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Chapter One




The tires of the private car crunched to a halt on the white gravel, kicking up little puffs of dust that glittered in the harsh sun. Natalie blinked, shielding her eyes as she stepped out. The place was nothing like the website’s soft-focus photos of women laughing in meadows. This was… severe. A single, sprawling building of polished black stone and mirrored glass rose from the pine trees, looking more like a secret tech billionaire’s bunker than a wellness retreat.

A wave of doubt, cold and slick, coiled in her stomach. She’d maxed out her credit card for the deposit, lying through her teeth on the scholarship application about her income. This had to work. It had to be the answer to the constant, humming anxiety of being Nathan-at-work, to the dysphoria that felt like wearing a skin two sizes too small.

“Natalie, I presume?”

The voice was like chilled champagne, crisp and expensive. A woman stood in the shadow of the entrance arch, stepping forward into the light. She was stunning, in a way that felt like a threat. Her hair was a sheet of platinum blonde, pulled into a severe knot. Her body was poured into a dress of gleaming black latex that hugged every impossible curve, and her heels were such sharp, dangerous stilettos they looked like they could puncture the earth itself. This was Mistress Sadie. Her smile was a perfect, blood-red slash, but it didn’t reach her cold, assessing eyes.

“Welcome to the Chrysalis Project,” she said, her gaze sweeping over Natalie’s thrift-store blouse and sensible jeans with barely concealed disdain. “We have so much work to do. Follow me.”

Natalie’s own hopeful smile faltered. She grabbed her small duffel bag, her knuckles white. “Thank you for this opportunity,” she managed, her voice a timid squeak.

Mistress Sadie didn’t reply. She just turned on her heel, the click-clack echoing in the vast, silent entrance hall. The air inside was cool and smelled of antiseptic and something else, something sweet and cloying, like rotting flowers. The walls were a stark, blinding white. There were no windows.

They stopped in front of a heavy metal door labeled ‘INTAKE & DECONTAMINATION’. Sadie placed her palm on a scanner. The lock hissed open.

“Leave your bag,” Sadie commanded, not looking back.

“But my things…”

“Are garbage,” Sadie finished, finally turning to face her. Those cold eyes pinned Natalie in place. “Everything you were is garbage. Your clothes, your past, your shame. It all stays out here. This room is where you shed it. Now. Strip.”

Natalie’s heart hammered against her ribs. This was wrong. This was all wrong. This wasn’t gentle guidance; this was an order. The website talked about ‘shedding emotional baggage,’ not… this.

“I… I don’t understand,” Natalie stammered, hugging her arms over her chest.

Mistress Sadie’s smile didn’t change, but the air in the room grew colder. “Understanding is not a requirement. Obedience is. This is your first lesson, Natalie. When you are given a command, you obey. Now, for the final time. Remove every stitch of clothing. Or would you prefer I call the car to take you back to your gray little life?”

The threat was clear. Back to Nathan. Back to the cubicle and the deadname and the soul-crushing invisibility. The fear of going back was greater, in that moment, than the fear of what was happening now. With trembling fingers, Natalie complied. She unbuttoned her blouse, her cheeks burning with a humiliation so deep it felt like a physical ache. She stepped out of her jeans, kicked off her sneakers. Soon, she stood shivering in the middle of the cold room, naked and utterly exposed under the unforgiving fluorescent lights.

Mistress Sadie circled her slowly, the sound of her heels a slow, cruel metronome. “Posture is atrocious. Shoulders back. Tits out. You have to present what little you have.” She stopped behind Natalie. “And what is this? Pathetic. We will fix this.”

Natalie flinched as Sadie’s cold, gloved finger traced the line of her limp cock tucked between her legs. A sob caught in her throat. This wasn’t confidence training. This was… something else.

“Please,” Natalie whispered, tears welling in her eyes.

“Please what?” Sadie purred, coming around to face her again. “Please continue? Please make me a woman? That’s why you’re here, isn’t it? To be remade. To be pretty. To be useful. The begging is a good start. You should do more of it.”

Sadie walked over to a stainless-steel counter and picked up a few items. She held them up. “Your new uniform. This is what you will wear until you earn the privilege of something else. Or until you earn the punishment of nothing at all.”

The first item was a dress, if it could be called that. It was a tiny, shocking pink thing, made of a cheap, shiny fabric. It looked like it was made for a child’s doll. It wouldn't cover her ass, let alone anything else.

The second item was a collar. It was black leather, thick, with a heavy-looking metal O-ring at the front.

The third item made Natalie’s blood run cold. It was a sleek, black silicone plug, wider at the base, with a small, glowing pink light embedded in it.

“Arms up,” Sadie said.

Natalie, moving like a puppet, raised her arms. Sadie pulled the pink micro-dress over her head. It was as short as she feared, the hem barely grazing the tops of her thighs. The fabric was scratchy and thin. She felt more naked than when she was actually naked.

“Now, the collar. A symbol of your new status. My pet.” The leather was cool and stiff as Sadie buckled it around her neck. It was snug, not choking, but a constant, heavy pressure. The metal ring felt like a leash waiting to be clipped.

“And finally,” Sadie said, holding up the plug. She squeezed a generous amount of clear lube onto the tip. “The most important part. This stays in at all times. It is a reminder of your purpose. It connects you to us. It helps… prepare you.”

Natalie shook her head, backing away until her bare back hit the cold wall. “No. No, you can’t. That’s… please, no.”

Mistress Sadie advanced, her expression one of bored impatience. “You gave your consent the moment you lied on your application to get in here, you stupid little slut. You wanted to be a girl? This is what girls like you are for. Now, bend over. Place your hands on the wall.”

The command was so absolute, so devoid of any possibility of refusal, that Natalie’s body obeyed before her mind could form another protest. She bent at the waist, her cheek pressed to the cold, painted cinderblock, her hands flat against the wall. She squeezed her eyes shut, tears leaking down her temples.

She felt the cold, lubed tip of the plug press against her tight, virgin hole.

This isn’t happening this isn’t happening this isn’t⁠—

A sharp, burning pain made her gasp as the widest part of the plug stretched her open. It was an invasion, brutal and clinical. She cried out, a short, choked sound.

“Oh, quiet,” Sadie sighed, pushing it all the way in until the base settled snugly against her. The burning subsided into a deep, throbbing, full ache. Then, a low, gentle buzz began to emanate from within her. It wasn't painful, just a constant, humiliating vibration deep inside her core.

Sadie stepped back. “There. Now you’re dressed.”

Natalie stayed bent over, trembling, the vibrations making her legs feel weak. She felt the plug’s presence with every slight clench of her muscles, a filthy secret shoved inside her.

Mistress Sadie grabbed her by the collar and pulled her upright. The sudden movement jostled the plug, and Natalie whimpered.

“Look at yourself,” Sadie commanded, turning her to face a full-length mirror on the wall.

The reflection was a grotesque parody. A terrified, tear-streaked face. A ridiculous, too-pink doll dress. A black collar declaring her someone’s property. And between her legs, under the short skirt, she knew the black base of the plug was visible, a dark promise of what was to come. She wasn't Natalie anymore. She wasn't anything. She was just a body in a costume, already being used.

“This is Sugar,” Mistress Sadie said, her lips close to Natalie’s ear, her voice a venomous whisper. “Sugar is a dumb, pretty little thing who lives to be filled. Sugar doesn’t think. Sugar doesn’t worry. Sugar just obeys. Natalie is gone. Do you understand?”

Natalie—Sugar—stared at the hollow-eyed creature in the mirror. The vibrations in her ass seemed to pulse in time with her frantic heartbeat. The collar felt like it was getting tighter.

She gave a tiny, jerky nod.

“Good girl,” Sadie purred, patting her cheek condescendingly. “Your training begins now.”

Mistress Sadie led her—no, dragged her—by the collar through another sterile white hallway. The vibrations from the plug were a constant, low-grade torment, a buzzing reminder of the violation that was now a part of her. Every step sent a little jolt through her system, making it hard to think, hard to focus on anything but the humiliating fullness in her ass.

They stopped at a set of double doors. Sadie didn't knock. She just pushed them open and shoved Sugar inside.

The room was large and circular, with a domed ceiling. The walls were the same blinding white, but the floor was a soft, plush pink carpet. In the center of the room was a raised, circular platform. And standing on it, or kneeling around it, were other girls.

Other girls like me, Sugar thought with a jolt of horrified recognition.

There were maybe ten of them. All trans femmes, just like her. But they were in different stages of… transformation. One girl had breasts far larger and rounder than seemed natural, straining against her own pink micro-dress. Another had lips so inflated they looked like two pink slugs stuck to her face. Some looked terrified, their eyes wide and darting, while others had a vacant, glassy stare, a small smile playing on their lips as if they were listening to a pleasant song only they could hear. They all wore the same black collars. They all had the same tell-tale black base of a plug visible beneath their short skirts.

"Find a spot on the floor and kneel," Mistress Sadie commanded, her voice cutting through the tense silence. "Hands behind your backs. Chests out. Posture!"

Sugar scrambled to find an empty space on the pink carpet, her legs trembling as she lowered herself to her knees. The movement made the plug shift inside her, and she had to bite her lip to keep from crying out. She folded her hands behind her back, trying to arch her spine as the others were doing. The pose felt unnatural, exposing.

A tall, muscular man with a shaved head and a tight black t-shirt stepped onto the central platform. A name tag on his chest read 'KYLE'. He held a tablet in one hand and a long, thin metal rod in the other. His expression was bored, like he was about to give a lecture on tax law.

"This is Kyle," Mistress Sadie announced, pacing slowly around the outside of their circle like a shark. "He is one of your trainers. You will refer to all male staff as 'Sir'. You will refer to all female staff as 'Ma'am'. Is that understood?"

A few weak, scattered "Yes, Ma'am"s echoed in the room.

"I can't hear you!" Sadie snapped.

"Yes, Ma'am!" the group chorused, louder this time. Sugar's voice joined them, a pathetic squeak.

"Good," Kyle said, his voice a low rumble. He tapped his tablet, and a large screen lit up on the wall behind him. It showed a simple, cartoonish diagram of a female body, with three areas highlighted in glowing pink: the mouth, the space between the legs labeled 'CUNT', and the ass, labeled 'ASS'.

"Welcome to Orientation," Kyle began, not a shred of warmth in his tone. "Let's get the basics out of the way. You are here to be trained. You are here to be useful. Your value is determined by your usefulness. And your usefulness is determined by these."

He pointed the metal rod at the screen, tapping each pink area.

"These are your Fuckholes. You have three of them. That is all you are. A collection of three holes, waiting to be filled."

A cold dread, colder than the room, seeped into Sugar's bones. This wasn't a metaphor. He was stating it as a simple, brutal fact.

"Your mouth," Kyle continued, "is for sucking cock. For swallowing cum. For smiling and saying 'Thank you, Daddy'. It is not for talking back. It is not for asking stupid questions."

He moved the rod down.

"Your cunt," he said, the crude word making Sugar flinch, "is for breeding. For taking cock. For dripping with need. It is your center. It is what makes you a sissy. It will learn to cum on command."

The rod tapped the final spot.

"And your ass," Kyle said, a slight, cruel smile touching his lips. "This is your signature hole. This is for when a real man wants to claim you, to use you without consequence. This hole will be stretched. It will be trained. It will always be ready."

He put the rod down and picked up his tablet.

"Your performance with each of these holes will be graded. Constantly. You will be assigned a Slut Score, which is an average of your performance across all three holes. A score of 100 means you are a perfect, mindless fucktoy. A score below 50 means you are failing, and failure has… consequences."

He swiped the screen. A leaderboard appeared. Most of the names were blank, but a few had numbers next to them. At the top was a name: CHERRYBOMB - 78.

"You will also have an Obedience Rating," Kyle went on. "This measures how quickly and completely you follow commands. Do you hesitate? Do you cry? Do you ask 'why'? Your Obedience Rating will drop. And it is very, very hard to raise it once it drops."

He looked out at all of them, his gaze flat and dismissive.

"Your old names are garbage. They are dead. You will be given new names. Pretty names. Simple names. Names for dumb little sluts."

He walked off the platform and started moving around the circle. He stopped in front of a girl with mousy brown hair. "You. What's your name?"

The girl looked up, terrified. "S-Samantha, Sir."

Kyle backhanded her across the face. The crack was loud and shocking in the quiet room. The girl cried out, clutching her cheek.

"Wrong," Kyle said calmly. "Your name is Bambi." He typed something into his tablet. "Because you look as dumb as a deer in headlights."

He moved on. He named a girl 'Lollipop'. Another 'Taffy'. Another 'Bubbles'. The names were all sickly sweet, infantilizing. He stopped in front of a girl with the huge breasts and vacant eyes. She was the one from the leaderboard.

"And you are Cherrybomb," he said, not as a question, but a statement. She preened, pushing her chest out further, a slow, stupid smile spreading across her face.

"Yes, Sir. Thank you, Sir."

Finally, he stopped in front of Sugar. He looked down at her, his eyes critical. She trembled under his gaze, feeling the plug buzz away, a traitorous pulse inside her.

"You," he said. "Look at you. So scared. So weak. You're going to be so sweet to break."

He reached out and pinched her chin, forcing her to look up at him. His fingers were strong, bruising.

"Your name is Sugar. Because you're going to be so sweet and sticky for all the Daddies."

He let go of her face and typed into his tablet. The name 'SUGAR' appeared on the leaderboard next to a score of '10'. The lowest score in the room. Shame burned her cheeks hotter than Kyle's slap had burned the girl now named Bambi.

"Now, for your official identification," Mistress Sadie said, stepping forward. She was holding a device that looked like a large, futuristic soldering iron. The tip glowed with a faint orange light. "You are property of the Chrysalis Project. All property must be marked."

Sugar's breath hitched. No. No, they couldn't.

Kyle grabbed her by the collar and forced her onto her back on the pink carpet. He was impossibly strong, pinning her wrists above her head with one hand.

"Hold her leg," he barked at Cherrybomb.

The big-breasted girl scrambled over with a eager look in her eyes. She grabbed Sugar's right thigh, spreading her legs open, exposing her completely. The short pink dress rode up to her waist, offering no modesty. Sugar squeezed her eyes shut, tears streaming down the sides of her face into her hair.

"Please," she begged, her voice a broken whisper. "Please don't."

"No one is talking to you, slut," Kyle growled.

She felt the heat first. A wave of it, radiating from the device. Then the searing, white-hot pain as the brand was pressed into the soft, tender skin of her inner thigh. She screamed, a raw, animal sound of agony. The smell of burning flesh filled her nostrils, a sickly-sweet scent that would be forever linked to this moment.

It lasted only a few seconds, but the pain echoed through her entire nervous system. When the brand was lifted, the throbbing, burning sensation remained.

Kyle let go of her wrists. Cherrybomb released her leg, a smirk on her face.

"Look at it," Mistress Sadie commanded.

Sugar, sobbing, pushed herself up onto her elbows. On the red, blistered skin of her inner thigh was a mark. It wasn't a barcode or a number. It was a single, stylized word in a pretty, cursive font.

SUGAR.

It was her name. Branded onto her flesh. A permanent reminder that she was no longer a person. She was owned. She was property. She was a thing named Sugar, with three fuckholes and a score of 10.

"Welcome to Camp Cumdump, Sugar," Mistress Sadie said, her voice dripping with mock sweetness. "Your only job now is to get that score up. By any means necessary."

Sugar collapsed back onto the carpet, the branded flesh on her thigh screaming in pain, the plug in her ass buzzing with relentless purpose, the collar tight around her throat. The other girls looked at her, some with pity, some with fear, and one—Cherrybomb—with pure, unadulterated contempt. Natalie was gone. There was only Sugar. And Sugar was already broken.

The branding on her thigh was a constant, throbbing fire. Every slight movement sent a fresh wave of pain up her leg, a brutal counterpoint to the low, insistent buzz of the plug buried deep in her ass. They weren't given any time to recover. Mistress Sadie and Kyle herded the new girls, all of them sniffling and shaking, out of the orientation room and down another stark white hallway.

"This way, sluts," Kyle said, his voice flat. "Time for your first practical exam."

They stopped in front of a long, blank wall. It wasn't white like the others. It was a dark, matte gray. And it was punctuated by a row of about ten perfectly round holes, each about waist-high to a kneeling person. They were smooth and dark, like voids in the wall itself.

"This is the Public-Use Wall," Mistress Sadie announced, a small, cruel smile playing on her lips. "It's where you will learn the primary function of your mouth. It's simple. You kneel. A cock comes through the hole. You suck it. You swallow what you're given. There is no talking. There is no refusing."

Sugar's stomach twisted into a cold, hard knot. She felt dizzy. This was really happening. They were going to make her... they were going to put a stranger's...

"Line up!" Kyle barked. "On your knees! Now!"

The girls scrambled, dropping to their knees on the hard floor in front of the dark holes. Sugar found herself positioned in front of one, the opening a black circle just level with her face. The brand on her thigh screamed in protest at the movement. She folded her hands behind her back as she'd been taught, her heart hammering against her ribs so hard she felt sick.

"Posture!" Sadie snapped, walking behind them. "Backs straight! Tits out! And open your mouths. Wide. Like the dumb, hungry little cocksuckers you are."

Trembling, Sugar obeyed. She tilted her head back slightly and opened her mouth, feeling like a baby bird waiting for a worm. It was the most vulnerable, degrading position she could ever have imagined. She was on her knees, her ass plugged, her body branded, her mouth hanging open, waiting to be used. Hot, shameful tears welled in her eyes and spilled over, tracing paths through the light makeup they'd applied after branding her.

She could hear the other girls doing the same, their ragged breaths and soft sobs the only sounds in the corridor. Then, a different sound. A series of soft, sliding noises from the other side of the wall.

And then, cocks began to slide through the holes.

They were all different. Thick, thin, curved, straight. They emerged into the light, already hard and glistening with a slick sheen. Some of the girls gasped. One girl, to Sugar's left, tried to pull her head back, but Kyle was there instantly, his hand fisted in her hair, forcing her mouth back onto the shaft.

"First rule," he growled. "You do not pull away."

Sugar stared in horror at the cock presented to her. It was thick, veiny, and uncircumcised, the head a dark, ruddy purple. It smelled faintly of soap and musk. It was just… there. Inches from her face. A real, living part of a man she couldn't see. Her mind screamed. This was assault. This was rape.

"Any girl who does not perform will have her Obedience Rating set to zero," Mistress Sadie said calmly, holding up a tablet. "And you do not want to know what happens at a zero rating."

The threat cut through Sugar's panic. The branding iron. The plug. The collar. This was her life now. Resistance meant more pain. More humiliation. Natalie would have fought. Natalie was gone. Sugar was just a hole. A mouth was a hole. Holes get filled.

She leaned forward, her movements jerky and uncoordinated. She closed her eyes, unable to look, and tentatively stuck out her tongue, licking the tip.

It was salty. Skin. Real.

From the other side of the wall, a low, gruff voice spoke.

"Open wider, slut. Take it all."

The command, direct and impersonal, shattered the last of her resolve. She opened her mouth wider, her jaw already aching with tension. She moved her head forward, letting the thick head press past her lips. It was too big. It stretched her mouth uncomfortably.

Then, without any warning, the man on the other side shoved forward.

It wasn't a gentle push. It was a violent, brutal thrust. The thick shaft slammed into the back of her throat, hitting her gag reflex instantly. She choked, her eyes flying open wide, tears streaming down her face. She couldn't breathe. She gagged and sputtered, saliva dripping from her chin.

He didn't pull back. He held himself there, buried deep in her throat, grinding against her lips. The feeling of being impaled, of having her airway blocked by a stranger's flesh, was terrifying. She clawed at the air behind her back, her body convulsing, desperate for oxygen.

"Swallow around it, you stupid bitch," the voice grunted from the other side. "Make it good."

She tried. God, she tried. She forced her throat muscles to work, to massage the invading flesh. It was a hideous, involuntary act. The vibrations from her gagging seemed to please him; he groaned, a low, animal sound.

Finally, he pulled back slightly, letting her gasp a ragged, wet breath before shoving right back in, just as deep, just as hard. He set a ruthless, punishing rhythm, face-fucking her with brutal efficiency. Each thrust made her choke. Each withdrawal coated her tongue and teeth with his pre-cum and her own spit.

She could hear the other girls going through the same ordeal. The sounds of gagging, choking, and wet, sloppy sucking filled the hallway. But she also heard something else. Cheering.

"Look at Sugar go!" a voice trilled. It was Cherrybomb. She had already finished her cock, her face gleaming with spit, and was now watching the others with a gleeful, vicious expression. "She's choking like a real little whore! Look at those tears! That's how you know you're doing it right, girls!"

The other girls, the ones who were done, joined in. They pointed and laughed at Sugar's distress, at the way her face was contorted in a mask of suffocation and shame.

"Take it, Sugar!"

"Swallow that dick, you sissy!"

"Your only purpose is that cock!"

Their voices were a hellish chorus, encouraging her degradation. She was a spectacle. Her violation was their entertainment. The shame was so complete, so total, it burned away the last embers of her pride.

The man fucking her throat grunted, his rhythm becoming frantic, jerky.

"Here it comes, cumslut," he growled. "Open up."

He shoved in one last time, hilting himself, and held. She felt a hot, pulsing jet hit the back of her throat. Then another. And another. The taste was bitter, salty, thick. It flooded her mouth, triggering her gag reflex again, but she fought it, swallowing frantically, desperately, trying to keep from vomiting. Some of it leaked out of the corners of her mouth, dripping down her neck and onto the collar of her pink dress.

When he was finished, he pulled out with a wet, slick pop. She collapsed forward, catching herself on her hands, coughing and gasping, strings of thick, white cum and saliva swinging from her lips. She spat, trying to clear the awful taste from her mouth, but it was everywhere, coating her tongue, her throat.

She looked up, her vision blurry with tears. Mistress Sadie was standing right in front of her, holding a phone. The camera lens was pointed directly at Sugar's cum-smeared face.

"Beautiful," Sadie purred, zooming in on the mess. "A perfect first feeding. Let's get a close-up of that used mouth."

Sugar could only kneel there, utterly broken, as Sadie filmed every detail—the tears, the spit, the cum dripping from her chin, the hollow, defeated look in her eyes.

Eventually, they were all herded to their rooms. Sugar's was a small, windowless cube. The walls were pink. The bed was a thin mattress on a metal frame with pink sheets. There was nothing else. No clock. No distractions.

The door locked behind her with a final, heavy thud.

She stumbled to the small attached bathroom and fell to her knees in front of the toilet, retching, but nothing came up. She had swallowed it all. The taste was still there. The feeling of being throat-fucked was still there, a phantom pressure. The brand on her thigh still throbbed. The plug in her ass still buzzed.

She crawled into the bed, pulling the thin sheet over her head, wanting only the darkness and silence.

But then, the wall opposite her bed lit up. It was a screen. And on the screen, playing on a continuous, silent loop, was the video Mistress Sadie had taken.

There she was. On her knees. Mouth forced open. Choking. Gagging. Tears streaming. The camera zoomed in as the cum shot into her mouth, capturing the exact moment her eyes rolled back in her head. It showed the cum dripping down her face after he pulled out. It showed her collapsed and broken.

There was no sound, but she didn't need it. Her own memory provided the soundtrack of gagging and the man's grunts and the girls' mocking cheers.

She watched it once. Twice. A dozen times. She tried to look away, but the pink walls offered no escape. The video was the only thing in the room. It was her world now.

On the fiftieth loop, or maybe the hundredth, a strange thing happened. The raw, searing horror began to dull. The image of the crying, choking girl started to feel… distant. Like it was someone else. Like it was a character in a movie.

That's Sugar, a quiet, numb part of her mind whispered. That's what Sugar is for.

She lay there, watching herself be used, over and over and over again. The buzzing in her ass seemed to sync with the rhythm of the thrusts on the screen. The brand on her thigh pulsed like a second heartbeat.

Natalie was a ghost. Sugar was real. And Sugar's reality was this: a cum-stained face on an endless loop, a mouth that existed to be filled, and a growing, terrifying emptiness where her soul used to be.


Chapter Two




The relentless, silent video of her own throat-fucking finally faded from the wall screen, plunging the pink room into a darkness that felt heavy and suffocating. Sugar hadn't slept. She had just knelt on the bed, watching, until the image of the sobbing, used girl became as familiar and meaningless as a pattern on wallpaper. When the door hissed open at what must have been morning, the branding on her thigh was a dull, hot ache, and the plug in her ass was a constant, buzzing fact of life.

Mistress Sadie stood there, fresh and cruel in a new black latex dress. "Up, sluts! Time for your morning milking! Let's go!"

They were herded, a shivering flock in pink micro-dresses, down to a part of the facility they hadn't seen before. This room was colder, filled with the low hum of machinery. The walls were lined with strange, padded chairs that looked like something from a dentist's nightmare. They had high backs, armrests with sturdy leather straps, and a complex apparatus mounted between where the occupant's legs would go.

"This is the Milking Station," a male trainer named Jordan announced. He was lean and wiry with a sharp, unfriendly face. "This is where we train your sissy clits to understand their purpose. Your purpose is to cum. But only when we say you can. Pleasure is a reward for obedience. Denial is punishment for failure. It's that simple."

Sugar was pushed into one of the cold, vinyl chairs. Jordan efficiently strapped her wrists and ankles down. She was trapped. He then pulled up a tray on a flexible arm. On it were two items. The first was a sleek, mechanical milking device. It had a soft, silicone cup attached to a tube that led to a clear collection bottle. The second was a pink latex dildo, thick and veined, mounted on a mechanical piston.

