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Verger’s Pack

"Are you sure you want to try to do this all in one take?" Alice asked her client, a tall, statuesque, and imposing woman named Amanda Verger. "Normally, we’d do one scene at a time."

Technically, her client was "Professor Amanda Verger," only Alice assumed the honorific was just a silly affectation. It made sense to some degree. Alice understood how important perception could be, yet this tactic still struck her as somehow immature. Then again, Amanda verger obviously worked with very wealthy people.

Most of Alice's potential clients balked at her quotes because they didn't really understand just how difficult and complicated filmmaking could be. Although she took on private engagements like this one, Alice spent most of her time exploring the world and asking difficult questions. She wasn't just a director or a filmmaker; she was a documentarian. This meant something to her. As far as she was concerned, the world was awash in information, most of it nonsensical or utterly corrupt. As an artist, she wanted to go out, explore, find the truth, and distill it into something beautiful, poetic, and meaningful.

Surprisingly, this woman hadn't hesitated, nor had she tried to negotiate. Originally, they conversed back and forth via email before jumping over to a video chat. By that point, Amanda Verger had not only agreed to Alice's opening bid without any quibbling, she had also sent over the down payment.

The trip here had been no less remarkable. When Alice received her flight information, she had felt the need to double check with the airline. Yes, she had been scheduled for Business Class Prime. This meant that a driver would pick her up from her townhouse, escort her through security, and take her onto her plane. The entire process seemed ridiculous; there was a delay, so her host cleared out one of the business lounges, which meant Alice found herself in the awkward position of sitting on the edge of a couch with her laptop open as she tried to work.

Beyond the basic website for the Crestwood Asylum, she couldn't find any useful background information. There may have been references to Professor Amanda Verger here or there, but she didn't discover any profiles, no social media feeds, nothing like that. Everything seemed vague and bland.

"Who are you?" Alice had whispered to herself.

At the same time, a little smile had curved along her lips as she wondered if maybe she should get especially ambitious and do a second film. Normally, she chased down especially dangerous opponents including a Southeast Asian dictator, a European drug lord, and an American oligarch who had the double distinction of stealing ten thousand pensions while also running a factory that sold contaminated baby formula. Before Alice came along, all of those individuals had sparkling reputations; they were rich and powerful and capable of doing whatever they liked. But after she was done with them, the authorities were alerted, public resentment swelled, and they were brought down, one after another.

All too often, the wealthy and powerful assumed they could get away with whatever they wished. To Amanda, the seemed like an alien concept. Then again, these were the individuals who didn't care about the rest of society or even their own communities. Instead, they viewed themselves as utterly independent. She recalled talking to one executive who had looked into her eyes and said, "You don't know what they’re like. They don't view themselves as regular people. They surround themselves with money. They isolate themselves. They try to create as many barriers as possible between them and the rest of humanity. And for the most part, it works. The same rule simply don't apply to them." Then again, the same individuals failed to realize that so many of their businesses relied on governmental support in one way or another. If nothing else, private enterprise couldn't exist without the protection of the state; police and other armed forces were necessary to ensure property rights. But what about the well-educated populations that they needed? What about the basic level of social stability? McDonald’s couldn’t survive without customers to buy their Big Macs.

Alice shook her head.

As far she could tell, all of the oligarchs were the same; they never recognized just how small they were. Yes, individuals like Tyler Banks, Joseph Pandit, Rita Yellic, or Amalia Kim might’ve wielded millions or billions along with private armies. And yet, none of them could contend with actual governments. Erik Samuels had just been arrested. Tyrone Renner was now in prison. Granted, there were plenty of instances of the wealthy getting away with their various crimes, but that was mostly a question of lax government oversight. The power was always there; it was just a question of when or if it might be employed.

Then there were people like Alice, a woman who definitely knew how to stimulate public sentiment. In turn, crony politicians turned away from their patrons. The system wasn't perfect, but Alice like to think she was a useful part of it.

After she had done her cursory and halfhearted research into Professor Amanda Verger, her flight had arrived, and she was once again escorted into her private cabin. For the rest of the trip, she had relaxed, enjoying a few glasses of wine and contemplating exactly what would happen.

They landed, and another escort brought her to a private car. They drove out of the city, up into the hills, through the woods, and along twisting roads. She admired the huge tree trunks, the thick foliage, the gray skies overhead, and the rivers down below.

A short while later, she saw it for the first time: Crestwood Asylum.

With the stone exterior and black, wrought-iron fences, it looked like something from another time. Even the name seemed antiquated; this was an asylum. It wasn't a rest facility or a mental health hospital. It was an asylum...With tall towers at the four corners, a gothic facade, a massive set of steps leading to the oversized double doors, and the dozens of windows, it looked like some combination of a medieval bank, a Renaissance fortress, and maybe an aristocrat's palace.

They passed through the heavy gates, and they rolled up to the front doors.

The driver got out, opened the door for her, and she stepped out.

Still holding onto her bag, she met Professor Amanda Verger for the first time. The woman approached, coming into the entryway. It was a massive space. It would've been large enough for several small houses, Alice mused. Verger held out her hand. "Hello and welcome. Would you like to come with me to my office?"

"Absolutely."

Once there and surrounded by tall shelves covered with dozens of books, Alice pulled out her handheld camera. She double checked the settings as her hostess told her, "I would like you to know that I'm very proud of Crestwood Asylum. I like to believe that we’re making the world a better place by providing order."

"Order?"

"There are so many people who need help. They're willful, rebellious, defiant, and broken in one way or another. These are issues we can correct."

"Some might say that defiance or rebelliousness aren't mental issues," Alice said diplomatically. She glanced up from her camcorder toward the professor.

Seated behind her massive, mahogany desk, Amanda Verger leaned forward. She rested her elbows on the surface and touched her fingertips together. A serpentine smile stretched across her lips as she considered the young woman in front of her. In so many ways, Alice was her opposite: young and idealistic, eager and hopeful. More than that, she was an altruist…after a fashion. Although Alice was probably tough by quite a few standards, she still looked almost childish with her soft, blonde hair, her rounded cheeks and dimples.

"A colloquial expression only," said the professor. "If you’re interested, I can share some of the generalized diagnoses. Obviously, privacy prevents me from sharing specific patient issues, but I can tell you about the women and men we have helped. Just yesterday, we had a new patient come in. He was diagnosed with egotism, sexual addiction, and narcissism. I'm very hopeful that we’ll be able to reform him completely in relatively short order."

"I see," Alice said diplomatically, largely because she remembered how much she was going to be paid.

But now, she had asked about doing everything in one take.

"Yes," Amanda said. "I’d like to escort you around at the facility. I want to show you some of our patients as they’re treated and improved. Then we can discuss how you'll proceed."

"This is going to be different," Alice acknowledged, "But I think I can handle it."

"Perfect," Amanda said. She clapped her hands together and rose to her feet.

Alice stopped after a second. She cocked her head to the side. "You hear that?"

"What?"

Still listening intently, Alice tried to pick out the sound. It seemed to come from far away. But then her brows knitted together, and she asked, "Was that someone whimpering? Like a dog?"

"Yes, I have a pet dog. He's currently going through some crate training. This morning, he didn't please me with his tricks."

"Right…" Alice said. At the same time, Professor Verger had no problem understanding what this idealist was thinking: an animal wasn't supposed to be punished for bad behavior. Then again, Alice had no concept of power or authority, not really. She wandered the world, making bold declarations, tearing down reputations, and ultimately making one mess after another without stopping to consider the consequences.

Soon enough, that would change.

They exited the office and headed down one of the long corridors. "All of these are originals," Professor Verger said. She motioned toward the abstract paintings along the walls.

Careful to record as much a she could, Alice nodded. At the same time, she wondered if she’d end up looking up these pieces. She was sure they would be incredibly expensive. Many of were impressive on the basis of their size alone. As a documentarian, she didn't know much about paintings or fine art, but every detail at this facility conveyed a sense of wealth and power. Yes, the rules would be different for the rich. The most affluent would never send their sons or daughters to a public hospital, not when a place like this existed.

In some ways, it seemed so unfair, Alice reflected. Then again, she had no idea of what really happened at Crestwood. Not yet.

Walking together, they made their way toward one of the first treatment rooms.

"What's going on here?" Alice asked as she crossed the threshold.

They found a young woman down on her back. Wrapped in a straitjacket, she stared upward, and there was this smile on her face. Not only that, a blindfold covered her eyes, and a set of headphones encased her ears.

"Training," Professor Verger said. "You see, this girl used to think she could defy her father. She thought that it would be appropriate for her to try to steal his money and to give it away to charities or some such nonsense."

"Okay…I understand why that would be illegal. But how did she end up here?"

"Her father didn't want her subjected to the criminal justice system," said the professor. "And so, we’re working on reprogramming her."

"Reprogramming?" This time, Alice couldn't hide the shock or dismay from her voice.

"People are very malleable," said Professor Verger. "We give them what they need."

"And she agreed to this?"

The professor didn't answer. Instead, she escorted Alice out of that room and down the hallway to another corridor. From there, they came to a door. This time, Professor Verger pulled out a key card and swiped it through the reader. The red light overhead switched from red to green, and there was the audible click of the mechanized lock.

"This is one of my favorites," Professor Verger said. "This boy needs to be inspected before we ship him back to his family."

At first, Alice didn't understand. Boy?

When she stepped into this room, it was a small space with white, linoleum floors, counters, and some kind of rod overhead. A beautifully lithe and naked girl stood there with her hands over her head. Unlike the previous patient, she wasn't restrained by a straitjacket. This was worse.

A pair of cuffs encircled her wrists. Her legs were spread and her ankles were chained to the floor. A muzzle covered her mouth. Right away, she looked up and started to growl. She thrashed from side to side.

"I'm sorry," Professor Verger said. "Skyler's business partner had decided that she wanted this boy to remain defiant. Apparently, she's going to break him herself."

Him?

At first, Skyler seemed to be completely female. She had the sharp cheeks of a supermodel, long waves of blonde hair, big breasts, and a small waist. She was completely smooth from her neck down along her arms and legs. But then Alice saw that small piece of equipment between Skyler's legs.

"It's a chastity cage," Professor Verger said. "You see, Skyler here used to be a boy. Apparently, he pissed off one of his compatriots, so now he's going to become an obedient little secretary. Isn't that right, Skyler?" Professor Verger walked up to him, and she stroked his chest before brushing her fingers along his nipples. "You know, if you're not careful, your new owner is going to have these pierced. You don't want to have to run around the office jingling and jangling in front of all of your superiors, do you?"

Alice considered herself to be almost unflappable. She had recorded some strange and beautifully brutal scenes all across the globe, but she had never witnessed something like this before. She almost dropped the camera. Almost.

"Would you like to play with them? They're incredibly sensitive now. If you stroked them, you could make him really horny, really fast."

"No, thank you," Alice said. At the same time, she struggled to keep up, to comprehend what was going on here. None of this made any sense!

"And if you don't want to cause arousal, you can always inflict a nice jolt of pain. Would you like to see?" Professor Verger didn't actually wait for Alice to respond. Instead, she brought her hands up in one quick movement. Skyler jerked his head from side to side. He looked so sweet, so innocent. Alice had no idea how old he actually was, but he probably could have passed for a high school girl, especially if he had donned a short skirt or maybe a cheerleading uniform.

The professor grabbed his nipples and twisted. At once, he howled out, screaming at the top of his lungs. Most of the sound was absorbed by the muzzle over his mouth, but Alice still trembled as she watched.

"Stop it!"

"Oh, I'm sorry. Do you find this upsetting?"

"Yes," Alice said emphatically, “Absolutely.” But then she stopped herself. "Look. I’m sorry. I'm a documentarian, so I'm supposed to be neutral, but all of this is just a little bit much."

"If you like, I can show you something else, something equally special. Would you like that?"

"Yes. Sure. Whatever," Alice replied because she needed to get out of that room. More importantly, she needed to figure out how she’d use these revelations. Right away, she had silently started to plan out how she would tell the authorities about this.

Part of her itched to record everything, create a documentary, and release it. This could have been the biggest hit of her career. When the public learned about the Crestwood Asylum, they’d want this place torn down brick by brick. Just as importantly, audiences would watch and learn as much about this twisted facility as they could.

Soon enough, she found herself following the professor down another hallway. "As I’m sure you've surmised by now, this isn't a regular mental health facility. The people here are a little bit more reluctant."

"You mean they're prisoners, don't you?"

Bracing herself, Alice anticipated some equivocation or pathetically slippery language. Perhaps Professor Verger would have started speaking like a politician.

Instead, she nodded, "That's right. They’re patients, prisoners—and slaves."

"How can you do this? How can it be legal?"

"Oh…" Professor Verger said. "We have our ways." She opened another door and motioned for Alice to walk in.

Still holding onto her camcorder, Alice stepped into this new room, and she saw this exam chair. It looked like something she might have seen in a dentist's office, only it was empty. It also came with stirrups, both of which were equipped with leather straps.

"What are you going to show me?"

"Your future," Professor Verger said.

Alice turned around and lifted the camera. That's when she noticed the two orderlies standing right there. They were tall men, big and broad and powerful. "Marcus, Jacob, please strip our new patient. She wants to be naked for her diagnosis."

"I'm not a patient," Alice began to say. At the same time, she started to take one step back, then another and another after that. Eventually, she bumped up against the wall.

Simultaneously, she started to go through her options. She just had to get to the door. She was small and quick. Better yet, she had been in tight situations like this before. Professor Verger wasn't the first person who had tried to lure her into a trap.

But before she resorted to those sorts of options, Alice inhaled, glanced down, then she looked back at the proprietress, "Professor Verger, you don't want me as an enemy. People know where I am."

"I'm sure they do," she replied. "And I'm sure it won't matter. First off, you'd be amazed at how easy it is to make someone like you disappear without anyone noticing. A couple of emails, maybe a random text message, and everything seems fine. If necessary, we can always rely on some of our deep fakes."

It wasn't the answer itself that made Alice swallow with undisguised trepidation. Instead, it was the casual ease with which Professor Verger made those points.

"Look, I'm still on your side. You invited me here," Alice pointed out. "And you can trust me. I’m not going to tell anyone about this." It seemed like an obvious lie, but the orderlies hadn't stepped forward yet. That meant Professor Verger still intended to talk to her. Perhaps this was some kind of elaborate test?

"Oh? You think I invited you here?"

“…Didn’t you?”

"No. Janice O'Reilly hired me to take care of you. And don't worry. I’m to do a very good job. By the time I'm done, everyone will know you had a nervous breakdown. It was really such a shame. You had such a bright future ahead of you, but it turned out that you became addicted to sex. Fortunately for you, Janice O'Reilly is willing to hand you off to one of her grandsons. From what I understand, he keeps a very lovely estate off in Riyadh. He's going to have a lot of fun using you as a fuck toy."

There. That was it.

Alice threw herself forward. She dropped down, and she tried to dodge between the orderlies. She moved like a blur, thinking she could lunge forward, drop down, leap up, slam her way against the door and shove it open. After that, she could run down the hall, kicking her feet against to the floor as her fingers slashed through the air. At the same time, she ran through her mental map of the facility. If she could make it to an exit, then she could break out for the fences. Climbing the gates might be tricky, but she was an athletic young woman. After that, she could make her way toward one of the roads...The plan came easily, but first she had to get out of this room.

Verger's men might've been big, but they weren't slow. Their arms shot down, and they grabbed her. The next thing she knew, they picked her up. Feet kicked out, and she tried to throw one punch after another. Alice may have been small, but she thought she could fight.

She was wrong.

All of her planning became irrelevant.

Both Marcus and Jacob knew exactly what they were doing. They popped the buttons on her blouse, stripping her. Next, they peeled away her tank top. After that, they yanked away her shoes and socks. From there, they dragged down her jeans. Soon enough, she was down her panties, and both men grabbed onto the elastic, stretching and ripping it. Within just five or six seconds, she was naked!

The two men worked together under the professor's watchful gaze. Even as the girl thrashed and tried to kick out, they pushed her down against the chair. Next, they shoved her arms down against a set of restraints. The soft, brown bonds were looped around her wrists and pulled tight. In the next moment, she tried to jerk away free, but she couldn't do it.

Even as her heels flashed out through the air, they grabbed her ankles and pushed them down toward the corners of the chair. They strapped her down, tying her in place. Now she was naked, her legs spread, her breasts on display, all while she continued to fight and thrash. Her façade as a brilliant and artistic documentarian had been stripped away, leaving her as a naked patient ready to begin her treatment.

"You'll need to be diagnosed," said the professor.

"Go to hell!"

"It sounds like we can begin with your uncontrolled aggression," said the professor.

Biting down, Alice didn't answer. Immediately, she understood what was about to happen. If she said anything, the professor would use it against her. This woman is trying to gaslight me. She thinks she can provoke me. But if I remain calm and think for myself, then I can fight back. There was just one problem with that strategy.

How?

"Have you ever lied in any of your little films?"

"No," Alice answered instantly. She blinked once, surprised. She had intended to stay silent, only now they were talking about her work. For a woman like Alice, nothing could be more important.

"That's fascinating because there are plenty of individuals who think you’ve lied quite a bit."

"I'm going to get out of here, and I'm going to make sure everyone knows all about you. My fans. My followers. I'm going to use all of my clout to bring you down," Alice said. Then she pivoted, "But if you let me go right now, we can forget any of this ever happened."

"Uncontrolled aggression and delusions of grandeur," said the professor. "It seems to be going around lately." Professor Verger casually placed her right hand on Alice's shoulder before gliding her left hand down along her cheek. With the back of her hand, she stroked Alice, just barely touching her.

"You're not going to trick me. You’re not going to get me to say something that's not true," Alice promised. Yes, she was outnumbered. Yes, she was naked at strapped down. This medical bonds had her trapped. At the same time, she couldn't deny the fear flooding through her system, but she had been scared before. She wasn't going to break.

"I'm not trying to trick you," Professor Verger said. "I'm trying to cure you." The asylum’s manager sounded so reasonable.

In that moment, Alice's universe shrank down. Instead, she found herself staring up at the proprietress of the Crestwood Asylum, and the rest of the world seemed to fade away. She didn't think about the room, you orderlies, the hallways, the imposing façade, the huge fields outside, the wrought iron fence, the forests, the city, her flight, or even her penthouse apartment that seemed so far, far away now.

"I can cure you," said the professor. "I can help you with your delusions. I can help you learn to be a better person."

For one, two, three full seconds, Alice almost believed her.

"Just take a moment and relax. Think about the kind of person you are. Think about how we could make you better. Think about how we could take away all of your weaknesses and cure you."

"I'm not like any of your patients," Alice promised her captor.

