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Content Warning


This is a story of dark erotic fiction, full of bondage, dub-con, non-con, medical play, and dark and disturbing themes that may be upsetting to some readers. This book is intended only for those eighteen and up. Please proceed with caution.
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The Pleasure Pointe confirmation email is still open on my screen when the call notification pings. My pulse jumps. I click the link without hesitation. A loading screen. Then there’s a man.

He doesn’t look like anyone you'd expect from a place like this. Clean-cut, tidy hair, soft eyes the color of coffee and a sweater vest like he just left a university lecture hall. Polite. Calm. Almost unsettlingly so.

“Miss Monroe?” he asks.

“Yes,” I say, trying to sound confident. My voice comes out thinner than I want.

“Good afternoon. I’m Tanner Crawford, legal liaison for Pleasure Pointe. We want to avoid breaking immersion once you’re in our care, so we need to get this out of the way now.”

“I understand,” I say, adjusting in my chair. I feel exposed, even though I’m alone.

“This session is being recorded for liability purposes. I will ask you a series of questions. Please answer verbally—yes or no—and nod or shake your head for clarity. Do you consent to proceed under those terms?”

“Yes,” I say, nodding.

“You have enrolled in a high-intensity, force-centered fantasy experience with a medical framework. This will last twenty consecutive days. You acknowledge that once the scenario begins, you may not pause or alter it in any way unless you invoke your safeword. Doing so will immediately terminate the session, and you will be removed from the premises. No refunds. No reentry.”

“Yes,” I say. I don’t even want to think about needing a safeword.

He continues reading from a screen.

“Your experience will include physical restraint—both soft and hard—extended bondage sessions, forced positioning, and instances of forced compliance within the parameters of roleplay. This includes mock medical evaluations, sedation, sexual coercion, and power exchange interactions with staff.”

My mouth is dry.

“Yes.”

“You consent to the following: confinement, gagging, blindfolds, full-body restraints, bondage furniture, sleep control, forced undressing, medical restraints, enema use, invasive examinations, sexual interaction with one or more staff members, degradation, manipulation, diapering, limited access to toileting facilities, oral device use, chastity belt fitting, recordings, and round-the-clock surveillance.”

I can feel my heart pounding so hard it’s a wonder he can’t hear it through the laptop.

“Yes,” I whisper.

“You also consent to being transported via secure vehicle. You’ve requested sedation, in fact. Is that correct?”

“Yes.”

“You agree to receive contraceptive implantation and blood testing upon intake?”

“Yes.”

“And you acknowledge that our staff does not use condoms, and you consent to unprotected sexual contact within the scene’s context?”

“Yes.”

“Very well.” Tanner offers the faintest smile, professional but distant. “You’ve completed your pre-arrival clearance. Two of our handlers will arrive tomorrow morning to collect you. Please ensure you are alone and ready. No luggage is necessary. You won’t need anything we don’t provide.”

The call ends without fanfare. No “goodbye.” No final check-in. Just a sudden blank screen and the echo of my own shallow breath.
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I sit at my desk, hunched over my computer, typing out the last details of a marketing report. The numbers don’t add up, and I can’t seem to find the right words to pull it all together. It’s one of those slow, tedious mornings. My fingers hover over the keys as I stare at the screen, willing the data to make sense.

I’ve been living in Harbor Falls for a few months now, far away from Crescent City. Nobody knows who I am, and honestly, I’m fine with that. It means no one knows who my family is.

For the first time in my life, I’m safe.

Or so I think.

A knock at the door pulls me out of my thoughts.

I glance up, half-expecting it to be a package delivery—though that doesn’t happen often. Normally, they just leave things on the porch, but the knock is persistent. A little strange.

I glance at the clock. No deliveries that I’m expecting, but maybe it’s a neighbor with something I forgot. I get up slowly, stretching my arms above my head as I shuffle toward the door.

When I open it, two men stand there.

The first man is tall, with dark red hair and a face that looks like it belongs on a poster for some police procedural. His jaw is sharp, his eyes dark and piercing, and he wears a name tag that reads Keith. There's something unnervingly authoritative about him, like he carries the weight of something heavy on his shoulders.

The other man is shorter, with platinum blonde hair that almost looks white. He’s younger, his eyes cold and calculating, and his smile doesn’t reach his eyes. His name tag says Luke, and when he looks at me, I feel like he’s sizing me up, like I’m not just an ordinary person standing at my door but something to be studied.

“Miss Ava Monroe?” Keith asks, his voice low but firm.

I blink, surprised. Yeah, that’s the fake name I’ve been using. “Yeah, that’s me. What is this about?”

“We have a court order to take you into custody,” Keith says matter-of-factly, his expression unwavering.

I stare at him, confused. A court order? “What? I haven’t done anything! I don’t understand—what is this about?”

Luke steps forward slightly, his smile fading into something colder. “You’ve been ruled a danger to yourself and others. For your own safety, Miss Monroe, we need to take you with us.”

My heart skips a beat. What are they talking about?

“No, wait,” I stammer. “This is some kind of mistake. I’ve never even been in trouble. You must have the wrong person. I don’t understand what’s going on here.”

At least, I’ve never been in trouble under the name Ava.

Keith doesn’t even flinch. He just stares at me, unmoving. “We’re not here to discuss it, Miss Monroe. We’re here to take you in.”

“What? No—this is crazy. I haven’t done anything!” I try to step back, but Luke is already there, blocking my way.

“You don’t want to make this harder on yourself,” Luke says, his voice so calm, it sends a chill through me. “Just come with us.”

I look between them, my mind racing, my thoughts scattered. None of this makes sense. No one knows who Ava Monroe is. How could I be a danger to anyone?

“Please,” I try again, my voice cracking, “I don’t understand. What’s going on?”

Keith steps closer, his face hardening. “You don’t need to understand, Miss Monroe. We’re not here to explain. We’re here to take you into custody.”

Before I can respond, Keith moves quickly, pushing past me and into the apartment with a force that makes me stumble back. Luke grabs my arm, yanking it behind my back in one smooth motion. Panic floods through me as I try to pull away, but it’s no use. His grip is strong, unyielding.

“Let go of me!” I shout, struggling against his hold.

Keith looks down at me, his expression cold and calm. “This isn’t up for discussion. Come quietly, or we’ll sedate you.” His voice is a low warning, but it sends a wave of terror through me. I don’t want to be sedated, I don’t want to lose control.

I try to pull away, but before I can even think, I feel a sharp sting in my neck. My vision blurs instantly. My body goes limp as I gasp, trying to keep my eyes open. The world spins.

Keith watches me carefully, his cold eyes never leaving my face.

I can barely keep my eyes open as the drug takes hold, and with a sinking feeling in my chest, I realize that no matter how much I try to fight it, they’re going to take me.

I try to speak, to ask them again why they’re doing this, but all that comes out is a weak, strangled breath. I stumble back, but Luke steadies me, guiding me toward the door. My body is heavy, my legs like jelly. The cold air hits me as we step outside, but I barely feel it.

Through the haze of the drug, I catch a glimpse of the black van waiting for me outside. The doors are wide open, and I can barely make out the dark, empty interior. I want to scream, but it’s like my voice is trapped inside my throat. My mind is fighting to stay awake, to make sense of what’s happening, but it’s no use.

I see Keith’s face, blurry and distant, and then everything fades to black.
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I wake to the sound of my own ragged breathing. The air smells sterile—too clean, too sharp—and my eyes snap open. My vision is blurry, the surrounding room an indistinct swirl of white and gray. My head pounds, and my mouth feels dry, like cotton, making it hard to focus.

I blink rapidly, trying to clear the fog, but the effort only makes the dizziness worse. Slowly, the world comes into focus.

I’m in an unfamiliar room. The walls are soft, covered in a thick, padded fabric that looks like it’s meant to keep me from hurting myself. The floor is hard beneath me, but I can’t seem to get my bearings. My body feels heavy and sluggish as if I’ve just woken up from a deep sleep that never quite ended.

I try to sit up, but the movement makes my head spin, and I groan, falling back against the padded surface. My hands instinctively go to my head, massaging my temples as I try to steady myself.

Then I notice it.

I’m wearing a hospital gown. The last thing I remember is the black van, the cold air outside... the sharp sting in my neck...

I squeeze my eyes shut for a moment, trying to remember what happened. The men. The court order. Why am I here? What did I do?

A surge of panic rises in my chest. My breath quickens, and my heart starts to race. Pushing myself into a sitting position again, I ignore the nausea that rolls through me. I need to get out of here. I have to get out.

I tug at the gown, but it’s too tight, too restricting. It feels wrong, and it makes me feel vulnerable, exposed. The harsh fluorescent lights above me buzz, casting an unnatural glow that makes the room feel even more disorienting.

I’m in a cell. A padded cell. It’s devoid of anything but a cabinet on the wall, a metal toilet, and a sink.

I set sights on the door. I scramble toward it, my legs unsteady beneath me. When I reach it, I grasp the cold metal handle, but it doesn’t budge. Of course it doesn’t. I try again, pulling at it with more force, but it’s useless. My hands shake with frustration as I step back, looking around the room for anything else, anything that could help me understand what’s going on.

There’s nothing. No windows, no way out. Just the sterile, suffocating silence.

My chest tightens as the realization sinks in. I’m trapped.

This isn’t real.

This can’t be real.

I hear footsteps—slow, measured—approaching from outside the door. My pulse spikes. Someone is coming.

I hurry back to the wall, pressing myself against it.

The door swings open with a soft click, and I look up, bracing myself for whatever comes next.

Two men step into the room, both of them exuding a kind of authority that instantly sets my nerves on edge. The first one is dressed in a white coat, his stethoscope draped casually around his neck. He looks like a doctor, but his sharp eyes and the way he carries himself suggest he’s not exactly here to help me. The other man, however, is the one who makes my stomach lurch.

I recognize him immediately.

The man’s face is as familiar to me as my own, though I never thought I’d see him this close. He’s tall, dark-haired, with sharp features and a jawline that could carve through steel. His eyes are cold, calculating.

It’s him. Antonio Moretti.

The head of the Italian mob in Crescent City. My father’s archenemy.

And now, he’s standing in front of me, like he owns the place, like he’s the one who’s calling the shots.

I take a shaky breath, but I can’t stop the rush of panic that floods me.

“I see you’re awake,” Antonio says, his voice smooth, almost mocking, as he steps forward. “I must admit, I was beginning to wonder how long you’d sleep off that sedative. You’ve always been resourceful, Caitria. I’ll give you that.”

Caitria.

The name cuts through me, sharp and unexpected. My real name. The one I’ve been hiding for months. The one I buried when I took on the name Ava Monroe to escape everything.

I try to keep my composure, but the weight of his words crushes me.

“How did you… how did you know?” I whisper, but I already know the answer.

Antonio smiles, slow and deliberate. “You’re good, Caitria. You’ve hidden yourself well, but I always find my prey, eventually. And it took me a while, but now I have you right where I want you.”

I swallow hard. “What do you want from me?”

“From you?” Antonio repeats, his voice dripping with dark amusement. “I don’t want anything from you, not yet anyway, Caitria. You’re a pawn, nothing more. A means to an end.”

His words hang in the air, and I feel my heart pounding against my chest.

“I’ve had you committed,” he continues, his voice steady, full of malicious satisfaction. “Do you think this would have worked if I’d just kidnapped you? You’d have been rescued in days. No. This? This is far more permanent. A ward of the state. Now, no one can help you. Not your father, not anyone. As long as the judge and the doctors are in my pocket, you’ll never be released.”

Horror washes over me.

“You can’t do that.”

“Oh, but I have. No one has any idea where you are. You covered your tracks so well, your father won’t even know you’ve been taken for a few weeks. And by then? Well, I doubt you’ll want to leave.”

I feel my chest tighten with the weight of his words, each one more suffocating than the last. I want to scream, to lash out, to somehow make him feel the way he’s making me feel—but I can’t. My hands tremble, and my throat is dry, but nothing comes out. Antonio’s smile widens, seeing my helplessness.

“You see, Caitria,” he says, his voice almost soothing now, “this isn’t just about me getting back at your father. This is about control. You’re going to stay here, under my watch, where my men and I can put you to good use. And trust me,” he leans in, his face inches from mine, “you won’t leave until I say so.”

A shudder runs through me, but I can’t look away from him. My mind spins in a desperate attempt to find a way out, to think of something—anything—that can undo this nightmare. But I know. I know there’s no escape.

Antonio straightens up and nods to the doctor, who has been silently observing the entire exchange with a professional detachment. The doctor’s name echoes in my mind, though it barely registers through the fog of my panic.

“Dr. Simmons, I’ll leave her in your hands,” Antonio says, giving the doctor a cold, final look. “Make sure she’s ready. I’ll be back in three days.”

Dr. Simmons gives a sharp nod, his lips twisting into a brief but unsettling smile. He turns to me, his expression unreadable, but his eyes have a glint of something darker.

“I’ll make sure she’s prepared, Mr. Moretti,” he replies, his tone as flat as his gaze.

Antonio gives me one last look, a look that seems to say, I own you now, before he turns and walks out, his footsteps fading as the door clicks shut behind him.

I’m left alone with the doctor and two men who follow him in. My stomach drops as I recognize them. Keith and Luke. The orderlies who helped drag me here. They look just as out of place in this sterile, clinical room as I feel, but they’re still here, looming over me, eyes cold and professional.

“We’ll start with an exam,” Dr. Simmons says, his voice detached as if he’s talking about something as mundane as checking blood pressure. He motions to Keith and Luke, who start setting up a chair in the middle of the room—a padded, uncomfortable-looking thing that I dread even before they pull it into place.

Keith gives me a knowing look, and Luke’s eyes flicker with a hint of something I can’t quite place. But whatever it is, it’s not comforting.

I try to keep my breathing steady as the doctor speaks again, his voice snapping me out of my thoughts.

“I’m going to need you to sit in the chair, Caitria,” he instructs. It’s not a request. I don’t respond, not because I can’t, but because the words seem pointless. What good would it do to refuse? I’m already trapped here.

Keith and Luke move toward me, and the sound of their footsteps echo in the sterile space. They reach out to guide me to the chair, but I recoil, my heart racing. I don’t want to sit. I don’t want to be at their mercy. But the look in their eyes says there’s no room for protest.

“Sit down,” Luke says, his tone calm, almost too calm, as he helps me into the chair. Keith pulls the straps from the side, one by one, and before I can react, he’s securing them around my wrists and ankles.

My body goes cold with fear as I realize what’s happening. My protests die in my throat as Keith and Luke lift my legs, forcing them into the cold metal stirrups that extend from either side of the chair. The clinical positioning leaves me exposed, vulnerable in a way that sends panic coursing through my veins.

"Stop! You can't do this!" I cry out, my voice breaking as I struggle against the restraints. The leather straps bite into my wrists and ankles, refusing to give even an inch.

Dr. Simmons doesn't acknowledge my pleas. He pulls on a pair of latex gloves with methodical precision, the snap of rubber against skin making me flinch. From a metal tray beside him, he lifts a speculum—cold, sterile steel that gleams under the harsh fluorescent lights.

"This is standard procedure," he says, his voice devoid of emotion. "The examination will proceed regardless of your cooperation, but it will be less uncomfortable if you remain still."

Tears sting my eyes, hot and humiliating as they streak down my face. "Please," I whisper, the fight draining from me, replaced by a cold, sickening dread. "Please don't do this."

Keith places a firm hand on my shoulder, pressing me back against the chair. "Just relax," he says, but there's no comfort in his words—only a clinical detachment that mirrors the doctor's.

Dr. Simmons positions himself between my legs, his face expressionless as he prepares to begin the examination. I close my eyes tight, unable to watch, unable to process the violation that's about to occur. My entire body trembles as I feel the cold metal approach, and a sob escapes me—the sound of my dignity shattering in this sterile, merciless room.

“No!” I cry, thrashing in the chair, but the restraints hold fast. The leather digs deeper with every movement, unforgiving, and Keith doesn't flinch when my knee jerks close to his side.

Dr. Simmons sighs, barely glancing up from his tray. “I was hoping you’d be more cooperative, Caitria,” he says evenly, then nods to Luke. “Collar and belt.”

“What?” I gasp, horror flooding my chest.

Luke moves toward a side cabinet with mechanical precision. He returns holding a wide leather belt and a thick padded collar with an attached D-ring. I flinch as he approaches.

“No, no! Get away from me!”

They don’t listen.

Keith grabs my upper arms while Luke loops the belt across my midsection, cinching it down over my lap and across the chair’s frame. My torso is pinned tight against the backrest now—no leverage, no ability to twist away.

The collar comes next.

I buck as Luke fastens it around my neck, but the pressure increases until I can only gasp. It’s not choking-tight, but it’s firm, immovable. Humiliating.

“I warned you,” Dr. Simmons says without looking at me. “The more you fight, the harder this will be.”

“You’re insane,” I snarl, straining against the belt, the collar, everything. “You’re all insane—”

“Gag her,” he orders, coldly.

Luke nods again, stepping away and returning with a thick leather and plastic ball gag. I scream as he approaches, shaking my head violently, but Keith clamps his hand against my forehead and forces my head back against the chair.

The gag slips between my teeth and presses down on my tongue, forcing my mouth wide. It’s secured tightly at the back of my head with a thick, suffocating buckle. I choke on the feeling, the intrusion, tears springing to my eyes—not from pain, but from helplessness.

Dr. Simmons finally turns to me. His eyes are clinical, not cruel—but somehow that makes it worse.

“You’ll have to learn to do as you’re told, Caitria,” he says, adjusting the gloves on his hands. “This resistance will only make things harder.”

I scream into the gag, my voice raw and incoherent. But there’s no one listening who cares.

Keith’s grip on my shoulder tightens. Luke checks the belt and collar one last time before stepping back.

Dr. Simmons picks up the speculum from the tray again.

“Let’s begin.”

I cry out in horror, terrified, ashamed as the cold metal touches me, but the sound is muffled against the gag, a desperate plea swallowed whole. I am caught in this place, caught and unable to even protest, as the examination begins. Dr. Simmons works with a methodical precision that makes me want to scream until I have no voice left. The practiced calmness of his movements, the unfeeling efficiency of his touch. They shred away at whatever my mind tries to hold on to. His face is a mask of professional indifference, a chilling detachment as if he’s more machine than man, as if my body is nothing more than a thing to be cataloged. It is all so impersonal, but no less violating. The latex-covered fingers invade with a cruel, relentless thoroughness, and steel instruments ensure there is no dignity left intact. I squeeze my eyes shut. Anything to hide from the truth of this moment, trying to escape to somewhere—anywhere—else, but the sensation, oh god the sensation, it keeps me painfully present. Every movement, every touch—a reminder that I am trapped, hopelessly trapped in both mind and body, and there’s nothing I can do to stop any of it.

A high wail echoes in my ears, and it’s only when I feel my lungs burning that I realize it’s coming from me.

Finally, after what feels like an eternity, Simmons removes the speculum, placing it back on the metal tray with a soft clink. The relief is fleeting as he pulls out his stethoscope next, the silver disc cold against my skin as he presses it to my chest.

"Your heart rate is elevated," he observes clinically. "Breathing rapid and shallow. That's to be expected under the circumstances."

He moves the stethoscope around my chest, listening to my lungs while I struggle to control my ragged breathing around the gag. Tears continue to stream down my face, but he pays them no attention, his focus entirely on his examination.

After a moment, he straightens and meets my gaze directly for the first time.

"Listen carefully, Caitria," he says, his voice level and measured. "Our job is to take care of you. That means you have to do as you’re told."

I try to protest through the gag, but only muffled sounds emerge. Dr. Simmons continues as if I hadn't made a sound.

"We will force you to obey if necessary—as you've just experienced. But things will be much easier for you if you simply go along with what's required." His expression doesn't change, but his eyes hold mine with unwavering intensity. "The amount of freedom you have, the extent of restraint we use—that is entirely up to you and your behavior."

Keith shifts beside me, his hand still firm on my shoulder. "Doctor's right," he adds, his voice surprisingly gentle despite his actions. "Don't make this harder than it needs to be."

"The gown is in the way," Dr. Simmons says out of nowhere. He gestures impatiently to Keith. "Remove it."

Keith nods and reaches for a pair of medical scissors from the nearby tray. The metal glints under the harsh fluorescent lights as he approaches me. I try to shrink away, but the restraints hold me firmly in place, leaving me no room to escape.

"Hold still," Keith warns, his voice low. "Don't want to nick you by accident."

The cold metal of the scissors slides against my skin as he cuts away the thin hospital gown. I squeeze my eyes shut, humiliation burning through me as the fabric parts beneath the blades. The snipping sound seems deafening in the quiet room, each cut exposing more of my vulnerable flesh to the cold air and their clinical gazes.

Keith works methodically, cutting along the shoulders first, then down the sides until the gown falls away in pieces, leaving me exposed and trembling. The air in the room feels suddenly colder against my bare skin, raising goosebumps across my body.

I keep my eyes closed, unable to look at them, unable to bear the weight of their stares as I sit there, stripped of both clothing and dignity.

The doctor’s hands move over my bare skin and settle on my breasts. He weighs them in his palms with a deliberate slowness, a careful scrutiny that has nothing to do with medicine. I choke on a sob as his thumb strokes over my nipple and lingers there, my body responding against my will in this terrible, shaming way. He keeps up the touch with methodical movements, with a knowing persistence, until the nipple stands out in a stiff, traitorous peak. Keith and Luke watch with hunger, no hint of empathy for my humiliation in their eyes. The heat of their stares adds to the mortification, adds to the awful, gut-wrenching cruelty of it all. I whimper behind the gag, shaking my head, trying to deny this, trying to deny them, but the restraints hold me rigid and exposed, and there is no escaping the degradation. Dr. Simmons takes his time with me, his expression cool and detached as he keeps his focus on the frantic, unwilling response of my body.

"You see that, gentlemen?" he says, glancing up at them without letting go of me. "She thinks she hates this. But she doesn’t." Luke nods, leaning closer to watch Simmons’s hands on me. Keith smirks faintly, smirks like this is exactly what he expected, like this is a confirmation of some terrible truth. The air in the room is electric with their attention, with my hysteria, with my shame. It’s unbearable, unthinkable. The collar presses tight against my throat as I try to shrink away, try to melt into the chair, but Simmons’s hands are relentless, leaving no area unclaimed by their ministrations. He looks me in the eye with that mask of professional indifference. "Do you, Caitria?"

He can see exactly how I’m reacting.

“If I touch you between your legs, will we see how wet you are?” he taunts.

I scream into my gag.

What kind of doctor are you!?

“Keith, would you like to do the honors?” Dr. Simmons asks.

“Yes, sir, I would.”

Keith, no gloves in sight, reaches between my splayed thighs.

I jerk against the restraints, but there's nowhere to go. Keith's calloused fingers find me, and the betrayal of my body is complete. His touch is rough, invasive, nothing like a medical examination should be. He probes with deliberate slowness, his eyes locked on mine as tears stream down my face.

"Just as I thought," he announces, a smirk spreading across his face. "Soaking wet."

Luke chuckles, the sound like sandpaper against my raw nerves. "They always are."

I want to die from the shame of it. My body's response has nothing to do with desire—it's biological, involuntary—but their knowing looks crush whatever remains of my dignity. I turn my face away, unable to bear their scrutiny any longer.

Dr. Simmons clicks his tongue. "Look at me, Caitria."

When I don't comply, Keith's hand moves from between my legs to my chin, forcing my head back to face them. Dr. Simmons leans in, his face inches from mine, his breath hot against my tear-stained cheeks.

"I said, look at me," he repeats, his voice soft but edged with steel. "This is important for you to understand. Your mind may resist, but your body knows what it needs. What it wants."

I try to shake my head, to deny his words, but Keith's grip is unrelenting.

"We're going to help you accept that," Dr. Simmons continues. "Your resistance is just a defense mechanism—one we'll break down, bit by bit."

His finger traces the line of my collarbone, a gesture almost tender if it weren't so violating. "Mr. Moretti has plans for you, but first, you need to learn who you are. What you are. The dildo please, Luke.”

Luke moves to a metal cabinet against the wall, unlocking it with a key from his pocket. The sound of the lock clicking open echoes in the sterile room. When he turns back, he's holding something thick and black in his hand, something that makes my stomach clench with dread.

"This is just the beginning of your therapy," Dr. Simmons explains, taking the silicone implement from Luke. It's obscenely large, ridged with veins and bumps designed for maximum sensation. "Your body needs to learn who's in control now."

I thrash against my restraints; the leather cutting into my wrists as I fight with renewed panic. The muffled sounds behind my gag grow more desperate, more frantic.

"Hold her still," Dr. Simmons instructs.

Keith's hands press down on my shoulders while Luke moves to secure my thighs more firmly against the stirrups. I can feel the metal digging into my ankles as they spread my legs wider, the position leaving me completely vulnerable to whatever comes next.

Dr. Simmons stands between my legs, examining the black silicone implement in his hands with clinical detachment. He reaches for a bottle of lubricant, squeezing a generous amount onto the tip of the dildo.

"This will help with the initial resistance," he explains, his voice eerily calm, as if he's performing a routine procedure. "Though I suspect you won't need much, given your body's natural response."

I squeeze my eyes shut, unable to watch as he positions the toy at my entrance. The cold gel makes me flinch, and I try to shift my hips away, but the restraints hold me firmly in place.

"Fighting will only make it more difficult," Dr. Simmons warns. "Relax, and your body will accept it more easily."

I feel the pressure as he begins to push the dildo inside, the unforgiving silicone stretching me in a way that makes me cry out behind the gag. Tears stream down my face, the humiliation burning through me as intensely as the physical sensation.

"There we go," he murmurs, pushing it deeper. "See how well your body takes it? This is what you need, Caitria. This is what you're here for."

Keith leans closer, his breath hot against my ear. "That's it," he whispers, his voice thick with something that makes my skin crawl. "Take it all."

Luke's eyes never leave the point where the dildo disappears inside me, his gaze hungry and unsettling. The room feels too hot, too close, as if the walls are closing in around me.

Dr. Simmons begins to move the toy in a steady rhythm, a rhythm that forces unwanted sensations to build and spread through my entire body. I hate myself for responding, hate myself for the way my hips start to twitch in spite of my frantic efforts to control them. I hate how my flesh betrays me, even as my mind screams in useless, impotent protest.

"Your resistance is psychological, not physical," Dr. Simmons says, watching my face with keen, clinical interest. "Your body knows what it wants. It's only a matter of time before your mind catches up."

The mechanical motion continues, relentless and impersonal, accelerating with each movement of his hands. My stomach roils with shame. All I want is to retreat into my mind, to find some place where this isn't happening, to find some refuge from this unbearable humiliation, but the brutal sensations keep dragging me back to the relentless, terrible reality. I can't get away from it, can't hide from it. It's consuming me. My whole body is tense and quivering; my whole body is slick with sweat.

"Moretti's information about you was accurate," Dr. Simmons says, his voice so calm, so horribly unfeeling. "You're quite responsive to this kind of stimulation."

He speeds up again, and the dildo becomes a blur between my legs, pummeling into me, making my head spin with shame and dizziness. I don't want to give them the satisfaction of hearing me, but a garbled moan escapes me despite my efforts to keep silent. It's not a moan of pleasure. It's a moan of despair.

"We'll have you fully conditioned to it in no time," he continues, his expression detached, his eyes bright with a twisted excitement. "You'll be begging for this by the time we're done."

I choke on a sob, shaking my head furiously, trying and failing to deny everything he's saying. It's impossible. The need to resist fills me with panic, but it's an empty, hopeless panic, because the rhythm is all I can focus on now, the rhythm and the looming horror of my body's imminent surrender.

"I think she's getting close," Luke observes, his voice rough.

Dr. Simmons nods. "Yes, I can see that. But we're not giving her release today." He slows the movements, then leaves the dildo buried inside me, leaving me trembling and confused.

"This is just the beginning of your therapy, Caitria," he explains, setting the toy aside. "You'll learn that pleasure, like everything else here, is earned through compliance. Today was merely an assessment. Luke, the chastity belt, please."

Luke returns to the cabinet, the same metallic click of the lock echoing through the room. When he turns back, he's holding what looks like a complex arrangement of metal and leather. The device is heavy in his hands, jangling slightly as he approaches.

My eyes widen at the sight of it. The steel gleams under the fluorescent lights, and the leather straps dangle ominously. I renew my struggles, but it's futile—the restraints hold me firmly in place, my body still trembling from the aftereffects of their "assessment."

Dr. Simmons takes the device from Luke, holding it up for me to see. "This will be your constant companion for a while," he explains, his clinical tone never wavering. "It ensures that you understand your body is no longer your own. Your pleasure, your release—these are privileges that must be earned."

The cold metal presses against my skin as he positions the belt at my hips. I flinch at the contact, another pathetic whimper escaping around the gag. The front plate of the belt has a small opening that aligns perfectly with where the dildo still protrudes from my body.

"The device stays inside you," Dr. Simmons says, answering my unasked question. "The belt keeps it in place and prevents any... unauthorized access. For your protection, of course."

Keith chuckles at that, the sound making my skin crawl.

Dr. Simmons begins fastening the belt around my waist, the leather straps pulled tight and secured with small locks. The metal shield covers my most intimate areas completely, leaving only the necessary openings for bodily functions. The dildo remains locked inside me, a constant, inescapable intrusion.

"There," he says, stepping back to admire his handiwork. "Secure and proper. This will help remind you of your place here."

He nods to Keith and Luke, who begins unfastening the restraints that hold me to the chair. First my ankles, then my wrists. The leather has left angry red marks on my skin, but that's the least of my concerns now.

"Stand up," Dr. Simmons orders.

My legs are weak, shaking as I try to comply. The belt shifts with my movement, the dildo inside me pressing deeper, and I nearly collapse. Keith catches me by the arm, his grip bruising.

"You'll get used to it," he says, his voice low. "They all do."

Dr. Simmons watches dispassionately as I struggle to remain upright. "Remove the gag," he instructs Luke. "I believe she's learned her lesson for now."

Luke steps behind me, unbuckling the gag with nimble fingers. When it's finally pulled from my mouth, I gasp for air, my jaw aching from being held open for so long. My tongue feels thick, my mouth dry.

"W-why are you doing this?" I manage to croak, my voice hoarse and barely audible.

Dr. Simmons raises an eyebrow. "I thought Mr. Moretti made that clear. You're here because he wants you here. As for this," he gestures to the belt locked around my hips, "this is part of your therapy. Breaking down your resistance. Teaching you acceptance."

He steps closer, his gaze cold. "The sooner you accept your new reality, the easier this will be. Fight, and you'll only make it harder on yourself."

Luke moves silently, gathering the tray of used instruments with a grim efficiency that makes my stomach turn. The clink of cold metal against metal is the only sound in the room as he carries it away.

Keith moves to a small closet on the far wall, returning with a fresh hospital gown. "Arms up," he commands.

I hesitate, then slowly raise my arms, wincing as the movement causes the belt to shift. Keith slides the gown over my head, but the thin fabric does little to restore my dignity. If anything, it makes me more aware of what lies beneath—the cold metal pressing against my skin, the intrusion that I can't escape.

“You’ll remain in this room for the time being,” he says, as if we’ve just finished a routine appointment. “No privileges. No bedding. No privacy. You’ll earn those as you demonstrate compliance.”

I stare at him, trembling. “You’re… leaving me in here like this?”

