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      My name is Teal Weaver. This is my story. What you’re about to read is the year that destroyed me—a year as property, as merchandise, as Purple. This book contains explicit sexual content in the context of coercion and commodification: power dynamics, psychological manipulation, dehumanization, abuse. All part of a system that breaks people and calls it legal.

      My world isn’t real, and the author doesn’t endorse these horrors. They’re not glorifying—they’re holding up a mirror to show how systems twist survival into something monstrous. But the mechanics? The way desperation gets called choice? The way people calculate whether destroying themselves is worth saving who they love? That mirrors your world too.

      If you can’t handle explicit depictions of sexual exploitation, psychological degradation, and trauma—turn back now. But if you need to understand what it costs to survive as merchandise, what it means to be property and somehow claw your way back—stay. This is the fire. It doesn’t flinch. It doesn’t soften. My name is Teal Weaver. I was Lot 722. I became Purple. This is what that means.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            
CHAPTER 1


          

          
            THE DECISION

          

          (OR: HOW I SOLD MY ASS AND CALLED IT FINANCIAL PLANNING)

        

      

    

    
      I need to tell this story.

      Not because it’ll help—it won’t, nothing helps, the shit’s already happened and you can’t unfuck what’s been thoroughly fucked—but because it’s eating me from the inside out like some kind of parasite and if I don’t get it out I’ll just be walking around as a skin suit full of screaming.

      So. Yeah. Here we go.

      My name is Teal Weaver. Was Teal Weaver. For 365 days I was Lot 722. For 365 days I answered to a name that wasn’t mine—a name I didn’t choose, a name that replaced everything I was because my owners couldn’t be bothered to remember that I’d had a name before they bought me.

      I hadn’t heard „Teal” for a year. Not once. Not my mother’s voice saying it worried and tired, that specific way she said it when she knew I was making a mistake but was too exhausted to stop me. Not Rem asking „Teal, when are you coming home?” in his thirteen-year-old voice that still cracked sometimes. Not Rico drunk off cheap synth-alcohol slurring „Teeeeal, you’re my best friend, man, I love you, man,” maudlin and sincere.

      Just the name they gave me.

      Purple, kneel. Purple, spread yourself. Purple, you’re bleeding, let’s pause for medical—don’t want to damage the merchandise. Purple, stop crying, it ruins your face and I paid good money for that face.

      But I’m getting ahead of myself. That’s the problem with trauma, right? It doesn’t tell itself in order. It just fucking vomits itself all over your consciousness at random intervals like your brain’s some kind of broken waste disposal unit that keeps backing up at the worst possible moments.

      Let me back up.

      Five days before the auction. Before I became a lot number. Before they named me.

      

      Rico’s hab-unit on Level 247 was basically a vertical coffin with delusions of grandeur. Four people could fit if everyone breathed in simultaneously and nobody minded intimate knowledge of everyone else’s body odor.

      The synth-ox tasted like pennies. Like breathing through copper tubing that seventeen million other people had already breathed through. Rico’s dad had jury-rigged the filter—illegal modification, could get you fired—so it was slightly less like suffocating slowly.

      Small victories in the Lows. That’s all you got.

      Me, Rico, Marcus. Sprawled in whatever space we could claim, limbs overlapping because poverty makes you intimate whether you want to be or not.

      „You’re actually doing it,” Marcus said.

      Not a question. Statement of fact. His voice had that dead quality—the one that appeared after his brother sold two years ago for twenty-three million euros.

      His brother never came home.

      „Yeah,” I said. „I’m actually doing it.”

      Marcus didn’t look at me. Just stared at the wall, at nothing. „Twenty-three million. That’s what he got. Signed over almost all of it to the family account a few weeks after his year ended. Debt erased. Money for trade school. The whole deal, exactly as promised.”

      He finally turned to face me. „Contract completed. Mandatory release. Everything legal. He was free to go.”

      Rico shifted uncomfortably. We didn’t talk about this usually. Didn’t talk about what happens after.

      „My parents cleared the debt,” Marcus continued, voice flat. „Got me into trade school. Everything worked exactly like they promised.”

      Pause.

      „The money came. He didn’t.”