"Alice, you're exactly like all of my patients. You're sick. You need help. You have this illness. Maybe you can't admit it yet, but it's there, deep inside of you, and you know it. Just look at your penthouse apartment. Just look at your lack of close relationships. Who's going to worry about you? Who's going to miss you?"

The documentarian opened her mouth; her lips parted, and she waited for some clever riposte. She needed to answer. Instead, her muscles tensed, and she tugged against her bonds. Now her captor lowered her hand down along her neck to her chest. She stroked her breasts. "No one is going to miss you. You want to tell me about your friends or family or whoever. You think it's going to be difficult to make you vanish, but I've already done my research. The protocols are already in place. Alice, you're going to stay here for a long, long time. And right now, you get to tell me that you want to be a good girl. You get to tell me that you want to be cured. If you do that, then I'm going to take very good care of you. I can be gentle with you. I can make sure that my surgeon's gentle with you too. Isn't that what you want?"

There was something nearly hypnotic about her voice. Another second or two collapsed where Alice listened, and she could almost feel herself fade into this strangely relaxed state.

Was this really possible? Could she succumb so quickly?

No. Even as she held onto the thought, Alice focused on one other detail; she'd always had very thin wrists. It was a strange little detail. She had dated a couple of guys, and once or twice they had put their fingers around her wrists, only to marvel at how slim they were. Now that quirk of biology helped her and she began to surreptitiously wiggle. She wasn't fighting now; she wasn't trying to tear her arms out of those restraints. Instead, she narrowed her fingers and started to pull.

"If you just relax and agree to be a good patient, this can be much, much easier on you."

Like the documentarian she thought she could always be, Alice peered back up at her captor, "What do you think you're going to do to me?"

"We're going to improve you. We're going to fix you. We're going to cure you," Amanda Verger told the filmmaker.

In fact, Alice almost started laughing. She pulled her gaze away, and then she glanced back at the solidly built orderlies. They stood there like gargoyles, silent and impassive as they waited for their mistress to issue her commands.

Breathing in, Alice glared at the professor. "I don't care who you are or what you think you're doing. I'm going to get out of here."

"Delusional," said the woman as she gazed down at her supposedly helpless captive.

But in that moment, Alice jerked her hand free, and she reached up. She slapped Professor Verger. Her hand flew out, and she struck with one quick burst of movement. Her fingertips flashed across the air, and her palm crashed down against the professor's cheek. Alice wished she could have concentrated on the dumbfounded expression on her face, only she had to worry about escape.

The professor stepped or stumbled back while Alice reached down for the restraint on her other arm. She worked the clasp quickly, freeing her limb and then leaned forward as she worked to the straps on her ankles.

By this point, she was out of time. The orderlies rushed over, and they tried to grab her, to push her down.

Rolling to one side, Alice used what little freedom she had to keep away from them. It worked, just barely. She leaned forward, and she worked the straps on her ankles. Luck seemed to be on her side because the bonds came free, and then she tried to jump off of the exam chair.

If she could have gotten back onto her feet, then she could have darted away. Yes, she was naked, but that didn't matter.

"Punish her," ordered the professor.

Alice registered those words, yet she didn't really understand what they meant, not until the two men grabbed her again. They got their hands around her wrists. They pushed her back down into the chair. She thrashed and fought. Just a few seconds ago, it had felt like she might get away. She could have evaded them. She could have slipped free!

Those ideas sounded so amazing inside of her head, only now these two men pushed her right back down against the supple leather. The restraints came back up and encircled her wrists, then her ankles. It all happened way too fast! This time, they tightened the straps. They pulled them twice as hard, and she instantly knew she wouldn't be able to use that same trick again.

"She's obviously disoriented. She needs a little bit of stimulation to bring her back," said the professor. "I prescribe one orgasm via vaginal stimulation."

The documentarian glanced up, her eyes wide. The moisture drained away from her mouth as though she clearly didn't understand what was about to happen to her.

"I'll get her started. Gentlemen, please work on her breasts."

The orderlies stepped to her left and right. In the meantime, Alice stared up. She inhaled, getting ready to say something about how she intended to fight back. One way or another, she would resist. She would show this woman that she couldn't be broken!

Only then she heard the snap of the latex glove. She watched as Professor Verger opened a small jar and lubricated her fingertips. "I'm going to make sure you’re shaved and smooth. I'm going to make sure that you are improved," said her captor. Then she reached down, and she stared right into Alice's eyes as she started to finger the naked girl. "You need to understand that your body no longer belongs to you. Now it belongs to me. What you just tried to do was cute, but it illustrates exactly my point. Did you really think you could get away?"

"Yes," Alice said even as she strained to keep her body unresponsive. By keeping her voice level, she thought she could exude this sense of disassociated neutrality. It didn't matter how they treated her. It didn't matter what they did with her. She wouldn't react or respond.

It was a nice idea except the professor knew exactly what she was doing. She began with one finger, just barely touching Alice. There was something about the gel, the documentarian quickly realized. It was a different kind of stimulant. It had to be. That was the only explanation for why her body instantly reacted.

It had to be some kind of aphrodisiac. Right? That was the only explanation. In that next moment, the professor pushed down, sliding her fingers into Alice. The bound filmmaker began to squirm. She didn't do it on purpose, of course. It wasn't a conscious choice. And yet, she couldn't help herself. She tugged and twisted against her restraints, tensing from side to side as she tried to break free. At first, she didn't think about it, but now those tantalizing fingers pushed in, pulled back, again and again with this slowly frustrating rhythm.

Moment by moment, Alice fought hard to erect some kind of psychological barrier inside of her head. She’d done this before. When dealing with drug dealers, corporate raiders, or other criminals, she prided herself on her ability to keep her expression utterly neutral. She could conceal her feelings. At least, that was how it always felt until she encountered Professor Verger.

"There's nothing wrong with admitting that you’re sick. It's okay. Don't worry. I'm going to have lots of fun with you."

"I'm going to break you," Alice growled back.

"Oh?"

"You don't know me," Alice snarled this time. She leaned forward. Even as the other woman tormented and teased her most sensitive spot, Alice refused to yield. She wouldn't—couldn’t—back down, nor would she show any kind of fear. "You know what they call me? The She-Wolf. You know why? I destroy my enemies. I break them. One after another, I’ve torn down empires!" Okay, so she hadn't done it herself. Still, she knew how to provoke the public reactions that destroyed one magnate after another.

"Oh? So that's what you want to be? You want to be a bitch?"

"Always," Alice snarled. From her perspective, she probably thought she was reclaiming some derogatory term against women. She viewed this from an entirely feminist perspective, which meant she had no idea what Professor Verger really intended. "Try me. I'll tear your face off."

"Or you’ll be an eager little puppy girl down on your hands and knees, crawling at my feet and nuzzling me for attention. You’ll be desperate for the chance to get taken hard because you'll never be anything but a bitch in heat." Professor Verger smirked, “Huh. Maybe I won’t hand you off. Perhaps I’ll keep you for myself.”

Alice needed to answer, only the professor pushed down, gliding her fingers along the walls of her sensitized crevice. With every second, fresh stimulation washed over her. It pulsed through her body, growing stronger and stronger with every moment.

No way. Alice didn't think it was possible, yet it felt like she was on the verge of an orgasm! The desires spun and twirled deep within her frame like a tornado. Her heart kicked faster and faster. The adrenaline played along her veins, and she fought so hard to resist it, yet her body was no longer under her control!

"Yes," Professor Verger said. "I know exactly what I'm doing. Just wait until my surgeon gets here. She's going to have some fun. Tell me, bitch. What do you think of latex?"

At this point, Alice jerked her body to the left, then the right. She bucked, thrashing from side to side as she channeled all of her strength into her arms and legs. Despite her best efforts, Alice couldn't tear herself free. She had gotten lucky that first time, only she had squandered her chance to escape. So now she was spread out, helpless, on display, and unable to stop her tormentor from teasing her.

"You're going to pay for this!"

"Muzzle her," said the professor.

The orderlies moved quickly, slipping a gag into her mouth and securing the muzzle along the bottom half of her face. Glowering, Alice tried to beat them down with nothing but the heat of her stare. Yes, she had intimidated plenty of men before, yet the orderlies who worked at the Crestwood Asylum knew how to deal with angry patients.

Right when it seemed like she had no choice and she would have to yield to those sensations, a pulse of disappointment ran through her body because the professor drew her hand back. Obviously, Alice wouldn't reveal any of her disappointment as she jerked her head up.

"I think we want to work on your tongue first. Then your eyes. After that, we're going to make some modifications right here. And yes, we're definitely going to have to do a lot with these." The professor slid her hand down along Alice's arms, then her legs. "But right now, I think you'll need some exercise. Boys, have some fun with her."

Alice shouted. At that moment, she had no idea whether or not she really intended to talk to the professor, yet it hardly mattered. Professor Verger was done with her new acquisition, so she turned around and walked away. In the meantime, the orderlies stepped forward. Jacob stood over her head. He reached down and grabbed her melons, squeezing her breasts as he leered and enjoyed the feel of that firm give. His fingers started with her nipples. Again, Alice attempted to deny those sensations, only he pinched, and this sharp jab of pain ran through her body.

The next thing she knew, Marcus was right in front of her. Her eyes widened, and she saw the leering smile on his face. He didn't say anything.

Still, she attempted to speak. She called out, "Please. Please, get this muzzle off of me. We can talk. We can negotiate!" She was a successful documentarian. As far she could tell, she had a lot of money. The residuals were especially lucrative whenever the broadcast networks decided to show one of her films. She did her best, but the orderlies didn't listen to her.

In fact, Jacob continued to grope her. He pinched again, sending another spasm of sensation dancing through her body. Sharpened fury slashed into her, yet, there was still nothing she could do. Worse, he pinched and then stroked. He grabbed her, squeezing. She felt like she was just a toy when she looked up. For a second, Alice made eye contact with him, and she could tell how much this orderly enjoyed his job.

Then there was the other man. "Look at me," Marcus instructed. His deep, resonant voice vibrated through her body.

If she had been thinking clearly, then she would have defied him. She would have ignored him, closing her eyes or staring off into some random point beyond his shoulder.

"This might be the last time you get to have sex on your back," he said as he freed his cock. When she saw his monster shaft, her eyes widened. Timidly, she jerked her head from side to side. Eyes wide, she tried to speak again. She whimpered. She made this pathetic little sounds, but she already knew how her body would respond.

The desires were still there, burning deep within her core. She yearned to fight them back; she needed to resist, only she didn't know what she could do.

Then he came forward, and her legs were spread.

Her pussy was right there, on display, her slit damp.

He grabbed her, and he pushed forward, thrusting his cock between her legs. She hadn't really noticed how she had been positioned before. This wasn't just an exam chair. It made her feel like she was at the gynecologist's office…

That gave him perfect access!

He rammed his cock into her. She squealed, shouting into her muzzle. The gag absorbed most of the sound. Still, the two orderlies chuckled.

"There's no shame in it," he said. "Just accept the fact that you belong to her now."

She shook her head again as he drew back, only to thrust into her again. Her body stretched, accommodating his curves. Still, she didn't know how much more she could take. He plowed into her again and again. He would drop back, taking his time. Then he pumped her slowly.

More.

Alice hated herself for having that thought, yet she couldn't knock it away either. She wanted more!

He rammed her over and over until she came once, then twice. The exhaustion gripped her, but these men were just beginning. They switched. Marcus grabbed her breasts and teased her. Jacob pulled out his mammoth manhood. She saw the contours of his shaft, and she knew she was going to get used all over again...

Like so many other patients at Crestwood, she assumed this was the worst they could do to her. Like all the others, she was wrong.

"Henry," she called out.

Victoria Reynolds-Smith wasn't surprised when her stepson refused to come out of his room. For the most part, she had left him alone for the last few years. After his father had passed, she had taken control of the family estate. Naturally, Henry needed to deal with his emotions in his own way. So long as he didn't cause any trouble, she gave him the space he craved.

But over the last couple of months, he had started making points about how he was almost eighteen. He was almost an adult. It was almost time for him to claim his inheritance.

Technically, that was true, if only from a strictly legal perspective.

She tried to talk to him at several points. She had sat down with him and said, "Are you sure you want to take over the management of your inheritance, Henry? It's a lot of responsibility, and you're still a very young man."

He'd glanced at her, his eyes narrowing. During those initial conversations, he'd remained somewhat diplomatic, only she tried to talk to him for a third time, and that's when he snorted, "What's wrong? Are you scared I’m going to drain all of the accounts? Are you worried I'm going to leave with my money?" At the time, she had said nothing. Maybe that was why he told her the undecorated truth. Then again, Henry Smith was a young, rich boy. He thought that he was destined for greatness by the grace of his birth alone. Sure, his father had been a very successful engineer, starting three separate firms and selling them off in quick succession for massive profits. Better yet, he retained equity positions in all of the new ventures, meaning he had created some beautiful streams of passive income. Since he didn't need all that money, he could reinvest over and over again, creating a consistently growing pile of wealth.

"I'm worried about you," Victoria replied easily. Yes, she had also grown up in a wealthy family, but her parents had squandered their resources. By the time she graduated from college, they'd burned through the last of their accounts. Fortunately for her, she knew how to socialize and connect with people. No, she wasn't especially adept when it came to math, language, or corporate hierarchies. But she did have one particular talent: charm.

Victoria knew how to deal with men. She understood what it took to flatter their egos. Even a brilliant engineer like Ronald Smith hadn't been able to resist her allure. Victoria had drawn him in. Sensing his potential, she helped him to fall in love with her, and soon she had a husband...and a stepson.

"No, you're not," he said with a dismissive sneer. "You just care about my money. But guess what? The moment I turn eighteen, I'm out of here."

With those words hanging on the air, Henry had stormed off.

But now she stood in the center of the entryway and the bottom of the curving staircase of their home. "Henry, please come down here. I need to speak with you."

"He's not going to do it," said Victoria's daughter.

Victoria glanced back at Rebecca. The young blonde had a tremendous amount of potential on her own. She was a little bit older than Henry, and she leaned against the wall with her arms over her chest. In that tight, red dress, she looked exquisite. Yeah, she was probably on her way out. Much like her mother, she had her own ambitions, meaning she’d likely go out and find someone young and powerful, rich and full of potential.

"You're going to have to go get him," Rebecca said.

"Henry! Come down here right now!"

Victoria had no idea how he managed, but he made the noise of opening the door sound sullen. Maybe she even picked up on the note of a dramatic sigh before he appeared at the top of the staircase. “What?” he demanded.

"We need to talk."

"You couldn't come to me?"

"This is a family meeting. Please come down here now," Victoria said.

Henry was a handsome boy. He had dark hair, sharp brows, and a strong jaw, Frankly, Victoria had been surprised that he didn't date more. Then again, it wasn't just a matter of being young or tall or attractive. This boy seemed to be waiting for something. Maybe he wanted his money, like that’d be enough to reinforce his confidence. Or maybe he was just shy around girls.

Victoria glanced over at Rebecca. It was easy to imagine his older stepsister teasing or taunting him and perhaps making it harder for this boy to summon the certainty required to ask a girl out. Either way, it might not matter, especially because Victoria knew she couldn't allow this boy to wreck everything she had built. She needed that money; she demanded the inheritance. She had worked hard; more importantly, she would defend her family, no matter what it took.

That's why she reached down. She slid her hand into her pocket for reassurance as she felt the tube.

In her white slacks with those red boots and a dark blue pea coat, she looked relaxed and professional at the same time.

Reluctantly, he came down the stairs one at a time. In his torn jeans and that ratty T-shirt, he definitely looked like the standard, disaffected teenager. Better yet, he rolled his eyes when he stood in front of her. "What? What is it?"

"Tomorrow is your birthday," she told him.

"Yeah. I know."

"We need to talk about what we're going to do."

"What? You think I'm going to want a birthday party? Maybe you can invite some creepy clown? Is that it?"

Victoria drew in a slow breath. Part of her wanted to step right up to him, to peer down into his eyes, and to tell this boy that he was just a kid, and he had no idea how the world really worked. Instead, she lowered her hand down to the pocket on her coat. Within those fabric folds, she could feel the cylinder. Without trying, she imagined what it would be like to pop off the cap and jab the tip against his skin...

At first, Victoria had decided to be kind. He was just a rich boy, so there was a very good chance she could simply control him. There didn't have to be any "unpleasantness". Perhaps the professor and her minions didn't need to get involved (if this boy could cooperate, that would certainly be a much cheaper option).

"I'm not talking about a celebration. I'm referring to a much more adult concern."

"He's not going to cooperate," Rebecca said.

"I have some paperwork I need you to sign," she told him.

Henry stared at her. At first, he seemed confused. But then the smirk curved along the corners of his mouth. "And what kind of paperwork is that?"

"A couple of documents about your inheritance," she told him.

"I have to say," he told her with all of the smug haughtiness a teenage boy could muster, "I thought you were going to try to be more subtle. I figured you’d try to trick me the same way you did with my father."

She didn't say anything.

"But just so we’re on the same page, I'm not going to sign anything. As far as I'm concerned, you are nothing but a dumb bitch. You tricked my dad, but you're not going to do the same to me."

She didn't mean to do it, yet Victoria had taken a step forward while he refused to retreat back, but then her hand flew out, and she struck him across the face. It didn't hurt him, not really. Sure, there was that flash of pain, but he was old enough to hide any real reaction. Then, after a few more seconds, he smiled. "That's what I thought."

He turned around and started to walk away. "Tomorrow, I'm moving out," he began to say, only she had grabbed the syringe from her coat pocket. Just as she had envisioned, she popped off the top. Right after that, she had wondered if she’d hesitate.

He called her a bitch!

No, that wasn't acceptable.

Victoria was his stepmother, and she demanded respect. If he couldn't do that, then he needed to be fixed.

She brought her hand up and jabbed him in the neck, just as she had imagined. She never had any kind of training for this, but that smooth motion came naturally anyway. The tip of the needle stabbed down into his skin, puncturing his flesh. She hit the syringe, pushing the sedative into his bloodstream. Then she pulled it back. He spun around, his hand immediately flying up to that small wound.

"What the hell?"

"You're sick," she told him. "You're sick, so you're going to need to be treated."

Henry took a step back. He pulled his hand away from his wound. The needle had been small and sharp, so he only found a small smear of blood glistening along his fingertips. "I'm going to make sure you pay for that," he growled. He started to take a step forward, only to feel the sedative spread through his body. He blinked. He demanded, "What, what did you do to me?"

"Just a little medicine," she told him.

Then she watched as his knees buckled, and he fell forward. He tried to stay up on his knees. When that didn't work, he fought to brace himself on all fours.

Feeling cruel, Victoria lifted her foot and pressed it down against the back of his neck. He collapsed, losing consciousness before he hit the marble floor.

Henry awoke.

