
        
            
                
            
        

    
Chapter 1: Arrival in Shadowbrook

The carnival arrived just after dusk, as though the night itself had coughed it up from some black throat. Engines growled low and guttural; the big rigs rolled in under sodium lights that turned the gravel lot into a bruised orange sea. Shadowbrook hadn’t seen anything like it in years. A few teenagers lingered at the edge of the fairgrounds fence, phones raised, filming the unloading like it was some rare animal being set loose. They didn’t know what they were watching.

Elias Crowe stepped down from the lead trailer last, boots crunching softly on the gravel. Tall, lean, dressed in tailored black that made him look more like a stage magician than a carnival act. His hair was ink-dark and swept back; his eyes the pale gray of winter sky just before snow. He carried nothing but a slim leather case and the kind of calm that made people lean closer without realizing why.

Inside the main tent, the ringmaster—Marcus Vale—already had the crew moving like obedient shadows. Vale was wide across the shoulders, voice like crushed gravel, smile too wide and never quite reaching his eyes. He clapped Elias on the back as though they were old friends.

“Crowd’s hungry tonight,” Vale said. “Small town, big appetites. Pick well.”

Elias gave the slightest nod. He didn’t need reminding. He never did.

By eight-thirty the midway was alive. Ferris wheel lights spun lazy red-and-gold arcs across the sky. Cotton-candy vendors hawked their pastel clouds. Laughter and screams tangled in the warm September air. Inside the big top, the house seats filled steadily—families, teenagers on awkward first dates, bored housewives looking for anything to break the monotony of Shadowbrook’s slow bleed.

Elias waited in the wings while the opening acts finished. A clown juggling fire, a contortionist folding herself into impossible shapes, a knife-thrower whose assistant flinched every time the blade left his hand. Standard carnival fare. Nothing to prepare anyone for what came next.

When the lights dimmed and the spotlight found him, Elias walked out alone.

No music. No fanfare. Just the slow clap of his boots on the sawdust ring and the hush that followed.

“Good evening,” he said, voice soft, carrying effortlessly to every row. “My name is Elias Crowe. Tonight I’m going to ask you to trust me. Just a little. Just enough.”

He smiled then, small and knowing, and the audience leaned forward as one.

He started simple. Volunteers from the crowd—always volunteers, never forced. A middle-aged man who barked like a dog. A teenage boy who believed his hands were glued together. Laughter rippled through the tent, nervous at first, then delighted. Safe. Familiar.

Then he scanned the stands again, slower this time.

His gaze settled on row six.

Lucy Harper sat between her best friend Mara and an empty seat that should have held her boyfriend if he hadn’t bailed last minute. Twenty-two, fresh out of community college with no real plans beyond “get out of Shadowbrook someday,” she had come mostly because Mara begged. Lucy wore faded jeans, a soft gray sweater that slipped off one shoulder, and her dark auburn hair pulled into a loose braid. She had the kind of face that made people look twice—wide hazel eyes, full mouth, a faint scattering of freckles across her nose. Pretty in a way that felt accidental, unguarded.

Elias lifted a hand.

“You, in the gray sweater,” he said. “Would you join me?”

Lucy froze. Mara elbowed her hard.

“Go! It’s just fun!”

Lucy stood slowly, cheeks already warming. The spotlight followed her down the aisle, turning her into something luminous and exposed. Whistles and encouraging cheers chased her to the ring.

When she reached Elias he took her hand—gentle, almost courtly—and led her to the center. Up close he smelled faintly of cedar and smoke.

“What’s your name?” he asked, though he already knew. He always knew.

“Lucy.”

“Lucy.” He repeated it like he was tasting the word. “Perfect.”

He turned to the audience. “Lucy has agreed to help me demonstrate the power of the mind. Lucy, if you’ll sit here—” He gestured to a single wooden chair that had been placed in the middle of the ring.

She sat. The chair felt too small, the lights too bright. Her heart hammered against her ribs.

Elias circled her slowly, speaking in that low, velvet drawl.

“Close your eyes, Lucy. That’s it. Deep breath in… and out. Let your shoulders drop. Good girl.”

The words slipped inside her ears like warm oil. She felt her eyelids grow heavy even though she was fighting it, just a little, because part of her still thought this was silly.

“Imagine a staircase,” Elias continued. “Ten steps down into perfect calm. With every number I count, you take one step. Ten… nine… eight…”

By five her breathing had slowed. By three her head tipped forward. By one she was gone—chin on chest, lips parted, utterly still.

The audience murmured, impressed.

Elias leaned close to her ear—so close his breath stirred the fine hairs at her temple.

“When I snap my fingers, you’ll believe you’re a chicken. You’ll cluck, strut, peck at the ground. You’ll do it with complete conviction. And you’ll have no memory of doing it when you wake.”

He snapped.

Lucy’s head jerked up. She stood, arms tucked to her sides, and began to strut in tight circles, clucking loudly, head bobbing. The crowd roared with laughter. Phones came out again, recording every ridiculous moment.

Elias watched, expression unreadable.

After a minute he snapped again.

Lucy stopped mid-stride, blinked, looked around in confusion. The audience applauded wildly. She gave a sheepish smile, cheeks flaming, and started back toward her seat.

But Elias wasn’t finished.

As she passed him he caught her wrist—lightly, almost tenderly—and bent to her ear once more. His voice dropped to a whisper no one else could hear.

“When the show ends tonight, you’ll feel an ache. A deep, sweet pull between your legs. It will grow stronger the longer you try to ignore it. You’ll tell yourself it’s nothing, but your feet will carry you behind the big top, past the generators, to the black tent with the silver star stitched on the flap. You won’t remember why you’re going. You’ll only know you have to. And when you step inside, you’ll kneel. You’ll wait. You’ll want nothing more than to please me.”

He released her wrist.

Lucy blinked again, dazed, then continued walking as though nothing had happened. She slid back into her seat beside Mara, laughing at herself, already telling the story she would tell a dozen times tomorrow.

Elias returned to center ring.

“One more volunteer,” he called, scanning the crowd again. “Who’s feeling brave?”

But his eyes flicked back to Lucy—just once.

She was staring at the ring, smiling faintly, fingers twisting in her lap.

Outside, the carnival lights kept spinning.

Inside Lucy’s body, something small and secret had already begun to uncoil.

The show ended at ten-fifteen.

By ten-thirty the midway was thinning. Parents herded sleepy children toward the parking lot. Couples drifted hand-in-hand. The rides slowed, music winding down to a tired pulse.

Lucy stood at the edge of the gravel lot, arms wrapped around herself against the sudden chill. Mara had left early—some family thing. Lucy told her she’d catch a ride with someone else. She didn’t know why she said it. She didn’t have anyone else to ride with.

The ache started then.

Low in her belly at first, like the first cramp of a period that never quite arrived. Then deeper. Hotter. A slow, liquid throb that made her thighs press together involuntarily.

She told herself it was nothing. Nerves. Too much cotton candy. The embarrassment of clucking like an idiot in front of half the town.

But her feet were already moving.

Past the shuttered game booths. Past the humming generators that smelled of diesel and hot metal. Past the row of smaller tents selling glow sticks and fried dough.

To the very back.

There it was: a tall black tent, larger than the others, the silver star stitched crookedly on the heavy flap. No sign. No ticket booth. Just shadow and the faint glow of red light leaking underneath.

Lucy’s breath came shallow. Her nipples tightened painfully against the soft cotton of her bra. Heat slicked the insides of her thighs.

She didn’t understand.

She didn’t need to.

She lifted the flap and stepped inside.

The air was thick, scented with incense and something darker—musk, leather, anticipation.

Elias waited in the center of the empty space, seated in a high-backed chair like a throne. A single overhead bulb cast long shadows across his face.

He didn’t speak.

Lucy’s knees folded. She sank to the ground before him, palms flat on the cool canvas floor, head bowed.

Her body trembled—not with fear.

With need.

Elias leaned forward slightly.

“Good girl,” he murmured.

Lucy’s lips parted on a soft, involuntary sound.

Outside, the carnival lights continued their slow, indifferent turning.

Inside the black tent, the real show was just beginning.


Chapter 2: The First Whisper

The black tent held its breath.

A single bulb swung above them on its frayed cord, painting slow, liquid shadows across Lucy’s kneeling form. The air was heavy—thick with the musk of old canvas, burning sandalwood, and the sharp, intimate scent of her own arousal already leaking into the space between them. Every inhale dragged that scent deeper into Elias’s lungs; every exhale carried the faint, wet sound of her shallow breathing.

She hadn’t moved since the command to kneel. Her palms pressed flat to the rough floor, fingers spread wide as though trying to root herself against the rising tide inside her body. But the tide was winning. Her hips gave tiny, helpless twitches—barely perceptible, yet obscene in their honesty. Each small rock forward dragged the soaked cotton of her panties tighter against her swollen clit, forcing another soft, broken sound from her throat.

Elias remained seated in the high-backed chair, legs crossed, hands resting lightly on the armrests. He made no move to touch her. He didn’t need to. The power lay in the waiting—in letting her body betray her while her mind still clung to the last frayed threads of resistance.

“Open your eyes,” he said, voice low enough that it felt like it came from inside her skull.

Lucy’s lashes fluttered. When her gaze finally lifted, her pupils were so wide the hazel had nearly vanished. Tears already stood in the corners—not from sadness, but from the sheer, unbearable pressure building low in her belly. Her lips parted on a silent gasp.

“Look at me,” he continued. “Not my face. Lower.”

Her eyes dropped obediently—first to the crisp black shirt stretched across his chest, then lower still, to the unmistakable ridge straining against the front of his trousers. She swallowed hard. The sound was loud in the quiet tent.

“You see what watching you does to me,” he said. Not a question. A statement. “You did that. Just by kneeling. Just by trembling.”

Lucy’s breath hitched. A fresh pulse of heat flooded between her thighs; she felt it seep farther, darkening the cotton even more.

“Spread your knees wider.”

She shifted without hesitation, thighs parting until the position forced her hips to tilt forward. The movement tugged the drenched fabric directly over her clit. She whimpered—high, helpless, the sound echoing softly off the canvas walls.

“Good girl,” Elias murmured. The praise landed like a physical touch; her whole body shuddered. “Now… slowly… rock against nothing. Just your hips. Feel how empty you are. Feel how much you want to be filled.”

Lucy obeyed.

Her pelvis rolled in a slow, grinding circle—forward, then back, then forward again. Each motion dragged the soaked seam of her panties across her engorged clit, teasing without mercy. Her breathing turned ragged, little pants that matched the rhythm of her hips. Her breasts rose and fell beneath the thin sweater, nipples so hard they tented the fabric painfully. A thin sheen of sweat appeared at her hairline, along the delicate column of her throat.

Elias leaned forward slightly, elbows on his knees, watching every micro-movement with clinical intensity.

“Describe it,” he ordered. “Tell me exactly what you feel. Use your words. Be filthy.”

Lucy’s voice cracked on the first attempt. She tried again, barely above a whisper.

“It… it burns. Deep inside. Like I’m throbbing… everywhere. My clit feels too big, too sensitive. Every time I move it rubs and—oh God—it’s wet, so wet I can feel it dripping down my thighs. I want… I need…” Her words dissolved into a soft, keening moan as another involuntary roll of her hips made her clit catch just right against the fabric.

“You need to be touched,” Elias finished for her. “You need fingers, or a tongue, or cock stretching you open until you can’t think. But you won’t get any of it yet.”

A sob escaped her—half frustration, half desperate arousal.

“Please…”

The word hung between them, trembling.

Elias stood. He moved with predatory grace, circling behind her until he stood at her back. She could feel the heat of him even though he didn’t touch her. Then—slowly—he crouched, bringing his mouth close enough to her ear that she felt every word as warm breath against damp skin.

“Reach back,” he whispered. “Spread yourself for me. Show me how desperate that little cunt is.”