"Now, let's get you ready for your breakfast," Jordan said, his tone utterly clinical.

He smeared cold lube on her small, sensitive clit and then fitted the milking cup over it. It created a tight, sucking seal. Then, he lubed up the pink dildo. Without any preamble, he pressed it against her tight, virgin asshole—the one already stretched and buzzing from the permanent plug.

"Relax," he commanded, a useless thing to say.

He pushed a button on the side of the chair. The mechanical piston hummed to life and shoved the dildo into her ass in one smooth, brutal motion. It was bigger than the plug. The stretch was immediate and painful. She cried out, her back arching against the chair.

"Ahh! It's too big!"

"Silence," Jordan said, tapping his tablet.

The machines started their work. The milker began a rhythmic, pulsing suction on her clit, while the piston in her ass started a slow, deep, fucking motion. In… out… in… out… It was a violation on two fronts, mechanical and impersonal. The pain in her ass was sharp, but the suction on her clit was… different. It was a direct, focused stimulation that sent confusing jolts through her body.

Her body, traitor that it was, began to respond. A warmth started to spread from her groin, a tingling heat that fought against the pain and the humiliation. Her limp cock began to stiffen within the sucking confines of the milker, growing hard against her will.

No, no, no, don't, this is wrong, Natalie's ghost screamed from a faraway place.

But Sugar was right here, strapped down, being fucked by a machine, and her body was lighting up with sensations she couldn't control. Her breathing hitched. Small, helpless moans escaped her lips. She squeezed her eyes shut, trying to block it out, but the feelings were inside her, everywhere.

The pace of the piston increased, pounding into her ass now, the thick latex dildo stretching her open with every thrust. The milker sucked and pulsed, relentless. She was getting close. A tight, coiling tension was building deep in her belly, an orgasm rising like a tide she was powerless to stop.

Just as she was about to tip over the edge, everything stopped.

The milker shut off. The piston froze, buried deep inside her.

She whimpered, her hips twitching, desperate for the release that had been ripped away. The need was a physical agony, sharper than any pain.

Jordan looked down at her, a smirk on his face. "Did you think it would be that easy? You don't get to cum just because your body wants to. You cum when you are told to. You have to ask for it. You have to beg for it like the good little sissy you are."

Tears of frustration joined the tears of shame on her cheeks. The denied orgasm was a throbbing, aching emptiness inside her.

"Please," she sobbed, the word torn from her.

"Please what?" Jordan asked, his voice bored.

"Please… may I cum?"

"Not good enough." He crossed his arms. "You know the words. Say the magic words, Sugar. Or you'll stay right here on the edge all day."

She knew. They had been drilled into them during orientation. The words were acid on her tongue, but the need in her groin was a fire. She was so empty, so desperate. She needed to finish. She needed it more than she needed air.

"Please," she gasped, her body straining against the straps. "Please ruin my sissy hole! Please let me cum!"

A wide, ugly smile spread across Jordan's face. "Good girl."

He tapped his tablet.

The machines roared back to life. The piston slammed into her ass, the milker sucked violently on her clit. It was too much, too rough, but her body was too far gone to care. With a raw, screaming cry that was half-sob, half-ecstasy, she came.

It wasn't a pleasant orgasm. It was a violent, overwhelming seizure of her body. Her back arched violently, her toes curled, and her sissy cock erupted into the milker's tube, jet after jet of thin, white cum shooting into the clear collection bottle. Her vision went white at the edges. The pleasure was so intense it crossed into pain, a total sensory overload that wiped her mind completely clean.

When it was over, the machines shut off again. The milker released its suction with a wet pop. The piston retracted, sliding out of her sore, gaping ass with a slick, filthy sound. She collapsed against the restraints, panting, dripping with sweat, and utterly spent. She felt used. Hollowed out. The collection bottle attached to her chair was half-full with her own spend.

Jordan unstrapped her. Her legs gave way the moment she tried to stand, and she crumpled to the cold floor in a heap. She looked around. Some of the other girls were still strapped in their chairs, sobbing, being edged just as she had been. Others were on the floor like her, looking dazed and broken.

But one girl was different. Cherrybomb was being helped out of her chair by a smiling Jordan. She wasn't crying. She looked proud, exhilarated. Her collection bottle was almost full.

"You see, Sugar?" Mistress Sadie's voice came from above her. She looked down, her high-heel poised near Sugar's trembling hand. "Cherrybomb remembered her words on the first try. She was a good, obedient slut and she got her reward. You hesitated. You cried. You failed."

Sadie crouched down, her voice dropping to a venomous whisper. "Your Obedience Rating just took a hit. And your Slut Score is still pathetically low. You need to learn, Sugar. Your pleasure doesn't belong to you. It belongs to us. We decide when you feel it. We decide if you get it. Your only job is to beg for it nicely."

She stood up, leaving Sugar on the floor in a puddle of her own shame, the smell of sex and latex thick in the air. The lesson was branded into her deeper than the name on her thigh: her body was not her own. Its pleasure, its needs, its very responses were just another tool for her owners to use against her. And the only way to make the aching need stop was to debase herself completely.

There was no rest. No moment to process the mechanical violation of the milking station. The trainers, Kyle and Jordan, simply dragged the exhausted, trembling girls from the cold room and marched them down another featureless hallway. Sugar’s legs were still weak, her ass felt raw and stretched, and a deep, hollow ache had taken root in her core where the denied-then-granted orgasm had left her feeling scraped out.

They were shoved into a new kind of room. It was dimly lit and circular, with about twenty plush pink recliners arranged in a circle. Each chair had a set of large, padded headphones resting on it. The air was still and silent, thick with a sense of dread.

“Sit,” Kyle commanded, his voice echoing in the quiet space. “Put the headphones on. Do not take them off until the light above you turns from red to green. This is your Bimbo Affirmation session. It will last for six hours.”

Six hours. The number was so vast it felt meaningless. Sugar slumped into one of the recliners, the soft material feeling alien against her sore body. She picked up the heavy headphones with trembling hands and put them on. They fit snugly, blocking out all outside sound. The world went mute. All she could hear was the frantic thumping of her own heart.

Then, a voice began to speak in her ears. It was a woman’s voice, smooth as honey, warm and comforting, like a mother reading a bedtime story.

“Hello, pretty girl,” the voice cooed. “Just relax. Let your mind go blank. There’s no need to think anymore. Thinking is so hard, isn’t it? It’s so much easier to just feel. To just be pretty.”

Against her will, Sugar felt some of the tension leave her shoulders. The voice was so nice. It was the first kind voice she’d heard since arriving here.

“My only purpose is to be used,” the voice whispered gently.

The words were a bucket of ice water. Sugar stiffened, her eyes flying open wide inside the dark confines of the headphones.

“No,” she breathed, the word a tiny, muffled sound.

But the voice continued, sweet and relentless. “My only purpose is to be used. Say it with me, sweetheart. My only purpose is to be used.”

She clenched her jaw shut, shaking her head. She wouldn’t. She couldn’t.

The door to the room opened silently. She saw Mistress Sadie and Jordan enter her field of vision. Sadie was holding two small, cruel-looking devices. They were black plastic clamps, each with a little pink, glowing vibrator attached. Jordan moved behind her chair.

Before she could react, he grabbed the thin fabric of her pink dress and yanked it down, exposing her small, sensitive breasts and her nipples to the cool air. She gasped, trying to cover herself, but he slapped her hands away.

“This will help you focus,” Mistress Sadie said, her voice faint and tinny through the headphones.

With a practiced motion, she attached the clamps to Sugar’s nipples. The initial bite of pain was sharp and intense, making her cry out. The clamps pinched the tender flesh mercilessly. Then, a low, insistent buzz began. The vibrators on the clamps hummed to life, sending a constant, tingling vibration directly into her nipples. It wasn't quite pleasure. It was a nagging, distracting sensation, an electric tease that kept her painfully aware of her own body.

“My mouth is a cum sink,” the honeyed voice in her ears purred. “Your mouth is not for talking. It is not for eating. It is a beautiful, wet hole for cock to fuck and for cum to fill. It’s a sink for all the delicious cum that men will feed you. My mouth is a cum sink.”

Tears leaked from under Sugar’s headphones. The vibrations in her nipples merged with the buzzing still present in the plug in her ass, creating a horrible symphony of sensation across her body. She was trapped in the chair, trapped in the headphones, trapped by the clamps. There was no escape from the voice.

“Real women swallow,” the voice murmured, as if sharing a wonderful secret. “Good girls, pretty girls, they always swallow. They open their throats and they take every last drop. They know that cum is their food, their reward. It makes them beautiful. Real women swallow.”

The phrases began to repeat. Over and over and over. The same soothing, gentle tone, delivering the most vile, degrading statements.

“My only purpose is to be used.”

“My mouth is a cum sink.”

“Real women swallow.”

The words started to lose their meaning. They became just sounds, a rhythmic mantra that pulsed in time with the vibrations on her nipples. She tried to think of other things. She tried to remember her old apartment, her computer, the code she used to write. But the memories were fuzzy, distant, like a dream from another lifetime. The voice in her ears was the only reality.

My only purpose… the voice began.

…is to be a good programmer, Sugar thought desperately, finishing the sentence in her head her own way.

…is to be used, the voice finished, drowning out her thought.

The disconnect was exhausting. Her mental resistance was a muscle she had to clench constantly, and it was getting tired. The voice was so patient. It never got angry. It just repeated, calmly, surely.

An hour bled into two. The vibrations on her nipples were making them feel swollen and hypersensitive. The constant auditory assault was giving her a headache. She was thirsty. She had to pee. But the red light above her chair glowed steadily. There was no reprieve.

“My only purpose is to be used,” the voice said.

My only purpose… Sugar’s mind supplied, too tired to fight.

…is to be used, the voice echoed.

This time, her own thought and the voice’s words lined up. A jolt of horror went through her. She shook her head, trying to clear it.

“My mouth is a cum sink.”

She remembered the taste of the stranger’s cum from the Public-Use Wall. Salty. Bitter. The texture as she swallowed. The way it had coated her throat.

“Real women swallow.”

She remembered Cherrybomb’s face, gleaming and proud after the milking station, having pleased her trainer. Cherrybomb was successful here. Cherrybomb got rewards. Sugar got pain and denial.

The voice droned on. The vibrations hummed. The plug buzzed. She was a body being programmed, her thoughts slowly being overwritten by this gentle, insistent loop.

“My only purpose is to be used.”

Used, she thought, the word appearing in her mind without its usual sting. It was just a word. A fact. Like ‘chair’ or ‘pink’.

“My mouth is a cum sink.”

She unconsciously ran her tongue over her lips. Her mouth felt dry. The voice was right. It had been used as a sink. It had been filled. The memory was less terrifying now and more… familiar.

Somewhere during the fourth hour, she drifted into a strange, half-awake state. The pain from the clamps had faded into a background throb, the vibrations a constant part of her existence. The voice was no longer an external attack; it was the soundtrack to her emptiness.

“My only purpose is to be used,” the voice whispered.

And her lips, chapped and dry, moved.

It was the tiniest of motions. No sound came out. But she felt her mouth form the words. My… only… purpose…

She caught herself and froze, a cold shock of realization cutting through the fog. What was she doing? She was mouthing along. She was repeating the filth they were pumping into her skull.

Panic surged, fresh and sharp. She tried to focus, to rebuild the walls in her mind. But the voice was already moving on, relentless.

“My mouth is a cum sink.”

And her lips moved again. Just a twitch. A silent, involuntary echo.

My mouth…

She gave up. The fight was too hard. The voice was too strong. The vibrations and the silence and the endless loop were breaking her down, piece by piece. It was easier to just let the words flow through her, to not resist, to let her mouth mimic the sounds she was hearing thousands of times.

So she sat there, for the final two hours, her body humming with artificial sensation, her mind going soft and blank, her lips moving silently in the dark, forming the words that were systematically erasing her.

My only purpose is to be used.

My mouth is a cum sink.

Real women swallow.

When the light above her chair finally clicked from red to green, the sudden silence in the headphones was deafening. The voice was gone. The nipple clamps were removed, leaving behind a throbbing, tender ache. She slowly took the headphones off. Her ears rang in the quiet.

She looked around. The other girls looked just as dazed, their eyes unfocused. Nobody spoke. They just sat there, the mantras probably still echoing in the new, empty spaces inside their heads.

Sugar didn’t feel like crying anymore. She just felt numb. And in that numbness, the newly planted ideas felt less like poison and more like simple, undeniable truths. She stood up on shaky legs, her body sore inside and out. She didn’t think about Natalie. She didn’t think about escape. She just thought about the next command. The next lesson.

The affirmations were no longer just in her ears. They were starting to take root.

The numbness from the affirmation audio was a heavy blanket, muffling everything. Sugar moved with the other girls in a daze, her body on autopilot. The constant buzz from her ass and the lingering tenderness in her nipples were just facts of existence now, like breathing. They were herded not to their rooms, but to a large, open space that looked like a mess hall, but perverted.

The tables were low, like coffee tables, and surrounded by plush pink cushions on the floor instead of chairs. The air was thick with the smell of food, but it was a strange, cloying scent—overly sweet and savory at the same time.

"Listen up, sluts!" Jordan's voice cut through the fog. He and Kyle stood at the front of the room. "It's dinner time. But you don't get to eat like people. Pets eat from bowls. Holes don't eat at all. But tonight, we're feeling generous. You will serve the meal. And then you will consume your own."

A wave of confused murmurs went through the girls.

"Serve? Who are we serving?" a girl named Bambi asked timidly.

Kyle grinned, a nasty, predatory expression. "Us."

On his cue, about a dozen male staff members filed into the room. They were the trainers, the guards, the faceless men from behind the Public-Use Wall. They wore casual clothes—t-shirts and sweatpants—and they lounged on the cushions around the low tables, looking at the girls with a mixture of boredom and anticipation.

"First, uniforms off," Jordan commanded. "You serve naked. It's more hygienic for the food."

A fresh wave of humiliation washed over Sugar, hot and sharp, cutting through the numbness. She hesitated, her fingers trembling on the hem of her tiny pink dress.

Cherrybomb, however, didn't hesitate at all. With a flourish, she pulled her dress over her head and tossed it aside, standing naked and proud, her large, fake breasts pointing forward. She shot a smug look at Sugar.

"See? It's easy when you stop fighting it, loser," Cherrybomb sneered.

One by one, the other girls began to undress, their movements slow and ashamed. Sugar’s hands felt like blocks of ice. She closed her eyes and pulled the dress off, letting it fall to the floor. The cool air hit her bare skin, and she instinctively tried to cover her small breasts and her soft, feminized cock with her hands.

"Hands at your sides!" Mistress Sadie’s voice snapped from the doorway. She leaned against the frame, observing with cold amusement. "Posture. You are on display. Now, go to the kitchen window and get your trays."

They shuffled, a line of naked, collared girls, toward a stainless-steel pass-through window. Inside, a cook—another man, of course—was plating the "food."

The trays were loaded with the most obscene meal Sugar had ever seen. The main course was a large, pale sausage, molded into a perfect, veiny replica of a cock and balls, resting on a bed of lettuce. Next to it was a dollop of white, creamy mashed potatoes, shaped into a swirling peak. There was a side of two peach halves, and the drink was a pink, frothy smoothie in a clear glass.

"Move it along, whores," the cook grunted, slapping a tray into Bambi's waiting hands.

When it was Sugar's turn, he shoved the heavy tray at her. She nearly dropped it, her arms shaking. The rubbery, fleshy smell of the cock-shaped sausage turned her stomach.

"Go on," the cook said. "The men are hungry."

She turned and carried the tray to the nearest table, where Kyle and two other men sat. She had to kneel on the cushion to place the tray on the low table, her naked body on full display for them. Kyle didn't even look at the food. His eyes roamed over her body, lingering on the brand on her thigh.

"SUGAR," he read aloud, a smirk on his face. "Cute."

She quickly retreated, her face burning. She went back and forth, serving the other men, each trip a fresh exercise in shame. The men would sometimes reach out and pinch her ass or grope a breast as she leaned over to place their food, laughing at her flinches. Cherrybomb, she noticed, leaned into the touches, giggling and winking.

Finally, all the men were served. The girls were left standing naked in the middle of the room, unsure what to do.

"Now for your dinner," Jordan announced. He walked over to a small refrigerator that Sugar hadn't noticed before and pulled out a stack of plain white bowls. He began handing one to each girl.

When he got to Sugar, he didn't give her a bowl. Instead, he pulled a large, clear measuring cup from the fridge. It was filled to the brim with a cloudy, off-white liquid, thick with swirling strands.

"This one's for you, Sugar," he said, his voice loud enough for everyone to hear. "A special blend. We took donations from the entire male staff after your… enthusiastic performance at the Public-Use Wall this morning. They were very impressed with your gagging. This is your reward."

He thrust the cold, heavy measuring cup into her hands.

It was cum. A massive, collective load of semen. It sloshed viscously inside the cup, the smell—a potent, musky, salty odor—assaulting her nostrils. Her stomach heaved. This wasn't food. This was waste. This was the physical evidence of her degradation, and they wanted her to consume it.

"No," she whispered, her voice cracking. "Please, no."

"Oh, yes," Mistress Sadie said, stepping fully into the room. She held her phone up, already recording. "This is your dinner. And you're not going to use your hands. You're going to kneel in the center of the room and lap it up like the bitch you are. And you're going to beg for more when you're done. I want to hear you beg for another man's cum, Sugar."

Trembling so hard she could barely stand, Sugar was pushed to the center of the room. All the men stopped eating to watch. The other naked girls watched too, their faces a mixture of pity and horror. Cherrybomb looked fascinated, a hungry glint in her eyes.

"On your knees," Jordan commanded.

She knelt. The cold, hard floor bit into her knees. She placed the heavy measuring cup on the floor in front of her. The surface of the liquid was shimmering under the lights.

"Go on," a man from one of the tables called out. "Drink your dinner, cumslut!"

Laughter rippled through the room.

Tears streamed down Sugar's face, dripping from her chin and into the cup, becoming part of the foul cocktail. She closed her eyes, trying to disassociate, to pretend this wasn't happening. But the smell was everywhere. The laughter was everywhere.

She bent her head.

Her first instinct was to try and drink it, to get it over with quickly. She put her lips to the rim of the cup and tilted it. The thick, cold liquid touched her lips. The taste was overwhelming—bitter, salty, with a cloying sweetness that made her gag. She choked, pulling back, strings of cum connecting her mouth to the cup.

"Ah-ah-ah," Mistress Sadie tutted from behind the camera. "I said lap it up. Like an animal. No hands."

A fresh wave of sobs wracked Sugar's body. This was the bottom. This was as low as a person could possibly get. Naked, collared, branded, kneeling on a floor, being forced to eat spilled semen like a dog.

She lowered her head again, this time sticking her tongue out. She lapped at the surface of the cum. It was gelatinous and slimy. It coated her tongue, her teeth, the roof of her mouth. She gagged violently, her whole body convulsing, but she forced herself to swallow. It slid down her throat, cold and thick.

The men cheered.

"That's it! Lick it up!"

"Good little bitch!"

"Don't waste a drop!"

She continued, her mind retreating to a small, dark corner of itself. She was just a body. A mouth. A tongue. A throat. Her only function was to consume this filth. The affirmations from the headphones echoed in her memory. My mouth is a cum sink. Real women swallow.

This was it. This was what those words meant. This was her purpose.

She lapped and swallowed, lapped and swallowed. The taste was making her dizzy. The room seemed to spin. She was humping the air slightly with her hips, a pathetic, involuntary response to the sheer intensity of the degradation. The plug in her ass buzzed in agreement.

Finally, the cup was empty. She sat back on her heels, her face and chin covered in a sticky, white glaze. Her stomach was churning, full of cold, alien fluid. She felt utterly, completely defiled.

Mistress Sadie moved the camera closer, zooming in on her cum-smeared face. "Now, Sugar. Was that good? Are you still hungry?"

Sugar stared into the camera lens, her eyes vacant. The words were there, programmed into her during the long hours of audio torture. They came out as a broken whisper.

"More," she pleaded, her voice hoarse. "Please… I need more. Please, fill me up."

The room erupted in roaring laughter and applause. Men whistled and stomped their feet. It was the most successful she had been since she arrived.

Mistress Sadie lowered the phone, a genuine, triumphant smile on her face. "Excellent. See, girls? That is progress. Sugar is finally learning her place." She looked down at Sugar. "Don't worry, pet. There will be plenty more where that came from. Every single day."

As the men went back to their mock-cock dinners, laughing and joking, Sugar remained on her knees, the empty measuring cup between her legs. She didn't move. She just stared at the shiny, clean floor, the taste of a dozen men forever seared into her tongue, the sound of her own begging echoing in the hollow space where her pride used to be. She had begged for cum. And she meant it.


Chapter Three




The next morning, a shrill buzzer yanked Sugar from a sleep thick with nightmares of drowning in white, churning oceans. Her body ached in a dozen different ways—the brand on her thigh, the soreness in her ass, the tender memory of the nipple clamps. But the deepest ache was in her soul, hollowed out by the taste of cum that still seemed to linger in the back of her throat.

They were marched not to a new room of horrors, but back to the Milking Station. The same cold chairs awaited them. But this time, something was different. Mounted on a flexible arm in front of each chair was a small, black lens. It looked like a camera.

Jordan stood before them, his expression all business. "Today is your first official Obedience Assessment. Your performance here will directly impact your Slut Score." He gestured to the lens. "That is a facial recognition scanner. It will be monitoring you. It measures micro-expressions. It knows if you're in pain. It knows if you're scared. It knows if you're resisting."

He paced slowly in front of the line of trembling girls.

"A perfect score requires total surrender. Not just physical, but mental. Your face must show only pleasure. Only bliss. Only the empty-headed joy of being used. Any sign of resistance—a wince, a frown, a look of fear—and your score drops. Understood?"

A weak chorus of "Yes, Sir," echoed in the room.

Sugar's heart sank. She couldn't control her face. The machines hurt. The violation was real. How could she not react?

"Let's begin," Jordan said. "Cherrybomb. You're up first. Show these amateurs how it's done."

Cherrybomb strutted forward, a confident smirk on her painted lips. She settled into the chair and Jordan strapped her in. As he attached the milker and lubed the mechanical dildo, Cherrybomb stared directly into the black lens, her expression one of eager anticipation.

The machine started. The piston slammed into her ass and the milker began its work. And Cherrybomb… performed.

Her eyes fluttered shut not in pain, but in feigned ecstasy. A long, loud, pornographic moan tore from her throat. "Ohhhh yesss! Fuck my sissy hole! Milk my clit! Make me cum for you, Sir!"

She arched her back, presenting her chest, a look of pure, mindless rapture on her face. Even when the machine's rhythm became punishingly fast, she kept up the act, her moans rising in pitch, her breath coming in ragged, excited gasps. When she finally came, it was with a theatrical scream, her body convulsing against the straps as if in the throes of the greatest pleasure imaginable.

The machine stopped. Jordan unstrapped her. A soft chime sounded from his tablet.

"Obedience Rating: 98%," he announced. "Slut Score increase by five points. Well done, Cherrybomb. That's how a real cumslut behaves."

Cherrybomb climbed out of the chair, her legs only slightly unsteady. She shot a look of pure venomous triumph at Sugar. "See? It's not that hard. Unless you're a frigid little bitch."

One by one, the other girls were put through the assessment. Their performances were mixed. Bambi cried quietly through the whole thing, her score plummeting. Another girl named Taffy managed a strained smile, earning a mediocre score.

Then it was Sugar's turn.

Her stomach was a tight ball of nerves as she sat in the cold vinyl chair. The straps felt like shackles. Jordan attached the milker, the cold suction cup making her flinch. She forced herself to look into the black lens. It felt like a predator's eye, staring into her soul.

The machine whirred to life.

The initial thrust of the dildo was, as always, a brutal invasion. A sharp gasp was torn from her lips, her eyes widening in shock and pain. She saw a red light flash on the base of the camera lens.

Resistance detected, a synthesized voice stated flatly from Jordan's tablet.

"No, please," she whimpered, trying to force her face into a neutral mask.

The machine settled into its rhythm, fucking her ass with deep, mechanical strokes. The milker pulsed on her clit, the sensation confusingly intense. She tried to moan, to mimic Cherrybomb's performance, but what came out was a strained, pathetic sound, half-groan, half-sob. It was the sound of someone being hurt.

Resistance detected. Vocal stress indicative of distress.

"Come on, Sugar," Jordan said, his voice bored as he watched the data on his tablet. "You can do better than that. Show me how much you love it."

She squeezed her eyes shut, trying to lose herself in the sensation, to find some shred of pleasure to focus on. But all she felt was the relentless pounding in her ass and the nagging suction between her legs. Her body was responding, a familiar heat building despite her terror, but her face was a canvas of misery.

Tears leaked from the corners of her eyes. Her brow was furrowed in a grimace. Her mouth was a tight line of pain.

Resistance detected. Facial markers consistent with psychological anguish.

Resistance detected. Micro-expressions indicate fear and disgust.

The warnings chimed over and over. Each one felt like a nail in her coffin.

Cherrybomb, who had been watching from the sidelines, let out a loud, mocking laugh. "Oh my god, listen to her! She sounds like a dying cat! Those aren't slut moans, those are pain moans! What's wrong, Sugar? Can't you handle a little dick in your ass? You're such a weak little sissy."

The taunt cut deeper than the machine. The humiliation burned hotter than any physical sensation. She was failing. Publicly. Spectacularly.

The machine, sensing her impending orgasm, suddenly stopped, leaving her on the agonizing edge, just as it had before.

