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Chapter 1

Jörn slipped out of bed, his bare feet touching the cold tile floor of his office space. The weak morning light filtered through the tinted windows, casting long shadows across the luxurious furniture. He made his way to the small bathroom in the back, where the scent of expensive aftershave and leather hung in the air. His muscles tensed as he turned on the shower—the sound of the pattering water filled the tiled room.

He stripped off his boxer shorts, the cotton fabric sliding over his skin. Steam rose and enveloped his well-toned body as he stepped under the warm spray. The water ran over his brown hair, soaking the unruly strands, and he inwardly cursed the new gray threads that were slowly aging him. His fingers ran through the wet hair as he felt the control over his empire—and simultaneously the nagging awareness of his transience.

The steam thickened around him as he closed his eyes and let the hot water massage his shoulders. Shortly after, he felt delicate, small hands wrapping around him from behind—soft fingers glided over his wet skin, traveling across his muscular stomach downward to grasp his flaccid member. The touch was familiar, possessive.

“Hello darling...” Mariana whispered in his ear, her breath warm against his damp skin. Her fingers enclosed his wet manhood under the warm water stream, moving with skilled precision. The water beaded between their intertwined bodies.

“Today is auction day.” Her voice carried a dark anticipation as she noticed him hardening in her grip. Blood pulsed through his veins, his arousal growing under her skilled fingers. “I can hardly wait to sell that slutty former auctioneer. What was her name again? Sofía? Marisha? Nora?” She paused, her lips almost touching his earlobe. “Doesn’t matter, she’s just a number now.”

She massaged his cock harder and faster, her hand movements rhythmic and demanding, while the water ran over their naked bodies. The steam enveloped them both like a hot veil.

“Don’t be like that, Mariana, you know exactly who she was.” His voice was rough, controlled despite her touches. “After all, you spent almost two weeks as a freshly acquired slave to execute the plan. Don’t forget, she’ll make us rich!”

He turned slowly, water droplets splashing from his shoulders. His large hands settled on Mariana’s narrow hips, fingers spreading across her wet skin. Then they traveled upward to her waist, feeling the curve of her ribs before reaching her shoulders. His grip became firmer, more dominant. He pressed down on her shoulders, his gaze intense and unyielding. “On your knees...”

Mariana shot him a threatening look, her dark eyes flashing dangerously. Water droplets ran down her high cheekbones. “I’m not one of your little sluts...” she said defiantly, her voice sharp as a blade.

“After that little outburst...” His voice grew deeper, more menacing. The water poured down between them, creating an intimate, steamy atmosphere. “You think you’re not, but don’t fool yourself... kneel down...” he commanded emphatically, his fingers digging deeper into her shoulders.

Mariana’s gaze lowered as she sank to her knees in the shower. The warm tiles touched her skin, water beating down on her back. She felt somewhat embarrassed that her attempt to mock Sofía had backfired. Jörn was perceptive, and she knew she had to be careful around him. He had mentioned doing this sort of thing before; luring beautiful women like Sofía and herself, then betraying them into slavery. But she was a full-fledged club dominatrix. ‘Could he do that to me?’ The thought sent a shiver down her spine, a mixture of fear and perverse excitement.

She took the tip of his member between her full lips, tasting the salty skin and warm water. Slowly she began moving her head back and forth, her tongue playing around the sensitive head. For a moment, the thought of using her teeth on him crossed her mind—if he wanted to play power games with her, she would show him who really had control. The temptation pulsed through her like a dark impulse.

Then she remembered that tonight she would be auctioning off one of his favorite sex slaves. A secret smile played at the corners of her mouth as she continued sucking. She would make sure he had a prime view of the sale and public humiliation of Slave 788. She would secure him a front-row seat, and that might take him down a notch or two. The thought of his powerlessness aroused her almost as much as his dominance.

Mariana felt his rough hand slide through her wet black hair, fingers tangling in the strands and guiding her rhythm. His cock slid deeper into her mouth, filling her throat. She gagged briefly on his member, her eyes watering, before he pulled it out and slapped her face with it. The blow wasn’t painful, but humiliating—a sign of his power over her.

She realized that even her plan might not penetrate his sadistic dominant armor, but inwardly she smiled, while his cock made her gag, at the thought that it would be fun to try. The game between them was complex, dangerous—and that’s exactly what made it so intoxicating.

* * *

Slave 788 trembled as another orgasm was violently torn from her body, her muscles clenching around the relentless intruders. The salty taste of her own tears mixed with the bitter latex of the ball gag between her teeth. She would have screamed, but the huge red ball made this impossible—only a stifled whimper escaped her throat. Her vocal cords felt raw, as if she had already been trying to scream for hours. She wondered if she even had the strength left to scream, or if her body had finally capitulated to this endless torture of pleasure.

The duration of her bondage and the number of orgasms that had flooded her body blurred in her perception into a single, pulsating nightmare of arousal and exhaustion. Her thighs trembled uncontrollably, the muscles long since pushed beyond their limits.

In her pleasure-numbed mind, the memory of the reason for her punishment vaguely dawned, like fragments of a broken mirror. She remembered the roughness of the wooden table beneath her naked skin, Master Jörn’s heavy breath on her neck as he had taken her while bound. His hands had gripped her hips so tightly that bruises remained. He had possessed her so intensely that she barely found time to beg permission for an orgasm—his thrusts had been too fast, too deep, too overwhelming. But when the wave of pleasure began to roll through her aroused body, that permission was missing. A fatal moment of weakness. She knew his punishment would be severe, but hadn’t imagined that her current situation would be the result.

Her pleas for forgiveness fell on cruelly deaf ears as Jörn secured her on the Sybian machine, his movements precise and methodical like those of a surgeon. He brutally positioned its dildos in her two thoroughly used openings, ignoring her desperate whimpering. The cold silicone felt unnaturally hard, a perverse parody of human warmth. Leather straps were buckled around her thighs and ankles, pressing her legs against the device on both sides until her skin turned red under the pressure.

Her ankle restraints were secured on the sides with padlocks—the metallic click echoing in the silence like a death sentence. A leather armbinder was applied, painfully forcing her shoulders backward. The ring at the end was connected to the ceiling by a chain, forcing her to shift her weight forward.

Her collar was chained to the front of the diabolical device, forcing her to bend forward, with raised arms behind her back and lowered head in a position of absolute submission. Finally, the massive red ball gag was pushed behind her teeth and locked at the back, the latex ball complementing the black latex hood that concealed her pretty face and degraded her to a nameless object.

She could clearly remember his words from the previous evening, echoing in her head: “You should know better, little fucktoy, than to come without permission. You’ll suffer so many orgasms here that you’ll beg for the machine to be turned off. Perhaps this lesson will stay in your memory when your new Master tells you ‘No.’ I only have a few hours left to teach your lustful body valuable lessons like this.” With that, he smiled coldly, knelt down, and kissed her hood with feigned tenderness.

His lips felt warm through the thin latex, a cruel contrast to his harshness. He turned on the Sybian—the first hum made her flinch—and said something to the guard outside before turning off the light and leaving her to her fate in complete darkness.

With her full weight, she sat astride the device while the dildos moved slowly, a mechanical rhythm without mercy or pause. Yet the vibrations on her clitoris had repeatedly catapulted her into orgasmic ecstasy until pleasure and pain merged into a single, burning sensation. Her body betrayed her with each climax, responding against her will to the relentless stimulation. Hourly, a guard checked on her and ejaculated his load onto her hooded head or perfectly positioned behind. The warm, sticky feeling crept over her skin like another humiliation. The five dried loads were her only method of tracking time—a perverse calendar of her torment.

Her eyelids were heavy with exhaustion when she saw Master Jörn enter, his shadow falling over her like a premonition. He looked into her eyes, studying her suffering with the detachment of a scientist. They rolled back, lost in another orgasm and exhaustion, her body twitching helplessly. He observed her suffering in this sadistic manner, his expression unmoved, as if contemplating a work of art. Finally, he turned away and walked to the door, his footsteps echoing on the cold stone floor.

“Release her, find a bed for her and let her rest until 1 PM. Then she should be cleaned and prepared for sale. Her auction is tonight,” he instructed the guard, his voice as emotionless as a machine.

As he left, he thought he saw her nearly perfect little body twitch in pleasure on the device—a final, involuntary tremor. He wasn’t sure if it was just the machine forcing another orgasm, or if she had heard his words about her auction and this realization—that she would be sold tonight—had driven her over the edge into a final, desperate climax.


Chapter 2

Hours later, Sofía’s naked body hung once again in the doctor’s examination room. Water droplets pearled from her dangling toes, forming small puddles on the sterile floor. Though she had enjoyed the privilege of being cleaned and shaved in the shower by two slaves—their hands had been gentle, almost tender, as they lathered every inch of her body with fragrant soap—the guards had again denied her a towel to dry herself. Her black curls clung heavily to her face and neck, while cold drops ran down her back, triggering a shiver that spread to her fingertips.

The cool air from the air conditioning brushed over her damp skin, making her nipples harden. She felt the dildos withdrawing after being measured again to test her current ability to accommodate thick cocks. The feeling of emptiness after the stretching was almost painful—her body already longed for the fullness to return. Part of her was proud that her pussy had managed all 10 inches and the thickest bulge. The burning stretch had become a familiar friend, proof of her transformation. Her ass had also improved and could take the 8th bulge before she surrendered to the painful stretching and begged for the device to stop. The screen behind the doctor updated her capability rating with a soft beep as he prepared her breast injections.

“Last treatment before you’re sold tonight, slave,” said the doctor as he pressed the needle into her flesh and pushed the plunger halfway down. His voice sounded almost regretful. “I must say, your breast tissue has firmed up remarkably and is noticeably swollen. Perhaps not yet a full cup size more, but if your new owner wishes, we can bring you to a 34D or 36D in just a few weeks.”

She winced as she felt the familiar burning sensation in her breast—like liquid fire eating through her tissue—as he moved to the other nipple and injected it. The pain mixed with a strange warmth that spread through her lower abdomen. Looking down, she indeed noticed that her breasts felt fuller and heavier, the skin taut and sensitive. Of course, the golden rings and chain that constantly pierced her hard brown nipples might enhance this impression. The metal was warm from her body temperature and gently tugged at her flesh with every movement.

She watched as he disposed of the syringe and let a hand glide to her shaved mound. His fingers were warm and rough from frequent disinfection. “I’ll miss playing with you. I hope your owner will be willing to pay for more of my services before taking you home.” His fingers rubbed back and forth over her clit, and she felt moisture gathering between her thighs.

“Do you see anything on the screen that appears inaccurate?” he asked, sliding a finger into her moistening pussy. The intruder felt so familiar that her body automatically welcomed it.

Slave 788’s eyes wandered to the screen behind him and to her face under the listed profile. The photo showed her with glassy eyes and slightly parted lips—the expression of a woman who had been completely broken and reshaped. Slowly she read through the profile that soon all her potential buyers would see, while his fingers worked slowly inside her.

[The profile remains unchanged]

Slave 788’s gaze met the doctor’s as she slowly nodded, accepting every word displayed on the screen. The words burned into her consciousness—she was nothing but a collection of ratings and capabilities, reduced to her most valuable body parts. She pushed her pelvis forward as his second finger entered her and began to fuck her. His fingers curled and found the spot that made her tremble. She knew that today no one was allowed to use and soil her—she had to be flawless for the auction.

Her thrusting hips begged him to let her come, while her muscles tightened around his fingers. His fingers moved faster and his thumb rubbed over her clit, giving this slave one last climax before she was sent to the display cage. The tension built like a wave about to break. The last thing Slave 788 saw before closing her eyes in orgasm and her body shuddering in spasms were the numerous photos taken at the end of her profile of her naked, branded, pierced body from every angle—every inch of her flesh documented and cataloged for strangers’ eyes.

* * *

“All right. Let’s take her to the others.” The guard yanked Slave 788 by her nipple chain. The metal cut into her sensitive skin, and she winced in pain. She hated how this seemed to be the preferred method of transporting her through the sex club—as if she were nothing more than a piece of livestock being dragged from one place to another.

Her bare feet slid across the cold stone floor as she stumbled to keep up with the guard’s quick pace. The metallic sound of her chain echoed through the corridors, a humiliating noise that underscored her complete powerlessness.

Slave 788 was led into a large cell bounded by bars on three sides and one wall of Noth with hanging restraints. The room smelled of sweat, fear, and the sweet scent of arousal. Other slaves who were to be sold tonight were already chained to the Noth wall with their arms raised. Their bodies gleamed in the dim light, some trembling from cold or nervousness.

The restraints were loose enough that each slave could be turned and examined from both sides. She knew from her experience at many auctions that slaves were often unchained for closer inspection by potential buyers. The thought of strange hands touching and evaluating her body made her stomach tighten.

“Write a P on this one,” one guard said to the other. “Her sale is permanent.” His voice sounded casual, as if he were discussing the weather.

Slave 788 felt the thick black marker drawing a broad P across her flat, taut stomach. The ink was cold on her skin, and she shuddered at the touch. The P burned into her consciousness—a symbol of her final enslavement. She looked to her left and saw the number 6 on the blonde next to her and a 3 on the redhead to her right.

The blonde was crying softly, her shoulders shaking. The redhead stared straight ahead with an empty gaze, as if she had already detached herself from her fate. She knew these two were to be sold for 6 and 3 months respectively. She realized that most buyers would ignore them if a permanent slave was for sale. Why would they settle for a time limit when they could have me forever?

She watched as the guards left, their heavy boots echoing on the floor. She knew it would soon be time for members to arrive at the club. The doors always opened shortly after all the slaves to be sold were placed in the display cage. That meant it would only be a few hours before she would have to make the long walk to the stage, dressed in something seductive. Her heart began to beat faster at the thought of the auction.

Several minutes passed in the cell before the members arrived. The air was thick with tension and suppressed fear. The other slaves were talking about their payouts, which they would receive for the temporary sale of their bodies. Their voices were hushed, hopeful – they spoke of plans after their release, of debts to be paid.

Slave 788 remained silent, partly out of fear that they might recognize her voice as that of last week’s auctioneer, partly because she couldn’t identify with them. Each of them had a future, a life after the collar, but she did not. Her collar would not be removed unless her new owner replaced it with one of his choosing. After tonight, her life would be completely in the hands of her new master. I’m not like them, she thought bitterly. I have no future to plan.

It wasn’t long before members came to see what livestock was up for sale tonight. The sound of their footsteps approached, mingled with quiet murmurs and occasional laughter. Most made only casual remarks through the bars about the dozen naked women. “Nice selection today,” she heard someone say. “The blonde looks promising.”

A large, burly man and his equally stocky wife passed by and nodded to one of the guards. The man wore an expensive suit that emphasized his massive stature, while his wife was dressed in leather that underscored her dominant aura. Slave 788 watched as they were granted access to the display cage. The metallic clink of the opening lock made her flinch.

Like every bound slave, 788 followed the couple with her eyes as they began at the far right. They seemed to have decided to examine each of the women for sale carefully. Her heart raced as she realized they would reach her in just a few minutes. Sweat formed between her breasts despite the coolness of the room.

“Charles, look at this...” said the sturdy woman, her voice cutting and authoritative. “This one is a permanent purchase and is wearing a hood.” She pointed at 788 with a gloved finger.

“Interesting...” The man spoke with a deep, rough voice. “Let’s take a look.” The couple skipped several of the women and positioned themselves in front of 788. Their presence filled the room with a threatening energy.

“Scan her. I want to see her rating.” The woman barked the command as if 788 were nothing more than an object.

“Turn around, slut.” The man ordered as he took out his phone. His eyes hungrily roamed over her body.

