, and it was made by a knife.


    To Eloise, that particular detail made him a bit more likeable. She was a victim of a knife attack herself. At the orgy after which she was dumped, a few of her rapists got carried away and slashed her tits, leaving her scarred. They also broke her tibia in two places before throwing her well-raped body away like trash. She thought it was the end. It was Old Buck who found her in the dumpster the following morning, bleeding out. He took her to an ex-vet friend and saved her life.


    Buck was a good man, relatively speaking, Eloise later decided. But saving her was not entirely a selfless act on his part. She was free pussy, after all. The bum claimed her immediately as his new pet. Once the ex-vet was done tending to her wounds, Buck tied a rope around her bruised neck and dragged her back to the clan camp in the alley. She wasn’t able to walk with a fractured tibia, but she could bitchwalk on her hands and knees. Thankfully, the street healer had an expired box of painkillers to help her complete the excruciating trip through the park. There Buck made her a bed out of cardboard and tied her to a pipe, where she recuperated and served him as a rapetoy for the next four months.


    Her memory of the first week or two was a bit hazy because the old man kept her sedated until he ran out of pills. The other women, now her fellow alleycunts, later told her that she kept them awake for an entire week with her constant sobbing and moaning. She remembered Harlotbuns helping her a lot, bringing her water and food from the nearby public park and helping her clean herself after rapes. Others helped as much as they could too, whenever they were not restrained or being utilized. It was a kindness she wasn’t used to. She was grateful. The women, they quickly developed a strong bond since then. It was a “camaraderie of the raped,” as Creamycunt called it.


    Creamycunt, the sixth and final pussy of the clan, was an odd case. She was a petite college student with strawberry blonde hair and a tragic story. Betrayed and enslaved by her boyfriend the day after her first permit expired, she was forced to serve an entire dorm for the next two years in a dark basement. The asshole whored the girl illegally throughout college, and dumped her on the graduation day to “get rid of the evidence.”


    Creamie was a law student before tragedy struck, a fact she constantly reminded others by using fancy legal terms whenever she could. Eloise suspected that half the words the girl used were made-up. She was utilized by several clans since her dumping, before eventually finding her way to this one. Here in the “Alley,” she belonged to Ignat, a quiet, mysterious man. Nobody new where he came from. When pressed, he spoke with a foreign accent. He took good care of Creamie, shared his own food with her and even took her to a proper whorewash regularly. When he had to, he fought fiercely to protect his pet. She simply loved him for that.


    There was only one downside. He kept the girl in a box whenever he was away. Literally. He placed her in an old dishwasher box, sealed it shut with duct tape, and chained the package to the nearby pipe. Creamy sat in darkness and waited for her master to return, sometimes for hours. The only connection to the outside world she had was the cock-sized hole on the side of the box.


    Because of that particularly restricting living condition, Creamy was often left out of collective activities, but the women managed to develop a close relationship regardless. She and Eloise bonded easily because they were closer in age. They were the product of the same world. The rest of the alleycunts were all “oldlifers” between the ages of 36 and 47, who were raised before the revolution. Harlotbuns once told them that she was registered on the day it happened. Justahole claimed to have been a high level manager at a major company before she was enslaved. The others had also lived different lives before the Androcratic takeover. They simply had a different vibe, the oldlifers.


    Creamie and Eloise hit it up pretty quickly, despite the cum-soaked cardboard wall between them. As post-law “newbreed,” they had similar upbringings, similar problems, similar dreams… The others, they never had to deal with bathroom raperaids at their school. They weren’t forced to suck hundreds of cocks even before they graduated. They weren’t forced to practice poorly-disguised sex positions every single day in phys-ed, they never had to attend classes like “blowjob etiquette” or “basics of general sluttery.” They were not-


    “Hurry up and finish your seed” Buck interrupted Eloise’s daydream. She picked up the pace. “I know you’re tired, Loo-loo. I’m beat too. But this handjob from that chick… it got me very excited, you know? I want to fuck you before bed. Twice perhaps? Maybe properly threehole you, even. Have I ever threeholed you before, by the way?”