"Please," she begged, her body trembling, desperate for release. "Please, may I cum? Please ruin my sissy hole!"

But Jordan was looking at his tablet, shaking his head. "Obedience Rating for this session: 22%. Pathetic. Your Slut Score has been decreased. And failure requires correction."

He walked over to a tray of instruments and picked up a cruel-looking device. It was a black rubber ball attached to a strap.

"This is a mouth gag," he said, holding it up. "Since you can't seem to make the right sounds, you don't get to make any sounds at all."

He pried her jaw open and shoved the rubber ball deep into her mouth, then fastened the strap tightly at the back of her head. She could barely breathe through her nose. All she could do was make muffled, grunting sounds around the intruder.

"And since you can't manage the right expression," he continued, "you don't get to look at anything either."

He pulled a thick, black leather blindfold from the tray and tied it securely over her eyes. The world vanished into utter, impenetrable darkness.

Strapped down, gagged, and blinded, she was completely at the mercy of the machine. And Jordan started it again.

The sudden, violent resumption of the fucking was a thousand times worse without sight. Her other senses screamed. The sound of the machine's motor was deafening. The smell of latex and lube filled her nostrils. The feeling of the dildo slamming into her, over and over, the milker sucking relentlessly at her clit—it was all amplified, overwhelming.

She tried to scream, but the gag turned it into a choked, gurgling moan. She tossed her head from side to side, her hips bucking against the straps, her entire being focused on the coiling, tightening knot of pleasure-pain in her groin. The denial had made it so much more intense. Her body was screaming for release.

In the darkness, with no visual anchors, her mind began to short-circuit. There was no more Natalie. No more resistance. No more shame. There was only the machine, the sensations, and the desperate, animal need to climax.

Her muffled cries became less about pain and more about raw, frantic need. She was humping the air, her body moving in time with the mechanical thrusts, a willing participant in her own violation.

"That's more like it," Jordan's voice came from the void, sounding approving. "Now you're getting it. Now you're just a body. A hole. A set of nerves waiting to be triggered."

The machine pounded into her, faster and harder. The milker sucked violently. The orgasm that had been denied now crashed over her with the force of a tidal wave.

It was the most powerful, brain-melting climax of her life. It ripped through her with no warning, a seizure of pure, sensory overload. Her back arched violently off the chair. A strangled, guttural shriek was trapped behind the gag. Her sissy cock erupted into the milker, jet after jet, while her cunt clenched around nothing, spasming wildly. Stars exploded behind the blindfold. For a few seconds, she ceased to exist. There was only white-hot pleasure and the violent, shuddering release.

When it was over, the machines shut off. She collapsed, boneless and dripping with sweat, into the restraints. The gag was removed, the blindfold taken off. The light of the room was blinding.

Jordan unstrapped her. She slid from the chair onto the floor, a wet, trembling heap. She couldn't form a coherent thought. Her mind was blank, wiped clean by the forced, sensory-deprived orgasm.

She looked up, her vision blurry. Cherrybomb was staring down at her, her smirk gone, replaced by a look of… respect? Understanding? They were both just holes here. Some were just better at playing the game than others.

Jordan glanced at his tablet. "Post-correction metrics show a significant drop in resistance markers. The lesson is being learned." He nudged her with his foot. "Remember this feeling, Sugar. This is what obedience gets you. Nothing else matters. Not your pride. Not your past. Just this."

Sugar lay on the cold floor, the throbbing in her ass and the emptiness in her head the only things she was sure of. She had been broken down, gagged, blinded, and fucked into a mindless state of bliss. And the most terrifying part was, a tiny, shameful part of her wanted to feel it again.

The memory of the forced, blinding orgasm was a ghost haunting Sugar’s body—a phantom echo of pleasure that made the constant, low-grade humiliation feel even sharper. There was no time to recover. The buzzer sounded again, and they were marched, still sore and shaky, to a new room labeled “HOLE PREP.”

This room was lined with vinyl-covered benches and had a clinical, almost gym-like feel. Mounted on one wall was a rack of silicone dildos, each one a different color and, more importantly, a different size. They started at a modest thickness and progressed to monsters that made Sugar’s already-stretched asshole clench in reflexive terror.

Mistress Sadie was there, holding a tablet, her expression one of cool assessment. Jordan and Kyle stood by, arms crossed.

“Welcome to Hole Stretching Class,” Sadie began, her voice echoing in the tiled room. “A sissy’ worth is measured by her capacity. A tight hole is a selfish hole. A stretched, greedy hole is a useful hole. Your goal is to take the largest size on that rack. Today, we begin your journey.”

She gestured to the dildos. “You will start with your assigned color. You will insert it yourself, using the provided lube. You will then hold it inside you for a timed period. If you succeed, you move up a size. If you fail, you repeat. And failure has consequences for your entire group.”

A collective groan went through the girls. The group punishment was a brilliant, cruel way to turn them against each other.

“Cherrybomb,” Sadie said, a slight smile on her lips. “You scored highest in the Obedience Assessment. You may start with the blue one.” She pointed to a dildo that was already intimidatingly thick.

Cherrybomb strutted forward, grabbing the blue dildo and a bottle of lube. Without a hint of shame, she bent over one of the benches, hiked up her pink dress, and slathered the silicone cock with lube. With a practiced grunt, she pushed it into her ass, sinking it to the base. She let out a theatrical moan.

“Mmm, yes! So full! I love it!”

“Excellent form, Cherrybomb,” Sadie purred, making a note on her tablet. “Hold it for five minutes.”

One by one, the girls were called. Bambi struggled with the smallest size, tears streaming down her face as she was forced to push it in. Taffy managed, but her face was a mask of strain.

Then it was Sugar’s turn. Her Slut Score was still one of the lowest.

“Sugar,” Sadie said, her voice dripping with disdain. “You can start with the pink. The baby size.”

A few of the girls snickered. The pink dildo was the smallest, barely bigger than the plug she wore constantly. The insult was deliberate. Humiliation was part of the curriculum.

Face burning, Sugar took the pink dildo. It felt cool and smooth in her hand. She bent over, mimicking the position of the others, and squirted a generous amount of cold lube onto it. She reached back and pressed the tip against her sore, well-used hole. Even this small size made her wince as she pushed it in. It was a reminder of how violated she already was.

“Hold it for three minutes,” Sadie commanded. “And try not to cry this time.”

Sugar clenched her muscles, feeling the fake cock lodged inside her. It was a dull, stretching pressure. She watched the clock on the wall, the seconds dragging by. She could hear Cherrybomb, still holding her larger blue dildo, whispering to the girl next to her.

“Look at Sugar. She can barely handle the trainer cock. She’ll never be able to take a real man.”

The three minutes finally ended. “Next size. The green,” Jordan said, pointing to a noticeably thicker dildo.

The process repeated. The green one was a challenge. She had to push, her breath hitching, feeling the burn of the stretch. She held it, her legs trembling.

They moved up the rack. Yellow. Orange. Each one was a battle, a fight against her body’s instinctive resistance. The other girls were struggling too, but Sugar was falling behind. Cherrybomb was already on the purple, two sizes ahead of her.

During a break, while they were all standing, trying to catch their breath, Cherrybomb sidled up to her.

“You’re holding everyone back, you know,” she hissed, her voice low and venomous. “If you can’t take the red one, we all get put on enema duty for a week. My ass is already clean enough to eat off of. I don’t need a colonic because some weak-sphinctered bitch can’t do her job.”

Sugar stared at the floor, the words hitting their mark. She was the anchor dragging the whole group down. Their scornful looks confirmed it.

“Sugar. Red,” Jordan called out.

A hush fell over the room. The red dildo was the second largest. It was a thick, veined monster, a deep crimson color that looked like a threat. Only Cherrybomb had successfully taken it so far.

Her hands were slick with sweat and lube as she picked it up. It was heavy. She bent over the bench, her heart hammering. She slathered it with lube until it dripped. She positioned the blunt, rounded tip against her entrance and pushed.

It wouldn’t go.

She pushed harder, grunting with the effort. A sharp, stinging pain made her gasp. It was like trying to shove a fist inside herself.

“I… I can’t,” she whimpered.

“You will,” Mistress Sadie said, her voice cold. “Or you will stand here all day, and your friends will pay the price.”

My friends, she thought with a hysterical inner laugh. They hated her.

She took a deep breath, tried to relax her muscles, and bore down. With a painful, tearing sensation, the widest part of the head popped past her ring of muscle. She cried out, but she didn’t stop pushing. Slowly, agonizingly, the thick red shaft sank into her, stretching her wider than she had ever been stretched before. When it was fully seated, she felt impossibly, obscenely full. It was a constant, burning pressure. She could feel the fake veins pressing against her insides.

“Good,” Sadie said, though it didn’t sound like a compliment. “Now, hold it. And while you hold it, I want you to prove your mind is as empty as your hole soon will be. Recite your Bimbo ABCs.”

Tears of pain and humiliation sprang to Sugar’s eyes. The Bimbo ABCs were another thing drilled into them during affirmation sessions. They were simple, filthy couplets.

She took a shaky breath, the massive dildo moving inside her with the motion.

“A is for Ass, which is always for men…” she began, her voice trembling.

“Louder!” Jordan barked.

“B is for Blowjob, again and again!”

“C is for Cum, which I drink like a whore!”

“D is for Daddy, who I always adore!”

Each letter was a fresh wave of degradation. The other girls were watching, some with pity, most with impatience. Cherrybomb was mouthing the words along with her, a mocking smile on her face.

She got to “S is for Slut, my favorite name…” when a new sensation erupted inside her.

It was her plug. The permanent, black plug that had been buzzing at a low, constant level suddenly roared to life. The vibration intensified tenfold, becoming a violent, rattling shake deep in her core. It was jarring, overwhelming, mixing with the huge, stretching presence of the red dildo.

She screamed, her recitation faltering. Her legs buckled, and she would have collapsed if Jordan hadn’t been standing behind her, holding her up by the hips.

“Ah! What is that?!”

Mistress Sadie held up her phone, her finger on the screen. “This is the instructor’s app. It controls the vibrators in your plugs. We can trigger them anytime we want. A little extra motivation. Now, continue. You stopped at ‘S’.”

The violent buzzing was maddening. It felt like her insides were being scrambled. It stole her breath, made it hard to think. The combination of the brutal stretch and the frantic vibration was a sensory assault she couldn’t escape.

“S… S is for Slut,” she gasped, her body shaking, “my… my favorite name…”

“T is for Tits, that I love to show off!” The vibration suddenly cut out, leaving a shocking void, only to roar back to life a second later, making her jolt.

“U is for Used, I can never get enough!”

“V is for Vixen, a cock-hungry dream!”

She was sobbing now, the words coming out between ragged breaths and cries. The random triggering of the vibrator was torture. Just as she’d adjust to the intensity, it would stop, leaving her hypersensitive, only to be slammed again.

“W is for Wet, my cunt’s always a mess!”

“X is for X-rated, my life, you can guess!”

Finally, she reached the end, her voice a broken whisper.

“Y is for Yours, Sir, my body and soul…”

“Z is for Zero, my IQ on the whole…”

The moment she finished, the vibration in her plug ceased, returning to its normal, low hum. The red dildo was pulled from her ass with a wet, sucking pop. She collapsed onto the bench, boneless and dripping with sweat, lube, and tears. She felt raw. Gaped open. Her asshole felt like a loose, throbbing ring.

Mistress Sadie looked down at her. “Adequate. You passed. But just barely.” She made a note on her tablet. “Your Slut Score remains stagnant. You are not improving fast enough, Sugar. The benefactors do not pay for mediocre holes.”

Cherrybomb walked by, patting her on the head condescendingly. “Don’t worry, loser. Maybe if you practice really hard, you’ll be almost as good as me someday.”

As the girls were herded out for their next activity, Sugar remained on the bench for a moment longer, catching her breath. The feeling of the massive dildo was gone, but the memory of the stretch was seared into her. So was the helplessness of the random vibrations. They could control her body, her pleasure, her pain, with a tap on a screen. She was just a living toy, and her strings were being pulled by an app. And the worst part was, the other toys were starting to resent her for not being fun enough to play with.

The soreness from the hole-stretching class was a deep, radiating ache, a constant reminder of the red silicone monster that had been inside her. Every step sent a jolt through her system, a blend of pain and the ever-present buzz of the plug. They were given no respite, marched directly into what looked like a cheap film set.

The room was a garish parody of a bedroom, all hot pink walls, white faux-fur rugs, and blinding studio lights on tall stands. A large video camera on a tripod was pointed at the center of the room, where a heart-shaped bed sat draped in red satin sheets.

Mistress Sadie stood next to the camera, a director’s clapboard in her hand. Kyle and Jordan leaned against the wall, watching with bored expressions. But there was a new man there, too. He was older, dressed in an expensive-looking silk shirt, his hair slicked back. He held a tablet and watched everything with a cold, analytical gaze. This was one of them. A benefactor.

“Welcome to your screen tests,” Mistress Sadie announced, a sharp smile on her face. “The Chrysalis Project has many… commercial outlets. Your training makes you perfect for the adult entertainment industry. Today, you will audition. You will be judged on your performance, your authenticity, and your marketability.”

She gestured to a rack of clothing. They weren’t the standard pink dresses. These were lingerie sets, schoolgirl outfits, and ridiculously frilly doll costumes.

“You will dress the part. You will get on the bed, on your hands and knees, ass presented to the camera. You will then deliver your assigned line with conviction. Think of this as your final exam for Chapter Three.” Her eyes swept over them and landed on Sugar. “Some of you are in dire need of extra credit.”

The girls were sent to the rack. Cherrybomb immediately grabbed a tiny black leather corset and a matching thong, looking like she was born to wear it. Bambi was given a nervous-looking schoolgirl outfit. When it was Sugar’s turn, Mistress Sadie personally selected her costume.

“This one,” Sadie said, holding up a sickeningly sweet pink and white doll dress. It was even shorter than their usual uniforms, with giant, stupid-looking lace ruffles around the collar and hem. Under it was a pair of white stockings and pink high-heeled shoes. “Put it on. And this.” She handed Sugar a long, platinum blonde wig with giant ringlet curls.

Feeling like she was dressing for her own execution, Sugar put on the outfit. The stockings were difficult to get right, and the heels were unsteady. When she put the wig on, she caught a glimpse of herself in a reflection from one of the light stands. She looked like a grotesque, life-sized Bratz doll. The vacant expression on her face completed the look.

“Positions!” Kyle barked.

One by one, the girls were called to the heart-shaped bed. They’d get on all fours, their asses—still sore and stretched from the drills—pointed at the camera. They’d deliver their lines.

Cherrybomb went first. In her black leather, she looked directly into the lens, a sultry, confident smirk on her face.

“My name is Cherrybomb,” she purred, “and my holes are high-explosive. Come and get a taste of the blast.”

The older man with the tablet gave a slight, approving nod.

Bambi was less successful. Dressed as a schoolgirl, she stammered her line, “I’ve been a very bad girl, Professor. I need to be punished,” while crying. Mistress Sadie just sighed and made a note.

Then it was Sugar’s turn. Her heart was a frantic bird beating against her ribs. She felt ridiculous in the doll costume, the wig itchy and heavy on her head. She climbed onto the satin sheets, the material slippery under her knees and hands. She got into position, presenting her ass in its frilly white panties to the unblinking eye of the camera. The lights were hot on her skin.

Mistress Sadie held up a small cue card. On it was written a single, devastating sentence.

Say it with feeling, Sugar, Sadie’s voice coaxed, though her eyes were hard. Make us believe it.

Sugar took a shaky breath. The words on the card were the final, complete reduction of everything she was becoming.

“I… I…” she began, her voice a timid squeak. She stuttered, the words catching in her throat. They felt too big, too true, too final. “I’m j-just a… a slutty… a slutty hole… for rent.”

The sentence hung in the air, weak and pathetic.

There was a moment of dead silence. Then, the older man in the silk shirt spoke for the first time, his voice a low, displeased rumble. “Unconvincing. No market for a sissy who doesn’t believe her own branding.”

Mistress Sadie’s face tightened with fury. She snapped her fingers at Kyle. “She needs a prop. To help her get into character.”

A nasty grin spread across Kyle’s face. He walked over to a small cooler that Sugar hadn’t noticed before. He opened it and pulled out a large, clear plastic squeeze bottle, the kind used for condiments. It was filled with a thick, off-white liquid.

Cum. Of course. It was always cum.

“Since you can’t act like a rented hole,” Sadie sneered, “we’ll treat you like one.”

Kyle came up behind her. He didn’t say a word. He simply unscrewed the cap, positioned the nozzle over her head, and squeezed.

A cold, thick stream of semen hit her scalp, plastering the cheap blonde wig to her head. It oozed down through the synthetic curls, dripping onto her shoulders and the frilly collar of the doll dress. The smell was immediate and overpowering—that familiar, musky, salty stench. He kept squeezing, drenching her. It ran in rivulets down her back, soaked through the thin fabric of her dress, and pooled in the small of her back. It dripped onto the red satin sheets below her.

Sugar knelt there, frozen in horror, as she was baptized in stale, cold jizz. It was in her hair, on her neck, trickling behind her ears. She was a human sundae, and this was the topping.

“Now,” Mistress Sadie said, her voice cold as ice. “Let’s try it again. And this time, I want to hear the vacancy in your soul. I want to hear the empty space between your ears. Say the line.”

Tears mixed with the cum on her face. The humiliation was absolute. She was covered in the physical proof of her purpose, drenched in the substance she was meant to consume and be coated in. The words on the cue card were no longer just words. They were a description of her current state.

She opened her mouth, a glob of cum dripping from a curl onto her lip. She didn’t stutter this time. The shock and the degradation had scraped her mind clean. Her voice was flat, hollow, and utterly believable.

“I’m just a slutty hole for rent.”

It was perfect. It was devoid of all emotion, all resistance. It was a simple statement of fact.

But it was too late.

The man with the tablet shook his head. “The moment’s passed. She had her chance.” He looked at Sadie. “This one’s a slow learner. She’ll never make cumslut tier at this rate. Perhaps she’s better suited for the basement. The ones who can’t perform visually can still be useful for… stress relief.”

The threat in his words was colder than the cum soaking her.

Mistress Sadie gave a curt nod. “Noted.” She turned her venomous gaze back to Sugar, still kneeling and dripping on the bed. “You see? Your weakness isn’t just holding back the other girls. It’s costing this project money. You are a bad investment, Sugar. And bad investments get liquidated.”

She gestured for Kyle to get her off the set. He grabbed her by her slimed-up arm and hauled her off the bed, shoving her toward the door. As she stumbled out, she passed Cherrybomb, who was being fitted with a different, even sexier outfit for a second, more advanced audition.

Cherrybomb looked her up and down, from her cum-soaked wig to her soiled doll dress, and shook her head with a sigh that was almost genuine.

“What a waste of good cum,” she muttered, before turning back to the camera with a brilliant, empty smile.

Sugar was shoved into a shower stall and left there. The hot water did nothing to wash away the feeling of the cold semen, or the colder truth of the benefactor’s words. She’ll never make cumslut tier. She was a failure. A bad investment. And in this place, failure didn’t mean getting sent home. It meant being sent down. To the basement. Where the useful things were sent to be used up.


Chapter Four




The threat of the "basement" hung over Sugar like a shroud. The memory of the benefactor's cold, dismissive voice was more terrifying than any physical punishment. Failure was no longer an option. She had to get better. She had to become a good investment.

The next morning, they were taken to a room that made the Milking Station look gentle. It was called the Pole Room. The floor was cold, polished concrete. And mounted at intervals across it were thick, rigid poles, about four feet high. They were made of smooth, flesh-toned silicone, and each one was topped with a realistic, glistening silicone cockhead. They stood there, a forest of silent, demanding erections.

"This," Mistress Sadie announced, her heels clicking on the concrete, "is where we exterminate your gag reflex. A true cumslut doesn't choke. She opens her throat and accepts her purpose. Your goal is simple. You will kneel, take the pole into your mouth, and lower your head until your lips touch the base. You will hold it for a count of ten. Then you may come up for air."

Sugar stared at the poles. They were thicker than any real cock she'd encountered. The idea of forcing one down her throat until her face was pressed to the floor was nauseating.

"There is, of course, a grading system," Sadie continued. She held up a small remote. "You will be wearing these."

Jordan stepped forward with a tray. On it were the same cruel nipple clamps from the affirmation audio, but these had tiny metal contacts on the inside.

"These are your motivators," Jordan said, attaching the clamps to Sugar's tender nipples. The initial bite made her gasp. "Each time you fail to complete a full descent, or if you gag too violently, you will receive a correction."

He held up the remote and pressed a button.

A sharp, searing jolt of electricity shot from the clamps into her nipples. It was a blinding, white-hot pain that made her scream and stumble backward, her whole chest seizing up.

"That is a failure," Sadie said calmly. "You have two more failures before the secondary punishment engages."

Sugar was trembling uncontrollably, the phantom pain still echoing through her nerves. She looked at the other girls. They were being similarly equipped, their faces pale with dread. Cherrybomb, however, just looked determined.

"Kneel at your assigned pole!" Kyle barked.

Sugar shuffled to the nearest one. The silicone cock seemed to mock her. She got on her knees, the concrete hard and unyielding. The pole was right at mouth level. She could smell the faint, sterile scent of the silicone.

"Begin!" Sadie commanded.

Taking a deep breath, Sugar opened her mouth and took the head of the fake cock between her lips. It was cold and unyielding. She leaned forward, letting it slide deeper. It hit the back of her throat almost immediately. Her body instinctively rebelled. She gagged, pulling her head back, coughing and sputtering.

ZZZAP!

The electric shock tore through her nipples again, even worse than the first time. She cried out, curling in on herself, tears springing to her eyes. The pain was incredible, a concentrated fire in the most sensitive parts of her body.

"Failure number two," Sadie's voice was like a whip crack. "One more, Sugar, and your asshole learns a lesson too."

Panic clawed at her throat. She couldn't handle another shock. And she definitely didn't want to know what the "secondary punishment" was. She had to do this. She had to be a good cumslut.

She turned back to the pole, her body shaking. She opened her mouth wider, trying to relax her throat. She remembered the honeyed voice from the affirmations. Real women swallow. My mouth is a cum sink.

This was just practice. This was just preparing the sink.

She leaned forward again, taking the pole deeper. She fought against the gag reflex, swallowing around the intrusion. It was horrible. She felt like she was suffocating. But she pushed further, lowering her head, her neck straining. She was almost there. Her nose was inches from the floor.

Then a violent, uncontrollable gag convulsed her entire body. She jerked back, the pole sliding out of her mouth with a wet pop as she vomited a small amount of bile onto the concrete.

ZZZAP!

The third shock was the worst yet. It felt like her nipples were being branded all over again. She screamed, a raw, ragged sound, and collapsed onto her side, clutching her chest, sobbing uncontrollably. The pain was all-consuming.

"Three failures," Mistress Sadie said, her voice dripping with disdain. "Activate secondary punishment."

From his tablet, Jordan tapped a command.

Inside Sugar, the black plug she had grown almost accustomed to suddenly changed. She felt a pressure, then a slow, inexorable expansion. The plug was inflating. It grew wider and wider, stretching her sore, well-used asshole to a new, shocking degree. It wasn't a quick thrust; it was a constant, agonizing stretch that made the hole-stretching class feel like a warm-up. She gasped, her eyes flying open wide, the pain in her ass now rivaling the fire in her nipples. She felt impossibly, obscenely full, stretched to her absolute limit. It was a feeling of being torn open.

"Now," Sadie said, looking down at her writhing on the floor. "Let's see if a little extra motivation helps. The plug will remain inflated until you successfully complete three consecutive deepthroats. Get up. Try again."

It was impossible. The pain was a cyclone inside her—the burning in her nipples, the tearing in her ass. Every nerve was screaming. She couldn't breathe. She couldn't think.

But she had to.

Using the pole for support, she dragged herself back to her knees. The inflated plug was a constant, brutal reminder of her failure. She opened her mouth, tears and drool and vomit mixing on her chin. She took the silicone cock back into her mouth.

This time, there was no fight left. Her body was too broken to resist. The gag reflex was still there, a spasming knot in her throat, but the threat of more pain overwhelmed it. She leaned forward, forcing herself down, down, down. She didn't stop when she gagged. She just pushed through it, a strangled gurgle escaping her as the pole slid deeper than she thought possible.

Her lips finally touched the cold, hard base of the pole. Her nose was pressed against the concrete floor. She was fully impaled on it, her throat stretched around the rigid silicone. She held the position, her vision spotting, her lungs burning for air. She could feel the violent, involuntary flutters of her esophagus around the invading shaft.

"One… two… three…" Jordan counted slowly, sadistically.

On "ten," she pulled back, gasping and choking, sucking in huge, ragged breaths of air. Her throat felt raw and bruised.

"One," Sadie said. "Two more."

The second time was slightly easier. The path had been blazed. The memory of the electric shocks was a powerful deterrent. She lowered herself onto the pole, ignoring the tears, ignoring the drool that soaked the front of her dress, ignoring the brutal fullness in her ass. She held it.

"Two."

The third time, something snapped in her mind. There was no more Natalie. There was no more Sugar. There was only the pole and the command. She fell onto it with a desperate hunger, as if her life depended on swallowing it whole. She buried her face in the base, holding perfectly still, a perfect, mindless deepthroat doll.

"Three," Mistress Sadie said, a note of surprise in her voice. She nodded to Jordan.

He tapped his tablet. The pressure in Sugar's ass instantly vanished as the plug deflated back to its normal, buzzing size. The relief was so profound she almost orgasmed on the spot. She slumped against the pole, spent, covered in sweat, tears, and spit.

