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Verger’s Dolls

To her friends and the many guys automatically noticed her, Jillian Vanderbilt existed as an ethereal creature. She had her blonde hair neatly trimmed, and it all shined under the restaurant's golden yellow lights. Her bangs curved beautifully along her forehead, and her mane came to a stop right between her shoulder blades. She looked like a model, especially with that hint of pink lipstick along the curves of her mouth, and the touch of rouge on her cheeks. In her white blouse, blue vest, and pleated skirt, she looked incredible. The bright red of her high heels completed her outfit.

Yes, Jillian had spent almost an hour getting ready, double checking her reflection, and considering exactly what she should wear. Even so, she approached the "best" table at the back of the establishment with a tremor of nervous tension tightening in her stomach. Devlin's was one of the most exclusive eateries in the city, but Jillian wasn't surprised to find her aunt seated at that particular spot. Marina Vanderbilt was the kind of woman who didn't need a job. She had money and something else equally important: social status. She forged alliances with different members of the City Council, well-placed individuals in the mayor's office, not to mention a plethora of "friends" who worked at some of the biggest companies around town.

Despite her best efforts, Jillian saw the way her aunt's lips hardened as she approached.

"High heels? Really?" Marina asked. "You know, those aren't really appropriate for a restaurant like Devlin's. Besides, this isn’t a date."

"I like them," Jillian said, which was true. Normally, she eschewed high heels. To her, they always seemed so uncomfortable, but there was something elegant and beautiful about this shade of shining, apple red. She genuinely liked them and had hoped that might be enough for her aunt. As always, it wasn't.

"My dear, you really need to learn more about fashion. The men of the world might dismiss these feminine charms as outdated and antiquated, but you and I are smart enough to understand the truth. It's a delicate dance to be a good woman—there are ideals you must fulfill."

It required all of her self-control, but Jillian managed to nod. Even if she wanted to roll her eyes, she refrained. That was a small victory, but she had to take what she could get.

"You might be right," Jillian finally said.

"Of course, I am," Marina replied. Now she stood up, reached out and gave her niece a quick hug. "Please, have a seat. Join me."

"Thank you, Aunt Marina," Jillian replied dutifully. She sat down and considered the dark-haired woman across the table.

Marina may have been older and much more experienced, but she still carried herself with a brittle yet powerful flavor of energy. Despite the streak of gray that had appeared along the top of her head, she still wore makeup, beautifully tailored dresses, and carried herself with a prim dignity few could match.

"So tell me, would you like to discuss the reason for our meeting now or later?"

Jillian sucked in a breath. Yes, she understood exactly what this was supposed to be about. Her heart started beating faster, and adrenaline squirted into her veins. She couldn't help it. No, this wasn't some kind of primordial fight for survival. Her ancestors had developed these biological responses to give her extra strength when it came to running away from a lion, tiger, or some other nasty predator. Nonetheless, her aunt managed to provoke that same kind of fear.

Frankly, Jillian would have preferred an angry bear.

Drawing in a slow breath, Jillian was trying to think of the best possible answer when the server arrived. "What can I get for you lovely ladies?" asked the young man. In his white, button-down shirt and black pants, he seemed appropriate enough.

Marina, however, stiffened her lower lip as she examined the boy. "I’ll have the trout and couscous. My niece will have the salmon, mashed potatoes, and steamed vegetables."

"Anything to drink?"

"No," Marina replied. "Thank you." Those two, sharpened the syllables made it abundantly clear that this boy needed to get out of there as quickly as possible.

After he scribbled her order, the server obliged, spinning around and practically running away. Technically, Marina hadn't been rude. She hadn't insulted the college kid, but he had smelled her power and bloodlust; it made him run like a frightened rabbit.

"You know, maybe I wanted to have something else tonight? Maybe some steak?"

"No," Marina said with a dismissive wave of her hand. "Steak is inappropriate for young lady such as yourself. Really, my dear, you must learn how to make the proper choices."

"You’ve been telling me that since I was a little girl. It hasn't stuck yet. Do you really think I'm going to change my mind now?"

"You always were a stubborn child," Marina conceded. "And no, my dear, that isn't a compliment."

"Well, I'm going to take it as one anyway," Jillian said. She flashed her aunt a smile and hoped she would get one in return. Sometimes, that worked.

Not tonight.

"This is serious," Marina said. "And I'm sure you can guess why I have invited you out tonight."

"Jonathan," Jillian said.

"You're so-called fiancé," replied her aunt.

Marina must have had more she intended to say, but Jillian straightened her back, leaned forward, and found herself grabbing onto the edge of the table. Her fingers pressed down until her nails and knuckles both whitened. Ordering for her was one thing, but Jillian knew she had to brace herself for this kind of argument. She had thought about it dozens, probably hundreds of times, and now she needed to be honest. She couldn't allow this cold, aristocratic woman to deter her, not this time, not again.

And yet, Jillian attempted to speak and failed. She could feel her vocal cords vibrate, but Marina spoke over her, "I understand that you’re infatuated with this boy. I'm sure he is very nice, but what kind of name is Jonathan Capistrano? My dear, you are a Vanderbilt. Do you understand what that means? Do you understand the heritage you bring with you wherever you go? When you insisted on going to college, I didn't argue with you."

"That's a lie," Jillian muttered.

"Excuse me?" Aunt Marina demanded, her eyes narrowing to angry slits.

"Come on," Jillian said. "In high school and college, you had lots to say about the guys I wanted to date. Heck, you even scared off Billy Talvin! He came to pick me up one night, and you talked to him, and he literally ran away."

"I simply offered him some advice," Marina replied primly.

"Well…" Jillian said. She forced her hands to relax and drew them away from the table. Instead, she pushed her fingertips against one another on her lap. "We aren’t talking about high school or college. We are talking about my fiancé. I know this is going to be hard for you, but I am marrying him. I want you at the wedding. You have been invited, and I love you, and I think you really do have my best interests at heart, but I can't live up to your ideals." There. She said it. No, that wasn't exactly what she had rehearsed over and over inside of her head, but it was close enough.

"Do you know what you're saying?"

Jillian didn't actually want to answer, especially because she understood what kind of rhetorical question this was supposed to be. Still, the awkward silence stretched, and it burned through her defenses. "What? What do you think I'm saying?" Jillian finally blurted out.

Her aunt considered the beautiful woman—a girl, to Marina—seated across the table from her. She didn't say anything right away, yet she let her cold demeanor chill the air around both of them. Moment by moment, Jillian Vanderbilt wished she could summon that same kind of stoic disappointment. Finally, Marina said, "You, my dear, are saying that you don't care about your lineage. You are saying that you have been given all of these incredible opportunities, and now you're just going to throw them away."

"John is a doctor," Jillian said.

"A doctor for poor people," Marina snorted, rolling her eyes with obvious disdain. "Perhaps, if he had any interest in bettering himself, then he might be worthy of your attention. But frankly, I doubt it." Marina leaned forward slightly. "The two of you are simply mismatched. Let him go. Let him find someone who is better suited for an individual of his class and standing."

"Class and standing? Do you know how you sound right now?"

"Reasonable? Sensible?" As Jillian attempted to sputter out some kind of counterpoint, Marina continued, "I understand this is difficult. Infatuations always are, but you can find someone better."

"Like who?"

"We both know that Calvin Ashford is quite interested in you. He’d be an excellent match for you. In fact, he might even be an ideal match."

"Calvin Ashford?"

"Have you really thought about him? Have you considered his assets, his family, his connections?"

"No…" Jillian said, shaking her head, even as the disgust rippled through her voice. "I want someone who's going to make the world a better place. That's John."

"I'm sure he will do quite well in his sad little practice as he helps people on Medicaid or whatever."

"That's how we—that’s how everyone—makes the world a better place. You have to help. It’s not all about donating money to tax shelters."

"No, we make the world a better place by sticking with our own. The world has a hierarchy, Jillian. I'm sorry you don't understand that, but like calls to like."

"What? Now you're quoting Shakespeare?"

"At least you can still recognize the works of the Immortal Bard."

"I also know that you're quoting one of the bad guys," Jillian pointed out.

"Wisdom is wisdom," Marina replied tartly.

"I have met Calvin. He is not a good man."

"He's an excellent man," Marina insisted. "He is already a VP of Finance at Ashford Industries."

"Gee, I wonder if his last name helped at all?"

"Does it matter?" Marina replied smoothly. "When you have assets, you use them. That's what I have been saying. That is what I have been trying to teach you."

"Do you even know what he does? Calvin is a spoiled brat. He's the kind of asshole who grew up getting whatever he wanted. Then he went to an impressive university as a legacy student. From there, he pretty much passed as the most mediocre student ever. Then he graduated and went to work for his father. That's not a real man. He won the genetic lottery and counts himself as a genius when the game was always rigged in his favor!"

“He has potential.”

“He’s a joke,” Jillian insisted.

"I'm sure his bank account would say otherwise."

"Aunt Marina, I love you. I love you, and I know you really want what is best for me, but that is John. He helps people. Can’t you see that?"

"He helps poor people. My dear, he's never going to succeed. He's never going to be able to cure the ills of the world. In this life, there is no actual compassion. There is no genuine sympathy or mercy. There are those who have the will to take and those who fail."

"I'm sorry you see things that way," Jillian said as she pulled her hand back. She glanced down at her lap. "I'm really sorry you see things that way. But I want you to know that your invitation stands. I'm going to marry John. He's a good man, and I love him. He makes me laugh. He makes me feel good."

"Those are trifles," Marina said with a dismissive wave of her hand. "But I want you to know, Jillian, that you are acting like a spoiled brat right now."

"Actually, I'm acting like an adult," Jillian shot back. She exhaled, closed her eyes, and realized something very simple. This wasn't going to be resolved. There were no words for her to say. She couldn't conjure some beautifully golden sentence that would magically make her aunt understand. They came from different worlds with different priorities. Maybe a sociologist somewhere would want to study the differences in their development and final conclusions. But at that moment, Jillian knew what she had to do. She stood. "I'm sorry I have to leave early, but this is clearly a waste of your time and mine. I hope you make it to the wedding."

Jillian stepped out from behind the table, and she strode for the exit. She walked even as she sensed her aunt's angry stare.

"Stop," Marina called out.

Despite everything Jillian wanted to believe about herself, she obeyed. She came to a stop and pushed her heels down against the floor. Her shoulders tensed, but she resisted the urge to turn around. At the same time, she hated how the anger prompted her eyes to start watering. Again and again, she told herself that she wasn't a little girl. She didn't have to listen to her Aunt Marina just because that woman was older and supposedly more mature.

"If you walk out of here right now, you will regret it. He isn't the right match for you."

"I don't care," Jillian growled back without turning around. At this point, there were probably several other patrons staring at both of them. Refusing to let herself care about a public display of defiance, Jillian started walking again.

Her high heels clicked against the floor until she shoved her way out through the double doors and out onto the street. From there, she walked over to the parking lot.

When she got there, Jillian finally stopped. All around her, cars were parked. She didn't see anyone else. The street beyond the restaurant may have been busy, but she was alone here. At the same time, some reflex made her become hyper-aware of the fact that she was now alone.

Her hands trembled as she reached into her purse and pulled out her phone. She brought up his number, hit the green button, and waited for the ring tone. From there, she languidly headed back toward her sedan.

"How’d it go?" John asked right away.

"About as well as you could expect," Jillian said with a sardonic smile. Simultaneously, she carefully dabbed her eyes so she wouldn't smudge her makeup. Then again, why did that even matter? Jillian was the kind of girl who didn't need to wear makeup. She only put it on because her aunt always insisted this was another one of those "feminine arts" that Jillian was supposed to know and understand—for some reason.

"That bad?"

"Worse," Jillian said.

"Give her some time," he said. "Maybe she’ll come around."

"You don't know her like I do. She is so stupidly stubborn. I swear, this is ridiculous. Why can't she just let me make my own decisions? Why does she keep treating me like I’m some bride from the 1800s or maybe a housewife from the 50s?"

"I don't know, babe. But I do know that I love you, and we’re going to be together no matter what it takes."

"Yeah…" Jillian agreed. Again, she dabbed her eyes. Then she glanced up, and she saw someone standing across the parking lot and walking her way.

At first, she couldn't understand why her mammalian instincts kicked in; she couldn't explain that jolt of fear that ran from the base of her skull down and to the rest of her body. A strange chill snapped into her gut even as her skin got hot.

He seemed normal enough, at least at first glance. But then she noticed he was holding onto something. It looked like some kind of rod or baton? Not only that, she saw a blue spark at the tip.

"Jillian? Are you there?" John asked after a few seconds.

At first, Jillian simply froze in place as she watched that stranger approach her. He came on quickly. He didn't run, but those strides seemed far more determined than made any sense. At the same time, he was headed straight for her…

"John?" Her voice dropped; she whispered so quietly she had to wonder whether or not the small microphone built into her phone would be able to pick up and transmit her voice.

"What is it?"

"There's someone here in the parking lot with me. I, I think you should call the police if anything happens."

"Just get to your car, lock the door, and I'm sure everything will be fine," he told her. Obviously, he wanted to reassure his fiancé, but she recognized the ploy for what it was.

Hoping this was just paranoia, she pulled out her key and walked over to her sedan. The stranger still came toward her in a straight line.

Then he was within just a few feet of her, and she had her key out, and she tried to slide it into the lock on her door.

Her aim was just slightly off. With her hands trembling, she couldn't move as quickly as she would have liked. Not only that, the parking lot was surprisingly dark. She jabbed the door and probably scratched the paint. Then she glanced up in time to watch the man come at her.

He lunged forward, and he jabbed the baton forward. At the same time, she saw another fresh set of blue sparks.

For no real reason, she remembered what the implement was called; it was a cattle prod.

Jillian tried to see his face, but he wore a mask. Up close, he still looked like little more than a shadow. This stark silhouette wanted her.

"Call the cops!" Jillian squealed out just as the baton came for her again. The stranger shoved it forward. She jumped to the side, just barely missing it.

Fresh panic walloped into her as she spun and started to run. Her high heels slammed down against the ground, but she couldn't get any kind of real speed. She tried to slide her feet out of the shoes. It didn't work on that first step or the second, but on the third and fourth she was able to leap ahead. The asphalt scraped into her bare feet, but Jillian didn't even notice.

She still held onto her phone. Maybe her fiancé was trying to talk to her, to get her to tell him what was going on.

She heard the footfalls behind her. That man was fast, freakishly fast, and then he had her. She felt the rod push up against the small of her back. For a moment, it just felt like a poke, and some part of her wondered why she had been so scared. Then the kidnapper hit the button and electricity surged out of the battery, up the central element, and to the prongs, then straight through her dress. The energy buzzed along her body, making her scream out as the world morphed into horrendous pain...then distant black...

"Call the cops!"

"Jillian? Jillian, what’s going on?” he asked before his voice morphed into a shout, “Come on, talk to me!"

He had just finished up with his last patient, closed up the office, and had been headed toward his used truck when he got the call from the most beautiful woman on the planet. Every time he saw her name on his phone, he silently thanked the universe for bringing her into his life. Ironically, he only encountered Jillian because of her Aunt Marina.

As a part of his work at the Amethyst Clinic, he occasionally had to go to snooty benefits, fancy dinners, where he cajoled rich people to offer up some extra money. It always felt especially ridiculous considering that they enjoyed huge fortunes and every donation simply meant they paid less taxes. Half the time, those rich people sent their accountants instead, just to make sure the paperwork was filled out properly. On that night, he saw her, and he didn't know what to make of her.

She was gorgeous, of course. There was something about the wisps of hair that framed her face, her blonde tresses, her high cheek bones, her bright eyes, and the silvery dress that showed off the best of her curves. When he first saw her, he actually stopped, locked in place and paralyzed by simple desire.

Of course, he had never anticipated really interacting with a beautiful princess like Jillian Vanderbilt. That girl was probably destined to inherit hundreds of millions of dollars. A tenth of her fortune might've been enough to fund his clinic for the next century...So yeah, he didn't stand a chance. Hot? Rich? She seemed way too good for him, but he still had to ask her for money, so he went up to her and started talking.

At some point in their conversation, she surprised him by asking a very big question, "As a doctor, how do you see income inequality impacting the lives of your patients?"

On most days, John liked to think of himself as a fairly articulate young man. He was a doctor, conducted research, wrote up grant proposals, and routinely spoke to very different kinds of patients. He worked with single mothers and fathers, their kids, people struggling with disabilities, mental health issues, and a whole host of other problems. He understood how cruel American capitalism could be for the unlucky.

Instead of answering with some well-reasoned answer or even some relevant anecdotes, he found himself thinking just two words, You're pretty. Rather talking like some inexperienced middle schooler, he managed to clear his throat and try again. "To be honest, I see it playing out in quite a few different ways. Are you really interested?" That last part may not have been diplomatic, but he hadn't been able to help himself. Normally, the people here just wanted compliments and gratitude. They expected him to grovel. He was a doctor, and he worked hard to achieve his position while many of the individuals here didn't even work. Why bother when they could spend their time bouncing between Ibiza, the Bahamas, Bali, and their other favorite getaways? Then there were the individuals who had jobs and took the expedient path known as nepotism.

"Actually, I am."

So they started talking. He knew he was neglecting his duties; he should have been pumping the other donors except he couldn't help himself. There was something so perfect and magnetic about this girl. He had to stay close to her. At some point, she was going to get bored, he had assumed, but she didn't. Instead, they kept talking until her aunt and the other doctors and donors left. In fact, he only glanced up several hours later when the last member of the cleaning crew approached him and said, "Hey, I don't want to be mean, but I need to kick you guys out."

Both John and Jillian had blinked as though they were finally waking up from some incredible dream. "What time is it?" Jillian had asked.

He pulled out his phone and checked.

"Three," he said. "It's three in the morning."

"You're messing with me," she narrowed her eyes and smiled. But then he flipped his phone around, she saw the screen and drank in the details before they both burst out laughing.

After that, he knew he was supposed to excuse himself or maybe offer to walk her to her car. Instead, he asked if she wanted to get something to eat.

"Like a date?" she'd asked.

Torn between exhausted and energized, John found himself smiling and answering, "Well, I was thinking we could maybe hit a diner right now, but yes, let's call it a date. May I take you out. Please?" He held out his bicep like a gentleman from some long-gone century.

"Absolutely," she answered and held out her arm.

That was the start of it.

That was how he met the girl he knew he could love for the rest of his life.

They dated, and they fit together so perfectly. They loved so many of the same books and shows, movies and music. She introduced him to k-pop while he taught her a bit about philosophy. But most of the time, they laughed and flirted and talked and connected.

Of course, there were stress points, especially when it came to her family. Her aunt was an aristocratic woman, someone who believed that certain "types" of people were destined to be together one way or another. With the haughty disdain that only a truly wealthy person could demonstrate, she made it abundantly clear to this man that she didn't think he was good enough for her niece.

That was strange. Seriously, he was a doctor. Maybe he wasn't a brain or heart surgeon, but that title usually won him a lot of gravitas. Not this time. Not with that woman.

He had worried about this, of course. If her family rejected him, would Jillian still want to be with him? This seemed like such an ancient problem, but she told him the truth.

The answer was yes. At first, he hadn’t quite believed it, but he learned to trust Jillian more and more. If she said she chose him…then she chose him.

And now, she had just screamed into her phone, demanding that he call the cops.

John dropped his phone down in front of him and fumbled to end of that first call, so he could start another one.

With his eyes on the screen, he didn't see the figure behind him. In fact, he barely registered the cattle prod as it punched into the small of his back. An instant more and the electricity exploded through his body. He didn't register it, not really. There was a flash of agony, then nothing.

"Wake up. My dear, it's time to wake up," came a familiar voice.