He nods once, as if it’s obvious. “Yes, Caitria. That’s how it works. You behave, you earn. You resist, you lose.” He leans in slightly. “You’d best remember your place.”

Keith guides me to the padded wall, letting me sink slowly to the floor. The gown clings to my skin with sweat, and my cheeks burn with humiliation.

“This room is monitored,” the doctor adds as he walks toward the door. “So don’t waste your energy trying anything foolish. You’re not alone, even when it feels like you are.”

The door closes with a heavy click, locking me inside again — this time sore, exposed, and hollowed out.

I curl up on the floor, shivering beneath the bright overhead lights, surrounded by too much silence and the echo of everything they just took from me.
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I don't know how long I've been curled up against the wall, my knees drawn to my chest, when the door clicks open again. The sound makes me flinch, my body tensing as I look up to see who's coming for me now.

It's Luke. His expression is neutral as he enters, carrying a small tray with what looks like a bowl of soup and a few crackers on the side. The smell hits me—something bland and institutional, like watered-down chicken broth—and my stomach growls traitorously despite everything.

"Lunchtime," he announces, his voice oddly cheery. He sets the tray down on the floor a few feet away from me, close enough that I could reach it without standing, but far enough that I'd have to move from my protective huddle against the wall.

I don't move. I stare at him, then at the tray, my jaw clenched tight.

Luke sighs, like he's dealing with a troublesome child. "You need to eat."

"I'm not hungry," I lie, the words scraping against my raw throat.

His eyes narrow slightly. "Don't be difficult. Dr. Simmons wants you to keep up your strength."

The mention of the doctor sends a fresh wave of revulsion through me. I can still feel the metal belt digging into my hips, the constant intrusion of the device locked inside me—a brutal reminder of my complete loss of autonomy.

"For what?" I ask, my voice barely above a whisper. "More 'therapy'?"

Luke's expression doesn't change, but something flickers in his eyes—impatience, maybe, or annoyance. "Just eat the food, Caitria."

The use of my real name ignites something in me—a spark of defiance that cuts through the fog of humiliation and fear. I'm not going to play along with this. I'm not going to make it easy for them.

"No," I say, the word stronger than I expected.

Luke takes a step toward me. "This isn't optional."

"Everything's optional," I snap back. Before he can react, I lunge forward and sweep my arm across the tray.

The bowl of soup flies through the air, its contents splattering across the padded floor with a wet slap. The crackers scatter, some crumbling under the impact. The plastic tray clatters against the wall, the sound echoing in the sterile room.

Luke takes a step back, more from surprise than fear, his shoes narrowly avoiding the puddle of soup spreading across the floor. For a moment, we just stare at each other—me, breathing hard with a wild, desperate energy; him, his face slowly hardening into something dangerous.

"That," he says, his voice deadly quiet, "was a mistake."

I want to look away, want to shrink back against the wall, but I force myself to hold his gaze. "Get. Out."

Luke's lips twist into something between a smile and a sneer. "You think this is going to help you? That little show of rebellion?" He steps over the mess, moving closer until he's towering over me. "All you've done is make things worse for yourself."

He goes over to the door and knocks twice. Like he was waiting for the signal, Keith walks in. He scowls as he sees the mess I've made.

"I knew we were being too lenient with you."

Keith's face darkens as he takes in the mess, his eyes traveling from the splattered soup to my defiant expression. He shakes his head slowly, like he's disappointed but not surprised.

"You really don't get it, do you?" he says, his voice low and measured. "This isn't a game, Caitria. There are consequences for every action here."

Luke moves to stand beside him, both of them blocking the door, trapping me in this sterile prison. I press my back against the wall, willing myself not to show fear despite the panic clawing at my chest.

"I'm not eating anything you give me," I say, my voice steadier than I feel. "I'm not cooperating with any of this."

Keith exchanges a glance with Luke, something unspoken passing between them. "We figured you might say that," he replies. "That's why we came prepared."

He reaches into his pocket and pulls out a small remote control, holding it up for me to see. My eyes fix on it, confusion momentarily overriding my fear.

"What is—"

The question dissolves on my lips as Keith's finger taps a button on the remote. A jolt of sensation detonates inside me—the device springing to life with such ferocity that I gasp, my hands clawing at the wall for support. The vibrations are merciless, immediate, and I crumple under their weight, collapsing to my knees. My breath hitches as the relentless stimulation overtakes me, each wave more punishing than the last, obliterating every thought but the raw, searing demand for it to stop. I can already feel my body betraying me, quaking with a simmering intensity that frightens me almost as much as it shames me.

"Stop!" I choke, fingers scratching uselessly at the metal belt. I'm powerless, frantic, unable to lessen its grip on my senses. It traps me in its suffocating embrace, blocking any chance of reprieve from its torturous embrace.

Keith watches me, his expression detached, the remote steady in his hand. "This can go on for hours if necessary," he says, his voice so calm it chills me. "The battery life is quite impressive."

Everything else fades—the sterile room, the bruising marks on my wrists, the two men standing over me—lost to the escalating frenzy within. The device shifts, the vibrations ratcheting up another level, each pulse sending a helpless quiver through my limbs. I fold in on myself, reduced to nothing by the jagged, insistent pleasure that I can't escape, can't even blunt. The sound that tears from my throat is raw and unrecognizable, a testament to how completely I have been unraveled.

The humiliation is scorching, gnawing into my very core. I'm reduced to this quivering spectacle, a thing to be controlled and manipulated at whim, all remnants of defiance quashed by the unrelenting assault on my senses. I want to believe I am stronger than this, but my body rebels, each fresh surge of sensation dragging me deeper into despair.

I can't endure it. I know that, as surely as I know they will make me. My resolve crumbles, the words forced from me in a desperate, broken plea: "Turn it off." I'm beyond pride, beyond resistance, everything I am laid bare beneath the intensity—and still it builds, consuming me. "Please."

The agony of it is unbearable, a humiliating surrender tethered to the condition I cannot bear. Anything to make it stop. Anything to keep from breaking entirely.

"Will you eat?" Keith asks, unmoved by my distress.

I nod frantically, desperate for it to stop. "Yes, yes, I'll eat—just turn it off!"

Keith regards me for another long moment before finally pressing the button again. The vibrations cease abruptly, leaving me trembling and gasping for breath. The ghost of the sensation lingers, my body still humming with unwanted arousal and shame.

"Luke, get another tray," Keith instructs, not taking his eyes off me. "And make sure she eats every bite this time."

Luke nods and disappears through the door, leaving me alone with Keith. The silence stretches between us, heavy with unspoken threats.

"That was just the lowest setting," Keith informs me casually, as if discussing the weather. "There are nine more. Each one worse than the last."

I swallow hard, tasting bile. "You won't break me," I whisper, though the words sound hollow even to my own ears.

Keith smiles, the expression never reaching his eyes. "Everyone breaks eventually, Caitria. The only question is how much you're willing to suffer before you do."

Luke returns with a fresh tray—identical to the first, a bowl of thin soup and a few dry crackers. He sets it down beside me, more carefully this time.

"Eat," Keith commands.

I reach for the bowl.

"No," Keith says. "On all fours. Without your hands."

"Why?" I ask, staring at him.

He gives me a wicked smile, holding up the remote.

"Because I said so."

My face burns with humiliation as I drop to my hands and knees. The hospital gown shifts, exposing my back, and I feel a rush of cool air against my skin. The metal belt digs painfully into my hips as I position myself over the bowl.

"That's better," Keith says, watching me with undisguised satisfaction. "Now eat."

I stare down at the thin, watery soup, my stomach churning with equal parts hunger and revulsion. The smell wafts up—bland and institutional, but food nonetheless. I lower my face to the bowl and take a tentative sip, the liquid barely touching my lips.

"All of it," Keith reminds me, the remote still visible in his hand. The implied threat hangs in the air between us.

I close my eyes and force myself to drink, lapping at the soup like an animal. Some of it dribbles down my chin, splashing back into the bowl. I hear Luke chuckle, and the sound makes my skin crawl.

"Such a quick learner," he comments, and Keith grunts in agreement.

The soup tastes of nothing—just salt and water with the barest hint of chicken. But I continue, desperate to avoid another demonstration of the belt's capabilities. With each humiliating lap, I feel myself diminishing, becoming smaller, less human.

When I finally finish, my face is wet with soup and silent tears. I remain on all fours, awaiting further instructions, hating myself for the automatic compliance.

"The crackers too," Keith says, nudging them closer with his foot.

I lean down and pick one up with my teeth, the dry texture scratching my throat as I chew and swallow. One by one, I consume them all, each bite a fresh surrender.

"Good girl," Keith says when I'm done, as if praising a pet. "That wasn't so hard, was it?"

I don't answer, keeping my eyes fixed on the empty bowl in front of me. My knees ache from the hard floor, and the device inside me shifts with every small movement, a constant reminder of my captivity.

"You can sit back now," Luke says, his voice falsely kind. "We're going to review the rules."

I sink back on my heels, pulling the gown down as best I can to cover myself. Neither man seems concerned with my modesty.

"Rule one," Keith begins, holding up a finger. "You do as you're told, immediately and without question. Hesitation or resistance will be punished."

He holds up a second finger. "Rule two: Your body no longer belongs to you. It belongs to us, to Mr. Moretti, to whoever we decide deserves access. The sooner you accept this, the easier things will be."

A third finger joins the others. "Rule three: Privileges must be earned through compliance and good behavior. Food, bedding, clothing, relief—these are not rights. They are rewards."

Luke takes over, his voice smoother but no less threatening. "Rule four: Attempts to escape or harm yourself will result in permanent restrictions. Trust me when I say you don't want to see what those look like."

"And finally," Keith concludes, "rule five: Everything is monitored. Everything. There is no privacy, no secret thoughts, no moments alone. Accept that you are always being watched, always being evaluated."

I stare at them, trying to process the enormity of what they're saying.

"Do you understand the rules?" Luke asks.

I swallow hard. "Yes."

"Good," Keith says. "Dr. Simmons will be by later to continue your therapy. Until then, you'll remain here. If you behave, we might consider bringing you a blanket."

They gather the empty bowl and tray, moving toward the door with the casual efficiency of men who have done this many times before. As they reach the threshold, Keith pauses and turns back to me.

"Oh, and Caitria? Don't try to remove the belt. It's tamper-proof, and the attempt would be... unpleasant." He pats his pocket where the remote sits. "I'd hate to have to show you what setting five feels like so soon."

The door closes behind them with a final, heavy click, and I'm alone again. Only now, the full weight of their words sinks in.

I curl up against the wall, drawing my knees to my chest despite the discomfort of the belt. My body feels foreign, violated, not my own anymore. The words echo in my head: Your body no longer belongs to you.

I close my eyes, searching for some reserve of strength, some ember of defiance that hasn't been extinguished. I will survive this. I have to. Somehow, someday, I will find a way out.

But for now, all I can do is endure.

The hours crawl by, marked only by the steady hum of the fluorescent lights and the occasional footsteps passing outside my door. I drift in and out of an uneasy doze, never fully sleeping, my body too tense and uncomfortable to find true rest. My pussy too full.

The sound of the door opening jolts me back to alertness. I scramble to sit up, my back pressed against the wall as Dr. Simmons enters. He carries a clipboard and wears the same clinical expression that makes my skin crawl.

"I hear you've had an eventful afternoon," he says, consulting his notes. "A bit of rebellion, followed by a lesson in compliance."

I say nothing, watching him warily as he approaches.

"Keith tells me you've been informed of the rules," he continues, unperturbed by my silence. "And that you've demonstrated at least a rudimentary understanding of consequences." He pauses, looking up from his clipboard to study my face. "That's progress."

"This isn't progress," I finally say, my voice rough from disuse.

Dr. Simmons raises an eyebrow. "Your therapy has barely begun, Caitria. What you've experienced so far is merely... orientation."

The casual way he dismisses my suffering makes my blood boil. "You can't do this to me."

"And yet, here we are," he interrupts smoothly.

He adjusts his glasses, studying me like a specimen under glass. "Now, shall we continue your treatment, or would you prefer another demonstration of the belt's capabilities?"

My hand instinctively moves to my waist, feeling the cold metal beneath the thin gown. The memory of that relentless vibration makes me shudder.

"What do you want from me?" I ask, hating the tremor in my voice.

"Cooperation," he answers simply. "Acceptance. Submission. These are the goals of your therapy."

"I won't—"

"Yes, you will," he cuts me off, his voice still calm but with an edge of steel. "Everyone does, eventually. The only variable is how much suffering you choose to endure before reaching that inevitable conclusion."

He reaches into his pocket and removes a small key. "Now, if you behave during this session, I might consider providing some relief from your current... situation." He nods toward the belt. "Would you like that, Caitria?"

Despite everything, a flicker of desperate hope rises in me at the prospect of being freed from the intrusive device. I hate myself for it, for this weakness, but my body aches for relief.

"Yes," I admit, the word barely audible.

"Good," Dr. Simmons says, pocketing the key again. "Let's begin then. Stand up and remove your gown."

I freeze, the hope instantly replaced by dread. "What?"

His expression doesn't change. "I believe I was clear. Stand up. Remove your gown. Now."

"No," I say, pressing myself harder against the wall. "I won't."

Dr. Simmons sighs, as if disappointed but not surprised. He pulls out a remote identical to Keith's and holds it up. "Must we always begin this way? I had hoped you might show more adaptability."

Before I can respond, his finger presses the button, and the device inside me springs to life. The vibrations are stronger this time, more insistent, and I double over with a gasp as pleasure spirals through me.

"This is setting three," Dr. Simmons informs me, watching dispassionately as I writhe on the floor. "Keith was quite gentle with you earlier. I'm afraid I don't share his patience."

The sensation is overwhelming, a storm of unwanted pleasure that crashes through me in relentless waves. I can't think, can't focus on anything but the brutal stimulation that refuses to let up.

"Stop," I plead, my voice breaking. "Please!"

"Stand up," he repeats, unmoved by my distress. "Remove your gown."

I struggle to my feet, legs trembling. The device shifts inside me, intensifying the feeling, and I nearly collapse again. With shaking hands, I reach for the hem of the hospital gown.

"Please," I try one last time. "Don't make me do this."

"Caitria," Dr. Simmons says, his voice surprisingly gentle now, "your resistance only prolongs your suffering. Choose wisely."

I close my eyes, swallowing back tears, and pull the gown over my head. The cool air hits my naked skin, and I stand there, exposed and vulnerable, the belt the only thing covering me.

Dr. Simmons finally turns off the device, and I sag with relief, though the aftershocks still ripple through me.

I stare at him, unable to comprehend how he's doing this to me so calmly. "Why?" I ask, my voice barely a whisper. "Why me? What did I do to deserve this?"

Dr. Simmons looks up, something almost like sympathy crossing his features before disappearing again. "This isn't about what you deserve, Caitria. This is about what Mr. Moretti wants, what he needs from you. Your father took something from him. Now he's taking something from your father."

"I'm not a thing to be taken," I protest, but even to my own ears, the words sound hollow in this sterile room where I stand naked and controlled.

"That's precisely the attitude we need to modify," Dr. Simmons says, making a note on his clipboard. "You are not defined by who you think you are, but by what you can provide to those who control you. Once you accept that, things will become much easier."

He sets the clipboard down and approaches me. I flinch, but force myself to stand my ground, refusing to retreat.

"Turn around," he orders. "Hands against the wall."

My heart pounds in my chest, but the memory of the belt's punishment is too fresh. Slowly, I turn, placing my palms flat against the padded wall.

I hear him move behind me, his footsteps soft but deliberate. Then his hands are on me, clinical and impersonal as they move across my shoulders, down my spine, assessing me like merchandise.

"Excellent physique," he murmurs, almost to himself. "Responsive to stimuli, adaptable despite resistance. Mr. Moretti chose well."

His fingers trace the edge of the belt, testing its fit, making minor adjustments that send fresh jolts of awareness through me.

"This will stay on overnight," he informs me. "The device inside you will activate at random intervals throughout the day and night. You'll never know when to expect it, or how intense it will be."

Horror courses through me at the thought. "I can't—"

"You can and you will," he cuts me off. "This is a fundamental part of your conditioning. Your body must learn that pleasure and pain come not from your own desires or actions, but from our will alone."

He steps back, and I hear the rustle of fabric. "You may face the room again."

I turn slowly, relief washing over me when I see he's holding out my gown. I take it quickly, pulling it over my head with trembling hands.

"We'll begin formal sessions tomorrow," Dr. Simmons says, gathering his clipboard.

He moves toward the door, then pauses, turning back. "If you cooperate, you'll earn small comforts—a blanket tonight, perhaps a pillow tomorrow. Eventually, maybe even a proper bed." He studies me, head tilted slightly. "The pace of these rewards is entirely up to you, Caitria."

The door opens, and Keith appears, his bulk filling the frame.

"Four bottles of water," he orders. "We need to maintain hydration."

Keith nods, stepping aside to let the doctor pass before rolling a cart into the room.

"Against the wall," he orders, and I comply, too exhausted to resist.

He checks my pulse, my blood pressure, shining a penlight in my eyes to check pupil response. His touch is impersonal, but not gentle.

"Drink," he says, holding out the first bottle. I take it with trembling hands, unscrewing the cap and taking a small sip. The water is cool and soothing on my raw throat, and despite everything, I'm grateful for it. I drink slowly, trying to make it last, to delay whatever comes next.

When I've finished about half the bottle, I lower it, my stomach already uncomfortably full. "That's enough," I whisper.

Keith's expression hardens. "The doctor said four bottles. Not half of one."

"I can't drink any more right now," I protest, my voice small but firm. "I'm not thirsty."

"This isn't about thirst," he replies, taking a step closer. "This is about following orders. Finish it."

I stare at him, clutching the half-empty bottle against my chest like a shield. "No."

His hand goes to his pocket, where I know the remote waits. "You want to do this the hard way again?"

The memory of the belt's merciless vibrations sends a shiver through me, but I hold my ground. "I physically can't drink four bottles of water at once. No one can."

"You'd be surprised what people can do when properly motivated," he says, pulling out the remote. "Last chance."

My resolve wavers, but I shake my head. "I won't."

Keith's thumb hovers over the button, but instead of pressing it, he unexpectedly lunges forward, grabbing my jaw with one hand. His fingers dig into my cheeks painfully, forcing my mouth open as he wrenches the bottle from my grip with his other hand.

"If you won't drink it willingly," he growls, "we'll do it this way."

He tilts the bottle against my lips, water pouring into my mouth faster than I can swallow. I choke, sputtering, but his grip is unyielding. Water spills down my chin, soaking the front of my gown, but most of it goes down my throat in a cold, rushing torrent.

I struggle against him, my hands pushing ineffectually at his chest, but he's too strong. My lungs burn as I fight to breathe between forceful swallows, my eyes watering from the strain.

When the first bottle is empty, he releases me momentarily. I gasp for air, coughing violently, my chest heaving.

"Three more to go," he says, reaching for the next bottle.

"Please," I rasp, still struggling to catch my breath. "I'll get sick."

"Then you'll get sick," he replies without sympathy. "The doctor wants you hydrated. Four bottles."

He grabs me again, and the process repeats. By the third bottle, my stomach is painfully distended, cramping with the excess fluid. Water drips from my chin, my gown plastered to my skin, and I'm sobbing between swallows, the discomfort nearly unbearable.

"Last one," Keith announces, twisting the cap off the fourth bottle. His grip on my jaw has left bruises, I'm sure of it, but he shows no signs of gentleness as he forces the final bottle to my lips.

I'm beyond resistance now, my body simply trying to cope with the flood. Each swallow is agony. My stomach stretched to its limit. I can feel the pressure building inside me, a different kind of humiliation looming.

When he finally empties the last drop into my mouth and releases me, I collapse to my knees, arms wrapped around my middle. The pressure is intense, painful, and I know with horrible certainty what's coming next.

"I need to use the bathroom," I gasp, looking up at him in a desperate plea.

Keith's lips curl into a knowing smirk. "Do you now?"

"Please," I beg, dignity forgotten in the face of this new, urgent need. "Please, I can't hold it."

He studies me for a long moment, watching me squirm in discomfort, before nodding toward the metal toilet in the corner. "So go ahead."

I struggle to my feet, each movement sending waves of pressure through my overfull bladder. The distance to the toilet seems impossibly far, and I take small, careful steps, afraid that any sudden movement will cause me to lose control.

When I reach it, I realize with a fresh wave of horror that there's no privacy. The toilet sits exposed in the corner of the room, in full view of Keith, who makes no move to turn away or leave.

"I can't—not with you watching," I protest, my face burning with humiliation.

"Then don't," he says with a shrug. "But that water needs to go somewhere, and I promise you, the floor is a much worse option."

The pressure intensifies. I have no choice. With trembling hands, I lift the gown and maneuver awkwardly around the belt, trying not to look at Keith as I lower myself onto the cold metal seat.

The relief is immediate and overwhelming, bringing tears to my eyes again, but this time from the physical release. The sound echoes in the small room, and I keep my gaze fixed on the floor, unable to bear the added shame of meeting Keith's eyes.

When I'm finished, I stand on wobbly legs, the exhaustion of the day catching up with me all at once. My body aches from the forced positions, the restraints, the belt that still presses uncomfortably against my hips and between my legs.

"Are we done?" I ask, not even trying to hide the weariness in my voice.

Keith nods, gathering the empty bottles. "For now." He moves to the door, pausing with his hand on the handle. "Dr. Simmons was serious about the belt activating randomly, by the way. Try to get some sleep, anyway." His smile is cruel. "You'll need your strength for tomorrow."

The door closes behind him with a final click, and I'm alone again. I sink to the floor, too tired even to cry anymore. My gown is still damp from the water, clinging uncomfortably to my skin, but there's nothing I can do about it.

I curl up on my side, trying to find a position that doesn't press the belt painfully against me. Exhaustion pulls at me, but fear keeps me teetering on the edge of consciousness. What if the belt activates while I'm asleep? What new humiliations await me?

Despite everything that's happened to me, my eyes grow heavy, exhaustion pulling me into the oblivion of sleep at last. The cold floor is unyielding beneath me, the thin gown sticking to my damp skin, but even these discomforts blur as my mind shuts down, too worn out to remain conscious any longer. Just as the haze of sleep overtakes me, a low hum begins between my legs, insidious and unrelenting. The device roars to life with sudden intensity, sending jolts of sensation through my exhausted body. The vibrations are gentle at first, teasing, but quickly grow in strength, intensifying in waves that make me gasp, that drag me back from the brink of numbness to full awareness and then beyond, to something I can't control.

I bite down hard on my lip to stifle the moan that rises unbidden in my throat, but the sound escapes anyway, a low, shameful whimper. My body responds eagerly, eagerly and against my will, to the relentless stimulation, and I realize with horror that this is what they meant—random, unpredictable, entirely outside of any control I might wish to have. A cruel reminder that even in the sanctuary of sleep, I'm not my own. I press my thighs together in a desperate attempt at relief, but the pressure only sharpens the sensation. There's no escape, no respite, just the insistent building of unwanted pleasure.

Tears slip from the corners of my eyes, hot trails of evidence that I can't hide, that I can't stop, no matter how desperately I want to resist. I choke back a sob, determined not to give them what they want. The moan that escapes is a traitor, but my body is the worst betrayer of all. It reacts as if it were not my own, as if every cell had already surrendered. My legs tremble, and my hands clench into fists. I want to fight, want to resist, but nothing is mine in this nightmare. Nothing is under my control. The humming intensifies, the vibrations pushing with ruthless persistence until I’m shaking. My whole body tenses, muscles spasming with the effort to hold on, with the hopeless attempt to fight. The release, when it comes, is not sweet or even wanted. It’s a crushing defeat, a complete and utter humiliation. Every inch of me is stripped bare, all dignity gone, and I know this is what they want. This, too, belongs to them—this final intimacy, this last shred of who I thought I was. Where nothing is my own, not even my body's most private responses.

The device winds down as suddenly as it had started. It leaves me spent and trembling, too exhausted even for tears. The silence is excruciating after the frenzy, and I lie there, panting and slicked with sweat. My limbs are heavy, useless, and the room is infuriatingly still except for the fluorescence that never goes dark, that never allows even a moment's worth of true peace. My chest heaves as I struggle to breathe, as I struggle to understand. How can I survive in this place? How can I make it through when even defeat isn't a release?

I swallow the sobs, pushing the grief and the shame and the helplessness back down. But just as I'm beginning to believe it might be over, the low hum begins again. Insistent. Unrelenting. A relentless reminder of the power they hold over me, of how little control I have. It roars back to life, dragging me from the brink of calm and forcing me into another cycle of torment.

Again and again, the belt springs to life, each jolt like a cruel reminder that I am theirs and theirs alone, every moment a carefully orchestrated torment. It’s as if my captors are daring me to resist, to hold out against the relentless assault on my body and my sanity. They want me to crumble, to beg, to lose myself completely in the sensations that build and build but never allow release. It’s as if they want to prove to me, beyond a shadow of a doubt, how little I can truly withstand. Each time I think it’s over, it begins anew, and my frail hopes are crushed under the weight of it, the vibrations consuming me entirely, leaving no part of me untouched.

I fight against the belt, against them, as long as I can, clinging desperately to some shred of myself. But with each new wave, each new rush of unwanted pleasure, my resistance dissolves. My will crumbles. My body responds eagerly, shamefully, wanting more even as my mind screams for it to stop. The bright lights above me never dim, never fade, not even for a moment. They mock me with their persistence, a constant reminder that here, in this place, there is no such thing as escape. No such thing as peace. My legs tremble, my skin is slick with sweat, and all I can do is sob with frustration as the cycle repeats, over and over and over.

There is no pause, no mercy, no relief. There is no moment of calm before it starts again, before it grips me in its ruthless claws and drags me back down into the abyss. I am constantly on the edge, teetering at the brink of what I can endure, but it never lets me fall. Never lets me breathe. The sensations go on, relentless and unending, and I cannot find a way to escape them. I cannot find a way to make them stop. Each time it activates, it feels like more than my body can take, more than my mind can endure.

I can't endure this torment any longer. My body sags under the force of unwanted pleasure, under the relentless assault that feels like it might tear me apart. The belt hums with intensity, vibrating against my most tender places, and there's no end to the cruel, calculated rhythm that pulls me apart at the seams. My mind is unraveling with it, my sanity fraying with the constant reminder of how entirely I'm at their mercy. There's no release, no reprieve, not even for a second, and I can't take it. I can't bear another moment of walking this edge. It never stops, never lets me fall into anything other than this brutal cycle.

With a last, desperate surge of will, I frantically grapple with the belt. My fingers claw with raw need, shaking violently as I try to unfasten it, try to rip it from my body with a strength I'm quickly losing. I fight through the haze of sensation, of desperation, struggling to break through the unyielding stainless steel barriers that pin me inside this hell. It taunts me, this device, a vicious trap that holds me back from the brink of release, from a moment of clarity, from my sanity. The vibrations are too much to endure, and in my desperation I fumble hopelessly, trying to loosen it any way I can so I can reach underneath, so I access the part of me they’ve locked up.

Eventually I can’t take it anymore, I finally black out.


5


I wake to the sound of the door opening, my body aching from a night spent on the hard floor. The belt is mercifully silent now, but the lingering effects of its torment leave me trembling, exhausted beyond words.

Luke and Keith enter, their expressions businesslike as they survey my crumpled form. Luke is rolling an exam table.

"Good morning, Caitria," Luke says, his voice falsely cheerful. "Time for your next exam."

I try to sit up, wincing as my stiff muscles protest. "Please," I whisper, my voice hoarse from last night's ordeal. "I can't... not again."

Keith's face remains impassive. "Up," he commands. "Now."

When I don't move quickly enough, they exchange a glance before approaching. Luke grabs my upper arms while Keith takes hold of my legs. They lift me effortlessly, as if I weigh nothing at all, and carry me toward the table they brought, metal and clinical, with leather restraints dangling ominously from each corner.

"No!" I twist in their grip, a sudden surge of adrenaline giving me strength. "Don't touch me!"

"Still fighting," Keith mutters, tightening his hold until it bruises. "Didn't learn much last night, did you?"

They slam me onto the cold metal surface; the impact knocking the breath from my lungs. Before I can recover, Luke flips me over and pins me to the table, letting me struggle underneath his harsh grip.

"I'll get the frame," Keith mutters, sounding disgusted with me. I continue to squirm helplessly even as the door slams shut.

"I'm starting to think you want to be forced," Luke sneers, his voice dripping with mockery as his breath brushes against my skin. The words are a taunt, a cruel twist of the knife meant to break my defenses, and my chest clenches tight with shame. How can I survive this new humiliation? How can I withstand another assault on what little dignity I have left? He licks the side of my face without warning, a wet stripe of humiliation that makes me squeal. I freeze in place, too shocked to retaliate, too stunned to fight back. My mind spins with the horror of it, and I feel myself shutting down again, fragmenting under the ruthless force of their control. My skin crawls, but I’m helpless to stop them. I barely have time to recover before Keith is back, and then I'm being forced up onto my knees. They grab me from either side, a coordinated attack that tells me they've done this before, probably to countless others. My wrists and ankles are locked into metal cuffs attached to the frame, forcing me to stay on all fours like an animal. The position is degrading, my whole body exposed and vulnerable to their gaze, to their touch. My back is arched, my gown pulling indecently tight and then riding up to expose me from behind. I burn with shame, but there's no escaping, no relief from the mortification plain on their faces and on mine.

The leather collar comes next, thick and unyielding as Keith fastens it around my neck, clicking a padlock into place to secure it. I gasp as it tightens, as the weight of it presses against my throat, a brand that tells me exactly what I am to them.

"Perfect," he says, stepping back to admire their handiwork.

The frame holds me immobile, my limbs stretched and secured at such precise angles that they prevent even the smallest movement. I try to shift, to find some relief from the strain that is already pulling at my muscles, but the restraints hold fast, keeping me displayed and vulnerable. Panic wells up inside me at the thought of what they will do next, at the thought of what fresh torment they’ve planned. How long will they keep me here, trapped like this with no hope of escape? They might leave me for hours, might activate the belt again just to watch me suffer—

"Let's get this off," Luke says, and I flinch as he pulls a pair of shears from his pocket.

He bends over me and begins to cut through my sweat-soaked gown, slicing the fabric apart with deliberate, practiced motions. The sound is like a death knell, another reminder that I have nothing, not even the thin, useless gown that had been mocking me with its false promise of cover.

The fabric falls away in pieces, scraps of humiliation that flutter to the floor, and I am totally naked by the time the doctor arrives.

"Excellent," the doctor says as he opens the door. I can hear the rolling wheels of the cart. "Just in time for her enema." The word freezes my blood. It hangs in the air like the sharp tang of antiseptic, long enough for me to register its full horror. The meaning is clear, the intention ominous. For a moment, I can’t even process it. It’s too much. Too humiliating. But I am locked into the frame, exposed and vulnerable, with no way to resist whatever fresh torment they have planned. Panic floods through me. A dizzying wave of disbelief mingled with dread.

"For my what!?" I spit wildly, the words tearing from my throat in a furious, disbelieving shriek.

"Get the gag on, please, gentlemen," the doctor replies coolly, without even a hint of emotion in his voice. "I don't feel like listening to her today." It’s a simple instruction, and I feel the sting of it in my chest. I’m nothing. Less than nothing.

The men are already approaching, moving with a single-minded efficiency that tells me this is routine, that they've done this before.

