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"Oh!" Miyah shrieks and Anastasia hears one the men spank her inner thighs with loud, echoing smacks. Her pale skin reddens instantly upon each impact and she cries out a few more times before she is silenced with a cloth stuffed into her mouth.

The scent of arousal is so thick in the air that she can't help but be affected by it, heat growing between her own legs and a pressure in her core that is impossible to ignore.

She flinches when the man smack her right between her legs too, two men spreading open her pussy lips to hit her roughly between her lips, right at her pussy hole and her clit.

Anastasia grimaces in sympathy, hands reaching between her own legs in defense. It looks like it hurts and the muffled wails take a more desperate level.

He does it again and again while the others take sick pleasure in pinching and pulling her nipples, twisting to make her sob as the mixture of pain and pleasure jolts through her body.

Anastasia's ears twitches when she hears the wet noise that is the man sliding his fingers into her hole, thrusting in and out roughly for a few times before using forefingers from both hands to spread her hole open, presenting the glistening pink hole within.

Miyah shakes her head, eyes wide as she peers down at her own body. There are hands everywhere on her, rubbing her skin, pinching pink flesh until they'e bright pink and irritated. The smell of arousal is so thick in the air that she wonders how the men are able to breathe, basked so heavily in it.

Fingers slide into her hole, the men reaching into her heat to contribute to the stretch and the cloth in her mouth falls out as she cries out, hips bucking violently.

Anastasia's heart is hammering so hard in her ribcage that she fears it would escape. His fingers pull away abruptly and then she's being penetrated by one of the men who hasn't had his turn earlier.

She screams from the suddenness of his intrusion and there's a hand over her mouth, stopping her from making more noise. They may be underground, but people can still hear them down here if they're loud enough. They put hero n the table, tired of having to lift her up, and then she's fucked by one men after another, filling her up without letting her catch her breath between turns.

One of the men fucks her mouth as another fucks her pussy, holding her body between them and using her like a ragdoll.

Anastasia is sitting at the edge of her bed, licking her lips and hands lingering between her own legs, wondering what it feels like to be filled like that. She certainly sounds like she's having the time of her life, gasping and whimpering in pure bliss as the men continue to use her body.
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Chapter One:​​ Prisoner
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Anastasia is invisible unless someone has a use for her and there is no use for her now, not in this dungeon- in this underground prison where she is kept because her newest Master thinks of her and shifters like her as pets.

She is a rabbit shifter and therefore, she should live in a burrow. Ha-ha-ha.

She doesn't see the humor in that and from the looks of it, neither do the guards, who find their work exceptionally boring. All they do all day long is stare at her through the prison bars and play cards. Sometimes, they taunt her and make jokes about whether she would taste like rabbit if they roast her over a fire. Ha-ha-ha.

She doesn't react to any of those insults anymore. Easier not to let them get to her since there's no way for her to escape anyways.

And it's not like she's the only one in this prison, so she's not the only shifter being insulted on a daily basis.

Anastasia is aware of her low status in a world full of predators. Like many prey shifters, she is captured and kept alive mostly due to a sick sense of humor. Her captors are a small tribe of Bear Shifters who see her as something as a timid little pet.

She supposes she is that. Timid, that is. She's always been afraid and it's hard not to be. She is unfortunate enough to be born with her rabbit features so clear on her body. Or rather, she's fortunate to be born with them. Her fellow rabbit shifters without the ability to shift are not as lucky and have not survived. She's taken and shown off like a trophy. Her ears and furry rabbit tail, as long as some other features is what has kept her alive all these years.

Her Master would bring visitors down here occasionally to gawk and poke at her ears. She'll let them because the alternative is punishment that she always tries hard to avoid.

Even now, she is curled up in the corner of her prison cell, watching through the little barred windows at the outside world, where people are going about their daily lives like there's nothing wrong with a world where shifters like her are kept like animals.

She stays away from the bars because the guards have made a game of catching her off guard and yanking her out. Some of them takes great pleasure in tugging her long rabbit ears and feeling if they're 'as soft as they've heard'.