His mouth was dry, and there was this strange, fuzzy sensation buzzing through his head. He opened his eyes, and there was bright light overhead, but he couldn't get his vision to focus. Instinctively, he attempted to bring his hands up to his eyes to rub them, except he couldn't do it. They were stuck?

At first, he assumed it had to be some kind of weird tangle in his blankets or sheets. That had happened before at one point or another. There was no reason to panic.

But then he licked his bottom lip. His tongue was still dry, but he could feel his brain and body rebooting. Second by second, he cleared some of the groggy fog. Why was he in a bed? Why was it higher than he expected? Why didn't he recognize this room?

Refusing to panic, Henry worked to think through what had happened last…

...He'd been in his bedroom and on his computer, playing a game. His stepmother had called him, and he had reluctantly stepped out into the hallway, stepped down the stairs, and...

A rush of irritation seemed to sprint through his body, but he couldn't understand why. Yeah, his stepmother could be annoying. He had his suspicions about, and this unreasonable rush of anger pulsed through him, but he still couldn't push through the fog. Clenching his eyes shut, he struggled to lift his arms away from his chest once again.

He tugged harder.

Seriously?

Why couldn't he free himself from these blankets?

Then he looked down, and he still assumed that the snug fabric wrapped around his arms and shoulders had to be a set of sheets. Then he glanced down, and he saw the cuffs around his ankles. They looked like they were soft and leather. They also had some kind of fuzzy lining along the interior.

"What is this? Where am I?" Henry demanded.

He started to wiggle and twist harder. He fought the straitjacket without realizing what it was.

Henry didn't notice the hidden cameras, of course. At the Crestwood Asylum, Amanda Verger's subcontractors knew what they were doing. That's why it was so easy for her to lean back against the wall and watch. Standing off to the side, Victoria Reynolds-Smith did the same.

"And right now, I think he's starting to figure it out," Professor Verger said with the shadow of a smile.

"What is this? Where am I?" Henry demanded. He glanced to his left and right. Ironically, he looked directly at the camera, not that he realized a lens was pointed at him or that a stranger and his stepmother were currently watching him.

Professor Verger muted the screen even as he tried to call out something else. It would be another pointless demand.

"As you can see, my associates did an excellent job. He’s right here, safe and sound. But, of course, that raises another question."

"What are we going to do with him?"

"You’re his guardian, so you get to make that decision."

Victoria nodded. Even though she had expected something like this, she thought back to the different options. "To be honest, I'm not sure."

"Would you like me to run through the different possibilities for you?"

"Yes, please," Victoria answered. Even though she recalled most of the details from the digital booklet, she still couldn't say any of it out loud. By so many standards, she was ruthless. She was a powerful woman, and she understood what she wanted from the world. And yet, when she had complained about her stepson and one of her friends had whispered the name "Crestwood Asylum," Victoria hadn't really been able to believe it. Even when she went online and made a couple of discrete inquiries, she didn't think something like this could really exist. And yet, she was now here. Better yet, she saw her disobedient stepson as he wiggled and squirmed against his medical restraints.

"There are quite a few different possibilities," Professor Verger said with the professional air of a woman who had gone through these options many times with many clients. "Obviously, we specialize in subjugation. If you like, we can leave your stepson relatively untouched while modifying his behaviors. With the properly applied operant conditioning, we can make sure he learns to respect you and obey you in all things."

"That sounds like a good approach," Victoria said.

"Then there are the more extreme possibilities."

"Such as?"

"If you like, we can work on body modifications. These might be fairly straightforward. If you’d like to make sure that your stepson never forget his place, he can be tattooed, scarred, or otherwise marked. Perhaps you would like us to enhance his genitals? Perhaps they need to be reduced instead?"

"His father was never terribly impressive," Victoria said. "Frankly, I don't think there's much he's going to be able to offer a woman."

"We can have him fixed. We can also have him fitted with different types of chastity devices."

"I like that," Victoria said, only to blink and smile sheepishly. Perhaps she hadn't expected to admit something so blatant so quickly.

Granted, Amanda Verger didn't react. On the contrary, she continued in that same brusquely professional tone, "If you’re interested in using him as an oral slave, we can also modify his tongue."

"That definitely sounds promising. What else can you do?" Again, Victoria remembered much of what had been offered on the menu, yet the excitement ran through her body. She loved the way her heart pounded faster now. She maintained that neutral expression, yet the anticipation was utterly delicious.

More and more, Henry had alluded to the fact that he could take away everything. No more mansion. No more luxury sedans. Suddenly, Victoria would have to fend for herself once again. It had been easy enough when she first met Henry's father, but did she want to have to go out and socialize again?

For so long, she had hoped Henry would be reasonable. But now, she could see the truth. They would definitely have to come to an alternative arrangement…

Luckily for her, she had the help of Professor Verger and her associates.

Pushing those concerns aside, Victoria focused on the far more entertaining prospects ahead of her stepson. "I see that he’s a fairly disobedient boy. Maybe he would be better off as a sweet daughter?"

"You can do that?"

"My dear, we can do anything." Amanda nodded to herself. "There have been many powerful men who have come through this facility, only to leave as dainty girls. Sometimes they’re bimbos. Sometimes they are servants or horny sluts. Sometimes they remain themselves, yet they now have pretty breasts and tight waists and beautiful little butts. These are the boys who become playthings for their new owners."

"How extensive are the surgeries?"

"As extensive as you want them to be."

"I see…"

"If you prefer, you can also alter his personality. With the right chemical cocktails, we can effectively erase his mind and construct a brand-new personality."

Victoria opened her mouth. She wanted to breathe out, "You're joking." Part of her didn't think something like that could be truly possible. And yet, she had to remember how much money flowed through the Crestwood Asylum. Wealth brought options...

"Not at all," Amanda replied. "We can make the patient forget all about his or her past life. We can turn arrogant and brash men into sweet, simpering little sissies who do whatever they’re told. We can make powerful feminists into a dumb bimbos or shy schoolgirls. We can turn ambitious individuals into dedicated slaves. The human mind is actually quite malleable, and we’re happy to do lots of sculpting."

"I see," Victoria replied as she considered all of this.

"Have you considered any tattoos? Any enhancements?” Victoria asked again. “Or if you like, there are certain, more primal alterations we can make."

"Primal alterations?"

Although she had clearly had this conversation many times before, Professor Verger smiled and said, "That's right. Sometimes, our generous patrons decide that they have friends, family members, rivals or enemies who need something more animalistic."

"Animalistic?" Right when she heard that word, Victoria recognized the potential. No, she didn't have a plan in mind. She wasn't exactly sure what that might mean or what the proprietress was offering, yet there was this hint possibility. The thought triggered something deep within her.

"Just as an example, consider one of my patients. Her name was Olivia Boxer, and she worked as a trader at a large investment firm. Apparently, she made quite a few enemies. When it comes to analysis and investment decisions, the world of high finance can't get pretty aggressive." Professor Verger smiled and shook her head. "Then again, when money is at stake, I suppose this might be an inevitability."

"What happened to her?"

"Like all of the others, Olivia believed in a simple mantra: if you're not cheating, you're not trying."

"Who did she anger?"

"Ironically enough, it wasn't one of her firm's rivals. Instead, she made her competitors on her own trading floor very upset. She was making them look bad. One of them decided to look into her secrets and her strategies. He hacked into her computer, he found out that she was engaging in insider trading."

"But if she wasn't cheating, she wasn't trying?"

"I guess it only applies so long as you don't get caught," Professor Verger pointed out. "In any case, she created quite a bit of liability for her firm, especially because their compliance department hadn’t been anywhere near aggressive enough. If the SEC found out about this, they could get into a lot of trouble. They could lose their various licenses, and the entire firm could be shut down. One woman, it seemed, had put the entire enterprise at risk."

"What did they do?"

"They came to me," Professor Verger said with this sharpened smile. "Her manager knew she would always be a liability. She knew too much. If he ever went to the authorities, she could cause so much trouble…" Amanda nodded to herself and continued, "That's why they brought her here. In theory, it could have been simple. We could have kept her safe and out of the way. But one of the men paid extra for one of those primal alterations. As far as he was concerned, she was nothing but a dumb cow."

"Wait, you didn't…" Victoria said.

"We did," Amanda replied. "We trained her and modified her. We altered her thoughts and conditioned her to be fucked and milked and nothing else. As far as she's concerned, she’s nothing but a barnyard animal now."

"What does that mean?"

"The psychological conditioning was easy enough. It's amazing what the human mind will do in order to avoid pain. A shock collar or a couple of electrodes placed strategically along the body can be enough to reorient any individual. Maybe they start out as a college educated woman, but they finish off as a dumb animal desperate to get milk and used. Trust me. Many of our orderlies have had a lot of fun with Olivia. Granted, now we call her Daisy. It seems a more appropriate name for a cow, don't you think?"

"Agreed," Victoria said.

"We gave her an implant that increases her libido and stimulates lactation. We also gave her some rather incredible enhancements when it comes to her breasts. Now, our girl needs to be milked three or four times a day. If she isn't, she can get very uncomfortable."

"That's amazing."

"That's not all. Our surgeon made several critical modifications. Now, her stomach is only capable of processing grass. Don't ask me how she did it. Dr. Chen is brilliant. Oh, and I forgot one of my favorite parts. Another set of implants altered her arms and legs. That girl is never going to stand up right again. Instead, she knows exactly where she belongs: down on her hands and knees, and at the feet of her superiors."

"That's incredible."

"But it's not what you're thinking of for your boy, is it?"

"Could you do that to him?"

Amanda Verger smiled again. With that singular expression, she made it abundantly clear how she enjoyed every challenge and seldom encountered a request she couldn't fulfill. "We could," she said simply. "The requirements would be a little bit more expensive, but it's definitely a possibility."

"I see…"

"I'm curious, what would you like from your boy?"

Victoria considered this. She ran the tip of her tongue along the edges of her teeth as she contemplated the different possibilities. Eventually, she nodded to herself and made the decision, "I want him punished. I want him to be punished and broken and tamed. I want to look down on him and to see the pathetic eagerness in his eyes. I want to know that I own him. I want him to know that I am the chief source of everything for him because I am better than him." She blinked once right as the words left her lips. Surprised, she realized just how frustrated her stepson had made her. It wasn't just the difficulties he presented, of course. It was something else.

Whenever he looked at her, Henry made her feel like she didn't belong in that house. How could he do something like that to her? She was older and smarter. And yet, her maturity didn't console her, not when the impudent teenager glared at her with all of his arrogant disdain.

Victoria intended to take that away from him. She'd do it too!

"It sounds like you want a dog."

Victoria smiled. She couldn't help herself. At the same time, there wasn't any mirth in her expression. On the contrary, a predatory gleam seemed to shine along with the curves of her eyes. "Yes," she said. "I want a dog."

"Look, I don't know what this is supposed to be. If this is supposed to be a joke, it's not funny!" He shouted out those words, one after another. Then, right as he finished, Henry breathed in again, only to feel ridiculous. On some level, Henry needed to believe someone was paying attention to him. Someone would hear him if he shouted. And yet, he was in that small, empty room, bound by a straitjacket, his feet tied to the corners of the chair.

Then he realized something else. As he squirmed, he could feel the supple leather underneath his buttocks. He was naked from the waist down…

Breathing in slowly, he tried to concentrate.

What could he do?

The patient glanced over to the side, saw the door, and knew that it was close. How many times had he casually walked across a room without even thinking about it? It was always so easy and effortless. Only this time, he jerked and tugged and bucked. He tried to push out with his arms, to fight his way free, yet none of it worked!

Okay, so Henry knew he wasn't an especially strong boy. At school, he sometimes saw the other guys. In the locker room or out on the fields, they’d pull off their shirts to reveal their thick muscles and toned abs. They always looked so remarkable. Those guys were strong and powerful, lean and built in all the right ways because they spent hours each day at the gym or the school’s exercise room.

Henry never could have competed. At best, he had money on his side. Even then, he had asked out a couple of girls, only he never did especially well. Maybe he could enjoy a date here or there, but those "relationships" always fizzled out. He never had a real girlfriend, and he sometimes wondered if it came down to a question of how he looked. Maybe if he spent more time at the gym, he would’ve been able to attract one of the cute cheerleaders.

In that moment, however, he had to figure out where he was and why he was there.

Then it occurred to him. The memory crystallized.

His stepmother.

Victoria had been talking to him. Rebecca had been somewhere nearby; as always, she carried herself with the usual haughty detachment. Rebecca wasn't a princess or royalty, yet she had intuitively mastered that regal disdain as she watched her mother talk to him. Victoria had tried to get him to sign some paperwork…

And then there was that flare of pain against his neck. No, it wasn't a bug bite. It was something else.

His eyes widened as he stared up at the ceiling. Was it possible?

Had she injected him with something?

He stopped for a moment.

As his thoughts tried to catch up, a burst of effort ran across his body. He thrashed again, fighting hard to kick out, to punch or tear his way free from the straitjacket. With every second, he pumped every iota of strength he possessed into his limbs.

It didn't do any good!

Henry liked to view himself as a cynical realist. He was the kind of boy who could face most situations without flinching. While his classmates might have gotten upset or frustrated or flustered when it came to a test or the challenges of school, Henry had always been stoic. He didn't allow himself to freak out...until now.

"What is this? What the hell is this?" Henry shouted at the walls again.

No one came. The door to didn’t open, and he didn't get any information. He remained strapped down, helpless in his straitjacket, half-naked and powerless.

He was young, so he was accustomed to doing what teachers told him, yet he hadn't experienced this kind of captivity before. The frustration mounted, scratching just beneath the surface of his skin. His nostrils twitched, and he glowered downward as he tried to understand this.

As far as he was concerned, the world usually made sense. Most things seemed fairly logical. He didn't believe in wild conspiracy theories, especially because there was usually an explanation for how and why events played out as they did.

But this?

Henry searched through every experience and lesson he had ever mastered as he tried to come up with some justification for what was happening right then and there. A straitjacket? He didn't have any history of mental illness. And yet, he remained stuck. Another part of him wanted to believe this had to be some kind of joke. The straitjacket couldn't be real. It would be the goofy equivalent of some of those fake handcuffs kids liked to play with. If he could just find the right angle, there would be a tab he could pull, and in the whole thing would come off. And yet, he had tried that. He had yanked and pulled and twisted. He had thrown his body to the left and right, struggling as hard as he could, yet none of it helped.

He was still bound by the straitjacket, utterly powerless with his legs spread and his genitals on display.

Forcing himself to relax, he tried to believe that he simply had to be patient. If he waited, he’d get more information. That's why he leaned back, and he closed his eyes, and he tried to think of some girl from his school. Tiffany? Oxana? Mindy? Fiona? Lillian? The names of hot girls from his different classes flashed behind his eyes, but he couldn't enjoy any rush of attraction.

Then a different face materialized in his fantasy: Rebecca.

He thought of his stepsister.

He didn't want to do it, of course. Even without diving deep, he already knew how the rest of the world would view that kind of attraction. Then again, there wasn't any biological relationship between them, so it should have been fine. Besides, this was his fantasy, and no one else had to know about it.

Rebecca.

Just thinking of her name was enough to send sparks and desire racing along his body. Urges vibrated deep down in his stomach. And at that moment, he wanted that distraction. He needed it. His fingertips were pushed down against the palms of his hands, and his knuckles rubbed along the inside of the straitjacket. Whenever he moved or shifted, he could feel the soft restraints encasing the upper half of his torso.

Genuine helplessness was an alien concept for a boy like Henry. That's why he needed to lose himself with another thought, another idea…and Rebecca worked perfectly.

He thought of her hair, soft and smooth. He envisioned that disdainful smirk on her mouth. She always saw herself as the smartest person in the room. The scariest part? Henry sometimes suspected she was right. When she looked out of the world, she seemed so cunning, like she could see past all of the the BS and nonsense. She knew how to discern which details were the most important.

When it came to her appearance, she effortlessly attracted the men around her. Guys desperately wanted to date her. The women she encountered all craved her approval. Whether they were younger or older, they saw her and intuitively recognized her capabilities. She’d be the alpha she-wolf or queen bee.

Even in his fantasies, it was difficult to imagine some scenario where he could seduce her or take control. It always seemed somewhat more likely that she’d pick him. Maybe he would be in his bedroom, playing some games, and she would knock on the door, then walk in without waiting for an actual invitation. She could take a controller from his hands, push him down onto his back, lean in, and kiss him. She could run her hands along his cheeks, down his neck, and along his legs before sliding her fingers into his pants. She’d find his cock, and…

He thought of his erection right as the excitement flared down between his legs. His shaft started to stiffen as he thought of that beautiful girl.

Normally, tensed arousal flared through his body, hardening his cock instantly. But now, he could feel his shaft push against the something.

Reflexively, he tried to squirm around, to adjust. It would have been far easier if he had been able to use his hands, but his limbs remained trapped in the straitjacket. Doing his best not to think about that, Henry turned his hips a little to the left, then the right. At the same time, he thought of those moments when he had woken up early in the morning with an erection. Sometimes, his cock was pressed down at the wrong angle, so he needed to adjust.

It was supposed to be easy. It was supposed to be simple.

As his shaft strained, he opened his eyes, stretched forward as much as possible, and then he saw something else. There was something shining between his legs.

What was that?

At first, he was genuinely confused. Then he vaguely remembered something he had stumbled across online once. A strange, alien phrase popped into his head: chastity cage. He blinked rapidly. What? No way.

And yet, he tried to think of Rebecca again. Sure enough, he envisioned her vulpine features, the tips of her canines, her sly smile, and the smooth texture of her mane. At the same time, his manhood tried to stiffen again, only to encounter that curved prison around his length.

No. No way, he tried to tell himself. This was impossible. He couldn't be wearing a chastity cage!

But then he thought of Victoria. Would she do something like this to him? Could she?

Yes.

He didn't know his stepmother especially well. As far as he had been concerned, he could just stay out of her way, wait until he reached adulthood, and leave with his inheritance. He could go off to college or wander around Europe or something. He had plenty of money, so he didn't need to worry about that.

Another burst of frustration flared through his body, making him want to fight to kick or punch his way free.

It still didn't work.

"This isn't fair!"

Right as he called out those words, the door opened. He jerked his head up.

Henry expected to speak. He had no idea how much time had gone by. Minutes? Hours? It was impossible to tell, especially with the exasperation racing through his body. It seemed to pulse from his core out to his arms and legs. But now, he stopped himself from speaking. Every word he intended to utter suddenly dissipated at the back of his throat because he saw someone massive and powerful.

"Hello, Henry. My name is Marcus, and I'm in charge of the orderlies."