It felt like all of her thoughts, ideas, and memories had been dropped into a thermos, sealed up, and shaken thoroughly. Her mouth was dry, and she couldn't get her eyes to open right away. Then she succeeded, and there was just this sharp light shining from every direction at once. Her vision refused to sharpen into focus, so she slammed her eyes shut again.

Tentatively, she tried after another second or two.

Surprisingly, her aunt seemed patient with her as Jillian tried to figure out what had happened.

In those initial moment , Jillian wondered if maybe she had gotten really, really drunk. No, she wasn't the kind of woman who normally indulged like that, but her head kept pounding. At the same time, she just needed to move and stretch except she couldn't do it.

When she opened her eyes again, she did it much, much more carefully. That's when she saw her aunt standing over her.

It wasn't alcohol, Jillian finally decided. Maybe some kind of accident? Had she gotten into a car crash? Or maybe she had some kind of stroke or something? A brain aneurysm? Those terms sounded vaguely familiar, but she wasn't a doctor like her fiancé, so she didn't really know what those words meant exactly. She was a young woman, she worked out regularly, and so she should have been pretty healthy. Her doctor had never warned her about anything like this happening. Was it a new condition?

"What happened?" Jillian finally managed to ask.

"Well...you made the wrong choice," said her aunt.

"What's going on? Where am I?" Jillian pushed the questions out, one after another. The fatigue weighed her down like a blanket, only she managed to push more and more strength down into her arms and legs.

Before her aunt could answer, Jillian finally gathered up the strength and energy necessary to sit up. When she tried, she failed. That's when, belatedly, she realized her arms were spread above her head. Not only that, she tried to pull her knees together, but she couldn't do that either. What was going on? What was wrong with her?

She glanced over at her aunt and saw Marina flashing this subtle smile. Biting down, Jillian already knew she wouldn't like that. If something made her aunt happy, it probably wasn't good. Worse, Marina wasn't actually answering, so Jillian needed to figure out as much of this as she could.

When she glanced around, she saw white walls, counters, and a set of drawers. Then she lifted her head, and she turned to the left, then the right. Finally, she strained her neck, she glanced up toward the corner of the small bed. First, she saw her bare shoulder and then her arm, and then she finally noticed the brown strap and white, fuzzy lining. She tugged and felt the restraint around her wrist. At first, Jillian couldn't believe it.

A restraint?

With some strength now flowing through her body, she jerked around and looked over past her other shoulder. She spotted another one of those straps, and she instantly recognized why it seemed familiar. She had seen them before in movies and on TV shows. These were medical restraints. Whenever someone went to a hospital and that patient started to become uncontrollable, they got strapped down. For some reason, Jillian was wearing restraints. Just like those…

Then she twisted around, and she stared down along the length of her body. She was naked!

There were sheets underneath her, but her legs were spread and on display just like the rest of her body. A flash of heat cascaded down her spine and flared into the rest of her skin as she realized just how vulnerable she appeared.

"What is this? What the hell is this?"

"Language, Jillian. I know this is upsetting, but that's no excuse for poor comportment," her Aunt Marina told her.

"Do you think I care about comportment right now? What the fuck is going on?"

"This is for your own good," Marina said. Her eyes flashed hot. She was the kind of woman, after all, who believed in a very specific set of behaviors. No matter how absurd a situation might have seemed, she would always go back to those protocols. "I've watched you make one bad decision after another, so it's time to take matters into my own hands. That's why I'm getting you the help you need."

"The help I need…?"

This time, Marina didn't respond. Instead, she stood back and reached down for her pocket. She pulled out her phone and considered the screen. Before Jillian could try again, the door opened, and that's when she saw a pair of nurses walk in. At least, the two young women in front of her looked like nurses in some ridiculous, parodic sense of the word. When they scurried into the room, Jillian actually forgot to be embarrassed. Instead, she saw the nurses, and her brows crumpled with confusion.

What were they wearing?

They had on white dresses these cute little caps, each one decorated by red crosses. And yet, their white crisp uniforms seemed to cling to their bodies. They were absurdly tight! They highlighted the playful curves of their hips and breasts. Not only that, their skirts seemed to be cut absurdly low. Simultaneously, those hems barely reached a quarter of the way down their thighs. These girls weren't dressed like real nurses in actual scrubs. Instead, they looked like some sexist fantasy of what a nurse might’ve worn in the 1960s.

"What is this? What the hell is this?"

"This is what you need," Marina said.

Together, the nurses clapped her hands together and brought their knuckles up just beneath her chin as she flashed these bright, cheerful smiles. One of the girls then said, "Good morning, Jillian! Welcome to Crestwood Asylum. It is so good to meet you. My name is Candy, and this is Kimmy."

Candy and Kimmy? Seriously?

Again, she was naked, so Jillian knew she was supposed to be embarrassed, but she glowered back at these women, and she clearly didn't understand who they were or what was going on here. Finally, Jillian turned back to her aunt. "Is this some kind of joke?" Even as she asked, she knew that couldn't be true. First, her Aunt Marina was the kind of woman who viewed practical jokes as both pedestrian and lower class. She would never resort to something so crass, especially if it involved nudity.

Only then, one of the blonde nurses hopped back over to her. At this point, Jillian could barely tell them apart. Both of these women were pretty with sharp features, long blonde hair, and vibrant blue eyes. At the same time, there was something similar about their expressions. They seemed both cheerful and vacant? Jillian had never encountered women like them before. Maybe she had seen them in parodies of what a female could be on some streaming series or in a movie, but that was it. Even then, the content would have had to be really, really old. Modern filmmakers wouldn't dare craft characters like Candy or Kimmy. With their bouncing breasts and stupidly short skirts, they couldn't exist as anything more than some male fantasy.

"Someone needs to tell me what's going on here!"

Candy and Kimmy both stood over her now. At this point, Jillian's nostrils flared with frustration as her muscles tightened. She yanked against her restraints, first her arms, and then she tried to kick out with her legs. She remained trapped right there. Her straps only allowed an inch or two of movement in any direction. It was infuriating!

In truth, Jillian had never experienced something like this before. She couldn't remember any other point when she had been tied down like this. She genuinely couldn't move! At first, she confronted bewilderment. But now, a different kind of aggression pulsed through her body, making her tighten her fingers into clenched fists. At the same time, she thrashed from side to side. On some level, she recognized that the nurses and her aunt observed her. They saw her as she struggled, trying to kick or punch her way free. None of it helped, however. She remained right there, spread out and trapped with her naked body on display.

"Do you feel better?" Marina asked.

As her lips tensed, Jillian sensed the cool air run along the edges of her teeth as she panted and glowered at her aunt. "What is this? No one…no one has told me anything!"

"Like I said before, this is for your own good."

"Exactly!" Kimmy pulled out a syringe. Candy grabbed some cotton swabs and an antiseptic wipe. Jillian drank in those details, and then she glanced over at her arm, and she realized that her body really was open and vulnerable.

"What are you doing?" Jillian asked, only now the anger drained from her voice. It was replaced by this quivering uncertainty even though she understood exactly what was going on. It was easy to predict. These girls were dressed like nurses, and they were going to give her a shot…

"This is medicine," Kimmy announced.

"It's good for you," Candy agreed.

"The doctor has already written up a couple of your prescriptions!" Kimmy chirped. “Your treatment can start right now!”

"Marina, this is ridiculous. There’s no way you signed off on this."

Aunt Marina stepped over toward the bed, and she surprised Jillian by gently reaching out to brushing the back of her hand along her niece's cheek. It was a softly gentle touch. That was unusual, especially from a flinty, aristocratic woman like Marina Vanderbilt. Normally, she preferred to avoid expressions of physical intimacy. They seemed vulnerable, perhaps vulgar, and almost always unnecessary. But now, she seemed so gentle as she peered down into Jillian's eyes, "Do you remember what I told you before? You were going to regret staying with John. He isn't the right match for you. There are other, better men out there."

"That's what this is about?" Jillian demanded, practically growling through the syllables as she stared up at the older woman. Her aunt had her kidnapped and falsely imprisoned over a man?

"That was the culminating point, yes. But if you stop and think about it, you will see that you have consistently made poor decisions throughout your life. You had some of the best opportunities to go to amazing private and boarding schools, but you always turned them down. Why? So you could spend time with poor people?"

This? Again? "I wanted to go to a public school so I could meet real people!"

"Poor people," Marina answered with disdain.

Not this, not again! It was an old argument, and Jillian didn't want to get into it again. And yet, she couldn't help herself. It felt like scratching at an old bug bite. Even as the heat flashed along her skin, she knew this was a bad idea, yet she still couldn't resist the temptation.

That's when the door opened again, and the two nurses glanced up, only to step aside.

An Asian woman, fierce and powerful and clearly confident strode ahead. She smiled down at the naked patient.

"Welcome, Dr. Chen," the two nurses said in sync. It would have been impressive, but it was actually kind of creepy.

At that moment, however, Jillian decided she didn't care. If this woman really was a doctor, then she had actual information. Dressed in a white lab coat, a purple blouse, and black pants, the doctor held a tablet cradled in one arm as she glanced down at the readout before turning her attention back to Jillian.

"Hello, Jillian. I see you’re up. Girls, have you administered the dose yet?"

"I'm sorry, we were just getting to it!"

"Yeah, we were letting the patient and her aunt talk about some stuff," said the other ditzy nurse.

"You're a doctor? You're the doctor here?" Jillian began. She knew she didn't sound especially articulate, yet she couldn't help herself. At least she managed to pull her attention away from her aunt (a woman who had clearly gone crazy. If anyone needed to see a doctor, it was her!). Pausing for a second, Jillian licked her lower lip and wished she could have pulled something on. For the first time in her life, Jillian actually yearned for some real modesty. But since that wasn't an option, she tried to appear as professional as she could. She drew in a slow breath and forced herself to relax. "Please, I don't know what's going on here, but I haven't actually agreed to anything. I don't know what my aunt said, but she doesn't have the legal authority to do any of this. That's why I am respectfully asking you to let me out and let me get dressed before I leave."

"I'm afraid that's not possible," Dr. Chen said.

"What?" The question fell from Jillian's mouth. She stared. At this point, she forgot about her own nudity, if only because this woman seemed competent, yet she had just said she couldn't let her up?

"I'm afraid that's not possible," Dr. Chen replied. She glanced down at the tablet. "I have reviewed your personal history. I have also reviewed your situation with your therapist."

"My therapist?" Jillian blinked several times.

"It was worse than I imagined," Aunt Marina said.

"You can't have discussed anything with my therapist," Jillian said. "Those records are private." Patients had a right to privacy; it was a federal law or something! Besides, she had never offered any kind of authorization. And like she said, it wasn't as though Marina had the authority necessary to get access to that information.

"I didn't actually discuss anything with your therapist," Dr. Chen conceded. "But I did review her notes and records."

"That's illegal," Jillian said.

"Right now, you don't need to worry your pretty little head about legality. You need to worry about getting better," Dr. Chen said. She strolled over to the side of the bed and looked down at Jillian. Her gaze seemed both kind and condescending. Almost immediately, Jillian decided she didn't like this woman, only that didn't matter. Dr. Chen had her dark eyes aimed right at her patient as she said, "It's amazing what freelance programmers are able to accomplish. Information is seldom secure when it is online."

"You had someone hack into my records?" Jillian couldn't believe it. This woman certainly looked like a doctor. She also carried herself with the kind of professional confidence she would have expected from someone who had spent so much time learning, studying, and working hard to earn her degrees. But maybe there was something else in her gait or expression. Jillian couldn't explain it as something about this woman unnerved her.

"'Hack' is such an ugly word," Dr. Chen said with that same cheerfully condescending tone. "Besides, you should focus on using prettier language, don't you think? It's important for you to have a sunny and helpful disposition."

"A sunny and helpful disposition?" Jillian spat before she decided to try again. Rather than snarl out another round of profanity, she bit down, closed her eyes, and did her best to center herself. She had worked with frustrating and aggravating people before. She could handle this. Even as the cool air brushed along her naked body and her nipples stiffened and she could feel the goosebumps run down her neck and along her shoulders, Jillian didn't allow the embarrassment or frustration to overwhelm her. "Look, I don't know what’s supposed to be happening here, but you need to let me up right now. I don't want there to be any consequences for you or your facility, but we will have a problem if you insist on keeping me tied down."

Realistically, they had to let her up. Once she was free from her restraints, she could walk out the front door. Doing so naked would have been humiliating in the extreme, but then she could get back to her life. After that, she could consult a lawyer and report this woman and her idiotic nurses to the proper authorities. Those ideas all seemed so logical and rational. They all fit together so perfectly.

"Do you see what I mean?" Marina asked. "She is willful and defiant and completely unwilling to take responsibility for her life. I know I've already told all of this to the professor, but I know my girl here needs to be cured of her issues."

"My issues?"

"Don't worry, Jillian. We are going to take excellent care of you." Dr. Chen reached down and touched her fingers to Jillian's forehead. It was a light and almost enjoyable caress, but Jillian still couldn't believe she had been touched like that! Hot fury pounded through her body. At this point, she reached up and strained her neck as she snapped out with her teeth like she thought she was going to be able to bite the doctor.

Dr. Chen seemed unperturbed. "An inability to deal with reality, a penchant toward violence, and emotional instability. Ms. Vanderbilt, I think you have done the right thing by bringing her here."

"Let me go," Jillian said. "This can't be legal."

That's when the door opened again.

Seriously? Who else was going to get to see Jillian naked? The young woman jerked her head up, and then she saw her.

"Professor Verger," Dr. Chen said.

"It's good to see you again," Marina said with a polite nod of her head.

Jillian stared at the newcomer and demanded, "C’mon, I don't know who is in charge, but this is insane. My personal rights are being violated right now! Unless you let me go, I swear I'm going to go to the authorities." She tried to sound diplomatic. "I don't want to do it. I don’t want to get embroiled in some legal mess, but this is absolutely insane."

The newcomer strode forward and came up to the edge of Jillian's bed. From there, she gazed down at the young woman. She started with her feet, moved up toward her knees and hips and the flat of her stomach, the curves of her small breasts, all the way to her slender neck, shapely cheeks, and blonde hair. "Hello, Jillian."

"Are you listening to me?"

"Yes, I'm certainly listening to you," Professor Verger answered. "You have my attention."

"Good," Jillian said. "You need to let me up right now. Just let me up, let me put on some clothing, and I can leave."

"I'm afraid I can't do that," said the professor.

"And who can?"

"Technically, Dr. Chen is the one who would make that decision, but we haven't even begun your treatment."

"I'm serious. Do you really want to deal with a lawsuit?"

"Miss Vanderbilt, we have already consulted our lawyers as well as a judge."

"What?"

"The judge was quite explicit. After reviewing your case and hearing the recommendation of Dr. Chen, she decided that you are best off here. Clearly, you weren't capable of making your own decisions out in the wider world because it was only a matter of time before you harm yourself or someone else. That is totally unacceptable, so you will remain here for treatment until Dr. Chen and I decide you’re ready to be remanded to either your aunt or another responsible party."

"You're making me sound like a child," Jillian protested. "I can make my own decisions."

"No, I'm afraid you can't."

"Then call my fiancé!"

"Unfortunately, he isn't available. But even if he were, your fiancé wouldn't be relevant. He has no legal standing here. Your aunt and I now have custody of you. We are legally responsible for you, which means we’re obliged to give you the treatment you need."

"I don't need any kind of treatment!" Jillian snarled.

"Consider your tone and behavior right now."

"My tone?" Disbelief rang along her vocal cords.

"You sound very angry. You sound upset. You sound like you cannot regulate your emotional well-being. That's obviously unacceptable. But don't worry. We’ll treat you. We will make sure that you are so much happier and better off by the time you're done."

"My dear, when they finish with you, you will be able to make the right sorts of decisions," Marina said. "Won't that be nice? You'll finally be able to be a good housewife for your husband. No more defiance. None of this trite feminism."

"Housewife? That's not what John wants," Jillian said.

Marina didn't answer, but there was this slight shadow of a smile curving along the curves of her lips. Clearly, she held something back, yet she still enjoyed the prospect of what might happen next. "My dear, that's precisely the point. He was never an ideal match for you."

"This is insane! Let me out! Let me up right now! I’m not some stupid doll!"

"Girls, you can go ahead with her treatment," Dr. Chen said.

Jillian jerked her head to the right, and she looked back at the nurses in their skimpy outfits. She watched as they hopped forward. One of the girls went for the crook of Jillian's arm. She wiped her down, and the antiseptic aroma hit the patient's nose. That wasn't so bad.

The next part would be worse.

The other nurse aimed the syringe for Jillian's vein. "You can't do this. You can't just give me medicine without my consent."

"You're no longer an adult capable of making your own decisions," Professor Verger explained. "Remember, the judge signed off on all of this. It's perfectly legal."

"It's also something that you need," added the doctor. That's when the nurse finally touched the tip of the needle down against Jillian's skin. In the next moment, the patient closed her eyes and hoped that this would finally be revealed as some stupid punchline. At this moment, the doors would open, and maybe her friends and the rest of her family and even John could burst out. It was all a prank, after all. It had to be!

Instead, there was that jolt of pinching pain along her nerves. Then the nurse pushed down, and Jillian turned to watch as the pink liquid was injected straight into her bloodstream.

"What was that? What did you just give me?"

"It was a mild sedative, combined with some vitamins and other chemicals that will help you along with your treatment," Dr. Chen said.

"Chemicals?"

"I've prescribed a set of psychotropic treatments," Dr. Chen told her. "You see, your outlook on life is incompatible with your ideals. That's why we need to work on you."

"Don't worry, my dear. The cosmetic changes are going to be fairly mild."

"Cosmetic changes?" Even as she spoke, Jillian could hear her own voice, and it seemed to be disconnected from her lips and mouth, her vocal cords and throat. Instead, the words seemed to be drifting off, like they were coming from farther and farther away. Still, she bit down and refused to let the chemicals overwhelm her. Talking made it easier for her to focus. "What are you talking about?"

"Would you like me to tell her?"

"I don't see the harm," Marina said.

Dr. Chen looked down at Jillian. "We haven't set the specific order yet, but we're going to give you some nice injections for your lips. They're going to look much fuller. Then we are also going to enhance your breasts. Also, some permanent hair removal sounds like a good idea."

"Enhance my breasts?" Jillian tried to inject hot rage into her voice. She yearned to snarl out those words like she was some kind of wild animal. Although she managed to jerk against her medical grade restraints, she didn't shake the bed beneath her, nor did she intimidate the nurses, her aunt, the doctor, or the professor. All of these people had surrounded her, and now they gazed down at her with something close to pity. As far as they were concerned, she was sick and needed their help.

"That's correct," said the doctor. "What are we thinking? Two? Three cup sizes?"

"No. You can't do that!"

"It's for your own good," Dr. Chen said with a smile. "But more than the physical alterations, we’re really going to be aiming for the psychological improvements."

"We want you to match the ideals of the Crestwood Asylum," Professor Verger told the patient. "I understand that the world can be a big, daunting, and very confusing place. But if we work on your thought processes and psychological infrastructure, we can cure you of any antisocial behavior."

"I don't have any antisocial behaviors!"

"But you insist on spending time with poor people, disregarding your heritage and lineage, and you even antagonize those who want to help you," Marina said. She didn't raise her voice this time. Instead, her coolly spoken words cut across the air as she made her points.

"But none of that is true!"

"Don't worry. You're going to feel much better when you wake up. Yes, you will," Dr. Chen said. "Girls, can you muzzle and blindfold her patient?"

Jillian tried to say something.

Apparently, she didn't recognize the sound of her own voice, yet the doctor still understood. “Restraints are important. Besides, the nurses will want to work on you.”