I want to scream. I want to fight them. But I can do neither as they close in, as they ready themselves to silence me like I’m too stupid to understand, like all my protesting is nothing more than meaningless noise. My heart thunders in my chest, a frantic drumbeat of desperation, of terror. I twist my head to the side, catching a glimpse of grim smiles on their faces, of echoing amusement at the doctor's words. My humiliation delights them, feeds them, and I'm helpless to stop them as they follow their orders, as they make me suffer.

"You heard him," Luke says with a smirk, a vicious sort of pleasure in his eyes.

"Shut her up," Keith agrees, reaching for the gag with a look of anticipation.

I open my mouth to protest again, to spit more words that I know will do nothing, and that's when they strike. Keith's hand clamps over my mouth, silencing my scream before it can fully form. His fingers dig into my cheeks, forcing my jaw open as Luke approaches with the gag.

It's larger than before, a ball of solid rubber that stretches my mouth painfully wide. I try to resist, to twist my head away, but the collar around my neck restricts my movement, leaving me no escape. The rubber tastes bitter, clinical, as it's forced between my teeth. Luke secures the straps behind my head, pulling them tight enough to bite into my skin.

"There," Keith says, stepping back to admire their work. "Much better."

Dr. Simmons approaches, snapping on a pair of latex gloves. The sound makes me flinch, memories of yesterday's "examination" still raw in my mind.

"Now," he says, his voice detached and professional, "we need to ensure you're completely clean before we proceed with the next phase of your treatment." He moves behind me, out of my sight, but I can hear him preparing something on the cart. "This is a standard procedure, Caitria. The more you relax, the less uncomfortable it will be."

I make a muffled sound behind the gag, a desperate attempt at protest that emerges as nothing more than a pathetic whimper.

"Hold her steady," the doctor instructs, and I feel Keith's hands on my shoulders, pressing me down against the frame.

Something cold and slick touches me, and I jerk instinctively, earning a tighter grip from Keith.

"I said hold steady," the doctor repeats, his voice sharper now. "She needs to learn to accept what's happening to her body without resistance."

I feel the pressure again, firmer this time, insistent as it pushes against me. The sensation is alien, invasive in a way I've never experienced before. I try to clench, to resist the intrusion, but the doctor's hands are steady and unrelenting.

"Fighting only makes it worse," he says calmly as he works the nozzle inside me. "Your body needs to surrender to this, Caitria. That's the point of these sessions—teaching you that resistance is futile and ultimately self-defeating."

Tears spring to my eyes as I feel the nozzle slide deeper, the sensation of being filled, of being invaded, overwhelming in its intensity. A whimper escapes around the gag, a sound of pure humiliation.

"The solution will feel warm at first," the doctor explains, his clinical tone at odds with the intimate violation he's performing. "Then you'll feel pressure, and an urgent need to expel. You will not be released from the frame until the process is complete, so I suggest you focus on relaxing your muscles."

I hear a click, and then the warm rush begins. The liquid flows into me, an unstoppable tide that fills me with a building pressure. It's uncomfortable at first, then swiftly becomes unbearable. My stomach distends, cramps forming as the solution continues to pump into me relentlessly.

I moan against the gag, my body instinctively trying to expel the invasive fluid, but there's nowhere for it to go. The nozzle seals me shut, forcing me to take it all, to hold it inside until they decide I've had enough.

"You're doing well," the doctor says, though there's no warmth in his praise. "Just breathe through it. The urge to expel will be strong, but you must control it. This is part of your training—learning to endure discomfort when required."

The pressure builds until I'm trembling with the effort to hold it in. Sweat breaks out across my skin, and tears stream down my face. The pain is intense, a cramping agony that makes me want to curl into a ball, but the frame holds me rigidly in place, exposed and vulnerable.

"That's enough for now," the doctor finally says, and I feel the flow stop. But the nozzle remains in place, keeping the solution trapped inside me. "We'll let that work for about fifteen minutes."

Fifteen minutes. It might as well be forever. The cramping intensifies, waves of pain that make me whimper and strain against my restraints. My stomach is visibly swollen now, distended with the solution they've pumped into me.

"Look at her," Luke comments, his voice filled with mocking amusement. "Almost looks pregnant."

Keith laughs, the sound cruel in its casual dismissal of my suffering. "She does, doesn't she? Maybe Moretti should knock her up for real. Give her daddy something to think about."

Their words barely register through the fog of discomfort that envelops me. All I can focus on is the cramping, the pressure, the desperate need for release that consumes my entire being.

Dr. Simmons ignores their banter, checking his watch periodically as if timing a simple lab experiment rather than overseeing my torment. His face remains impassive, unconcerned with my distress.

The minutes crawl by, each one an eternity of pain and humiliation. I'm crying openly now, tears and sweat mingling on my face, dripping onto the cold metal beneath me. My entire body shakes with the effort to hold in the solution, to fight against the most basic physical urge.

"Time," the doctor announces eventually. He moves behind me again, and I feel his gloved hands on my body once more. "Now comes the most important part, Caitria. When I remove the nozzle, you must continue to hold everything in until I give you permission to release. Otherwise, we’ll have to do this again. Do you understand?"

I nod frantically, desperate for this ordeal to end, willing to agree to anything if it means relief from this torment.

I feel the nozzle being withdrawn, and it takes every ounce of willpower I possess not to release immediately. My body screams for relief, but fear of further punishment keeps me clenched tight, trembling with the effort.

"Very good," the doctor says, sounding almost impressed. "Now, I'm going to count to ten. Only when I reach ten do you have permission to release. If you fail, we start the entire process over again. One..."

I whimper, my entire being focused on holding on just a little longer.

"Two... three..."

My muscles are screaming, the pain nearly unbearable.

"Four... five... six..."

I'm not going to make it. I can't hold on. The pressure is too intense, the need too great.

"Seven... eight..."

Tears stream down my face as I fight against my body's desperate demands. I feel him lift a bucket and press it to my legs.

"Nine..."

A low, animal sound escapes me, muffled by the gag but audible in the silent room.

"Ten."

The relief is immediate and overwhelming as I finally release, the humiliation of doing so in front of them nothing compared to the physical relief that floods through me. I sob around the gag, my body sagging against the frame, utterly spent.

"Well done," the doctor says, his voice betraying a hint of satisfaction. "You passed your first test of compliance."

He signals to Luke, who steps forward with a hose. The cold water hits my sensitive skin without warning, washing away the evidence of my humiliation but adding a new layer of degradation to the experience.

"Clean her thoroughly," the doctor instructs. "Then prepare her for the next procedure."

Next procedure. The words send a fresh wave of dread through me, but I'm too exhausted, too broken to even wonder what it might entail. All I can do is hang in the frame, water streaming over my naked body, and wait for whatever new torment they've planned.

The water stops eventually, leaving me shivering and dripping. Luke approaches with a towel, but there's nothing gentle in the way he dries me, his motions rough and impersonal, as if he's handling an object rather than a person.

"Remove the belt," the doctor orders, and I feel a momentary surge of hope at the prospect of being freed from the device that has caused me so much torment.

Keith unlocks it with a small key, and the relief as it's pulled away is immediate. The device that has been inside me for what feels like forever slides out with it, leaving me empty and sore. My body sags in the restraints, grateful for even this small mercy.

But the relief is short-lived.

"Now," the doctor says, moving into my field of vision, "we have you on camera. We know you tried to get the belt off last night. You tried to touch yourself. Did we not make it clear that was not allowed?"

"I—" The gag makes my attempted protest unintelligible. I shake my head frantically, but Dr. Simmons just sighs, as if my denial is merely another tedious aspect of his job.

"The cameras don't lie, Caitria. This behavior demonstrates you haven't accepted the fundamental truth of your situation." He steps closer, his clinical gaze examining me like I'm a specimen in a jar. "Your body is no longer yours to touch. Your pleasure is no longer yours to control."

His words cut through me like a knife, sharp and precise. I want to argue, to scream that he's wrong, but the gag muffles any protest I might make.

"To reinforce this lesson," Dr. Simmons continues, his voice coolly professional, "we'll be implementing some additional training."

He steps aside, and I see Keith approaching with something in his hands—something that glints under the harsh fluorescent lights. Metal. Small. When he moves closer, I can finally see what it is, and my blood runs cold.

Clamps. Two small, vicious-looking clamps connected by a delicate chain.

"These," Dr. Simmons explains, taking them from Keith, "will help you remember that your body responds to our will, not yours." He adjusts them slightly, the metal catching the light. "Pain and pleasure are tools of your conditioning, Caitria. You'll learn to associate both with obedience."

I thrash against the restraints, panic surging through me, but the frame holds me immobile. Dr. Simmons approaches, the clamps dangling from his fingers like a threat.

"The more you struggle," he says calmly, "the more this will hurt."

His gloved fingers find my breast, and I flinch at the clinical touch. He pinches my nipple, rolling it between his fingers until it hardens against my will. The shame burns hot across my skin as my body betrays me once again.

"You see?" he murmurs. "Even now, your body responds. It knows what's coming."

The first clamp closes around my sensitized flesh with a sharp, biting pain that makes me cry out behind the gag. Tears spring to my eyes as the metal teeth dig in, sending waves of agony through my chest. Before I can recover, the second clamp follows, and I nearly black out from the intensity.

"There," Dr. Simmons says, stepping back to observe his handiwork. The chain connecting the clamps sways slightly with my ragged breathing, each tiny movement sending fresh ripples of pain through me. "These will stay on for the duration of your next procedure."

I whimper, my head hanging low, utterly defeated by this new torment. What more could they possibly do to me?

Dr. Simmons moves behind me, out of my sight, and I hear him retrieving something from the cart. "Since you're so interested in touching yourself," he says, his voice taking on an edge of cruelty I haven't heard before, "we'll give you something to think about."

I feel something cold and unyielding pressing against me, larger and more intrusive than the device from the belt. The surface is textured in a way that makes me squirm in the restraints, my body's reaction only increasing the pressure as it tries to force its way inside. With a relentless insistence, the doctor pushes it against me, the pressure building until my body can no longer resist and begins to relent. "This is a training device," he explains, his voice detached and clinical as he continues to work it deeper. Each push makes me gasp beneath the gag, my mind swimming with the horror of what he is doing. "More sophisticated than what you've experienced so far," he continues. "It responds to your muscle contractions—the more you tighten around it, the more intense the stimulation becomes." Horror washes over me as I understand the implications. It's a trap—a cruel, inescapable trap designed to use my body's own responses against me.

He gives the device another push, and I moan as it slides further inside. "It also administers small electrical shocks when you approach climax," he adds, his tone almost bored as he seats it fully within me. "Teaching you that pleasure without permission leads to pain." A fresh wave of panic crashes over me. I sob against the gag, overwhelmed by the intrusion, by the knowledge that my own body has become the instrument of my torture.

"Now," Dr. Simmons says, stepping back to admire his handiwork, "let's test it, shall we?" He presses a button on a small remote, and the device whirs to life with a suddenness that takes my breath away. The vibrations start low, almost gentle, but quickly escalate to something more insistent, more demanding. I try to remain still, to keep my muscles relaxed as he instructed, but it's impossible. Each pulse triggers an involuntary contraction, which in turn increases the intensity, trapping me in an escalating cycle I can't escape.

"You see the dilemma," the doctor observes, watching my struggle with clinical interest. "Fighting it only makes it worse. Surrender brings you closer to climax, which triggers the shock. There is no winning strategy except complete acceptance of your powerlessness." The vibrations intensify further as my body responds instinctively, pleasure building despite my desperate attempt to resist it. The chain between the clamps sways with my movements, each tug a reminder of the pain waiting to complement the unwanted pleasure. "Your training will continue throughout the day," Dr. Simmons informs me, moving toward the door. His indifference to my suffering is absolute. "Luke and Keith will monitor your responses and adjust the settings as needed. I'll return this evening to evaluate your progress."

He pauses at the door, looking back at me with cold eyes. "Remember, Caitria—this is just the beginning. Your resistance only prolongs your suffering." The door closes behind him, leaving me alone with Luke and Keith, the device pulsing mercilessly inside me. I hang in the frame, shaking with the effort to control my body's responses, knowing it's futile but unable to surrender completely to what they want from me.

"Look at her fight it," Keith comments, circling me slowly, his eyes never leaving my trembling form. "Still trying to maintain control." Luke chuckles, leaning against the wall. "They always do at first. Give it time." As if prompted by their words, the device shifts inside me, changing its pattern, becoming more insistent, more demanding. I can feel the pressure building, the inevitable climb toward a climax I both dread and can't prevent.

"Getting close," Keith observes, his voice thick with cruel anticipation. "Watch her face when it happens."

The pressure continues to build, mounting steadily, until I feel like I might shatter from the strain. My body tenses, every muscle tightening as my senses swim with the overwhelming force of it. I know what's coming; I can't stop it. The vibrations increase relentlessly, driving me closer to the brink, and I know the humiliation of release is only moments away. I fight against my body's instincts, trying desperately to hold it off, but the need is too intense, too consuming. It crashes over me like a wave, dragging me under, pulling me toward an inevitable climax that I can't prevent.

Just as I teeter on the very edge, right at the precipice between humiliation and release, it happens. A shock, sharp and vicious, rips through me with merciless precision, timed perfectly to hit at my most vulnerable moment. The pain is excruciating, searing through the core of me like white-hot lightning. For a split second, my mind goes blank with the sheer intensity of it, a blinding agony that burns away every other thought or sensation. It feels like my body is being torn apart from the inside, the transition from pleasure to pain so sudden and brutal that I can't even comprehend it.

I scream behind the gag, my voice raw and primal, a choked and strangled sound that echoes my complete and utter defeat. My body convulses violently, jerking in the restraints, as if trying instinctively to escape the inescapable. The tears come hard and fast, streaming down my face in hot, humiliating floods, blurring my vision but not my awareness of the torment. The clamps bite cruelly into my skin as I writhe against them, each movement triggering new explosions of agony that intertwine with the electric pain radiating through me. I'm caught in an endless second of anguish, stretched impossibly long by the intensity of my suffering.

Finally, the shock begins to subside, leaving me gasping and exhausted, but not relieved. The device inside me is still active, its relentless vibrations already starting to push me toward another unwanted crest. The speed with which it resumes is a cruel reminder that this is only the beginning.

"That's it," Luke says with satisfaction. "First lesson delivered."

The device resets, beginning its cruel cycle again. This time slower, more deliberate, as if allowing me time to fully comprehend the hopelessness of my situation. I hang in the frame, gasping around the gag, my mind fragmenting under the assault of sensation and the crushing weight of the knowledge that I am truly trapped—not just by the restraints, not just by the room, but by my own body.

"We'll leave you to think about your options," Keith says, moving toward the door. "There's really only one, of course: surrender. Accept what you are now. What you'll be forever."

They leave me there, secured in the frame, the clamps biting into my sensitive flesh, the device working relentlessly inside me, trapped in an endless cycle of building pleasure and punishing pain. There's no escape, no relief, nothing but the knowledge that this is my reality now—minute by minute, hour by hour, stretching into a future I can no longer imagine.
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I don't know how much time passes—hours, perhaps, though it feels like days. The cycle of pleasure and pain continues without mercy, my body jerking reflexively with each shock, my throat raw from screaming behind the gag. The tears have long since dried on my face, leaving salty tracks that pull at my skin.

My mind drifts in and out of lucidity. In the clearer moments, I try to think of escape, of rescue, of anything beyond this room and the agony that fills it. But such thoughts are quickly swept away by the next wave of sensations, the next shock that tears through me like lightning.

Eventually, the door opens again, and Dr. Simmons returns, Luke and Keith beside him. His face is as impassive as ever as he approaches, clipboard in hand, observing me like a specimen in a laboratory.

"How are we feeling?" he asks. I moan into the gag in response, which prompts him to chuckle.

He turns to Luke and Keith, who have been standing silently by the door, watching the proceedings with barely concealed enjoyment.

"Remove the clamps and the training device," he instructs.

Luke approaches first, his hands moving to the clamps still attached to my tender flesh. "This is going to hurt," he warns, though there's no sympathy in his voice—only anticipation.

The pain when he removes the first clamp is blinding, blood rushing back to the compressed tissue with a burning intensity that makes me cry out. The second follows immediately after, doubling the agony until I'm gasping for breath, tears streaming down my face once more.

Keith moves between my legs, his fingers finding the base of the training device. He withdraws it slowly, the textured surface dragging against my sensitized flesh, making me shudder with a confused mix of relief and unwanted stimulation.

"Remove the gag. I want two bottles of water in her before we move to the next phase."

The gag comes off, leaving my jaw aching and my mouth painfully dry. I work my tongue, trying to restore some moisture, but my throat feels like sandpaper, raw from hours of muffled screaming.

"Water," Dr. Simmons reminds Keith, who produces a bottle from somewhere behind me.

Keith holds it to my lips, and I drink greedily, desperately, not caring how pathetic I must look. The cool liquid soothes my parched throat, and I drain almost the entire bottle before he pulls it away.

"Slowly," Dr. Simmons cautions. "We don't want you getting sick."

The concern sounds almost genuine, but I know better now. Everything they do, every small kindness, is calculated to serve their purpose—my complete and total submission.

Keith opens a second bottle, and I take smaller sips this time, my mind clearing enough to wonder what "next phase" Dr. Simmons had mentioned. The very thought sends a chill through my exhausted body.

"That's good enough," Dr. Simmons says after I've consumed almost the entire second bottle. "We'll see if she can hold her tongue. Move the frame to the floor, gentlemen."

Like I’m a piece of luggage, Keith and Luke lift the metal frame to the floor.

“I think she’s had enough training for now. Who would like to fuck her first?”

My heart stops. The world narrows to a horrifying point, and I can't breathe.

"What?" I gasp, the word barely audible through my raw throat.

Dr. Simmons doesn't even look at me as he makes a note on his clipboard. "This is the next phase of your treatment, Caitria. Integration therapy. Your body needs to learn its purpose."

"No," I whisper, shaking my head frantically. "No, you can't—"

"I believe I've made it clear that 'can't' doesn't apply here," Dr. Simmons interrupts, his voice amused. "This will happen whether you accept it or not."

Keith steps forward eagerly, already unbuckling his belt. "I'll go first," he says, his eyes raking over me with undisguised hunger.

“No,” I try to say again.

“Well, that didn’t last long. Would you mind gagging her again, Luke?”

The look Luke gives me is predatory as he squeezes my jaw painfully, forcing my mouth open again so he can put the rubber ball back in as Keith positions himself behind me.

Keith's fingers dig into my hips as he positions himself behind me, his grip bruising and possessive. I try to squirm away, but the frame holds me immobile, leaving me no escape from what's about to happen. The metal digs into my wrists and ankles, a cold reminder of my complete helplessness.

"She's been waiting for this all day," Keith says to the others, his voice thick with anticipation. "Haven't you, sweetheart?"

I shake my head frantically, tears streaming down my face as I strain against the restraints. The gag muffles my protests, reducing them to pathetic whimpers that seem to only excite him more.

"I love it when they fight," he continues, running his hands over my exposed skin. His touch is rough, possessive, claiming every inch of me without permission. "Makes it so much better when they finally break.”

I feel him pressing against me, hard and insistent, and I try to pull away, to find some escape that doesn't exist. The restraints hold me firmly in place as he positions himself. His hands grip my hips with bruising force, fingers digging into my flesh as he holds me steady for his assault. Then he drags one hand over my core.

"Look how wet she is," Keith announces, his fingers probing between my legs without warning. "All that training paid off."

The first thrust is brutal, a savage invasion that tears a scream from my throat, muffled by the gag but still audible in the sterile room. Pain radiates through me, sharp and immediate. I haven't recovered from the device, from the hours of torment, and my body isn't ready for this new violation. But Keith doesn't care. He pushes deeper, grunting with satisfaction as he forces his way inside.

"Tight," Keith breathes, his voice thick with pleasure as he pushes deeper. "So fucking tight."

I sob into the gag, the sound raw and broken. Each thrust feels like a knife twisting inside me, but the physical pain is nothing compared to the crushing weight of degradation that presses down on me. My body, already sensitized from hours of torment, responds against my will, and that betrayal cuts deeper than anything else.

"Look at her take it," Luke comments, circling around to watch my face. His eyes gleam with a dark hunger that promises I'll soon know his touch as well. "She's fighting it, but her body knows what it's for."

Keith’s hand moves roughly to my clit, landing like a jolt of electricity. The touch, so certain and possessive, forces my body to respond in spite of my frantic attempts to resist it. I begin to spiral toward another climax, humiliation mixing with unwanted pleasure as he presses harder, stroking me as if he knows exactly how to push me over the edge. I feel myself racing toward it, the crescendo building unbearably, a cruel reminder that I have no control—that they've taken even this from me. I hate myself for my body's betrayal, for how easily it responds when every part of my mind screams against it. I am drowning in the shame of it, the raw and brutal awareness that this is all I am to them—something to be used, to be broken, to be remade in the image they desire. But there's no escaping, no holding back. The orgasm crashes through me like a tidal wave, obliterating everything but my screams. My body convulses around Keith, tightening, releasing, a sickening parody of pleasure as he grunts with satisfaction. The tears stream down my face as I fight desperately against the restraints, against the sensations, against the despair that threatens to consume me.

Keith's fingers twist viciously in my hair, yanking my head back as he thrusts harder, deeper. The pain blurs with the aftermath of my unwilling release, creating a nauseating cocktail of sensation that makes me dizzy, disoriented.

"That's it," he growls against my ear, his breath hot and damp. "Taking it like you were made for this."

I squeeze my eyes shut, trying to find some mental escape, some corner of my mind they haven't invaded yet. But there's nowhere to hide. Each brutal thrust drags me back to this moment, to this reality I can't escape.

"Fuck, I'm close," Keith grunts, his rhythm growing erratic. His fingers dig deeper into my hip, sure to leave more bruises among the constellation already marking my skin. With a final, savage thrust, he stiffens behind me, a guttural moan slipping out as he empties himself inside me.

I go limp, the restraints the only thing keeping me up as he pulls himself free from my wet heat. I’ve barely had a moment to recover as Luke takes his place.

Luke doesn't wait for me to recover. He steps behind me while Keith moves to my side, watching with a satisfied smirk on his face. I feel Luke's hands on me, different from Keith's—more deliberate, methodical, as if he's savoring every second of my degradation.

"My turn now," he murmurs, and there's something in his voice that makes me shudder, something almost worse than Keith's raw aggression. "I like to take my time."

His fingers trail down my spine, a feather-light touch that makes my skin crawl. I try to steel myself for what's coming, but nothing could prepare me for the slow, calculated way he enters me. Unlike Keith's brutal assault, Luke's approach is almost gentle—and somehow that's more devastating. He wants me to feel every inch, to be acutely aware of what's happening. He wants me to remember.

"Keith rushes through everything."

Keith laughs from somewhere behind him. "She's not going anywhere."

"Precisely my point," Luke replies. I feel his hands on my breasts now as he leans over me. "Why hurry something that should be... appreciated?"

His fingers find my nipples, pinching them hard enough to make me gasp into the gag. The pain radiates through my chest, sharp and insistent, a cruel reminder of the clamps that had tortured me for hours. Luke seems to sense my discomfort, his touch becoming deliberately gentler, more insidious.

"See? She responds better to this," he says, his voice low and conversational, as if discussing a mundane topic rather than my violation. "It's about finding the right balance—enough pain to keep them afraid, enough pleasure to confuse them."

I hate him for this insight, for understanding how much more devastating this approach is. Keith's brutality was straightforward, something I could mentally armor myself against. But Luke's calculated tenderness breaks through defenses I didn't know I had, forcing responses I can't control.

He continues his methodical assault, each thrust deliberate and measured. Each thrust is timed perfectly to drag through me, somehow finding angles that make my body respond even as my mind rejects everything happening. His rhythm never falters, never speeds up, maintaining that torturous pace designed to prolong my suffering. I try to retreat into my mind, to find some corner where I can hide from this, but Luke seems determined to keep me present, to force me to experience every second of my violation.

Then, his pace quickens, his breathing becoming more ragged as his self-control begins to slip. His fingers dig into my flesh, holding me steady as he drives deeper, harder. The frame creaks with each impact, metal joints protesting under the strain of our forced coupling.

"That's it," he murmurs, his voice thick with satisfaction. "Break for me."

I refuse to give him that final victory, clenching my teeth around the gag and squeezing my eyes shut. I won't let him see whatever's left of me shatter. I'll hold onto this one small defiance, even as my body betrays me in every other way.

Luke seems to sense my resistance, and it only spurs him on. His thrusts become more determined, more precise, angled to draw out the responses I'm trying desperately to suppress. One hand snakes around to find my oversensitive clit.

I buck helplessly against his expert touch, unable to stop the unwanted pleasure from building again. My whole body is a traitor, responding to Luke's manipulations with a shameful eagerness that makes me want to disappear completely. His fingers work with cruel precision, circling and pressing until I'm trembling on the edge of another climax I don't want, can't bear to experience again.

"There it is," Luke whispers, his breath hot against my ear. "Your body knows what it wants, even if your mind hasn't caught up yet."

I shake my head frantically, denying his words even as my body tightens around him, even as the pressure builds to an unbearable peak. The rubber gag catches my scream as I come apart beneath him, convulsing with a release that feels like surrender, like defeat.

Luke groans in satisfaction, his rhythm finally breaking as he chases his own release.

The orgasm hits me with devastating force, a tidal wave that crashes through every defense I've tried to maintain. My body convulses around him, muscles clenching involuntarily as pleasure and shame blur together into something I can't comprehend. Luke groans, his rhythm finally faltering as he follows me over the edge, spilling himself inside me with a shuddering gasp.

"There it is," he says, his voice thick with satisfaction. "That's what I wanted."

“I think it’s what she wanted too,” Dr. Simmons comments.
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The men release me from the frame, my limbs trembling as circulation returns to my wrists and ankles. I slump to the floor, unable to support my own weight, too exhausted to even attempt covering my nakedness. The heavy collar remains locked around my neck, a constant reminder of my captivity.

"Clean her up," Dr. Simmons orders, making a final note on his clipboard. "Then dinner and bed. We have a full schedule tomorrow."

Luke approaches with a wet cloth, and I flinch away instinctively, earning a sharp look from Keith who hovers nearby. Luke's touch is impersonal as he wipes me down, removing the evidence of what they've done to me. The cloth is cold against my skin, raising goosebumps along my arms and legs.

"Can you stand?" Keith asks after Luke finishes. When I don't respond immediately, he sighs with exaggerated patience. "We can drag you if necessary."

I manage to push myself up on shaking legs, swaying slightly as the room spins around me. Keith grabs my arm to steady me, his grip tight enough to bruise.

"Here," Luke says, returning with a fresh hospital gown. I take it silently, pulling it over my head with awkward, painful movements. The thin fabric provides minimal comfort, but I cling to it nonetheless, desperate for any barrier I can get.

"Dinner time," Keith announces, steering me toward the metal toilet in the corner. "Sit."

I obey, too broken to resist, and he places a plastic tray on my lap. The meal is institutional—a tasteless mush that might be mashed potatoes, a small portion of gray meat, and overcooked vegetables. A paper cup of water sits beside it.

"Eat," Keith commands. "All of it."

My stomach turns at the sight of food, but I force myself to pick up the plastic spoon. Each bite is a struggle to swallow, my throat tight with unshed tears. Keith watches impassively as I mechanically work through the meal, his presence a silent threat ensuring my compliance.

When I finish, he takes the tray.

"Relieve yourself," he orders. "You'll regret it if you don't. Trust me." He gives a wicked grin that makes me fear what comes next.

I hesitate, humiliation burning through me at the thought of using the toilet while he watches. The shame is absurd after everything that's happened, but this small dignity feels like the last thing I have to cling to.

"I'm fine," I whisper, the words barely audible. I can't do it again. Not with both of them watching.

Keith shrugs. "Your choice. But fair warning—you won't like what happens if you make a mess tonight."

and nods to Luke, who produces a small pill from his pocket.

"What is that?" I ask, my voice barely a whisper.

"Just something to help you sleep," Luke replies, holding it out to me along with the cup of water. "Doctor's orders."

I hesitate, eyeing the pill with suspicion.

"You can take it voluntarily," Keith says, "or we can make you take it. Your choice."

I take the pill with trembling fingers, placing it on my tongue and washing it down with the last of the water. Luke checks my mouth afterward, making sure I've swallowed it.

"Good girl," he says, as if praising a pet. "Time for bed. Stand up and spread your legs."

I swallow roughly, my muscles shaking with effort as I obey. Luke holds up a fresh dildo, and I recoil. This one is thinner than the last, but longer. Keith holds up the now familiar chastity belt.

"Don't," I whisper, backing away until I hit the wall. "Please, I can't... not again."

"It's this or the training device," Luke says, his voice maddeningly reasonable. "Trust me, this is the better option. No shocks, no vibrations. Just a reminder of who you belong to."

Keith steps forward, the belt dangling from his hands. "Hold still. Make this difficult, and we'll add the clamps too."

The threat is enough to freeze me in place. I close my eyes as Luke positions the dildo, unable to bear watching as he pushes it inside me. My body, still raw and aching from the day's violations, protests the intrusion, but I bite my lip to keep from crying out. Showing pain only seems to encourage them.

Keith fastens the belt around my hips, the metal cold against my skin as he adjusts it to fit snugly. The familiar click of the lock seals it in place, trapping the dildo inside me, a constant presence I can't escape.

"There," Luke says, stepping back to admire their handiwork. "All secure for the night."

Keith produces a thin blanket from somewhere behind him, tossing it carelessly onto the floor. "Your reward for good behavior," he explains with mock generosity. "Don't get used to it."

My legs buckle beneath me, the combination of exhaustion and whatever drug they've given me making it impossible to stand any longer. I sink to the floor, pulling the blanket around my shoulders with shaking hands.

"Sweet dreams, Caitria," Luke says, his voice sickeningly gentle. "Tomorrow will be fun."

The door closes behind them with a final, heavy click, leaving me alone in the sterile, too-bright room. The fluorescent lights remain on, harsh and unforgiving, offering no reprieve even in darkness.

I curl into a ball on the hard floor, the belt digging into my hips, the dildo a constant reminder of my captivity. The blanket provides little warmth or comfort, but I clutch it to me nonetheless, desperate for any shred of security.

The drug begins to take effect, pulling me toward unconsciousness despite my fear of what tomorrow might bring. My thoughts grow sluggish, disconnected, a merciful numbness spreading through my battered body.

As I drift on the edge of sleep, a single thought anchors me: I have to survive this. I have to find a way out. No matter what they do to me, no matter how they try to break me, I can't let them win. Not completely.

With that fragile resolve, I surrender to the artificial sleep they've forced upon me, knowing that when I wake, it all begins again.

My last coherent thought before darkness claims me is of my father. Does he know I'm missing yet? Is he looking for me? Or has Antonio's plan worked perfectly, leaving me truly and utterly alone?

The darkness swallows me before I can find an answer.
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When I wake up, something is wrong. My blanket is wet. Soaked. I lift it to my face and give a sniff, and the horror washes over me. I recoil hard, throwing the blanket across the room.

I wet myself in my sleep. I shudder in disgust, the acrid smell of urine filling my nostrils as I push away from the soaked blanket. My hospital gown clings to my thighs, damp and cold against my skin. Humiliation burns through me, hot and consuming, as I realize what's happened.

The pill they gave me—it wasn't just to make me sleep. It did this.

They knew this would happen. They planned it.