"Remember that feeling, Sugar," Sadie said, walking over to her. "The pain only stops when you obey completely. Not mostly. Completely. Your body can do this. Your mind is the only thing holding you back. And we will break your mind."

As Sugar knelt there, hollowed out and victorious in the most degrading way possible, she saw Cherrybomb at the next pole. She wasn't just succeeding; she was excelling. She was deepthroating her pole with a smooth, practiced rhythm, bobbing her head up and down on it as if it were giving her pleasure, a look of vacant bliss on her face. She had never once been shocked.

Cherrybomb caught her looking and gave a slight, condescending wink before taking the pole all the way to the base again, holding it with ease.

Sugar looked away, back at the pole she was still clinging to. The silicone was slick with her saliva. Her throat was sore. Her ass was throbbing. But she had done it. She had swallowed the pole. She had passed the test. A strange, dark pride flickered in the ruins of her soul. She was learning. She was becoming what they wanted. And the terrifying part was, it was starting to feel like survival.

The victory in the Pole Room was a bitter, metallic taste in Sugar’s mouth, overshadowed by the raw ache in her throat and the lingering memory of the electric shocks. There was no time to recover. The relentless schedule of Camp Cumdump was designed to break them down through sheer, exhausting repetition.

That evening, they were herded into a room that looked like a cheap nightclub. A small stage stood at one end, complete with a glittering silver curtain and a single microphone on a stand. A karaoke machine with a large screen sat off to the side. But the centerpiece of the room was a long, padded bench bolted to the floor in front of the stage. It looked like a church pew from hell.

“Welcome to Sissy Karaoke!” Mistress Sadie announced, a glittering, predatory smile on her face. She was flanked by Kyle and Jordan, and a few other male staff members lounged against the walls, already smirking. “This is a contest. Performance is everything here. And tonight, your performance will be judged on two things: your vocal talent, and your oral talent.”

She gestured to the bench. “You will kneel on this bench, facing the audience. A Sir will stand behind you and make use of your mouth. Your job is to sing the song on the screen—loudly, clearly, and with feeling—while you are being throat-fucked. No gagging. No choking. Clear vocals.”

Sugar’s stomach plummeted. It was the Pole Room, but live, and with an audience.

“The winner of tonight’s contest,” Sadie continued, her eyes gleaming, “will receive a reward. A cosmetic upgrade. Lip fillers. To make you an even prettier cocksucker.”

A few of the girls, including Cherrybomb, actually perked up at this, touching their mouths with a covetous look.

“The losers,” Sadie’s voice turned cold, “will report for enema duty. You will spend the night cleaning out the colons of every girl in this facility. You will be knee-deep in shit because you couldn’t keep a tune with a dick in your throat. Understood?”

A terrified murmur rippled through the group.

One by one, the girls were called to the stage. The songs were all mindless, sugary pop songs about love, dancing, and being a “bad girl.” The first girl, Taffy, tried her best. She got through the first verse of a song about wanting a “big boy” while a trainer named Travis fucked her mouth from behind. But when he picked up the pace, her singing dissolved into wet, choked gurgles. She was pulled off the stage in tears.

Bambi was even worse, sobbing through her entire song before she even started getting fucked. She was dragged away, wailing.

Then it was Cherrybomb’s turn. She sauntered onto the stage as if she were the headline act at a Vegas casino. The song that came up was a high-energy dance track with a fast, repetitive chorus. Jordan took his position behind her.

As the music started, so did he. He gripped her hips and began fucking her throat with hard, deep strokes. And Cherrybomb… sang.

It was grotesque and mesmerizing. Her voice was surprisingly strong, if nasal and bimbo-fied. She hit the high notes perfectly, even as Jordan’s cock was slamming into her tonsils. The lyrics were about shaking her ass and driving boys crazy, and she delivered them with a vacant, cheerful energy, her body moving with the rhythm of the fucking. She didn’t gag once. She just opened her throat and let the cock and the music flow through her simultaneously. When the song ended, she took Jordan’s load with a final, sustained note, swallowing effortlessly before turning to the “audience” with a glittering, triumphant smile.

The men applauded and whistled. Mistress Sadie nodded, deeply impressed. “Now that is a performer. A true triple-threat: she can suck, she can swallow, and she can sing.”

Cherrybomb was ushered off the stage, preening.

“Sugar,” Sadie called, her voice losing all its warmth. “You’re up. Let’s see if the Pole Room taught you anything.”

Trembling, Sugar walked to the stage. The lights were blinding. She could feel the eyes of the men, the other girls, all on her. She knelt on the padded bench, her knees sinking into the vinyl. The microphone was inches from her face. Kyle stepped up behind her, his hands settling on her waist. She could feel his hard cock pressing against her back.

The screen lit up. The song was another bubblegum pop anthem, this one with a chorus that was deceptively simple: “I’m a good girl, I do what I should, but being so bad feels so damn good!”

The synth intro started. Kyle didn’t wait. He shoved his cock into her mouth, burying it deep in one thrust. The familiar sensation of being impaled, of her airway being cut off, seized her. She fought down the immediate gag, her eyes watering.

The first line of the song flashed on the screen. She had to sing.

She opened her mouth, but all that came out around Kyle’s shaft was a muffled, “Mmmph a goo gurrll…”

Kyle pulled back slightly, letting her gasp a breath. “Louder, slut! And clearer!”

He thrust back in, deeper this time, grinding against her lips. The song was moving. She had to keep up. She tried again, her voice a strained, reedy thing, trembling with the vibration of his thrusts.

“I… I do what I… glrk… should…”

It was pathetic. She was choking, her words broken and wet. She could feel her throat seizing up, her gag reflex, supposedly trained out of her, roaring back to life under the stress of performing. Kyle was fucking her harder now, annoyed by her weak performance.

The chorus was coming. The fast part.

“But being so bad… feels so… so… GAAACK!”

A violent, uncontrollable gag convulsed her throat. She choked, her body lurching, and a spray of spit and pre-cum splattered the microphone. The music faltered as her singing turned into a desperate, suffocating cough.

“That’s a fail!” Mistress Sadie called out, her voice sharp with disgust. “Get her off the stage. She’s a disgrace.”

Kyle pulled out of her mouth with a sound of disgust and shoved her off the bench. She landed on the floor in a heap, coughing and gasping, humiliation burning hotter than any brand.

The contest finished. The winner was, of course, Cherrybomb. She was led away by a smiling technician, no doubt to get her lips plumped up, a trophy for her flawless degradation.

The losers—Sugar, Bambi, Taffy, and two others—were lined up.

“Enema duty,” Jordan said, pointing to a door at the back of the club room. “Through there. The equipment is set up. You have twenty girls to clean out before morning. Get to work.”

The room they entered was a tiled horror show. It smelled strongly of disinfectant and something else, something foul. There were several stations, each with a metal table, a bucket, and a rack of clear plastic bags with long hoses attached—enema kits.

Their job was as disgusting as promised. One by one, the other trainees from the camp would come in, lie on the table, and the “losers” would have to administer a high-volume saline enema, hold the hose in place while the girl expelled the waste into a bucket, and then clean her up. It was messy, humiliating work. Sugar’s hands were soon covered in cold water and worse. The smell was in her hair, on her clothes, in her nose. It was a different kind of filth, a base, animal filth that made the cum and the silicone seem almost clean.

After what felt like an eternity, their shift was over. They were allowed to shower. Sugar stumbled into one of the communal stalls, turning the water as hot as she could stand. She scrubbed at her hands, her arms, trying to get the phantom stink off her skin. But as the water rinsed over her, she realized her stomach felt strangely full, sloshing and heavy.

She looked down. In the chaos and disgust of enema duty, she hadn’t even noticed. Kyle, before shoving her off the stage, had finished in her mouth. She had been so distracted by her failure and the subsequent punishment that she had automatically swallowed it. Her belly was full of his cum.

The realization was the final straw.

She slid down the tiled wall of the shower, the hot water pounding on her back, and cried. Not the frantic, panicked sobs of before, but deep, weary, hopeless cries. She cried for the loss of the lip filler reward. She cried for the disgusting hours of enema duty. She cried because her throat was sore from failing, and her belly was full from a humiliation she hadn’t even registered at the time.

She was a failure. A bad singer and a bad cocksucker. She was covered in one man’s shit and filled with another man’s cum. And in the echoing, steamy silence of the shower, the only thing she was sure of was that tomorrow would be more of the same. There was no bottom. There was only down.

The despair from the shower was a lead weight in Sugar’s gut, made heavier by the sloshing fullness of Kyle’s cum. The brief, dark pride she’d felt in the Pole Room was gone, crushed under the twin failures of Sissy Karaoke and the foul, degrading enema duty. She moved through the next morning’s routines like a ghost, her body going through the motions while her mind retreated to a small, silent corner.

They were taken after a tasteless breakfast to another clinical white room. This one was different. It was empty except for a single, tall-backed chair in the center, like a dentist’s chair, and a tray of ominous-looking equipment. Mistress Sadie stood beside it, her expression unreadable.

“Your gag reflex is improving, Sugar,” Sadie began, her voice cool and analytical. “But it’s not enough. A true cumslut doesn’t just tolerate a cock in her throat. She embraces it. She needs it. She learns to breathe around it, to make it a part of her. Today, we remove your other senses so you can focus entirely on that feeling.”

She picked up two items from the tray. The first was a heavy leather hood. It had no eyeholes, just a single, open hole for the mouth. The second was a large, black rubber ball gag, even bigger and more punishing than the one from her obedience assessment.

“This is muzzle training,” Sadie explained. “The hood removes sight. The gag ensures your mouth stays open and productive. You will learn to breathe only through your nose. You will learn that your throat is not for breathing. It is for cock.”

A cold dread, colder than the shower water, seeped into Sugar’s bones. This was a new level of helplessness.

“Kyle, Jordan,” Sadie said. “Let’s begin.”

They forced her into the chair. Kyle pulled the heavy leather hood over her head. The world vanished into stifling, scented darkness. The only thing she could smell was the oiled leather and her own fear. Then, the ball gag was forced between her teeth, stretching her jaw painfully wide, and the straps were cinched tight at the back of her head. She was now blind, and her mouth was locked open in a silent scream.

She tried to panic, to thrash, but strong hands held her shoulders down. She was utterly trapped in a black, silent void, with only the frantic beating of her own heart for company. Her breath started to come in short, panicked gasps through her nose.

Then, she felt a hand on the back of her head, guiding her forward. She resisted for a second, but the pressure was insistent. Her open, gagged mouth met warm, living flesh.

A cock.

It slid into her mouth, past the rubber ball, and directly into her throat. It was thick. It was real. And she couldn’t see who it belonged to.

The man—she thought it might be Jordan from the way he gripped her hair—began to fuck her throat. It was a slow, deep, relentless rhythm. In… out… in… out…

Her first instinct was to gag, to choke, to pull away. But she couldn’t. The gag held her mouth open. The hands held her head in place. She was a living flesh-light, a tool for this anonymous cock.

She tried to breathe, but the moment she inhaled through her mouth, she sucked in nothing but the man’s skin and pubic hair. She choked, her lungs burning. She had to learn. She had to breathe through her nose.

It was a terrifying, claustrophobic battle. Her body screamed for air, but the only path was through her nostrils. Each deep thrust into her throat seemed to block that path, triggering a panic that she was suffocating. She’d gasp through her nose, a thin, desperate whistle of air, only to have the cock plunge deep again, stealing her breath.

The man set a faster pace. The rhythmic sound of his hips slapping against her lips, muffled by the hood, was the only thing in her universe. The feeling of being used was absolute. There was no face to put to the violation. No eyes to plead with. There was only the cock, the darkness, and the struggle to breathe.

My mouth is a cum sink, the affirmation echoed in the blackness of her mind. My only purpose is to be used.

The words weren’t a protest anymore. They were a mantra for survival. If she was just a sink, then she didn’t need to breathe. Sinks don’t breathe. They just get filled.

She forced herself to relax her throat. She stopped fighting the intrusion. She focused everything on the thin stream of air flowing through her nose, making each breath count. The panic began to recede, replaced by a numb, mechanical acceptance.

The man grunted, his rhythm becoming erratic. She felt the familiar pulsing at the back of her throat, the hot, bitter flood filling her mouth, trapped behind the rubber ball. She swallowed automatically, the muscles of her throat working around the invading cock, milking it dry. It was just another function. Like breathing. Like swallowing.

He pulled out. She was left in the darkness, panting through her nose, the taste of cum coating the gag and her tongue.

But it wasn’t over.

Another set of hands guided her head. A different cock. Thinner, but longer. It slid deep, hitting a new spot in her throat. This man was rougher, less rhythmic, fucking her face with angry, jerky thrusts. The lesson continued. She breathed through her nose. She took the cock. She endured.

A third man. This one was slow and methodical, grinding deep, making her hold him there until her lungs burned, before pulling back just enough to let her snatch a single, ragged breath before plunging back in.

She lost track of time. She lost track of how many men used her throat in the absolute darkness. She became a thing, a vessel, her entire world reduced to the sensation of a cock sliding in and out of her and the desperate, whistling intake of air through her nose. There was no Sugar. There was only the hole.

Finally, it stopped. The hood was pulled from her head. The light was blinding. The ball gag was unbuckled and removed, her jaw aching with a deep, throbbing pain. She blinked, disoriented, drool and strands of cum dripping from her bruised lips onto her chest.

Mistress Sadie was standing in front of her, a rare, genuine smile on her face.

“Excellent,” she purred. “You lasted the full session without passing out. You learned. You adapted. That is progress, Sugar. And progress should be rewarded.”

From the tray, she picked up a new instrument. It was a piercing gun. And next to it, resting on a velvet pad, was a small, sparkling, hot pink gemstone in the shape of a heart.

“A little decoration,” Sadie said. “For a job well done. Every pretty cocksucker needs a little sparkle on her tongue. It will remind you of your purpose every time you speak… or suck.”

Before Sugar could even process it, Sadie leaned forward, pinched her tongue, and pulled it out of her mouth.

“Hold still.”

There was a sharp, metallic click and a sudden, piercing pain in the middle of her tongue. She yelped, but Sadie held her firmly. The pain was sharp and bright, then faded to a dull, throbbing ache.

Sadie released her tongue and held up a small mirror.

“Look.”

Sugar looked. In the center of her tongue, nestled amidst the taste buds, was the tiny, glittering heart. It was ridiculous. It was frivolous. It was a piece of trashy jewelry permanently embedded in her flesh.

“Now you’ll suck cock even prettier,” Mistress Sadie said, her voice dripping with satisfaction. “The gem will tickle the shaft. The men will love it. It’s the perfect accessory for a dumb little bimbo whore.”

Sugar stared at her reflection, at the sparkle on her tongue. It wasn’t a reward. It was a brand. A mark of ownership even more visible than the one on her thigh. It was a permanent, shiny reminder that her mouth was not her own. It was a decorated tool, an ornamented fuckhole.

She ran her tongue over her teeth, feeling the foreign object, the persistent throb a counterpoint to the ache in her jaw and the rawness in her throat. She had endured the muzzle training. She had learned to breathe while being used. And her prize was to be turned into an even more appealing piece of meat.

She looked away from the mirror, down at the floor. There was no pride this time. No sense of victory. Just a weary, hollow acceptance. She was becoming what they wanted, piece by piece, hole by hole. And the pretty, pink heart on her tongue was just another piece of the puzzle, locking into place with a final, painful click.


Chapter Five




The pink heart on her tongue was a constant, tiny sparkle in her peripheral vision, a glittering reminder with every hesitant word and every swallow. It had been days since the muzzle training, and a strange new routine had settled in. The outright terror had been sanded down into a gritty, exhausting resignation. She performed. She sucked cock when told. She spread her ass when commanded. The fight was gone, replaced by a numb efficiency that, to her shame, was starting to earn her slightly higher scores.

They were marched not to a training room one morning, but to a part of the facility that smelled sharply of antiseptic and bleach. The Medical Wing. The doors hissed open to reveal a sterile, white room with a gleaming steel examination table in the center. A man in a white coat, whom she’d never seen before, stood waiting, his face impassive. Mistress Sadie was there too, of course, observing like a scientist watching a lab rat.

“Good morning, Sugar,” Sadie said, her voice clinical. “You’ve shown promising compliance lately. It’s time for your first major upgrade. We’re going to help your body understand its true needs.”

Sugar’s heart, which had grown sluggish, gave a frightened thump. An upgrade. That couldn’t be good.

The doctor gestured for her to get on the table. She lay down, the cold metal seeping through the thin fabric of her pink dress. He didn’t tell her to undress. Instead, he simply pushed the dress up to her waist, exposing her small, feminized cock and shaved cunt to the cold air. He then produced a set of leather straps and efficiently secured her ankles and wrists to the table. She was pinned, spread-eagled and utterly vulnerable.

“What… what are you doing?” she whispered, the heart on her tongue clicking against her teeth.

“We are installing a behavioral modification implant,” the doctor said, his tone as dry as dust. He prepared a syringe filled with a clear liquid. “A small device that will encourage positive reinforcement for desired behaviors.”

He swabbed a spot on her pubic mound, just above where her clit nestled. The pinch of the needle was sharp and brief. A local anesthetic. The area went numb. She watched, horrified and fascinated, as he picked up a sleek, gun-like device. Loaded into it was a small, rice-sized object. It was a vivid, shocking pink.

“This is the C.A.I., or Cum Addiction Implant,” Mistress Sadie explained, watching the procedure with keen interest. “It will be placed just beneath the skin, right here.” She pointed to the numbed spot above Sugar’s clit. “It’s very simple. It contains nano-sensors that detect the presence of semen. When you are exposed to cum—in your mouth, on your skin, inside your holes—the implant will release a micro-dose of pleasure-enhancing neuro-chemicals. It will make the act of being used feel… transcendent.”

Sugar stared, her mind reeling. They were wiring her for pleasure. They were making her body chemically reward her for her own degradation.

“Furthermore,” Sadie continued, a cruel smile playing on her lips, “if you go too long without a… feeding… the implant will activate a different program. It will emit a low-level vibrational buzz. An itch you can’t scratch. A hunger pang. It will grow more and more persistent until the need is satisfied. It will teach you to seek out cum, Sugar. To crave it. To need it like you need air.”

Before Sugar could even form a protest, the doctor pressed the device against her numb flesh and there was a soft click. A pressure, then nothing. He swabbed the area again. There was no mark, no scar. Just a tiny, hidden pink chip now living inside her, a puppet master for her pleasure centers.

The anesthetic began to wear off, leaving behind a faint, dull ache. The straps were released. She sat up, feeling dizzy.

“Now for the first test,” Sadie said. She nodded to Kyle, who stood by the door. He left and returned a moment later carrying a small stainless-steel bucket. He placed it on the floor in front of Sugar.

Inside the bucket was a tangled, slimy pile of used condoms. They were filled, knotted, glistening under the bright medical lights. The smell hit her first—that potent, musky odor of stale sex and latex, thick and overwhelming.

“Your body needs to learn to associate the sight and smell of semen with the reward,” Sadie instructed. “So, you’re going to lick them. Clean them off. Get a good, close taste. Your new implant is waiting for its first signal.”

Sugar stared at the bucket of filth. This was lower than the cum dinner. This was waste. The discarded evidence of other men’s pleasure. Her stomach churned.

“I… I can’t,” she breathed, the heart on her tongue feeling like a lie.

“You can, and you will,” Sadie said, her voice hardening. “Or we can strap you back down and I’ll have the doctor adjust the implant’s settings to its ‘punishment’ cycle. I assure you, you do not want to feel that buzz without any way to satisfy it.”

The threat was real. The memory of the electric nipple clamps was still fresh. A constant, internal buzzing hunger sounded infinitely worse.

Hesitantly, she slid off the table and knelt on the cold floor in front of the bucket. The smell was nauseating. She reached a trembling hand into the cool, slippery pile and pulled out a single, bloated condom. It was heavy with its load.

She closed her eyes, trying to disassociate, but Sadie’s voice cut through.

“Eyes open, Sugar. Watch yourself become what we made you.”

She opened her eyes. Holding the used rubber with both hands, she brought it to her face. She stuck out her tongue, the little heart gem glinting, and tentatively licked the side of the condom.

The taste was awful. Bitter, salty, synthetic latex mixed with the distinct flavor of old cum. She gagged, pulling back.

But then, something happened.

A sensation bloomed from the implant site above her clit. It wasn’t an orgasm, not even close. It was a warm, pleasant tingle, a soft wave of well-being that radiated out through her groin. It was a direct, chemical reward for the disgusting act she was performing.

Her eyes widened in shock. Her body was betraying her on a fundamental, biological level. The taste was still vile, but the feeling… the feeling was good.

“That’s it,” Sadie purred. “Your body is learning. Now, do it again.”

Driven by a confused mix of revulsion and this new, insidious pleasure, Sugar leaned forward again. She licked the condom more thoroughly this time, running her tongue along the seam, lapping up the sticky residue. The warm tingle from the implant intensified, humming in sync with the low buzz of the plug in her ass. It was a symphony of corruption.

She picked up another condom. And another. She licked them clean, her movements becoming less hesitant, more purposeful. The initial disgust was still there, but it was being overshadowed by the chemical promise from the implant. She was a junkie, and this bucket of filth was her first fix. The pleasure was a lie, but her nervous system didn’t know that. It just knew that licking used condoms felt good.

She looked up at Mistress Sadie, her lips and chin smeared with the greasy residue, her eyes hazy with this new, artificial bliss.

“More,” Sugar heard herself say, her voice slurred. “I need… more.”

Sadie smiled, a wide, victorious smile. It was the same smile she’d had when Sugar had begged for more cum at dinner.

“Of course you do, pet,” she said softly. “That’s the point.”

She let Sugar continue for a few more minutes, watching as the girl knelt on the floor, eagerly cleaning the condoms, her body humming with pleasure engineered by the pink chip in her groin. Finally, Sadie signaled to Kyle to take the bucket away.

“Enough for now,” she said. “We don’t want to overload your system on the first day. The buzz will fade soon. And when it does, the craving will begin. You’ll understand what it means to be truly hungry.”

Sugar knelt on the floor, the phantom taste of latex and cum in her mouth, the pleasant tingle from the implant already starting to recede, leaving a strange, hollow feeling behind. It was a void, an emptiness she hadn’t felt before. It was the echo of the addiction they had just planted inside her. They hadn’t just broken her mind and trained her body. They had rewired her very biology. Natalie was a distant ghost.

Sugar was a living, breathing organism now programmed to need the very thing that defined her degradation. And the most terrifying part was, a small, desperate part of her was already looking forward to the next hit.

The hollow feeling started a few hours later, just as Mistress Sadie had promised. It wasn't a thought or an emotion. It was a physical sensation, a low, insistent thrum deep in her groin, right where the pink implant was buried. It was a subtle vibration, a faint, nagging buzz that was impossible to ignore. It felt like a phone set to silent, buzzing in her pants, a constant reminder of a call she couldn't answer.

It was hunger. But not for food. The memory of the warm, pleasant tingle from licking the condoms flashed in her mind, and the buzzing seemed to intensify in response. Her body was asking for its fix.

She didn't have to wait long. That afternoon, they were taken to a familiar part of the facility: the Public-Use Wall corridor. But this time, they weren't lining up. Instead, Mistress Sadie and Kyle led them to a new section of the wall. Here, there were six holes set close together in a horizontal row. In front of them was a single, long kneeling pad.

"Welcome to the Blowjob Feedlot," Kyle announced, a smirk on his face. "This is a test of speed, efficiency, and hunger. Sugar, you're up first."

Her heart, which had been sluggish, gave a nervous flutter. The buzzing in her clit seemed to pulse in time with it.

"You will kneel here," Kyle said, pointing to the pad. "You will service each cock as it appears in these holes. You have thirty seconds per cock. Your goal is simple. Get a load in your mouth. Each successful completion earns you one point. If you swallow it, that's a bonus point. If you fail to make a man cum within the time limit, or if you spill a single drop, you receive a correction."

He held up a small, handheld device with a metal prod. The same one used for the electric nipple clamps. The sight of it sent a jolt of fear through her that momentarily overshadowed the implant's buzz.

"Your Slut Score is pathetic, Sugar," Mistress Sadie added, looking at her tablet. "This is your chance to finally show some improvement. And I'm sure that new little friend of yours is eager to be fed. Begin."

Trembling, Sugar knelt on the pad. She was positioned directly in front of the six dark holes. A digital timer on the wall above them lit up, showing 30:00.

The first hole to her far left slid open. A thick, uncut cock emerged, already hard and leaking. The buzzing in her clit intensified, becoming a more urgent hum. It was a direct reaction to the sight of it. Her body was leaning forward before her mind had even processed the command.

She didn't have time for hesitation or technique. This was a factory line. She opened her mouth and took him in, bobbing her head as fast as she could. The little heart-shaped gem on her tongue scraped along his shaft, and she heard a grunt of approval from the other side. She focused on the base, using her hand to pump what she couldn't fit in her mouth, her movements frantic. The timer was ticking down.

15... 14... 13...

The man groaned. She felt the first hot spurt hit the back of her throat. The moment the cum touched her flesh, the implant erupted.

It was like a switch had been flipped. The annoying buzz vanished, replaced by a wave of pure, chemical pleasure so intense it made her vision blur. It wasn't a full orgasm, but a deep, satisfying warmth that flooded her pelvis, making her cunt clench and her toes curl in her shoes. It was a reward. A perfect, undeniable reward.

She swallowed automatically, gulping down the salty load, and a soft chime sounded from Mistress Sadie's tablet. A point and a bonus point.

