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Chapter 1 – The examination

I woke up when a woman's voice called out, “Get up, your training starts today!” Still half asleep, I sat up. My vision was blurry and I had an intense headache. I tried to get up, but my arms felt weak and my back hurt. Suddenly a woman walked into the room. She wore a tight corset; her breasts were extremely accentuated, and her hair was pulled back into a strict knot. I looked over at the other bed. The other girl looked at her fearfully. We arrived here yesterday. “You don't need clothes, after all, you are slaves.”

I had slept very poorly that night; for the most part, I had been too frightened to fall asleep.

"You call me Madame, and I don't want to hear any backtalk from you. Any resistance will be severely punished immediately—those who comply will be rewarded. Those are the rules. She ran over to the other girl and untied her bonds.

"You call me Madame, and I don't want to hear any backtalk from you. Any resistance will be severely punished immediately—those who comply will be rewarded. Those are the rules." She ran over to the other girl and untied her bonds.

"Get up. And don't even think about running away—there are greedy men out there just waiting for your beautiful bodies. So it would be better for you to stay close to me." She came to my bed and untied the ropes around my wrists.

Her words dripped with a casual cruelty that made my stomach clench. The other girl scrambled from her bed, her movements jerky with fear, and hurried after the woman. For a moment, I remained frozen on my mattress, the thin blanket pooling around my waist. The air in the room felt thick, heavy with the scent of cheap perfume and something else, something metallic and sour like old blood. I hardly wanted to lift the blanket; the room was cold and I was naked. Besides, the blanket was the only thing still covering my body. “Come on, come on, don't dawdle!” shouted the madam, who was already halfway across the room. I quickly threw back the blanket and followed her.

Madame's heels clicked a sharp, impatient rhythm on the stone floor. Each echo was a command. We followed her down a long, narrow corridor, the air growing colder. The other girl walked hunched over, her arms crossed over her chest, trying to disappear into herself.

I felt very sorry for her. We met by chance yesterday. It was already late when we bumped into each other at the nightclub—both of us on vacation in a faraway country, trying to forget life there for a moment. We hit it off right away. I don't remember how much we drank. The last thing I could remember was when the men bought us drinks at the bar—after that, there's a complete blank.

The madam stopped in front of a door and turned to us. “First we have to clean you little whores up, after all, you're filthy from the street.”

She unlocked the door with a heavy iron key. The room beyond was a steam-filled cavern of white tile, a single bare bulb buzzing overhead. In the center of the room was a large, sunken tub, the water cloudy and steaming. The air smelled of harsh soap and damp stone.

“In,” Madame commanded, pointing a single, sharp fingernail at the tub.

The other girl flinched but moved immediately, her bare feet slapping the wet floor. She lowered herself into the water with a small hiss, her body curled tightly into a ball.

I hesitated for a heartbeat too long. “I said, in!” Madame’s voice was a whip crack, and she gave me a hard shove between the shoulder blades. I stumbled forward, the edge of the tub catching my shins. I fell into the hot water with a splash, the heat searing my skin.

Madame watched us, her arms crossed over her chest. “Wash yourselves. Every inch of you. There are scrub brushes on the side. You have five minutes.” She pulled a small hourglass from a pocket in her dress and placed it on a small shelf. “When the sand runs out, you’re done.”

The other girl immediately grabbed a coarse brush and began scrubbing at her arms, her movements frantic, tears mixed with the soapy water on her face.

I took a brush, its bristles stiff and unforgiving. I started with my hands, then my arms, the rough scraping a strange distraction from the terror coiling in my gut. The water swirled around us, gray with dirt and despair.

I looked over at her. Tried remembering her name, but couldn't. I just remembered her beautiful smile, which now was completely gone. I wanted to say something, anything, but fear clamped my jaw shut. Instead, I did what I could. I splashed a handful of warm water over her back, a small, silent gesture in this suffocating place. She flinched at the touch, then seemed to sag, her frantic scrubbing slowing for just a second.

"We'll make it. Somehow we'll get out of here, I promise you!" She didn't turn around, but I could feel her chest heaving through her tears. "We won't make it," she whispered, her voice so thin I could barely hear it over the dripping water.

I squeezed her shoulder, my grip tight. "We have to."

The last grain of sand fell. Madame entered the room, clapped her hands together, the sound sharp and final in the tiled room. “Time’s up, girls. Out. Towels are over there.” She pointed to a shelf with a small stack of towels on it. I climbed out of the bathtub and immediately grabbed two, handing one to my fellow sufferer. The towel was rough and thin, barely enough to dry us.

She looked at me with wide, terror-filled eyes and shook her head. “There’s no way out.”

“Come on now, little whores. It's time for your examination." She grinned sadistically. I had a bad feeling about this.

She took us to a doctor's office, or at least it looked very much like one. In the middle of the room was a gynecologist's chair, and there was also an examination table and a small cabinet. The room was very simply furnished. “Right, one of you sits on the chair, the other lies down on the examination table. You can choose your own fate!”

The other girl rushed over to the harmless-looking couch, so I had no choice but to sit down in the chair. The madam was immediately at my side and tied me down. Both my hands and feet were firmly secured with leather cuffs, and I could only slide back and forth a little. The madam then went over to the other girl and repeated the procedure; she too was unable to move, let alone flee.

The girl on the table began to cry quietly again. The madam walked to the door, opened it, and a man in a white coat entered. He had a stethoscope around his neck and a cold, professional smile on his face. "Hello ladies. I'm Dr. Alistair. I'm just here to make sure you're... ready for your new life."

He turned his attention to me first, his eyes scanning my body like a butcher appraising a cut of meat. He adjusted a metal lamp, its beam narrowing to a harsh, clinical spotlight on the chair. "Let's see what we have here." His voice was calm, almost bored, which somehow made it worse.

His gloved hands were cold, his touch impersonal, methodical.