      Silence stretched between us. This was as close as we got to talking about it. As close as anyone got.

      „My parents are drowning,” I said.

      The words came out steadier than they should have. I’d been saying some version of this for months. Ever since Rem’s diagnosis came back. Ever since the doctor said „blindness by twenty-five without surgery” and handed us a bill for 380,000 euros.

      „Dad’s lungs are shot from the synth-ox,” I continued. „Needs supplements just to breathe. Mom’s joints are fucked from factory work—her hands shake now. She can barely hold things.”

      I pulled at a loose thread on my pants. Second-hand from Albrecht, already falling apart.

      „And the debt compounds. Interest on the interest. We’re sinking faster every year.”

      „How much?” Rico asked quietly.

      „Four point two million. Medical, mostly. My parents inherited two million from their parents. Added another two million keeping themselves alive long enough to work.”

      Marcus made a sound. Not quite a laugh. He knew these numbers. We all knew these numbers. Different amounts, same trap.

      „And Rem,” I said. His name stuck in my throat. „He’s thirteen. In five years he’ll be sitting here having this exact conversation. Unless I fix it now.”

      „I’ve been training,” I said.

      The words landed heavy. We didn’t talk about this. Nobody talked about this.

      Rico and Marcus went still. That particular kind of still that meant they heard me, understood me, and didn’t know what to say.

      „Three years,” I continued. „I know what I need to know. I’m—I’m ready.”

      Ready. What a fucking word for it.

      Chapter 4.3 Collaborative Drills: „It is strongly encouraged to train these with a family member or friend/classmate. Group genital inspection drills and multi-partner servicing simulations significantly improve auction performance metrics.”

      Three years with that manual. Three years reading that instruction—train with your family, ask your parents to help, practice together like it’s normal, like it’s responsible preparation for your future career in being fucked.

      I never asked. Never even considered it. Because what kind of system suggests that? What kind of world writes that down in an official manual and calls it „strongly encouraged”?

      The same world that makes it illegal to talk about any of this. The same system that creates silence, then punishes you for not breaking it to ask your family to—to⁠—

      Fuck this entire system.

      Marcus finally spoke. „My brother trained too. Before he went. We all knew. Nobody said anything.”

      The silence stretched. This was as close as we got. As close as anyone got. Acknowledgment without details. Knowing without speaking.

      Marcus finally spoke. „My brother trained too. Before he went. We all knew. Nobody said anything.”

      The silence stretched. This was as close as we got. As close as anyone got. Acknowledgment without details. Knowing without speaking.

      „My family doesn’t know,” I said. „They can’t know. If they knew⁠—”

      „They know,” Rico interrupted. Quiet. Certain. „Maybe they don’t know know. But they see you. They know something’s happening. They’re just—they’re doing what everyone does. Not asking. Not seeing. Not speaking.”

      Rico was looking at my hair. The purple. Of course he was—it was fucking purple. Hard to miss.

      „When did you do it?” he asked.

      Small talk. Safe topic. Easier than asking the real questions—like are you sure, like please don’t, like how do I stop you. This is what you do when your friend is about to destroy himself and you don’t know how to say it.

      „Three weeks ago. Right after I turned eighteen. You can get genetic mods without your parents signing off once you’re legal.”

      Three weeks. I’d been legal for three weeks.

      „Purple’s good,” Marcus said. „Distinctive. That’ll help at auction.”

      Help at auction. Jesus Christ. We were talking about my body like it was a product. Like I was⁠—

      I was. That’s what I was about to become.

      „Did the hair removal the same day,” I said. „Full body. Gene-modified so it doesn’t grow back. Eight months of wages for both procedures.” I touched my arm—smooth, permanently smooth. „Wanted to do more. Cat ears can boost value by millions. Pheromones, muscle enhancement—but I ran out of money.”

      „They offer financing,” Marcus said quietly. „The augmentation centers. You can pay it off from your auction earnings.”

      „I know.” I pulled the thread on my pants harder. The seam was coming apart. „But that’s more debt. And I’m doing this because of debt. I couldn’t—I couldn’t add more. Even if it meant selling for less.”

      The logic was stupid. I knew it was stupid. Go into debt for better augmentations, sell for more, pay off both debts and still have millions left over. The math worked.