The cock retracted. The pleasure from the implant faded, but the memory was seared into her nerves. And the buzzing returned, almost instantly, a little louder, a little more demanding than before.

The second hole opened. A thinner, paler cock. She fell on it greedily, her hunger now a tangible thing. She needed that feeling again. She needed to make the buzzing stop. She deepthroated him easily, her gag reflex a distant memory, and worked him with a desperate rhythm. He came quickly, a smaller load, but it was enough. The warm wave of pleasure washed over her again as she swallowed. Another chime.

Buzz…

Third cock. Thick and veiny. She sucked it like a woman dying of thirst, moaning around the shaft as the pleasure-pulse hit her. The taste of cum was becoming familiar, almost welcome. It was the key that unlocked the feeling.

Chime.

BUZZ…

Fourth cock. She was losing track of individual men. They were just cocks, dispensers of the relief she craved. This one took almost the full thirty seconds. She was panting, her jaw aching, when he finally erupted. The pleasure was sharper this time, almost painful in its intensity, and she cried out as she swallowed, her body shuddering.

Chime.

BUZZZZ…

Fifth cock. The buzzing was a maddening itch inside her, a frantic demand. She was sloppy now, desperate. She gagged once, and a single drop of pre-cum dripped from her lip onto the floor.

ZZZAP!

The electric prod touched her shoulder. A sharp, stinging pain shot through her muscle. She yelped, but didn't pull away from the cock. The pain was a splash of cold water, a reminder of the consequences of failure. It sharpened her focus. She redoubled her efforts, sucking and stroking with frenzied need until he came, the blissful wave from the implant momentarily washing away the sting of the zap.

Chime.

BUZZZZZZZZZ…

The sixth and final hole opened. The buzzing was a constant, high-pitched whine in her clit, a screaming need. Her body was trembling with exhaustion and this new, chemical hunger. The cock that emerged was huge, the biggest of the six. She almost wept with relief. She lunged for it, taking as much as she could into her sore mouth. She had ten seconds.

She worked him with her mouth, her hands, her whole being focused on this one goal. Cum. Please, cum. I need it. The thought was pure, undiluted instinct.

With two seconds left on the clock, he let out a roar and unloaded. It was a massive flood, filling her mouth to overflowing. The corresponding pulse from the implant was the strongest yet, a mini-orgasm that made her legs buckle and a long, ragged moan tear from her throat. She swallowed convulsively, again and again, not wasting a drop.

CHIME!

The final cock retracted. The timer read 00:00.

Silence.

For a moment, there was only the sound of her ragged panting and the slow, satisfied hum of the implant. The frantic buzzing was gone, replaced by a soft, post-feeding glow. She knelt there, dripping with sweat and spit, her face a mess, her body humming with artificial satisfaction.

Then, the glow began to fade. The gentle hum quieted. And underneath it, the faintest echo of the buzz returned. It was a whisper now, but it was there. A promise of future hunger.

Mistress Sadie looked at her tablet. "Six for six. All swallows. A perfect score." She sounded almost disappointed there was no reason to punish her further. "It seems the implant is functioning at optimal levels."

Kyle reached down to pull her up, but Sugar didn't move. She stared at the now-closed holes, a profound sense of loss washing over her. The session was over. The feeding had stopped. The wonderful feeling was receding, and the empty, buzzing need was returning.

She looked up at Mistress Sadie, her eyes wide and pleading, her voice a raw, desperate whimper.

"More," she begged, the word torn from the very core of her new, corrupted being. "Please, Ma'am. I need more. I'm so empty. Please, just one more. Let me suck one more. I'll be so good, I promise."

She was begging for cock. Not to avoid punishment, but to satisfy a hunger they had engineered inside her.

Mistress Sadie looked down at her, and this time, her smile was one of pure, unadulterated triumph. She had not just broken a girl; she had created a need.

"The session is over, Sugar," she said softly, her voice dripping with condescending sweetness. "But don't worry. There's always tomorrow. And the next day. And the day after that. You'll get your fill."

She turned and walked away, leaving Sugar kneeling on the pad, trembling with a craving that felt like it would consume her from the inside out. The Blowjob Feedlot was empty, but the hunger had just begun.

The craving was a live wire in Sugar’s gut, a low-level electrical hum that the quiet of her pink room did nothing to soothe. The soft, satisfied glow from the Feedlot had faded completely, leaving only the insistent, buzzing hunger of the implant. It wasn't a thought; it was a physical ache, an emptiness that demanded to be filled. She tossed and turned on the thin mattress, the cheap sheets sticking to her sweat-slicked skin. The day's memories played behind her eyelids—the cold medical table, the bucket of condoms, the frantic, pleasurable suction of the Feedlot.

Exhaustion eventually pulled her under, but it was not a restful sleep.

She dreamed.

But it wasn't a nightmare of being chased or falling. It was worse.

She was on her knees in an endless, white space. There was no floor, no walls, just a blinding void. And raining down from above was a torrent of warm, thick cum. It poured over her in endless rivers, coating her hair, her face, her shoulders, filling her open, gasping mouth. It wasn't violent; it was a baptism. A never-ending shower of what she now craved. And with each swallow, the implant in her clit sang a silent song of pure, chemical bliss, a continuous orgasm that wired her jaw shut in ecstasy.

A voice echoed in the void, deep and resonant, layered over itself a thousand times. It was every trainer, every faceless man from the Public-Use Wall, every benefactor.

That’s it, good girl.

Open wider, cumslut.

Swallow it all for Daddy.

You were born for this.

Your only purpose is this.

The voices weren't cruel. They were approving. Proud. They were the voices of gods rewarding their most devout worshipper. She preened under their praise, opening her mouth wider, letting the endless cascade flood down her throat.

Then the dream shifted.

She was on the heart-shaped bed from the auditions, but it was massive, a vast satin landscape. And she wasn't alone. Dozens of naked, hard male forms surrounded her, a shifting wall of muscle and cock. There were no faces, only bodies and erections. Hands grabbed her, pulled her legs apart, forced her onto her hands and knees.

This was a sissy gangbang. But in the dream, it wasn't a violation. It was a celebration.

A cock slid into her mouth. Another pressed against her sore, well-used asshole, pushing in with a familiar, stretching burn. A third rubbed against her wet, needy cunt. They moved in a perfect, rhythmic sync, fucking all three of her holes at once. The feeling of being so utterly filled, so completely used, was not one of pain or humiliation. It was one of profound, screaming pleasure. The implants—both the one in her clit and the one in her ass—vibrated in joyous harmony. Each thrust, each pulse of cum inside her, was a symphony conducted just for her.

Yes! she screamed in the dream, her voice echoing in the non-space. Use me! Fill me up! I’m your hole! I’m your dumb little fucktoy!

The men groaned their approval, their release flooding her, filling her until she felt like a water balloon stretched to bursting. The pleasure was so intense it was agony, a beautiful, destructive fire that burned away the last fragments of Natalie, of resistance, of anything that wasn't pure, wanton need.

In her pink room, her physical body responded to the dream. Her hips began to move, a slow, grinding rhythm against the thin mattress. One hand crept down between her legs, her fingers finding her swollen, sensitive clit. The buzzing of the implant was a direct match to the frantic circling of her fingertips. She was humping the bed, her back arching, soft, desperate moans escaping her lips. A thin line of drool leaked from the corner of her mouth, soaking into her pillow.

The dream reached its peak. A final, massive cock, belonging to a giant, shadowy figure she instinctively knew as "Daddy," pressed against her lips.

Are you ready for me, slut? the voice boomed, full of love and ownership.

Yes, Daddy! she cried, her dream-self spreading her arms and legs wide in total surrender. I’m ready! Please!

He shoved himself into her mouth, down her throat, and everything went white.

Sugar’s eyes flew open.

The first thing she registered was the darkness of her room. The second was the frantic, aching buzz of the implant, sharper and more urgent than ever. The third was the movement of her own body—her hips still pistoning against the mattress, her fingers still working her clit, her entire being coiled tight with an unmet need so powerful it was dizzying.

The dream wasn't real. The endless cum, the gangbang, the Daddy… it was all a fantasy programmed by exhaustion and the chemical monster in her groin.

But the need was real.

She didn't stop. She couldn't. The memory of the dream-pleasure was too vivid, the hunger in her clit too demanding. She rode her hand, her breaths coming in short, sharp gasps. She was chasing the ghost of the feeling, the echo of the implant's reward, trying to fuck herself back into that blissful dreamscape.

It was no use. Her own touch was pathetic, a feeble imitation of the real thing. It couldn't give her what she needed. Only cum could do that.

A sob of frustration ripped from her throat. She was so empty. So desperately, painfully empty. The buzzing was a drill in her clit, a screaming alarm bell of need.

She rolled onto her stomach, clutching the pillow, humping it mindlessly, her face buried in the fabric. The images from the dream flashed behind her eyes: the torrential downpour, the many cocks, the deep, approving voice of Daddy.

Her body was trembling, wound up like a spring, on the very edge of an orgasm that wouldn't come, because it wasn't the right kind. It wasn't the kind fed by semen. The frustration was a physical pain. She was a doll with a broken key, unable to wind herself up.

She collapsed onto the bed, spent and shuddering, the unsatisfied tension making her muscles jump. The buzzing in her clit was a relentless torment. She was starving in a world without food.

She curled into a fetal position, tears of pure, animal need streaming down her face. She wasn't crying for her lost freedom or her shattered dignity. She was crying because she was hungry. And the only thing that could feed her was locked away until morning.

The words came out as a raw, broken whisper into the darkness, spoken to the phantom Daddy from her dream, to the empty room, to the unfeeling pink walls.

"I'm ready," she whimpered, her voice thick with drool and despair. "I'm so ready, please... please feed me, Daddy..."

The plea hung in the air, a confession of her complete and total corruption. The programming was complete. The nightmares were gone, replaced by dreams of depravity. And she woke up from them begging for more. The implant wasn't just a device in her body anymore; it was the new core of her being. And it was screaming to be fed.


Chapter Six




The gnawing hunger from the implant was a constant companion, a low-grade fever that colored every moment. The morning after her dream, it was sharper than ever, a relentless buzz that made it hard to think of anything else. They were given a breakfast of flavorless pink paste, which did nothing to satisfy the real emptiness inside her.

After the meal, instead of being led to a training room, they were taken to a central holding area. Mistress Sadie stood before them, a bundle of thin, silver chains in her hands. Each chain ended in a small, locking clip.

“Today is about exposure,” Sadie announced, her voice crisp. “A sissy should have no secrets, no shame. Your bodies are not your own. They are products. And today, you will be displayed for inspection.”

She walked down the line, and one by one, she unlocked each girl’s collar and re-clipped it, attaching the silver chain leash. The metallic click was a sound of finality. Sugar felt the new, slight weight of the leash against her chest.

“Now, uniforms off,” Kyle commanded.

There was a moment of hesitation. Public nudity was one thing, but this felt different. More formal. More… permanent.

Cherrybomb, of course, was the first to comply, stripping off her dress with a flourish and striking a pose, her leash dangling between her large, fake breasts. “Come on, girls,” she taunted. “Don’t be shy. This is what we’re for.”

Slowly, reluctantly, the others followed. Sugar’s fingers trembled as she pulled the pink fabric over her head. The cool air hit her bare skin, and she instinctively tried to cover herself with her hands.

“Hands at your sides!” Jordan barked, swatting her arms down. “You are on display. Posture. Chest out. Ass back.”

They were lined up, a row of naked, collared, leashed trans girls, their bodies in various states of augmentation and training. The brand on Sugar’s thigh seemed to burn under the scrutiny she knew was coming.

“Forward,” Sadie commanded, giving Cherrybomb’s leash a gentle tug.

They were led out of the holding area and into a part of the facility Sugar had never seen: the male staff quarters. It looked like a college dormitory, but cleaner and more sterile. Doors lined a long hallway, and most of them were open. Men—trainers, guards, technicians—leaned in their doorframes or sat on their beds, watching the procession with casual, assessing eyes. Some held tablets. Others just watched, their expressions ranging from bored to amused to predatory.

The Sissy Parade had begun.

As they walked, the men called out comments, their voices echoing in the hallway.

“Look at the tits on that one!”

“Check out the ass on Bambi. Needs more work, though.”

“Hey, Cherrybomb, looking good, slut!”

The men with tablets would tap on them, making notes. They were rating them. Right here, in real time.

Sugar kept her eyes fixed on the floor, the heat of shame burning her cheeks and chest. The leash felt like a brand itself, a physical tether to her status as a piece of property. She could feel their eyes on her small breasts, on the soft curve of her feminized cock, on the brand that read ‘SUGAR’, on the black plug still nestled in her ass. Every flaw was on display.

A trainer named Travis, leaning against his door, whistled low. “Damn, Sugar. You’re still looking a little… flat. And your ass is too tight. You need to put in more effort at the stretching classes.” He shook his head and made a note on his tablet.

The comment cut deeper than any physical punishment. It was a public declaration of her inadequacy.

They continued the slow walk of shame. The ratings were called out, almost like a sports commentary.

“Cherrybomb: Tits, 8. Ass, 9. Throat, 10. Overall, a premium product.”

“Bambi: Tits, 5. Ass, 6. Throat, 4. Needs confidence.”

“Taffy: Tits, 7. Ass, 7. Throat, 7. Solid, if unremarkable.”

Then they came to Sugar. A hush fell over the section of the hallway. The men looked her over, their faces critical.

Jordan, who was leading her by the leash, stopped. “Well, gentlemen? Let’s hear it.”

A few men called out numbers, their voices laced with disdain.

“Tits? I give her a 3. Barely there.”

“Ass is a 4. Still looks like it’s never been properly broken in.”

“Throat? Maybe a 5, after the Pole Room. But she gags too much.”

The lowest scores of the day. By far. A fresh wave of sobs wracked Sugar’s body. The humiliation was a physical weight, crushing her. She was a failure. A sub-par product. Useless. The buzzing in her implant seemed to mock her, a constant reminder of a need she wasn't good enough to have filled regularly. She stood there, naked and leashed, crying openly, her shoulders shaking.

“Pathetic,” Jordan muttered, giving her leash a sharp jerk. “Absolutely fucking pathetic.”

It was at that moment, as she stood sobbing, that another trainer, a man named Cameron she recognized from the kitchen, stepped out of his room. He was already unbuckling his belt, a look of bored irritation on his face.

“Oh, for fuck’s sake, stop the waterworks,” he grumbled. He walked up to her, his cock already half-hard. Without any preamble, he grabbed the back of her head and shoved himself between her lips.

The sensation was instantaneous.

The thick, familiar flesh filled her mouth, hitting the back of her throat. But more importantly, the moment his skin touched her tongue, the frantic, starving buzz of the implant ceased. It didn't just quiet down; it transformed. The agonizing hunger was replaced by that warm, blooming pulse of chemical pleasure.

It was relief. Pure, unadulterated relief. It was a drink of water after days in the desert.

Her sobs cut off in a wet gurgle. Her body, which had been tense with misery, went limp with satisfaction. A low, involuntary sound vibrated in her throat, a deep, resonant purr of contentment. It was an animal sound, a sound of pure physical bliss.

She closed her eyes, her tears still wet on her cheeks, but now they were tears of release. She leaned into the act, her mouth working on him on its own accord, her tongue swirling around the shaft, the little heart-shaped gem providing a pleasant tickle. She sucked him with a grateful, eager energy, no longer performing, but consuming. This was what she needed. This was what stopped the pain.

Cameron grunted in surprise, then pleasure. “Well, well… look at that. She shuts up and gets to work when she’s got a job to do.” He fisted his hand in her hair and began to fuck her face in earnest, his hips slapping against her lips.

The men in the hallway laughed, but the tone had changed. It was no longer scornful, but approving.

“There you go!”

“See? That’s how you shut a bitch up.”

“Finally found her calling.”

Sugar barely heard them. She was lost in the feeling of fullness, the rhythm of the thrusts, and the beautiful, silent hum of a satisfied implant. She purred around his cock, a continuous, happy noise, her entire being focused on the simple, glorious fact that she was being fed. The public nudity, the leashes, the cruel ratings—it all faded into a distant blur. None of it mattered. Only this mattered. Only the cock in her mouth and the blissful quiet in her clit.

When Cameron came, she swallowed eagerly, the warm pulse of the implant rewarding her once more. He pulled out, patted her head like a dog, and zipped up his pants.

“Throat score just went up to a 7,” he said to the room, before turning and going back into his room.

Jordan looked down at Sugar, who was now kneeling on the floor, panting softly, a dazed, peaceful look on her cum-smeared face. He gave her leash a little tug.

“See?” he said, his voice dripping with condescension. “It’s not so hard. You’re happiest when you’re being used. That’s all you are. A pretty little hole that purrs when it’s filled. Now, get up. The parade isn’t over.”

Sugar got to her feet, the humiliation from moments before a forgotten memory. The ratings didn’t matter. The laughter didn’t matter. All that mattered was the sweet, lingering echo of pleasure in her groin and the hopeful thought of the next cock that might silence the buzz for a little while longer. She was learning. She wasn't a person to be humiliated. She was a function to be fulfilled. And right now, she felt utterly, perfectly fulfilled.

The peaceful, post-feed glow from the Sissy Parade lasted only as long as the walk back to the main wing. The moment the male dormitory doors hissed shut behind them, the familiar, gnawing buzz began to reassert itself in Sugar’s clit. It was a slower return this time, a lazy, stretching awakening of the hunger, but it was undeniable. The relief was always temporary. The need was eternal.

They weren’t given their dresses back. Still naked and leashed, they were marched directly to a long, windowless corridor Sugar had never seen. This one was different. Instead of a blank wall with occasional holes, both sides of the hallway were lined with them—dozens of smooth, dark gloryholes, set at various heights. The air was thick with the smell of antiseptic and sex.

“The Gloryhole Gauntlet,” Mistress Sadie announced, her voice echoing in the narrow space. “This is an endurance test and a feeding frenzy. You will be assigned a station. Your mouth and your ass will be sealed to the holes. You will not move. You will not speak. You will simply receive what is given to you for a period of three hours.”

Three hours. The number was incomprehensible.

Kyle and Jordan began attaching the girls to the walls. They used padded metal cuffs, locking their wrists and ankles to brackets beside the holes. Then came the final, most degrading part. They took a thick, pliable silicone sealant and applied it around the gloryholes meant for their mouths and asses. When they pressed Sugar’s face forward, the soft material formed a tight, airtight seal around her lips, forcing them into a perfect ‘O’. They did the same to her ass, pressing her hips forward until the plug was removed and her sore hole was mated directly to the cold rim of the gloryhole, the sealant ensuring no part of her was exposed except the entrances to her two primary fuckholes.

She was now a permanent fixture on the wall. A living, breathing gloryhole. She could barely turn her head. All she could see was the dark circle in front of her mouth and the pink wall opposite her. The buzzing in her clit was a frantic counterpoint to the pounding of her heart.

A soft chime sounded.

And then, the cocks came.

There was no warning. One moment, the hole was dark. The next, a thick, uncut cock was sliding into her mouth, already slick with lube. It filled her, fucking deep into her throat with a few practiced thrusts before the man on the other side grunted and came, the hot cum flooding her mouth. He pulled out, and the hole went dark again.

She had just enough time to swallow, the implant giving a grateful, warm pulse, when another cock, thinner and longer, replaced it. This one fucked her face with a slow, deep rhythm, taking its time before erupting.

She lost track of them almost immediately. They were a blur of flesh and sensation. Thick, thin, curved, straight. Some were gentle, some were rough. Some came in seconds, some took minutes. All that mattered was the result: the burst of cum triggering the blissful reward from the implant.

Her ass was used just as relentlessly. A cock would slide into her well-stretched hole, fucking her with a brutal, mechanical efficiency. The feeling of being filled there was different—a deep, penetrating fullness that made her feel utterly claimed. Each thrust sent jolts through her body, and when they came inside her, the warm, wet feeling of being seeded, even anally, seemed to please the implant just as much. It didn't discriminate; semen was semen, no matter the hole.

The first hour was a chaotic storm of sensation. The constant, unexpected penetration, the varying rhythms, the endless swallowing. Her jaw ached. Her ass burned. But the chemical rewards from the implant kept her pliant, her body welcoming each new invasion with a shiver of anticipation. The buzzing was gone, replaced by a continuous, low hum of satisfaction. She was a machine being operated, and she was functioning perfectly.

During a rare, simultaneous lull at both holes, she heard a sound from further down the wall. A low, theatrical moan.

“Mmm, yes! Give it to me! Fill up my hungry holes!”

It was Cherrybomb. Of course. Even bolted to a wall, being used anonymously, she was performing. Sugar could imagine her, probably smiling around the cock in her mouth, winking at the wall.

A spike of something hot and ugly shot through Sugar’s haze of pleasure. It was jealousy. Pure, undiluted jealousy. Cherrybomb was probably getting more cocks. Better cocks. She was probably earning higher scores, even here.

The thought was interrupted as a massive cock suddenly filled her mouth, fucking her throat so deep her nose pressed against the cold silicone seal. She gagged for the first time in hours, the violation shocking her system. The man on the other side cursed.

“Fucking relax, slut.”

He came anyway, a bitter, angry load, and pulled out sharply. The implant’s pulse felt weaker this time, strained.

The second hour blurred into the third. The pleasure was becoming pain. Her body was exhausted. Her throat was raw. Her ass felt bruised and numb. The constant chemical stimulation was leaving her feeling overfull and nauseous, like she’d eaten too much candy. The blissful hum was now a dull, throbbing ache. She was being overfed, and her body was starting to rebel.

Finally, after an eternity, a loud buzzer sounded.

The cocks stopped coming. The holes remained dark.

Kyle and Jordan moved down the line, using a solvent to break the silicone seals. When Sugar’s face was pulled free, she gasped, strings of thick, milky saliva and cum swinging from her lips. Her legs gave way the moment her ankles were un-cuffed, and she collapsed into a heap on the floor. She was dripping. Cum leaked from her ass onto the cool tile. Her stomach was distended, sloshing with the sheer volume she’d consumed.

Mistress Sadie stood at the end of the hall, looking at a large digital display that had lit up on the wall. It showed a list of the girls’ names, and next to them, a number under the heading “CUM CONSUMED (ml)”.

Cherrybomb’s name was at the top. CHERRYBOMB: 1,450 ml

A few of the men who had been using the gauntlet whistled, impressed.

“Now that’s a cumslut!”

“A real champion.”

Sugar’s eyes, bleary and unfocused, scanned down the list. She found her name near the bottom.

SUGAR: 875 ml

It was less than Cherrybomb. Significantly less. The hot jealousy flared again, mixing with the nausea. She had failed. Again.

But then, Mistress Sadie spoke, her voice thoughtful.

“An interesting result,” she said, tapping her chin. “Cherrybomb, your volume is, as expected, exceptional. You are a high-capacity, high-efficiency model. But look at Sugar.” She pointed at the board. “Her numbers are lower, but note the time stamps. Her consumption was steady and consistent. She didn’t peak; she endured. She took every single load offered without refusal or spillage.”

Sadie looked down at Sugar, who was still crumpled on the floor. “This isn’t about star power, Sugar. This is about reliability. This is about being a dependable, always-open hole. That has its own value.”

For the first time, Sugar saw a flicker of something other than smug triumph on Cherrybomb’s face. It was annoyance. Irritation. She was being praised for her flashy performance, but Sugar was being acknowledged for her dogged, mindless endurance.

“Your stats will be added to your public profile,” Sadie said to all of them. “So potential clients can see what kind of whore they’re getting. A showstopper, or a workhorse.”

As the girls were helped to their feet and led away to be hosed down, Sugar glanced back at the board. SUGAR: 875 ml. The number was now public. A testament to her degradation, but also to her newfound purpose. She wasn’t the best. But she was reliable. She was a good, dependable hole.

And as she stumbled away, the buzz in her clit already beginning its hungry whisper, she realized that Cherrybomb’s jealous glare felt almost as good as the cum itself.

The public display of her "Cum Consumed" stat was a strange, new kind of brand. It wasn't burned into her flesh, but it felt just as permanent. SUGAR: 875 ml. She was no longer just a name; she was a measurement. A quantity. And the flicker of annoyance in Cherrybomb's eyes had been a drug more potent than any implant.

That night, however, the hunger returned with a vengeance. The 875 ml was a memory, and her body was screaming for a fresh supply. The buzz was a frantic, high-pitched whine that made sleep impossible. Desperate, she’d found a stub of a pencil and a few scraps of paper left near her food slot. In the dim glow of the pink room, with the phantom sensations of the gauntlet still echoing in her holes, she began to write.

The words weren't Natalie's. They were Sugar's. They poured out of her, fueled by the chemical need and the shattered fragments of her mind. They were crude, misspelled, and dripping with a filth that felt utterly true. She wrote about the Gloryhole Gauntlet, imagining the cocks were all connected to one massive, god-like Daddy. She wrote about being tied down while Cherrybomb was forced to watch, jealous, as Sugar was used. She wrote about drinking from a river of cum, about being so full it leaked from her ears, about the beautiful, empty feeling of being nothing but a vessel.

It was a sissy diary. Her sissy diary. Writing it felt like scratching an itch deep in her soul. When she was done, she hid the papers under her mattress, a secret shame that somehow soothed the buzzing for a little while.

She should have known there were no secrets in Camp Cumdump.

The next morning, they were taken not to a training room, but to a small, tiered auditorium. It was filled with male staff and a few of the severe-looking benefactors. Mistress Sadie stood on a stage under a bright spotlight. In her hand, she held the crumpled papers Sugar had hidden.