First he felt my breasts, measured them, only to knead them a little more firmly. He also examined my nipples in detail—he pinched them, twisted them slightly, and watched my reaction closely. I felt my cheeks flush with shame and a hot, useless anger. I tried to twist away, but the leather straps held me fast.

The doctor made a small humming sound in his throat. "Good response. Sensitive." He scribbled a note on a clipboard he'd set on a nearby counter.

The examination progressed, each touch a fresh violation. He pressed on my stomach, his fingers probing, and then moved lower. “It might get a little cold now,” he said kindly as he rubbed lubricant on a speculum. Shit, I didn't want that thing inside me. I tried frantically to pull at the restraints, but they wouldn't budge. “Shhhh, let's not get cheeky...” he said in a threatening tone, looking deep into my eyes. He slowly inserted the metal object, and a pain shot through me that took my breath away. I arched my back as far as the restraints would allow.

The doctor ignored my cry. He continued with his work, his movements efficient and detached. The clicking of the metal instrument echoed in the sterile room. "Cervix looks healthy. No abnormalities," he murmured, mostly to himself, making another note. He finally withdrew the speculum, the relief so overwhelming it made me dizzy.

He stripped off his gloves, dropping them into a bin with a soft thud. "Alright, this one is ready. Clean, healthy. Should fetch a good price."

He then turned his attention to the other girl. She watched him approach, her entire body trembling, her breath coming in ragged sobs. The doctor didn't seem to notice her distress, or if he did, he didn't care. "And now for you," he said, his tone the same as it had been with me.

He examined her more quickly, with even less tenderness, if that were possible. She whimpered and flinched at every touch, her pleas for him to stop muffled by the examination table.

When he had examined her too, he signaled to the madame. She nodded to him and the two began to speak in a language I did not understand. «Le enviaré los resultados al jefe. Hasta entonces, son tuyos» I didn't know what she had said, but the girl next to me started begging. “Please, please don't!”

The madame laughed, a sharp, ugly sound. “You shouldn't have been listening, little girl.” She winked at the doctor. "Don't worry, you'll understand soon enough."

The doctor gave a final, dismissive glance at the two of us, a product to be inspected.

With a disgusting grin, she left the room, the doctor's attention now fully focused on us. “Hmmm... who gets the mild procedure, who gets the harsh one? Eeny, meeny, miny, moe...” His finger landed on the girl, who was now squirming. “You, my little one, you... won't have it easy.” He turned slightly toward me. "And you... I like you, so defiant and proud—I will enjoy you very much indeed."

He opened a small steel cabinet and retrieved a syringe and a small glass bottle filled with clear liquid. He drew the liquid into the syringe, tapping it to remove air bubbles. I squeezed my eyes shut, my heart hammering against my ribs.

The cold sting of the antiseptic swab on my arm was followed by the sharp prick of the needle. "This... Is an aphrodisiac. A powerful one. It will make sure you are... receptive." He pushed the plunger, and a cold fire spread through my veins.

Almost immediately, a strange heat began to bloom in my stomach, a liquid warmth that poured between my legs. My skin felt hypersensitive, every brush of air against it a caress. The fear was still there, a cold knot in my chest, but now it was tangled with a new, unwelcome arousal.

He walked over to the other girl. "Unfortunately, you weren't well-behaved enough to receive the gift...", he said with a cruel smile as he untied her hands from the table. She immediately tried to sit up, to fight, to scramble away. He grabbed her by the hair, yanking her head back. "Not so fast."

With one hand still holding her hair, he picked up another syringe; this one filled with a pale yellow liquid. "This, on the other hand... This will ensure you feel nothing but pain. Every touch, every thrust... it will be agony. A lesson in obedience."

She screamed, a raw, desperate sound, as he plunged the needle into her thigh. He shoved her back onto the table, and her struggles became weaker, her cries turning to whimpers of pain. Her body arched, a silent scream on her lips, as the drug took hold.

I was watching in horror, but the fire in my blood was a traitor, making the scene before me seem strangely distant, like watching a play through a haze of desire. He brought a gag, sealed her mouth, and the only sounds from her now were muffled sobs.

He turned back to me, his eyes dark with an intent that made my stomach churn even as my body responded to the chemical coursing through me. "Now," he said, his voice a low growl, "let's see how well this works."

Dr. Alistair unbuckled his belt and took out his cock.

He loomed over me, the shadow of his body blocking the harsh glare of the lamp. His hands, still gloved, traced the lines of my bound arms. "So beautiful," he murmured, his voice a low hum that vibrated through my skin, "and so... willing now." The drug was a liar, painting consent over my terror. My hips moved as if of their own accord, a slight, involuntary tilt that made his smile even wider.

The rough fabric of his coat brushed against my nipples, and I gasped, a jolt of pure, unadulterated pleasure shooting through me. Shame washed over me in a hot wave, but it was instantly drowned by another, stronger surge of want. I hated him. I hated what he was doing, what this poison was making me feel. But my body was no longer my own. Without warning, he thrust into me. It wasn't gentle. He buried himself to the hilt in one swift, brutal movement. A cry escaped my lips, but it wasn't a cry of pain. It was a gasp of pure, shocking pleasure that tore through me.

My mind screamed in protest, but my body sang a different, profane song. Every thrust sent a fresh wave of heat through me, building a pressure in my core that was unbearable and exquisite. I was spiraling, losing myself in the maelstrom of forced sensation. My back arched, my hands clenched into fists against the leather restraints, and my body bucked against him, meeting his rhythm, betraying me completely.

The sounds in the room were a symphony of violation: the slap of skin on skin, my own ragged moans, and the thin, muffled whimpers of agony from the girl on the table. I turned my head, my vision blurry with tears and lust, and saw her. Her body was rigid, her face a mask of pain, tears carving clean paths through the grime on her cheeks. The sight of her suffering was a splash of ice water on the fire in my veins.

For a fleeting moment, clarity pierced through the chemical fog. This was not pleasure. This was a violation of the highest order, a theft of my very self. I was being raped, and my body was applauding the crime.