"Men like Calvin Ashford prefer a girl who understands what’s expected of her," Marina pointed out.

Opening her mouth, Jillian tried to say something. Instead, her eyes got heavier and heavier. One of the nurses slid a pink, rubber ball down into her mouth before lifting her head and pulling the straps up behind her neck. Immediately, Jillian tried to spit the rubber ball out. This was humiliating and degrading! She refused to put up with that!

She waited for the rush of adrenaline; her heart was supposed to start kicking with another dose of sharpened rage. It didn't happen. The pink chemicals, whatever they were, did their job. They functioned perfectly, keeping her disoriented and pulling her down more and more. Pretty soon, she would drift off to sleep, and there was nothing she could do about it.

Still, Jillian refused to give up. She couldn't surrender even as she halfheartedly tugged against her straps. Now, she barely lifted her hands and feet, but at least the others must've realized she would keep fighting.

"You see what I mean?" Marina asked as she motioned down toward the bound patient. "She is completely obstinate."

"Don't worry," said the doctor.

Next, the nurses came up with a mask for Jillian. They slipped it over her eyes. Even though the girl halfheartedly attempted to jerk her head to the right or left, it wasn't enough. Despite their hyper sexualized outfits, these nurses knew what they were doing. Suddenly, Jillian couldn't see anything. She blinked and opened her eyes or closed them, but everything was black as the soft leather pressed down around her eyes and darkened her sight completely.

"You're not going to get away with this. You're not, you're not…" Jillian kept trying to speak, but she couldn't hear what the doctor or the professor or her aunt said. Instead, the patient drifted off.

"What about this one?" someone asked...a woman. That was definitely a woman's voice.

There seemed be this very long pause between the question and the next answer. At the same time, John worked to get his arms and legs to move, only he couldn't. Almost immediately, he felt the restraints around his limbs. He couldn't bend his knees. He couldn't bend his elbows either. He couldn't bring his arms down, and he certainly couldn't roll up or straighten his back toward the ceiling.

"What did you call it again?" someone else asked. It was a woman's voice, but this person sounded vaguely familiar. Who was it? Did he know her?

John finally managed to open his eyes. Bright light shined down in his face; his eyelids dropped down immediately. He clenched his eyes shut, but he still caught a glimpse of that woman.

Marina Vanderbilt.

As far as he knew, he had never spoken to her directly. He only recognized her from those random charity events he had been forced to attend as a part of the dog and pony shows required to get the oligarchs to offer up a little bit of money to try to make the world a slightly better place. As far as John was concerned, it should’ve been in their best interest to help the impoverished members of society. If people were pushed too hard and became too desperate, society would become destabilized. It was an inevitability. Sure, threats of violence from the police would put down a few revolts here or there, but humanity wasn't designed to suffer like this. And yet, a woman like Ms. Vanderbilt like her didn't really care. As far as she saw things, there was a natural structure to the universe. Some people are born rich and better. Then there were those who were impoverished, both because this was what the universe wanted but also because they weren't dumb and incompetent. Even if someone got lucky and managed to ascend the corporate ladder and make more money, they would never be able to earn her respect.

At least, that was what Jillian had told her niece—repeatedly. For the most part, John hadn't known what to believe about Jillian’s aunt.

Now he forced his eyes open again. Yes, the light still strained his pupils, but he saw the other woman standing there. This one more a lab coat. That's when he realized he was both strapped down and naked.

"What do you think of full feminization?" Marina asked.

Full feminization? What did that mean?

"Full feminization is expensive, but it is very doable."

"But you also said we could defray the costs with that other option."

Other option? Defray the costs? What were they talking about?

By now, John cleared his throat, and he wanted to say something. That's when he tried to move his lips and mouth, only his tongue reached out, and he felt something round, and rubber wedged between his teeth. He tried to shake it from side to side, only then it dawned on him. He was gagged! This seemed impossible, and he tried to spit it out again, only to feel the strap slide along his cheeks toward the back of his neck. He really was gagged! At the same time, he was tied down.

"We have some employment opportunities," acknowledged the doctor.

"What is going on here? Talk to me!" John tried to shout out. He made more noise, but most of it was absorbed by the gag. His mouth and jaw were restrained, so he could only murmur and jibber as he tried to get their attention.

This time, it seemed to work since Marina glanced down at him. The older woman sneered, her bottom lip hardening as she considered him. At first, she didn't seem interested in telling him anything, only then she spoke with her usual note of haughty superiority. "Welcome back, John."

Again, he tried to speak. He just wanted to know, "What is going on here?"

Marina didn't answer right away. Instead, she looked down at his naked body. With her lips pursed, she seemed uncertain of herself. But then she glanced over at the doctor who seemed impassive and unconcerned one way or the other. That's why Marina smirked and dropped her hand down to his neck, then his shoulder, and then she ran her hand down along his chest. He worked out regularly, and he was proud of his different muscle groups. Next, she went for his stomach. His muscles tensed, and she smirked as she came closer and closer toward his cock and balls. "It's almost a shame. If you had decided to go into a more appropriate profession like pool boy, then I'm sure you and I could have had a lot of fun."

What was she talking about? He still didn't understand, but then his eyes widened as she casually brushed the back of her hand along his cock. His body didn’t react as he focused on his confusion and frustration. Her lips hardened. She grabbed his shaft, and she squeezed.

In the next moment, his body answered her touch. John didn't know if it was the adrenaline, worry, or something else. Either way, his body betrayed him as his member started to stiffen. That's when she stroked him, gliding her fingers up and down along the underside of his shaft.

At first, he didn't understand. Why was she touching him like that? He grimaced, twisting his body to the left, then the right as he tried to break free. He struggled, channeling all of his strength, but it wasn't good enough. Then again, he still felt disoriented after waking up. Had they drug him? Probably. As a physician, he understood most sedatives from a purely intellectual perspective since he hadn't experienced of them for himself.

"What's wrong, John? Are you frustrated? Are you feeling helpless? You know, that's how you made me feel as you tried to steal away my niece. You really thought you could be good enough for her? A man like you? Someone born of common stock?" She shook her head with disdain. But then she continued to squeeze him, gliding her hand up and down along his cock.

Grimacing, he clenched his eyes a shut. His lips hardened into an angry line, yet he knew he wouldn't be able to control himself. Marina knew what she was doing; that much was obvious. She understood the male psyche and how to touch a man like John. She understood how to tighten her grip, how to relax it, and how to caress him, and how to bring him close to release, only to stop over and over again.

Then she stopped completely.

Marina pulled her hand back, and she glanced over at the doctor. "What are you thinking?"

"There are going to be extensive modifications. First, full hair removal from the eyebrows down. Next, we will increase the length of his hair. The chemical therapies will include muscle reductions, and the surgeries will focus on breast augmentation and penile reduction."

"So when he's done, he's going to look like one of those other pretty nurses?"

"Pretty much," Dr. Chen said.

"Pink hair," Marina announced.

"What was that?"

"I want him to have a nice, pretty streak of pink in his hair. I think that would be really nice."

"Understood," said the doctor. "In the meantime, I want you to understand that we’re going to take our time with both of these patients."

Both of these patients? Who else was here? Sitting up as much as the restraints allowed, he tilted his head from one side to the other. The room was small; there was only enough room for a couple of people and his single clinic bed. "I'm going to make sure they get the care they deserve."

"Thank you very much. I appreciate your efforts."

"Let's get started," said the doctor. She lifted her hand and snapped her fingers. Following that cue, the door opened again, and a pair of pretty nurses appeared. They ran over to John, and he glanced to his left, then his right. At first, he thought they might be twins. But no, he detected those subtle differences in their facial features. Still, he didn't know how to react, especially since they looked really gorgeous.

Strangely, they seemed more like strippers. On some level, he knew he was supposed to be scared or frustrated. He needed to concentrate on his anger, yet another part of him wanted to stare at those pretty girls. Only then, one of them pulled out a cotton swab. She dampened it with an antiseptic, she ran it over his skin, and the other nurse came over to him with a syringe. She held it up. He saw the transparent tube in the pink liquid inside.

Finally, his eyes widened, and he started to thrash.

His best efforts couldn't change anything; the girls injected him, and he soon passed out. Of course, he had no idea that the same thing had just happened to his fiancé a few minutes before.

Jillian's eyes fluttered open. She didn't know where she was or what might be happening. But then, without thinking, she tried to speak. "Hello?" When she heard her own voice, she was grateful to realize that she could actually speak again. Then she tried to move her arms. They weren't lifted up above her head this time. She didn't seem to be strapped to the bed, especially because her knees were bent, and she seemed to be on her side. She rolled onto her back, and then she tried to sit up, only to feel the restrictive fabric around her arms.

Jillian waited.

Having spoken, she waited for some kind of answer. She didn't get a response, not at first anyway.

"Hello? Is anyone there?" the Crestwood patient called out again, a little quieter this time.

As she looked around at the small room, she realized it was a padded cell. There was just her small bed, the walls, the door, and nothing else.

"Is someone there? Do you I get a new neighbor?"

Jillian froze. She pushed herself off of the bed, looked down again, and finally understood what she was wearing. It was a straitjacket. Her arms were trapped against her chest; she could feel the sturdy straps near her shoulder blades. Part of her itched to start tugging and twisting, to thrash her body to the left and right again, but she resisted the urge.

It would be futile, she already knew. There was no point in fighting. At least she wasn't gagged.

She experienced something strange as that realization had her: gratitude. In fact, she wanted to find the doctor to thank her.

What? No. That was ridiculous. In fact, the enormity of that concept should have made her burst out laughing despite everything she had already experienced. Instead, she sat there, and she waited. At the same time, she couldn't be sure of what she might say if Dr. Chen reappeared.

"Hello?" came that voice again.

"Who’s there?" Jillian asked as she pushed herself up onto her feet. Moving while bound in the straitjacket proved to be more difficult, but she could still do it. Jillian found herself wobbling on her feet as she looked around. Then the voice came again, and Jillian tracked the source of those words. Overhead, there was a vent.

There had to be someone else, another patient...another prisoner.

Swallowing back her trepidation, Jillian said, "My name is Jillian Vanderbilt. Who are you?"

"I'm…" The girl seemed to hesitate. Jillian couldn't see her face, but it was easy enough to imagine the speaker pausing, suddenly uncertain. "My name is Aria. At least I think it's Aria?"

"You’re not sure?"

"I was sure when I first got here, but now I can't remember if that's my old name or my new one…?" Again, she hesitated.

"What do you mean?" Jillian could already start to figure it out. Another part of her didn't really want to know for sure, yet she needed more information. As difficult as this could be, Jillian had to understand this place, whatever or wherever it happened to be.

Instead of answering, Aria asked, "Are you new here?"

"Very new," Jillian said.

"Oh. Okay. Does that mean you haven't taken any medicine yet?"

Jillian bristled, closed her eyes, and remembered the syringe with the chemicals. At the same time, she thought back to the doctor and that strange sense of gratitude. Not only that, there was a different sense of disorientation, like Jillian needed to look to someone else to tell her what she was supposed to do and who she was supposed to be. Different possibilities occurred to her. The doctor? The professor? Her fiancé? Her aunt?

Intellectually, Jillian understood that she was supposed to be angry at almost all of them. John was the only one she should have been able to trust. And yet, she still yearned to surrender her responsibility to someone else. It was like she needed to hear what she was supposed to do. This uncertainty edged into her psyche. Could a drug cause that kind of reaction? No. No way. At least, that was what she told herself. Then again, Jillian didn't know much about pharmacology, drugs or medicine. She didn't know much about psychology either.

"They gave me one dose," Jillian said. As she admitted this, a shiver ran down her back.

"One dose isn't anything," said the other patient. "Wait until you've been here for a couple of weeks. That's when it gets really hard to tell what you want to be."

"What do you mean?"

"Are you sure you want to know? Are you really sure?"

"Yes!" Jillian hissed. At the same time, she walked over to the door and studied the narrow gaps between the floor and walls. There wasn't a knob or handle...Apparently, she wouldn't be able to open the door from this side. "If I'm going to get out of here, I need to know what I'm up against." The words surprised her. Despite the urge to thank the doctor for all of her help, Jillian could still concentrate and focus on what she really needed to achieve: escape.

"You're not going to get out of here," said the other girl. "Trust me. I’ve tried. Maybe they’ll let you out for a little while, but that's only so they can have some fun with you. According to the doctor, it's all part of the treatment."

"I am going to get out of here," Jillian insisted.

"Right now, I bet you’re all tied up in a straitjacket. Maybe, if you have been a good girl, they haven't tied you down to your bed. But that's as much freedom as you can get. In here, we have to learn to be obedient. We have to learn to do as we’re told. That's the only way to get out."

"Could you fake it?"

"No. The professor and the doctor are way too smart for that. Their nurses might be dumb, but those bimbos know how to follow orders. You can try to fake it if you want, but it won't work." Those words hung on the air for a few seconds until Aria added, "You know, you might be a lot happier if you just accept the treatment. That's how I feel sometimes."

"What?"

"Dr. Chen and Professor Verger might know what's best for us? Maybe they’re smarter than us? I mean, I know that I'm not very bright. It's better when I do as I'm told." That last sentence sounded rehearsed.

"You don't mean that," Jillian said. Then another possibility occurred to her. If she could help Aria, then maybe the other patient could help her as well. Perhaps they could even work together to escape this place. "Who are you? Who are you really? I'm not talking about whatever BS story they’re feeding you."

"I'm an influencer?"

Jillian almost smirked. Instead, she simply asked with a note of incredulity, "Really?"

"I know how that sounds," Aria replied. "But it's a lot more work than you think. When kids or teenagers say they want to become influencers or make videos, they don't really think about it because they don't really understand. I built an entire business."

"Tell me about it."

Aria continued, "I started out small. Basically, I did these little reaction videos, critical reviews, that sort of thing. At the same time, I tried to really connect with my viewers. I wanted them to know that I cared about them. I wanted to create a bond. You know?" Aria paused for a few seconds as she remembered her old life. Good, thought Jillian. That was exactly what they needed. If Aria could pull herself away from the training and "cure" prescribed by the doctor, then maybe these two could work together to fight their way free. "It took a lot of work. I had to figure out who my audience would be, what they wanted, and how to market myself on different platforms. Between marketing and creating new content, there was always something for me to do."

"But how did you end up here? Why would anyone care?" As far as she was concerned, influencers spent most of their time talking about movies, streaming shows, makeup, and other inane topics. It wasn’t like she was some journalist hunting corrupt politicians or searching our corporate conspiracies.

"Let's just say my family wasn't happy with my career choice."

"Your family?" As Jillian spoke, she could feel that sympathetic chill run through her body.

"At first, my family didn't really care. They thought I was just wasting my time. Fine. Whatever. But then, I started doing some research. There were some problems with our family’s company."

"Wait. Your family?"

"It was my older sister who had me committed. She is the CEO of Manticore Industries.…"

"Manticore Industries? Isn't that the company that had the toxic spill a couple of months ago?"

"Yup. That was them. They wanted to save some money, so they cut back on safety inspections. One of their planes crashed, and they dumped a bunch of chemicals on an unsuspecting city. But here's the thing. That was just part of what they’d done. That was what you heard about online and on the new sites. But I start talking about the rest of the company…including my sister." Again, Aria paused, it was easy to imagine that young woman shaking her head from side to side.

"So she had you committed?"

"Suddenly, her little sister wasn't just a minor embarrassment. Instead, I was causing real problems. I was helping her victims find one another and network as they got ready for a class action lawsuit. I was putting them in touch with lawyers. I was generating a significant backlash. And yes, that's why she had me committed. Now I'm here, I think about my sister, and…"

"And? And what?" Jillian needed to know. As the fear pulsed across her skin, she couldn't tell whether or not it was another side effect of the drugs they had given her. Part of her yearned to believe this was a perfectly logical and valid response. She had been kidnapped, and now she was in this asylum, so it wasn't like they were going to follow any kind of rules or regulations. These people could do whatever they liked with her. She was a prisoner, and they could turn her into anything they desired…

Jillian closed her eyes and remembered some of the discussion between the surgeon and her aunt. They talked about her lips, her hair, her breasts…

"And I feel like she should be in charge. I feel like I should listen to her. I have to do whatever she says. I mean, I know I should be angry at her, but that's not what the doctor says, and the doctor is always right."

"Aria, listen to me. That's not true. We’re being held here as prisoners. We have to escape. Do you understand? Do you get what I'm saying?"

"Are you sure? I mean, what if we just did as they told us? What if they’re right? What if we are really sick?"

"I'm not sick, and I don't belong here."

"If you were really sick, if you were really insane, would you know it? I mean, if someone goes crazy, can they tell there’s something wrong?"

Those were valid questions, so they made Jillian bite down as a surge of frustration washed over her. Then another thought occurred to her. I could ask the doctor, and she could tell me what to think. It was a superficial idea, something that just popped into her head. She dismissed it easily.

"Yes," Jillian said with as much certainty as she could conjure even though she didn't really feel that kind of confidence. "We need to remember what our lives were like before we got here."

As those words hung on the air, Jillian waited. She thought the other patient would say something. Whether it would be disagreement for agreement didn't really matter so long as they could keep talking.

"Aria?" Jillian called out.

Nothing.

The patient was about to say something else, only she didn't get the chance.

Only then, the door to her padded cell opened, and that's when the nurses from before rushed inside. These two girls wore their little nurse outfits. They looked so ridiculous in their white flats, their matching tights, the snug dresses, and especially with those caps on their heads.

Right away, Jillian began to back up. Maybe she had mixed feelings about the doctor, but she already knew she could stare at these two with nothing but disdain. Like them, Jillian may have been blonde, but she saw the vacant, cheerful eagerness in their eyes. Perhaps, at some point, these women had been intelligent, independent thinkers. But somehow, someway, that had been taken away from them.

"Hi!" chirped one of the nurses. Maybe it was Candy. Just as easily, it could have been Kimmy. Jillian couldn't really tell them apart, and she didn't want to either.

"How are we feeling?" asked the other slutty nurse as she held her hands over her stomach and leaned forward as though she were talking to a child.

Jillian was on her feet, and she glared at them. "I want you to let me out of here. Right now. You have to let me go because this is completely and totally illegal."

"Illegal?" asked one of the girls as she glanced back to her compatriot.

"I don't even know that means," said the other nurse with a shrug. "All I know for certain is that we have instructions to come here and take care of you, Jillian. Dr. Chen is excited about your prognosis."

"I’m not taking any more medicine," Jillian insisted.

"Oh, this is it a shot, not this time," said one of the girls. “But you should be happy to know the medicine is already working.”

“What? No, I feel the same,” Jillian insisted.

“Do you? Really?” asked one the girls.

The other nurse added, “I think she’s lying. She’s already thinking about being an obedient slut. I can tell.”

“I’m not a slut,” Jillian snarled back.

“Not yet.”

Candy smirked and said, "We’re here to help you relax. The doctor has prescribed some fun time for you."

"What does that mean?"

"Before you get a chastity belt, we need to make sure you ‘re nice and relaxed. Doesn't that sound lovely?" Kimmy asked. "And along the way, we get to have fun with you!"

"No," Jillian said.

"Yes. Don't worry. There were some lovely aphrodisiacs in your first shot, so you're going to enjoy this."

"If you want, you can just lay down on the bed and relax and let us do all the work," Candy suggested.

"I'm not going to let you do anything to me," Jillian promised. Eyes blazing, she stared back at both of these young women. With each second, she tried so hard to intimidate them.

And yet, they didn't seem smart enough to really understand what kind of threat she represented. Even so, Jillian made herself a promise: she’d fight! She envisioned scenarios where she could battle them even if she didn't have the use of her hands. The straitjacket limited her options, of course. She couldn't throw any punches, but she could still try to kick. She could headbutt them, bite, or even slam her knees up into their stomachs.