Lucy’s arms moved before her mind could protest. Hands slid behind her, fingers hooking into the waistband of her jeans and panties together. She tugged them down just enough—barely past the curve of her ass—then reached back again. Trembling fingertips parted her slick folds, exposing the flushed, glistening pink to the cool air and to his gaze.

She heard his sharp inhale—quiet, controlled, but unmistakable.

“Beautiful,” he breathed. “So swollen. So ready to be ruined.”

He still didn’t touch her.

Instead he leaned closer—close enough that she could feel the faint brush of his shirt against her bare lower back. Close enough that the cedar-and-smoke scent of him enveloped her completely.

“Rub your clit,” he commanded. “Two fingers. Slow circles. No coming. If you get close, you stop. You beg. And then you start again.”

Lucy’s right hand slid forward between her spread thighs. Two fingers found her clit—slippery, throbbing—and began the torturously slow circles he’d ordered. Her head fell forward; a long, broken moan spilled out. Her hips jerked forward into her own touch despite the command to go slow.

“Stop.”

Her fingers froze instantly. A frustrated whine tore from her throat.

“Beg.”

“Please,” she gasped. “Please let me—please touch me, or let me touch myself faster, or—fuck, Elias, I can’t—I need—”

“Start again. Slower.”

She obeyed, tears slipping freely now. The circles were glacial—agonizing. Every pass over her clit sent sparks up her spine, but never enough, never enough to tip her over. Her inner walls clenched around nothing, aching to be filled. She could feel the slickness coating her fingers, dripping down to her wrist.

Elias finally moved.

One hand settled lightly—at first—on the back of her neck. Not gripping. Just resting. Possessive. The weight alone made her shiver violently.

“Keep going,” he murmured against her ear. “And listen very carefully.”

His lips brushed the shell of her ear—barely a touch, yet it felt like fire.

“Tomorrow night you’ll come back. You’ll crawl to me. You’ll beg louder. You’ll spread wider. And each time the need will grow until it hurts to breathe without my permission. Until the only thought left in that pretty head is how to please me. How to earn my cock. How to earn my cum inside you.”

Lucy’s fingers faltered; a fresh gush of wetness coated her hand.

“Do you understand?”

“Y-yes—”

“Say it.”

“I’ll come back,” she whispered, voice wrecked. “I’ll crawl. I’ll beg. I’ll spread. Please… please just let me—”

“Not tonight.”

He removed his hand from her neck. The sudden absence felt like a physical blow.

“Pull your clothes up. Go home. Sleep in those soaked panties. Dream of this tent. Dream of my voice. When you wake, the ache will still be there—quieter, patient, waiting. You’ll try to ignore it. You’ll fail.”

He stepped back.

“Leave.”

Lucy’s body moved on autopilot—shaky hands tugging panties and jeans back into place, the cold, clinging fabric making her hiss. She stood on trembling legs, sweater pulled down over breasts that still ached, braid coming half-undone.

At the tent flap she paused, one hand gripping the heavy canvas.

She didn’t turn around.

She didn’t need to.

She could still feel his eyes on her—burning, patient, inevitable.

Lucy stepped into the night.

Behind her, Elias returned to the chair. He opened the leather notebook, wrote one precise line:

Lucy Harper – Phase One complete. Conditioning accelerated. Breaking beautifully.

He closed the book.

Outside, the last carnival lights died.

Inside Lucy’s body, the whisper had already become a scream.


Chapter 3: The Carnival’s Secrets

The carnival never truly slept.

Even after the last stragglers stumbled home and the midway lights guttered out, the back lot stayed awake—low voices, the clink of chains being checked, the soft hiss of propane heaters keeping the hidden tents warm against the September chill. Shadowbrook’s fairgrounds had a forgotten corner behind the livestock barns: a cluster of smaller canvas structures ringed by chain-link and black tarps. From the road they looked like storage. Up close they smelled of sex, fear, and expensive cologne.

Elias moved through the narrow paths between tents like he belonged there—because he did. His boots made no sound on the packed dirt. In one hand he carried the slim leather case; in the other, nothing. He didn’t need weapons. The things he carried worked better.

He stopped at the largest of the hidden tents—the one with no sign, only a heavy flap secured by brass grommets. Inside, the air was thicker, warmer, scented with myrrh and the faint copper tang of blood long since cleaned away. Low red lanterns hung from the center pole, casting everything in shades of bruise and desire.

Marcus Vale waited near a low platform draped in black velvet. He wore his ringmaster coat unbuttoned, sleeves rolled to the elbows, revealing forearms corded with old scars and newer tattoos: ownership marks, tally lines, symbols no civilian would recognize. Beside him stood two of his enforcers—broad-shouldered men whose faces stayed in shadow unless Vale wanted them seen.

On the platform knelt three women.

They were naked except for thin leather collars and the faint shimmer of oil on their skin. Their eyes were glassy, unfocused—trances still lingering from earlier sessions. One was new, brought in from the last stop in Millford; the other two had been with the carnival for months. Their postures were perfect: knees apart, backs straight, hands resting palms-up on their thighs. Breasts rose and fell in slow, synchronized rhythm. Nipples stood erect from the chill and from whatever suggestions still looped in their minds.

Vale gestured lazily toward them.

“Tonight’s entertainment is already warmed up,” he said. “But I thought you’d want first look at tomorrow’s stock.”

Elias set the leather case on a folding table. He opened it without hurry—velvet lining, rows of small glass vials, a set of polished chrome tools, a pair of wireless earbuds connected to a slim black device no larger than a phone.

He glanced at the kneeling women.

“Show me the new one.”

Vale snapped his fingers. The middle girl—blonde, barely twenty, freckles across her shoulders—crawled forward on hands and knees. She stopped at Elias’s feet, forehead to the floor, ass raised in offering.

“Name was Claire,” Vale said. “Was a nursing student. Caught her eye during the knife act. She volunteered for the stage tomorrow. Easy mark.”

Elias crouched. He lifted her chin with two fingers. Her pupils were pinpricks; her breathing shallow and quick.

“Claire,” he said softly.

She shivered at the sound of her name.

He fitted one of the wireless buds into her left ear, then the other. The device in his hand hummed to life—a low-frequency carrier wave, inaudible to anyone not wearing the receivers. He tapped a sequence.

Claire’s body jerked once, then settled. Her lips parted. A soft, wet sound escaped—half moan, half sigh.

Elias leaned close.

“When you wake tomorrow,” he whispered, “you’ll feel an emptiness between your legs that nothing can fill. You’ll ache for fingers, for tongue, for cock. But only mine will satisfy it. You’ll perform perfectly on stage—clumsy, silly, adorable. And when the show ends, you’ll come here. You’ll crawl. You’ll beg to be used. You’ll thank me for every humiliation.”

He tapped the device again. The carrier wave shifted frequency—deeper, slower. Claire’s eyelids fluttered; a thin line of drool slipped from the corner of her mouth.

Elias removed the buds. She stayed exactly as she was—kneeling, open, waiting.

Vale chuckled low in his throat.

“Efficient as always.”

Elias stood. “She’ll be ready for the private show by tomorrow night. The sisters from tonight—Emma and Sophia—they’re next.”

He’d spotted them in the third row during the second half of the performance. Early twenties, identical dark hair and wide green eyes, dressed in matching denim skirts and cropped tops. They’d giggled when he called them up, thinking it was a game. They’d clucked like chickens together, arms flapping, heads bobbing in perfect synchrony. The crowd had howled. Elias had smiled for the audience—and whispered the triggers into each ear while they were still deep under.

Now they waited in the smaller training tent next door.

Elias crossed to it without a word. Vale followed at a leisurely pace, enforcers trailing like silent dogs.

The training tent was smaller, windowless, lit by a single overhead bulb and strings of fairy lights that gave the space an obscene holiday glow. A padded bench stood in the center. Restraints dangled from the ceiling beams—soft leather cuffs, chains thin enough not to bruise unless pressure was applied.

Emma and Sophia knelt side by side on the floor, still clothed, though their tops had been tugged low enough to bare their breasts. Their skirts were rucked up around their waists; panties gone. Their thighs glistened. They stared straight ahead, breathing in shallow tandem, pupils dilated from the initial induction.

Elias circled them once.

“Strip each other,” he said.

Their hands moved at the same instant—slow, dreamy, fingers trembling with leftover trance and rising heat. Emma reached for Sophia’s top first, peeling it up and over her head. Sophia mirrored the motion. Bras followed—simple lace, quickly discarded. Skirts slid down together, pooling at their knees.

Naked now, they knelt again, breasts brushing as they leaned into each other instinctively. Nipples grazed; both girls gasped softly.

Elias stepped closer.

“Touch each other. Slowly. Explore. Learn what makes the other whimper.”

Fingers slid between thighs. Emma found Sophia’s clit first—circling with feather-light pressure. Sophia retaliated, slipping two fingers along Emma’s slick folds, teasing the entrance without penetrating. Their heads tipped together; foreheads touched. Soft moans filled the tent—twin sounds, harmonious, obscene.

Elias watched for a long minute, then spoke.

“Stop.”

Their hands froze mid-motion.

“On the bench. Face to face. Legs spread wide.”

They climbed onto the padded surface, knees bent, feet planted apart. The position opened them completely—pink, swollen, dripping. They faced each other, inches apart, breathing each other’s air.

Elias retrieved the wireless device from his case.

He fitted buds into both ears at once.

The carrier wave hummed.

“Listen,” he said, voice dropping to that velvet register that bypassed conscious thought. “Every time you hear my voice say ‘sisters serve,’ your bodies will remember this moment. The heat. The ache. The need to please. You’ll crave each other’s touch, but only when I allow it. You’ll perform for the guests tomorrow night—kissing, licking, fucking each other while they watch. You’ll come only when they applaud. And when the night ends, you’ll crawl to me. You’ll beg to be trained deeper. You’ll thank me for breaking you.”

He paused.

“Sisters serve.”

Both girls shuddered violently. Their hips jerked forward; clits brushed. A simultaneous cry tore from their throats—high, desperate, perfectly matched.

Elias removed the buds.

They stayed frozen in position, trembling, eyes locked on each other, tears of frustrated need shining on their lashes.

Vale leaned against a support pole, arms folded, smiling.

“Pretty pair,” he said. “They’ll fetch high at auction in a month. Or we keep them. The clients love twins.”

Elias didn’t answer. He closed the case with a soft click.

Outside, the carnival slept—or pretended to.

Inside the training tent, Emma and Sophia remained on the bench—legs spread, bodies quivering, waiting for the next command that would sink them deeper.

Somewhere in Shadowbrook, Lucy Harper lay in her childhood bed, sheets twisted around her legs, one hand pressed between her thighs over soaked cotton. She hadn’t touched herself—not yet. She told herself she wouldn’t.

But her hips rocked anyway—tiny, helpless circles against her own palm.

The ache whispered his name.

And in the black tent at the edge of the fairgrounds, the real carnival continued its slow, patient grind.


Chapter 4: Nightly Rituals

The carnival stayed in Shadowbrook for seven nights—long enough for the town to grow accustomed to the lights and music, short enough that no one asked too many questions when a few girls went missing from the edges of the crowd. By the third night the rhythm had settled into something almost ritualistic: daytime performances for families, evening shows for the curious, and after midnight the real work began in the black tents.

Lucy came back every night.

She told herself she wouldn’t. Each afternoon she locked her bedroom door, sat on the edge of her mattress, and swore she’d stay home—watch television, scroll her phone, call Mara and laugh about how ridiculous the hypnosis show had been. But as the sun dropped behind the grain silos, the ache returned: a low, insistent pulse between her thighs that no amount of cold showers or clenched fists could dull. By nine o’clock her body was already moving—slipping out the back door, walking the back roads to the fairgrounds, heart hammering louder with every step.

Tonight was no different.

She slipped past the shuttered game booths, past the silent Ferris wheel, past the generators that had gone quiet hours ago. The black tent waited at the far edge, silver star glinting faintly under the moon. The flap parted under her trembling fingers before she even touched it, as though it had been expecting her.

