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Rows upon rows of bright, fluorescent lights passed above Kadens head as Brodey dragged her through the halls by her ankles. She didn’t fight anymore, she didn’t make a sound. Something told her it’d just make things harder for her. Even as her vision solidified and the ringing in her ears subsided she stayed complacent in fear of what else Brodey could do to her.

Muffled screaming, pleading, and sobbing rang out from every door they passed, and they’d passed dozens. Almost every voice was her own battling for dominance and layering over each other. It was hard to even think. She didn’t understand what was happening...Even though she couldn’t see into the high windows in the doors she knew what she was hearing was her own voice.

Eventually Brodey came to a stop and let Kaden’s feet fall to the ground.

“Hello, my cattle!” She said, cheerfully. “I’ve got a new addition to your ranks. This one’s fresh, and look at how good she’s acting already!!”

Kaden struggled to sit up when Brodey motioned to her, and looked through all the doors surrounding the area they were in. These ones were made of glass, and behind each was a copy of herself. They were filthy, skinny, covered in festering wounds and scar tissue.

She pulled her knees up to her chest and wrapped her arms around herself. She didn’t understand. This couldn’t be possible. The Kadens told her to run, to help them, to give up. They pawed at their doors with her hands, called to her in her own voice, stared at her with her own eyes.

She shivered as she tried to choke back a sob. What was to say she wasn’t the clone. Some of these versions of her looked to be in their forties or older. Were they even clones at all? Did Brodey create them or did she collect them? Where were they from?

Brodey smiled at Kaden racking her brain. This was always an interesting step in the process. She’d love to skip over it, it took so much time, but the damage it did to their psyche and sense of self was worth it in the end. One could never recover from something like this.

Not that she’d know personally. Brodey was Brodey. The one and only. Not a single other instance of herself in the entire multiverse. Quite the blessing, no competition!

“Come here, Kaden.” She called, bringing the steel table in the middle of the room down flat. It was a foreboding, freezing looking thing. Straps and attachments and even fluid draining troughs. It was shaped like a person in a spread eagle pose, it’d give Brodey full access to her entire body aside from her back.

Kaden’s heart felt like it was beating within the very pit of her stomach. She slowly got up, legs shaking, and stumbled over to where Brodey stood. Her eyes cast a weary, dread filled
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gaze at the straps of the table. She sniffled into her hand as Brodey eased her around, then back onto it. Even through her clothes she could feel how icy cold it was.

“Please...I-I’m sorry for whatever I did to deserve this...Please just let me go…” She pleaded. She got no reply, just silence while the straps were slowly, carefully wrapped around her limbs.

The ankles, just below and above the knee, the hips, the chest, the biceps, the elbows, the wrists, the neck…

“I’m so sorry Brodey. I don’t know what I did but I’m sorry! Please!”

The final strap pulled Kadens skull uncomfortably into the thin, scratchy pillow. Her pleads broke into gasps and sobs. All she could move was her eyes and fingers, even her tail fell helplessly through a hole in the table. Brodey kept moving in and out of her sight, attaching things to her body and prodding at her.

A knife danced into her vision and she tensed up.

“Now, now. A little knife would be the least of your worries. No need to be so tense.” Brodey chuckled, patting her cheek. “Just hold on, let me get you out of these.”

She slid the knife under Kadens clothes, then gently ripped them off of her body. She had to be naked for this, and she wouldn’t be wearing clothes at all past this point unless Brodey gave her some. There was no need to keep them intact.

The cold sub-basement air bit at Kadens skin. She shivered, feeling more exposed than she had ever felt in her life. The sound of the other Kadens shuffling about in their cells only made her feel even more shameful.

Brodey didn’t let the reason slip past her. “My my~” She cooed, crouching down between Kadens legs. “You’re wet? What about this turns you on, huh?”

Kaden gritted her teeth as Brodey’s fingers wiggled inside her with ease. With an expert curl, they found her G-spot without even having to search for it. She whined, pleasure trickling into her nethers with each suspiciously gentle rub.

