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Verger’s Wager

“What are we going to be seeing today?” Susan asked, her voice a low purr as she stepped back to let the service boy step in front of her.

Silent and obedient, the slave moved as unobtrusively as possible to open the door for her. Susan strode ahead with the haughty satisfaction of a young woman who knew she could get whatever she desired. Like her husband, Mark, she had been incredibly successful throughout her life. She had gone to the best boarding schools, colleges, and worked at some of the most prestigious consulting firms on the planet. Consequently, she had made quite a few impressive connections before eventually finding Mark.

They had fallen in love in a very interesting way. So often, modern individuals would scour parties, friend groups, and dating apps before eventually spotting “the one”. Susan saw Mark, however, at a tech conference.

He had been precisely what she wanted: young like her, ambitious like her, and willing to break all of the rules just like her. These were the kinds of people who intended to conquer the world.

When it came to their socials, both Mark and Susan knew all the right things to say. Susan’s feeds were littered with comments about making the world a better place in so many different ways. And yet, she understood that American capitalism had never changed. A hundred years ago, children could be bought and sold. Workers’ lives could be ground down into paste. Safety measures and unions were little more than obstacles for the people who really made things happen. Real success, both she and Mark knew, came down to ruthless dedication.

As far as she was concerned, life was a game, one that came with a literal score: her bank account.

Fortunately for her, Mark felt the same.

Even if Susan and Mark actively promoted conversations about global citizenship, personal responsibility, the environment, human ethics, and a dozen other concepts that traditionalists decried as woke, she honestly hunted one number: her cash balance. (Okay, so that wasn’t technically true. Her score could also include the number of houses they owned in exclusive ZIP codes, their stock options, equity positions, and other hard assets.)

Most of all, Susan considered herself to be a realist. Even if the digital citizens of the world seemed to enjoy hearing her talk about corporate responsibility, she recognized that there would always be a hierarchy throughout society. There were those who were aggressive, ambitious, and intelligent. Then there was everyone else, and she had a name for them: prey.

That’s why it was so easy for her to step into the solarium. Overhead, huge glass windows let in the gorgeous sunlight. Streams of yellow, orange, and red cut down across the stone floor.

“Thank you for indulging us,” Susan said to their hostess.

She glanced over at the service boy again. He was a young man, probably some kid who had been in college before he got himself in trouble with one gambling site or another. And now, he was here with a shock collar locked around his neck and a new purpose in life: serve and obey…or suffer.

The service boy stood off to the side, his back straight, his eyes fixed forward. He would follow every command to the best of his ability, yet he didn’t object, nor did he comment on anything he saw. In fact, his expression remained decidedly neutral.

Better still, Susan enjoyed letting her eyes roam along his bare torso. He wore sleek, black pants, matching shoes, and nothing else. From the waist up, he was smooth until his eyebrows, and his muscles had been beautifully developed. Clearly, he worked out.

Susan liked to envision this boy as some gamer nerd back at his former college. But then he made those wagers, he angered the wrong people, and so he had been forced to pay off his debts with the only asset he had remaining: his body and servitute. Consequently, they picked him up, locked a collar around his neck, and sold him to Amanda Verger—the owner of Crestwood Asylum and their hostess for tonight’s auctions and assorted festivities.

In just a second or two, Susan allowed herself that indulgent fantasy: this boy getting grabbed. Maybe he had been sedated. It was easy to imagine someone sneaking into his dorm room, pressing a chloroform-soaked rag down against his face while he slept, knocking him out completely. Then the specialists could arrive, loading him into a box and carrying him out. If any of his classmates had noticed, they probably would have assumed that those men with the large box were just maintenance people who worked for the university. It wasn’t a big deal. Then again, they would have come in the middle of the night, so any stray college kids would have just shrugged, perhaps worrying instead about their upcoming midterms or just how bad they wanted to climb into their beds after a night of gaming or partying.

And when this boy woke up, his training could begin.

Defiance would be met with pain and punishment. Each and every time he would try to think for himself or craft some argument, he’d feel that bite of electricity or maybe the brutal strike of a paddle, cane, or whip.

Susan had never experienced anything like what this boy must have endured herself, yet she had played around with those collars on one or two occasions. Her husband, Mark, had even taunted her once, holding up one of those locking bands. He waved it in front of her face and suggested, “Want to try it on?”

A frisson of fear had played through her body when she watched him. In that instant, Susan had recognized the danger, of course. Her husband could slide that collar around her neck, lock it on, and refuse to remove it. No matter what promises he made, he could leave it on her, and she wouldn’t be able to take it off. More importantly, he could use a controller or even a voice command to deliver one blast of electricity after another. Perhaps he would do it simply to amuse himself. Ever since their very first meeting, Susan had sensed his playfully sadistic impulses. Their courtship, dating, and consequent marriage hadn’t dissuaded her from that conclusion. Mark could make whatever promises he wished, but Susan still recognized the danger. They were both predators. Signs of weakness could always be an issue.

Still…Some part of her had actually wondered what it might have been like. If she had been forced to obey his commands, how would her life change? Another shiver ran down her spine because she could imagine the short, pleated skirts, the pink dresses, the way he would order her to style her dark hair into blonde pigtails. And of course, there would always be that shock collar around her neck, constantly reminding her of her new objective: obedience.

All of her ambitions would be washed away. She wouldn’t think about wealth, power, or anything else. On the contrary, she’d simply serve him.

And what would he expect?

Humiliation and sexual subjugation.

She’d bow down, suck his cock, get on her hands and knees, all as she became little more than a set of holes for him to use and torment as he saw fit.

Humiliation and sexual subjugation.

Those two thoughts pulsed behind her mind, and she smiled indulgently. Of course, she wouldn’t ever let something like that happen, but the image was there, and it sent a pulse of desire racing through her body.

“Absolutely,” Amanda Verger said as she stepped into the solarium behind Mark, Susan, and the service boy. “But you are fully aware of what this stock is like, are you not?”

Susan reached over and grabbed Mark by his bicep. “Oh, I know I don’t have the time or availability to really train someone myself, but I love seeing the livestock before you really get to break them. I mean, you do amazing work, Amanda. Please, don’t get me wrong. I have so much respect for everything that you and Dr. Chen do here. But really, it’s even better when I know what they used to be like. Does that make sense?”

“Susan, it does. And I should thank you for your discerning eye. I think you are correct. There can certainly be something very enlightening about learning who someone had been before they go under the knife.”

The knife…

Those words echoed inside of Susan’s head as she made her way through the solarium. She imagined the different people who came to the asylum: disobedient wives or husbands, too-curious journalists, corporate enemies, political martyrs, and so many others. They arrived here as intellectual entities, individuals with their own thoughts and opinions. And when they left…?

Not so much.

Susan grinned. She loved these auctions!

Breathing in slowly, she tried not to think about the surgeries those patients had to endure, mostly because she couldn’t grab Mark and drag him back to their private suite on the premises. She’d love to get her husband on his back as she rode his cock to sweaty completion. Even so, there was something about being here.

It reminded her of being in high school and touring the different college campuses. She recalled stepping onto her first university where she had sensed it: there was this energy in the air. Strictly speaking, a college was nothing more than a series of buildings filled with classrooms, offices, and varied multipurpose rooms. Then there were the dorms and restaurants, a couple of gaming rooms and wide fields with manicured grass. Even so, she had been able to sense the intellectual fervor. There was a different energy on that campus. There was something special. At that school, there were so many different people, and they were active. They were fighting hard to figure out how the different parts of the world actually worked and functioned. In most parts of the world, people simply survived. They went from one day to the next without hunting new concepts, knowledge, and experiences. At that school, it had been different. It was exciting and amazing in so many ways.

That had been more than ten years ago. Since then, she had accomplished much.

There were gorgeous plants to her left and right. Exquisitely pruned bushes, exotic roses, overpriced blossoms, and different species Susan couldn’t possibly name ran parallel to the concrete path, every step of which had been imprinted with different patterns. There was a lot here, Susan had to acknowledge. Somehow though, the different details all seemed to fit together. None of it struck her as unnecessary or gaudy despite the complexity. In fact, Susan smiled to herself as she imagined strolling into this gorgeous space, admiring the gardens, and losing herself to following those patterns. She wondered if there were any geometric or mathematical principles involved. Then again, it might have been pure artistry.

After a few more steps, she had something else in mind.

“This is going to be fun,” announced her husband.

“Quiet,” Susan ordered, unable to hide her excitement. She had no problem giving that command, especially because everyone in the party went silent. The service boy said nothing, Verger seemed to smile to herself, and Mark pressed his lips together as they moved past the next set of bushes.

They came to a rounded clearing, and that’s when they could see the five, naked individuals.

Each one of them had been shackled to a metal X. There were two men and three women. They were all young, probably between eighteen and twenty. None of these individuals wore shock collars; instead, they simply had tight metallic shackles around their wrists and ankles. With their naked bodies on display and the gags in their mouths, they squirmed and struggled as they worked to comprehend how something like this could happen to them.

Those frantic movements became even more desperate as they watched the party approach.

One girl was shouting something. It was obvious she desperately hoped to get their attention. Her eyes were wide and wet. She’d probably start crying at some point.

Susan was genuinely tempted to walk over there, dab her tears with the tip of one finger, and then lick them. Yes, that would’ve been far too theatrical, yet the possibility still made her smile impishly.

In front of each specimen, someone had placed a small note down on the ground.

“Please, have a look. Technically, they’re all for sale if you can make the right offer.”

“I don’t know, Amanda,” Susan said delicately. “I mean, I thought about trying to bring someone home to train and sculpt myself, but what if I made a mistake? What if they they manage to get away? I don’t have your facilities, personnel, or expertise.”

“You’re very kind,” Verger replied. As the sole-proprietor of the Crestwood Asylum, she was one of the least known yet most powerful individuals on the planet. Simultaneously, anyone with any understanding of how power really worked across the world’s nations also knew her name and what she was capable of.

Most of the time, she seemed kind and affable to Susan and her husband. At the same time, they both needed to remember what kind of power she possessed. So many different CEOs and powerbrokers owed her favors. Then there were the politicians who actively feared her.

“If you wish, I’m sure you could handle training just one of these boys or girls. I mean, they look like they want to fight right now, but a little bit of discipline, some pain, and maybe a touch of pleasure is usually all it takes to break them in.” As she spoke, she walked over to the service boy. He had stepped off to the side, puffed out his chest, and crossed his wrists behind his back. He hadn’t moved, only now Amanda approached, and she gently brushed her fingers down his neck and along the muscled contours of his chest. “This boy used to be a political activist. Apparently, he wanted to save the world or something. And then I took him home, and I broke him in as a hobby. I had some of my associates set up a home gym for this young man. He would have to run or lift weights. If he slowed down or failed to meet his count, he would endure a painful set of shocks. It was always so much fun to watch him fall and twitch. It was a great way to relieve some stress at the end of the day. Besides, keeping a slave exercised and healthy is an important part of ownership.”

“You know, they say you shouldn’t bring your work home with you,” Susan said, gently chiding her hostess.

“Does it really count as work if you’re passionate about it?” Verger asked.

“You make an excellent point,” Mark said.

“But I really want to know about them,” Susan said. Something inside of her twisted, and she let go.

Susan squealed like a schoolgirl, let go, and rushed over to one of the girls.

Susan began with the girl on the left. She had dark, wavy brown hair that had been tied back into a simple ponytail. Bangs curved along the top of her head, and she tried to be brave. That much was obvious, especially as she stared back at Susan.

At first, Susan glanced down at the text. She saw the relevant stats.

Former Name: Mindy Knack

Current ID: Slave Girl 7781

Age: 22

Former Occupation: College Student (Women’s Studies Major)

Known Enemies: None

Current Plans for Modification: TBA

Reason for Capture: Aesthetic Desirability and Potential for Psychological Compliance

“So all of this means that Mindy here is supposed to be a good candidate for training?”

“You’d have to ask Dr. Chen’s associates. Personally, I believe almost every individual has the potential to be enslaved,” Verger remarked casually.

“Even yourself?” Mark asked.