Inside, the air was warmer than the night outside—thick with incense and the faint, animal scent of sweat and arousal. Elias sat in the same high-backed chair, legs crossed, one hand resting lightly on the arm. He didn’t rise. He didn’t speak. He simply watched as Lucy crossed the canvas floor and sank to her knees before him without being told.

Her sweater was already slipping off one shoulder; her jeans felt too tight, the seam pressing cruelly against her swollen clit. She could feel the dampness spreading, soaking through the denim in dark patches.

Elias tilted his head.

“Crawl to me.”

The command landed like a hand between her shoulder blades. Lucy dropped forward onto her palms, ass raised, knees sliding across the rough floor. Each movement rubbed fabric against sensitive flesh; each breath came out as a small, broken whimper. When she reached him she stopped—forehead nearly touching his boot, hips still rocking in tiny, helpless circles.

“Good girl,” he murmured. The words sent a fresh gush of wetness down her inner thighs.

He reached down, fingers threading into her braid, tugging her head back until she was forced to look up at him. Her lips parted on a soft gasp; tears already shimmered at the corners of her eyes.

“Strip. Slowly. Show me how much you’ve been thinking about this.”

Lucy’s hands moved to the hem of her sweater. She peeled it up inch by inch—exposing the soft plane of her stomach, the underside of her breasts, then finally letting the fabric fall away. No bra tonight; she’d stopped wearing one after the second night, craving the constant friction of cotton against her nipples. They stood painfully erect now, flushed dark pink in the red lantern light.

She rose onto her knees to work the button of her jeans. The zipper sounded obscenely loud. She shoved the denim down her thighs, taking her soaked panties with it. The cool air hit her drenched folds and she moaned—long and low, hips jerking forward as though chasing a touch that wasn’t there.

Naked now, she knelt again—thighs spread, hands resting on her knees, palms up in silent offering.

Elias studied her for a long moment.

“Touch yourself. Three fingers on your clit. Slow circles. Tell me when you’re close.”

Lucy’s right hand slid between her legs. Three fingers found her clit—slippery, throbbing—and began the torturously slow circles he’d ordered. Her head tipped back; a keening sound spilled from her throat. Her free hand rose to cup one breast, thumb brushing the nipple in time with the motion below.

“Describe it,” Elias said quietly.

“It’s… so swollen,” she whispered, voice wrecked. “Every circle makes it pulse harder. I can feel it in my stomach, in my thighs… like I’m going to burst. I’m dripping—God, I’m dripping onto the floor. I want… I need you inside me. Please—”

“Stop.”

Her fingers froze. A frustrated sob tore from her chest.

“Hands behind your back.”

She obeyed, shoulders pulling back, breasts thrusting forward. The position left her completely exposed—glistening, trembling, clit visibly twitching with denied release.

Elias stood.

He circled behind her, boots silent on canvas. She felt him crouch—felt the heat of him at her back, the faint brush of his trousers against her bare ass. Then his fingers—cool, deliberate—traced the line of her spine, down to the small of her back, then lower. He dragged one fingertip through the slickness coating her inner thighs, gathering it, then brought it to her lips.

“Open.”

She parted her mouth. He slipped the finger inside; she closed around it, tongue curling, sucking greedily. The taste of herself—sharp, musky, humiliating—made her whimper around his knuckle.

He withdrew slowly.

“Tonight you perform for more than just me.”

Lucy’s eyes widened fractionally—some last shred of awareness surfacing through the haze.

Elias straightened.

The tent flap opened.

Three men entered—older, well-dressed, faces half-hidden in shadow. They carried the scent of cigar smoke and money. Vale followed behind them, smiling that too-wide smile.

“Gentlemen,” Elias said, voice calm, “our newest acquisition. Lucy has been… exceptionally responsive.”

The men moved closer, circling her the way Elias had earlier. One reached out, brushed a thumb across her nipple—testing. Lucy jolted, a soft cry escaping.

“Responsive indeed,” the man murmured.

Elias stepped forward.

“On the platform.”

A low, velvet-draped platform stood at the far end of the tent—padded, fitted with discreet rings for restraints. Lucy crawled to it on shaking limbs, climbed up, and knelt in the center—ass raised, thighs spread, forehead to the velvet.

Elias fitted soft leather cuffs around her wrists, then secured them to the rings above her head. Her arms stretched upward, back arched, breasts lifted and offered. Another cuff around each ankle—legs forced wide.

She trembled violently now—not from cold.

From anticipation. From terror. From the unbearable, clawing need.

Elias leaned close to her ear.

“You’ll perform beautifully,” he whispered. “You’ll let them watch. You’ll let them touch—if I allow it. You’ll come only when I say. And when it’s over, you’ll thank each of them. You’ll thank me.”

He stepped back.

One of the men approached—older, silver at the temples, expensive watch glinting. He trailed a single finger down the center of her body—from throat to navel to the slick seam between her legs. Lucy’s hips bucked forward involuntarily.

“Such a pretty little thing,” he said. “How long until she’s fully broken?”

Elias’s voice came from behind her—calm, almost gentle.

“Soon.”

The man smiled.

He pressed two fingers inside her—slow, deliberate. Lucy’s head fell forward on a choked moan. Her inner walls clenched greedily around the intrusion. He curled them, stroking that spot that made stars burst behind her eyelids.

“Stop,” Elias said.

The fingers withdrew. Lucy sobbed—raw, desperate.

Another man took his place—younger, rougher. He pinched her nipples hard enough to make her cry out, then soothed them with slow circles of his tongue. Lucy’s hips rocked uselessly against nothing.

The third man simply watched—stroking himself through his trousers, eyes dark with hunger.

Elias circled to stand in front of her.

“Look at me.”

She lifted her head—tears streaming, lips swollen from biting them.

“You’re doing so well,” he said softly. “Now… come for them. Come hard. Show them what a good girl you are.”

He reached down, pressed his thumb firmly against her clit—once, twice, a third time.

Lucy shattered.

Her whole body seized—back arching, thighs quaking, a raw scream tearing from her throat as the orgasm ripped through her. Slickness flooded her thighs, dripping onto the velvet. Wave after wave crashed over her until she was limp in the restraints, sobbing with aftershocks.

The men applauded—slow, appreciative.

Elias uncuffed her gently, helped her down to the floor. She collapsed against his legs, trembling, face pressed to his thigh.

“Thank you,” she whispered—to the men, to him, to the air itself. “Thank you… thank you…”

Elias stroked her hair once—almost tenderly.

“Tomorrow night,” he said to the men, “she’ll be ready for more.”

They left one by one, murmuring approval.

When the tent was empty again, Elias crouched beside her.

“You’re mine now,” he said quietly. “Deeper every night. Until there’s nothing left but this.”

Lucy nodded against his leg—exhausted, spent, already aching for the next command.

Outside, Shadowbrook slept.

Inside the black tent, the rituals continued—night after night, deeper and darker, until the line between desire and destruction blurred into nothing at all.


Chapter 5: The Auction’s Shadow

The fourth night in Shadowbrook brought rain—cold, steady sheets that turned the fairgrounds into a slick, black mirror of carnival lights. Most of the rides shut down early; families fled home with damp children and half-eaten corndogs. But in the hidden quadrant behind the livestock barns, the weather only sharpened the anticipation. Water drummed on canvas roofs like impatient fingers. Inside the largest private tent—twice the size of Elias’s black one, lined with heavy velvet drapes and lit by a dozen low-hanging oil lamps—the air was thick enough to taste.

A low platform dominated the center: black leather, padded, fitted with stainless-steel rings at every corner and along the edges. Thick chains hung from the ceiling beams, swaying gently. A long table nearby held the tools of the trade—polished chrome speculums, glass plugs in graduated sizes, violet wand kits, leather straps studded with metal, vials of warming oil that smelled faintly of clove and cinnamon.

Tonight was not a simple performance.

Tonight was the final rehearsal for auction.

Claire—the blonde nursing student from Millford—lay bound on the platform. Her wrists and ankles were secured wide with soft leather cuffs, legs pulled back until her knees nearly touched her shoulders. The position left her utterly exposed: cunt flushed dark pink and glistening, clit swollen to the size of a ripe berry, asshole already slick from earlier preparation. A thin silver chain ran from a clamp on each nipple to a matching clamp on her labia, pulling everything taut with every shallow breath. She’d been edged for three hours—brought to the brink repeatedly, denied, then edged again—until her mind had fractured into a single looping plea.

Elias stood at the foot of the platform, sleeves rolled to the elbows, forearms corded as he adjusted the violet wand’s intensity. The glass electrode hummed faintly in his hand, trailing purple arcs when he flicked it on.

Claire’s eyes—glassy, pupils blown—tracked the spark.

“Please,” she rasped. Her voice was raw from screaming earlier. “Please let me come. I’ll do anything. Anything.”

Elias traced the wand along the inside of her thigh—close enough that the static charge raised gooseflesh, far enough that it didn’t touch skin. She bucked anyway, chains rattling.

“Not yet.”

He moved the electrode to hover just above her clit. The tiny purple lightning jumped the gap—once, twice—each micro-shock making her hips jerk and a fresh gush of slickness spill from her opening. She sobbed, head thrashing side to side.

“Beg properly.”

“Please—fuck—please ruin me. Stretch me. Fill me. Use every hole until I can’t remember my name. I need it. I need your cock, their cocks, anything—please—”

Elias pressed the electrode directly to her clit.

Claire’s back arched off the leather; a scream tore from her throat—high, animal, ecstatic. Her cunt clenched visibly, inner walls spasming around nothing. No orgasm followed. Only more desperate, painful throbbing.

He withdrew the wand.

“Open wider.”

She strained against the restraints, thighs trembling as she tried to spread herself even further. Elias selected a thick glass plug from the table—ridged, bulbous at the base, flared enough to lock behind her rim. He coated it generously in warming oil, then pressed the tip against her asshole.

“Push back,” he ordered.

Claire obeyed instantly—hips lifting, bearing down. The first ridge popped past her ring with a wet sound; she gasped, eyes rolling back. He worked it in slowly—inch by obscene inch—twisting as he went until the widest part stretched her open, then seated with a final, slick pop. Her asshole clenched around the neck, the flared base nestled flush against her cheeks.

She was panting now—chest heaving, nipples pulled tight by the chain clamps, cunt dripping steadily onto the leather below her.

Elias stepped back.

“Gentlemen,” he called toward the shadowed perimeter of the tent.

Five men emerged from the drapes—suits tailored, faces half-hidden by low light and expensive masks. They carried drinks in crystal glasses; cigar smoke curled from a few. Vale stood at the rear, arms folded, smiling like a proud proprietor.

“Claire is ready for bidding preview,” Elias said. “Full demonstration.”

One of the men—tall, silver-haired, voice like aged bourbon—stepped forward first.

“Show us how obedient she is.”

Elias nodded.

“Claire. Recite your new purpose.”

Her voice came out thin, trembling, but perfectly clear.

“I exist to be used. My holes are for pleasure. My orgasms belong to my owners. I will come only on command. I will thank every cock that fills me. I will beg to be sold to the highest bidder.”

The silver-haired man smiled.

“Proof.”

Elias selected a thick, black silicone dildo from the table—ridged, veined, easily nine inches long and girthy enough to make her wince. He coated it in more oil, then pressed the head against her cunt.

“Take it,” he said.

Claire’s hips lifted eagerly. The head breached her—slow stretch, obscene wet sound as her walls parted. She moaned long and low as he fed it deeper—halfway, then three-quarters—until only the base remained visible. Her clit throbbed visibly against the chain clamps; slickness coated the toy, dripping down to pool around the glass plug still buried in her ass.

“Fuck herself with it,” Elias commanded.

Her bound hands couldn’t reach, but her hips could. She began to rock—short, desperate thrusts that drove the dildo in and out. Each movement tugged the nipple-labia chain; each tug made her whimper. The toy glistened brighter with every stroke.