A guttural groan from Dr. Alistair announced his climax. He shuddered, then pulled out, leaving me feeling achingly empty and slick with shame. He looked down at me, a flicker of something akin to disappointment in his eyes. "No resistance. Not as much fun as I'd hoped."

He began to calmly refasten his trousers, his demeanor shifting instantly back to clinical detachment. He walked to the small sink and washed his hands, the water running into the silence he left behind. The drug was still pulsing through me, a frantic, unsatisfied beat demanding more. I squirmed against the restraints, a low whimper escaping my throat.

"Oh, don't worry. I will make you cum too." He said with a smirk, turning back around. He took a small remote and pressed a button. A panel on the side of the chair whirred open, revealing a smooth, silicone phallus attached to a mechanical arm. "Let's see if this can break that defiant spirit of yours."

The arm extended, the tip of the device hovering just over my entrance. He pressed another button, and it began to vibrate, a low, deep hum. He adjusted its position, bringing it into contact with my swollen, sensitive flesh. The sensation was electric. My entire body jerked, a strangled cry tearing from my throat. It was too much, too intense.

He watched me, his expression one of cold, scientific curiosity. "Remarkable physiological response. The override of the cerebral cortex's fight-or-flight instincts is quite complete." He made another note on his clipboard, as if cataloging the reaction of a lab rat.

The device pressed deeper, its vibrations growing more intense. It was a relentless, mechanical assault, and my body, traitor that it was, responded with a ferocity that terrified me. The pressure inside me built to an impossible peak, a white-hot explosion of sensation that obliterated thought, obliterating everything but the raw, shuddering force of my orgasm. It ripped through me, a violent spasm that left me gasping, my limbs slack against the leather straps. But it wasn't over yet.

Dr. Alistair chuckled, a low, unpleasant sound. "Just the first course." He didn't turn off the machine. If anything, he increased the intensity. The relentless stimulation continued, dragging me from the brief, hollow respite of climax back into a maelstrom of sensation. The pleasure was no longer pleasurable; it was agony, an overload of nerves screaming for a release that wouldn't come.

I didn't notice him getting a second device. The lubricant he applied around my anus was a shocking cold, then the tip of a smaller, more focused vibrator pressed against the tight ring of muscle. "Let's see how much you can take," he murmured.

The second invasion was a fresh violation, a new frontier of degradation. As it began to pulse and move in time with the first, a new wave of humiliating pleasure mingled with the overwhelming stimulation. My mind, once a fortress of defiance, was now a shattered ruin, overrun by the chemical and mechanical siege. It started moving, at first slowly, then more assertively, the dual sensations a symphony of degradation conducted by the monster in the white coat.

Tears streamed from my eyes, not from sadness, but from pure, unadulterated overload. It was going faster, and faster, the dual devices hammering into me. I could hear myself making sounds, animalistic whimpers and guttural moans that I didn't recognize. The world dissolved into a blinding, buzzing haze of sensation. He took notes on his clipboard.

Another orgasm, even more violent than the first, tore through me. My vision went white. I bit my tongue, and the coppery tang of blood filled my mouth. But the machines didn't stop.

Through the haze, I became aware of a different sound. A wet, rhythmic slapping. I forced my eyes to focus. Dr. Alistair had put down his clipboard. His trousers were around his ankles again, and he was standing over the other girl. Because of the gag her screams could only be heard as a muffled squeal as his hand came down hard on her thigh, leaving a red mark. He laughed and slapped the other thigh, then began slapping her between her legs while fucking her.

The sight of her agony, the sound of his laughter—it was an anchor in the storm. It was real. It was horrific. I couldn't focus. My body was still being violated. My orgasm didn't stop. "Please," I managed to gasp, the word a pathetic, broken thing. "Please... stop."

He glanced over at me, his eyes glinting with amusement. "Oh, we don't stop until I'm satisfied with the data. And my entertainment." He gave the girl another hard slap, and her body convulsed on the table. Bastard.

He increased his speed, and with each thrust, she thrashed against her restraints, her movements not of pleasure but of sheer, unmitigated torment. The drug he'd given her was turning the act into a living hell.

And me? My body, still held hostage by the aphrodisiac, was being wracked by another climax, a painful, shuddering spasm that left me feeling hollow and used. The pleasure was a poison, a weapon designed to make me complicit in my own degradation.

He fucked her with a brutal, methodical rhythm, his face a mask of concentration. He was enjoying her pain. It was written in every line of his body, in the harsh set of his jaw. He reached down and twisted one of her nipples, and another muffled shriek echoed in the room.

"Much better," he grunted, looking over at me. "A little resistance... makes it so much more satisfying." He looked back at the girl he was raping. "Don't you agree?" He slapped her face, not hard, but with a deliberate, insulting casualness. His hands on her nipples again.

He was close. His thrusts became erratic, more forceful. With a final, guttural roar, he drove into her one last time, his body shuddering. He stayed inside her for a long moment, his head bowed, breathing heavily. Then he pulled out, leaving her trembling and sobbing on the table.

He righted his clothing, his movements calm and unhurried, as if he'd just finished a routine medical procedure. He walked to the sink and washed his hands again, the scent of antiseptic soap filling the air.

Finally, he turned back to me. He picked up the remote, and with a single, dismissive press, the machines fell silent. The sudden absence of sensation was almost as jarring as its presence had been. I felt cold, hollowed out. The air on my slick skin was an affront.

"The data is... conclusive," he said, his voice once again the detached, professional tone he'd used at the beginning. "You're both ready. Excellent specimens." He walked over and began unfastening my restraints. The leather was stiff and damp with my sweat. When my hands were free, I didn't move. I just lay there, limp, my eyes closed.

He moved to the other girl and untied her as well. When the gag came out, she didn't scream. She just curled into a fetal position, her body wracked with silent, hiccupping sobs.

The doctor opened the door and spoke to someone in the hallway. "They're ready."