Slave 788 turned around and felt the chains above her twist and intertwine as she presented her buttocks and the barcode tattoo. The metal cut into her wrists as she moved. She heard the familiar sound of the phone scanning her code, and her heart beat faster. They’ll learn everything about me, she thought with a mixture of shame and perverse excitement.

“Damn. Her face is blacked out.” The woman spat out the words, her frustration clearly audible. “Guard! Come and remove her hood.” She screamed with a voice that expected obedience.

“I’m sorry, Madam,” said the nearest guard respectfully. “It’s part of her auction. We have instructions to keep her veiled until a certain bid level is reached.”

The woman growled angrily, an animalistic sound of annoyance. “Turn back around, tramp.” She slapped her hard on the right cheek. The blow echoed through the cell, and 788’s head jerked to the side.

“You’re a mystery.” She said it as Slave 788 turned around and pressed her back and buttocks against the cool Noth wall again. “Who are you?” she asked, her eyes boring through the hood.

“I am Slave 788.” She answered submissively, her voice barely more than a whisper. “Everything you need to know about me is in that profile, Mistress.”

“No, silly girl. Who were you? What’s your real name?” She growled back impatiently, her fingers digging into 788’s chin.

“She’s not allowed to answer that.” The guard intervened, his voice firm but polite. “That’s also part of her auction.”

“Probably just some stupid slut who doesn’t know she’s selling her young body to the perverts of this club. I’ll save a few bids to see that pretty face. I’d like to find out if you’re really a pretty fuck doll...” The woman patted 788 on her shaved mound, her fingers brushing over the sensitive skin. The touch was possessive, degrading.

Her husband, however, took another moment. He had read her profile thoroughly while his wife verbally mocked her. His eyes methodically scanned her body as if evaluating an investment. Finally, he spoke: “You have impressive ratings from those who have had the fortune to test or train this body. I’m particularly interested in the rate at which men come in your pussy.” His words were clinical, but his eyes glowed with lust.

“By my estimation, over 80% who stick their member in your breeding hole enjoy it so much they can’t pull out and ejaculate inside. My wife has some male slaves who would surely love to feel if they could impregnate you...” He let the sentence trail off with a sinister grin, his hand stroking her flat stomach.

As they left the cell, the woman shot him a sharp look before the door closed with a metallic clang. Slave 788 twisted her hands above her, trying to relieve her shoulders, which she knew would soon be very tired. The chains dug deeper into her wrists as she moved.

She knew that the exhibition cage would be open from 5 to 9 PM, after which the slaves would be taken to a changing area and a waiting cage. Four long hours of humiliation lay ahead of her. For her, it would be the longest wait, as she would be sold last, being the slave with the longest contract duration. Saving the best for last, she thought bitterly.

The next customer granted entry was an elegantly dressed Arab. His white suit was immaculate, and golden rings adorned his fingers. He seemed particularly interested in the lighter-skinned slaves. 788 felt a twinge of jealousy as he barely noticed her, instead spending an excessive amount of time evaluating the blonde to her right and the redhead to her left. His hands wandered over their bodies, examining their breasts, spreading their legs.

Just as he was about to leave, 788 took a bold step and spread her bare feet wide apart. The movement opened her thighs and completely exposed her shaved pussy. Look at me, she silently pleaded. I’m worth being looked at.

He noticed the gesture and came to her, his dark eyes sparkling with interest. “What do we have here, what hot piece of slave flesh?” He spoke with a strong Arabic accent, his voice oily and self-satisfied. “I think the buyer I represent is more interested in a lighter skin tone, but perhaps you, little slave, would serve him as a bitch for his dogs. He has some rather cruel dogs that he likes to try out on slutty American whores.”

Slave 788 tried to pull away from him, regretting having drawn his attention. Her chains jingled as she pressed herself against the wall. His hand patted her shaved mound, his fingers pressing into her soft flesh. “Don’t worry, little fuck doll. We’ll burn a new brand on this mound, the old-fashioned way, if you’re sold cheaply enough. Bitch seems a more fitting title.” He laughed coldly as she turned away from him, and walked away with a self-satisfied stride.

The buyers streamed in in greater numbers as the evening progressed. The buzz of voices grew louder, mixed with the clinking of glasses and occasional laughter. Phones repeatedly scanned 788’s barcode, requiring her to present her ass each time. The repeated turning made her shoulders ache, and her wrists were already raw from the restraints.

Usually, a hand would rub a plump cheek or slide between her legs. She knew they weren’t allowed to fuck her and make a mess, but that didn’t mean they couldn’t sample her holes. Fingers pressed and probed her body to see if the ratings she had received were accurate.

A fat man with sweaty hands shoved two fingers deep into her pussy and moved them roughly back and forth. “Tight enough,” he muttered with satisfaction. Another tested the elasticity of her ass, stretching her with his fingers. “Well trained,” he commented professionally.

Some buyers disagreed with her unusually high scores, but most had to admit that she was the perfect combination of submissiveness and fuck pig. Her pussy gripped many fingers tightly and soaked them with her lustful juices. Despite her shame, she couldn’t prevent her body from responding to the touches.

Slave 788 moaned behind her hood as one member after another tested her body for its worth. Every sound she made seemed to excite the buyers even more. “Listen to how horny she is,” one laughed. “She’ll bring her new owner a lot of pleasure.”

She noticed a man staring at her intently. He stood apart from the others, watching her with an intensity that made her nervous. He was athletically built and reminded her of Master Jörn – the same confident posture, the same sharp facial features. He approached her as space became available, his movements smooth and purposeful.

“Slave 788, what is your purpose?” He asked with a southern accent, his voice quiet but penetrating. She was surprised by the question and didn’t respond immediately. Most buyers were only interested in her body, not her thoughts.

She watched as he came closer and placed both hands under her breasts. His touch was different from the others – not greedy or rough, but almost reverent. He lifted them slightly as if to test their weight, his thumbs stroking her skin. “Slave 788, what is your purpose?” He asked again, his sharp blue eyes meeting her brown ones through the eye slits of the hood.

“Sir. I think my purpose is to please my Master.” She said it meekly, enjoying his strong hands lifting the weight of her breasts. His touch sent shivers through her body, and she felt her nipples hardening under his palms.

“And if his pleasure causes you pain?” His voice dropped to a dangerous whisper as he released her breasts. The sudden weight pulled the chain taut, and the metal rings in her pierced nipples bit painfully into the sensitive flesh.

A sharp cry escaped her lips before she could suppress it. The agony shot through her body like lightning, yet at the same time, she felt moisture gathering between her thighs. “Then... I will revel in my pain, Sir.” Her voice trembled with suppressed desire. “My pussy will get wet when he or she hurts me. My body will be used as desired, as long as my betters are satisfied.”

His smile was slow and predatory – the obvious acceptance of her answer. He leaned forward, his lips almost brushing her ear. The warm breath made her shudder. “I’ll make sure I bid high on you.” His words were both a promise and a threat. “I would very much like to see how your body brings me pleasure through physical hardship.”

As he turned to leave, his aftershave left a trail of masculine dominance that clouded her senses.

The next member was a woman—elegant, cold, with perfectly manicured red nails. “Suck my fingers,” she commanded curtly. “Show me how well your mouth works.”

Slave 788 obediently opened her lips as the woman pushed two fingers deep into her mouth. The taste of expensive nail polish and power filled her senses. She sucked eagerly, her tongue circling the slender fingers as she let them slide deeper into her throat. Her pussy became so wet during this humiliating act—the rhythmic sucking, the gagging as the fingers touched her palate.

“Deeper,” the woman commanded, pushing her fingers all the way in. Slave 788 felt her throat closing around the intruders, tears welling in her eyes. “This cock-sucking rating is no joke,” the woman commented, amused. “I think my fingers just came.”

The laughter of the surrounding members burned like acid in her ears.

The deep humiliation flooded every nerve in her body as she presented herself to her potential buyers. Each touch, each examining glance could be from her future owner. The thought that one or all of them would soon have free access to her made her arousal run down her thighs. She longed to come for them, but knew that orgasms were a privilege that would never be granted to her.

“Turn around. Present yourself.” The new voice was authoritative, tinged with a slight accent.

She obeyed and felt the familiar sting of the barcode scanner. The accent... something about it made her skin tingle.

“¿Cuál es tu nombre?”

Her eyes widened behind the hood. The Spanish flowed effortlessly over his tongue, and suddenly she recognized the voice. “Esclavo 788,” she answered automatically, while her mind began to race.

“¿Has sido criado?” His question about her breeding made her inwardly cringe.

“No Señor.” The words came heavily over her lips.

“¿Eres fértil?” His hand moved to her moist labia, while the other cupped her breast. The touch was possessive, examining.

“Pronto estaré Señor...” She could hear the trembling in her own voice.

His dark eyes scrutinized every inch of her sweat-covered body. “Harías una buena puta,” he muttered, withdrawing his hands.

The mental fog of the past week suddenly cleared. A business trip to Madrid, handshakes at a corporate dinner, shared drinks in an elegant bar. The son of a business partner—charming, intelligent, with exactly this accent. Back then, she had still been Sofía, wearing expensive suits and negotiating contracts.

Her stomach twisted into an icy knot. In a few hours, the hood would fall, and he would recognize her immediately. Mariana. That bitch had invited him.

The realization hit her like a blow. Mariana had switched places with her all week, had taken over her life while she was being trained as a slave here. What damage had she done as Sofía Alvarez? What businesses ruined, what relationships destroyed?

More hands groped her, more barcodes were scanned. Each scan could be from someone who recognized her—ex-boyfriends with enough money to buy her, her old boss who had always stared at her so hungrily. A rough hand turned her around and pressed her against the cold wall for a more thorough examination.

Hours passed in a haze of humiliation and growing panic.

The familiar voice of Master Jörn cut through the noise of the exhibition room. He stood at the cage, Mariana smiling on his arm. She was wearing Sofía’s favorite dress—the black Versace cocktail dress—and the red Louboutin heels. Clothes she would never wear again. From now on, she would be happy to get anything at all.

“Jörn, look!” Mariana’s voice was shrill with excitement. “I get to permanently sell a slave tonight!”

“Well, Sofía...” Jörn’s eyes bored into Slave 788. “Behave yourself, or I’ll have you hung up next to her.”

Mariana playfully slapped his arm. “I’m just having fun. 788 knows we’ve been closely following her training this week.” Her eyes glittered maliciously. “Personally, I find she’s particularly lacking in one area.”

“And what would that be, my sweet?”

“Pleasuring a woman. She was only made to lick a pussy about thirty times.” Mariana stepped closer, her voice dripping with contempt. “Guard—bring 788 to her knees.”

The restraints released, only to be immediately replaced by new ones. Metal bands closed behind her back as she was pushed down onto the rough, cold floor. Her knees immediately ached on the hard stone.

“Don’t make a mess now, 788.” Mariana pushed up the stolen dress. “We can’t have your face covered in pussy juice during the auction.”

The shaved slit of her former best friend came closer. Slave 788 opened her lips and let her tongue glide over the smooth skin. The taste was familiar yet foreign—sweet and salty, with a hint of the expensive soap she herself had once used.

She teased Mariana’s clit with circular motions before licking deeper. Her tongue penetrated the warm opening, fucking it rhythmically as Mariana held her hood firmly.

“Damn, Jörn. She’s fucking good...” Mariana’s moans echoed through the room. The barcode scanner beeped again.

“How good?” Jörn's amused voice.

“Very good... ooooooo... she’s almost bringing me to climax...” Mariana’s hips rubbed against her mouth. “Give her a good rating...”

“Ten out of ten.” The typing on the phone. “Do you think your best friend Stacy would want to rate her too? You invited her, didn’t you?”

“Oh yes... oh fuck...” Mariana’s body tensed, her orgasm building. “She’ll have to wait for the unveiling like everyone else. Maybe we’ll let you lick and suck all my friends and colleagues.”

The thought of being exposed and used in front of all the people she once knew made Slave 788 tremble inside.

“An excellent idea,” Jörn agreed, as Mariana came with a loud cry on her face.

“Clean them all up and dress them,” Jörn ordered the guard as Mariana stepped back and smoothed her dress. “The auction begins in 15 minutes.”

* * *

“Looks like I barely need to pretty you up under that hood. Let me just finish your lips and eyes.” The naked slave raised a mascara brush, her own breasts swaying with the movement. Slave 788 had watched in the preparation room as all the other slaves were dressed and groomed – some trembling with fear, others with the glazed eyes of resignation. Since her auction was scheduled last, she would also be the last to receive this treatment. The waiting time had frayed her nerves, each heartbeat a countdown to her exposure.

She closed her eyes and felt the blonde’s warm breath on her cheek. The mascara brush gently stroked her eyelashes while skilled fingers held her chin. The bright red color burned cool on her lips, transforming them into something seductive, purchasable. “Let’s see what they’ve assigned for you to wear.” The blonde hopped up, her bare feet softly patting the cold floor. She retrieved a small cardboard box and emptied its contents with a theatrical gesture onto a small table. Slave 788 stared at the few garments – so little fabric to conceal so much of her.

“Arms up.” The blonde reached for the corset, her fingers brushing over 788’s ribs. The black leather was still warm from the previous wearer. Slave 788 obediently raised her arms and felt the corset being placed around her narrow waist. In the mirror, she saw her reflection – strange and familiar at once. The black corset would tightly constrict her upper body, but shamelessly display her modesty and breasts. The blonde pulled the lacing tight, tug by tug, until 788’s breath became shallower. The pressure on her already slim waist increased, compressing her ribs and pushing her breasts upward. Looking in the mirror, the corset seemed to frame her exposed breasts and tattooed mound like a border – a living painting of submission.

The blonde slave knelt down and turned to her left leg. Her warm hands stroked over 788’s calf before she began pulling up the fishnet stockings. The mesh scratched slightly against her skin, leaving a pattern of pressure and freedom. The stockings ended high on the thigh, where they finished with a black lace band. The blonde repeated the process on the right leg, her touches becoming increasingly intimate, as if mapping 788’s body for sale. Finally, she lifted 788’s foot – so tenderly, as if it were porcelain – and slipped the 5-inch black stilettos over it. The buckles clicked metallically as she tightened them. Shackled to elegance and pain.

“Let’s oil you up and get you backstage.” The woman smiled, but something melancholic lingered in her eyes. She poured warm oil into her open palm, the scent of sandalwood and vanilla rising. The oil dripped between her fingers like liquid gold.

Slave 788 moaned sensually as she felt the warm sensation of the oil being applied by the woman’s skilled hands. The blonde knew every inch of a woman’s body, knew where to linger. Her hands glided effortlessly over 788’s skin, stroking over her shoulders and down her bare arms. The oil left glistening trails, transforming skin into silk. Over the upper part of her back and then down over her exposed chest. Slave 788 gasped as she felt the warm oil on her voluptuous bosom. Her nipples hardened under the touch. She thought about how her breasts had swollen and become significantly more sensitive since the doctor had begun his injections. Every touch was now a small lightning bolt of pleasure.

The blonde distributed the oil over her soft, light brown skin, massaging it in circular motions until it gleamed like polished bronze in the light of the fluorescent tubes. “You’ll look breathtaking under the spotlights.” Her voice was a whisper, almost reverent. She squeezed more oil into her hand and began applying it to 788’s thighs and buttocks. Her knowing fingers glided over the plump cheeks, kneading them gently until they gleamed just like her chest.

The oil collected in the crease between her buttocks. Slave 788 moaned as she felt the fingers sliding up and down her slit, moistening her openings with warm oil. The touch was professional yet intimate, businesslike yet erotic. The blonde ran her hands over 788’s thighs and over her branded mound, her fingers circling the fresh tattoo.