I scramble to my feet, wincing as the belt shifts with my movements, the dildo pressing painfully inside me. The fluorescent lights expose everything, leaving no shadows to hide my shame. My hands shake as I try to peel the wet gown away from my skin, but it's useless—I have nothing else to change into.

The sound of the door clicking open freezes me in place. Keith enters, his face breaking into a cruel smile as he takes in the scene before him.

"Looks like someone had an accident," he says, his voice thick with mock concern that doesn't reach his eyes. "What did I tell you about using the toilet when you had the chance?"

My face burns with humiliation as I stand there, unable to hide what's happened. "You did this on purpose," I whisper, my voice trembling with rage and shame. "You drugged me."

"Now, now," Keith chides, stepping closer. "Blaming others for your mistakes isn't going to help your therapy progress. Dr. Simmons will be very disappointed."

Luke appears in the doorway behind him, pushing a cart with what looks like cleaning supplies. His eyes scan the room, lingering on the discarded blanket and my wet gown.

"Tsk, tsk," he says, shaking his head. "And after we were so generous with the blanket, too. Such ingratitude."

I wrap my arms around myself, trying desperately to maintain some shred of dignity. "Please," I say, hating the pleading note in my voice. "I need to clean up."

"Yes, you do," Keith agrees, his tone sharpening. "On your hands and knees."

I stare at him, not comprehending.

"You made the mess," he explains slowly, as if speaking to a child. "You clean it up. Hands and knees. Now."

The order hits me like a physical blow. "What?"

"Hands. And. Knees," Keith repeats, each word edged with warning. "Or would you prefer another session with the training device?"

The memory of yesterday's torment—the relentless vibrations, the searing shocks—makes me tremble. Slowly, I sink to my hands and knees, the wet gown pressing coldly against my skin.

Luke sets a bucket of water and a cloth on the floor beside me. "Clean it. All of it. Including the blanket."

I reach for the cloth with shaking hands, dipping it into the cold water. The hospital gown hangs from my body, exposing me as I scrub at the floor where I had been sleeping. Tears blur my vision, but I blink them away, refusing to give them the satisfaction of seeing me cry again.

"She needs a shower after this," Luke comments to Keith, watching me work with undisguised amusement. "Can't have her stinking up the place."

"Agreed," Keith replies. "Dr. Simmons wants her ready for the next phase by nine anyway."

I keep my head down, focusing on the task at hand, trying not to think about what "the next phase" might entail. My muscles ache from yesterday's ordeal, and the belt digs painfully into my hips with every movement. The dildo shifts inside me, a constant reminder of my captivity.

When I finish cleaning the floor, I move to the soiled blanket, my hands trembling with exhaustion and humiliation. The fabric is heavy with urine, and the smell makes my stomach turn. I press it against the bucket, wringing out as much liquid as I can before scrubbing it with the cloth.

"Thorough job," Keith instructs, his foot tapping impatiently. "If we can't use it again, there won't be another."

I redouble my efforts, washing the blanket as best I can with the limited supplies they've provided. My knees ache from the hard floor, and my back throbs from bending over the task. But I keep going, desperate for any small mercy they might grant—even if it's just a damp blanket to sleep with tonight.

Finally, I sit back on my heels, the cleaning as complete as I can make it. "I'm done," I say quietly, not looking up at either of them.

"Let's see," Luke says, inspecting my work with exaggerated care. "Floor looks acceptable. Blanket..." He picks it up, examining it closely before dropping it back into the bucket. "It'll need to dry. Maybe you'll get it back tonight if you behave."

"Stand up," Keith orders, and I struggle to my feet, my legs stiff and painful from the awkward position. "Time to get you cleaned up."

Luke collects the bucket and cleaning supplies, moving them back to the cart. "I'll take these. You handle her shower."

Keith nods, grabbing my arm with bruising force. "Let's go."

He marches me toward the door, his grip unyielding as he leads me into the hallway outside my cell. For the first time, I see more of this place—sterile white corridors stretching in both directions, doors identical to mine spaced evenly along the walls. I wonder briefly if there are others trapped here, other victims of Antonio's vengeance or twisted desires.

We reach another door, and Keith pushes it open, revealing a tiled room with several shower heads protruding from one wall. There are no curtains, no privacy, just an open space designed for utility rather than comfort.

"Strip," Keith commands, releasing my arm.

I hesitate, my hands going to the hem of the wet gown. Despite everything they've done to me, despite the violations I've already endured, this casual exposure still fills me with dread. "Can I have some privacy?" I ask, knowing the answer before the words leave my mouth.

Keith laughs, the sound echoing against the tile walls. "Privacy? You still don't get it, do you? Nothing about you is private anymore. Nothing." He steps closer, his presence looming over me. "Now strip, or I'll do it for you."

With trembling hands, I pull the soiled gown over my head, letting it fall to the floor at my feet. I stand naked before him, save for the belt locked around my hips.

Keith produces a key from his pocket, unlocking the belt with practiced efficiency. The relief as it comes away is immediate, the dildo sliding free, leaving me empty and sore. I resist the urge to cover myself, knowing it would only invite mockery or worse.

"Into the shower," he directs, pointing to the farthest showerhead. "You have five minutes. Make them count."

I step under the showerhead, and Keith reaches past me to turn it on. The water hits me in a cold, shocking spray that makes me gasp. There's no time for it to warm up—if it even can—before Keith hands me a small bar of industrial soap.

"Four minutes," he reminds me, stepping back to watch.

I wash quickly, methodically, trying to ignore his gaze as it follows my hands over my body. The soap is harsh, drying, but I scrub everything, desperate to feel clean again. The water stings the marks left by the restraints, the bruises from their hands, the soreness between my legs. I close my eyes, trying to imagine I'm alone, that this is just an ordinary shower and not another form of control.

"Two minutes."

I rinse frantically, making sure no soap remains. My hair clings to my neck and shoulders, dripping water down my back. The cold makes me shiver, my skin erupting in goosebumps.

"Time's up." The water shuts off abruptly, leaving me dripping and shivering in the center of the shower. Keith throws a thin towel at me. "Dry off."

I pat myself dry as best I can with the inadequate towel, which is barely large enough to wrap around my body. It's rough against my skin, more like sandpaper than terrycloth, but I use it gratefully nonetheless.

"Hand it over," Keith says when I finish, extending his hand for the towel. I give it to him reluctantly, immediately feeling exposed again without even that small covering.

He examines me critically, circling me as if inspecting merchandise. "Turn around. Bend over."

My blood runs cold at the command. "Why?"

"Because I said so." His hand connects with my backside in a sharp slap that makes me yelp. "Now."

I turn slowly, trembling as I bend at the waist, exposing myself completely to his gaze. I feel his hands on me, clinical and invasive as he checks the areas the dildo had occupied. The humiliation burns through me, hotter than any water from the shower could have been.

"Looks good," he pronounces, as if evaluating livestock. "Stand up straight."

I straighten, wrapping my arms around myself in a futile attempt at modesty. Keith smirks at the gesture but says nothing, instead reaching for something on a shelf nearby. He returns with a fresh hospital gown, holding it just out of my reach.

"Ask nicely," he instructs, his eyes glittering with cruel amusement.

I stare at him, disbelief momentarily overriding my fear. "What?"

"Say 'please may I have my gown, sir.'" His voice leaves no room for argument. "Or you can walk back to your room naked."

I swallow hard, struggling to keep my voice steady. "Please may I have my gown... sir." Each word is a small defeat, another piece of myself surrendered to their control.

Keith's smile widens as he hands over the gown. "Good girl. You're learning."

I pull the gown on quickly, grateful for even this thin barrier between my skin and his gaze. The fabric is stiff and scratchy, but at least it's dry.

"Come on," Keith says, grabbing my arm again. "Dr. Simmons is waiting."

We leave the shower room, returning to the sterile corridor. But instead of taking me back to my cell, Keith leads me further down the hallway to another door, this one marked simply "Examination Room B."

My steps falter as we approach. "What's happening now?"

Keith's grip tightens on my arm, propelling me forward. "Group therapy. Don't worry—I think you might actually enjoy this part."

The way he says it fills me with dread, more terrifying than any explicit threat could have been.
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He pushes open the door, and I see Dr. Simmons waiting inside, clipboard in hand as always. The room contains what looks like a padded table, with various anchor points.

Dr. Simmons gestures to the table, the clipped efficiency of his tone sending a shiver through me. "Face down please, Caitria," she directs, as if it's the most natural thing in the world. I hesitate, my body resisting even as my mind screams the futility of defiance.

"Well?" he prompts, eyebrow raising in expectation. Keith's scoff cuts through the air, sharp and contemptuous, and I flinch instinctively from the sound. His hands clamp down on my shoulders with bruising force, dragging me toward the table. Panic surges through me, hot and electric, and I struggle uselessly in his grip.

Luke emerges from a shadowed corner, a predatory smile on his face. I hadn't even seen him lurking there, waiting for my resistance, like a cat with a mouse. Together they shove me forward, my legs buckling beneath me as they force me over the padded surface. It fits under my torso with sickening precision, as if custom-made for my body's betrayal.

"Face down," Keith mutters, emphasizing each word as they pin me against the table. My cheek presses into the vinyl covering, the material cold and unyielding. Their hands are a flurry of activity, fingers working efficiently to bind me in place. Straps tighten around my wrists and ankles, fastening me spread-eagle, leaving nothing undisturbed by their invasive touch. The table feels like an altar, and I am the unwilling sacrifice, bound and exposed for their amusement and Dr. Simmons' inscrutable purpose. Even my hair is pushed aside, clearing their view of every inch of me.

I'm breathing hard, the straps cutting into my skin, but I can't move. Can't resist even a little.

Dr. Simmons watches from the corner, his clinical gaze assessing me with that same detached interest that makes my skin crawl. He approaches slowly, circling the table, taking in my restrained form from every angle.

"Good morning, Caitria," he says, his voice calm and measured, as if we're meeting for a routine check-up rather than another session of torture. "I trust you slept well?"

His mockery cuts deeper than his cruelty. I say nothing, turning my face away as much as the restraints allow.

"The silent treatment?" he asks, a hint of amusement coloring his tone. "That's perfectly fine. You won't need your voice for this part of your therapy, anyway."

He moves to a small table nearby, where several instruments are laid out in neat, terrifying rows. I can't see what he's selecting, and that uncertainty sends fresh waves of panic through me.

"Today," he continues, his back to me as he busies himself with whatever implements he's chosen, "we focus on acceptance. Accepting pleasure when it's given to you, regardless of the source."

My stomach drops at his words, dread pooling like ice in my veins. "Please," I whisper, my resolve crumbling under the weight of anticipation. "Don't do this."

Dr. Simmons turns, a small device in his gloved hand. It's not immediately threatening—just a small, curved object with a switch on one end—but something about it makes me tremble.

"Your cooperation is not required," he reminds me gently. "Only your body's response."

He nods to Keith and Luke, who stand at either side of the table, watching with predatory anticipation. "Remove the gown and prepare her."

Keith's hands are rough as he tears the hospital gown down the middle, leaving me naked and exposed on the table. The cool air raises goosebumps across my skin, and I shiver, as much from fear as from cold.

"Good," Dr. Simmons approves, stepping closer. "Now, Caitria, this first device will stimulate nerve endings you likely didn't know you had. The sensation might be... overwhelming at first."

Before I can process his words, he presses the device against my clit, activating it with a soft click. The vibration that surges through me is unlike anything I've felt before—more intense, more focused, more insistent than even the belt's cruel ministrations.

I gasp, my body arching as much as the restraints allow. The sensation is immediate and overwhelming, pleasure spiraling outward from where the device touches me, radiating through my entire body in waves that leave me breathless.

"Interesting response," Dr. Simmons notes, as if observing a lab experiment rather than a human being. "Much more sensitive than average. Increase the intensity by twenty percent."

The vibrations intensify, and I cry out, unable to contain the sound. My body betrays me instantly, responding to the stimulation with shameful eagerness. I fight against it, against the rising tide of unwanted pleasure, but it's useless. The restraints hold me immobile, helpless to escape the sensations that consume me.

"Please," I gasp between involuntary moans. "Stop—"

"Why would I stop when your body is clearly enjoying this?" Dr. Simmons asks, his voice maddeningly reasonable. "This is what I've been trying to teach you, Caitria. Your mind may resist, but your body knows what it wants."

He adjusts the device slightly, finding an angle that sends fresh waves of sensation crashing through me. I bite my lip until I taste blood, desperate to hold back the sounds that threaten to escape, to deny them the satisfaction of hearing my response.

"Fighting it only prolongs the inevitable," Dr. Simmons observes, watching my struggle with clinical interest. "Your resistance is futile and, frankly, counterproductive to your treatment."

I shake my head frantically, the only movement the restraints allow. "This isn't treatment," I manage to choke out. "This is torture."

"Such dramatic language," Dr. Simmons sighs, as if disappointed by my lack of understanding. "Your father would understand—he's done similar work in his interrogation methods, hasn't he?"

The mention of my father sends a fresh wave of pain through me, different from the physical sensations still building within my body. The thought of him searching for me, or worse, not knowing I'm missing at all, brings tears to my eyes.

Dr. Simmons notices, his expression softening in a way that's somehow more terrifying than his clinical detachment. "Ah, thinking of daddy? Don't worry. He'll know exactly where you are soon enough. Mr. Moretti has plans to send him proof of life... in a manner of speaking."

Horror washes over me at the implication. "No," I whisper. "Please, don't—"

"That's not up to me," Dr. Simmons cuts me off. "My job is simply to prepare you for whatever role Mr. Moretti has in mind." He increases the intensity of the device again, and my protest dissolves into a strangled moan as pleasure crashes through me with renewed force.

"I think she's almost there," Luke observes, his voice thick with anticipation. "Look at her face."

I try to hold back, to fight against the rising tide, but it's impossible. The sensations build and build, a relentless pressure that can't be denied. My body tenses, hovering on the brink, every muscle straining against the inevitable.

"Don't fight it," Dr. Simmons instructs, his voice hypnotic in its calm authority. "Accept what your body wants. What it needs."

The orgasm tears through me with devastating force, a tidal wave that obliterates everything in its path. I scream, the sound raw and broken, as my body convulses against the restraints. Pleasure and shame blend together into something I can't comprehend, something that threatens to shatter my very sense of self.

Dr. Simmons continues his relentless stimulation through the aftershocks, prolonging the sensation until it borders on pain. Only when I'm gasping, pleading incoherently for mercy, does he finally withdraw the device.

"Very good," he says, his tone suggesting I've passed some kind of test.

"Please," I whisper, my voice hoarse from screaming. "I can't—"

"You can," Dr. Simmons interrupts gently. "And you will. Your capacity for pleasure is far greater than you realize, Caitria. By the end of today's session, you'll understand that your body belongs to us in ways you never imagined possible."

He turns to Luke, who stands nearby, watching with undisguised hunger. "Go get the others. We're ready for them."

Fresh horror washes over me.

OTHERS!?

"Keith, if you'd take over for a moment, please."

"Glady," Keith says, and he positions himself between my spread legs. I only get a moment's warning before he's holding the probe against my clit again, dragging his free hand through my sopping folds.

My back arches involuntarily at Keith's touch, body still hypersensitive from the first orgasm. The vibrations feel different in his hands—crueler somehow, less clinical and more personal as he grinds the device against me with sadistic precision.

"That's it," he murmurs, his free hand continuing its exploration, fingers tracing my entrance with maddening slowness.

I whimper, trying to twist away from his touch, but the restraints hold me firmly in place. The vibrations continue relentlessly against my oversensitive flesh, sending painful aftershocks through my body.

"Still fighting? Let's see how long that lasts."

The door opens, and I crane my neck as far as the restraints allow, desperate to see who's coming. My blood turns to ice when I realize it's not just one person but several—three men I've never seen before, all dressed in the same white uniforms as Keith and Luke. Their expressions range from clinical curiosity to undisguised lust as they enter, eyes immediately fixing on my restrained, naked body.

"Gentlemen," Dr. Simmons says, “This is Caitria. You’ll be helping with her first group therapy session.”

Keith shifts the angle on the wand and I groan, my hips shifting helplessly as much as I try to resist.

“Who wants to fuck her first?” Luke asks.

My breath catches in my throat as the men step closer, their eyes hungrily roaming over my restrained body. Each face is a mask of calculated desire, clinical in its assessment of me as nothing more than flesh to be used.

"I'll go first," says one of them, a tall man with cold gray eyes and close-cropped dark hair. His voice is deep, almost gentle, which somehow makes it worse. He approaches the table with an unhurried confidence that tells me he's done this many times before.

"This is David," Dr. Simmons introduces, as if we're at a business meeting rather than... this. "He specializes in breaking particularly stubborn cases."

David smiles, the expression never reaching his eyes as he circles the table, inspecting me from every angle. "She's exquisite," he comments, running a finger down my spine. I shudder at his touch, my skin feeling like it’s on fire.

He begins unbuckling his belt while Keith finally removes the vibrator. The momentary relief is short-lived as panic sets in. Five men. They're going to take turns with me like I'm nothing but a toy to be passed around, a thing to be used and discarded. Behind me, I hear the zipper of David's pants and the rustle of clothing. My heart slams against my ribs, each beat a desperate protest that no one will hear.

"Look at her," one of the other men comments. "Already wet and ready."

A chorus of chuckles fills the room, the sound more terrifying than any threat. These men see nothing wrong with what they're doing. To them, I'm just another subject, another body to break.

"Group therapy serves two purposes," Dr. Simmons explains, his clinical tone a grotesque counterpoint to the violation about to happen. "First, it teaches your body to respond regardless of who's using it. Second, it breaks down your psychological resistance through overwhelming stimulation."

David positions himself behind me, his hands gripping my hips with bruising force. I feel him pressing against me, hot and insistent, and I squeeze my eyes shut, bracing for the invasion.

"Look at me, Caitria," Dr. Simmons commands. When I don't comply, he nods to Keith, who grabs my hair and yanks my head up painfully. "He said look at him," Keith growls against my ear.

I force my eyes open, meeting Dr. Simmons' cold, analytical gaze as David pushes inside me with one brutal thrust. The pain is sharp, immediate, tearing a scream from my throat that echoes off the sterile walls. David groans behind me, his fingers digging into my flesh as he establishes a punishing rhythm. He's larger than Keith or Luke, and my body, though wet from the forced stimulation, isn't prepared for his size or ferocity.

"I want you to understand something fundamental," Dr. Simmons says, leaning closer, his face inches from mine as David pounds into me. "Your body is now property. Not yours. Not even truly Mr. Moretti's. It belongs to whoever we decide deserves access."

"Jesus, she's tight," David grunts, his fingers digging deeper into my flesh as he establishes a punishing rhythm. Each thrust drives me against the padded table, the restraints cutting into my wrists and ankles as I instinctively try to escape.

David's thrusts become more forceful, each one driving the air from my lungs. I try to retreat into my mind, to find some corner where this isn't happening, but I can’t.

Hands land on my breasts, though I can’t see who they belong to. Fingers twist and pinch and pull at my nipples.

I gasp in shock as pain radiates from my sensitive flesh. Through tear-blurred vision, I see one of the other men has moved beside me, his hands claiming my breasts while David continues his relentless assault from behind.

"She responds well to pain," this new tormentor observes, his voice clinical despite the cruelty of his touch. He twists harder, and I bite back a scream.

"That's Marcus," Dr. Simmons explains conversationally, as if introducing colleagues at a conference. "His background is in pain response therapy."

Marcus smiles down at me as if dissecting a specimen. His eyes are cold and assessing, the eyes of a scientist observing a particularly interesting experiment. My tortured reactions only seem to encourage him, as if each whimper is a confirmation of his theories. "The intersection of pain and pleasure," he notes clinically, pinching my nipples with calculated precision, the searing ache sending violent spasms through my body, "is where the most profound behavioral modification occurs. When the subject can no longer distinguish between the two sensations, that's when real progress begins." His words are as sharp and invasive as his touch, each syllable deliberate and merciless.

David's rhythm falters, and I feel his thighs tense against me. His breathing is ragged and uneven, a gasping counterpoint to my own desperate cries. He's close to finishing, and panic flares within me, even more intrusive than his brutal thrusts. I clench involuntarily around him, and his voice breaks into a guttural groan. He shoots hot streams inside me, filling me up, and I choke on the humiliation as it spills over into every part of me.

Marcus watches David's climax with clinical interest, his fingers continuing their cruel exploration even as his eyes follow the other man's every shudder and gasp. To him, this is just another data point, another step in the process of breaking me down until there's nothing left of the person I once was.

“Marcus,” I hear Dr. Simmons say above the rush of blood in my ears. “Would you like to go next?”

Marcus gives a slight nod, his eyes never leaving my face. "With pleasure, doctor."

David withdraws from me, leaving me empty and used, his seed leaking from between my thighs. The momentary reprieve does nothing to calm my racing heart as Marcus circles around behind me, his clinical detachment somehow more terrifying than David's raw aggression.

"Interesting physiological responses," Marcus comments, his fingers tracing the curve of my spine. "Elevated heart rate, pupil dilation, involuntary muscle contractions. Classic signs of terror... and arousal."

His touch is gentle, almost tender, as he positions himself behind me. This false gentleness is worse than violence—it creates confusion, makes my body respond in ways that shame me to my core.

"I prefer to take my time," he informs the room, his hands spreading me open with methodical precision, each finger placed with deliberate precision to maximize my discomfort.

I feel something cold and hard pressing against me. Not flesh, but some kind of implement. "The body responds more honestly to alternating stimuli."

The object pushes inside me, wider than David was, unyielding and cold. I gasp at the intrusion. Then I feel something else… somewhere else. His thumb traces over my tight, puckered asshole, and I whimper.

The pressure of his thumb makes me jerk against my restraints, a panicked sound escaping my throat. "No," I manage to gasp, "not there—please."

Marcus chuckles, the sound devoid of warmth. "Resistance only heightens the experience," he informs me, as if imparting wisdom. His thumb continues its insistent circular motion, applying more pressure with each pass. "The tighter you clench, the more intense the sensation when you finally yield."

Dr. Simmons moves into my field of vision, watching my face with that same detached curiosity. "This is an important aspect of your conditioning, Caitria. Total access. No boundaries. No control."

I feel something cold and slick being applied where Marcus's thumb had been, and fresh terror courses through me. The artificial phallus inside me continues its relentless invasion while Marcus prepares me for something I never considered.

TO BE CONTINUED
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There is nothing I can do to stop Marcus. I feel the cold gel as he slicks my asshole, rubbing it in with the tip of his finger. The sensation is strange, violating, and my body instinctively recoils, but the restraints are absolute, no matter how hard I strain against them. I start to beg, at first in a hoarse whisper, then with frantic urgency as I realize what’s about to happen.

“Please don’t,” I gasp, unable to disguise my terror. “Please, I’ll do anything-”

But Dr. Simmons only sighs, as if my resistance is a tedious inconvenience. “Keith, silence her.”

Keith wastes no time. He grips my jaw, his fingers digging into my cheeks, and pries my mouth open. I thrash my head from side to side, but it’s useless. He pins me in place, his other hand locking around my throat, and shoves the ball gag between my teeth. My lips bruise around the hard sphere, my jaw forced open as he buckles it tight behind my head. My pleas die in my throat, reduced to muffled, animalistic grunts. Hot panic floods through me. I can’t even articulate my pain, my fear, my humiliation. They’ve silenced me.

Only then does Marcus begin. He lines himself up behind me, one hand squeezing my hip, the other pressing his slippery fingers against my asshole. He circles the tight ring of muscle, pushing with relentless pressure. The burn is instant and horrible. The head of his cock—or is it a toy, I truly can’t tell—forces its way inside, splitting me open with a pain that’s blinding. I scream, but the sound is a strangled, pathetic gurgle through the gag. I can feel the tears pouring down my face, mixing with snot and drool as I choke on my own panic.

Marcus moves slowly at first, savoring every inch as he forces more and more of himself into me. “She’s resisting beautifully,” he remarks, and I feel his hand caress my trembling thigh, as though I’m some kind of animal he’s proud to have broken. “The pain threshold is higher than average. You’ll want to keep an eye on that, Doctor.”

Dr. Simmons steps closer, his shadow falling over my face. “Noted,” he says, utterly unperturbed by my suffering. He leans in, so close his breath is warm on my ear. “You can scream all you want, Caitria. No one will ever hear you. No one will ever save you.”

Marcus speeds up, the thrusts coming hard and deep now, every movement a new white-hot spike of pain. The burning doesn’t subside; it only intensifies, compounded by the shame of being violently used like this in front of an audience. My mind drifts as I try to dissociate, but pain pulls me back. I can feel the cold rivulets of drool as they escape the gag and drip down my chin, falling to the padded table beneath me. I am disgusting. I am filth. I am dirt trapped under their fingernails.

Someone is laughing. I think it’s Luke, or maybe Keith, but I can’t see them. Marcus’s hands are everywhere, one squeezing my hip, the other reaching around to fist my hair, yanking my head back hard so my spine arches and my ass is raised higher. The humiliation is complete; there’s no dignity left in my body, nothing that belongs to me.

“This is how you learn obedience,” Dr. Simmons says. “Every time you resist, it becomes more difficult for you. You want it to stop, don’t you?” He waits for a response, but the gag renders me mute. Still, I nod, tears streaming down my face. “Good. Then obey next time.”

Dr. Simmons rests a hand on my head, smoothing my sweat-soaked hair almost tenderly. Then, turning to the others: “Blindfold her.”

Cold fabric is drawn over my eyes, plunging the world into darkness. My other senses sharpen, every touch magnified. Someone is at my side. He lifts my hips again, and I know what’s coming even before I hear the hum of the vibrator. The head presses against my clit, already swollen and aching from before, and the sudden jolt of sensation is like an electric shock. I scream into the gag as the vibrations force pleasure and pain together, my body lurching between agony and unwanted arousal.

I lose track of Marcus’s motions and my own shape within them; it all blends into a single, pulsing wound. What remains of my awareness dissolves into agony and the sick, mounting dread that this body—my body—is no longer mine, that the humiliation will not just stain me but become me. Marcus fucks me with the slow, deliberate rhythm of a surgeon dissecting a living organ, every thrust a lesson, every withdrawal a promise of something worse still to come. The pain is relentless, a raw wire threaded through my nerves, but it’s the humiliation of being reduced to an object, a specimen, a toy for their clinical amusement that truly breaks me open.

When Marcus finally finishes, he doesn’t grunt or curse or even breathe with pleasure. Instead he tenses, holds perfectly still, and grinds himself in so deep my vision goes white at the edges even under the blindfold. I feel the hot pulse of his climax, a searing, filthy flood that claims me on the inside as completely as his hands claimed me on the outside. He stays buried inside me for a long moment, as if he’s testing some hypothesis, then withdraws with a shudder that is more mechanical than human. I sob behind the gag—wet, uncoordinated hiccups of shame—as the air rushes over my ruined asshole and the sticky aftermath leaks down my thighs. The cold immediately returns, pricking at the torn skin, as though the room itself is eager to seep into my insides.

But there is no reprieve. Even when Marcus slides out, the vibrator remains pressed hard against my clit, never ceasing its assault.

“Her pussy is still dripping,” Marcus reports. He sounds almost disappointed that I’m still conscious, still capable of suffering. “She’s turned on, even if she thinks she isn’t.”

“That’s what I like to hear,” Luke says, stepping forward. He sounds like a man who’s been waiting for his turn all evening, savoring every moment of anticipation. He runs his hand down the length of my spine, his touch so casual it’s almost a mockery of tenderness.

“Who’s next?” Dr. Simmons asks, as if we’re passing around a bottle of wine.

“Me,” says Luke, his voice bright with expectation. He takes his place between my legs, kneeling on the padded table so his chest presses into my back. He pulls my hips up, arching me, putting me on display for the others. The movement grinds the vibrator harder against me, and I whimper and jerk, my body so overstimulated that I no longer know if I’m burning or freezing or both at once.

Luke pushes a finger into my asshole, wiggling it as if testing the elasticity of a new toy. “She’s loose now,” he laughs, glancing up at the others for approval. “Marcus did the heavy lifting.”

“Careful,” David warns, still breathless from his own exertion. “She’ll clamp if you rush it.”

The men share a laugh, but to me the sound is like glass shattering inside my skull. I can’t process that they’re all so at ease, so removed from what’s happening to me. To them, I really am an experiment, a set of reactions and responses, nothing more.

Luke lines himself up behind me. I can feel the blunt head of his cock, hot and insistent, nudging at the swollen, injured ring. His hands clamp around my hips, holding me steady, and then he thrusts in one motion, forcing himself all the way to the hilt. The pain is immediate, a fresh white-hot explosion that drowns out every other sensation. I scream into the gag, a soundless howl that vibrates in my skull and bursts out as drool around the rubber.

Luke’s rhythm is savage, fast from the first stroke, each impact bouncing my pelvis hard against the table’s edge. The humiliation is complete; I can feel the men’s eyes on me, hear their commentary as Luke pounds my ass like its his mission in life.

“She’s tighter than I thought,” Luke grunts, breathing ragged. “You sure you didn’t give her a little something extra, Doc?”

Dr. Simmons gives a soft chuckle. “Nothing but her own stress hormones. It’s remarkable what a little fear can do for the body’s resilience.”

Someone comes around to my front and wipes the drool from my chin with his thumb, not out of kindness but to watch my face more clearly. He leans close so our foreheads touch, and I hear Keith’s voice. “You’re a fucking mess,” he says, but there’s almost something like admiration in his tone.

The vibrator is still at my clit, forcing me to twitch and spasm. “We’re near a climax,” Marcus murmurs, and Dr. Simmons nods in agreement.

“Push her,” Simmons orders. “I want to see if she can come like this.”

Luke pounds harder, and I can feel the battered tissues inside me giving way. Every thrust is a new rush, and the vibrator is relentless at my clit, confusing the map of my sensations so that pain and pleasure are indistinguishable. My body shakes, convulses, tries to crawl away from the agony even as it’s locked in place by the hands and cocks and bonds of my captors.

At some point, I realize I’m no longer sobbing. The tears have run dry, replaced by a cold, animal horror, the sense that I am no longer a person but a toy for their appetites. The blindfold is soaked. My mind floats above the table, watching a naked, trembling body being used in ways no body should be used, and I wonder if I will ever return to it, if there is even anything left of me to reclaim.

Luke lets out a sudden, guttural yell and jams himself even deeper, his cock pulsing as he empties himself inside me. The pain is blinding, a sharp hotness that radiates from the core of my body down through my thighs into the very tips of my toes. I can feel the sick liquid warmth of his cum joining Marcus’s, oozing out around the seams where I’m torn and violated.

Luke pulls out with a wet, obscene pop. The absence is almost worse than the intrusion, as my body clenches around nothing, desperate and empty. I collapse forward, my arms giving out, but the restraints keep me upright, keep my ass exposed, and hold me wide open for inspection. I sob, not out of physical pain now, but from the totality of my defeat.

Dr. Simmons leans in, his breath hot against my ear. “You’re doing beautifully, Caitria. Only one more to go.”

In the darkness behind the blindfold, the words echo, reverberating through the raw corridors of my mind. I barely register the hands repositioning me, the slick gel reapplied, the way my body is manipulated like a toy on an assembly line. I hear the men talking—jokes, bets, comments about the efficacy of different techniques—but they are nothing more than static in the roaring storm of my own obliterated self.