    “No Sir,” she said with a forced smile, then quickly finished her bird-meal. She was still hungry. Perhaps a few loads of semen would hit the spot better.
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    “That’s enough. Let’s do the dog thing. I’ll do you from behind.”


    “Thank you, Sir.” Eloise waited for Buck to take his fat dick out of her pussy with a smile on her pretty face, then rose from the cardboard bed he made for her. She turned around and got on all-fours, raised her butt and arched her back. She still remembered what she had learned from the Girl-Mart crash course she was put through.


    ***


    “Crash course” was what they called it. She thought “month-long gangrapes and beatings” was a more accurate name for it, albeit a bit longer. Was it really a month? More or less. She was kept in a large windowless room with 20-or-so other girls for weeks. After a while they lost count. There was no day-night cycle down there. Just shifts. She counted 12 different instructors, who “worked” in 4 shifts. She assumed that a complete cycle lasted a single day. She didn’t know the names of her rapists, so in her mind she named them by times of day to keep track of time. Morning-Two was the most brutal one. Evening-One had the biggest dick, Night-Three never took off his sunglasses… The girls were just numbers to them, so it was her attempt to get even, dehumanize them back. They didn’t look or act like humans anyway.


    Theirs was not the biggest GirlMart in town. It served the Harlett-Whorrow-Sorbich area, where the customer base was poor and the merchandise was low-grade. Most of the girls in her group were fairly fuckable, but there were no true A-grades in that room. The training system was not top notch either. The guards would come in, divide them into three groups, and rape them as if they were their personal harems. There was no structure or discernible purpose. Sometimes girls would fail to comply in time, or fail at a random task of endurance and humiliation. Failure of a fellow trainee always triggered corporal punishment for the entire group. If they were lucky, it would be just a slap-and-spank. More often than not, the motherfuckers would use floggers, whips, canes, and even metal pipes.


    Pain was a very good teacher. Hunger was another. Between regular beatings and starvation, the girls learned very quickly, even with the chaotic, arbitrary training system they had. Their conformations, positions, and transitions were uneven and sub-par, but their obedience was perfect.


    In the very beginning, like in any group of females, there were a few defiant bitches who constantly rolled their eyes, cursed and protested, even defied commands occasionally. A couple weeks into the “program,” all were fully “cured” of their improper behavior. The ol’ carrot and stick system worked well. They were all perfect submissive fuckmeat in the end.


    For Eloise, this quick transition to fucktoyhood was very hard. The beatings were the worst, of course. She had not been raised in a violent household. Her father had never laid a finger on her even when she had acted out or talked back occasionally. Working two shifts to make ends meet, he was never home, anyway. He came late at night, fucked her mom, got some zees and left early in the morning. These men, her trainers, were nothing like him… like nobody she had met. Even the boys who raped her mouth regularly at school were not this callous and unfeeling. Maybe these assholes had their own training program that turned them into monsters?


    Their treatment was so arbitrary and violent, many of the trainees started to think that there was something fishy about it. Some girls claimed that theirs was not a real training program at all. The real slave training, they said, should be given at a central GirlMart facility, where hundreds and thousands of women were kept. They were convinced that these guys were “embezzling pussy,” using the girls as their personal fucktoys without the knowledge of corporate. When a few girls were removed and never came back, an even darker rumor started. What if they were getting rid of evidence?


    Turned out, there was no embezzlement or misrape. It was all by the book, in line with corporate regulations. They were simply cheap low-grade cunts, and cheap pussy were trained in-house, by the male personnel working in that store. The guys who were “training” them were the guards, janitors, and admin guys at Harlett GirlMart, not proper instructors.


    Eloise learned that on her very last day in that basement. After a particularly long and hard threeholing and arbitrary-slap session, she and eleven others were taken out of the room and led to the showers. All were terrified, fully convinced that they were going to be disposed of. None even thought of resisting anyway. They were hosed down, coiffed and collared, then shackled together in two groups of six before being led upstairs.


