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The Verger Treatment

After so many arguments and so much sniping, these two developments sounded good—like maybe she had started to thaw. Right?

As he gazed out the window, he tried not to disturb his wife as she played on her phone. They were in the back of a rented sedan, and his butler sat in the driver's seat.

If only to distract himself, James asked, "How much longer, John?"

"According to the GPS, sir, we only have a few more minutes."

"Well, drive carefully."

"Yes, sir. Very good, sir," John answered. James didn't notice, but the driver tightened his grip against the steering wheel. By so many different metrics, John was overqualified for this position. He had been a soldier in the U.S. Army for more than ten years, plus he had an advanced degree. Granted, James paid extremely well, but the impressive paycheck came with a different cost: this ass always spoke with the kind of authority that implied he was better than those around him, especially his "servants".

For the most part, James avoided that terminology when out in public. But in private and especially when he didn't think anyone would overhear him? Yeah, he referred to John and Jennifer as servants.

Turning his gaze back out the window, James considered the dark skies overhead, the thick brush and wide trees. At the same time, excitement pulsed through his body.

Finally, his wife finished with her phone. He didn't know whether she had been exploring her feed or just playing a game. Perhaps there had been some message she intended to send off to one of her well-heeled friends. It did seem like she was texting a lot more lately.

The trace of a smile played across her features, only now he said, "Are you sure you don't want to hang out with me?"

The mirth vanished when her lips hardened into a serious line.

Instantly, James considered once again how he had messed up. It happened more than a year ago, yet he could still feel those ripples. Ripples? Seriously? No, they often seemed more like tsunamis. He recalled the tension and the frustration, the fact that his wife had been unhappy for quite some time. Granted, he hadn't really noticed. As far as James was concerned, she was a beautiful woman, she had a powerful husband, and so she didn't need to worry about something as simple as getting a job. Why would she want a career?

At several points, she told him she was bored. No, she didn't want to focus on charity work like so many other wives. Instead, she itched to do something more meaningful. What "meaningful might have meant, James couldn't have explained. And yet, she had told him this, and had snorted on several different occasions. Worse, he had rolled his eyes.

Then, on one night, he made that same mistake, and she had looked right at him. "You have no idea who I am or what I'm capable of. Do you really think you're better than me?"

In that moment, he had opened his mouth, sucked in a breath, and fought to come up with a good answer. He didn't know if it was her blonde hair, her bright blue eyes, her sharp features or that cute nose. Maybe it was the contours of her big breasts, her narrow waist, or her gorgeous ass. Maybe it was her long and beautifully toned legs.

"I don't think I'm better than you," he said.

"Yeah, you do. I can see it in your eyes, James. You forget. I've known you for a long time. I knew you when you were just an intern at Goldman Sachs. I knew you when you got promoted to analyst. I knew you when you decided to approach a couple of their clients and take the biggest risk of your life. I was there for you when you woke up in the middle of the night, covered in sweat because you were worried about the enemies you might have made. I know you—but you don't know me, do you?"

James had sputtered and tried to respond with half a dozen different platitudes.

He had groveled, of course.

It felt alien and unnatural at that point in his career. Still, he dusted off of those old skills. Working in the finance industry, he had understood the importance of hierarchies. Maybe she was right; perhaps he didn't really respect her. Then again, why would he? She didn't understand options chains, puts or calls, equities, credit default swaps, or any of the other arcane tools of his trade. She just had to be a beautiful girl; she only had to please him.

But at that moment, he had understood the truth; unless he satisfied her right then and there, he’d lose her. Yes, he loved her…but it was something else too, a sense of pride and accomplishment. He couldn’t lose her. That would’ve meant failure.

Working hard, James had tried to tell her she was beautiful, that he loved her, and he respected her. He made all of the right noises, only she had sneered at him, her expression hardening more and more.

Since then, there had been tension in their relationship. There’d been lots and lots of tension.

He had tried to take her out. He had tried to buy her gifts. From the Birkin bag to their trip to Paris, it hadn't been enough. She didn't seem to want his time, his attention, or anything else from him for that matter.

At several points, he thought about offering her a divorce.

Each time, he had stopped himself. Was it love, fear, or some combination of the two that stopped him from terminating their relationship? In the investment industry, there was one utterly vital rule, something that superseded everything else: always know your exit. This was where most investors and traders messed up. They got greedy, and so they could ride a position up, only to watch it fall out from beneath them, leaving them tumbling into a sea of red across their screens.

He didn't know his exit, not with Natalie.

There were still those moments when he saw her smile. She’d be playing on her phone, looking down at her screen, and texting with one of her friends (he assumed). Occasionally, he asked her what was funny, and she glanced up at him. He got to see that spark of delight, only then it quickly vanished when she reconsidered her husband.

But now, she had gotten him this trip. He didn't know exactly what a "wellness vacation" was supposed to mean. He had considered going online to track down the exact activities, but Natalie had reassured him, "Basically, it's a place where you can get away for a couple of days. Come on, you know you’ve been really stressed. The Feldman deal was really hard on you, plus you said there have been some issues with Mike. Right?"

Mike was his business partner; together, they had set out and built up their own investment empire, one comprised of three separate hedge funds. When they first started working together, the two men had done incredibly well. Mike knew the clients and could always bring in fresh capital. James, meanwhile, worked with their own analysts and generated novel investment ideas. He had consistently outperformed the market, which drew more and more attention.

What was more important? Securing financing or coming up with good ideas? James knew the answer, but this was a question they weren't supposed to ask, especially since he and Mike would probably come up with very different responses. Unfortunately, it seemed like Mike couldn't hold that question off. More and more, he had been asking for some responsibility in the investment arena. He was getting tired of visiting strip clubs, casinos, and other night spots where he could entertain their clients.

When most people imagined high finance and investments, they naïvely assumed it all came down to complicated numbers streaming across three or even six computer monitors. Or maybe they envisioned conference rooms and a dozen men and women dressed in expensive suits. Yes, the investment decisions ultimately qualified as the most important part of the business, but James also recognized the need for raw money. Whether he intended to trade currencies, equities, options, bonds, or some other esoteric instrument, cash acted as fuel. Without that, he couldn't go anywhere.

To get it, someone like Mike needed to visit with pension fund managers, CFOs, representatives from foreign governments, and others. Granted, they weren't simply interested in competence or skill. No, lots of those individuals were men with appetites. Consequently, Mike and so many other members of the finance industry knew the best restaurants, the best strip clubs, the best brothels, everything any individual could possibly crave. More often than not, funding decisions came down to how much fun someone might be having at three in the morning after a long night of hard partying.

"I'm sure it'll be fine," James said. "Besides, I’d rather spend more time with you."

"But right now, you're going to your wellness retreat," she said, her tone slick and cool at the same time.

"Thank you for coming out with me," he said. "I'm really glad you decided to see me off."

"Absolutely," she said. "I wouldn't miss this for the world."

"Are you sure you don't want to stay? For the right price, I'm sure you could join me for the entire weekend."

Another sly smile spread across her lips. This time, she seemed genuinely amused.

"No…" Natalie let her voice trail off. "This is something I want for you. But don't worry. After your retreat, we can't have a lot of really important conversations."

"Really?"

"Really," she promised. Natalie reached out, and she brushed her fingers along his cheek and down his neck.

When had she done that last?

Not before that big fight.

In the last couple of months, she hadn't asked about trying to get a job. At this point, he would have encouraged her. In fact, he had tried at several points, only to be rebuffed each time. He remembered the last instance when he had broached that conversation. James had come up to her, and he said, "You know, you are a brilliant woman. You have so much potential. Are sure you don't want to try for a career? Whatever you want to do, you have my full support."

At the time, she had glanced up at him, "No." That was it. She didn't give an explanation, and yet he could still sense that frustration and hurt that flashed just beneath the surface of her thoughts.

Fortunately, she had started to thaw. They weren't close, not like before. Obviously, he had hurt her, so it would take some time.

Simultaneously, he had to recognize how busy he had been. Each day, he went into the office, and he dealt with a variety of different contingencies. Day by day, he needed to decide where to allocate the funds' resources; he had to consider technological shifts, geopolitical risks, market conditions, and so much more. In theory, it was a simple question. Which lines would go up or down? And yet, he understood how complicated and frustratingly opaque market psychology could be. Good news could be bad if it meant everyone decided to sell, thinking this was the top. Bad news could be good, lowering expectations and prompting more people to buy all at once…The permutations seemed endless. A binary outcome absorbed the attention of some of the most brilliant and ambitious people on the planet.

It sometimes made James wonder what they could have done with that energy and intellectual firepower if greed hadn’t been their prime mover.

"Thank you," he said.

"Don't thank me yet," Natalie replied as they turned one more time. That's when he saw the Crestwood facility for the first time.

She had texted him some information, of course. At the time, he had been engrossed in a meeting, so he had opened the link, only to scan across a couple of pictures of tennis courts and pools, that sort of thing. But now, he found himself swallowing nervously.

He saw the thick, granite pillars; the black, wrought-iron gates; vast lawns; dark windows; and more. With the clouds overhead, this place looked ominous and foreboding.

And yet, it was just a vacation spot, he reminded himself. Powerful men came here all the time to relax. At the same time, he wanted to lean back and smirk, wondering if maybe some tennis instructor would start to flirt with him.

When he glanced over at Natalie, he wondered whether or not he should cheat. This would be the simplest solution. Besides, he had plenty of opportunities. There was that cute girl from the office who had seemed interested in him. Granted, there was a good chance she just wanted to get close to the boss to enhance her career prospects. But maybe she was actually interested in him? Maybe there was something about his power, gravitas, competence and capabilities?

One way or another, he wasn't going to find out because he wasn't going to betray his wife like that. Even if she hadn't completely forgiven him, things were getting better. That's what counted.

When they came to the heavy gates, John slowed the car to a rolling crawl. The gate started to open, and they drove through.

James spotted the heavy, stone fountain up ahead. An obsidian sphere sat atop a rounded pool as water burbled up and splashed down. He also saw the stone steps that led up to the heavy, reinforced doors. What was that? Oak? Mahogany?

Perhaps all of this looked beautiful in the daylight, but with the sunlight stifled by the heavy clouds, this all seemed...intimidating. Again, he smirked as the car came to a stop. A man like James didn't open his own car door; instead, he waited for John.

Without thanking his servant, James slid out of his seat. A few seconds later, Natalie followed. Together, they headed up the steps. He reached for her hand, and she surprised him by taking it. She hadn't done that in quite some time. They went to the doors, both of which opened automatically. And then he saw the lobby. It was enormous with two staircases leading up in opposite directions.

When he glanced to the left and right, he saw the enormous paintings, each one of which had to be at least fifteen feet tall and maybe five or ten wide. There were pictures of beautiful women. There were images of men down on their knees. Each one looked like some kind of expensive oil painting.

Rolling his eyes, James leaned over and said to his wife, "You know, I think they need to reconsider their interior decorator." Still, he could recognize the most important detail of the lobby; it was expensive and demonstrated the required connections. In his world, those were often the only two details that mattered. Taste? Aesthetics? Some guiding philosophical principle or design ideology? Nah. The price and exclusivity counted for so much more.

"I like it," Natalie said, contradicting him. "There is something very austere and beautiful here."

"If you say so," he replied with a shrug.

That's when one of the side doors opened, and then he saw the nurse.

She had her brown hair pulled back into a sleek ponytail. A white cap sat on her head, and she wore a tight uniform along with matching stockings. Her heels seemed much higher than he would have expected or even imagined. Most contemporary nurses, whether women or men, usually put on loose, formless scrubs.

Then again, what was a nurse doing here at all?

Before he could ask, the girl crossed her wrists behind her back, revealing some of her cleavage. No, that wasn't appropriate or professional, yet James found himself staring nonetheless. She was gorgeous, and her chest snagged his attention.

"Hello," she said, her voice high-pitched and wispy. "My name is Nurse Cindy, and I'm here to take you to see Professor Verger. Please follow me!"

With his brows tightened, James glanced over at his wife as though he expected Natalie to provide some kind of explanation. She didn't. Instead, she strode forward, her own high heels clicking against the marble floor. Apparently, this was normal? She had expected this?

With a shrug, he followed after the nurse and his wife because nothing else made sense.

They went down a broad and open hallway. James jogged for a couple of seconds and caught up with his wife. He whispered several questions to her, but she simply said, "Don't worry. This is going to be good for you."

"This is just a wellness vacation, right?"

"Absolutely," Natalie said, her tone making it abundantly clear that it couldn't possibly be anything else. Besides, if it wasn't a wellness vacation, what else would it be?

He didn't have an answer for that question, so he shrugged and reminded himself to wear his normal, unflappable expression. Frankly, he was someone who dealt with the uncertainties of the market on a daily basis. He could handle this...whatever it might be.

Nurse Cindy rushed ahead, opened up another pair of double doors, and stepped aside. Again, she had this bright, vivid smile on her face. "Welcome! Professor Verger is looking forward to explaining everything!"

"Right," James said. Without thinking about it, he let go of his wife's hand, and then he strode forward, right across the threshold. Immediately, he saw the woman seated behind the large desk. The computer screen seemed like the only piece of modern technology; to his left and right, enormous bookcases covered the walls. And then there were the expansive windows behind her, each one of which looked out onto the grassy fields and the imposing fences all around the facility.

"Hello," he said. As he often did, he intended to take control of the situation. He meant to stride across the room like some conquering warlord. He could hold out his hand, peer down at her, and say something about how he looked forward to this time here. Then maybe he’d start to ask a question or two. Better yet, he might make some statement about the art, or perhaps he’d consider her library. By judging her, he’d establish his position and authority.

Besides, “Professor” Verger was probably just some glorified vacation director.

James didn't get the chance to do any of that, however. Right as he entered this room, someone stepped behind him. A powerful arm wrapped around his torso. Instantly, James froze, mostly because he didn't know how to handle something like this. Before his thoughts could catch up and process any of these details, he felt the tip of the needle press against the side of his neck. Someone pushed down on the plunger, and he thought he heard Natalie laughing. She was chortling like a schoolgirl as they let go of him. He stumbled forward, spinning around. She had a hand over her mouth, and she laughed out, "This is really happening!"

What? What was really happening?

Before he could voice his question, his vision began to blur. He scrunched his eyes shut, which proved to be a mistake because his knees bent and he fell forward. He tried to stay up on his hands and knees, but it didn't work. He collapsed completely and soon lost consciousness.

"James?" came an unfamiliar voice. "James? Are you ready to wake up? Are you with us again?"

All at once, he recognized that his neck ached. His chin was pressed down against his chest, and he kept his eyes shut, tensing his face as he tried to understand what had just happened. Disoriented, he didn't know how to act or behave. He didn't know what he was supposed to do or say. Simultaneously, he didn't understand where he was or what had transpired. He remembered the trip from the airport, driving, telling his butler to be careful…

What happened after that?

Everything turned to a foggy haze as he raised his head and looked around. White walls surrounded him; he saw counters with jars cotton swabs and an array of syringes encased in soft plastic.

Then he peered upward and found a woman standing in front of him. She was imposing, tall, and beautiful. She had on a white lab coat, and she cocked her head to one side as she considered him. This time, she didn't ask any questions; instead, she told him, "Welcome back."

"What is this?" James demanded even as he tried to sit up and move around.

He couldn't.

Blinking faster now, he wanted to rub his eyes; he couldn't do that either. He dropped his head down, and he found himself wearing something white. He sensed the coarse fabric against his shoulders, biceps, forearms, hands, stomach and back. The moisture drained away from his mouth as he gazed down. He spotted the different buckles, and now one word popped into his head.

Straitjacket.

No. No way, he thought. He tugged and jerked, pulling with one arm, then the other. He thought this had to be some kind of optical illusion as though he had gotten wrapped up in a set of blankets or sheets. Then he yanked harder, and suddenly he remembered that bite against the side of his neck.

"What, what is this?" James stuttered out as he forced his gaze up. “Did you drug me?”

Staring hard at this woman, he did his best to summon every iota of intimidating gravitas he possessed. For the most part, he liked to think of himself as an easy-going guy, someone who didn't throw around the power of his wealth or position in order to get what he wished. He could be patient, or so he told himself. In actuality, he showed up at restaurants and demanded attention. He was supposed be powerful; his inferiors were supposed to defer to him and work hard to please him. Society was made up of those who had succeeded and those who hadn’t. As one of the wealthiest men around, he deserved whatever he wanted. Right?

Without waiting for this woman to respond, he tried to pull away. He intended to roll off of that seat, to stumble forward, and get away. He didn't know exactly where he might go, but he didn't wish to be there anymore.

He couldn't pull his feet away from the stirrups. Instead, he realized that he was strapped down to some kind of medical chair. He felt as though he had seen this kind of exam table in movies or on TV shows. It reminded him of a gynecologist's office, only he raised his head again, and now he glanced down at his ankles, and he saw the soft, brown medical restraints. White fuzz pushed down against his skin even as he attempted to pull out.

With those first couple of heartbeats, James wanted to kick out. He bit down and ignored everything else as his muscles pulled and bucked against the restraints. He tried to sit up again, only to realize he wasn't just wearing a straitjacket. Some kind of safety harness and been pulled up and around his torso, ensuring that he couldn't move. He was trapped right there.

He didn't understand.

Then again, James wasn't the kind of guy who routinely dealt with helplessness. Right away, he considered his different options. Unfortunately, this wasn't the kind of situation where he could demand that this woman simply obey. She wasn't a server at some high-end restaurant, and she didn't have to worry about earning a tip or getting fired. One glance at her told him as much.

"You can't figure it out?"

Refusing to allow his emotions to surge through his body, he tried to approach this rationally, which meant he needed more information. "Who are you?"

"My name is Professor Amanda Verger, and I run the Crestwood Asylum."

Crestwood made sense. Asylum? No. His mind instantly rebelled against the possibility. She had to be messing with him. This had to be some kind of elaborate joke, only then he looked down at the medical table beneath him. His legs were spread, and he tested the straps again. When he failed to free himself, he tugged with his arms. He squirmed against the straitjacket. As his thoughts began to clear, his heart kicked faster, and the adrenaline sprinted hot through his body.

"There's been some kind of mistake," he said.

"No, no mistake," she told him. "Your colleagues, friends, and family are all very worried about you. They think you're troubled," she told him. “They think you might be sick.”

"What are you saying?"

"I'm saying you and I need to have a conversation. I have already reviewed your file as well as your social media accounts, but this is going to be your opportunity to explain yourself."

"What? No—this doesn't make any sense," he said.

"Are you confused? Are you disoriented?" For the first time, he glanced up at her, and he really paid attention to the curve of her lips, the ridge of her nose, the color of her hair. He drank in those different details, and then he realized she was wearing a lab coat, only it was open, revealing her bra, her stockings, her panties…

The moment he saw her, desire pulsed through his body. In spite of the aggression and dread pulsating through his veins, his body still responded with that rush of desire. He quickly stifled it, however. Rather than admire this woman, he bit down and stared at her. He forced himself to pause for another moment before he told her, "I'm not disoriented, but I am confused. Where am I, and what the hell am I wearing?"

"That should be abundantly obvious. I just told you. This is the Crestwood Asylum. Tell me, are you having trouble with your memory? Is that something we should be concerned about?" The corners of her lips tugged up.

"No," he said. "But I walked into your office and, and…"

"If you're feeling confused, I can tell you what's going on."

"Fine. Tell me."

"It's my job to assess you and determine your diagnosis. I’ll decide if you’re sick and exactly what kind of treatment will be best for you."

"I came here for a wellness vacation," he snapped back.

"James, this isn't some kind of spa. This is an asylum. I treat wealthy and powerful individuals who have fallen ill and need help."

"Then this should be easy for you," he snarled. "I'm not sick. Let me up right now. If you don't, I’ll call my lawyer," he insisted.