The men watched in silence at first—then murmurs of approval, low chuckles, the soft clink of ice in glasses.

“Deeper,” the silver-haired man said.

Elias pressed his palm to the base, forcing the last inch inside. Claire’s eyes rolled back; a guttural cry escaped her. Her cunt clenched visibly around the intrusion, inner muscles fluttering.

“Stop.”

She froze instantly—hips raised, toy buried to the hilt, body quaking with denied release.

Elias removed the dildo slowly—inch by glistening inch—until it slipped free with a wet pop. Her opening gaped for a moment before clenching shut, slick strings connecting the toy to her folds.

The men applauded—slow, deliberate.

“Impressive,” one said. “How much for the set?”

Vale stepped forward.

“Auction is in two nights. Starting bid will be announced then. Tonight is merely… taste.”

Another man approached—younger, hungrier. He knelt between Claire’s spread thighs, leaned in, and dragged his tongue once—long and slow—along her dripping slit. Claire’s whole body jerked; a broken sob escaped her.

He pulled back, lips shining.

“Sweet,” he said. “She’ll break beautifully under a riding crop.”

Elias inclined his head.

“She will.”

The preview continued for another hour—fingers, tongues, toys, violet wand shocks that made her scream and beg in equal measure. By the end Claire was a trembling, sweat-slick wreck—cunt swollen and gaping slightly from repeated stretching, asshole still plugged, nipples dark and elongated from the clamps, tears and drool streaking her face.

When the men finally filed out—murmuring bids to Vale—Elias remained.

He released the cuffs one by one, gentle now. Claire collapsed into his arms when the last restraint fell away. She pressed her face to his chest, sobbing softly.

“Thank you,” she whispered. “Thank you for showing them… thank you for ruining me…”

Elias stroked her hair once—mechanical, almost absent.

“You’ll fetch a high price,” he said quietly.

She nodded against him—shivering, spent, already craving the next edge, the next denial, the next violation.

Outside, rain lashed the canvas.

Inside, Claire curled at Elias’s feet—naked, plugged, chained in ways no metal could match.

Across the fairgrounds, in the smaller training tent, Emma and Sophia performed for a different audience—twin mouths working in perfect synchrony on a client’s cock while another man fucked them from behind in alternating thrusts. Their moans harmonized; their bodies moved like one instrument tuned to pain and pleasure.

And somewhere in Shadowbrook, Lucy Harper lay awake in her bed—fingers buried deep inside herself, chasing the ghost of Elias’s voice, whispering “please” into the dark over and over until her voice gave out.

The carnival’s shadow grew longer with every passing night.

And the auction drew closer.


Chapter 6: Fractured Minds

The rain had stopped by the fifth night, leaving the fairgrounds slick and gleaming under a bruised moon. Puddles reflected the last strings of carnival lights like shattered mirrors. In the training tent—now referred to only as “the chamber”—the air was warmer, heavier, scented with the chemical bite of the new subliminal audio loops Elias had installed: low-frequency binaural beats layered beneath whispered mantras, piped through hidden speakers behind the velvet walls.

Lucy no longer waited for nightfall to feel the pull. It lived inside her now—constant, low-grade, like a second heartbeat between her legs. She arrived earlier each evening, slipping through the shadows before the midway even quieted. Tonight she wore nothing under her long coat; the moment she stepped inside the black tent she let it fall, pooling around her ankles like shed skin. Naked, collared (the thin leather band had appeared on the fourth night, locked with a tiny silver padlock she no longer questioned), she crawled straight to the center of the chamber and knelt—thighs wide, palms flat on her thighs, head bowed.

Elias was already there, seated on the high-backed chair. Beside him stood a new piece of equipment: a sleek, matte-black VR headset connected to a small console. The lenses were dark; thin wires trailed from the sides to electrodes that would affix to her temples.

“Tonight we begin rewriting,” he said quietly.

Lucy’s breath hitched. Some distant part of her still recognized the word as terrifying. The rest of her clenched in anticipation, inner walls fluttering around nothing.

He rose, crossed to her, and lifted her chin.

“Open your mouth.”

She did. He placed a soft silicone gag between her teeth—ridged on the underside to rest against her tongue, strapped snugly behind her head. Drool began to gather at the corners of her lips almost immediately.

“Hands behind your back.”

Leather cuffs clicked around her wrists, linked by a short chain that forced her shoulders back and thrust her breasts forward. Nipples already dark and erect from the constant low throb of arousal.

Elias guided her to a low, reclined chair—more dentist than throne—padded in black leather, fitted with stirrups at the foot. He lifted her legs one at a time, securing her ankles in the padded restraints, then spread the stirrups wide until her thighs ached from the stretch. Her cunt opened completely—lips swollen, clit protruding, entrance already slick and glistening under the red lights.

He affixed the electrodes to her temples—small, cool discs that adhered with a faint static kiss.

Then the headset.

Darkness swallowed her vision the moment he lowered it over her eyes. No gradual fade; just instant black. A soft hum started in her ears—binaural, pulsing, impossible to ignore. Beneath it, Elias’s voice began—layered, overlapping, soft as silk and relentless as stone.

You are safe. You are wanted. You are nothing without this. Your past is fading. Your family is a dream. Your only reality is here. Your only purpose is pleasure. Your only name is pet.

Lucy’s body jerked once—instinctive resistance—then settled. The words sank in like warm water through cracked earth.

Elias selected a thick, curved glass dildo from the table—ridged along its length, bulbous head, flared base. He coated it liberally in warming lube that smelled of cinnamon and heat, then pressed the tip against her entrance.

“Take it slowly,” he commanded. “Feel every ridge claim you.”

She bore down. The head popped past her rim with a wet sound; she moaned around the gag, drool spilling down her chin. He fed it deeper—inch by slow inch—twisting so each ridge dragged against her front wall, pressing against that swollen bundle of nerves inside. When it was seated fully, only the flared base visible, he flicked a small switch on the console.

The dildo began to vibrate—low at first, then building in waves synced to the binaural beats. Each pulse sent shocks of pleasure-pain through her core. Her hips bucked uselessly against the restraints.

Inside the headset, the visuals began.

Soft pink light bloomed. Shapes resolved slowly: her own body, naked and bound, mirrored back at her from impossible angles. Then memories—fragmented, distorted. Her mother’s face smiling at a birthday party, then dissolving into static. Her childhood bedroom, walls melting into black velvet. Mara’s laughter warping into moans. Every image overlaid with Elias’s voice:

This never happened. This is fiction. The only truth is the ache between your legs. The only love is submission.

The vibrator surged higher. Lucy’s muffled screams filled the chamber—raw, animal, ecstatic. Her cunt clenched rhythmically around the glass, slickness coating the base, dripping down to pool beneath her ass.

Elias leaned close—close enough that she could feel his breath even through the headset.

“Repeat after me, pet. Inside your mind. Out loud if you can.”

Through the gag, garbled but desperate:

I am nothing. I am yours. I exist to be fucked. I exist to be sold.

He increased the vibration again—now pulsing in sharp, punishing bursts. Her clit throbbed visibly; the chain clamps from last night’s session still dangled from her nipples, swaying with every convulsion.

Your mind is soft clay. I shape it. I erase it. You thank me for every piece I take.

Lucy’s body seized—back arching off the chair, thighs quaking, drool streaming down her neck and between her breasts. The orgasm built like a storm, unstoppable despite the conditioning loops that tried to hold it back.

“Come,” Elias said—simple, absolute.

She shattered.

Her cunt spasmed violently around the glass, rhythmic contractions milking the toy as though it were flesh. Slickness gushed—hot, copious—splashing against the leather seat. Her muffled screams turned into long, broken sobs of relief and shame and unbearable pleasure. Tears soaked the padding inside the headset.

He let the aftershocks roll through her for a full minute before powering down the vibrator. Slowly, he withdrew the dildo—each ridge dragging one last whimper from her. Her opening gaped briefly, then clenched shut, still twitching.

Elias removed the headset first. Lucy’s eyes were glassy, unfocused—pupils huge, irises ringed with red from crying. Drool slicked her chin and throat.

He unbuckled the gag. She didn’t speak; she only panted, chest heaving.

Then the electrodes. Then the cuffs. He helped her sit up—gentle now, almost tender. She swayed, boneless.

“Tell me your name,” he said softly.

She blinked slowly. Confusion flickered, then faded.

“…pet,” she whispered.

Elias nodded once.

“Good.”

He led her—still naked, legs trembling—to a small side alcove furnished with a low cot, soft blankets, a bottle of water. She curled onto the cot without being told, knees drawn up, hands between her thighs as though protecting the ache that never quite left.

“Sleep,” he said. “Dream of me reshaping you. When you wake, the memories will be fainter. The need will be sharper.”

She nodded against the pillow—already drifting.

Elias returned to the main chamber. He opened his notebook, wrote:

Lucy Harper – Memory overwrite initiated. Identity erosion at 38%. Suggestibility peak. Proceed to group integration tomorrow night.

Outside, the carnival slept under a clearing sky.

Inside the chamber, the speakers continued their soft, relentless loop—barely audible now, but never stopping.

You are nothing. You are wanted. You are mine.

And somewhere in the deepest parts of Lucy’s fracturing mind, a small, silent voice still screamed.

It was growing quieter every night.


Chapter 7: Whispers of Rebellion

The carnival rolled out of Shadowbrook at dawn on the sixth day, engines growling low as the big rigs dragged the disassembled rides and hidden tents onto the highway. By noon they were already setting up in Everwood—a larger town, college nearby, more bodies to sift through, more pretty faces to pluck from the crowd. The air here smelled of pine and river mud instead of cornfields and diesel. It felt cleaner. It wasn’t.

Elias’s private tent went up first—always first—black canvas swallowing the afternoon light. Inside, Lucy waited on her knees the moment the flap closed behind him. She had ridden in the lead trailer with him that morning, curled on the cot in the back compartment, naked except for the collar and a thin blanket. She hadn’t spoken during the drive. She rarely spoke anymore unless commanded.

Her eyes lifted when he entered—glassy, devoted, empty in the way only perfect obedience can achieve.

Elias set the leather case down.

“Up,” he said.

She rose smoothly, body swaying slightly from hours of trance-sleep. He circled her once, inspecting: nipples still dark from repeated clamping, faint bruises on her inner thighs from the stirrups, the leather collar now permanently locked with no visible keyhole. Between her legs she glistened constantly now—arousal no longer an event but a baseline state.

“Tonight we introduce resistance,” he told her. “A test.”

Lucy blinked slowly. The word resistance flickered in her mind like a dying bulb—brief, meaningless.

He fitted the VR headset over her eyes again. The binaural hum started immediately, softer this time, almost soothing. Then his voice layered beneath it:

Tonight you will meet someone who does not understand yet. She will fight. You will watch. You will feel the echo of her struggle…and it will arouse you more than any touch. You will crave to see her break. You will thank me for showing you the beauty of surrender.

The visuals bloomed: a woman’s face—sharp cheekbones, dark eyes, short-cropped black hair. Rebecca Kane. Twenty-eight. Local journalist who’d been sniffing around carnival disappearances for months. Tonight she’d bought a ticket to the hypnosis show. Tonight she’d volunteer—thinking she could expose the act from the inside.

Elias removed the headset.

Lucy’s pupils were huge. Her thighs pressed together involuntarily.

“Perform perfectly tonight,” he said. “Then come here after. You’ll help me with her.”

Lucy nodded—once, obedient.

The big top filled early that evening. College kids, locals, a few tourists drawn by online buzz about “the hypnotist who makes girls do anything.” Elias walked the ring with the same calm authority, voice velvet-soft, drawing volunteers like moths.

Rebecca sat in the third row—notebook in lap, phone recording discreetly under her jacket. She wore dark jeans, a fitted black blouse, boots that looked ready to run. When Elias’s gaze swept the crowd and settled on her, she lifted her chin. Defiant. Curious.