Normally, Jillian didn't think of herself as a remotely violent person. In fact, she had never even been in a serious fight. She had never been slapped or struck, so she didn't really know what this was like, yet she tried to tap into her primordial instincts. Right then and there, she needed to fight.

If she didn't, she might not ever be able to escape…

The nurses glanced back and forth at one another before they smiled wickedly. Then they started to approach her. No, they weren't intimidated by her. They didn't see her as anything but a patient.

"Just relax."

"You're going to enjoy this," said the other nurse.

"Yeah," agreed her colleague. "That's why the doctor wanted us to come in here. We can spend some time together, and we can make you come really hard, and then you’ll be ready for the next stage of your next treatment. Doesn't that sound great?"

"I'm warning you right now," Jillian insisted, "I'm going to fight you."

The girls pounced.

They moved so much faster than Jillian had expected. Like so many other people, she watched movies and streaming shows and naturally assumed she would be able to fight. Maybe she thought it was going to be some kind of natural talent. Instead, the girls grabbed her by her arms, and they lifted her up and shoved her down onto the bed.

As Jillian struggled to get up, she realized how the straitjacket kept her from regaining any kind of balance. She had been able to jump up onto her feet by rolling off of the bed at first, but now these nurses were holding her down. The next thing she knew, Jillian found herself on her back with this beautiful blonde positioned above her. Candy (or was it Kimmy?) smiled down before she leaned in and kissed her.

A kiss?

Confusion pulsed through her head.

In that instant, Jillian assumed she’d unleash her aggression. More than anything, she wanted to open her mouth and bring her teeth down hard and fast against the nurse's bottom lip. Better yet, maybe she would be able to bite Candy's tongue!

That idea sent a thrill running through her body, only then it morphed into something else. Arousal. Desire. The urge to continue.

This beautiful girl was kissing her, and Jillian breathed in. Suddenly, the aroma of strawberries filled her nostrils. This girl was kissing her, and Jillian tried to fight it. She couldn't even turn her head away!

"Aphrodisiacs," whispered the other nurse.

Aphrodisiacs.

Jillian hated the idea, but she had been injected with something. The drugs were coursing through her system, altering her physiology and reworking her internal chemistry. It seemed impossible, yet she didn't understand pharmacology, nor did she consider what the black market may have been able to provide. Just because she had never heard of a legitimate aphrodisiac, that didn't mean there weren't chemists or other pharmaceutical providers online who’d be able to provide substances that weren't exactly approved by the FDA.

Then she stopped caring. In his next couple of seconds, Jillian lost herself to that kiss.

The nurse pulled away, smiled, and said, "How many times do you think we can make you come in the next five minutes?"

Breathless from that single kiss, Jillian shook her head from side to side. "Please, don't do this. I have a fiancé."

"No, you don't," said the other girl. At the same time, she grabbed Jillian by her ankles and pushed her feet apart. The next thing the patient knew, that other nurse was positioned right between her knees. Kimmy slid her fingers down along Jillian's toes, to her ankles, her knees, and then her inner thighs.

In the next moment, Jillian realized something.

She was naked from the waist down; she wasn't wearing any panties. In reality, the straitjacket had drawn most of her attention, but it couldn’t provide anything more than a façade of modesty.

Fight. You have to fight. Come on. Don't let these girls get away with this! They aren't even real nurses! Those words boomed inside of her head, but Jillian still couldn't listen, especially because Candy leaned down and kissed her again.

Don't do it!

Despite the ferocity pulsing behind her eyes, Jillian found herself kissing the other girl. Their lips pressed against one another, gently moving, teasing, dancing and massaging one another. Her mouth tingled, and sparks of desire darted through her body. She could feel it along her cheeks and down her neck, all the way to her stiffened nipples, then down to that spot right between her legs…

In spite of everything these people had done to her, they made her wet. Her excitement pulsated right between her legs, and that's when she sensed Kimmy's fingertips.

Jillian’s body tensed; she arched her back and shoved her heels down against the bed.

Concentrating hard now, Jillian attempted roll away from these two girls, but the nurses were insistent, determined, and hungry for this girl. Kimmy touched her; Candy kissed her. More importantly, they had skills. They knew exactly how to tease her. With every stroking caress and press of her lips, these girls made sure Jillian quivered with a desire she had never experienced before.

More than anything, she told herself that she loved John, but she had still fallen into that American trap where she "naturally" believed men craved sex more than women. When they were together, it was sweet and romantic, intimate and powerful, but it wasn't like this.

Before this, Jillian had never indulged in any kind of lesbian fantasy. In school, she had maybe flirted with a couple of her friends, and she could marvel at how beautiful they could be, especially when they put on the right combination of outfit, makeup, and hairstyle. But this was completely different!

Her heart thundered, and the ecstasy raced along her skin. The anticipation expanded, becoming more and more powerful.

When Candy drew back, Jillian actually lifted her head, like she wanted to prolong that kiss for as long as possible.

"You know, we can make you come even harder if you beg for it," Candy said.

Jillian lifted her head and peered down along the length of her body. The other nurse was still right there, only now she had her hands pressed down against the patient's ankles as though she needed to make sure Jillian wouldn't cause any trouble. As much as she hated to admit it, Jillian knew she was helpless. Outnumbered and drugged, she couldn't fight back.

Worse, some part of her craved this.

Her instincts had been turned against her, her desires twisted. In that instant, she could remember John, but there was this odd sense of disappointment echoing inside of her.

"I'm not going to beg for it," Jillian said.

"Are you sure about that?" Kimmy asked with a flirtatious smile. That's when she brushed her knuckles along Jillian's inner thighs. She started on her left side, then moved over to her right. From there, she brought her hand back up, and she slowly licked her fingertips as a Jillian watched.

This was supposed to be disgusting. It should have been revolting. As hard as she tried to coax those feelings deep from within her gut, Jillian instead watched, enticed and completely ensnared. She studied the nurse's fingertips as they glistened with the young woman's saliva.

The girl in the straitjacket watched, and now she started to shake her head from side to side. "Don't do it. Don't you dare do it," Jillian tried to call out, but then the other nurse started kissing her again.

Despite her captivity, Jillian tried to fight back. As her heart pounded, she knew she only needed to bite down or turn to the side. Even if she screamed, that would have felt like some kind of small victory.

A moan vibrated from deep within her chest, reminding her of just how little control she had here. Then she felt those fingers glide along her opening. The other nurse stroked her first, keeping Jillian's nipples hard as the heat cascaded along her body. Excitement pulsed throughout her frame, heating every inch of her flesh. There was no way to fight it; there was no way to resist that deluge of pleasure and anticipation as it raced through her frame.

But it wasn't enough, and now both of the nurses pulled back.

"Do you want to kiss her?" Candy asked.

"I do," Kimmy said. “Do you want to touch her?"

"I do!" Candy chirped.

Still panting, Jillian struggled to catch her breath even as she tried to understand what these women were saying.

“What do you want?” Kimmy asked the patient.

“I want you to let me go.”

“Nope.”

“I…I want…” Jillian couldn’t believe those words left her mouth.

"You still have to beg for it," Kimmy said. "We both know how much you want it. We all know how much you need it." The nurses had pulled away from the patient. Once she realized that this, Jillian tried to wiggle off of the bed. Throwing her body to the right, she started to roll.

The nurses wouldn't allow this, however. The two blondes grabbed her, pinned her and shoved her down.

"Please…" Jillian whimpered. "Please, you have to let me go. You, you can't do this to me." She hated how those words felt like they flew from her mouth on autopilot. There wasn't any real meaning or passion as she shaped those syllables. She just spoke because that was what she was supposed to do. Really, she craved something else altogether.

Only now, one nurse slid her fingers along the contours of Jillian's ass then up to her hips and back down between her inner thighs. With every soft caress, fresh need rushed along Jillian's flesh. She tried so hard to fight it, to bury it or push it all aside. Despite her best efforts, she couldn't do it.

"Please…" Jillian whimpered again. Only this time, she didn’t beg for freedom, "Please. Don't stop here. Please, keep touching me!"

"Do you want Kimmy to kiss you?" Candy asked.

"Do you want Candy to touch you?" asked Kimmy.

Jillian couldn't think clearly. The words hit her, and her mouth was open, but she kept squirming. Her pussy was drenched, and she hated the idea that a chemical could do this to her, yet she experienced the power of this sexual stimulant. A surge of frustration shot through her body, so she tried to stretch her arms away from her torso. She felt the soft, restrictive fabric of her straitjacket. No matter how hard she tensed her muscles or attempted to push out, she still couldn't break free! Her captivity held. She remained right there, trapped, just as the nurses expected.

The straitjacketed didn’t break, but something else did…Sucking in a quick breath, Jillian shoved her skull against the soft padding of her bed as she cried out, "Please. Please, touch me. Please, kiss me. Please, I can't take it!" Even if she had never been attracted to other women before, she had always been able to recognize their beauty. She vaguely remembered getting ready for her junior prom with a bunch of her friends. They were at Sarah's house, and they were standing around in front of the mirror, putting on their dresses, doing their makeup, their hair, selecting every little detail. And when they finished, they glanced back and forth at one another. They took selfies and flashed peace signs or made hearts, and it had all been so easy and right. At the same time, she had marveled at how gorgeous her friends could be.

But now, she saw Candy and Kimmy and knew there were so pretty; something else seemed to permeate Jillian’s skin. Arousal. Jillian couldn't deny it. She couldn't lie about the urges that now rocketed across her skin with one blast after another, echoing her frantic heartbeat each and every time.

"Please. Please, touch me. Please, I can't take it! Please!"

"You know, later on, you’ll be willing to give up everything, including your fiancé, if that means you can get off," Candy told her.

Way, deep down in the depths of her psyche, Jillian didn't couldn’t accept or believe that. Some part of her clenched as she fought to shake her head. Eyes widened, she instead stared up at the beautiful woman dressed like a slutty nurse to satisfy some male fantasy. At the same time, Jillian couldn't conjure any kind of real rage or anger. Instead, the other urges overwhelmed everything else. They smothered her ambitions, her other goals, and drives. In that instant, she became this creature of need, and there was only one thing that could sate her thirst.

"Don't worry," Kimmy said, running her hands along Jillian's legs. "You don't have to do that, not this time."

Never! Jillian desperately tried to convince herself she would never, ever betray John.

But then, she stopped thinking about her fiancé altogether. She didn't try to envision his face, the feel of his lips, or how his hands could glide along her body. He had aroused her before, of course. There were those moments when she tried hard to think of him as the hottest man alive. But right then and there, these girls were toying with Jillian, and they overwhelmed her defenses. The excitement splashed all across her body as she pleaded with them. "Please, please, don't stop here. Please, touch me. Kiss me. Please, I can't take this! Please, make me come!"

At this point, Candy kneeled between Jillian's legs while Kimmy positioned herself on top of the hapless patient. She straddled that girl, her legs pressing down against the sides of Jillian's torso. And now she leaned forward. Some of her blonde hair had come loose, and she tucked those strands behind her ear. Jillian watched, her eyes wide as she soaked in every second of her captivity.

"Because the doctor told us to, we’re softening you up," Candy informed her. "We’re turning you into a good girl. That's what you really want be. You can't help yourself. You know you want to be a good girl," said the nurse.

If she had been allowed to think clearly, then Jillian would have raged against those comments. But at that moment, she knew she’d agree to anything if it meant she might be able to enjoy the heat of release. "Yes. Yes, I want to be a good girl!" If she had been allowed to process all of this, then maybe Jillian could have insisted that she was lying. Yeah, that was it. She would tell them whatever they needed to hear if it meant she might be able to enjoy her orgasm.

"You can be a good girl—you can be a good girl just like us," said one of the nurses. The other added, "It's going to happen. The doctor is going to cure you of all your bad behaviors. You’re going to learn to be an ideal girl just like us!"

Jillian swallowed. She didn't understand what was going on, only then the nurse slid down. Jillian still had her legs spread.

She felt that first lick, Jillian's eyes widened. The nurse kept going, plunging down. She buried her face between Jillian's inner thighs, sending one spasm of pleasure after another racing through her frame.

There had been those moments when Jillian wanted to be with her boyfriend-turned-fiancé, and she had tried so hard to lose herself in that passion. But more often than not, it felt like role-playing. As he ran his hands along her body, stroked her nipples, caressed her sides, or pumped his cock between her legs, he made her feel good, but it wasn't anything like this.

Before Jillian could try to contemplate what any of that meant, she was kissed again. She savored the soft heat of the nurse's lips against her own. Another blast of excitement raced along her body, shooting from one nerve to the next and dancing along her senses.

Those flickering movements between her legs triggered it.

The anticipation snapped into an orgasm that sprinted all along her frame. She arched her back, kicked her heels down, and forgot all about the straitjacket. In fact, she forgot about the asylum, the doctor, the nurses, everything. There was only that rush of bliss. And then she fell back. With her eyes closed, she relaxed, and she didn't even care as they slid the metal band around her waist door between her legs. Something penetrated her again, but Jillian couldn't keep that distant smile off of her face.

In another part of the Crestwood Asylum, John stared up at the ceiling. Like his fiancé, he had his arms bound to his chest. He wore a straitjacket, and he glared at the ceiling as he contemplated what he might be able to do to get out of this. Professionally, he made decisions all the time. He navigated between different choices when it came to drugs, treatments, therapies, and a dozen other issues. As a physician, he hated dealing with insurance companies and going out to find donors to support the clinic, but he still did it.

Each day, he probably handled thousands of different options and choices. He negotiated through those various strategies as he sought out the best outcomes for his patients.

But right then and there, he didn't have any choices.

He was on his back, his arms were trapped, and he didn't know what to do.

This kind of toxic helplessness had never pumped through his body before. He had witnessed it many times, of course. People freaked out. He understood how poisonous stress could be, especially when his patients and their families confronted some impossible choice. This was one reason why he seldom enjoyed videos of people throwing tantrums whenever they were posted online. He couldn't help but think about what those individuals had endured on that day. He considered the individuals who couldn't afford their medications and who had to make impossibly difficult and humiliating choices.

With a viciously sardonic smirk, John started to wonder if maybe he did have at least one option. He could have surrendered. In fact, he filled his lungs and could have called out, "You win. Whatever you want, you win. Okay? I’ll to whatever you want!" Worst of all, he actually enjoyed those thoughts. The words waited right there, hovering at the tip of his tongue. It would have been so easy to get in like that; it would have been so simple to call out those promises.

A different kind of urge pulsed through his body, one he had never experienced before.

He itched to surrender.

He wanted to give up.

It wasn't just the frustration this time.

It was something else, like a new emotion.

Despite the aggravation flooding through his body, John sensed this magnetic pull toward surrender and subjugation. He could kneel before the doctor and promise his complete obedience.

Locking his teeth, he resisted. John didn't make that kind of declaration, especially because he remained determined…or so he thought.

At the same time, he hated the erection between his legs. Technically, he probably could have tried to roll over and rub his shaft against the bed underneath him. At the same time, however, he was convinced this cell would be equipped with hidden cameras. Even if that wasn't true, John had no intention of humiliating himself.

He needed to have one focus: getting out of there.

But how?

Biting down, he was grateful the gag had been removed. At least he could speak.

Minute by minute, he wanted to concentrate on coming up with some kind of leverage. The threat of a lawsuit clearly wouldn't work, so maybe there was something else he could do? Despite being a doctor, he didn't have a lot of money. He wasn't well-connected either. So what did that leave?

Not much.

Even so, he tried to concentrate.

Instead, his mind kept drifting back toward his fiancé. He thought of that gorgeous girl, her blonde hair, her vibrant eyes, that playful smile, and the rest of her body…Her breasts, waist, legs, butt and feet. Every detail seemed to trigger another lightning bolt of desire. And yet, he thought of her, and he imagined himself walking into her bedroom and bowing down before her. For some reason, he was thinking of what it might be like if he could look up into her eyes. There was more; there needed to be more, only he couldn't figure out what.

If he had been left alone, then maybe the fantasies would’ve naturally coalesced on their own.

Only the door opened, and that's when a large man with broad shoulders strode into the room. "Hello, John."

Naked from the waist down and trapped by his straitjacket, the doctor did his best to sit up quickly. He didn't succeed even ask two other individuals walked into the room as well. All three were men; all three wore loose fitting, white uniforms.

"Who are you?" John asked. He hated that flutter of nervous energy that rippled across his voice.

"My name is Marcus, and I'm in charge of the orderlies here. This is Simon," Marcus said as he nodded toward another tall, slender man. "And this is Richard." He seemed to be the shortest of the three.

Striding forward, Marcus stepped over to the side of John's bed. He had his arms at his sides. John stared up along the length of this man's body, and he seemed far too tall, far too powerful. Even though he wore a loose-fitting set of scrubs, there was still something domineering that radiated off of this man, a sense of menace and strength. He was the kind of guy who could go wherever he wanted whenever he wanted without any fear of harassment. No one would ever pick him to mug; no one would ever try to fight with him.

Normally, John didn't think of social positions. He was never someone who would insisted that he was always right because he was the "customer". But at that moment, John reminded himself that he was a doctor while these men were only orderlies. (At the same time, some small voice the back of his head had to wonder why there were three of them here, especially when John was technically mobile and able to move on his own. Heck, they could have let him out of the straitjacket, and their lives would've been a lot easier.)

Drawing a breath, he attempted to sit up again. He felt ridiculous, especially as these three men watched him. They didn't say anything at first. If anything, they seemed comfortable watching him squirm in his straitjacket with his erection prominently on display. "Marcus, Richard, Simon," he began. "I'm glad to meet you. Okay, so I don't know what they told you, but I am not supposed to be a patient at this facility. My name is John, I'm a licensed physician, I have a general practice, and I need you to help me get out of here."

"Why would we do that?" Simon asked.

"Yeah, why would we bother?" Richard wanted to know.

The tallest of the three, Marcus, stood there with his arms crossed over his chest. His expression seemed neutral, but maybe John picked up on something, perhaps a slightly sly smirk. Still, he didn't say anything.

John tried to sit up again. Doing so without the help of his arms proved to be surprisingly difficult. Finally, he gave up, raised his head, and conjured as much dignity as he could manage. It wasn't much, not while he was spread out. At the same time, he had to wonder if this was how many of his patients felt. After all, these men were fine; they were healthy.

I'm healthy too, he reminded himself. There's nothing wrong with me! "Gentlemen, what would it take to get out of the straitjacket and out of here?"

"Dr. Chen would have to sign off on your release," said one of the orderlies.

"That’s not what I meant," John said, mostly because he was very, very bad at this. He didn't know how to manipulate people. Most of the time, he went for honest and straightforward. "Look, there's nothing wrong with me. I don't know what kind of diagnosis she wrote down, but it's not true."

"Identity confusion, narcissism, and delusions," said the man in the center. Marcus. His name was Marcus. He didn't need to look at a chart. He simply recited the different terms.

"Identity confusion?" John asked. He wasn't a psychologist or psychiatrist, yet the terms still seemed unusual. He didn't think that was a diagnosis on its own. It sounded like a couple of possible different diagnoses, but then he decided it didn't matter as he continued, "That's not true. There's nothing wrong with me. Seriously, I’m fine."

"Then why are you here?" Richard asked.

At first, he was ready to tell the truth. Something stopped him, however. He realized it might not be a good idea to start talking about their employer. Even if he wanted to unload and insist, "Dr. Chen is fucking crazy," he knew that’d sound like the ranting of someone who really did belong in this facility. That's why he fought down those words. "Someone made a mistake," he said simply.

"You're in a hospital. Sick people belong in hospitals. That must mean you’re sick," Simon told him.