Susan felt her eyes go wide. Obviously, her husband was just joking, yet there were some comments that shouldn’t be made. Susan recognized that her husband was a successful CEO and businessman. He hadn’t started any companies on his own, but he had used some of his family fortune to purchase a startup, and then he successfully used some attorneys to screw those initial programmers out of their payoff. He got the company, and he only had to pay a fraction of what he had technically offered. It had worked beautifully three times in a row. After that, he started buying stocks in larger, even more powerful institutions and companies.

With his connections, wealth, and influence, he had been able to utilize quite a bit of insider information to enhance their wealth further. Day by day and week by week, he extended his tendrils into so many different companies. It was working beautifully. Still, her husband usually had a strong sense of when he could make some offhand remark.

Susan didn’t like to think about it, but Verger actually scared her. This was a woman who could make people disappear…only it wouldn’t be as simple as an execution. No, she would alter them, rewriting their personalities and sculpting their bodies into something entirely new.

Another shiver ran down her back.

When Amanda Verger smiled, she hid everything. Was she genuinely amused? Perhaps. Was she annoyed by his impudence? Maybe. Then again, it was easy to imagine a woman like her being genuinely amused by Mark.

Breathing out slowly, Susan found herself giggling nervously even as she asked, “Can we hear any of them beg?”

“Absolutely,” Amanda said. She nodded over to the service boy. At once, he turned with a professional stride and rushed over to the dark-haired slave.

He removed the gag. Right away, the girl gasped out, “Thank you.” Then she realized that there were all of these strangers watching her. At first, she looked like she might want to freeze. That would’ve been boring, Susan thought. Maybe they could find a couple of shock batons and have some fun with this girl?

Luckily for her, the girl once known as Mindy managed to be quite a bit more entertaining as she started to plead, “Look, I don’t know what they told you, but I never volunteered for this. I don’t want to be here. Please, I just want to get back to school. Please, can you help me? Please, can you help me get back to school?”

Susan glanced over at Verger. Her hostess gave a quick nod, so Susan suppressed at the urge to grin as she walked over to the young woman.

“Tell me about yourself,” she said.

“My, my name is Mindy. I don’t know what’s going on. What’s happening? I went to my doctor, and she said that I needed a shot. But after that, after that…?”

“I know this is going to be scary, but you need to understand that you’re not Mindy anymore. You are now a slave. You’re going to be trained, and you might get to enjoy something really special. You could be a slave, or maybe you will be turned into a puppy girl. What do you think of that? Would you like to live the rest of your life as a sweet little pet dog?”

“What?” The fear seemed to dissipate for just a few seconds. Instead, it had been replaced by disbelief and jagged shock.

“You could live your life as a pet dog. You wouldn’t be allowed to walk upright. You wouldn’t be allowed to use your hands either. In fact, the surgeon here might make a couple of permanent modifications to ensure that you can only crawl around on your elbows and knees. She might modify your vocal cords, so you’d only be able to bark. But don’t worry. I’m sure your owner would treat you very nicely. Maybe your owner would train you to do tricks. Or maybe you could be taught to hunt? Would you like that? Would you like to be a hunting dog? Are you especially ambitious?”

“What are you even talking about?” asked the girl.

“I’m talking about your future,” Susan answered, her tone surprisingly light and chipper. “Of course, if you are interested in the life of a pet, maybe your owner will decide that you would make a better bimbo.”

“I am not a bimbo,” insisted the livestock with all of the vehemence she possessed. This girl may have been spread out, naked, and on display. Maybe she was even scared, but she focused on channeling her anger. She tugged, her muscles tensed, and she tried to jerk herself free from those restraints.

She had exactly zero chance of success, yet that didn’t stop her. Not only that, Amanda Verger, Mark, and Susan all enjoyed the show. The service boy didn’t allow himself to react one way or the other.

“Really? Are you sure about that?” Susan asked as she reached up and gently brushed her fingers down the girl's neck, along her left breast, over to the right, then down toward her stomach. The girl froze, especially as Susan started to get closer and closer to the slave’s vulnerable slit. “If I start touching you right now, will you get excited? Will you be able to control yourself?” The corners of Susan’s eyes crinkled with amusement. She watched the girl.

“You can’t do this,” said the livestock.

“Are you sure about that? Are you really sure? Because I think I can,” Susan told her. Sure enough, she reached between the girl’s legs, and she started to stroke. She started to caress, gently moving her fingertips along that opening.

The girl once identified as Mindy pushed her fingertips down against the palms of her hands. She jerked against her shackles again, fighting as hard as she could. Hot frustration coursed through her body, yet she still couldn’t stop Susan from having some fun.

“If you’re forced to come again and again, how long do you think it would take before you’d break? How long would it take before you’d be willing to give your superiors whatever they want? A couple of hours? Couple of days? Weeks? Months? Have you thought about that before? Did you know that the woman who owns you actually has a surgeon here? She specializes in medical transformations.” Susan had no idea if that was the technical term. “She could make sure that you looked so much better. Better yet, she knows exactly how to alter your personality.”

“My name is Mindy Knack, and I’m never going to be anyone else!” hollered the girl.

“And I bet you’re not about to come right now either,” Susan said as she stared into the girl’s eyes. At the same time, those rhythmic movements continued. With her middle two fingers, Susan stroked and teased the captive girl.

By now, Mindy was panting. She was gasping. Pretty soon, those animalistic sounds morphed into moans of desire. Obviously, that girl was trying to fight it, only she had the adrenaline running through her bloodstream. Fear became an aphrodisiac even if she tried to hate it. She thrashed and bucked like a wild animal, yet none of it helped.

“Can we buy her?” Susan asked even as she kept her hand in position. She turned back to Mark, and she flashed a grin. “Please?”

Strictly speaking, Susan had her own sources of income. She had been successful out on her own, although she secretly acknowledged how her husband had done better by several orders of magnitude.

On some level, that was frustrating, of course. Mark had cheated (at least, if one took ethics or the law into account), which meant he had been almost unstoppable. Susan had taken her own risks, yet they hadn’t offered her the same kind of yield. Simultaneously, she understood how money works.

American capitalism could be cruel. With money, one could find success quite easily. Lots of people like to believe that everyone operated on the same playing field, but that simply wasn’t true. Anyone who was rich could bring in thousands or millions of dollars in passive income. That advantage meant time and the capacity to take bigger and better risks. Wealth could grow exponentially, so any small advantage could cycle into something exponentially larger over the course of months and years.

Besides, she loved her husband. Mark shared in so many of her tastes.

At that moment, he grinned back at his wife, “I don’t know. How expensive do you think she would be?”

“How expensive do you think you’re going to be?” Susan asked, mocking the captive as she continued to stroke, pet, fondle, and stimulate Mindy’s vulnerable pussy.

“Go to hell! You can’t buy me!”

Right away, Susan pulled her hand back from Mindy’s hot and dampened slit. For a moment, that girl grinned, only now Susan lifted her right hand and extended it toward the service boy. “Baton.”

Amanda Verger must have nodded toward her enslaved servant. Within seconds, the boy had fetched a shock baton as ordered. He gingerly placed it in the palm of her hand.

“Wait,” Susan called out.

She didn’t turn for the service boy. She didn’t study him, nor did she acknowledge him. Instead, she kept her gaze locked on Mindy. “Were you trained with something like this?”

Mark and Verger both watched the boy flinch. “Yes, Mistress,” he said in a small voice.

“Did it hurt?”

“Yes, Mistress.” Clearly, he hated uttering those words. Even so, he didn’t see any other choice. Like all of the patients, slaves, livestock and “employees” at Crestwood, he understood that he had to obey. Compliance was the only option.

“Tell me about it. Who used the baton on you?”

“When I was first admitted as a patient, the orderlies and nurses thoroughly enjoyed punishing me.”

“Oh? Really? Why is that?”

“Mistress, I was defiant.”

“And so you got punished?”

“Yes, Mistress,” admitted the service boy.

“Is that the same thing that should happen to this girl?”

There was no hesitation, no moment of doubt or anything along those lines. Even so, that second probably stretched on and on for this boy. Susan was sure he didn’t want to say anything. On some level, he had to yearn for some kind of interruption. Unfortunately for him, he didn’t get it. Instead, he faced the inevitability, and he confessed, “If that is your decision, Mistress.”

“It is,” Susan said.

Through the exchange, Mindy had maintained a neutral, almost attached expression as though she didn’t think any of this mattered. Obviously, she was fighting so hard to maintain her defiance. She stared straight ahead with her mouth hardened into an angry line.

Even though her cheeks were flushed, and the arousal was still pumping through her body, she could pretend otherwise. She could silently deny it, if only to herself.

“Then yes, Mistress,” agreed the boy. “It should be used.”

“I agree,” Susan said. That’s when she touched the tip to Mindy’s bare flank. Those metallic prongs slid along her body. Still, Mindy didn’t react. “Has she been punished before?”

“I don’t think so,” Verger said. “This might be her first time.”

“Do I owe you anything for the privilege?” Susan inquired.

“You are sick,” said the girl. “You are all sick! You are sick, and you are going to pay for this! I swear, I’m going to get out of here, and I’ll go straight to the cops. I, I will make sure that all of you end up in prison!”

“I wonder where I’ve heard that before,” Verger said with a condescending smirk even as she lifted her hand and tapped one finger against her cheek. “And no, Susan. You don’t need to pay for this. Consider it a freebie.”

The girl didn’t care. Mindy bit down, she grunted through her nostrils, and she began to struggle. She yanked and twisted, bucking her body from side to side. She pushed every iota of strength she possessed into those restraints, yet it wasn’t enough. Worse, her petite breasts swayed, and her ponytail swung from side to side. She put on quite a show for those observers. Susan, Mark, Verger, and the service boy studied her as she tried to break free.

“Was that it?” Susan asked as she watched Mindy pant and suck in one breath after another. Even if she hadn’t moved, Mindy had burned through so much of her strength.

And now, Susan made her pay for it. She lifted the baton, and she jabbed it right up against the girl’s inner thigh. She aimed for the tender flesh right before she hit the button, and that’s when the battery unleashed just a small taste of its payload.

A lightning bolt of energy sizzled into the girl. Mindy must have been biting down, like she thought she would be able to resist this. Perhaps she envisioned some scenario where she could be bold and brave and utterly defiant. Perhaps she even fantasized about holding out long enough so that they would get bored or simply wander off on their own. It was the best she could do, especially since she was naked and on display, so every second felt like a fresh humiliation. After all, she had become little more than an art exhibit.

Only now, the electricity tore across her nerves, and she cried out.

In that first instant, the pain paralyzed her. It must’ve been such a strange sensation for her. Normally, she might stub her toe or bang her head or bite on the inside of her mouth, and there would be that flash of movement. She would jerk her hand away or stumble back.

In that instant, she couldn’t escape. There was nowhere for her to go.

Any attempt at silence was shattered by the raw physicality and those instincts programmed deep within her DNA. She cried out, screaming. That noise splashed across the air.

“Oh, I’m sorry. That was the lowest setting,” Susan said as she adjusted the device. “Want to try that again.”

Eyes wet, Mindy tried to plead. She started to make sounds. Individual words devoid of any real meaning tumbled out of her pretty mouth, only now another blast of energy rocketed across her skin, lighting up her nerves. Her pain receptors screamed out.

She bucked again, jerking from side to side, only this time it had nothing to do with escape. On the contrary, she ceased to exist. Every thought, idea, and personality trait that made up this young woman as an individual suddenly vanished in that white heat of invisible lightning.

The observers couldn’t feel it for themselves, but they still enjoyed the show.

“How was that? Was that good for you, Mindy? Do you need another taste?”

“No!” The captive shook her head from side to side.

“Tell us all how you can’t wait for the chance to be trained as a slut and a slave.”

Despite those first tastes of electric agony, Mindy hesitated. After all, she had her studies, her deeply held beliefs, and those ingrained ideas of who and what she was supposed to be. These ideas made it hard for her to take it.

Susan didn’t struggle with that same sluggish impulse. For her, it was so easy. She lifted the baton again along with the prongs, and she pressed them up against Mindy’s left breast.

Another jolt of electricity ripped across her skin. Mindy howled out. She screamed until her tongue was dry, and she could barely swallow.

“Was there something you wanted to say? Was there something you just feel the absolute need to tell us?” Susan asked.