It is Keith’s turn now. I recognize him by the coldness of his hands and the particular way he steadies my hips, almost gently, as if he doesn’t want to bruise the damaged flesh. He pushes into me slowly, methodically, inch by inch, not out of mercy but to savor every tortured reaction. The pain is omnipresent, but something else is building beneath it: a low, humming charge gathering at the base of my spine. Marcus increases the pressure of the vibrator, moving it in tiny, precise circles that overload the nerves and make my body jerk against Keith’s slow, grinding thrusts.

I feel the mounting pressure inside me, hate it, fear it, but it’s inexorable. My body is a traitor, responding to the rhythm and the heat and the sick percussive pulse of the vibrator, clenching tighter around Keith’s cock with every pass. I start to sob again, not just from shame but from the terror that they will succeed in making me come once more, that I will betray myself utterly in this moment.

Keith’s voice is a rusted hook, whispering just for me: “You gonna give it up for us, slut? You gonna come like a good little girl?” The words slip past the sweat and snot and tears, slither right into the hollow marrow of my spine. My mind claws for distance, for the memory of dignity, but the humiliation nestles deeper, fusing with my pulse. In the moment’s pause—a single heartbeat where the room hushes and the men hold their collective breath—I realize they want this from me more than anything. Not just my body, not just my pain, but this: my capitulation.

I shake my head frantically, violently, in denial. The blindfold is slick and stifling, cinched by sweat and the salt sting of tears, and it rakes over my skin as I jerk in protest. My mouth foams around the gag, lips stretching in a silent, animal snarl. I want to shriek at them, to curse, but all that comes out is another wet, hysterical sob. Keith laughs, the sound pure glee, and tightens his grip until my hips are ringed in bruises.

His cock drives into me in slow, spiraling plunges—exquisite torture, methodical, like opening an old wound with a scalpel. The other men crowd close, their bodies a wall of anticipation, their eyes glued to the trembling lines of my back and the frantic clench of my muscles. Every nerve ending is a raw wire, every inch of skin a stage for their scrutiny. Hands roam, greedy and uncoordinated, some squeezing my breasts, others slapping my ass or probing my mouth with their thumbs just to see if I’ll gag. The vibrator is still pressed cruelly against my clit, and now two of them—Marcus, maybe, or Luke—take turns flicking it, rolling it in tiny, savage circles, pushing me toward the precipice I dread above all things.

It isn’t pain anymore, not exactly. It’s too big for pain; it lodges itself in the base of my skull and blooms outward, a black sunburst that eclipses everything I thought I knew about myself. I feel my body arching, offering itself up to the gods of ruin. I don’t want it. I fight it. I bite down on the gag so hard my jaw pops and my teeth ache, but the orgasm gathers anyway, monstrous and inevitable, a blizzard closing over a dying animal. My mind fractures. I can’t remember my name, or the names of the men, or even why I’m here. There is only the obscene friction, the layered fullness of my holes, the white-hot pressure in my pelvis and the crowd’s low, feverish murmurs.

Keith bends and presses his lips to my ear. “Come for us, Caitria. Show us you love it.” He whisper-roars it, and the men echo in chorus—Come on, come for us, do it, you little bitch—like a pack urging on the kill.

I try to hold back, but my hips betray me, bucking backward in a helpless, shivering convulsion. The orgasm detonates, not in a wave but in a series of explosions that rip through my abdomen and set every muscle spasming. I thrash against the table, wrists yanking at the cuffs, legs kicking convulsively as the humiliation brands itself into the sinew of my being. The scream that claws its way out of my throat is unrecognizable, neither pleasure nor pain but a raw, keening noise that makes the room fall silent for one breathless instant—an animal in the jaws of the trap, howling out its surrender.

The men cheer. Real applause. Someone slaps my ass so hard the echo rings off the walls; another pounds the table in approval. I hear the shuffle of flesh, the ugly wet sounds of their cocks and the slurped dripping of my own arousal. My body is a ruined vessel, leaking fluids and shame in equal measure, but above it all, I feel the clattering of their hands, the joy of my complete annihilation.

Keith’s fucking grows wild and erratic, no longer measured but desperate, as if my orgasm has triggered some primal permission. He jackhammers into me, slamming my hips against the unmoving table, and I sense the rest of them crowding closer, their hands on my neck, my scalp, my teeth, rooting for the last vestiges of resistance. The vibrator is gone—someone’s hand replaced it, rubbing brutal, raw circles over my clit, smearing the aftermath of my climax into sticky, hot filth. I convulse around Keith’s cock, still sobbing, and he lets out a ragged, high-pitched gasp before burying himself deep inside me. I feel the heat of him, the final insult as he empties himself, and my insides clench involuntarily around the foreign, stinging fullness.

He pulls out, and a sick tide spills from between my legs—his cum, my blood, the mingled sweat and juice of all my defeats. For a moment I am hollow, boneless, a rag doll strung up by the wrists. My head slumps forward, the blindfold scraping over my face, and the only thing holding me upright is the tangle of restraints and the sticky gravity of the table.

The men are talking, laughing, congratulating Keith and each other. I am a memory to them already, a fine experiment, a spectacle to be dissected and reordered for their future pleasures. Through the fog, I hear Dr. Simmons’s voice, rich with amusement and authority: “Gentlemen, would you like to try the other hole? Those who fucked her pussy take her ass, and vice versa?”

The suggestion is met with a chorus of enthusiastic agreement, a renewed surge of bodies and hands. I feel the table shift as the men rearrange themselves, some slapping my thighs to keep them spread, others spitting in their palms to slick their cocks. My cunt is so battered and stretched that the next man slides in almost effortlessly, the friction less a pain than a soft, burning ache. I don’t know which of them it is—Marcus, maybe, or another whose name I’ve already blurred into the background radiation of my shame. All I know is the cold air on my back, the raw sting of my ass, and the endless, relentless cycle of use.

A cock eases into my soaked pussy, claiming the territory anew, and the room resets around the fresh tableau of my submission.

They fuck me until I’m unconscious.
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I come to slowly, my head pounding as though someone stuffed it full of wet cotton. My eyelids are heavy, reluctant to open, but when they finally do, I almost wish they hadn’t as the memories come flooding back.

Every inch of me hurts. My body feels wrong, and it takes a few minutes for me to realize why.

When I try to push myself up, nothing happens. My arms don’t move. Panic spikes through me like an electric current. I jerk again, harder this time, but my body only jerks awkwardly in place. That’s when I look down.

White canvas. Straps cinched so tight I can feel the circulation throbbing in my hands. The buckles gleam faintly in the low light of the padded cell. A straitjacket. Straps run between my legs, over my bare pussy. I am completely and utterly trapped.

“No,” I whisper, shaking my head. “No, no, no…”

The realization detonates inside me, blowing panic into full terror. I throw myself against the floor, twisting, thrashing, fighting with everything I have. The padded walls smother every sound but my own ragged breath and the guttural cries that rip out of my throat.

I wrench my shoulders, trying to tear the fabric. It doesn’t give. I slam my back against the wall, hoping the impact will loosen the straps. Nothing. The buckles only dig deeper into my flesh, branding me with their merciless hold.

“Let me out!” My scream cracks, echoing back, meaningless.

I throw my weight to the side and crash onto my shoulder, kicking wildly, thrashing like a fish caught on a line. The straitjacket holds. My chest burns. My arms scream with numbness. I twist until my muscles tremble and my body gives out, collapsing onto the padded floor.

Sweat soaks my hair, sticking it to my forehead. My heart hammers so hard I can hear it in my ears. All I’ve done is exhaust myself. The jacket hasn’t loosened by so much as a thread.

Tears blur my vision. I roll onto my back, chest heaving, eyes fixed on the ceiling that feels too close, too suffocating. Trapped. Bound. Helpless.

The door opens, and in stroll Keith and Luke. I wish I wasn’t crying, I wish I wasn’t showing them my weakness.

“Well, look at you,” Keith drawls, eyes flicking over the sight of me on the floor.

I glare at them through my tears, fighting to steady my breathing. The straitjacket creaks as I try again to pull free, the effort hopeless but automatic.

Luke smirks, tilting his head. “All that fire, and you’re still just a helpless little girl. Doesn’t matter how much you fight. We win every time.”

“Get me out of this,” I hiss, twisting violently onto my side. “Now!”

They only chuckle, and Keith crouches down so he’s level with me.

“Oh, you still think you’ve got a choice. That’s cute.” He reaches out and flicks one of the buckles at my shoulder; the metal clinking sharply. “These things were built for worse than you. You could break every bone in your body before you ever slip free.”

I lunge toward him, teeth bared, trying to close the inches between us. The jacket jerks me short, and I collapse against the floor, breath heaving. Keith laughs, low and mocking.

“That’s the spirit. Keep it up—Doc loves seeing fighters wear themselves out. Makes it so much easier when you stop.”

I freeze, staring up at him, my chest heaving. “You’re monsters.”

Keith leans closer, so close I can see the amusement dancing in his eyes. “No. Monsters get caught. We get paid. But look, Luke’s got a surprise for you. So we don’t have any more accidents.”

Luke flourishes both hands, fingers splayed, and for a heartbeat I dare believe he means to unlock the straps. Instead, he reaches behind his back and withdraws a plastic-wrapped rectangle, fat and crinkling—a diaper, thickly padded. The room tilts.

"No," I breathe, but the word is a shivery nothing against their laughter.

Keith takes hold of my shoulders, while Luke tears open the package. The smell of synthetic baby powder swells into the air, sweet and cloying, and I gag. Keith kneels, pinning my upper body to the padded floor with his knees, his hands braced on either side of my head. I thrash, but my arms are pinned tight, the canvas holding every desperate jerk. Luke is calm, even gentle, as he bunches up the diaper and lifts my hips, dragging my bare ass off the ground. The straitjacket’s crotch strap stretches the lips of my pussy, making me open and exposed, and Luke’s knuckles brush me with every movement.

“Don’t fight,” Keith murmurs, smirking. “You’ll only make it worse.”

Luke slides the diaper underneath me, the edges scraping over my skin. He takes a moment to arrange it just so, pressing the thick padding between my legs, then secures it with an expert snap of the sticky tabs. The plastic crackles every time I breathe. It’s humiliatingly tight, the bulk of it forcing my thighs apart, and already I can feel my own wetness squishing against the absorbent lining. Luke smooths a palm across the front, tracing the shape of my cunt in slow, deliberate circles.

“There we go,” he coos, like a parent coddling a newborn. “Isn’t that better, little one?”

I try to spit at him, but my mouth is too dry. My eyes burn with useless, childish tears. They’ve made me into a fucking baby, and the worst part is how my body responds to the friction, the warmth of the padding, the hands on my skin.

Luke’s fingers dig into me through the diaper, kneading my sex until I can’t help but shudder. Keith leans in, lips close to my ear, breath hot.

“What a good little girl,” Keith taunts. “Do you want to come in your diaper?” He says it with the singsong cruelty of a playground bully. “I think you do.”

I shake my head, clenching my jaw. No, no, no. But Luke is already working his hand under the elastic, shoving the thick material aside to reach my pussy. His fingers are rough, unhesitant, and the humiliation is so sharp it might as well be another blade.

“Look at that,” Luke says, holding up his glistening fingers. “She’s wet already. You like it, don’t you? You fucking love it.”

He forces his fingers back inside; the padding muffling the wet sounds but not the sensation. I moan despite myself, the sound half-strangled in my throat. Keith’s weight holds me down as I squirm, my body betraying me with every involuntary twitch. Luke’s hand moves faster, the friction building, the shame blooming hot and full in my chest.

They keep talking, their words twisting and colliding over my head. “Bet she’ll soak it in seconds,” Keith laughs. “Bet she’ll beg to have it changed.”

“You want to come for us?” Luke says, voice low and mocking. “Show us how filthy you really are.”

I writhe, desperate, furious, unable to do anything but feel. Luke’s fingers work mercilessly, driving me toward the edge with relentless, practiced cruelty. The diaper is a prison, the straitjacket a vice, and my own arousal the final betrayal.

Luke keeps working his hand beneath the padding, the rhythm never breaking. His words are a lash, the touch a punishment, and for one sick instant I want to let go, to spite them with my own helpless pleasure. My body coils, the shame rising like bile, and I sob.

Luke’s fingers would make a liar of me. Every time he returns to my cunt, he finds it wetter, more frantic, more needy, and my own body is doing the work of my destruction. He slides the tips of two fingers up and down my sex, the padding squelching obscenely as he rubs in slow, mocking circles. He knows how close I am—how much I ache, how my insides are drawn tight as wire—and he keeps me right there, trembling, quivering, a hair’s breadth from detonation. Keith’s grip on my shoulders is heavy and unyielding; when I squirm, holding me in place like a bad puppy.

“Aw, she’s squirming,” Keith says, voice syrupy with fake compassion. “Is the little baby gonna cry?”

My breath is ragged, punctuated by short, shuddering gasps as Luke’s fingers edge me up and up, always retreating before I can fall over. I twist in the straitjacket, bucking my hips, greedily seeking more, and it only makes the diaper crinkle louder, reminding me of what I am now. A hot flush spreads over my chest and neck, humiliation and need mixing until I can’t tell them apart.

Then, just as I’m about to tip over the edge, Luke yanks his hand away. The sudden emptiness is a violence unto itself. My body spasms, desperate for the finish that never comes, and I let out a high, helpless whimper.

He holds his glistening fingers up for my inspection, wagging them in front of my face. “You see that, Keith? She’s drooling down her legs. Fucking textbook pervert.”

Keith leans in until I can smell his cologne and the sour tang of sweat on his skin. “You want him to keep going, baby girl? Want him to make you come?” He laughs, sharp and cruel. “You think you deserve it?”

I bite my lip, shaking, refusing to answer. My heart pounds so hard it feels like it’s going to burst out of my bruised chest.

Keith slaps my cheek, not hard enough to really hurt, but the shock of it makes my tears spill over. “If you want it, you ask. Say please. Say you need it.”

I blink rapidly, trying to clear the salt from my eyes. I’m not going to beg. I’m not going to give them that satisfaction. But Luke is already pressing the heel of his hand against my clit, grinding it in slow, grinding circles. I arch into the pressure, cursing my own body for betraying me so completely. Keith watches my face the whole time, his mouth twisted in a wolfish grin.

“You think you’re so tough,” he says, lowering his voice to a growl. “But I see the way you melt. I see how much you fucking love it, you nasty little slut.” He tangles a hand in my hair, pulling my head back so I’m forced to look him in the eye. “Does that make you feel ashamed? Knowing that you’re just a bitch in heat?”

My vision blurs again, and I can’t decide if it’s from the pain, the friction, or the sick, dizzying need. I shake my head, trying to deny it, but Luke’s fingers are back, sliding under the elastic, this time pushing two thick fingers right into me. He pistons them in and out, brutally efficient, and with his other hand he presses on the swollen mound of the diaper, doubling the sensation. I moan, the sound animal, pathetic, but I can’t help it. I’m so close I could die.

And then, again, he stops. Luke withdraws his hand, wiping the wetness on the outside of the diaper, like he’s painting a target on me. “You know what your problem is?” he says, voice soft, almost thoughtful. “You think you deserve choices. That someone’s going to come and rescue you. But this is all you are now. This is all you get.”

Keith leans over me, his beard scratching my temple. “All that mouth, and you’re just another bitch who can’t control herself.” He lets go of my hair, patting my cheek with mock affection.

I lie there, gasping, every inch of me on fire. The air feels thick, impossible to breathe. I’m reduced to nothing but ache and want, and they know it; they’ve made me into it.

Luke traces the outline of my diaper with a single finger, slow and featherlight, making me shudder. “You want to come?” he asks. It’s not a question; it’s a challenge.

I clench my jaw, refusing to answer. I will not beg. I will not beg.

He shakes his head, clicking his tongue. “Still so stubborn. Maybe she needs more incentive.” He digs his fingers into the padding, hard enough to leave dents in the absorbent core. I yelp, the sensation almost painful, but it only makes me wetter.

Luke leans in, voice conspiratorial. “If you want to come, you have to earn it, princess. Otherwise, we’ll just leave you like this. Miserable, leaking, desperate.”

Keith laughs, squeezing my face until my lips pucker. “You think you’re better than us? You think you’re not some pervert with a hole just waiting to be filled? Prove it. Show us something.”

I squeeze my eyes shut, humiliated beyond words, but my traitor body wants it so badly I could scream. I rock my hips, grinding against the thick, soaked bulk, desperate to touch myself, but the straitjacket holds me fast. I’m helpless, a puppet, a toy built for their amusement.

Luke’s hand hovers, poised above my sex. “You want it, don’t you? Say it. Say please.”

I refuse. I refuse.

But then he’s gone, pulling back, wiping his hands on a towel with deliberate slowness. The deprivation is worse than the touch, a cold ache settling in my gut as I realize he might actually leave me here, unsatisfied, frantic, forever denied.

Tears streak down my face, hot and bitter.

“Okay, okay,” I whisper, the words barely audible. “Please.” My voice breaks, straining with the effort of surrender. “Please.”

Luke leans down, his lips almost touching my ear. “If you want to come, you have to be a good girl. Good girls do what they’re told.”

The room spins; I can’t breathe. “How?” I ask, the last of my dignity burning away in the question.

Keith grins, slapping my face again, softer this time. “It’s easy, baby. All you gotta do is wet your diaper. Go on. Let go. Show us you’re nothing but a helpless little toy, and maybe we’ll let you have your reward.”

Luke runs his fingers down the front of the diaper, pressing gently on my bladder. I realize, with a sick lurch, that I’m full to bursting, that I’ve been holding it in for hours without knowing it. The pressure is monstrous.

“Come on,” Keith purrs. “You know you want to. Just be a good girl and piss yourself for us.”

I shudder, the humiliation vast and dizzying, but the need is overwhelming. I try to hold back, to resist, but my body is already betraying me, the muscles trembling with anticipation. The straitjacket is tight, the crotch strap digging in, and with every second that passes the urge grows sharper.

Luke slides his hand under the padding one last time. “We’re not letting you out until you do it,” he whispers.

For a moment, I wrestle with the horror of it—what it means to surrender, to let go, to truly become the thing they want me to be. But the pain is too much, the need too sharp, and my body makes the choice for me. I relax, just a fraction, and the floodgates open. I feel the hot rush, the diaper swelling and crinkling as it soaks up my shame. My face burns. I start to sob, but Luke’s hand is there, relentless, massaging my cunt through the wet padding, never letting up. The heat and friction are too much, and I explode, coming so hard I black out for a second, my whole body shaking with the violence of it.

When I come back to myself, I am still sobbing, the diaper heavy and sodden, my body limp, boneless, ruined. Luke withdraws his hand at last and wipes it on my thigh.

“Good girl,” he says, soft and cold.

The door to the cell closes with a hydraulic click, leaving me alone in the padded silence, trapped with my own exhaustion and filth.
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Hours pass. Time folds in on itself in this silent, padded limbo, and I lose track of where the light is coming from or how long I’ve been left to marinate in my own wreckage. The diaper clings between my legs, a thick, sodden lump that grows cold, then colder still, until the heat of my accident is only a distant memory. I try to roll, to find some position that doesn’t grind the wetness deeper into my skin, but every movement makes it squelch, amplifying my shame with every sticky, sucking sound. The straitjacket is a second skin now, my arms numb from their entombment, my body’s edges blurred by hunger and exhaustion.

It’s the smell, more than anything, that finally breaks me. I can’t escape it. The sour, plasticky stink rises every time I shift, coiling around my face, seeping into my hair and the corner of my mouth. I try to hold my breath, but panic always wins, and I gasp in great, shuddering gulps, only to taste my own humiliation on my tongue. I want to scream, to spit, to tear the diaper from my hips and burn it in the corner of the room, but my hands are useless lumps at my sides, my legs splayed obscenely, knees pulled up and apart by the tightness of the straps and the bulk of the absorbent padding. I’m ruined. I’m a mess.

I don’t remember when the tears start. Maybe they never stopped, maybe I just lost track of them amid the constant drip of snot and saliva and sweat. But at some point, I am sobbing in earnest—loud, ragged, open-mouthed wails that bounce off the padded walls and fold back on me, echoing in a feedback loop of misery. It is a child’s cry, primal and bottomless, and I can’t stop it even if I try. Because beneath the animal panic and the aching humiliation, I finally understand: there is no one coming. No one will hear me. My rage is background noise, my voice a useless toy. Here, in this place, I am nothing but a thing, a crumpled doll for them to use and discard as they please.

Eventually, sleep drags me under. I wake to a sticky dampness on my cheek and the slow, insistent ache of a full bladder threatening to repeat the cycle. I clamp down and pray, teeth grinding in the dark. There is no clock in the room, but I know hours have passed. Maybe a day. Maybe two. I lose count of the time I drift in and out, the intervals between waking and blacking out again, the ever-worsening cling of the diaper and the dull throb of my guts from hunger and dehydration. I daydream about water and about fresh air and about dying, in that order. My mind peels off into fragments, looping through old songs or memories or the taste of pizza on a Friday night, anything to drown out the horror of what I am.

When the door finally hisses open, I am too spent to react. A rectangle of light cuts through the gloom, burning my eyes. Luke and Keith step in. Keith is carrying a thick, white rectangle in one hand—a fresh diaper, shrink-wrapped and clinical. I don’t know whether I’m relieved or horrified.

“Well, well,” Keith drawls, holding the diaper up like a prize. “Someone’s a real mess, huh?”

Luke gestures at my face, and I realize there’s drool running down my chin, drying in crusty threads. “She’s ripe,” he says, voice flat with disgust.

I try to shift up, to preserve some shred of dignity, but the straitjacket makes it impossible. Instead, I just stare at the ceiling, blinking away tears that I’m too empty to shed.

“Do you want us to change you?” Keith asks. He’s trying to sound gentle, but the tone is pure mockery. “Want out of that nasty diaper, you dirty girl?”

I close my eyes and nod, just once, too tired to even form words.

Keith leans down, hand on my chin, squeezing until my jaw pops. “Use your words, sweetheart.”

“Yes,” I croak, the word sticking in my throat.

Luke’s face is a mask of something between disgust and delight. “You really are pathetic. But you want to be clean, huh?” He sets the new diaper on the floor beside me. “Here’s the deal. You suck our cocks. Once we come down your throat, and you swallow like a good girl, we’ll change you. Otherwise, you can just stew in your own filth.”

I stare at the ceiling. My eyes sting. For a minute, I almost believe I’ll refuse, that I have some tiny rubicon of dignity left to cross. But the diaper is cold and sticky, and the skin on my thighs itches and burns, and I know that if I don’t agree, I’ll spend another eternity drowning in my own waste. I am a coward and a hypocrite.

“Fine,” I whisper.

Luke grins. “What was that?”

“Okay,” I say, louder this time. “I’ll do it. Just—just get this off me.”

Keith bursts into laughter. “You heard her. She’s desperate.” He unbuckles his jeans, freeing his cock, already half-hard. With a practiced grip, he fists the base and swings around to stand over my head.

“Up,” he orders. “On your knees. Show some enthusiasm.”

With a massive effort, I roll onto my side and push myself to my knees. The straitjacket makes it awkward, but Keith grabs a fistful of my hair and yanks me upright, forcing my face level with his crotch. I can smell his musk, the thick, salty tang of sweat and old cum. My stomach turns.

“Open up,” he says, and when I don’t move fast enough, he slaps my cheek with his cock, painting my lips with pre-cum.

I open my mouth and he slides in, thick and hot, violating the last personal space I have left. He’s not gentle—he uses my mouth like a sleeve, bucking his hips, forcing me to take him deeper and deeper until I choke. The tip hits the back of my throat and I gag, but Keith just laughs and keeps thrusting, the rhythm brutal and relentless. Drool spills from the corners of my mouth, slicking his shaft and my chin.

“That’s it,” he purrs, “Take it, just like you’re meant to.”

With my arms bound, I can’t push him away, can’t even brace myself. All I can do is kneel and let him use my throat, tears streaming down my face as the air gets thinner and thinner. He’s moaning now, hips trembling. When he unloads, it’s all at once—a hot, viscous flood that fills my mouth and overflows before I can swallow it all. The taste is bitter and vile, and I choke, but Keith just grinds his cock in further, holding me there until I have no choice but to gulp it down or suffocate.

He finally lets go, pulling out with a wet pop and dragging his cock across my cheek and lips, smearing the mess everywhere. “Swallow,” he says, and I do.

“Good girl,” Keith says, ruffling my hair like I’m some overgrown toddler.

Luke steps forward, already unzipped, his cock out and angry. There is nothing playful about his expression, nothing even remotely human.

“You think you’re clever,” he says. “You think you’re playing a game. But you don’t get it.” He slaps my face, then forces his cock between my lips, pushing hard enough to split them. “You’re a thing. A hole. That’s all you are now.”

The force of him is different—less about pleasure, more about punishment. He grinds in, deeper, until I swear he’ll choke me to death. When I try to pull back, he grips my hair and shoves me down harder, making me take every last inch. I can’t breathe. My vision goes spotty, and I panic, making a muffled scream around his cock. He holds me there, suffocating me, until at the very last second he yanks out and lets me gasp for air.

I cough, spit, retch. My throat burns. Luke waits only a second before he’s back in my mouth, this time fucking my face with quick, violent thrusts, as if he’s punishing me for breathing at all. Snot leaks from my nose and drips down onto the floor.

He finally comes with a savage grunt, one hand clamped at the back of my head. His cum is hotter than Keith’s, more abundant, and he forces every drop down my throat, holding my head until I swallow it all. Then he pulls out and wipes himself off on my cheek, leaving me glazed and dripping.

I collapse forward, legs folding under me, the diaper squishing horribly as I fall. I want to die, but I don’t even have the energy for that.

Keith only laughs, and it’s a low, hollow sound, all empty amusement and no empathy. He doesn’t even bother to crouch; he just puts the toe of his boot against my ribs and nudges me over, rolling me onto my back with as much care as you’d give a sack of garbage. My shoulders thump against the padded floor, the straitjacket edges biting into my armpits, and I stare up at them, blinking through a haze of tears and shame.

I can’t decide whether Luke looks bored or hungry. He stands over me, arms folded, his eyes locked on my crotch with the cold interest of a lab technician. “Do you need a piss again? You better do it now; we won’t change you anytime soon,” he says, his voice so casual it barely registers as taunting.

I want to say no, to spit at him, to hold on to the last shred of control I might still have. But the words don’t come out. Instead, I feel my face crumple; the tears welling up all over again, pooling hot at the corners of my eyes before rolling down my cheeks and pooling in my ears. I just shake my head, mute, pathetic.

Keith kneels down beside me, close enough that I can smell the stale coffee and cigarette smoke on his breath. His hands are huge, calloused—hands that have broken noses, fixed carburetors, strangled small animals as a kid, maybe. He puts one palm flat on my belly, right above my pubic bone, and presses down, slow and steady. At first, nothing happens except a dull ache, my bladder already near-empty from the last round, but he keeps pushing, harder and harder, until my body decides for me. There is no dignity in the sound I make—a thin, whimpering gasp as I let go, the wet heat blooming across my crotch and pooling under my ass and lower back.

Keith grins, the right side of his mouth peeling back in a wolfish sneer. “That wasn’t so hard, was it?” he mocks, and gives my belly one last mean shove, forcing out the last drips and making me jerk in pain.

Luke squats down on my other side. Together, they work with brutal efficiency, stripping off the tapes of the diaper and peeling it away from my skin, holding it up between them like a dead animal. It’s discolored, swollen, and leaking at the edges. Luke makes a big show of gagging, waving his hand in front of his nose and wrinkling his face. They lob it into the plastic bin against the wall, and the wet slap of it hitting bottom echoes through the room like a gunshot. I feel exposed and raw, the cold air on my skin almost worse than the diaper itself.

Luke produces a pack of baby wipes from somewhere, rips it open, and begins to methodically clean me off. The wipes are ice-cold, almost burning against my tender, abraded skin. He drags each one across my thighs and up between my legs with deliberate, unhurried strokes, pressing harder than necessary so the skin goes red in their wake. The friction is unbearable, but I grit my teeth and bear it, trying not to react, knowing that any sign of weakness is only fuel for them.

But Luke is looking for a reaction, and after a few passes he zeroes in on my cunt, scrubbing it over and over until I can’t help but flinch away. He grins at Keith. “Look at her, fucking squirming,” he says, and runs a fresh wipe along my slit, slow and deliberate. “Bet she likes it.”

Keith snorts, reaching over with a wipe of his own to help. They both go at me, one on each side, cleaning and prodding and spreading my lips, wiping at me in long, humiliating strokes that leave me sticky and raw and pink. I try to keep my face blank, but it’s no use. I can feel the heat rising in my cheeks, the tremble in my thighs as they manipulate me. Eventually they seem satisfied, and Luke balls up the soiled wipes, tossing them into the bin with a loud, “Swish!”

He picks up a fresh diaper, unfolds it with a crisp snap, and threads it under my hips. Keith lifts my legs into the air, knees to my chest, exposing everything. My humiliation is total. They powder me, slapping it on thick, and then Luke fastens the tapes snug, trapping me inside like a newborn.

“Want to see if she’s wet yet? I wanna see how fast she gets turned on again,” Keith says, leering at me with a twisted smile. He drags his palm down the front of the new diaper, his fingers massaging the thick padding over my mound.

He doesn’t even need to check. I know I’m soaked—my body’s traitorous response to their attention, the horror and shame making me hypersensitive, raw and electric. But Keith wants the proof, so he peels the edge of the diaper back and slips his fingers inside, running them along my slit. I jerk at the contact, unable to help myself.

He withdraws his hand and holds it up for Luke to see: his fingers glisten with wetness. “I think our dirty little slut wants to come again,” he announces, voice full of glee.

Luke leans in, his mouth inches from my ear. “She does. She fucking loves every second of this. Don’t you, baby?” He bites my earlobe hard, and I yelp, hot tears pricking my eyes again.

I want to scream at them, to deny it, to say I hate them and I hate myself and I can’t stand this for one more second. But my cunt throbs and my hips roll up into Keith’s hand, and I know they’re right.

The worst part is the relief. After hours of nothing but pain and degradation, the prospect of an orgasm—any kind of pleasure, even this perverse, filthy pleasure—is almost a mercy. I hate myself for craving it, for needing it more than escape or revenge or dignity.

“How shall we make her earn it this time?” Luke asks, drawing back to study me, his eyes cold and bright.

Keith shrugs, already unzipping his jeans. “She can get herself off, can’t she? I want to see her do it. In the diaper.”

Luke laughs. “You think she can? Arms are strapped, genius. The only way she’s getting off is grinding herself into the floor like a dog in heat.”

Keith nods, mouth twitching into a mean grin. “Even better. Let's see it.”

They haul me upright, one on each side, and drag me to the middle of the room. The straitjacket squeezes my arms tight across my chest, hands trapped between my breasts, useless. The padding of the diaper makes it hard to move, but they force me to my knees. Keith plants his foot between my legs, spreading them wide. Luke grabs a lock of my hair and pulls my head up so I can’t look away from them.

“Do it,” Keith says, positioning his boot right underneath me. “Rub yourself off. Right here, right now. We want to watch.”

I hesitate, frozen by a hundred conflicting signals—revulsion, humiliation, raw electric want. But the alternative is worse. So I start to rock my hips, bucking forward and back, grinding the thick, pillowy crotch of the diaper against the leather of his shoe. At first there’s no friction, just the soft, slow rub of plastic and cotton on my skin. But the pressure builds, the heat rising, and after a few seconds it starts to feel like something, like a memory of pleasure buried under a mountain of shame.