Slave 788 moaned deeply as she saw her new tattoo gleaming under the oil – the black ink shimmering like a warning, a promise. The blonde rubbed her sex for display, her movements becoming slower, more deliberate. She noticed a knowing grin on the woman’s face as she spent considerable time rubbing oil over her labia and clitoris. Each touch sent waves of arousal through 788’s body. She bit her lip to keep from moaning too loudly. Slave 788 almost came when two oiled fingers effortlessly entered her already heavily moistened slit. The fingers moved with practiced precision, testing her readiness, her wetness. “Perfect,” the blonde murmured with satisfaction.

“You’re ready for sale.” She slowly withdrew her hands, licking the oil from her fingertips. This statement obviously meant that she was finished with grooming Slave 788, but an unmistakable truth resonated with it. Slave 788 was ready to be sold to the highest bidder. Her body gleamed like a goddess, presented like merchandise. She was ready for the public display and humiliation that came with it.

As the guard firmly grasped her arm—his rough fingers leaving impressions on her oiled skin—to lead her to the waiting area behind the stage, she realized that she wasn't just ready. Her heartbeat accelerated, her steps became unsteady on the high heels. She longed for it. The desire burned within her like a fire that couldn't be extinguished.


Chapter 3

The auction had already begun when the guard brought her to the backstage area. Slave 788 knew the protocol and sank to her knees, facing the back of the slave kneeling in front of her. The cold concrete pressed against her bare knees, a familiar pain that reminded her of where she belonged. She knew she would kneel here until a sale was completed, then all the slaves would crawl one place forward, closer to the curtain. The air smelled of sweat, leather, and the heavy mixture of fear and arousal emanating from the waiting bodies.

She could hear Mariana’s voice through the speakers as she presented the merchandise. She realized that seven days ago, that voice had been her own. She had been the one offering the women for sale. She was the one who got to decide how they were presented, bound, or used on stage. The irony burned in her throat like bile. She remembered how she enjoyed making some of them crawl on all fours before presenting them, how she savored their fear and used their desperation as seasoning. She wondered how Mariana would treat her – whether she would display the same cruel creativity that she herself had once possessed.

“Sold!!” she heard Mariana’s voice say, accompanied by the bang of a hammer. The curtain opened briefly and a pale brunette entered the backstage area, her eyes glazed with shock. “Take her to the waiting cell for her new owner,” Mariana said, while attaching a leash to the collar of the next in line. Her fingers moved with the same mechanical precision that Slave 788 had once practiced herself. “Let’s go,” she ordered harshly and yanked her to her high-heeled feet. The curtain closed, and each slave girl hesitantly crawled one place forward, their chains clinking softly on the concrete.

Every twenty or thirty minutes, the foremost kneeling woman was put on a leash and disappeared behind the curtain. Each of the provocatively dressed slaves crawled forward again until it was her turn. Time stretched like molten metal, each minute an eternity of anticipation. The women usually returned, stripped of the modest clothing they had been given, and some bore welts or bruises on their delicate skin. Their faces told stories of humiliation and forbidden lust that Slave 788 knew all too well. Finally, she watched as the girl in front of her disappeared, and she crawled forward facing the curtain. This was it, she was next, her heart hammering with anticipation like a trapped bird.

It felt as if she had blinked, and the slave was back, stripped of her sparse coverings. Red welts adorned her thighs like obscene artwork. “Take her to a waiting cell,” Mariana ordered and knelt in front of Slave 788. “Showtime...” she said with an incredibly cruel smile that reminded Slave 788 of her own darkest moments. “You will crawl. Try to keep up...” She hooked the metal leash she had been using to the chain connecting Slave 788’s nipple piercings.

“Ugh...” she groaned as the chain was pulled taut and she was dragged onto the stage. The pain shot through her breasts like lightning, and she crawled slowly on all fours behind the leather-clad Mariana. She looked up and saw the back of her cruel doppelganger. She wore skin-tight leather pants, a top, and high-heeled boots, all midnight black. The leather gleamed under the stage lights like the skin of a snake.

Slave 788 turned her hooded head to see the audience. She could tell from the bright lights in the room that it was full, but she didn’t know exactly how many or who might be in the audience. The heat of the spotlights burned on her naked skin, and she felt sweat trickling down between her breasts. She heard some loud cheers, knowing they were for her swaying hips and breasts as she was pulled along. Each step on the high heels was an agony of pleasure and pain.

Mariana led her to the center of the stage and urged her all the way to the front. “Kneel down with knees spread, hands behind the hood,” she commanded. Her voice echoed through the room like a sentence.

Slave 788 obeyed, knowing that the position would give all viewers in the front row an excellent view of her shaved pussy. The cool air brushed against her moist lips, and she felt her shame mixing with perverse excitement. As she raised her hands behind her head, she watched Mariana unfasten her leash. She felt how the position lifted her heavy breasts while her fingers interlaced behind her head. Her nipples hardened under the greedy gazes of the crowd.

“Ladies and gentlemen! We have our last item for sale and I hope everyone brought their checkbook,” Mariana laughed as she stepped behind the podium. Her laughter sounded like breaking glass. “Feel free to look at the screen behind me or the tablet provided by the club on your table.”

“Slave 788 has only been wearing a collar for a week, but as you can all see, she has received some of our highest ratings. She has been extensively used by our guards and members during this time, so her high ratings are not a statistical anomaly.” Mariana’s words cut through the air like razor blades. “As everyone can see, she has been hooded because her identity will be a surprise to most of you, as well as the duration of her slavery contract... permanent,” Mariana said, letting the last word hang in the air for effect.

“As with all our auctions, you know that with increasing bids, the display of her body and abilities as a sex slave will also increase. We begin her auction like all slaves at $1000.” Slave 788 involuntarily began to circle her hips slightly, Mariana’s words taking effect. Her pussy pulsated with anticipation and shame. “The auction may begin,” Mariana said and struck with the hammer.

There seemed to be an immediate chime, which Slave 788 recognized as a sign that the bidding had reached Level 1. She didn’t move as she heard guards bringing something onto the stage behind her and the sounds of a drill securing something to the floor behind her. The metallic screeching of the drill penetrated to the bone. She shuddered and wondered what it might be, while her imagination played through the darkest possibilities.

“It seems we’ve reached Level 1 in record time, as the price for 788 has just reached $10,000. Slave 788, why don’t you turn around and crawl to the Level 1 presentation,” Mariana said with a heavily mocking tone.

Slave 788 turned to see what fate awaited her at Level 1. Her heart skipped a beat when she saw the device. She knew what she had to do and crawled slowly to the metal pipe that had been drilled vertically into the wooden floor of the stage. Her knees trembled with each step. She could see that from the tip of the 24-inch metal pipe protruded a rather thick black rubber dildo, which must have been at least 12 inches long, bent parallel to the floor. The black surface gleamed obscenely under the lights.

“Slave 788 has performed so extraordinarily well in her sexual tests that we thought we'd give the bidders a taste of her abilities,” said Mariana to a few cheers from the crowd. “Kneel before the cock, take it in your mouth and hold it,” she commanded.

Slave 788 opened her bright red lips and enclosed the rubber cock. The taste of cold rubber and lubricant filled her mouth. She slid down as far as she could without the cock gagging her. She felt Mariana's hands playing with the chain attached to her nipple rings, but she couldn't see what she was doing from this angle. The touch sent shockwaves through her body.

“As you can see, ladies and gentlemen, I have adjusted her nipple chain to the specific length that will force her to stay on the cock. Attempting to pull her mouth away from it will cause significant strain on her pretty nipple rings.” She felt Mariana's fingers under her heavy breasts, adjusting the chain.

Slave 788 slid back and confirmed what Mariana had said. As the last few inches of the cock approached the tip of her tongue, she felt the chain tighten, and winced as her nipple rings were jerked taut. The pain exploded through her breasts like liquid fire. The crowd cheered loudly as they saw her tense body, her agony for their entertainment.

Slave 788 began to perform on the auction block. Her lips moved back and forth, taking as much of the dildo as she could. She knew that every perverse act would only increase her value and price. She worked the fake cock with force and enthusiasm, as she had done with so many real cocks this week. Saliva collected in her mouth and dripped down the sides.

Her hips began to circle as her pussy became wet with the humiliation and degradation. The shame burned in her cheeks, but she couldn't deny how much her body responded to the public display. Her hands cupped her breasts and squeezed the heavy round globes. They felt fuller and more swollen from the doctor's hormones. She squeezed them firmly and moaned as she took the fake cock deep into her throat.

“Look at this slut! She could be yours tonight and every night after,” said Mariana, standing directly above her. Their eyes met before Slave 788 took the fake cock deep into her throat again. “As you can see, she's been trained to suck the largest and thickest cocks.”

Saliva began running from her lips down to her oiled, gleaming chest. The warm fluid tickled her skin as it made its way between her breasts. She deliberately slid back too far to feel the brutally embedded rings pulling at her tits. She screamed around the cock before plunging deep again and closing her lips. The pain and pleasure mixed into an intoxicating cocktail.

“As you can see, she enjoys pain, a clever owner will use this when deciding on punishments. I think that's enough demonstration of this hole,” said Mariana and released her nipple chain. Immediately Slave 788 jerked back from the cock, gasping and panting for air. Her lungs burned as she greedily sucked in oxygen.

“Up... up...” said Mariana, still holding the chain and forcing 788 to stand on wobbly heels by pulling on her nipples. She forced her to turn around and bend at the waist. Slave 788 felt the thick member slide between her thighs as Mariana pushed her back toward the post. She held her up and helped the cock part her lips and slowly enter her. The stretching was both delicious and agonizing.

“I know for a fact that this healthy piece of fuck meat has fucked her pussy on one of those suction cups on the wall in the shower, and now she's going to do it all for you...” said Mariana, giving Slave 788 a look that let her know Mariana had spent considerable time in the shower of her former apartment. The revelation made Slave 788 blush with shame and arousal.

Slave 788 pushed her hips back until the dildo impaled her completely. She pulled forward and fucked back, taking the rubber cock deep into her wet, lustful hole. Her slender hands moved to her knees to support her upper body as she fucked the cock. She felt her tits begin to swing as she used the cock in her pussy. She felt the thin nipple chain swinging and lightly slapping against the underside of her breasts and her flat stomach as she fucked the cock. Each thrust sent waves of pleasure through her body, and she lost herself in the rhythmic dance of humiliation and pleasure.

Slave 788 rocked back and forth, increasing her pace as the pleasure swelled within her. Her thighs burned from the exertion, yet she couldn't stop. She desperately wanted to come in front of the audience. To have to beg Mariana or the crowd to allow her to come. Her pussy made squelching, wet noises each time she sank onto the thick black dildo. The rubber glistened wet with her juices that ran down her inner thighs.

She barely registered the ringing of the Level 2 indicator as she fucked the cock. Sweat beaded between her shoulder blades, her skin glowing under the hot spotlights. It was Mariana's voice that made it clear to her that she had reached the next threshold. “Wow! Already $50,000! We're setting new records with this permanent slave! We'll let her finish before we show her next abilities... Maybe I'll even help her a little.”

Mariana moved her fingers under Slave 788's wet thighs. As she thrust back and impaled herself over and over, Mariana's experienced fingers worked her clitoris. The touch sent electric shocks through her body. “Ooooohhhhhh,” said Slave 788's lips as she fucked faster and harder. Her breasts bounced wildly, the nipple chain whipping against her skin. “Oh God oh!!” Humiliatingly she came on the fake cock as Mariana rubbed her clitoris harder. Her pussy clenched around the dildo, her thighs trembling uncontrollably.

“Just imagine how this pussy would feel pulsing around your cocks,” said Mariana, leaving her to thrust slowly back and forth now. Slave 788 gasped, her lungs burning from the exertion.

“Since the bid has reached $50,000 and we're at presentation level 2, we'll be asking for assistance from some audience members,” announced Mariana, as Slave 788 continued to push back onto the dildo. The crowd erupted in cheers and laughter at the prospect of being able to test Slave 788's abilities. The sound hammered in her ears like a wave of raw greed.

Mariana smiled with pleasure. “Would the members from table 33 please join us on stage.”

Slave 788 watched as a tall, well-shaped brunette climbed the stairs, followed by a middle-aged man. Her chest tightened. She recognized both immediately as they passed behind the spotlights, waving to a cheering crowd. Mariana had invited her work colleague and best friend to the slave auction. A cold shiver ran down her skin despite the heat of the spotlights. She wondered how many other friends or colleagues might have mingled with the crowd and what they would think when they finally saw her hood removed.

When Slave 788 still had a name and a life outside the prison-like environment of the sex club, Stacy had been her best friend. Stacy was a tall, slender brunette with bright eyes and full lips. Sofía had found in her a friend and confidante. They had spent many nights out on the town, being hit on and rejecting men. Sofía wouldn’t have admitted it then, but she found her best friend extremely attractive, and as her heels clicked on the stage, her mouth watered at the thought of tasting her pussy. The shame burned hotter than the arousal between her legs.

Her colleague, on the other hand, was someone she didn’t want to see in this place or position. Bob was a cruel man, a decade older than Sofía. He was married with three children, but always gave her looks in the office that made it clear he felt nothing but lust for her. His eyes now hungrily roamed over her naked, sweating body. She knew he was a misogynist and even suspected he was slightly racist. She found it truly cruel of Mariana to invite him tonight and worse still, to call him onto the stage. She knew she would serve him in some way, and true fear and humiliation filled her stomach like ice-cold water.

“That’s enough pleasure for your slave cunt,” said Mariana, as she pulled Slave 788 off the dildo by her nipple chain. The jerk sent pain through her sensitive nipples. She dragged her to where Stacy and Bob were standing. One of the guards brought a wooden chair and offered it to Bob. Slave 788 watched as he took a seat, his gaze hungry on her wet pussy.

“So Bob, tell us what brings you here tonight?” Mariana asked teasingly.

“Uh, me? Well, one of my colleagues, who hasn’t been at work all week, emailed me saying she wanted me to come tonight, but I haven’t seen her,” he said to the charming auctioneer, “but you know, she looks quite similar to you.” His voice was rough with barely concealed lust.

“Guards, clean the slave,” he ordered, while standing up and pulling up his pants. “Ladies and gentlemen. Give us a few moments. Club slaves are expected to entertain the audience until I return and explain the final rules.”

The exhausted Slave 788 felt guards unfasten her restraints and carry her limp, well-fucked body backstage. Her thighs were still trembling from the intense use, while warm wetness trickled down between her legs. Both she and Mariana got the opportunity to clean up and relieve themselves. Mariana even helped her clean Bob’s semen that had dried on her lower back, her fingers gentle but thorough as they moved across the sensitive skin.

A few minutes later, the leather-clad Mariana led a crawling but clean Slave 788 back to the main stage by a leather leash. The leather cut slightly into her neck, a constant reminder of her position. Jörn began the final performance of the evening at the sight of her, his eyes glittering with anticipation.

“Ladies and gentlemen, I’ve been informed that the last $50,000 in bids came from two members of our audience. For this final part of the sale of Slave 788, they will both be allowed to use her as they please and submit a final closed bid. The highest final bidder will be her new owner,” he said to rising cheers from the crowd.

Slave 788’s heart sank like a stone into her stomach as she realized her night wasn’t over yet. Her pussy was still pulsing from the last fuck, swollen and sensitive. She would have to serve her new owner and the second-highest bidder for her body tonight. She crawled to an old wooden pillory to which Mariana led her, the polished wood cool against her warm skin. She watched as it was opened, and felt herself being raised up to place her neck and wrists in the device. The wood smelled of countless other bodies that had been trapped here. She felt her black hair being pulled out of the way and the wooden top being lowered and locked. She was completely bent at the waist, with her behind exposed, her breasts hanging heavily.