    Eloise was confused. Was all this a distraction? Perhaps to throw them off so they would remain calm and complacent as they crawled towards slaughter… She thought that they were going to end up in a ditch up until the very moment they entered the main store area.


    She held her breath when they reached the top of the stairs and found themselves facing an ominous looking red door. It opened with a loud clank. Instead of a slaughterhouse, they found themselves in a big hall. After living in a dimly-lit damp basement for weeks, her senses were overwhelmed by the bright lights and cool fresh air. Rows and rows of women in varying degrees of restraint welcomed the stunned newcomers. Some were standing in simple shackles, some were caged, and some were rendered completely defenseless in heavy irons and straight jackets. All had big price tags slapped on their thighs and chests, ironically making them look worthless.


    As the two six-packs were dragged through aisles of second-hand milfs, fresh eighteeners, and all other types of pussy in between, Eloise couldn’t help but read their tags and descriptions, all written with the most debasing terms one could think of: Fresh cunt of the day… best butt you’ll ever fuck… free cocksucker with purchase… buy two, get three… single use… breeder… ass to pound… mouth to fuck… throat to stretch… meat to tenderize…


    All these women were semi-humans once. Now they were completely objectified and reduced to their very essence: Sets of warm holes. Cockwarmers. Rapemeat. And Eloise was about to become one of them. Another toy sitting on a shelf, obediently waiting for her future master.


    She was being too optimistic, it turned out. She found no master. She and her five sisters were purchased later that day as disposable party treats. She was taken to an orgy-party, got raped and tortured within an inch of her life, and thrown out like trash afterwards.


    ***


    And now, almost a year later, she was a worthless public slave serving an old bum in a dirty back alley. The worst part was, she wasn’t sure if this was better or worse than the possible alternatives. Would her life be better had she belonged to a “normal” master? How would this man treat her? Like a companion, a fucktoy, or a pet? What would he feed her? Would he let her talk or bark? Let her stand up and walk on two feet, or drag her on all-fours? Would he breed her or not? She knew well that it was all a crap shoot. Odds were against her. Especially as a cheap low-grader from Harlett.


    That was why she was grateful. Serving Buck wasn’t that bad. When he fucked her, he often did it doggie style. She liked that. She didn’t have to look at him drool all over her face while she was taking it from behind. She often fantasized whenever he reamed her ass. Perhaps she was the chamber slave of a charming prince, or the office-cunt of a handsome CEO. She often daydreamed about getting raped by a muscular lifeguard on the beach, at sunset. Sometimes there were two, even three lifeguards. A spitroasting and airtighting… Two things she had experienced for the first time at that horrible orgy party and never again.


    Old Buck wasn’t much to look at, but he had a good rapestick and he used it fairly well. He even had some special tricks Eloise liked. He also had a nice curve in his dick, which she appreciated. It stimulated her in unexpected ways, especially when he was doing the “dog thing” as he liked to call it.
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    Her pseudo-master fucked her for a few minutes, but suddenly pulled out before she could start “really” enjoy it. Ever the obedient puppy, Loo-Loo let out a frustrated sigh. Of course, Buck was not a young man any more, not a charming prince, a well-groomed CEO, or an athletic lifeguard. He needed a few seconds to catch his breath. He gave her a appreciative spank on the left cheek, took a few sips from his cheap wine, and penetrated her again after a few seconds. She moaned gratefully. He started to fuck her slowly, picking up the pace as he went.


    She was ready to close her eyes and transport her mind to the beach where her fantasy rapists were waiting for her, but she was distracted momentarily by the unusual activity in the alley. Tommy was renting Harlotbuns and Sloppyslut to local teenagers again. Eloise recognized one of the boys assfucking the milfs. One of her classmates from school, a quiet and harmless boy. Kenny was his name. Or perhaps Lenny? She didn’t remember. He wasn’t one of the bullies who regularly raped her mouth. She was surprised to see him there, renting a pubbie.