When Brodey pulled her fingers out they were soaked. She held up her hand for the other Kadens to see, parting her fingers to show the thick juice stick between them. “Isn’t she marvelous? A keeper, for sure. You all have someone to look up to now!”

The cumart slipped up and around to Kadens head and smiled down at her. That deep blue blush was already coloring into her ears and neck and she tried oh so hard to avoid making eye contact with her. Ah, they were so cute when embarrassed.
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“Open up. You need to clean me after getting my hand so filthy.”

Kadens eyes looked up at her, wavered, then closed as her maw opened.

Brodey happily sank her fingers deep into it, playing with her tongue and making sure she got a good taste of her own juices. She was delighted to feel the light blue muscle wrap around them and lick them clean, splitting down the middle into a fork to clean both sides at the same time. She figured she was trying to get it over with as fast as possible, but it was cute that she was diligent in her cleaning.

“Good girl~” She sighed, pulling her hand away then wiping it on Kaden’s chest fur to dry it. “Why don’t you introduce yourself, now. I’m sure everyone here is dying to meet you.”

“I…” Kaden’s voice cracked. “I’m K-Kaden Bailey.”

“Mhm. They all are. Tell us something else.” Brodey said from somewhere to the right.

If she could be chilled anymore, that statement would have really sunk into her core. Kaden sniffled. “I-I’m twenty one and...I w-work a couple part time jobs.”

“Tell them about your kids.”

Kaden grimaced. “I’ve lost one kid, Maya, and I’ve...got one on the way…Am I ever going to see them? Are you ever going to let me go?”

“That’s not part of a proper introduction.” Brodey chided, standing up with a blowtorch and a collection of iron stamps in her hands. She set them down where Kaden could see them and giggled as each muscle in her body suddenly tensed against her restraints.

Before Kaden could start pleading again Brodey had shoved her underwear into her mouth. Pain radiated through the broken part of her jaw as it was forced open and then taped closed. Weakly, she groaned into the gag, face throbbing and eyes shakily watching as Brodey picked the stamps back up.

“You’re 11-4514 now. I’ll call you Fourteen for short. Get used to it, and come when called and it’ll make things a lot easier on you.” Brodey said. “The rest of you, get used to this one. I plan on keeping her and playing with her a lot, so make sure you thank her for taking the torture you would have gotten had I not captured her. It’s only because of her sacrifice you all can relax a bit.”

The blow torch kicked to life and started heating up the first of the numbers. Even though it was a long string of them, the stamps themselves were rather small and wouldn’t cause too much damage. Brodey looked over her shoulder and at Kaden, who sobbed at her.
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The question was where to put them…

Gently, she set the tools back down and took a look over Kaden’s form. It’d be a shame to damage somewhere on the front of her, but it still needed to be a place that was visible pretty fast. Most of the time she branded their arms, lower backs, or shoulder blades but she really liked the muscle tone on this ones back.

Suddenly she clapped her hands together with a happy hum, then undid the straps on one of Kadens legs. She kept a firm grip on her ankle, just in case she suddenly decided to try and be uppity, but smiled when it wasn’t needed. The back of her thigh was going to be a marvelous place for a brand.

“Here, keep your leg up for me, if you move it we’ll have to do all of the brands again,

okay?”

And up it stayed. Even as her body shook with her sobs and fear, she kept the leg up as straight as she could. Brodey was proud, and delighted she had kept her alive.

“On three.”

Before even the number one was said the brand sizzled against Kadens skin, pressing softly against it and leaving a nasty, angry burn behind. She fought with her instinct to jerk away, trying to stay as still as possible. The smell of burnt hair and meat filled the room along with the gargled screams from Kaden’s gagged maw.

Little time passed between the first and the second, as Brodey had set the torch up to heat the brands behind her. Somehow the second one hurt even more. Kaden heaved against her straps, and lost control of her bladder in the fight to stay still.

Brodey didn’t even skip a beat over it. There were drainage troughs for a reason, after all. It was nice that she wouldn’t have to clean it up off of the floor or her fur later on in the night though. Before Kaden had finished emptying herself she’d already pressed the third brand to her skin and delighted in the scream.