"And how are you going to do that without your cell phone? You see, you’re a patient here, so you can't be trusted. We need to control your stimulation. If you would like access to a phone, you're going to have to earn it, James."

"This is ridiculous," he said. Right as that breath left his lips, he jerked to his left, then his right. He squirmed even though his arms remained trapped against his torso as he bucked and tried to kick out. He fought with as much energy as he possessed, only the disorientation from the sedative still weighed him down.

Within half a minute, he dropped back down against the exam table. His legs were still spread and bare. He was still wearing his straitjacket, and he hadn't even heard a single seam ripper or tear. His best efforts meant nothing…

"This isn't ridiculous," she said as she stood over him. She was looming, intimidating him. His throat clenched, and he searched for something else he could say, only she asked him, "Are you addicted to sex?"

"What? No!"

"I spoke with your wife. She's very worried about you. She thinks you are addicted to sex."

"I'm not!"

"That sounds like classic denial," she replied. At the same time, she reached down and started type something into her tablet.

"What are you doing? What are you writing?"

"Just some notes about your diagnosis," she told him.

"This is insane!"

"I don't like that word," she told him. "Please don't use it again."

"And if I do?"

"I might have to diagnose you with an inability to obey authority," she replied.

Losing his composure, he bit down as his lips peeled back to reveal his teeth. Simultaneously, his defenses shattered, and he shouted back, "I'm not your patient!" Heat played across his face as fresh anger danced across his features. He couldn't help it. He jerked against his restraints again, only to endure another splash of frustration. He threw his head back against the soft padding and panted, gulping down one breath after another as he worked to figure out what to do.

"How often do you want to have sex with your wife?"

"She's a beautiful woman, and I love her," he said, biting through every syllable. "Every day."

"You want to have sex with your wife every day, and you don't think of that as a sexual addiction?" Professor Verger asked, only he could hear the taunting note of amusement in her voice.

"You're enjoying this," he said, turning the words into an accusation.

"I'm doing my job," she replied.

"No," he corrected her. "It's more than that. You’re actually enjoying this. You like having me strapped down and helpless in front of you. You like seeing that I’m mostly naked."

"You're wearing a straitjacket," she pointed out.

"What about my cock and balls?" Normally, he didn't adopt that kind of crass language, but he itched to see her flinch. She didn't. Instead, Professor Verger stepped forward, and she looked down at him. She studied his manhood, and then she tilted her head to the side, "If you really want to jump to that portion of the exam, I suppose we can."

"What are you talking about?" She turned away and headed over toward the counters. Moving with the same professional grace, she took out a pair of latex gloves and snapped them on, first over her right hand, then her left. When she turned back, he saw her pale blue gloves, and the moisture dissipated from his mouth all over again.

"Right now, how are you feeling?"

"Angry. Frustrated." Those words should have stabbed into her; they were supposed to make her nervous. She should have flinched!

He didn't know it, of course, but Professor Verger had dealt with quite a few boys and girls just like him: arrogant, entitled, conceited, once-rich, and delusional. Even outside of her special purview, she could recognize their foolishness. Wealth did something to the human mind. It made it more and more difficult for these individuals to empathize with those around them. Money meant power, which meant an inability to face real challenges.

She sat down on a stool, rolled it up between his legs, he tried to kick out again.

He didn't ask what she had in mind. Instead, he bit down, lifted his head, and stared up at the white, blank ceiling. Then he felt her touch.

The professor ran her fingers along his shaft with the easy expertise of a woman who had done this many times before.

When she touched him, his manhood instantly stiffened. Maybe it was a question of her proximity, her beauty, her outfit, or something else entirely. When had he last spent time with Natalie? When had he last gotten intimate with his wife?

Biting down again, James tried not to think about that. Of course, he had attempted to seduce his girl on several occasions, only it never worked, not since that massive argument. Besides, there was work. Yes, he pleasured himself from time to time, but he seldom had the time to really indulge or relax.

Now he was on his back with his legs up and his genitals on display. Even his opening seemed exposed and vulnerable. He pressed his lips together into an angry line and tried to thrash to the left or right. He pulled and twisted as much as the restraints allowed, but that infuriating straitjacket kept him helpless. Worse, he was still strapped down.

Taking advantage of his captivity, Professor Verger smirked as she began to run her fingers up and down along his length. "Look at that," she said. "You are very responsive. Right now, you're supposed to be scared and frustrated, but you’re sexually aroused. That is definitely a relevant detail."

"You’re touching me," he said.

"And that shouldn't be enough," she reminded him. "If you are genuinely angry, then you should be focused on getting up or leaving this room. Instead, you are thinking about having sex with me," she told him.

"No, I'm not. I'm not, and you can't tell me what I'm thinking."

"But it's so obvious…" Professor Verger sang out. "Right now, you’re resentful of your restraints, yet you are still intoxicated by my presence. This is due to your addiction. You’re helpless, and that's what you need to admit. Go on. Tell me that you're helpless. Tell me that you are helpless before your sex addiction."

"I'm not!"

"And you’re also in denial," she told him. She pulled her hands away, and this flash of regret stretched through his body. He tried to ignore it.

"Now, tell me about your relationship with your friends and family."

"No."

"Is that because you are fundamentally selfish? Are you suffering from egotism too? Delusions of grandeur? Do you think you're more important than everyone else? Is that why you’re unable to form long-lasting friendships?"

"I know I'm more important than you," he snarled. "And that's why I'm going to have your license for this!"

"Definitely delusions of grandeur," she said as she typed in another line of information.

"Stop that," he snarled.

"You really believe you should be in control, don't you?"

"I'm going to make you pay for this," he growled back at her.

"Definitely a case of narcissism as well," she told him.

"I swear, I'm going to have you thrown in prison for this! This is medical malpractice!"

"And how would you know? Are you a lawyer? Are you a doctor?" They were simple questions, he knew as he drew back and felt like a wild animal. He wished he could have launched himself forward.

"Don't worry," she promised. "I'm going to have Marcus come in here. He's going to take care of you."

"What does that mean?"

"It means he's going to escort you to your room, he's going to make sure you are in bed, and he will help you relax. Oh, you should be aware that he's a pretty big and strong guy. That's why he's in charge of our orderlies. You don't want to cause any trouble. By the way, he is authorized to discipline you if necessary."

"This can't be happening," James muttered. Then, realizing that she was about to leave the room, he understood he had to try one more time. This next option scraped against his psyche; it tore across everything he wished to believe about himself. When he went to investment conferences and spoke to his fellow powerbrokers, he often went on and on about how important self-control could be. He couldn't allow his emotions to dictate his trading decisions. Simultaneously, he had to assess every situation and think strategically.

Utilizing those skills now, he stared back at Professor Verger. Even if he loathed doing this, he didn't have any choice, and they both knew it. "Wait."

She stopped by the door. "Yes?" She turned back, her eyes meeting his.

"Please, you…you have to talk to my wife. She brought me here."

"I'll ask her," said the woman.

Once the door closed, James raised his head, and he looked around. Obviously, he didn't have his phone or his smart watch. He couldn't tell how much time passed. Just a few minutes? It felt longer. Then again, he wasn't a man who was accustomed to waiting either. When he showed up at his office, he had two assistants who were waiting for him with his daily briefs, coffee, and breakfast. Meetings didn't start until he arrived, and he was usually a few minutes late—if only to make a point.

But now, he had to lay there on that table, his legs bare, his penis and scrotum on display. Again and again, he clenched his eyes shut as he contemplated exactly how something like this could happen.

His wife had messed up.

That was the only possibility. She went online, and she played around for a little bit, and she came away with some incorrect information. Clearly, Natalie assumed that this had been a wellness retreat when it was actually some kind of mental hospital?

For a moment, he smirked and bit down, almost amused by the ridiculousness of the situation. Yeah, he had been right to tell her she wasn't suited for a real job. If she couldn't handle something as simple as setting up a vacation for her husband, how could she possibly have a real career?

Then the door opened, and he jerked his head up. He looked at her, and he instantly suppressed his anger. He needed her help, so he couldn't drop one accusation after another...not yet.

"Natalie, there’s been some kind of mistake. Look, I don't know how it happened, but this isn't a wellness center."

"Oh, I know," she said.

"You know?" he repeated. "That woman was telling me this is some kind of asylum?"

"That's right," Natalie said. She had her hands held behind her back. In her black dress, she looked so beautiful. And now she smiled at him. "Welcome to the Crestwood Asylum. This is a place for wealthy women and men just like you. Basically, rich and powerful individuals start to get sick, so they need specialized treatment. That's what we're going to do for you."

"What, what are you saying?"

"I'm saying that I spoke with Professor Verger, and she is very concerned about your mental well-being. In fact, the three of us have now decided on your course of treatment."

He stared at her. He stared at her, he studied her and kept trying to find some hint or sign that this was a joke. Seriously, it had to be a joke! It had to be some kind of stupid prank because this couldn't actually be happening.

"Natalie, this isn't funny," he told her.

"No," she replied. "It isn't funny at all. This is serious. I am very concerned about your mental well-being. You’re sick, James. You’re sick, so you’ll get the best treatment and training that money can buy. We’re worried about you.”

"I don't care about that woman. She’s obviously a fraud!"

"Yes, Professor Verger has expressed her concerns, but I was actually talking about, Mike."

"Mike?"

"Yes. As your business partner, I thought he deserved to know about your situation."

"The only situation I'm in is that an insane woman has decided there something wrong with me."

"She told me you might be hostile."

"Of course, I'm hostile!"

"This is another symptom of denial, delusional behavior, egotism, and sexual addiction."

"Natalie, tell me you don't believe her. Seriously, she obviously doesn't know what she's talking about. This is a scam. It has to be a scam." Was Natalie paying tens or hundreds of thousands of dollars for his "treatment"?

"How could it be a scam?" Natalie asked. "Her prices are very reasonable. More to the point, you can trust me. I'm going to take control of our finances, and Mike will make sure the business runs smoothly. In the meantime, you can rest here, reassured that we’ll take care of everything."

"Just let me up. Okay? Let me up, and maybe I can borrow your phone?"

"No," she said decisively. "Professor Verger already told me that any kind of outside stimulation would make your situation worse. You’re very fragile. We want you to get better, James."

"Seriously? You’re seriously not going to let me up?"

"No, I'm not. This is for your own good," Natalie informed him. Then she walked over to him, and she kissed him on the forehead. Her lips just barely touched his skin, only then he heard her whisper, "By the way, I've been having an affair with Mike. That's why you're here." The words were quiet; they just barely grazed his senses. His eyes widened, and he jerked his head to the side. He glanced over at Natalie, and their eyes met. Her lips curved into this wicked smile.

"What?"

"I didn't say anything," she told him, only he knew this woman, so he could easily pick up on that trace of amusement in her voice. She had used that same tone when they first started dating. There had been those moments when she mocked him, and now he picked up on it again even though she hadn't played with him like this in quite some time.

"You, you told me her having an affair with Mike…"

"Did I?" Pouting out her lips, she offered him a coquettish smile.

"Yes!"

"Are you sure this isn't just another one of your delusions? I mean, it’s hard to imagine me spending a lot of time with your business partner, isn't it? Yeah, he's an incredibly handsome man, and he works out way more than you do, but that doesn't mean I’d have an affair with him. Just because he pays attention to me? Just because he's around and cares about what I have to say? So what if his cock is bigger than yours? So what if he actually listens to me? So what if I love the way he kisses me and runs his hands all over my naked body? That doesn't mean I'm having an affair, James."

"You, you…"

His wife cut him off before he could figure out how to finish that sentence, "Don't worry. Professor Verger is going to take excellent care of you. Apparently, she has an entire staff on hand. The orderlies know how to handle disobedient boys like you, plus she has a surgeon on staff."

"A surgeon?" Sharp cold flashed along his insides. Little bumps appeared down the back of his neck and along his shoulders.

"That's right. She’s ready for any treatment or procedure you might need. Considering the severity of your diagnosis, we might have to make a few modifications." As she spoke, she reached out and casually ran her fingers along his erection. "You should enjoy this. You might not be able to get hard like this for quite some time. From what I understand, an important part of treating sexual addiction is mandatory chastity."

He heard those sentences and recognized the individual words as coming out of the English language, only they didn't fit together, not in that order. His chest tightened, and he shook his head frantically from side to side like that’d be enough to alter his circumstances.

"I'll see you later," she said, stepping over to the door.

"Natalie," he said. Louder, he shouted her name again, "Natalie?"

This time, his wife didn't stop. She glanced back at him from the doorway, only to smile and blow him a kiss before stepping outside. The door closed behind her just before he heard the click of a lock. That sound would become much, much more familiar to him in the coming days.

For the first couple of minutes while he was left alone for that second time, James kicked and tried to punch. He worked, throwing his body to the left and right. If he could free just one arm, then he knew he’d be able to get out of the straitjacket. After that, he could work on making his way through the door. Escape. That had to be his top priority. They were talking about surgeons?

And what was that part about Natalie and Mike? Even now, he thoughts rebelled against the notion.

No. Maybe it had been his imagination? He had only been here for a little while, yet he was already questioning his memory? How long would it take before they convinced him to interrogate his sanity?

Shaking his head, he refused to concede this point. He didn't care what kind of game Natalie thought she was playing; this wouldn't work. They couldn't defeat him.

Reinvigorated defiance took ahold of him right until the moment when the door opened. He expected Professor Verger or Natalie. Instead, he saw the orderly.

For half a second, he enjoyed a touch of relief. But now James took in the sight of his man, and he recognized those other details.

Tall. Imposing. With his broad shoulders, chest, and confident stride, Marcus entered the room. Normally, James instinctively thought of guys who worked in the medical industry as somehow effeminate and weak. Although he wore a loose set of scrubs, Marcus still carried himself with the easy power of a man who understood what kind of influence he could wield. Yes, this facility may have belonged to Professor Verger and her minions, yet he knew what he could do.

He stepped in front of James.

As a rich man, James didn't like to think of fear. His wealth protected him from so many different problems. Out in the wider world, so many families struggled against basic problems. A flat tire or broken refrigerator could qualify as a catastrophe. One small issue might spiral into a genuine disaster—if the car broke down, someone might not be able to get to work and paying every other bill became an impossibility. For James, however, those issues were little more than minor inconveniences. Most of the time, he didn't even notice. After all, it was his butler's job to take care of the vehicles. His maid, Jennifer, handled the maintenance of his mansion. Occasionally, something might go terribly wrong, in which case his subordinates required his permission in order to contract out the repairs. Otherwise, James didn't have to worry about it. Instead, he could concentrate on making more money. He didn't like to think about it, which gave him another meaningful advantage over those who lacked his assets and financial defenses.

But now, the fear pulsed through his body. Despite this, James refused to let himself get intimidated. He hid his dread and fought to keep the worry from playing across his face...or so he thought.

Marcus picked up the tablet, he swiped his finger across the screen a typed in his password. "James," he said, his voice deep and resonant. "My name is Marcus, and I'm going to be taking care of you. Right now, that means I need to get you equipped. But don’t worry. We can have some fun along the way." He wore a predatory smile.

James ignored those comments, mostly because he understood the opportunity here. Maybe Professor Verger really believed in what she was doing, but this man was an employee. That meant he was vulnerable. As his nostrils flared, James took in a slow breath before he tried to negotiate from a position of strength.

Then again, that was pretty much impossible considering he was bound by the straitjacket and had his legs spread and locked in stirrups. Still, he understood which numbers made society flow forward. "Marcus, it's good to meet you." Yes, he tried to use the same confident, controlling tone he adopted whenever he spoke with his analysts, secretaries, or assistants. If he could have, James would have leaned forward, outstretched one arm, and offered to shake this man's hand. With a firm grip, he would have made it clear that he respected Marcus.

Of course, none of that was possible, so he forced himself to continue. "I want to make you an offer."

"An offer?" Marcus asked even as he continued to scan across the medical chart. His eyes darted from one line of text into the next as he read Professor Verger's notes, diagnosis, and recommended treatments.

"You might not know who I am, but I have a lot of money. I can pay you. If you help me get out of here, I can make sure it's worth it for you. Even if you get fired, I can make sure you end up in another position, a better position. Or if you just want to walk away, I can make sure you don't have to work for a couple of years." After he finished his initial pitch, James waited. He pressed his lips together, bit down, and held his breath.

The seconds dribbled by, one after another, but Marcus didn't say anything.

James had been braced for a lot of different responses: skepticism and outright refusal, or maybe an easy acceptance. That last option would have been the most preferable, but James hadn’t planned for this elongated silence.

"Did you hear me?"

"Yeah, I heard you," Marcus answered.

"Well? I'm serious. I can make sure you get paid."

"I doubt it," Marcus said.

"What are you talking about?"

"James, do you know where you are?"

The rich boy bristled at the orderly's tone. Strictly speaking, Marcus hadn't said anything overtly rude, disrespectful, or inappropriate. And yet, that tone still struck James as utterly unacceptable. "I'm at the Crestwood Asylum."

"That's a good start," Marcus replied with a quick chuckle, "But that’s only the beginning. Do you know what this place is? Do you know what it really is?"

Still determined to sound as though he could be in control, James nonetheless asked, "What is it?" He understood the rhetorical necessity of occasionally retreating in order to win a more important and decisive battle.

"First, this place is an asylum. We treat men and women just like you."

"There's nothing wrong with me," James snarled. At the same time, he instinctively tried to push his arms out from the straitjacket. His shoulders attempted to stretch the restrictive, canvas material. It didn't budge; it didn't break. Yeah, he could squirm maybe a quarter of an inch to the left or right, but that was all.

"That's the first part of your problem. You really believe it. You don't think there's anything wrong with you." Marcus shook his head with something close to sympathy. "But there's more to it."

"Then enlighten me," James demanded.

"As an asylum, this place treats women and men like you. We take those arrogant boys and girls who think they understand the world, and we show them the truth—we fix them and improve them."

"How?"

"Your money doesn't change anything. It doesn't make you better. No matter what you believe, you’re still a person, and you’re still vulnerable. It doesn't matter how many times you have been featured in magazines, on blogs, how many interviews you’ve given or how many conferences you have presented at. You are just a guy, and now your wife has tricked you. That's the second part you don't understand."

This time, James didn't ask.

Even so, Marcus stepped a little bit closer. He glanced down, his eyes sliding from the bound patient's bare toes to his restrained ankles, up to his bound shins, along his legs, all the way to his scrotum and erection. Their eyes met again, and Marcus explained, "Crestwood Asylum exists to treat men like you for men like your wife."

Even though James had an idea, he still had to ask. At the same time, he hated how his voice trembled and shook as he uttered the words, "What, what does that mean?"

"It means this place is a trap."

"No. She, she wouldn't do that to me. She was tricked. Or it was a mistake. Yeah, it had to be a mistake. Call her. How about this?" James tried to pivot. "Just call her. If you call her, I’ll give you one hundred thousand." When he saw that wasn't enough to sway the orderly, James tried again, "Two. Two hundred thousand. Just think about it. Think about that kind of money—all for a phone call. That’s it. Just a phone call! If you don't listen to me right here and now, you could be throwing away a fortune!"

“No.”

"What, what are you talking about?" James demanded. He tried to lean forward; the strap across to his chest didn't allow him to do more than raise his head.

Marcus didn't respond; instead, he seemed entertained by the rich boy's desperate struggles. Then he hit a button on the tablet, set it aside, and that's when James could feel his legs begin to lift up higher and higher into the air. The medical table began to shift. He didn't understand why he was being leaned back, or what any of this might mean.

"In accordance with your diagnosis, you are going to be locked in chastity," Marcus told him. "Of course, that's going to require you to cooperate."

"Go to hell!"