    The boy noticed her staring and turned to her. She immediately lowered her head in shame. She felt silly. Even after all she had gone through, after all the inhuman torment and extreme humiliation, she still felt shame? He wouldn’t be able to recognize her anyway. Her hair was different now. The alley was not well-lit, and they were far away. She mustered the courage to raise her head for a moment and sneak a peek. He wasn’t paying attention to her at all. She felt relief at first, but also… a tiny bit of disappointment?


    Everyone wanted to be memorable, right?


    While she was struggling to make sense of her confusing emotions, a beautiful distraction entered the alley from the other side. It was her bestie Creamycunt crawling at the end of Ignat’s leash, returning from her weekly whorewash visit. She looked as pale and white as ever. So pretty, so lickable! Ignat dragged her to their spot, sat down and opened his zipper without wasting time. Creamie obediently began serving her pseudo-master with her full lips ans skilled tongue.


    “You feel tighter and wetter today, Loo-loo,” commented Buck, breathless. “I don’t think I’ll last long. I’m almost…”


    Eloise panicked a little when the old man gave her the unexpected compliments. No, it was too early! She didn’t have the chance to meet the cute lifeguards yet. She desperately tried to relax her hole to let him last longer.


    Unfortunately, she wasn’t able to stop him from exploding a few seconds later. It was so quick, he didn’t even had the time to shove it in her mouth to ejaculate. No beach fun, and no dinner either? What a disaster! And it was all because of her stupid tight pussy.


    “Please!” she begged in desperation. “Please do me again, Sir. Please, do the dog thing again!”
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    Sleep. Sweet sweet sleep. It was Eloise’s favorite “activity” ever.


    Past-midnight was the best time of her day. Old Buck rarely used her that late, and never more than once. After her evening rape around 9 o’clock, she would put him to sleep with a soft-and-slow. She didn’t see it as a chore. It was a repetitive but relaxing task. As usual, she daydreamed while she performed… the charming prince, the suave CEO, the lifeguards…


    The alley generally went quiet around 3 in the morning unless Tommy’s two whores Harlotbuns and Sloppyslut had very late customers. The two ex-breeders were long past their prime, but one could tell that they used to be high-grade fuckmeat back in the day. They had to be, to get breeder-designation. Were those two really breeders? Loo-loo wasn’t sure. Tommy told everyone they were, but it could well be a marketing thing. A big lie, or perhaps just a simple embellishment.


    She knew the two whores had children, a number of them, somewhere out there… They often talked about their pre-revolutionary families and cried their eyes out… but that didn’t mean they were breeders. As far as Loo knew, the specific label was a relatively recent invention. “Breeders” were supposed to be high-grade, high-demand, high-yield women who were kept under lock and key. Such specimens rarely ended up on the streets. When they outlived their usefulness and could no longer “produce,” they were… properly disposed of.


    It didn’t really matter. Lie or truth, the two oldlifers were quite popular among local teenagers who had no pussy of their own. The boys would come in groups late at night and sprit-roast the milfs in synch. Both ’Buns and Sloppy had a lot of repeat customers, and among them personal favorites whom they privately called “boyfriends.” Above the old mattress they served on hanged a cardboard sign that read “a buck for a fuck,” but the women often gave their favorite rapists free quickies and blowies whenever Tommy was away or distracted. They were doing nothing wrong, of course. They were “public” slaves after all. Their holes belonged to the entire citizenry.


    Fortunately there were no late customers that night. The alley was all quiet, except for the barely audible slurps in the distance. When Eloise raised her head and looked for he source of the noise, her eyes immediately spotted the rhythmic bobbing of Sloppyslut’s head. Apparently the blonde was on soft-and-slow duty that night. Tommy was a terrible snorer, so his cunts were tasked to keep watch all night and gently relieve him whenever he got too loud. In the distance, Justahole was providing a similar service for her master Gobble.


    The repetitive noise wasn’t too annoying. It was quite relaxing even, like white noise. Eloise put her head back down, closed her eyes, and prepared to meet her prince charming. But before she could make the journey to the land of dreams, she felt a tap on her shoulder. She quickly turned around, ready to serve. She already knew what was in store for her. Buck was awake, and he had a full bladder.