Luke and Keith settle down to watch, arms crossed, eyes glued to my form as I move. The first few thrusts are awkward, mechanical, but then my body betrays me and I find a rhythm, a desperate, animal rocking that makes the blood rush in my ears and my breath come in wet, hiccuping sobs.

I grind harder, chasing the sensation, the humiliation making it hotter, sharper, more urgent. The bulk of the diaper scrapes against my clit, and I feel the familiar spark, the wetness flooding out of me, soaking the padding until it sticks to every curve and crease. I want to stop, but I can’t. I’m so close already.

“That’s it, get yourself off for us,” Keith urges, voice low and rough. “Show us how much you love being our little puppet.”

The words hit me like a slap, but instead of killing the urge, they ramp it up. I rut against his shoe, my drool pooling under my chin, tears streaming down my face. I want to die.

Luke kneels next to me, his hand sliding down the back of the diaper, squeezing my ass and then slipping lower, fingers digging into the sodden pulp just above my cunt. The added pressure makes me whimper, a wild, keening sound that echoes off the padded walls.

“You gonna come for us?” he whispers, his mouth right by my ear.

I can’t answer. I can only grind harder, the edge so close I can taste it.

When the orgasm hits, it’s brutal—almost violent. My hips snap forward, my whole body convulsing in the straitjacket as waves of shameful pleasure crash through me. I scream, hoarse and raw, my thighs shaking uncontrollably. The diaper squelches wetly beneath me as I ride out the spasms, completely lost to the sensation despite everything I've endured.

When it finally subsides, I collapse completely, my face pressed against Keith's crotch, breathing in ragged gasps. The silence stretches for what feels like eternity, broken only by my labored breathing and the occasional crinkle of plastic as I twitch with aftershocks.

Keith's slow clap echoes through the room. "Beautiful," he says, voice thick with satisfaction. "Absolutely beautiful. You're really getting the hang of this, aren't you?"

Luke runs his hand down my spine, almost gentle to my ass, his fingers kneading the sodden padding. "She loves it too, don’t you, baby girl?”

“We’ll be back with dinner soon. You’re going to need all your strength tomorrow. Mr. Moretti is coming to see how you’re progressing.” Keith says, and I’m too spent to be horrified. He steps away and I fall face first, landing on the floor.

They leave me there, trembling in the aftermath. The door closes with that familiar hydraulic hiss, sealing me back into my padded tomb.

Time becomes meaningless again. I drift between waking and sleeping, hunger gnawing at my empty stomach. The diaper grows cold against my skin, a constant reminder of my shame.
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Keith and Luke return what could be hours, minutes, or days later. I have lost all concept of time.

The door snaps open hard enough to rattle the hinges, and Keith and Luke pour through like they've been lying in wait, pressed together shoulder to shoulder, panting with a kind of wired anticipation.

Keith carries a metal tray like a waiter in the world’s worst restaurant. Luke’s arms are crossed, but his hands worry at his biceps, drumming a silent, erratic beat. The tray holds a single, oversized bowl, the surface of the liquid inside shivering with every bump. Steam curls in lazy, greasy ribbons toward the ceiling.

They set the tray on the ground so I can’t ignore it: a bowl of tepid, glistening broth, a colorless soup thick with floating, unidentifiable globules of fat. The pale, filmy surface reflects the overhead lights with a sickly sheen. My stomach, empty and knotted for so long, clenches violently at the sight. I can smell it even from here, the scent of salt and metal, like a kitchen garbage can after a rainstorm. I’m not sure if I want to vomit or inhale the whole bowl.

“Dinner time, baby girl,” Keith crows, setting the tray down with a flourish. His eyes glint with fever-bright cruelty as he slides the bowl closer, the liquid sloshing ominously. “You should be grateful. Some girls don’t even get fed after a performance like that.”

He’s baiting me, waiting for the retort. I don’t disappoint him. “I’m not eating that shit,” I say, voice as steady as I can manage, though my hands are shaking inside the straitjacket. The disgust in my voice is real, but the hunger is realer, burrowing through my insides, scraping everything hollow.

Keith just smirks, not missing a beat. “You’ll eat, sweetheart. One way or another. We have an obligation to keep you healthy for our esteemed guest.”

Luke leans forward, grabbing the straps so he can drag me upright into a seated position.

“You know, it’d go easier if you just cooperated for once.” His tone is playful, but the set of his jaw says he’s not here to negotiate.

Keith sits on the floor directly in front of me, cross-legged like a kindergarten teacher with a sacred lesson to impart. He picks up the battered metal spoon and hovers it above the bowl, his wrist flicking with a perverse delicacy. “Open up,” he says, holding the spoon at the perfect angle for a plane-into-the-hangar routine, complete with annoying zooming noises.

I twist my head to the side, clamping my lips shut, and glare at the wall. It’s childish, but it’s all I have left. I’m not ready for the humiliation of this, not after everything else.

Luke makes a show of rolling his eyes and sighing dramatically, the windup man to Keith’s punchline. “Why do you always have to make things so fucking hard?” He steps behind me and loops his arm around my throat—not choking, just holding me still, his forearm pinning my jaw so I can’t flinch away from the spoon.

Keith’s free hand finds its way to my thigh, gripping just above the knee. “You know,” he says conversationally, “it’s always the stubborn ones who end up loving this the most.” Then, with the quick, clinical efficiency of someone who’s done this a hundred times, he pinches my nostrils closed.

Panic spikes in my chest. I try to hold my breath, but my body betrays me almost immediately. When the need for air becomes too sharp to ignore, my mouth pops open in a reflexive gasp.

The spoon is inside me before I can process what’s happening. Broth floods my tongue, more heat than flavor, but underneath is a reek of something chemical and bitter. I try to spit, but Keith’s hand is already clamped over my mouth, forcing my jaw shut, making me swallow or drown.

“Good girl,” he purrs, withdrawing the spoon with a flourish. “Was that so bad?”

Luke’s grip on my neck tightens just enough to let me know he’s present, not a ghost behind me but a living, breathing sentinel. “She’s pretending she hates it, but look at her. Swallows every drop.”

The next spoonful comes immediately, and the next, a never-ending parade of humiliation. Keith doesn’t bother with the airplane noises now; he’s all business, shoveling the broth in as fast as I can gag it down. His running commentary is a steady drip of mockery: don’t waste the nice doctor’s efforts, open wide, we wouldn’t want to get the pretty little straitjacket dirty, would we?

I lose count of the spoonfuls. My face is wet with broth, saliva, and whatever is leaking from my eyes. I want to bite his fingers, but I don’t dare. The only thing I control is the look in my eyes, and even that is failing.

About halfway through, I feel my body give up. The taste stops mattering. The humiliation becomes background noise, just another layer in the sediment of shame settling inside me. Keith keeps feeding, Luke keeps holding, and I keep swallowing, every part of the process so mechanical and final that it might as well be happening to someone else.

Finally, when the bowl is nearly empty, Keith tosses the spoon onto the tray with a clang. “See? That wasn’t so hard. And now you’re all ready for our special guest.”

Luke lets go of my neck, but not before giving it an affectionate little squeeze. He steps in front of me, wipes a spot of broth from my chin with his thumb, and then licks it, eyes locked on mine. “Don’t worry,” he says.The “the next meal is usually better. Always room for dessert, right?”

Keith laughs, a barking, animal sound. “She’s already wetting herself with anticipation. I’d say she’s ahead of schedule.”

I look down at my lap, the cheap plastic of the diaper already swelling and darkening with the slow leak of humiliation and defeat. The heat from the broth has barely made it to my stomach before my bladder rebels, and I feel the wetness spread, warm and shameful, across my thighs and under my ass.

Luke notices immediately, of course. “Looks like someone’s lost even the pretense of control,” he says, nudging my knee with the toe of his shoe. “Should we give her a little privacy?”

Keith doesn’t even pretend to consider it. “No way. That’s the whole point. Let her wallow in it.” He grabs the edge of the soiled diaper and yanks, stretching the pulp tight over my crotch so the hot wetness pools around the most sensitive part of me. The pressure, the sensation, makes my breath catch. I can’t decide whether to scream or beg for more.

Luke kneels down beside Keith, eyes softening for a moment, almost tender. “You want to be clean, don’t you, baby?” he whispers. I nod, unable to speak, the tears running down my face now hot and silent.

Keith slaps the front of the diaper with an open palm, forcing a squelch of urine up through the leg holes and onto the mat. The humiliation floods me, skull to toes, so bright and sharp I can taste it.

They move in perfect synchrony, rolling me onto my back and pinning my shoulders with the practiced ease of men who have done this a thousand times. The tape tears open with a loud, deliberate rip, and Keith strips away the diaper like peeling skin from a fruit. He holds it up in front of my face, wringing it out for effect, before tossing it into the corner. Luke goes for the baby wipes again, cold and rough, scouring my skin raw and red, fingers lingering longer than necessary between my legs.

The friction is torture, but also not. Every pass of the wipe is a fresh humiliation, a new reason to hate them, but it’s also a razor-thin line of pleasure that I can’t keep from shivering through my body. By the time they finish, I’m trembling, the sensation electric and bottomless.

Keith dips two fingers into the powder with ceremonial slowness, then scatters it in a white bloom onto his palm and the tips of his fingers. He sets to work with an almost surgical intent, his fingers prying apart folds and creases with the same brisk, impersonal tenderness as a vet prepping a sedated animal. The fine dust hangs in the air, sickly sweet and cloying as cake frosting, but the hands working it into my raw skin are brutally efficient, massaging it into every secret and shameful seam along my thighs, ass, and cunt. Keith’s eyes never leave his work, not even flicking upward; he is absorbed, lip caught between his teeth in a parody of concentration, as if the stakes of this task are nothing less than life and death.

Luke, meanwhile, loops his arms around my knees and hoists my legs vertically, spreading me wide. I hear a pop in my hip but am too numb to care. Luke hums tunelessly under his breath—something from a cartoon, I think, or a lullaby—punctuating the rhythm by flexing my ankles and jostling my feet so the powder falls in a fine rain across the mat. There is no attempt at decency, not even the pretense of medical detachment; I am open for display, made to witness my own helplessness, every inch of me revealed and considered.

Keith finishes with a sharp little slap to the inside of my thigh, dust blooming again in a ghostly halo. He and Luke confer over my body, voices pitched low but not so soft that I can’t catch the words: “Maybe double-layer this time,” Luke says, fingers still clamped under my knees. “She’s a gusher now.” Keith snorts, then rummages through a plastic bag at his side, retrieving a new, even thicker diaper and a roll of translucent packing tape. They work together, threading my legs through the padded shell, tugging it high, then yanking the tapes so tight that the bulk of it presses hard against my cunt, sealing me in with an audible squelch of ointment and sweat.

Keith gives the front panel a gentle pat, then a harder smack, like testing the ripeness of a melon. “All better,” he singsongs, voice syrupy and cruel. “Wouldn’t want you to be uncomfortable for Mr. Moretti.”

The words send a spike of ice through my chest. Mr. Moretti. The reason I am here at all. The name hangs above the three of us like a curse, a storybook monster summoned from the shadows. Keith’s eyes flick toward mine when he says it, watching for the telltale flinch, the subtle trembling of prey who knows the predator is near. I try to keep my face blank, but my body betrays me: I shudder, then squeeze my thighs together, feeling the diaper squish and shift against me.

Luke’s smile sharpens. He lets my ankles fall unceremoniously, then kneels so his face is level with mine. “You know what happens if you disappoint him, right?” His voice is soft and almost pitying. “That’s the last thing you want, baby girl.” He lets the silence curl between us, then brushes a strand of hair from my face with mock affection.

Keith, not to be outdone, produces a baby bottle from his back pocket. The bottle is filled to the brim with a viscous, milky liquid that sloshes with every movement. He holds it up to the light, admires the opacity, then unscrews the top and flicks the nipple with his tongue. “Special formula,” he says, winking at Luke. “Doctor’s orders.”

I don’t resist as Keith pushes the nipple against my lips, but that doesn’t matter. Luke’s hand is already gripping my jaw, fingers digging so hard into the hinge that tears puddle in my eyes. He pries my mouth open and wedges the nipple deep, then clamps my chin between his thumb and forefinger until swallowing is the only option left.

The liquid tastes like nothing, and then like everything—metallic, sweet, and thick as paint. I gag after the first gulp, but Keith only presses the bottle harder, the plastic crumpling in his fist as I’m forced to drink in greedy, involuntary pulls. My tongue goes numb. My teeth throb. A strange, oily warmth pools at the back of my throat and seeps into my chest.

“Don’t worry, baby,” Keith croons, stroking my cheek with the back of his hand. “This’ll knock you out before you even know it.” He cradles my head in the crook of his arm and rocks me back and forth, the motion both soothing and menacing, like a lullaby sung by a wolf.

Luke paces around behind my head, arms crossed, rolling his neck in anticipation. “You got the dose right this time?” he asks, but the answer is already on my tongue: I feel my limbs grow heavy, my eyelids drooping despite the present and future terrors waiting inside the room. My thoughts begin to smear at the edges, colors going soft and voices growing distant.

Keith’s hand never leaves me. He slides it under my back at first, then lower, finding the waistband of the fresh diaper. He slips his fingers inside and begins to stroke, slow and rhythmic. The padding muffles every sensation, but the heat of his palm is unmistakable, the pressure increasing until it feels like the only thing anchoring me to the world. I moan through the baby bottle, the sound embarrassingly soft and desperate.

“See? She’s already half asleep and still wants it,” Keith says, voice thick with dark amusement.

Luke comes to kneel at my side, one hand on my shoulder, grounding me. “I bet we can get her off before she passes out,” he says. “Fuck, I bet she’ll come in her sleep tonight.”

Keith laughs, a low vibration that resonates through my skull. “Wanna bet on it?”

“Five bucks,” says Luke.

“Done.”

They both watch me with a terrifying kind of fondness, as if I am a favorite pet performing its best trick.

The last thing I feel is the slow, relentless pulse of pleasure, building in spite of the shame, the fatigue, the numbing chemicals flooding my veins. Keith’s hand moves faster, palm grinding against my cunt, and the pulse becomes a spike, then a wave, then an ocean, at once hot and cold and endless.

I am gone before I can see who wins the bet.
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The world returns in pieces: heat, sweat, the chemical taste pasted to the roof of my mouth. My consciousness floats just above the ceiling, refusing to connect with the body sprawled on the foam mat. I hear voices first—one, two, three—male, all of them, but with distinct flavor profiles: Keith’s nasal whine, Luke’s drawl, and then the new one, smooth and oily as a fresh stain on linoleum. My vision is slowly coming back. When it does, the room is full—shoulder-to-shoulder men and the smell of latex gloves, disinfectant, something faintly animal underneath.

My first clear sight is of Keith and Luke standing in the doorway, not touching but close enough to move as a unit, their faces split into matching shit-eating grins. Between them, like an apparition conjured by their nastiest jokes, stands Mr. Moretti.

He’s not tall, but not short either. Clean-shaven and sharp-edged, with hair so black and shellacked that it could deflect small arms fire. He wears a suit, a real one: tailored, dark green wool with a tie the color of arterial blood, a tie pin in the shape of a tiny golden scythe. His shoes shine like obsidian. Every inch of him rebukes the cell, the piss-yellow tile, the grimy cinderblock walls. He is negative space, the outline of someone who belongs somewhere else and brings the somewhere else with him like a contagion.

“Well, well,” he says, hands folded behind his back, “look at you.”

I shift on the floor, crinkling the diaper under my ass, and fight the instinct to curl into a ball. The straightjacket is still on me, straps crossed and buckled tight, arms folded like a dead thing’s wings. My skin itches with dried sweat, and the insides of my thighs are tacky. I must smell like a barnyard, but Moretti leans in anyway, examining me with the dispassion of a jeweler appraising a flawed gem.

Keith pushes forward, eager to perform. “She’s a natural, sir. Lost all control the first night, just like you said.”

Luke snorts. “She’d probably piss herself if you just looked at her funny.”

Moretti ignores them, gaze locked on me, and when he finally blinks, it’s as if he’s checked off a box on a mental clipboard. He gestures with his chin. “And you say she comes in her diaper?”

Keith grins, a little too wide. “Yes, sir. Just like the little slut she is.”

The words stick to my skin. Moretti’s eyes flick to mine, searching for a reaction. I try to keep my face blank, but my body betrays me: my cheeks flush, the telltale heat crawling up my neck.

“She’s ready, then. Bring her to the studio.” Moretti steps back, already done with me, already moving on to the next task. He just turns on his heel and walks out, the click of his shoes echoing down the hallway.

The word “studio” lands like a hammer between my ribs. I’d imagined this place as a holding pen, a waiting room for some darker, more definitive doom. Studio means lights, cameras, people watching. It means performance, even when the actor is unwilling.

“Studio?” I croak, voice thin and ruined from the bottle and the drugs.

Luke leans in, his lips brushing my ear. “Yeah. Don’t you know how Moretti makes his money? Porn, sweetheart. You’re going to be a star.”

Keith and Luke don’t waste time. They grab me by my bound shoulders, their hands digging into the canvas of the straitjacket, and haul me upright. The room tips sideways, then rightens, and my legs buckle beneath me. The padding in the diaper is so thick I can barely close my thighs, and my toes drag on the linoleum as the men frog-march me out, one on each side.

The hallway is longer than I remembered, and brighter. Fluorescent tubes hum overhead, each one buzzing out its quota of horror-movie ambiance. I catch glimpses of other doors as we pass: some open, some shut, all painted the same institutional beige. From one, I hear a woman’s voice—sobbing, then abruptly silenced. From another, a wet, animal grunting. Each sound files itself away in my mind, a catalog of possible futures.

At the end of the hallway, a steel door stands open. The frames of the building have been gutted further, ceilings stripped back to the beams and ductwork, walls blacked out with heavy fabric. In the center of the room, under a grid of studio lights, is a set.

If my cell was a cartoon of a psych ward, this is a hyper-realist painting. The walls are tiled with white ceramic, shining and antiseptic. There’s a hospital bed, sheets crisp and tucked, rails polished to a mirror finish. Three cameras on tripods are trained on the bed from different angles, their lenses black and hungry. Off to the right, a swarm of crew: two young men in matching black t-shirts, a woman with a clipboard, another guy in a hoodie untangling a snarl of cables. None of them look at me. They look at the monitors, the lights, the other people, but I am a prop, a living set piece, until the scene rolls.

Moretti is already there, perched in a director’s chair with his name on the back like he’s starring in his own sick sitcom. The hat perched on his head is ridiculous, a porkpie in mustard felt, but nobody dares laugh.

Keith and Luke drag me across the open space, my feet scuffing the concrete. I try to twist away, to run, but my limbs are useless in the straitjacket, and the only result is a humiliating full-body stumble. The diaper does its job and then some, cushioning the fall as I land in front of the bed on my ass.

Luke yanks me up by the armpits and flops me onto the mattress. The sheets are cold, the plastic underpad colder. I thrash, but Keith is already on my legs, pinning me down. They buckle straps around my ankles, spreading my legs wide and leaving me pinned and helpless, unable to do anything but writhe.

“Keith, Luke, get over to makeup. Cindy will take care of her.”

The woman with the clipboard appears at my side, eyes on my face but not meeting my gaze. “I’m going to need you to hold still,” she says, voice flat, then dabs at my cheeks with a sponge. She works quickly, unsympathetically, smearing foundation over the bruise on my jaw and powdering my nose. Her hands smell of almonds. When she’s done, she steps back, scribbles something on her pad, and vanishes into the dark.

Moretti stands, approaches the bed, and leans over me. He smells like expensive cologne and cigarettes. With one gloved finger, he traces the line of my jaw, then lifts my chin so I’m forced to look at him.

“Showtime,” he says, flashing teeth too white to be real.

A man with a headset counts down from ten. Lights flare, cameras swing into position. The room fills with a hot, buzzing silence, the kind that comes right before a car wreck. I want to scream, to run, to die, but all I can do is lay there, the cameras drinking me in.

“Action,” Moretti says, voice smooth as silk.

Keith steps into the frame, wearing a lab coat, the cartoonish white sleeves rolled up to show off his muscular arms. The camera tracks him as if he were a star, every movement deliberate, every word calibrated for performance. He looks down at me, curled on the hospital bed, and grins with the same crocodile smile he used in the cell.

“You’ve been a bad girl,” he says, voice lilting like a nursery rhyme. “That’s why you’re here. If you can be good, maybe we’ll let you out.”

The script is thin and obvious, but the implication is razor sharp. I realize with a sickening lurch that this scene—this humiliation—has been planned in advance, and my only role is to react. I try to look away, but there’s nowhere to go; three cameras from three angles, crew members behind each lens, and somewhere in the dark, Moretti watching with that predator’s patience. My body is helpless, arms wrapped in the straitjacket, legs strapped open, the air cold against my skin except where the diaper and tapes stick.

I can taste the bitterness of adrenaline at the back of my tongue, and I know that if I do nothing, they’ll get what they want. So I do the only thing left: I scream.

It’s not the elegant scream of a final girl, no cinematic wail, but a raw, animal sound, full of spit and terror. “Help! Help me! I was kidnapped! I’m being held here against my will, they’re forcing me to do this!” The words are a lifeline thrown into a storm, desperate and useless, but they make the techs flinch and the crew stiffen.

Moretti’s response is instantaneous and volcanic. “CUT!” he shrieks from his director’s chair, voice echoing in the dead space between the stage and reality. He storms forward, heels crackling on concrete, his entire body radiating irritation. When he reaches the bed, he doesn’t hesitate. His hand arcs back and slaps me across the face, catching me full on the cheekbone. Stars burst behind my eyelids. The world rocks sideways and then returns, stinging and wet. I taste blood.

“Gag her,” he snarls at Keith, voice suddenly calm and venomous. “The one that looks like a pacifier, yeah?”

Luke is already moving, producing from a stainless steel tray an obscene-looking rubber plug shaped exactly like a baby’s pacifier, but scaled for an adult. The bulb is fat and glistening, the shield painted with cartoon kittens. He jams it into my mouth with a sadist’s efficiency, ignoring my attempts to bite or twist away, and cinches the pink strap behind my head so tight that my jaw aches instantly. The soft whimper is barely audible past the gag, and the only thing I can do is glare, eyes burning.

Moretti straightens his tie, satisfaction restored. “Forget shooting something we can sell first. Go to Plan B. The one for her father. Then we’ll have some fun.”

The implication is clear: my worth as a product is secondary to my worth as a tool for leverage. The whole kidnapping has been for this.

He returns to his chair, throws a hand into the air. “ACTION!”

Keith’s performance changes instantly. He squares his shoulders and faces the nearest camera, suddenly all business, the lab coat now a badge of authority. “This is Caitria O'Hara,” he says, voice booming like a news anchor’s. “Daughter of the leader of the Irish Mob. If O’Hara can’t keep his own daughter safe, how can he protect yours? Is this really the man you’re going to give your protection money to?”

The words are a bullet, fired directly into the heart of whatever hope I have left. Every syllable is a reminder that my suffering is a commodity, a means to an end, not even worth the dignity of privacy.

Luke moves into frame, looming behind the headboard. He threads one arm around my shoulders, pinning me upright with a smooth and practiced pressure. I can feel the heat radiating off his body, his breath hot against my ear as he speaks directly to the camera, not bothering to mask the pleasure he takes in this. “We had her taken from her home only a few days ago, and look at her now.”

Keith’s hand descends, and the worst part is how clinical it looks, as if he’s demonstrating a medical device. He slides his palm beneath the waistband of the diaper, fingers splaying over me like he’s conducting an exam. Then he starts to rub, slow at first, a gentle but relentless pressure right under the padding is thickest. I buck against the mattress, thrashing as hard as I can, but the straitjacket and ankle straps mean I can barely move. The cameras, with their red record lights, drink in every ripple of struggle, every obscene crinkle and moan.

“She was so proud,” Keith says, voice rising theatrically. “And now she’s a helpless little girl in a diaper. She’s going to be the new star of Moretti Studios. And there’s nothing she or her father can do about it.”

Luke leans in, pressing his lips to my neck, planting a series of slow, deliberate kisses up to my ear. The pacifier muffles my scream, reducing it to a panicked nasal whine, but the sound is clearly what they want. He grabs my chin, forcing my head up, so the camera can get a clear shot of my tear-streaked face. The humiliation is total.

The man in the hoodie, previously just a set piece, moves in with a camera-on-shoulder rig, getting close-ups of my face, my bound arms, the crinkling diaper, Keith’s hand working with obscene focus. Every touch, every reaction is being immortalized, pixel by pixel, for some future audience of monsters.

Keith increases the tempo, hand moving with brutal efficiency. I try to twist away, but Luke’s grip tightens, his other hand palming the side of my face like a gentle lover, mocking the tenderness by juxtaposing it with the violence below. Tears stream down my cheeks. The heat is unbearable, shame blooming in my belly, but the chemicals in my system have not worn off, and my body betrays me—pleasure blooming traitor-bright behind the pain.

I lock eyes with the nearest camera, and for a moment I imagine my father at the other end of the feed, watching his daughter’s humiliation projected on some grimy laptop in a backroom somewhere. I want to hate him, to blame him, but there’s nothing left in me but fear and electric, involuntary lust. The shame is so intense it almost washes me out of my body.

Keith leans in, his face inches from mine, and whispers through clenched teeth, “Come for Daddy, you filthy little brat.” The words are pure venom, and something in my brain snaps. I ride the wave of sensation, body convulsing, the diaper flooding with wetness and humiliation as the orgasm shreds through me. The cameras zoom, capturing every twitch, every sobbing gasp through the pacifier. I come so hard I nearly black out, vision tunneling to a pinpoint of light and then fading back in.

Luke’s hand traces soothing circles on my shoulder, pretending comfort, but I know it’s all for the optics.

The crew are dead silent, like they’re watching a car accident, and Moretti lets the shot linger for a full ten seconds before barking, “Cut. Perfect. That’s the one.”

The cameraman steps back, exhaling with relief. Keith wipes his hands on a paper towel, then tosses it in the bin. Luke slides off the bed, leaving a smear of sweat on the plastic sheet.

Moretti appears at my side, crouching so our faces are level. He lifts the pacifier out of my mouth gently, as if caring for a child. I want to spit in his face, but my mouth is so dry I can barely swallow.

“You did beautifully,” he says. “You even came on cue. That’s real professionalism.” He pats my cheek, then stands, eyes never leaving mine. “But we’re not done yet. Not by a long shot.”

He addresses the crew with a clap. “Reset the bed. Fifteen minutes for makeup and refreshments, then we move to scene two. Get someone in here to clean her up and check the straps. I want her fresh for the next take.”
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The clipboard woman returns, barely glancing at me as she wipes away the tears, reapplies the powder, and dabs at my raw, swollen lips. Another crew member, this one in scrubs, arrives with wipes and a fresh diaper, changing me like it’s the least remarkable thing in the world, barely even looking at my face. When they remove the soiled diaper, they hold it up for Moretti’s inspection before tossing it in a clear plastic bag.

“Prop department wants everything authentic,” Moretti explains, as if I’d asked.

Luke and Keith return, no longer in street clothes but clad in matching, brand-new sets of hospital scrubs: powder blue and crisp, as if ripped straight from a fetish catalog, the fabric still creased from the packaging. Their hair is netted, faces shaved clean, the performance of hygiene more important than its substance. The change in costume is almost funny if it weren’t so horrifying; the way the pale polyester clings to their frames makes them look like children playing doctor, except the tray they push in front of them is no toy.

Keith leads, carrying a soft-sided black bag with zippered panels on every face, the sort of kit you’d expect to see in the hands of a paramedic at an accident scene. The comparison is apt as he pops the bag open. The contents spill out like the aftermath of a high-speed collision, every item gleaming under the glare of studio lights. There are surgical scissors, clamps, and forceps in sterile wrappers; a vaginal speculum so large it looks more like a weapon than an instrument; a tangle of rubber tubing in various diameters, some ending in delicate nozzles, others terminating in brutal stainless-steel tips. Amid these are a saline IV bag, a portable sphygmomanometer, a tongue depressor, a pulse oximeter, a roll of surgical tape, and a handful of brightly colored butterfly needles, their wings candy pink and sky blue. Nestled among these horrors incongruously is a tiny toy stethoscope, the kind sold in a pediatric gift shop, its heart-shaped diaphragm painted in sparkly pink. Keith lays them all out with the subconscious grace of a career nurse, arranging everything by size and function, smallest to largest, sharpest to dullest, a rainbow of perversion made manifest.

Watching this, I realize I have never been so fully at the mercy of other people’s intentions. The weight of my own helplessness is physical, a pressure behind my sternum that makes it hard to breathe. Every movement of the men is broadcast on the wall of monitors at the edge of the set, each image filtered through a video switcher manned by the hooded crew member, who flicks between camera angles with the laziness of an old man channel-surfing. I try to think about anything but the room and the tray, but sensory details keep leaking in: the squelch of disinfectant wipes; the faint whiff of latex and alcohol and sweat; the distant clink of metal on metal as Keith tests the hinge of the speculum, opening and closing it with a slow, deliberate motion.

“Scene two,” Moretti intones, reappearing in frame with a glass of something amber in his hand, director’s chair positioned so he can scrutinize both the action and the monitors. “Let’s get some establishing shots first. I want the audience to really feel her helplessness.”

There’s a ripple of movement behind the cameras as the techs confer, a brief debate about lighting ratios and depth of field. One crew member, younger than the rest, raises his hand: “Do you want the mask for this one, sir?”

Moretti considers, rolling the words around his mouth like a sommelier. “Yes. The white one with the breathing tube. It’ll look good on camera. It’ll look medical.”

Luke is already moving, retrieving from the tray a medical-grade oxygen mask, but where the hospital version is clear plastic—anonymous, invisible—this one is made of thick, opaque silicone, matte white and disturbingly organic. It has a corrugated vinyl tube attached, snaking off the end like an umbilical cord. Luke holds it up for the camera, then approaches me with calm, almost paternal assurance. He doesn’t speak, just wipes away a line of drool on my mouth with a corner of the sheet as he removes the pacifier, and fits the mask over my face. He cinches the strap so tight the edge cuts into my cheekbones.

It’s immediately harder to breathe: the air is thick, tinged with the plasticky taste of the mask, and the dead space in the tube makes each inhale effortful, each exhale labored. I fight the urge to pant, knowing it will fog the inside and make me look even more desperate on camera. Luke watches me adjust, his eyes flicking from my lips to my chest, gauging my reaction, cataloguing my struggle for future use.

“We’re rolling in five,” Moretti calls, draining his drink. “Luke, Keith—remember, this one’s for the premium subscribers. Make it clinical, but push her hard. Nasty plays well overseas.”

There are more lights now, some moved closer to the bed so their heat is a physical presence. The overhead grid casts shadows that ripple across my body, making the straitjacketed limbs look even more alien, more prosthetic. Somewhere, someone sprays the air with a mister, the droplets catching the spots and giving everything a feverish shimmer. The techs check the white balance, the lenses, and the proximity of the microphones. It’s a production, but also an assault—every technical detail calibrated to maximize the humiliation, every moment optimized for maximum viewer engagement.

“Places,” Moretti calls, and the room falls silent except for the hum of equipment and the soft, uneven rasp of my own breathing through the mask. I hear the click of the clapperboard, the whir of the digital recorders. There’s nowhere to look but straight ahead, at the man with the camera and the men with the instruments.

