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    Chapter 1




    Kwangsoo sat on his favorite chair on the balcony of his parents little flat, enjoying the sun shining on his face and the view he had. He lived there together with his brother and parents right across another flat building. From the little balcony he could always spy a bit on his neighbors by looking inside of their flats. It could be quite entertaining actually. Kwangsoo could see how Mr and Mrs Nam’s dogs were playing when they were gone, he could see how the child of Mrs Oh would throw the vase on the ground and later blame the cat, he had even seen how Mr Park had an affair and that his wife had caught him in the middle of it.




    Kwangsoo took a sip of his coffee while he watched how two of his neighbors had a fight about how they should hang the laundry. Apparently, one of them hangs his shirt over the other’s, causing both of their shirts to fall down.




    “Kwangsoo!” His mother called him from the kitchen.




    “Yes mom?” He asked.




    “Please get here and help me make dinner.” “Okay mom,” Kwangsoo said and got up from his chair and walked to the small kitchen.




    When he got there he saw his mother struggling with getting some pans from the higher cabinet and Kwangsoo quickly ran toward and could just catch three pans before they would meet with the floor.




    “Thank you,” his mother said and Kwangsoo flashed her a smile.




    “Don’t worry mom you let them fall so much that I have almost become a pan ninja,” he said and his mother chuckled.




    “Can you wash the vegetables for me?” She asked and gave Kwangsoo the vegetables, while she started with preparing the meat.




    “My little Kwangie is going to college in just a week,” she suddenly said and squeezed his cheek which made Kwangsoo groan.




    “Mommm your little Kwangie is an adult now so please stop calling me like I am 5 years old,” he said and his mother shook her head.




    “You will always stay with me anyways so I will call you Kwangie whenever I want.”




    “Not when I move out,” he said.




    “You will move out when you will marry so you will stay here for a while,” she said and Kwangsoo groaned again.




    “Thanks for your trust,” he said sarcastically.




    “I was just kidding Kwangie. Hey tonight you will go out with Taeho right?” She asked to which Kwangsoo nodded.




    “Maybe tonight you will meet the girl of your dreams,” she said and Kwangsoo groaned again.




    “Or boy I don’t know.”




    “MOM!”




    “Hey as long as I will get grandchildren I will be happy,” she said and Kwangsoo decided to ignore her for the time being.




    “Sir, here is your drink,” the waitress said and gave Jawlong his drink.




    “Thank you,” was all he said before he waved her off and went back to his conversation with Semin.




    They had agreed to both meet in the best restaurant of Seoul to discuss some business matters and also because they hadn’t seen each other in a while.




    “So how do you enjoy Renshu?” Semin asked after they were done talking about how much they should invest.




    “Well he is a good one but not perfect.” Jawlong answered.




    “What do you mean? He was amazing while he was with me.”




    “Yes but that’s also a problem,” Jawlong said and Semin looked at him confused.




    “I don’t want an experienced one. I want one whom I can mold into my own and not one who has had someone like you in him.” Jawlong explained and Semin shook his head.




    “Aren’t Chonglin and Tengfei like that then?” Semin said and took a sip of his wine before pulling a face.




    “That stupid waitress brought the wrong wine.” He said and put the glass away.




    “To answer your question, no they aren’t. Chonglin was my first one, but just not it; Tengfei was good, but a bit too dominant; and Renshu has excellent skills, but he has had you in him and that’s just gross.” Jawlong said and Semin acted to be offended.




    “But you won’t sell them right?” Semin asked.




    “No, they all have a specialty but still, there is something missing.” Jawlong said and Semin grabbed a piece of paper from his bag and showed it to Jawlong.




    “Are you invited to a bidding?” Jawlong asked after he read the paper and Semin nodded.




    “Try to get one from Korea. Trust me you won’t regret it,” Semin said and handed the paper to Jawlong.




    “Why won’t you get one then?” Jawlong asked confused.




    “I am not feeling like going and you seem to need one more than me,” Semin said and stood up.




    “Look at the time; I am going to be late for my meeting,” he said and Jawlong nodded.




    “Go to the bidding Jawlong or else I will pull you there by myself.” Semin said and walked away.




    Jawlong picked the piece of paper up from the table and looked at it again. A Korean one huh? He thought and put the invitation in his pocket. He stood up and put some money on the table to pay for the drinks and walked out.




    


  




  

    Chapter 2




    There were many things Kwangsoo could learn easily. He was fluent in multiple languages like Chinese and English, had learnt to cook when he was six and he was a master bowler. However, he could never learn how to be mentally ready for his friend Park Taeho, when he suddenly ran into his room while Kwangsoo was still changing.




    “YAA! What on earth are you doing?” Kwangsoo screamed while he quickly ran behind a closet to prevent Taeho from seeing him in his boxer shorts.




    “Dude don’t worry,” Taeho said while sitting on Kwangsoo’s bed, much to Kwangsoo’s annoyance because he had just made it.




    “I have seen you in your underwear since you were 10 so seeing you half naked isn’t much of a shock anymore,” he explained before he suddenly got a shirt thrown in his face.




    “HEY!”




    “That doesn’t mean that I am used to it,” Kwangsoo said and quickly pulled his shirt over his head and walked up to Taeho.




    “Decent enough? Kwangsoo asked and span a round.




    “Well I would like to judge Mr. I am a whiny little bitch, but the last time I checked someone had blocked my vision by throwing a shirt over my FACE!” Taeho said and pulled the shirt off his face and threw it at Kwangsoo, which Kwangsoo easily dodged.




    “Don’t be such a baby and lets just go then,” Kwangsoo said while rolling his eyes.




    “Sure.” Taeho said and later on they both walked out.




    When they got in the city, they walked into their usual night club and looked around. It was as crowded as usual with the music blasting through the speakers and the crowded dance floor. It was already 1:00 am so almost everyone already had had a few drinks and you could easily spot by the way how some girls swung their hips that they had had a little bit too much tequila.




    Kwangsoo and Taeho sat down on the couch in their usual spot and played a game of rock, paper and scissors to decide who had to pay for the night. Kwangsoo tested his luck by using paper and he actually won this time.




    “Fuck yes! Take that!” He said and laughed at Taeho who looked at his fist like it had betrayed him in the worst way possible.




    “But, but I wasn’t prepared,” Taeho said and Kwangsoo pushed him toward the bar.