Henry didn't want to be intimidated. In fact, he hated that natural reaction, yet this man now stood over him. Worse, Henry was naked from the waist down with some strange device between his legs. At the same time, he was wearing a straitjacket. On his back, and barely able to move, Henry knew just how vulnerable he was. But it wasn't just that. Even if Henry had been allowed to run or walk around, he suspected that the same sense of fear would have darted across his skin. Little bumps appeared along his neck and down his shoulders. Cold and heat seemed to battle for dominance all along his flesh.

"Where am I?"

"This is the Crestwood Asylum, and I'm here to begin your treatment. I already spoke with your doctor, and she wants you to have a special session. That's why I'm here."

"Look, I think there’s been some kind mistake."

"No mistake," Marcus replied. At the same time, he walked past Henry, who decided not to chase after him with his gaze. Instead, Henry fought to maintain some veneer of independence, freedom, and dignity. Yes, he was tied down and helpless, but he'd be freed soon enough. That's what he had to believe, anyway.

Marcus opened the drawer, pulled out a small jar, and he set it off to the side. From there, he leaned down and said, "You need to understand that your treatment is going to happen. This is going to be good for you. I might not understand exactly what the doctor has in mind for you, but I know that she always wins. Do you understand?"

"What, what are you saying?"

Marcus didn't answer. Instead, a slow smile stretched across his lips. Then, with his eyes still aimed down at Henry, he opened up the right restraint on the patient's ankle, then the left. Although he remained trapped by the straitjacket, Henry could at least move. Before he made a decision one way or the other, Marcus reached down and grabbed him with one arm. His fingers locked onto his chest, and he yanked, hefting Henry out of the exam chair.

In the next moment, however, Marcus knocked the boy down onto his knees. Hitting the floor hard, Henry tried to recover, only then it got worse because he looked up, and he saw the Marcus had opened his trousers and freed his cock.

"What are you doing?" Henry tried to ask, only for an unintelligible squeak to jump from his lips instead.

Instead of speaking, Henry leaped up onto his feet. He expected to get tackled or thrown to the floor right away, but that didn't happen. Instead, he got up! He lunged forward, rushing as fast as he could toward the door. At the same time, he had to be doubly careful with his balance. Since his arms were still locked against his chest, he couldn't swing out his hands. Balance got harder, but he didn't stumble or fall.

That small sense of triumph didn't last long, not when he slammed up against the door. He glanced to down at the rounded knob, and…

What was he supposed to do?

It was a doorknob. It was just a freaking doorknob!

Maybe, if he had time on his side, Henry could have leaned down and tried to brace his chin against the curved metal or something. He envisioned some scenario where he tried to use his tongue or maybe even his mouth to get a grip and to turn the knob and open the door.

He didn't have time.

The imposing orderly turned toward him, took several steps forward, cutting the distance between them.

"Look, I have money. Okay? I'm about to get this really big inheritance, and if you just let me go, I can share it with you! All you have to do is get me out of here!"

"Kid, you're not the first, and you won't be the last to make that offer. But I don't take bribes." Marcus grumbled out those words before he raised his hand and grabbed this boy by the straitjacket again. In the next moment, he shoved Henry right back down onto the floor. Braced against his elbows, shoulders, and knees, Henry couldn't comprehend what was happening. But then, he had noticed one detail: Marcus had his cock out, and now it shined with lubricant.

Henry worked to understand what that might mean, only his brain refused to catch up, like the thoughts stubbornly refused to fit together.

"You're about to get fucked like a dog," Marcus said to him. His voice was low and gravelly and quiet; even so, those words slammed down into Henry. The boy squirmed. He tried to kick out. He struggled to fight his way free once again. Maybe he wasn't strapped to the chair, but he couldn't escape.

And now, he felt the tip of that big cock as it pushed against his opening. Henry tried to jerk free, to fight or squirm to the left or right. He cried out, desperate. He panted, "You can't do this! You can't do this!" Yes, he sounded like a spoiled rich boy.

Marcus showed Henry exactly what he could do. He pushed downward, thrusting into him. He stretched to the walls of his opening. Henry bit down now, desperate to stay quiet. His heart kicked. Yes, the words vibrated inside of his skull, but Henry knew it wouldn't do any good. Instead, he had to fight back.

He couldn't!

There was nothing for this boy to do! He was down on his elbows and knees. With his face pushed toward the floor, he had to take it inch by inch. His body stretched. Worse, some part of him responded. At first, Henry couldn't even recognize the sensations, but now they sparked through his body, growing stronger and stronger.

A wave of desire crashed into his gut. It seemed to vibrate from deep within his center. It flared out to his biceps, forearms, knuckles and fingertips. His toes curled, and he tried to hate it. Worst of all, his shaft fought to get hard. "Take it, boy. You know you belong on your knees just like this." Marcus had one hand on the rich boy's ass. With the other, he braced his palm against the back of Henry neck, pinning his face down against the floor.

At the same time, Marcus shoved forward, drew back, only to plow into that tight opening over and over again.

Giving up on his stoicism, Henry tried to call out. He didn't know what he wanted to say. Ridiculously, he insisted, "You can't do this!"

Obviously, Marcus could. He pumped that boy harder now, working him faster from one gasped breath to the next.

Again and again, Henry tried to fight back. He struggled with all of the effort he could muster, yet it wasn't enough. It wasn't anywhere near enough, not when Marcus was so much bigger and stronger.

On any given day, Henry could pretend that he was capable. Sure, he didn't really work out, but he watched lots of movies and TV shows where that wasn't necessary. Effort? Preparation? That wasn't required. "Grit" and "determination" were supposed to be good enough. But now he tried to battle his way free, only to fail with every second.

Clearly, Marcus was bigger and stronger. As such, he could do whatever he wanted!

Henry had to take it.

By now, Marcus pushed forward, burying his cock to the hilt. The boy’s eyes widened, and he cried out again, gasping, panting, and moaning. Fresh waves of desire flared through his body like miniature explosions. Even so, his body still couldn't do anything about it. Maybe the tip of his shaft had dampened with excitement. Droplets of pre-come probably appeared, but he couldn't do anything about it, not while he wore the chastity cage.

Marcus pumped him harder and faster now. Henry heard that grunt of satisfaction, and then his eyes widened. Marcus was coming!

Whenever Henry envisioned sex, he thought of himself on top of some pretty girl. Maybe she’d be a cheerleader with her skirt pulled up. Maybe she would be naked. It could have been Rebecca…But now he was getting penetrated. Trying to tell himself this didn't count, Henry grunted and growled because he was still a virgin, Henry squirmed helplessly on the floor with those powerful hands still pressed against the back of his neck, constantly reminding this boy of just how weak and helpless he really was. No, he couldn't hide in a fantasy. He couldn't try to rely on some pathetic justification.

In a contest of raw, physical strength, Henry would lose every single time because this man was bigger and stronger. He had broad shoulders, powerfully developed muscles, and he could take whatever he liked from a virgin boy like Henry.

Henry squealed one more time, growling even as he felt that pulsating movement from one second and to the next.

Marcus finally jerked back. Worse, he actually picked Henry up. He threw the boy back down onto the exam chair, and then he strapped into place.

"I'm going to make you pay for that here. I'm going to make sure you pay for that!" Henry cried out, his eyes wet, shouting one word after another.

At first, Marcus seemed like he was just going to tolerate that brazen display of disrespect. But then he opened up another drawer, and then he held something up for Henry to see.

At first, the boy wanted to keep talking, only now the confusion made it harder for him to keep going. A bone? A dog bone? And why were there two leather straps dangling from the corners?

"Open your mouth," Marcus commanded. Maybe he wasn’t a doctor or nurse, yet he still had authority over this patient.

"I'm not going to open my mouth," Henry started to say, which was silly. If he had been allowed to think clearly, then he would've realized just how ridiculous his response really was. But after what he had just gone through, he needed to fight back. He needed to resist, no matter what that meant.

Since Henry was dumb enough to speak, Marcus shoved at the rounded edges of the dog bone into his mouth. Then he yanked the boy's skull forward and strapped it in. Just like that, Henry was gagged. "The gag looks good on you," Marcus observed. Normally, he could use the patients and said very little to them. Although the lead orderly enjoyed his work, he didn't see the point in talking to them, especially when so many of these individuals were slated for complete personality revisions. In the meantime, he could indulge. He didn't think of himself as a sadist, but there was still something so enticing about having a boy like Henry down on his hands and knees, struggling and squirming as Marcus pushed forward, burying his cock deep in that tight orifice. "It’s almost like you were born to have a bone in your mouth."

The boy thrashed again, kicking out. Just like before, it didn't do any good. Still locked in his straitjacket, gagged and helpless, he couldn't fight back. Whether he liked it or not, it was time for Henry to start waiting again.

In all honesty, Victoria didn't know how she was supposed to feel when she watched that recording. Yes, there was that hint of excitement deep within her body. Her nipples stiffened, and maybe there was even that little trace of arousal right between her legs. She had never been attracted to Henry, of course. He was a young man, sure, and technically an adult now, but she had always preferred his father. Henry lacked any kind of money, ambition, or masculine authority. He hadn't been a target, and he certainly couldn't seduce her either.

The orderly, on the other hand…

Victoria glanced over at Professor Verger, and wondered if she should request some private time with her employee. Would something like that be tolerated here at the Crestwood Asylum?

Maybe. Maybe not. Either way, it couldn't hurt to ask. For now, however, she needed to focus on her stepson. That's why she watched, entranced by the images playing out before her.

This time, Henry didn't wear the expression of a sullen adolescent. He couldn't roll his eyes or radiate that sense of disconnected apathy. Technically, he seldom disrespected her, although Victoria still remembered that one word.

Bitch.

Even now, thinking of this boy using that term with her made Victoria draw her lips. She could feel the cool air ride along the roof of her mouth. With a smirk, she wondered, Who's the bitch now?

As he cried out, Henry got taken hard.

"Your man didn't allow him an orgasm, did he?"

"Your boy is still technically a virgin," Professor Verger said.

"Perfect," said his stepmother. "If it’s okay, I want to see him once you put him in the suit."

"That can be arranged," she said.

"In the meantime, who’s going to train him?"

"It might be one of our orderlies," said the professor.

"Actually, I'm hoping you could have someone else do it?"

"Who did you have in mind?"

"When I came in here before, I saw one of your nurses. She was blonde and very well endowed.

"Dr. Chen certainly has a type," Professor Verger replied. "But I must ask, why do you believe this would be better?"

"Because I know Henry has a type too."

Exhausted and humiliated, Henry didn't know what to do. On some level, he wished he could just shut his eyes and fall asleep. Yeah, he yearned for the chance to embrace the exhaustion. He wanted to let the fatigue flow through him, to fill him up, and to hide him in some slice of temporary oblivion. At that moment, he didn't care if he dreamed. He didn't feel as though he had to worry about anything at all.

While he remained awake, however, Henry kept thinking about that man. Each time, the boy bristled, biting down. Simultaneously, he attempted to envision some other scenario. Maybe if he had fought harder? Maybe if he had been stronger or more determined, he could have broken free. He would have torn his way out of the straitjacket, punched Marcus hard across the face, knocking him out, and then he could have escaped this entire place. Realistically, Henry had no idea how he could make something like that happen. Realistically, did he think he could fight? Did he think he might spontaneously grow fifty pounds of muscle? As much as he hated to face the truth, he knew that he had done his best, only then he had to accept the corollary. He had done his best, and it wasn't anywhere near good enough.

Equally upsetting, Henry found his gaze returning to that door. What if it opened again? What if Marcus walked right back in there? Breathing a little faster, Henry envisioned a scenario where Marcus would walk forward, free him from the straps, lift him up, and shove him right back down against to the floor. He'd spread Henry's legs, opening up his ass and getting him ready to be taken hard all over again. He could plunge in deep with his masterful cock, taking this boy and showing Henry once again, where he belonged: face down and on his knees with his ass in the air, ready to be taken and used. A man like Marcus could have fun whenever he wished, and there was nothing Henry could do to stop him!

It was infuriating, yet those thoughts and questions triggered fresh twitches between Henry's legs.

How was something like that possible? How could his body possibly betray him like this? Again and again, Henry tried to envision one of the girls from school. Maybe it would have been someone sweet and innocent. Maybe he could have pictured a girl like Rachel or Cassandra instead, vicious alpha females who had no problem making their classmates run home weeping. Those girls could smile beautifully as they left psychological scars on their victims. And yet, he still wanted to be the guy to tame one of them. He wanted to be the guy who could take those girls, hold them down, pump into them, and…

But if someone was going to be pumped, Henry knew it would be him.

What if another orderly came in here? What if someone else wanted to pick him up, push him down, and use him?

Especially because he still didn't know exactly where he was, Henry had to face the other truth; there could have been dozens or even hundreds of men just like Marcus...

No. Closing his eyes and shaking his head, he tried so hard to concentrate on something else. Instead, Henry started to wonder why that had bothered him so much. Yes, there was the humiliation, the violation, and yet, it was more than that too.

Under normal circumstances, Henry would have secretly thought of himself as that man's social superior. Although Henry didn't exactly care about politics, he still viewed himself as decent guy. As such, he wasn't supposed to think in those terms. Still, he had money on his side and an inheritance waiting for him. Consequently, he couldn't help but make those comparisons. Marcus was just an orderly. He probably didn't make much. He couldn't think about flying around the world or taking a couple of years off from college in order to visit Europe or backpack across Asia. Those were very realistic options for a boy like Henry. What did that mean? Consciously, he tried to tell himself how this didn't make him better. And yet…those tantalizing thoughts of superiority hovered like a temptation at the edge of every thought.

Henry's money didn't matter. It didn't protect him. Maybe if he had been able to use it and hire someone, things could have been different. But that wasn't how the world worked. He had trusted his stepmother, and now he was here.

With a grunt, Henry yielded to another jolt of adrenaline. The anger flashed across his skin, pulsing out from his chest to his limbs. Fresh strength awakened in his biceps, thighs and down to his calves.

It didn't change anything. He was still tied down and powerless as the door opened.

He looked up. He tried to speak. He needed to say something like, "Let me up! You have to let me up right now! I don't know what this is supposed to be, but you can't keep me here!" Those determined exclamations might've meant something except he still had the rubber, bone gag in his mouth. It was curved against the edges of his mouth, blocking his tongue and making it impossible for this boy to say anything coherent.

Three women strolled into the room. One was Asian, tall and slender. The other two were blonde and very, very pretty. Henry hated how his adolescent body responded; in spite of his captivity, he still endured that blast of heat along his frame. Both blondes wore short, white dresses that hugged their torsos and pushed up against their breasts. They had on adorable little caps that were mostly white, except for the red crosses. Right away, he recognized them as nurses, only they didn't seem like actual hospital employees. Instead, he immediately flashed to some Halloween website that sold "sexy" nurse costumes.

The black-haired woman now standing over him held a tablet against one arm. He glanced down at the screen and said, "I'm sorry it's taken me so long to visit you. I'm Dr. Chen, and I'm here to share your diagnosis. Normally, I would interview you and discuss your situation with Professor Verger, but we're quite busy. There are lots of sick boys and girls like you who need to be cured."

He grunted something. He tried to make it interrogative, like maybe he would be able to convey just one idea, "Please? Can you get this gag out of my mouth?" Once he could speak, he would be able to convince them that he didn't really belong there...wherever he was supposed to be!

"To put it simply, you have been diagnosed with an antisocial disorder. Apparently, your stepmother is very, very worried about you, which is why she contacted us. Don't worry. We're going to make sure you get the treatment you need. Since you haven't learned obedience, we're going to help you. In order to do this, you will be reprogrammed as a puppy dog. I'm going to perform several surgeries on you in the next couple of days. But until then, I think a simple latex suit will be enough. My girls here are going to get you dressed up. I'm going to give you a shot, it's going to paralyze you, and then they will take care of you. After that, Nurse Carly is going to take you out for a walk and some basic training. How does that sound?"

Although he absorbed each word, he found his eyes widening little by little. He stared up at her and kept waiting for some phrase or declaration that could inject some logic or sense into what he just heard.

"Do you have any questions?" Dr. Chen asked the patient.

His brows creased. Henry attempted to say something. He wanted to tell her, "Look, I don't know what she told you or what you think is going on here, but there has been a misunderstanding. There's been a mistake. There's been a really, really big mistake!" After that, once he had her attention, he could keep going, "Please, there's nothing wrong with me. I don't have an antisocial disorder or whatever. I don't need to be trained." At this point, he couldn't even envision what that might mean.

Then again, a boy like Henry was incredibly naïve. He didn't understand just how dangerous the wider world could be. Sure, he thought he understood how things worked, only he couldn't imagine someone like Dr. Chen or Professor Verger. He had such a limited understanding of brutality, cruelty, and sadism. He didn't understand what the wealthiest and most powerful people might want or just how far they could go to get it…

Again and again, he whimpered and moaned out those words. He tried so hard to articulate himself, yet the gag silenced him.

Dr. Chen stepped beyond his line of sight for a few seconds. When she came back, she held up the syringe. She tapped the plastic tube with one fingertip. Then one of the nurses stepped forward and giggled. She looked down into Henry's eyes. She was beautiful, he couldn't help but think. He didn't want to focus on those details, yet he couldn't block them out either. "Don't worry. Dr. Chen is super smart, and she knows exactly what you need. This is going to be good for you!"

Henry’s nostrils flared as fresh anger shot through his body, but the adrenaline didn't help. Incandescent rage couldn't give him the strength he needed to break free.

The doctor stepped forward, watched as the nurse wiped down a patch on Henry's neck, and then she aimed. He pushed the tip of the needle down. This was worse than his first shot. It stung more than he expected. At the same time, he didn't know exactly what to expect.

This strange, buzzing and fuzzy sensation spread from the injection site into the rest of his body.

"You have fun, girls. Remember, I want him dressed up completely. It’s time for our puppy dog to get ready."

"Dr. Chen, can I put some extra details on him?"

"As long as you take him out, get him some exercise, help him stretch, and work on his training."

"I can do that!" Nurse Carly said with a quick hop of excitement.

It wasn't going to work, Henry silently promised himself. He didn't know precisely what they had in mind, but he’d fight. He would fight back, and he would show them that he wasn't going to be broken. Concentrating all of the determination and willpower he possessed, he tried to ignore the chemicals now running through his system.

Dr. Chen and the other nurse disappeared back through the door. The other girl stood there, holding her hands behind her back and wobbling from side to side as she happily hummed to herself. She had a prisoner right in front of her, but she didn't seem worried about that. In fact, she made all of this seem normal and simple.

"Okay," she announced a few minutes later. "That was probably enough time."