Keith steps in first, gloving up with a pair of powder-blue nitrile gloves, the snap against his wrists echoing in the quiet. The simple act of donning gloves has never seemed so sinister, so perverse. He turns to the tray, surveys the options, and selects a length of tubing with a thumb-sized bulb at one end and a gleaming curved tip at the other.

“Patient exhibits signs of persistent resistance,” he announces for the camera, voice cool and clinical, like a doctor dictating notes for a medical-legal file. “Recommend full examination and corrective action.”

Luke mirrors him, snapping on his own gloves with a flourish that lands like a threat. He deliberately makes eye contact, holding my stare as he stretches the second glove over his hand—a slow, tight pull, the fingers flexing as they fill the space. I know what’s coming, and I can do nothing to stop it. My body is held in place by the straps and the straitjacket, my legs splayed wide by the heavy-duty straps now ratcheted to either side of the bed.

Keith approaches the foot of the bed, tubes draped over his arm, and kneels down so his face is level with my pelvis. He pulls the waistband of the diaper down, freeing me and exposing me at the same time, making a great show of examining the skin beneath for “rashes or abrasions.” His hands are businesslike, but he’s not above enjoying himself; I can feel the pressure of his thumb tracing the edge of my hipbone, lingering a second longer than necessary.

Luke stands at my shoulder, one hand pressing down on my sternum, the other steadying my head. The mask amplifies every sound, every intake and exhale, and the smell of latex is overwhelming. I try to turn away, but Luke’s grip is absolute; I might as well be a mannequin, some prop for a display window.

Keith inserts the thermometer into my ass slowly, deliberately, the camera close enough to capture the tremble of my thighs and the flex of my toes. He narrates each step with the deadpan of a late-night infomercial. “We’re going to measure core temperature via rectal probe. For accuracy, of course.” The tip is cold, then burning, then numb.

“Hold it right there,” Moretti calls, and the cameraman moves in for a close-up, the lens stopping inches from my body. My humiliation is complete, my most private parts displayed for a thousand strangers, my pain a spectacle for the highest bidder.

Luke leans in, his face so close to mine I can see the fine stubble along his jaw. He whispers, just for me, “You’re doing great, princess. Just like they want.” Then he pinches my cheek, a parody of affection, and stands back so the shot is clean.

Keith withdraws the probe, wipes it on a pad, and holds it up for the camera. “Temperature: elevated. Possible infection, or stress reaction.” He tosses the tube in a metal basin and selects the next device: a speculum. He displays it to the lens, then to me, twisting the thumbscrews so the blades open wide. “We’ll need to collect a sample.” His voice is thicker now, anticipation leaking into the performance.

Luke’s hands leave my face with a final, proprietary pat, and he steps around the gurney, his sneakers squeaking on the linoleum. I try to anticipate what comes next, but my mind is fracturing, the present moment stretching and splintering into a dozen jagged edges. Every nerve ending in my jaw aches from the gag, and the mask’s suction makes each inhale a struggle. The urge to cough, to swallow, to just spit and scream—my body rebels, but the restraints force every sensation inward, coiling it like a spring.

There’s a pause in the action, a director’s pause, while someone behind the cameras fusses with a microphone or swaps out a memory card. For a heartbeat, I’m not a patient or a prop; I’m a girl in a hospital bed, barely covered, my skin tingling with sweat and fear, desperate for someone to see me and call a halt. But no one does. The men in the room are methodical, immune to my panic, their faces lit by the glow of the monitors as they check and double-check the framing of my humiliation.
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Luke returns to my side, his gloved fingers tracing the contour of my knee. “Let’s get a better angle,” he murmurs, mostly for the camera, but it’s enough to make my pulse spike. He starts to loosen the straps at my ankles, but rather than free me, he threads the heavy webbing through a different set of brackets—brackets I hadn’t noticed, recessed into the bed frame, one at each corner. My legs are forced apart, wider this time, until the insides of my thighs burn with strain and the cool air hits places I wish I’d never known could feel so exposed.

The straitjacket, already snug, bites deeper into my shoulders as my arms are forced backward by the tension. I can’t move my hands, can’t even flex my fingers, and the circulation is starting to go. Pins and needles cascade down my forearms; my wrists throb in time with my heartbeat. I realize, with a dull, sick horror, that the cameras are trained not only on my face but on the precise, clinical arrangement of my body—every detail meant for the enjoyment of someone else, somewhere else.

Keith doesn’t say a word as he approaches, but his eyes are bright with anticipation. He holds up the speculum—a monstrous, gleaming thing, a full three fingers wide at the tips—and displays it for the nearest camera. He doesn’t bother with lube; a perfunctory squirt of gel is all I get, the cold sting of it a cruel prelude. The instrument pushes into me with a single, practiced motion, and the pain is so sharp, so immediate, I almost black out. My mouth opens wide in a howl, but the gag renders it a pitiful, wet moan, the sound rattling in the mask’s cavity.

For the benefit of the cameras, Keith twists the screw at the base, widening the blades so I feel the stretch all the way deep in my pelvis. I try to thrash, to buck him off, but the only motion I can manage is a pathetic, trembling shake of my head. Tears stream sideways down my cheeks. The humiliation is total: I’m not just exposed, I’m displayed, reduced to trembling meat under the gaze of men who see me as nothing but a prop.

Luke leans over me, his chin resting atop the mask’s crown. “Easy, easy,” he says in a tone that might be soothing in another context, another universe. He watches my eyes as Keith ratchets the speculum open yet another notch, then leans in so close I can feel the heat of his breath through the mask’s vents. “You’re doing so well, princess. This is the part they always fast-forward to. You’re gonna make a lot of sick fucks very, very happy.”

The camera overhead pivots, the whir of its servo loud in my ears. I catch a glimpse of my own face on the monitor to my right: eyes rolling, mouth stretched grotesquely around the gag, every muscle in my neck corded with effort. The image is pure horror, uncut, no filter or soft lens to disguise how helpless I am.

Keith, ever the professional, slides a long Q-tip through the open speculum and swabs me, narrating each step in a dead monotone. “Collecting sample for wet mount. Possible bacterial vaginosis, but we’ll confirm on microscopy.” He snaps the Q-tip into a vial, then withdraws the speculum with the same casual force he used to insert it. The emptiness he leaves behind is almost worse—the ache, the sting, the knowledge that I am just a passageway for his tools.

There’s a brief pause as the crew resets for the next shot. Moretti stands and circles the bed, glass in hand, appraising the tableau with the eye of a taxidermist. “Let’s get some color on her face. Keith, grab the ten-blade. Luke, I want her arched for the next bit—really show off that straitjacket.”

The words seep into my brain and congeal there. The “ten-blade” is a scalpel, and while I know intellectually that no one is actually going to cut me, the threat is enough to make my skin crawl. Keith selects the surgical package from the tray, holds it up for the lens, and opens it with the exaggerated precision of a cooking show host. The bright silver of the blade glints in the light. He runs the flat of it along my inner thigh, not quite breaking the skin, but leaving a white trail in the gooseflesh.

Luke takes this as his cue to haul me bodily up, arching my back so my hips thrust into the air. The straitjacket bites into my chest, compressing my lungs, and for a second I can’t breathe at all. My vision goes white at the edges as I choke on the mask, the dead plastic taste now tinged with the coppery whiff of my own panic.

The camera looms in, close enough that I can see the reflection of my legs in the lens. Keith presses the blade to the crease of my thigh, then drags it up, slow and steady, until it stops just shy of my mound. The pressure is enough to leave a welt, a red line that burns and throbs, but he never cuts. He holds the blade in place for the camera, then flicks it away, satisfied with the terror he’s instilled.

Luke releases me, letting me collapse back flat against the mattress. I gasp, desperate for any air that isn’t stifled by the mask, but every breath is recycled and sour. He murmurs something to the cameraman, then steps to the head of the bed and places both hands on my temples, pinning me in place. His grip is gentle, almost reverent, but I know if I tried to move he’d hold me fast.

Keith swaps the scalpel for another instrument, this one a pair of biopsy forceps, huge and wickedly toothed. He holds them up, opens and closes them for the camera, then lines them up with my entrance. The panic is so overwhelming I almost miss the next part; all I feel is the cold bite of metal, the internal snap as the jaws close on something inside me, and then a pop of searing pain as he tears a piece free. Blood immediately wells out, hot and thick, painting the sheet beneath me in a lurid, spreading stain.

I scream, or try to, but the mask chokes it down to a whimper. Tears and snot leak from behind the straps. Everything hurts. Everything is bright, and then fuzzy, and then bright again as the pain spikes and fades by turns.

Keith holds up the bloody forceps for the camera, then drops the fragment into a specimen cup with a flourish. “Sample acquired,” he announces, with the satisfaction of a man who has just carved a roast. He steps back, letting the next act take center stage.

Luke leans in until his nose grazes mine, his breath hot even through the plastic armor of the mask. The intimate invasion might have read as tender, but every detail is wrong: the way his gloved thumb traces the line of my bone, the almost concerned crease in his brow, the deliberate slowness of his approach. He studies my eyes as if hunting for a last ember of rebellion, a spark he might smother with a single exhale. I try to look away, but the mask makes evasion impossible; I’m forced to stare into the pale blue of his gaze, to see myself reflected there as quarry, not person.

His lips find the edge of the mask, just below my ear. The words are low, pitched so only I can hear, the intimacy weaponized: “Don’t worry, baby girl. We’ve got so many toys to use on you before we’re done.” A shiver runs through the core of me—not sexual, not even quite fear, but something deeper, the animal knowledge that my body is a plaything for the men in this room, and their appetite is endless.

Luke’s hand slides to the back of my head, cradling it as he straightens, and for the briefest moment his palm is warm, the pressure almost reassuring. Then he releases me, and the sense of vertigo is immediate. I’m spinning out, the world narrowing to the harsh geometry of the ceiling tiles and the grim constellation of camera eyes glittering from every corner.

Everything slows. Moretti’s voice is a knife, slicing through the fog of pain: “Put her on her stomach.” The directive is so casual, so ordinary, it might be a nurse asking for a patient to be repositioned. Instead, it’s an order to rearrange my body for the next phase of their entertainment. Luke and Keith move in tandem, their choreography practiced: they undo the straps at my arms and waist, roll me onto my side, then leverage my hips until I’m face-down on the mattress. The straitjacket gives them a natural handle, and my body moves where they want it—an object, a mannequin.

My cheek squashes against the vinyl, cold and sticky with the residue of other experiments. My legs are bent nearly double, knees drawn up so my ass is lifted high, the garment tight enough to pull the cheeks apart and display everything to the rear-facing lens. Luke shoves a pillow under my head, forcing my chin up so I can’t hide my face from the new camera that’s appeared, suspended on a gooseneck arm a bare foot in front of my nose.

I realize with fresh horror that the film is not over, only paused, and the next act will be even more degrading than the last. My heart thunders as I try to parse the new threat, but the men move too fast for comprehension. Keith is gloving up, snapping his fists with a practiced sailor’s pop. Luke retrieves something from a tray—another of those surgical packages, but this one is soft, squishable, a thick clear tube with a flexible rounded tip.

The lube hits my asshole in a freezing shock, a dollop smeared not gently but with the blunt force of a man in a hurry. I yelp—not for pain, but for the suddenness, the absolute lack of ceremony. Fingers knead the sphincter, stretching me open in mechanical increments. I want to protest, to say that this is wrong, that this is a step too far, but the mask and the gag make language an impossibility. The only sounds I can produce are mewls, whimpers, a pathetic chorus of helplessness.

Luke grins at my whine, then leans in to the camera: “We’re prepping for a full cleanse,” he announces, as if reading from a script. “Patient’s been noncompliant, so we’re going to make sure her system is nice and empty for the next study.” He punctuates this with a wink to the lens, and I realize with mounting dread that this is, in some warped way, a performance for the people behind the glass—a theater of cruelty, staged for an invisible audience.

The tube goes in with a sickening pop, stretching me wider than I thought possible. I clench, reflexive, but Luke’s hands are iron on my hips and Keith’s fingers keep the nozzle pressed deep inside. There’s a moment of pause—anticipation, a terrible hush—then I hear the slosh of liquid from a bag above my head. The temperature is body-warm, but the sensation is alien, a fullness that rises by degrees until my gut aches with the pressure.

The enema is slow, methodical, and impossibly humiliating. I can feel every inch as the solution snakes through my colon, the distention building, the need to purge growing by the second. My bowels rebel, cramping, but I know better than to resist. Luke’s hand stays welded to my sacrum, keeping me immobile, while Keith monitors the flow, occasionally squeezing the bag to intensify the pressure, as if impatient to see how much my body can hold before it gives out.

The pain is different from the surgical violence of earlier—there is no sharpness, only a ballooning discomfort, a helplessness that makes me want to cry. My head jerks up, mouth straining against the gag, but the only mercy is the thin trickle of drool that leaks from the mask and pools beneath my chin.

The pressure is unbearable. I feel stretched to the point of rupture, the urge to expel so primal it drowns out all other thought. I whimper and buck, but the men are prepared for this; Keith holds the nozzle firmly in place, and Luke tightens the grip on my hips, murmuring, “Almost there, baby. Don’t spill a drop unless you want to do it all over again.” His hands stroke my flanks as if calming a spooked animal, and I realize that, to them, I am exactly that: a beast to be trained, a body to be broken.

Luke isn’t done. He squeezes my face between his thumb and forefinger, forcing my eyes to his. “You better hold it until you’re told, or you won’t like what comes next.” The threat is naked and sincere. I believe him, utterly.

The fullness continues building and building as the minutes tick by. The urge to void is all-consuming, a tidal force that eclipses shame, pain, even reason. I sob inarticulately, my body shaking with the effort to obey, to please these men who hold my fate quite literally in their hands.

At last, after an eternity, Keith pinches off the tube, lets the last dribble drain in, then withdraws it with a wet pop. The violation is over, but the fullness inside me is absolute. I am left gasping, drooling, my anus raw and gaping. Luke yanks the diaper back up, cinching it tight around my hips, then gently rubs the bulge of my distended belly. His palm lingers there, almost reverent. “Wait until we tell you,” he purrs, “or the next one will be twice as big.”

A new diaper is positioned between my legs, and they waste no time as they fasten it in place.

When the command finally comes—“Let go”—I nearly convulse with relief. The rush is instant, the hot flood bursting from me in a gush that soaks the diaper in seconds. The humiliation is total; I am a child, an animal, a machine for their amusement. The men watch with clinical detachment, Keith even noting the force and volume for the camera as the liquid leaks down my thighs and pools beneath my knees.

The smell is sickening, chemical and obscene, but the relief is so intense it nearly blanks my mind. For a moment I am nothing but a body, a conduit for their perverse experiment, and the only pleasure is in the absence of pain.

Luke waits for the last trickle to subside, then pulls me upright by the hair, the diaper sagging and dripping around my hips. “Good girl,” he says, his voice a mockery of affection. “Next time you’ll hold it even longer, won’t you?” I nod, my face burning with shame, but I know I would do anything he asked, if only to avoid the next escalation.

They reposition me flat on my back, the sodden diaper left in place as a reminder of my defeat. The cameras zoom in, recording every detail: the tears, the snot, the quiver in my lips as I struggle not to cry out again.

Keith doesn’t even pause for postmortem. “Now we’re going to test her arousal again,” he says, reading the script from his invisible teleprompter, the pretense of scientific rigor making the words all the more obscene. He punctuates the announcement by sliding his hand beneath the swollen, sagging diaper, the material catching for a moment on my skin before plunging ruthlessly into the slick and ruined heat between my legs. There’s no warning, no hesitation, just a blunt assertion of ownership—as if the prior hour has rendered me so much raw material, and the only thing left is to measure my capacity for pleasure against my capacity for shame.

The intrusion is immediate and overwhelming. My body, traitorous and exhausted, still knows the difference between violence and violation, and responds to the latter as it always has: with a shuddering, helpless pulse that makes my clit throb even as my gut aches and my ass still leaks. Keith’s fingers are clinical in the way only a sadist can manage. He doesn’t even pretend to be gentle; his thumb finds the hood of my clit and peels it back with a pressure that would be excruciating were I not already floating in a haze of shock. The rest of his hand works beneath the diaper, spreading my folds, probing deeper, mapping the violation for the benefit of the audience.

Luke, meanwhile, plays the foil, all faux tenderness and practiced control. He leans over my face, his fake mask of concern still in place but his eyes suddenly soft, almost pitying, the better to savor the contrast. He strokes my cheek with the backs of his fingers, the caress gentle enough to make me want to sob. When his other hand reaches for my jaw, tilting my chin up to meet his gaze, I’m helpless to resist; I just stare upward, vision fracturing around the edges from the intensity of it all. There’s a moment—a brief, crystalline second—where I think he might actually kiss me, reward me with some scrap of humanity, but instead he simply holds me there, suspended, while Keith’s fingers work faster and harder inside me.

I want to hate them. I want to hate myself. But the truth is, my body is already betraying me, the pulse of arousal so intense it drowns out even the memory of pain. I can feel the slickness on my thighs, the way my cunt clenches down around Keith’s fingers, desperate for any friction, any stimulus. The diaper is a humid, revolting cocoon, amplifying every tremor and shiver, a constant reminder that my pleasure is being harvested as data, not offered as a gift. Even the humiliation has its own flavor now, sharp as battery acid and twice as addictive. I moan, the sound barely escaping the gag of my mask, and Luke’s eyes narrow in satisfaction.

“Good girl,” he murmurs, the words so soft they might be a secret. But I know better. Everything here is for the camera. Every spasm, every drop of fluid, every involuntary gasp is being recorded, sliced and catalogued for whatever cabal waits on the other side of the glass. I want to retreat, to crawl inside myself, but even that escape has been denied me; I am nothing but nerve endings, a vessel for their experiment.

Keith changes his angle, and the pleasure spikes so suddenly I nearly scream. My legs jerk, reflexive, but the restraints hold me fast. I can feel the orgasm building, a tidal wave gathering force with every twist of his wrist. Luke leans closer, his breath ghosting across my forehead, and when he speaks again, his voice is almost loving: “Come for us, baby. Show them how much you need it.”

And I do. The climax rips through me, white-hot, a detonation of helpless pleasure so intense it blots out everything else. I arch against the mattress, the straitjacket straining at my shoulders, the sodden diaper pressing tight against my cunt as I convulse beneath them. The room dissolves in a wash of lights and noise, and for a fleeting, horrifying instant, I am grateful—grateful for the release, grateful for the attention, grateful for the fucking proof that I am still alive, even as I am being destroyed.

When I finally collapse, limp and shuddering, Keith withdraws his hand with a flourish, holding up his gloved fingers to the camera. The latex glistens, strings of my slick stretched between them, and the sight sends a fresh wave of humiliation crashing through me. Luke wipes the tears from my face with his thumb, then gently—so gently—tucks a strand of hair behind my ear.

“Beautiful,” he says, and though I know it’s a lie, I almost believe him.

“Get her out of here while we bring in the next set and get her cleaned up. I’ll have her next costume waiting,” Moretti orders.
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I’m not even a person as they drag me out, just a limp doll with leaking eyes and a sodden crotch. Keith unbuckles the straitjacket with the efficiency of a nurse prepping a corpse for the morgue, yanking my arms free, then peeling the soiled diaper from my hips with a single, practiced rip. It dangles in his grip for a moment, heavy with my shame, before he dumps it into a lined pail at the foot of the gurney.

Luke hoists me under the armpits and deposits me over a stainless steel sink, and for a second my legs buckle, my ankles blown out by the spent violence of the last hour. I expect a slap, a barked command to stand up, but neither man offers more than what’s strictly necessary to keep me vertical. There’s no rush, no cruelty in this part of the performance—just a chilling, casual indifference. Keith runs a gloved hand down my spine to steady me, then turns on the faucet. He starts by sluicing cold water over my thighs, chasing the runoff with an antiseptic spray that stings and burns. It runs down my calves in pinkish rivulets, and the humiliation of being wiped like an animal after a failed housebreaking makes me want to shrink out of my own skin. They don’t look at my face as they work, and for that I am briefly, pathetically grateful.

But it’s not over. The cleaning is thorough, methodical, and spare. Keith spreads my cheeks with one hand, swabbing my raw asshole with pre-moistened towelettes, his other hand on my hip to keep me from pitching forward. Luke, meanwhile, uses a sponge to scrub my belly and crotch, working the abrasive pad in brutal little circles until the last hint of stickiness is gone. I’m scrubbing myself from the inside out, and the only thing left is the hollow ache where my dignity used to be.

They towel me off, then wrap a sheet around my shoulders like a shroud. “Don’t want her dripping on set,” Keith says, his voice deadpan, almost bored. Luke snorts, but it’s not really a laugh. They hoist me up again, one man under each arm, and frog-march me down the hallway stark naked.

What difference does it make at this point?

I stare at the floor as we move, at the bland speckle of institutional tiles, the shoes of the men bracketing me. My legs move in jerky, puppet-like steps, every joint loose and hot and unfamiliar. I can’t remember how to walk on my own.

The studio is not as I remember it.

The hospital is gone, replaced by something so obscene it takes me a full minute to process: a nursery, but scaled for a grown woman. The walls are painted with cartoon animals—lambs and giraffes, soft-eyed bears and goggle-eyed ducks—and the floor is carpeted in a powder-pink shag that mutes the scrape of my feet. A gigantic wooden crib dominates the center of the room, its bars high enough to enclose me like a zoo animal. Against one wall sits a changing table, complete with a stack of adult-sized diapers, pastel and ballooning, each one decorated with the kind of pattern you’d see on baby wipes. There are giant stuffed animals in every corner, and a mobile made of plush moons and stars turns lazily over the crib, playing a tinny lullaby that sounds both cheery and deranged.

It’s a set, I realize, for the next scene in whatever movie they’re making out of my body. The humiliation is so complete it flattens me—I am not even an adult here. I am a prop, a thing, a bad joke.

Luke and Keith don’t speak as they move to the changing table and select a fresh diaper from the stack. It’s humiliatingly thick, printed with pastel blocks and bunnies, and I hate that I even notice the print, that I’m not above caring about such an idiotic, infantile detail. They spread it open and pat the surface, signaling me to lie down. When I hesitate, Luke grabs me behind the knees and plops me onto the table, then swings my legs up so my ankles point at the ceiling.

I stare at the ceiling tiles, counting the dots, pretending the world is no bigger than the rectangle of white above me. It doesn’t help. Keith lifts my hips and slides the diaper under me, then powders my crotch with a heavy-handed sifting of cornstarch that sticks to my skin in clumps. I can’t believe the delicacy of their movements, the care they take in taping the diaper snug around my waist, as if the previous hour hadn’t reduced me to nothing but a leaking, sobbing mess.

They’re not done. Luke fishes a pair of giant, padded mittens from a drawer and shoves them onto my hands, cinching them tight at the wrists so my fingers are rendered useless. The mitts are covered in yellow ducklings and blue clouds—a toddler’s fantasy, if toddlers were into bondage. My arms flop helplessly at my sides. Keith leans in and jams the pacifier gag between my lips, buckling it behind my head. It’s even bigger than I remember, stretching my jaw wide and filling my mouth with plasticky rubber and the faint tang of soap.

I want to scream, to spit it out, but the muscles in my face barely respond. Instead, I suck the pacifier reflexively, desperate for air, for comfort, for anything that isn’t the terror of what comes next.

The men step back to admire their handiwork, and for a moment there is silence. I am a grown woman, diapered and gagged, hands useless at my sides, lying on a table in a nursery built for monsters. I am the punchline of a joke I don’t understand.

I am completely at their mercy, as always.

They lift me up with the easy, unthinking coordination of professionals who’ve done this a hundred times before, and I am deposited into the oversize crib with all the ceremony of a sack of groceries. The mattress is crinkly and low, encased in some waterproof plastic that sticks cold to my bare shoulder blades. I land on my back, arms and legs splaying out in the instant of release—it is the most helpless position in the world, and I know from the way they linger at the bars that this is exactly how they want me. I do not bother struggling. The urge to resist, to fight, is as remote now as the life I left behind, ground down to a thin, fine powder by the ritual of exhaustion.

Resisting seems pointless at this stage.

“We'd better go get changed,” Luke says. His voice is already halfway to a yawn, the banality of his own role insufficient stimulus for him to even feign interest any longer. Their costumes—those orderly lab coats, the clinical khakis—have been spattered and ruined by the last round. Even now, even here, shame is the only thing more persistent than pain.

Keith leans over the rails, his eyes scanning the length of my body with all the affection of a butcher grading meat. “Be a good girl,” he says, and the phrase is so out of proportion to the situation that I almost laugh. Instead, I close my eyes and wait for the sound of their shoes to fade.

When the next scene begins, it is without warning: hands reach through the bars and pluck me from the crib, lifting me in the same practiced, unceasing grip as before. My body is limp, boneless with fatigue, and I do not resist as Keith deposits me in a new apparatus—a swing, bright yellow and enormous, strung from the ceiling by iron chains. I have no memory of it being there before.

The seat is molded plastic, built for a body much larger than a toddler yet perfectly contoured to cradle my hips and thighs. The bucket harness bites into my waist, and the curve of the seat wedges the fluffy bulk of the diaper tight against my crotch, putting relentless, suffocating pressure on the place where my body is still raw and throbbing from earlier. My legs dangle, calves bare and toes curling instinctively as the swing rocks forward and back, forward and back, a pendulum powered by the hands of men who see me as something less than human.

Luke stands over me. “Show them how you come in your diaper like I taught you,” he says. There is something in his tone almost gentle, as if he’s congratulating me for learning to tie my shoes, but behind the words is the hard, cold command I have come to recognize as the engine of my new existence.

I look at him in horror, desperate for a cue, some signal that this is a joke or a test or a nightmare that will end if I just play along well enough. But it is real, and the camera is rolling, and my options are as fixed and binary as the swing’s motion.

“Go on, be a good girl,” Keith adds, standing just behind Luke, arms crossed over his chest. “Unless you want a spanking.” The threat is unnecessary—both men know I will comply, because defiance is a luxury I cannot afford.

So I do what I must: I start to rock and bounce, using the swing’s inertia to grind myself against the thick, yielding mound between my legs. The motion is awkward at first, mechanical, but soon the friction finds its rhythm and the heat blossoms again, shameful and inexorable. My hands, still encased in padded mittens, grip the chains above my head, fingers useless and blunted. I am forced to use my whole body, arching my hips and flexing my thighs, every muscle straining for a pleasure I do not want but cannot refuse.

The cameras zoom in. I can see the red light of the indicator reflected in the pupil of Luke’s eye, feel the focus of the lens like a scalpel cutting through my skin. My face burns, my jaw aches from the pacifier, my chest heaves with ragged, animal breath. The diaper is already soaked, and the chafing of plastic and powder is agony, but I grind harder, faster, desperate to end it, to finish this.

The humiliation detonates inside me, a bomb with no shrapnel but endless shockwaves. I am a grown woman, diapered and gagged and forced to masturbate for the entertainment of men who will never think of me as anything but a fucked-up little doll.

And still, I come. I come hard, the orgasm scraping at my insides, tearing through me with the violence of surrender. The swing jerks, the chains creak, and I let out a guttural, obscene cry that is muffled into silence by the pacifier, the only thing keeping me from biting through my own tongue.

When the pleasure recedes, the men do not immediately let me go. They push the swing higher, higher, until I am nearly horizontal, the ceiling spinning above me in dizzy, pastel spirals. My vision tunnels, and for a moment I think I might pass out, but instead the world snaps back into focus and I am still here, still swinging, still at the mercy of their relentless, unceasing gaze.

They watch, and I perform. I rock and writhe and sob, the embarrassment fusing with the aftershocks of pleasure until I cannot tell them apart. I am leaking through the leg holes of the diaper, hot and sticky, the evidence of my compliance soaking into the plastic and matting the hair on my thighs. Luke kneels beside the swing and strokes my arm, a parody of comfort, while Keith continues to coo and tell me I’m a good girl until I ride out the final aftershocks.
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I want so badly to crawl out of my own skin, but my body just molds around whatever new indignity they load onto it. When they finally let me slow, limp and shuddering in the swing, Luke disappears out of frame. I can’t see him, but I hear the metallic squeak of the studio door and the rattle of plastic as he drags something heavy across the floor. Then he returns, rolling in a monstrous high chair—adult-sized, the tray gleaming, the frame braced with steel to make sure nothing can be kicked over or apart. There’s an extra-wide five-point harness where the seatbelt should be, and the vinyl pad is printed with a pattern of daisies and grinning cartoon giraffes.

I want to plead with them—please not this, not a feeding scene, not the full baby routine—but the pacifier is still clamped between my teeth. I’m sure the camera will catch my eyes bulging with panic as Luke and Keith unbuckle me from the swing and maneuver my limp, mitt-bound body into the high chair. When they fasten the harness, it cinches so tight I can barely breathe, and the tray is locked in place, pinning my forearms so I can’t do anything but squirm and twitch my fingers inside the mitts. The straps dig in beneath my breasts and around my waist, and I can feel every damp, clammy inch of the diaper chafing my skin.

Luke fastens a bib around my neck, fluffing it out like he’s proud of the effect: the bib is terry cloth, white with a pink border and a big-eyed bunny stitched over my sternum, and he tucks it under the pacifier’s buckle with a flourish. Then, finally, he pops the gag free, letting it dangle from its strap, and I suck in a shuddering gasp of air, grateful for the reprieve until I realize why I’ve been granted it.

A voice from off camera shouts, “Props!” and a production assistant in latex gloves hands over a deep ceramic bowl and a plastic baby spoon. The bowl is heaped with something orange and wet—carrots, maybe, or yams, or some nutritional slurry designed to look like baby food but engineered for max disgust. I can smell the metallic sweetness from three feet away, and my gut clenches in anticipation.

Keith sits himself directly opposite me, chin propped on one fist, and leers down the curve of the tray. “Ready for lunch?” he asks, but it’s not a question. Luke scoops up a spoonful of the mush and brings it to my lips, airplane noises and all—“Here comes the choo-choo! Open up, baby!”—and I realize with sick dread that there is nowhere to turn my head, nowhere to spit, nowhere to hide. The harness keeps me perfectly aligned for the camera. There’s nothing to do but swallow.

The first bite is worse than I could’ve imagined. The carrots are warm, pureed to a pulp, but the flavor is laced with something bitter and chemical, a solvent tang that leaves my tongue numb. I cough and sputter, but Luke just steadies my chin and shovels in another heaping spoonful, this time smearing the bright orange puree across my cheeks and lips in the process. It’s all over my face, my bib, my trembling jaw.

Keith laughs. “Sloppy eater,” he says, and wipes my chin with a strip of scratchy paper towel before Luke plunges the spoon in again. It’s a rhythm, a punishment, a performance. Every time I try to stall, to close my lips, Luke just pinches my nostrils shut with his thumb and forefinger until I’m forced to open up. The paste splats against the back of my throat and dribbles down my chin; my mouth is raw from the constant scraping of the spoon.

And all the while, the cameras are rolling, and Keith and Luke narrate my humiliation in a running dialogue for the benefit of whatever pervert will be watching this footage later:

“Such a hungry baby!”

“She’s making such a mess!”

“Aw, look at her, she loves it!”