She watched as Jörn stood in front of her and placed a black cloth over her eyes. She felt him tie it tightly around the back of her head, plunging her into darkness. Her other senses immediately sharpened - the smell of leather and sweat, the murmur of the excited crowd. Almost immediately, she heard the crowd cheer as one of her bidders must have entered the stage. This was confirmed when she felt a strong, rough hand glide over her naked behind, the skin still warm from previous use, before it lifted and gave her a powerful smack.

Her hips writhed and twisted instinctively, seeking his hand, reaching for her body like a bitch in heat. His fingers felt familiar, like the hand of one of her evaluators in the presentation cage. She felt his hands slide deeper and cup her hanging, pierced breasts. The rings in her nipples jingled softly. She moaned as his fingers teased and pinched the hardening buds, sending electric jolts through her captive body.

She could feel him moving to the front of the pillory, his steps heavy on the wooden floor. She felt something fleshy and warm rising to her soft red lips. The scent of his musk filled her nostrils. The tip of her potential owner’s cock parted her lips and slid in, salty and masculine on her tongue. She shuddered as she tasted him. His musk was masculine and strong, exuding the dominance she craved. She pushed her head forward as far as the pillory would allow, her lips closing around his shaft.

His fingers entwined in her hair as he pushed his shaft deeper into her wet, warm mouth. He pulled back slowly, letting her lips and tongue caress his member, her saliva coating its length. Back and forth he gently fucked her mouth, accompanied by cheers from the crowd. She could smell him, taste him, but not see him - only feel the texture of his flesh against her tongue.

She felt him swelling in her wet lips as she worked his member, her cheeks contracting around him. He lifted his cock so she could worship his testicles, which hung heavy and full of seed. His shaft was plump and juicy, and she knew her vagina would throb and pulse around him. In that moment, she realized she could be his pretty sex doll—completely subjected to his will.

After she had licked his balls clean, spreading her saliva over the sensitive skin, she felt him withdraw, knowing it wasn't over yet. He moved behind her and she felt his glans slide deep into her wet slit, still swollen from previous use. She pushed her hips back, trying to meet him, her pussy contracting around him. Soon both were thrusting against each other, he as brutal and rough as he wanted, and she pushing back as far as her restraints allowed.

She put her feet together to tighten her pussy for him, her muscles tensing around his invading cock. His hands gripped her hips as he used her with all his strength, his fingers digging into her flesh. She could almost feel his approaching climax while her own vagina gripped him tightly, her walls pulsating. Then he was gone, leaving her empty and wanting.

Next, she felt her tight sphincter slowly stretching as his member appeared as if from nowhere, wet from her own juices. Her legs pushed her hips upward while his hands on her cheeks spread her obscenely. She moaned and whimpered as inch by painful inch his thick cock slid deeper into her rear. The week of training had made anal sex easier, but hadn’t prepared her for this magnitude—he was thicker than all the others.

She relaxed somewhat when she felt his balls against her slit and he slid back, her body adapting to his size. He began slowly fucking her ass, letting the lubricant penetrate and stretch her to accommodate him. She winced as the pain subsided, another “benefit” of her short week of use—her body was learning to transform pain into pleasure.

It took several thrusts before he found a rhythm and pace, his hips slapping against her restrained buttocks. Soon the two were fucking again, her ass clapping against his thighs, the sound of flesh on flesh echoing through the room. She moaned again as he used her brutally. The pain was slowly replaced by a humiliated, degraded lust. She absorbed the abuse, and it made her pussy throb, moisture dripping between her thighs.

He didn’t say a word while using her last hole, after testing the other two. Only his heavy breathing and the slapping of their bodies filled the air. She would make an excellent pleasure slave if his bid was high enough. Her pussy, mouth, and ass were exactly as advertised, and he wasn’t disappointed by the small fortune he would pay for her. He pulled his cock out and stroked it several times, his hand wet from her juices.

Slave 788 felt empty as he withdrew, her ass gaping and burning. Soon she felt warm semen spurting onto her back and buttocks, the sticky fluid running down her skin. She had been marked by the ejaculation, and a quick slap on the buttocks followed. “OHH!! Ah...oh yes...” She gasped like a puppy, her voice raw and broken. She had now served one of her potential owners with everything she had, and only hoped it would be enough.

She felt her back being wiped with a warm, damp cloth as she was released from the pillory, her joints stiff from being confined. Blindly, she was led to another part of the auction stage, her bare feet on the cool wood, where her arms were raised high above her head. She felt them being tied together and attached to a restraint on the ceiling. They were pulled up until only her toes touched the floor, all her weight hanging from her wrists.

“W-what, where..?” she stammered, her voice weak.

“Silence!” said the guard, and she obeyed, almost completely exhausted, her energy depleted by constant use.

Slave 788 felt strong hands gripping her left ankle and lifting it up, the touch rough against her sensitive skin. The hands spread her wide open, and she felt a stirrup sliding under her knee before her leg was released. She balanced on the tips of her toes of her right leg, while her left was pulled up and spread wide. In this position, she felt far more exposed and vulnerable than in the first, her pussy completely open and accessible.

She tried to calm her breathing as she felt his breath on her naked skin, warm and moist. His right hand moved to her bare breast, gliding over her tanned skin like a snake. She felt the hand rise and move over her breast to her slender neck. She extended her head forward and offered him her throat, an instinctive act of submission.

He took it and squeezed firmly, his fingers closing around her throat. She felt her windpipe closing in his tight grip, while two fingers slid into her dripping wet slit. As he squeezed harder, his two fingers fucked her spread pussy up and down. She choked and gasped for air as she grew dizzy, stars dancing before her closed eyes. Her pussy contracted around him the harder he squeezed, while his fingers thrust faster. She began to withdraw, her chest burning, her thighs trembling as her right toes lifted from the floor.

She tried to use her wrists to pull herself out of his grip, but it was futile, the restraints too strong. Her body responded to his harsh treatment by releasing more and more of her juices, a perverse reaction to the oxygen deprivation. She came hard on his fingers and screamed a hoarse, gasping cry, her entire body convulsing in spasms. As she did, she felt oxygen filling her lungs as his hand was removed.

She inhaled deeply, greedily gasping for air, and then felt his hand strike hard against her chest. Her breast exploded in fire as she felt his palm on one breast and then the other, the blow resonating through her entire being. Next, he slapped her tits to the right and then to the left. They swung heavily, hitting against each other and turning the brown skin to a redder shade. She moaned and gasped with each blow, still recovering from the oxygen deprivation, her nipple rings jingling wildly.

She felt a small relief as his hands left her, her breasts throbbing and burning. It was only short-lived as she felt him move between her legs. She was lifted up and her ass pressed against the wall behind her, the cool wood against her heated skin, as his cock roughly penetrated her spread pussy.

She gasped, “Oh... oh... oh damn...” Her voice echoed off the walls.

She was being fucked, it was literally the only way she could describe the sensation of being used by him like a toy. He fucked her bound body hard against the wall, each thrust pressing her deeper against the wood. She wanted to wrap her legs around him, but her restraints prevented it. She could only use her arms to pull herself up while he thrust hard into her, her muscles burning with exertion. She felt her breasts bouncing up and down against his chest, the flesh heavy and warm. Her nipple rings slapped against his soft skin, small metallic sounds in the air.

She felt her pussy clenching around another cock again, the muscles cramping around the hard flesh filling her. He was just another in a long line who had shown her what she was—a hole to be used. As she rode the waves of her orgasm, she felt his hands grab her ass, fingers digging deep into the soft flesh and beginning to use her body to fuck downward to meet his thrusts. His movements made her body jerk again, as if being thrown around like a fuck doll, her breasts bouncing against his chest with each brutal thrust. He was so strong that she was just a tiny toy for a monstrous chest, helpless against his raw power.

As she emerged from the fog, she felt her legs being dropped and her chains pulling taut, the metal cutting into her wrists as she felt him withdraw from her. Warm cum ran down her inner thighs, sticky evidence of her use. Then she heard the only spoken words that either of the men had said. “Let her down.”

Immediately her knees were released, and she was slowly lowered, her muscles trembling with exhaustion. She felt the slack and instinctively fell to her knees, her legs too weak to support her. The wrist chains kept her upright on her knees, her hands still hanging helplessly in the handcuffs. She felt his hands cup the sides of her breasts, the warm flesh bulging between his fingers, his right thumb brushing over the spot on her left breast where her brand “Property of” was burned into the skin. She could smell the strong scent of her own pussy, sweet and musky, as he pushed the wet member between her tits.

Slave 788 moaned deeply as his cock began to thrust between her luscious breasts, the hard flesh sliding through the valley of her tits. “Oh yes, oh God yes!” she begged lustfully, her voice hoarse from screaming.

The man fucked her large tits hard and roughly, his hands pressing the soft flesh around his cock before thrusting deeply. She couldn’t see, but his head pushed through between the two globes and began to shower her chest and neck with his thick streams of cum. The warm fluid splashed across her skin, dripping from her chin. She felt the warm, sticky mixture covering her neck and submissively opened her mouth, her tongue extending to catch every drop. He pushed it between her lips, and she eagerly licked and cleaned him, tasting her own aroma mixed with his salty flavor.

She felt him withdraw and rough hands began to unfetter her, the chains falling clattering to the floor. She was pulled back from the stage, exhausted from the exertion, her legs dragging across the cold stone floor, and thrown into a small cage that she knew slaves waited in for their new owners. The metal was cold against her naked skin. After being locked in, she used her freed hands to remove the blindfold and examined her body in the dim light.

She lay naked in the cage, looking at the light bruises and welts that covered her body like a map of violence. Her labia were swollen from the almost constant fucking, dark red and sensitive to the slightest touch. She could see fingerprints on her tits, purple marks from the week of groping and the blows on stage. For a moment she wondered why someone would pay so much to fuck her for the rest of her life. Was she really worth the amounts being thrown around on stage? The thought of a life as a sex slave made her shudder—not from fear, but from a perverted anticipation.

In a few moments, she could hear Jörn booming loudly on stage; “SOLD!!” As the crowd erupted into cheers again, the sound echoing through the walls. She could hear her new owner being congratulated along with Jörn and Mariana for such a show, voices blending into a hum of satisfaction.

It was minutes later when the stage curtains were pulled back and Mariana and Jörn entered the cage area, their footsteps echoing on the stone floor. Mariana had a devious, cruel smile on her beautiful face as she leaned over Slave 788’s cage, her eyes glittering with sadistic pleasure.

“Your new owner has just commissioned The Dungeon to break you; to break your will and spirit,” she whispered, her voice like honey over glass.

“Oh right; you know nothing about being broken until I’ve had you in my hands for a whole day, and I get you for a whole month!” she said, looking down at the woman who could have once condemned her to a life in slavery, had she only declined the invitation to submission that night. Mariana licked her lips in anticipation of Slave 788’s torments, her tongue sliding slowly across her red lips.

“Along with some additional modifications to your petite slave body. You’ll be with us for another month, all downstairs, before you’re shipped to your new home. Jörn won’t be able to stop once I have you down there, little slut,” she said, looking to Jörn who sneered and otherwise remained stoic. She grabbed Slave 788’s chin with cold fingers and licked the side of her face, her tongue rough and wet.

Slave 788 watched the curtain as it opened one final time, the heavy fabric rustling. She watched as the man entered the area and walked to her cage, his steps confident and possessive. She looked at the metal leash he held as he pushed it through the bars and attached it to her collar, the cold metal clicking against the leather.

“Hola me Conejita Sucia...” he said with a strong Spanish accent, his voice deep and rough. “It seems I will be your new owner.”

“What does that mean, Héctor?” asked Jörn, his curiosity unmistakable.

“My beautiful little doll,” said Slave 788’s owner, beaming at his new property, his dark eyes glittering with possessiveness.

The former Sofía Alvarez looked up at the son of her former business partners, her heart sinking into the pit of her stomach. His cold, hard eyes told her that she could expect a harsh ownership, and the permanence of it was overwhelming—a life without hope of freedom. She watched as her cage was unlocked and she was brought to her feet, her legs trembling under her weight.

“Master Jörn and Mistress Mariana tell me there is a nice dungeon downstairs,” he said, his voice full of dark promise. “Why don’t all four of us go on a tour...” He pulled the leash tight, the leather cutting into her neck. She pulled against him, felt the resistance of the collar, and simply said;

“Yes, Master.”


Chapter 4

Slave 788’s bare feet slowly touched the emergency steps that spiraled downward. The rough stone scraped against her soles as she carefully placed each step. She thrust her chest forward to reduce the tension on the thin chain connecting her nipple rings to her new master’s hand. The metal cut into her sensitive flesh with every movement. Jörn and Mariana descended first, closely followed by Héctor and his new possession.

Her heart raced as they went deeper, at least two floors below ground. The air grew thicker, heavier, permeated with musk and sweat. She felt a cool freshness in the air as the sounds of the dungeon grew louder. Moans, groans, and occasional screams echoed as they descended. The echo bounced off the stone walls, amplifying each sound into a symphonic chorus of pleasure and pain. Her nipples hardened from the coolness of the air and the threatening sounds.

“Here we are...” said Master Jörn, leading the group deeper into a vast room.

Slave 788’s eyes needed a moment to adjust to the dim light, but soon the devices and tools became clearly visible. Torchlight danced across polished leather and gleaming metal. She could see dozens of different couples using various bondage apparatuses. The smell of leather, latex, and bodily fluids hung heavy in the air.

The slave nearest to her was a busty blonde riding on her knees atop a Sybian. Her thighs trembled uncontrollably as the machine hummed beneath her. She moaned ecstatically, then screamed in pain as her tormentor poured hot wax over her heaving breasts. The wax solidified in small rivulets on her reddened skin.

Slave 788 felt a painful tug on her nipple ring leash, urging her to follow her master. The metal dug deep into her sensitive flesh. “Mmohhh!” she moaned deeply, her voice an involuntary expression of pain and forbidden arousal.

She hurried to keep pace with the group. They passed a brunette slave bound to a frame. The slender woman was bent forward at the waist over a horizontal bar, her ankles and wrists firmly tied to the posts of the frame near the floor. Her hair hung to the ground as she was bent over headfirst, her openings available and exposed. A blonde dominatrix with a thick, ribbed strap-on was taking her brutally. The rhythmic slapping of flesh against flesh echoed through the room.

The poor woman moaned deeply into a black ball gag that muffled her pleas. 788 could see an abundance of fluids running down her forward-bent body and thighs. She shuddered at the thought that not too long ago, she had looked similar. This is how I’ll end up too, she thought, and a shiver of fear and arousal ran through her.

The group went deeper, passing an area with stocks and bondage crosses. Some were occupied, others appeared available. Slave 788 watched a dark-skinned woman writhing on a St. Andrew’s cross while a magic wand vibrator was tied with a rope around her waist and pressed against her mound. Sweat glistened on her skin like liquid gold in the torchlight. She watched as her muscular thighs tensed and relaxed in what was obviously a long cycle of exhaustion. The woman gasped through a ring gag, saliva dripping from her chin.

They turned a corner and slowed their pace. “Your other purchase, Mr. Valverde, is just around the corner. We have already begun the specific training you requested,” said Mariana in a seductive voice.

The group stopped in front of a thick wooden pillory. The occupant was a slender, pale redhead. Slave 788 watched as something that looked like a milking machine hung from the poor woman’s dangling breasts. The transparent tubes pulsated rhythmically. The machine hummed as she could observe her tits being sucked by the device. The nipples were swollen and dark red from the constant stimulation.

“We’ve connected her to the red cow milker to prepare her nipples for the hours of milking she’ll endure as your dairy cow.” Mariana spoke as she watched Héctor place a hand on the woman’s hanging breasts.