    “Just hushhhhhh and get me my drink,” Kwangsoo said and quickly ran back to the couch so that Taeho couldn’t argue with him anymore.




    When Taeho got back with the shots and put it down on the table, Kwangsoo wanted to grab his glass, but Taeho stopped him by grabbing his arm.




    “What’s wrong?” Kwangsoo asked and he saw Taeho looking at him uneasy.




    “Kwangsoo what would you do for a friend?” He asked and Kwangsoo looked at him confused.




    “Taeho what have you done this time?” Kwangsoo asked and Taeho widened his eyes and quickly shook his head.




    “Nothing!” Taeho quickly defended himself.




    “I mean like you would help him right? Give up some important stuff because he is dear to you right?” Taeho asked and Kwangsoo nodded.




    “Of course I would. Taeho, if there is something you need help with please tell me.” Kwangsoo said and Taeho quickly shook his head and put on his million dollar smile to reassure him nothing was wrong.




    “You are a good friend,” Taeho said and Kwangsoo smiled.




    “Now let’s not make this night too sappy or else someone might cry,” Kwangsoo said and he grabbed his glass. Taeho nodded and also grabbed his.




    “Are you ready?” Kwangsoo asked and Taeho nodded.




    “3.2.1. GO,” they both said and at the same time they took their shot and Kwangsoo looked at Taeho confused.




    “Dude did you get a new flavor?” He asked and he saw Taeho looking at him sadly.




    “I am sorry.” Taeho said and Kwangsoo looked at him confused.




    “Sorry? For getting the wr-,” Kwangsoo wanted to finish his sentence but before he could do it, the world became hazy before his eyes and he looked at Taeho who got up. He wanted to scream out loud when Taeho picked him up in a very painful way, but then everything became black.




    Jawlong got out of the taxi and stood in front of an old, abandoned warehouse. Well they sure know how to make it dramatic he thought and looked around. There almost weren’t any people left but the ones that were made Jawlong stand out in his black suit while the others were mostly covered in tattoos and missed a few teeth. They all looked at Jawlong and looked at each other. They made a signal at each other; but before they could walk toward him, Jawlong was already at the door.




    He knocked on the door and a pair of eyes appeared through the small opening of the door. The eyes looked up, surprised at the height of Jawlong before a loud deep voice was heard.




    “Who is this?” The voice asked and Jawlong flashed the invitation, not feeling like explaining it with words and the pair of eyes disappeared from the opening. A minute later the sound of a few opening locks was heard and the door swung open. Jawlong walked in and saw the pair of eyes he had just seen a second ago, now looking back at him from the face of a just as dangerous looking man as the ones who stood outside a second ago. Jawlong quickly walked further into a hallway. When he reached the end, a man who was dressed in a suit like Jawlong walked toward him.




    “Can I help you?” He asked and Jawlong showed the invitation again.




    “A buyer huh?” He said after he read it and he gestured a scantily dressed woman to come toward him and Jawlong.




    “Lead him the way to room 8.” He told her and she nodded. She smiled cheaply at Jawlong and grabbed his arm.




    “This way sweetheart,” she said sweetly and pulled Jawlong with her. Jawlong was used to the cheap women who would pick him up by now so he just let her speak to him while she tried to make Jawlong pay her a little bit attention. But, when they reached room 8 and she still didn’t let go of him, he harshly pulled his arm back which made her pout.




    Jawlong ignored it and walked inside of the room. He pulled his suit jacket off and hung it on the old rusty metal hanger in the corner of the dark room. He sat down on an old leather couch and looked through the glass window in front of it.




    He had a view of the podium from this spot and he could see how late he was from the number of naked boys and girls which were already carried half unconscious away and he didn’t regret coming late. All of them weren’t his type or were already used.




    The next boy who was brought in made him look a bit closer. The boy had brown dyed hair, had a cute round face and was skinny, but had some muscles in his arms. He had single eyelids and didn’t look very tall. The voice blasting through the speaker mentioned some information about him.




    “Number 137. His name is Kim Junghwa and is 23 years old. He has experience in the barista world and is not a virgin anymore,” the voice said and a man with a mask on his face grabbed the boy’s face and held it up. From the half-lidded eyes you could see how much he was drugged and that he had no idea how he ended up there.




    “He has very sharp eyes and large chipmunks cheeks,” the voice spoke again. The masked man grabbed Junghwa by the shoulders and made him lay on the ground so that you could easily see every naked detail on his body.




    “Beautiful curves and an almost spotless skin,” the voice spoke and Junghwa was turned so that his behind was on display.




    “A gorgeous behind which has never been used before,” which made Jawlong consider buying him. The masked man sat Junghwa down on his butt again; but when Jawlong saw the size of his manhood, he wasn’t interested anymore and sat back. Too big he thought and he lit up a cigarette. He inhaled deeply through it and let the voice through the speaker fill the room. “Sold for 500,000,000 won to room 5,” the voice said when they were done bidding and Jawlong started looking back at the podium again, waiting for someone interesting to come by which, didn’t happen for a long time.




    When he had finished his third cigarette, he started thinking that maybe Semin was wrong about Korean toys; but when he got up and ready to leave, he looked back at the podium one last time and found the most beautiful person he had ever seen. He immediately grabbed his phone and dialed his assistant’s number.




    “Get here and quickly get me the suitcase,” he spoke to his assistant and immediately hung up.




    Kwangsoo opened his eyes, but couldn’t see anything. There was a bright light shining right into his eyes and when he tried to move, his body wouldn’t react for some reason. He opened his mouth to scream but nothing came out.




    Someone suddenly grabbed his shoulders and he was laid down on his back. He looked up and saw a man with a black mask pulled over his face and wanted to ask him what was going on, but before he could do anything the darkness he saw earlier surrounded him again.




    The next time he woke up was only moments later when he suddenly felt his face touching the ground and his ass being pulled up. He could hear something or someone saying something this time and he could barely make out the words. 18 … fluent … virgin … small … high quality were the only words he understood. Are they talking about me? He thought and when he suddenly was pulled into a sitting position he heard his name being said and he was sure that they were talking about him.




    Suddenly, people were shouting high numbers. 50,000,000, 100,000,000, 200,000,000 he heard and the numbers kept rising until there was suddenly a loud deep voice shouting something.