Biting down, Mindy clearly didn’t want to do this. She glared, only then Susan began to raise the baton a little higher. Where would those prongs touch next? One of Mindy’s nipples? Her left shoulder? Her right? Perhaps the prongs could drop back down to her inner thighs? Or her pussy?

“I can’t wait to be a slut and a slave,” said the girl. Uttering those words obviously grated against everything she yearned to believe about herself. She was supposed to be better than this. She was supposed be stronger and smarter. She was supposed to be able to look down on so many other women. But in that instant, she could feel it. They all could.

Mindy Knack didn’t exist. Mindy Knack had been an intelligent young woman capable of making up her own mind about any number of questions and concerns. She could prepare her own plans, pursue her ambitions, and enjoy her life.

That girl was gone; she had been replaced by a slut in need of training. And yes, she’d get it here at Crestwood.

“Gag her,” Susan instructed.

Mindy’s eyes widened, yet she didn’t argue as the gag got shoved between her teeth.

“Him,” Mark said even as he held out his hand. Playful and cooperative, Susan gave the baton to him.

Mark pointed, and the service boy obeyed, taking the gag from the mouth of the closest male.

Right away, that guy began to snarl. He sucked in a breath, and it was obvious he intended to fight.

He was an excellent specimen, tall and strong. He probably spent a lot of time at the gym. Consequently, he must’ve believed that he could be a powerful example of his sex. This was the kind of guy who probably itched for the opportunity to get into a fight at a bar or a club, all because he hoped to demonstrate what he could do.

He didn’t get to live out his fantasy. He didn’t even get to utter a single, coherent word. Instead, Mark used the baton right away.

Unlike Susan, he didn’t play with this livestock. He didn’t tease or torment the boy. Instead, Mark shoved the tip of the baton right between the captured male’s legs.

He shocked the poor boy’s balls!
That young man discovered a new kind of agony as it snapped up along every nerve he possessed. He cried out, screaming.

“Let’s do that again,” Mark said.

Susan grinned. She couldn’t help it. She reached out and she took Mark by his hand, her fingers laced through his. For them, it was a game. It was romance! They could be together and bond over this kind of play.

“What should we do next?” Mark asked. At that moment, he wasn’t speaking to anyone in particular. Rather, he simply enjoyed this.

“Right here,” Susan reached out and touched the bound boy’s right shoulder. She jerked her hand back right as Mark leaned forward.

He pressed the baton up against that spot. The boy let out a yelp, only nothing happened. Then he blinked, apparently surprised.

“I haven’t done it yet,” Mark said with a grin. “If you’re going to cry out, you should probably wait for the pain, don’t you think?”

The boy hissed through his nostrils. He huffed from one breath to the next. Animalistic aggravation played across his features, except he couldn’t deny that fear either. Maybe he wanted to be big and bold and daring and utterly intimidating, only it didn’t work, not when he had those shackles locked around his wrists and ankles.

Poor boy. Like the other acquisitions, he could struggle for hours or days, and it wouldn’t do any good.

Following that errant thought, Susan glanced over at Amanda Verger. “Has anyone ever managed to escape one of these?”

“Never,” Verger replied.

“Hear that?” Susan asked, taunting the captive. “It doesn’t matter how hard you fight. You’re not going to break out.”

“But you can scream,” Mark said. That’s when he stepped forward again, and he prodded the boy, only this time he went for the right shoulder, the left flank, his left thigh, and his thigh shin. Each time, he hit the button, unleashing torrents after torrent of electric pain. The energy sizzled through the slave’s body.

That livestock screamed again and again.

Then it was done, and Mark didn’t wait for permission. He went over to the next girl: a cute redhead.

Mark touched the baton to her sternum, just below the curves of her bare breasts. Then he hit the button. Obviously terrified, that girl was shaking her head from side to side. Even gagged, she made these pathetic little mewling sounds as she worked to get him to change his mind.

It didn’t work.

Flashing a toothy grin, Mark shocked her.

“Sir and Mistresses, the auction is scheduled to begin in the next few minutes.”

“We really should get back to the party,” Verger said.

“Agreed,” Mark replied. Then he glanced back at the other slaves. “You all should be careful. Do as you’re told so you don’t get in trouble. You don’t want to end up with an owner like me, do you?”

The untouched slaves shook their heads from side to side. Abject fear played across their faces. Both Mark and Susan laughed as she took his arm and they strode away.

The Crestwood Asylum was a massive institution spread out across several acres. In addition to the main building, there were several support structures, not to mention fields in virtually every direction. The main facility was ringed by black, wrought-iron fences.

From a distance, the structure could look intimidating, like some modern castle. At a distance, it might’ve been misconstrued as an ancient fortification or even a small mountain all on its own.

With all this space, there were two clinics, multiple operating theaters, dormitories for the slaves and employees, plus cells for the patients and prisoners. Sometimes, those different labels could be swapped out for one another.

In addition to the cruel facilities, Crestwood also included luxurious suites, a grand ballroom, and a beautiful dining hall.

Tonight’s auction would take place in the ballroom. Although the guests could retreat to the dining hall to pick up a plate of food, most of the patrons were far more interested in the stage built to the far side of the chamber.

Currently, the curtains hung between tonight’s first offering and the wealthy guests.

As Verger and her associates made their way back into the ballroom, she evaluated the individuals surrounding her. There was Erik Paccard, heir to the Paccard Finance fortune. She spotted Alexander Trice III. After that, she noted that Rita Sanders had a pair of enslaved boys on her arms. Each young man was naked, locked in a chastity belt, and ready to obey her every command. Unlike so many of the other slaves, those boys didn’t wear shock collars.

Rather, Verger recalled that her surgeon had implanted both of those boys with subcutaneous batteries. The boys could disobey or displease their owner, which would mean getting shocked hard and fast. Better yet, a slave might hope to remove her shock collar. Those boys didn’t even know where the implants had been hidden within their bodies.

Rather than make an announcement right away, Amanda Verger turned back to her guests, "Excuse me. It's time for me to take my position." As the proprietor strode through the crowd, many of the wealthy and powerful individuals in attendance instinctively stepped out of her way.

Although it was true that everyone there wielded tremendous influence across different aspects of society, they still recognized her power. First, this was her home. Second, they had all heard whispers of what she and her associates had accomplished. Amanda Verger wasn't like some regulator, politician, business competitor, or anyone else. She had built something amazing at this facility, and so every person there knew that they had to respect her.

Casually, Amanda Verger held out her hand, and one of the service boys immediately brought her a drink. She took the glass, and she stepped up onto a platform just as one of the curtains pulled away. There was her throne. She lifted herself up, she raised her chin, and she called out, "Ladies and gentlemen."

That was it.

She didn't need to say anything else to get the attention of every single magnate, investor, legislator, and powerbroker in that chamber.

She looked amazing, of course. In that moment, she wore bright red lipstick that contrasted beautifully with her pale skin. Her hair was tied back into a high ponytail. It was simple and exquisite nonetheless. Every strand of hair was perfectly locked in place, and now she swept her gaze across the room and her guests. For the most part, she ignored the slaves as well as the other curtains off to the left and right near the main stage.

"Allow me to welcome you to my humble facility," she said, waving toward the walls with one hand. Nervously, many of her guests chuckled. Some of them were newcomers, of course. They had never been here, and so they had only seen the pictures, watched the videos, and heard the stories. Still, what would Crestwood hold? What kinds of delights and horrors could a facility such as this really harbor?

They didn't know, but they believed they were eager to find out.

Those who had been here before also chuckled with some nervous apprehension. Those women and men understood just how dangerous a place like this could be. A few of the guests may have been more arrogant. Perhaps, after years of success in their various ventures, these individuals didn't recognize just how vulnerable any single individual could be.

Perhaps that was one of the greatest weaknesses that came from success. An individual might start a company, and legitimately work very hard for many years. When his success arrived, there were always questions of luck and good fortune. The most arrogant might say something like, "I make my own luck." And yet, every individual, no matter how powerful or successful, always relied on larger systems. An individual might be a billionaire, but that wouldn’t save him or her if they made the wrong enemies. An angry mob, a disgruntled maid, or an enraged butler could strip away all of that success with sharpened pitchforks, a poisoned slice of cake, or a candlestick to the back of the skull. There was no such thing as perfect safety or total independence, no matter how paranoid any individual became.

"Tonight, we're going to see some exquisite specimens. My very close friend, Dr. Chen, has been working diligently. Ladies and gentlemen, shall we begin with the first item for sale tonight?"

It was an option, of course, yet this gathering also doubled as an exhibition. The visitors would be treated to sights and experiences that could seldom be enjoyed anywhere else.

As Amanda Verger sat down, she crossed her legs and motioned toward the main stage. One curtain pulled away, and that's when everyone saw the human pony.

He had once been a strong and athletic young man. But now, he had the bit in his mouth, the blinders locked to the sides of his face, and the bridle pressing against his cheeks. His arms had been yanked behind his back and rendered completely useless by the harness he wore. Latex encapsulated his neck, torso, hips, thighs, and the rest of his legs. His feet were trapped and heavy, clomping boots. His entire form shined with restrictive latex.

In front of him, a young woman wore a beautiful red dress. Smiling graciously to the audience, she tugged on the reins, and she began to walk the boy from one side of the stage to the other. "Hello, everyone," she said cheerfully. "I want you to meet Adam. Adam here used to be a programmer at a local computer company. Unfortunately, he realized that the CEO was having an affair, so he was promptly donated to the Crestwood Asylum. Over the last couple of weeks, Dr. Chen has been working on him thoroughly with a combination of various narcotics, hypnotic treatments, and extensive surgery. She has altered his vision, removed several teeth to facilitate the use of his bit, and altered his hands, arms, and legs. First, he might appear to be restrained, but that isn't the case. His arms are simply stuck in this position now. Second, his hands are far more comfortable in his gloves, especially since she modified his fingers. Additionally, his gait has been permanently altered to become more equine. If you’re interested in owning a human pony, this boy would be an excellent choice for your stable!"

The Crestwood saleswoman continued to walk him back and forth in front of the audience. Then she brought him to a stop, and that's when she held out her arm. A service girl rushed forward and gave the young woman a crop.

For her part, Susan watched the show. She licked her bottom lip and wondered what it would be like to own a human pony.

As a little girl, she had collected equine figurines. The idea had always intrigued her. There was something about horses. Maybe it was their strength, their manes, the speed of their movement or the grace with which they ran. At some point during her adolescence, she had gotten rid of those toys, and she had mostly forgotten about her love of horses...until now.

She leaned over and whispered to Mark, "That boy looks incredible."

"Pace yourself. He’s only the first item up for sale," her husband replied. "You don't want to blow through your entire budget right now, do you?"

"No…" Susan admitted. At the same time though, she wondered exactly how good it could feel to own a boy like that. She wanted to yank his reins, look into his eyes, and ride him hard.

The young woman in red continued, "Speak, boy."

Susan wasn't sure what she expected, only it wasn't this. Rather than remain defiantly silent, the boy in the pony gear cried out. Specifically, he whinnied. He made those animalistic sounds, and another jolt of excitement ran through Susan's body. She could feel the heat right between her legs.

Amanda Verger rose from her throne, and she called out to her esteemed guests, "Let us begin the bidding at one hundred." She meant one hundred thousand US dollars.

"Do you want to go for it?" Mark asked.

Another woman interjected. "You should do it," she said.

Susan glanced over at one of her friends. That was Lucy, a black-haired woman with sharp features, wide eyes, and a viciously cruel smile. As an attorney at Devlin and Coal, Lucy had ripped through numerous trials already. She was supposedly relentless and nearly unstoppable. There was something about her delivery, her logic, and her willingness to tear through the opposition that made her a feared figure among attorneys all across the country.

"What makes you say that?"

Lucy smiled, "I have no problem reading you, Susan."

"Nonsense," Susan replied with a smile. "I can appreciate the aesthetics of a human horse. That's it. He's a cute pony. That's all."

"Right," Lucy said.

Mark glanced back at the attorney, but he didn't say anything. He didn't agree with her, nor did he contradict her. Instead, he ran his eyes up and down along the length of her body.