Remarkably, she leaned forward, and he could move his eyes, only the rest of his body seemed to have grown much, much heavier. That alien paralysis seemed to spread through his body. The nurse reached down; more importantly, she stretched her body toward him, and his eyes still lingered on her cleavage. She had those big breasts. He wished he could have reached out and cupped to them. Underneath the palms of his hands. He wanted to pinch and fondle those curves.

This was ridiculous, he told himself. He should have been angry or at least terrified. He should have been fighting. And yet, he couldn't push past those urges and desires. They lingered, straining his senses from one moment to the next.

Then she freed his legs, and she loosened the straps on his straitjacket. She rolled him off to one side, and she freed his right arm.

Yes!

Vivid determination grabbed him as he scrambled to push himself up. He worked to slam his palms down against the exam table. He wanted to jump up again, only this time he wouldn't be wearing that infernal straitjacket.

The impulses shot from his brain straight down his spine and straight into his arms.

Nothing happened.

"Oh, are you panicking?" Nurse Carly asked with mock concern. She spoke with that sweet, breathy voice. She sounded cheerful, like some excited babysitter who was eager to spend time with her new charge. "It's okay," she consoled him. "You don't need to get upset. Just relax. Remember, you’re exactly where you need to be. You’re with me, and I'm going to take very, very good care of you!"

He heard those words, only they didn't mean anything to him, not while he struggled to move his right arm, then his left. Before, he had been strapped down. He had been able to pull and tug and twist, only now he faced a different kind of captivity. Before, the straitjacket imprisoned him. Now he found himself trapped within his own body!

She stripped away the straitjacket, so now he was completely naked.

"I'm going to go get your suit," she said.

The cheerful nurse stepped beyond his line of sight. "I bet you’re really going to like this. You are going to look so cute! I don't know if this is the kind of color your owner will want for you, but I think it's going to look adorable. It reminds me of a music video I once saw." That's when she came back, and he saw the red, latex suit. She grabbed his right ankle, lifted up, and then she started to slide his limb right into the restrictive material. He could feel the rubber push and tighten against his toes, the top of his foot, ankle, shin, knee, and then his thigh. She may have talked like some airhead, yet she manipulated his body with the expert confidence of a girl who had done this many, many times before. Apparently, Dr. Chen trained her bimbo nurses quite well.

With every second, he tried so hard to fight back. Despite that rush of effort, his skin remained cool, and his arms and legs stayed sedate. Normally, when he drew on this kind of effort, his heart kicked and raged. Not this time.

At one point, he even wished he could raise his leg toward his chin before he launched his heel forward, hopefully slamming it right against her face. That kind of violence didn't usually appeal to him, but he had to do something!

Instead, he found himself becoming more and more encased by the latex. The happy nurse rolled him onto his stomach, and now she pulled the zipper up along the small of his back and toward his shoulder blades. Next, she clicked the lock, and now she came back with something else.

"What do you think of your puppy mask?"

When he saw it, he could hardly recognize the details. Now she called it a "puppy mask," so he recognized the faux ears and snout...Once he wore it, his features would be mostly obscured. Maybe if someone came forward and looked right down into his face, they’d be able to recognize the shape of his cheeks and the ridge of his nose, but he'd be a puppy boy with any casual glance.

He couldn't let her put that on him!

In spite of his determination, Nurse Carly pulled his head forward, slipped the mask over his face, and then she tightened to the strap around his neck. She zipped it up along the back of his skull, and now it was tight against his skin. With the gag still lodged between his teeth, he couldn't fight any of it. All he could do was growl and grunt...just like any other dog.

Then she grabbed his right arm, and she bent it, pulling his fist up toward his shoulder. She secured another set of straps. Now his elbows were bent, and he could barely flap his arms around.

That meant he could start moving again.

It wasn't good enough.

Next, Nurse Carly pushed his knees up, and then she secured another set of straps. Finally, she returned to the counter. When she came back, she held something up for him to see. She gazed down at the boy trapped in the red, latex prison. She nodded to herself. "Yes. You look so cute! I think that's a really sexy color on you! You look just like a popstar!" She chuckled. "Do you think that's what they were going for?"

Obviously, he couldn't answer, so she wobbled her head from side to side, nodded to herself, and raised the next item.

When he saw the bright pink collar with the sparkling rhinestones, his eyes widened. Simultaneously, he bit down into the gag between his teeth. As his jaw locked, he tried to grunt back at her, "No way. No fucking way!" He snarled, making as much noise as of the muzzle allowed, but Nurse Carly happily slid the collar around his neck, and she locked on. Last, she pulled out a matching leash and attached it. She was ready to take this boy out.

"I think it's time for someone to get some fresh air," she cooed. The blonde nurse grabbed him and forced him down onto the floor. He hit his knees, but it hurt. His legs were now heavily padded.

But once he was on the floor, he realized that the last of the drugs had finally dissipated. Yes, he could flex his toes and wiggle his fingers. He had control over his arms and legs once again. Even so, he found himself straining his neck as he peered through the puppy mask to stare up at the nurse.

Henry didn't want to face the truth, yet it was too late.

"Come along, dog," she said without any kind of real hostility.

Dog. Somehow, it was worse that Nurse Carly didn't actually sound angry with him. Instead, that perky blonde yanked on his leash, and he could feel the tug the against the base of his neck. As far as she was concerned, this was right. It was natural. He was a dog, so he belonged on his elbows and knees.

Sucking in one breath through his nostrils, he panted against of the rage coursing within him. His heart kicked faster, and he had hardly moved, yet he yearned to jump up, to tear the leash from his collar, to rip it into shreds, to throw it against the floor, and to show this girl that he couldn't be treated like some animal. He was a young man, an intelligent student, and someone who could make his own decisions. All of those thoughts fluttered through his head even as he tried to stand.

For so long, climbing up onto his feet had been easy. He couldn't remember being a toddler, of course. He couldn't remember struggling to walk or to take a couple of steps. If anything, he had been adroit and adept on his feet for as long as he could remember. Maybe he wasn't much of a dancer, but he could dart around on his feet, easily maintaining his balance.

Only now, the restrictive latex kept him down on the floor.

"Come along, doggie," Nurse Carly said.

"No!" Henry snarled back as best he could. Of course, his vivid call of defiance got mangled by the gag still wedged between his teeth. Could the blonde nurse even understand what he was trying to say? Maybe. Maybe not. Either way, she yanked on his leash, yet he still refused to cooperate.

The pretty nurse kneeled down right in front of him. With her knees bent, she smoothed out her short skirt, and he hated how he instinctively noticed her gorgeous legs. She looked incredible, and he even tried to reach out so he could brush his fingertips along her thigh. Of course, he couldn't actually do it. His arms were still trapped, and he couldn't flex his fingers, let alone stretch one hand forward.

The nurse looked into his eyes, and she said, "Are you going to cooperate? Because if you don't, I'm going to have to go get Dr. Chen, and I think she's going to put a shock collar on you. Is that what you need, doggie? Do you need a shock collar? I understand. I used to need something like that too."

His brows creased.

What? He tried to ask her, but still couldn't talk, not with the gag lodged between his teeth.

"Okay," she said. "I guess you need the shock collar." She reached up, and she tied his leash to a hook on the wall. Then she turned around, she walked through the door.

She was only gone for a few seconds. Even so, Henry took this opportunity. He tried to reach for the collar, the leash, anything. And yet, his latex prison had been designed well. It was tight against his skin, almost like another layer of flesh. It was hot against his body, yet he could still breathe in and out. Then, with a frustrated rush of embarrassment, he realized there was only one way for him to try to cool down: pant. Just like any other dog, he could suck in cool air, and it was the best way for him to try to lower his body temperature.

Stubbornly, he refused to do it.

And then the door opened again, and Nurse Carly and Dr. Chen returned.

Dr. Chen already gripped the shock collar between her deft and slender hands.

He saw it, and he grinned back at her. It was childish, he knew, but he also understood that they’d have to remove the latex suit in order to get the new collar on him. Right?

No, he was wrong.

He didn't know about the small openings near the base of his neck.

She slid this collar right around his throat. He wore two now, the original a little higher and closer to his chin, the second collar closer to his clavicles. Then he sensed the cool, mental tips as they came into contact with his flesh.

"Here you go, Carly," Dr. Chen said, handing a small, pink controller to her nurse. "Remember, I want you to punish him whenever he misbehaves. Oh, since he's being disobedient, let's just insert the tail now."

Tail?

Dr. Chen crouched in front of him. He tried to stare back at her, to meet her gaze and to intimidate her. He wanted to glare; more than anything else, he wanted this woman to look into his eyes and to witness his defiance. Only there was a problem. This wasn't a videogame, a movie, or some streaming show. On the contrary, he was just a boy, and Dr. Chen had dealt with stronger and far more dangerous individuals. As far as she was concerned, Henry was just a spoiled boy who needed to be modified, corrected, and remade for his stepmother.

"Can I do it now? Can I give him a little dose?" Nurse Carly asked. The bimbo sounded so excited!

"Go ahead," Dr. Chen said.

"Sorry, doggie. You're not going to like this!" Yes, she warned him. At the same time, excitement bubbled along her every word. She aimed the controller, hit the button very carefully, and then his world exploded.

AGONY! It shot straight into his skin. They had collared him, and now the electrodes roared to life.

He tried to jump away, to twist, to break free. While wearing the straitjacket, he had been helpless and spread out. But now, he remained to trapped, only he wasn't strapped down. He was right there on the floor, and his muscles slammed against the restrictive bounds of the latex. This boy was on the floor, and there was nowhere for him to go. He twitched inside of his suit, whimpering and shouting as best he could.

The pain finally faded.

"Really?" Dr. Chen asked, clearly unimpressed. "That was one of the lower settings. Just so you understand, I think additional punishment is necessary."

"Yes, Dr. Chen!" gushed the bimbo nurse. Nurse Carly made some kind of adjustment. With his vision blurring, Henry didn't lift his head or look up.

Another explosion of agony overwhelmed him as she pressed the button. It surrounded and swallowed him. The pain snapped across his body, lighting up every nerve he possessed. He screamed again, pathetically desperate there on the floor. The puppy dog only went quiet when his lungs ran out of air. He couldn't even breathe in. The pain consumed every thought, reflex, and instinct. There was nothing left! It was just pain!

Finally, it faded, and he was on his back now. He didn't even know how that had happened, but Dr. Chen casually placed her shoe against the base of his neck. She pressed down. He couldn't breathe. Too bad for him. "This isn't a question. It's medicine. You will obey. You will learn to be a good little doggie. You’re trapped in that suit, and maybe you’re telling yourself you can get out of it at some point. But here's the thing. This is the first phase. When I put you in your next suit, it's going to be permanent."

He only barely recognized of those words.

Dr. Chen continued, with a sly smile on her face, "I've been working on it for a while. It's going to be a permanent, second skin. It will adhere to your flesh. Once it's on, it's never coming off. You've walked on your feet for the last time, dog." She pressed down a little harder; his eyes bugged, and he thrashed with his knees and tips of his elbows. He squirmed helplessly there on the floor, all while the doctor continued, "But that's okay. You're going in for one surgery after another. With each one, I will sculpt you. By my hand, I will improve you." She pressed to down still harder now. He started to worry she might break something. But no, this woman was a doctor, so she knew how to inflict pain without actually damaging the property.

Finally, she pulled her foot away.

He gasped. Panting, he glanced back at the nurse.

Apparently, her bimbo knew exactly what to do. Nurse Carly practically pranced over before smiling down at him. She held her hands together as she bent forward, "Bark for us, boy."

Bark?

Despite everything, he just heard, Henry bit down against the rubber bone in his mouth. His teeth dug shallow indentations into the flexible material as he vented his frustrations.

He wasn't going to bark! He didn't care what they said or what his stepmother tried to get him to do. He would find his way out of here. Then he’d report them to the police. He was young, and he could be charismatic. At the same time, Henry instinctively believed in the fairness of the world. Despite whatever cynicism he tried to project, he couldn't believe that this woman would succeed.

"Are you sure?" Nurse Carly asked. "She's a doctor, and you should do whatever she says. That’s why you want to be a good boy. Go on. Bark. I know you can do it. You're smart enough!"

Smart enough?

When he looked back up at the nurse, he couldn't believe she was truly that vapid. And yet, she had that idiotic smile on her face. Worse, he knew that he would have been attracted to her at some other place or time. His nostrils flared, and he jerked his head from side to side. Yes, he was on his back, but he didn't care.

Nurse Carly jumped back up, and her bouncy blonde hair shivered along her shoulders. She raised up the controller, and he clenched his eyes shut.

He could handle this. He could tolerate it. He was strong! The silent mantras pulsed between his ears as he tried to brace himself.

It hurt! Another hurricane of pain enveloped him, swallowing up everything else. All of his thoughts, reflexes, everything disappeared. He was screaming again. The sound came from everywhere all at once. It came from far away and pulsed from deep within his chest.

Eventually, it stopped, and Dr. Chen asked, "Are you going to be a good dog for her?"

His eyes were wet. He couldn't wipe the tears from his vision, not while his hands remained stuck in the restrictive sleeves. Still, he nodded his head. He jerked his chin down and up with frantic eagerness. He didn't think about it. He didn't analyze this, and he couldn't silently lie either. Henry couldn't believe this was some kind of strategy on his part. Instead, he gave that woman precisely what she expected.

"Good. Nurse Carly, retrieve the tail."

"Yes, Doctor!"

Tail?

He didn't understand even as they pushed him back onto his elbows and knees. Bowing his head down, he knew he should try to resist or rebel again. There had to be some way for him to fight back. If nothing else, maybe he could look back at the doctor and growl. It seemed so childish, yet that was the best he can do. Still, growling meant canine behavior, which was precisely what they expected from him.

Although he didn't like this, he knew his best option was to remain quiet. It made him think of one of his teachers, Mr. Salinas, and how he'd gone on this rant one day in class. "The only real way for you to express genuine rage online is to walk away. Just be quiet. Here's the thing. Social media companies want you to interact. That's engagement. That's their most important metric. The more time you spend arguing with your cousin or your racist uncle, the more time you’re exposing yourself to ads. That gives them money. Remember, they don't care if you're having fun, if you're depressed, or if you're upset. They just want cash. So if you don't like something, walk away. Stay silent. Ignore it. That's the only thing you can do." Henry hated how the exact same logic applied right here at the Crestwood Asylum.

But then it hardly mattered since the nurse pulled out the tail.

When she held it up in front of him, Henry’s eyes bulged. He stared. It wasn't the soft exterior. It was the other end. He stared at the smooth, metal tip. It wasn't going to clip onto a buckle or clasp.

Dispelling the last of his hope, Nurse Carly told him, "This goes right into your bottom." Yes, she sounded cheerful and happy as though she had just delivered good news.

The moisture fled from his mouth, and he tried to beg. His eyes watered, only he didn't see any other alternative as he whimpered out, "No. Please, you can't be serious!"

Nurse Carly couldn't understand him so instead, she grabbed another bottle of lubricant. She opened it, and she squirted some onto the smooth metal.

Instantly, he tried to rush off. He braced himself on his elbows and knees and tried to get away from her. She grabbed his leash, pulled him into place, and pressed one knee against the small of his back. That was all it took. Maybe she sounded like a bimbo, and maybe she wasn't very smart, yet she still knew how to do her job.

Then she opened up the zipper right along the curves of his ass.

No!

This time, he bit down.

He squirmed, throwing his arms and legs to one side or the other. Unfortunately for him, his latex prison made it impossible for this boy to truly resist or fight back. In fact, she now had easy access.

He could feel the cool air glide along the opening.

Next, she pushed the tail into place. She penetrated him. Cold metal rammed down into him. His body tensed around the bulbous tip, trapping the tail in place.

She zipped the suit back into place. "There we go," she said, reaching out and patting him on the head. "How does that feel?" She asked the question, knowing full well that he wouldn't be able to answer. More and more, they were turning him into a dog.

And now it was time to take him out…

Pretty soon, Henry began to understand the depth of his dilemma. He crawled along on his elbows and knees, scurrying forward. Even worse than that, he had to deal with the sway of the tail as he crawled forward. Not only did he feel ridiculous as he scampered after Nurse Carly, he actually had to work to keep up. "If you fall behind, I might have to give you another little dose," Nurse Carly told him. "You don't want that, do you?" Rushing forward on his elbows and knees took way more effort than he expected. Simply keeping up with the nurse seemed to drain him.

They headed down one hallway after another. He saw the paintings, the detailed baseboards, and the crown molding. All of it seemed to convey a sense of power, wealth, and old-world glory. Yes, every corridor was well-lit, yet this other darkness seemed to pervade so much of the elongated space.

Finally, they came to a door, and she walked him outside.

Henry breathed in, and he tried to experience some sense of freedom. Even so, he remained trapped in his latex suit. With the second skin tight against his flesh, he couldn't pretend like he had any kind of freedom, especially while that girl held onto his leash.

"Would you like me to let you in on a little secret?" Nurse Carly asked.

He glanced back in her direction. For a moment, he wished he could just roll his eyes and exude that same disdain so many other young men effortlessly mastered.

"I used to be like you," she said in a furtive tone.

What?

"It's true!" Nurse Carly chirped. "I was a patient here. And then Dr. Chen worked on me. She made sure that I understood my place. Now I'm an obedient slave. I work as a nurse, and I service the orderlies, and I do is I'm told!" Yes, she once again made this all sound like good news, like she was supposed to be proud of it.

Truthfully, Henry had no idea how he was supposed to deal with that information. Could it be true? No. Right away, he tried to disbelieve everything she just told him. This was just another mind game. It was probably a prescribed part of his "treatment".

"Before I came to Crestwood, I was this arrogant businessman who thought he could get away with anything. I embezzled so much…" Carly smiled wistfully. "But luckily for me, I was retrained. Now, I don't have to think about big and complicated numbers. Money doesn't mean anything because I belong to Dr. Chen!"

Wait. He had been a businessman?

Behind the mask, Henry furrowed his brows as he tried to understand what that could possibly mean. It seemed utterly impossible. This girl looked so dainty and feminine. More importantly, she sounded just like an airhead.

Nurse Carly disconnected his leash. Then she stood in front of him, and she told him, "It's time for you to do some tricks. Are you ready to do some tricks, puppy boy?"

He raised his head, and he looked along the length of her body. He tried to see some sign of the individual she may have once been. Despite his best efforts, he couldn't do it. Was she messing with him? Was she lying?

She had to be…

And yet, Henry didn't think so. Strictly speaking, Henry didn't have any real proof one way or the other. The fear spread through his gut. It seemed to open up like a chasm, stretching all along the length of his imprisoned frame.

If they could do something like that to a powerful businessman, what could they do to Henry? Yes, he had money, at least in some theoretical sense. He was now an adult, only he didn't have a lawyer, fixer, or an army of associates who might be able to help him. Instead, he was a boy trapped in a latex suit. He was dressed like a dog, and each time he moved his hips, he could feel the tail's metallic tip rub along the insides of his ass, stimulating him in making his cock twitch within  the boundaries of his chastity cage.