"Yeah. That's pretty much what I figured," Marcus said, without any real hint of disappointment. "Just so you know what's going to happen, I need to relieve the pressure." With his big hand and thick fingers, he reached down, and he grabbed James by his cock. At first, the patient couldn’t believe it. This was impossible. He’d never been touched like this by a man before; he endured the powerful touch of this well-built specimen. Grinning, Marcus moved his fingers moved up and down along his length.

James tried to hate those sensations. This strange, twisting sense of shame and helplessness ran through his body. He could feel it coalesce right at the base of his stomach. It was the easy intimacy. Granted, Marcus was a medical professional, but he wasn't a doctor. More importantly, there was something rough and coarse about this man.

As a guy, James had contended with his own masculinity. Early on, he had decided he would be an intellectual. No, he didn't work at a university or some think tank. Instead, he proved himself by taking extraordinary risks. He didn't have huge, bulging muscles like Marcus. He wasn't especially tall or imposing. And yet, his wealth could shield him from any kind of criticism. He was both intellectual and manly at the same time.

Except now, those defenses seemed to crumble, especially because Marcus could touch him, squeezing his cock. Worse, some part of James actually liked it. The pleasure danced along his flesh, and he tried to fight it back; he struggled to ignore it. Simultaneously, he scrambled to come up with some sort of viable strategy. There had to be something he could do or say to make this man stop.

A threat? A promise?

Despite his best efforts, James couldn't come up with anything.

He squirmed helplessly, but Marcus easily adjusted, still tightening and relaxing his grip every few seconds. He moved his hand down to the base of his patient's shaft. A second later, his hand slid up again, over and over in a taunting rhythm.

At the same time, he reached down with his free hand. James didn't understand what was going on, not until he heard that zipper. "What, what’re you doing?" Up until now, James had bitten down and rested his head against the soft padding. His face had been pointed to the ceiling, yet he stared back at this man as he freed his own cock.

"I won’t be able to put the chastity cage on you until we relieve the pressure."

"Relieve the pressure?" James repeated with a stretched breath as though he couldn't possibly comprehend what those words entailed.

"That's right, James. You need to get fucked."

"You, you’re joking," James insisted. Simultaneously, he waited for some laughter, some sign of humor.

Yes, Marcus seemed amused by the rich boy's dismay, but that wasn't genuine laughter. The hint of a smile wasn't good enough. Instead, it was the knowing smirk of a guy who had complete and total control here. If they had both gone to the same trendy eatery, James would have been served first even if he arrived second. If this had been some office, then James would have instantly carried the gravitas to win any argument.

Instead, it was a medical facility...an asylum.

"You rich boys all think you can do whatever you want. You think you're always in control. You're not. And that's what I'm about to show you. Don't worry. I'll be generous with the lube." True to his word, Marcus reached over, grabbed a small bottle, and squirted some of the clear gel onto the palms of his hands. From there, he rubbed it up and down along his own shaft.

Although Marcus had freed his own cock from his scrubs, James refused to look. Instead, he kept his gaze aimed at the orderly's torso, shoulders, neck, or ruggedly handsome features. But now, something compelled James to check. His gaze dropped down, the moisture drained away from his mouth, and his lips hardened.

Normally, he didn't check out other guys, not even in the bathroom. He might be standing next to another man at a urinal, but he generally kept his gaze aimed forward. But now, something forced him to check—to witness the truth.

Marcus was enormous!

He may not have been as large or as long as a porn star, yet there was something mighty and intimidating about the girth of his manhood. Clearly, at least from some primal perspective, Marcus understood his own power. A sly smile curved along his lips, and he said, "Don't worry. You're going to get used to it, rich boy."

"No…" James whispered.

"It's all part of your treatment. Besides, I suspect you're going to enjoy it. That's how we're going to relieve the pressure."

"No. You, you can just touch me. Or give me a couple of minutes alone, and I can take care of it."

"That's not how this works," Marcus replied. "Besides, it's better for your treatment when you're helpless." That's when James truly understood. Before, he had been disoriented, and he didn't like the way the legs of the medical table had lifted up, stretching his knees toward the ceiling, only now he comprehended exactly why it happened. His ass was in the perfect spot to get fucked hard...

No! No way!

This couldn't be happening.

Brightly vivid denial played through his head. He stared, frozen in place. His struggles had ceased, mostly because he needed to redirect every iota of effort toward coming up with some way to make this stop.

"I was serious before," James promised. "Whatever it takes. Just tell me what you want. I can make it happen. I know people. I have connections. It's not just a question of money!" He hated how the words poured out of his mouth. Normally, he had a rule when it came to negotiations: don't sound desperate. But at that instant, with this imposing man standing above him, James knew exactly how he sounded. The telltale desperation rippled across every syllable. He was panicking, and they both knew it.

"Beg, rich boy."

Beg? The concept seemed absurd. James instinctively rebelled against the idea, only to realize this might be his only chance, especially when that glistening cock was just a few inches away from his vulnerably puckered opening. Clenching down, James knew he had no choice.

On some level, he tried to convince himself this was a strategic decision. Yeah, that's what it was. It didn't really mean anything. Still, he swallowed back another chunk of his pride and he glared at Marcus as he yielded. "Please. Please, don't do this. Please, you don't have to do this!"

“Call me ‘sir.’”

Again, James had to bite through his reluctance. “…Please…please…sir.”

"That's the best you've got?" Marcus sneered. "Don't worry. You're going to learn to beg so much better than that. There's a reason why this facility exists, and it's not just a spot to hide away the spoiled brats. You're going to get discipline. You're going to get lots of discipline. By the time they're done with you, you’ll be an entirely different person."

James understood he had failed; despite his willingness to beg and plead, he couldn't stop this orderly from doing what he liked. Marcus placed his hands on the sides of the exam table and pushed forward. A second later, he grabbed the base of his shaft, and he aimed at the tip of his cock for the patient's opening.

Lifting his head and staring back up toward the ceiling again, James locked his eyes shut. Simultaneously, he fought so hard to clench down, to fight this. He wanted to see the orderly fail. Even if he got rammed, it wouldn't be enough. He wouldn't actually take the tip or those rounded contours of the orderly's powerful girth.

In the next moment, he experienced in the press, the power, the strength and force. Locking his teeth together and sucking in one breath after another to his nostrils, James did his best to resist.

It didn't work. The slick, swollen tip pushed forward, thrusting in. "Nice and tight," Marcus growled as he began to fuck the spoiled rich boy.

For his part, James opened his eyes, which had to be a mistake. Hot shame bristled through his body. Embarrassment flared along his skin; the shame clawed at his insides. This man was so close, so frightening, so intimidating and powerful, all in the same span. Worst of all, James had to endure those primal urges. His erection grew stronger. The desires twisted through his body, spinning hotter and faster.

"Should I grab you?" Marcus asked. He had pushed his cock forward, thrusting into James; the businessman tried so hard to resist, to somehow fight back. But with his limbs trapped in a straitjacket, his ankles strapped to the stirrups, his legs spread and his opening right there, there was nothing for this boy to do.

Since James couldn't answer, Marcus grinned, revealing the white edges of his teeth. Then he reached down, and he seemed to encase the patient's cock in the palm of his hand. By most standards, James considered himself to be a pretty average guy. No, he wasn't big. He couldn't match Marcus in terms of length or girth, but he had never been ashamed of his manhood...until now.

Marcus started to pull back. In that instant, James desperately hoped it would be enough. He had gotten taken. He had been penetrated...used...fucked. The orderly could stop now. Right? He had made his point, whatever was supposed to be.

Although these thoughts granted him some small reprieve, they didn't turn out to be true. Marcus pulled away like he was about to free his cock. Instead, he grabbed onto the sides of the exam table, and then he shoved forward. With one powerful thrust, he impaled the helpless patient again, making James cry out.

"Don't pretend you don't like it," Marcus grunted.

At that moment, James desperately tried to shout out some angry retort. He searched for rage, profanity, some biting insult or sharpened barb. As hard as he tried, he failed completely. His thoughts shattered, scattering into frustrated helplessness. And then Marcus touched him again, wrapping his fingers around the rich boy's pathetic cock. He squeezed, massaging James from one second to the next. Hot pleasure coursed through him. Yes, James tried to concentrate on the pain, the shame, the humiliation, the stretching, everything except for the grip of that powerful man.

Marcus wasn't supposed to be able to do this!

That singular idea seemed to overwhelm and overwrite every other attempt at strategy.

Marcus wasn't supposed to be able to do this! It wasn't right. It wasn’t fair. It wasn't correct or accurate.

And yet, it was real.

No matter how hard James tried to deny the truth, he couldn't hide from each movement, every tightened grip, every soft caress, the powerful hold this man had over him.

"Come for me, boy," Marcus grunted. He squeezed again, gliding his hand up and down. He forced James to enjoy this.

Within seconds, James arched his back as much as the restraints allowed. His muscles pushed against the sides of his straitjacket, yet he still couldn't break free as he got pumped and penetrated from one thrust to the next.

Marcus squeezed tighter. He clenched and flexed, gliding his hand up and down again. Despite his obvious strength, he knew how to be gentle. In that moment, James didn't know whether or not this counted. Was the orderly tender with him? Or did he simply take what he wanted? James didn't have a good answer even as he lost the ability to think clearly about what was happening to him.

With that next breath, James became a creature of sensation. Every other idea broke apart as his shaft began to throb and pulsate. He could feel it. Worse, he jerked his hips up. Yes, he was getting used, and there was nothing he could do about it. Now his biological reflexes reinforced that simple truth. With his heart pounding, he lost control. One wave of pleasure after another washed over him. Distantly, he recognized the sensation of Marcus as the orderly savored that pleasure. He jerked back, finished.

James remained there, strapped down, helpless, and utterly confused. He couldn't think, he couldn't process, and he couldn't contemplate escape either.

It was done.

Still, James gasped and fought to catch his breath.

Distantly, he was aware of the orderly going back to work. Marcus had pulled his pants back up. More importantly, he started to wipe James down, cleaning off his cock before sliding the belt into place. Next, he slipped one piece of curved metal underneath his scrotum. He drew it tight. Then he pushed the patient's cock into the chastity cage. By now, James had gone flaccid and soft.

In some corner of his psyche, he recognized those sensations, not that he truly understood what they could possibly mean. But now he heard the click of the locks, and that's when the straps were finally removed…

For just a second, James yearned to look up at the taller man, bare his teeth, and launch himself forward. Maybe in some fantastical vision of the world, he would have been able to tear himself free from the straitjacket like a superhero. After all, the straps on his ankles and chest had been removed; that should’ve given him just a modicum of freedom, one he might have been able to use to fight back.

It was a nice idea, only it couldn't correspond to reality.

As hard as he tried, James couldn't muster the strength or ferocity. Instead, Marcus pulled him off of the table, and now James stood there, wobbling on his feet.

"Just wait a second," Marcus instructed as he opened one of the drawers. He took something out and slipped it around the patient's neck: a collar. It was tight against the base of his neck, but this was about to get worse.

Right as James started to comprehend what was going on, he was leashed. Yes, it looked exactly like a black, leather dog lead.

"Come on," Marcus instructed. He tugged, forcing James to follow along.

They left the exam room, went down a hallway, stepped through another set of doors, and that's when James saw the white, linoleum floors, the matching walls, and the vividly bright lights.

A couple of minutes later, James and Marcus arrived at his cell door.

"What is this?" James managed to ask. He hated that little trembling note of fear in his voice. Despite his best efforts, however, he couldn't speak like the bold, brave, and businessman he had once been.

"This is your cell. Get in," Marcus instructed. He held the door open. From one moment to the next, James didn't know if he could really do it. He glanced inside, and he saw the padded walls and austere bed before he faced the orderly again.

"Can you please let me out of the straitjacket first?"

"No," Marcus replied. "Now get in, or you will be spanked."

Spanked? No way!

And yet, James understood how this could work. He recognized his own powerlessness. He couldn't deny the truth, not while his ass throbbed from the pummeling he had taken.

After everything he had gone through, James still couldn't pull his thoughts together.

The orderly grabbed him, shoved him against the wall, and grabbed his ass. From there, he flattened his palm, pulled back, and struck once, twice, three times.

Fresh pain shot through the rich boy. Newborn shame burned through his body, especially because he tried to jerk away. This time, he wasn’t strapped down, and his legs weren’t spread either. Despite all of this, he still couldn't break free!

Marcus held the rich boy right there.

"Tell me you're going to be a good patient. Tell me you're going to do anything the professor or the doctor says."

"Screw you!" James might have been impressed by his own resistance and defiance, especially after what happened back in the exam room. But now, he had to pay for his disobedience.

The orderly slapped his backside, bringing his hand down once, twice, three, four, five, then six times. The blows landed sharp and quick, each one another mini inferno.

As far as James believed, this wasn't supposed to hurt; it wasn't supposed to sting like this, yet the pain flared through his body. James couldn't help it. This should have been a joke. A spanking? Really? For an adult?

And yet, his backside turned a bright shade of pink, then crimson. Worst of all, he cried out, "I'm sorry!"

"Good," Marcus answered before shoving the boy into the cell. From there, he tied the leash to a hook by the door. Finally, he turned back and said, "Feel free to talk to the other patients."

Standing there, still collared and leashed, trapped in his straitjacket and utterly helpless, James didn't know what to do. The leash allowed just barely enough slack for him to make it over to the small bed in the corner. At the same time, he considered the padded walls all around him.

What about the other thing? At first, James couldn't even think about it. Instead, he kept turning to his left, then his right, almost as though he expected to see a different result. Biting down, he breathed into his mouth. At the same time, he attempted to figure out how something like this could happen.

By now, he couldn't try to convince himself that it had been some kind of joke or prank.

He had been kidnapped.

He had been trapped.

He had been tricked.

His nostrils twitched, and fresh aggression darted through his body.

He wanted and needed to do something. At first, he tried to pull away from the leash, perhaps thinking he might have been able to tear it off the wall. Unfortunately for him, the hook had been skillfully mounted to the wall, so he wasn't about to tear through the lead, no matter how much he tried. At best, he probably could have hurt his neck.

Although nascent waves of frustration simmered through his body, he knew better than to try. So instead, he glared at the wall and worked to figure something else out.

What about the straitjacket? Nope. It remained tight around his shoulders, arms, chest, and waist.

Finally, he yielded to that other urge, and he glanced down toward his crotch.

Back in the exam room, James had been naked from the waist down. Now he saw he was wearing some kind of metal band, and there was this strange contraption tight around his cock and balls. From this angle, he couldn't review his genitals, yet he started to figure out exactly what this meant.

Chastity. The word seemed old, like it belonged in a medieval manuscript or something. Maybe it would have been in a good name for a stripper. But now, James wandered over to the bed, he sat down, he straightened his back, and he tested it.

He didn't know why he tried. He didn't see the point, only he had to distract himself.

Closing his eyes, he hid away in the dark, and he started to think about Natalie again. This time, he didn't bother attempting to hide any of his fantasies. Of course, there had been those moments when he wondered about the ethics of his secret and hidden desires. He never shared any of these private dreams, not with his wife, not with anyone. And yet, he now imagined that girl tied down, spread out, and utterly helpless. He fixated on what it would have been like to run his hands along her naked body, to slap her breasts, to put his hands on her neck and to squeeze. He wouldn't have really hurt her, of course, but maybe he wanted to make her suffer, just a little…

There had been a lot of exasperation over the last few months. Sure, he had messed up a lot of their relationship, but James still had his own urges and desires. Besides, how long did she get to be mad at him? He had worked hard to provide an excellent life for her. Didn’t that mean she owed him something?

Apparently not. According to all of her friends, she could be angry for as long as she liked, and there was nothing he could do about it.

Except now, he imagined making her moan. He yearned to hear her scream out. She could cry and arch her back. Her eyes could get wet, and he could pinch her nipples. Oh yes. He wanted to slide a collar around her neck. He wanted to attach clamps to her nipples. Maybe he'd slap her across the face again and again until her cheeks turned a bright shade of pink or red. Eventually, she’d start begging. She would plead for forgiveness. By that point, his cock would be hard, and he would pump down into her, thrusting again and again as he forced her to take it.

In the real world, James opened his eyes. No, he wasn't the powerful stallion who could take a girl like Natalie. In spite of all of his accomplishments, he was now at the Crestwood Asylum as the newest patient. Worse, he thought of Natalie again, only to experience his new restrictions.

He imagined her bottom lip trembling, her eyes blazing with uncontrollable desire. He wanted to see her squirm; he wanted to listen as she cried out, begging, "Give it to me. Please, Sir. Make me take it! Make me take your big cock!"

Those ideas sounded amazing, yet he couldn't even enjoy an erection. On the contrary, his shaft tried to stiffen. He endured the sensations of captivity as a shaft pushed out against the bars of his chastity cage. It was attached to the belt, and he had zero chance of breaking it. He wouldn't be able to tear himself free. At that moment, he couldn't even use his hands!

Locking his teeth together again, he paced back and forth like a wild animal.

A perverse curiosity took a hold of him, so he threw himself down onto the small cot. He was on his stomach now, and he tried to grind his hips like he thought he might be able to rub his shaft against it the inside of the chastity cage.

It didn't work.

Sure, the desires flared into his body, only it wasn't good enough. He couldn't get hard! There was absolutely no way for him to climax, not like this!

That's when he heard the sound of a woman moaning.

It was this low, eager, breathy and resonant sound that seemed to echo across the air.

Right away, fresh shame gripped him. He rolled onto his side. He looked to his left and right. As he suspected, the room was empty. There was no one here.

"Hello?"

"Yes. Yes. More. Yes. More! No, don't stop. Please, don't stop! Please, I’ll be good! I swear, I'll be good!" A feminine voice called out each syllable, her tone desperate and hungry. Clearly, something was happening to her.

James bristled and blushed, wondering if maybe he was overhearing some kind of recording. Was this designed to tease him? To torture him? If so, it worked. He bit down, and he tried to block out those sounds. He didn't want to think about some beautiful woman tied down, getting teased and pleasured.

"Please?" she asked. A few more seconds went by, and she tried again, only now the anger pulsed through her voice, "That's not fair! Please, you can't do this to me! It's not fair!"

"Be quiet!" James shouted those words. He couldn't help himself. Each time this girl begged, he experienced another pulse of desire. His shaft twitched inside of his chastity cage. It was locked on around his waist and down between his legs. It controlled his erections, ensuring he couldn't enjoy the rush of arousal.

In high school, he remembered getting turned on. He remembered studying the cheerleaders, their tight tops and short skirts. Those girls always seemed so beautiful, so cheerful and happy and ethereal all at the same time. He remembered glancing at those girls and feeling this magnetic attraction. There had been something almost gravitational, like he had to scratch and satisfy every itch whenever those girls were around. Maybe it was their long, wavy hair, the shapes of their faces, the curves of their breasts, the contours of their waists, or the shapes of their asses. Every day, he had to endure the vivid and irresistible attraction, all while remaining awkward and uncertain. He never knew what to say; he didn't know how to talk to them.

It wouldn't be until after he graduated and learned how to hunt down money that the women soon followed.

Adding four or five extra commas to his bank accounts had done wonders for his confidence and ability to talk to women.

Until now…

"I'm sorry!"

James froze for a moment; slowly, he rolled onto his side. Then he fell onto his back, and he stared up at the ceiling. In his peripheral vision, he noticed the vent. After a few seconds, he started to figure it out and asked, "Who are you? Are you another patient?"

"Yes, sir," she said.

Sir. His cock twitched again when he heard that word. When he and Natalie first got together, she sometimes teased him and pleasured him by using that honorific. She addressed him as "sir" when they had sex, and it was supposed to be this special moment. It always felt so intense, knowing that he could take control. Wielding that type of power always triggered this other sensation, a new emotion. He had never known how to label it. As a businessman, he hadn't really worried about it, and yet it had always been there, lurking in the periphery of his psyche. It wasn't love or lust, not exactly. It certainly wasn't fear or happiness.