By the last number she’d fallen mostly silent, haggard down to hyperventilating and only squealing when they were first pressed down. Brodey didn’t mind, if gave her time to admire her work. Her fingers gently traced along the fresh wounds, Kaden’s leg quaking at the pain but dutifully keeping upright.

“You did amazing~” She hummed happily. “Such a good girl. Back down now.”

The muffled opposition from Kaden was ignored as Brodey strapped the leg back down, pressing her burns tight against the cold metal. She patted the leg as if congratulating it then
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settled herself between her captives thighs. The table creaked quietly as she angled it down just a tad, so Kaden’s head would be elevated enough to watch her.

“You deserve a reward.” She said with an off puttingly sincere smile. “Would you like to be fucked in the vagina or the ass?”

Despair washed over Kadens face and confusion over her eyes. Looking down as best she could, she confirmed that Brodey was, indeed, sporting a boner that looked like it was about to rip out of her jeans.

She liked the feeling of Kaden looking at her member. With a wag of her tail she reached down and caressed it through the fabric, then slowly eased her pants and underwear off of her hips. The cold air felt great on her skin, and she wasted no time pressing the head of her cock against Kadens warm nethers.

Delighted, she took note that she was even wetter than before. The cumart grinded her dick against the other girl, coating it in her juice and teasing her holes. She was dying to get inside her.

“I’ve not been inside you yet!” She exclaimed. Genuine excitement tinted her voice and posture. “Blink once of vaginal and blink twice for anal, okay?”

Kaden hesitated, eyebrows sloping as the choice sunk in, then she blinked once, defeated. Brodey might have been trimmed, but she was still pretty sharp. That paired with the seeming lack of lube would make anal much too painful.

She closed her eyes and sniffled. Kaden had not actually taken a dick yet. She’d used some dildos and had her cock inside other people, but nobody’s dick had been inside her. She was resigning this last bit of virginity over to Brodey.

“Interesting choice.” Brodey mused. Pressing the head of her dick against Kaden’s entrance she continued. “You do know I don’t have protection, don’t you? I’ve kept a good eye on you. You’re always the one buried in someone else. Did...the idea that you could get knocked up not register?”

The Cusige’s eyes shot open. It hadn’t registered. With vein, sudden urgency she screamed muffled please at Brodey, even trying to blink at her again.

The other girl giggled. “Oooh. Now that’s cute~ You’ve never been fucked have you, either?” The desperate look in her eyes told Brodey everything. “Too bad~ You’ve made your choice! Cross your fingers that I’m not potent enough to fertilize you, okay?”
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The table lurched with the power of Brodey’s thrust, her cock suddenly, instantly buried hilt deep within Kaden’s walls. A shiver ran up her spine and she leaned into her harder, pressing against her cervix.

She stared up, eyes filled with some sort of demented love, up into Kadens, swimming with tears and shock.

She felt Brodey throb inside her, grind against her insides, and start to slowly, slowly pull out. Her body didn’t even have time to adjust to her size, to fully sink in the thought that with one fell swoop she’d had her last bit of purity slammed away. Disgust, arousal, shock and fear all clashed inside her. She didn’t like that she liked how that felt. She was tied down to a table, branded, and being raped and somehow she was still getting wetter. This wasn’t right. She shouldn’t-

Brodey hilted herself inside again, harder this time, knocking the wind and thoughts right out of Kaden’s body. The restraints creaked with the force of her arching and trying to free herself from them. She felt her pull out again, felt the head of her cock brush past her G-spot, then surge forward back inside.

Every time Brodey thrust back inside of Kaden’s warm, tight walls she felt like she could cum on the spot. The idea of taking her virginity was almost too much, and the cute squeaks and vein attempts to pull free only made it harder to stall her orgasm. She needed to savor it, though. This was a once in a lifetime event for Kaden, and she was almost a little distraught that she’d not noticed and took it on more romantic terms.