If it had been another woman, then maybe Susan would have gotten nervous. After all, she and her husband fit together beautifully, but that didn't mean the relationship was perfect or impervious to temptation. Mark was handsome, after all. He was also rich. Together, those two traits made him quite attractive to so many different women out there. For the most part, those were the desperate interns and eager secretaries who might try to steal her husband away. And yet, none of those girls recognized who Mark really was or what he was capable of doing.

Susan did.

Just as importantly, she adored her husband for his ambition, taste, and talent. He was successful. Whenever she thought of all he had accomplished, another kind of excitement ran across her skin.

Grinning, Mark had to ask the lawyer, "What do you think of him? If you unzip his suit, I'm sure he's got a huge horse cock under there."

"Not my flavor," Lucy replied curtly.

"You sure about that? You have lovely lips. I'm sure you'd make an excellent cocksucker."

Unamused, Lucy said, "Susan, control your husband."

"Mark..." Susan growled her man's name with just a hint of warning, not that it did much.

"What?" Mark protested with faux innocence. "Just look at her. Lucy, you are a gorgeous girl, but you really need to find the right cock to put you in your place."

"Mark…" Susan said again, only now there was a genuine hint of frustration in her voice.

"It's okay, Susan," Lucy replied. "Mark, I appreciate that you have no idea what you're talking about. So right now, shut up."

"Or what?" Mark took a step closer to the attorney. He leaned a couple inches closer, but the lawyer didn't blanch or retreat back. She had dealt with sexist jackasses before. "Are you going to seduce me?" Mark demanded. "Because you know, that could be fun." He reached up, and he was about to run his fingers through her hair, only she spoke.

"If you dare touch me, there are going to be consequences." She dropped her voice to a whisper. "Amanda doesn't like it when her guests break the rules."

Mark narrowed his eyes, and he glared at her.

"You would have to run off to get help, wouldn't you?"

Lucy shrugged. Clearly, she didn't care about his toxic vision of strength. "I know what I'm doing," she said. "More importantly, I know how men like you operate. You like to think you're big and bad, when in reality you're always worried that everyone else will figure out who you really are. You're terrified they’ll figure out just how weak you really are. I'm not some dumb MBA who has no idea how the world really works, Mark. You can’t manipulate me. You can’t intimidate me. Face it. You wouldn't stand a chance with a woman like me."

His mouth opened, and he itched to say something, only Susan reached out, and she gave his shoulder a gentle, reassuring squeeze, "Maybe you should give up while you're behind," she suggested.

Mark sucked in a breath. The air suddenly felt cold against the edges of his teeth, except he still hated letting that girl get in the final word.

Susan continued, "Besides, don't you want to see the next animal?"

Only this time, it wasn't an animal. From her spot on her private stage and in front of her glorious throne, Amanda Verger called out to her guests, "Perhaps a pony isn't something you wish to own. Maybe the idea of taking on a pet seems like too much trouble for you. Perhaps you need something that requires less maintenance…" She allowed her voice trail off even as those words echoed against the walls.

Susan, Mark, and the other buyers turned back to the main stage. Another curtain slid to the side, and that's when they saw the shadowed silhouettes at first. It didn't seem to make much sense. But then, the details came into focus as the spotlights ignited to reveal three pieces of furniture.

For the first couple of seconds, Susan and Mark let their eyes danced back and forth between the furniture and their respective partners. But then, Susan grinned, and she said, "That would be incredible."

"But where would we put them?" Mark asked with a grin.

There were three pieces of human furniture, one male, two female now on display.

One of the pieces looked like a foot stool or a legrest. She had blonde, short and neatly trimmed hair that just barely made it to the nape of her neck. Her head had been lifted, and she stared forward without really seeming to see anything. She didn't move at all. Her fingers had tightened into knuckles, and she was braced against the floor. Of course, she was naked, and her body was on display, yet she seemed to be completely immobile.

"Dr. Chen has outdone herself with these pieces," Amanda announced. "They are now living furniture. They only require the most minimal of care. Leave them alone for a couple of days or even a couple of weeks if you like. In the meantime, you can think about what is going through their heads. They might be utterly paralyzed, but they are fully conscious. And if you really want, you can even allow them brief moments of speech. Would anyone like to hear what the footrest has to say?"

"Yes!"

"Absolutely!"

"Let her talk!"

"Make her talk!"

Under most circumstances, the guests at this sort of gathering would have remained quiet. And yet, so many of them craved this kind of power and influence. Yes, they had developed a taste for influence and subjugation through their various professions. Whether they were lawyers like Lucy or politicians like Kyle Stone over there, they understood what success and authority could taste like. Of course, those "normal" positions of influence hadn't been enough to sate their desires or to satisfy those hungers. That was why they found their way to Amanda Verger.

Every politician, businessperson, thought leader, and artist ultimately had to rely on others. Every writer had her audience. Every politician had his voting constituency. Every businessperson had his customers. All of those individuals could wander off at any given moment for any reason, good or bad. That was why these individuals were there. They needed more. They craved the reassurance of having a service boy with a shock collar locked around his neck. Or maybe they ached for the chance to take a disobedient wife or husband and turn them into a house pet before marrying someone hotter and younger.

"They're gorgeous pieces, don't you think?" someone asked Susan.

Mark's wife turned back to see a large, stocky man with a well trimmed beard behind her. "Hello, Richard," she said as she took a sip from her glass.

Occasionally, she had wondered what it would be like to try to seduce this man. There was something primal and unrelentingly powerful about him. Richard may have been as refined as the others here, yet he carried himself with a primitive strength. That drew her. It made her wonder what would have happened if she tried to touch or kiss him. Still, she understood that it probably wouldn't have worked, not that she liked to admit it or to probe those realities. Maybe that was why those fantasies usually fluttered behind her eyes whenever she saw him again.

His slaves knew Richard as "Master," but those boys and men had all been thoroughly tamed. That was Richard's expertise. He loved to work on angry, defiant, powerful men and turn them into obedient sissies who pranced and sashayed before he took them hard and made them cry out. That generally involved Dr. Chen's expertise, although Richard seemed more than willing to work with other ignoble surgeons as well.

Then again, everyone knew that Dr. Chen did the best work.

"Exquisite," she said.

"Do we need to ask which one you’d want?" Mark asked with a chuckle.

"The boy, of course. Granted, I tend to prefer more service from my slaves."

"Shush. Dr. Chen is about to give her the shot."

It was true.

The black-haired surgeon had appeared on the stage, and the footstool continued to stare straight ahead, completely unmoving. From so far away, she really appeared to be completely inanimate. Dr. Chen had taken a vibrant girl and turned her into furniture. All of the details were truly perfect. That was because she was a real person. She once enjoyed a life. She had been her own individual, yet all of that had been taken away, so that she could take on the status of a footrest for someone far more powerful than she could have ever been.

The doctor gave the girl a shot. It was a quick injection, but then the hapless girl blinked. She glanced down at her arms, and it was obvious she was trying to move. Even so, she still lacked any kind of control from the neck down. Whether she liked it or not, she was trapped in that demanding stance, braced on her knuckles and knees, her shins bare, and her ass on display.

Right away, she turned back to the audience. The girl squealed, "Please! Please, you have to let me go! Please, I can't take this! It's driving me crazy! I'm going to go insane! Please! It’s been weeks! Weeks of just staring! Weeks of being ignored! This is inhuman! Please!”

"Quiet," Amanda Verger commanded. Her voice was powerful enough that it cut across the room. Of course, so many of the different individuals in attendance had been whispering back and forth. Some of them listened, eagerly soaking up those desperate pleas from the enslaved footrest, but now they all went silent.

"Tell us about your life," Amanda ordered next.

The girl sniffled. Her eyes were wet. She was looking out at the crowd. Maybe she was hoping to find some sympathetic or merciful face. Out there, among so many individuals, someone had to help her. Right?

Wrong.

Those women and men viewed the world as predator versus prey. This girl, whoever she had been, hadn't worked hard enough. She hadn't tried or fought hard enough. Then again, it was easy for men like Mark to overlook their own inheritances and how that seed capital had enabled his success. Across the room, one of the billionaires in attendance was the CEO of an electric car company; he loved to go online and talk about the importance of hard work, all while ignoring the massive government subsidies offered to his company.

Susan smiled to herself. As far as she was concerned, hypocrisy was always a human foible, and it would never go away.

Panting, the girl quickly gushed out, "I, I’m a real person, you can't do this. Please. Please, just let me go. Okay? I, I have a boyfriend! His name is Sam, and he's this really sweet guy. Please, please let me go. I'm supposed to be in school right now! I, I'm supposed to become a teacher."

"We have plenty of those," Amanda said, and her audience chuckled. "Is there anything else you’d like to say? Last chance."

The girl must’ve recognized the truth of that statement. In fact, this might have been her very last opportunity to speak ever. They didn't have to give her another shot. They could keep her as a piece of living furniture. She'd crouch down, perpetually helpless, just another object to be used or moved as the people around her saw fit. She would never get to be an individual again. She might not even be allowed to stand upright…

Anger contorted her pretty face, "Sam is going to find me! He loves me, and then he's going to blow this whole thing open! If you know what's good for you, you're just going to let me go! You're going to let me go right now!" Frantic and nearly hysterical, the girl shouted. Her voice boomed across the air as the desperation pumped extra strength into her vocal cords.

"And if he comes looking for you, I'll have another slave for my stables," Amanda promised. "What's his name again? Maybe I should just go pick him up now. I'm sure he would look great with a shock collar locked around his neck. Or maybe we could join him up with a couple of other people? The two of you could be sold as a set."

All at once, the girl must've decided that she needed to stay silent. Obviously, a woman like Amanda Verger had the resources to track him down and take him. But would she?

This girl didn't see any other choice. Although she rarely got the opportunity to speak, she now shut her mouth and slammed her teeth together. Then she felt it. There was the bite of the syringe near the back of her neck, and her eyes filled with fear all over again. "No. Please, don't. Please, you can't..." There must've been so much more she meant to say, only Dr. Chen hadn't given her the opportunity. The girl froze in place with that same look of panicked dread on her face.

"Don't worry, ladies and gentlemen. You can certainly alter her features however you like. And if you make this purchase, I would be happy to negotiate for some additional surgeries if there are any modifications you would like to make."

"You're not going to bid?" Susan asked Richard as she turned back to the large man.

Although she didn't admit it to anyone, including her husband, Susan always found something very reassuring about this man. It wasn't just his size or his power. Maybe it was the fact that he wasn't interested in her. All across that room, there were so many individuals who would’ve loved to enslave her. Perhaps that was another element of what made these gatherings so exciting. All across the room, individuals would glance back and forth at one another. Technically, they were all supposed to be strong enough and powerful enough to make something like that impossible.

Then again, wasn't that the hidden secret?

All of these wealthy luminaries had boyfriends or girlfriends, husbands or wives, secret paramores, partners or other associates. Every single one of those individuals probably assumed they were protected. The most naïve believed that the government, ethics, and a sense of basic human decency would have been enough to keep them from ending up in a place like Crestwood Asylum. And yet, they were wrong.

Could the same be true of Amanda Verger's guests and clients...?

Possibly. Probably. Susan didn't have to worry about any of that, not with Richard. He liked men. He liked defiant, disobedient men who could be taken, utterly transformed, and turned into obedient servants. He loved maids, slutty schoolgirls, and eager harem sluts. He loved knowing that their cocks were taken away or locked up in chastity, and their masculinity stripped back until there was just that eager, cloying desperation to serve a real man: Master Richard Dawson.

By now, the auction had turned to the male piece of furniture. The chair stood there, braced with some extra appendages. His gaze remained fixed, and then there was this slight smile on his face. If anything, it reminded Susan vaguely of the Mona Lisa. She figured Dr. Chen had spent a lot of time working on that expression. Then again, she could have been wrong.

"No," Richard said. "The idea of a slave like that is intriguing, but I really do prefer the struggle."

"That makes sense," Susan said even as she thought of some of the games she had played with different servants and slaves. "It's fun when they wiggle, isn't it?" Of course, "wiggling" could mean a lot: struggling, thrashing, screaming, begging or threatening. There were so many different options, so many different possibilities.

Hearing that girl plead had certainly excited Susan. She could feel the damp heat between her legs.