Chapter 2 – The Preview

Madame entered, a wide, predatory smile on her face. She looked at the girl on the table, then at me, still slumped in the chair. "I take it the examinations were successful?"

"Very," the doctor said. "This one," he gestured to me, "is highly responsive. A perfect candidate for the... 'entertainment' wing. And this one," he pointed at the weeping girl, "will learn her place quickly. The pain protocol is effective."

"Excellent," Madame purred. "There's a new shipment arriving tonight. Fresh merchandise. The clients will be pleased."

My heart sank. A new shipment. More girls. More lives stolen.

Madame grabbed the other girl by the arm and yanked her off the table. Her legs gave way, and she collapsed to the floor with a dull thud. "Up, you worthless little thing," Madame snarled, kicking her lightly in the ribs. "You have work to do."

She then turned her gaze to me. "And you. Get up. You'll be spending some time in the display room. Let's give the customers a preview of the new talent."

I forced myself to sit up, my muscles screaming in protest. Every part of me ached, but it was a distant, phantom pain compared to the hollow void where my spirit used to be. I swung my legs over the side of the chair and stood, my knees wobbling. I was naked, sticky, and reeking of sex and shame.

Madame didn't give us clothes. She simply grabbed a collar and leash from a hook by the door and buckled it around my neck. The leather was cold and tight against my skin. She gave the leash a sharp tug. "Walk."

We were led out of the room and down another corridor, this one lined with heavy, draped curtains. From behind them, I could hear muffled sounds—laughter, music, the low murmur of conversation.

Madame stopped in front of a pair of ornate, gilded doors. She pushed them open.

The room beyond was a vision of decadent decay. Plush, crimson velvet sofas were arranged around a low, black marble stage. The air was thick with the sweet cloying scent of incense, expensive liquor, and unwashed bodies. Men in silk shirts and gold chains lounged on the sofas, their hands roaming over the half-naked girls who fawned over them. Some of the girls were beautiful, others were bruised, but all of them wore the same vacant, dead-eyed expression.

Madame led me onto the stage, the leash taut in her hand. She gestured for the other girl to kneel at the edge of the dais. "Gentlemen," Madame announced, her voice booming through the room. "A new addition to our family. As you can see, she's spirited."

A murmur went through the crowd. A few men leaned forward, their eyes gleaming with interest. One of them, a fat man with a sweaty face and a gold tooth, raised his glass. "Let's see how spirited, Madame!"

Madame smiled, a slow, predatory curl of her lips. "Of course. But remember, gentlemen, this is a viewing only. The bidding will begin tomorrow." She turned to me, her eyes hard as flint. "Dance."

I stood frozen on the stage, the harsh spotlight blinding me. The music started, a slow, rhythmic beat with a wailing melody that seemed to mock my fear. I couldn't dance. Not here. Not like this.

Madame gave the leash a vicious jerk. "I said, dance!" she snarled, her voice a low growl only I could hear. "Or I'll have them bring the girl up here and let the doctor give her another treatment."

The threat was enough. I looked at the other girl, at the crumpled form on the floor, and a surge of something—protectiveness, maybe, or just a desperate desire to spare her more pain—cut through the fog of my own terror. I closed my eyes and began to move.

It wasn't a dance. It was a humiliation. My body, still buzzing with the ghost of the aphrodisiac, moved with a grace I didn't know I possessed. My hips swayed to the rhythm, my arms rose above my head, my fingers trailing through the thick, smoky air. I could feel the men's eyes on me, their gazes like physical touches, stripping me bare.

"See, gentleman?" Madame's voice was a purr of satisfaction. "She knows what she's doing. A natural."

I kept my eyes closed, trying to disconnect my mind from my body, to pretend I was somewhere else. But I couldn't. I was here, on this stage, a piece of meat being paraded for a pack of hungry wolves. The music swelled, the beat becoming more insistent, more primal. My movements became more fluid, more sensual, a desperate, instinctual attempt to placate the beasts in the audience.

I opened my eyes for a moment and scanned the room. My gaze fell on a man sitting in a shadowed corner. He was different from the others. He wasn't leering or drinking. He was just watching, his expression unreadable. He was dressed simply, in a dark suit that seemed out of place amongst the gaudy silk and gold. He wasn't smiling. He was just… observing.

The song ended. I stopped moving, my chest heaving, my body slick with sweat. For a moment, there was silence. Then, applause broke out, a slow, mocking clap that spread through the room.

"Bravo!" the fat man with the gold tooth shouted, sloshing his drink onto the velvet. "More!"

Madame held up a hand. "Patience, my friends. The bidding will be tomorrow. For now, I think she's made her impression." She tugged the leash, pulling me toward the back of the stage. "Get her out of my sight."

She just left the other girl with the men. "Gentlemen, have fun with this one for now." One of them, a tall, thin man with a cruel face, grabbed her by the hair and pulled her to her feet. She didn't struggle. She just went limp, a ragdoll for their amusement.

The door to the stage swung shut, blocking out the sounds from the main room.


Chapter 3 – Dance with your body

Madame led me down a narrow, unlit corridor.

"We have to make sure, you will be in your best condition. I bet you must be hungry, slave." She said with a smirk. She opened a door to a small, bare room. There was a mattress on the floor and a metal bowl on the other side of the room. "This is your room for now. Food is in the bowl."

She pushed me inside and slammed the door, the sound echoing in the small space. I heard the heavy thud of a bolt being slid into place. I was locked in.

I sank to the floor, the cold concrete a shock to my bare skin. The collar was still around my neck, a constant, constricting reminder of my new status. I was a slave. A piece of property. The thought was so vast and so terrifying that my mind recoiled from it.

I looked over at the bowl. It was filled with a thin, greyish gruel. The smell was sour, revolting. My stomach churned, but a deeper, more primal hunger gnawed at me. I hadn't eaten in... I didn't know how long. I crawled over to the bowl and peered inside. It looked like wet cement. I dipped my fingers in and brought a small amount to my lips. It tasted as bad as it smelled, but the need for sustenance was stronger than my revulsion. I scooped up handfuls of the stuff and forced it down, my body trembling with a mixture of exhaustion and the effort of swallowing the foul food.