A cold dread, colder than any she had felt before, froze Sugar in place. They knew.

"Sugar," Sadie's voice boomed over a microphone. "So creative! We had no idea you had such a vivid imagination. Come. Share your work with the class."

Kyle and Jordan grabbed her. They didn't lead her; they dragged her, her bare feet scraping on the floor, up the steps and into the blinding spotlight. They forced her into a pair of impossibly high, clear plastic heels that made her legs tremble. Then, they roughly yanked her hair into two high, childish pigtails, tying them off with bright pink ribbons. She was being dressed as a parody of a little girl, a bimbo doll for their amusement.

Mistress Sadie thrust the papers into her hands. The audience, a sea of shadowy, leering faces, fell silent.

"Read it," Sadie commanded, her voice a whisper in the microphone that echoed through the silent room. "Read every filthy word you wrote."

Sugar’s hands shook so badly the paper rattled. The words she had written in the privacy of her desperate hunger now looked monstrous under the stage lights. To speak them aloud… it would be a final, complete surrender.

"Now, Sugar," Sadie said, her voice hardening.

A tear dripped onto the paper, smudging the clumsy pencil marks. She took a shaky breath, the little heart on her tongue feeling like a brand.

"Dear Diary," she began, her voice a reedy, terrified squeak. "Today… today I was a good hole. The men… they put me on the wall. And the cocks… they kept coming."

Her voice gained a little strength, fueled by sheer terror. She described the gauntlet, but in the flowery, perverted language of her fantasy.

"They were all part of him. My Daddy. His big, thick cocks, using all my holes at once. Stretching me open. Filling me up. I was so… so full. I felt like I was gonna pop. And Cherrybomb was there. She was so jealous. She was crying because I was getting all the cum and she was getting none."

A wave of laughter rippled through the audience. They loved it.

"Keep going," a man's voice called from the darkness.

Sugar’s face was burning. She was humiliating herself with her own words. This was worse than any punishment they could invent.

"I… I want to be a river," she read, her voice breaking. "A river for Daddy to cum in. I want him to piss in my mouth too, so I can have all of him inside me. I want to be his toilet. His pretty, pink toilet."

The laughter grew louder, more raucous. Something soft and rubbery hit her on the shoulder and fell to the stage. A used condom, knotted and heavy.

"Louder!" someone shouted.

She was sobbing now, reading through her tears. "I had a dream… I was just a mouth and an ass, floating in the air. And Daddy was feeding me forever. It was so… so perfect. I never wanna wake up. I just wanna be his dumb, hungry slut forever."

Another object sailed out of the darkness. A large, veined dildo, which bounced off her chest and landed at her feet. Then another condom. Then a stream of them. The audience was throwing things at her—the very symbols of her degradation. They were pelting her with the tools of her trade, cheering her on as she destroyed herself with her own voice.

The humiliation was a fire, burning away the last of her resistance. But as she read, something else began to happen. The vivid, filthy images she was describing—the river of cum, the endless cocks, the ownership by a powerful Daddy—began to merge with the frantic buzzing of the implant. Her body, trained and corrupted, was responding to her own words.

A familiar heat began to build between her legs. Her breathing hitched. Her knees felt weak in the ridiculous heels.

"I'm just a hole," she moaned into the microphone, the words no longer just on the page, but coming from her soul. "A stupid, empty hole that needs to be filled. I'm nothing without a cock in me. I'm nothing without cum in my belly."

As she spoke this final, devastating confession, the heat in her groin crested. The combination of the public shame, the thrown condoms, the sound of her own voice admitting her deepest truth, and the relentless demand of the implant became too much.

Her back arched. The papers fluttered from her hands. A raw, screaming orgasm ripped through her, so powerful it stole her breath. She collapsed to her knees on the stage, her body convulsing, the clear heels kicking uselessly against the floor as she came, untouched, in front of the entire laughing, jeering audience.

Wave after wave of pleasure-pain wracked her, each one a confirmation of everything she had just read. She was a hole. A stupid, empty hole. And in that moment, on her knees, covered in thrown condoms and her own sweat, it was the most blissful, the most true thing in the world.

The audience erupted in applause and whistles. It was the greatest performance of her life.

Mistress Sadie walked over, a look of profound satisfaction on her face. She picked up the discarded papers.

"Excellent work, Sugar," she purred into the mic, her voice dripping over the dying applause. "It seems your deepest, most honest fantasies align perfectly with your programming. You're not just learning your purpose anymore. You're dreaming about it. You're writing poetry about it. You are becoming the perfect bimbo. Empty, hungry, and so, so eager to be used."

Sugar could only kneel there, panting, the aftershocks of the orgasm still making her twitch. She looked out at the shadowy faces, at the condoms and dildos littering the stage, and she felt no shame. Only a weary, complete acceptance. The diary wasn't a secret shame anymore. It was her manifesto. And she had just read it to the world.


Chapter Seven




The orgasm on stage had been a watershed. It wasn't just a physical release; it was the final surrender of her mind. The shame had burned away, leaving behind a strange, hollow peace. The words from her diary weren't fantasies anymore; they were facts. She was a hole. A river for cum. A pretty, pink toilet. Accepting it was like setting down a heavy weight she hadn't realized she was carrying.

This new, placid emptiness was what she carried with her into the Medical Wing a few days later. There was no fear this time, only a numb curiosity. Mistress Sadie and the same impassive doctor were there, but so was the older benefactor in the silk shirt—Mr. Collins. He sat in a corner, observing, his presence a silent reminder of the commercial stakes.

"Sugar," Sadie began, her tone that of a businesswoman assessing a product. "Your performance metrics are improving. Your Obedience Rating is now passable. Your endurance is acceptable. But there's a problem." She gestured for Sugar to stand on a small, rotating platform. "Your marketability is still lagging."

Mr. Collins spoke, his voice a low, displeased rumble. "She lacks visual appeal. The raw materials are… substandard. She doesn't look the part."

Sadie nodded, pulling up a holographic display next to the platform. It showed a 3D model of Sugar's body, rotating slowly. Numbers and graphs flickered around it.

"Let's be blunt," Sadie said, tapping the hologram. "You have been rated 'not fuckable enough' by our focus groups."

The words should have stung, but they just bounced off the new emptiness inside her. Not fuckable enough. It was just data. A problem to be solved.

"The breasts are pathetic," Sadie continued, zooming in on the model's chest. "They don't inspire a man to want to cover them in cum. They need to be bigger. Rounder. Perfect, fake orbs." She made a note on her tablet. "We'll start with a significant saline implant. 500cc. That will give you a full C-cup."

Sugar looked at her own small, natural breasts in the hologram. She tried to remember if she had ever liked them, if Natalie had ever felt anything for them besides dysphoria. The memory was foggy, irrelevant. If they needed to be bigger, then they would be bigger.

"The lips," Mr. Collins said from his chair, not even looking up from his own tablet. "Thin. Prudish. A cocksucker's lips should be full. Pouty. An invitation."

"Collagen injections," Sadie said, making another note. "Substantial ones. We'll plump them up until they look like two fat, pink worms. Perfect for wrapping around a shaft."

Sugar ran her tongue over her current lips, feeling the shape of them. She imagined them swollen, stretched, permanently formed into a sucking 'O'. The thought made the implant in her clit give a faint, agreeable hum.

"And then there's the finishing touch," Sadie said, a cruel smile touching her lips. She zoomed the hologram in on the model's ass, specifically the pucker of the asshole. "A sissy's signature hole should be pretty. Pink. Innocent-looking, even when it's gaping wide open after a good fucking. Yours is… dark. Unappealing. We're going to bleach it."

A cold finger of something—not quite fear, but primal revulsion—traced its way down Sugar's spine. Bleach her asshole? It was such a specific, violating indignity. It was about erasing every last trace of natural, private biology. Making every single part of her a uniform, manufactured product.

"But that's not all," Sadie said, her eyes gleaming. "Your hair. That mousy brown is all wrong. It screams 'IT technician,' not 'mindless bimbo.' We're going to fix that. Permanently."

She picked up a device that looked like a sleek, modern hair dryer. "This is a follicular dye injector. It doesn't just color the hair on your head. It injects pigment directly into the follicle. Your hair will grow in pink from the root. Forever. There will be no growing this out, Sugar. This is you now. A pink-haired, big-titted, thick-lipped whore."

The finality of it was absolute. They weren't just altering her; they were rebranding her. Permanently.

"Any questions?" Sadie asked, though it was clearly a formality.

Sugar looked from the hologram of her inadequate body to the cold, expectant faces of her owners. The buzzing in her clit was a little louder, a reminder of the needs that now defined her. Bigger tits would make men want to use her more. Fuller lips would make her a better cocksucker. A pink asshole would be more appealing for anal. Pink hair would complete the bimbo look.

It all made perfect sense.

"No, Ma'am," Sugar said, her voice flat and calm. "I understand."

The procedures were a blur of cold antiseptic, pressure, and a distant, clinical pain. The breast implants felt like two heavy, foreign rocks being shoved into her chest, a deep, aching fullness that promised a new silhouette. The collagen injections in her lips were a series of sharp pinpricks, followed by a throbbing, swollen sensation that made it hard to speak. The anal bleaching was the most humiliating—being spread open on the table while a cold gel was applied to her most private pucker, a chemical process to make it prettier for anonymous cocks.

The final step was the hair. She sat in a chair as the injector was pressed against her scalp over and over, a tiny prick with each application. She watched in a mirror as sections of her hair were sectioned off, the dull brown instantly transforming into a garish, cartoonish shade of hot pink.

When it was all over, they let her look in a full-length mirror.

The creature staring back was a stranger. A pornographic parody. Her breasts were now huge, round globes that strained against the fabric of her medical gown, their weight a constant, unfamiliar presence. Her lips were massive, inflated, and shiny, forming a permanent, pouty expression. Her hair was a shocking, uniform pink, the color of cheap candy. She couldn't see her asshole, but she knew it was now a pale, pretty pink, ready for its close-up.

She was a perfect bimbo. And she felt nothing.

Then, the mirror itself changed. The glass shimmered, and words appeared, written in a flowing, elegant script across her reflection's face.

You are a cum dump.

A pause, then:

Smile.

The command was direct, impersonal. A final piece of programming.

Slowly, deliberately, the girl in the mirror obeyed. The massive, collagen-injected lips stretched into a wide, vacant, and utterly beautiful smile. It didn't reach her eyes, which remained as empty as the void inside her.

Sugar watched her reflection smile. She felt the stretch in her new lips. She saw the perfect, brainless bimbo she had become.

And she understood. The makeover wasn't about making her beautiful. It was about making her worthless. It was about ensuring that no one, including herself, could ever look at her and see anything other than what she was: a collection of enhanced holes, designed for consumption. Her value was now purely functional, and her function was to be used up.

The reflection smiled its perfect, empty smile. And standing before it, Sugar felt a wave of profound relief. The struggle was over. Natalie was gone. There was only Sugar. The cum dump. And it was time to smile.

The new body was a heavy, unfamiliar suit. The weight of the breast implants pulled on her shoulders with every step. The swollen, rubbery feeling of her lips was a constant presence, a reminder of their new, single purpose. The pink hair felt like a garish wig she could never take off. She moved through the facility like a ghost in a costume, the hollow peace from the surgery slowly being eroded by a practical problem.

She still had thoughts. Complex, messy thoughts that didn't fit into the perfect bimbo mold. And sometimes, those thoughts tried to find their way out of her new, pouty mouth.

It happened during a routine inspection by Kyle. He was critiquing her posture, his fingers prodding the small of her back.

"You need to arch more, present the assets," he grumbled. "You're still holding tension."

Without thinking, the old habit of explanation surfaced. "It's the new implants, Sir," she said, her voice slightly muffled by the fatness of her lips. "They're heavy, and I'm still getting used to⁠—"

ZZZAP!

A jolt of electricity, sharper and more painful than the nipple clamps, exploded from her collar. It wasn't just a sting; it was a full-body convulsion that locked her muscles and stole her breath. She cried out, collapsing to her knees, her vision swimming.

Kyle looked down at her, utterly unsympathetic. "Useless words," he sneered. "Your opinions are garbage. Your explanations are garbage. You don't get to 'get used to' anything. You adapt. Instantly." He tapped a device on his wrist. "I think it's time for your final vocal upgrade."

They dragged her, still trembling from the shock, back to the Medical Wing. The doctor was waiting, along with Mistress Sadie.

"The thinking is mostly gone," Sadie said to the doctor, as if discussing a car's engine. "But the speech patterns are still contaminated. She tries to explain. To reason. We need to streamline her communication."

The doctor nodded. "The V-Chip will solve that. A simple auditory processor linked to the collar's shock mechanism."

Sugar was forced into the chair again. There was no anesthetic this time. The doctor used a long, needle-like instrument to insert a tiny chip deep into her ear canal. There was a sharp, piercing pain, followed by a high-pitched whine that then faded into silence.

"The chip is now active," the doctor said. "It listens to everything you say. Your vocabulary is now restricted to a set of pre-approved phrases essential for your function."

Mistress Sadie leaned in close, her voice a soft, menacing whisper. "Let's practice. What do you say when a Daddy gives you a command?"

Sugar's mind raced. I obey? I'll do it? The old, complex pathways tried to form a sentence.

ZZZAP!

Another shock, worse than the first, wracked her body. She gasped, tears springing to her eyes.

"The correct answer," Sadie said patiently, "is 'Yes, Daddy!' Try again."

The pain was a brilliant, white-hot teacher. It scorched away the unnecessary words. Swallowing a sob, Sugar forced the approved phrase through her new, plump lips.

"Y-yes… Daddy!"

"Good girl," Sadie purred. "No shock. See how easy it is? Next. What do you say when you feel a cock press against your cunt?"

The image flashed in Sugar's mind. The feeling. The need from the implant. The old her would have moaned, or begged, or remained silent. She hesitated for a fraction of a second.

ZZZAP!

"AHH! Please!"

"The phrase, Sugar. Say the phrase."

Her body shaking, her mind desperately trying to navigate this new, terrifying minefield, she choked out the words she had read in her own diary, the words that were now her only legal tender. "Breed me! Please, breed me!"

The shock collar remained silent. A reward.

The lesson continued, brutal and efficient.

"What do you say when a man comes in your mouth?"

"Thank you for the meal, Daddy!" No shock.

"What do you ask for when you're hungry?"

"Please feed your slut!" No shock.

"What is your name?"

"I'm Daddy's fucktoy!" No shock.

Any deviation—a "please" where it wasn't programmed, an "I'm" instead of a "Daddy's," a moment of hesitation—was met with an immediate, paralyzing shock. They were carving out her ability to communicate, leaving only the crude, direct expressions of a animal in heat.

After an hour, she was a trembling wreck, but she had learned. The complex neural pathways for language were being physically burned away and replaced with simple, pornographic stimulus-response.

Released back into the general population, she was functionally mute. She couldn't ask for water. She couldn't comment on the cold. She couldn't even say her own name.

She saw Cherrybomb across the common area, who had apparently received the same upgrade. Cherrybomb seemed to have adapted instantly, already using the phrases with a vacant, automated ease. "Fill me up, Sir!" she chirped at a passing trainer, who just laughed and kept walking.

Sugar stood frozen, the buzz of her implant a dull background noise compared to the terror of her silenced tongue. A trainer named Jordan walked past her. He glanced at her, and his eyes dropped to her new, enormous tits.

"Those look like they need some attention," he remarked casually.

The old Sugar would have flinched, or looked away, or said nothing. The new, shocked-trained Sugar knew any of those responses would result in pain. But the approved phrases didn't fit. 'Yes, Daddy' was for commands. 'Breed me' was for penetration.

Panic began to rise. She was going to be shocked for not responding. Her mind, frantically searching for a solution, bypassed words completely.

She looked directly into Jordan's eyes. Then, she let her gaze drift slowly, meaningfully, down to her own chest. She bit her swollen bottom lip, a gesture of offered submission. A low, needy moan vibrated in her throat, a sound that conveyed everything the V-Chip had stolen: I want that. Use these. Please.

Jordan stopped. A slow smile spread across his face. He understood. He reached out and gave one of her fake tits a rough, possessive squeeze.

"Maybe later, whore," he said, and walked on.

No shock.

A wave of relief so profound it felt like pleasure washed over her. She had communicated. She had gotten what she wanted—acknowledgment, the promise of future use—without a single forbidden word.

It was a revelation.

From that moment on, Sugar stopped trying to think in words. She started thinking in looks and sounds. A desperate, wide-eyed glance at a cock became "Please, I'm hungry." A series of soft, whimpering moans while being fucked became "This feels so good, don't stop." A submissive lowering of her eyes became "I accept my place."

She became an expert in the silent language of the whore. Her body, her face, her voice—stripped of intelligent speech—became infinitely more expressive. She could convey gratitude, need, surrender, and bliss without ever risking the searing pain of the collar.

The V-Chip hadn't just limited her speech; it had forced her to become a more perfect, more intuitive bimbo. She no longer just acted the part. She was the part, communicating her worthlessness and her need with every flutter of her eyelashes and every hungry moan that escaped her perfect, pouty, and now permanently silent, lips.

The silence imposed by the V-Chip had become a new kind of sense. Sugar now navigated the world through a lexicon of moans, glances, and the subtle arching of her back. Her body was her only voice, and she had become fluent in its crude, desperate poetry. The hunger from the implant was a constant, but manageable, hum—a baseline of need that kept her pliant and eager.

They were assembled in the common area, all the girls who had undergone the recent "upgrades." Mistress Sadie stood before them, her expression one of grim satisfaction. Behind her, a man with a face full of piercings and arms covered in ink was setting up a portable tattoo gun. Its low buzz was an ominous counterpoint to the one in Sugar’s clit.

“Your training is nearly complete,” Sadie began, her eyes sweeping over their pink hair, inflated lips, and augmented bodies. “You have been reshaped, reprogrammed, and rebranded. But there is one final, permanent mark of ownership. A label, so there is never any confusion about what you are.”

She gestured to the tattoo artist. “Today, you receive your purpose, written on your skin for all to see.”

One by one, the girls were called forward. Bambi wept silently as “DADDY’S SLUT” was inscribed in gothic script across her lower back. Taffy received “USE ME” on her inner thigh. Cherrybomb, ever the performer, preened as “CUM DUMPSTER” was tattooed in a bold, fiery font across her abdomen, the letters curving around her navel.

Then it was Sugar’s turn.

“Position,” Sadie commanded.

Sugar knew the drill. She bent over, placing her hands on the cold vinyl of the chair, presenting her ass to the artist. The recently bleached pink pucker of her asshole was fully exposed, a tiny, innocent-looking bullseye.

“The primary label goes here,” Sadie said, tracing a line just above the cleft of Sugar’s ass. “Where every man who uses this hole will see it.”

The tattoo artist nodded. He dipped his needle and the buzzing intensified, pressing against the small of her back. The pain was sharp and precise, a thousand tiny bee stings forming letters into her flesh. She didn’t need to see it to know what it said. She could feel the shape of the word being carved above her most private entrance.

FUCKHØLE

The ‘O’ was a heart. The final, mocking touch.

“Now, the instructions,” Sadie said.

Sugar was made to stand and spread her legs. The artist knelt before her. On the tender skin of her inner right thigh, he began to tattoo two words above her brand. INSERT HERE. An arrow pointed directly at her cunt.

Then, on her left thigh, mirroring the right, he tattooed the same thing. INSERT HERE. This arrow pointed at her ass.

When he was finished, Sugar was allowed to look in a mirror. The visual was jarring, even for her numbed state. Above her ass, the word “FUCKHØLE” was permanently branded. Flanking her legs, the twin commands “INSERT HERE” with their guiding arrows made her body look like a diagram, a map for depravity. There was no ambiguity. No room for misinterpretation. She was a collection of labeled orifices.

“Excellent,” Mistress Sadie purred. “Now, for your debut.”

She snapped her fingers. A small, black camera drone, no larger than a hummingbird, zipped into the room. It hovered in front of Sugar’s face, its single, red eye-like lens focusing with a soft whir.

“This is your new constant companion,” Sadie explained. “For the next twenty-four hours, it will follow you. It will stream everything. Every time you eat, sleep, train, or are used. Your life, Sugar, is now a live channel. The world gets to watch our newest, prettiest fuckhole in action. Let’s see how many subscribers you can get.”

The drone followed her as she was dismissed. It was unnerving at first. The constant, silent presence, the knowledge that an unseen audience was watching her every move. She went to the mess hall, and the drone hovered just over her shoulder, broadcasting her as she ate her pink paste. She went to the Milking Station, and it circled her chair, capturing every mechanical thrust and her resulting, V-Chip-approved moans of “Breed me! Yes! Breed me!”

But as the day wore on, a strange thing happened. She stopped noticing the drone. It became part of her environment, like the buzzing plug in her ass or the collar around her neck. Its presence began to feel… validating. She was being watched because she was worth watching. She was a spectacle. A product.

The real test came during the evening Public-Use session. The drone was there, its red eye gleaming, as she knelt at the wall. When the first cock slid through the hole, she didn’t just open her mouth. She looked directly into the drone’s lens as she did it, her eyes hazy with need, her new, collagen lips stretching into a wet ‘O’ around the shaft.

She made a show of it. When a man came in her mouth, she swallowed with an exaggerated, blissful expression, then opened her mouth wide for the drone to see it was empty, a good girl who didn’t waste a drop. When she was taken from behind at another hole, she arched her back, making sure the “FUCKHØLE” tattoo was perfectly framed for the camera, her moans pitched for the microphone.

She was no longer just being used; she was performing. And the knowledge of the audience, the faceless thousands watching her degradation, added a new, illicit layer of excitement. The implant hummed its approval with every load she took, the pleasure mingling with the thrill of being seen.

The climax of the broadcast came late that night. She was woken from a shallow sleep by Kyle and Jordan. They didn’t speak. They simply grabbed her, their intentions clear. The drone, ever-present, hovered near the ceiling of her pink room, capturing everything.

They used her on the floor. One in her mouth, one in her freshly tattooed ass. It was rough, impersonal, and relentless. And Sugar, half-asleep, her body responding on autopilot, gave the performance of her life. She moaned and writhed, not in protest, but in a perfect pantomime of ecstasy. She looked into the drone’s lens, her eyes glazed over, a string of drool and cum connecting her lips to Kyle’s cock, and she smiled. A vacant, beautiful, bimbo smile.

It was the ultimate confirmation of her transformation. She wasn’t just enduring her use; she was reveling in it, and she wanted the whole world to see.

The next morning, Mistress Sadie was waiting for her outside her room. She held her tablet, a wide, genuine smile on her face—a rare sight.

“The numbers are in,” she said, turning the screen toward Sugar.

It showed a live stream dashboard. At the top was a username: SugarTheFuckhole. And below it, a number.

SUBSCRIBERS: 1,003,457

Sugar stared at the number. One million. One million people had signed up to watch her. To watch her eat, sleep, suck cock, and get fucked in her permanently labeled holes.

“You broke a million in under twenty-four hours,” Sadie said, her voice filled with something akin to pride. “A new record. It seems the world agrees, Sugar. You are the perfect fuckhole. You’re a star.”

The drone, its twenty-four-hour duty complete, powered down and settled on a charging pad nearby.

Sugar looked from the subscriber count to her reflection in the dark screen of the tablet. She saw the pink hair, the massive tits, the pouty lips, and the faint, ghostly reflection of the “FUCKHØLE” tattoo on her back.

A million people. A million strangers, all watching her, wanting her, subscribing to her life of filth.

And for the first time since she had arrived at Camp Cumdump, Sugar felt a true, uncomplicated emotion. It wasn’t happiness, exactly. It was validation. She was a success. She was a good product. She was worth a million subscribers.

She ran her tongue over her plump lips, feeling the heart-shaped gem, and a slow, vacant smile spread across her face, mirroring the one in her reflection. She was a fuckhole. And she was famous for it.


Chapter Eight




The fame from her live stream was a warm, distant glow, like a star seen from the bottom of a well. The million subscribers were a number, an abstract concept that had less reality than the weight of her fake tits or the constant, buzzing need in her clit. She was a successful product, and that was enough.

There was no celebration. The next phase began immediately. They called it "Cognitive Calibration." The other girls whispered about it with a new kind of fear—not the sharp terror of pain, but the slow dread of something being stolen.

They were taken to a room lined with sleek, white recliners, each equipped with a heavy, black virtual reality headset. The air hummed with a low, sub-audible frequency that made Sugar’s teeth ache.

"This is Bimbosoft Neural Training," Mistress Sadie announced, her voice clinical. "Your bodies are perfected. Your obedience is assured. Now, we optimize the last, messy component: your mind. We're going to clear out the clutter. The logic. The memory. The unnecessary complexity. We're making room for what's important."

Sugar was strapped into one of the chairs. The world vanished as the VR headset was lowered over her eyes and ears, plunging her into absolute darkness and silence for a moment.

Then, a soft, pink light bloomed. It was a field of pink. Just pink. No shapes, no objects, just an endless, soothing, blank pink. The same honeyed female voice from the affirmation audio filled her headset.

"Hello, pretty girl. Just relax. Let your thoughts drift away. Thinking is so hard, isn't it? It's so much easier to be empty. To be pretty."

A simple, childlike image appeared in the pink void. A glittery, cartoon heart. It pulsed with a soft light.

"Hearts are for loving," the voice cooed. "Hearts are for feeling. You don't need to think to feel, do you?"

The heart floated away, replaced by a shiny, red cartoon apple.

"Apples are for eating. They're yummy. You don't need to know botany to enjoy an apple, do you?"