“How long until your doctor’s medications make her lactate?” he asked, as Slave 788 watched him firmly squeeze the woman’s nearest tit. The redhead’s head shot up, and for the first time, she could see her beautiful face and the ring gag forcibly keeping her mouth open. Tears of desperation glistened in her green eyes. She recognized her as one of the first auctions of the evening and from their shared time in the display cage.

“The doctor can have her producing in about a month. We can also continue 788’s hormone treatment if you wish for her breasts to produce milk as well.” Mariana said this with a hint of sadistic pleasure in her voice.

Héctor turned to his new, valuable slave. She trembled as his hands glided over her flat, taut stomach to her naked breasts. His fingers were warm and possessive. He cupped and squeezed her round globes between his fingers, making her gasp with pleasure as the cool chain was pressed between his hand and her flesh. “These udders are nicely swollen, they are much larger than a few months ago when your company visited my country. Would you like them to swell even more, my toy?” he asked, as his gaze locked with hers.

Slave 788 felt the rough fingers kneading and teasing her breasts while his gaze demanded an answer. His eyes bored into hers, as if expecting absolute honesty. “Whatever would please my Master more...” she murmured under gasping breath. Her pussy grew wet from the way he controlled her body with his hands. I am nothing but his property, she thought, and the idea sent a shiver of arousal through her.

He smiled. “An appropriate answer, slave girl.” His hands released her breasts, and she felt them bounce slightly. “These are sufficient for what I have in mind for her at the moment. I do not intend to turn her into livestock... at least not yet.”

Slave 788 noticed a mischievous grin from Jörn as Héctor turned back to the couple. “Your dungeon cells will accommodate both my purchases, I hope?”

“We’re a bit tight in our training schedules at the moment, but they will share a cell at least initially,” Jörn replied.

“Show me,” Héctor commanded.

The group went deeper into the dungeon until the wall to their left was filled with cells. Slave 788’s eyes widened as she saw the small size of the compartments with barred doors. The cells were barely large enough for two people.

“We typically store them in these until they’ve earned the privilege of larger sleeping quarters,” said Jörn, waving them closer to a cell. Slave 788 could see inside the legs of a woman pressed against the bars, and the hair of another between her legs. Wet sounds and muffled moans came through the bars.

“We like to place new slaves in the 69 position so they know that even at rest, they are merely pleasure machines, living sex toys. You’d be surprised how some of them want to be fucked all day and desire nothing more than to lick slave pussies all night,” Mariana said mockingly.

The group went deeper until they reached a row of doors. Jörn stopped at the first one and began unlocking the door. The lock clicked loudly in the silence. As the door opened, 788 watched as two naked slaves hastily crawled to the floor. She watched as a fair-skinned blonde and a tanned brunette fell to all fours. The women quickly assumed a position on the floor, their holes presented to the door and their faces on the concrete. Their movements were fluid, perfectly rehearsed.

“We teach them to assume a slave presentation position every time the door is opened,” Jörn explained. “This position is called ‘breeding bitch.’”

“Excellent,” Héctor commented, giving Slave 788’s leash a jerk. She stumbled forward as his hand grabbed her arm and gave her a push. “Teach it to my sex toy,” he said commandingly.

788 stepped into the dark cell and slowly sank to her knees. The concrete floor was cold and rough against her skin. As she turned to look at the kneeling slaves, she felt fire spread across her exposed left buttock.

“Faster, sex slave!” She heard Mariana’s voice echo as she watched the riding crop in her hand strike hard against her flesh again.

Hurriedly, she fell to all fours and extended her hands all the way forward until her face touched the cold concrete floor. She turned her head to the side to look at the other slave girls. She exhaled, believing she had mirrored the pose.

CRACK!

“Spread your knees wider, slave! They should be touching the slave next to you,” said Mariana, delivering another blow to her bottom. The slave felt her ass begin to burn as she spread her legs wider. The burning spread like liquid fire across her skin.

CRACK!

“Ass up! Arch your back so your bottom is presented high. Show your Master or Mistress that your holes are available,” Mariana commanded as the crop tip rubbed between her spread thighs. The leather brushed over her most sensitive spot, sending shivers through her body.

“I see your skills are as advertised,” Héctor said to Mariana as she gently stroked the reddened skin of Slave 788’s buttock. “I can barely tell the difference between what belongs to me and what doesn’t.”

“Perhaps you should sample what is yours and what isn’t?” Mariana said again in a seductive tone.

“I’m just enjoying the views. What other tricks can your well-trained slaves do?” he replied, sliding a hand over Mariana’s waist.

“Collar position!” Mariana commanded.

Slave 788 watched as the two slaves beside her quickly sprang up. They turned around, set their knees wide apart, and brought their hands behind their head. Both hands seemed to gather their hair and exposed their necks for collaring. Their breasts stood proudly forward, nipples hard from cold and arousal. She quickly pushed herself up and turned to imitate them.

She felt the sting of another crop strike across her inner thigh as soon as she knelt. “Knees wider apart, slave!” was Mariana’s complaint. She spread her knees and bundled her hair behind her head, removing most of it from her neck.

SMACK!

Mariana’s crop delivered a blow to Slave 788’s left exposed breast. The pain exploded through her flesh. “Take all your hair, slave! You don’t want it pulled out when the collar is applied.”

Through the sharp, stinging pain, 788 regrasped her hair and pulled it up, making sure she gathered everything in the two hands she held behind her head. Her arms trembled with effort.

“From this position, a slave can easily have a collar applied, removed, or a leash attached,” said Mariana, taking a leash and snapping it to the collar on Slave 788’s neck.

Slave 788 shuddered as she felt the thick chain fall and come to rest between her voluptuous breasts. The cold metal lay heavy on her skin. She felt like a toy, a fuck object, a piece of meat. That’s all I am, she thought, and a mixture of shame and perverse satisfaction flowed through her. She looked up and saw a smiling Mariana along with her new and old master. Their eyes gleamed with sadistic pleasure as they looked down at their perfectly positioned new acquisition.

“What would you like next, Mr. Valverde?” asked Mariana, playing with the crop at 788’s chin. The leather slid coolly over her warm skin, and she flinched involuntarily at the gentle touch.

“My flight leaves early tomorrow. Let's take my Conejita Sucia out to play before I leave her in your capable hands for a month.” he answered, while unfastening the thin chain from 788's piercings. His fingers brushed against her sensitive nipples, and she bit her lip to suppress a moan.

“Crawl, 788!” Mariana commanded, picking up the thick leash chain and giving it a tug. The metal briefly cut into her neck before she obediently dropped to all fours. Slave 788 followed the three of them on hands and knees as they returned to the main dungeon.

The cold, damp Noth floor burned against her palms and knees. Every inch she crawled intensified the feeling of complete dehumanization. Like an animal being led to slaughter, she dragged herself slowly past scenes of sex and submission. The rhythmic clicking of Mariana's black heels echoed through the room, while the heavy chain dangled between her neck and her doppelgänger's smooth calves. I am nothing but an animal, she thought, and the idea sent a perverse shiver of excitement through her body.

The air grew thicker, filled with the sounds of lust around her – moaning, the slapping of flesh on flesh, the crack of whips. She smelled sweat, musk, and the metallic aroma of blood. Her own pussy grew wet from these sensory impressions.

The group stopped in a section of the large, spacious room that seemed full of activity. “Let's hang her up and we can discuss what modifications her new owner wishes us to make this month.” said Jörn, stopping the group and lowering a chain hanging from the ceiling. The metal clinked ominously as it descended.

He bent down and fastened 788's ever-present wrist cuffs together and then to the chain. His fingers were cold and impersonal, as if preparing meat in a slaughterhouse. He moved to a nearby wall and pressed a button that activated a winch. The mechanical humming filled the air.

788 slowly stood up as she felt her arms being pulled upward. Her muscles protested as the chain relentlessly drew her higher. The winch continued pulling until she was completely stretched upward, her shoulders burning with exertion. Jörn waited until her body was extended, her weight balanced on her tiptoes, the tendons in her calves already trembling with effort, before turning off the device.

This position was familiar to her by now – the burning strain on her wrists, the pulling in her shoulders, the desperate balancing on her tiptoes. Her body was completely exposed, every curve on display. Barely had she found her precarious balance when she felt Mariana's riding crop gently tapping against her well-formed buttocks. The leather was warm from Mariana's hand and left small red marks on her pale skin.

“So Héctor, how can we make Slave 788 into your perfect toy?” she asked seductively, while her crop made 788 twitch. Each strike was precisely calculated, just strong enough to mix pain and arousal.

Héctor stepped forward and approached 788. His presence was overwhelming – she smelled his expensive aftershave mingled with the scent of male arousal. His hands wrapped around her waist and slid over her soft skin. The touch of her new owner sent shivers down her spine, making her nipples harden. He examined her again, assessing his purchase like a breeder would an animal, considering how to optimize her for his purposes.

“Her name disappears first,” he said with his pronounced Spanish accent. His voice was deep and authoritative.

“She is no longer my former colleague Sofía Alvarez or your club slave 788.” His hands traveled up her sides, the touch possessive and demanding, making her shiver.

“She is now my sex slave, my fuck doll, my pretty doll, my Conejita Sucia,” he spoke the last expression in Spanish, rolling the words on his tongue like a caress.

Conejita Sucia, she repeated in her head. Dirty Bunny. The name burned into her consciousness, erasing the last remnants of her old identity.

His hands pulled 788's hips against his own. She felt her naked skin rubbing against the front of his expensive suit pants, the soft fabric lightly scratching her sensitive areas as he renamed her to his “Pretty Doll.” She could feel her owner's cock swelling in his pants at her new title, the hard bulge pressing against her stomach. Her own pussy grew wet at the thought of being his pretty fuck doll, juices already running down her inner thighs.

“Perhaps we should add a marking that appropriately identifies the new Conejita Sucia,” said Mariana, stepping closer. Her eyes glittered with sadistic anticipation. “Her new name tattooed on her back in beautiful script.”

Héctor turned her around, making Conejita gasp as the chain twisted her wrists. “Yes. Yes. Right here,” he said, tracing his fingers across her upper back. His touch was like a branding iron on her skin. “A Latin font, because of my heritage.”

Conejita shuddered as his hands traced the new lettering across her back. She could imagine the black ink that would be etched into her skin forever, marking her as his property. She now looked at Mariana and watched as she lowered her head and took her left nipple into her mouth. The warm, wet lips enclosed it completely, and she felt Mariana's sweet lips sucking on her breast and playing with her nipple ring between her teeth. The metal clicked against Mariana's teeth, sending vibrations through her entire chest.

“Any additional piercings you'd like to see...” asked Jörn from behind the trio, his voice professionally detached.

“For her purpose as my toy, I would prefer to have her rings replaced with barbells,” said Héctor, while his hands roamed over her buttocks and hips, each touch possessive. “I must confess that I've always preferred my slave girls with lip piercings and navel jewelry.”

More metal in my body, thought Conejita, and the idea of needles piercing through her flesh made her simultaneously shudder and become aroused.

“We can arrange that,” said Jörn. “Which lip and which side?” He watched as Héctor tilted Conejita’s head back and their lips met. The chain above her clinked with the movement. Jörn observed as his two companions eagerly touched the petite Latin beauty who was so strictly bound.

“Lower lip, left side,” said Héctor, as Conejita’s lips parted from his. A thin thread of saliva still connected them for a moment. “Septum ring too.” His hand slid between her buttocks in search of her pussy. Two fingers easily penetrated her wet slit, her juices facilitating the entry as he fingered his property.

“Those can be quite humiliating,” said Jörn with a smile, watching as Conejita moaned and writhed between Héctor and Mariana. Mariana had switched breasts and was wetting Conejita’s breasts with her saliva, leaving glistening trails on her skin.

“They can be, but they make it easy to identify my property when necessary,” said Héctor, while his fingers fucked her dripping wet pussy. The squelching sound of her wetness filled the air.

Jörn pulled out his phone and began taking notes. “We can fulfill all these requests. How would you like her breast marked, where ‘Owner’ is written?”

“Our company logo will suffice, it’s a long-standing symbol of our family, and in the appropriate ink to match her tattoo, it will be enough. We’ll perform the branding ourselves when the time comes. We brand our slaves in-house.” His hand moved to the back of Conejita’s left thigh, just below her buttocks, marking the spot with his thumb.

She moaned and gasped, knowing that his hand was marking the spot where the hot branding iron would sear and burn her skin. The thought of the glowing metal burning into her flesh made her tremble with perverse excitement. She squeezed and clenched her pussy tightly around the invading fingers, to show him that his Conejita would willingly accept her brand, along with the pain that came with it. She threw her head back in complete lust as his fingers moved faster, massaging her inner walls.

“You’ve already said her breasts are fine as they are. Would you like any other changes made to her outward appearance?” asked Jörn, as he observed the scene, his own arousal clearly visible.

“Yes...” said Héctor, his fingers moving faster, pumping in and out of her soaked opening. Both Mariana and Conejita were moaning as they pleasured each other, their voices blending in a symphonic chorus of desire. “She’s fit, and I want her to stay that way. Schedule at least one hour of exercise and physical exertion daily for her.”

His own cock pressed against his pants and against her naked thigh as he contemplated how he would change her. The heat of his member burned through the fabric. He thought her partners and colleagues would never recognize her once he was finished with her. He could lead her right into her old office, throw her naked body onto her old desk and let employee after employee have their way with her, without anyone knowing who the new office slut was.

“I’ve always liked my fuck toys blonde...” he said cruelly, his voice dripping with contempt. “A blonde Latina practically screams pretty fuck doll, don’t you think?”

“Permission to come, Master?” begged Conejita, as she heard his words. The thought of losing her natural hair color, further erasing her identity, drove her to the edge of madness. She had been close to her limit, but the thought of being made blonde pushed her over the edge.

“I think not...” he said, withdrawing his fingers and stepping back. His wet fingers glistened with her juices. “I expect her to receive intensive orgasm training. My slaves are expected to come on command and never before permission is granted.”

Mariana smiled devilishly, her eyes sparkling with sadistic anticipation. “That happens to be one of my specialties.” She gazed deeply into the hanging and now dangling Conejita’s brown eyes, as if studying her soul.

Conejita breathed slowly, struggling to come down from the high of her near-climax. Her body began to glisten with sweat, droplets running between her breasts and down her stomach, and she knew that Mariana would push her to her limits. She didn’t hear Héctor dropping his pants, but she felt him return and firmly grasp the inside of her thighs. His hands spread her thighs wide and lifted them higher, positioning her to be impaled on his stiff member.

She watched as Mariana fell to her knees between her obscenely spread legs and sucked Héctor’s thick cock that protruded beneath her pussy. Mariana’s tongue circled the head, licking off the pre-ejaculation fluid. She licked the thick cock once and Héctor simply said: “She will also need extensive anal training.” Conejita squirmed and moaned, knowing what would come next, her body tensing with anticipation and fear.

She had had a whole week of anal sex for preparation, but as her new Master pressed his head against her rosebud, she flinched and did her best to relax. The pressure was intense, relentless. It did little to alleviate the intense pain she felt around him as he slowly entered her. Inch by painful inch he impaled her, using her own weight to make her sink deeper. Her muscles protested against the invasion, burning with exertion. She screamed loudly in a mixture of pain and pleasure, her voice echoing through the dungeon.

Mariana was now standing next to Conejita’s face, her lips wet from Héctor’s cock. “Tell your new Master how good his cock feels in your slave ass. You know exactly what your holes are made for,” she whispered in her ear and grinned victoriously, her warm breath tickling Conejita’s skin.

“Agh! Thank you Master for using your Conejita Sucia’s holes. I promise to use them however you command,” she said through the pain of his slow fucking of her ass. Each thrust sent shockwaves through her body. She felt her perfect tight buttocks flattening each time she was impaled when he lifted her up and let her fall back down.