    Loo-loo knew her main purpose of course. Buck would never let her forget anyway. It was in her name. It was how she earned her keep. Without any protest, she slid down to reach his member, took the semi-flaccid organ out of his pants, and wrapped her full lips around it. He immediately started to urinate. She swallowed the liquid that filled her mouth without hesitation, and began drinking the steady stream that followed. She was used to it. She performed her main duty a few times every night, and got better and better at it.
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    Buck eventually stopped pissing and fell asleep immediately, but Eloise kept her lips sealed around his hose until she was sure that his bladder was completely empty. Turned out his bladder was, but his balls were full again. She felt him hardening in her mouth before she could detach. She let out a sigh and started to perform another soft-and-slow on her master’s member. She was too tired at that point, but at least she was getting a late night snack out of it.


    Buck lasted longer this time, perhaps because he was almost completely unconscious while she sucked. He didn’t release much fluid either. She swallowed her meagre reward and lay back down exhausted. Buck kept her legs tied in folded position, so she could only sleep on her side. She wasn’t sure why he chose to do that. She was obedient enough to remain on her hands and knees anyway. She had been living in these restraints since the ex-vet treated her wounds that day. The same leg-tie, the same noose-thing around her neck… They were dirty, frayed, and looser in places, but they still did their job. An entire year in the same ropes? Maybe Buck was too lazy to untie and retie them every now and then, or he just didn’t care. She was just a worthless pet, after all. She knew that well.


    She couldn’t remember the last time she stood upright on two feet. Perhaps during her term at the Harlett QM, where the trainers sometimes let her walk, but only from one rape station to another? They were probably violating a lot of rules and regulations whenever they did that. The hall the girls were held in had been covered wall to wall with metal placards urging the employees to keep the trainees leashed on their knees at all times, but the men rarely paid attention to official signage. She wasn’t always properly leashed either.


    She closed her eyes, opened her ears, and listened. Finally, complete silence. Sloppie and J-hole must have been finished serving their masters too. At least for the moment.


    At last, time for sweet sleep. Now she could catch a few zees before the cycle of misery started again. She had only a few hours until sunrise, when the women in the clan had to get up and begin performing their morning rituals. Luckily these lazy bums rarely woke up that early. They often went back to sleep after their first blowie and sleep in until midday. The women had to be rape-ready regardless. They generally busied themselves cleaning the place and exchanging stories as they waited for their first proper utilization of the day.


    Eloise liked that part too. It was a time for relaxation and socialization. Still, it was nothing like a good night’s sleep. She didn’t just want to rest. She wanted a good lucid dream. She had developed a special trick to do that, which worked most of the time. Open your eyes wide and look straight at a spot in front of you, visualize the face of that fantasy prince, and then imagine the dick you want to be impaled on. If you were lucky, you’d ride that stallion long enough before you were woken up by a rude smack on the bottom.


    She finished her “highly scientific” routine, crossed her fingers, and closed her eyes. It was time to meet the boys.


    “Psst!.. Loo-loo!”


    Another interruption? She looked up, only to find Creamycunt staring back with a mischievous smile.


    “Creamie?” She whispered, “What the hell are you doing over here? Master Ignat is going to-”


    “He forgot to tie me up tonight,” the other interrupted. “I was doing the cowgirl thing as usual, you know… then I realized that he passed out at some point. He drank a lot earlier, so I guess… Anyway, I think I’m free to roam around tonight.”


    “What are you saying?” whimpered Eloise with a worried face. “You are not thinking about fleeing or something, are you?”


    “Of course not,” Creamie dismissed. “Do I look like a crazy moron? This is the safest place I have ever lived since I was discarded.” She crawled closer and started to graze Eloise’s thighs with her fingertips. “I just thought… Perhaps we can use this rare opportunity to… like… get to know each other better or something?”