    “10,000,000,000 won in cash!” It said and everything went quiet. 10,000,000,000 won? For what would he pay so much money? Kwangsoo thought and he heard the voice from the speakers said something along the lines in “sold to room 8”.




    Kwangsoo tried to make out who bought what, but he suddenly felt dizzy and fell down unconscious.


  




  

    Chapter 3




    Kwangsoo woke up by a stream of sunlight in a king-sized bed inside of a big room. He got up and blinked at the light peeking through the curtains. When his eyes finally had adjusted to the light in the room, he suddenly realized that this place wasn’t where he is supposed to be. He repeated last night through his mind. He went out with Taeho right? But then after a drink, he suddenly passed out. Was that all? But how did he end up here then? He suddenly felt a bit cold, how on earth was he naked? Did he have an one night stand? That would be sad, saving yourself for someone special and then you can’t even remember how it went.




    He looked around the room, but suddenly felt something hanging onto his wrist and noticed a bracelet with writing hanging around it. When he inspected it more closely he could see that it was made out of paper.




    “146: Do Kwangsoo. Age: 18. Status: Sold,” he read out loud and felt a wave of panic going through him. Sold? How can he be sold? Then suddenly he remembered standing inside of a dark room held by a masked man, with only a spot light shining right at him and someone saying something through the speaker. They started bidding on something … From there he didn’t have any memories of last night. Kwangsoo tried to get off the bed, but something around his neck pulled him back. He felt around his neck and noticed that he had some kind of choker wrapped around it made of steel which had chains attached to it which were fixated to the wall. When he felt more around it he noticed that it had a lock and some sort of writing on it which he couldn’t quite make out yet. Then he noticed more kinds of tools attached to the bed and walls. On each corner of the bed was a cuff made of steel and on the wall hang a wreck with all kinds of whips and more torture tools. Kwangsoo started panicking and pulled harshly on the chain. Who tied him up? How did he end up here? Why are there whips on the wall which look like they are made for those horse riders? Then it all clicked in his mind. He was the one who was being sold. The man with a mask was displaying him to people who he couldn’t see.




    Suddenly, the door to the room opened revealing a tall dark-haired man with sharp eyes. He walked toward Kwangsoo and smirked when he saw how he was tied up. When he tugged on the chains Kwangsoo noticed how big his hands were and how scary he was up close.




    “I see that my new toy finally woke up,” he said in Chinese with a deep voice and Kwangsoo widened his eyes.




    “N-new toy?” He asked scared in Chinese, to which the other male chuckled.




    “Yes dear Kwangsoo you are mine now.” Kwangsoo looked at him shocked. His? Was he the man who bought him?




    “You see Kwangsoo, last night on the bidding I bought you and added you to my collection of toys. And when you are sold you have become someone’s toy or slave is the word which I prefer.” The male continued when Kwangsoo didn’t talk back.




    “So yeah I am your master now,” he smirked and tugged harshly on Kwangsoo’s chain which made the latter yelp in pain.




    “Oh wait I almost forgot to mention my name. Bad me,” the tall male said and shook his head. “My name is Wu Jawlong, but you shall always refer to me as master or else you will be punished severely.” Kwangsoo flinched a bit at the word punished and his eyes flickered back and forth to the tools attached to the walls which made Jawlong smile even wider.




    “I was right when I thought that you would be adorable. You see Kwangsoo, boys like you will hardly ever come by and they are almost impossible to find,” he said in a calm voice.




    “W-what do you mean?” Kwangsoo asked confused.




    Jawlong stood up and stroked his cheek and Kwangsoo could only follow his moves with his eyes, scared of how he would punish him if he moved.




    “Such innocent eyes.” Jawlong moved his hand down to Kwangsoo’s lips and softly pinched them.




    “Plump lips,” he moved his hands down to the other’s shoulders.




    “Beautifully shaped shoulders,” and then he lowered his hand down to Kwangsoo’s lower part and stroked Kwangsoo’s member through the blankets.




    “Such a cute little dick and not to forget,” he suddenly squeezed Kwangsoo’s member which made the smaller male moan.




    “Still a virgin,” Jawlong stated and chuckled at the way how Kwangsoo got red in embarrassment.




    “Well … not for long of course,” he said and Kwangsoo flinched away from his touch, but when he tried to move further the chain was still preventing him from leaving. Jawlong chuckled again and grabbed the collar of Kwangsoo.




    “You know that you are even cuter when you try to leave? It makes me want you even more.”




    “H-how did I end up here?” Kwangsoo asked scared.




    “Well your friend, Taemin or something like that, brought you in and like I said I bought you from him,” Kwangsoo suddenly felt tears coming up, but he held them back. Taeho? Why would he sell him? Weren’t they friends?




    “He would never sell me.” Kwangsoo said, but Jawlong chuckled.




    “Dear, dear Kwangsoo. People will do crazy things for money.” Jawlong said and Kwangsoo pushed Jawlong back.




    “L-let me go,” Kwangsoo stuttered and Jawlong tugged on his collar which made Kwangsoo gag.




    “Never,” Jawlong said and the look in his eyes changed.




    “You are mine so you will obey me,” he said and tugged on Kwangsoo’s collar down so that he fell face first down on the bed.




    “You are mine so shall we start with it?”




    “W-with what?” Kwangsoo asked and Jawlong chuckled again. 




    “Don’t worry,” he said.




    “I will make it pleasurable for both of us.”




    Jawlong got up and put his member back inside of his pants. He grabbed his phone and dialed a number.




    “Yes Jiseok you can clean this up now.” Was all he said before he hung up and looked back at Kwangsoo. He grabbed Kwangsoo by the collar and read the description out loud.




    “Possession of Wu Jawlong. It suits you don’t you think?” And with a chuckle he let go of Kwangsoo and walked out through the door.




    


  




  

    Chapter 4




    Kwangsoo, who was still getting down from his high, had no idea what was going on when a man with pale blond hair and a handsome face walked up to him and released him from the cuffs. With a thud he fell on his back on the bed and looked at the boy with half-closed eyes.




    “W-what just happened?” Kwangsoo asked the man when he got his voice back. The boy looked at him with an unimpressed face and said:




    “You have just become Mr Wu’s new toy,” like it was nothing special and Kwangsoo didn’t know how to react because he was still so tired from the session he had a second ago, so he just nodded.