John blinked. His lips parted, and he wanted to say something else, only Marcus's deep voice boomed out, "John, the doctor has told us that you need to be relaxed before your first session. That's why we're here. She wants us to have some fun with you. Are you ready?"

"Ready? Ready for what?" That was all he was allowed to ask before the orderlies marched forward. They strode ahead and grabbed him. They picked him up, lifting him off of the bed. Simon and Richard worked together. They may not have been as imposing as Marcus, but they obviously worked out and clearly knew how to handle a patient like him.

The next thing he knew, he was off of the bed, and he tried to stand, only they forced him down onto his knees.

"What are you doing? What the hell is going on?" John tried to demand. No one had every handled him like this before.

Simon and Richard had their hands on his shoulders. With his arm still trapped against his torso, John couldn't fight them off. With his erection still pointing forward, John lifted his head, and his eyes slid along the length of the lead orderly's tall frame.

"Today, you’re going to service us. We're going to have some fun with you. The doctor wants you relaxed? Fine. You're going to be relaxed. You're going to suck, and you're going to take it."

Suck? Take it? John didn't understand the oblique terms.

"What, what does that mean?" John finally stuttered out.

Marcus stepped behind the patient, and now it was his turn to hold the boy down as he nodded toward Simon. The other orderly positioned himself right in front of John. The doctor didn't want to believe any of this could possibly be happening, but Simon reached down for his crotch, slid his hand into the folds of his pants, and then he freed his cock. He had a long and slender shaft, and John's brows tightened with uncertainty. He tried to turn away, but that's when Marcus shifted his grip. Now he had one hand on the back of John's neck. His fingers pinched down even as he grabbed onto John's hair. "You're going to suck his cock like an obedient patient. In this facility, you do as the doctor tells you. If Dr. Chen prescribes this man's come, then you smile and suck and swallow and ask for more." That deep voice and those resonant words vibrated through John's body. At the same time, his cock twitched.

How was that possible?

Revulsion swept across his body, but his mouth also watered, and he instinctively licked his bottom lip as he faced another man's shaft. A jolt of humiliation shot through him. Normally, John understood the importance of equity and equality. But right then and there, he wanted to remind these gentlemen that he was a doctor while they were just orderlies. He had gone to medical school, studied hard, and made far more than they did. Those elitist thoughts didn't help, especially when contrasted with the other urge.

Moving with swift, deft movements, Marcus grabbed John by his hair, yanked, forced his head back. At once, the doctor opened his mouth, and Simon had his own hand on the base of his cock. He pushed forward. At first, John just closed his eyes, only then he felt the firm heat of the other man's shaft against the side of his nose, his cheek...

Then he heard the laughter, and he knew that they were messing with him. They were taunting him, and there was nothing he could do about it.

"Time for your medicine," Simon promised. That's when he shoved forward.

John wasn't going to do it. He promised himself he would turn his head to the side, lock his teeth, and clamp his lips shut. It should have been easy enough, only something else flooded his body.

It was a chemical urge, an artificial instinct.

"That's right," Marcus said in a throaty whisper.

Disbelief smacked into John, but he still did; he wrapped his lips around Simon's cock, and he started to suck. He hollowed his cheeks. "Use your tongue," Simon ordered.

Right away, John tried to resist the urge. Intellectually didn't want to do as he was told, yet that other instinct pounded into him again. He felt like he needed to do as they said. How was that possible?

At first, he held back that urge. John wasn't going to let these men use him; he wasn't going to pleasure them!

Only then Marcus told him, "If you don't, we're going to find other ways to have fun. Should we break you in right now?"

"That sounds like a good idea," Richard said with a chuckle.

No! They couldn't! They wouldn't!

Those thoughts boomed inside of John's head, only they didn't make sense. How could he really believe that, especially when he was already sucking one man's cock? Ridiculously, he yearned to tell himself that this went against everything a medical institution was supposed to stand up for and believe in. But then again, he had been kidnapped. He had been taken here against his will. Clearly, these people weren't following the rules as established by the American Medical Association.

He kept sucking. With his lips tight around Simon's cock, he found himself resisting the urge to start licking as ordered.

Marcus pumped John's face forward, only to pull him back, and then thrust forward again with a vicious grunt of pleasure. He was bobbing John’s head, using him and turning the doctor into little more than a living sex toy. Then he announced, "It’s my turn now. Ready, boy? You're going to swallow mine first."

Swallow?

Back in college, John remembered this phase where he had been enamored of blowjob jokes. He thought they were so funny, especially because there was that little hint of hope. He loved the idea of having a beautiful girl down on her knees in front of him, and he could grab onto her pigtails and pump her face. He could be utterly selfish as he used her. Although he liked to think he had grown beyond that kind of collegiate immaturity, but maybe that impulse was still there.

Now, somehow, it had been turned against him.

Marcus let go of his hair, stepped in front of him, and now John found himself looking at someone who was even bigger and taller and stronger.

"Please. Please, you can't make me do this."

"Yeah, we can," Marcus said with a leer. "Simon broke in your mouth, but it's my turn to break in that throat of yours."

Break in his throat? Did that even make sense?

Before John could catch his breath and figure it out, Marcus grabbed him by his hair again. He forced this boy to lift his chin. "Take it. Take it like a good little slut."

A jolt of hot shame spread to his chest when he heard those words. John understood the sexist implications, but he never imagined a word like that could be aimed at him. But there he was, on his knees, sucking this man's cock. His lips were tight around Marcus's powerful girth. From one moment to the next, he wished she could pull away, but the orderly still held onto him, making sure John couldn't stop. He would suck.

"Lick," Marcus ordered.

John didn't want to obey, but that rush of intimidation flooded into him, and he knew he didn't have any choice. Even if he wanted to rage against every second of this, he still had to lick and suck like a...good little slut. Whether he liked it or not, those words fit. That was what he had become at that moment.

Despite all of his medical training, John didn't want to believe a drug could do this to him. And yet, these people worked beyond any kind of legal framework. What kinds of medicines existed out there? What kinds of treatments and pharmaceuticals were available if you were willing to deal with shady and unscrupulous sellers?

"Take it," Marcus ordered again as he slammed his cock forward, only this time he didn't hold back. Instead of just using the first fourth of his cock, he shoved forward. He’d bury his cock in John’s mouth.

The patient’s eyes opened and widened. He gagged, his throat tightening. Marcus didn't stop. He pushed forward, all the way to the back of the patient's throat. When he finally pulled back, John felt like he couldn't breathe. Still, he sucked in a breath through his nostrils. It wasn't enough air, but this was the best he was going to get.

"That's right. You know where you belong now, don't you? I can see it in your eyes. I think you’re one of the naturally obedient boys who come here. I've seen those men who like to pretend they're in charge, but you aren't even a real man, are you? You're a boy, and you're not even going to be a boy for much longer."

What did that mean?

"Don't worry. I'm sure becoming a slut is going to be completely natural for you."

John kept wishing he could fight back somehow. He was down on his knees, and Marcus refused to let go of his scalp. Every time John tried to pull back or away, he was punished with another painful spasm right at the roots of his hair.

"Swallow," Marcus said.

In that first moment, John honestly didn't understand. Then he experienced another sharp tug. The pain lanced down along his nerves as his eyes widened and his vision blurred. John fought to see through the tears, except then he had something else to worry about as that mammoth cock began to throb.

The doctor thought, Oh no.

Another ragged bolt of shame twisted through his body as he felt that ejaculate shoot against the back of his throat. "Swallow," Marcus ordered. His deep voice washed over John, forcing the blade to obey.

He gulped it down even as the other two were laughing now, "Suck, slut."

"Swallow. Swallow like a good slave," said the other one.

John wished he could tear his face away, turn his head to the left or right, anything if it meant even just a momentary respite from the degradation. But no, he couldn't get away. Marcus still wouldn't let go.

"Okay, guys," Marcus said as he released at the patient. "Your turn."

"That ass is mine," Simon announced.

"I don't mind some sloppy seconds with his mouth," Richard said next.

John found himself on his knees as he peered upward. Those three men surrounded him in a semicircle. John tried to jump up, only they grabbed him. As Marcus watched, Simon went for his shoulders and shoved the boy right back down onto the floor. This time, he bent him forward. Richard grabbed John by his hair, and suddenly that boy was bent forward, his legs spread, his ass on display, his lips parted.

Holding on tight to the top of John's head, Richard let out a bellowing laugh. The sound reverberated against the air and bounced along the walls as he revealed his own cock. He wasn't as big or as intimidating as Marcus, yet that hardly mattered. John still experienced a rush of red heat along his cheeks. He knew what was going to happen; more importantly, he knew he wouldn't be able to stop it.

Second by second, John struggled to think of something. Time slowed down. He didn't know what to do. He didn't know how to fight back.

Then he came to the inevitable conclusion: he couldn't resist. These three men were bigger and far stronger. Just importantly, John had been drugged, and he remained trapped in a straitjacket. Bent forward now, he found himself impaled on Richard's cock; his lips tightened around at that shaft, and he began to suck.

"That's right," Marcus said with a chuckle. "You know what kind of man you are, don't you? You're not a man at all. You deserve to be on your knees. You're nothing but a suck-slave. You're going to be a servant, boy. You're going to be trained so thoroughly. You might as well be another one of those nurses."

John registered those words, and some part of him wished he could have argued. After all, he was a middle-class guy; he was used to decorum and the rules of civility.

Only that didn’t fit here because Simon came up behind him. Grabbing John by his straitjacket, Simon held onto one of the small straps near the base of his back. He aimed his erection, shoved forward, and penetrated the patient.

John cried out. Even at that moment, with a hard dick in his mouth, he couldn't do anything else as he got taken from behind. "I love when you make them shake like that," Richard chuckled even as he pumped John's mouth, thrusting forward, all the way to the back of his throat. Again, John endured the shame of his gag reflex.

They pumped him. They used him. One came from behind, the other in front.

Moment by moment, John tried to ignore those sensations. Again and again, he tried to build up some kind of psychological barrier or defense. He needed to pretend he was somewhere else. Maybe could have lost himself to some fantasy or memory. He ached to disassociate. As lovely as those ideas sounded, he couldn't do it. There was no escape from this.

He experienced the taste, the hot aroma, and every physical sensation pumping from his ass and his lips, the roof of his mouth, and the back of his throat. Tears ran down his cheeks, but he still couldn't stop.

With a satisfied growl, Richard came hard in the patient’s mouth. The orderly kept both of his hands on the top of John's head as he pumped his shaft deep in, pulled back, only to do it over and over again as he sprayed his load. At the same time, Simon plowed him from behind, thrusting hard and fast.

They came within a few seconds of one another. John tasted it. He endured it. He swallowed it down. He took it hard right between the cheeks of his ass.

Through the storms of sensations, he realized something.

He was hard. He was erect. His shaft thrummed with need and desire. Of course, he couldn't touch himself. And yet, he could still experience that rush of desire right between his legs. He didn't want to think it was possible. He didn't want to believe this could actually happen, yet John couldn't ignore that bright, shining surge of desire deep within his torso, just below his stomach…

Simon and Richard finished with him.

"Are you ready for the belt?" Marcus asked.

He grabbed John. His powerful, meaty fingers went down for the nape of his neck, and he pinched, grabbing this boy and yanking him back up onto his feet. Then he shoved him up against the wall. "Enjoy this. It's going to be the last one you get for a while."

He reached past John's hip and went for his crotch. Disoriented by everything he had already endured, John didn't understand what was about to happen, not until he felt the orderly's muscled hand between his legs. Those strong fingers encircled his shaft.

"I know what you want," Marcus said. "Right now, I bet you wish we could get one of the nurses in here. Maybe Candy? Maybe Cindy? Maybe Kimmy? Think of some cute little blonde in here. But no, that's not going to happen, slut. You’re going to learn how to please powerful men just like me. You need to understand who you are now. You think you can do that?"

Despite the taste lining his tongue, John still managed to gasp out, "I'm not going to let you do this. You won't break me!" Truthfully, he had no idea where those words originated. He didn't think he could be this strong or defiant. After all, he was the kind of guy who got nervous asking a server at a restaurant for some extra ketchup. But now, he insisted, "I swear, I'll fight!"

Marcus chuckled at his fear. John could feel the man's hot breath right there against his skin, "Sure. Tell me whatever you want. You can fight, but the doctor knows exactly what she's doing. You are going to become something totally different. And I'm going to watch. Very soon, you're going to be so much prettier. They’ll give you long hair, and you're definitely going to be in a cute dress. Better yet, you're going to be on your knees, eager to suck cock."

"Never," John said.

He intended to say more, only Marcus had his fingers encircled around John's cock.

Over the course of his life, John had imagined so many different situations involving his shaft. He couldn't help it. Those urges were right there, but the objects of his fantasy were always pretty girls—blonde cheerleaders, nerdy bookworms, and eventually Jillian herself. After their first date, wild passion had spread through his body, and he had been utterly exhausted. By the time he had gotten back to his place, the sun had started to rise. Even so, he had thrown himself down onto his bed, slipped his hand into his pants, and thought of that beautiful Vanderbilt girl. He had imagined what it would be like to run his fingers through her hair, to push her down onto her knees, to unzip his pants, and to see her look up at him lovingly. Yes, there was a whiff of power and control in his fantasy, but this was just his imagination, so it didn't have to mean anything.

Except now, he had lost control over everything. Marcus chuckled in his ear, "You like this, don't you? You can't help yourself. Look at this. Your cock is so hard right now. You want to come so badly."

It was true. John tried to deny it, if only to himself, yet those longings continued to pummel into him. They spread from between his legs, up into his gut, all the way to his neck, chin and lips. His mouth opened; his lips parted as he panted.

"This is how you come now, slut. Someone more powerful than you decides to play with you. Someone more powerful than you decides to give you just a taste of this kind of satisfaction. That's why you're always going to be obedient. That's why you’ll always do as you're told. If you don't, you get punished. If you please your superiors, maybe you can have a little taste of something just like this."

"No," John panted out. "Please, don't do it. Please, don't make me!"

The lead orderly just chuckled.

John breathed in; the aftertaste still clung to his tongue, yet he also picked up on the scent of the orderly's cologne. It was a deep, rich, masculine scent.

"Come for me, slut," Marcus commanded as he squeezed John's cock, pumping him.

John didn't want to react. He wanted to fight this with every fiber of his being. Despite those instincts and desires, he lost control in just a few more seconds. He couldn't help it! Marcus slid and stroked his powerful hand down to the base of John's cock, up along his length, to the tip, then back down again. He squeezed and stroked, over and over. Worse, he knew exactly what he was doing. As Marcus laughed at him, John struggled through the shame of losing control.

Before, he could have said that he was forced and that he hated it with every part of his mind and body. Stuck in his straitjacket and manhandled by these brutes, John could've used to those excuses. But now, undeniable pleasure exploded through his body. He came hard, right there against the wall. He blew his load as the excitement coalesced into a mind-breaking orgasm! Pleasure washed over him, igniting every sense. His vision morphed into a storm of colors even though he still tasted the come at the back of his throat, this man's scent filled his nostrils, and he heard his own pounding heart. Somehow, that rhythm matched every stroke, caress, and squeeze that forced him to lose control.

Then it was done, and Marcus picked John up, throwing him over his shoulder before tossing him right back down onto the bed.

"Get him in the belt," Marcus said as he crossed his arms over his chest.

Distantly, John needed to understand what that meant. He had his eyes closed for those first couple of seconds. After all of this, he just wanted to fall asleep again. He needed to hide in the dark, but he looked up.

Simon stood over him, and he held onto something shining and metallic. Another part of John itched to open his mouth and to ask what it was. He saw the curves, the rounded tip on a rod attached to the inside, plus some kind of strange tube.

"Do you want to know what this is, slut?"

Don't call me that! I'm not a woman! Oddly, those thoughts shot through John's head, but he still couldn't bring himself to speak. Instead, he shook his head.

"Too bad," Marcus said with another knowing chuckle. After all, he had seen plenty of patients just like this man come through the Crestwood Asylum. In theory, some were worse than others. There were those arrogant CEO-types who thought that they should be able to tilt the world in whichever direction they liked. They honestly believed that they were bigger, stronger, and more powerful than everyone else around. Because they spent their days chasing numbers across screens and adding commas to their collective net worth, they thought they were better than those around them. They thought they were unstoppable.

Dr. Chen always corrected them. She took away that delusion.

Perhaps this boy wasn't like that, yet Marcus still grinned down at him. He couldn't help it. Even a guy like John entertained those power fantasies. He thought he was in control of his life. He thought he could dictate the terms of his existence. He was wrong, and now he was about to learn just how helpless and powerless he could truly become.

Richard and Simon grabbed the boy and lifted up his legs as Marcus unhinged up the chastity belt. He pushed it down between John's legs, and then the patient cried out as that rod penetrated his ass. Less than two seconds later, Marcus forced the patient's cock down into the locking tube.

There. It was done. The locks engaged, and they finally released him.

Panting, his eyes aimed upward without really seeing, John struggled to catch his breath as he struggled to comprehend what was going on.

"Let's leave him alone. The doctor is going to want to come back to take care of the hair removal. For now, he can rest," Marcus announced.

At some point, she fell asleep. When she woke up, Kimmy and Candy were both standing over her. For just a second, she didn't recognize them, and she was about to ask a question except then everything came flooding back. Jillian remembered getting kidnapped, the feel of the straitjacket, all of it…

Right away, she yearned to say something, only then she tasted the ball gag in her mouth. Not only that, she was naked, her legs spread, her arms pulled above her head, her wrists crossed. She could feel the straps around her limbs.

"Are you ready for another shot?" Kimmy asked. Or maybe that was Candy. Jillian still had a hard time telling them apart. Besides, she seriously didn't care. As far as she was concerned, those girls were interchangeable. They were pretty, ditzy, and utterly obedient.

On some level, Jillian still fantasized about trying to get through to them. There was something about their bright blue eyes, and the vacant way they seemed to gaze out at the world. They could move quickly enough, but something had obviously been taken away from them.

Would the same thing happen to her?

No! Instantly, Jillian shoved that idea back. She wouldn't even entertain the idea. She was a competent, capable woman. She didn't care about Aunt Marina's antiquated concepts of femininity and gender. Jillian was educated, articulate, and capable of making her own decisions.

Except now, the first nurse held up a syringe. It contained more of the pink concoction. "Are you ready for another dose of medicine?"

Breathing in, Jillian realized she wouldn't be able to argue her way out of this, so she blinked, and she tried to look as vapid as possible. Then, almost tentatively and with a slightly higher pitch, she asked, "Are you...are you sure you really need to give that to me?" Almost automatically, Jillian had started to sound ditzy. "I mean, you already gave me one dose. Isn't that enough? I can be a good girl. I swear!"

"You're definitely going to be a good girl," Kimmy promised.

Candy agreed too, "Yeah. The doctor wants to cure you, so she’ll do it. And in the meantime, you can learn how to behave. Right now, that means you have to be happy and cheerful when we give you your medicine. Besides, if you're a very good girl, we might even give you an orgasm."

"Would you like that, Jillian? Would you like me to go down on you? I mean, your legs are already spread…"

Jillian clenched at the thought. Yes, she understood how good an orgasm might feel, yet that always felt like her body betraying her. These girls weren't supposed to be able to get her off! The knowledge that Jillian was a prisoner here should have been enough to destroy any hint of sex appeal, but it wasn't…and she knew it.

Worse, perhaps some small part of her even craved the feel of those girls crawling across her body, kissing her, licking her, touching and teasing her. If Candy or Kimmy buried their faces between her legs and licked her pussy, the excitement would have overwhelmed her. This could've been a constellation of orgasms, one bright and shining burst of pleasure after another.

"No…" Jillian said. "I, I don't want orgasm right now. I don't want my medicine, either."