Once the bidding finished on the three pieces of furniture, the curtain was drawn back. Amanda stood up again. She enjoyed a sip from her wine glass, and then she considered her audience. "I want to take this moment to thank everyone. Based on your contributions here tonight, we will be able to add a new wing to the Crestwood Asylum. Consequently, we will have more patients, better equipment, more guests, and so many more opportunities." As she spoke, the passion played across her voice. "Now, let us consider the next slave. I want you to meet Trixie."

One of the curtains pulled back, and that's when Susan saw her.

Right away, she glanced over at her husband.

Trixie had probably been a girl originally. Then again, considering Dr. Chen's talents, it was impossible to be sure either way. Still, there was something feminine about the way she crawled around on the stage. Trapped in a black, leather suit, she had her arms pulled up against her biceps. Her hands were trapped inside by gloves that looked more like paws, and her face was hidden away by the mask that gave her a specifically canine set of features. There was a dog tail that emerged from her ass. Each time she moved, the tail wagged from side to side. Inevitably, it would tease and stimulate her.

Susan found herself glancing over at Mark. Sure enough, he licked his bottom lip. He couldn't help himself. This man had always had a thing for human puppies. Maybe it was the idea of turning a rival into a genuine pet that enticed him. Or maybe there was something about the status of making a person into a "dog". In so many cultures, the dog could be a loyal pet or companion. Or becoming a dog might be one of the worst insults an individual could imagine. Dogs scurried around on the ground. Not only that, they scrabbled for the chance to please and serve their owners, no matter how poorly they might be treated.

"You want her," Susan said to her husband.

"She's intriguing," he admitted, yet he still couldn't pull his eyes away from the stage.

"You should be careful, Susan. A man like Mark might decide he’d like to see a collar around your neck," came another voice. It was Lucy.

Susan smiled. She shook her head from side to side. "No. My husband knows how things work between us. Isn't that right, Mark?"

"Absolutely," he said.

Richard couldn't help but overhear the hushed conversation, "Are you sure about that, young man? All too often, men say one thing when they mean something else completely."

"Yes," Mark said, gritting his teeth. He forced his jaw to relax; as his wife, Susan knew exactly how to read this man. Occasionally, she considered her husband's secret desires. Yes, she was still a young woman who’d hoped for a permanent relationship, but she also tried to be a realist. She had to recognize that people could be selfish. Besides, she had only been with Mark for a couple of years. Maybe something would change. She wasn't some schoolgirl who'd lose herself to fantasies of a lifetime together. The idea was nice, and she could appreciate it, and she loved the concept of loyalty, yet people could be erratic, cruel, and vindictive. She needed to remember that. She always needed to remember that. Unlike so many other women, she wouldn't allow herself to become dependent on her husband, no matter how much she cared about him.

Perhaps Mark needed to distract himself because he glanced back at Lucy. "What about you, girl? Maybe you would like to become a pet some day? I think you’d look amazing on your hands and knees.”

Lucy snorted.

"What's wrong? You don't have a witty rejoinder this time?" Mark taunted her.

"I'm simply trying to enjoy the auction," Lucy said even as she watched Trixie crawl around on the stage in front of the audience. At that point, the dog stopped, and she lifted her elbows up. She was whimpering now. She stuck out her tongue, and she looked so adorable. She could chase after balls, roll around, or beg for treats just like that.

"Are you worried?"

If Lucy had refused to answer him, then maybe the rest of the auction would have proceeded normally. Instead, the attorney turned back, and she looked right at him, "Worried?"

"Are you worried?" Mark repeated. "Are you worried that if I got you into a leather suit just like that one, I'd be able to train you? You can tell everyone that you're a lesbian, but maybe you’re just scared that a real man could take you hard and put you in your place. I bet that's it. That's it, isn't it?"

"Screw you," she growled. "You have no idea what you're talking about, and I bet you can't even keep your wife satisfied."

"What did you say to me?" Mark snapped, his voice rising.

"You heard me," Lucy said. "I bet you can't keep your wife satisfied. If you look around, there aren't many married couples here. Perhaps she's just shopping for a better guy. Maybe she’ll find him. Maybe she'll just date him. Who knows? But I bet Susan is ready for someone real." Lucy smiled back at Susan. "Maybe you need to spend some time with a woman?"

"You wouldn't know what to do with her," Mark said.

"I bet you can't even make her come," Lucy said with a smirk. Then she glanced over at Mark and winked. "Do you think you could ever compete with a woman? No. You couldn't. You don't know what it's like. You're probably boring and selfish." She clicked her tongue and shook her head.

"You stupid bitch. How dare you talk to me like that?" Mark roared.

"Is there a problem?"

“Is there a problem?”

It was a simple question composed of just four words.

Amanda Verger had just spoken, and now everyone seemed to instinctively separate themselves away from Lucy, Mark, and Susan. Blanching, Susan lifted her hand and tried to cover her face. Part of her wanted to retreat back, and hide in the crowd, yet everyone knew her here. They knew she was married to Mark.

Mark hardly paid any attention. He stepped toward Lucy, and the young woman raised her hand, only to point back at their hostess. All at once, he seemed to realize the kind of mistake he had made. He spun around, and he coughed to clear his throat.

Before Mark or Lucy could try to say anything, Amanda called out, "I asked you a question. Is there a problem?"

"No problem," Mark said quickly.

"No," Lucy agreed. "There isn't an issue."

"That's funny," Amanda said. "Because it sounded like he was trying to get you to admit that you would be a good puppy, and you questioned his manhood," Amanda replied.

"I, I…" For the first time in her life, Lucy didn't know how to answer. As an attorney, she was always supposed to have a response for any inquiry or argument. That was her job. But right then and there, her center chilled, and she didn't know what to do.

Mark was struggling with the exact same problem. His heart was probably pounding, but he didn't know what to do. As a man, he probably boasted about how he was bold and brave and could handle any situation. But in that instant, he faced Amanda Verger, and that was enough to make him freeze in place.

"You know, I don't like it when my guests fight amongst themselves. So perhaps we need to resolve the situation."

Mark tried to speak, but it was Lucy, who cleared her throat, straightened her back, and asked politely, "What did you have in mind?"

"If I have two guests who are arguing amongst themselves, what can we do to solve the situation?" Amanda Verger was cruel and loved punishments.

Susan imagined Verger inviting Mark and Lucy up to be whipped, caned, slapped, or otherwise punished.

"How about a wager?" Susan blinked, surprised to realize that she was the one who had spoken. Mark always loved gambling. Granted, he was generally quite good at maintaining himself. He didn't chase after runs of good or bad luck. With that in mind, she figured this would be enough to settle the situation and get back to the auction.

"I like that idea," Amanda said. "After we sell this puppy, I have two slaves who are coming out. They have both been thoroughly trained, and they are eager to demonstrate their worth. They understand that they need to find good owners. So now, we have a little game."

A murmur ran through the crowd. Excited whispers cut across the air. They only stopped when Amanda spoke again, "The game is simple. Lucy, you shall pick a slave. Mark, you will have the other slave. The winner will be the woman or man who chooses the slave that can endure for the longest without making a sound. The individual who cannot pick the winner will be defeated and suffer the consequences."

Mark turned back to Lucy. His eyes sparkled with mischievous delight. He was enjoying this, Susan quickly realized. At the same time, his wife experienced this little flutter of nervous energy deep within her stomach. Was he really going to do this?

At the very least, Susan had saved her husband from a public whipping.

More importantly, Lucy asked the most pertinent question, "And what are the terms of this bet? What happens to the loser?"

"Enslavement," Amanda announced.

Apparently, that was too much for many of the guests. They were whispering back and forth again, frantic.

Several people were asking, "Can she do that? Can she really do that?"

"Enslavement," Amanda Verger repeated. And that was all it took. At once, everyone in the ballroom recognized the truth. Yes. If this woman decided to enslave someone, she could make it happen, no matter who they happened to be.

Susan almost expected some kind of rebellion or act of defiance from the gathered notables. Instead, they continued to watch. Several women and men were licking their lips, eager to see what might transpire next. No one searched for a way out; no one long for an exit...not even Mark or Lucy.

"Temporary, of course," Verger said. "I’ll leave it to the two of you to decide the duration.”

"Temporary?" Mark snorted. "You're lucky, Lucy. You're only going to be my cock sucking bitch for a little while."

"That's never going to happen," Lucy promised.

"If you're so sure, then maybe we should go for a couple of weeks. Think you could handle that?"

"Weeks? Is that what you say when you’re scared?" Lucy demanded.

"Months," he corrected.

"What's wrong? You don't want to be my houseboy for years?"

"Make it permanent," Mark growled. "I want a collar around your neck, and I want to know that I'm going to be able to turn you into a dumb, simpering little bimbo forever. You’ll be nothing but my fucktoy, Lucy. You could go to work with me, and I’ll keep you as a plaything. I’ll share you with my friends and associates. I’ll let my interns do whatever they want with you. You are going to be mine."

"Permanent slavery," Lucy agreed.

"Permanent slavery," Amanda said. "Let's finish the bidding and begin the game!"

"Bold," Richard said. Even as he spoke, he glanced over at Lucy, then Mark.

For her part, Susan quickly leaned over, and she grabbed onto her husband's arm. "What the hell was that?" His wife tightened her grip. "Are you insane?"

"Insane? Just think about it. Lucy is loaded. We could have all of her assets, plus we could keep that girl in a nice little maid uniform."

"Do you realize what kind of risk you're taking?"

"It’s going to be fine," he said with a dismissive wave.

"Mark, I'm talking to you," she said as he turned away and focused his gaze on the stage. Sure enough, different individuals were bidding for the puppy girl. How much would Trixie fetch? Everyone seemed intrigued by the question, yet they were surely thinking about Lucy and Mark and what might happen next.

That would be the most important story to come out of tonight’s festivities.

"Two hundred and fifty thousand for the dog," Amanda said. "Not bad. Now, I wish to demonstrate the skills of Jessica and Anthony. Just in case anyone was wondering, they're twins. The exact same age. The exact same upbringing. In fact, Dr. Chen has used them for several fascinating experiments. In particular, she's interested in the relationship between nature and nurture. If you're intrigued, I can have one of my service staff send you her report, and conclusions."

Moment by moment, the audience gazed up at the pair of slaves. At the same time, there were other hushed whispers among the crowd.

Verger took a moment, and then she surprised everyone, "Lucy. Mark. Would you care to reconsider? You play with dangerous terms here tonight. I want everyone to know that I have been fair with both of you. I don't want anyone to accuse me of manipulating you."

Susan started to turn toward her husband, and she meant to grab his arm and to tell him that he needed to back down. Permanent slavery? Really? Even if a bunch of people in his industry recognized him as a maverick who enjoyed taking risks, there was no way he could actually wager something like his freedom. After all, he had been here before. He understood what happened to the patients at the Crestwood Asylum.

Before Susan could snag his attention and talk to him, he straightened his back and called out, "I'm going to win."

"And if you do not win, you will face permanent slavery," said their hostess.

"Fine with me," he said.

"Me too," Lucy called out, although she didn't sound quite as bold or brazen.

"Ladies and gentlemen, you hear it for yourselves. The winner goes free.”

"Let's get started!" someone shouted out. Then again, it didn't take much to sound enthusiastic when that person wasn't risking anything.

Susan bit down. At the same time, frustration flooded through her body. She could feel it behind her eyes, down along the back of her neck, deep within her chest, and all along her limbs. Again and again, she tried to think of what she could say to her husband to get him to change his mind. Didn't he see the danger? Didn't he recognize just how reckless this would be?

The two slaves were pushed forward. A pair of orderlies took position to their left and right.

"Lucy, which slave will represent you?"

"The woman," Lucy said simply. She didn't raise her voice, but everyone had gone silent as they waited to see how the game would play out. "Women are always stronger," Lucy declared as she glanced back at Mark.

"That's fine with me," he said.

"The man shall be caned first," Verger decided.

"No problem," Lucy mumbled.

Another service boy appeared. He rolled a spanking bench out onto the stage, and the orderlies went to work, grabbing the boy and shoving him down into position. He was already naked. But now, he was braced against his chest with his legs spread and his arms, the crooks of his elbows, the joints in his knees, and his ankles were all tied to that small piece of furniture.

"Yasmin, go ahead and punish this boy. Make him sing for us," Verger ordered. By “sing,” she meant “scream”.