    “My name is Kim Jiseok and I am one of Mr Wu’s toy’s helpers,” he said while he unlocked the chain from Kwangsoo’s choker and Kwangsoo felt like he was finally released from a prison cell after 10 years. He got up and wanted to run out when Jiseok stopped him.




    “What do you think you are doing?” Jiseok asked and Kwangsoo looked at him like he just had asked him the dumbest question in the world.




    “I wanna get out of course. You don’t seriously think that I want to stay here right?” Kwangsoo asked Jiseok, but Jiseok shook his head.




    “You can’t leave. You know that right?” He asked, and Kwangsoo’s eyes widened.




    “Won’t you help me get out then?”




    “No.” Jiseok simply stated and Kwangsoo sat back on the bed and cringed a bit when he felt something sticky inside of him.




    “Even if I wanted to, you can’t get any further than somewhere in the house because Mr Wu has locked every door which leads outside with a lock which you can only open when you have his key.” Jiseok said and Kwangsoo sighed. He was really stuck there.




    “Come on let’s clean you up,” Jiseok said and he pulled Kwangsoo up by his arm.




    In another room sat Jawlong at his glass working table and lit up a cigarette. He looked at the big paintings hanging on the walls and then opened one of the drawers. He reached inside of it and pulled a map out of it. When he opened the dossier he read the details of Kwangsoo’s life in it.




    Born: 12 January 1996.




    Gender: Male.




    Place of birth: Seoul, South Korea.




    Siblings: Older Brother.




    Height: 171 cm.




    Virgin: Yes, not anymore. He wrote down smirking.




    Sold for: 10,000,000,000 won. He had been the most expensive toy Jawlong had ever purchased, but it was worth it he thought.




    Owner: Wu Jawlong. He smirked again while reading this.




    Recent place of staying: Wu residence, Shanghai, China.




    Allergies: None.




    While he was reading some more of Kwangsoo’s data someone knocked on the door.




    “Come in,” Jawlong said and an old woman around 60 walked in.




    “Ming!” Jawlong said happily and he stood up to hug her.




    “Jawlong it has been a while,” Ming said while hugging him.




    “What are you doing here?” He asked when they pulled away.




    “I just wanted to check how you are doing honey. You may be 32 years old, but that doesn’t mean that you can handle everything on your own.” Jawlong wanted to say something when his phone rang. He gestured at Ming to wait for a moment and picked up.




    “Sir it’s time for you meeting,” his personal assistant Chiwon said through the phone and Jawlong groaned internally.




    “Yes, I will be there in a second.”He said and gave an apologetic face at Ming.




    “Always busy,” she said after Jawlong hang up.




    “I am very sorry Ming, but I have to go.”




    “I know and don’t worry, we can catch up later.” She smiled at him and Jawlong quickly pulled her in for a hug.




    “Next Thursday?” He asked.




    “Next Thursday,” she answered and gave him a kiss on the cheek and walked to the door.




    “Don’t forget to eat.” She quickly said and before Jawlong could respond she was already out.




    He also wanted to walk out when he quickly remembered something. Jawlong put Kwangsoo’s dossier quickly back inside of his desk and walked out for his meeting.




    




    Kwangsoo laid back in bed when he was washed up and waited for Jiseok to give him some more information, but instead of that Jiseok attached Kwangsoo’s choker back to the chain attached to the wall and started walking away.




    “W-wait are you just going to leave me tied up here?” Kwangsoo quickly asked.




    “All of Mr Wu’s slaves are meant to be chained up unless Mr Wu states differently,” Jiseok said and before Kwangsoo could ask him to come back he had already walked out leaving Kwangsoo alone, chained up and confused. Slave? Is that what he is now? A freaking sex slave of that Wu man?




    “Goddammit!” Kwangsoo screamed and he felt like crying, but he held them in. No. He wasn’t going to cry for that idiot. He tried to focus on something different to hold the tears back. Now he had more time to look around at the details of his room. It was mostly empty, or every piece of furniture was empty. An empty bookshelf, empty closet for maybe clothing, empty walls except for the torture devices, and from the roof, hang only a lamp and a another kind of round lamp where no light was coming from. He looked a bit closer at it and saw that it was some kind of camera. Great. He thought. Now I am also getting filmed. He sighed deeply and ran his hands through his hair. He was god-knows-where, naked and was forced to have sex with a weirdo. Wouldn’t his parents miss him, or even his friends? He was missing for a while now wasn’t he? Shouldn’t someone notice that he was gone? Suddenly, he heard his stomach rumble. God! He was hungry. When would he get food? Or would he even get any?




    He sighed and laid-back in the bed. It was uncomfortable with the chain and choker preventing him from lying down properly, but Kwangsoo didn’t care. All he wanted to know was how to get out of here. Lost in thoughts he didn’t hear the door open and he jumped a bit when suddenly a tall dark boy came in his point of view. Kwangsoo quickly covered himself in the blanket and looked up at the boy, afraid that he might also hurt him like Jawlong.




    “Are you Mr Wu’s new toy?” He asked and Kwangsoo concluded that he must be another one of Jawlong’s helpers.




    “Yes,” Kwangsoo answered and the other boy bowed at him.




    “My name is Kim Kitung and I am here to bring you your lunch,” he said and then Kwangsoo noticed the tray of food which was standing behind him. Kwangsoo looked at it suspiciously.




    “What’s in it?” He asked.




    “Oh salad and fish. Mr Wu wants his toys to be top fit.” He said and smiled boyishly at Kwangsoo.




    “Did you make this?” Kwangsoo asked and Kitung smiled proudly. He gave Kwangsoo the tray of food and sat next to him. Kwangsoo put a piece of fish in his mouth and looked at Kitung, who was suddenly looking nervous and watching every move Kwangsoo made.




    “Y-you like it?” He asked Kwangsoo and Kwangsoo nodded.




    “You have seasoned the fish quite well.” Kwangsoo said and he saw Kitung smiling widely.




    “Kitung may I ask you some questions?” He asked after he had finished half of his meal.




    “Of course!” Kitung said immediately and Kwangsoo was thankful that he would finally get some answers.




    “Where am I?” He started.




    “You are in the Wu mansion in Shanghai sir,” Kwangsoo looked at him like he was crazy.




    “You must be kidding.”




    “Nope,” Kitung said while popping the P.