The bowl empties, but the torment doesn’t stop. Luke sets down the spoon and produces a giant, clear plastic baby bottle from somewhere behind the chair. The bottle is already filled, the liquid inside a sickly off-white, frothy and flecked with darker particles that settle to the bottom as the bottle is upended. I can see right away: this is not ordinary milk. The stench hits me even before the silicone nipple is pressed to my lips—a sour, fermented reek that curdles my insides.

“Drink up, baby,” Keith instructs, and I feel the bottle forced between my lips, the nipple pinching my tongue. My arms are useless at my sides, pinned by the harness and tray; all I can do is try to stop myself from choking as the bottle is tilted higher and higher, the contents sluicing into my mouth.

It’s thicker than milk, almost a slurry. The taste is both sweet and rancid, milk gone sour with a stinging aftertaste that makes my gums tingle. I gag and try to push it out with my tongue, but Luke just tips the bottle harder, and the fluid floods my mouth until I have to swallow or drown. Some of it trickles down the wrong way, burning my nose and making my eyes water. Tears spill down my cheeks and streak through the carrot mush, leaving bright orange trails. I try to breathe, but the bottle never leaves my lips; it’s a constant pressure, a slow force-feeding that will not stop until every drop is gone.

Halfway through, my stomach revolts. I clamp my lips shut, but Luke is ready—he pinches my nose again and the bottle is jammed deeper, and I have no choice but to swallow, swallow, swallow. I can feel the mixture churning in my gut, thick and greasy, sloshing with every breath. The humiliation is nuclear. I try to focus on the pattern of the ceiling tiles, but my vision is blurring from the effort of not vomiting.

Keith leans in, fingers tracing the tip of my nose, and says, “Uh-oh, someone’s making faces. Are you gonna spit up, baby?” He sounds delighted, and I know in that instant that this is what they want. They want me to fail, to lose control, to make a spectacle of my own helplessness. The bottle is tilted higher still, and I can feel its end drawing near, but my resolve is crumbling. My jaw locks, my lips tremble, and then, with a shudder, I can’t hold it in anymore.

I retch. The half-digested slurry launches out of my mouth, splattering the tray, the bib, the front of Keith’s shirt. The cameras catch everything: the convulsion, the mess, the look of slack-jawed horror on my face. The men don’t even flinch. Luke just pats my back with two quick, hard slaps and says, “Get it all out,” while Keith wipes my chin and neck with a baby wipe, deliberately rough, his thumb scraping the back of my jaw.

When I finish, Keith licks the tip of his finger and wipes a smear of orange from my cheek, then leans in so close I can smell the aftershave hiding the scent of bile. “Bad, bad girl,” he says, and his tone is so cold and precise that I feel my core go ice numb. “You know what happens to bad girls, right?”
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I whimper, but no sound comes out. My throat is raw, my stomach heaves, my head spins with shame and misery. Luke snaps the pacifier gag back in place before I can speak or plead, the rubber overfilling my mouth and silencing me instantly. The straps are buckled so tight that my jaw aches, and I can feel drool pooling under my tongue, slicking the pacifier and leaking down my chin.

The feeding is over. The men unfasten the harness and unlock the tray, but instead of letting me rest, they each grab an arm and haul me out of the chair, my legs wobbling beneath me. The world tilts and I’m carried, flopping and helpless, to a chair that rolls into the room from off-camera.

Keith sits in the chair and yanks me across his lap, face down, my ass in the air. The pacifier muffles my cries as he pins my head down with one hand, the other pressing my lower back. Luke peels the tapes loose, rolling the sodden diaper down to my thighs, exposing my butt and thighs to the cold air and the hungry eyes of the camera. I kick, I squirm, but my movements are clumsy and slow, the world still off-kilter from the force-feeding.

Keith’s voice is unhurried, almost gentle: “Time for your spanking.” His palm lands on me with a report that cracks through the studio, a sound sharp enough to rattle the plastic toys on the shelf. The pain is white and immediate, a searing jolt that pulses through my skin and up my back. Before the burn can even register, he brings his hand down again, and again, each blow slightly offset from the last. The rhythm is sadistic in its precision—not random, not wild, but meted out in measured, overlapping waves so that the sting compounds relentlessly. I buck and twist on his lap, diaper sagged around my knees, my bare ass and thighs on display for the camera, but his grip at the nape of my neck holds me perfectly steady. Every muscle in my body tenses, then collapses, then tenses again as the punishment continues.

By the fifth or sixth slap, the pain is a living thing, radiating outward, blooming across my ass and into my cunt and thighs. My eyes are streaming, the pacifier choking every sob down to a squeak, but still he goes on. Keith alternates slow, deliberate smacks with sudden, flurrying bursts that leave me gasping and writhing. The sound changes as my flesh swells and colors—at first, the slaps are crisp, then muffled, almost wet, each one sinking deeper and deeper. I can’t move, can’t speak, can’t even beg; all I can do is clench my fists in the padded mitts and pray for it to stop.

But that’s not what they want. They want me to break, and they get it. It only takes a minute before I’m blubbering, the humiliation and pain too much to contain. Snot and spit leak around the pacifier, my lungs convulse with every new blow. The pain turns strange, becomes a kind of pleasure twisted up in the agony, and my body starts responding in ways I can’t control. My hips grind involuntarily against Keith’s thigh, seeking friction, as if my body is begging for what my mind can’t even begin to accept.

Keith seems to sense the change, because he stops abruptly and slides his hand between my thighs. He cups my cunt, presses his palm against my clit through the slick, wrinkled skin. His touch is clinical, almost bored, as if checking a box on a form. He draws his fingers up and down the length of my slit, humming an exaggerated “tsk, tsk, tsk” as he discovers how wet I am.

“What’d I tell you? She loves it. Slut’s dripping all over my hand.”

Luke comes around to watch, looming over the both of us. “What a bad girl, getting turned on by her spanking. What do you think, Keith—should we give her a reward, or more punishment?”

Keith shakes his head, a mock look of disappointment on his face. “I think bad girls get more punishment. She hasn’t learned her lesson yet.” He gives my ass an affectionately hard squeeze, then resumes spanking, this time with short, rapid-fire strikes that clatter like hailstones down my thighs and up onto the small of my back. The pain is everywhere now, no longer a point but a field, and I can’t tell if I’m sobbing or moaning. Both, probably.

When at last he stops, my ass is so hot it feels like it’s glowing, every inch of me throbbing. Keith rubs my burning skin in slow, deliberate circles, as if soothing a child. Then, without warning, he dips his fingers inside me—two, then three, all at once. The intrusion is brutal and unexpected, and I arch up with a yelp, but the motion only drives his knuckles deeper. He curls his fingers, scissoring them wide, then withdraws slowly, holding them up for the camera to see: slick, glistening, proof of my shame.

Luke laughs, a short, ugly sound. “She really is a hungry baby. Never seen anyone gush like that from just a spanking.”

Keith bends down to speak directly in my ear. “You know, we could let you come, if you’re very, very good. But that’s not how this works, is it?” He licks the shell of my ear, then bites down hard enough to make me flinch. “Only good girls get to come. And you’re not a good girl.”

He flips me off his lap and lets me collapse on the nursery floor, legs still rubbery, face mashed against the vinyl mat. The pacifier is still buckled tight, distorting my gasps into wet, animal noises. Above me, I can hear the rustle of fabric and the click of a zipper. Keith is stripping off his pants, freeing his cock, which he strokes lazily as he circles behind me.

Luke kneels at my head, holding the camera low to catch my expression. He smooths my hair back from my face and murmurs, “Look at the camera, sweetheart. Show them how much you need this.” He taps my cheek with his thumb, hard enough to make my eyes water, and then he leans in, lips brushing my ear: “I bet Daddy will watch this one too.”

Keith’s hands are on my hips, hoisting my ass into the air, lining me up so the camera gets a perfect view. He doesn’t bother with lube; I’m drenched already, the friction is nothing compared to the ache of being stretched and exposed. He notches himself against my cunt and pushes in, the initial penetration sudden and forceful, and I clench down instinctively, but it’s no use. Keith is thick and unyielding, and he wants to make a show of how easy it is to use me.

He fucks me with a steady, pistonlike rhythm, never too rough, always controlled, as if demonstrating a product. The slap of skin, the guttural grunts, the slurp of wetness—it’s all for the soundtrack. I can feel the whole lower half of my body trembling, the sting of the spanking blending with the hard thrusts until I can’t parse one pain from the next. Every time I try to wiggle away, Keith pulls me back, digging his fingers into my hips or spanking the backs of my thighs for good measure.

Luke’s hands are everywhere—tugging my hair, caressing my face, tracing the tears and drool that spill down my chin. He keeps up a running commentary for the camera: “You see this? This is what happens to bad girls. They get fucked until they cry. You like that, don’t you? You love being a little fucktoy.” He shoves two fingers into the corners of my mouth, stretching my lips wide so the camera can see my tongue lolling around the pacifier.

The humiliation is total. This isn’t sex, it’s consumption—my body is a prop, my pleasure irrelevant. But the heat in my belly is real, and every thrust, every slap, every degrading word rolls together until I don’t know what I want anymore. I whimper, drool, arch my back to meet Keith’s rhythm, and the pleasure is so tightly braided with misery that I can’t separate them.

Luke moves behind Keith, murmurs something I can’t hear, and the two of them switch places with a practiced ease. Then Luke slides into me while Keith holds my shoulders, pressing my face to the mat, keeping me still. Luke is faster, meaner; he grabs my hair and yanks my head back, forcing me to look up for the camera as he fucks into me from behind. The pace is savage, designed to make me lose all composure, and it works—I’m howling, writhing, barely aware of anything but the shock of sensation.

Keith leans in, lips pressed to my ear again: “You don’t get to come. Not until we say so. Understand?” I nod, or try to, but Luke is bouncing my skull off the mat with every thrust. Keith grins, then shoves the pacifier back into my mouth, sealing my protest behind thick rubber.

They use me like this for what feels like ages—a relentless, mechanical rhythm, a rotation of hands and cocks and voices that has no beginning and no end. At first, the violation is a single, continuous nightmare, but as the minutes pass, time dissolves into cycles: pain and pleasure, denial and hope, humiliation and feral, helpless need. Sometimes they fuck me together, one in my cunt, one in my mouth, trading places as easily as changing seats at a table. Sometimes they pass me back and forth, each determined to outdo the other in how long they can make me writhe and plead without ever letting me come. The camera is always there, red light blinking like an accusation, catching every quiver, every drool-streaked gasp, every wordless sob.

Keith is methodical about it. He times my reactions, studies the way my thighs shake or my breath hitches, then backs off just as the first tremor of climax starts to seize my body. His hand clamps over my mound, squeezes until the pleasure flattens into ache, or pulls out abruptly and slaps my ass so the pain drowns out everything else. He never loses composure. Even when his cock is buried to the hilt, even when he’s panting and red-faced, he keeps up a running commentary—a monologue of discipline and disappointment, of how only sluts like me get denied the right to come.

Luke is cruder. He gets off on my desperation, on the way I shake and whimper when he throttles my release. He’ll finger my clit with vicious speed, get me seconds from coming, then spit on my face and call me a filthy whore for even trying. Then he makes me watch as he strokes himself while Keith fucks me, taunting me with the sight and sound of his own pleasure. He’ll wipe his drool-slicked dick across my cheeks, smearing spit and precum, and whisper that if I beg loud enough, maybe he’ll let me taste my own failure.

The cycles repeat, again and again. I lose track of how many times I get hauled up into Keith’s lap, face-down, ass-up. Or how many times Luke bends me over the play table and rails me so hard the cartoon animals on the tabletop blur into pastel streaks. They film all of it, switching angles, zooming in on my puffy, swollen pussy, on the snot and tears and spit bubbling from my nose and lips.

At first I hate it, truly hate it, and I scream inside my head with every humiliation, every denied orgasm. But the hate is thin, more a memory than a real sensation. Soon it’s replaced by something much more dangerous: the craving for release, for sensation, for any shred of agency in the endless churn of their attention. My body betrays me again and again. I arch into their hands, grind my hips against their thighs, buck and squirm not to escape but to chase the fleeting, forbidden edge of pleasure. I loathe myself for it, for the way my cunt drools onto their fingers, for the way my voice cracks when I try to protest but only end up moaning instead.

Somewhere in the endless cycle, I start to understand the game. They’re never going to let me come. They want me at the ragged edge, vibrating with frustration, so desperate I’ll do anything for them. I can feel the pressure inside me, a massive ache that builds and builds until it’s all I can think about. I’m not a person anymore, just a collection of nerve endings and cravings, a toy built for their amusement and for the camera’s unblinking gaze.

At one point, I start to sob in earnest—big, sloppy gulps of air that fog the pacifier and make my whole body shake. I can’t stop myself. The humiliation is too thick, the denial too absolute. My hands, still balled in the padded mitts, scrabble at the mat, searching for something to hold onto. Moretti catches it all on camera, zooming in, and Keith narrates every pathetic sound I make: “See how she cries when Daddy says no? See how desperate she gets for attention?” Luke pushes my face down, smearing my own tears and drool into the vinyl, and tells me to keep crying because it looks good for the audience.

But then, just when the ache is so great I think my brain will split open, Keith flips me onto my back, straddles my chest, and peels the pacifier from my mouth. My lips wobble, sore and numb, the rubber plug leaving a bitter taste that mingles with the sourness of my own spit. I barely have time to catch my breath before he’s prying my jaw open again, pressing the head of his cock against my tongue.

“Go on,” he orders, stroking himself. “Show us how much you want it.”

Someone maneuvers a camera inches from my face. I can see my reflection in the lens: glassy-eyed, cheeks streaked with tears, hair matted to my forehead. The image is revolting and mesmerizing all at once. I open my mouth wider, not because I want to, but because I don’t know what else to do. Keith pushes inside, filling my mouth with the hot, blunt taste of him, and I choke a little as he works deeper and deeper, using my throat like a sheath.

He fucks my face for a while, slow and deliberate, making sure the camera sees every inch. When he pulls out, I’m coughing and spitting, my lips smeared with saliva and precum. He strokes his cock once, twice, then grins at Luke.

“You ready?” Keith says, and Luke nods, stepping in close behind him, hand still wrapped around the camera grip.

Keith grabs my hair, holds my head steady, and then—just as I realize what’s about to happen—he comes. The first spurt is hot and thick, coating my tongue, and the rest splatters across my cheeks, my chin, dribbling into the hollow of my throat. Luke circles around and aims the camera down at me, making sure to capture every glob of white as it slides down my skin.

“Smile for Daddy,” Keith coos, wiping his cock off across my cheek.

I stare up at the camera, my face a mask of shame and filth, and in that moment I understand exactly what they want: not just my body, but my total surrender, my willingness to debase myself for their amusement and for whoever’s watching on the other side of the screen.

And then, while I’m still choking on the taste of Keith’s cum, Luke wedges himself between my legs and starts fucking me again, harder and faster than before. He wants to see if he can make me come with Keith’s mess still hot on my tongue, wants to record the moment I finally break.

The pressure inside me explodes. It’s not an orgasm, not really—it’s bigger and messier and more humiliating, a cascading loss of control that leaves my legs kicking and my head thrown back, a wordless howl echoing off the nursery walls. My body convulses, and I wet myself, a gush of clear fluid soaking the mat and the tangled diaper around my knees, making a puddle for the camera to catch.

Luke laughs, delighted, as Keith zooms in. “Good girl,” they say, in perfect unison.

And that’s when I realize: I really am.
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I come to in a mesh of jumbled impressions—jolts of light through my eyelids, the odd chemical tang of disinfected vinyl, the distant sound of plastic wheels squeaking down a corridor—and above it all, the ache, deep and relentless, as if my entire pelvis is just a raw, bruised cavity. I’m back in my cell, sprawled on the floor, my body bundled in the straightjacket like a discarded doll. The gag is off but my mouth feels stretched and raw; the taste of latex still lingers, along with the memory of Keith’s spend across my tongue and lips. I try to move, but the bulk of the diaper pressed between my thighs stops me, and I can feel the thing inside me, the cursed “training device,” locked in place and filling me so completely that every breath grinds the swollen, chafed walls of my cunt against it.

It’s quiet this time, which almost makes the humiliation worse. I can hear the phantom echoes of the nursery—cartoons on loop, the shrill laughter of men, my own wailing and retching—but in here there’s only my pulse, drumming hard in my ears, and the soft hiss of the air vent. I look down at myself—my arms pinioned under layers of buckled canvas, my thighs splayed, the diaper puffed out and crinkling with every twitch. There’s a vague wetness at my crotch; at first I panic, thinking I’ve pissed myself again, but then I realize it’s mostly sweat and the mess from earlier, a cocktail of spit and lube and cum seeping through the padding. The stench is sharp, animal, and the heat radiates up into my belly, making me clench up around the plug in reflexive, helpless shame.

I try to sit up, fail, then flop onto my side and stare at the walls. The tears start, first from the pain, and then from a deep, exhausting self-loathing. I want to think that what happened to me was a violation, pure and simple, but the memory of how I begged, how I arched into their hands, how my body refused to obey my mind… It’s a splinter under my skin, throbbing with a sick, secret pleasure. I can’t even decide if I hate myself more for being used like a toy, or for how badly I wanted it the whole time.

I sob until my nose clogs up and my mouth tastes of salt. My limbs are numb. My head feels light, almost floating above my body, and for a minute I let myself pretend that I’m just a ghost, that none of this is real, that I’ll wake up in my old bed and this will all have been a fever dream. But then the pressure in my cunt shifts, and the plug inside me throbs just a little bit with each heartbeat, and there’s no escape from the soft, padded prison of my own flesh.

I drift for a while, caught between waking and sleep. I lose track of time. Sometimes I hear footsteps outside the door; once, someone peers through the observation window, clipboard in hand, and scribbles something before moving on. No one speaks to me. No one asks if I’m okay. I guess that’s the point.

Sometime later—minutes, hours, I can’t tell—there’s a faint click from the corner of the cell. My eyes dart there, expecting to see a camera, or maybe one of them with a remote control, but no one is visible. Still, the whine of electricity is unmistakable. A split second later, the vibrating dildo buried inside me clicks on.

It’s not a gentle purr. It’s a brutal, high-frequency buzz that makes my clit spasm and my pelvic floor seize up so hard I nearly bite through my tongue. The sensation is overwhelming—pleasure and pain, raw and immediate, all the more intense because I have no way to brace or control it. My hips buck, the diaper absorbing every frantic twitch, and a fresh layer of sweat breaks out on my skin.

I scream, but the sound is muffled by the heavy air and the thickness of my own tongue. The whole world narrows to a single point of focus: the relentless, merciless pulse of the device, grinding up through my core, shaking me apart. I want it to stop, but I also want it to never stop. I want to come, but I know that if I do, they’ll only make it worse. I want to curl up and vanish, but the straightjacket and the diaper and the dildo make escape impossible.

Tears stream down my face, hot and endless. My body thrashes on the mat, a puppet yanked by invisible strings, and still the vibration continues, unwavering, as if the battery might outlast the universe itself. I sob, drool, and the humiliation becomes so total that it ceases to be humiliation at all—it just is, a state of being, a new reality written into the meat and nerves of my body.

After what feels like forever, the buzzing finally stops. I collapse, shuddering, the aftershocks echoing through my limbs. I can barely breathe. My head pounds. My thighs twitch with every random spasm, and I feel more hollow than I ever have in my life.

But even so, some small, traitorous part of me aches for it to start again.
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Something is wrong. I can feel it in the pitch-black silence that swallows the cell, a deadness in the air so complete it seems to press my eardrums flat. There’s no hum of fluorescent lights, no distant blare of cartoons from the nursery, not even the faint mechanical chitter of the baby monitors looped through the walls. Just silence, broken only by my own ragged breathing and the soft, traitorous thud of my pulse. I’m on the mat, swaddled tight in the straightjacket and the thick, sodden diaper, and though I can barely move, every inch of my body is electrified with dread. I keep thinking I hear footsteps, but there’s nothing, nothing, nothing.

For a minute—maybe five—I let myself pretend that the outside world has gone away, that I’ve been locked in some concrete oubliette and the men who broke me have forgotten I exist. I savor the fantasy of dying here unseen, my slow decomposition leaking into the cracked tile, until even the bones of me are ground into anonymous dust. It’s better than picturing Keith and Luke coming back for another round. It’s better than picturing what I’ve become.

But then the universe decides to punish me for hoping. Somewhere outside, a heavy object slams into the wall—once, twice, then a rapid staccato of blows that shakes the floor and vibrates up my spine. I flinch so hard the plug inside me shifts, stabbing deep, and I yelp before I can stop myself. A chorus of metallic clatters erupts down the corridor. Then another bang, so close my teeth rattle. I can taste blood at the back of my throat.

My body curls tighter, knees to my chest, head burrowing between my arms like a newborn rat. I squeeze my eyes shut and listen to the chaos draw nearer. There’s a rapid exchange of shouting—too muffled to understand, but urgent, male, the kind of voices that only belong to men with guns. For an instant I think maybe it’s another part of the snuff show, another fantasy for the sickos in charge, but then there’s an explosion of splintering wood and shrieking metal, and the door to my cell implodes inward in a spray of chipped paint and steel.

Two figures crash in, black from head to toe, the gleam of body armor and night vision goggles catching the phosphorescent light. They move with the precision of military animals, all muscle and angles and clipped, predatory motion. One sweeps the corners of the cell with a tactical flashlight, the other lunges straight for me. Their faces are hidden behind mirrored faceplates, bug-eyed and buglike, but I can feel the crisp familiarity with how they grab me—efficient, professional, not like Keith’s groping hands or Luke’s greedy fingers.

“Caitria!” The one on the right barks my name, and I realize with a thud of shame that I know the voice. It’s Vasquez, my father’s enforcer, the man who taught me how to shoot. The roughness I remember from his hands is still there, but it’s layered now with something different, something almost tender. “Caitria, we’re getting you out.”

My mouth opens, but no sound comes out. Instead, the sob I’ve been holding in for hours boils up and overflows. I want to say thank you, or fuck you, or I’m sorry, but all that comes out is a wet, bubbling moan. Vasquez unclasps the restraint from my ankles, then lifts me by the armpits, all in one smooth motion. My legs are jelly, useless, and the plug inside me shifts again, grinding hard against my pelvic floor.

The other man, bulkier and moving like a shadow, darts over to the window and sweeps it for movement, weapon raised. He gestures a quick all-clear.

“We have to go,” Vasquez hisses, dragging me upright. My head lolls, and I see myself reflected in his visor: wild-eyed, hair caked to my skull, my face a wreck of dried tears and snot and drool. I look like something feral, something ruined.

As if on cue, the vibrator inside me kicks on again, ramped up to its highest setting. My whole body seizes, and I scream, this time louder than before, but Vasquez doesn’t so much as flinch. He’s dealt with worse.

“Christ,” he mutters. “They really did a number on you.” He rips at the Velcro straps on the straightjacket, but it’s safety-locked at the back. “Helmann, cutters!”

The other man—Helmann, then—pulls a knife the size of my forearm and within three savage tugs, the jacket sags open. I’m shivering, exposed, but Vasquez barely gives me a second glance. He yanks the diaper off, not even pausing at the smell or the mess, and tosses it into the corner. The next second, he’s threading my naked arms into a Kevlar wrap, fastening it tight enough to cut off circulation. It’s a new kind of restraint, but at least it’s dry.

The men communicate in clipped code: “Clear.” “Four minutes.” “Go.” Helmann shoulders his rifle and checks the hallway. Vasquez scoops me up, bridal style, and I’m stunned by how small I feel in his arms—how easily he carries me, like I weigh nothing at all.

The vibrator is still going, an electric saw in my cunt, and it’s all I can do not to writhe and claw at his chest. Instead, I bury my face against the ceramic plate of his armor and try to focus on the rhythm of his breathing. It’s steady, relentless, the heartbeat of a man who never panics.

We’re halfway down the corridor when the alarms sound—high, shrill sirens that bounce off the cinderblock and flay my eardrums raw. A red strobe pulses at every third tile, and with every flash Vasquez’s armor turns from matte black to blood red. We round a corner and I feel hot rushes of air as bullets hiss past my head, shattering the fire safety glass along the walls. Helmann returns fire, each blast of his weapon sending tremors through the building.

The whole time, the only thing I can think about is the vibrator pounding inside me, how every jolt of adrenaline makes my muscles clamp tighter, how impossibly close I am to orgasm even now, even here, even with death hounding my heels. My mind splits in two halves: the part that is terrified, and the part that is desperate to come.

We reach the exit, a heavy steel fire door, and Helmann shoulders through it first, scanning the lot beyond. Snow whips across the tarmac, and there’s a black SUV idling at the curb, the back doors already open.

“Move, move, move!” Helmann calls, and Vasquez sprints the last thirty meters, boots skidding on the ice. He shoves me into the back seat, then slides in after, slamming the door hard enough to rattle my teeth.

The engine roars. Within seconds, we’re fishtailing out onto the street, the old asylum receding behind us in a haze of snow and rotating red light.

Only when we’ve cleared the perimeter does Vasquez finally address me again. “Are you hurt?” he asks, voice flat, professional.

I can’t answer. My jaw works, but no sound comes. Instead, I look down at myself: bare legs coiled tight, arms pressed to my sides, crotch slick with lube and spit and my own juices. The plug is still buried in me, and the vibrator, miraculously, has not let up for even a second.

Helmann glances in the rearview. “What the fuck did they do to her?” he mutters.

Vasquez ignores him and focuses on me. “Caitria. Listen. That thing in you—can you get it out, or do you need help?”

I try, but I don’t dare touch myself in front of them. Even after everything, I’m still that girl: still their boss’s daughter, still afraid to let anyone see what I really am. My hands hover, then drop.

Vasquez sees my hesitation. “I’m sorry, but it has to come out now. Hang on.”

He braces me against the seat, then slips gloved fingers between my legs. The touch is clinical, but even so, the friction of the latex on my engorged skin makes me gasp. He finds the base of the plug, twists, and with a sharp, brutal yank, pulls it free. The thing is monstrous—thick, veined, glistening with a mixture of fluids that makes me want to die from the inside out.

The instant it’s out, I come. Not a slow build, not a gentle unraveling—just a violent, full-body detonation that makes me arch against the seatbelt and scream. The orgasm rips through me, tears and snot streaming down my face, my thighs kicking spastically against the door. Vasquez actually holds me down, keeps me from hurting myself, and just waits until the storm passes.

Only then does he pull a blanket over me, tucking it up to my chin like I’m a sleeping child. I’m shivering, sobbing mess.

Then there’s a sudden prick in my neck, and the world goes black.
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Light seeps through the fluttering curtains, a mild blue haze that dapples the sheets. I blink awake, a moth-beat tremor in my chest, and for a solid minute it’s as if my brain has booted up too quickly, the world running a jumpy retrieval of memory and sensorium that doesn’t quite fit. The ceiling above me is blank and white, not pocked with mildew or shadowed by the crosshatch of security mesh. There’s no chemical tang of bleach in the air, no shriek of the monitors, only the thrum of my own pulse. I’m in my childhood bed, a real goddamn bed, the sheets soft and even a little warm, and the realization slams into me: I am home.

For the first time in what feels like years, I’m not trussed up in some pervert’s idea of punishment. I shift against the mattress, expecting the chafe of a straightjacket, the hot squish of a diaper, but there’s nothing. My limbs are light, almost unfamiliar. I flex my fingers, watching them move as if they belong to someone else.

I prop myself on my elbows, scanning for cameras, microphones, anything that would betray this as a set piece. My mouth is dry as sand. I try to laugh, but it comes out as a hiccuped sob. I snatch the comforter and haul it up to my chin, as if the quilt can shield me from the transparency of my own skin.

Under the covers, I’m wearing my threadbare sleep shirt and a pair of cotton panties, both clean, both mine. I half expect to find a diaper or some chains. I clutch at the fabric, knuckles whitening. My body is still a cage, but now I’m the one holding the keys.

The clock beside the bed reads 4:23 a.m. I stare at the digits, forcing myself to breathe slow and deep, to center in the now. I try to conjure the face of the girl I used to be in this room, the one who played video games and thought she was tough because she could take a punch. I can’t remember her. I’m only the girl who survived.

The silence is thick, broken only by my ragged breathing and the hiss of blood in my ears. My mind races to fill the void: flashes of the facility, Moretti’s condescending smile, the humiliation of being force-fed and filmed, the way Luke looked at me as if I had already failed him. Each memory is a line of barbed wire, wrapping tighter and tighter around my chest until I can barely inhale.

Still, I’m alive. Still, I’m free. I keep telling myself this, but freedom has a taste I don’t recognize, a flavor both sweet and spoiled. I should call someone—Vasquez, my father, maybe even the police—but I don’t. I can’t. The idea of speaking, of explaining, is impossible. What would I say? That I let them do it to me? That some secret part of me wanted to be punished, to be reduced to nothing but pain and need?

The thought makes me burn with shame, but it’s nothing compared to the heat building between my legs. It’s stupid, sick, but my body doesn’t know the difference between trauma and arousal anymore; the wiring is crossed, the signals scrambled. I remember the plug, the relentless buzz of the vibrator, the way my own sopping cunt betrayed me at the worst possible moment. Even now, just recalling it, I feel the aftershocks rip through my pelvis in little tremors.

I reach down, tentatively, as if expecting my hand to be slapped away. It’s only me here. I press a palm flat against my pussy, feeling the damp warmth through the cotton, and a shudder rocks my whole body. The urge is sudden, overwhelming: I need release, I need to prove to myself that I am still the one who owns this flesh, that I can make it obey.

I slip my hand under the waistband and begin to finger myself, slow at first, then reckless, chasing the pulse of pleasure like it’s a handhold on a cliff. My clit is hypersensitive, every nerve ending tuned to maximum. The friction is electric, every touch a splice of agony and relief. My hips jerk against my hand, I bite down on my pillow to keep from crying out.

It’s not enough. It’s never enough. I close my eyes and in the darkness, Luke appears. Then Keith. Their phantom voices are in my ear, calling me names, telling me how worthless and filthy I am, how much I deserve what’s coming. The memory of hands on my pussy makes me grind harder, desperate for punishment and absolution all at once.

I want to drown in it, to lose myself completely. My fingers are slick with my own fluids, moving faster now, and I can feel the edge of orgasm building, a tidal wave that threatens to pull me under. I want it, I hate it, I want it again.

When the orgasm hits, it’s like being shot. My spine arches, my toes curl, a cry rips from my throat before I can smother it. The pleasure is blinding, absolute, a brief and total erasure of everything else. For a few glorious seconds, I am empty, clean, free of memory.

Then the wave recedes, leaving me hollow and shaking in its wake. I stare at the ceiling, panting, tears leaking from the corners of my eyes. I hate myself a little bit, but I also feel something that might be hope—a tiny ember, buried under the ruins.

I wipe my hand on the sheets, then curl into a ball, clutching the blanket to my chest. The sun is just beginning to rise, casting a faint orange wash over the walls. I wonder if I will ever be able to tell anyone the truth about what happened, or if I will carry it like a tumor forever, feeding it in secret, pretending I am healed.

My body is spent, but my mind is already drifting, back to the facility, back to the men who broke me and the strange comfort I found in being broken. I close my eyes, and in the darkness, I am theirs again.

I don’t stop touching myself. If anything, I dig in harder, desperate for another jolt of pleasure to overwrite the shame. I lose track of time, of my own breathing, of everything except the memory of Luke, Keith, and the hungry, unfillable ache that is all I have left.
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