“Keep telling him what a good fuck toy you are...” Mariana said sensually as she knelt down again to place her lips on Conejita’s dripping pussy. The combination of Héctor’s brutal anal sex and Mariana’s gentle tongue was overwhelming. Conejita screamed again as Mariana sucked her throbbing clitoris between her lips and licked her shaved mound, her tongue dancing across her most sensitive flesh.

“Fuck me, Master... fuck my ass... use it for your pleasure... Thank you, Mistress, for pleasuring my clitoris... please allow me to come for you both...” Conejita begged and moaned as the pair used her like their toy. Her words mingled with her screams of pleasure.

“No...” was sternly said behind her as Héctor increased his pace, his hips slapping against her buttocks. “A good fuck doll ensures those pleasuring her reach their climax first.”

Conejita moaned deeply, feeling his cock repeatedly piercing her ass while being denied the relief of pleasure that Mariana’s tongue brought. Her muscles clenched around his invading hardness, a desperate attempt to maintain control while her body screamed for satisfaction.

“I’ll make sure she has control over her slutty orgasms by the time of shipping,” said Mariana before vibrating her lips against Conejita’s mound. The words echoed through Conejita’s consciousness like a sentence. “She’ll come on command and hold back until permission is granted,” she murmured while continuing to pleasure her.

Conejita felt her mind beginning to fade between pleasure and pain. The anal sex hurt, but the pain only seemed to make her pussy more aroused. Each brutal thrust sent shockwaves through her lower body that mingled with the tender torture of Mariana’s tongue. She felt Mariana’s expert tongue slip between her lips and begin to slowly fuck her dripping slit. The wetness was already dripping down her thighs, treacherous and unstoppable. She fought against the urge to come hard on Mariana’s face, her fists clenching in their restraints.

“How would you like to proceed with her birth control?” said Jörn, stepping closer. His voice was businesslike, as if discussing an object. “We can make her especially fertile or prevent her reproduction entirely.”

Conejita’s heart skipped a beat. They were talking about her body as if she wasn’t present, as if she was already just a thing.

“I don’t... want her... to be able... to bear children...” said Héctor between thrusts. Each word underscored his power and control over her body. His hands dug deeper into her hips as if marking his possession.

“I’ll inform our doctor when he performs the other modifications,” said Jörn, running a hand over Conejita’s flat, taut, bouncing stomach. His thoughts drifted for a moment to how beautiful she would look crawling around with a child in her belly. His fingers lingered on her skin, warm and possessive. He found it a shame that her owner didn’t see the same potential for her young, fertile body. As he removed his hand, he made a mental note to ensure the doctor made the process temporary, in case her owner changed his mind and a new master felt as he did.

Conejita heard every word of their brief conversation. Something about her owner controlling her bodily functions brought her even closer to an edge she didn’t want to reach. The humiliation burned in her chest, perversely mixing with arousal. She felt Mariana pressing her tongue against her clitoris and rubbing it back and forth, circular motions that drove her close to madness.

“Please Master... please!! I’m about to come...” she begged shamelessly. Her voice broke with desperation.

“Not before I’m finished, Conejita!” he growled and thrust harder. His hips slapped against her buttocks with a rhythmic clapping that echoed through the room.

Mariana, knowing how harshly she could be punished, doubled her efforts as she pushed two fingers into her pussy and frantically licked her clitoris. Her fingertips searched for the spot she knew would end her struggle and lead to harsh punishment. She knew Conejita’s body too well, knew exactly how to break her.

The moment Mariana’s manicured fingers rubbed Conejita’s G-spot, she tensed in one final attempt to resist. Her muscles contracted, her entire body trembling with effort. It was futile as pleasure overwhelmed the now sweat-soaked, restrained Latina. “I’m sorry, Master... damn it... please forgive your Conejita!” she begged as she experienced a consciousness-shattering orgasm. Her screams filled the room, raw and desperate.

He growled behind her. “You will be punished for that.” His voice was cold as steel.

“Please punish me, Master!” she responded. “Your Conejita is so sorry...” she said, rubbing her mound against Mariana’s hand and mouth, unable to control her movements.

Héctor continued thrusting while Mariana stood up and kissed the bouncing Conejita hard on the lips. She could feel that Mariana’s face was covered with her own juices and tasted it on her tongue – salty and bitter. As Mariana broke the kiss, she smiled devilishly. “She’s all ready for you, darling...”

Conejita’s eyes widened as she noticed that Jörn had dropped his pants. His cock was already hard and ready. She felt Héctor slow his thrusting and reposition his grip on her thighs to spread them wide for Jörn. He stepped up to her, and she felt his chiseled abdomen press against her petite, flat lower belly. His scent enveloped her – musk and power. Her gaze traveled downward to where her wet, opened slit was ready to receive the tip of Jörn’s thick member.

The men moved in synchronization as Jörn's hands moved to her buttocks to lift and pull her closer. His fingers dug into her flesh. She wrapped her legs tightly around him while he spread her buttocks for Héctor. Héctor's hands moved upward to knead her breasts from behind, his fingers rolling her nipples between them. They slowly began to double penetrate her.

Her first orgasm rolled almost seamlessly into a second as the two men took her petite body. Their two cocks pierced her relentlessly, separated only by the thinnest membrane. The pressure was overwhelming, filling her completely. She cried out under the pressure and pleasure as they slowly glided in and out of her, using her body for their pleasure. She tensed up and held back her orgasm to avoid further punishment.

“Thank you... Master Jörn... for using my pussy... Thank you... Master Héctor... for using my ass... Your slave... worships your cocks... come inside this slave... fill me with cock... and cum...” Conejita gasped between the thrusts of her double penetration. The words came automatically, burned into her consciousness.

“She knows exactly what to say...” said Héctor, thrusting harder and deeper. His voice was full of satisfaction.

Jörn smiled. “We didn’t have to teach her that... she’s always been a good little fuck slut...” His own pace increased to match Héctor’s. Their bodies found a brutal rhythm.

Héctor moaned and squeezed her breasts firmly as he approached his own climax. His fingers left red marks on her skin. He had been fucking her tight opening long enough that he could no longer hold back. He thrust deep inside and remained in her tight hole. Jörn, knowing he was coming to completion, held Conejita deep down so her owner could finish.

Conejita felt her owner’s cock swelling in her ass, hardening and then pulsating. His hot semen shot forth and filled her bowels with burning warmth. She almost shed tears of emotion as her new owner released his first load into his new possession. She felt him pull out and clenched her buttocks to keep his load inside her for as long as possible.

It was difficult as Jörn began fucking her again and holding her up. She bounced up and down on him, enjoying the feeling of his cock. A cock that had drawn so many orgasms from her body over the past months. She felt semen seeping from her bouncing ass while Jörn repeatedly thrust balls-deep into her.

She looked deep into his eyes as he fucked her. Her voice became quiet, almost a whisper: “Fuck me, Master... use my pussy... fill it... fill it again... that’s what I’m good for...” She leaned close to his ear and whispered so quietly that only he could hear: “Breed me... I know you want to... breed this slave...”

For a moment, Jörn lost his concentration, as if she had pressed a fetish button he had never told her about. His eyes narrowed, and she saw something wild flicker in them. He felt a moment of weakness, as if she had found a gap in his dominant armor. Their gazes met as he watched her lips silently repeating the sentence that only the two of them would hear. “Breed me, Master...” her lips formed.

With that, he thrust deep inside and paused. His cock penetrated her as deeply as possible, and he felt it swelling, hardening, and beginning to pulse. His balls pressed firmly against her and began pumping his seed deep into her wet slit. He pulled her body tightly against his and felt her using her wrists to move slightly up and down as she rode his spurting cock.

“Please, Master Héctor... may this Conejita... come on Master Jörn’s cock?” she begged loudly. Her voice trembled with exertion.

“You may...” said Héctor. “You have now pleased two of your superiors.”

Conejita squeezed her slit and used her restraints to move up and down as she fucked Jörn’s cock that was still spurting inside her. It took only a few seconds before she reached her climax and came on his cock, which was still filling her womb with his thick loads. “Thank you... both... Masters...” Her voice was barely more than a gasp.

Jörn let her ride out her orgasm and carefully withdrew his thick member when she was finished. He avoided eye contact with her and coldly dropped her thighs, causing her to jerk at her wrists before her feet reached the floor. His coldness was sudden and brutal.

She searched for a sign of his satisfaction but saw none. He seemed angry with her, and she questioned her own decision to please him by begging to be bred. Even though it was a hollow request, as she knew her owner’s decision to prevent this. In that moment, she had thought it was exactly what he wanted to hear, but now she regretted the comment. Panic rose in her chest.

“Mariana,” said Héctor. “Why don’t you devise an imaginative punishment suitable for a slave who can’t stop herself from coming like a bitch in heat?”

Jörn and Héctor seemed to step out of earshot while Mariana smiled and hastily made preparations for Conejita’s just punishment. Her smile was cold and calculating.

“I would prefer if Mariana took over her training from now on,” said Jörn away from Conejita’s suspended body. His voice had become distant.

“After what I’ve heard, that will be more than acceptable. Are you losing interest in this one?” asked Héctor.

Jörn smiled. “You could say something like that.” He turned around. “She has been used and has performed exceptionally well with all male partners. I think a final feminine touch will transform her into the perfect fuck doll you desire.”

“It’s your dungeon and your training plan. I expect Mariana to keep me updated via Skype and email about Conejita’s and my new Hucow’s progress,” replied Héctor.

“She will gladly provide you with daily updates and apply your recommended training methods,” he said with a nod as he got dressed to leave. “I think I’ll check on your other purchase while Mariana and you are more intensely occupied with Conejita here.”

“Thank you very much, Señor,” said Héctor as he turned and saw Mariana attaching electric shock probes to Conejita’s mound of Venus, labia, and breasts. The cold metal contacts stuck to her sensitive skin like icy spiders. “This should be interesting,” he said, watching as Mariana turned up the dial and Conejita’s screams echoed throughout the room. The first electric shock tore through her body like liquid fire, and she realized that her true training had only just begun.


Chapter 5

It was hours later in the early morning when Conejita was led to her cell. Her entire body ached from Mariana’s cruel punishment. Electric shock rods had been used at various intensities to make her muscles twitch and burn. Mariana and Héctor had then discussed in detail how he wanted her whipped. He had demonstrated precisely on Conejita’s back and buttocks how her punishment would look in his house.

She felt the burning welts on her thighs, back, and buttocks as she waited for the small cage door to open. Each step sent pulsating waves of pain through her abused skin. The metallic smell of blood and sweat still clung to her, mixed with the scent of her own arousal – a confusing reminder of how her body had responded despite everything. Inside, she could see the sleeping figure of the redheaded Hucow who was to become her slave sister.

“Get inside, Conejita, you little slut,” said Mariana, using the folded end of the single-tail whip she had beaten her with to push her forward. The leather struck her already battered ribs, making her wince.

Conejita saw the redhead’s feet pointing toward the entrance of the small cell and slowly crawled in to take her position. The tiny cell was barely 6 feet long with an opening and dimensions of about 3 feet by 3 feet. It was just large enough for two naked women to fit snugly pressed against each other. The cold concrete scraped against her knees as she squeezed deeper inside. Mariana struck her bare feet with the whip to hurry her along, each lash sending electric pain through her calves.

Once inside, she heard the loud clang of the cage door closing and locking, leaving Conejita and the Hucow alone in the small concrete dungeon. Darkness enveloped them like a heavy blanket. She watched as the redhead stirred and opened her eyes. From this close proximity, Conejita recognized the beauty of the green-eyed, red-haired woman.

Her gaze drifted down to the freckled chest of the woman, whose breasts were naturally large but would soon be further enlarged by the drugs and milking. She could see red rings around her pink nipples where the suction cups had worked them for hours. The swollen nipples still glistened wet from the treatment.

“Do they still hurt?” Conejita asked softly, as her eyes traveled back to the woman’s beautiful face. Her voice was hoarse from the screams of the past hours.

“They throb a little, but that’s surely nothing compared to these...” said the redhead, running her pale hand over Conejita’s breast where Mariana had landed a stray whip strike, leaving a deep red welt. Her touch was feather-light, but Conejita still flinched.

“That feels better,” moaned Conejita as her cellmate gently squeezed her breast. The warmth of the stranger’s hand soothed the burning pain and replaced it with something else – something forbidden and enticing. “My name...” she hesitated, “is Conejita Sucia.” She used her new title and felt the words bitter on her tongue.

“I’m La Zorra Lechera, at least that’s the new name our owner has given me. I was Sydney Eagle and then Slave 781, but for the next year I’m just a Hucow,” said the redhead submissively. Her voice carried a strange mixture of resignation and restrained excitement. “Actually, I’m a reporter writing a story about alternative lifestyles, but somehow I ended up here.”

“I imagine you’ll have quite an interesting story to write in a year. My slavery is permanent,” said Conejita with a hint of resignation. The words hung heavily between them, a truth that silenced them both.

Sydney’s eyes widened. “Permanent? Oh wow. No hope of release... that’s another level of excitement.” Her soft hand glided over Conejita’s bruised and shocked stomach between her legs. The touch sent shivers through Conejita’s abused skin. “How many times did our owner use you tonight?” she asked, feeling the dried semen on the Latina’s thighs.

“Twice, both times in my ass,” said Conejita, returning the tender touches as her own hands moved to Sydney’s smooth-shaven, pale mound. Her fingers glided over the soft, warm skin and felt the moisture already gathering there. “Were you allowed to fuck with the Master tonight?” she asked in return, feeling the same dried semen and wetness that Sydney surely felt between her own legs.

“No... but I was allowed to spend a few hours with Master Jörn. Was it your pussy I tasted on him? He let me suck him in the stocks and then fucked my pussy hard until he came inside me twice,” said Sydney, moving closer and kissing Conejita’s lips. Her lips tasted salty and sweet at the same time.

“Yes...” said Conejita as she broke the kiss. Her breathing was heavy, and she felt her arousal building despite the pain. “It’s his cum you feel dripping from my well-fucked pussy. I think I angered him tonight.”

“Sweetie, he didn’t seem angry when he visited me. Whatever you did with him before he came to me... keep doing it and send him my way,” she said with a wink. Her green eyes twinkled mischievously in the dim light. “He fucked me stupid and made me love every second of it. I can’t explain to you the pleasure when your tits are being milked while you’re cumming on his exquisite cock. I lost count of my orgasms.”

“Maybe we can switch places for a day, and I’ll find out,” said Conejita, sliding two fingers into Sydney’s pussy. The redhead was already wet and hot, her walls eagerly gripping Conejita’s fingers. In sync, the two fingered each other sensually. The cold concrete cell they were in soon heated up with the warm naked bodies rubbing against each other. Their skin glistened in the dim light from sweat and arousal.

“Do you think they’ll punish us if we have an orgasm?” asked Conejita, moaning deeply at Sydney’s slender fingers finding her most sensitive spot.

“Let’s find out,” said Sydney with a mischievous grin. Her fingers moved faster as they circled Conejita’s clit.

Within minutes, their cries of pleasure mingled with those from other cells along the wall. They weren't the only slaves sacrificing sleep to comfort their cellmates. Conejita's body tensed as waves of pleasure rolled through her, transforming the pain of her punishment into something sweeter.

Once both had reached their climax, their bodies still trembling from the aftershocks, they cuddled together, legs intertwined, and drifted into sleep. Conejita's last conscious perception was Sydney's warm breath on her neck and the soothing throb of her heartbeat. They knew that the wake-up call would come in just a few hours, and a full day of training would be waiting for them.