When the bowl was half-empty, my hunger was sated, but the emptiness inside me remained. I curled up on the mattress, pulling my knees to my chest. I thought about the other girl, about what was happening to her in that room. I thought about the doctor, and the cold, methodical way he had violated us. I thought about the man in the dark suit, the one who hadn't clapped.

A single tear escaped and traced a path through the grime on my cheek. I wiped it away with the back of my hand, my anger and my shame a hot, burning coal in my gut. I wouldn't cry. I wouldn't give them that satisfaction. I would survive. I had to.

Sometime later—I couldn't tell if it was minutes or hours—the bolt on the door slid back. I scrambled to my feet, my heart hammering against my ribs. The door opened, and Madame stood there, her lips set in a thin, hard line. "Your training will start now. Follow me."

I followed her down another corridor, this one lined with doors. She stopped at one and pushed it open. "In here."

The room was larger than my cell, furnished with a low table, a few cushions, and a large, ornate mirror. A woman was sitting on one of the cushions. She was older, perhaps in her late forties, with fine lines around her eyes and a quiet sadness in her gaze. She was wearing a simple silk robe, and her hair was pulled back in a severe knot.

"This is Elara," Madame said, her voice dripping with contempt. "She will be your tutor. She will teach you how to please a man. How to be a good little whore." She looked at me, her eyes narrowed. "Pay attention. You will be tested. And if you fail..." She let the threat hang in the air, then turned and left, slamming the door behind her.

Elara watched her go, her expression unreadable. When the door clicked shut, she let out a long, slow breath. She gestured to a cushion opposite her. "Sit."

I sat, my hands clasped in my lap. I couldn't bring myself to meet her eyes in the mirror.

"They told me your name is... nothing. That you are to be addressed only as 'girl'. But that is a lie they tell to break you. You have a name. What is it?" Her voice was calm, gentle. It was the first kindness I had heard since waking up in this hell.

I hesitated, my throat tight. It felt like a betrayal to speak my own name, to give this precious piece of myself to anyone in this place. But her eyes were kind, and they held a flicker of something I recognized: a shared, unspoken suffering.

"Cora," I whispered, the word feeling foreign and fragile in my mouth.

"Remember it. Whisper your name, whenever they are going to torture you. It's the only thing, which is yours alone." She gestured to my face, to the tear tracks still visible on my skin. "Crying is a waste of water. And it shows them they have won. Do not let them win. Not in here." She tapped her temple. "Your mind is the one place they cannot enter. Not yet."

She rose and walked over to a small chest in the corner. "It is my job, to teach you the skills that might keep you alive. They will use your body, Cora. That is inevitable. But you can choose how you endure it."

She returned to the table and placed a small, intricately carved jade phallus on the polished wood. "This is your tool. Your practice. They will want you to respond. To perform. The drug they gave you... it makes that easier for them. But it is a blunt instrument. A true artist does not need such tricks. A true artist can create pleasure in another by controlling her own breath, her own muscles, her own... energy."

She picked up the jade object. "You must learn to find pleasure on your own terms. Even in the midst of violation. You must learn to separate the body from the self. Watch."

She sat back on her cushion, her robe falling open to reveal her body. It was beautiful, in its way, but scarred. Thin, silvery lines marked her thighs and stomach. She held the jade phallus, not as a weapon, but as an instrument. She closed her eyes. Her breathing slowed, becoming deep and rhythmic.

Her free hand moved to her own breast, her fingers tracing a slow, deliberate circle around her nipple. Her other hand began to move the jade object along her inner thigh, a slow, teasing path. There was nothing frantic or ashamed in her movements. They were practiced, controlled, almost meditative.

She began to whisper, her voice a low, melodic chant in a language I didn't know. The words sounded like a prayer, or an incantation. Her hips began to move in a slow, circular grind. She was a portrait of self-contained ecstasy, a fortress of sensation she had built and occupied alone. It wasn't about the object, or the touch. It was about the will.

My own body was a traitor. The ghost of the doctor's drug still lurked in my system, and watching her sent a fresh, unwelcome wave of heat through me. I shifted on my cushion, ashamed of my response.

She opened her eyes, and they met mine in the mirror. Her gaze was clear, knowing. She saw my discomfort. "The body is an animal, Cora. It responds to stimulus. It knows no shame. Shame is a cage built by the mind. You must learn to open the door and let the animal run, while the self watches from a safe place, high on a hill."

She put the jade phallus down and cleaned it with a silk cloth. "Now you."

My breath hitched. "I... I can't."

"You can. And you will. It is the difference between a week of agony and a decade of survival. Take it."

I reached for the object. The jade was cool, smooth, and heavy in my hand. It felt obscene, a cold, dead thing.

"Close your eyes," she commanded. "Breathe. In for four. Hold for four. Out for six. Do it."

I obeyed. The simple rhythm of breathing was an anchor in the sea of my fear. In. Hold. Out.

"Now, listen to my words. Repeat them in your mind. Mi cuerpo no es mi alma. Mi sufrimiento es mi armadura. Mi voluntad es mi espada." My body is not my soul. My suffering is my armor. My will is my sword.

She guided me. "Touch your own arm. Feel the texture of your skin. Do not judge the feeling. Just observe it. Now, touch your neck. Feel the pulse. That is life. It does not belong to them."

Her voice was a lifeline. I followed her instructions, my movements hesitant at first, then more fluid. I touched my own stomach, my own breasts. I tried to see it not as my body, but as a landscape I was mapping. A thing separate from me.

"Good," she murmured. "Now use the tool. Do not think of what it is. Think of what it can do. It can create a spark. A warmth. It is the flint. You are the steel. And the fire is yours to command."