“You,” he said, pointing. “In the black blouse. Join me.”

Rebecca stood without hesitation. The spotlight followed her to the ring. Up close, Elias could see the pulse jumping in her throat, the faint tremor in her fingers. She thought she was in control.

“Name?” he asked, though he already knew.

“Rebecca.”

“Rebecca.” He repeated it like a caress. “Close your eyes. Deep breath in… and out.”

She complied—slowly, warily. But the moment his voice dropped into that low, rhythmic cadence, her shoulders softened. By the count of ten she was swaying gently, head tipped forward.

The audience murmured, delighted.

Elias circled her.

“When I snap my fingers, you’ll believe you’re a ballerina trapped in a music box. You’ll spin on your toes, arms graceful, smiling sweetly. You’ll do it until I stop you.”

He snapped.

Rebecca rose onto her toes—impossibly high in those boots—and began to turn. Slow, elegant pirouettes. Arms curved overhead. A dreamy smile curved her lips. The crowd laughed and applauded.

Elias stepped close—close enough that only she could hear.

“And when the show ends,” he whispered into her left ear, “you’ll feel a deep, secret heat. It will start between your legs and spread until your skin feels too tight. You’ll tell yourself it’s adrenaline. You’ll try to leave. But your feet will carry you behind the big top, to the black tent with the silver star. You’ll step inside. You’ll kneel. You’ll wait. And when I speak, you’ll listen.”

He stepped back.

Another snap.

Rebecca stopped mid-spin, blinked, looked around in confusion. The audience roared approval. She gave a tight smile—professional, guarded—and returned to her seat, notebook clutched like a shield.

Elias scanned the crowd again.

“Two more volunteers.”

Emma and Sophia rose in perfect unison from the front row—now permanent fixtures at every show. They wore identical sheer white dresses, no underwear, collars matching Lucy’s. They climbed the stage, knelt at Elias’s feet, heads bowed.

“Demonstrate harmony,” he said.

The twins turned to face each other. They kissed—slow, deep, tongues sliding visibly. Hands roamed: Sophia cupping Emma’s breasts through the thin fabric, pinching nipples until they stood out dark against white. Emma slid a hand between Sophia’s thighs, fingers disappearing under the hem. Both moaned into each other’s mouths—soft, synchronized sounds that carried through the tent.

The crowd gasped, then cheered—half thrilled, half shocked.

Elias watched Rebecca.

Her cheeks were flushed. Her thighs pressed together under the notebook. She wrote furiously, but her pen trembled.

The show ended at ten-thirty.

By eleven, Rebecca stood outside the black tent.

She told herself she was investigating. Following a lead. But the heat Elias had planted burned low and steady between her legs—making every step rub denim against her clit, every breath tighten her nipples against lace. She lifted the flap and stepped inside.

Lucy was already there—naked, kneeling beside Elias’s chair, hands bound behind her back, gag in place, drool shining on her chin and breasts.

Rebecca froze.

Elias rose.

“Welcome, Rebecca.”

Rebecca’s hand went to her pocket—phone, recorder, pepper spray. But her fingers wouldn’t close around anything. The ache flared hotter; her knees weakened.

“Close the flap,” Elias said.

She did—slowly, as though moving through water.

“On your knees.”

Rebecca shook her head—once, sharp.

“No.”

Elias smiled—small, knowing.

“Lucy,” he said softly. “Show her.”

Lucy crawled forward. She pressed her face between Rebecca’s thighs—over the denim—nuzzling, inhaling. Rebecca gasped, stumbled back a step, but Lucy followed, hands still bound, using only her mouth to rub against the seam of Rebecca’s jeans.

The friction was immediate, merciless.

Rebecca’s breath hitched.

“Stop—fuck—stop—”

Elias stepped closer.

“You can fight,” he said. “It only makes the conditioning sink deeper. Every no becomes a yes in your body. Every struggle makes you wetter.”

He reached out—slowly—unbuttoned the top of Rebecca’s blouse. One button. Two. Lace bra exposed, nipples visibly hard beneath it.

Rebecca slapped his hand away.

He caught her wrist—gentle, but unbreakable.

“Look at Lucy,” he said. “Look how beautifully she kneels. How completely she belongs. You could have that. Peace. Pleasure without thought.”

Lucy whimpered against Rebecca’s thigh—soft, pleading.

Rebecca’s free hand rose—to push Lucy away—but instead tangled in her hair, holding her there.

A broken sound escaped her throat.

Elias leaned in, mouth at her ear.

“Strip,” he whispered. “Or I’ll make you come like this—fully clothed, grinding against her face while you scream that you hate it.”

Rebecca’s eyes filled with furious tears.

But her fingers moved to the remaining buttons.

The blouse fell.

Then the bra.

Jeans next—shoved down shaking legs.

Panties last—black lace, soaked through.

Naked, trembling, she sank to her knees.

Elias crouched before her.

“Good girl,” he murmured.

Rebecca sobbed once—raw, furious.

Lucy crawled between them, pressing soft kisses to Rebecca’s inner thighs, working upward.

Rebecca’s head fell back.

“Please,” she whispered—not to stop.

To continue.

Elias fitted the VR headset over her eyes.

The binaural hum began.

And in the chamber, another mind started to fracture—slowly, beautifully, inevitably.

Outside, the carnival lights spun on.

Inside, the real performance had only just begun.


Chapter 8: The Inner Circle

The Everwood grounds sprawled larger than Shadowbrook’s—more acreage, more shadows. The permanent collection lived here, in a ring of reinforced canvas trailers disguised as equipment storage, connected by covered walkways that never saw daylight. No one from the public ever wandered this far back. The air smelled of leather polish, sweat, and the faint metallic tang of fear-sweat that never quite washed out.

Elias led Rebecca through the narrow passage between two trailers. Her wrists were bound behind her with soft black rope—tight enough to remind, loose enough to allow circulation. She walked barefoot, the thin cotton shift Elias had given her clinging to her sweat-damp skin. No underwear. Every step rubbed the fabric against her still-swollen clit, drawing small, involuntary gasps she tried to swallow.

Lucy followed a step behind—naked except for her collar, hands clasped at the small of her back, eyes downcast. She hadn’t spoken since Rebecca’s induction began. She didn’t need to. Her body spoke for her: nipples perpetually erect, inner thighs perpetually slick, a faint tremor in her legs that never quite stopped.

Vale waited at the end of the walkway, leaning against the frame of the largest trailer. His ringmaster coat was gone; he wore only black trousers and an open silk shirt, tattoos visible across his chest—ownership runes, tally marks, a coiled serpent that disappeared below his waistband.

“Inner circle night,” Vale said, voice low and amused. “Perfect timing. She’s still fresh enough to scream prettily.”

Rebecca’s head jerked up. “I’m not—”

Vale’s hand shot out—fast, casual—gripping her jaw, forcing her eyes to his.

“You’re exactly what we want tonight,” he said. “Defiant. Intelligent. Wet despite yourself.”

He released her. She stumbled back a step, cheeks flaming.

Elias opened the trailer door.

Inside was not a trailer at all.

The space had been gutted and rebuilt: high ceiling draped in black velvet, low red lanterns casting long shadows, thick rugs underfoot. A central platform—larger than any in the black tent—dominated the room. Padded black leather, fitted with every restraint imaginable: wrist and ankle cuffs, thigh straps, a padded neck collar on a short chain. Overhead beams held suspension rings, chains, carabiners. Along one wall, a row of low benches where the permanent collection waited.

Six women knelt in a perfect line—naked, collared, oiled skin gleaming under the lights. Their postures were identical: knees wide, backs straight, hands palms-up on thighs, eyes lowered. Each bore faint marks—welts from crops, bite marks on breasts and inner thighs, the permanent shimmer of a small brand high on the left hip: a stylized carnival wheel with a single star at the center.

They were the kept ones. The ones too perfect, too broken, too valuable to sell.

Elias guided Rebecca to the center platform.

“Up,” he said.

She hesitated.

Lucy moved first—silent, obedient—pressing her body against Rebecca’s back, hands sliding around to cup her breasts through the shift. Lucy pinched her nipples—hard, twisting—until Rebecca gasped and her knees buckled. Elias caught her under the arms, lifting her onto the platform.

“Strip her,” he told Lucy.

Lucy’s fingers moved like they belonged to someone else—slow, reverent. She peeled the shift up Rebecca’s body, exposing inch after inch of flushed skin. When the fabric cleared her head, Lucy folded it neatly and set it aside, then returned to kneel at Rebecca’s feet.

Rebecca stood naked—trembling, arms crossed over her breasts instinctively.

Elias circled her once.

“Hands at your sides.”

She didn’t move.

He leaned in—mouth at her ear.

“Or I let the collection use you first. They’ve been denied orgasms for three days. They’re hungry.”

Rebecca’s arms dropped.

Elias nodded to Lucy.

Lucy rose, retrieved soft leather cuffs from a nearby stand, and secured Rebecca’s wrists to the overhead chains—arms stretched high, body elongated. Then ankle cuffs—spread wide, forcing her onto her toes. A final strap around her waist pinned her hips forward, ass slightly raised.

Exposed. Vulnerable. Dripping.

Vale stepped forward, trailing a single finger down the center of her body—from throat, between breasts, over the soft mound of her belly, to the slick seam between her thighs. He circled her clit once—light, teasing—then withdrew.

“She’s soaked already,” he announced to the room. The permanent collection moaned softly in unison—low, needy sounds.

Elias selected a riding crop from the wall—thin, flexible, leather-wrapped handle. He dragged the tip along Rebecca’s inner thigh.

“You fought so hard,” he said quietly. “And yet here you are—spread, aching, begging without words.”

“I’m not—”

He brought the crop down—sharp, stinging—across the tops of her thighs.

Rebecca cried out—high, shocked.

Another stroke—lower, closer to her cunt.

Her hips jerked forward involuntarily.

“Say it,” Elias commanded.

“I’m… not begging.”

Another stroke—this one landing directly across her swollen labia.

Rebecca’s knees buckled; the chains caught her. A sob tore free.

“Again.”

The crop snapped—once, twice, three times—each strike painting red lines across her thighs and mound. By the fourth she was panting, tears streaming, cunt visibly clenching with every impact.

“Please,” she whispered.

“Please what?”

“Please… touch me.”

Elias set the crop aside.

He nodded to the collection.

Two women rose—identical in their blank obedience—and approached the platform. One knelt between Rebecca’s spread thighs; the other stood behind her.

The one in front leaned in—tongue flat, dragging slow and deliberate along Rebecca’s dripping slit. Rebecca’s head fell back on a broken moan. The tongue circled her clit—once, twice—then plunged inside, fucking her with shallow thrusts.

Behind her, the second woman pressed her breasts to Rebecca’s back, hands sliding around to pinch and roll her nipples—hard, relentless.

Rebecca’s hips rocked—forward into the mouth, backward into the hands—chasing both sensations at once.

Elias watched—expression unreadable.

Vale circled to stand beside him.

“She’ll break faster than most,” Vale murmured. “All that fight makes the surrender sweeter.”

Rebecca’s moans grew louder—desperate, animal. Her thighs quaked; her cunt fluttered visibly around the invading tongue.

“Don’t let her come yet,” Elias said.

The woman between her legs pulled back instantly—lips shining, eyes glazed.

Rebecca sobbed—raw frustration.

“Please—fuck—please let me—”

Elias stepped forward.

He fitted two fingers inside her—slow, deliberate—curling against that swollen front wall. She clenched around him greedily.

“You come when the collection applauds,” he said. “And only then.”

He began to fuck her with his fingers—hard, punishing strokes—thumb circling her clit in tight, merciless spirals.

The permanent collection watched—kneeling again, hands between their own thighs, rubbing slow circles but never enough to tip over. Their soft moans filled the trailer—harmonious, obscene.

Rebecca’s body seized—back arching, chains rattling, a scream building in her throat.