    “You want to fuck?” exhaled Eloise with widened eyes. “My master is right her-”


    Creamie put her finger on Eloise’s full lips to shush her. “It will be okay. Go ahead and open your legs for me, sweetie.” She came even closer and knelt next to her bestie, slid her hands between her thighs and spread them apart with a gentle push. The blonde bit her lower lip and held her breath when the other’s slender fingers began rubbing her clit and slit. A few seconds later, two of them found their way into her pussy, to explore the depths of her tight fuckhole. Amused by her shy response, Creamie gave her a kiss before she started to fingerfuck her primary. Eloise almost screamed when a third and then a fourth finger entered her, but Creamie covered her mouth just in time with her free hand.


    To her surprise, she came almost immediately. She had been fingered before, of course… but never by another woman, and never with the intent to give her pleasure. And Creamie, she certainly knew what she was doing.


    When the orgasm hit, Creamie increased the pressure on her victim’s mouth to keep her quivering body under control, but didn’t stop fingering her. A few expertly timed pauses and gear shifts stretched a simple climax into a huge one. She slowed down only after Eloise’s violent shudders abated.


    “Good girl,” Creamie smiled and gave her willing captive another long kiss. Then she turned around and threw one leg over her, aligned her own pussy with Loo-loo’s gaping mouth, and sat on her face. The girl didn’t need an explicit command to start doing what she was supposed to do. Her mind was already on fire. She started kissing and licking and sucking her bestie’s pussy, and Creamie returned the favor immediately on the other end.


    ‘Screw sleep!’ Eloise thought, as Creamie brought her to another quick orgasm. ‘This is my favorite activity of the day.’
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    She woke up with a smile on her face. It was the best sleep she’d had since forever, but the main reason for the warm feeling that permeated every cell in her body was the brief interaction she’d had with Creamycunt last night. With the pleasant memory swirling in her head, she dutifully started to suck Buck’s cock. The old man stopped snoring but didn’t wake up.


    Last night certainly wasn’t the first time she’d licked pussy and had hers licked in return. She was a trained cunt, after all. Her introduction to slavery at Girlmart had been less then perfect of course, but her rapists had followed the official instructions and hit every item on the list. Entertaining the masters with performance was an important section in all proper slave training programs. High-end ones would teach girls how to seduce and amuse via dance, acting, and even reciting poetry, among other things. Such pretentious BS! At the Harlett Girlmart where she had “graduated” from, all they learned was awkwardly licking each other’s slits for a few minutes, while their trainer watched with a cocksucker or two between his legs.


    She liked a tongue on her clit as much as the next girl, but she wasn’t the biggest fan of giving cunnies. She always had been a neat freak and thought genitals, penises and vaginas both, were weird, if not totally repulsive. The thought of having one near her face or even in her mouth made her stomach turn. Of course, the boys at school had a quick cure for that. They started her “treatment” as soon as she turned legal-to-abuse, by raping her mouth at every opportunity. Extreme exposure therapy, baby! She eventually got used to the thing, of course. She was just a girl. She had no choice. She had the hole, and they had the rapesticks. It was the nature of things.


    That was even before her enslavement. After a month in the Girlmart basement, she was fully rehabilitated by the tireless efforts of her trainers. She learned to stomach the activity without major problems.


    Yet, somehow vaginas remained problematic for her even after she was turned into an obedient cocksucker. Something to do with pleasuring another inferior, perhaps? Even before her training, she understood why she was supposed to please men in however way they desire. It was the natural order, and women were created to serve men, of course. She wasn’t happy about how things were, but she fully understood that she was lower than the penised ones.


    But with other women… this natural hierarchy disappeared. After surviving countless rapes and beatings, the worst thing for Eloise was to be ordered to lick a fellow trainee’s freshly creampied fuckholes clean. The activity itself was painless in comparison, but the humiliation was unbearable. It made her sink even lower than the slavesister she was cleaning, who got ruthlessly beaten and violated before her eyes a minute ago.


    It wasn’t just a feeling, and not something only she experienced. Turned out this was a well-known tactic trainers used to break girls. The more defiant ones got hole-cleaning tasks more and more frequently than the “good” girls. It didn’t matter if you liked or disliked cunnilingus or analingus. That wasn’t the point at all. It wasn’t just oral sex, it was a way to punish failure and reward good performance. A way to place you in the pecking order. A hierarchy within a hierarchy.