While wandering around online during some quiet span at the office, James had stumbled across an article written by some psychologist. Specifically, this writer pointed out that emotions were incredibly tricky to track, label, and quantify. One could try to assert something simple like there might be for emotions: sad, mad, glad and scared. But what about something like loyalty? Lust? Ambition? Where did those concepts fall?

And now, James found himself yearning for power. Maybe this counted as some kind of reflexive response. He had been stripped of every ounce of power, so now he ached for any droplet, even if it came from the voice of some random woman who he didn't even know…

"You didn't answer my question," he said. "Who are you?"

"My name is Miranda. My name is Miranda, but lots of people call me Mira."

"It's nice to meet you, Mira," he told her.

"Thank you, sir. I wish we were here together."

"And why is that?"

"They keep me trapped in a straitjacket and a chastity belt."

His nostrils twitched, especially because he became grateful that she couldn't see him.

Before he could stop himself, James asked, "What do you look like?"

"I think I’d be able to please you, sir. I have long, wavy blonde hair and blue eyes."

After everything he had endured, he couldn't bring out the niceties of social interactions. He couldn't rely on automatic etiquette as he asked, "And big breasts?"

"Yes, sir! They have been augmented to please the men around me!"

His cock twitched again.

He smirked. "You sound like a bimbo," he intended to whisper, but the acoustics were especially good, or maybe she just had sharp hearing.

"Yes, sir! I want to be a bimbo!" Then she paused, and a little moan thrummed from deep within her throat. "I said it. I admitted it. I wasn't even hoping for a reward. Why don't I get a reward?"

"Mira, what are you talking about?" James asked, especially since the girl sounded unhinged.

"I'm sorry about that," she replied. She took in a slow breath, and maybe it helped center her. Perhaps she started to reassert herself. "It's difficult here, especially because I know what they’re doing to me."

"What's that?"

"They're trying to turn into a bimbo slut," she told him.

"You're kidding."

"I'm not," she stated, her tone still centered and determined. In that moment, he could believe her.

"Why would they do that?"

"Because I was a reporter, and I heard about Amanda Verger, so I started to do some digging, and they grabbed me, and now I'm here, and I don't know how to get out." He expected despair as she uttered those words. Instead, defiance seemed to ring across each syllable. It was a marked contrast to the noises she had made when he first came into his cell. "I don't know how, but I'm going to get out of here. I'm not going to let them brainwash me."

He let out a little snort.

"What?" Mira demanded. "You think I'm joking? I'm not. I'm serious. I'm going to get out of here, and I'm going to fight back. These people think they’re powerful. They think they can take on anyone and succeed. Up until now, maybe they’ve been right…" It was easy to imagine a girl seated on the edge of her own cot, biting down and staring at some point of the floor. But then she told him, "Journalists are important. I know a lot of people don't respect us. They think content should be free or whatever. They have stopped thinking about the work that actually goes into gathering facts and reporting the truth. It's not click-bait or a hot take. Real reporting takes money and resources. But...but once I get out of here, I will make sure the world knows all about Crestwood. This asylum will be shut down, and anyone associated with it will end up in prison—all thanks to the people who stand up for the truth."

"I want to believe you. I really want to believe you."

"It's going to happen," she started to say, only then another little moan vibrated through her chest.

"Mira?"

"Yes. Please, don't stop. Yes. Please, don't turn it off, not this time. Please, let me have this orgasm. Please! I'll be such a good girl! I'm sorry. I'm sorry if I said something bad. I, I want to be a good girl. Please, let me come? Please, let me!" After a few more seconds of incoherent moaning, she stopped. "No! Don't turn it off! Please, that's not fair! You're not being fair! Don't turn it off! I need it! Just a few more seconds! Please?"

"What's going on? What's happening?"

She didn't answer, but when he strained, he thought he could pick up on the sounds of her panting breath.

"They're training me," she said again. "I mean, they are trying to train me." As far as James could tell, they seemed to be succeeding.

Mira obviously itched to disagree. She drew in another slow breath as she tried to center herself. "It's not going to work. At least, I don't think it's going to work. I just hate this belt. I hate it so much."

"A chastity belt?"

"It's more than that," she growled. "This stupid thing has vibrators built into it." Obviously, she didn't want to say more, but she was a journalist, and so she had to confront the truth, no matter how much she itched to rage against it. "It has a vibrator built into the front and a plug built into the back. Essentially, it can stimulate me way more than I want to admit. The drugs don't help."

"They drug you?"

"They've done a lot more than that. Medications. Surgeries. Hypnotic conditioning. Cosmetics. Electro therapy."

"You're kidding."

"I'm not," she said. "This place needs to be shut down. Someone needs to escape. Someone has to escape and get out of here to tell the truth." She braced herself again as though she expected another sensory storm. It didn't come, not this time. Slowly, she seemed to let out a breath. Then she drew one another, and she told him, "We need to fight back. Whatever it takes, we need to fight back."

He had only just arrived, yet this smothering sense of frustration and helplessness seemed to push down against him. It was like finding himself buried underneath the mountain. It had all happened so fast, yet those memories were right there: the drive, walking up the steps, entering the office, the bite of the syringe, and getting penetrated…

Most importantly, James tried so hard not to think about Marcus. Worse, he endured another pulse of desire between his legs. That was ridiculous, of course. It had to be some kind of biological glitch, an autonomic error.

"You think it's possible?"

"Absolutely," she said. "All around the world, there are conspiracies and lies. And yet, if you are willing to do the work and look hard enough, you can find the truth."

"Maybe," he said.

"You don't believe me," she told him.

"What are they trying to do to you?"

Mira didn't answer for several long seconds, making him wonder if maybe he had offended her somehow. Perhaps he had asked the wrong question. Slowly, however, she seemed determined to tell the truth. "They want to turn me into a bimbo. They want to turn me into a nymphomaniac. They want to make me into a slut."

"Is it working?"

"No!" Mira squeaked back at him.

Even though he couldn't see her face, it was easy enough to pick up on the uncertainty in her words. She tried to sound defiant and resolute, only she couldn't quite succeed. When it came to business, James didn't think of himself as the best when it came to reading those around him. He wasn't the worst either, and now he could sense the nervous frustration that wracked her.

"It's not working," said the other patient. "I’m not going to let it happen. I'm not going to become some mindless nymphomaniac. I won’t become some dumb slut. I'm better than that."

"If it's a matter of medicine and science, and treatment, can we really fight any of this?"

"I can't reverse the surgeries," she admitted. "This is my body right now, but I'm not going to lose control of my mind."

"Right," James said. He tried to sound conciliatory, especially because he didn't want to take away the last vestiges of her hope.

Several seconds of quiet stretched between them. Then he heard another voice chime out, "We can try as hard as we want, but we're going to lose. We're going to fail." There was something solemn in that voice, yet it sounded strange coming from such a high pitch. The voice reminded him of a teen girl?

For a moment, James actually wanted to reach up and rub his ears. While his arms remained bound in the straitjacket, that obviously wasn't possible.

"Hello?" James said again.

"It's me," said that voice. It definitely sounded female.

"Who are you?"

"That's Davin," Mira told him.

It made sense, James realized. He had a cell to his left and another to his right. Apparently, there had been a second patient nearby, and she had listened to everything they said. After another heartbeat, however, he realized there was something strange. Davin? Really? That definitely sounded like a woman, possibly even a young girl…She had the high, energetic pitch of a tween.

"That's not my name, not anymore…"

"What is it now?"

"Kylie!" Only a few seconds ago, there had been this disheartened sense of loss when she spoke, but now her tone shifted. Energy pulsed and danced across those syllables. "That's who I am now. You see, I used to be this big, angry man, but then they took me. And now, I'm a sweet girl, and I do everything I'm told. I wear tight little dresses, I bend over, and I let the orderlies have fun with me."

"That's not possible…" James insisted.

"Isn't it?" Mira asked. "If they want to turn me into a dumb nympho bimbo, why can't they turn a man into a helpless plaything?"

"No," James said again. "It, it just can't be done."

"That's what happened to me," came the oddly cheerful voice. "I used to be this powerful man, but now I'm smaller, and I look really cute, and I have blonde hair, and these big boobs, and I really, really like sucking cock." She paused for a moment. "I wasn't supposed to admit it. I'm probably going to get punished now…"

James wished he could raise his hands up to his ears again. "Why?" James demanded. "Why would they do that to you?"

"I don't know how they pick any of their plans for any of us," Kylie told them. "All I know for sure is that they can do whatever they want. Dr. Chen is the worst. She loves her work. She loves changing us. She wants to modify us as much as possible. She treats us like we are nothing but dolls and toys, and there’s just no way for us to stop her!" Again, those words should have sounded grim, but they seemed energetic and excited somehow.

"Come on," James insisted. "There has to be another reason."

"For me, it was a matter of silence," Mira said. "They wanted to make sure I couldn't report on any of my findings. For you, it might be different. How much money do you have?"

"A lot," he said.

"I used to have a lot of money too!" chirped the other girl. "That's why my stepmother had me committed. I think she wanted to make sure that I couldn't actually get my inheritance, so here I am. And when I'm done, I'm going to be her obedient little stepdaughter."

"What? No," James said. "That's not possible!"

"It is, and I'm going to be such a good girl for her. She's going to dress me up and take me out and show me off to all of her friends. I’ll put on cute little outfits and do little twirls. I'm going to curtsy, and if I'm a very, very good girl, she might even let me serve."

"Serve…?" James repeated the last word like it was dirty or depraved. Deep down, he knew he didn't want the answer, yet the curiosity seemed to stretch up like some deformed tendril. It compelled him to ask.

"Yes!" Kylie called out, eager excitement racing across her voice now. When she first started, maybe she sounded defeated, only these prospects seemed to energize her as though she genuinely hoped for all of this, "She's going to need someone to be her maid. That can be me. I can put on a cute little outfit, and I can scurry around, fetching her drinks, cooking and cleaning and even serving her boyfriends."

"But, but you said this was your stepmother?"

"Well, yeah. My father disappeared a while ago, so it's been just the two of us."

"But you should try to escape."

"Escape?" Kylie asked as though the word was part of some especially difficult calculus equation.

"Yes," James insisted. "You should try to get away. She's obviously trying to have you brainwashed. She tried to steal your inheritance, right? You shouldn't want to help her? You shouldn't want to work for her!"

"But I want to be a good girl," Kylie insisted.

"It's no use," Mira said. "One way or another, they're going to try to work on us. Right now, I'm holding out, but I'm not sure how much longer I will be able to resist. You just got here, so you’re going to have to wait to see what they do with you."

"Nothing," he stated flatly. "They’re not going to get to do anything with me."

A quick moan vibrated up through the vents and across the air. Apparently, they had turned on her vibrator again, using the toy to tease her pussy as they encouraged her to embrace her new life. According to the medical professionals here, Mira was supposed to be an idiotic nymphomaniac, the kind of girl who would spread her legs or drop down onto her knees for any man—she didn’t need boundaries or standards. And now they reinforced that belief by stimulating her. Her pussy was probably drenched as the vibrator built into her chastity belt pulsed and thrummed, triggering those instincts.

Again and again, Jason worked to block out the sounds, especially because he enjoyed them. Guilt raced along his veins. Seriously? How could he enjoy any sound like that? And yet, he didn't enjoy it from any conscious or intellectual perspective. Instead, his body responded, and his cock twitched.

That's why they're doing this. They want us to talk to each other. They want us to understand how futile it is to fight back. But more than that, they want us to reinforce the training. He hated this idea even if it made perfect sense.

He was about to tell them, only he didn't get the chance because another voice cut across the air. "Ladies and gentlemen, boys and girls, it's time to go to sleep."

That's when he heard something shut and lock. At first, he wondered what those sounds were supposed to be, only then he tried to call out, "Hello? Can you still hear me?" No. They couldn't. At this point, either the professor or someone else had decided that it was time for the patients to stop talking.

Taking in a slow breath through his nostrils, James also balled his fingers into fists. He jumped up onto his feet. Yes, he remained leashed, and it was completely dark in here, but he didn't care. For a few seconds, he threw his body to the left, then the right. He tested the limits of his leash. At the same time, he tried so hard to work his way out of the straitjacket.

He only needed to hear one sound of tearing fabric. Just one. That would have been enough to grant him the strength to fight twice as hard.

The material didn't break; it didn't bust open or tear. In fact, it remained just as flexibly impenetrable as before.

His shoulders slumped.

James wasn't accustomed to this kind of defeat. And yet, he tentatively made his way back over to the bed and lowered himself down. He rolled onto his back. He stared up into the utter blackness for several more seconds, and that's when he thought he smelled something on the air. It was oddly sweet. Then he fell asleep.

"Wake up, James," came another voice.

He blinked quickly and peered up. That's when he saw the next woman.

"Hello," she waved. She wore a white lab coat and a dark blue blouse underneath. Standing to her left and right, there were a pair of nurses. These girls looked ridiculous. In their tight, short skirts and with those long stockings and the ridiculous caps on their heads, they seemed more like dolls or models who had been forced to wear silly Halloween costumes. Those outfits weren't nursing uniforms, not really. Instead, they were just sexy parodies of what a nurse might have worn decades ago.

"My name is Dr. Chen, and I'm going to be overseeing your treatment today. Professor Verger already worked on your diagnosis, but I wanted to speak with you for a moment before we begin. First off, how do the electrodes feel?"

Electrodes?

He didn't understand, not until he bit down, and he could feel the tension stretch up his jaw, along his cheeks, and all the way to his temples.

Refusing to think about the electrodes attached to the sides of his head, his inner thighs, his shins, or even underneath the straitjacket (how did that happen?), James instead turned his attention back to the Asian woman standing above him. Dr. Chen seemed quite patient, as though she didn't mind giving him a couple of minutes to get his bearings and reorient himself.

"Look, I don't know who you are or how much they're paying you, but I can quadruple it. Just help me get out of here, and I can make it happen."

"No, you can't," she told him.

"What are you talking about?" Obviously, he could pay her. He had done very, very well for himself!

"You don't have any money. You're a patient here at the Crestwood Asylum. Consequently, your loved ones are now in charge of your finances."

"Not in any legal sense," he told her.

Dr. Chen smiled down at him. She had short, black hair with bangs that curved along her cheeks and framed her face. If she had been a competitor or a woman at some office, then he would have noticed her, and maybe he would have started to check out her chest, her legs, or her ass. But in that moment, he tried to swallow back at the frustration and mounting despair. "James, you aren't smart enough to understand how the law works. Instead, you should concentrate on obedience and surrender.”

"What? No! I'm a skilled businessman. I have overseen many difficult and complicated deals," he told her.

The doctor smiled and slowly shook her head from side to side. Then she glanced over at both of her nurses. "Girls, is James here smart enough to handle business?"

The nurses answered in unison, "No, Dr. Chen!"

"That's what I thought," she said.

"You can’t listen to these airheads," he said.

"Airheads? Yes, I can see that Professor Verger was right. You are clearly suffering from narcissism, egomania, belligerence, and a sexual addiction. In fact, there are probably several other neuroses we're going to have to uncover and treat as well."

"No," he protested with a quick shake of his head. "You can't do this!" Whether he liked it or not, he was strapped down. While he had been unconscious, they had applied electrodes to different parts of his body, so now there was nothing he could do about them. He could hardly move. His legs were spread, and he was tied down onto his back. His cock remained locked in the chastity cage, and his arms remained trapped over his chest. "I’m not going to let you get away with this!"

"Are you delusional?"

"I'm not."

"And yet, you insist you’re going to get out of that chastity belt? Are you telling me you can get up? Can you leave this room?"

"You know what I meant," he said.

"Actually, I don't," Dr. Chen replied smoothly. "You see, I'm not sick. I'm not delusional."

"Neither am I," he vowed.

"And yet, you are a patient at the Crestwood Asylum. What do you think that means?"

"You can't just use that kind of circular logic on me," he said.

"Professor Verger spoke with you. She diagnosed you. And now, I have to agree with her. If anything, I think you might need even more help than she initially suspected. Besides, even the people who love you are worried about you. Your wife brought you here."

"She wants to steal my money," James snarled.

"And there's that paranoia," she said. "Now, we're going to have to work on you. First, you have to admit that you’re ill. That is the first step towards curing you. Are you ready?"

Glowering, James said nothing. The nurses sprinted across the room, went over to the control panel, and they got ready to initiate the procedure.

"I asked you a question, James. Answer me."

"Screw you," he said.

"I guess we're going to have to do an intensive session today. Ladies, can you fetch the muzzle?" The girls obeyed right away, opening drawers and getting ready for the next phase of his treatment. In the meantime, Dr. Chen leaned down. Her eyes sparkled with a mixture of passion and delight; clearly, she loved her work.

"James, this is going to be hard for you, but I think it's necessary and important. We want you to understand how your world is changing. You can no longer hide within your delusions. You can no longer indulge in your paranoia, your sexual addiction, or any of your other compulsions. I understand that the world is a big and scary place. For so long, people have tolerated your illnesses, but we have to cure you. We have to make you better. Are you ready, James? Are you ready to get better?" She stared down into his eyes as she asked of those questions. The words pounded down against his skull, making it harder and harder for him to think. Worst of all, she lectured him and used this gentle tone. At several points, maybe he thought she really did sound like a genuine doctor...

No! This boy couldn't allow himself to think like that, not even for a couple of seconds. They were holding him here as a prisoner, so it was his responsibility to break out. Mira believed one of them could get out of here and escape.

Could they? They do it? Could they escape?

He had to believe they could.

Breathing a little faster now, he peeked up at Dr. Chen. Perhaps he was hoping to be sly or cunning as he asked, "What can I tell you? What can I say to convince you that I'm healthy?"

"Well…" Dr. Chen considered him for several long seconds. The amusement lingered along the corners of her eyes and at the edges of her lips. She maintained a professional veneer, but she obviously wanted to smiled down at him. "You could start by admitting your illness."

"What?"

"It's an important step. You need to be able to tell me what's wrong. If you can do that, then maybe we can forgo some of your treatment? Maybe that’ll be enough to convince me you are ready to move onto the next phase of the healing process?"

They were trying to trap him; if he played along, then he would justify their actions. Somehow, denial became an admission of sickness in a place like this. At the same time, he was acutely aware that they may have been recording all of this.

"I can't do that," he protested.

"I know that's how it feels, but you can. There's nothing stopping you from telling the truth," she said with frustrating certainty.

"But, but there's nothing wrong with me..."

"That's your illness talking," she said. "Just admit it. Admit you are a sexual addict with delusions of grandeur, egotism, and narcissism. Admit that you are a belligerent boy who shouldn't be allowed to think for himself."

What? Did she really say that last part?

Biting down, he glared at her with all of the silent fury he could muster.

Unfortunately for this boy, it wasn't enough. His heart pounded, and raw aggression pulsed through his body. It grew stronger and stronger, second by second. Even so, he knew better than to try to struggle or fight.

"Last chance," Dr. Chen informed him. "If you want me to reduce the prescription, you're going to have to work with me. Can you do that? Can you do that, James?" She chuckled. "You're very lucky. Your new owner has decided that you should keep your name even though we’re going to be reforming you."

He looked at her.

"What does that mean?" James started to ask even though he hated the question.

Before he could finish his question, she glanced over at her nurses and nodded her head. Then again, maybe it was his imagination, or maybe it really happened, but Dr. Chen leaned down and whispered into his ear, "My pretty nurses used the boys just like you. Look at them now. I have completely remade them because that's what I do. I'm a goddess, and I can turn defiant men like you into simpering little playthings to run around and worship their superiors."

Right as she lifted her head away from his ear, the nurses hit the button. The electricity flared through his body.

Pain!

James had never experienced anything like this! The agony exploded down through his skull, along every inch of his skin, through his muscles, all the way to the center of his bones.