The collection clapped—slow, deliberate, rhythmic.

Elias pressed his thumb hard against her clit.

“Come.”

Rebecca shattered.

Her cunt spasmed violently around his fingers—rhythmic, powerful contractions that milked him as though he were flesh. Slickness gushed—hot, copious—splashing against his wrist, dripping down her thighs. Her scream echoed off the velvet walls—long, broken, ecstatic.

When the aftershocks finally faded, she hung limp in the chains—sweat-slick, trembling, tears streaming.

Elias withdrew his fingers slowly.

He brought them to her lips.

“Clean them.”

She opened her mouth—obedient now, exhausted—and sucked greedily, tasting herself, tasting surrender.

The collection applauded again—louder this time.

Vale smiled.

“Welcome to the inner circle,” he said.

Elias released the cuffs one by one. Rebecca collapsed to her knees—too spent to stand.

Lucy crawled to her—pressing soft kisses along her trembling thighs, lapping at the mess between her legs like it was sacrament.

Rebecca’s hand tangled weakly in Lucy’s hair—not pushing away.

Pulling closer.

Outside the trailer, the carnival lights continued their indifferent spin.

Inside, another mind slipped deeper into the dark—whispers turning to silence, resistance turning to craving.

And the permanent collection knelt on, waiting for the next command, the next performance, the next piece of themselves to be taken forever.


Chapter 9: Breaking Points

The carnival stayed rooted in Everwood for nine more days—longer than usual, because Vale had scented money. A private consortium of high-net-worth clients had flown in from the coasts, drawn by whispers of “the twins” and “the journalist who thought she could play.” They paid six figures each just for the privilege of watching from the shadows of the inner circle trailer. No phones. No names. Only masks and hunger.

Rebecca’s breaking happened in stages—slow, deliberate, almost surgical.

By the second night she no longer fought the cuffs. She lifted her arms when Elias approached with the leather straps, spread her thighs without being told, opened her mouth for the silicone gag before he even reached for it. Her eyes still held a flicker of rage when she looked at him—small, dying, but there. He cherished it. Rage made the surrender taste sweeter.

Tonight the trailer was fuller than ever.

Eight clients sat on low velvet benches arranged in a semicircle around the central platform. Black masks covered the upper half of their faces; expensive suits were unbuttoned at the throat. Crystal glasses rested on side tables. The permanent collection knelt between their legs—mouths working in slow, obedient rhythm, hands bound behind backs so they could only use lips and tongue. Soft, wet sounds filled the air beneath the low thrum of the binaural speakers.

Rebecca was already suspended when the last guest arrived.

Elias had her in full rope tonight—black shibari coils wrapping her torso in diamond patterns that framed her breasts and pressed them forward, nipples clamped with weighted silver bells that chimed with every shallow breath. Her arms were folded behind her back in a box-tie; wrists lashed to elbows. Legs spread wide and pulled upward by chains from the overhead beams until her hips tilted obscenely forward, cunt and ass presented like an offering. A thick glass plug stretched her rear—ribbed, flared, the base glittering with a faux ruby. Between her thighs, a remote-controlled vibrator nestled against her clit—low, constant buzz that kept her perpetually on the edge without ever letting her fall.

She was blindfolded—black silk, soaked at the edges from earlier tears. Drool leaked from the corners of her mouth around the ring gag Elias had chosen tonight; it forced her jaw wide, tongue visible, helpless.

Lucy knelt beneath her—face tilted upward, tongue extended, lapping slowly at the slickness that dripped steadily from Rebecca’s cunt. Every few seconds Lucy would circle the base of the vibrator with the tip of her tongue, pressing it harder against Rebecca’s swollen clit. Rebecca’s hips jerked in tiny, futile circles; the bells chimed softly.

Elias stood to one side, sleeves rolled, arms folded, watching the slow unraveling.

Vale moved among the guests, murmuring prices, timelines, customization options. “Full memory overwrite in three weeks. Permanent collection status if the bid hits eight figures. Or we can accelerate—leave her aware enough to remember what she used to be. Some clients prefer that flavor of torment.”

One guest—a broad-shouldered man with a voice like gravel—leaned forward.

“Let’s see how loud she screams when you take the blindfold off.”

Elias inclined his head.

He crossed to Rebecca, fingers gentle as he untied the silk. When the blindfold fell away, her eyes were red-rimmed, pupils blown, lashes clumped with tears. She blinked against the red lantern light—then focused on the circle of masked faces watching her.

A raw, broken sound escaped around the gag—half sob, half moan.

Elias removed the ring gag next. Her jaw ached; she worked it slowly, drool spilling down her chin and onto her bound breasts.

“Speak,” he said quietly.

Rebecca’s voice cracked. “Please… let me come.”

The guests chuckled—low, appreciative.

“Not yet,” Elias answered. He picked up the remote for the vibrator and turned it up one notch.

Rebecca’s body seized—back arching in the ropes, bells ringing wildly, a high, keening wail tearing from her throat. Her cunt clenched visibly around nothing; fresh slickness coated Lucy’s tongue and chin.

“Beg properly,” Elias said.

Rebecca’s head fell forward; tears dripped onto the platform.

“Please… fuck me. Use me. Ruin me. I don’t care who—just—please—fill me—let me come—let me come while they watch—”

Elias nodded to two of the permanent collection girls. They rose smoothly, retrieved a double-ended silicone toy—thick, ridged, eighteen inches long—and coated it generously in warming lube.

One girl positioned herself behind Rebecca; the other knelt in front.

They worked in perfect tandem—sliding one end into Rebecca’s cunt, slow stretch, obscene wet sound as her walls parted around the girth. Rebecca’s eyes rolled back; a long, shuddering moan spilled out. When the first half was buried, the second girl angled the other end into her own cunt—taking it deep with a soft gasp—then began to rock forward.

The toy moved between them—fucking Rebecca on every forward thrust, pulling almost out on the backstroke. Each motion tugged the glass plug in her ass, double-filling her in a slow, relentless rhythm.

Lucy never stopped licking—tongue flicking the vibrator, then dipping lower to circle the stretched rim around the plug, then back up to Rebecca’s clit.

Rebecca was sobbing now—continuous, wordless sounds of overwhelmed pleasure-pain. Her body shook violently in the ropes; sweat ran in rivulets down her sides, pooling beneath her.

The guests watched in silence—some stroking themselves through trousers, others directing the mouths between their legs to move faster.

Vale leaned close to Elias.

“She’s almost there. One more push.”

Elias stepped forward.

He reached between Rebecca’s spread thighs, gripped the base of the glass plug, and began to fuck her ass with it—short, sharp thrusts in time with the double-ended toy.

Rebecca’s scream cracked the air—high, animal, ecstatic.

Her cunt spasmed—violent, rhythmic contractions that milked the toy buried inside her. Slickness gushed—hot, copious—splashing against Lucy’s face, dripping onto the platform. Her asshole clenched around the plug; her whole body seized in the ropes, bells ringing wildly.

“Come,” Elias commanded—voice cutting through the chaos like a blade.

She did.

The orgasm ripped through her like lightning—wave after wave crashing until her vision whited out, body convulsing so hard the chains rattled against the beams. When it finally released her, she hung limp—sweat-drenched, trembling, tears streaming, cunt and ass still twitching around the intrusions.

The guests applauded—slow, deliberate, appreciative.

Elias withdrew the plug slowly—each ridge dragging one last whimper from her. The double-ended toy slipped free with a wet pop; Rebecca’s openings gaped briefly before clenching shut, still fluttering.

Lucy crawled up to kneel beside her, pressing soft kisses along Rebecca’s trembling thigh, lapping at the mess between her legs.

Rebecca’s voice—barely a whisper—broke the silence.

“Thank you.”

She said it to Elias.

She said it to the room.

She said it like prayer.

Elias stroked her sweat-damp hair once—almost tenderly.

“You’re welcome, pet.”

Vale smiled wider.

“Gentlemen,” he announced, “bidding starts tomorrow night. Starting at ten million. Cash or wire. Winner takes possession at the end of the run.”

The guests murmured approval.

Elias released Rebecca from the ropes—slowly, carefully—until she collapsed to the platform in a boneless heap. Lucy curled around her—soft kisses, gentle hands—comforting the way only someone equally broken could.

Outside the trailer, the carnival spun on—lights, music, laughter.

Inside, another piece of Rebecca slipped away forever.

And in the deepest part of her fracturing mind, the last whisper of resistance flickered out—replaced by a single, endless echo:

More.

Please.

More.


Chapter 10: The Escape Attempt

The storm arrived on the tenth night in Everwood like a warning the carnival had ignored too long.

Thunder rolled in from the river, low and growling, then cracked open the sky. Rain hammered the canvas roofs, turning the fairgrounds into a black, sucking mire. Power flickered—once, twice—then died completely, plunging the midway into darkness broken only by emergency lanterns and the occasional lightning strike that turned everything bone-white for half a second.

Inside the inner circle trailer, the sudden blackout triggered the first fracture.

The permanent collection froze mid-motion—mouths still wrapped around cocks, hands stilled on swollen clits, eyes wide in the dark. The clients cursed softly, fumbling for phones that had no signal. Vale’s voice cut through the chaos, calm but edged.

“Generators in five. Stay seated.”

Elias stood motionless near the platform where Rebecca hung—still bound in the shibari diamonds, vibrator buzzing low against her clit on battery power, glass plug glinting faintly in lightning flashes. Her head lolled forward; she was half-gone, murmuring “more… please… more…” in a soft, endless loop.

Lucy knelt beneath her, face slick with Rebecca’s arousal, tongue still extended. But when the lights died, something shifted in Lucy’s posture—tiny, almost imperceptible. Her hands—bound behind her back—flexed once. Then again.

The blackout lasted seven minutes.

In that darkness, Lucy moved.

She crawled backward—silent, careful—until she reached the low bench where the restraints were stored. Her fingers, numb from hours of binding, found the small release latch on her wrist cuffs. She’d watched Elias fasten them a hundred times; she knew the mechanism now the way she knew how to breathe.

Click.

One wrist free.

Then the other.

Rebecca felt the shift—felt Lucy’s warmth leave her thighs—and whimpered in protest.

“Shhh,” Lucy breathed—barely audible. The first word she’d spoken in days that wasn’t a scripted plea.

She rose—legs shaking—and reached for the ropes holding Rebecca aloft. Her fingers worked the knots—slow, trembling—until the first coil loosened. Rebecca’s body sagged slightly; the bells on her nipple clamps chimed once, soft and damning.

One of the clients noticed.

“Hey—”

Lightning flashed.

Lucy froze.

The client half-rose—cock still out, mask askew.

Lucy lunged—desperate, feral—grabbing the nearest thing: a heavy chrome spreader bar from the restraint table. She swung.

The bar cracked against the man’s temple with a sickening thud. He dropped without a sound.

Chaos erupted.

Vale roared, “Lights! Now!”

Someone fumbled for a lantern—yellow beam slicing through the dark.

Lucy was already moving—unhooking Rebecca’s ankles first, then wrists. Rebecca collapsed into her arms—dead weight, confused, moaning softly.

“Run,” Lucy whispered. “We run now.”

Rebecca blinked—slow, foggy. “But… Elias…”

Lucy shook her. Hard.

“He’s not coming. We are.”

Another lightning strike—long, blinding.

In that white glare, the other women in the permanent collection saw it: Lucy helping Rebecca to her feet, both naked, slick with sweat and cum and rain leaking through the trailer seams.

Something broke in them too.

Not all. Not most.

But three moved.

Three crawled—then stood—then ran for the door.

The trailer flap tore open.

Rain lashed in—cold, horizontal.

Lucy dragged Rebecca outside—boots sinking into mud, wind whipping hair across their faces. Behind them, the three others stumbled after—naked, collared, dazed but moving.

Elias emerged from the shadows near the trailer’s rear exit.

He didn’t shout.