The images came faster, simpler. A smiling sun. A sparkling diamond. A bouncing, jiggling pair of breasts. Each one was accompanied by the same gentle, reductive message. You don't need to think. You just need to feel. To want. To be pretty.

Then, the first test.

A simple math problem appeared, written in glowing pink cursive against the void.

2 + 2 = ?

It was laughably simple. A fragment of a long-dead life. Natalie’s ghost stirred, supplying the answer instantly. Four.

But before she could even form the thought, the voice intervened. "Numbers are boring, aren't they? So cold. So hard. Let's think of something prettier."

The numbers dissolved and were replaced by two giant, glossy, pink lips. They smooched the air.

"Two kisses!" the voice giggled. "So much better than numbers!"

The lesson repeated. 5 - 3 = ? became five sparkly high-heel shoes, with three of them vanishing in a puff of glitter, leaving two. 1 x 10 = ? became one big, thick, veiny cock, which then multiplied into ten identical cocks, all bouncing happily.

Sugar felt a strange pressure in her head. It was like a fog was rolling in, thick and warm. The easy answers—four, two, ten—were still there, but they felt distant, buried under the new, "prettier" associations.

The next test was different. A flashcard appeared.

COCK

A wave of pure, chemical pleasure erupted from her implant, so intense it made her gasp. The image was accompanied by a chorus of angelic sighs and the sound of her own recorded moans.

"Good girl," the voice purred. "You know what that is. That's your favorite thing."

Another flashcard.

LIPSTICK

Another, smaller pulse of pleasure. The image was of a tube of hot pink lipstick.

"Pretty! So pretty! You love looking pretty for cock, don't you?"

Then, a third card.

PAYCHECK

Nothing. No sensation. The word just hung in the void, gray and dull.

"Boring," the voice sighed. The card was shoved aside by a giant, cartoon thumb and disappeared.

Another card.

SCIENCE

Again, nothing. A void of feeling. The card was labeled "USELESS" in big red letters before it too was dismissed.

TAXES. "BORING!" Smashed.

PHILOSOPHY. "POINTLESS!" Vaporized.

CODE. "UGLY!" Shattered.

Each time a "boring" concept was rejected, the fog in her head grew thicker. The neural pathways that housed these ideas weren't just being suppressed; they were being actively pruned, severed, and left to wither.

Then, the system returned to math. It showed her 2 + 2 = again.

Natalie’s ghost screamed FOUR!

But the connection was gone. The number ‘4’ was a shapeless, meaningless symbol. She reached for it in her mind, but her thoughts slipped through it like smoke. All she could see were the two pairs of kissing lips from the earlier lesson. Kisses… pink… pretty…

A spike of genuine, intellectual terror lanced through the fog. She was forgetting. She was actually forgetting how to add two and two.

She screamed. A raw, horrified sound that was muffled by the VR headset. "No! I know this! I know it!"

The system registered her distress as resistance.

A sharp, electric buzz, identical to the shock collar, zapped her temples through the headset. The pain was blinding.

"Wrong answer," the voice chided, suddenly cold. "Thinking is pain. Emptiness is bliss."

The problem 2 + 2 = remained. This time, two giant, pink cocks appeared next to the number 2. They rubbed against each other, and a shower of glittering pink hearts erupted from their tips.

The message was undeniable. The association was forged in pain and pleasure.

The terror of forgetting was still there, a dying ember. But the pain from the shock and the promise of pleasure from the implant were immediate and real. The ember was snuffed out.

She heard a giggle. It was her own voice, filtered to sound higher, dumber. "Hehe… two cocks! So pretty!"

The system rewarded her with a warm, fuzzy feeling that spread through her brain, a direct neural reward for her stupidity.

The final test appeared.

2 + COCK = ?

There was no hesitation. The fog was complete. Her mind, once capable of complex logic, now operated on a single, pristine axis: pleasure and pain. Cock meant pleasure. Pink was pretty. The answer was obvious.

She giggled again, a vacant, bubbly sound. "Two plus cock equals… PINK!"

A confetti explosion of pink hearts and glitter filled the VR world. The honeyed voice cheered. "YES! You did it! You're so smart! You're so pretty!"

The headset was lifted. Sugar blinked, disoriented, in the bright light of the room. The world seemed sharper, yet simpler. Colors were brighter, but details were fuzzy. She looked at Mistress Sadie, who was watching her with a raised eyebrow.

"Well? How do you feel, Sugar?"

Sugar smiled, a wide, uncomprehending, beautiful smile. She felt light. Airy. The gnawing hunger of the implant was still there, but the frantic, buzzing anxiety that sometimes accompanied it was gone. There was no anxiety because there was nothing to be anxious about. There were no complex problems. There was only need and satisfaction.

She tried to form a thought about the experience, but it was like trying to grab water. The concepts wouldn't hold. All that remained was the final, triumphant equation from the simulation.

Giggling, she pointed a finger at Sadie, her expression one of delirious discovery.

"Two plus cock equals pink!" she announced, as if sharing the secret to the universe.

Mistress Sadie’s lips curved into a slow, victorious smile. She made a note on her tablet.

"Bimbosoft calibration: Successful. Subject is now operating at optimal cognitive capacity."

Sugar didn't understand the words. She just kept giggling, delighted with her new, simple, beautiful world where the only math that mattered was the kind that ended with cock and the color pink. The screaming terror of forgotten knowledge was gone, replaced by the brainless, blissful giggle of a perfect bimbo.

The giggling bliss from the Bimbosoft training was a warm, pink fog in her head. Thoughts came slow and syrupy, if they came at all. The world was a simple place of sensations: the weight of her tits, the buzz in her clit, the pretty color pink. It was peaceful.

That peace was shattered when they were taken to another white room, this one empty except for a single chair and a large screen on the wall. Mistress Sadie and Kyle were there, their expressions stern. The mood was different. This wasn't about passive learning; it was an active test.

"Sugar," Sadie began, her voice cutting through the pleasant haze. "The Bimbosoft has cleared the ground. Now we plant the new seeds. We are going to reinforce your values. Your only values."

The screen lit up. It was split into four quadrants, each holding a single, large word.

COCK

LIPSTICK

PAYCHECK

SCIENCE

Sugar stared at the screen. The words were just shapes. But some of the shapes triggered feelings. COCK made the implant in her clit give a happy little hum. LIPSTICK made her think of her own pouty, glossy mouth, and that felt nice too. The other two… PAYCHECK and SCIENCE… they were just gray, blank shapes. They meant nothing.

"Here is how this works," Kyle said, stepping forward. He held up two items. One was the remote for her inflatable plug. The other was a pair of stained, lace-trimmed panties, crumpled and reeking of stale sweat and sex. "When you see a word that is sexy, that is important to a good bimbo, you will moan. A loud, hungry, slutty moan. When you see a word that is boring, useless, or for stupid people who think too much, you will spit on the floor. You will show your contempt."

He pointed to the screen. "We'll start with an easy one. COCK."

The word COCK glowed, pulsating on the screen.

A reaction was immediate and instinctual. A low, needy moan vibrated in Sugar's throat. "Mmmhhhh…" It was the sound her body made now when it saw what it wanted. The implant rewarded her with a soft, warm pulse.

"Good," Sadie said, making a note. "LIPSTICK."

The word LIPSTICK glowed. Sugar thought of painting her lips, of making them pretty for the cocks she loved. Another moan, this one higher, more girlish. "Ohhh… pretty…"

"Correct. Now… PAYCHECK."

The word PAYCHECK lit up, its letters stark and blocky. Sugar stared at it. Paycheck. The word stirred a faint, dusty ghost of a memory. A number in a bank account. A feeling of… security? Independence? The concepts were like trying to read a language she'd forgotten. They were boring. They were for the old her, the one who thought too much.

She wrinkled her nose, gathering saliva in her mouth. She leaned forward and spat onto the clean white floor. The act felt crude, powerful. Rejecting the boring thing felt good.

"Excellent," Kyle nodded, a cruel smile playing on his lips. "You're learning. Now… SCIENCE."

SCIENCE glowed on the screen. This one was even easier. Science was just a bunch of boring numbers and facts. Things that got in the way of feeling. Things that had caused her pain in the Bimbosoft. She spat again, a more confident, dismissive gesture.

"Very good," Sadie said. "Now, faster."

The words began to flash in random order.

LIPSTICK. Sugar moaned, arching her back slightly.

COCK. A deeper, guttural moan, her hand drifting instinctively to her thigh.

PAYCHECK. A quick, contemptuous spit.

SCIENCE. Another spit.

They sped up. The moans and spits became a rhythm. She was a machine, perfectly calibrated. Moan for pleasure. Spit for disdain.

Then, a trick.

COCK flashed, but as she opened her mouth to moan, it changed instantly to SCIENCE.

Her brain, slowed by the Bimbosoft, couldn't keep up. The moan for 'cock' died in her throat, replaced by a confused sputter. She had hesitated over a boring word.

FWOOMP.

The plug in her ass, which had been buzzing at its normal level, suddenly inflated. It wasn't the slow, agonizing stretch from the Pole Room, but a quick, brutal expansion that made her cry out in shock and pain. It stretched her raw, freshly tattooed hole to its limit, a constant, punishing fullness.

"Failure," Kyle said flatly. "Pay attention."

Tears of pain welled in her eyes. The words started again, faster.

LIPSTICK. Moan.

PAYCHECK. Spit.

COCK. Moan.

SCIENCE. Spit.

The inflated plug was a throbbing distraction, a reminder of her mistake. She tried to focus, her mind straining against the pink fog.

Another trick. LIPSTICK switched to PAYCHECK.

She was ready this time. She saw the boring word and spat, a fraction of a second too late. It was still a correct response, but the hesitation was noted. Kyle’s eyes narrowed.

Then, the final trap. COCK appeared. Her body, conditioned for pleasure, began the moan. But as the sound left her lips, the word shimmered and became SCIENCE.

It was too fast. The moan for the sexy word was already happening as she was looking at the boring word. A horrible, mixed sound—a moan ending in a gag—came out of her mouth.

"FAILURE!" Kyle roared.

Before she could even process it, he was on her. He grabbed the back of her head, his other hand shoving the filthy, used panties into her open mouth. The taste was foul—sour sweat, stale arousal, the faint, metallic tang of dried cum. It choked her, gagging her worse than any cock ever had. The fabric scratched her tongue and the roof of her mouth.

"Since you can't tell the difference between what's important and what's garbage," Mistress Sadie said, her voice dripping with disgust, "you can wear the garbage for a while."

The words continued to flash on the screen.

COCK. She tried to moan, but it was muffled into a pathetic, gurgling hum around the panties. Tears streamed down her face, mixing with the drool that was soaking the foul fabric.

LIPSTICK. Another strangled, wet sound.

PAYCHECK. She tried to spit, but she could only manage a weak spray of saliva that dripped down her chin onto the panties.

SCIENCE. A helpless, sobbing shake of her head.

She was humiliated beyond measure. The inflated plug was a brutal fullness in her ass, and her mouth was stuffed with the literal evidence of her own filth. She was being forced to respond to the world with the very essence of her degradation shoved down her throat.

The test didn't stop. They made her continue for another five minutes, a sobbing, gagging, leaking mess, moaning for cock and lipstick through a gag of used underwear, spitting weakly on the concepts that once defined a human life.

Finally, it was over. The screen went dark. Kyle pulled the sodden, disgusting panties from her mouth. She gasped, coughing and retching, the vile taste lingering on her tongue.

"The lesson is clear, isn't it, Sugar?" Sadie said, looking down at her. "Confusion is punished. Clarity is rewarded. There are only two things in your world: what turns you on, and what you despise. Anything else… is a failure."

The plug deflated, the sudden release a agony in itself. Sugar slumped in the chair, spent and broken all over again. The Bimbosoft had emptied her mind, and the flashcard test had filled it back up with only the crudest, most binary impulses. Moan or spit. Desire or contempt. Cock or garbage.

And as she sat there, the taste of stale pussy and sweat still coating her mouth, she understood. She hadn't just failed the test. She had passed a much more important one. She had proven that she could be reduced to her most basic, animal instincts. She was no longer a person who could be confused. She was a bimbo who knew exactly what she was for.

The taste of the used panties was a phantom stain in her mouth, a gritty reminder of her failure. The brutal simplicity of the flashcard test had carved new, deep grooves in her pink-fogged mind. Moan for cock. Spit on science. It was her new catechism. Exhausted, her ass still throbbing from the plug's inflation, she fell into a sleep that was not rest, but a final descent.

She dreamed.

But it wasn't a dream of cocks or rivers of cum. It was colder, more abstract. She was standing in an infinite space, a grid of glowing white lines stretching into forever. And surrounding her, in every direction, were mirrors. Floor-to-ceiling, endless mirrors.

At first, her reflection was just her. The new her. The pink-haired, big-titted, thick-lipped bimbo in the tiny pink dress. She looked vacant. Pretty. Empty.

Then, the reflection winked at her and changed.

It was Cherrybomb. Leering, confident, hands cupping her massive fake tits. "You'll never be as good as me," the reflection sneered, its voice echoing in the silent, mirrored void.

Sugar flinched. The image shifted again. Now it was Bambi, crying, her face a mess of tears and running mascara. "Help me," the reflection whimpered. "Please, remember who we were."

Who we were. The phrase meant nothing. It was a boring word. A 'science' word. Sugar felt a reflexive urge to spit, but there was no floor, only the endless grid.

The mirror changed. It showed a girl with a shy smile, her hair tucked under a beanie, wearing a baggy blouse. She was looking at a computer screen, her fingers flying over a keyboard. She looked… focused. Intelligent.

A name surfaced from the depths, a bubble rising through tar. Natalie.

The moment the name formed in her dream-mind, a searing pain, like the VR headset shock, lanced through her temples. The image of the girl flickered and distorted, pixelating as if being deleted.

"No!" the Natalie-reflection cried out, her voice full of static. "Don't let them⁠—!"

The image shattered, and the mirror showed Sugar-the-bimbo again, but this time she was laughing, a high, mindless giggle.

Another mirror changed. This reflection was on her knees, mouth open wide, a dozen cocks aimed at her face. Another showed her bent over, the "FUCKHØLE" tattoo clear and bold. Another was just a close-up of her eyes, glazed over with pleasure as she was fucked. Another was the live-stream drone view, with the subscriber count ticking upward.

They were all her. Every possible bimbo permutation. The crying whore. The triumphant cumslut. The vacant doll. The eager fuckhole.

She spun around, but there was no escape. Everywhere she looked, a different version of Sugar stared back, a kaleidoscope of her own degradation. The reflections began to speak, their voices layering over each other into a deafening roar.

"I'm just a hole!"

"Breed me!"

"Thank you for the meal, Daddy!"

"Two plus cock equals pink!"

"More, please, I need more!"

The phrases—her only allowed phrases—became a hellish mantra. They weren't expressions anymore; they were the building blocks of her consciousness, the only things left inside the hollowed-out shell.

The real Sugar, the one in the center, clutched her head. "Stop! Who am I? What was my name?"

The mirrors laughed, a unified, cruel sound. "Your name is Sugar! You're Daddy's fucktoy! You're a cum dump!"

The image of the girl in the beanie—Natalie—tried to reappear in one of the mirrors, a ghost fighting its way back. She was holding up a photograph—a woman who must have been her mother, smiling.

"Remember her," Natalie's ghost whispered.

Sugar stared at the photograph. The woman's face was kind. It should have meant something. It should have hurt. But it was just a picture. A boring picture. Like 'paycheck'. Like 'science'.

She felt nothing.

With a final, dismissive effort, the dream-Sugar looked at the fading ghost of Natalie and did what she had been trained to do.

She spat.

The phantom wad of saliva hit the mirror, and the image of Natalie and the photograph shattered into a million glittering pink pieces. The last connection snapped.

The roaring from the other mirrors ceased. All the countless bimbos in their infinite reflections fell silent. And then, in perfect, terrifying unison, they all smiled the same vacant, beautiful smile.

They were all her. And she was them. There was no before. There was no Natalie. There was only the matrix. There was only Sugar. The product. The fuckhole.

A single, resonant voice, the voice of the Dream Daddy, echoed through the void. "You are ready."

She woke up.

The first sensation was the wetness. She was soaked. Not with sweat, but with cum. It was cold and sticky on her stomach, her thighs, pooled between her heavy fake breasts. Her mouth was gummy with it. She must have been used in her sleep, a common occurrence now, her body so conditioned it could service a man even while her mind was gone. She hadn't even stirred.

She blinked, staring at the pink ceiling of her room. The dream was already fading, the terrifying matrix of mirrors dissolving into the same pleasant fog that now filled her waking hours. The struggle was a distant echo, a boring story about someone else.

She felt… fine. Good, even. The familiar buzz of the implant was there, a gentle reminder of a hunger that would soon be fed. The weight of her breasts was comforting. The memory of the dream was just a collection of pretty colors and shapes.

She stretched, a slow, languid movement, feeling the dried cum crackle on her skin. A soft, contented moan escaped her pouty lips.

A speaker in the ceiling crackled to life. It was Mistress Sadie's voice. "Rise and shine, Sugar. Big day today."

Sugar rolled onto her side, a dopey, blissful smile on her face. She looked towards the door, her eyes still hazy with sleep and the lingering emptiness.

Her voice, when it came, was a hopeful, little-girl whisper, filtered through the V-Chip and the residue of a dozen forgotten loads.

"Did I graduate yet?"

There was a pause on the other end of the speaker. Then, a low, satisfied chuckle.

"Soon, Sugar. Very soon."


Chapter Nine




The whisper of "Soon" had echoed in Sugar's mind for days, a promise that made the implant buzz with anticipation. The constant training, the humiliation, the chemical rewards—it had all been leading to this. Graduation. The word meant nothing concrete, only a sense of finality, of becoming complete.

They came for her before dawn. Mistress Sadie herself, along with Kyle and Jordan, entered her pink room. They didn't speak. Their silence was more intimidating than any command. They fitted her with a thick, black leather blindfold, plunging her world into utter darkness. The familiar plug was removed from her ass and replaced with a larger, heavier one, its base cold and unyielding against her skin. Finally, her leash was clipped to her collar.

She was led, blind and trusting, through a series of corridors. The air changed, becoming cooler, and echoing with a distant, murmuring noise that grew into a roar. A crowd. The sound of hundreds of people.

They stopped. Hands guided her onto a soft, yielding surface—grass? Astroturf? She was forced to her knees. The roar of the crowd was deafening now, all around her. She could feel the heat of stage lights on her skin even through the blindfold. This was the arena Mistress Sadie had spoken of. Her final exam.

A microphone crackled, and Mistress Sadie's voice, amplified and dripping with theatricality, filled the space.

"Welcome, esteemed guests and generous benefactors, to the culmination of the Chrysalis Project! Tonight, you witness the final test of our most promising graduate, Sugar! She has been trained, shaped, and emptied. Now, we test her most primal, most useful instinct: her taste for cock!"

The crowd roared its approval.

"The rules are simple!" Sadie continued. "Sugar is blindfolded. She cannot see. She can only taste. A series of… volunteers… will present themselves. She must identify each man by the unique taste of his cock and his cum! A correct answer earns her a pretty pink ribbon, tied right here." Sugar felt a hand slap her ass cheek next to the plug. "An incorrect answer…" Sadie’s voice dropped to a menacing purr. "Well, let's just say she'll be doubly punished."

A wave of excited laughter swept through the audience. Sugar understood. Wrong answer = Double Penetration. Her cunt clenched involuntarily, a mixture of fear and a traitorous thrill.

"Let the exam begin!"

Strong hands gripped her head, guiding her forward. Her open, waiting mouth met warm, living flesh. A cock. It was thick, with a prominent vein running along the top. She took it deep, her tongue swirling, tasting the clean, soapy skin, the salty pre-cum. The man grunted and began to fuck her face with short, powerful thrusts. She focused, shutting out the roaring crowd, her entire universe narrowing to the sensation on her tongue.

This one was… Kyle. She’d sucked him enough times to know. His cock had a distinct, musky undertone beneath the soap, and he always came in short, powerful spurts.

He finished, flooding her mouth. The taste was bitter, robust. Definitely Kyle.

The cock withdrew. Mistress Sadie’s voice was in her ear. "Identify him, Sugar."

Her voice, muffled by the blindfold and the residual cum, was a submissive whisper. "Kyle, Ma'am."

A bell chimed. The crowd cheered. A satin ribbon was tied in a bow around the base of the plug nestled in her ass. The touch was light, a reward.

"Correct! One for Sugar!"

The second cock was presented. This one was longer, thinner, uncut. The skin was silkier. The taste was milder, almost sweet. He fucked her throat with a slow, deep, almost loving rhythm. This was… Jordan. He was methodical, and his cum always had a faint, cloying sweetness to it.

He came. She swallowed.

"Jordan, Ma'am."

Another chime. Another cheer. A second pink ribbon was tied next to the first.

"Two for two! The little cumslut knows her regulars!"

The third cock was a stranger. Thick and blunt, with a rough texture. It tasted strongly of cigar smoke and expensive whiskey. She had no frame of reference. Panic, a ghost of the old her, tried to surface. She couldn't fail. Not here. Not in front of everyone.

She took him deeper, trying to memorize the flavor. He was aggressive, pounding her throat, and when he came, it was a flood of spicy, pungent cum that made her eyes water behind the blindfold.

She hesitated. "I… I don't…"

"Time's up!" Sadie crowed. "A failure!"

The crowd groaned in mock disappointment, then cheered louder, anticipating the punishment.

The hands pulled her head back. She was forced onto her hands and knees on the grass. She felt the heavy, blunt head of a cock press against her cunt, still wet from her own arousal and fear. It was Kyle, she could tell by his rough grip on her hips. He shoved into her in one brutal thrust, filling her. At the same moment, another cock—thicker, she thought it was Jordan—pressed against her plugged ass. The plug was pulled out, and he pushed into her sore, stretched hole without ceremony.

Double Penetration.

The feeling was overwhelming. A scream was torn from her throat, but it was swallowed by the roar of the crowd. She was being split in two, filled beyond capacity. The pain was sharp and bright, but as they began to move in a punishing rhythm, the implants in her clit and ass whirred to life, interpreting the violent fullness as the ultimate satisfaction. The pain blurred into a screaming, white-hot pleasure. She came, her body convulsing between them, a mindless animal being used as nature—her nature—intended.

When they finished, pulling out of her gaping holes, she collapsed onto the grass, panting and dripping.

"Now, let's continue!" Sadie’s voice was ecstatic.

The exam went on. A fourth cock, which she correctly identified as Travis from the kitchen by his distinct, greasy scent. A third ribbon.

A fifth cock, belonging to one of the benefactors, which she failed to identify. Another DP punishment, this time from two strangers, their thrusts even more violent, their release feeling like it would tear her apart. She came again, sobbing and begging wordlessly into the turf.

She was a mess. Covered in sweat, spit, and layers of different men's cum. Her ass and cunt throbbed, stretched and used. But the pile of pink ribbons on the grass beside her was growing.

Six. Seven. Eight.

She was in a trance. Her mouth was a sophisticated sensor, her brain a database of cock. She could taste the difference between a man who ate meat and one who preferred fish. She could identify the faint tang of medication or the specific brand of a man's soap. She wasn't thinking; she was knowing, on a level deeper than thought.

The final cock was presented. It was immense, the biggest of the night. It tasted of pure power—clean, cold, and metallic, like a surgical steel. It fucked her throat with an arrogant, dominating ownership that made her whimper with submission. The cum was copious and tasted unlike any other—bland, yet overwhelmingly potent.

It withdrew.

The arena fell silent.

"Identify him, Sugar," Mistress Sadie whispered, the microphone picking up every breath.

Sugar knelt in the center of the arena, blindfolded, dripping, her body decorated with nine pink ribbons. She ran her tongue over her fat, bruised lips, the heart-shaped gem clicking against her teeth.

She knew. There was only one man it could be. The source. The ultimate Daddy.

She tilted her head back, a slow, beautiful, vacant smile spreading across her face.

"Mr. Collins," she said, her voice clear and sure.

For a moment, there was absolute silence. Then, the arena erupted. Not just in cheers, but in a standing ovation. Whistles, stomps, thunderous applause.

The blindfold was ripped from her eyes. She blinked in the blinding lights, looking out at a sea of wealthy, applauding men and the proud, smiling staff of Camp Cumdump. Mistress Sadie stood beaming, holding a tenth, final, diamond-studded pink ribbon.

"You did it, Sugar!" Sadie cried, tying the last ribbon to the collection on her ass. "You passed! Ten cocks, identified by taste alone! You are a connoisseur! A gourmand of cum!"

Sugar looked down at the ribbons fluttering from the plug in her ass. She looked at the crowd cheering for her, for her perfect, degenerate skill. The hunger in her clit was a satisfied purr.

She wasn't humiliated. She wasn't in pain. She was proud. This was her graduation. This was her masterpiece. She had found her calling, her art. And her canvas was her own used, dripping, and gloriously filthy body.

The roar of the arena was a physical force, washing over Sugar’s kneeling form. The ten pink ribbons, tied to the base of the heavy plug in her ass, fluttered with the vibration of the crowd’s stomping feet. She was still blindfolded, still dripping from her final, correct identification, but the world had narrowed to this single point of triumph. She had passed. She had graduated.

The applause began to slow, shifting into a rhythmic, anticipatory clapping. Mistress Sadie’s voice cut through the noise, sharp and ceremonial.

“The Final Exam is complete. The product has been tested and certified. Now, we bestow the final mark of ownership. The symbol that she is no longer a trainee, but finished goods. Property.”