"You always need your medicine!"

That's when the nurse leaned down, directed the syringe, punctured her skin, and injected her. Jillian closed her eyes. She tried to imagine the chemicals as some kind of foreign invader, and she could fight back.

Instead, she found herself getting excited. Another round of desires swam through her body. Her nipples stiffened, and her mouth watered, and she could feel that delectable heat right between her legs.

"Now, you're very lucky. You see, Dr. Chen instructed us to make sure you get the sedative. This way, you can feel nice and sleepy, so it won’t hurt when we work on removing your hair. It's not like the other patients. Usually, you can hear them screaming from down the hall."

"What, what are you talking about?"

"Hair removal! Your new owner wants you to be nice and smooth like a good girl."

Jillian blinked a couple times. Her thoughts seemed sluggish. It was a strange, frustratingly contradictory set of sensations. Arousal pumped through her body, yet she had a hard time processing what she heard. More and more, she wished one of these girls would just touch her. She could imagine a nurse snapping on a latex glove, lubricating her digits, and then sliding her fingers between Jillian's legs. She could touch the patient slowly, working her up. Jillian pictured herself arching her back and raising her hips. She could imagine working so hard to impale herself on those soft fingertips. Then, finally, an orgasm would rush through her body, giving her the satisfaction she craved.

No!

Biting down again, Jillian still refused to give in. She wasn't some ditzy airhead, and she wouldn't become one for her aunt either.

But now, the nurses really did snap on their latex gloves. One of the blondes grabbed a small jar, and she began to rub at the contents onto her fingertips. From there, she reached down and stroked Jillian's right armpit. The patient didn't understand what was going on. "After this, you're never, ever going to have to worry about shaving again."

"Isn't that wonderful? I mean, you can just be smooth forever—like a proper young lady. This way, you'll be able to make the man in your life so much happier."

"That isn't my main priority," Jillian growled back.

"Those are some big words for a patient," another nurse said.

The other one smiled down at her. "Don't worry. This is going to be good for you. And remember, it's not even going to hurt."

Jillian gasped from one infuriated breath to the next now. She kept her lips sealed even asked she puffed through her nostrils. The girls, however, didn't seem to notice as they worked on their patient. They considered her armpits, her shins, calves, and thighs. Then, Kimmy glanced over at Candy, "Would you like to do the honors?"

"Absolutely," said the other nurse.

She reached down, and Jillian finally understood what was going to happen. They'd remove all of her body hair from her eyebrows down.

"Oh, I guess she's figuring it out," said one of the women.

"Yes, she definitely is."

Jillian pressed her lips together. She wanted to say something, to snap back with some angry retort. As hard as she tried, she couldn't do it. Despite everything, these nurses still intimidated her. They were free to move around. They were strapped down; they weren't helpless.

"You know what would probably make her feel better?" Candy asked.

"What's that?" Kimmy said.

"Her belt. We can put it on her and leave it on, and then she can enjoy a bunch of different orgasms, and she won't even have to worry about thinking about anything at all."

"You know, that sounds like a really good idea. Did you check her chart?"

"The doctor already wrote the prescription."

"Perfect!" The nurses clapped their hands together. They seemed so excited.

Jillian didn't understand what was happening, but she wasn't going to like it.

They applied the chemicals, rubbing them all over her armpits, down along her legs, along her pubis and elsewhere before they finished. "There we go. That's right. Just relax. Let the chemicals do their work."

After that, they finished. They wiped away the remains of the medicine, leaving her skin soft and smooth. Jillian might have been impressed if she didn't think about what she had just lost or how they were modifying her body for the pleasure of some man.

"There we go," said one of the nurses. "If you want to find a husband, you need to be willing to become whatever he wants. You need to be a good and obedient wife."

"Like you?" Jillian growled back.

"We're nurses. We don't get to get married like you. I'm sure your aunt will find you a nice man who will tell you what to do, and you can't obey him always. Isn't that going to be fun? You won't have to think at all! Just smile and be pretty and do as you’re told."

"I, I want to think! I want to make my own choices!" As he Jillian practically shouted out those words, she started to thrash. She yanked against the straps holding down her wrists and ankles. Maybe she had been freed from the straitjacket while she slept, but a different kind of fury clawed through her body, and she experienced just how powerful and strong these medical restraints could be. As she pumped every ounce of strength she possessed into her limbs, she found herself still strapped down, still on her back, still utterly exposed and helpless.

The nurses watched. They grinned down at her. As far as they were concerned, she needed to throw this little tantrum, especially since it wouldn’t change anything. Obviously, Jillian could still vent her frustrations, especially because they didn't need to worry about her behavior—not yet. Instead, they could be gentle with her and allow her the luxury of a little bit of bad behavior.

Inevitably, her defiance ebbed. Jillian kicked and thrashed, desperately fighting to punch or squirm her way free from the medical restraints. But now it was done, and she fell back down the pad under her. She was panting, her breasts rising and falling. But now, Kimmy came forward, and she slid her fingers along Jillian's pussy.

The patient tried to get angry; after her outburst, however, she couldn't summon any kind of real response, especially because the most recent dose left her body tingling, sensitive, and perfectly receptive to this kind of treatment. Intellectually, she could try to fight it. She could scrounge together every independent thought she possessed, yet it still wasn't enough.

The nurse played with her, gliding her fingers up and down along Jillian's pussy until the girl was desperately wet and squirming. Yes, she moved against the restraints, only now she wasn't trying to escape. This was about something else, something completely different.

Pleasure.

She needed it!

But then, right as it felt like maybe, just maybe the nurse would allow her an orgasm, Kimmy drew her hand back.

"No! Why, why did you stop?" Jillian demanded.

Candy leaned down and stroked the patient's forehead. She gently touched her, making Jillian glare back up at the other girl as well. "It's not fair!" She knew how ridiculous and ditzy she sounded. She whined like some idiotic trophy wife who just wanted release, no matter what it meant. She couldn't think for herself or solve her problems. She had become completely reliant on the nurses—just as Dr. Chen had planned.

"You'll feel better once you have this on," Candy said as she pulled out the chastity belt. Jillian saw the glistening metal; the light seemed to slide along with the smooth curves. Then she saw the built-in vibrator as well as the butt plug, and her eyes widened. "No…" Perhaps, some small part of her was curious to see what that would feel like. And yet, she also understood how a chastity belt would mean the loss of even more control. She spotted the locks. Perhaps she didn't understand the theory. Maybe she had never really considered what this kind of equipment could do to the human psyche, but Dr. Chen knew, and these nurses were about to implement the next phase of her treatment, whether she liked it or not.

Between her legs, the need persisted. If anything, it grew stronger and stronger as she watched the nurses work. They forced her legs up and apart. They slid the belt between her legs, and then she got penetrated, first by the dildo, then the butt plug. Alien sensations swarmed through her body, especially because she had never considered sex like this. The belt slid into position, and that's when she heard the locks engage, first the left, then the right. Once they finished with her, the nurses patted her on the head and said, "You're going to feel so much better once you stop thinking for yourself."

The nurses came for him again.

John lifted his head and realized he had the ball gag in his mouth again. At some point, he had passed out, but now he had those beautiful girls in front of him, and he wished he could just talk to them. Deep down, he still held onto the fantasy that there was some magical sentence or declaration that he could offer up in order to get these girls to let him go.

Instead, they came up to him, and they pulled out their latex gloves. They giggled back and forth at one another without actually saying anything. At this point, John tried to communicate with his eyes. As ridiculous as that sounded, it was the best he could do. If he could make and maintain eye contact with one of these girls, perhaps he could convey something important. Maybe he could get lucky and she’d decide to remove his gag for just a moment.

Part of him needed to believe that if he could break down the problem into solvable chunks, then this could be managed. He could make some progress, employ a strategy, and finally escape.

Those ideas sounded good inside of his head, only the girls worked without saying anything. Candy gave him another injection. He shook his head from side to side, jerking his chin as quickly as he could, but she wasn't going to change her mind. As a nurse, she had to follow the doctor’s instructions. Dr. Chen knew what he needed, and Candy intended to deliver it. Besides, it wasn't like he could fight, not while he was spread out and strapped down.

"This is going to hurt," Kimmy told him.

That's when she pulled up jar, scooped out some of the clear, viscous goo, and rubbed it along her fingers. She couldn't feel the chemicals, not while she wore the latex gloves, but now she reached down and started to spread it out along his right leg, then his left. She rubbed it in, and that's when the tingling started.

This warm heat began to spread along his body. It became more intense.

It morphed into hot, sharp pain as it felt like dozens of hot drills began to dig their way down into his skin.

John tried and failed to stay silent.

He started panting.

Then he screamed. He shouted. The gag absorbed most of the sound, yet the girls didn't stop. They kept working.

At that point, John would’ve started begging. He would have offered up everything. He would have even offered to write elicit prescriptions, or maybe he could have compromised the records of his patients. Hell, he would have offered up every single one of his own patients if it meant that he could get out of this facility.

The pretty nurses applied the chemicals to his arms, neck, cheeks, chin and upper lip. They worked diligently as he struggled, thrashing around. They applied it to his armpits, chest, and pubic area.

At this point, he didn't even think about what it meant. Instead, he cried out again and again, shouting and screaming. The tears ran down his cheeks, but the nurses just wiped them away as they worked.

Jillian didn't know what to make of the chastity belt. At some point, the chemicals in her bloodstream had knocked her out; as her fiancé screamed in another cell, Jillian relaxed, lowering her eyelids and letting the fatigue, take her away. At that moment, she told herself she deserved a little bit of rest after everything she had gone through. Jillian had fought to the best of her ability, and now she needed to hoard her resources. After all, there would be an opportunity. She had to believe that. At some point, she would get the chance to escape.

But she had to be ready for it.

At first, the belt didn't seem like a big deal. She wore it, and she hated the invasive pressure of the dildo between her legs and that plug between her butt cheeks. Despite this violation, she could still think for herself...for now.

Sometimes, it made her come.

It activated and the vibrations danced along her skin. They started between her legs and stimulated her.

They made her come!

They forced her to climax.

Over and over again.

Of course, she tried to rip the belt off, but the iron bands refused to bend, budge or break.

Now she couldn’t think, not when the exhaustion weighed her down.

At some point, she needed to go to sleep. She was back in her cell, so she crawled into her small bed.

Then she fell asleep, and that's when she woke up. The next time she opened her eyes, she couldn't tell how much time had actually elapsed. Just a few minutes? Maybe hours? Either way, she discovered that they had decided to put her back in her straitjacket.

How was that possible?

Infuriated with herself, Jillian immediately opened her eyes and tried to move her arms, only to wonder if they had drugged her again. Perhaps they had pumped some kind of aerosolized sedative into the small room. Or maybe the last dose of her medication had included some kind of time-release sleep aid. Either way, she tried to sit up, only to fail. She couldn't slide her arms back behind her to push herself up. Jillian instead had to awkwardly roll over and slip her legs off of the small bed first.

As she moved, she rediscovered the feeling of the belt around her waist. Plus, there were the other, far more intimate sensations now, rubbing along her slit. Clenching her eyes shut, she bit down.

Concentrating on anger and frustration rather than anything else, Jillian refused to acknowledge the belt as much as she could. Instead, she walked over to the door. She stared at it as though she could open it with nothing but the force of her will and personality. Simultaneously, she secretly hoped that maybe the doctor or either of the nurses would decide to come in here to see her. Maybe they would taunt her. Maybe there was some other part of her treatment they needed to discuss with her. One way or the other, she would get an opportunity. Better yet, she began to fantasize about launching herself forward, slamming her shoulder into one of those pretty nurses, knocking the woman up against a padded wall, and eventually throwing her down onto the floor. After that, Jillian could blackmail the woman, promising to hurt the nurse unless she let her out of the straitjacket. Then, better still, Jillian could steal the nurse's uniform and use it to escape.

Instead, she heard another voice. At first, she hoped it might be Aria.

Instead, it sounded like Dr. Chen. "Welcome back, Jillian. How are you feeling?"

An errant thought popped into Jillian's head. She didn't like it, but she couldn't take it back once the idea unfurled behind her eyes, That's the doctor. She's a doctor, so I should do what she says. Jillian silently acknowledged that concept, only then her eyes widened. She flexed her calves, pushed out with her arms, and tried to break free from the straitjacket. Realistically, she knew she wouldn't be able to succeed, yet the urge to try was still there, mirrored by that other terrible instinct.

I'm a patient at this hospital, so I should do as I'm told.

"That's right," continued the voice of Dr. Chen as though she could hear Jillian's thoughts. "You should do as you're told. You don't want to think for yourself. Thinking is hard. It's much better when you accept your diagnosis and do as you're told. Deep down, you want to be a good girl. You want to make your husband happy. You know that he should be your top priority. You don't want to think for yourself. You don't want any ambitions. Ambitions are hard. Isn't it better when you just do as you're told?"

Jillian looked to the left and right. This time, she saw that the vent was covered. It definitely wasn't Aria. At the same time, she finally decided to speak. She didn't have the gag in her mouth, so she looked up and around as though she thought she might be able to spot the hidden cameras. "I'm not going to let you do this to me! I'm not going to let you brainwash me!"

"Are you sure about that?"

"Yes!" Jillian was about to shout that word when the vibrator between her legs activated. It pulsated against her pussy, sending this shiver of deep desire running through her body. It emanated between her legs and flashed out along her thighs and up to her chest and her breasts, her shoulders, along the sides of her neck, all the way to her lips and the tip of her nose.

She couldn’t hide from the onslaught. Desperation spread along every part of her body.

"Turn it off!" Jillian demanded.

Instead, the vibrator sped up. It was easy to imagine that woman in her white lab coat seated in some kind of control room as she played with the buttons. She could monitor Jillian and decide exactly what kinds of stimulation she'd receive. Her heart pounded faster and faster even as she knew she was about to climax.

Locking her teeth together, Jillian told herself she would find some way to resist the orgasm. She wouldn't let these people manipulate her; she wouldn't let them control her.

Distantly, she recognized the sound of the doctor speaking again, "Just relax. Relax and enjoy the arousal. You know you aren't in control of your own body. Your body will belong to your husband. You need to do as he says. If he tells you to work out, then you workout because you want to be sexy for him. If he tells you to cook his dinner, then you should cook his dinner because you want to be obedient. You want to show how grateful you are."

Gratitude.

Arousal, aggression, and gratitude all spun through her chest. She knew that only one of those impulses really belonged to her. The other two had been created either by the toy between her legs or the drugs running through her system.

Jillian spun to her left, then her right as she jerked against her straitjacket. She thrashed and fought. Her chastity belt shined bright underneath the vivid light as she squirmed helplessly. Her blonde hair splashed against her shoulders as she twisted.

Still, none of this helped. No matter how hard she worked for fought, Jillian still couldn't break free!

"You, you're not going to get away with this. I swear, I’m going to report you to the police! I'm going to make sure you’re thrown in jail!"

"I've heard that before," Dr. Chen answered easily enough. "But right now, we both know what you want. What is it? If you tell me, I might give it to you."

An orgasm…

She needed that climax. She ached for the release. Naturally addicted to pleasure, Jillian couldn't help herself. Her knees bent slightly, and she spread her legs. Simultaneously, she wished she could just rock her hips forward and back to grind her way to completion.

"Do know what a wife must master? She needs to learn to orally please her husband. Have you done that before? Have you gone down on a man?"

"Go to hell!"

"Language, young lady," Dr. Chen chided her. "Remember, this is all part of your treatment. I'm working on you because I want to make you better."

"You're trying to brainwash me!"

"I'm working to cure you of your delusions and self-deception," Dr. Chen said.

"How can you do this to me? We’re both women!"

"I'm a doctor, you're my patient. Besides, we both know who you’re supposed to be. You aren't like me, Jillian. You’re a sweet girl who needs to do what your family tells you. Defying your family is a very bad idea, don't you think?"

"You and my aunt can both go to hell!"

That's when the doctor deactivated the vibrator. All at once, the stillness swept across her body.

Jillian didn't think this would bother her. If anything, the idea of getting remotely triggered by a dildo built into her chastity belt should have horrified her. And it did, at least somewhere deep within her psyche. Just then, the drugs activated, and this swelling sense of disappointment washed over her. It fell along every inch of her body, making impossible for her to think of anything else.

"Right now, is there something you want to ask for?"

Yes! More than anything, Jillian ached to start begging. The desire fluttered, and Jillian could barely resist. She needed to plead for the doctor to turn the chastity belt back on. She yearned to feel the rhythmic vibrations gliding along her pussy. Her slit was already wet, and she knew they were working on her. At the same time, she wondered how often they’d drugged her while she had been asleep. How many pharmaceuticals had already started to attack her brain as they worked to "cure" her?

"Go on. You can do it. I'm a doctor, and I know what’s best for you. This is all part of your treatment."

Jillian didn't want to believe it.

"Just think about your future husband. Think about how much you want to make him happy. You like making people happy, don't you, Jillian? You want to be a good girl. You want your aunt to be proud of you. You want to make your husband happy."

"I don't have a husband," Jillian whispered. As much as she wanted to believe otherwise, she couldn't roar out of those words with some barbaric snarl of defiance. On the contrary, she sounded quietly timid, especially as the desire continued to eat through her defenses.

"Maybe not yet. But your aunt has someone in mind for you. He's going to be a very good husband. But first, you need to be a good girl. You long to be a good wife, don't you?"

A good wife…

She thought of the engagement. She thought of a handsome man.

In that moment, Jillian fought hard to think of the proposal, of her actual fiancé…Despite her desperate efforts, she couldn't bring his face up from the depths of her memory. What did he look like? What was his name?

"Yes," Jillian said. "I, I want to be a good wife."

"And you understand that an important part of being a good wife is keeping your husband sexually satisfied. That's why you’re going to practice."

"Practice?"

"You're going to practice sucking and swallowing." That's when Jillian heard something behind her. At first, she wondered if maybe it had just been her imagination. There was the soft buzz of a servo, and she spun around to see the artificial cock right there. It looked like some kind of dildo, only it was about three feet off the floor and mounted to the wall. "This is the next phase of your treatment, Jillian. If you want an orgasm, you're going to have to suck that cock. And if you don't do it, there are going to be consequences."

"What, what are you talking about?"

"Wouldn't it be better if you just did as you’re told?" Dr. Chen asked.

"Tell me!"

"I guess you're going to needed a taste." Dr. Chen hit a button, and that's when the electrodes built into her chastity belt activated. A spark of electricity snapped through her body. Jillian hadn’t considered the electrodes built into the waistband, the vibrator, or the butt plug, but those volts now raced along her skin, sending a rush of pain all along her flesh. Her knees buckled, and suddenly she found herself right in front of that artificial cock.

Her lips trembled; her vision clouded with tears.

"Get to it," Dr. Chen commanded.

"I won't!"

Jillian braced herself for another blast of electricity. Instead, the doctor had something worse in mind. Rather than punish this girl with pain, she used pleasure.

The vibrator attached to her chastity belt began to thrum again. No, thought Jillian before every idea inside of her pretty head suddenly disintegrated. She found herself panting, arching her back, and whimpering for more. Passion flooded her veins. She had never been so aroused before. She had never been so eager or pathetically ready to obey!

"Go suck the cock, Jillian. When your husband wants service, you have to give it to him. You always have to do what he says. You need to focus on his pleasure. His pleasure is your top priority because you want to be a good little wife. He's going to work hard, and when he comes home, he's going to need some stress relief. That’s you. That's going to be your responsibility, Jillian."