Alas, it was too late for that, and she bucked her hips right back against Kaden. This time she moaned though. Brodey’s ears perked up, and her face lit up with glee. She trailed her fingers along the hood of her clit, urging her dick to show itself if she was going to make such delectable sounds. Brodey’s heart felt like it was going to flutter right out of her chest.

Kadens, however, felt like it was going to split open. She could hear it’s beat pounding in her head as she screamed at her body to stop reacting so pleasurably to what was happening. Her moan had only encouraged Brodey, now she was pumping into her faster, teasing her cock as it came out of its sheath. Waves of pleasure surged up her body, mixing and melding with the pure humiliation and disgust of the situation.

Looking down she could see Brodey seemingly enraptured with the sounds she was making and the feeling of her body wrapping around her. She didn’t want to watch her enjoy this so much, but no matter what direction she turned her gaze to there was someone, another her, watching her be deflowered.

Some of them were even jerking off to it. Most of their eyes were filled with the same dismay she felt at being aroused by such an event. A couple seemed to delight in her treatment,
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hands working themselves with furocity that looked painful. The others were huddled away in the corners of their rooms, or beneath their blankets.

Kaden resigned to just closing her eyes. Her body felt like it was on fire, filled with pleasure she tried so hard to deny. Brodey was going so fast it was getting hard for her to even think. Through the assault of thrusts into her and pumps of the other girls hand on her now erect cock she couldn’t keep back the encroaching feeling of orgasm.

Brodey could feel it building inside her. Her heart beat was so fast, her walls were starting to clench down around her, and her moans were getting shakier, needier, heavier with lust. All of it, the entirety of it, made her heart soar. This had to have been how her parents felt whenever they’d tear into each other or others or herself. She’d not felt so vibrant with any other Kaden just yet.

With a haggard, loud moan Kaden’s body was seemingly happy to fully cement that twisted, malformed love. The feeling of her cumming around her sent Brodey into bliss. Her walls seemed to pull her in, the waves of her pleasure massaging her shaft and head. She buried her face, bright blue now, into the other girls chest and came as deep as she could press herself inside her.

The feeling of cumming from being in a situation like this was horrific, yet twistedly erotic in equal measure. Kaden shuddered, feeling her body clench around Brodey’s dick and urge her to take her. When the other girl held close to her and started to empty her seed into her she couldn’t help but feel some strange, deviant glee at it.

The two of them stayed still like that, bodies entwined and breaths shallow, until Brodey finally pulled out. She stumbled, righted herself on Kaden’s leg, then used the back of her hand to wipe the sweat from her brow.

“8-756...clean up…” She gasped, opening a cell door for one the Kaden who had been vigorously beating off.

She nearly scrambled out of the cell and straight in between the other Kaden’s legs, her tongue diving inside her walls to lick out as much as Brodey’s cum as she could. She ignored Kaden’s screeches of disgust and confusion as licked along her labia, her dick, and even suckled on her antennae.

Kaden let out a sharp squeal at the other version of herself latching onto her antennae. It was weird enough to see her own face eating her out, why did she have to do the weird shit too. She didn’t even have time to desensitize after her orgasm so every lick and suckle felt like a thousand.

8-756 wrapped her mouth around Kaden’s dick and took her back into her throat, tongue swirling around her and cleaning her with uncanny skill. When she felt she was clean
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enough, she moved on to lick the cum off of her stomach but was cut off before she could sneak her muzzle back between her legs.

“Enough, good job.” Brodey finally said, pulling one Kaden off the other. “You did good, you can eat tonight. Now go back to your cell and lock yourself in for me like a good dog.”

Kaden almost felt…jealous at the other Kaden being praised. Here she was tied down, branded, raped, belittled, and the other her just...comes out, eats pussy and gets praised?

What was she even thinking, she should be looking for a way out, trying to bargain for her freedom, but she was caught up on a freak that looked like her being called a ‘good dog’?