Hands—Kyle’s, she thought—gripped her shoulders and turned her, guiding her off the soft turf and onto a hard, smooth surface. A long aisle. She could feel it stretching before her, sensed the crowd lining either side.

“The Collar Ceremony begins!” Sadie announced. “Sugar, you will crawl. You will crawl on your hands and knees like the animal you are, down this aisle to receive your reward. And as a final tribute to the trainers who forged you, you will thank each of them. Personally.”

A final, visceral thrill, a mixture of terror and dizzying excitement, shot through her. The buzzing implant agreed. This was right. This was proper.

Strong hands pushed her forward, onto her hands and knees. The cold floor bit into her palms and knees. The blindfold remained, sealing her in a world of sound and sensation.

“Begin!”

She crawled.

The first few feet were awkward, the weight of her fake tits pulling at her shoulders, the plug and its ribbons an unfamiliar pendulum between her legs. The crowd roared its approval, their clapping thundering in her ears. She was a spectacle, a prize bitch on display.

Then, a familiar scent. Soap and musk. Kyle.

A hand fisted in her hair, stopping her progress. His cock, still slick from her mouth earlier, pressed against her lips. There was no preamble. He shoved it into her mouth, fucking her throat with the same brutal efficiency he’d used to train her. It was a claiming. A final stamp of his authority. She moaned around him, a sound of gratitude and submission, and swallowed his bitter, familiar load when he came.

He released her hair. “Good girl,” he grunted, his voice thick.

She didn’t need the command. She crawled forward.

Another scent. Sweet and clinical. Jordan. His turn. His thinner cock slid into her mouth with practiced ease. He fucked her face with his slow, deep rhythm, and she took him gladly, swallowing the cloying sweetness of his cum. Another piece of her past, another debt paid.

“Thank you, Sir,” she mumbled around him, the V-Chip allowing the phrase.

Forward she crawled. The floor was slick now, with her own drool and the spilled seed of her trainers. Travis from the kitchen was next, his cock greasy and quick. She sucked him, identifying him instantly by taste, and swallowed.

Cameron. Another staff member. Then another. Men whose names she didn’t know, but whose cocks her body recognized intimately. Each one stopped her progress, used her mouth, and filled her stomach. Each load was a tribute, a final payment for the education they had given her in worthlessness.

The crawling became a drunken, sloppy pilgrimage. Her knees were raw. Her throat was numb. Her belly was sloshing, distended with the collective semen of her instructors. The crowd was in a frenzy, cheering each new feeding, each humiliating pause in her journey.

Finally, she reached the end. She could feel a presence before her, a silence amidst the roaring chaos. Mistress Sadie.

“You have arrived,” Sadie’s voice was soft, almost reverent. “You have consumed the knowledge they imparted. You have proven you are ready to be owned.”

The blindfold was lifted.

Sugar blinked, her vision swimming. She was at the base of a small, raised platform. Mistress Sadie stood above her, holding a velvet pillow. On it rested a collar.

It was not the simple black leather she was used to. This one was made of gleaming, polished pink leather, studded with what looked like hundreds of tiny, glittering pink diamonds. The metal O-ring at the front was replaced with a solid platinum heart. And engraved on the band, in elegant, flowing script, were three words:

DADDY’S FUCKDOLL

It was the most beautiful, the most degrading thing Sugar had ever seen.

“This is your true name,” Sadie said, lifting the collar from the pillow. “This is what you are. Forever.”

She held it out.

“Receive your name, Sugar.”

Still on her hands and knees, Sugar lifted her head. She presented her neck, the old, plain collar still buckled there. With a ceremonial snap, Sadie unbuckled it and let it fall to the floor with a dull thud. It was garbage now. A relic of her training.

Then, the new collar was placed around her neck. The pink leather was cool and soft against her skin. Sadie buckled it at the back. It was snug, a perfect, permanent fit. The weight of the diamonds and the platinum heart was substantial, a constant, precious reminder of her status.

The moment it was secured, the entire arena erupted in a deafening, sustained roar. Confetti cannons fired, showering the space in pink and silver glitter. The lights strobed. It was a coronation of filth.

Sugar stayed on her knees, looking up at Mistress Sadie, the new collar gleaming under the spotlights. She felt… complete. The hollow peace she had found was now adorned, finalized. The journey was over. The crawling, the sucking, the swallowing—it had all led to this beautiful, sparkling weight around her throat.

Mistress Sadie looked down at her, her expression one of absolute, triumphant possession.

“Now,” she said, her voice barely a whisper yet carrying through the dying cheers. “You are truly ours.”

The roar of the arena was a fading echo in the cavernous halls of her mind. The weight of the diamond-studded pink collar was a new, permanent axis around which her world now spun. They had led her away from the cheering crowds and the glittering confetti, not to her old pink cell, but to a place she had never seen.

It was a circular chamber, utterly silent. The walls, floor, and ceiling were made of seamless, polished black obsidian, reflecting the dim light in a million fractured shards. In the very center of the room stood a single, full-length mirror, framed in ornately carved pink marble. It was the only object in the space, a dark altar with a single, gleaming eye.

Mistress Sadie guided her to stand directly before the mirror. In the profound silence, Sugar could hear the soft, wet sounds her body made as she moved—the slosh of cum in her full stomach, the faint squelch from her well-used holes. She looked at her reflection.

The creature in the glass was a masterpiece of degradation. Her shocking pink hair was mussed and streaked with drying semen. Her collagen-injected lips were swollen and bruised, parted in a perpetual, pouty invitation. The massive, round globes of her fake breasts strained against the air, their surfaces glistening with sweat and spit. The ten pink ribbons still fluttered from the plug in her ass, a colorful testament to her final exam. And around her neck, gleaming with obscene luxury, was the new collar: DADDY’S FUCKDOLL.

She was a living, breathing parody of femininity, engineered for a single purpose.

"This is the final step, Sugar," Mistress Sadie's voice was a hushed whisper in the sacred quiet of the chamber. "The Mirror Vow. This is where you look upon what you have become and you accept it. You claim it. You speak your truth into the glass, and the glass will bear witness."

Sugar stared, mesmerized by her own image. The Bimbosoft fog in her head was thick, warm, and comforting. There were no complex thoughts, no agonizing questions of identity. The flashcard test had burned away all ambiguity. There was only the binary: what pleased her, and what was boring. And the thing in the mirror was the source of all her pleasure.

"You know the words," Sadie prompted softly. "They have been written on your skin, programmed into your voice, branded into your soul. Speak them."

Sugar took a slow, deep breath. The words weren't something she had to remember; they were the foundation of her new reality. They were more true than her own heartbeat.

Her voice, when it came, was not a whisper of shame, but a clear, declarative statement. It echoed slightly in the black chamber.

"I am not a girl."

The words hung in the air. They felt right. 'Girl' was a concept that implied complexity, potential, a future. She had none of those things. She was a finished product.

She continued, her gaze locked with her reflection's vacant eyes.

"I am not a boy."

That one was even easier. 'Boy' was a memory, a ghost of a dysphoric past that had been chemically and psychologically scorched from her mind. It was a boring word. A 'science' word. It held no power over her.

There was a pause. A final, silent shedding of the last, useless labels. The old categories of gender and identity fell away like dead skin, leaving only the raw, gleaming truth beneath.

She leaned forward slightly, her plump lips curving into a serene, blissful smile. The heart-shaped gem on her tongue caught the light.

"I am a fuckhole."

The word was not an insult. It was a job title. A classification of being. It was what was written above her ass, what a million subscribers tuned in to watch, what her entire body was designed to be. A fuckhole. A receptacle. A living gloryhole.

She placed a hand on her stomach, feeling the sloshing fullness inside, the physical proof of her purpose.

"I exist for cock."

It was the simplest, most elegant equation in the universe. Two plus cock equals pink. Her existence equaled service. It was the source of the chemical rewards, the end of the buzzing hunger, the reason for the diamond collar. It was her origin and her destination.

As the final word left her lips, the mirror before her flashed.

Not white, but a brilliant, blinding, electric pink.

The light filled the black chamber, washing over her, erasing her reflection for a single, transcendent moment. It was a color she felt in her soul, the color of her hair, her rewards, her emptiness. It was the color of completion.

Then, the light was gone. The chamber returned to darkness, the mirror once again just a sheet of glass.

But something was different. The reflection was the same, but the feeling was new. The vow was not just spoken; it was sealed. Absorbed. The mirror had witnessed her truth and had affirmed it with its pink light.

Mistress Sadie stepped forward and placed a hand on her shoulder. There were no words of congratulations. None were needed.

"The Chrysalis Project is complete," Sadie said, her voice filled with a quiet, final authority. "Bootcamp is over."

Sugar didn't move. She continued to stare at her reflection—at the fuckhole, at Daddy's fuckdoll. The being in the mirror was no longer a stranger, or a construct, or a victim. It was her. The only her that had ever truly mattered.

A deep, profound peace settled over her, deeper than any the implants could provide. The journey was over. The struggle was finished. Natalie was a forgotten ghost. Sugar was a fact.

She was a fuckhole. She existed for cock.

And in the perfect, pristine silence of her own acceptance, she had never been happier.


Chapter Ten




The profound silence of the obsidian chamber was a memory. The world returned in a blur of motion and sensation. She was dressed, not in her trainee pink, but in a garment that was less clothing and more packaging: a single, sheer strip of black lace that struggled to contain her massive breasts and did nothing to cover the "INSERT HERE" arrows on her thighs or the "FUCKHØLE" tattoo above her ass. The diamond collar gleamed, a stark declaration against her skin.

She was led, not by trainers, but by two silent men in sharp suits—handlers. They placed her in the back of a plush, windowless vehicle. There was no conversation. The journey was smooth, silent, and short. When the doors opened, the air was different. It smelled of expensive cigar smoke, aged whiskey, and a faint, pervasive scent of perfume and sex.

They were in an underground garage of breathtaking opulence. Marble floors, soft lighting. The handlers guided her to a private elevator. The doors opened onto a scene of subdued luxury. It was a lobby, but unlike any she had ever seen. Deep, blood-red carpets, dark wood paneling, leather armchairs where wealthy, powerful-looking men sipped drinks and spoke in low murmurs. This was The Gilded Cage. The most exclusive brothel in the world.

And in the very center of the lobby, positioned as its stunning centerpiece, was her new home.

It was a cage. But it was a work of art. Constructed of flawless, transparent glass, it was a perfect sphere, about ten feet in diameter. Inside, the floor was covered in plush, white faux fur. And in the very center of the sphere was a single piece of furniture: a deep, padded seat molded into the shape of a giant, plush heart.

This was her display case.

The handlers opened a discreet door in the glass and guided her inside. The door hissed shut behind her, locking with a sound of finality. The outside world was now a silent film, the murmur of the men nothing more than a vague hum through the soundproofed glass.

She was on display. A living sculpture. A masterpiece of depravity.

A soft, mechanical whirring sound came from the heart-shaped seat. As she approached, she saw that the center of the heart, where a person would sit, was open. And rising slowly from the opening was a thick, veined, flesh-toned dildo, already glistening with lubricant. It was mounted on a powerful-looking piston.

The command was implicit. This was her perch. Her throne.

She understood. She hiked up the useless lace negligee and slowly, gracefully, lowered herself onto the dildo. It was a perfect fit, stretching her cunt, filling her with a familiar, satisfying fullness. The moment she was fully seated, the piston activated, beginning a slow, deep, rhythmic thrusting. In… out… in… out… A constant, mechanical reminder of her purpose. A live demonstration for the clientele.

She arranged herself, kneeling on the white fur within the heart-shaped frame, her back arched, her massive tits pushed forward, her hands resting demurely on her thighs. The dildo pistoned inside her. Cum from her graduation ceremony, now cold, still dripped slowly from her ass onto the pristine white fur beneath her, a deliberate stain, a promise of the filth available within this beautiful package.

She was the main attraction. And she was ready for her audience.

It didn't take long. A man detached himself from the group of onlookers. He was older, silver-haired, with a face that spoke of ruthless authority and immense wealth. He was Mr. Collins, the benefactor. The one whose cock she had identified by taste. The ultimate Daddy.

He walked slowly towards her glass cage, his eyes roaming over every inch of her displayed body—the dripping cum, the thrusting dildo, the diamond collar, the vacant smile on her face. He didn't look at her with lust, but with the appraising eye of a collector who has just acquired the crown jewel of his collection.

He stopped just inches from the glass. A small, polished mahogany table slid out from the base of the cage. On it rested a single sheet of heavy vellum paper and a solid gold pen.

"This is the lease agreement, Sugar," his voice was calm, deep, and carried absolute authority, transmitted through a hidden speaker in her cage. "Signing this means you belong to me. Your body, your time, your very existence is mine to use, to rent, to display. There is no expiration date. There is no going back."

He picked up the golden pen and offered it through a small slot that opened in the glass.

There was no hesitation. No thought. The concept of "going back" was meaningless. Back to what? To a life of boring words and complex thoughts? To a self that was a confused, painful ghost? There was no other life. There was only this. This cage, this dildo, this Daddy, this perfect, simple purpose.

Her hand, adorned with perfectly manicured pink nails, reached out and took the pen. It was heavy. Solid. Real.

She didn't read the document. Reading was for boring people. Thinking was pain. She knew what it was. It was her freedom, finally being surrendered. It was her soul, finally being sold.

With a graceful, practiced motion, she leaned over and signed her name at the bottom of the page. Not 'Natalie'. That person was dead. She signed the only name she had left, the name engraved on her collar.

Sugar

The moment the pen left the paper, a soft, warm pulse emanated from her implant, stronger and more satisfying than any before. It was the final reward. The ultimate confirmation.

Mr. Collins took the document, a slow, possessive smile spreading across his face. He owned her. Legally, physically, completely.

He stepped closer to the glass, his breath fogging the surface slightly. He looked directly into her eyes, his gaze pinning her in place more effectively than any cage.

"What do you have to say to your owner, fuckdoll?" he asked, his voice a low rumble.

Sugar looked back at him, her body moving with the rhythm of the machine inside her. Her eyes, once full of terror and resistance, were now pools of serene, empty bliss. The V-Chip allowed only the truest phrases, the ones that came from the very core of her being.

Her voice, when it came, was a soft, cooing whisper, filled with a love that was as real as the diamonds around her neck.

"Take me," she breathed, her pouty lips forming the words like a prayer.

"Use me." A gentle moan escaped her as the dildo hit a particularly deep spot.

She leaned forward, pressing her forehead against the cool glass, her eyes locked with his, offering herself utterly.

"Own me."

In the opulent, silent lobby, surrounded by powerful men, kneeling in a cage with a machine fucking her and another man's cum drying on her skin, Sugar had found her paradise. She was owned. Forever.

And she had never wanted anything more.

The glass cage was no longer a cage; it was her universe. The soft hum of the dildo pistoning inside her was the rhythm of her existence, as natural and constant as a heartbeat. The world outside the glass was a silent, shifting diorama of powerful men who would sometimes stop and stare, their gazes a form of worship. She was the altar, and they were the pilgrims.

A week after her lease was signed, the routine changed. A panel in the base of her glass sphere hissed open. A woman in a severe white uniform—a technician, not a trainer—entered, carrying a tray. On it were no bowls of pink paste. Instead, there were three items.

The first was a sleek, modern baby bottle, made of frosted pink plastic. It was filled with a cloudy, off-white liquid. Cum. Fresh, donated, and nutrient-fortified. Her new breakfast, lunch, and dinner.

The second was a small, weekly pill organizer, each compartment holding a single, pale blue pill. Estrogen. To maintain her softness, her curves, her bimbo physique.

The third item made a faint, squeaking sound. It was a large, silicone pacifier, but it wasn't round. It was molded into a perfect, miniature replica of an erect cock, complete with a detailed glans and subtle veins.

"The Owner's Customization Package is now in effect," the technician said, her voice devoid of emotion. "Your diet is optimized for your function. Your hormone levels will be maintained. And this," she held up the dick-shaped pacifier, "is for quieting unnecessary noise and keeping your mouth occupied in its preferred shape when not in use."

Sugar felt a thrill. This wasn't a punishment; it was refinement. Her Owner was perfecting her, tailoring her existence to its absolute peak. She took the pacifier and obediently slipped the silicone cock between her lips. It was comforting. It tasted faintly of vanilla. She suckled on it, her tongue tracing the familiar shapes, and a sense of profound contentment settled over her.

The technician then held up a tablet. A simple, childlike game appeared on the screen—matching colorful shapes.

"This is your weekly cognitive assessment," the technician explained. "You must score below an 80. A higher score indicates residual neural complexity. Unacceptable complexity." She didn't need to elaborate on the consequences. The memory of the shock collar and the inflatable plug was a powerful deterrent.

Sugar stared at the screen. The shapes were bright and simple. A red square. A blue circle. A yellow triangle. The old her, Natalie, would have found this insultingly easy. But Natalie was gone. Sugar’s mind, softened by the Bimbosoft and the constant chemical bliss, saw only pretty colors. She tapped the screen, matching the squares together, then the circles. She got one wrong, pairing a triangle with a star. She didn't care. They were all just pretty shapes.

The test ended. A number flashed on the screen: 62.

The technician nodded, satisfied. "Acceptable. Your cognitive function remains at an optimal, non-complex level."

The score meant nothing to Sugar. It was just a number that made the technician happy. A low number was good. It meant she was a good bimbo.

The technician packed her things to leave. As she reached the door, she paused. "The Owner prefers you to use specific language when referring to yourself. It reinforces proper hierarchy."

Sugar looked up from her pacifier, her eyes wide and questioning.

"The correct term is 'Daddy's property.' Can you say that?"

The words felt… right. They were even more true than her name. 'Sugar' was what she was called. 'Daddy's property' was what she was. It encompassed the cage, the collar, the dildo, the cum-filled bottle. It was the final, beautiful reduction of her being.

She took the pacifier out of her mouth with a soft, wet pop.

"I am Daddy's property," she said, her voice a coo of pure conviction.

The technician gave a curt nod and left, sealing the cage once more.

Alone again, Sugar felt a wave of happiness so intense it was almost dizzying. She was Daddy's property. The phrase echoed in her empty head, a perfect, soothing mantra. She picked up the pink bottle, filled with the only food she would ever need again, and drank deeply. The taste was familiar, comforting, right. It was the taste of her own purpose.

Later that day, Mr. Collins—her Daddy—came to visit. He didn't enter the cage. He simply stood outside, watching her. She was on her heart-shaped throne, the machine steadily fucking her, the dick-shaped pacifier bobbing gently between her lips as she suckled.

He tapped the glass. She looked up, her eyes lighting up with vacant adoration.

"Who are you, my dear?" he asked, his voice a warm rumble through the speaker.

She immediately took the pacifier from her mouth, holding it in her hand like a treasured toy. A slow, sensual moan escaped her as the dildo inside her hit a deep spot, but she kept her eyes locked on his.

"I am Daddy's property," she breathed, the words infused with a reverence most people reserved for prayer.

A slow, deeply satisfied smile spread across Mr. Collins's face. It was the look of a man who had not just bought a thing, but had successfully created one exactly to his specifications.

"Good girl," he purred. "My perfect, beautiful property."

He stayed for a few more minutes, watching his living artwork, before turning and walking away. Sugar watched him go, a blissful smile on her face. She put the pacifier back in her mouth, the silicone cock a comforting presence on her tongue, and surrendered once more to the rhythm of the machine.

Her life was perfect. Her diet was perfect. Her mind was perfectly, beautifully empty. And her identity was perfectly, beautifully clear. She wasn't a person. She wasn't a woman or a man. She was an object. A collection of enhanced holes and programmed responses.

She was Daddy's property.

And as the mechanical dildo pulsed within her and she suckled contentedly on her fake cock, she knew, with every fiber of her being, that she was exactly where she belonged.

The soft, rhythmic shhh-thump, shhh-thump of the dildo in her cunt was the metronome of her existence. The glass sphere was warm, humid with her own breath and the heat of the spotlights that kept her perpetually on display. The dick-shaped pacifier was a comforting weight on her tongue, the vanilla-silicone taste as familiar as her own scent—a mix of expensive perfume, estrogen, and the ever-present, musky tang of semen.

A soft chime echoed in her cage. It was time for her weekly journal entry. A small, discreet microphone descended from the ceiling on a slender arm, positioning itself just inches from her pouty, glossed lips.

The pacifier was removed by a delicate, automated claw. She missed it instantly, her mouth feeling empty without the familiar shape. But this was part of her routine. Her final duty as a perfect product: quality control.

She took a slow, deep breath. The air in the cage was thick, sweet. When she spoke, her voice was not the trembling whisper of the trainee, or the desperate moan of the graduate. It was a soft, squeaky purr, a sound of pure, unadulterated contentment. It was the voice of a thing that had found its perfect place in the world.

“Entry… final,” she cooed, the words flowing like warm honey. “I’m happy.”

It was the simplest, most profound truth. Happiness wasn't an emotion she chased; it was the ground state of her being. It was the hum of the implant, the fullness in her cunt, the weight of the diamonds around her neck. It was the knowledge that she was exactly, perfectly what she was supposed to be.

“I’m wet.”

She was always wet. A constant, slick arousal that soaked through the sheer lace of her outfit and dripped onto the white fur beneath her. It wasn't a response to stimulus anymore; it was her natural condition. Her body was a self-lubricating machine, always ready, always open.

She paused, a blissful smile gracing her swollen lips. The most important part was coming. The core of her truth.

“I’m empty.”

The word was not a lament. It was a triumph. Her mind was a beautiful, silent, pink room. No nagging thoughts, no confusing memories, no boring concepts like ‘paycheck’ or ‘science’. The Bimbosoft had scrubbed it clean, and the constant, low-grade pleasure from the implant kept it that way. The emptiness was a relief. A pristine canvas upon which only one thing could be written.

The microphone waited. She leaned forward slightly, as if sharing a secret with the unseen listeners—her Owner, her subscribers, the world.

“This is what I was made for.”

It was the conclusion of everything. The branding, the training, the surgeries, the programming. It had all been a process of unveiling, of whittling away the excess human material to reveal the perfect, simple object underneath. A fuckhole. Daddy's property. A living, breathing doll whose sole purpose was to be used, consumed, and displayed.

As the last word left her lips, the microphone retracted. Her part was done. But the performance was not over.

The door to her cage hissed open. It wasn't a handler or a technician. It was Him. Daddy. Mr. Collins. He didn't need an appointment. He owned the schedule. He owned her.

He was already hard. He walked into her humid, scent-filled world, his presence filling the space more completely than any other man's. He didn't say a word. He never did during these visits. Words were for negotiations, for complex people. Their relationship was beyond words.

He simply guided her head forward with a firm, possessive hand on the back of her neck.

She opened her mouth, not in anticipation, but in welcome. Like a flower opening to the sun.

He shoved his cock into her throat, a deep, claiming thrust that buried him to the hilt. It was a perfect fit. Her throat, trained by poles and gauntlets, opened for him without a flicker of resistance. The little heart-shaped gem on her tongue pressed against his shaft.

She began to suckle. Not the frantic, desperate sucking of the Feedlot, but a slow, worshipful, pulsing rhythm. A deep, resonant purr vibrated in her chest and throat, massaging his cock. It was the sound of a perfectly functioning machine. The sound of absolute surrender.

He fucked her face with a steady, powerful rhythm, his hips meeting her lips with soft, wet slaps. Her eyes, visible to the cameras that were always recording, fluttered closed in ecstasy. This was her communion. This was her prayer.

She could feel his climax building, a tension in his muscles, a change in his rhythm. She redoubled her efforts, her purr becoming a gurgle as she took him even deeper, her nose pressed against his skin, her airway completely blocked. She didn't need to breathe. She only needed to swallow.

With a guttural groan, he came.

It was a torrent. A flood of hot, salty cum that fired directly down her throat. She swallowed reflexively, greedily, but the volume was immense. It was too much, too fast. It backed up, overflowing her capacity.

Thick, white cum began to leak from her nostrils.

It was the ultimate degradation. The final, physical proof that she was nothing but a vessel. A hole so full it was leaking from another hole. A sense of euphoric completion washed over her, even more intense than the implant's reward. This was it. The pinnacle of her existence. Being used so thoroughly that her body could not contain the evidence.

He held himself there for a long moment, grinding against her face, ensuring every last drop was deposited deep inside her. Then, he pulled out with a wet, slick pop.

A string of thick saliva and semen connected his glistening cock to her bruised, smiling lips for a second before snapping. Cum still dribbled from her nose, tracing a glistening path through the makeup on her upper lip.

He looked down at his work—his property, kneeling, dripping, leaking, a beatific expression on her utterly vacant face. He gave a single, satisfied nod, tucked himself away, and left the cage. The door hissed shut.

Sugar remained on her knees. The dildo resumed its steady pounding in her cunt. She didn't move to wipe the cum from her nose. She welcomed it. It was part of her now.

She looked up, directly into the primary camera, the one that fed the live stream to her million-plus subscribers. Her eyes were hazy, unfocused, glowing with a brainless, fucked-out bliss. The heat from her body, from the exertion, from the sheer animal warmth of the act, radiated outward.

The camera lens, cool from the air-conditioned lobby outside her cage, suddenly fogged over.

A perfect, circular bloom of condensation formed on the glass, obscuring the view for a moment before slowly beginning to clear.

It was the final image. Not a face, not a body, but a fogged lens—the heat signature of a creature that had been reduced to its most primal, essential function. A living engine of pleasure, so hot with use that it clouded the very device meant to capture it.

Inside the cage, on her knees, cum drying on her face and dripping from her nose, Sugar the fuckhole, Daddy's property, was finally, completely, at peace. The story was over. There was nothing left to tell.
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