If she had watched herself, then Jillian would have been truly revolted. And yet, she scooted forward on her knees. Still trapped in her straitjacket, she came closer and closer to the artificial cock. As such, the vibrator continued to pulsate between her legs. Infuriatingly, it wasn't enough to get her off. Instead, the doctor had perfectly calibrated this training device. Jillian could remain right there on the edge of that climax. The release was so close; with just a little more friction or tension, she would have been able to throw herself into that hurricane of blissful satisfaction.

Instead, Jillian found herself staring at the mounted cock. "I'm not going to do it," Jillian tried to say with a defiant shake of her head.

"Yes, you will," replied the doctor. "You can't help yourself. Besides, you still really, really want to be a good girl."

Jillian did. If she had been allowed to think clearly, then she would have balked at the idea. It sounded ridiculous. She was an adult woman. She was a feminist. She had gone to school, and she learned to think for herself. But at this moment, she was being told that she needed to embrace something else.

It felt like a relationship from the 1950s. Jillian could imagine herself wearing a dress, high heels, and pearls even as she cooked and cleaned for her husband. Not only that, he could come home, and she’d be waiting for him with this bright and vivid smile. If he wanted a massage, she’d oblige. If he expected a drink or dinner, she would scurry to obey, working hard to satisfy him as quickly as possible.

For her part, Dr. Chen watched and marveled at the effects of these drugs. Normally, she preferred a more hands-on approach with many of the transformations she facilitated. But right then and there, she was fascinated by the confusion and frustration playing across her patient's features. Jillian was beautiful, of course, but she still needed to be modified.

"Say it," Dr. Chen commanded from her control room.

"I want to be a good girl," Jillian breathed out.

"Lick your lips and suck that cock. Once you start, you might get an orgasm, but you're going to have to work for it."

This time, Jillian didn't hesitate. Even if she hated herself for cooperating, it still felt too good, especially while the vibrator continued to tease and stimulate her moistened crevice.

Like an eager little wife, she bent forward, and she wrapped her lips around the artificial phallus. She sucked and could feel the artificial nature of this device, yet that hardly mattered because she knew how she looked. "Take it. Take it all," Dr. Chen commanded, and Jillian obeyed. As she did, the vibrator sped up. Before, she thought she only needed a little more, except now she discovered that the vibrator could still tease her and torment her as the speed increased. It still wasn’t enough. Fresh desire washed over her. More and more, she thought she would lose control at any moment. In fact, Jillian tried to embrace that rush of bliss. She needed the completion!

She didn't get it.

"Suck harder. Remember, you want to be a good slut for your husband. You want him to know how much you appreciate him and everything he does."

This time, Jillian didn't have to worry about answering since her mouth was already occupied as she sucked on that toy. Bobbing her head forward and back, she worked hard. She could tell that the vibrator attached to the chastity belt responded to her actions. As she worked harder, it really felt like she might be able to get off at any moment. Still, the climax she craved remained frustratingly elusive. It was right there, she knew.

Dr. Chen smiled and watched as that hapless girl sucked the fake cock just as she had expected. Yes, this kind of therapy could be very, very useful, especially for stubborn women like Jillian Vanderbilt.

Despite the apparent success, Dr. Chen craved something else. She needed to hold a scalpel again; she yearned for the ecstasy of surgery as she reworked a patient into a masterpiece.

The orderlies came for him. They didn't say anything as the door opened. Gagged, he spun around and glared at them.

Refusing to surrender, he rushed forward and tried to throw his shoulder against one of the men. Was that Simon? Richard? Someone else? John didn't even check. At that moment, he only knew one thing for certain: he had to fight!

The orderlies didn't even seem to notice. They had dealt with plenty of patients just like John before, so they grabbed him, forcing him down onto his knees. As he looked back up at Marcus, John seriously wondered if he’d be forced to suck this man's cock again.

As that thought occurred to him, another possibility entered his mind. What if he liked it? What if John actually yearned to do it? There was this bizarre urge sitting somewhere inside of his head. His eyes watered, and he tried to fight it. He was supposed to be better than that. He was a doctor! As a physician, he made important choices all the time.

And yet, he could feel the drugs impacting him more and more every day.

The orderlies dragged him out of the room. They picked him up and put him down on a gurney. Next, they strapped his legs to the corners of the small bed before pulling another strap up over his torso. Just like that, they bound him. This patient wasn’t going anywhere.

Thrashing like a wild animal, John kept fighting. He battled the restraints with everything he had, yet he didn't stand a chance, and they all knew it.

By the time they took him into the operating room, John was pretty much exhausted. Even so, he lifted his head and found her standing there: Dr. Chen.

"How're you doing?" asked the surgeon. He couldn't answer, not with the gag in his mouth. "Prepare him," she said to one of the nurses.

That's when he noticed the two blondes. They raced forward and looked down at him. The orderlies released him from the restraints just long enough to transfer him to the operating table. They stripped him of the straitjacket and strapped him down again in just two or three seconds. John tried to punch or kick his way free. It didn't work. Efficiently, they tied him right back down. Within seconds, fresh medical restraints encircled his wrists and ankles. Not only that, he could see another set of straps over his thighs, waist, and even one for his neck and forehead.

Finally, they took the gag out of his mouth.

"Do you like breasts?" Dr. Chen asked. "Do you consider yourself to be a breast man?"

"What, what are you talking about?" John demanded. He hated how his voice stuttered and quivered, yet he couldn't sound anymore masculine or powerful, no matter how hard he tried.

"Are you a breast man?" Dr. Chen inquired again. She was smirking. Clearly, this was some kind of joke or game for her. "That's how male psychology works, isn't it? Men tend to fixate on different parts of a woman's body. They like to concentrate on feet or legs or buttocks, breasts or maybe some other detail? So what are you?"

As the fear soaked into his brain and body, he had to answer, "I, I don't know!" When he stared up, he saw the bright lights. Then he turned his head to the left or right, he found the nurses standing by, just waiting to help their employer. At the same time, he knew they could drug him and modify him. Up until now, they had kept him locked in a chastity belt. They had humiliated him and used him. While those actions were temporary, this one might be permanent…especially if it entailed an actual operation.

"That's fine," Dr. Chen said. "Maybe, after this, you're going to find yourself playing with your own breasts. Wouldn't that be lovely? I'm sure you've wondered what it feels like to be a girl at some point. Now, you're going to get the opportunity. You can thank me later. I mean, it won't be a complete transformation, but when people see you, they're not going to think about your chastity belt or what you have between your legs. You’ll be so pretty." She reached down and brushed the back of her hand along his cheek. Her soft touch was almost enough to make him relax.

"Please. Please, don't do this," he begged, his eyes tight, his vision blurring as the tears made his irises shine even more vividly.

"Actually, you know, I'm feeling pretty ambitious today. Maybe we should work on your vocal cords too. Oh, and I can remove your Adam's apple right now."

"Remove my…?"

"Oh, John. You do look so sweet when you have that vacant expression on your face. I mean, just removing the follicles along your cheeks and chin certainly helps."

"What, what're you doing to me?"

The doctor leaned down. She smiled, her dark eyes shining with malignant glee. "Isn't it obvious?" she asked. "I do whatever I want." Perhaps there was a hint of mercy in her expression now, or maybe she simply wished to see him squirm as she told him, "Right now, we're going to work on your breasts, your throat, and your lips. Don't worry. I'm going to sedate you. It's much more fun when you get to wake up fully healed. But first, let's make a couple of incisions before we get there. What do you think?"

She held out her hand, and that's when one of the nurses gave her the scalpel. She grinned down at him. From there, she considered the flesh along his chest. His eyes locked on the gleaming edge of the blade, all while he worked to figure out something he might be able to do or say. Like so many other patients who had been strapped down in the operating room, he struggled to come up with something he might be able to do or say or offer in order to make this stop.

Up until now, John had been in control of so much of his life. As a child, maybe he found himself listening to his parents or miscellaneous adults, but it had always felt like his decision in terms of whether or not he would study, do his homework, or go to class…Perhaps that control had been an illusion, yet he never felt genuinely powerless. Then in college, he knew he intended to go to medical school, so there were a bunch of requirements he had to fulfill. In medical school, it was the same. After he graduated and started his practice, it was still the same, but he always had the belief that he could make his own decisions...until now.

Strapped down and powerless, he stared up at the blade, and he fought again. If he had thought about this rationally, he would have known it would be futile. Even if he managed to get off of that operating table, Dr. Chen would have simply called in the orderlies. Marcus, Richard, and Simon could have overwhelmed him. Maybe they would have even had some fun with him…

John couldn't allow himself to think of any of that. Instead, he kept struggling. He wiggled and kicked until that moment when Dr. Chen looked down at him. "Stop," she ordered. "You know, I can have you paralyzed without actually deadening any of your senses. You don’t technically need to be numb for this operation; you don't need to be asleep either."

"No…"

"In fact, that sounds like excellent idea. Nurse Candy?"

"No. Please, don't! Please!" He hated the rush of fear in his voice. He screamed out, but the nurse did her job. She uncapped another syringe and brought it over to his shoulder. Then she injected him. He felt that minor pinch, and then this chilled tingling stretched through his body. It started with his right arm, expanded into his torso, his left arm, down to his legs, and suddenly he couldn't move. His lips tingled, and he wondered if his breathing would stop. Somehow, that idea almost seemed merciful.

John could still blink, control his lips, and breathe. Somehow, the rest of his body began to stop. He no longer thrashed. He couldn't kick out. It didn't happen all at once, of course. As the doctor watched, his body grew heavier and heavier. He tried to pull against the restraints, and he obviously couldn't break free, only now he couldn't jerk against of those bonds as he had just a few minutes before.

"The human body is a miraculous thing," she said. "There is something so amazing about witnessing what a few chemicals or cuts can do. Now, are you ready?"

John attempted to shake his head from side to side. His lips moved except he couldn't shape real words now. She touched the edge of the blade to his chest, and she pressed down. The pain started along his skin, flaring out into his flesh.

He screamed. Maybe this boy patient couldn't articulate real words, but he could still let out that shout of desperate agony. It raced along his skin as stabbing, burning, tearing, slicing pain! Because the drugs worked their way through his system, his body grew even heavier. He made noises for her, and his eyes watered, and the tears dribbled down the sides of his face, but he still couldn't break free.

How much time had gone by?

Jillian found herself on her knees, and she was staring intently at the opening where the faux cock could emerge.

At that moment, her chastity belt wasn’t vibrating; it wasn't teasing her.

Still, she longed for that kind of stimulation. It had become a new kind of hunger, a new flavor of thirst. With her arms trapped near her torso, she was vaguely aware of a another concept: escape. The idea popped into her head, and she glanced over at the door, only to dismiss it just as quickly.

Escape?

No. She couldn't.

Over the last couple of days (or had she been here for weeks or months or years?), Jillian started to view the idea of "escape" as an alien concept that must've come from some foreign language. It represented a concept that existed far beyond her comprehension because she was a girl who needed to think about how she could serve her husband.

A flicker of defiance ignited somewhere in her stomach, so she lifted her head, and she looked back up at the ceiling. She wished she could talk to Aria again. At this point, however, Jillian didn't say anything. Instead, she found the temptation to be too much. She turned her attention back to the small opening where the dildo might emerge. She wanted to suck on it, to feel the vibrations between her legs, to savor the pleasure that only the chastity belt could give her.

Nothing was better than sucking cock!

After her first session, she had tried so hard to get off on her own. Since then, she had been kept in a constant state of arousal. Sometimes the vibrator activated and teased her. Sometimes it stayed still. Either way, however, those urges didn't seem to leave her. Her nipples were always stiff, and she tried to sleep from time to time, but she wasn't sure what was happening to her.

Always eager, Jillian kept staring at the opening, but the dildo remained behind that panel. Clearly, Dr. Chen’s patient couldn't make it come out, so she sat there on her knees and waited obediently.

The doors opened, and that's when the two nurses came in.

"Hello, Jillian," said one of the girls. "Are you ready to come and meet someone very special?"

"Yes, please," Jillian chirped. That she blinked, surprised at the ease with which he uttered those words. Instead, she waited for that flicker of defiance to morph into something else. It should have spread through her body like a raging inferno.

It didn't.

The drugs, conditioning, captivity, chastity and straitjacket all did their job. Most people liked to think they could be confined for long periods of time. They read books and watch movies about characters who were kidnapped or sent off to prison camps. Those main characters always managed to fight their way free. That's why most people assumed they’d be able to do so as well.

In truth, Dr. Chen understood just how malleable the human psyche could be. It didn't take years to transform an individual. The process could start in a matter of hours. Days or weeks later, it might be complete.

For her part, Jillian didn't think about any of that as she rose to her feet. Candy pulled out a collar and slipped it around her neck. When Jillian felt the white leather band around her neck, she didn't argue or protest. Even as Kimmy attached the leash, Jillian still didn't argue or try to fight back. She didn't even say something like, "That isn't necessary."

"The doctor wants you on a leash. She thinks it would be very good, especially when it comes to making a first impression."

A first impression? Jillian began to wonder what that meant, only she couldn't bring herself to really worry about it. Those words seemed like an abstraction to her. And now they opened the door again, and she dutifully followed them out. She walked forward with the chastity belt between her legs, her arms tight against her torso, and the collar around her neck. He went down a hallway, turned left, then right. At the same time, Jillian found herself tilting her head from one side to the other as she marveled at the nondescript doors, each one of which was labeled with just a number.

Were there other patients behind those doors?

It seemed impossible, yet Jillian had to wonder how many dozens or hundreds of patients could be housed at a facility like Crestwood Asylum.

For a while there, she had just naturally assumed that there were only a couple of patients here. But now, she found herself walking forward, and the nurses told her to stop, so she obeyed. Whenever someone in white gave her a command, it seemed like she had do as she was told. Actually, Jillian almost always felt like she should do as she was told. Following orders seemed easier, especially when thinking had proven to be so difficult. Wasn't it simpler to just relax and follow orders? Didn’t she want to smile and make the people around her happy?

They brought her into a small room, and then the nurses put their hands on her shoulders and pushed her down onto her knees. Jillian still didn't fight even though she recognized just how subservient and pathetic this pose made her appear.

The room was mostly empty except for a rectangular table, a couple of chairs, and a large mirror off to the side. The nurses stood by, so Jillian started to wonder exactly why she was there. At several points, she glanced down along the length of her body, and she wondered if there was something else she should’ve been doing. It felt like she needed to jump up onto her feet or something.

But why would she do that?

Jillian understood the importance of being a good girl, especially because she needed to serve those around her. The nurses, the doctor, and the professor were all in charge. Jillian wasn't smart enough to think for herself. It was better when she smiled and obeyed.

Those thoughts echoed inside her head like the most beautiful chorus she could imagine.

Then the door opened, and she saw her aunt.

"Interesting," Marina said.

But then, she wasn't alone. Dr. Chen came in after. Last, there was a man.

When Jillian lifted her head and looked at him, she wasn't sure what she was supposed to think, do, or say. So instead, she smiled nervously. His eyes narrowed slightly, and he seemed to consider her. Moment by moment, however, she realized something. He was attractive. There was something about his height, the contours of his jaw, his brows, and the way he appraised her. He carried himself with an aristocratic bearing. Despite everything she had experienced, Jillian recognized that type of swagger. It may have been understated, yet this was a man who had money. He had power, influence, and he knew how to use it all.

Marina leaned over and placed her arm on the man's shoulder.

"Hello, my dear," Marina said as she turned her attention back to her niece. "Are you feeling? Are you feeling better?"

"I'm feeling good," Jillian said and smiled.

"You see? This program is working wonders for her."

"Maybe," the man conceded. "But right now, I want to talk to her. We’re talking about an important decision."

"I understand," Marina said.

The man strode forward and crouched down. He grabbed Jillian by her chin and tilted her head to the left, then the right as he examined her. "And you have no problem with increasing her breast size?"

"Not at all," Marina said. "In fact, I’ve already made the arrangements with the doctor."

"Good," he said. "Jillian, do you know who I am?"

"No. I don't. Who are you?" Only a little while ago, she would have spat in his face. If he was walking around free, that should've made him her enemy. And yet, Jillian stayed right there on her knees like a demure girl. She didn't object to the fact that a nurse was holding her leash or that she was still trapped in her chastity belt.

"I'm Calvin Ashford," he said.

Calvin Ashford…

The name sounded familiar. Then she realized, "You're the man my aunt wants me to marry." Maybe there was a flicker of frustration or defiance, but it was buried deep within her gut, and she couldn't coax it into any kind of real flame. Instead, she gazed up at him, her expression still pleasantly vacant. After the doses of medication, the conditioning, the teasing and constant arousal, it was hard for her to thread any coherent ideas together.

Then again, that was the entire point. Dr. Chen understood that when it came to conditioning and control, disorientation and confusion could be two of the most powerful tools a physician might employ.

"That's right," he told her. "But right now, I want to see exactly what I'm going to be getting. It looks like they’ve done a good job on your attitude."

"Thank you," she said without any hint of irony or sarcasm. "Stand her up, strip her naked, and let's see what we've got. I want to know exactly who I'm going to be marrying if I decide to keep her," Calvin said.

The corners of her mouth tensed ever so slightly. Jillian didn't notice, and neither did anyone else in the room. Still, she could feel that little hint of resentment as she rose to her feet.

Dr. Chen nodded toward the nurses, and they stripped her, pulling away everything except for her chastity belt. Once he was out of the straitjacket, Jillian didn't know exactly what she was supposed to do, especially when it came to her arms. But then, Calvin started to circle her. He brushed his fingers along her neck, down her shoulders, all the way to the small of her back before he grabbed her ass. Then he smacked her posterior, his hand flashing down.

Before she arrived at the asylum, Jillian would have been utterly incensed. She would have thought about how he couldn't be allowed to touch her like that! It would've been completely and totally unacceptable. It was demeaning and humiliating. It was harassment!

But in that instant, Jillian stood there like an obedient doll, her vacant gaze directed forward, her hands at her sides. Then he stepped behind her, and he pushed his crotch up against her ass. Heedless of those around him, Calvin rubbed himself on her like some precocious frat boy. His hand slid underneath her arms, up her stomach, and over toward her breasts. "These aren’t bad, but they could definitely be a lot bigger," he said.

"As I said, we have already made those arrangements," Marina pointed out. She was smiling at him. Maybe she didn't especially appreciate his behavior, but she understood that men had their needs, desires, and drives. As a very traditional woman, she wasn't about to start throwing a tantrum like some overly-privileged feminist.

"Dr. Chen, I don't want to be rude, but do you have any samples of your work?"

The doctor wore a flinty expression, probably because she didn't like being questioned. Then again, Calvin Ashford was a powerful man. That's why she lifted her hand and snapped fingers. Apparently, she had predicted this even if she didn't especially appreciate the question.

That's when one of the orderlies stepped in. He was tall and imposing, not that Calvin noticed. As a wealthy individual, he considered money to be the most powerful asset of all, especially when compared to something as primitive as pure musculature. In any case, Calvin had his eyes aimed down at the human dog.

A young man crawled into the room along with the orderly. Collared and leashed with a mask over his face, he definitely looked like a canine. Of course, his body included other alterations as well.

"Originally, this puppy was a real man. Now he's a sweet little sissy dog. On your hunches, puppy," Dr. Chen commanded, and that's when the boy rose up. He pulled his paws up, and he revealed his breasts. They were gorgeous, perfectly shaped, firm and alluring.

"Impressive," Calvin said somewhat reluctantly.

"This is what I can do I start out with literally nothing. Imagine what I can do with your girl."

"Okay," he said. "Marina, I think you’ve made an excellent choice. But what about you, Jillian? Are you ready to be transformed into a perfect wife for me?"

"Yes?" She couldn't help it; that rising inflection stretched across her answer because certainty felt like an impossibility.

"You’re certain?"

"I, I want to make you happy," she said with a note of cheerful energy. "I know you are this big, tall, strong and smart man. You have lots of money, so I should do whatever you say."