Chapter 6

Conejita and her cellmate Sydney dozed on the hard surface of their tiny cell. The cool, damp dungeon air crept into their lungs, giving both slaves the feeling of a brutal prison. Metal groaned above them. Drops fell somewhere in the darkness. The cramped cell, too small for freedom of movement except pressed against each other, at least insulated their bodies through mutual warmth. Sydney’s breath tickled warmly against Conejita’s neck as their naked thighs touched.

Hours later, the sound of a baton striking against the bars of each cell echoed through the space. The metallic clanging tore through the silence like fingernails on a chalkboard.

“Breakfast!” announced the man with the hard wooden club as he pushed a metal dog bowl through a gap in the bars. The metal scraped across stone.

Groggily, Conejita reached out her hand as both of them pressed against the cell walls to lift the bowl. She almost regretted it when she saw the lumpy gruel and detected the acrid smell. The unmistakable scent of semen rose to her nostrils – salty, bitter, unmistakable. She gave Sydney an embarrassed look. Her stomach growled rebelliously as both girls dipped their fingers into the bowl and brought the mixture to their hungry mouths to calm their rebelling stomachs. The consistency stuck to their teeth. Sweet and disgusting at the same time.

Within moments, both women had licked the bowl clean, trying to extract every last drop of energy from the food. Their tongues scraped across the cold metal. Both jumped when the baton crashed against the bars of their cell, making them rattle. Then the door was unlocked – the lock clicking like a death sentence – and a strong hand grabbed both naked women by the ankles and dragged them out, causing them to land roughly on the dungeon floor. Stone cooled their skin.

“Inspection time! To the line, you sluts!” the cruel man growled at the pair. His voice echoed off the walls. Sydney was the first to stand up and notice that all cells were being emptied and their occupants were frantically crawling to a white line on the floor located a few steps in front of the row of cells. Naked bodies moved like shadows.

Sydney grabbed Conejita’s wrist and pulled her up, and both quickly crawled to the line. They watched as the experienced slaves all assumed the same position – on their knees, hands clasped behind their necks, chests thrust forward to present their breasts. Flesh displayed as merchandise.

Conejita’s heart raced as she mimicked the pose and felt her nipples harden as her rings swung slightly forward with her breasts. The metal was cold against her heated skin. She watched as more women joined them and tried to hastily assume position. She directed her gaze forward and saw several men and women standing in front of the line, pacing back and forth. Their steps clicked rhythmically across the stone.

“Which one was last?!” a cruel woman shouted loudly into the group. Her voice cut through the air.

“Her!” said a guard, shoving a busty blonde to the floor in front of the line. Her body hit hard.

The tall brunette mistress stepped forward and grabbed the blonde by the hair. Her fingers dug into the golden strands.

“Be a dumb slut and suck my cock while we talk, doll...” she said cruelly, and Conejita could now see a thick black strap-on dildo protruding from her hips. The woman wore a black latex suit that clung to every inch and curve of her body. The material gleamed under the cold light. Conejita watched as the blonde began to suck the fake cock back and forth while the woman began to speak. Saliva ran down her chin.

“My name is Mistress Lola, and I will be assigning duties this morning.” She reached behind for her clipboard, which was being held by a nearby guard. Her free hand guided the blonde deeper.

“For those of you who are new, I will explain your schedule only once, so listen carefully.” She grabbed the blonde by the back of the head and began to fuck her face. Gagging sounds filled the air.

“You’ve already had breakfast. Then you get 30 minutes to shit, shower, and shave. After that, it’s off to your assigned areas.” Her gaze swept over the row of slaves like a predator surveying its prey.

Conejita watched as the pale, black-haired woman looked at the clipboard and then looked up. “Send these three upstairs to the bondage glory holes,” she ordered, seeming to start at the far left. Her voice was cold as steel.

She continued on, assigning slave after slave their duty for the day until her gaze fell on Sydney and Conejita. A cruel smile flitted across her face. “You two are visiting the doctor this morning for owner-ordered modifications. I can’t wait to see what you’ll look like when you return...” The smile never reached her eyes.

Rough hands grabbed Conejita and Sydney and pulled them to their feet. They were taken to a dark communal shower room, where the guard roughly pushed them to the floor. Their knees hit the wet tiles. The guard turned on the showers, and both felt the ice-cold water rain down on them.

It hit their skin like a thousand pinpricks. A bar of soap and a cheap razor sat on a shelf on the wall, and both hastily began to scrub and shave their bodies. The water ran in salty streams down their faces.

Half an hour later, the water was turned off. Conejita and Sydney shivered together in the cool shower. Their teeth chattered. Finally, a guard attached a leash to their collars, bound their hands behind their backs, and dragged them out of the showers. The leather cut into their wrists.

The group climbed the stairs, and Conejita’s wet feet left imprints with each step. The echo of their footsteps reverberated through the stairwell. After a few moments, they were shoved into a small metal cage in the examination room to wait for the doctor’s arrival. Conejita pressed against Sydney, seeking warmth and comfort.

Almost an hour passed before the doctor walked through the double doors, closely followed by a dark-haired woman in a latex nurse outfit. Conejita watched as the beauty turned around and looked at the pair in the cage. She bent over completely and smiled at the two of them. Her breasts pressed against the tight material.

“Our first patients of the day!” she said in a cheerful tone. “Hello! I’m Nurse Tina.” She adjusted her glasses on her narrow nose. Conejita and Sydney both examined the nurse’s skin-tight clothing. The latex shone like a second skin.

She was of average height, but curvier than Sydney and Conejita. Her hips were wide and matched her full chest, and the latex clung tightly to her. She wore matching white stilettos with her fake nurse’s dress. Her movements were smooth, almost feline.

“I like these two, Doctor. The Mexican-looking one is hot...” She straightened up again. “Which one do you want first?” Her tongue licked across her lips.

Conejita’s gaze moved to the doctor, who was reading a clipboard, obviously a detailed list of what was to be done with them. “Give me the milk cow first. She can heal while I modify the Latina.” His voice was emotionless, professional.

“Yes, Sir.” The brunette saluted as she unlocked the cage and grabbed the redhead’s leash. “Come on, little moo cow,” she said playfully. “Let’s prepare you for your new life.” Her fingers stroked Sydney’s cheek.

Conejita watched as Sydney was silently led away. She observed as the nurse spread her in handcuffs and secured her standing. Metal clicked against metal. The doctor approached, and Conejita watched as he turned on a hair clipper. The electric buzzing filled the room. “How well did she shave?” he asked, while the nurse let her hands glide over the slave’s smooth, pale skin.

“She did an excellent job. Very smooth,” Tina praised. Her fingers wandered between Sydney’s legs.

“Let’s make her head match her legs...” he said coldly as he shaved off a strip of her red curls right in the middle of her head. Conejita’s eyes widened in shock as waves of Sydney’s hair fell down her back onto the floor. Red strands like blood on the white linoleum. When he was finished, she watched as the nurse rubbed cream over her stubbly head and handed the doctor a razor. The nurse then began sweeping the long red hair from the floor while the doctor shaved the woman’s head. The blade scraped across skin.

Conejita shuddered in her cage and tried to remember what Héctor had said about her own hair. She ran her slender fingers through the curly black strands and tried to recall his words from the previous evening. Would she be shaved too? She curled into a ball and watched as the doctor and nurse continued working on Sydney. Her nails dug into her palms.

“Look up...” the doctor ordered, while the nurse wiped the remaining hair and cream from Sydney’s head. Conejita could see the needle in his hand as he pulled it up to Sydney’s face. The metal gleamed threateningly. “Hold absolutely still and keep looking up,” he commanded.

Sydney never saw his hand place the sharp tip at her nostril. In a blur of movement, he pierced her septum and pulled out the sharp needle while the former redhead screamed. Blood dripped onto her lips. Conejita gripped the bars of her cage as she watched the doctor wipe her nose and then pull a thick metal ring through her septum. The metal gleamed against her pale flesh.

“The branding next, Sir?” asked the nurse. Her voice was hungry.

“Her owner wants her branded upon arrival in Spain. Administer the fertility treatments, and I’ll administer the lactation hormones,” he told the nurse as they left the sobbing and hanging woman.

Needles were injected into her buttocks by the nurse and into her breasts by the doctor. Sydney flinched with each prick. Both syringes emptied their contents to modify the slave’s body according to her master’s wishes. Conejita could only watch as they transformed Sydney into the perfect breeding and milking slave. Her own nipples hardened with fear and forbidden arousal.

“We’re done for now. She’ll need daily refreshers until shipping, but get the Latina slut out and place her next to her,” he ordered. His eyes fixed on Conejita like a predator.

Conejita crawled out of her cage, stood up and walked to the restraints hanging next to Sydney. She examined closely the damage that had been done while the redhead sobbed. Sydney’s bald head gleamed under the light. She spread her legs and hands to submit to the coming restraint. The nurse closed shackles on each wrist and ankle cuff. Then Conejita felt the nurse’s soft, perfectly manicured nails stroking up and down her body. It was the same ring-shaped device that had locked her up a week ago.

The touch was erotic and sent shivers down her spine as she knew the woman was inspecting the shave she had done that morning in the cold shower. The woman’s fingers lastly stroked over her mound to ensure it was as smooth as her legs. Conejita pushed her hips forward into the woman’s hand. Her pussy pulsed despite the fear.

“This one is hot and ready, Sir,” she said and kissed Conejita’s shoulder blade. Her lips were warm and moist. She watched as the doctor inspected the clipboard one last time before turning on the hair clipper, while an evil smile spread across his face. She felt the nurse place a damp cloth over her mouth and nose. She was helpless as she inhaled the sweet aroma and her eyelids grew heavy and closed. The darkness swallowed her like a hungry beast.

* * *

It was the sound that first tore Conejita from her drug-induced slumber. Her heavy eyelids opened slowly to reveal an enormous full-length mirror across from her. The cold fluorescent light burned in her eyes like acid as her consciousness slowly fought through the fog of sedation. Her gaze wandered to the left, where she could watch in the mirror as Sydney was brutally taken from behind by the doctor. The now bald redhead was completely bent forward, wrists bound to her ankles. Her head was forced upward while the nurse straddled her face with spread legs, obviously enjoying the attention of her mouth. The rhythmic slapping of flesh on flesh echoed through the sterile room, mixed with muffled cries of pleasure.

Dazed, Conejita turned her attention away from the threesome to slowly focus on the throbbing she felt in her own body. Each heartbeat sent waves of pain through her nerve endings. Her upper back ached, as did a small spot on her left breast. She was still completely spread and restrained standing, her muscles cramped from hours of immobility. She moved her breasts to identify the cause of the pain, feeling the fresh wounds pulling at her skin as she did so.

The tattoo on her left breast reading "Property of..." had received an additional marking next to it. Upon closer inspection, she recognized the new tattoo as Héctor's company logo. It was a symbol she had seen many times when reviewing her own company's finances with his. Now it would mark her skin as a sign of her submission, forever burned into her flesh like a brand on cattle.

She noticed that her nipple rings had been replaced with silver studs. Metal studs adorned both sides of her darker nipples, which were still swollen and sensitive from the procedure. The cold metal sent shivers through her body with every slight movement. Slowly she became aware that her dark hair no longer reached her breast line as her gaze traveled upward.

Conejita gasped loudly when her eyes fell on her face. Her hair had been cut short and now fell just above the metal collar. It had been dyed to an almost white platinum blonde, which was disorienting. She felt dizzy as she looked through the same eyes but saw a completely different face. The strange woman in the mirror stared back at her with her own eyes, yet all familiarity was gone.

She also felt the pain in her nose, where a thick septum ring hung over her upper lip. Her lower left lip was also adorned with a matching silver ring. She moved her mouth and noticed the leather-wrapped gag between her teeth. She felt the wetness on her breasts from saliva that had flowed from the gag during her unconsciousness. The salty taste of leather filled her mouth as her tongue pressed against the foreign object.

Conejita noticed a strange sensation between her legs and directed her gaze there. In the mirror, she caught a glimpse of something shiny. She pushed her hips forward as far as the restraints allowed. Her heart raced as she saw and now understood what was causing this feeling: a silver ring hung from her left labia. The metal was still warm from her body, and she felt it tugging at her sensitive skin with every movement.

The changes were dizzying to the restrained Latina. She had evolved from a successful businesswoman to an auctioned sex slave and now to a modified sex toy. She examined her entire appearance in the mirror again—the new tattoos, the new piercings, and now the shorter blonde hair. She wondered if anyone from her former life would still recognize her. The woman in the mirror was a stranger, an object created for male pleasure.

“The doctor also administered a form of permanent birth control.” A familiar female voice sounded behind her. “Your new owner doesn’t have to worry about him or his friends filling your belly with a bastard. The hormones will also ensure your monthly friend no longer comes to visit.” Mariana laughed as she placed her head next to Conejita’s and spoke to her through the mirror. Her warm breath tickled Conejita’s ear as her words seeped like poison into her consciousness.

Seeing the face of the woman she had been tricked with and had switched places with was equally confusing. No one would believe now that this blonde slave and Mariana could be twins. Conejita let her head sink in defeat as Mariana continued to torment her. The weight of her new reality pressed down on her shoulders like a millstone.

“I like you better as a blonde. Dumb blonde slut who fucks anything with a dick...” She ran a hand between Conejita’s forcibly spread legs. “Pierced and tattooed like a trophy. I especially like your new name written across your shoulder blades.” Her words made Conejita realize where the pain on her upper back was coming from. Mariana’s fingers glided over her sensitive skin as if admiring a work of art.

“Your new owner requested some rather interesting modifications. Let’s take you out to play.” Mariana released the handcuffs at her wrists and ankles. Blood rushed back into Conejita’s numb limbs, and she staggered as her legs bore her weight.

Mariana locked Conejita’s wrists behind her back with a padlock and led her by the leash past the still-fucking threesome of doctor, nurse, and bald-headed hucow. “Let’s find a place in the club to display Héctor’s new trophy.” Mariana led her into the main room. The leash pulled at Conejita’s collar, and she stumbled on unsteady legs behind her tormentor.

The pair entered the empty room, and Mariana continued pulling on her leash toward the entrance hall. “It’s going to be crowded tonight. I should place you in a good spot.” Mariana led her to the club entrance. Her bare feet glided over the cold marble floor, and she shivered in the air-conditioned air.

They stopped and Conejita saw exactly what Mariana had in mind for her. To the left of the door was a vertical metal pole with cuffs near the bottom. The pole was fixed to the floor, with a torpedo-shaped metal attachment at the top that Conejita knew would be pushed inside her. The cold metal gleamed threateningly in the light. Mariana knelt down and produced a pair of black high heels for Conejita. “Left foot first, slave,” she commanded.

Conejita allowed Mariana to put the high heels on her feet, bringing her to the perfect height to be impaled by the pole. The leather of the shoes was cold against her skin. Then she felt Mariana opening her handcuffs and sliding her wrists into black leather gloves. Mariana took her time tightening and buckling the straps, rendering her hands useless. Then Mariana took a spreader bar and connected it to the hooks at the end of each glove.

Conejita felt the bar being pulled up by a cable, slowly raising her arms. She felt the tension in her arms as she was lifted up and stood on tiptoe. She was lifted even higher until her feet left the ground, and Mariana swung her naked body into position. Conejita looked down and saw the cold phallus beneath her legs as Mariana, with a sadistic smile, slowly lowered her to be impaled. She bit hard into the gag as the metal rod slid past her new labial ring, sending a cool shiver down her spine.

Inch by inch it slid into her as she gasped and moaned into the gag. The cold metal stretched her mercilessly, and she felt her body resisting the invasion. Saliva sprayed onto her heaving breast as she finally felt her heels touch the ground. Ankle cuffs were closed around her ankles, fixing her legs to the metal pole she was forced to ride. Her bound and naked body formed a perfect "Y" shape, displayed at the entrance of the club.