"Wag," she ordered.

He jerked his head up.

No! He wouldn't cooperate. He wouldn't play along. He didn't care about the pain!

His trainer rolled her shoulders, let out a dramatic sigh, and said, "Are you sure about that? Are you sure you want to be a bad little doggie right now? I mean, you look so cute there on the ground. You obviously deserve to be trained. But don't worry. I'm sure your owner is going to have so much fun with you. Your owner will train you and tease you and feed you. I'm sure you will get some modifications to your tongue."

His tongue?

"And your ears are going to be so adorable! I overheard what Dr. Chen wants to do with you. She's going to turn you into a work of art!"

"No!" Henry tried to shout out that singular word. He failed. Instead, he made some whining, barking sound.

She shocked him.

The nurse lifted the controller, shrugged, and hit the button.

Jagged agony exploded through his body. It stabbed him from every direction all at once. Technically, the electrodes were placed against the base of his throat. Even so, the energy seemed to spin and swirl all along the length of his body. Every inch of flesh burned all at once. The energy snapped straight into him. It probably felt like getting hit from every direction in an instant.

Then it stopped, and she was crouched above him. "Are you ready?"

He shook his head.

She shocked him again!

His eyes watered, and tears ran down his cheeks, only to smear against the sides of his mask. "Oh, I'm sorry. I know it hurts. But this is what happens when you defy Dr. Chen. She knows what's best for you. She told me what to do, so I'm going to do it. Now, do I need to do it again?" They were talking about his freedom, his humanity!

Even so, she made this seem like this was a casual question. It wasn't a big deal, and he didn't need to get offended or be angry about his treatment. Besides, it had all been prescribed by a doctor, which meant this was good.

He couldn't talk. Even if he had been allowed to speak, Henry didn't know what he could possibly say to reverse Nurse Carly's transformation. She smiled at him, her pink lips curved into this playful grin as she waited for him to yield.

"Are you going to be good now? Are you going to climb back up onto your haunches? And then will you wag your little bottom for me?"

Yes. He had no choice.

He nodded his head. Distantly, he recognized that he had just made a choice. Even so, Henry hated himself for giving in. But what other choice did he have? Off in the distance, if he squinted, he thought he could see the outline of a road. And yet, there weren't any cars on it. Worse, how could he get there?

If someone saw him crawling along the side of the road, would they just assume he was some animal? They’d probably be driving so fast that he'd be little more than a blur against the landscape. Then again, his suit was a bright shade of cherry red. Maybe that would help? But would someone free him?

He grimaced, wondering what would happen if he escaped, only to be leashed and brought right back here like some stray dog.

Moment by moment, he climbed up onto his haunches. He didn't really know exactly what he was doing. Worse, moving without the help of his arms felt especially strange. With his legs bent, it took a lot of effort. Still, he managed to get upright. Once in that position, he glanced up at Nurse Carly. The pretty blonde leaned forward. Again, he studied the contours of her breasts. He didn't mean to do it, yet his cock twitched. There was that desire thrumming deep within his chest. He didn't know how it was possible, considering everything he had endured, but maybe some part of his psyche needed to focus on something else, even if it meant looking at his nurse and wondering what it would be like to run his hands along her mounds.

"Wag," Nurse Carly ordered.

It was a simple command, obviously. He could do it., But would he?

For the next one, two, three, four seconds, Henry didn't know. It was his choice, yet he still hoped for some rush of defiance. Granted, he couldn't think about what might happen next. Nurse Carly gripped the controller in her hand, her thumb poised above the button. She could push it, and the electrodes attached to his collar would activate, unleashing another electrical storm straight into his skin. He couldn't think about it, but he understood it. The possibility was right there, keeping a steady stream of adrenaline rushing into his veins.

He started to wag. Like a good and well-trained little doggie, he tilted his hips to the left, then the right.

"Excellent!" Nurse Carly said as she clapped her hands together. She even jumped up and down, making both her breasts and blonde tresses bounce with a cheerleader's enthusiasm.

He bristled, frustrated and humiliated.

As a young man, he had that instinctive sense that he was supposed to be bigger and stronger than the women around him. No matter who or what Nurse Carly had once been, she still drew Henry's eager gaze. There was something so feminine, so small and dainty and pretty about this girl. He wished he could grab her, overpower her, then bend her over a table or a desk. He was supposed to be stronger!

Instead, she hopped up and down like a little girl who loved playing with her puppy dog.

I'm not a puppy dog! I don't care what they do or say! I'm not going to let them keep me like this! Those ideas sounded so good, but this was an asylum. It was a hospital, and the doctor had already decided how she would treat him. What could he do? How could he fight back?

"Keep going," Nurse Carly instructed. "You can do it!" She made it sound like it would be a challenge.

Reluctantly, he continued to wag his backside from side to side. Then she came right up between his legs, and she brushed her fingers along the outline of his cock and balls. "I'm sorry the doctor decided you need to wear this chastity cage, but your stepmother doesn't want you to have any orgasms. Stimulation is perfectly okay, but you aren't allowed release." She laughed, "Oh, look at that pouty face!" Nurse Carly said. "Don't worry. If you want, I can tell Marcus to visit you again tonight. Would you like that? I'm sure he’d love to hold your leash while he fucks you!" She practically sang out those words, one after another, like he was supposed to be grateful for this possibility.

Stepping back, she nodded to herself. "Okay. You can definitely wag. Let's see you roll over. Roll over, doggie boy."

This was another trick. It was a trick he had to perform because she was training him to be a pet.

How many times would she make him do this? How many times would he be escorted out here? And when would he stop thinking about it? When would it start to feel normal and natural—as though he really needed to be trained and tamed?

Henry tried not to think about it, yet different possibilities seemed to hover at the edges of his senses. It wouldn't take long, he realized. Maybe people were more malleable than he wanted to believe. He wasn't some action hero, and he wouldn't be able to hold out.

In fact, he had already started to roll around on the grass! The worst part? Each time his buttocks slid along the grass, he could feel the tip of his tail pushed deeper into him. At the same time, part of him really wanted to rub his buttocks against the ground. That way, he could get some stimulation. Although the chastity cage made it impossible for him to climax, it still felt like scratching an itch. He knew those movements only made it worse and amplified his urges except he still couldn't stop!

"Good boy," she said. "Now, it's time to beg!"

Beg?

He was on his elbows and knees again. Henry looked at her, staring intently. At the same time, his eyes narrowed.

"Will I need to use this?" Nurse Carly asked, holding up the controller. "Because I don't mind. If that's what it takes to make you better, then we're going to make you better!"

But he wasn't some stupid dog! He wasn't a house pet! As much as Henry wished he could shout out those declarations, he knew she wouldn't be able to understand him, not while he remained muzzled.

Without thinking about it, he lifted up his elbows. Then he made the most demeaning sound he could think of. It wasn't a conscious choice or some rational decision. He didn't strategize or brainstorm. Instead, he just started to whimper. He acted like any other dog. No, he didn't have a pet back home, but he had seen plenty of movies, so he knew how to behave. He knew what sounds to make.

He whimpered.

As the nurse watched, he whimpered like a good little doggie.

And now, she rewarded him, clapping her hands together and hopping up and down again with just as much enthusiasm and energy as before. "That's so good!"

How long were they out there? It felt like hours.

After a while, he started panting. He stuck out his tongue as much as the muscle allowed, and he gasped, savoring the cool air along the roof of his mouth.

"Oh, it looks like the little doggie is getting thirsty. Are you thirsty? Are you hungry?"

Reluctantly, he nodded his head down and up.

"Okay," she said. "Let's take you back inside."

Holding onto his leash, she escorted him back into the asylum. Nurse Carly opened the doors, and she had him right back on his leash, so thinking about escape seemed utterly ridiculous. Granted, the leash didn't give her that much more authority. Reluctantly, he decided it was more about humiliating him, about reinforcing his status. While he wore his latex suit, he couldn't rush off. He couldn't run very fast, and he knew she’d be able to catch him.

What about the orderlies? They would've hunted him down with hardly any effort. Others had probably tried to escape, and they must have done a much better job.

She didn't return them to the room where he first awoke. Instead, she brought him into another space, and then he saw the dog crate. Immediately, he jerked his head up, and he gazed along her legs to the hem of her skirt, her tight waist, her breasts, and finally her face. She smiled down at him. "First, you get some water. Then you’re going in your cage until it's time for one of the other trainers to come see you. Or maybe Dr. Chen will come in here for your first procedure? Who knows?" Nurse Carly shrugged like it didn't really matter since he didn't get to voice an opinion anyway.

She pulled out a bowl and pushed it in front of him. He saw the tepid water.

His nostrils twitched, and he thought of just shaking his head from side to side in an angry act of defiance. He could show her that he didn't need water. He could go on a hunger strike!

But if he did that, then he would get weak. More importantly, she’d just use the controller on him over and over again until he drank. Whether he liked it or not, he couldn't fight back with a hunger strike. Dr. Chen, Nurse Carly, and Marcus were all far too strong for him. Besides, if he maintained his strength, maybe he’d find an opportunity to try to escape? It was a nice idea, and he tried to hold onto it.

For now, Henry had to lift his head as she grabbed him by his hair and pulled the muzzle from his mouth. She slipped her fingers into the mask, and she raised the strap on the bone. "No talking," she said.

Henry ignored her. He opened his mouth, and he started to utter a sentence. The moment he did, she jerked her hand forward, aiming at the controller at him as she pushed the button.

A spasm of agony wracked his body. He twitched, thrashing there on the floor in this small room. "No talking," she said.

Henry still couldn't help himself. He tried to utter something. He just needed to get through to her!

She shocked him again. The blast of energy exploded along his body, lighting up the pain receptors, igniting every nerve. He twitched, thrashing there on the floor, bucking around like a fish as she kept the button pressed down.

"Bark if you're going to be a good boy," she said.

"Wruff!" he squeaked out.

As far as "barks" went, it wasn't very impressive, but it was good enough. Most importantly, it showed Nurse Carly how he could be controlled. He would cooperate.

"Good boy," she said. "Now, I want you to get your head down, and drink from your bowl. You can do it. I know you can keep you want to be an obedient boy for Nurse Carly, don't you?" He hated how she talked about herself in the third person, yet there was nothing he could do about it. Inevitably, he pushed himself up onto his elbows and knees. He crawled toward the bowl, and he looked right down at it.

Yes, it was a dog bowl. He was about to drink out of a dog bowl!

Her patient lowered his head down, and he was going to start sipping, but she told him, "Doggies don't have lips, so they lap at the water. Lap at the water like a good boy."

He tossed an angry glance in her direction, only to see her aiming the controller had him again. Strictly speaking, that wasn't necessary, yet he broke anyway. He lowered his head down, and he swept his tongue along the surface of the water.

This was so stupid! It was so inefficient!

Even so, he didn't want to get punished again. He hated how there could be that jab of fear deep in his side every time he thought about resisting. Even so, the training was working. He could feel himself shift and change as this woman worked on him. It had only been one afternoon, but that was enough.

He drank, lapping at the water for a minute or two. Then she brought out another bowl and set it down in front of him.

Dog food?

"Eat up," she ordered, nudging the bowl forward with the tip of her white shoe. He saw the dried dog food.

He glanced at her again. He wished he could shake his head from side to side. He wasn't a dog; he wasn't animal. He didn't have to put up with this!

Only there was a problem with all of those ideas: he had no choice. He had to do this despite all of his angry resentment. If he didn't, there would be consequences.

After his last set of punishments, Henry couldn't fight back.

He dropped his head down without speaking. He opened his mouth, and he pulled some of the kibble between his teeth. He started to chew, grinding it up and swallowing. It was dry and gross and he hated it. Maybe he wasn't especially close with his stepmother, but she always ordered from the nicest grocery stores. The fridge was always fully stocked, so he could find almost whatever he wanted. But now he was on the floor, eating out of a dog bowl!

Still, he needed the energy. He swallowed one bite after another.

After several minutes, Nurse Carly announced, "That's enough." She reattached his leash and dragged him back toward the dog cage.

She expected him to crawl in.

Hating himself for it, Henry obeyed. He crawled into the dog cage, and she closed the gate, shutting it. "Should I tell Marcus you're waiting for him?"

He wasn't muzzled at this point. Even though he didn't have the rubber bone pressed between his teeth, Henry still shook his head from side to side. He whimpered, making this pathetic little sound. She laughed, clapped her hands together, and said, "Rest up, doggie boy!"

The door opened. Marcus came for him. The imposing orderly saw the boy down on his elbows and knees, trapped inside of that dog cage. He opened the gate. It didn't even have a lock! Since Henry couldn't use his hands or fingers, there was no way for him to pop it open. If he had been able to tear his fingers free from the latex mittens built into his suit, then escape would have been easy. As far as he could tell, the door wasn't even locked!

Then again, most of the patients at this facility couldn't actually use their hands, so locks weren't always necessary.

Taking one confident stride forward after another, Marcus approached the cage, crossed his arms over his chest, and peered down at the boy trapped behind those bars. "I talked to your doctor. She's decided you need another dose. She wants you to get nice and used to captivity as a dog. She needs you to understand how you are a beta. Do you know what that means?"

Henry knew he only had a few seconds. Within moments, the gate would open, and his face would be shoved down. His mask would rub against it the floor, and he would feel this man's powerful cock thrust into his opening. His buttocks clenched around the tail's metal tip. Fear danced along his skin, making his flesh tingle. Working through those emotions, Henry still worked to come up something good.

"Please, can we talk for just a second? We can negotiate right? There has to be something you want. I can help you. I don't know how, but I have connections." Did he? Did he really? In that instant, Henry didn't know or actually care about his resources. As long as he could get this man to listen to him, he would counted as a victory.

By now, Marcus had opened the gate. "Get out here, puppy dog."

Puppy dog. With those two words, he made it abundantly clear that he didn't view Henry as a person. No, that status had been stripped away, leaving him as an animal there on the floor. As such, he could be used.

"Please. We can just talk. Please?"

Marcus leaned down, reached into the cage, and grabbed Henry by his collar. He dragged the boy out. Once Henry was beyond the protection of the cage, he looked up again. Then he realized this man wouldn't be deterred. He worked for Dr. Chen, and he had received his orders, and he would use this boy. Along the way, he would enjoy himself too.

"You know, dogs like to lick. Do you like to lick, boy?"

Henry tensed. He glanced up. He stared for several more seconds while the dread pulsed through his body. At the same time, however, there was this urge deep within his gut. He didn't understand, only then another word popped into his head: beta. That was what Marcus had called him. As a dog, he could be alpha and try to fight back. As a dog, he could be beta and roll over onto his stomach and yield to a superior male.

That was Marcus.

Deep within his gut, he could sense that truth. There was no escape.

"I, I can…" Henry told himself he’d do anything if it meant avoiding the real punishment.

Marcus grinned, unzipped his pants, and freed his cock. When Henry saw it again, he shivered, both out of a sense of tremulous fear and embarrassment because he knew he could never, ever compare to a man like this orderly. Marcus reached down and grabbed him by the back of his collar. It was the same as taking a dog by the nape of his neck. With one swift movement, he forced the boy onto his knees. Suddenly, Henry found himself facing that cock, and his throat clenched.

"Lick, puppy dog."

Puppy dog. Again, those two words drilled into him. But then Henry yielded. He closed his eyes, leaned forward, and stuck out his tongue. The angle was awkward, especially with the snout of his mask. Even so, he raised his head, and suddenly his tongue flicked along the hardened flesh of this man's cock.

Yes, he was licking. Just like any other dog would have done, Henry slid his tongue out, swiping up and down, left and right. He licked hard and intently, working his mouth.

In the meantime, Marcus chuckled. It was that same, deep and resonant sound from before. It seemed to vibrate through Henry's body, reminding him again and again that he wasn't as big or as strong as the orderly. Worse, he never could be. He would never compare, no matter how hard he tried. Besides, he was bound by this suit with the mask over his face and the tail between his legs. Like it or not, he was being transformed into a dog.

"Good boy," Marcus said. "And that was a lovely appetizer, but I want more."

More?

Henry didn't understand, but he wasn't going to get an explanation either. Then his eyes widened as he figured it out. His throat locked up, so he didn't think he was going to be able to speak. The words failed to crystalize, only then he stuttered out, "You, you can't be serious. I did what you wanted. I, I licked your cock!"

"Like a very good dog," Marcus said. "But now, it's time for you to remember your place."

The lead orderly grabbed that boy and pushed him down into a familiar stance. The world blurred around him, and Henry found himself on his knees, bent forward, his head bowed down, his legs spread and his ass up.

Desperately, Henry called out, "You can't do this! It's not fair!"

Marcus chuckled, "It's funny. You rich boys only start whining about fairness when things don't go your way. Until then, you have all the money in the world, so you think you can do whatever you want. Tell me. Can you do whatever you want?" Right as Marcus asked that question, he yanked the tail from Henry's ass. He tossed the decoration aside, letting the metal clang her against the floor.

With one meaty hand on the back of Henry's neck, Marcus used his other hand to aim the base of his shaft. Yes, he was taut with desire; his prominent erection was ready. And now he pushed forward, penetrating the boy.

Henry's eyes bulged. He whimpered. He sounded like a dog. He couldn't help himself. Within seconds, however, he started panting. After everything he had gone through, he couldn't fight this. His cock strained against the curves of his chastity cage. At the same time, acidic waves of humiliation washed over him.

"There's a good boy," Marcus said. "Bark for me, dog."

"Never!"

"If you don't, I'm going to come back here every single night until you do. Dr. Chen likes it when I pay special attention to a patient like you. Is that what you are? Are you special? Do you deserve my focused attention?"

Despite the heat pummeling his body, Henry tensed as the color drain away from his features. His cheeks got cold, and his nipples stiffened. Wiggling, he tried to fight this, to clench down, to somehow keep Marcus out. It didn't work. That powerful man pummeled into him, thrusting again and again because he could. At the same time, Henry absorbed those grunts of satisfaction.

The orderly hadn't climaxed yet, but there was nothing to stop him. At the same time, Henry realized this man probably had an incredible libido. His endurance probably outpaced almost everyone else, meaning he could do this again and again. At the same time, he demonstrated his self-control.

"Wruff!" Henry's eyes watered. At the same time, he thought of his beautiful stepmother. Then he remembered, Rebecca, and he tried to think of some other girl. He envisioned those women standing over him, laughing at him. They would look down at him, and they would just see an animal. They’d view him as a pet, a plaything, a dumb puppy dog who would obey, scurrying about and performing tricks. In school, he had always derived just a little bit of gravitas from his wealth. Maybe he wasn't one of the smartest students, the most attractive, the most athletic, or one of the best gamers. Even so, he had money, and he could use that.