As if sensing the jealousy Brodey turned around. “You know, you could be a good doggie too.” She purred. “That one took months to break in...but you, why you’re already so willing~”

She leaned down to kiss Kaden on the softening dick. “I’ve not had a Kaden so

masochistic before...one so needing of my love and affection. You could be my top dog, if you just cooperate with me~” Her hands roamed around Kaden’s stomach and chest, gently ruffling and massaging her fur and muscles.

Kaden stared down at Brodey, confusion bubbling up inside her at her own excitement over the idea. She’d spent many nights jacking off to the thought of getting gang banged at a party, of getting kidnapped, of getting raped and tortured, of being turned into a drone or a sex toy, but she never once imagined any of it happening in real life.

Now that it was, she was concerned at how little she hated it. Her freedom was slipping from her grasp with every passing second but the thought of being trapped here, of being used and broken and loved in such a fucked up way was so, so sexy to her.

Brodey could see the almost willingness in her face and her heart started fluttering. She was going to be so easy to break! She might even be willing with some praise and affection. This was a dream come true, something she fantasized about for ages.

She tapped her hooves excitedly on the floor and lifted herself up onto the table, looming over Kaden. With a swift motion she removed the gag from Kaden’s mouth and replaced it with her own lips. As the other girl shuddered under her she slipped her tongue into her mouth moaned into it.

Kaden’s eyes fluttered shut, eyebrows furrowed and tongue retreating to the back of her mouth to try to avoid Brodey’s. But Brodey’s tongue was long enough to reach it anyway, and soon she felt it massaging hers.
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Her hands clenched into fists as she tried to fight it, then loosened as she gave in to the pleasurable feeling. Their tongues swirled around eachother, gently rubbing together as their hot breaths mixed. Kaden was starting to feel light headed, arousal building in her loins.

Brodey was feeling it too. She shifted her body so that she could straddle one of Kaden’s thighs and began to grind against it, leaving the fur wet with her arousal. Her tongue split down the middle to wrap even more aggressively around Kaden’s.

Kaden couldn’t hold back the small sigh of pleasure that filled Brodey’s mouth. She hated herself, she hated that she was loving this. She hated that her gross fantasies were coming true and that she was still turned on by them.

But as soon as Brodey had started, she stopped. She stared down into Kaden’s

beautiful, confused eyes then dismounted her. Without a word she straightened herself up, put her clothes back on, then began removing the straps from Kaden’s body.

A twisted form of disappointment filled Kaden. It had just started to get hot and heavy again, why did she stop? But then the restraints started to come off and Kaden’s heart stopped. This was her chance, she was being freed. She just had to knock Brodey out and book it and she could be free!

As her arms and legs were freed she flexed them, rubbed the areas where the straps had bit into her skin, then tensed as the last strap was removed from her head. She sat up, completely free, and looked down at Brodey who gave her a love drunk smile.

Kaden looked away, silence blanketing the room as she looked into each cell around her. The other Kadens were not in good shape. Covered in bruises and cuts, some starved, some without any furniture in their rooms at all. Then her eyes fell upon the cell behind her.

Empty. A thin mattress and thinner pillow on a metal bed, scratchy looking sheets, an empty food tray. This one at least had a toilet, but other than that it was much like a prison cell.

“That one’s yours.” Brodey said, breaking the silence. “Your new home. If you’re good, I’ll upgrade it and if you’re bad I’ll take things away. If you’re really bad I’ll put you in the metal solitary. But you’re going to be a good girl, aren’t you?”

Kaden’s heart was pounding. She just had to run. One good hit and Brodey would be out and she was free to climb to safety and call the cops.

Brodey grabbed her gently by the hand and started to walk her to the cell.

Time was flowing slow as molasses. Just run. Run!

She opened the cell door and motioned Kaden to step in.
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And as her mind screamed for her to bolt, to fight, to do anything but...she walked into the cell. Arousal flooded her body as she heard the door shut behind her, sealing her fate into this tiny, white box but it wasn’t even a trickle compared to the sick pleasure she felt at Brodey’s next words.

“Good doggy~” She cooed through the glass, pressing a hand to the door. “Welcome to your new home.”