"How do you feel about cooking?"

"I can cook! I want to be a good wife for you!"

"How do you feel about cleaning?"

"I’ll clean your house for you," she promised.

"And what do you think about the modifications? How do you feel about a man telling you what your breasts or lips should look like?"

"I'm not smart enough to make my own choices," she said.

"You think it's too much?" Calvin asked as he turned back to Marina. "Don't get me wrong. I like her attitude, but I also want her to be able to perform when we go to parties and whatnot. There are going to the other men and their wives there, so she needs to make a good impression."

"I'm sure you can train her however you like," Marina said. “That’s the point. She’s malleable and ready.”

"Apparently, that was the right answer because he brought his hands up and fondled her breasts. His fingers slid along her melons, and Jillian yearned to touch herself as well, although she already knew it would be an impossibility. "Are her nipples responsive?"

"Go ahead and play with them," Dr. Chen said. "I can always increase the sensitivity of you don't like how she naturally reacts."

Grinning, Calvin stroked her nipples for the first couple of seconds, making her moan. Then he grabbed on, pinching. He twisted. A jolt of pain rocketed along her nerves. Her eyes widened, and she let out this gasp of shock and surprise.

"She'll do," he finally decided.

John dreamed. While the chemicals kept him unconscious, John nonetheless dreamed. At first, he thought of his regular life. He remembered filling out paperwork, completing charts, and making small talk with the nurses and medical assistants who worked at his clinic. It was also mundane and boring.

But at some point, the words started.

You are a nurse. You are a dumb nurse, so you will always do as you're told. If a man wants you to suck his cock, you must suck his cock. If he wants you on your hands and knees, then you belong on your hands and knees.

Unconscious, John had been unable to resist. He couldn't think of anything else as those words streamed through his head. He couldn't know it, not while his eyes were closed and his mind was kept in that relaxed state, but his body was spread out in one of the Crestwood Asylum recovery rooms. At the same time, those words played as an incessant refrain. As fresh chemicals were injected into his body, making him far more susceptible, he couldn't fight or resist.

At first, maybe those words sounded like they came from somewhere—or someone else. More and more, he couldn't recognize the difference between those monologues and his own ideas.

I’m a nurse. I am a dumb nurse, so I should always do as I'm told. If a man wants me to suck his cock, I should suck his cock. If he wants me on my hands and knees, then I belong on my hands and knees. John couldn't identify the exact moment when the words shifted, but now they felt true.

I want to be a good and obedient nurse for the doctor. Dr. Chen owns me. I am her property, and I will always do whatever she says. I should be cute and giggly and obedient.

Could he be a doctor?

No! He was a nurse! He was a dumb, big-boobed nurse who always obeyed.

As a doctor, he wanted to rebel against that concept, but he couldn't do it, not now. Stripped of that capacity for resistance, he absorbed these new directives. Rebellion became an impossibility as his mind and body were altered by blade, chemical control, and psychological manipulation. If he had been allowed to think rationally, then maybe he would have understood what was happening. But by this point, he’d been pulled down deep into the depths of his treatment.

According to the doctor, they had stripped away his delusions.

Cute. Giggly. Obedient. Those are the traits that matter most.

Even while unconscious, a simpering smile stretched across his lips. His body adjusted to the new implants, and he found himself yielding more and more.

At first, his dreams were composed entirely of those words and easy declarations.

Little by little, he began to visualize what it would be like. Before his arrival at Crestwood Asylum, he would've needed to imagine those different situations. Only now, he had the memories to draw upon. He remembered how Simon, Richard, and Marcus had used him. He could still feel the echoes of their touch against his shoulders, his neck, and the taste of their bodies as they pumped into him. He had become a toy, and he knew it.

But now, he pictured himself in a cute little uniform. His breasts would stretch out the fabric, and he’d hold his hands behind him as he stared forward, waiting for some set of instructions. Maybe a visitor or a guest would want to use him. It could be some rich and powerful man. More likely, one of the orderlies would feel like a blowjob. That man could step in front of John, snap his fingers, and order the nurse down onto his knees.

I want to be a nurse. I want to be an obedient nurse. I want to do as I’m told. I want to wear a cute little uniform and do as I'm told. I'll never need to think for myself. I want to be a good nurse.

Then he opened his eyes.

Jillian opened her eyes and rolled onto her side. She stretched her arms over her head and realized something.

For once, she wasn't tied up, strapped down, or bound by a straitjacket. She could move!

That realization sent a rush of excitement running through her body. She pushed herself off of the bed, and that's when she saw her reflection. Someone had rolled a mirror into her room, and she realized she was wearing just a white hospital gown. Immediately, however, she could feel the change. Something was different. Something seemed off or odd or strange.

At first, Jillian didn't understand what this meant. In fact, she glanced over at the door, and she waited for a nurse or doctor to come in here to tell her what she was supposed to do.

This amount of freedom confused her. It was hard for her to figure out how she was supposed to react.

After a few more seconds, however, she realized she was alone. Rather than call for help, she was drawn to the mirror where she saw her reflection.

The doctor had been true to her word. Dr. Chen had given her some kind of injection along her lips. Before, they had been pretty enough, but now they pouted out. At the same time, she brought her hands up to her chest, and her fingers brushed along the edges of her nipples. Yes, the fabric still rested between her touch and those sensitive points, but she experienced a jolt of sensation nonetheless.

Jillian stumbled back for a second.

She had her eyes aimed down at the floor.

All at once, she knew what she had to do.

Licking her lips, she decided to be brave. She pulled off her gown, and suddenly she saw herself. Yes, she still wore the chastity belt. It shined between her legs and around her waist, only now her gaze was drawn back to her chest.

Her breasts were huge!

They had gone up by at least two or three sizes! She raised her hand and brought her palms up beneath her melons. As she touched them, another bolt of excitement ran through her. Simultaneously, she thought of Calvin Ashford.

He was going to be her husband. If he liked her, he was going to take her home, and she would work so hard to please him. She’d suck his cock, cook for him, clean for him. He could have access to her body whenever he wished. As her husband, that would be his prerogative, and there was nothing she could do about it.

"Is he going to keep me in a chastity belt?" Jillian whispered. At the same time, she wondered how else he might decide to use her. Would he show her off? Would he share her?

Oddly enough, Jillian didn't have any opinions about those concepts. Her feminist ideals had been stripped away. The drugs, programming, teasing, and stimulation had stripped away so much of the woman she had once been. Perhaps, way deep down, there was still that core of defiance lodged somewhere within, but Jillian couldn't recognize it. More importantly, she didn’t go searching for it.

Instead, Jillian walked back over to the edge of her bed, and she sat down with her knees pressed together as she waited for someone to come get her.

"Wake up," came a voice.

John woke up back in his hospital room, and he rolled onto his side. He sat up and brought his hands to his face. He tried to rub the sleep from his eyes as he wondered exactly what had happened. For a few seconds, there was just confusion. Where was he? Who was he?

John realized the truth. He was a nurse at Crestwood Asylum.

He didn't think about brainwashing, programming, hypnotic triggers, or anything else. He didn't consider what kind of effects the right type of psychotropic could have on the human mind. As a doctor, he might’ve understood. And yet, he knew he was just a pretty nurse. It wasn’t his job to think or really understand.

The doors to his cell opened, and that's when the nurses appeared. They brought a bag with them and lowered it down on the foot of his bed. John glanced back at the girls, Candy and Kimmy.

"What is it?" one of them asked.

"It's nothing," he said with a quick, dismissive shake of his head. In truth, it had nothing to do with his obedience or his capacity to serve his owner, Dr. Chen. As such, it wasn't important. Over time, he’d learn to surrender more completely. For now, errant thoughts still popped into his head. That would go away eventually. At least, that was what he hoped. He didn't want to have to think for himself; he didn't want to make his own decisions. He was a nurse. Nurses were, by definition, subordinate. Instead, he needed to be chipper and happy.

As that idea crossed his mind, he looked back toward the mirror someone had brought into the room. His hair had been dyed mostly blonde; based on Marina’s wishes, a streak of pink now lanced down one side of his thick and smooth mane. Then he saw the rest of his outline. Even though the hospital gown was fairly loose, he could see the curves of his breasts, waist, and ass. Dr. Chen had worked on him consistently, altering his form. He no longer had the bulky build of a man. Instead, he seemed smaller and waifish, yet his curves gave him a feminine silhouette. She had shortened his nose, pulled up his cheeks, puffed his lips, added breasts, and sculpted the other curves of his body. When he looked down, he could see his bare shins, and they were completely smooth. He looked like a young woman.

And now, it was time for him to become an obedient nurse.

"Are you sure?" Candy asked. "Because if you're having defiant thought, you should tell us, so Dr. Chen can cure you again."

"Do you need to be cured?" Kimmy asked.

Because they were asking questions and because he didn't have any ability to lie, not at this point, John gulped, he looked down, and then he glanced back up at the other girls. "I, I was just wondering about my name. You both have really pretty names. They're good names for nurses. But me? I, I feel like John doesn't really fit." When he spoke, he could feel some of the tension at the base of his throat. Dr. Chen had promised to fix his voice, and she had succeeded. When he first arrived, his every word reverberated with a deep, manly sense of power. But now, his voice emerged several octaves higher, and he sounded more like a Disney princess. He squeaked from one syllable to the next and loved it!

"Oh," Candy said.

Kimmy agreed. "That's a really good point."

"You think we should rename him?"

"I think we should," Candy said with a nod of her head. "And if the doctor doesn't like it, she can always fix him again!"

"Wait," John said. "I, I can have a new name?" He didn't know how many days or weeks had gone by. Just a few? Had months elapsed? Maybe he had been unaware for weeks as he received his psychological reprogramming. Deep down, he suspected he had woken up from time to time, only to endure another treatment. Of course, the medications made it hard for him to be sure. For most people, memory felt and seemed objective, like a smooth recording inside of each individual's head. Sure, there were always questions of perception, perspective, and interpretation, yet the information was supposed to be there. This was why so many people trusted eyewitness accounts. Meanwhile, John understood how subjective memory could be, especially when a woman like Dr. Chen decided to start making modifications.

"I think we can give you a new name," Candy said.

"But it needs to be cute. It needs to be really, really cute," Kimmy decided. Despite her blonde hair and cheerful disposition, she seemed utterly focused on this one problem. She brought her hand up to her chin, and she brushed her fingers along her cheek, then down her neck as she contemplated exactly what might work for him. "I like Tiffy."

"Tiffy?"

"That's cute!" Candy said. She clapped her hands together and started hopping up and down, making her blonde hair bounce against her shoulders.

"I like it," Tiffy agreed.

"Okay then," Candy said as she went back to the bag. "It's time for you to get dressed." That's when she pulled out the white, fitted uniform.

When Jillian opened her eyes, she turned her head to the side, and she saw the dress hanging by the door. Tentatively, she slid out of her bed, and she examined the soft, yellow fabric. It was a cute sundress; it would have a tight bodice, a snug waist, and that flaring skirt. It looked amazing, and she knew she wanted to wear it. More importantly, she wanted to wear it because this was part of her assignment. She had to be a good girl today.

"I'm going to put this on, and I'm going to be his fiancé. I'm going to do everything in my power to make my new husband happy," she said.

But she wasn't thinking of a doctor. She wasn't remembering the man who she had once loved. Instead, she thought of the VP of Finance at Ashford Industries.

Jillian swallowed nervously and began to get dressed. At this point, they didn't have her in a chastity belt. It wasn't necessary. Yes, the arousal was always pumping to her body, keeping her pussy wet and ready for Calvin's use, yet she had also been conditioned not to touch herself. She knew she couldn't climax without his powerful cock pumping between her legs. Maybe, if he told her to masturbate, then she could do it, but Jillian knew better than to try to assert herself.

She got dressed like a good girl, pulling off her gown and sliding into this new outfit. The dress was tight around her shoulders, breasts, and waist. She smiled when she felt the squeeze of the fabric against her chest. As promised, her breasts had been massively expanded. Before, she had seemed relatively modest. But now, she knew there’d be lots of men who’d turn and look at her. She loved the idea of male attention. Of course, she would always be loyal to her husband. As far as she was concerned, he basically owned her. And why wouldn't he? He worked hard, and he deserved to have a dumb wife like Jilian down on her knees in front of him whenever he snapped his fingers and pointed to that spot in front of his shoes.

She would do anything for him. She adored him!

Most importantly, she knew she wasn't smart enough to think for herself.

Once she finished putting on her dress, she brushed her hair, applied her makeup (powder, a little bit of rouge, plus bright red lipstick). From there, she pulled on her stockings, and she finally slipped her feet into her high heels. From there, she walked toward the door, held her hands behind her back, and waited patiently.

Jillian zoned out. Since she didn't need to think, it was really easy to wait.

The door opened, and the nurses appeared. They grabbed her by her hands, and Jillian struggled to keep up as they rushed back to the facility, giggling and laughing. "Congratulations," Candy said.

"Yeah," Kimmy agreed. "It's time for both of you to get discharged!"

Both of them?

Jillian didn't understand, but soon, she found herself walking through the door and into Professor Verger's office. That imposing woman stood behind her desk, and Aunt Marina was right there along with Calvin just a few feet away. Then Jillian saw another nurse.

"My dear," Marina said. "Are you ready to go home and begin your new life with your husband?"

"Yes, I am," Jillian said, each word coming out clipped, eager, and cheerful.

"Perfect," Marina said.

Calvin held one arm behind his back as he walked over to her. She smiled nervously, obediently dropping her gaze to the floor as he inspected her. He brushed his fingers through her hair. He touched the back of her neck. He stepped behind her and squeezed her ass through the contours of her dress. It was all demeaning, like he was inspecting a new piece of property he had just purchased.

"And this transformation is permanent?" Calvin asked as he glanced over at Professor Verger.

"She’ll probably need to be refined from time to time, but always feel free to bring her back." The professor raised her hands and smiled. "But I want you to know that I am confident in the work. Dr. Chen has done. Crestwood Asylum has an amazing record. That said, you should always watch her. The human mind is an interesting thing. Regression is possible."

"I see…" Calvin said. "What do you think about that, Jillian? Are you going to defy me at some point? Are you going to turn into a rebellious feminist?"

"No, of course not," she breathed out, apparently horrified by the prospect. "Feminists are sick. They don't know how the world is supposed to work. Those are the kinds of women who don't know they should always listen to their husbands!"

"I think she'll do," Calvin said.

"And what about you, Jillian? Are you ready to start your new life?"

"Yes. I am!" she squeaked.

Professor Verger smiled. "And would you like to say goodbye to the nurses before you go?"

"Yes, please," Jillian said demurely. She dipped her head down again, and then she looked back at the other women. Over the last few days or weeks (or had actual months gone by?), they had helped to take care of her. She went to Candy first and said, "Thank you so much."

The nurse smiled and nodded. At that moment, they probably wanted to hug or kiss, but that wasn't an option, not without permission.

Jillian said something similar to Kimmy. Then she turned back to the third nurse. Had there always been a third nurse?

"This one is new," Candy said as she noticed the look of confusion playing across Jillian's face. "His name is Tiffy."

Jillian looked back at the last nurse, and her eyes narrowed slightly as she saw him, and she tried to read his features. At first, she wanted to just turn away. They didn't know each other. He wasn't important. Only then, she noticed something about his features, or maybe it was his eyes…

"You're new here," she said. "You were, you were someone else before."

"I was," Tiffy chirped. "But that's all over now. Now I'm going to be an obedient nurse!"

"And I'm going to be an obedient wife for my husband," Jillian said as she turned away.

Calvin took her by her hand and escorted her out of the asylum. It was time to take his new wife home.

Professor Verger had her eyes on her screen as she went through the various reports. Although she didn't treat most of the patients directly, it was still her responsibility to be aware of the different situations and scenarios taking place within those walls. Dr. Chen generally kept excellent records, so Professor Verger perused the different situations and status updates for the different individuals currently imprisoned at her asylum. Still, it was a lot, especially because Professor Verger had many other responsibilities.

Mostly, it came down to questions of networking and managing their social capital. All across the world, there were powerful individuals who required her services. Still, Professor Verger had to find those people, approach them discreetly, and make sure that these potential clients were right for her facility.

Simultaneously, she also had protect Crestwood Asylum. Journalists, regulators, and law enforcement could all pose potential problems.

Although this woman was quite powerful, she also understood the potential vulnerabilities. She knew how even the most powerful stronghold could be taken down, especially when it came to the possibility of complacency or neglect.

But right then and there, she had something else in mind.

Rolling her chair back, Professor Verger stretched her arms over her head it, flexed her fingers, and decided she deserved a reward. She called one of the nurses.

The door opened, and Tiffy presented herself. That pretty blonde still had the streak of pink through her hair. Her face looked amazing, especially after the various surgeries. Truly, Dr. Chen was an artist.

"You wanted to see me, ma'am?"

"I did," Professor Verger said as she pushed herself up onto her feet. She lifted her pencil skirt as she let the anticipation run through her body. With the nurse standing there, Professor Verger pulled down her panties and kicked them aside. "Get under my desk, slut."

"Yes, ma'am!"

As ordered, Tiffy rushed ahead, her high heels clicking against the floor. She lowered herself down onto her knees, and Professor Verger scooted to the edge of her seat as she spread her legs. Then she reached down and brushed her fingers between the two pigtails Tiffy wore. She pulled the girl forward, and suddenly she had those soft, pillowy lips pressed up against her pussy.

Professor Verger chuckled, "You know, when I first read your file, I considered whether or not you’d be a challenge. Back then, you had a different name. do you remember it?" Professor Verger shook her head. "No, of course you don't. Why would you bother? You’re just a dumb little nurse now. You don't need to think to do as you're told. You fetch and clean and maybe give an occasional shot. But that's all you need to do, and now you're grateful, aren't you?"

Tiffy didn't and couldn't answer right away, so the professor grabbed the nurse by one of her pigtails and pulled her head back. "Tell me you’re grateful."

"I'm so grateful, ma'am!"

"Good girl," Professor Verger said. "Get back to work."

Tiffy obeyed again, sliding forward, and now her cheeks brushed along the proprietor's inner thighs as she stuck out her tongue and began to lick and nuzzle. Professor Verger closed her eyes for those first couple of minutes as she savored the quick, deft movements of Tiffy's tongue.

But then, she heard a ping. The professor glanced back at her screen, and she saw a black limousine waiting outside the asylum's main gates.

"Interesting," said the professor. She wasn't expecting anyone, which made this especially fascinating. That's why she signaled for security to let them through. Minutes later, a woman got out of the backseat.

"Very, very interesting," she said. Professor Verger contacted the orderlies and had the visitor escorted to her office. Minutes later, the doors opened, and that's when she saw the beautiful blonde.

"Miss Vanderbilt. What are you doing here?"

Right away, Professor Verger could tell what happened. She had warned Calvin about maintenance and the possibility of regression. Now she saw it for herself. At a glance, it was obvious that Jillian Vanderbilt wasn't the ditzy bimbo who’d originally left here. Instead, this woman wore a white dress, black heels, and pearls. Her makeup seemed to emphasize her sharp gaze as she stared forward. Yes, she had the same enormous breasts, yet they couldn’t diminish her sense of gravitas or power.

Did she crave revenge? If so, she’d discover Professor Verger’s countermeasures.

"I'm here to employ your services," she said.

"You want us to transform you back?"

"No," Jillian said. "In the trunk of my limo, you will find my husband and my aunt. They’ve been stripped and bound. It's time for them to be transformed. They have both been suffering from delusions, aggression, and rampant hostility. As such, I’d like you to cure them."

Professor Verger touched her fingertips together, stared at her new client, and said, "I think something can be arranged."

The End
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