Instantly, his thoughts shot out and stretched for some kind of analogy, some kind of comparison. He remembered the snaps of electricity that came from random static shocks. He recalled getting punched across the face in middle school. He dropped back to a moment when he had tried to do a flip on his skateboard, only to fall flat on his stomach, knocking the air from his lungs and crushing his balls underneath his body. Back then, he thought he had discovered the meaning of pain. Those twinned pains couldn't compare to the surge of energy that now flashed through his body.

It only lasted for an instant, probably less than a second. It didn't span an entire heartbeat, and yet he still cried out—screaming as the pain engulfed him.

"I'm sorry, we still haven't applied the rest of your equipment, have we?"

Had he screamed? Had he shouted?

Yes. Probably.

And yet, that didn't matter because the doctor didn't care and she was in charge.

Blinking through the tears, he looked up at her, and his vision crystallized after a few more seconds. When she came back into focus, he could read the joy playing across her face. She loved this. She was a beautiful woman. From her black hair to her dark eyes, she looked exquisite. Or maybe she didn't. Perhaps the power she wielded over him simply warped his perspective, making it harder for him to discern the truth.

How far could that go?

"You know, we haven't applied the rest of your equipment, but I think you need another dose. Girls, give him another dose."

"No, wait!" James tried to shout those words; he had never tried so hard to speak so fast before. Unfortunately for him, the cute nurses hit the button together, and the electrodes awoke once again, delivering another payload of unbridled electricity. The pain flashed through him, snapping down into his legs, his arms, his shoulders, chest, and had all at the same time.

Agony!

The energy felt like an injection of broken glass into both arms, both legs, grinding under every inch of skin with one quick flash.

It consumed his entire universe. In that moment, James ceased to exist. Instead, there were only those sensations. The rest of existence and eternity ceased to vanish; instead, he endured, but it was less than a second, yet it felt so much longer.

Brutalized, the patient collapsed back down. Yes, his body had twitched, straining against his bonds. Of course, they hadn't yielded or broken. Even if the pain dragged him to an out-of-body experience, he still remained right there, a helpless boy strapped into a straitjacket, tied down and unable to stop this woman from doing whatever she liked with him. At that moment, she worked on his “cure”.

"Would you like to try again? Do you want to tell me about your illness?"

The temptation was right there. It raced through his body, pulsating along every thought. In fact, he only managed to resist it by biting down.

"There. Is. Nothing. Wrong. With. Me." He panted out one word after another, each gasp desperate and determined.

"I wonder if you’ll feel that way after one more shock? What about two or three? What will it take to hear you tell the truth, dear boy?"

"I don't need to be cured!" James started to roar. He made it halfway through his sentence before the doctor nodded toward her compatriots. Her servants hit the button again, unleashing another barrage of energy.

Electricity wasn't supposed to have a color; it wasn't supposed to have a shape either, and yet he could feel that white lance of heat explode through his body, yet it seemed to come from every direction at once. He couldn't pinpoint some specific spot. It didn't pulse out from one location. Instead, it crashed down from every angle at once. It was instant and all-consuming.

"I know," she said as his sense started to clear again. "I know. That was a very unpleasant, wasn't it? But that's the nature of medicine sometimes. You don't want to be treated. The medicine can be quite bitter. It's like drinking cough syrup when you're a child."

"I'm not a child," he protested.

"No, you're not," Dr. Chen agreed. "Children can be taught. They instinctively understand that there is so much of the world they don't understand, and so they try to learn. Are you trying to learn, James? Do you want me to make you better? Do you want to improve?"

He bit down but didn't answer, especially because he understood what would happen if he defied her.

Perhaps he couldn't agree with her, yet the memory lingered. It was right there, bright and vivid, lodged deep within the swirls of his psyche. Turning his head to the left, then the right, he didn't want to look up at her. He didn't want to see the light shine along her glistening black hair. He didn't want to study the shape of her eyes or the edge of her nose. He didn't want to see her lips glisten as she smiled down at him. And yet, he peeked up at her for just a moment, but he noticed something: was she blushing? Had a pink tinge appeared along her cheeks?

"You're enjoying this," he managed to tell her.

"Of course," she replied. "I'm a medical professional. I'm a healer. This is more than just a profession for me; it’s my vocation. Like anyone else, I need to love what I do; I need to believe in it."

"Or, or you can just let me go, and I could pay you," he said.

"You remember our conversation from before? I told you. You don't have any money. Your wife took it. When she had you committed, she seized control of your assets."

"No," he insisted with a defiant, disbelieving shake of his head. "She can't. I, I have control of our accounts. I'm the only one who knows the passwords."

"There is that paranoia again. Perhaps we should work on that? Maybe I should collect them for her then," Dr. Chen suggested.

The air escaped his lungs, only he couldn't remember to inhale again. "No…"

"Don't worry," she said. "I'm not going to muddle your treatment by stressing you unnecessarily. Let’s get back to the most important question. Tell me, are you sick?"

Although she wouldn't torture him into giving her the account information, his relief only lasted for a moment because she craved something even more insidious. If he took that first step, what would it mean? Deep down, he tried to tell himself that this could be a strategic decision. He would only yield in order to lull her into a false sense of security, but he wouldn't really believe it. In spite of that rationalization, James knew the truth.

Saying something like "I'm sick, and I need treatment" would affect him. It would alter who he was and how he saw himself. Even if he tried to believe it was a lie, he recognized what it would do to him.

That's why he refused to budge. He glanced up at her, and he answered with a quick, frightened shake of his head. Maybe that was the bravest thing he had ever done.

Dr. Chen turned to her nurses, and she nodded her head. At once, they hit the button, and another explosion of electricity rocked his body. It speared through his skin, lighting up every pain receptor he possessed. The agony seared through his defenses in an instant; there was no fight, no resistance. At one moment, he was just a nervous patient. In the next instant, everything became unmitigated suffering. The electricity bolted along every nerve. Every part of his body cried out simultaneously.

Then it stopped, and his eyes were wet all over again. His bottom lip was shaking, and he arched his back as he shoved his skull down against the soft padding beneath him. He squirmed halfheartedly, almost as though he might be able to wiggle away.

No, he couldn't. Yes, the doctor and her nurses knew exactly what they were doing. They understood what it took to keep a spoiled boy like James strapped down and powerless for his treatment. After all, it was all for his own good…

Once the pain stopped, he blinked rapidly. Then he closed his eyes like he thought he might be able to hide from this.

Dr. Chen ran her fingers along his ankle, up to his knee, then his thigh. "Go on, James. You can do it. I know you can. I have faith in you. Come on, boy. You don't want to be rich or powerful. You understand who you are. Deep down, you understand what you need. Getting well requires you to tell me the truth. Admit that you're sick. Admit that you have this illness, and you need a woman like me to cure you. Don't worry. There are people who love you. I'm sure your wife will help you. She’ll give you exactly what you need."

"What's that? What do I need?"

"Training," she said simply.

"Training?” he breathed out, if only to delay another dose of suffering.

The woman standing above him chuckled for a moment. Then she smiled indulgently and leaned down again. "No, not yet. That's going to come after the surgery. Right now, you just have to tell me you're sick. You have to admit the truth. Can you do that, James?"

He didn't answer.

At first, he seemed to genuinely hesitate as though he could no longer tell the difference. How many times had she shocked him? One, five, ten? The different numbers flashed through his head, and he worked to get an accurate tally. As a businessman, he had always been good when it came to numbers, jumping between digits, decimals and commas. But now, the details fled, and he didn't know what to do.

Drawing in one shallow breath after another, he attempted to come over some kind of answer.

Her patient waited too long, so the doctor nodded toward her subordinates again.

The pretty nurses giggled and hit the button. Obviously, they didn't both need to be there, but maybe this was some kind of childish game as though they really loved that button. Maybe, once upon a time, they had despised it. Maybe they had been strapped down in the exact same spot as James. Back then, they must have raged. They must have fought with all of their masculine certainty. But now they pranced around, adorable and cute and sexy. They understood where they belonged—all thanks to Dr. Chen and Professor Verger. They weren't like the doctor or her professorial compatriot; they weren’t and could never be accomplished women. Instead, these girls were simpering little twits who’d smile, get down on their knees, spread their legs, or crawl up onto their hands and knees for the chance to get taken. They wore their adorable little outfits, and they didn't realize how it made them look. They were cute. They were pretty. That was good enough. They didn't need to think about anything like gravitas, respect, or dignity.

And that's why they pushed the button down together.

James didn't think about those girls. In fact, he didn't think about anything! Another roaringly bright light of pain jabbed into him from every direction all at once.

Again, it lasted for less than a second, but it seemed to stretch into an eternity. He didn't understand how time could get compacted like this, but he was down on his back again, his arms still tight against his chest.

"I'm sick!"

James didn't even recognize those words as coming from his throat. His lips and tongue must've moved, yet the words still rushed out onto the air without his permission.

"Good," said his physician. "That's very good." To reward him, she brushed her fingers through his hair and down along his forehead. It was a casual, intimate touch. He hated it. He loved it.

"Now, tell me about your sickness. Go on. Tell me everything."

His first instincts were simple: shake his head, close his eyes, and deny all of it. He had to fight. He had to resist. He had to rebel!

Right?

And yet, he immediately flashed over to Mira, and he had never seen her face, yet he remembered how she sounded as she moaned and begged for sex. They were turning her into a nymphomaniac. Perhaps she had once been a professional woman, someone capable of making her own decisions. More and more, they amplified her sex drive as they transformed her into a dumb slut. Her journalistic ambitions, theories of truth and knowledge, and every belief about herself in the wider world would be wiped away, replaced by a desire to suck cock, spread her legs, and crawl before some powerful individual. She would look up, her bottom lip trembling, her eyes wide and shining with desire. Her libido would become everything; she wouldn’t need to think. She wouldn't need beliefs or ideals, so long as she could be taken and used…

Thinking of Mira should have sparked some burst of rebellion within James. He waited for it. He anticipated this hot, angry spark. It should have unleashed a conflagration within him, granting him the strength he needed to hold out for just a few seconds, a few minutes, a couple of hours, maybe days or weeks or even longer!

And yet, he didn't get it.

Volcanic fury never flooded through his limbs. Instead, he remained right there, strapped down, powerless, nervous and aching to do something: yield. Yes, another desire filled him. The urge to tell this woman whatever she wished to hear burrowed in right there at the back of his throat, just waiting for him to surrender to another moment of weakness.

His mouth was dry as he stared up at her. "I, I'm sick."

"Go on," she said again, just as gently as before.

"I'm sick. There’s something wrong with me. I, I don't know what it is, but I am ill. I have an illness."

"You know what it is. You're addicted to sex. You're an egotistical narcissist with delusions of grandeur who also suffers from paranoia." She ticked off the items, one after another. They seemed to lodge in his brain. Sexual addiction. Paranoia. Delusions. Egotism. The different ideas buzzed right there, invisible and inescapable.

"...I...I..."

"That’s right. Go on," she told him. "You can do it. I know this is hard, but you can do it. Just tell me what I need to hear, so we can continue your treatment. You don't want to get locked like this again, do you?" He didn't. And if he cooperated, maybe he would get the chance to rest? Maybe they would take him back to his cell? Another tiny voice at the corner of his brain told him that maybe he could use this. He could cooperate, and they would take him back and he could rally his strength.

Perhaps, if he got very lucky, he would go back to his cell, and they would make a mistake, and he might be able to escape...But first, he had to cooperate. Otherwise, he would remain right there. And maybe they would just shock him over and over again until he completely lost consciousness.

"I'm addicted to sex. I'm addicted to sex because I'm an egotistical narcissist with delusions of grandeur. And I suffer from paranoia," he said, repeating the words. Perhaps they weren't exact, but they do need to be.

"Good," she said. "Now, we can continue your treatment. Girls, get him hooked up."

"Continue the treatment?” James struggled to ask, but the nurses reappeared at his sides. They shoved something down into his mouth. It was rounded, and rubber. He tried to spit it out, but they strapped it in, looping a white band around the back of his head. Next, they slipped the headphones over his ears. Finally, they brought a blindfold up over his eyes.

Distantly, James believed he could hear the physician say something, only her words had become distorted and muffled by the headphones. Then she pulled one back, and she told him, "It's time to program you. Remember, this is good for you."

Her prey didn't understand what was going on, not until the sound hit him. With his eyes covered, he obviously couldn't see anything. But now, he heard the voice of Dr. Chen. Immediately, he attempted to speak to her, to say something, only he could push the words past the bit in his mouth. "Hello," began the recorded voice. "You’re here because you need to be trained. You need to be cured. You suffer from delusions and other maladies, but we’re here to help you. This is a matter of positive association. I'm going to tell you about what your life will be like when you’re healthy. During this time, you won't be shocked. I'm also going to talk about what you wanted to be and who you thought you were. When that happens, you will be shocked. Are you ready to begin? This way, you can associate sickness with pain and good thoughts with happiness."

"No!" James tried to shout out, not that it mattered. First, he remained muzzled. Second, he was talking to a recording.

Despite all of this, he tried to struggle again. James twisted to his left, to his right. He fought to kick out, to punch his way free. But just like all of the other times before, he couldn't succeed. He couldn't tear himself away, no matter how hard he worked at it. The desperation pulsed through his body, but it wasn't enough. It wasn't anywhere near enough.

The therapy started, "You want to be a healthy servant. You want to serve. You want to obey. Instinctively, you need to do as you're told. Everything is right with the world when you do as you're told."

Was she trying to brainwash them? Seriously?

If he had been allowed to stand up on his own and simply observe, perhaps he would have laughed. This should have seemed ridiculous. And yet, he could feel her voice slide into his thoughts. From an outsider's perspective, laughing or snorting would have been easy. But he was right there, strapped down, and he had to endure the actual helplessness.

For a moment, James flashed back to an article he had read. It dealt with the nature of torture. Back in the day, when the United States government began using waterboarding and other "enhanced interrogation techniques", there was the public debate about how potential terrorists should be treated. One journalist decided to volunteer for those techniques. He endured waterboarding, and then he wrote about the experience. He actually said it wasn't so bad, although his critics immediately pointed out the problem with his "experiment".

A few minutes or hours of torture didn't mean much if it was voluntary.

In reality, torture meant genuine helplessness. It meant being surrounded by the unyielding reality of captivity. He could try to fight, but he wouldn’t be able to break free. He had to deal with the corrosive sense of powerless frustration.

That was exactly what James endured as the recording taunted him. That's why it was so easy to listen to her.

She told him how he wanted to be a healthy servant. He needed to serve. He needed to obey. Instinctively, he wished to do as he was told.

Those thoughts and ideas should have been alien and easy to ignore.

Instead, James could feel himself absorbing them.

"Are you able to think for yourself? Are you a healthy boy right now? No, you're not. Are you a healthy boy? Are you eager to serve? You aren't now, but you will be."

He heard those words, and he started to believe them—especially if her voice meant a pause on the torture. He didn’t get shocked while he listened.

Then it stopped. There was this gap, and he started to think about how he had to fight. He had to resist.

The system shocked him automatically. He didn't see it coming; no one warned him. Instead, the pain washed over him. It was a sharpened rush that blasted down into his center. James tried to kick out, to thrash or fight. Despite his best efforts, he couldn't do it! He remained utterly trapped.

Then her voice came back, and the cycle started again.

How long did he stay on that table? How long did he remain in that straitjacket, utterly powerless.

He didn't know. Eventually, however, the orderly showed up again.

This time, it wasn't just Marcus.

He pulled away in the eye mask, allowing the boy to see what was going on again. He smiled down at James, "That was just the first treatment. I'm sure the good doctor is going to make sure you get everything you need, boy."

Marcus nodded toward his associates, and they grabbed him. First, they freed him from the restraints, pulling off his headphones, taking out the gag, loosening his restraints, and lifting him up. They carried him out of the small chamber and into another room.

James expected it to be his cell.

It wasn't.

Instead, he found himself pushed down onto another exam table, his legs spread, his ankles tied to another set of stirrups. They lifted his feet into the air, exposing his ass.

James widened his eyes as he stared at the men.

Marcus lubed up his cock first.

At that moment, James knew he had to do or say something. Yes, he was still trapped by his chastity cages as well as his straitjacket, but he needed to stop them. He had to fight! He had to win or resist!

He couldn't.

Marcus came at him first, thrusting in hard and fast with the same force and power from before. This was about more than control for him. Questions of power became a manifestation of raw pleasure.

He pumped this boy, making sure James squirmed helplessly, panting and gasping. The worst part? His cock still responded. His member pressed against the contours of the cage, yet he still couldn’t get erect!

Although he wore the chastity belt, it left his ass open and exposed. Yes, the orderlies could take him. They could use him, and there was nothing to stop them!

The boy fought, battling with every ounce of energy he still possessed. After his electroshock therapy, however, it wasn't much. Even at his very best, he wouldn't been able to break free.

This wasn't his best. It wasn't anything close to his best.

James found himself gasping and moaning. At this point, he couldn't even beg or plead.

Instead, he started to wonder if maybe Dr. Chen was right. Maybe that beautiful, black-haired woman knew what she was talking about. He had endured so much already, and the therapy seemed to help. Or rather, it rewrote his perspective. He wasn't a strong, independent businessman capable of making his own decisions. By this point, he couldn't even remember exactly how long he had been at the Crestwood Asylum.

So many people liked to believe that their thoughts, ideas, and identities were fixed. And yet, those identities were seldom challenged. An individual could go to work, come home, and live an ordinary life. Nothing ever really changed for them. Maybe they subscribed to different streaming services, moved here or there, got a different job or hobby or new car, yet they remained the same individual.

James now found himself enveloped in an entirely new reality.

The orderlies made sure he faced this truth.

After Marcus came hard, pumping into that boy, another guy came up. He pulled down his white scrubs to reveal his own hardened cock. Within seconds, he lubed up his shaft, and he was ready.

James lifted his head, and he wondered if maybe he could try to negotiate with this new guy. He was a little bit smaller than Marcus, so he didn't carry himself with that same gruff authority. Then again, he wasn't in charge. Even so, this man was clearly looking forward to taking this boy, to using this rich man and putting him in his place.

"You're going to take it. You're going to take it, and you're going to like it, aren't you?"

James couldn't respond. He wasn't muzzled at this point, yet his thoughts were scattered, especially as his ass got penetrated again. He felt the tip of that orderly's firm shaft. The man pushed forward, thrusting into him, drawing back, only to pump forward again and again.

Even after he finished, James wasn't done. He was going to get used by a third man. Then a fourth. A fifth. Maybe James lost count…

After that, he was finally dragged back to his cell. They dropped him onto his cot, and he closed his eyes, losing consciousness almost immediately.

The nurses bounced back into his cell, and they brought him into a large dining hall. All around him, he saw the other patients. There were women and men, some younger, some a bit older.

None of them talked.

Instead, a few seemed contemplative, narrowing their eyes and staring off into the distance as though they needed to figure something out. Then there were the people who simply relaxed, smiling or wobbling their heads from side to side as they seemed to get lost in their own thoughts or fantasies. Those individuals seemed at ease, as though they understood that this was a process they couldn't control, so they had decided to embrace the truth of their new lives.

Little by little, James realized something.

There were clearly women and men here. And yet, he also saw individuals who were harder to identify, like their features were slightly masculine, yet they had these big breasts. Or maybe they had more feminine features, but their bodies didn't quite match what he would have expected?

Surgery…

The word popped into his head, and he wondered what they had endured.

At one point, he took in his surroundings, and he hoped maybe one of the women would introduce herself as Mira.

What about Kylie? Where she here?

He spotted a couple of really pretty girls, and he had to wonder if they had been men. Maybe their cocks had been trapped in chastity cages, hidden away, even as their chests were augmented, their hair lengthened, their features modified to seem more delicate and girlish.

Could something like that happen? Could Dr. Chen really do that?

Yes.