Another girl appeared on the stage. This one wore a shock collar and a silvery dress that highlighted the curves of her waist. Her skirt was short and only made it a couple of inches down the length of her legs. She held onto a cane, and Mark chuckled. "That girl isn’t going to be able to do much," he whispered to Susan. "We've got this." Then, because he was the kind of bastard who really couldn't help himself, he turned back to Lucy. "What are you thinking? Dog? Slut? Maybe I should turn you into a pony? My wife would love to have one. Besides, I can still take you out to the corral and bend you over a fence and fuck you hard."

"That or I'm going to sell you off as a sissy," she said. "Maybe then, you’d start to be attractive to me?" Lucy shrugged as though she didn't really care. "Or maybe I will just sell you to some brothel in Bangkok or Hanoi? I bet you sucky-sucky so good all night,” Lucy taunted him with exaggerated sincerity.

"Never," he said.

"You could always sell him to me," Richard said.

Mark blanched. Just a second ago, perfect confidence and arrogance had been written across his face. Only now, he glanced up at the taller man, and some of the color dissipated from his cheeks. Mark couldn't help it. Susan exhaled through her teeth. If the stakes hadn't been so important, then maybe she wouldn't have really worried about it. Richard could intimidate her husband. Cool. Whatever.

"Yeah," Lucy purred. "What do you think of that, Mark?"

"That's not funny," Mark said, addressing Richard.

The bigger, taller, powerfully built man let his gaze slide up and down the length of Mark’s frame. He didn't say anything, yet there was that chuckle rumbling from deep within his chest.

"It’s going to be fine," Susan said.

At that moment, she was planning out how this could play out. If Lucy lost, then Mark would be able to play with her for a couple of days. After that, he would start to get bored. From there, Susan could convince him to free her.

On stage, the first strike landed.

Yasmin, the enslaved trainer, held on tight to the cane. She had struck once. The boy didn't make a sound. She struck again. The boy remained silent. She swung, and the stiff wood thwacked down hard against his unprotected flesh. Red lines were probably crisscrossing the curves of his ass in the backs of his legs. Even so, the naked slave didn't react.

Susan watched, entranced.

Of course, she had watched young women and men get caned before. In fact, she understood just how exquisite the pleas and begging could be, especially when that way or girl in question might be yanking and twisting against her bonds.

Although the slave had been strapped in, Anthony didn't try to break free. Rather, he stared straight ahead, looking past the crowd as though they didn't exist at all. He had been trained. He had been broken, and now he would demonstrate his skills. Anything less had become completely unacceptable.

He was so thoroughly trained that he recognized his status. In his old life, his name had been Anthony. Maybe he had been a college student, or he worked at some start-up, or he had hoped to travel the world and explore. One way or another, he and his sister had ended up here.

Susan wondered if maybe Jessica had originally betrayed  her brother. Maybe she tried to sell him off, only to get swept up in the transaction as well. Perhaps she had demanded too much money from Amanda Verger, thus making her an enemy and voiding her status as a person in the process. Or maybe it was an entirely different story.

As hard as she tried, Susan couldn't enjoy the show. The boy took another smack from the cane. The stiff wood slammed down, striking and jolting him with one burst of pain after another.

By now, she had lost track of just how many he had endured.

Ten?

Fifteen?

More?

His torturer, Yasmin, continued to strike, going harder and faster now. Out in the crowd, there were whispers. Different individuals were wondering whether or not this was acceptable. Maybe Yasmin was going soft on the boy?

But then, his eyes were watering, and his bottom lip began to shake. Although Anthony clearly did his absolute best to impress his potential owners, he couldn't fight back forever. The psychological barriers he had built up over the course of his training began to crack. They started to break.

She struck again.

He cried out.

He made that quick, shocked gasp.

And then he went slack.

"Seventeen," Amanda Verger announced. "Not bad. Jessica, take your brother's place. It's time for us to turn that backside a beautiful shade of red."

"Yes, Mistress," Jessica called out. Her brother stumbled away from the spanking bench once he had been freed. He stood off to the side, his body trembling. Even so, he maintained his position with his arms locked behind his back.

Jessica took his place.

Another girl stepped forward. This one wore a dark green dress. Like Yasmin's, it clung to her body, showing off her curves. From her cleavage to her legs, her slender ankles and her toned calves, she looked amazing. Lots of guys and some of the girls were probably thinking about what it would be like to purchase that young woman.

"Tara, have fun," commanded the hostess.

"Yes, Mistress," said the girl. She now held onto the cane.

Could this girl take eighteen strikes of the cane?

That was the question. That was the only question.

Because she couldn't help herself, Susan reached over, and she grabbed her husband's hand. She squeezed. He glanced back at her and smiled.

"It's fine," he reassured her. "It's going to be fine." If he had uttered those words to any other person, they would have believed him. It could have been a business associate, an employee, supplier, anyone. But Susan knew her husband quite well. She could see the tension playing down along his neck as his muscles clenched.

"It's going to be fine," she agreed.

Tara swung down hard. Everyone in the room could hear that crack of impact. The cane struck again and again, coming in a quick succession. Mark and Lucy both stared. They watched and waited. At this moment, they couldn't turn back.

Mark kept his focus locked on the girl. The enslaved twin, Jessica, focused just as her brother had done. Clearly, she had been taught to follow commands. If their owners didn't want her to make a sound, then she needed to remain silent for as long as possible. Once, when she had first been captured, maybe she would have screamed and thrashed, bucking from side to side as she tried to insist that they had to free her just like so many other patients before her.

Right then and there, she kept working to maintain her focused, resolved expression. Her eyes were wet, and tears streamed down her cheeks. As far as Mark was concerned, that was an excellent sign. The pain would overwhelm her. She would lose control, and she’d let go. She would cry out. She would whimper, mewl, or scream. The exact noise didn't matter, so long as she made it.

Come on. Come on, you stupid bitch. Come on. You can't take it. You can't handle it. You're not as strong as your brother. That's fine. Just scream!

Even as those thoughts pulsed behind his eyes, he thought like a strategist. In business, he constantly searched for new approaches to various markets, negotiating tactics with suppliers, and different inducements he might use to secure the cooperation of his rivals. That's why he was tempted to straighten his back and call out, "Jessica, if you scream out right now, I’ll buy you and free you!”

Of course, that would have qualified as cheating.

If he had tried it, he had no idea how Verger would react. Perhaps she would be amused, smile, and watch to see if his gambit would play out as expected. It seemed just as likely that she would declare him the automatic loser. He would default, consequently losing everything.

Fifteen...

...Sixteen...

The seventeenth blow landed, and the girl lost control. Just like her brother, Jessica screamed out. She cried, her face crumbling as the agony played across her features.

Oddly enough, both Lucy and Mark looked back and forth at one another. "What just happened?" Lucy needed to know.

"A tie?"

"Then we need a tiebreaker," she said.

Mark agreed. For once, he didn't want to argue with the lawyer. Instead, he turned back to Amanda Verger off on her stage as she stood in front of her throne. "We need a tiebreaker!" He tried to smile even as he shouted, “Let’s get another couple of slaves out there! Let’s see who screams first!”

Verger didn't speak. Instead, she gazed out at the crowd. To most of the observers, her expression seemed defused, like she wasn't focused on any one individual in particular. But for both Lucy and Mark, it felt different. They could both sense the weight of her eyes on them. This was a dangerous woman, someone who could shift entire economies and national governments with just a few words here or there.

At this point, Mark knew he needed to speak. Lucy must have felt the same way. Even so, they both remained silent.

Hushed whispers passed back and forth as everyone tried to figure out what was going to happen. Then again, there wasn't any kind of real excitement thrumming along the air at this point since the game would be extended. That probably sounded like fun to most members of the audience. And yet, Amanda started to smile.

"The terms were clear," she said. "The wager's victor had to choose the slave capable of exceeding his or her rival."

"But they had a tie!" someone cried out.

Lucy, as a lawyer, studied rules all the time. Whether those rules related to cards, board games, or national laws, it didn't matter. Right away, she realized how she had slipped. The color drained away from her face as the revelation slammed into her.

"Oh no," she whispered.

Normally, he would have enjoyed that look of discomfiture spreading across her beautiful face, but Mark instead asked, "What? What is it?"

Amanda made the pronouncement, "Neither of the players chose the winning slave. We don't have a winning slave. As such, we only have two losers."

"What?" Susan asked. She glanced back at her husband. Mark stared right back at her because he couldn't figure it out either. After all, he had taken risks throughout his life, and he almost always won. Of course, there had been delays or minor failures here or there, yet he had always been certain of his own success. If he pushed hard enough and maneuvered or negotiated, then he could always get what he wanted.

Until now.

"Both Lucy and Mark have failed. Both of them are now forfeit. Both of them shall be taken into my custody and sold as slaves."

That's when the orderlies pushed their way through the crowds.

At first, there were ripples of confusion. But then a couple people out in the audience began to laugh.

“Ha! The bitch deserves it!”

“That boy’s going to look amazing on his knees!”

Mark turned, and he saw a big group with a tall, bulky man striding forward. For a moment, he thought of Richard, but the other patron had stepped off to the side and crossed his arms over his chest as he seemed to be lost in thought.

Four powerful arms grabbed Market by his shoulders and wrists. They shoved him forward; they forced him through the crowd and up onto the stage. Within seconds, he saw that Lucy received the exact same treatment.

Both the professional investor and lawyer were shoved down onto their knees. Not only that, Mark could feel the restraints. A set of shackles soon encircled his wrists. Another set locked around his ankles, and those chains were hooked together, meaning he could no longer stand on his own. Worst of all, he felt the collar.

They had the temerity to slide a collar around his neck! He didn't get to see who had done it. On some level, he couldn't keep up with these developments.

Everything was happening far too quickly, and he didn't know how to catch up. After all, these developments were supposed to be impossible. He was an owner. He was an investor and a successful leader in his industry. People respected him. There was no way he could be on that stage with a collar around his neck.

So much could change in less than a minute. He experienced it for himself, yet he didn't know how to catch up.

"Before we begin the auction, should we hear what kind of sounds they can make?"

Forgetting about the chains behind his back or locked around his legs, Mark attempted to stand up. He started to rise, so one of the handlers off to the side activated his shock collar.

Perhaps he had wondered what it might feel like from time to time. Generally speaking, however, he had concentrated on the objects of his torment. In particular, he loved hearing the pretty girls. They could scream and squeal, beg and plead. So often, they offered any number of favors, so long as he didn't hit that button or issue the command.

This time, the prongs pressed up against the side of his throat activated, unleashing a burst of miniature lightning. Electricity sizzled across his skin, forcing him to scream.

A moment later, Lucy cried out as well. She whimpered, and those desperate sounds darted across the air. If he had been in the audience and not on that stage, then he probably would have enjoyed those sounds.

"Let's start with the boy first," Amanda said.

Let's start with the boy first.

Susan heard those words, and her heart started pounding faster and faster. Adrenaline sang through her veins, not that she knew what to do with this extra energy. Some mammalian instinct grabbed her: fight or flight. She had to do something. But what? This was a freaking auction.

She sucked in a breath, forced herself to relax, and recalled what it was like to be back at her prestigious boarding schools and then in those expensive universities. Specifically, she had taken tests. She had dealt with stressful situations like this before.

She needed to relax.

She needed to concentrate.

The bidding had begun.

Amanda ran the auction this time. She called out the numbers.

Seven hundred.

Eight hundred.

Nine hundred.

One.

One? At first, Susan genuinely didn't understand, and then the reality hit her: one million dollars. Her husband, Mark, was now on sale on that stage, and someone had already offered to pay one million dollars.

The moisture drained away from her mouth. Yes, they were quite wealthy, but most of their assets were locked away in various equity and option positions. According to Mark, they didn't want to hold onto hard cash, even with interest rates so high. He always bragged about how much more he could make in the public and private markets. Saved money, at least as far as he had been concerned, was just wasted potential.

Still, Susan jumped through the calculations. She didn't need to pull out her phone or to log into any of her accounts to figure out just how much liquidity they had at their disposal.

"One two," she called out.

"One five," said someone else, jumping the bid.

Fuck.

Susan didn't know what to do about that. She couldn't believe it.

"One eight!" she shouted, understanding full well that this was the best they could do. If she moved around all of their money, she could get those digits together, and then her husband would come back to her.

