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Chapter 1: Wrapped in Plastic
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The first thing I noticed was the scent—artificial, chemical, sterile. It clung to my skin like a film I couldn’t peel off, saturating my lungs with every shallow breath. My eyes adjusted slowly to the dim glow above me, a soft, indirect light filtered through frosted glass that made everything feel detached, as if I were viewing the world from inside a snow globe.

Because I was.

Not literally, of course. But the metaphor fit.

Plastic stretched tight against my skin, molding around my body with a cruel precision that felt more like a second layer of skin than a covering. My arms were pinned to my sides, not restrained by rope, but by the unyielding nature of the vacuum-sealed cocoon I had been placed in. My legs were bent slightly, positioned just so to create the perfect illusion of poise—head tilted, lips parted ever so slightly, eyes kept open with the assistance of thin, almost invisible medical tape.

A doll.

I was dressed like one, wrapped like one, displayed like one.

And worst of all, I had agreed to it.

Not with words, not explicitly. But desperation had a way of creating consent where none should exist.

I remember the room where it began. Bright, clinical, a thousand miles from the shadows I now inhabited. A white-walled office with too many security cameras and not enough escape routes. The man who sat behind the desk wore a tailored charcoal suit and a face carved from marble—beautiful, cold, unmoved.

“You’ll be taken care of,” he’d said, sliding a contract across the desk. His voice was like silk dipped in poison. “Fed, clothed, protected. No debts, no worries. Just... obedience.”

I didn’t ask what that meant. Not in detail. I didn’t want to know then.

But now I did.

Now I felt every implication of that word crawling beneath my skin like ants under glass.

Somewhere to my left, the low hiss of hydraulics signaled movement. A portion of the wall slid away, revealing a polished corridor bathed in soft amber light. Footsteps echoed—sharp, deliberate, expensive. Three of them. Three sets of footsteps. Always three.

I hadn’t seen their faces yet. They liked it that way. The mystery of it. The power it gave them to observe without being observed.

But I’d felt them.

A brush of fingers across my collarbone as they examined the merchandise.

A tilt of my head adjusted just slightly, to better display the curve of my neck.

A single whispered word into my ear, low and dangerous: “Perfect.”

I wanted to scream, but screaming was not permitted. Dolls don’t scream. Dolls don’t cry. Dolls don’t talk.

And yet my mind wouldn’t stop.

Why me?

I’d been pretty once. Not beautiful, not striking. Just... pretty. The kind of pretty that men looked at twice but never a third time. The kind of pretty that got me in the door but never to the top floor. But apparently, for the right collector, “pretty” was exactly the right flavor of rare.

There was a time I thought being wanted meant something. That being chosen meant power. But here, in this glass case with my breath fogging the plastic in faint, rhythmic clouds, I learned the truth.

Being wanted meant being owned.

The footsteps stopped. Silence reigned.

Then, one of them spoke.

“She’s awake.”

A shiver cut through me. Not just from the words, but from the way they were said—like he’d known I’d been awake for hours and was simply waiting for the moment to acknowledge it. Like he enjoyed the way I tried not to blink, the way my lashes trembled with the strain of forced stillness.

“Take her out,” another voice said. This one was deeper, rougher, edged with amusement. “I want to see how the plastic peels.”

The third didn’t speak. But I felt him. Close. Watching.

The seal hissed as it was released, and the air rushed in around me. Cold. Real. I gasped involuntarily as the pressure disappeared, my lungs expanding for the first time in what felt like forever.

Hands—gloved, clinical—pulled the wrap from my body. I wanted to move, to lash out, to scream at them. But I didn’t.

Not yet.

Because I needed to see them first.

The man on the left had icy blond hair and eyes the color of glacier water—clear, cold, and deadly. He smiled like a predator who had just cornered his prey, all teeth and calculation.

The one on the right was darker, more brutal in his build. His arms were inked from wrist to elbow, black tattoos curling like smoke across golden-brown skin. His gaze was less clinical, more hungry. Like he didn’t see a doll—he saw a meal.

And the third—he was the worst. Because he didn’t smile, didn’t leer, didn’t speak. He simply watched with the stillness of a man used to being obeyed. A man who had broken others before me. A man who saw no reason to raise his voice when silence said more.

“You may speak,” the blond one said, stepping closer. “But only if it’s to thank us.”

I opened my mouth.

Then closed it again.

Let them wonder.

They liked to be in control. Fine.

Let them think they were.

The tattoos on the dark one flexed as he folded his arms. “She’s more defiant than she looks.”

“She’ll learn,” the quiet one said. The first words he spoke. And they settled in my bones like ice water.