He didn’t chase.

He simply lifted his voice—soft, velvet, carrying over the storm.

“Lucy.”

One word.

Lucy’s knees buckled. She caught herself on Rebecca’s shoulder—fingers digging in.

Rebecca turned—eyes wide.

Lucy’s face twisted—pain, shame, need all at once.

“I… can’t…”

Elias stepped closer—rain plastering his shirt to his chest, hair dark and streaming.

“Come back, pet.”

Lucy sobbed—once, raw.

Then she released Rebecca.

She turned.

She walked back toward him—head bowed, shoulders shaking, mud sucking at her bare feet.

Rebecca stared—disbelieving.

“No—”

One of the other escapees—short red hair, brand fresh on her hip—grabbed Rebecca’s arm.

“Move. Now.”

They ran.

Through the midway—past shuttered booths, past the silent Ferris wheel creaking in the wind, past generators that sparked and died.

Lightning lit their path in jagged bursts.

Behind them, Elias didn’t pursue.

He didn’t need to.

He raised his hand—two fingers to his lips—and whistled once—sharp, piercing.

Triggers snapped into place.

The three women running with Rebecca staggered—hips jerking, knees folding.

One dropped to all fours—crawling back toward the trailer, whimpering.

Another froze—hands between her thighs, rubbing frantically, moaning Elias’s name.

The redhead lasted longest—ten steps, maybe twelve—before she collapsed, curling into a fetal ball, sobbing as her body betrayed her with violent, involuntary spasms.

Rebecca kept running—alone now—lungs burning, bare feet bleeding on gravel, rain blinding her.

She reached the chain-link fence at the edge of the fairgrounds—rattled it, found a gap where the storm had torn the wire loose.

She squeezed through.

On the other side: a county road, dark, empty.

Headlights appeared—distant, approaching.

Rebecca staggered into the middle of the road—arms waving, naked, collared, streaked with mud and tears and the remnants of her own arousal.

The truck slowed.

Stopped.

A woman leaned out the driver’s window—middle-aged, raincoat hood up.

“Honey… what the hell happened to you?”

Rebecca tried to speak.

Only a sob came out.

Behind her, in the carnival grounds, Elias stood in the rain—watching the taillights disappear down the road.

Lucy knelt at his feet—face pressed to his thigh, trembling.

He stroked her hair once.

“Good girl,” he murmured.

She shuddered—relief, shame, love all tangled together.

The storm raged on.

Three women crawled back to the trailer—collars gleaming wet, bodies marked by lightning and failure.

Rebecca vanished into the night.

And somewhere in the dark between towns, a single, faint whisper lingered in her mind:

Come back.

It was quieter now.

But it was still there.


Chapter 11: Auction of Souls

The storm cleared by morning, leaving Everwood sodden and quiet. The carnival did not open to the public that day. The midway stayed dark; the rides silent. A single handwritten sign hung on the main gate: PRIVATE EVENT – NO ADMITTANCE.

Inside the largest warehouse on the fairgrounds edge—an abandoned feed storage building the ring had rented under a shell company—the final auction was prepared.

The space had been transformed.

Black velvet draped the walls, swallowing echoes. Low chandeliers of red glass cast bloody light across the concrete floor. A raised dais stood at the far end—polished black marble, fitted with six padded restraint stations arranged in a semicircle. Each station had its own spotlight, chains dangling from overhead beams like metallic vines.

The permanent collection—now nine strong after the night’s failed escape—knelt in a perfect line along one wall. Collars gleamed; skin oiled until it shone. Their eyes were vacant, mouths slightly parted, breathing in slow synchrony. The three who had tried to run were marked: fresh welts across their thighs and breasts, a small silver tag added to each collar reading PROPERTY OF THE CARNIVAL – NON-TRANSFERABLE.

They would not be sold tonight.

They were the house stock—living advertisements.

The current captives waited on the dais.

Six women, naked, freshly bathed, hair brushed until it gleamed. Each had been edged for hours in private tents: vibrators taped to clits, plugs locked in place, nipples clamped and weighted. None had been allowed release. Their bodies trembled with the constant, low buzz of denial; slickness coated their inner thighs in shining trails.

Emma and Sophia stood side by side in the center—identical except for the faint differences in their bruising. Their wrists were bound in front with black silk rope, connected by a short chain that forced them to stand close enough that their breasts brushed with every breath. A thin silver chain ran from each girl’s clit piercing (installed two nights earlier) to a shared ring at the base of a double-ended dildo buried deep in both of them. Any movement tugged the other; they rocked gently, involuntarily, soft whimpers harmonizing.

Claire knelt to their left—blonde hair braided into a single thick rope down her back, ass raised, glass plug still in place, the ruby base catching the light. A leather bit gag rested between her teeth; drool pooled beneath her on the marble.

Two others—strangers to each other until a week ago—flanked the twins: a tall brunette with faint stretch marks across her hips, and a petite Asian woman whose dark nipples stood painfully erect from repeated clamping. Both had fresh brands on their left hips—small carnival wheels, still red at the edges.

Rebecca occupied the final station.

She stood straighter than the rest—not from defiance, but from the rigid posture collar locked around her throat, forcing her chin up. Her arms were bound behind her in a monoglove of black leather, elbows lashed together until her shoulders ached. A thick, curved glass dildo was strapped inside her cunt with leather bands; a matching plug filled her ass. Both were remote-controlled—currently set to a slow, pulsing rhythm that made her hips twitch every few seconds. Weighted clamps pulled her nipples downward; a chain connected them to a ring in the floor, keeping her slightly bent forward.

Her eyes—still holding the faintest ember of who she had been—darted toward the warehouse doors every time they creaked.

The bidders arrived in unmarked black SUVs.

Twelve men—some masked, some bare-faced because they no longer cared who knew. Suits tailored in Milan, watches that cost more than most people’s houses. They filed in silently, took seats in the tiered rows of velvet chairs arranged like a theater. No applause. Only the soft clink of ice in glasses and the low murmur of numbers being discussed.

Vale stepped onto the dais—ringmaster coat immaculate, smile wide.

“Gentlemen. Welcome to the final offering of the Everwood run. Tonight we present six exceptional pieces—each conditioned to the highest standard. Full memory overwrite available upon request; partial awareness for those who prefer the torment of recollection. Bidding starts at eight million per lot. Cash, wire, or cryptocurrency. Possession immediate upon close.”

He gestured.

The spotlights brightened.

Elias moved to the center of the dais—black shirt open at the throat, sleeves rolled. He carried no tools tonight; the women were already perfect instruments.

He began with Emma and Sophia.

“Twins,” he said simply. “Perfectly synchronized. They come only in tandem. They suffer only together.”

He tapped a small remote.

The double-ended dildo hummed to life—low, then rising. Both girls gasped—hips jerking forward in perfect mirror. The clit chains tugged; their moans rose in harmony—high, desperate, identical.

The bidders leaned forward.

Elias increased the intensity.

Emma and Sophia began to rock—short, frantic thrusts that drove the toy deeper into both of them. Their breasts bounced; nipples grazed; sweat beaded on their skin. When one whimpered, the other echoed it—perfect call and response.

“Demonstrate,” Elias said.

They turned to face each other—chain taut between their clits. They kissed—deep, open-mouthed, tongues sliding visibly. Hands—still bound—reached to pinch each other’s nipples in unison.

The room filled with soft, appreciative sounds from the audience.

Elias cut the vibration.

Both girls cried out—frustrated, pleading.

“Eight-point-five,” a voice called from the back.

“Nine,” another countered.

Vale smiled. “Bidding will continue after all demonstrations.”

He moved to Claire next.

“Highly suggestible. Excellent oral skills. Already trained to thank every cock that uses her.”

Elias removed her bit gag.

Claire’s jaw worked once—then she spoke, voice soft and reverent.

“Please… use my mouth. Fill my throat. Let me taste you. Thank you for ruining me.”

Elias unzipped his trousers—slow, deliberate.

Claire leaned forward eagerly—mouth open, tongue extended.

He fed himself into her—slowly, deeply—until her nose pressed to his abdomen. Her throat worked around him; soft gagging sounds filled the silence. She never pulled back. Tears streamed down her cheeks, but her eyes remained locked on his—devoted.

When he withdrew, strings of saliva connected them.

“Thank you,” she whispered—voice wrecked. “Thank you for letting me serve.”

The bidding jumped to ten million.

Rebecca’s turn came last.

Elias stepped in front of her—close enough that she could smell cedar and smoke on him again.

“Look at me,” he said quietly.

Her eyes lifted—furious, terrified, aching.

“You fought hardest,” he murmured—for her ears alone. “And you broke most beautifully.”

He pressed the remote.

The dildo and plug inside her surged—high, punishing vibration.

Rebecca’s knees buckled; the posture collar and nipple chain caught her. A raw scream tore from her throat—long, shattering. Her cunt clenched visibly around the glass; slickness dripped in steady rivulets down her thighs.

“Beg,” Elias commanded.

Rebecca’s voice cracked.

“Please… sell me. Own me. Break me completely. I need it—I need to forget—I need to be nothing—”

The bidders rose to their feet.

“Twelve million,” one called.

“Fifteen.”

“Eighteen.”

Vale lifted a hand.

“Final call.”

Elias leaned close to Rebecca’s ear.

“You’re going to come for them,” he whispered. “One last time as Rebecca Kane. Then you disappear.”

He turned the remotes to maximum.

Rebecca convulsed—body seizing in the restraints, bells and chains rattling, scream dissolving into wordless ecstasy. Her cunt spasmed—violent, rhythmic—gushing slickness that puddled beneath her on the marble. Her ass clenched around the plug; her whole frame shook until the orgasm finally released her, leaving her limp, sobbing, empty.

Silence.

Then Vale’s voice—calm, final.

“Sold. Lot six to bidder seven. Eighteen-point-five million.”

The room erupted in quiet, satisfied murmurs.

Elias stepped back.

Rebecca hung in her bonds—eyes glassy, lips parted, the last spark of resistance snuffed out.

The permanent collection knelt lower—foreheads to the floor—in silent welcome.

Outside the warehouse, the carnival lights flickered back on—tentative, as though nothing had happened.

Inside, six souls were packaged, paid for, and prepared for shipment.

And somewhere on a dark county road, Rebecca’s abandoned phone—still in the pocket of her jeans from the night she ran—lit up with a single missed call.

Unknown number.

The screen read: Come home.

It rang again.

No one answered.


Chapter 12: Shattered Trances

The black SUVs left the Everwood fairgrounds before dawn, headlights cutting pale tunnels through the lingering mist. Six vehicles—each carrying one newly purchased woman—dispersed like seeds on the wind. No convoy. No traceable route. Hale’s people had planned it that way: staggered departures, false plates, drivers who knew only their drop points.

Rebecca rode in the third SUV.

She sat in the back seat, wrists cuffed to a short chain bolted to the floorboard, ankles similarly restrained. A black hood covered her head; beneath it, noise-canceling earbuds played Elias’s final loop on repeat—soft, relentless, inescapable:

You are safe. You are owned. You are nothing without this. Your name is gone. Your past is gone. Your only truth is obedience. Your only pleasure is surrender.

The words had long since stopped registering as language. They were simply the rhythm of her pulse now.

Beside her sat a woman she would never see—another of the six, drugged into shallow sleep, head lolling against the window. The driver—a silent man in a dark suit—never spoke. The radio stayed off. Only the hum of tires on asphalt and the faint vibration of the earbuds filled the space.

Rebecca’s body still ached from the auction: cunt and ass tender from the glass intrusions, nipples raw under the weighted clamps they hadn’t removed, skin marked with faint rope burns. Yet beneath the soreness pulsed the same low, constant heat Elias had cultivated. Every bump in the road pressed the chain between her thighs tighter against her swollen clit. She bit her lip to keep from moaning.

Hours passed. Maybe six. Maybe eight. Time dissolved in the dark.