    “We are at the edge of Shanghai,” Kwangsoo was overwhelmed, he must have been unconscious for a long time or else there was no way he could have slept through all that time.




    “H-how was I brought here?” Kwangsoo asked when he got himself together again.




    “I to be honest am not sure because I wasn’t there when Mr Wu picked you up; but I think that after he bought you, you were brought to his private plane and then flew to Shanghai and such.”




    “How rich is he?”




    “I don’t know what he exactly does, but he owns some imperia and gets a lot of money because of that.”




    “How old is he?” Kwangsoo asked because a man who owned some imperia couldn’t be young.




    “32,” wow! He was way older than Kwangsoo had expected him to be. He looked somewhere around 25 Kwangsoo thought.




    “Uhmm… Mr Wu said that he has multiple toys, how many does he have?”




    “He have 3 others.” Kitung seems to know everything, Kwangsoo thought.




    “Where do they stay?”




    “In the rooms next to yours.”




    “Will I be able to get out of this room?”




    “Of course. In the evening all toys get together for dinner and Mr Wu lets them watch TV together with him.”




    “Oh thank God! I thought that I would go never further than this room or the bathroom,” Kwangsoo said and Kitung chuckled.




    “Sometimes for special meetings he will chose one toy to accompany him so don’t worry Soo, you will get out more than enough.”




    “Soo?” Kwangsoo chuckled.




    “I-I am sorry I won’t call you Soo again!” Kitung quickly said and Kwangsoo laughed at the way how Kitung started panicking.




    “Don’t worry about it. My friends used to call me Soo all the time,” Kwangsoo explained and Kitung sighed in relief. Friends … yeah his “best,” friend also called him that.




    “Why did you panic so much?” Kwangsoo asked.




    “Mr Wu’s toys have a lot of power, and I can get into serious trouble when I make them upset.” Kitung said.




    “Like what?”




    “Well, once I gave Chonglin nuts and he is allergic to them and when Mr Wu heard about it, I had to work for 5 days straight without any breaks or sleep or food.”




    “Why do you work for him then?” Kwangsoo asked confused that Kitung hadn’t quit the job on the first day and shocked that a man can just do things like starving his employees.




    “Because my family once borrowed money from him and I have to pay it back by working for him.”




    “Do you also live here then?”




    “Yes. I live in the west wing together with some other workers.” Kwangsoo nodded and wanted to ask another question when suddenly Kitung’s beeper went off.




    “Shit I took too long,” Kitung said and quickly got up.




    “Bye Kwangsoo, see you at dinner.” He quickly waved goodbye and walked out.




    Kwangsoo sighed and laid-back on his bed, letting all of the information he just received sink in.




    After a while his eyelids just couldn’t keep open anymore and when he closed them he fell himself getting into a deep slumber.




    After a few hours, Kwangsoo was awoken by someone shaking him awake. When Kwangsoo opened his eyes he saw Jiseok looking at him and holding up an outfit made out of dressing robes which looked like it could be a mix from something from a time a long ago like somewhere in the middle ages, and a white bathrobe only without the big opening in the middle.




    “Sir it’s time for dinner,” he said and Kwangsoo looked at the outfit confused.




    “Do I have to wear that?” Kwangsoo asked pointing at the outfit Jiseok was carrying and sat up.




    “All slaves are required to wear outfits like this when they go out,” he said and reached behind Kwangsoo’s choker and unlocked it from the chain. Kwangsoo started noticing how much Jiseok used the word slave and he didn’t like it. He could handle the word ‘toy’, but when he got called ‘slave’, he felt less than worthless.




    “Please get up so that I can dress you sir.” Jiseok said and Kwangsoo got up from the bed.




    When Jiseok had dressed up Kwangsoo, Kwangsoo pointed at the choker around his neck.




    “Can’t this thing get off?” He asked and Jiseok shook his head.




    “I am afraid not sir. All slaves of Mr Wu cannot take it off no matter what,” he explained and Kwangsoo sighed in defeat.




    “There are a lot of rules is it not?” Kwangsoo said and Jiseok nodded. Kwangsoo sighed again and looked at Jiseok.




    “It is time for dinner sir. I shall take you to the place where you shall eat together with Mr Wu and the others and there you shall get to hear all the other information.” Jiseok said and held the door.




    Kwangsoo walked through it and landed in a very long hallway. On the walls hung huge paintings of all kinds of buildings and there were many other doors with names written on them. Huang Tengfei, Lu Renshu, Zhang Chonglin and on his door was written Do Kwangsoo. Apparently, this was the hallway to all the other slave rooms and Kwangsoo wondered if they would look just as empty on the inside as his, or filled with personal belongings. Even if you could fill them with it, Kwangsoo didn’t have anything to fill it. Anyways, the idea of decorating his room disappeared as soon as it had appeared.




    “Sir we have to go,” Jiseok said and Kwangsoo was awoken from his thoughts. Jiseok walked ahead of him and Kwangsoo followed him.




    When they reached a big metal door at the end of the hallway Kwangsoo saw how strongly locked it was. Jiseok typed quickly a password in and got out a key to unlock the door. When he opened the lock, the door led to a dark staircase. When they walked down the staircase, it gradually transformed from an old creaking staircase to one covered with red carpet and with expensive looking illustrations carved into the wood. When they reached the first floor, Kwangsoo ended up in a big hall. The hallway alone was way bigger than his little flat back in Korea. The walls were all painted a marine blue, covered with modern times paintings of landscapes, and the windows reached the top of the ceiling. Kwangsoo figured they ate dinner pretty late for the sky to be this dark. From the ceiling hang a big chandelier which lighted up the whole hall. The red carpet he had to walk on barefoot felt soft as it brushed under his feet as he walked after Jiseok. There were many big wooden doors which all seemed to lead to an even bigger room, but they didn’t stop. The huge door made of wood and glass which was probably the entrance and Kwangsoo noticed the high quality security system which was attached right next to it. Kwangsoo sighed deeply because he knew that Jiseok spoke the truth and that meant that Kwangsoo indeed couldn’t escape unless he managed to get the password and the key Jiseok spoke of.




    When they finally had reached a door, Jiseok opened it for him and Kwangsoo saw a huge table standing in the middle of the room with some people sitting on it and chatting. Kwangsoo walked inside and he saw how the table was made with a very long, deep red table cloth which reached until the ground. On top of the table were multiple candles situated and expensive plates.