She doesn't remember much of her childhood, only that she was passed from hand to hand, collar permanently bound around her neck to keep her in one form or the other. She is in her mostly-human form now because her current Master prefers her this way. The longest she had stayed with one master was three years, but that was a long time ago, when she was still keep in her rabbit form. That Master had been unhappy with how attached his son had gotten with her and wanted her gone. She clings to the memory of the years there, cradled in her Master's arms and petted a lot. She didn't have to worry about much when she was there.

She has been with this new Master for two winters. She doesn't know if she'll stay here forever.

Sometimes, it feels like she's here forever already.

There's not much fun in owning her, to be honest. She doesn't understand the half of it, only that she is supposed to bring 'good luck' on account of being a white rabbit. She supposes she's lucky they didn't chop off her foot to make a lucky charm.

She grimaces when she hears the wooden doors opening, letting light and fresh air in. She doesn't need to look up to know who's coming. The guards have no shame in what they do and she has been watching them like a voyeur as they make love to prostitutes, away from the prying eyes of their wives waiting at home.

It is not even dark outside yet and they've already gotten started. She pulls her legs up, flinching when the heavy weights of her shackles bite into the skin. She leans over to grab the chains and lifts the weighted iron ball up and onto the bed with her so that it doesn't hurt her ankles even more. The muscles on her arms hurt at the heavy weight, but she manages to get it done.

The shackles and chains she has only started wearing these few years because well- because she tried to run when they made her shift into her human form. It's not her fault she panicked. She had not had to think for so many years while stuck in her rabbit form and the first thing she saw when she could see in colors again is a giant hulk of a man, a Bear Shifter easily twice her height and girth, looking down on her like he's considering having her with a side of fresh parsley and the rabbit hindbrain that was still strong in her mind told her to flee as fast as her paws can carry her.

In hindsight, she should not have ran for several reasons. She wouldn't have gotten away in the first place and even if she had, it wasn't as though there was anywhere that's safe for her. Prey Shifters with such glaring animal characteristics on their bodies like her aren't able to roam free for long before they are captured and traded for something else. They're chess pieces meant to be moved around. Nothing more.

She is distracted from her self-pity by the sounds of moaning beyond her metal bars. She knows it's not deliberate. They hire prostitutes here because they're bored and because their wives are not allowed in there. There are other prisoners here with her, prey shifters like her who hide in their own prisons. They don't talk to each other. They aren't allowed to and to make matters worse, most of them have been imprisoned for so long that they don't really remember how to talk anymore. There's an elderly bird shifter in the cage opposite hers with huge wings that look like they're capable of flight, but he's never been allowed to try them before.

She can see the Deer Shifter in the prison opposite hers, though normally, she has to peer through the guards in the middle of them. More often than not, she's only looking in that direction because she's curious about the copulating couples.

A crackling fire burns forevermore in the middle of their circular prison and it is always too easy to see the shadows that their bodies cast, twisting and thrusting, larger men lifting women into their arms and penetrating them with their cocks, making all sorts of noises as they do so.

Just the memory of it is enough to bring a growing heat between her legs, wetness spreading there and making heat rush up to her cheeks. There's no one to see her and even if there is, no one has ever told her that she needed to be ashamed of her body's reaction.

Tentatively, she leans forward so she can see better the orgy happening just beyond her metal bars. She is surprised to find that there is only one young woman in the room, not the many that she had expected them to hire. They usually have multiple prostitutes so each of them could fuck one without having to wait their turn. She supposes it's reaching the end of the month and money is tight.

The young woman standing in the middle of the men is trembling. Maybe it's her first time. Most of the women they hire to entertain them are hardly older than Anastasia, something in their early twenties. Maybe that's why the men run out of money so quickly. They hire expensive prostitutes.

"My lords," she whispers, her voice barely above a whisper, but echoing nevertheless in the enclosed space.

She wonders if they will break her once they're done with her. She's a slight thing, though a little taller and plumper than Anastasia. She wonders what made her pursue a career that deals primarily with selling her body. Maybe it's for the money. She looks well-dressed and the ornaments in her hair are beautiful and shimmer as they catch the light.
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