Mariana adjusted Conejita’s new blonde hair and took 15 minutes to apply makeup. With skilled hands, she transformed Conejita’s face into a perfect mask of submission. With her now perfectly made-up slave girl face, Mariana stepped back to admire her form. “Aren’t you a doll, a real 'Conejita.' Your new modifications will have plenty of time to heal while you’re on display.” She took a photo of Conejita with her phone. “For Héctor...” she commented as she sent him the picture.

Conejita writhed in her bondage and the strange pleasure of the metal phallus forced into her pussy. Her wet walls gripped it tightly, but it felt so foreign and strange inside her. She felt the humiliation of her position and how soon club members would be greeted by her presence. Her body began to respond to the constant stimulation despite her shame.

She watched as Mariana wrote on a small white board that hung on the wall beside her.

Name: Conejita Sucia

Origin: Peru

Status: Sold Sex Toy

-Touching allowed, but do not damage-

Mistress Mariana

Conejita moaned into her gag as she read the humiliating words. She had seen slaves displayed at the entrance before and knew this was a service for the entire night. She knew men and women would enter and the first thing they would do would be to knead her breasts or spank her naked ass. She herself had playfully done the same when she and Jörn arrived late at the club, usually after intense sex in the parking lot. The irony of her situation burned in her consciousness.

“Adios Conejita,” Mistress Mariana said mockingly, then turned and left the displayed slave girl to her fate. A decoration for the door, barely more than a wall ornament. Her naked, exposed body on complete display for the club members. She began to feel the pain of her new modifications again, the piercings, her new chest and back tattoos. Then she felt a hole in her stomach as she remembered Mariana’s words about “permanent birth control.” Had the doctor done something that would ensure she could never get pregnant? The loss of control drove her humiliation deeper into areas she had never thought possible.

Her mind was still pondering when the door to the club opened and a group entered. As expected, they all stopped to examine her display. She writhed on the metal pole for them and tried to give the impression of a good slave girl, but they laughed at her predicament. Her movements sent waves of stimulation through the phallus inside her.

“She’s got healthy tits and ass...” commented an older man, while his greedy eyes wandered over her body.

“A bit older than my taste,” remarked an equally old woman. “I like them fresh from college and full of self-importance... makes the breaking more entertaining.”

Conejita felt saliva leaving her chin and dripping onto her heaving breasts, which were now covered with a film of sweat and spit. “She’s quite messy,” said a well-dressed man behind the couple, while his hand firmly squeezed her right breast, feeling her soft skin and the saliva. Conejita moaned lustfully at the objectification, being their toy. His touch sent unwanted shivers of arousal through her body.

One after another, they seemed to read her profile, touch her in some way, and then proceed deeper into the club. It was intoxicating being their greeting slave. She could almost distinguish the dominant men from the sadists by how they groped or struck her. The women were even easier to tell apart. Their eyes revealed to her whether the women yearned to replace her or to take her off the pole and use her for themselves.

A dozen or more had passed before Conejita saw a friendly face. A woman with whom she and Jörn had played rushed through the door. Conejita’s heart leapt with hope. Conejita remembered the hours the three had spent in a private room. The woman had been more than capable of licking her pussy. This woman, however, didn’t seem to even notice who she was. She looked at the bound and freshly blonde Conejita, rubbed her labia ring and clit once and said: “One rub for luck,” before going deeper into the club. The touch sent a shock of pleasure through Conejita’s body, while her heart broke with despair.

Conejita realized that the woman didn’t recognize her at all, and why should she. They had changed her body so drastically that she was a new toy. The old Sofía was obviously gone. Her heart sank deeper into her chest, a hollow feeling of annihilation spreading through her ribs. Even her own body felt foreign to her – these heavy, perfect breasts, the tight skin, the blonde mane framing her face. Nothing of what she had once been existed anymore.

It was further confirmed when the door opened and Conejita saw her former work colleagues Stacy and Bob enter with wide eyes. Both glanced at her but didn’t flinch as they went deeper into the club to enjoy the evening’s activities. Stacy’s gaze passed over her like she was a piece of furniture. Bob’s eyes lingered a moment longer on her exposed breasts, but there wasn’t a spark of recognition in them – just the cold assessment of a man looking at flesh. The irony burned in her throat. She had once worked alongside these people, had coffee with them, chatted about weekend plans. Now she was invisible to them, reduced to an anonymous fuck doll.

She didn’t notice that behind them, a well-dressed older man had stopped to admire her. His hand on her thigh drew her attention to him. The touch was possessive, matter-of-fact, as if her body were an object in a display window.

“What do we have here...” he said, as his hand slid from her thigh to her round ass. His fingers dug into her flesh, testing the firmness, the response. She felt him grip tightly and pull on her ass. She realized for the first time that the pole she was mounted on and that penetrated her was on a rotating platform. The metal rubbed against her inner walls as she turned until she was facing the wall with her back to the man and the entrance. The new position made the pole slide deeper into her, and she bit into the gag to keep from moaning.

“Conejita...” he said in a questioning tone, examining the fresh, broad tattoo on her back. His fingers traced the still sensitive lines, and she winced. “What does that mean?...”

Through the gag, Conejita knew he wouldn’t understand her, but she tried anyway. “Fffuuuckkkkdooolll,” she mumbled, trying to explain her assigned status as Héctor’s personal fuck doll. The words came out distorted and drooling. “Mmmeeeiiinnn Naaaameee,” she tried to explain, while saliva ran down her chin.

"Hmmm. Interesting. It will look excellent once it's healed," commented the man, deciding to leave her partially turned toward the wall, impaled on the pole. His indifference to her answer made her helplessness even more apparent.

It was humiliating to hear the door continue to open and see people passing by her while she was on display. Every step, every conversation, every glance reminded her that she was now part of the decoration. Several members were now commenting on her new tattoo, which she realized she hadn’t even seen yet. The voices merged into a hum of evaluation, as if they were discussing a work of art.

Another result was several bare hands delivering quick slaps to her now exposed buttocks. She never knew when they were coming, and each one made her flinch and shift, causing the metal pole to slide deep into her pussy. The cold metal slowly warmed from her body heat, becoming a part of her.

She had lost track of time and the number of hand slaps on her perfect behind, but her ass was beginning to burn and her pussy ached around the metal shaft. Each blow sent vibrations through the pole that reverberated inside her like a cruel instrument. She felt a hand on her waist, slowly turning her back around to face the door and the man. He was younger, probably in his early 20s, and seemed fascinated by her nipple piercings. His eyes glowed with the curiosity of a child before a new toy.

She moaned as he took her left nipple along with the stud into his mouth and sucked. The warm moisture of his mouth was a shocking contrast to the cold metal inside her. His hand massaged her impaled pussy and the labial ring, his fingers playing with the jewelry as if it were a musical instrument.

She arched her back and moaned deeply into her gag as she felt her saliva dripping from the corner of her mouth onto her heaving breast that wasn’t being sucked. The man’s fingers brought her so close to the edge of orgasm. Her body betrayed her, responding to his touches despite the humiliation. She pushed her hips forward on the pole and felt it shift slightly inside her. She so desperately wanted to come in her bondage and display, but as she reached the peak, the man withdrew his mouth and hands.

A cruel smile spread across his face. "That was fun..." he said, leaving the blonde Latina moaning and craving her release. His voice was casual, as if he had just finished playing a video game. She almost cried as she watched him walk away without allowing her the climax. Her pussy pulsated around the pole, desperately seeking completion. She breathed heavily through the gag as more people entered the club.

In the first few hours, there was a steady stream of members, but eventually most members of the exclusive club had arrived. She was still trembling, impaled on the cool pole, naked and bound. Her muscles ached from the immobile position, but the restraints allowed no relief. She heard heels clicking on the floor behind her, coming down the hallway. The rhythmic sound was like a countdown to an unknown torture. She felt a hand turning her by her arm to look toward the hallway.

"Mistress Mariana said I should turn you so you can see people as they leave," said a naked club slave carrying a tray of shot glasses. The thin, petite brunette set the tray on a table she was also carrying. Her movements were precise, trained, every gesture speaking of hours of conditioning.

"Mistress Mariana also thought you needed some nourishment," she said, holding up one of the shot glasses. Conejita’s stomach was indeed growling due to the lack of food after breakfast. She was hungry, but seeing the shot glass being raised, she wasn’t sure how nutritious it would be. The liquid inside was viscous, pearlescent, and the smell rising from it was unmistakable.

"Mistress Mariana has been having the male club members milked all night for you. I’ve already sucked five cocks to prepare your meal," said the pretty brunette in a cheerful tone, as if discussing the weather. She unbuckled Conejita’s gag while continuing to talk. "This one I sucked directly from Master Jörn’s thick meat. He had so much that it filled both glasses," said the girl, placing the gag on the tray and holding up two glasses filled to the brim with semen. The loads were still warm, small clouds of steam rising from the surface.

"There’s also some of my saliva in it, since he shot his load in my mouth, but I tried to save as much as possible for you," she said, holding the glasses up. Conejita didn’t hesitate to open her mouth as the small brunette raised it to her lips. The hunger in her stomach outweighed any disgust. She tilted the glasses up, and Conejita smelled the strong musky scent of Jörn’s semen.

She tasted the salty, bitter mixture as it slid down her throat. The consistency was thick, sticky, and she had to concentrate not to gag. She swallowed the first load like a well-trained slave. "Don’t be so greedy..." said the pale girl, offering the second load. "I want to taste too..." she said, pouring Master Jörn’s semen into Conejita’s mouth.

Conejita kept this load on her tongue as the small girl in heels stretched up and pressed her lips against hers. The touch was soft, almost tender, a strange contrast to the perverted act. Their tongues intertwined and exchanged the semen in their mouths back and forth. Conejita closed her eyes and enjoyed the gentle caress of her fellow slave’s lips and tongue. For a moment, she almost forgot where she was, lost in the human connection.

Conejita felt the woman’s hands on her soft, bound flesh as she forcefully pushed Jörn’s semen deeper and broke the kiss. Conejita swallowed the semen again, enjoying Jörn’s seed sliding down her throat. She felt an acidity in her stomach as the brunette slave held up two more shot glasses. The mixture of hunger and disgust turned her stomach.

"Just between us slaves. I pray that Master Jörn bends me over a table at least once tonight... damn, he has a thick cock..." she emptied another shot glass into Conejita’s open mouth. Her voice was full of longing, almost envious. "My name is Amy... um, I mean Slave 449... by the way. I’m new," she said with a shy smile. The way she corrected herself spoke of fresh conditioning, of a mind not yet completely broken.

Conejita shuddered and swallowed another gulp of semen as the sweet slave placed the empty shot glasses on the tray. She picked up another one. “This one was from one of the members at Mistress Mariana’s table. I believe they said his name was Bob...” said the brunette as she poured more semen into Conejita’s open mouth.

Conejita gagged slightly at the mixture, knowing it came from her former work colleague, and wondered if he knew where it would end up. The thought hit her like a punch to the gut. For a moment, as she tasted his semen, she wondered whether it had been this slave, Mariana, or perhaps Stacy who had milked the semen from Bob’s cock. The image of Stacy kneeling before Bob sent a shocking shiver through her body.

Shot glass after shot glass was poured into Conejita’s willing open slave mouth until only two glasses remained. Her stomach ached, filled with several loads of semen, as Slave 449 spoke. The fluid sloshed heavily in her stomach, making her feel both sick and satisfied at once. “I’m sorry, but the guards ordered that these last two loads are for your face. Please close your eyes, otherwise it will burn.”

Conejita obeyed, and the last thing she saw was the brunette lifting the glasses above her head. She felt the semen dripping onto her forehead, just below her new blonde hair. The warm fluid was like a perverse baptism. The thick load slowly made its way down her beautiful face as more was emptied out. She felt the loads stop and the slave pushing the gag back between her teeth.

The brunette gave her a gentle kiss on the cheek while refastening the gag. The kiss was almost motherly, a bizarre tenderness in this moment of humiliation. Conejita felt her withdraw and leave as the semen slowly settled over her closed eyes, nose, and face. Conejita knew from experience that she shouldn’t open her eyes or the warm semen would burn.

She waited silently as the semen slowly dried on her face and ached in her stomach. The skin tightened as the fluid dried, forming a sticky mask over her features. She slumped into her restraints and position. Did nothing but suffer as a bound, semen-smeared exhibition slave. The pole inside her had become part of her body, a constant intruder reminding her of what she was.

It was hours later when Conejita felt people beginning to pass by her. Hands groped her and pressed her sensitive spots, commenting on the loads of dried semen on her face. Each touch was like a stamp of possession, a reminder of her status. There seemed to be no end as the countless men and women went home that night. She vividly remembered hearing Stacy’s voice and Bob’s comment as they left together.

“So that’s where all the semen they collected in those shot glasses ended up,” commented Stacy. Her voice was casual, almost amused, as if discussing an interesting piece of artwork. Conejita felt her heart breaking into a thousand pieces as she heard the voice of her former colleague speaking about her as if she were nothing but an object of entertainment.

“I know I donated a glass or two,” said Bob, as the blind Conejita felt his hand on her flat stomach. His fingers casually traced over her skin as if appraising a piece of art. “I just wonder if mine ended up in her stomach or dried on her face,” he laughed, as his hand briefly wandered over her breasts. The couple moved on, not recognizing who this slave was or had been. Conejita’s body trembled under the touch – not from desire, but from the cruel realization of how far she had fallen.

The minutes crawled by like hours. Conejita seemingly had to wait an eternity until Mariana returned, unlocked her ankles and pulled her up by her wrists. Her shoulders burned as she was freed from the cruel display. Mariana took a damp cloth and wiped just enough semen from Conejita’s eyes so she could open them. The light stung like needles, and she blinked against the tears that came not only from the harsh brightness.

“Well, little Conejita. Let’s get you back to your hole in the dungeon,” said Mariana, attaching a leash to Conejita’s collar. The metal clicked cold against her throat. Mariana left the black heels on Conejita’s feet as the pair moved through the main club. Each step was agony on the high heels, her calves cramping.

Conejita looked to her left as the pair passed the table she knew to be Jörn’s and Mariana’s. Bent over the table was the pale brunette slave who had fed Conejita the semen. She was moaning in complete pleasure as Jörn took her from behind, his hands firmly gripping her hips. Conejita felt a twinge of jealousy as she watched the dark hair of the pale woman flying across the wide table. Why was she envying this degradation? The question bored painfully into her consciousness.

“No time for such fun for Conejita...” said Mariana casually as they passed the rutting couple. “You have to earn your place again first.” Back to the dungeon they went, the air growing cooler and damper with each step downward, until both stood before the large wall of cells. Mariana unlocked the cell containing a bald Hucow and roughly pushed Conejita inside.

She slid with her naked body next to a whimpering Sydney. Her skin was cold against Sydney’s warmth. They cuddled close as they looked at each other. Neither of their faces resembled the face they had seen the previous night when they kissed and comforted each other. Bruises and swelling told the story of their day. Conejita pressed her face close and rubbed their noses together, their septum rings touching – a gentle tinkling in the silence.

“I guess I’m not as pretty as I was last night,” Sydney said quietly through tears. Her voice was hoarse, broken.

“We’re slaves now. How we look is how our Master wants us to look, and there’s nothing more beautiful,” replied Conejita as she pressed her lips to Sydney’s. The words tasted bitter, but she believed them anyway. The pair kissed away the pain, torment, and humiliation of the day, their tongues dancing desperately with each other before both fell asleep from exhaustion. Even in her dreams, Conejita could still feel the strangers’ gazes on her skin.

To be continued…
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