      But I couldn’t. Couldn’t make myself do it. Couldn’t add one more euro to the pile we were already drowning in.

      „Turns out making yourself expensive costs a shitton of money you don’t have,” I finished.

      „How much do you think you’ll get?” Rico asked. Careful. Like the number mattered. Like it was the only thing that mattered.

      „Fifteen to twenty-five million, maybe. If I’m lucky. If the training shows. If—” I stopped. „If I’m worth enough.”

      Rico’s hand landed on my shoulder.

      I almost started crying right there. Almost. Managed not to. Barely.

      „When you get out,” he said. „When it’s over. When you come back. We’re still here. You know that, right? We’re still here. We’ll be here.”

      When I come back.

      Marcus’s brother got out. Contract fulfilled. Year completed. Twenty-three million euros transferred to the family. Everything by the book, everything legal, 365 days exactly like the law promised.

      He didn’t come home.

      So forgive me if „when I come back” felt like wishful thinking.

      But I said, „Yeah. When.”

      Marcus was looking at me. Really looking. And something in his face—something broken and hollow and knowing—made my chest tight, made it hard to breathe.

      But I couldn’t think about that. Couldn’t let his brother’s disappearance become my future.

      „I’m not going to forget,” I said. To them. To myself. To whoever the fuck I’m telling this story to now, after everything.

      „I’m Teal Weaver. I’m eighteen years old. I live on Level 247 of New Hamburg Arcology with my parents and my brother Rem. I have purple hair because I chose it, because I saved for it, because I wanted it. I’m going to remember everything. I’m going to remember who I am. I’m Teal. I’m Teal Weaver. I’m⁠—”

      Famous last fucking words.

      I knew what was coming. I’d trained for it. Three years with the manual. I knew I’d be standing on a platform while strangers decided what I was worth.

      But knowing and experiencing are different things.

      I didn’t know how it would feel to be looked at like livestock. To be touched like livestock. To have hands on me—assessing, evaluating, determining value—while I held position and stayed still because that’s what merchandise does.

      Five days before the auction, sitting in Rico’s hab-unit with my friends, I thought being prepared meant I could handle it. Thought training meant I understood.

      I was wrong. I was so fucking wrong.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            
CHAPTER 2


          

          
            INTAKE

          

          (OR: HOW I THREW MY LIFE IN A TRASH BIN AND PUT ON A JOCKSTRAP)

        

      

    

    
      Done. Here’s your copy-paste ready Chapter 2 with the processing beat incorporated after the medical exam (the three sentences starting with „I sat there...“):

      

      The New Hamburg Auction House sits on Level 425. Above Cloud Break. Of course it’s above fucking Cloud Break. Everything that matters happens above Cloud Break.

      Real air. That’s the first thing that hits you when you step off the transport. Actual oxygen that doesn’t taste like metal and seventeen million other people’s lungs.

      I’d never breathed real air before. Eighteen years of synth-ox, and now—this.

      It felt wrong. Like my body didn’t know how to process it after a lifetime of recycled breath.

      The building was all glass and steel. Clean. Clinical. Professional. Like this was a legitimate business and not human trafficking with a legal framework.

      A woman in a crisp uniform approached with a tablet. Professional smile. Empty eyes.

      „Teal Weaver?“

      That’s me. For now. For the next few hours.

      „Yeah,“ I said. „That’s me.“

      „Welcome to New Hamburg Auction House. Please follow me for intake processing.“

      Welcome. She said welcome. Like I was checking into a hotel.

      I followed her inside. White walls. Chrome fixtures. Lighting too bright, too even, no shadows. It felt medical. It felt like a place where things got processed and packaged and shipped.

      Which—yeah. That’s exactly what it was.

      She led me to a room marked „Intake Processing.“

      The intake room was small. One desk. One chair—for the processor, not for me. On the wall, a full-length mirror. In the corner, a large bin. Industrial size. The kind for waste disposal.

      I knew what it was for.

      „Please have a seat,“ the woman said, gesturing to a chair across from the desk. First time I’d been offered a seat since arriving.

      I sat.