    It was simple and effective. And it required no real effort from the trainer too.


    Eloise didn’t like it, but accepted and rationalized the practice eventually. She saw it as necessary preparation for harem life. Could she be lucky enough to be purchased by someone with a harem? According to the law, at least three women made a harem, and only wealthy people could afford such an expensive thing.


    No, it seemed unlikely. Why would a master with money buy a lowgrader like her?


    Miraculously, she was purchased by a wealthy man. Unfortunately, only as a single-use party treat.


    Actually, she wasn’t sure about that part. Yes, she and another girl were discarded after that violent orgy because they were badly damaged and rendered unfuckable, but she had no idea about the fate of the remaining four girls in her “six-pack.” She often wondered what had happened to them. Were they still alive and serving?


    She’d had ample time thinking about that terrible night since her adoption by the clan. Was she really purchased as a single-use cunt? Or perhaps it was a test to see the best one of the pack and she failed miserably? She’d never know. It didn’t matter anyway. Her new life in the alley was… fine. At least it was better than many alternatives she had witnessed.


    It certainly was a great life lesson. Obedience and skills were important, yes. But there was one immensely important thing that determined a girl’s fate in this world, and it was luck. She often felt like a ball in a tilt machine. Out of control, being hurled around, taking a constant beating.


    She had been out of luck from the beginning. She was born and raised in Harlett, a poor working class neighborhood where girls had no prospects, no opportunities for proper education. She knew that a lot of women were able to to find their way to higher education, get degrees, get decent jobs, earn some money to buy freedom permits and somehow managed to avoid slavery for years. Most ended up in sexual service eventually, of course, but some, truly fortunate ones could see their thirties with a bare neck. It was a fact. A few even found fame and some sort of respect too.


    She remembered watching celebrity journalist Kim Muttson on TV every night when she was younger. That woman was her hero. They famously called her “the bust you trust,” but what really drew Eloise’s attention was her confident eyes. The way she spoke without a shaky voice, the way she sat up straight, the way she moved… Everything about her signalled defiance in a way only another woman could sense. Eloise noticed that Muttson never lowered her head even she had to read something on the desk. She picked the paper up and raised it. She never put her wrists together. She never smiled like a servile whore.


    And more importantly, the way she was dressed. They made her wear low-cut, revealing tops, of course. Muttson looked great even in such faux-elegant stuff. To male viewers, she was a cleavage. To Eloise, it was her neck. She was sure that the journalist was making the most of this humiliating dress code to give a secret message to sisters around the world. It was possible to keep a neck bare. It was possible to reject the band.


    You just had to be… extremely lucky?


    Eloise’s heart was broken when Kim Muttson eventually disappeared without a trace. Nobody around her knew what happened to her, but everyone had a crazy theory ranging from heart-warming to absolutely horrifying. A girl at school claimed that she married her boss and quit her job, another claimed that she was kidnapped by an Ibernian gang for ransom and raped to death in captivity. Eloise chose to believe the first rumor. After all, if a celebrity journalist was taken and snuffed, that would be in the news, right?


    She hadn’t had the chance to find out anyway. This had been only a week or two before her E-day. And after that, she’d barely had a moment without a cock in her mouth. Her TV-watching days had been over. Little did she know that she and Muttson were going thorough similar processes a few kilometers apart. While she was obediently taking it in both ends in Harlett, her defiant idol was getting brutally gangraped in a Cummypaws training facility in the outskirts of Snatchfield.
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    Even though it was impossible for a girl like her to rise to the level of Kim Muttson, it had been stupfyingly easy for her idol to end up in her situation. In fact, the daily routines of the two young women were almost the same, save a few details.


    A rough tug on her leash pulled Eloise out of her thoughts. “Come on, Loo-loo,” said Buck. “We are late to the park. Stop playing with it and finish me off.”


    “Yes Buck, thank you,” said the girl, and picked up the pace obediently. Somewhere not too far from the Alley, former journalist and well-trained petgirl Miss Yummycunt was thinking about how she ended up in her worst nightmare.
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