But now he was just this dumb little dog, and he could feel himself surrender even as he pressed his face against the floor. When he breathed in, he caught the aroma of the dust mixed with the scent of sex.

"Again," Marcus demanded.

More than anything, Henry wanted to shout back with something angry and defiant. The words were right there at the tip of his tongue; he could have shouted, "No! I’m not going to give you what you want. You can't do this to me! I'm going to make you pay for this! I don't know how, but I'm going to make you pay for this!" Those words fluttered through his head, unspoken even as he barked for the orderly.

“Wruff, wruff!”

Seconds later, Marcus embraced his desires. He indulged, pumping harder and faster as his shaft throbbed. While the pleasure ran through his body, he grabbed Henry by his ass, spanking him once, twice, three times.

Then, when he was finally done, he pulled his pants back into place. He took the boy and slid the tail into Henry's opening, exactly where it belonged. Finally, he found another gag.

Henry tried to shake his head. He looked back at the orderly, and this boy understood just how pathetic he must have appeared to be. Despite all of this, he couldn't fight back, so now he had the gag right back against the roof of his mouth, between his teeth, and down along his tongue. He could no longer talk.

"Don't worry," Marcus said as he pushed the boy back into his cage. "You can always bark."

"Thank you for coming," Professor Verger said several days later.

"Absolutely," Victoria replied. "To be honest, I'm very grateful for all of the hard work you and your team are doing. Personally, I think it's amazing that a facility like the Crestwood Asylum exists."

"Indeed," said the surgeon.

The door opened, and Victoria cocked her head, probably assuming she would get to see her stepson. Instead, one of the nurses walked in, and she was indeed holding onto a leash.

Bound by black latex, someone crawled forward, inching along on her elbows and knees. Smirking, Victoria considered the menu, and she realized it was foolish to assume that the prisoner-patient was female. With the right hormone therapies, surgeries, and cosmetic modifications, that may have been a man once upon a time. If so, Dr. Chen really did know what she was doing.

“Who’s this?” Victoria asked as she nodded down toward the transformed pet.

“Her name was Alice, but I haven’t picked out a new name for her. There are just so many good choices, you know?” The manager took the leash from the nurse, "Thank you, Carly," Verger said to her subordinate.

"Yes, ma'am. I'm happy to serve! Thank you for giving me the opportunity to be a slave-nurse," she replied.

Victoria shook her head. She didn't say anything, but Verger still noticed. "You disapprove?"

"Not at all," Victoria replied diplomatically. "I just marvel at how we weak some people can be."

"Oh?"

Someone less resilient might have stuttered out an excuse or backtracked. Victoria, however, understood her charisma and influence across society. Although she respected Professor Verger, she wouldn't be intimidated by this woman. "As far as I can see, there are two types of people in the world: masters and slaves. Maybe this is an oversimplification, but my time here makes me think that some people simply won't break while others are destined for captivity and subjugation." When the professor didn't say anything right away, Victoria smirked and shook her head again, "It makes me think of my stepson. I'm sure, given the right opportunities, he could have been an entirely boring and mundane individual, someone who would have been wealthy without effort, and who never would have accomplished anything meaningful beyond buying some overpriced house out in the suburbs and playing video games and maybe getting married before the divorce cleaned him out."

"You don't have much respect for him, do you?"

"He simply proves my point. Some people are weak. Henry is certainly a beta."

"An interesting theory," Verger replied. "But right now, are you ready to watch?" Professor Verger asked.

Victoria and the proprietress turned back toward the two-way mirrors. He wasn't there, not yet.

Soon…

Dr. Chen, Marcus, Jacob, Nurse Carley, and one of her colleagues came through the door. They opened up his cage, and they escorted him out. From there, they brought him down a long hallway.

The next thing he knew, he was in a larger space. This room had wide windows to the left and right.

Nurse Carly stood over him. "Fetch, boy," she said right as she produced a tennis ball. She tossed it off to the side.

Over the last few days, Nurse Carly had trained him consistently. She brought him outside, had him run around, perform tricks, and eat out of his bowls. It had only been a few days, maybe a week at most, yet his chest still contracted when he thought of his last real, "human" meal. He often thought about how he took food for granted.

Not anymore.

Worse, the ball rolled away, and then he glanced up at the mirrors. He wondered if anyone was watching him. Then again, he peeked up toward the left and right, and he had to imagine there were hidden cameras placed throughout this room. In fact, his entire time at the Crestwood Asylum had probably been recorded.

Who would watch it?

When the idea first occurred to him, it gave him some solace and strength. If they recorded all of this, then that would be evidence. Inevitably, it could be used against the people who ran this place, whoever they were…

Only then another realization sank in. The owners of the asylum were willing to make recordings because they knew they were in no danger. As far as he could see, they may have had help from police officers, judges, and other government entities. He hated the idea, yet it all made so much sense. In fact, he made the conscious decision that if he managed to escape, he would try to avoid the police until he knew what was actually going on. Instead, he could maybe try to get some money out of one of his accounts and go into hiding.

But first, he had to figure some way out.

Those thoughts continued to hover around him like clouds off in the distance. And yet, he stopped thinking about them. Little by little, he could feel himself succumb, especially when Nurse Carly approached him. Worse, she only fed him once a day, so he would see her, and realize that this was his chance to earn another bowl filled with dog food.

Even if someone was watching, it didn't matter.

Like a good dog, Henry rushed forward, bent his head down, and wrapped his teeth around the tennis ball. Yes, he still had a bone gag wedged in his mouth, making it so he couldn't talk. Still, he could dig his teeth down into the ball’s fuzzy exterior.

"Good puppy," Nurse Carly called out before she slapped her thigh.

Like the obedient dog he was becoming, he turned, and he rushed toward her. She took the ball, only to hold it up in front of him. "You want this? Do you want this, boy?"

For a second, Henry wished he could turn his head and look back at the mirrors. For all he knew, this was an observation room, but no one was watching. Or someone was, maybe it was just another nurse or the doctor or something. He assumed it wouldn't be anyone important.

"This is amazing," Victoria said.

"Thank you," Professor Verger replied. "What do you think of his progress so far?"

Henry’s stepmother didn't answer. Instead, she marveled at the sight of that boy down on his elbows and knees. Yes, there was something exquisite about seeing the tail wedged between his buttocks, plus the skintight latex wrapped around his frame. He was trapped in there, she thought. He couldn't break out of that prison. He couldn't stand up. How long had it been since he enjoyed the privilege of rising to his feet?

One question flashed behind her eyes. She didn't voice it. It was childish and unnecessary. Besides, she told herself that a boy like him couldn't actually affect her with anything he said, yet those words still rang inside of her head, Who's the bitch now?

"Wag for me," Nurse Carly said. She wore this huge smile. It was the kind of grin young women only gave to children and adorable dogs. He was an adorable dog. He was this little puppy, and he would serve. Sure, he was supposed to be a young man, someone who could go out into the world and make some of the most important decisions of his life. Instead, he wore his latex suit, his mask, and the bone gag kept him from saying anything his captors might not like.

He could whimper and growl and bark. That was it…

Despite his fantasies of defiance, Henry started to wag his tail from side to side. The fuzzy curves slapped against the backs of his legs. Nurse Carly flashed an even larger smile now. She was so bright, so beautiful.

"You really like that, don't you? I bet if we let you out of your chastity cage, you’d get hard instantly, wouldn't you? Yes, you would!"

Then she made it even worse because she reached down, and she slid her hands through his exposed hair, then down along his neck and toward his back. At this point, her fingertips roamed along the latex, but it still felt incredible.

For almost an hour, Victoria watched. She stood there, right in front of the two-way mirror, her hands at her sides. Normally, she couldn't be this patient. And yet, the excitement simmered through her body, and this felt like some incredible reverie. She saw that boy, and he had represented a genuine threat to her wealth and well-being. But now, he was just a dog.

"I want this made permanent," she said. "Send me the paperwork. Make sure that he’s always a dog. Make sure he can never, ever get back to his old life."

"That sounds lovely," Professor Verger said.

The next day, they dragged him out of his cage, down the hall, and into a strange room. The orderlies grabbed him and lifted him up. When he saw the surgical table, he tried to spin around. On some level, Henry must have recognized to the futility of that movement. Seriously, did he think he was going to be able to get away? They had kept in here for so long already!

Perhaps he had simply hoped that this was the new equilibrium for his life. Maybe he imagined some scenario where he would be kept in his latex uniform, humiliated, and degraded, but ultimately left alone, at least in terms of his "treatment". He didn't get to talk to anyone; over the vast majority of the time he’d been here, Henry had been gagged. Still, there were moments when he scurried down the hall, and he passed the large dining room. He picked up on snippets of conversation from other patients.

Yes, many of them had experienced surgeries already. Breast enhancements, penile reductions, libido enhancers, permanent chastity, and more—or worse. That knowledge only made him want to cooperate, if only so the surgeon might focus her sadistic impulses on someone else.

The orderlies forced him up onto the table. They unzipped his latex prison, freeing him.

Dr. Chen soon walked into the room, and she watched as the boy thrashed. He struggled to throw his arms and legs out, like he thought some wild strike might have been enough to earn him his freedom. Perhaps he even fantasized about punching Marcus or Jacob or one of the other men and knocking them out. Then, he could slip off of the bed, run outside, and escape.

Then again, Henry’s muscles felt different. After spending so much time down on his elbows and knees, he wasn't even sure he’d be able to walk without at least a few minutes of reorienting himself.

They didn't give him that respite. Instead, Chen’s associates tied him down, strapping him in place. Moving efficiently and with practiced ease, the orderlies finished with his restraints, leaving his naked body on display. He wore nothing but his shock collar, gag, and chastity cage.

That's when the doors opened again, and he saw Rebecca first. She sauntered in. She narrowed her eyes as she examined her stepbrother. "Hello, Henry," she said, surprising him. For the most part, she had ignored Henry, almost like he didn't warrant her attention. She was older, beautiful, and incredibly capable. Consequently, she focused on her own ambitions. A boy like Henry never interested her.

So what was she doing here?

Then he saw his stepmother, and he stopped worrying about Rebecca. He looked at her, and she smiled at him. She even waved!

"Henry," she said. "I just wanted you to know that I chose this for you. But I wanted to give you a chance. Is there anything you’d like to say? Would you like to try to convince me to bring you back home now?"

She was giving him a chance!

Hope unfurled itself deep within his chest. He sat up as much is the restraints allowed and tried to talk. He tried to gush out one plea after another. In that moment, he didn't care if he was supposed to be angry or even if he should have hated her. Instead, he just tried to say, "Please. Please, take me back. Please, I’ll be good. I swear. I will be good and I will do whatever you tell me to do! You can have my money. Take the inheritance! You can have all of it!"

Obviously, the gag rendered every word and syllable into complete gibberish.

Victoria screwed up her features as she watched him. Her eyes narrowed and her brows furrowed, "I'm sorry. What was that? I can't understand you."

He stared at her.

Then, with mounting horror, he watched as the sly smile stretched across her lips. Then she shrugged with theatrical cruelty, "Oh well. I guess that means you want to be turned into a good little doggie, don't you? By the way, Dr. Chen, what are you going to be doing with him?"

He didn't want to know. He wished he could just close his eyes and hide from his future, whatever it might have been.

The Asian woman stood over him, and she seemed to consider him, her eyes gliding along his body as she studied the canvas with which she would be working. Yes, she was an artist, which meant he was nothing but an object in need of modification.

Dr. Chen cleared her throat and said very carefully, "Per our discussions, we’ll give him floppy ears, stretch out his tongue, fix his arms and legs, and then we will fix him."

Fix him? What was that supposed to mean?

He glanced over at Rebecca, almost as though he expected her to help. Instead, she had pulled out her phone, and now she seemed both bored and distracted as she texted or read through some message. Then Victoria leaned down. Her breath was warm against his ear as she said, "You're going to be fixed like any other dog. I'm sorry. As a dog, you’ll never have puppies of your own. Oh, and there's something else, isn't there, Dr. Chen?"

"We’ll lock him in permanent latex. Once sealed, removal will be completely impossible."

Permanent latex? What did that mean? It sounded self-explanatory, yet Henry couldn't believe it. Silently, he raged against the concept. As far as he was concerned, something like this was completely and utterly impossible.

"It's a new kind of polymer," Dr. Chen explained. "It's healthy enough to wear, and it will keep your movements restricted for the rest of your life. Once it is placed on your body with the proper chemicals and adhesives, it will bond with your flesh on an organic level. Removing it would be like trying to remove your own skin: impossible.”

"Don't worry," Victoria said. "I went over the designs with the good doctor here. There are strategic openings."

He still didn't know what that meant, but different possibilities flashed through Henry's skull.

"Now, shall we begin?" Dr. Chen asked as she picked up the scalpel.

He screamed.

He screamed until his voice was raw. His vision blurred out almost immediately. The pain broke apart every thought and idea. He couldn't see anything through the tears as the doctor cut into his ears. Next, she injected something into his jaw, paralyzing him. From there, she pulled out his tongue, stretching it past his lips. Again, she cut, making one incision after another. The pain exploded along his skin. The aroma of blood his nostrils, and he kept struggling.

At this point, his efforts had nothing to do with escape. Instead, this was just the wild, animal frenzy of a beast that was frightened of a human and had to escape.

In that moment, Dr. Chen became a vet.

She even cut into his throat, modifying his vocal cords. He could feel it as it was happening. He still tried to speak, but the sounds suddenly cut out. He felt like some toy that had been broken by a sadistic child.

After that, she worked on his feet, his knees, his ankles, wrists and elbows.

At some point, he passed out.

"Wake up," came a playful voice. "Wake up, Henry."

Her voice seemed to come from far away. Immediately, he didn't like those sounds, only he couldn't figure out why not. What was wrong?

"She's almost ready for us."

She?

Tentatively, he scrunched his eyes shut and then opened them. "By the way, you have very, very pretty eyes now," Victoria said from her side of his cage. Yes, he was in some kind of travel crate, but it wasn't on the floor. Instead, he was on some kind of table or cart? Still disoriented, he didn't really understand what any of this meant. "While you were unconscious, I had Dr. Chen give you different eye colors. It was really fascinating watching her work with the injections. It's probably for the best to you passed out. Then again, I could always tell you were a weakling. That's why you went off to hide in your room, wasn't it? You had all of these advantages, but you still didn't want to face the world. Oh well." She shrugged. "This way, you're not going to worry about anyone rejecting you. You never have to worry about losing your virginity ever again. It's not going anywhere. No one can take it from you."

He remembered what he had heard before.

They were going to fix him.

Instinctively, he closed his eyes, and he could sense something was different. Something had been taken away. Underneath the layer of his latex prison, he could feel the modifications.

The desires were still there, strangely enough. He flashed back to memories of Rebecca. He had always wondered what it would be like to see her in her panties or bra, to come close to her, to run his fingers through her hair, maybe even to kiss her. And yet, that would never happen.

"Out, boy," Victoria said, opening up the cage. "Come on." She reached in and attached of the leash to his collar. Then she tugged, and he started to scamper forward.

Victoria pushed him down onto his elbows and knees. He stumbled and slipped and fell three feet. The air was knocked from his lungs, but she didn't seem to mind. Instead, she walked him toward a pair of big, mahogany doors. When they opened, he saw the large desk, bookcases studded with large and elaborate tomes, the windows, and the woman. She glanced up. She didn't seem surprised to see the puppy boy crawling toward her.

"Hello, Judge Croft," Victoria said.

A judge?

"First off, I'm glad you brought him," Judge Croft said. "It's always easier to make a determination when I can see the patient for myself."

If this was a judge, then Henry could talk to her. Even if she was corrupt, that still gave him some leverage, right? Back at Crestwood, he couldn't bribe the nurses or orderlies. Either they were well-paid, truly believed in what they were doing, or they were too frightened of the owners to step out of line. But a judge…

If she was corrupt, then he could bribe her! She could be bought!

Judge Croft rose from her seat, strolled around her desk, and leaned down as she gazed down at the puppy dog. Right away, he whimpered out something, making these desperately pathetic little sounds. He tried to talk. He tried to shape the real sounds, and sometimes he assumed he could hear the outlines of his words, even if the bone gag muddled with them to the point of incomprehensibility.

"What's his name?"

"Henry," Victoria said. "But I'm thinking about filling out the paperwork to have his name legally changed. I'm thinking something like Fetch or Rover might be more appropriate."

"Lovely," said Judge Croft. "And today, you’re asking the court for the removal of all of his legal rights? You want him to be reclassified as a permanently dependent individual incapable of making his own decisions? After this, he will no longer he can be considered a citizen of the United States?"

"Yes, ma'am," Victoria said. Even if she looked down on this public servant, she still understood how decorum worked here.

"Can you make him do some tricks for me?"

"Henry, roll over," Victoria instructed.

He had done this so much for Nurse Carly, but the situation was different here. Instantly, he thought he would defy her. He had to resist! He had to rebel!

But instead, his muscle memory took over, and he rolled around on the floor. He could feel the soft latex against his skin. At the same time, he came back up onto his elbows and knees, and then he started wagging.

With concentrated effort, he stopped. No, he didn't want to look like some pathetic dog.

"Can you remove his gag?"

Yes!

For one reason or another, Judge Croft actually needed to hear from him!

Victoria leaned down and removed the gag without arguing. The moment it left his lips, he looked up at Judge Croft. The woman standing above him crossed her arms over her chest and asked, "Henry, I will consider anything you have to say. If you want to tell me something, now is the time."

He opened his mouth and tried to speak. His tongue felt different, he quickly realized. It was longer and flatter than he had expected. Then he remembered the surgery. His heart hammered faster, and he stared up at her. He tried to say something. He began to shape the words, only his vocal cords didn't react as he had expected. A hot surge of frustration blasted up his spine as he tried again. He whimpered. He growled. He couldn’t shape real words or sounds.

After another couple of seconds, he started barking. Yes, he was barking just like a dumb dog.

What the hell was wrong with him?

The modifications. The surgeries.

Those answers rippled along his thoughts. Right away, he worked to come up with something he could do. He thought of those Greek tragedies where characters might try to write something out with their hands. Only then he looked down, and he tried to flex his fingers, yet his muscles refused to obey. It felt as though he didn't have any fingers at all, like his hands had been clearly modified. He only had rounded paws. Then again, it didn't matter one way or another, since his knuckles would have been trapped underneath the restrictive latex.

According to Dr. Chen, he would never be able to remove it.

She had functionally turned him into a pet. He was an animal, trapped on all-fours, unable to speak, unable to walk, unable to grasp anything in the palms of his hands…

"Go on," Judge Croft said.