      She pulled up something on her tablet. „Before we begin intake processing, you’ll need to sign a preliminary agreement. This authorizes us to proceed with documentation, physical assessment, and preparation for auction. It also acknowledges that all personal items and clothing will be stored or disposed of per auction house regulations.“

      She turned the tablet toward me. Legal text. Paragraphs of it.

      „This preliminary form is not a binding contract,“ she continued. „It simply allows us to process you. The actual contract—the one that legally transfers you into service—will be signed after medical evaluation. Do you understand?“

      Did I understand that they were covering their asses? That they wanted me to agree to having my clothes thrown away before I had the chance to change my mind?

      „I understand,“ I said.

      „Sign here.“

      I signed. Teal Weaver. Messy signature on a tablet screen.

      „Thank you. Now please stand. We’ll begin with personal belongings.“

      „Please place any personal belongings on the desk,“ the woman said. Professional voice. Empty smile. „All items will be catalogued and stored until contract completion.“

      I pulled out my phone first. Ancient model, third-hand, screen cracked. Pictures of Rem on it. Messages from Rico and Marcus.

      Set it on the desk. Small sound. Plastic on metal.

      Wallet. A few euros. My ID card. Transit pass. A picture of my family—actual printed picture, cost me half a week’s wages.

      Keys to our hab-unit. A broken watch my dad gave me.

      That was it. That was everything I owned. Phone, wallet, keys, broken watch.

      „Thank you,“ the woman said, making notes on her tablet. „Now, pursuant to auction house regulations, all merchandise must relinquish clothing and personal attire. This ensures standardization and allows for proper physical assessment. Please disrobe completely.“

      Merchandise. She said merchandise. Not trainee, not applicant, not person. That’s what I was now. That’s what the system called me the moment I walked through those doors.

      I knew that’s what I was becoming. I’d known for three years. But hearing it—hearing someone say it so casually, like it was normal, like calling people merchandise was just part of the job⁠—

      Fuck this system. Fuck everyone who made this legal. Fuck the regulations that call humans „merchandise“ and pretend that’s professional instead of evil.

      Disrobe. Another professional word for „strip naked in front of a stranger who doesn’t give a shit.“

      I started with my shoes. Worn-out sneakers, soles practically gone. Tossed them in the bin. Hollow sound hitting the bottom.

      Socks. Threadbare. Hole in the left one.

      Shirt—faded, stretched out, washed so many times the original color was a memory.

      Standing there in just my pants now. The air conditioning was aggressive.

      Pants. Second-hand from Albrecht, seam already coming apart. The same pants I’d been picking at in Rico’s hab-unit five days ago.

      Underwear. Last thing.

      I pushed them down. Stepped out. Threw them in the bin with everything else.

      The woman didn’t look away. Didn’t look uncomfortable. Didn’t react at all. This was her job. She probably did this twenty times a day. Hundreds of kids stripping naked. Routine.

      „Please stand in front of the mirror for physical documentation.“

      Physical documentation. Professional euphemism for „stand there naked while we photograph you for the catalogue so strangers can decide if you’re fuckable enough to bid on.“

      I walked to the mirror. Looked at myself.

      Purple hair. Grey eyes—storm grey, the asset that would help me sell. Thin. Too thin. Ribs visible. Hip bones sharp. The slight definition of abs I’d tried for.

      Smooth skin. Everywhere. Permanently hairless.

      I looked very fuckable. I mean, very fuckable.

      Not a person getting ready for a job. Not someone preparing for a year of work.

      Eighteen years old and the system had me exactly where it wanted me. Naked. Documented. Ready to be sold.

      „Physical documentation complete,“ the woman said. „Now, for your presentation attire, you have a choice. Black miniskirt or black jockstrap. Which do you prefer?“

      Which do I prefer.

      A miniskirt or a jockstrap. Those are my options. Those are my „choices.“

      Not pants. Not a shirt. Not anything that qualifies as actual clothing. Just—which way do you want to display the merchandise?

      „Jockstrap,“ I said.

      Because at least—at least⁠—

      At least what? At least it wasn’t a skirt? At least it felt slightly less humiliating? At least it was the lesser of two deliberately degrading options?

      There was no dignity in either choice. That was the point.