With a ferocious grin on her face, Amanda Verger remarked to her followers, "Going once? Going twice?"

"Two five," announced another voice. His words roared across the air.

Two million, five hundred thousand dollars. Master Richard Dawson stood there with a victorious look on his face even as the others cleared away. Yes, the individuals arrayed at this party had a great deal of money, but they weren't accustomed to dropping these amounts on slaves.

Amanda answered, "Sold."

For several long seconds, Susan couldn't believe it. Her vision fluttered at the edges of her sight, like her brain didn't know how to process anything that had just transpired.

This couldn't be real, she told herself. This couldn't actually be happening. Again and again, she tried to find some gap in the logic, some reason or excuse for what she was seeing.

And yet…

It was real.

It actually happened.

Her idiotic husband had taken another stupid risk, and now it finally knocked him down.

She knew she was supposed to be terrified for him. Worry should’ve shriveled her insides…and it did, but those other feelings stubbornly refused to go away. He was a slave. He was up there, and there was that look of abject fear that played across his handsome face. All at once, she decided she hated it. This was Mark, after all. He was supposed to be smart and strong. His cunning ruthlessness was supposed to make sure that nothing like this could ever happen to either of them. And yet, he had fallen hard and fast.

Without thinking, she turned back to Richard. Tentatively, she reached out, and she put her hand on his shoulder. It wasn't a seductive gesture. On the contrary, she was just scared as she looked back at him, "I, I know you're going to want to use him. But please. Please, can I buy him from you?"

Richard turned, and he looked down at her, not unkindly. "Susan, you’re a beautiful and smart woman. You still have plenty of connections, and I'm sure you can find someone better."

"What?" Susan whispered, only then Verger's voice cut across the air again. "How many of you would like the chance to bid on Lucy?"

A roar of approval exploded across the air.

Susan knew she was supposed to be concerned about her friend. She cared about Lucy; she liked her. The lawyer could have a sharp tongue sometimes, yet she was still compelling and interesting. Just as importantly, Susan worked to see more women succeed all across the world. Maybe she didn't identify as some aggressively ardent feminist, yet she recognized the simple truth that men still held way too much power.

That particular detail had never bothered Mark. Each time she had mentioned it to him, he had shrugged, saying something along the lines of, "So what? Women have all of the same opportunities as men." Each time he uttered those words, she had gotten infuriated.

Only now, Verger had another idea, "Or…"

Another hush fell across the audience.

She continued, grinning again, "Or we could try something else. Lucy here is a beautiful lesbian. Lucy, have you ever been with a man?"

The attorney didn't answer right away. And when she did, she growled back, "What does it matter?"

Amanda nodded toward one of her associates, so they shocked the lawyer. In a courtroom, Lucy could be fierce and unstoppable. But this wasn't a court. Verger was the Queen here, and she wouldn't tolerate that kind of defiance or disrespect.

"Lucy, have you ever been with a man?"

"No…" Lucy admitted this time.

"And why is that?"

Lucy's brows creased with confusion. Clearly, she didn't understand where this was going or what this was supposed to mean. At the same time, she would have to figure it out soon enough. If she was sold off to any individual in that crowd, she could become a sexual plaything. All of her independence, free will, and strength could be stripped away. With a shock collar around her neck, any man would be able to claim her as they wished. They could turn her into a cocksucking slut...exactly as Mark had suggested.

Behind her clever eyes, she must have been thinking about something she could do or say to win her freedom. As hard as she tried, she couldn't come up with anything. Normally, she reveled in discovering those unbreakable lines of logic to win any argument. But at that moment, she knew that she had to collar around her neck, the metal manacles on her wrists and the shackles around her ankles. At least she wasn't naked.

Realizing she had to answer one way or the other, Lucy gulped, and then she glared back at the audience before turning back to Amanda Verger. "I’m a lesbian. I'm a lesbian, and I never want to be with a man." She spat out those words. In particular, that last idea seemed especially repellent to her.

"Who thinks we can convert her? Who thinks we can fix her?" Amanda asked.

The notion of seeing Lucy sold off like a piece of property had excited so many different people in the audience. But now, Amanda Verger suggested something different, something even better. This wouldn’t be a simple violation. No. It would completely rewrite this girl's personality. Lucy had been coming to these gatherings for more than two years, meaning she had a reputation. Everyone there knew her. They recognized her power and influence. Perhaps she wasn't a CEO, yet she understood what it took to navigate the halls of power. Although most of the individuals there didn't like to think about it, the judiciary still held so much sway over so many different aspects of modern life. A bad ruling here or there could derail plans or objectives and ambitions in so many different ways.

But now, this girl could experience something amazing.

"Fix her! Fix her! Fix her!" shouted the crowd. As the seconds tumbled by, Lucy couldn't hear any distinctive voices. Her peers had been given a choice, and they just made it.

There was nothing she could do about it.

Susan had to try again. She didn't see any choice. She approached Richard at the end of the night. At that moment, she didn't even know what had happened to Mark and Lucy. The orderlies had gone up onto the stage, picking up both slaves and dragging them off. For all she knew, something terrible had already transpired.

Forcing herself to calm down, Susan didn't think that was actually the case, not yet, not so soon.

"Can we talk?" Susan asked. She found Richard off to the side, chatting with a couple of young women.

"Absolutely," he said politely. "Ladies, if you could excuse us…" Once the girls left, Susan drew in a breath, and she tried to think of her prepared remarks. She had been thinking about this for the last hour.

Before she could shape another syllable, Richard cut her off, "I know what you're about to say, but I've already made up my mind. Mark is an exquisite specimen, and I look forward to having some fun with him."

"What, what are you going to do?"

"My dear, you know what I do with boys, don't you?"

Susan swallowed.

Her tastes and Richard’s had always been quite distinct, so she hadn't paid too much attention to him. Still, she had picked up on a few of the whispers.

Master Richard Dawson took several quick heartbeats to consider whether or not he should tell her the truth. And then, he settled on a compromise, “Susan, do you really want to know?”

“Yes. I do,” she promised him. “Tell me. Please?” Even as she spoke, she could feel that desperation rush through her body. She didn’t like it. Normally, she preferred to provoke fear in her toys and playthings. But right then and there, she understood that Richard could do whatever he wished.

“Very well,” he allowed. “I’m going to have some fun with my new slave. I’m going to use him. I’m going to take him hard. And after I’ve sampled those delights, especially in terms of his mouth and ass, I’m going to work on him with Dr. Chen.”

“Dr. Chen?” Susan squeaked. She had contemplated the surgeon before, of course. Everyone at the auction had. Knowing Amanda Verger also meant being aware of her chief physician. Dr. Chen, creative and cruel, had a wicked reputation. She was the woman who could turn an executive into a sissy slave, a feminist into a human dog crawling and barking on the floor, or a scientist into an obedient and stupidly eager slave. She had accomplished so much. Most of all, it seemed to be a passion for her. She loved her work.

Presumably, Dr. Chen received incredible levels of compensation for all of her hard work. And yet, there were those other rumors and possibilities; perhaps Dr. Chen didn’t care about money and only yearned for access to advanced operating rooms and the constant stream of new test subjects that a woman like Amanda Verger could provide.

“No…” Susan whispered.

“Yes,” he said. “Tonight, I’m going to have him taken back to my suite, and I’m going to use him hard. I’m going to make sure that he understands his place. Would you like to watch?”

By habit, Lucy tried to come up with an argument. She attempted to summon some string of logic, some set of words, some idea or supposition that would give her the leverage she needed.

Normally, it was easy. Of course, some cases were more difficult than others. She remembered how she defended an oil pipeline company. The CEO had decided to make his company more “efficient” by firing more than half of their safety inspectors. The investors had been happy, and the stock price went up. Without the proper safety checks, one of their pipelines ignited. According to locals, the fireball had been visible for miles. Twenty workers died, and the environmental toll on the local area had been brutal. A national park, one that helped support the nearby town with tourist dollars, had nearly been destroyed.

Behind closed doors and especially within the privacy of her own thoughts, she understood that the company was liable by virtually every legal definition.

Too bad.

She had gone through the briefs, the reports, and everything she could find. And then she spotted it. After several weeks of hunting, Lucy had tracked down a small, legal technicality. It was a question of the statute and how it had been written. She argued for a specific interpretation, and she made it work for the judge. (At the same time, she had secretly wondered whether or not the judge had been bribed by agents from the corporation.)

Her stratagem worked beautifully.

The company had technically been found to be “at fault,” meaning they had to pay out twelve thousand dollars in restitution. Those dollars had been evenly divided between injured workers, the families of the dead, and the local town. In turn, her firm had been paid more than one hundred million. Considering they had shielded the company from fifteen billion in potential liabilities, it had been an excellent deal for the CEO, an individual who retained his position even as the stock price rose again after the short-sellers got burned.

That case had been incredibly difficult. She remembered her boss handing it off to her and the leering smile on that woman’s face. “Good luck,” she had intoned with the singsong teasing of a woman who thought this would be the end of Lucy’s career.

But Lucy had discovered that opening. She had exploited it with expert precision. Most importantly, she won.

For her, nothing else mattered.

Except now, Lucy found herself naked, collared, gagged, and bound in a rectangular cage. Horizontal bars dominated her vision. Worse, restraints encircled her wrists and ankles. When those leather straps first touched her skin, she had automatically thought of dolls and how they’d get strapped into their boxes with plastic twists.

When she saw some of the slaves, Lucy had tried to talk to them. She had attempted to gesture, flexing her fingers and doing her best to point up toward her mouth.

The service boys and girls who saw her hadn’t responded, of course. Those individuals had been trained. If even a single, defiant impulse had still lurked behind their eyes or between her ears, they would have been trapped in straitjackets and kept in one of the cells elsewhere at the asylum. These slaves had been programmed, so they served. They’d been broken, so they never questioned their orders.

Still, Lucy kept trying. Again and again, she cried out. She tried to shout.

Her eyes watered. She wasn’t used to this kind of humiliation or powerlessness.

Normally, she had options at her disposal. Normally, she could think through the different possibilities as she considered what she might say. As far as she was concerned, the law was a question of gameplay and strategy. She needed to make a series of rhetorical choices in order to get exactly what she desired. Under normal circumstances, she could make it work. She always had before. Whether that meant dominating her exams, her internships, or those first tentative steps she had taken into the professional world. Each time, she had known what to do and what to say. Perhaps there had been mistakes along the way here or there, yet she had always recovered from those small stumbles.

This time, she couldn’t do anything! She didn’t have any choices. She was simply stuck inside of that cage, so Lucy had become an object.

Naked and bound, she had nothing at her disposal. Whether she liked it or not, every choice had been stripped away.

She tried to bite down into the gag, although she wasn’t sure what she hoped that might accomplish. The rubber ball stretched slightly under her incisors and canines. At the same time, she wondered what the others would be saying about this.

She had friends out in that crowd. Then again, individuals like her didn’t see “friendship” the same way as most regular individuals out in the wider world. Although she had watched the movies and heard the songs about people taking care of one another, Lucy and Susan had a lot in common. Their personal beliefs aligned. They both thought of themselves as realists.

Friendship was an illusion. It was a small comfort. There were allies, enemies, and the irrelevant. That was about it.

For a long time, she remained there within her cage resting on the floor. Then a couple of orderlies came by, and she tried to call out again. She squealed and shouted. She made all of those incoherent noises.

The men glanced down at her.

“Think I can make her come in that cage?” one of them asked.

Lucy’s eyes widened. Frightened and frenzied disbelief tightened inside her head.

Plenty of guys had propositioned her. It happened first in high school. Even back then, she had known what she wanted.

Even as a little girl, she began to notice the difference between her and so many other classmates.

As a little girl, she had loved pink and princess movies just like so many of her classmates. But little by little, she realized she had never been intrigued by the princes or heroes. Instead, her eyes were always drawn to the girls. There was something about their hair, their eyes, the shapes of their faces, the breadth of their shoulders, their hips and breasts…They intrigued her. They fascinated her. Even before her sex drive had awoken, she learned to recognize and enjoy those desires.