    Suddenly, he heard a loud bang behind him and when he turned around he saw that Jiseok had closed the door which made the whole room silent. Kwangsoo could feel people looking at him and when he looked back at the table he saw three boys looking at him curiously and they were softly whispering things about him to each other. Kwangsoo just awkwardly stood there, not knowing where to go or what he was supposed to do. Then he noticed Kitung standing in the corner and he looked at him desperately asking with his eyes to give him some sort of hint. Kitung motioned with his eyes to an empty chair situated next to a boy, with clear skin, big eyes, a cute nose and blond dyed hair, who had the same outfit as Kwangsoo. Kwangsoo said a quick thank you to Kitung with his eyes and quickly sat next to the blond boy.




    He noticed that all boys had the same clothes as him and also had a choker with the description “possession of Wu Jawlong,” written on it. Kwangsoo looked down at his hands resting on his lap, afraid to make eye contact with any of the boys. Then, suddenly the boy next to him spoke to him.




    “Can you speak Chinese?” He asked and Kwangsoo quickly nodded, still looking at his lap.




    “But you aren’t Chinese right?” The boy asked him and Kwangsoo nodded again.




    “Where are you from?” Kwangsoo opened his mouth to say something but nothing came out.




    “YAH talk to us!” Another voice said and Kwangsoo saw that a boy with a slender face and a dimple in his cheek, looking at him angrily.




    “Calm down Chonglin, you don’t have to startle the boy.” The blond boy said and Chonglin, huffed in annoyance.




    “I-I am from South Korea.” Kwangsoo said and he hated himself for making such a nervous first expression.




    “You are quite good in Chinese then,” the blond boy said and smiled softly at Kwangsoo, afraid that if he would make any unexpected movement and would run away.




    “T-thank you,” Kwangsoo said and mentally scolded himself for stuttering again.




    “What’s your name?” The boy next to him asked.




    “Do Kwangsoo,” Kwangsoo said and mentally praised himself for not stuttering.




    “And you?” He asked.




    “I am Lu Renshu,” he said and pointed at Chonglin who sat across them together with another boy.




    “That’s Zhang Chonglin and that’s Huang Tengfei,” he said while pointing at the tallest boy of the four of them who had very sharp eyes and broad shoulders which made Kwangsoo’s look even tinier.




    “Nice to meet you all.” Kwangsoo said and quickly bowed.




    When he sat down again he didn’t know what to say so he sat there, looking down at his lap again.




    “Are you a new slave?” Tengfei suddenly asked and Kwangsoo looked down red.




    “Of course he is,” Chonglin said and rolled his eyes at Tengfei.




    “He is wearing the same outfit as we are and only slaves wear those,” again the word slave, Kwangsoo thought. They surely don’t sugarcoat it like what Kitung does by saying toy. He remained silent as he just quietly listened to the little argument Chonglin and Tengfei had got themselves into. Suddenly, the door where Kwangsoo just came out from opened, revealing Jawlong standing there wearing a shirt and dark jeans. Tengfei, Chonglin and Renshu quickly stood up and bowed while speaking at the same time.




    “Welcome home master,” they all said and Kwangsoo quickly stood up and bowed with them.




    “How was your day master?” Chonglin asked.




    “Did the meeting go well master?” Tengfei asked immediately after that.




    “Do you need anything master?” Renshu said when it was his turn.




    “Good, yes and maybe later Renshu,” Jawlong said in his deep voice and sat down on his chair at the head of the table. He snapped his fingers and suddenly multiple maids and butlers came and gave everyone their own plate of food.




    Kwangsoo looked at his and saw that it was the same as he had with his lunch. When he looked at the other boys sitting next to him he saw that they all had the same except for Jawlong, who had a lot more, extra meat and a glass of wine, while Kwangsoo only got a glass of water.




    “Before we start I would like you all to get to know the newest member of our household.” Jawlong said and he stood up and pointed at Kwangsoo.




    “His name is Do Kwangsoo and he is my new toy.” He said almost like he was proud and Kwangsoo looked up.




    “Chonglin!” He said and Chonglin quickly got up and bowed.




    “Yes master?” He asked.




    “Explain our little Kwangsoo here the rules of all this.”




    “Yes master.” Chonglin said.




    “1: No touching of yourself or other slaves. 2: No kissing of the master. 3: Not to leave your room unless master orders differently. 4: Always wear your choker. 5: No contact with anyone except for the people living in the house. 6: Do everything as master says so. 7: Always greet master with “master” and not his name or anything else. 8: If master asks for anything, give it to him as fast as possible and if he asks you a question you reply with yes master or no master. 9: If you need anything you will call Jiseok or Kitung or Jonghun. 10: If you feel bad about something, always tell master. 11: We only eat dinner after the master comes home so not an hour earlier because you are hungry or so. 12: Every evening we have free time together with the master, but even then you have to do anything the master asks for you. 13: You will eat everything Kitung cooks for you or anything that master will give you. 14: When you go out together with master you won’t speak at all, unless master asks you to. 15: If you manage to break any rule, master Jawlong will decide over your punishment,” when Chonglin was done he bowed at Jawlong and sat down again.




    “Good job Chonglin.” Jawlong said and he looked at Kwangsoo.




    “Those were the basic ones. We will make more together, when we are alone okay?” He asked and Kwangsoo nodded.




    “What do we say then?” Jawlong asked frowning and Kwangsoo looked at him confused. Jawlong frowned at him and held three fingers up. Slowly he put the first one down. Then the second one and he glared at Kwangsoo who was still confused. When he was done halfway with the last finger Kwangsoo remembered rule 8.




    “Yes master!” Kwangsoo quickly said and Jawlong put his hands down and sat back in his chair with an annoyed look on his face.




    “Let’s eat now then,” he said and Kwangsoo must have upset him. When he looked around the table he saw that everyone was just eating, but when he looked at Chonglin he noticed that he looked at him as annoyed as Jawlong. Kwangsoo sighed and also started eating.




    After dinner all of the maids cleaned up and Jawlong stood up.




    “All of you may wait for me in the living room, I will be there in a second,” he said and he walked out.




    Chonglin, Renshu and Tengfei got up and walked ahead to the living room. Kwangsoo quickly walked after them, afraid that he will get lost if he loses them.