      She pulled a black jockstrap from a drawer. Minimal fabric, designed to support and display rather than cover.

      „Standard size should fit. You may put it on.“

      I took it. The fabric was soft. Expensive, probably. The kind of quality you could feel.

      I stepped into it. Pulled it up. Adjusted myself—the pouch in front, the straps framing my ass, lifting it, making it the focal point.

      Looked at myself in the mirror again.

      Purple hair. Grey eyes. Black jockstrap designed to make my ass look as good as possible while leaving it completely bare.

      I looked very, very good in it. Fuck.

      Standing naked under clinical lights, photographed for a catalogue, evaluated for purchase? Merchandise. Fuckable merchandise.

      „Medical processing is through that door,“ the woman said, pointing. „They’ll complete your examination. After medical clearance, you’ll proceed to final processing.“

      I walked through. Different room. Smaller. Examination table in the center with stirrups. Bright lights overhead. A man in a white coat waiting with a datapad. He didn’t look up when I entered.

      „On the table. Feet in the stirrups.“

      Not „hello.“ Not „my name is.“ Not even „please remove the jockstrap.“ Just—instructions for positioning merchandise.

      I climbed onto the table. The metal stirrups were cold against my feet. The position spread me open completely.

      „Standard pre-auction physical,“ he said to his datapad, not to me. „Verification of training claims, damage assessment, functionality testing.“

      He snapped on gloves. The sound made my stomach clench.

      „Open your mouth.“

      I opened. He inserted fingers immediately. Deep. Deeper. Into my throat. Testing whether I’d gag.

      I didn’t. Three years of training myself not to.

      He pushed deeper. Held there. I couldn’t breathe but I didn’t gag, didn’t choke, just—took it. Like I’d trained myself to.

      He withdrew. Made a note. „Gag reflex eliminated. Confirmed. Excellent conditioning.“

      Excellent conditioning. Like I was a dog who’d learned a trick.

      He moved down. Gloved hands on my chest, stomach, checking muscle tone. Then lower. Handling my genitals like equipment. Lifting. Examining. Documenting.

      „Semi-erection on command?“

      I couldn’t speak. Just nodded.

      „Demonstrate.“

      Fuck. Fuck fuck fuck.

      I closed my eyes. Focused. Made my body respond even though every part of me wanted to⁠—

      „Adequate,“ he noted. „Circulation functional. Response time acceptable.“

      He moved to the foot of the table. Between my spread legs.

      „Gaping control. Demonstrate.“

      I took a breath. Relaxed the muscles. My body knew what to do. Three years of training, and it worked exactly like the manual said it would.

      I opened on command.

      „Hold.“

      I held. Staring at the ceiling. While he examined. While he made notes.

      Let me stop here. Let me ask you something: What kind of society gives fifteen-year-olds a manual on how to train their assholes? What kind of system has children—CHILDREN—spending three years conditioning their bodies to be penetrated, eliminating gag reflexes, practicing opening themselves on command?

      I’ll tell you what kind: One that doesn’t give a fuck about any of us. One designed to exploit every possible way. The Lows work themselves to death in factories for wages that don’t cover rent. Or they sell themselves for a year and call it „better options.“ Either way, the Highs profit. Either way, we’re just bodies generating wealth for someone else.

      Everyone focuses on the year. The 365 days of slavery. But the abuse starts at fifteen. Three years of a kid turning themselves into fuckable merchandise, then one year being used. Four years total. And we call that „preparation.“ We call that „career planning.“ We call that „taking responsibility.“

      The year isn’t the only crime. The four years are the crime.

      „Penetration depth test.“

      No warning. Just—fingers inside me. Testing. Documenting how deep, how easily, how well I’d conditioned myself.

      I kept the muscles relaxed. Automatic.

      „Resistance minimal. Depth capacity adequate. Conditioning verified.“

      He was talking to his datapad. Documenting. While his fingers were inside me. While I stared at the ceiling.

      Performing my own violation on command. And my body doing it perfectly.

      „Medical clearance approved,“ he said finally, snapping off the gloves. „No damage. All training claims verified. Cleared for auction. Return to intake for final processing.“

      He threw the gloves in the waste bin and walked out.
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