The answer formed in his head even as one of the nurses sat down next to him, and she held a bowl on her lap. She brought a spoon up to his mouth, and she fed him soup. At several points, James wondered if maybe he could try to talk to her. Perhaps they could negotiate? Obviously, bribery hadn't worked with Dr. Chen or the professor, but this could be a different chance? Maybe they had made a mistake? Maybe one of these nurses secretly resented her position here and yearned to fight back too?

At first, the desire to ask was right there, braced at the tip of his tongue. But as he ate, he relaxed more and more.

Distantly, he had to wonder if they had drugged him again. If so, it worked beautifully because he could feel himself settle. He didn't want to fight. He didn't want to argue. Perhaps later, he'd try. Right then, he didn't argue or fight and ate his soup like an obedient patient.

The other nurse joined her companion and escorted James away from the dining hall once he finished with his soup. They freed him from his straitjacket and pushed him down into a big bathtub. They washed him off. When they were done, they put him back in his restraints. Yes, he went right back into the straitjacket without a fuss.

Distantly, James wondered why he didn't fight. Why didn't he use that opportunity to try to escape?

Surely, they had drugged him.

After they washed him and slipped him into a new straitjacket, the nurses escorted him back into another room. So many of the spaces seemed indistinct and interchangeable to him.

They pushed him down, spread his legs, and strapped him into place. Once they were confident, they both leaned down and said, "You are so lucky! Dr. Chen is going to come see you, and she's going to give you another electroshock therapy session! Aren't you lucky?"

He stared up at them. Instantly, fear spread into his gut, but there was something else, something worse. Another possibility hovered above him. When he looked up at those nurses, they seemed so eager, like they genuinely envied him for what he was about to endure.

At some point, would he go through something like that? Would he be grateful for the torture he endured?

He had to fight!

And yet, this defiance didn't last long. How could it? Dr. Chen and Professor Verger both knew what they were doing. These women were experts; not only that, they had the help of Marcus and his associates. Together, they could ensure his subjugation. He came back to this conclusion again and again, especially when he thought about how they penetrated him, shocked him, teased him, humiliated him, and used him.

When he opened his eyes again, he didn't see the nurses looming above him. Instead, there was that Asian woman. She smiled, revealing the edges of her white teeth. Her lips pulled thin, and her oaken eyes shined with mischievous glee. "How are we feeling today?" the physician asked.

It seemed like such a generic question. Medical professionals all across the planet probably uttered that exact same phrase with each of their patients on a daily basis. He swallowed and looked up at her. They hadn't inserted the muzzle, not yet. He breathed in slowly, and he tried to think of something he could say.

Back in his cell, he had contemplated this possibility. He had tried to imagine some way to get through to her. She was a person; she was human. No matter how powerful she felt, she was just another individual—that meant she could be influenced. Yes, she had this institution on her side, which made her seem utterly unstoppable, but every individual had vulnerabilities. There would always be weaknesses. If he could find the right angle, the right approach, or the right tactics, then he knew he’d be able to resist and maybe even escape…

As much as he loved that concept, James understood another truth as well. Sometimes, a lone individual couldn't win. He was an American, so he had been raised on the stories of singular individuals who accomplished the impossible. Whether they were superheroes, action stars, or activists, the hero almost always achieved some meaningful victory. Maybe it wasn't perfect, and maybe there were other problems, but it was almost always a happy ending—a victory.

What if that wasn't reality? What if institutions and structural systems mattered more?

If he couldn't get out of this asylum, maybe they would break him.

"Angry," he said.

"Angry? Maybe you’d like me to bring Marcus in here? Maybe he could help you feel a bit better?"

"No!"

"Tell me you're happy," she ordered.

"What?"

"It's a simple instruction, and you like to think of yourself as a businessman, right? Well, this is a negotiation. I want you to tell me you're happy. I want you to smile for me. I want you to make it very clear that you love being here at Crestwood."

"I, I can't…"

"Are you sure about that?" She cocked her head to the side and some of her shining black hair seemed to shimmer under the light. Dr. Chen still loomed over him, confident, beautiful, utterly intelligent and completely ruthless. "Because you know, he has other duties, but I'm sure he would just love to spend some extra time with you."

"No!"

"And what are you going to do for me, James?"

"Please. This can't be part of my treatment," he begged.

"Who's the doctor?"

He understood that if he resisted for much longer, or even just hesitated, she’d call in the orderly. Maybe it wouldn't even just be Marcus. Marcus could show up with several other men, and they would be left alone with James. His legs would be trapped in the stirrups, his asked lifted, his opening revealed, his body vulnerable and just waiting to be penetrated again and again. He remembered how that felt. The humiliation. The desire. The frustration. He understood what the chastity belt could do to him. The restriction. The captivity. Those boundaries infuriated him, yet there was nothing he could do about them either. He understood; how could he possibly remove a metal belt for the cage?

"You," James admitted.

He hated that single word.

"Say it again."

"You," he told her. "You're the doctor."

"Good," she replied. "And what does that mean?"

He bit down, clenching his jaw; instantly, he understood the implications. Despite everything he had endured, he could still put those pieces together. Yes, there were sedatives running through his system, but maybe they had started to clear? He couldn't be certain one way or the other. On the other hand, perhaps her proximity had burned through those drugs in his system. Adrenaline may have been running hot through his veins as he considered this woman and her power over him.

"It means you can do whatever you want," he spat.

For just a second, he closed his eyes and tensed his body again. He thought the doctor would laugh and maybe nod toward her assistants. They could deliver another burst of electricity. They could punish him. They could unleash an electric barrage and the burst of pain.

Instead, she chuckled and replied, "You're right."

"I am?"

"Yes," she replied. "You're right. And that's something you should understand. Maybe, just now, you thought you were being cute or defiant. But in reality, I can do whatever I want. I'm your doctor, and I know what's best for you. Most of the time, I’ll give you the treatment you require. But sometimes, I'm entitled to have some fun."

"You, you're not supposed to admit that," he protested.

"But this is Crestwood Asylum," she said. "And I have the permission of your owner."

His owner…? As hard as he tried, he couldn't contemplate that.

Since he couldn't speak, Dr. Chen continued, "Now, smile for me."

"Why does that matter?"

"Because I want you to be happy with your treatment. I want you to understand that you need to be cheerful and bubbly for her."

"This isn't going to work."

This time, the doctor glanced over at her nurses, and she did give that nearly imperceptible nod. Unfortunately for this boy, the two girls in their demeaning little nurse costumes both nodded and giggled, practically squealing with glee as they pushed the button together. A fresh flurry of agony exploded through his body. The electrodes lit up, erasing the last traces of the sedatives. The drugs couldn't compete with the rush of jagged energy that stabbed into him from every angle, all at once, awakening every pain receptor he possessed.

This was something people forgot all too often: the human body was capable of incredible feats of pain. This wasn't a matter of endurance. On a day-to-day basis, the average person didn't suffer overly much. Perhaps there would be a headache, stomach troubles, a pulled muscle, a scrape or a bruise. And yet, this didn't reflect the true capabilities of the brain to inflict truly horrendous suffering on the mind. And now, James had to endure his doctor's expertise.

After all, this wasn't standard electroshock therapy. No, it was a modified version, one designed to ensure his obedience, his acceptance, and his embrace of a new truth. Excruciating torture could do a lot to change a boy’s mind…As far as she was concerned, it was the only way for him to get "better".

"Are you sure about that?"

In truth, he had no idea what he just told her. His thoughts blanked as he struggled to recall the last few seconds, but he couldn't do it.

"Give him another dose," instructed the doctor.

"No, wait!" As hard as he fought, he couldn't get those words out. The syllables began to form, only his plea quickly morphed into a scream of agony. He arched his back and squirmed against the straps. He thrashed from side to side while the electricity punched into him, but he couldn't escape.

"Poor boy," Dr. Chen said. "I know. This is difficult for you. Let’s make this easy; I want you to smile for me. Smile for me and tell me how much you appreciate all of this."

Eyes wet and vision blurred, he glanced up at her. His bottom lip trembled. At any moment, he could have started weeping. And yet, he somehow held those feelings back. He bottled them up, and he looked at her.

Then he felt himself smile.

It wasn't genuine, of course. If anything, he wanted to run and hide from this beautifully powerful woman. Since that wasn't an option, he had to cooperate. The corners of his mouth rose up, and she nodded. "Tell me this is good for you."

"This, this is good for me," he stuttered out.

"Tell me you want to be cured."

"I want to be cured," he told her. Deep down, he believed he was lying. And yet, it didn't matter. When he spoke, he did so reflexively.

Then again, maybe that was part of the training. Perhaps this was part of the cure. Did it matter if he believed it, so long as he performed and cooperated? And how many times could he do this before he accepted those lies as the truth? He was sick; he was struggling with an illness, and he needed to be cured by the women here. They were the only ones who knew what was really wrong with him. He had to listen to them. He had to obey them. If he did that, maybe he could get better.

Better. What did that word even mean?

"Say it again," ordered Dr. Chen.

"I want to be cured!" In that instant, did he believe it? Had this become his new truth?

"Good," she said. "Now, I'm going to leave you here with the automated system, and you're going to be conditioned again. We're going to do this a lot, James. Then, when I'm satisfied, we can work on your modifications, and you're going to learn to be such an obedient slave. You're going to be an eager little servant. You're going to be such a cute maid."

Perhaps James would have contemplated that last detail, only Dr. Chen nodded back toward her associates. Her simpering nurses giggled and hit the button again, unleashing another sharp storm of energy. Electricity flew through his body, dancing along his flesh and down into every nerve he possessed. Each pain receptor cried out, practically screaming, overwhelming everything else this former rich boy possessed.

If he made any noise, he wasn't aware of it, but then the electricity stopped for a moment, and that's when the nurses appeared above him.

"Have fun, James," Dr. Chen said. "And remember to smile. You want to be here. This is good for you. We're making you better."

"Wait!"

"Yes?" Dr. Chen asked.

"If I do a good job right now, maybe I don't need the shock therapy?"

"Maybe not," she conceded.

Yes! Finally, he had discovered some way to take control over his circumstances. Technically, the idea of cooperating should have horrified him. It was supposed repel him, yet he ached to escape the bite of those electrodes for just a few more seconds, a few more minutes, hours or days. He didn't care what he had to pay for that respite.

"Okay…" James panted out. "Okay. I, I can do this." Sucking in another breath, he expanded his chest against the contours of his straitjacket, and now he peeked up at this woman. He did more than smile; he looked at her and said, "Thank you. Thank you, Dr. Chen. Thank you for helping to cure me. I feel like I'm getting better. I'm getting a lot better." As he spoke, he had to wonder how many patients had played this game before him. They didn't believe anything was different; they didn't actually think they were sick at all, and yet they had to tell their sadistic doctors exactly what those women and men wished to hear in order to earn some chance at escape…

Dr. Chen crossed her arms over her chest. Yes, there was that slight shadow of a smile across her face, but she didn't say anything.

He was doing a good job, he knew. James just had to continue. That's why he called out, "I know. I know, okay? I know I'm sick. I know that I'm sick and I have to work hard to get better, but I can do it if I listen to you. If I obey you, I can get better." He almost wanted to add an inquisitive inflection to those words. Instead, he gasped out one word after another.

"Keep going," Dr. Chen said.

"I'm ill...There's something wrong with me." He uttered those words and glanced up at her and hoped this might be enough. It wasn't. Instead, she expected to see him scrape away the last of his dignity. He had to completely embrace her explanation. Whether she believed it or not didn't actually matter. She expected him to agree with the diagnosis. And if he tried to fight it, then he’d endure the bite of the electrodes all over again. That's why James continued, "Just like you said, I have been a narcissist. I've only been thinking about myself. That's why Natalie had committed here. She brought me here because she’s worried about me, and she wants me to get better."

"And you're grateful to her, aren't you?"

Grateful?

Obviously, the doctor couldn't see it, yet his fingers clenched down into the palms of his hands. Safely ensconced in his straitjacket, his fists remained helpless and useless. Even so, they helped channel some of the frustration. That rage coursed along his limbs, making its way to his knuckles and fingertips, especially since he understood what he had to do next. "Yes. I'm grateful. I'm so grateful to my wife."

"Narcissism isn't the only problem, is it?"

"No, it's not. I, I’m also suffering from delusions of grandeur."

"Are you a businessman?"

Yes!

"No," he admitted to her. "I'm not a businessman."

"Is that because you’re a servant? Are you a servant who forgot his place?"

James didn't even know what that was supposed to mean, but he nodded. "Yes. I, I'm a servant who forgot my place." Again, he chopped off another chunk of his dignity.

"And what about your sexual addiction? Should you have the right to control your manhood?"

"No…" Again, the bitterness of each word and syllable nearly choked him except he didn't see any other choice. Over and over, he gave this woman what she craved.

But it seemed to work. He wasn't getting shocked. As he cooperated, maybe he would be brought back to his cell, and maybe he could try to talk to Mira and Kylie again. If so, perhaps they could come up with a plan? Maybe they could figure out some strategy. If they worked together, they could pool their resources and expertise. He knew the chances weren’t on his side, but he had to do something!

"Why not?" She sounded genuinely curious.

"I, I shouldn't have control because I am addicted to sex. I can't stop thinking about it." This time, he spoke, and he looked up at her, and there were those quick flashes. Instinctively, he tried to suppress them, but he imagined this woman on top of him, riding him, using him. He pictured himself down on his knees with his head between her legs, his tongue eagerly lapping at her pussy. She could do whatever she liked with him. She was a confident and powerful woman, someone who understood her power in the world. He was her patient, and he would serve her.

It was easy, far too easy, to yield like this, to surrender to those thoughts. He wasn't thinking about escape, defiance, or bringing down the Crestwood Asylum.

"You are," she agreed. "So what should happen?"

"I need to be locked in the chastity cage," he confessed. "I need to wear a chastity belt."

"And what about your egotism?"

"I need someone to control me, to tell me what to do. Otherwise, I’m a selfish bastard!"

There. He said it. He said all of it.

"Good," said the physician while she patted him on the head. "I want you to know that you’re making incredible progress, and I'm very proud of you. Pretty soon, I think we can have your wife and her new partner come in to visit you. But right now, it's time for the rest of your treatment."

He should have focused on the first part. Instead, his eyes widened as he stared up at her. "What?"

"You're making progress," Dr. Chen allowed. "But it's not good enough."

"But you said…" As hard as he tried, he couldn't finish.

"I didn't make any promises," Dr. Chen replied with a little chuckle. Then she flashed him this vividly bright smile. It was the kind of enthusiastic grin a woman might give to a silly puppy or immature boy. Yes, he was cute, and she adored his incompetence, but she wouldn’t take him seriously. Besides, she didn't need to listen to him. He was her patient, and he was very ill, so he needed her tender, loving care. For the time being, however, her nurses would take care of him.

"No, wait!"

"Not this time," she said with that same beneficent smile.

The trapped patient watched her walk right through the door and close it behind her. The nurses scurried over to him, their high heels clicking against the linoleum floor. James tried to twist his head from side to side, to fight, but these girls knew what they were doing. They slipped to the face mask over his eyes, making it impossible for him to see. The world became darkness. And then he couldn't hear anything as the headphones covered his ears.

It was time for the next phase of his treatment…

Initially, James honestly believed he’d need to talk to Mira to get out of here. He thought he would have to rely on her expertise; instead, he got lucky.

Just as he had hoped, an opportunity appeared.

James found himself in the dining hall. The nurses had just fed him, and now an orderly came for him. Although James didn't know the man’s name, he was nonetheless intimidated by this tall, lanky employee. The orderly obviously knew what he was doing; he’d probably spanked and punished different patients in the past.

And now, it was time for James to return to his cell. For a moment, the former businessman may have been tempted to strike out or fight back. Yes, he had already endured a lot of treatment, and his thoughts began to fracture. More and more, the memories from his old life had started to seem like delusions. Perhaps Dr. Chen was right? Maybe Professor Verger had told the truth?

Except now, he was being escorted back through the facility. That’s when the orderly stopped. He brought one hand up to his ear, and he pressed on the small radio he wore like a Secret Service agent. "I'm on my way," he said after a few seconds of concentration. That's when he shoved James down onto the floor. "Wait right here, boy," he commanded.

The orderly pushed James hard, so he fell to his knees. Then he watched as the orderly rushed down the hall, swiped his card, and ran through one of the doors. James glanced up, and that's when he saw the grass, the trees off into the distance, a sliver of sky…

His eyes opened wide.

The orderly was gone, and he’d left the door open. Obviously, there was some other emergency at the Crestwood Asylum. Was it Mira? Kylie? Someone else entirely? There were lots of people at this facility, women and men who had been tricked into treatment. Of course, they would try to fight back. New patients probably arrived every day, only to discover that their money had been stolen away from them, and now they would be retrained as property. Worst of all, their humiliation was hidden under the guise of “treatment”. They could become playthings for a woman like Dr. Chen or be sent back to their families…

James didn't know who caused the distraction, and he didn't care either.

In fact, he didn't even think about this. Instead, he jumped up onto his feet, he started running, kicking his feet down against the carpet as he sprinted for that quickly closing door. Moment by moment, he expected it to slam shut; he figured he would hear the sound of the lock re-engaging. After that, he wouldn't be able to get through.

Worse, maybe a camera would pick up on his behavior, the orderlies would find out, and they would tell the doctor who would inevitably have him punished.

Refusing to consider those possibilities or worry about the consequences, James kept running harder and faster. Getting his body to move quickly proved to be a lot harder than he expected, especially since he still wore his straightjacket. His heart slammed up against the bars of its cage, and he quickly lost his breath. Even so, he kept running as best he could.

The door was about to close; the lock would engage.

He threw his shoulder up against it, and the door swung back out again.

Then James just stood there, braced against the threshold.

He saw the grass, the fences off in the distance, the trees, and the sky overhead. How long had it been since he went outside? Ultimately, he couldn't remember the exact details. To him, it felt like some kind of impossible riddle.

Then he turned his head to the left, then the right. He searched diligently for orderlies, nurses, the doctor, or maybe even the professor. But now, the orderly had disappeared. He had presumably headed off toward another wing of the asylum.

This might've been his only opportunity, so James ran hard again. He couldn't use his arms, not while he wore the straitjacket, but he didn't care about that.

He sprinted across the grass, slamming his feet down against the soft earth. After just a few strides, he threw his head back, and he laughed. He couldn't believe it. He inhaled the fresh, cool air. Exhaustion pulsed through his body, but he kept running. He made it to the fences; he saw the gate. He feared it might have a lock. It didn't! It was just a simple latch that needed to be lifted.

James kneeled down in front of it, and he lifted the loose latch by using the tip of his nose. He felt ridiculous, but there was this momentary sense of triumph. Excitement ran hot through his body even as he darted past the fence and continued to run out into the trees and toward the main road.

At some point, he stopped running. He started walking instead, all while the fear continued to percolate and buzz along his flesh. Every few minutes, James glanced over his shoulders, wondering whether or not he’d hear the sounds of snapping dogs. The orderlies would come for him eventually, right? Worse, they would probably have cars, SUVs, or ATVs. Maybe Dr. Chen and her colleagues would even have a helicopter at their disposal?

It didn't matter, he reminded himself. One way or another, James had to keep going.

Then the impossible happened. Even though he had to walking for hour after hour until the sun set, and fresh waves of exhaustion pulsed through his frame, he finally made it to one of the main roads. This wasn't just the ancillary strip of pavement that existed to feed Crestwood Asylum. No, there were four lanes here, and he stepped out onto the asphalt. A car pulled up, and James shouted. His voice felt horse, but he still cried out, "Help! You have to help me!"

It was a police officer!

A man in uniform pulled over, got out, and stared at James for a few minutes as though he didn't understand. Then there was this twist in his gut as James started to babble, "I know this is going to sound insane, but you can't take me back. Okay? You can't take me back there. That place is illegal. It's completely illegal. Please, just get me a lawyer? Okay? That's all I need. Please?"