    They walked through the hallway and entered through the door right across the stairs. This room was bigger than the dining room, had walls painted with a deep purple color. Which were covered with paintings of animals, a big flat screen hanging on one of them with a big couch standing in front of it, the room also had a few bookshelves and the floor was made out of wood. When Chonglin, Tengfei and Renshu sat down on the big couch, Kwangsoo almost ran and sat next to Renshu. They all sat in a row of four, but with one big space between Chonglin and Renshu and Kwangsoo looked at it questioning.




    “Why do we keep so much space in the middle?” He asked Renshu and he could see Chonglin roll his eyes behind him.




    “Because that’s the place where master is going to sit” Renshu said and Kwangsoo made an ‘ooooh’ sound.




    “By the way you were lucky a second ago,” Tengfei said from the other site of the couch and Kwangsoo looked at him confused.




    “When?”




    “When master gave you 3 seconds to know what you did wrong. Normally we would get beaten up immediately.” Tengfei said and Kwangsoo’s eyes widened.




    “Does he hit you when you break a rule?” Kwangsoo asked scared and Tengfei nodded.




    “Sometimes he will hit you with his hands and other times he will use something like a whip or something else.” Tengfei told him and Kwangsoo shivered.




    “Has that happened to you a lot?” He asked.




    “Tengfei has had the most beatings,” Renshu said.




    “After that, Chonglin and I only have had it once.”




    “For what did he hit you that one time?” Kwangsoo asked and Chonglin started laughing.




    “Renshu was with another master before,” Chonglin started explaining and Kwangsoo could see Renshu hiding his face in his hands.




    “Noooo don’t tell him!” Renshu said red like a tomato, but Chonglin continued anyways.




    “Only Renshu fell in love with him and …,” Chonglin tried to continue, but was stopped by Renshu, putting his hand over his mouth. Kwangsoo could see how upset Renshu was. He felt bad for Renshu. Falling in love with someone and then being sold by that same person must be a heartbreaking experience.




    “Why won’t you escape then if you get beaten up for doing something wrong?” Kwangsoo asked, trying to make Renshu stop thinking about his old master.




    “Well, even if we wanted to, we can’t because everything is secured. But, apart from the beating, it isn’t that bad in here.” Tengfei said and Kwangsoo looked at him like he just lost his mind.




    “But, we are being tied up! We can’t do anything without his permission!” Kwangsoo said loudly and the other three just shook their heads.




    “The life of a sex slave isn’t that bad,” Chonglin said.




    “We get food and a roof above our heads while maybe if we weren’t one, we would be on the streets,” he said, but Kwangsoo shook his head.




    “But, what about our families?” Kwangsoo asked.




    “Most of the time our “families” were the ones who sold us.” Tengfei said bitter and Kwangsoo immediately shut up. Being sold by your best friend must be hard, but by someone like your parents must be worse.




    “Besides maybe the only reason why we would want to get out is to get a different master, well only one of us would want that.” Chonglin chuckled and Renshu glared at him.




    “Can you please shut up about i-,” suddenly the door opened and they could all see Jawlong standing there. They all got up, even Kwangsoo, and bowed at the same time.




    “Welcome back master,” Renshu, Chonglin and Tengfei said while Kwangsoo only said master. He still needs to get used to whatever they say at what occasion when they see Jawlong, or else it will become very awkward with him only bowing and saying “master”.




    Jawlong, however, didn’t seem to realize that this time Kwangsoo said something as he just sat down between in the middle of the couch. Chonglin, Tengfei and Renshu immediately sat down and Kwangsoo followed quickly after that.




    “Tengfei get me my cigarettes,” he said without even looking at him. Tengfei quickly got up after a quick




    “yes master,” and walked out.




    “Chonglin turn the television on and give me the remote,” he said.




    “Yes master,” Chonglin said and got up. While Chonglin was busy with the TV, Jawlong looked at Renshu and ran his hands through Renshu’s hair.




    “Renshu sit on the ground.”




    “Yes master,” Renshu said and he sat down next to Jawlong’s knees, facing the TV as Jawlong continued to stroke his hand through Renshu’s hair like he was a kitten. Kwangsoo sat on the couch as far away from Jawlong as possible in the hope that Jawlong wouldn’t ask him to do anything.




    Chonglin sat back down on the couch after he was done turning the television on and gave Jawlong the remote who put on the news channel. At the same time, Tengfei returned with a box filled with cigarettes and a lighter, giving it to Jawlong. Jawlong stopped stroking Renshu’s hair to light the cigarette. He put the box and light away and sat back and started to smoke the cigarette while continuing stroking Renshu’s hair. We almost look like some sort of weird family, Kwangsoo thought and sat back in his seat. While he was watching the TV he hoped that maybe there would be something about him but when the news stopped, he knew that it probably would never happen. He sighed which earned the attention of Jawlong who turned to look at him.




    “What’s wrong Kwangsoo?” he asked and Kwangsoo jumped a bit upon suddenly hearing such a loud voice.




    “N-nothing,” he said scared of saying something wrong and he quickly added “master” to the end before Jawlong could point out the mistake.




    Jawlong raised an eyebrow at him before looking back at the screen where now some sort of documentary was playing.




    “We will talk about it tonight alone,” he said and Kwangsoo mentally cursed himself.




    Idiot! Now you will have him in your room again. Kwangsoo thought.




    The rest of the evening went pretty well and the only thing which Kwangsoo had to do was to grab the remote which had fallen once of the couch. While the other slaves walked upstairs, Kwangsoo was stopped when a big hand suddenly grabbed his shoulder.




    “I said that we will talk about it,” Jawlong said behind him and Kwangsoo froze.




    


  




  

    Chapter 5




    “We will talk about it,” Jawlong repeated and he turned Kwangsoo around to face him, but he didn’t look at Jawlong.




    “Look at me when I talk to you.” He said, but Kwangsoo didn’t wanted to look at him which irritated Jawlong a lot. He grabbed Kwangsoo’s arm and pulled him with him to his study room. He sat Kwangsoo down on a chair across his working table and sat down on his own at the table.




    “You have heard the rules Kwangsoo,” he started, but Kwangsoo kept looking down at his feet.




    “I have been going easy on you because this is the first day that you are here, but you can at least look at me when we talk and TRY to follow the rules,” Jawlong said, but Kwangsoo just shrugged. Jawlong started to lose his patience now.