He barked again. He howled now.

Judge Croft turned away, and she glanced back at Victoria. His stepmother yanked on his leash, pulling it hardly. Right away, he whimpered again. He hated that sound, yet it seemed to jump from his throat anyway.

"Based on this performance, I’m approving your petition. As far as the law is concerned, Henry is gone. Instead, you are now the proud owner of this sweet puppy dog. Congratulations.”

"Thank you very much, your honor."

"If you don't mind my asking, what are you going to do with him?"

"I'm sending him back to Crestwood Asylum for some obedience training. After that, I'm going to bring him home. To be honest, I think it might be good for my daughter to spend some time with him."

"Oh? And why is that?" Judge Croft asked as she made small talk with the client.

"Things have been a little bit tense between us lately," Victoria admitted. "I'm thinking some responsibility might be good for her. Taking care of this dog might help her relax. You know? Besides, I know this was best for my stepson, but I'm not sure I want to be responsible for taking him on a walk every day or changing his bowl."

"That makes sense. Dogs are a lot of work," Judge Croft acknowledged as she signed the declarations. And just like that, his independence, freedom, and humanity were all taken away. As far as the government was concerned, Henry no longer existed. Instead, there was just this puppy boy down on his paws. He had been modified, and there was no going back. This was his life now. This would always be his life.

He didn't fall asleep in the crate. Instead, a pair of orderlies came in, grabbed the cart, and pushed him along. They put his dog cage in the back of a large van. The doors closed, so he couldn't see anything. At that point, he tried to close his eyes and relax.

Henry couldn't do it. Instead, he rolled onto his side, and he tried to flex his arms and legs. Yes, he could still move...to some degree. And yet, he came to the same conclusion again and again.

"One more time," he tried to convince himself. He didn't think about the cage, the truck, the orderlies, or the fact that he would soon be trapped behind thick, stone walls and gates, out in the middle of nowhere…

There were so many different reasons why he was utterly trapped and could never get back to his old life. Some small voice at the back of his brain told him he should just accept this. He could be a good little dog. He could run around the feet of his owners. He could chase balls and wag his tail and…

Tightening his eyes shut, Henry shook his head even though there was no one in that cage to see it. Breathing faster now, he could feel his chest stretch the latex binding his torso. He didn't think about his surgically-altered toes or his fingers. Instead, this boy tried to push out. He tried to stretch the restrictive skin he had now been given. He pulled and twisted, wiggling to one side, then the other.

With a grimace, he understood what he was doing. And yet, he still had to break free. What if he could get out? What if there was some weakness, some design flaw? If he got very lucky, he could find it and exploit it and show these women that he couldn't be controlled! He wasn't patient, and there had never been anything wrong with him!

Clinging to those ideas, he kept fighting the second skin. He had to get this latex off!

He tried to push, pull, and strain it with every iota of strength he possessed.

None of it helped.

After two or three minutes, Henry found himself at the bottom of his cage, panting as his tongue fell past his lips.

Reluctantly, he closed his eyes and tried to relax. They’d get back to the asylum soon. He would be trained.

Victoria glanced over at her daughter as their driver brought them back to the Crestwood Asylum. As always, Rebecca had her eyes directed down at her screen. Of course, there was now a slight smile tugging at the corner of her mouth.

"You're really looking forward to this, aren't you?" Victoria asked.

"I guess," Rebecca said.

"I think it's going to be really good for you," Victoria told her.

Rebecca surprised her by asking, "What's that?" Again, the young woman didn't pull her gaze away from her phone. Either she was playing a game or more likely, texting with one of her friends. Between her charisma, wealth, and beauty, Rebecca never had any trouble with those around her. Unlike some of her classmates who had focused on academics and the bright ambitions of the corporate world, Rebecca seemed far more interested in her personal relationships. Besides, she already had money. Why would she decide to pour all of her time and effort into PowerPoint projects, Excel sheets, and other corporate tools?

"Taking care of Henry. I think you're going to have a lot of fun with him. Besides, he's going to be very, very useful."

"Oh?"

"Let's just say I think we can have some fun with his oral enhancements."

"Maybe," Rebecca replied.

Settling into the back of the limousine, Victoria relaxed and enjoyed herself. As far as she was concerned, everything had been handled. She had faced one monumental threat: Henry. If he had taken his inheritance, then things could have been very awkward. But now, that boy was trapped in his latex suit—permanently; he would always be a dog. He would never be anything but a dog. She smiled to herself, relaxed, and closed her eyes. They still had a little while before they’d arrive at the asylum, so she could go to sleep.

Settling in, Victoria closed her eyes while Rebecca glanced over at her mother.

No, the older woman had no idea.

Perfect.

Victoria radiated power as she strode down the hallway. Her high heels clicked against the marble floors, and she found the door ahead of her. Sure enough, it was unlocked. When she walked in, she found her stepson down on his elbows and knees. He had been removed from his cage, and now he seemed to be dozing on his side. But then he heard the door open, and he looked up in time to see her. He found his stepmother standing above him. Dressed in a pencil skirt, stockings, and a dark blue blouse, she could have walked into any conference room or CEO’s office.

But right there, she had something far more "recreational" in mind.

"Hello, puppy dog," she said. "How are you feeling?"

He growled at her.

"Oh, is that how you’re supposed to address your owner?"

He pouted at her. It was hard to see behind the mask, but she had specifically chosen one that would allow her to pick out some of those details. Seeing him now to definitely sent a thrill of excitement running through her body.

"Do you see what I have here?" She reached into her purse, and she pulled out the controller.

When he saw that small piece of plastic, the moisture dissipated from his mouth, and he knew he should try to speak, only he couldn't help himself. When he attempted to talk, he just growled instead. It wasn't fair!

"Now, I know you're going to be a very good little puppy dog for me because that's who you are, and I'm sure Verger's people have done a great job of training you. Isn't that right."

His eyes narrowed.

She stood over him, raised her hand into the air, and said, "Shake."

Immediately, he understood what she expected.

This was another one of the tricks he had learned. Understanding the concept had been ridiculously easy, of course. Despite how he was treated and everything the doctors and nurses said to him, he still had the intellect of a young man.

His obedience kicked in. After weeks or months of training, he pushed himself up onto his haunches as she desired. And then he reached out with his "paw". Really, it was the tip of his elbow. She shook his "hand".

"Very good," she said. "With that kind of obedience, you might even deserve a treat. Would you like a treat, puppy dog?" She reached into her purse again. Yes, she still held the controller in one hand, but now she had a small cookie in the other.

The doggie boy's mouth watered. Yes. Yes, he wanted that treat!

"Up," she said, pinching the cookie between two fingers and bringing it down toward the tip of his nose. He lifted his head, and he aimed his eyes right at the ceiling. Yes, he had to keep the cookie right there. He couldn't drop it. If he did, then he wouldn't get his treat.

It was as simple as that.

Moment by moment, Henry struggled so hard to hate this woman. He fought hard to summon some inferno of anger. He needed the rage to course through his body. And yet, the adrenaline failed to materialize. He didn't enjoy that surge of extra energy or the jagged grind of hatred. Instead, he behaved just like a good little dog. He actually concentrated on keeping his nose in the air.

She picked up the cookie from his nose, and then she tossed it down onto the floor. "Go on," she said.

His eyes narrowed and he tried to fight it.

"If you don't want it, I can pick it up and throw it away."

Her boy gulped and scurried over to the cookie. He bowed his head down, and he chomped it up, chewing and swallowing. Yes, he knew it was a dog treat, but he didn't care. It was sweet, and that little taste of sugar was amazing, especially compared to the dry dog food he usually ate.

"Good boy. If you keep serving me, you might get another one of those. Wouldn't that be lovely?"

He turned back around and faced her. With nothing but his glare, he tried to communicate something important to her.

And yet, when she smiled down at him, she didn't view him as a young man capable of thinking for himself. On the contrary, he was just a sweet little doggie, so he had to do as she said. She would train him and play with him, and that was pretty much it.

"I want you to know that I’ll be using you from time to time. But for now, I'm going to hand you off to Rebecca. What do you think of that?"

Some of the color drained away from his cheeks. The mask obscured most of his features, but she could still read the fear playing across his face. "Yeah, I imagine she's going to be pretty cruel. I think she’ll insist on a lot of crate training. Plus, she will be pretty liberal with this, don't you think?" Victoria held up the controller. "In fact, let's test it."

Right away, he whimpered and shook his head from side to side. He knew exactly how pathetic he looked, but Henry still couldn't help himself.

"What? You don't want me to test it? Maybe you should start begging then."

He got up on his haunches. He whimpered. He held out his paws and desperately tried to get her to change her mind. Despite this degrading stance, he understood how sharp those blasts of electricity could be. He didn't want to endure another shock. He couldn't take it!

Then again, it felt as though his understanding of the world had shifted. Before he arrived at the asylum, maybe he would have been able to hold out. Perhaps he could have built up some kind of defense by cultivating his resilience. By now, however, he knew the truth. They wore him down. They changed him. That's why he’d do whatever she wanted.

He begged. He braced himself on his haunches, he held out his faux paws, and he made those little whimpering sounds for her. He stared up at her with big, eager eyes. In that moment, it seemed almost impossible to imagine him as an independent young man who had once been capable of asserting himself. Now he was just an eager little doggie who’d whatever she wished.

With that in mind, she lifted her skirt, she grabbed onto her stockings, and she slipped her feet from her high heels.

What was she doing?

Still braced in that servile position, Henry watched, but he didn't understand.

"This is going to be very good for both of us," she said. Then she shrugged. "Actually, it's probably going to be better for me, but that's fine." A maleficent smile curved along her lips. "You’ll be useful. And no, I'm not talking about barking at the mailman." She chuckled. "There's a reason why you have that very long, adroit tongue. Are you ready to use it, boy?"

He tried to pull back, to scurry away from her, so she shocked him.

The pain exploded out from the collar. It snapped into him, the electrodes lighting up and delivering that incandescent supernova of agony.

The next thing he knew, he was on his back, and she towered above him. She still wore her skirt, but she had removed her stockings, shoes, and panties. Now she crouched over him, straddling his face and pressing her sex down against his mouth.

He squirmed, struggling from side to side, but the modifications made it impossible for him to get away, especially once he was down on his back like this.

Enjoying herself, she rubbed her sex against his mouth. She was already wet, her pussy damp and glistening with excitement. "Good. That's right. I like it when you struggle and fight, boy."

He wasn't gagged; he could use his lips and tongue.

Even so, he attempted to fight this. And yet, she held the controller up. At the edge of his sight, he could see that little plastic box. She just had to push a button again, and the shock collar would activate, reminding him once again of who he was and where he belonged.

She was a woman. More importantly, she was his owner. She had total power over him. She had demonstrated this when she went through the menu of options and picked out what would be best for him.

As she slid her body forward and back, she rubbed her pussy against his mouth. "Lick, doggie. Lick like a good little pet." She loved that word! She loved every word and sound. Excitement rolled through her, especially because he slid his tongue up, and he lapped at her opening.

Her eyes widened with a different kind of bliss. Excitement shot through her. She didn't know it could feel this good! Yes, Dr. Chen really was a genius; that woman knew exactly how to modify this boy's tongue for maximum satisfaction!

At this point, she almost regretted leaving him here for so long. She could have brought him home and trained them herself! Then again, her friends would probably start wondering where she had gone; with this boy at home, getting out of the house would prove much more difficult…She started to giggle and chuckle, only to lose herself to fresh, panting rushes of desire. The excitement thrummed through her body, turning her on more and more. He licked frantically now, his tongue darting along her pussy.

His stepmother was close, so incredibly close! Victoria rode his face, taking everything from him.

But then the doors burst open.

Before she could even start to stand, the orderlies grabbed her. They picked her up and pulled her away. They were holding her now, and they started to strip her. "What the hell is going on?" Victoria demanded. Disbelief swam through her. How dare they treat her like this? Didn't they know who she was?

That was the problem. They knew exactly who this woman was and how it was time for her diagnosis…

Victoria couldn't possibly comprehend what was going on, not even as they stripped her naked. Yes, she had already removed her shoes, stockings, and panties, but now they unzipped her skirt and tossed it to the floor. Next, they ripped the buttons on her blouse, yanking off her top and going for her bra next. Soon enough, she was naked in front of that brute, Marcus, as well as several of his associates.

With their big, muscular hands, they groped her and stripped her, removing one layer after another until she was naked. She thrashed about, kicking and desperately trying to pull away.

In the meantime, the puppy dog had pulled himself back up onto his elbows and knees. He stared with a look of incredulity plastered across his face because he didn't understand how something like this could happen. Yes, he was a dog, but now he had to wonder if this was some kind of trick?

Eventually, one of the orderlies realized that the dog was out of his cage, so he escorted the boy right back behind those bars. Like a good and obedient pet, Henry didn't argue or fight. Soon, he was locked back up, all while his stepmother shouted, "You can't do this to me! Do you have any idea who I am? I'm going to make sure you're fired for this! You're going to be worse than fired!" Did she even know what that meant? Did she have any particular threat in mind? No. Not really. And yet, she vented her frustrations. As a wealthy woman, she was accustomed to a certain kind of treatment.

This was the exact opposite.

Victoria then stopped, freezing in place when one of the orderlies pulled out the straitjacket. She saw the white, canvas fabric. Her eyes got big, and she shook her chin from side to side. "No…" Victoria finally managed to breathe out. She understood what the straitjacket meant, of course. Even if she couldn't comprehend how or why these men could be so incompetent that they would strip her and treat her like this, she still knew how badly she needed to retain the use of her arms.

The straitjacket symbolized so much more than immobility. Technically, having her knuckles trapped underneath her biceps against her rib cage didn't change a whole lot. She could still walk or run. Still, the straitjacket signified her captivity as well as something far more dangerous: her incompetence.

Although Victoria routinely did Pilates, that wasn't enough to give her any sort of fighting chance against these men. They grabbed her arms and slid them into the sleeves. Next, they strapped the straitjacket into place, even going so far as to pull the strap between her legs. It rubbed against her pussy (which was still wet from Henry's tongue).

"If you don't quiet down," Marcus said, "We're going to have to gag you."

"You wouldn't dare," she hissed with all of the decisive certainty she possessed.

Marcus didn't give her a second warning. He nodded toward one of his men. They muzzled her, pulling the mask up along the bottom half of her face. She could feel the bit slide between her teeth even as she snarled one threat after another. After that, her growls and moans became incoherent.

Inside of his cage, Henry could only watch as they escorted his stepmother away. abc

They brought her directly into the surgery theater. They tied her ankles to the table and even strapped her head to the padding. She couldn't move more than half an inch in any direction. She had never been trapped like this before. Victoria truly didn't know what to do. Her heart kept pounding, and she yearned to fight back, only she didn't know how. For once in her life, she wasn't going up against some restaurant employee who had to work hard to please her.

Even when she confronted Henry, she had done it while knowing that she had the Crestwood Asylum on her side.

"Hello," Professor Verger said right after she walked into the operating room. "How are we feeling today?"

Still gagged, Victoria nonetheless attempted to speak. She shouted into her gag, making as much noise as she could. And even if it wasn't dignified, she slammed her heels and palms and elbows down against the table beneath her as she demonstrated his displeasure.

"At this point, you must be confused about what's going on," Professor Verger said. "To be honest, this is to be expected. A woman in your condition often has difficulty understanding what’s happening to her."

A woman in her condition? No. No way. No fucking way! There was nothing wrong with her!

"Yes, I know," continued the professor. "Hysteria is a very disconcerting problem. Unfortunately, I have been observing you for quite some time, and I have reached the inescapable conclusion that you are incapable of making your decisions. Hyper-emotional and psychologically unstable, you’re going to require extensive treatment. Fortunately, there’s someone here who can help.”

Oh no.

Victoria's chest tightened even as she imagined what could theoretically happen. As far as she was concerned, this was supposed to be utterly impossible, but what if Professor Verger did the unthinkable? What if she had Victoria committed, modified her, "cured" her, and eventually sold her off? That was how they funded their most extreme experiments, right?

But this wasn't supposed to happen to her! It was supposed to be impossible! Didn't Amanda Verger remember how much Victoria had in her bank account? She had already given over more than two hundred thousand dollars for Henry's treatment. Money was supposed to make the world comprehensible, Victoria thought.

The door opened again, and that's when she saw her daughter.

Rebecca!

Relief swept through the woman bound and gagged on the table.

"Hello, mother."

Jerking her head back up, Victoria tried to issue one command after another. She needed to say something like, "Rebecca, I'm glad you're here. Tell this bitch to let me up!" After that, she could contact some attorneys. Obviously, the Crestwood Asylum came equipped with quite a few defenses, but Professor Verger dared to imply there might be something wrong with Victoria? That she could have been hysterical like some nineteenth century ingénue? For that, she would pay. Victoria didn't even care how much money she had to spend. She would see this place toward down, brick by brick, and Professor Verger would spend the rest of her life in a prison, preferably off in some other country where the idea of inmates' rights simply didn't exist…

Or better yet, maybe Victoria could seize the entire asylum, bring in another crew of doctors, and have Verger herself committed here! Yeah, that would have been delicious.

"I want you to know that there are no hard feelings between us," Rebecca said.

Wait, what?

Rebecca strode forward and reached down, gliding her knuckles along Victoria's cheek. Her mother jerked away, yet Rebecca only seemed amused. "It's okay. I understand how disconcerting this can be. You’re hysterical. You don't understand how the world works. You're overwhelmed. That's why I'm taking control of our family finances. I’ve already spoken with Judge Croft. The paperwork has all been signed. Now, it's just a matter of going through the menu."

Menu?

Dr. Chen walked through the door. "Professor Verger, you’re confident of your diagnosis?"

"Extreme hysteria," said the other woman. She clicked her tongue and shook her head with mock sympathy. "But I'm sure a life in latex will be much better for her. Once her options are limited, she will be far, far happier."

No! They couldn't do this to her!

"By the way," Rebecca said, "I'm not interested in owning any dogs. In fact, I think I'm just going to go travel for a while. I’d love to spend more time in Asia; Tokyo and Hong Kong are supposed to be nice this time of year. But luckily for you, and Henry, I have found an excellent owner for you! She already loves dogs, and she would like to have a whole pack of bitches just like you." Rebecca grinned and let that moment stretch on. "Professor Verger will take such good care of you."

"I'm ready to begin," Dr. Chen announced. She stepped up to Victoria. The bottom half of her face was covered in that white mask, she wore surgical gown, and she held up the scalpel.

It was time to get to work.

Victoria screamed and thrashed, fighting as hard as she could. It wasn't enough. It wasn't anywhere near enough. Just as so many other patients at the Crestwood Asylum discovered, there'd be no escape.

The End
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