They turned away from me then, moving to a glass console on the far side of the room. A red button glowed faintly at its center.

“She’ll be delivered to the Collection Room tonight,” the blond said, pressing the button.

Delivered.

Like a product. A package.

I clenched my jaw. My legs were weak, but they worked. They’d made sure I was hydrated, nourished. Just enough to stand. Just enough to walk.

“Follow,” said the quiet one.

And I did.

For now.

Because I needed to see the room.

I needed to understand the rules.

I needed to find the edges of their world if I was going to break it.

They thought they’d bought a doll. A silent, smiling thing that would lie still and accept their hunger.

But they’d bought a woman who had already died once and had nothing left to fear.

And I would make them bleed.

Eventually.

First, I had to play the part.

So I followed them, wrapped in nothing but a silk slip and fury.

The Collection Room awaited. And so did the beginning of my revenge.
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Chapter 2: The Auction Mask
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It started with the mask.

Not the one I wore now, not the cold porcelain shell molded perfectly to the contours of my face. No, the first mask was invisible—stitched together by necessity, survival, and the kind of pretty smile that meant the difference between an empty stomach and a warm bed. It was the mask I wore long before the auction. Long before I became a number in a lineup of living dolls.

But this new one? This one was literal. A work of art. Expressionless, smooth, feminine. It hid everything: my identity, my thoughts, the burn in my throat that came from staying silent too long. My lips were sealed behind glossy white. My eyes, hidden behind a tinted visor. My hair, slicked back, twisted into a perfect knot at the base of my neck, pinned and shellacked until it was immovable. A doll’s hair. A doll’s face. A doll’s silence.

They called it “preparation.” I called it erasure.

The woman who dressed me never spoke. She moved with mechanical precision, adjusting the straps of the ivory silk slip, clipping on the gold anklet that marked me as Lot Forty-Two, smoothing down the invisible seams in my gloves so that not a wrinkle showed. She was older, maybe in her fifties, with lips pressed so tightly together they looked like a scar. I caught her eyes once in the mirror as she adjusted the mask, and for a moment—just a flicker—I thought I saw pity.

But pity doesn’t stop the sale.

Nothing does.

The dressing room was one of many, all identical. Clean, white, silent. No windows. No clocks. Just the hum of the air system and the occasional click of heels across tile when one of the handlers passed by. I had lost count of how many hours I’d been under the lights. Maybe a day. Maybe more. Time didn’t exist here. Only presentation did.

The door opened with a soft beep, and a man entered. Not one of them. This one wore a headset, a clipboard in hand, the company logo embroidered on his lapel: “NOEMA,” all in uppercase, as if daring you to forget the name.

“You’re up,” he said, not to me, but to the woman who’d dressed me. She stepped aside, her eyes lowered.

“Let’s go, Forty-Two.”

I stood. The air was too cold, the floor too polished. My legs moved stiffly, still learning to walk in this body that wasn’t allowed to belong to me anymore. The man led me through a corridor lit in soft lavender, past other girls standing motionless in alcoves—masked like me, labeled like me. Some were tall and pale, others small and delicate. Hair of every color. Skin in every tone. All frozen in place, waiting to be displayed.

They didn’t look back as I passed. Dolls don’t look. Dolls don’t break character.

We reached the staging platform. Behind the curtain, I could hear voices—low, murmured, hungry. The audience. The buyers.

The man adjusted something behind my ear, and sound bloomed in my head—his voice, crisp and close.

“You’ll stand still. Hands folded at the waist. Head tilted slightly to the right. No speaking. No moving. If they bid on you, you don’t react. Understood?”

I said nothing.

The mask had no mouth anyway.

“Good girl,” he muttered.

He pressed a button on the remote clipped to his hip. The curtain parted. Light spilled in, blinding and hot. I stepped forward into it because there was nowhere else to go.

The room was shaped like a dome, all steel and glass, like an inverted observatory. Rows of seats spiraled upward, plush and dark, occupied by shadows. Men in tailored suits, faces obscured by masks of their own—gold, black, silver. Expressionless. They looked like predators masquerading as aristocrats.

And maybe they were.

My platform rotated slowly, giving them a full view. I kept my posture perfect, just as I’d been told. I focused on a point above their heads, not seeing, not reacting.

But I felt them.

Their eyes scraped across my skin like blades. Measuring. Judging. Possessing.

“Lot Forty-Two,” a voice announced over the sound system. “Specimen: Female. Age twenty-two. Height five foot six. No visible modifications. Natural hair. Natural figure. Fully obedient. Behavioral conditioning in early phases. Excellent potential for imprinting.”

The voice was soft, almost bored.

“As always, this lot is available
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