The SUV slowed, turned off the highway onto gravel, then dirt. The engine cut. Doors opened. Cool night air rushed in, smelling of pine and salt.

Hands—firm, gloved—unclipped her cuffs from the floor. She was lifted out like cargo, feet dragging briefly before finding purchase on uneven ground. The hood stayed on. Someone removed the earbuds; silence rushed in, shocking after hours of looped whispers.

A new voice—older, cultured, faintly accented—spoke close to her ear.

“Welcome home, pet.”

Victor Hale.

She knew the voice from the auction murmurs, from the way it had bid eighteen-point-five million without hesitation. It carried the calm certainty of a man who had never been denied anything.

Hands guided her forward—across gravel, then smooth stone, then cool marble. A door closed behind her with a heavy, final click. The hood was removed.

She blinked against sudden light.

She stood in a vast, circular chamber carved into what felt like the side of a cliff. High stone walls rose to a domed ceiling painted midnight blue and studded with tiny LED stars. Low red sconces cast long shadows. In the center: a low, circular platform upholstered in black leather, fitted with recessed rings and a single overhead hoist. Around the perimeter, alcoves held display cases—antique hypnosis pendants, crystal vials, leather-bound journals with yellowed pages.

And women.

Seven of them—naked, collared, kneeling in a perfect semicircle facing the platform. Their postures were identical: knees wide, backs straight, palms up on thighs, eyes lowered. Each bore the small carnival-wheel brand on her left hip, now healed to pale silver. Their expressions were serene, empty, waiting.

Victor Hale stepped into view.

Tall, lean, silver threading his dark hair at the temples. He wore a tailored black shirt open at the throat, sleeves rolled to reveal corded forearms marked with faint scars—old whip lines, perhaps, or something older. His eyes were pale green, almost colorless in the red light, and they studied Rebecca the way a collector studies a rare artifact.

“You’re prettier up close,” he said quietly. “And more broken than I expected. Elias does beautiful work.”

Rebecca’s throat worked. She tried to speak—tried to curse, to beg, to demand—but only a soft whimper emerged.

Victor smiled—small, almost gentle.

“No words yet. We’ll teach those later.”

He gestured.

Two of the kneeling women rose smoothly and approached. They carried soft leather restraints—cuffs, straps, a posture collar identical to the one she’d worn at auction. They worked in silence, efficient and reverent: fastening the collar around her throat, buckling cuffs around wrists and ankles, linking them with short chains that forced her into a slight bow. A final strap ran between her thighs, pressing a small, curved vibrator firmly against her clit.

Victor watched every motion.

When they finished, the women stepped back and knelt again.

Victor circled Rebecca slowly.

“You fought so hard,” he murmured. “A journalist. A truth-seeker. And now…” He reached out, traced one finger along the faint rope burns on her breasts. “Now you’re mine to rewrite.”

He pressed a small remote.

The vibrator hummed to life—low, pulsing.

Rebecca’s knees buckled; the chains caught her. A soft, broken moan escaped her lips.

Victor leaned close—mouth at her ear.

“Repeat after me, pet. ‘I am nothing. I exist to please.’”

Her lips moved—slow, automatic.

“I… am nothing. I exist… to please.”

“Louder.”

“I am nothing. I exist to please.”

The vibrator surged higher.

Rebecca’s hips jerked forward—desperate, involuntary. Slickness coated her inner thighs; her nipples tightened painfully under the lingering clamps.

Victor nodded to the kneeling women.

They rose again—this time forming a circle around her. One stepped behind, pressing her breasts to Rebecca’s back, hands sliding around to pinch and roll her nipples. Another knelt in front, tongue flicking out to circle the vibrator, pressing it harder against her clit. A third moved to her side, fingers sliding between her folds, teasing her entrance without penetrating.

Rebecca’s head fell back against the woman behind her; a long, shuddering moan spilled out.

Victor watched—arms folded, expression unreadable.

“Feel it,” he said quietly. “Feel how every touch is permission. Every denial is training. Every orgasm is a gift I allow.”

He increased the vibrator again.

Rebecca convulsed—body seizing in the restraints, moans turning to cries. The women never stopped: tongues, fingers, hands moving in perfect, practiced rhythm. Her cunt clenched around nothing; her ass twitched around the memory of the plug still inside her from the auction.

“Come,” Victor commanded—voice calm, absolute.

She shattered.

The orgasm ripped through her—violent, endless—waves crashing until her vision blurred and her legs gave out completely. The chains held her upright; slickness gushed down her thighs, pooling on the marble. When it finally released her, she hung limp—panting, trembling, tears streaming.

Victor stepped forward.

He lifted her chin with two fingers.

“Good girl,” he murmured.

Rebecca’s lips parted—soft, wrecked.

“Thank you,” she whispered.

Victor smiled—slow, satisfied.

“We’re only beginning.”

He nodded to the women.

They guided her—gentle now—to the circular platform. They laid her on her back, spread her wide, secured her wrists and ankles to the recessed rings. A final strap across her hips pinned her down.

Victor retrieved a small, sleek device from one of the display cases—an updated version of Elias’s wireless buds, but sleeker, embedded with micro-electrodes.

He fitted them into her ears.

The binaural hum began—deeper, richer, layered with new voices: his voice, Elias’s voice, whispers from the women who had come before her.

You are safe. You are owned. You are nothing without this. Your name was Rebecca Kane. Now you are pet. Now you are hole. Now you are pleasure.

Victor leaned over her.

“Sleep,” he said. “Dream of forgetting. When you wake, we’ll start the real work.”

He pressed a button.

The device pulsed once—sharp, electric.

Rebecca’s eyes rolled back; her body arched, then went limp.

The women knelt around the platform—silent sentinels.

Victor stood over her for a long moment—watching the slow rise and fall of her chest, the faint twitch of her hips even in unconsciousness.

Then he turned and walked to the far wall.

A hidden panel slid open.

Behind it: a bank of monitors showing live feeds from the other five women—each in her own chamber, each beginning the same slow erasure.

Victor smiled—small, private.

The carnival had delivered.

And now the real collection began.

Outside, on the cliffside island, waves crashed against rock.

Inside, Rebecca dreamed—of lights, of whispers, of a voice that promised peace in perfect surrender.

And somewhere, in the deepest part of her mind, a single, fading echo tried to scream.

It was gone by morning.


Chapter 13: The Road Ahead

Three months after the Everwood auction, the carnival had scattered like ash on the wind.

No single big top rose again under the same name. Instead, fragments reappeared under new banners in different states: a traveling freak show in Nevada, a “hypnotic variety revue” in Louisiana bayous, a private fetish festival in upstate New York that never advertised publicly. Marcus Vale vanished from open records—some said he retired to a villa in Costa Rica on the proceeds; others whispered he’d been quietly eliminated by a buyer who wanted no loose ends. Elias Crowe simply… stopped being seen. No new performances. No sightings. Only rumors that he had taken a single girl with him and disappeared into the desert.

The women who had been sold carried their chains inside.

Rebecca—now known only as Pet Seven in Hale’s private catalog—lived on the cliffside estate off Belize. The island was small, lush, ringed by coral that made escape by sea impossible even if the will remained. Her days followed a precise rhythm designed to erode what little autonomy lingered.

Morning: She woke in a windowless chamber painted soft gray, collared and cuffed to a low bed. The binaural loop played through ceiling speakers while two of Victor’s permanent girls bathed her—slow, reverent strokes of warm cloths over every inch of skin, fingers lingering on nipples and between thighs until she trembled but was never allowed release.

Afternoon: Training sessions in the circular chamber. Victor oversaw most personally now. He favored “awareness play”—letting her remember fragments of her old life while forcing her body to betray them. He would show her old articles she’d written, read aloud passages about missing women and underground rings, then make her recite mantras of submission while he fucked her slowly from behind, one hand around her throat, the other pressing a vibrator to her clit.

“You used to write about monsters,” he’d murmur against her ear as she clenched around him. “Now you serve one.”

She came hardest when he reminded her of her byline.

Evening: Group performances for Victor’s occasional guests—never more than three at a time, always masked. Rebecca was the centerpiece: suspended in intricate rope, double-penetrated by toys while the other women licked and sucked and pinched until she sobbed with overstimulation. Victor never let her come until the guests had finished using her mouth, her cunt, her ass—until she was slick and gaping and thanking each one by name (though they never gave real ones).

Night: Alone in her chamber, she curled on silk sheets, one hand between her thighs, rubbing slow circles over her clit because the conditioning no longer allowed her to stop without permission. Sleep came in fits, haunted by dreams of newsrooms, of Mara’s laugh, of Elias’s winter-gray eyes watching from the shadows. She woke soaked, aching, whispering “more” into the dark.

The residual triggers never fully faded.

Sometimes, in the middle of a session, a phrase would surface—truth is the first casualty—and her body would seize, orgasm crashing through her unbidden, violent enough to leave her shaking. Victor noticed. He began incorporating those phrases deliberately, turning her old principles into new orgasm triggers. Each time it happened, a little more of Rebecca Kane dissolved.

Lucy fared differently.

Elias had taken her when he vanished. They lived off-grid in a small adobe house somewhere in the American Southwest—New Mexico, perhaps Arizona. No carnival lights. No audiences. Just the two of them and the desert wind.

Lucy still knelt when he entered a room. She still crawled to him at night, still begged to be used. But the commands were softer now—private, almost tender. He hypnotized her daily, but not to erase. To reinforce. To keep her exactly as she was: devoted, eager, his.

Some nights he sat on the porch with her curled at his feet, head in his lap, while he read aloud from old books on mesmerism. She listened with glassy eyes, fingers tracing idle patterns on his thigh. When he finished a chapter he would lift her chin and whisper a single trigger.

She came instantly—soft, shuddering, never loud.

He never sold her. Never shared her.

She was the one thing he had kept.

Emma and Sophia were bought as a pair by a tech mogul in Silicon Valley. They lived in a glass-walled mansion overlooking the bay, collared in platinum now instead of leather. Their programming held: they could only orgasm together, only when applauded. The mogul hosted private parties where they performed—kissing, licking, fucking each other on silk sheets while guests watched from behind one-way glass. The twins never spoke unless commanded. Their eyes stayed vacant, but their bodies moved in perfect harmony, forever synchronized.

Claire fetched the highest single bid—eleven million—from a European collector who kept her in a restored château in the Loire Valley. She served as his “oral attendant”: kneeling under his desk during business calls, mouth working silently while he negotiated mergers. She thanked him after every load swallowed, voice soft and reverent. At night she slept chained at the foot of his bed, plug in place, vibrator on low. She no longer remembered nursing school. She no longer remembered her name.

The others faded into similar shadows—private islands, locked penthouses, remote compounds. Their social media accounts were maintained by handlers: sporadic posts about “extended travel,” “spiritual retreats,” smiling selfies that never reached their eyes.

And Rebecca?

One night, six months after the auction, Victor brought her to the cliff edge.

She stood naked under the stars, wrists bound behind her, posture collar forcing her chin up. The ocean roared below.

He fitted the wireless buds into her ears one last time.

The loop played—his voice now, layered over Elias’s fading echo.

You are safe. You are owned. You are nothing without this.

He removed the buds.

“Say your name,” he commanded.

Rebecca blinked slowly. The wind whipped her hair across her face.

“Pet,” she whispered.

Victor smiled.

He unclipped her wrists.

She didn’t run.

She knelt instead—slowly, gracefully—forehead to the cool stone at his feet.

“Thank you,” she said—voice clear, calm, empty.

Victor stroked her hair once.

“Welcome home.”

Behind them, the island slept.

In the distance, a single carnival light—impossibly far—flickered once and went dark.

The cycle turned.

And somewhere, in a quiet adobe house under desert stars, Elias Crowe closed his notebook for the last time.

He looked at Lucy—kneeling, waiting, perfect.

And for the first time in years, he felt something almost like peace.

Almost.

cover.jpeg
WHISPERS

D.L. FITZGER