With my eyes still closed, I lowered the jade phallus. The cool tip against my heated flesh made me gasp. I flinched.

"No," Elara's voice was firm. "Do not flinch from your own power. Accept the sensation. Breathe through it."

I took a shuddering breath and tried again. I remembered her movements, the slow, deliberate circles. I mimicked them. The jade was warming now, absorbing my body heat. The initial shock gave way to a strange, tingling warmth. It wasn't the violent, chemical fire the doctor had injected into me. This was a slow burn, a heat I was building myself.

"Now the words again, Cora. In your mind, as a shield."

Mi cuerpo no es mi alma. Mi sufrimiento es mi armadura. Mi voluntad es mi espada.

I found a rhythm. A slow, gentle rocking of my hips. My breathing deepened. I could feel the pressure building, but this time, it was different. I was in control of the dial. I was the one turning it. A soft moan escaped my lips, but it wasn't a sound of pleasure or pain. It was a sound of focus. A hum of energy.

I was getting close to the edge. The old, familiar wave began to crest, but this time, I wasn't terrified of it. I was riding it. I was the one steering.

"That is enough," Elara said softly, her voice cutting through the haze. "Stop."

I froze, my eyes flying open. The sudden halt was jarring, a frustrating ache settling in my core. "Why?"

"Because a whore who gives her pleasure away for free is a fool," she said, her tone now practical, almost harsh. She had slipped back into her role as tutor. "You must learn to control it, to hold it, to make it a reward. Not just for them, but for yourself. You must learn to make them beg for the fire that you can create and extinguish at will."

We sat in silence for a long moment. The jade phallus lay on the table between us, no longer an object of shame, but a lesson in survival.

"I will teach you to dance," Elara said, changing the subject with a fluidity that told me this was a part of the lesson too. "Not the shameful thrashing you did on that stage. A real dance. One that speaks without words. One that can convey sorrow, or longing, or a simulated passion that is so convincing it becomes its own truth. She taught me the postures of submission: how to kneel, how to bow my head, how to offer my hands. But she also taught me the language of the body, how a slight shift in the hips could be a question or a command, how a fluttering eyelash could be a promise or a threat.

"The men here are beasts," she said, her hands molding my shoulders into a posture of elegant deference. "But they are predictable beasts. They want to feel powerful. They want to feel desired. They want to see a spirit they can imagine breaking. You will give them all of that, on the surface. But underneath, you will be stone."

She had me practice for hours. Until my muscles screamed and my bare feet were raw on the cold floor. She would correct me with a light touch on my back, a quiet word of instruction. "And remember - dance with your pain. Don't fight it. Let it flow through you, into your movements. It will make you beautiful. A beautiful, tragic thing is worth more."


Chapter 4 - Sold

Days bled into a week, marked only by the sliding of the bolt on my cell door and the arrival of the bowl of gruel. My "training" with Elara became my entire world. It was my light, my food, and my prison all at once. I learned to breathe, to move, to feel without breaking. I learned to build a wall inside my mind, brick by painful brick. On the other side of that wall, Cora huddled, small and silent, while the body, the "girl," learned to please.

One day, Madame burst into the training room. She didn't knock. Her eyes, sharp and appraising, swept over us. "Your training is being accelerated. The shipment from the east was... intercepted. We are short on new merchandise. You," she pointed at me, "are going on the auction block. Tomorrow."

The bottom dropped out of my stomach. The wall inside my mind shuddered. Tomorrow.

Madame smirked at the flicker of terror in my eyes. "Don't look so frightened. This is a good thing. A chance to be... useful. You will be prepared."

She left, and the silence she left behind was heavier than a stone. I looked at Elara, my eyes pleading. The practiced calm I was supposed to maintain evaporated, leaving only raw fear.

Elara's face was a mask of sorrow, but her voice was steady. "This is it, then."

She took my hands in hers. They were cool and dry. "They will wash you. They will perfume you. They will dress you in silk and jewels to make you into a beautiful lie. You will walk onto a stage, and men will bid on you as if you were a horse. You will not cry. You will not scream. You will stand straight and let them look."

Her grip tightened. "This is the most important lesson, Cora. Your will is your sword. Tomorrow, you do not fight. You wait. The one who buys you... he will have the armor of a master, but he will have a weakness. A man who buys a person is a man who has a hole in his soul. Your task is not to escape. Your task is to find that hole. Your task is to survive the purchase so you can begin to own your life again, piece by stolen piece."

That night, two women came to my cell. They were silent, their faces empty. They bathed me in scented water, scrubbing my skin until it was pink. They rubbed oils into my hair and painted my lips with a dark crimson stain. They dressed me in a thin, nearly transparent shift of pale green silk that left nothing to the imagination. They didn't put a collar on my neck. Instead, they clasped a heavy gold chain around my waist, the metal cold against my skin.

When they were done, they led me not to the auction room, but to a small, dimly lit antechamber. I could hear the murmur of a crowd beyond the heavy velvet curtain. My heart hammered against my ribs, a frantic bird trapped in a cage of bone.

I took a breath. Mi cuerpo no es mi alma. Mi sufrimiento es mi armadura. Mi voluntad es mi espada.

A man in a crisp suit appeared. He was the auctioneer. He gave me a cursory glance, like a jeweler assessing a gem. "Stand straight. Chin up. Look... enticing but not desperate. A hint of fire. They like fire." He pinched my cheek, a casual, proprietary gesture that made me want to bite his hand off. I simply held his gaze, my expression placid, as Elara had taught me.

"And now," he boomed, his voice echoing into the main room, "an item of rare and exceptional quality! A new acquisition, spirited and unbroken. Straight from the West!"

He pulled the curtain aside, and a wall of light and sound hit me. The room was larger than the one I had danced in, filled with men in expensive suits, their faces flushed with wine and anticipation. They weren't the grunting, leering clients from the display room. These were men of power and wealth, their greed more sophisticated, their hunger more polished.