The officer was older; dark gray stubble lined his cheeks. He studied James for several very long seconds and said, "Don't worry. We're going to get you some help."

"But you're not going to take me back, right?" James needed to ask because it was all to easy to imagine that Professor Verger and Dr. Chen had bribed the local cops.

"No," he agreed. "I'm not going to take you back."

In fact, he helped James into the car. Better yet, he pulled out a knife, and he cut away the straps, freeing James from the straitjacket. Suddenly, he flexed his fingers, lifted his arms into the air, and stretched. It felt incredible. Although James still felt ridiculous while wearing nothing but his chastity belt, the officer helped there as well. He had a pair of sweats in the back seat for situations like this. James pulled them on, and he didn't care when they had last been washed.

In the backseat now, James actually started to feel like a person again. He looked out. Pretty soon, the officer drove James back into the city. "It's going to be late, but I think you're going to have to speak with the judge."

"Yes, please," James replied eagerly. "That sounds perfect. Will he still be in the office?"

"Actually, yeah, I think she will. She usually stays late to catch up on paperwork. We can get all of this sorted out."

We can get all of this sorted out.

James was now in the system. He didn't mind when they took his fingerprints, and he eagerly gave his statement to the officer. After that, he was taken to the police station and to the attached courthouse. To James, it looked like just a small annex, but that was fine with him.

A place like Crestwood Asylum could exist, he understood, so long as it remained unobtrusive. Conspiracies only worked when no one was paying attention. Once people started to escape, the truth could finally come out…

All of this was happening so fast, but James didn't care. The officer knocked on a big, wooden door, and a woman's voice called out, "Come in."

James walked in along with the officer, and then he waited until she told him to take a seat. He obeyed right away. Now that he was here, and he saw this woman, he didn't quite know what to do. In fact, he dropped his hands down onto his lap, and he began to bunch the soft fabric between his fingertips and palms.

"Hello, young man," said the judge.

"Hello, ma'am," he said. "When am I supposed referred to as your honor?" Before his time at Crestwood, James had easily negotiated the different realms of power and authority. It had always seemed so simple, except now he nibbled on the inside of his mouth and glanced back over at the officer.

"Don't worry about any honorifics," said the judge. "It's late, and I want to get you taken care of. I heard the initial report, but I would like to learn from you what is going on."

James drew in a breath, and he almost wished that Mira could have been there instead; the journalist would have been better at this. And yet, the last time he heard her speak, Mira had been busy moaning and begging for cock deep between her legs.

"First off, I want you to know that I appreciate just how ridiculous or insane this might sound. I'm not someone who subscribes to conspiracy theories. I don't believe that there is some grand intelligence or great design that’s trying to control people. This is a simple, criminal enterprise. Or at least, I think that's how you might feel about it. For me, it nearly wrecked my entire world."

"Go on," said the judge. He glanced down and saw the nameplate sitting there in front of her: Judge Renata Croft.

"I was recently abducted. My wife had me committed to an insane asylum, only this place was completely illegal. I wasn't evaluated by any kind of psychologist." Technically, he knew that was a lie. Even so, he didn't care, not as he considered what Professor Verger had after decided about him. "More importantly, they locked me in a chastity belt, they gave me over to the orderlies to use for their pleasure, and they tried to brainwash me."

"Brainwash you? How?"

"Electroshock therapy," he said. He hardened his lips as he recalled the bite of those electrodes and how it always felt each time the agony swept through his skin. "It was pretty simple. If I said what they wanted to hear, I could delay it for a little while. If I tried to resist, then I was punished."

"How inhumane," she said.

"It was brutal," he agreed.

"No, that's not what I meant," Judge Croft said to him. "It's inhumane that you ran off. Don't you know how to take care of yourself, James?"

"What?"

The door opened again. Instinctively, he turned around, his hand braced on the back of his chair. That's when he saw Marcus, another orderly, two nurses, and Dr. Chen. "Renata, thank you so much for finding our wayward patient. I'm sorry about this, but he ran off during a training session."

"What? No. They can't be here. They held me illegally! They kidnapped me!"

Surprisingly, neither the doctor, the orderly, or the nurses jumped forward to trap him.

Renata touched her fingertips together, and she looked at him. "James, I want you to know that I did review your case before coming in here. Apparently, your wife has already declared you mentally incompetent. More importantly, she has seized control of your assets. She’s in charge of your business, and she will make every relevant medical decision for you. I understand how this can be difficult for you to hear, but if you concentrate on getting better, I'm sure you'll succeed. You'll be a good, obedient maid in no time at all."

A good, obedient maid...

Those words cut through every other thought. He jumped up onto his feet, only to feel Marcus’s powerful hands on his shoulders. In the next moment, he was shoved down onto his knees, stripped, and they all worked together. They slid the rich boy into a fresh straitjacket once he was naked. Then someone injected him, and he passed out.

When he woke up, he was back on another table, strapped down and helpless. He blinked quickly as the last of the sedatives faded from his bloodstream. His failed escape attempt instantly seemed like some kind of bad dream. Right as he swallowed and started to turn his head, he could feel the electrodes attached to the different parts of his body. Yes, it was time for another treatment…

Sometimes, he contemplated a different question. As the days went by, he endured one electroshock therapy session after another. He wore the blindfold, the headphones, the straitjacket and chastity belt. Strapped down in this asylum, he could squirm helplessly from side to side as he waited for Dr. Chen, the orderlies, Professor Verger, or the nurses. But this time, another individual walked into the room and looked down at him.

Natalie.

Over and over again, he contemplated his wife. Yes, he had known she was mad at him, but something else must have happened. How could her anger have metastasized into something like this? She had committed to an asylum! She wanted him to be utterly humiliated and broken!

Well, it wasn't going to work.

In his most angry and defiant moments, James managed to imagine revenge. He contemplated what it would be like to see his beautiful wife bound in a straitjacket.

At least, that was what happened in the beginning.

More and more, he could feel himself yield. He stopped thinking about revenge. Ideas of escape faded away. It didn't help that he was taken back to his cell, and he had to listen to both Kylie and Mira moan.

When he first heard Mira's voice, she had sounded so competent, so capable. Even though she was being trained and treated, she still seemed defiant as she explained everything to him. She seemed like the kind of feisty journalist who’d be able to bring down mob families, powerful corporations, or seemingly untouchable politicians.

But now she always begged and panted for more. "Please, make me come! Please, sir! I just want to come! I don't care about anything else!" Perhaps she was wearing her own pair of headphones. Maybe she was answering some question. Maybe they required her to sacrifice her dignity as well as all of her journalistic ideals.

Day by day, James lost more and more as well.

They brought him into the room, strapped down, applied the electrodes, and he begged on a daily basis. He pleaded. He whimpered and whined, desperate to escape the punishment.

And yet, as Dr. Chen reminded him, none of this qualified as a "punishment". On the contrary, they were trying to cure him. He was sick. He suffered from egotism, delusions of grandeur, and a sexual addiction. Those diagnoses sound like a chorus inside of his head. For so long, he had been allowed to bluster his way through life as he faked his way to every success. But now, he was getting trained. He was getting cured.

James tried to see through repetition; he tried to remember his wife, only he couldn't do it.

Did he have a wife?

That question had started to occur to him more and more. He could remember that beautiful woman, of course. He recalled sitting in the back of the car as John drove forward, only he also understood the truth. He was a servant. Right?

No. He was supposed be a businessman?

Was he involved in business?

As hard as he tried, James couldn't recall any of the major deals at this point. The concepts were there, but they seem to be buried or suppressed. He tried to go digging from time to time, only to field the electric bite all over again. Each time he got shocked, it became easier and easier to yield. He was a servant. He belonged to his Mistress. Natalie owned him. He was her servant, and that's why he needed to wear a chastity belt. In fact, he needed to wear more than that…

James couldn't pinpoint the exact moment when Dr. Chen started to tell him about his new life. She mentioned that he was a maid. As a maid, he had to wear a uniform. He would wear a tight little white and black outfit. There’d be the apron, the frilly petticoats, the ribbons and bows. He could bend over, and anyone nearby would see the kinds of panties he wore.

At one point, while strapped down, he looked up at Dr. Chen, and he tried to mount some kind of defense. "I'm a man. I can't wear a maid uniform!" In that instant, he had seemed so brazen and bold. There was almost something triumphant in his voice.

Granted, it didn't last; it couldn't. Dr. Chen had leaned down, and she ran her fingers along his cheek, to his neck, and then she rested her palm on his chest with her fingers spread out. "James, we're going to take you into surgery soon. Are you ready for that?"

Surgery?

She had mentioned that this possibility. At several points, but he hadn't believed her.

"Don't worry," she said. "You'll know when it's coming. First, we're going to fix your genitals. After that, we're going to work on your appearance. I'm going to have so much fun. I see potential in you, James. You’re going to be so pretty when I'm done with you." She sounded like an artist who couldn't wait to get started. She had her canvas, and now her instincts cried out for her to begin.

"What, what do you want to do to me?"

"You know that if I let you out of your chastity cage right now, you would be able to get hard and have an orgasm?"

He stared at her. Yeah, that sounded right. It made sense. The chastity cage prevented his orgasms.

"Your owner has decided that she wants you to have a different kind of climax. She doesn't want you to be able to get hard or ejaculate,” said the doctor with medical precision. “She wants something different for you. She wants something better."

"What, what are you saying?"

"Don't worry about it. You’re a servant. You will do as your owner says, and she can make whatever decision she wants. You don't have to worry your pretty little head about how any of this works." She patted him on the head. At that point, she nodded toward her nurses.

It was time for him to get another treatment.

Despite the sessions, he still wondered what would happen to him next. Day by day, he contemplated his future. He tried to figure out the exact details.

Then the nurses brought him into another room. He was still in his straitjacket, and a strapped down and pushed his legs into the stirrups. By now, he knew better than to fight. In fact, he expected to see Marcus and his orderlies appear. Only then he looked up, and he saw that the lights were different. In fact, the entire room seemed different. The nurses went to work, wiping him down. Then they surprised him. As they cleaned him, they unlocked his chastity belt and removed it. They pulled off his cage!

James didn't know how he was supposed to respond, but his instincts roared to life, and his shaft stiffened immediately. He blinked rapidly, surprised by how good that could feel. Obviously, he couldn't stimulate himself. His hands remained trapped by his chest, but he still yearned for the opportunity to reach down and slide his fingers along his scrotum, up to the base of the shaft, along his length, and back down again. He remembered what it felt like to masturbate and pleasure himself alone in the dark. Then he thought of Natalie, and he tried to remember what it was like when she had touched him. She had been an amazing lover, he knew. And yet, he had always been focused on work and going into the office, on strategies and chasing those numbers across his screens.

The nurses continued to wipe him down. They used an antiseptic gel along his cock and down to the base of his shaft. They wiped him off, and then they shaved his pubic hair. They made sure he was nice and smooth. They didn't stop there, however. They also shaved his legs and his buttocks. They made sure he was soft all over.

"Don't worry," one of them chirped. "We’ll take care of the rest of your body. Apparently, your owner made her special request."

What kind of request?

He didn't ask, of course. By now, he had been thoroughly cowed. After so many different treatments (he couldn't even remember how many), he knew better than to argue. It never went well for him. At best, Dr. Chen might ask him a question, and he would obey, giving her the answer she expected. This was how it was supposed to work. She was the doctor and the surgeon; he was just a patient. And yes, he was a narcissist and egotist and addicted to sex, but he could get better, so long as he obeyed her. He always had to listen, and he had to provide the right answers. That was how it worked.

Besides, he couldn’t trust his own senses.

He thought he saw Natalie, especially when he was getting shocked. She flitted along his senses, reminding him over and over of how he couldn’t rely on his senses.

In truth, James couldn't tell how much of his diagnosis was really true, but it didn't matter. His notion of reality had shifted, becoming malleable. When he saw that dark-haired woman, he understood how his own vision of life didn't matter. She was in charge.

And now, Dr. Chen came into the room. That didn't surprise him.

Marcus followed a moment later. He had his arms at his sides, and he seemed relaxed, but there was this knowing smirk on his face. James cringed; he couldn't help it. Was he going to get fucked again? He instantly remembered the first time he got taken by that big, powerful man. Would happen again?

James almost yearned for it. He craved an orgasm; he hungered for release. Even now, his mouth watered as he contemplated the different possibilities.

"Muzzle him," Dr. Chen said.

"Am I going to get shocked?"

"Not right now," Dr. Chen said.

Then why did she want him muzzled? They only gagged him when he would try to scream.

"Then what, what is going to happen?" James had to ask.

Dr. Chen considered him. He stared up into her eyes and worked to match her gaze. In spite of his best efforts, he found himself staring down at the collar of her shirt, her blouse, her lab coat. He studied the top of her pants, and he didn't know what to do or say as she studied him. Yes, he felt like an insect. He was small and insignificant, one more project for this woman to play with. All of his previous efforts and ambitions had been rendered irrelevant because she could do whatever she liked.

"It's time for your procedure," she said.

James opened his mouth to say something, and that's when they slid the bit between his teeth. The nurses nudged it down and strapped the muzzle in place, ensuring he couldn't speak. They even attached a separate guard, so the bottom half of his face was completely covered. Yes, the panic shined across his eyes, and everyone in the operating theater could read his expression, but there was still something so lovely about seeing this boy bound and helpless.

Not only that, he realized the muzzle would make it impossible for him to breathe through his mouth. This way, they could sedate him even more easily.

"Would you like me to get started, Dr. Chen?" Marcus asked, sounding surprisingly respectful. Although he was the head of the orderlies, he still had to defer to her authority. She issued the commands, and this big man obeyed.

"Not quite yet," Dr. Chen said.

That's when the nurses raced over to the door, they stepped outside, and James panted, wondering exactly what they had in mind for him. For a second, he shut his eyes, and he contemplated his one chance of escape. He remembered the feel of the grass, and now he tried to formulate some other strategy. What other tactic could he use to get away from this asylum? It would be even harder now that he understood the entire legal system was against him…

In that moment, James couldn't even talk!

Then the door opened again, and he heard footsteps. James turned his head, and strained his neck as much as he could. He saw her.

Natalie!

Was it really her?

He blinked. Yes. That was her. That was his wife!

It was ridiculous, but relief flooded through his body. When he saw her again, art of him needed to believe it had all been some kind of bizarre mistake. She never really meant to have him committed to this facility; she never wanted to strip him of his assets. She still loved him; she still respected him. In fact, she was there to rescue him!

Then his eyes locked on hers. He still twisted around on the table, and he braced his weight against the back of his skull. His eyes locked on to hers, and that's when she smiled.

Even so, James tried to shout out her name. He tried to call out something like, "Natalie! Thank God you're here. You have no idea what they’ve tried to do to me. Please, help me up! Get me out of here!"

Natalie could read the fear and relief playing across his features. In fact, she watched him, raised an eyebrow, tittered, and stepped forward. She kept her eyes aimed at his as she came closer and closer. Then she leaned down, and she said, "You look amazing." After that, she kissed at the tip of his nose. "We wanted to be here to see your last orgasm."

We?

His last orgasm?

Questions rippled behind his eyes as someone else walked into the room.

Mike!

Again, the reaction didn't make any sense, but James once again endured another flutter of relief deep in his stomach. Even if he couldn't comprehend what Natalie had in mind, Mike would help him. Right? They were friends and partners…

Only then, his former business partner reached down, grabbed Natalie, pulled her close, and kissed her hard. It was a wild, desperate, bestial, frantic, and hungry kiss. Her lips pressed against one another. Dr. Chen smirked, Marcus chuckled, and James just stared.

He knew he had to look away. He wasn't supposed to see something like this.

But now, Mike let go of Natalie, and he turned to the patient. "I want you to know this is going to be good for you. I think you're going to be a lot happier as my servant. Don't worry. I will let you suck my cock, and maybe I will even put you to better use when Natalie is tired or has a headache." He smirked. "Then again, that hasn't happened since we started hooking up. Has it, darling?"

James tried to shout; he tried to scream.

"Oh, be quiet," Natalie said with a quick wave of her hand. "There's nothing wrong with me wanting to be with someone better. Didn’t you always talk about ambition and how everyone has the right to get what's theirs? Well, I got mine." She grinned and Mike grabbed her ass, squeezing it in a wanton display of lust and power.

Strapped down and helpless, James still didn't understand.

The surgeon stepped forward, "Would you like me to tell him what's going to happen?"

"Absolutely," Mike decided.

Dr. Chen smirked; clearly, that was the answer she had been hoping to hear. Now she stepped forward, leaned down, and looked right at James. "Boy, your new Master here has decided he wants you transformed into his feminized maid. Part of that means taking away your ability to orgasm with anything other than anal stimulation. That's why I'm going to make a couple of incisions and modifications. Don't worry. It will be quick. But first, your Mistress and Master wanted to come see your final ‘normal’ orgasm. Are you ready?"

James thrashed! He kicked! He fought like a wild animal, bucking and throwing himself from side to side. Unfortunately, none of it was enough; none of it could give him the leverage or strength he needed. As far as the others were concerned, he was just throwing a tantrum.

Worst of all, it felt wrong to resist. Yes, he pumped as much adrenaline and energy as he could into his arms and legs. Despite his apparently frantic struggles, there was this little voice at the back of his mind telling him he wouldn't succeed, so he needed to yield. Perhaps he had been shocked by seeing Natalie and Mike, but now he needed to listen to his training and surrender. This wasn’t his wife; this wasn’t his business partner. They were more now.

His Mistress. His Master.

James didn’t know where those thoughts came from, but they felt right.

Whether he liked it or not, he was getting programmed.

Marcus stepped forward, right between the patient's legs. He took out his cock. Natalie saw it and giggled. The orderly lubed up his shaft, grabbed the boy, and shoved forward, penetrating James all over again. By now, they had removed his chastity cage; they had taken off the belt. That's why was so easy for Marcus to reach down and to manipulate this boy. Even if James wasn't as big as Marcus, he still experienced the humiliation of being put on display. The big man squeezed, gliding his hand up and down, manipulating and massaging James as he forced of the patient to come closer and closer to an orgasm.

After this, they’d put him through surgery.

James understood that simple concept better than anything else. Blistering rage fought through his body, yet it was still somehow dampened and muted.

He thought of those two: Mike and Natalie. His Master. His Mistress. They owned him. He belonged to them. He would serve them. He would get down on his knees and worship Mike whenever his former business partner wished.

Before this, James had often compared himself to his compatriot. It was inevitable; even if he never voiced these thoughts aloud, he often wondered who was bigger, stronger, more powerful and capable in the business world.

Ultimately, it didn't matter because James couldn't make his own decisions. He had been a narcissist, an egomaniac, and a sexual addict. He needed to be owned. He needed to be feminized and turned into an obedient plaything for these two. They could own him and tell him what to do. If Natalie ordered him back to the kitchen, then he would dip his head down and eagerly obey.

As he was roughly penetrated all over again, James still struggled. He tried to fight to resist the orgasm, but Marcus knew exactly what he was doing.

Within just a few minutes, James spurted. That was his last orgasm! He could feel the desires dart through his body as the orderly drained his shaft. Then it was over, and the nurses slipped a mask over his nose, so he inhaled as the aerosolized sedatives.

It was time for him to fall asleep.

"Wake up. Wake up, James," came the voice.

"What, what happened? How long have I been out?"

"Several weeks."

Weeks?

The voice was familiar, he knew. He tried to find the right answer, and then the correct words materialized between his ears: Dr. Chen.

"What, what happened?" James asked again.

"The surgery was a great success. Are you ready to see yourself?"