    “One more chance Kwangsoo, tell me what is wrong now?” Jawlong said with a stern voice and Kwangsoo looked up at him.




    “You wanna know what’s wrong with me?” Kwangsoo asked angry and Jawlong nodded.




    “How about that I have been kidnapped to freaking China. Been raped when I just woke up, have been chained up to a wall and wasn’t able to move for like the whole day. Then I was forced to learn some rules for someone who has a total of 4 sex slaves now. With 3 of them have been abused because they probably didn’t say “master” once and you expect me now to tell you my fuckin thoughts just because it’s a rule? Well good fuckin luck with that because you won’t hear them.” Kwangsoo said and looked at Jawlong who looked at him, to his surprise, not impressed at all.




    “You have some big talk for the position you are in now Kwangsoo,” Jawlong said calm and looked Kwangsoo right in the eyes who looked back at him with the same angry expression.




    “How many times do I have to repeat now Kwangsoo that I own you. You are mine. Whether you want it or not you can’t get out of here, so why won’t you just try to make the best out of it?” he asked.




    “You will get arrested for all of this in the end, you know that right?”




    “I do,” Jawlong said “but does it look like I care? I have done worse things than buying someone Kwangsoo, but I always have gotten away with those things. So why should I be scared of a little Korean boy who can’t even escape from his bedroom?” he chuckled and Kwangsoo looked away.




    “You maybe think that you are different and can go against me but believe me, you are not special, you are just a little boy and your body will get used by me just like the others. You can better make the best out of it or else you will indeed get hit a lot but wait, you like that?” Jawlong chuckled and Kwangsoo looked at him confused.




    “This morning. You enjoyed the sex. Even though you call it ‘rape’ we both know that you enjoyed it so much that you are willing to do it all over again,” he said. Kwangsoo looked at him angrily.




    “How dare you even bringing that up?” Kwangsoo said and Jawlong let out a cold laugh.




    “Can’t handle the truth baby?” he laughed and Kwangsoo got up and slammed his hands down the glass desk.




    “Shut the fuck up Wu Jawlong!” he screamed, but suddenly he felt Jawlong’s hand wrapped around his wrist and before he knew it he was slammed face down in the glass desk.




    “Still think you can be such a strong boy, baby?” Jawlong said while he looked down at Kwangsoo with a creepy smile on his face. Kwangsoo felt his nose starting to bleed and he could hear Jawlong laugh loudly above him.




    “You are nothing! You will rot away sooner or later and no one will fucking miss you,” he laughed. He pulled Kwangsoo up by his hair of the ground and looked him straight in the eyes.




    “You have no future. You will end up somewhere on the streets when I am bored of you and have to sell yourself to try to live, but even then you will rot away somewhere in the corner and no one will fucking care about you,” he said through gritted teeth while Kwangsoo screamed in pain.




    “Now you better shut the fuck and do what I say,” he said and Kwangsoo nodded with tears in his eyes. Jawlong threw him down on the ground and walked over to him. He pulled at Kwangsoo’s collar and made him look at him again.




    “Let’s have some fun now ‘baby’,” he said and pulled Kwangsoo by the collar to the table.




    “P-please let me go,” Kwangsoo stuttered while crying. Jawlong shook his head and bent Kwangsoo over the table.




    “P-please I will d-do anything,” Kwangsoo begged him, but Jawlong just stripped him down off his clothes. He slammed Kwangsoo’s face back in the table and grabbed both of Kwangsoo’s wrists with one hand.




    “Shut up.”




    Kwangsoo couldn’t sleep. The pain kept lingering through his whole body. He couldn’t escape it or anything. No one looked for him. No one listened to him. They were all brainwashed into thinking that this all was okay. Why couldn’t Jawlong just throw him out on the streets and let him rot there? There he would be happier than in this place of hell.




    Kwangsoo touched his nose and felt the dried blood on top of his upper lip. After they were done Jawlong hadn’t called Jiseok. He had brought Kwangsoo upstairs by himself so that he could continue feeling disgusting with Jawlong’s dirty release inside of him and the blood dried around his nose.




    Why would he do such things? Why on earth would he keep four people in his attic there to be left raped and abused by him? What kind of sick man is he? Why didn’t anyone try to stop him? Where was Kitung or even Jiseok when you needed them? Did they care so much about earning money that they would just turn their back to the people who get this horribly mistreated?




    So many questions went through Kwangsoo’s mind. He wanted this all to end already. Sadly, he was chained up again and couldn’t move any further than his bed. What did he do which led up to all of this? He hadn’t even ever heard about people being sold and used like this until he woke up here. Why did Taeho ever do this to him? Did he needed the money for something or was he just blinded by greed? Kwangsoo sighed. How fucked up wasn’t this already? In what kind of world do people get used like this? Wasn’t the friendship of 8 years more worth than all that money? He could have helped Taeho if he needed money! Maybe finding a job and giving him the money Wouldn’t that have been the fuckin solution?




    Kwangsoo sat up and drew his legs up to his chest to hold them. Softly he started shaking.




    Mom where are you? He thought while his eyes started dripping. You would always protect me remember? Hold me when I felt like I needed it? Why aren’t you here then? He buried his face in his knees and started sobbing loudly. He didn’t care that Jawlong probably saw him from the other end of the camera or that maybe Renshu could hear him. He just needed to let it all out.




    Jawlong came out of his personal bathroom and wrapped a towel around his waist. He walked through his room and sat down on his king-sized bed, not caring that some parts would get wet because of him, he had more than enough room to sleep on the other side anyways. He looked through the window which covered his whole wall across his bed.




    Now Kwangsoo maybe has finally learned his lesson. He thought and chuckled. Thinks he is such a big boy. That he can handle me, Wu Jawlong! If he was so great why didn’t he stop me then? Oh yeah because he is weak, just like all those others. Think they can handle the whole world just because they have always been told that when you do your best that you can achieve everything. They all think that in the beginning. Until one bad thing happens and then they suddenly become depressed and can’t handle the world, which they said they could concur a day ago, anymore. They all deserve to end up like Kwangsoo. Living an oh so miserable life in which they get food and shelter and the only thing have to do is follow some rules which aren’t “meant right,” yeah sure. Soon he will snap and realize that he is better off with than without me. Jawlong grabbed his phone and dialed a number.