I walked onto the stage, my steps measured, my back straight. I didn't look at any of them directly. I let my gaze drift over their heads, as if they were merely furniture. I could feel their eyes, a palpable force, crawling over my skin.

"Gentlemen, we will start the bidding at fifty thousand," the auctioneer announced.

A hand shot up. "Fifty thousand."

"Seventy-five," another called out.

The numbers climbed, a meaningless babble of sound. I forced myself to breathe, to remain still, a statue carved from ice. I was a thing being sold. A beautiful lie.

"One hundred and fifty thousand," a voice boomed from the front. It was the fat man with the gold tooth. He leered at me, his tongue darting out to wet his lips. I felt a chill that had nothing to do with the room's temperature.

"Two hundred thousand," another voice countered, smooth and confident.

The bidding slowed. It was down to the fat man and the other bidder. I risked a glance at the new contender. And my blood ran cold.

It was him. The man in the dark suit from the display room. The one who had only watched. Tonight, he was watching me again, but there was something different in his eyes. A cool, predatory focus. He wasn't just observing anymore. He was hunting.

"Two hundred and fifty thousand!" the fat man roared, slamming his fist on the table.

The room fell silent. All eyes turned to the man in the dark suit. He raised a single finger. "Three hundred thousand."

A collective gasp went through the crowd. The fat man's face turned a mottled purple. He sputtered, looking from the man to me and back again, but he finally slumped back in his chair, defeated. The game was over.

"Going once," the auctioneer said, a triumphant smile on his face. "Going twice. Sold! To the gentleman from the North."

The gavel came down with a final, deafening crack. The sound sealed my fate. I was sold.

Madame appeared at my side, her smile triumphant. She clipped a leash to the gold chain around my waist. "Come, girl. Your master awaits."

She led me off the stage and through the crowd. Men reached out to touch me as I passed, their fingers like grasping claws. Madame swatted them away irritably. "He paid for the privilege. You have not."

We stopped in front of the man in the dark suit. He was still seated, swirling a glass of amber liquid. He didn't stand. He didn't smile. He simply looked at me, his gaze a slow, deliberate perusal. He was assessing his purchase.

"Was she worth it, my lord?" Madame asked, her voice syrupy with deference.

He ignored her. His eyes locked on mine. "What is your name?"

My breath caught in my throat. The question was so unexpected. In this place, we were things, not people. Names were a liability. I saw Madame's warning look out of the corner of my eye, but I remembered Elara's words. Remember it.

"Cora," I said, my voice barely a whisper.

A flicker of something—surprise, perhaps?—crossed his face before it was gone, replaced by the same unreadable mask. "Cora." He said the name as if tasting it, testing its weight. "Follow me."

He rose and walked away, not bothering to see if I was coming. Madame gave the leash a sharp tug, a reminder of her fleeting power. "Go on, then."

He led me not out of the building, but deeper into it. We passed the lavish party rooms and the grim examination corridors, moving into a quieter, more private section. The decor here was different—dark wood, heavy velvet, portraits of severe-looking men on the walls. It felt less like a brothel and more like a fortress.

He stopped outside a large, carved oak door and produced a key. He unlocked it and ushered me inside with a gesture.

The room was a study in restrained luxury. A massive bed was pushed against one wall, covered in dark furs. A fire crackled in a stone hearth. But there were no windows. The only light came from the fire and a single, shaded lamp on a heavy mahogany desk. There was a door on the far side of the room, presumably leading to a bathroom. The bolt was on the outside.

He closed the main door behind us, the lock clicking shut with a heavy, final sound. He took the leash from my waist and coiled it neatly, placing it on a small table by the door as if it were a pair of gloves.

He turned to face me. "Undress."

My blood went cold. This was it. The wall I had built inside my mind began to tremble. I thought of Elara, her mantra a desperate shield. Mi cuerpo no es mi alma. Mi sufrimiento es mi armadura. Mi voluntad es mi espada.

My fingers, stiff and clumsy, fumbled with the delicate clasps of the silk shift. It pooled at my feet, leaving me as naked and vulnerable as I had been in the doctor's office. I forced myself to stand straight, my chin up, my gaze fixed on a point just over his shoulder. I would not be a trembling victim. I would be the statue.

He watched me, his expression still maddeningly neutral. He circled me slowly, like a predator inspecting its kill. He stopped behind me. I braced myself for a touch, a violation. But none came.

"You have been trained," he said. It wasn't a question. "The postures, the stillness. That was not your natural state in the display room."

I said nothing. My mind raced. What did he want? To break the training? To see the girl underneath? Or did he prefer the trained product?

"Turn around," he commanded.

I did, my movements fluid from hours of practice. I finally met his eyes. They were a dark, piercing grey, and they held a chilling intelligence. This was not a simple beast like the fat man. This was something else entirely.

"You paid a fortune for a name," I said, my voice barely audible. "What will you do with it?" It was a risk. A girl was supposed to be silent, obedient. But Cora, the huddled soul behind the wall, needed to know.

A faint, almost imperceptible smile touched his lips. "I paid a fortune for an anomaly. A product that gives herself a name. That answers a question not asked. That was not cowed by the auction block." He took a step closer. "Tell me, Cora. Did the doctor's aphrodisiac work as advertised? Did it make you enjoy your violation?"

The question was a physical blow. It stripped away my armor, laid my shame bare. He hadn't been at the auction when I was sold. He must have seen the doctor's report. He knew everything.

I lifted my chin. "My body is an animal. It responds to stimulus. It knows no shame."

I saw the flicker in his eyes again. "Well, Sweetie - the aphrodisiac. I invented it. A very interesting compound. Hijacks the pleasure centers, bypasses the consent centers of the frontal lobe. Creates a perfect... receptacle." He reached out and tucked a strand of hair behind my ear. His touch was light, almost gentle, but it made my skin crawl. "But it has a flaw. It's too perfect. It erases the soul. And that, you see, is where the true value lies."