As James began to move, he realized something. He wasn't strapped down, nor was he wearing a straitjacket. Instead, he blinked, and he looked down to see the blankets. Two of the nurses were right there to his left and right. They pulled him up onto his feet and pushed to forward. He saw the mirror, and his hair had been grown out. "I want you to know that we’ve been working on some of the cosmetic alterations as well. First, we added some piercings. They're very, very cute on you. You're still healing, so it’ll be quite painful." Dr. Chen didn't sound upset about that at all.

He found himself getting pushed forward. At first, his gaze drifted toward the ceiling. But now, he looked straight ahead, and he saw his own reflection.

Or least, it was supposed to be his reflection.

Who was that?

He saw the big breasts, the pierced penis, the pierced ears, and the tattoo right above his genitals: SLUT SLAVE. At the same time, his hair was much longer, and all of his body hair had been shaved. No, his body was smooth. It felt like those strands along his arms and legs would never grow back…

Dr. Chen seemed to realize what he was thinking about as his fingers slid along his thigh. "That wasn't a question of shaving or any kind of traditional hair removal. It's never going to grow back."

"This isn't possible," he muttered.

"Do you want to see my favorite part?"

She came up behind him, and that's when he noticed the small rings now embedded in his nipples. First, she tugged on them.

Agony! It burned across his nipples. He had never known any part of his body could be so sensitive. It only lasted for a second, but now she reached down, and she grabbed his cock. Was it smaller than he remembered?

She rubbed him, squeezing him. He waited for the rush of tension, the stiffness…It didn't come. Instead, she toyed with him, gently stroking, squeezing, and caressing him, but…nothing. His body didn't respond even as the urges flared behind his eyes.

"Are you ready to get dressed? I think it's time for us to take you home to your new Master and Mistress."

His Master. His Mistress.

The nurses quickly came in, got him dressed, did his hair, and applied his makeup. It was all feminine and tight. Despite some niggling curiosity, he didn’t all himself to consider the bows, ruffles, or snug fabric. When they finished, he looked back at his reflection one more time, and he waited for the revulsion, the hatred and anger. All of these negative emotions should have exploded through his body like jagged bolts of lightning.

Instead, one thought occurred to him first, I hope I can please them.

Them?

For a moment, the idea surprised him, and he didn't understand, only then the names fluttered around at the edges of his thoughts. He didn't think of them directly. Instead, his mind went to the other set of designations.

His Mistress. His Master.

With the nurses standing right there, James tried to concentrate on the names of those individuals responsible for doing this to him.

Natalie.

Yes, her name clicked into place, but it took way, way too long! He started to panic. For a moment, he just waited and wondered if he would be able to contemplate any kind of resistance or rebellion.

No, of course not. He was a servant, a maid, and a slave. He was their maid, and pleasing them mattered more than anything else. He would be a good and obedient piece of property for them. There was a reason why he had been modified, pierced, and trained. He had to serve them. He had to do whatever they expected.

Those underlying realities seemed to grip him more powerfully than anything else. His throat clenched, and now James gazed back at his reflection. Even at that moment, he could feel the pain pulsating from the tip of his cock and his nipples. Every sensation seemed to remind him of his new status.

He shifted, and he could feel the tights, the panties, petticoats, the dress and corset.

"Come along," they said.

From there, they held him by his arms and escorted him forward. As the two nurses walked him toward his new life, James couldn't help but glanced back at these pretty girls and wonder if they had once been men as well. If so, who had they been? What crimes had they committed? They haven't done anything wrong. They were probably just spoiled rich boys. Maybe they pissed off the wrong competitor, or maybe a girlfriend decided she wanted real power. That's why they ended up here. And now they belong to Dr. Chen...just like I belong to my Master and my Mistress.

As he was escorted through Crestwood Asylum, James kept glancing around. He saw a couple of the other patients, not that they recognized him. In some ways, he was just like Kylie, although James had been allowed to keep his name.

Why?

Then the answer hit him: they wanted to embarrass him. They wanted him to soak in shame. They wanted him to recognize the underlying reality of what he had become. Stripping away his name would have meant giving him a new identity and allowing James to forget about his past. They didn't want that for him, he guessed. They meant for him to remember. It was the same reason why they had given him breasts but not cut away more of his old identity…

Somehow, James wasn't surprised when they brought him out to a town car. And there was his driver...the man who'd been his former butler.

Please, please don't recognize me, James thought to himself, desperately pleading with the universe even as he peeked back up at this man.

John was dressed in his normal jacket, tie, and white collared shirt. At the same time, he carried himself with the same competence as always. No, he wasn't a rich man, and he didn't have a tremendous amount of power either. Even so, he had a job and a position in life, and he would work hard to do his best even if his so-called superiors didn't recognize his efforts.

But at that moment, James was no longer John's superior...he wasn't even close.

John walked over to the maid and slid his eyes up and down along James in his new outfit. "This looks like quite an improvement," he said, smirking. Then he opened the trunk, and he reached out, casually putting his hand on the neck of his former employer. He pushed down, shoving James into the trunk.

Right as James rolled onto his back, he watched as the nurses giggled and the butler slammed the trunk shut.

The transformed captive remained still for a little while as the vehicle rumbled beneath him. They were driving now, so he experienced all of those little bumps and vibrations even if he couldn't see anything. On his back, alone in the dark, James tried to envision some escape scenario. But if he did that, he knew he would disappoint his Master and his Mistress. Somehow, that thought launched a jolt of fear running through his gut. It wasn't just the logical and strategic implications. If he had attempted to escape, there would be consequences. He would be punished.

What if they sent him back to the Crestwood Asylum? Another shiver darted down his back as he imagined that possibility. There were other changes they could make to him. He reached down between his legs. He had to fumble around with his tights, his petticoats, his panties, and the hem of his skirt, but he could still feel his boy part right there.

Yes, James had been modified, yet it could always get worse.

For about half a second, he tried to think of what his old incarnation would have done. And yet, the businessman version of James was gone. He had been cured…

What about his compatriots from the asylum? What about Mira? What about Kylie?

Kylie had never given any indication of resistance or rebellion. Maybe there had been some hesitation in her voice from time to time, but that was it. Mira had wanted to fight, but he already knew what would happen to her; she would succumb. Just as he had done, she would become an eager sex slave.

In his old form, James would have laughed at that idea. He could have, at the very least, summoned a cynical snort.

Was that better? Seriously, was it better to get modified and to have one's worldview shrunk down. As a journalist, she probably had to contend with job insecurity, not to mention the frustrations of existing in a world where most people didn’t not want to pay for actual journalism. Yeah, most readers and viewers said they wanted the truth, but of course it had to be their truth. They weren't interested in facts about the everchanging state of the world; rather, they craved confirmation and the reassurance that what they had already believed was right.

Mira no longer had to work with those dynamics. Instead, she could get down on her knees and concentrate on the pleasure of her owner or whoever he decided to share her with. She could suck cock, spread her legs, get down on all fours, beg and plead and ultimately be of use. She no longer needed to worry about the most difficult and cumbersome parts of life. She could focus completely and perfectly.

Would the same thing happen to James?

He tried to think of his old life again. He struggled to remember his favorite business paradoxes, challenges, and controversies. What had been the worst investment decision of all time? What about the worst merger?

Yes, he could formulate those ideas...barely, only then they seemed to slide off of him.

He didn't care. More importantly, the ideas seemed so heavy and cumbersome.

Instead, James started to think about what it would be like to cook and clean for his new Master and Mistress.

Just as that idea began to germinate, the car came to a stop.

A few seconds later, the trunk opened. James blinked, his eyes unused to the sudden shine.

With one swift and determined movement, John reached down and grabbed James by the front of his dress. He pulled the modified maid from the trunk and shoved him up against a brick wall.

Where were they? It was some kind of alley; James spotted the empty street off to one side, the dim light overhead, and the dumpster fifty or sixty feet away.

"What's going on?" James squeaked out. At the same time, there was this hint of hope somewhere deep within his chest. He wondered what would happen if he looked back at John and called up the best of his authority. What if he reminded this man that he had employed the butler for years? What if he reminded John of his inherent inferiority as an employee?

But then, John had shoved him up against the wall, and now he held in place with one hand on the base of his throat. James couldn't break free. Instead, he found himself under the butler's intimidating gaze.

"You know what you are now? You're a slut. You're a dumb slut, and you're going to get used. You're going to be a piece of property. You’re another piece of furniture. But guess what? Since I had to deal with you for so long, I get to use you first."

"What, what are you talking about?" James tried to squeak out.

It didn't matter what he just asked because John wasn't going to answer. Instead, he shoved the maid down onto his knees. James found himself looking up in the dim light while his former driver towered over him, and now that powerful man unzipped his pants. Once, James had been a superior. But now, he was smaller and weaker. He didn't have money on his side. Instead, he wore the humiliating, simpering uniform of a maid. Every detail was feminine and designed to show off his total subjugation.

John pulled out his cock, he grabbed James by his long, dyed hair, and pushed his shaft forward.

Right away, revulsion shot through James, but he had no choice. He wrapped his pretty lips around that cock. He started to lick, to suck. Fresh humiliation burned through his body; it swam down into his center as his former employee used him. James became a toy. He was nothing but a hole. At the same time, John held onto his hair, pumping this pretty face back and forth again and again.

That was just the start. After several long minutes of sucking his cock, James was pushed down onto his hands and knees. His skirt and his tights and his panties were pulled away, and suddenly that slick cock pumped into him.

James opened his eyes wide. He knew he was getting used. He knew he was getting taken. Worse, John held onto his dress, making sure the maid couldn't try to get away or escape.

He cried out; he tried to shout, but those panted gasps didn't change anything, especially as James endured one blast of pleasure after another. He tried to hate this with every fiber of his being. He tried and failed completely.

Pretty soon, he got shoved back into the trunk.

As they drove again, James had to wonder if he was going to be punished. When he left the asylum, his dress was perfect. But now it may have gotten wrinkled. What about his face? What about his makeup?

At the same time, he contemplated how he had been taken and used.

Finally, the car rolled to a stop again. By this point, he didn't know how long they’d been driving. Hours? Definitely.

John opened up the trunk, and James blinked as quickly as he could again. They were in the garage.

James had stopped here on many different occasions. He had found John working on the different sedans and sportscars he owned, making sure the oil was changed, the engines tuned up. James owned multiple vehicles, of course. He didn't really care about them; he wasn't any kind of fanatic, but he understood what those vehicles represented. When he bought something expensive, he could show it off. In doing so, he built up his own gravitas.

"Is that really him?" came a woman's voice.

"It is," John said, sounding just as gruff as always.

James quickly spun around, he found himself facing Jennifer: his housekeeper.

She studied him, and her eyes narrowed slightly. Not only that, she strode forward, her high heels clicking on the concrete floor of the garage. He had never really paid much attention to her. Yes, she was subservient and had always been very dedicated to her employer, batting her eyes and maybe swishing her hips from side to side whenever she walked away, but James had been too busy to notice. His various transactions and goals always superseded someone as simple as his housekeeper.

Only now she cocked her head to the side as she narrowed her eyes. She reached out, and she casually brushed her fingers through his hair before she grabbed onto his scalp. "Yeah, I think I'm going to enjoy this."

"What? What are you going to do?"

"She's going to have fun with you," John said. "Remember, you’re at the bottom now. You are the lowest ranking person here. Everyone here can tell you want to do…"

Those words seemed obviously true. Even so, they sent another shudder of frustration bouncing through his chest. It only got worse because Jennifer held onto his hair and dragged him out of the garage, through the yard, and up into the house. James barely caught a glimpse of his former residence; it was huge, of course. It was basically a mansion built in one of the most exclusive neighborhoods in his city.

Jennifer escorted him forward, still tugging on his hair. She dragged him casually through the living room and down the stairs into the converted basement. This was where his staff lived; within a few more seconds, they were in her room, only she pushed him down onto his knees. His legs buckled, and he fell before her.

Jennifer had been wearing a green dress, only now she lifted her skirt and kicked off her shoes. Next, she peeled away her panties. Then she sat on the edge of her bed, and she spread her legs. "Do you know what you're going to do now?"

James gulped; yes, the obvious implications were right there, especially when he looked up at her pussy. He saw the dark tuft of her pubic hair. "Lick me," she ordered.

"I can't," he said, surprised by the defiance.

"Oh? You want me to tell Natalie about how you’re rebelling already? You want to get sent back to the asylum?"

She knew!

How could a woman like Jennifer possibly know? Then the obvious answer jumped into his head: either Mike or Natalie had told her. Maybe John informed her? Then, with a sickening twist in his gut, James realized it didn't matter one way or the other. He shifted slightly down on his knees, and he could feel the piercings in his nipples. He squirmed before her, shifting uneasily.

"Please, don't make me do this," he said, begging.

"Why not? Is it because you think you're better than me?"

Yes. That was it. Even so, James was smart enough not to give that response. Instead, he tried to answer, but he glanced up at her again, and he could feel the truth. She now outranked him. Yes, she was just a housekeeper, but he was even less than that. He was a slave, a doll, property…

A woman like Jennifer still enjoyed certain rights.

He did not.

He had no money, no property, no freedom or independence. Jennifer could quit. He couldn't. If he tried, he would be punished.

All of these thoughts ran through his head. Worst of all, he remembered getting used in that darkened alley, and now he understood that he would be taken again. Maybe she wouldn't penetrate him, but this would be just as degrading and even more humiliating.

She grabbed him by the back of his head and pulled him forward. Suddenly, his mouth was right there, poised in front of her pussy. "Lick," she ordered. That demand was probably unnecessary. He could have figured it out for himself. He was already shivering as shame buzzed along his veins and heated up his skin.

But now he didn't have any choice. He heard the command, and he knew he had to obey. Closing his eyes, he leaned forward just a tiny bit; he opened his mouth, and he stuck out his tongue. He tasted her excitement; he pushed his appendage up against her opening, and now he began to lick. He dragged his tongue up and down along her orifice. At the same time, he had to contend with the reality of what he was doing. This was service; this was obedience. This was worship.

But she was supposed to be his housekeeper! She was supposed to be his inferior!

Jennifer, just like John, now outranked him. She was his superior.

They may not have been his Master or his Mistress, but they could take him whenever they wished. They could drag him back to a small, isolated corner or room like this and do whatever they like. They could command him, and he would obey. He would get down onto his hands and knees, or he would slide his head between their legs… Worst of all, he could still feel those reverberating pulses of desire. His cock had been modified, of course. He couldn't enjoy a regular orgasm. And yet, he understood what it was like to get taken from behind.

His tongue slid up and down, dancing and playing along her pussy. From some corner of his old self, James tried to coax out one more jolt of defiance or resistance. And yet, he couldn't do it, not while he stayed there in his adorable little outfit. He licked, gliding his tongue up and down. He worshiped this woman, giving Jennifer the pleasure she craved.

"You know, I used to have a huge crush on you. I still think it's going to be a lot of fun messing with you, but it's not quite the same. Oh well." She shrugged and burst out laughing even as his tongue continued to move along the walls of her pussy. Then she grabbed him by the back of his head again. She forced him in deeper, and he kept licking. His tongue got tired, but that didn't matter. He serviced her, giving her exactly what she desired.

Her body tensed. She threw her head back, she moaned, crying out, and then she was done with him. In fact, she pushed him back, looked down into his eyes, and said, "You're dismissed."

Almost disoriented, James wandered back into the house. Without thinking, he went up the steps.

"Hello, James,"

Mike!

James wished he could have enjoyed a few more minutes of freedom and independence. If left alone, maybe he would have been able to figure out what he should do, only now his former business partner was standing right there in front of him.

For one or two or three seconds, James worked to come up with something he could say.

"Come with me," Mike said as though James had a choice. His former business partner reached out and grabbed him by his neck just as Jennifer had done. It was so easy to lead the maid around this way. Still, Mike chuckled and said, "You know, we should probably get you a collar and leash. What do you think of that, James?"

For several long seconds, James said nothing as they went up the stairs.

For the most part, his home seemed to be exactly as he remembered it. Maybe there were a couple of small details that had shifted. He didn't remember those shoes, and maybe one of the throw pillows on the couch in the living room surprised him. But now he was shoved into the master bedroom, and he fell to his knees as Mike stood over him.

"You still use my name," James said.

"That's because I never want you to forget who you used to be," Mike taunted him. "I want you to understand that you were always my inferior. Maybe I let you play pretend. Maybe I like you run around doing whatever you thought was important, but I did all of the hard work. And that's why you're going to pay me back with many long years of service."

"But, but…"

"Silence," Mike ordered like some medieval lord.

It worked. Right away, James shut his mouth. He didn't know how to speak, not at that moment. "I want you to understand something. I'm your Master now. I own this house; I own you. Everything you've built is now mine. Say it."

"You own this house. You own me. You are my Master," James told his owner.

"Good," Mike said. He opened his mouth like he intended to add something else, only then the bedroom door opened again.

Natalie!

James remained on his knees, yet he still turned to see that beautiful woman. She strode forward, and she pressed her body to Mike's. She wrapped one arm around his waist and rested her other hand on his chest. Then she leaned up. Natalie pushed herself onto the tips of her toes as she started to kiss him. In the next moment, he grabbed her, pulling her even closer. He locked on tight, all while James watched.

Again and again, the servant tried to turn away, to close his eyes, or to stare into some middle point at the ceiling. Instead, he watched.

"Should we let him see what it's like?" Natalie asked her new lover, her new husband.

Mike didn't answer. Instead, he slipped his arms around her waist again and lifted her up. He threw her down onto the mattress; she bounced, and he chased after her, straddling her in the next second. Still down on his knees, James tried again to turn away. He realized what was about to happen next, just as he understood there was nothing he could do to stop them.

Sure enough, Mike started to strip that beautiful girl. He pulled off her blouse, her pants, her shoes and socks. Garment after garment flew into the air and fell down onto the floor. Some of them were on the other side of the room; some of them landed near James.

For his part, Mike didn't remove anything in the way of clothing. He remained fully dressed, powerful and lordly as he examined his new conquest. Then he turned back, his eyes locked onto James for one, two, three full seconds. "She's mine," he said.

"Yes, Master," James whispered. He didn't mean to do it; in fact, he didn't know exactly where those words came from, but they hit the air, and he couldn't take them back.

Mike unzipped his pants, freed his cock, and gazed down at that beautiful girl again. She had her legs spread, her heels up in the air. She was naked now, her entire body on display.

He pumped down into her, thrusting hard. He penetrated her, and James waited for that rush of desire. Sure enough, it pulsated through his body, only he couldn't get hard! Instead, his shaft remained soft and flaccid inside of his panties, despite the urges now running hot through him. He thought he heard both Natalie and Mike start to laugh, yet that could've been his imagination. As Mike kissed her and pumped down, pushing his cock against the walls of her pussy, drawing back, only to plow her over and over, his former partner and ex understood what was happening to him. They knew what they had done to James; they knew what they had taken away, and what he would never get back…

Maybe that was why Natalie threw her head back and braced her weight against her buttocks even as her heels kicked down against the mattress. Gasping now, she screamed out, "Yes. Please. More!"

Mike gave it to her hard. With every thrust and pumping movement, he showed this girl where she belonged. Sweat dampened her brow, but he didn’t slow. More importantly, he taught her again and again why she had taken James to Crestwood Asylum in the first place.

Through all of this, their servant remained down on his knees, waiting for his next command. He didn't know what they expected from him. At the same time, he watched. He stared. Every second was etched into his memory. Deep down, he could hate these moments all he wanted, yet he still couldn't turn away.

Finally, she cried out, and he grunted. Mike let out this low, dangerous sound. It vibrated along the air, and it frightened James. Then the master of the house grinned and rolled off of that beautiful girl. He pulled her close, and she rested her head against his shoulder. "Go get us some wine, James. I think it's time for us to celebrate."

Like an obedient maid, James jumped to his feet and scurried to the kitchen. His Master had just given him a command, so he obeyed because he was better now.

The End


This novella was written as a commission. If you’re interested in a personalized story, please email MarinaRex1221@gmail.com.
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