He stepped back and began to unbutton his shirt. "The fat man who bid against me, he would have taken you to his dungeon and broken you with pain and depravity until your spirit was gone and all that was left was a husk that responded to his whims. I, on the other hand, have no interest in broken things."

He let the shirt fall to the floor, revealing a lean, muscled torso crisscrossed with old, pale scars. He was not a soft man of leisure. He was a weapon.

"I want you whole. I want your defiance. I want your anger. I want your shame," he said, his voice a low growl. "I want to see the war in your eyes as your body betrays you. That is the true art. Not the simulation of pleasure, but the reality of its conflict. That," he murmured, "is worth three hundred thousand."

He moved toward the bed, not to me, but to a small, ornate box on the nightstand. He opened it and took out two things: a small, leather collar, much plainer than the one Madame had used, and a syringe filled with a familiar clear liquid. My blood turned to ice.

"You, my beauty, will be my last test subject. I want to see how your body betrays you. How I can shape your soul, just with chemistry. You'll see—soon your body will belong to me. Then your mind. And after that... your heart will too." He smiled. "Now, get on the bed. On your hands and knees. Face the headboard."

Mi cuerpo no es mi alma. Mi sufrimiento es mi armadura. Mi voluntad es mi espada. The words were a desperate chant in my head, but they were starting to feel hollow, like a prayer to a god who wasn't listening.

I was afraid. I was more afraid than I had ever been in the doctor's office. Dr. Alistair had been a monster of science, a detached observer. This man was a monster of will, a connoisseur of souls. He wanted to possess me, not just my body, but the very essence of my resistance.

I climbed onto the bed, the furs soft and decadent against my bare skin. I assumed the position he commanded, my head bowed, my hands sinking into the plush pelts. The posture was one of submission, but inside, Cora was screaming. I will never love him.

He came up behind me. I felt the cool leather of the collar as he buckled it around my neck. It was a symbol of ownership. A brand. "Good girl," he whispered, his breath hot against my ear.

I flinched as I felt the sharp sting of the needle in the side of my neck. The fire started immediately, a rush of liquid heat that spread through my veins like wildfire. It was stronger this time, more potent. My nipples hardened, and a deep, throbbing ache started between my legs.

"Don't fight it, Sweetie. It's a waste of energy." He ran a hand down my spine, a slow, possessive caress that made me shudder. "Let your animal self take over. I want to watch her play."

He knelt behind me, and I could feel the heat of his body against my back. His hands roamed over my skin, exploring, mapping. His touch was firm, confident, and skilled. He found the places I was learning about with Elara, the places that sparked and singed. He knew exactly what he was doing.

The drug was a roaring inferno inside me. My hips began to move of their own accord, a slow, rocking motion that begged for more. A soft moan escaped my lips, a sound of pure, unadulterated need. I hated myself for it. I hated him for it.

"That's it," he murmured, his voice a dark, seductive purr. "Let it go. Give me your suffering, Cora. Let me taste it."

He entered me in one slow, deliberate thrust. I cried out, a raw, guttural sound that was half pleasure, half agony. It was a violation, but my body was arching into it, craving it. He filled me completely, a deep, satisfying stretch that made my toes curl.

He began to move, a slow, rhythmic rocking that stoked the fire inside me higher and higher. His hands gripped my hips, holding me in place as he took me. Each thrust was a claim, a brand. Each movement was a battle in the war he had declared on my soul.

I was lost in a haze of sensation. The world narrowed to the feeling of him inside me, the friction of his skin against mine, the sound of his ragged breathing in my ear. I could feel the pressure building, the crest of the wave, but this time it was different. It wasn't a wave I was riding. I was being pulled under, dragged into a vortex of forced ecstasy.

"You see?" he grunted, his movements becoming faster, more demanding. "Your body wants this. It wants me. Your mind can fight all it wants, but your flesh knows its master."

He ran his fingers over my skin. I could feel the climax approaching, a tidal wave of pleasure that was so intense it was almost painful. I tried to hold it back, to cling to the last shred of my resistance, but it was useless. The drug was too strong. He was too strong.

With a final, powerful thrust, he sent me over the edge. I came with a strangled cry, my body convulsing around him. "Good girl. Come for me." The pleasure was blinding, all-consuming. For a few, terrifying moments, I forgot who I was, where I was. I was just a body, a vessel for the ecstasy he had created.

His fingers finally found my asshole. I flinched, a jolt of pure fear cutting through the drug-induced haze. This was new territory. This was a violation of a different order. Elara had never spoken of this. Madame had only hinted at it with a cruel smirk.

He didn't force it. He simply circled the tight ring of muscle with the tip of his finger, a gentle, exploratory touch that was somehow more terrifying than a brutal assault. It was patient. It was proprietary.

"Relax, Cora," he whispered, his voice a low, dark murmur against my ear. "This is mine, too. Every inch of you."

I squeezed my eyes shut, my entire body tensing. I tried to retreat into the fortress of my mind, but the drug had burned the bridges and blown the gates. My animal self was in control, and it was confused, caught between terror and a strange, unwelcome curiosity. The pressure of his finger was insistent, a slow, steady invasion that my traitorous body seemed to be yielding to, inch by agonizing inch.

"Stop fighting. This will only feel good for you if you don't fight," he murmured, his free hand wrapping around my throat, not choking, just holding. A collar of flesh and bone. "Your will is a prison. Let it go."

He pushed his finger in deeper, and a wave of shame washed over me, so hot and so powerful it almost eclipsed the drug-fueled pleasure. I was being undone. Not broken like the fat man would have done, but unraveled, thread by thread, by a master who knew exactly where to pull. And fuck - I loved it. Every inch of my body wanted more.

He seemed to feel the shift in me, the moment my resistance crumbled into dust. He chuckled, a low, rumbling sound that vibrated through my chest. "There it is. That's the look I was waiting for. The moment the cage door opens and the animal realizes she's not in a cage at all. She's in a new territory. My territory."
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