In high school, she tentatively started to consider the possibility of dating a girl. Like so many other nascent lesbians, she had wondered if this might be some kind of phase. Or maybe, as a couple of people accused her, she only did it to get more attention. It was a common enough tactic. A couple of girls could be at a party, and they would get tipsy, and one of the guys would suggest something like, “Hey, Lucy. Wouldn’t it be funny if you started making out with Jennifer?” Normally, Lucy didn’t bother with the boys. Most of them were obnoxious, smelly, gross or all of the above. They stank, and most of them were idiots anyway. The boys simply had nothing she wanted. For the most part, they weren’t bad people. She had to acknowledge that. And yet, there were also those athletes and idiots, the guys who thought they could laugh their way through life. Even in high school, Lucy recognized how much she wanted to work. Maybe she hadn’t picked her vocation quite yet, but that would come soon enough.

Despite all of this, she could enjoy the boys’ taunts since they gave her an excuse. Lucy sometimes smiled at the thought of her first kiss.

She leaned in tentatively. Music had been playing off in the distance. There were people watching, but she hadn’t cared. And she stretched forward toward that pretty sophomore with her eyes open, she had gently touched her lips to Sara’s. They kissed, and Lucy had fought hard not to lose control. After all, it would have been so simple to lean in harder, to press her mouth against that beautiful girl’s lips, and lose herself to the easy rhythm, the tantalizing warmth, and those addictive sensations.

And yet, that night, she had gone home, and she had showered, and she climbed into bed. With every step, she had assumed she would start to get tired. The exhaustion was supposed to sweep through her, especially since she had been taking Honors and AP classes. Fatigue had been a constant companion through most of high school.

Instead, a spark of excitement had kept her awake. And then, unsure of herself, she had slipped her hand down into her panties. Spreading her legs, she brushed her middle fingers along her slit and explored. She had touched herself, not sure of what she really expected to happen.

And then the desires awoke.

At first, she aimed for the “normal” fantasies one last time. She attempted to think of some boy. It didn’t work. She jumped over to a celebrity. Nope. Nothing. He couldn’t do it for her.

Sara.

Thoughts of that beautiful girl made Lucy’s mouth water. Her body responded. Excitement flooded through her system. She hadn’t been able to help it. Programmed by desires she could scarcely comprehend, she threw herself into those impulses. She pictured holding Sara’s hand, tugging her in close, and gently kissing her again. Lucy ached to grip Sara by her hair, to fondle her breasts, and to glide her fingers along her bare skin. She pictured Sara between her legs, licking eagerly, her tongue lapping against Lucy’s slit.

Through all of this, no man had ever touched her. Maybe there had been an awkward hug here or there, but she had always been with women, only women, exclusively women.

And now, Lucy tried to lift her head. She bumped the top of her face against one of those horizontal bars as she let her eyes glide down along the length of her body. Past her mounds, the flat of her stomach, and her pubic hair, she couldn’t see her slit. She dropped back down, and that’s when the orderly chuckled.

“What do you think of that, slut? Would you like an orgasm before Chen gets her hands on you?”

“Hands? I bet the doc uses a scalpel tonight.”

Lucy didn’t know what to do.

If she shook her head from side to side, that probably would have provoked them. These guys would decide it would be funny to make the lesbian slut come, especially if she really hated the concept.

It sounded silly, and she hated the simplicity, yet Lucy had to attempt some reverse psychology instead. She nodded her head down and up.

If she had been allowed to speak, then she could have come up with something clever and far more effective.

“Okay,” he said.

She didn’t humiliate herself by looking shocked. Instead, Lucy glared up at him. For one, two, perhaps even three full seconds, Lucy maintained some neutral expression as though this didn’t really affect or influence her. Her bland neutrality didn’t last long.

The orderly reached down between her legs. He had easy access, and she couldn’t bring her knees together. She couldn’t cross her limbs or try to hide her slit. Her body was on display, and now that man started to touch her. He probably made just a little bit more than minimum wage, and she would have disregarded him at any other moment in her life.

But right then and there, that leering laborer grinned with his compatriots. Now he had his hand pressed up against her mound, and he began to touch her. His digit started to play along her slit.

In those opening seconds, the lawyer tried so hard to resist. Lucy battled back her body’s natural responses.

But he touched her. Far worse, he actually seemed to know what he was doing. At first, he caressed her crevice. Then he went in deeper, and he explored and probed. He touched her as he learned of the contours of her body. Moment by moment, he worked on figuring out exactly what she might like.

She bit down, her eyes watered and widened at the same time. Lucy shook her head frantically from side to side.

Technically, she knew she was giving them what they wanted. After all, there was something similar between these men and her.

All of them could enjoy tormenting a hapless slave or patient, especially when the boundaries between those terms blurred wildly at the Crestwood Asylum.

The orderly kept touching her, and his friends were goading him on, although Lucy barely recognized those words. “That’s right. Make her come!”

“Make the bitch come!”

“Show this lesbian slut what she’s been missing!”

If she hadn’t been sold, then these men never, ever would have dared use those words with her. They would have respected her. They would have had no choice. Only she was no longer an attorney.

Permanent slavery.

Those words pulsed behind her head, and a sickening regret twisted at the base of her gut even as they forced her to enjoy those rhythmic attentions.

Strangely enough, it wasn’t just a matter of her new status. Instead, she kept thinking of how she had allowed Mark to bait her.

Seriously? That man had been the one to bring about her downfall.

Even as the pleasure began to race along her skin, Lucy tried to close her eyes. Blocking out as many of her senses as she could, she dug her teeth down into the gag, and she told herself, This doesn’t really affect me. It doesn’t matter if they touch me. I’m going to figure something out. I’ll convince Verger to let me go. I can do it. I can offer her so much!

Lucy didn’t even know what that meant. Of course, she was an attorney. She had incredible skills, all of which could be quite useful especially to a woman like that. She didn’t even care if she had to serve Verger exclusively. She could stay here. So long as she didn’t get sold off or “fixed,” it would be fine.

It had to be…

The orderly continued to slide his fingers along her frustratingly responsive pussy. With every second, she tried so hard to remain dry and unaffected, yet her body betrayed her. Excitement flared across her skin.

Her nipples stiffened, and her stomach tightened. She pushed her fingertips down against her palms, and she jerked again, yet the straps kept her immobile.

“Look at her. Not much of a lezbo now, are you?” teased the orderly. “She’s probably been faking this whole time.”

She grunted back at him. She understood how reacting was a dumb idea, especially because it made this man and his friends laugh at her.

Although she understood how this worked, Lucy lost control. She began to struggle. She began to twist and writhe in her cage. She tried to tear her limbs free from the straps, yet the leather bonds kept her immobilized. Worse, the man kept touching her.

“Don’t do it! Don’t you dare!” Lucy tried to shout through the ball wedged between her teeth.

The men couldn’t understand those sounds, of course. Given the chance, they probably would have been able to guess. The concepts were simple enough, yet they actually enjoyed her garbled protests. On some level, she understood this. That man continued to stroke her, to tease her, to push his fingers deep into her pussy. As he penetrated her, he loved how she moved and moaned. She kept trying to wiggle from side to side. She fought so hard.

And then it happened.

He found that perfect spot, and his fingers brushed along that button again and again. He pressed on her most sensitive part. Other women had discovered it, of course. They understood their own biology, and they knew exactly how to satisfy her.

From experience or dumb luck, this guy did it as well. He kept fingering her, and now the unbidden arousal coalesced into something unstoppable. She lost herself to that wild haze of ecstasy. It gripped her. The heat flashed across her skin.

She bit down. She clenched her eyes. She tensed every muscle.

And then it was done.

Worst of all, the orderly laughed. “Not such a lesbian now, are you?”

Finally, he reached back between the bars and smeared her juices across her cheek before the other men picked up her cage and carried her back through the facility.

Did she want to watch? No! Of course, she didn’t want to “watch” as her husband got fucked and used hard by his new owner.

Of course, there were those first layers of emotion, the ones that were obvious and to be expected: fear, worry, and doubt. At the same time however, another response seemed to leak through her psyche. It bubbled and writhed under everything else: anger. Beneath that, there was another layer as well: disgust.

The idea of witnessing her husband’s humiliation and subjugation sent trembles of revulsion running through her body.

When she went back to her room, Susan opened the door, and she paced back and forth. She had her hands at her sides. She kept clenching and unclenching her fingers. She made a pair of fists, and she wished she could just break something.

Mark had told her that once. “When a guy gets angry, he needs to destroy something.” At the time, she had laughed, thinking the idea was ridiculous. If anything, that proved that men weren’t nearly as advanced or evolved as so many of them wished to believe.

Only right then and there, Susan could actually understand it. At the same time, it felt like she needed to cry.

Simply being back in their suite felt like some kind of horrible insult. Outside the large windows, she could see the trees off in the distance, plus the beautifully dark-green and rolling hills. It was late at night now, and the moon hung off in the distance. Everything seemed so peaceful. But then she would turn away, and she would think of her husband.

Mark. “How could you be so stupid?” That question hung on the air. Susan hadn’t meant to say it aloud, but now she turned back, and she saw his luggage.

His luggage made her think of his assets.

She rolled her eyes.

What the hell was she going to do?

It felt ridiculous. Wasn’t she supposed to focus on Mark’s freedom?

If he had been abducted in a foreign country, she could think about paying a ransom. If he had been arrested by some hostile government, she could think about negotiating his release.

Master Richard Dawson didn’t want anything. He didn’t need anything either. He was a powerful man in his own right. And at that moment, he only had eyes for Mark.

Susan bit down, and she thought about trying to buy up a bunch of other slaves. If it came down to a question of numbers, could she win?

No. She couldn’t.

That simple truth smacked into her as she paced back and forth, and another jolt of anger shot through her body. It felt like acidic lightning.

“Mark, you idiot!”

Yes, she shouted that word. She was huffing and puffing. Her chest rose and fell from one second to the next. She had been pacing back and forth, but now she just stood there.

Closing her eyes, she exhaled slowly. She couldn’t save Mark, so what else did she need to do? She couldn’t allow herself to wallow in despair. Besides, she was an independent woman. She was capable of making her own decisions. That’s why she finally pulled out her phone, and she started making calls.

Mark couldn’t recall the first time he had fantasized about restraints. He couldn’t remember the first instance where he saw some pretty girl, and a fluttering idea flashed through his head, I want to see you tied down. His first fantasies had been relatively sedate. The girls hadn’t even been naked. In fact, he might see someone in one of his classes, and he would picture her strapped down to his bed, her body spread out, but she would still have on her dress or those jeans, that T-shirt and those Adidas. Maybe in those deepest and darkest of fantasies, he would picture sliding his hand underneath her T-shirt or down into her pants.

Little by little, however, he had explored. Mark began to wander around online. Before long, he discovered the depraved ease the world could offer on a bunch of different sites, and he absolutely loved them.

Unlike so many other people, Mark had never worried about his instincts or inclinations. He was young, handsome, and smart. The adults around him liked him. Intuitively, he understood that there were some things one shouldn’t talk about. That was fine with him. Secrets were easy.

Then again, he also had money. He tapped into his trust fund, and he started to travel the world. More and more, he made plans. He visited strip clubs, then more “esoteric” establishments. As he made his way into the business world, he learned about polite society’s lascivious inclinations. Some of business history’s most important deals had been negotiated at strip clubs.

Out in the wider world, there were so many politicians, religious leaders, feminists, and others who argued that aggressive sex was wrong.

Each time he thought about that, Mark simply laughed. Then again, he had been smart enough to recognize that the rules could shift. Technically, the drinking age was supposed to be twenty-one. Cool. In high school, he and his friends scored as much beer as they wanted for their parties. Cheating was supposed to mean automatic expulsion at his boarding school, but Sam Folger’s dad had made some calls, so everything turned out fine. There was even the incident with Vivian Rockteller, but no one talked about that anymore. No one had gotten expelled either.

Over the course of his informal education, Mark saw plenty of spanking benches. He remembered seeing a beautiful blonde tied down to one on his first trip to Amsterdam. Right after he explored the canals and walked around the beautifully illuminated red light district, he had gone to a club in the “nice” part of town. He gave the password, paid the money, and sat in the audience.

A girl with a bit in her mouth was rolled forward. Strapped down and powerless, she looked out at the audience nervously. Her nubile body squirmed and wiggled as she flexed her muscles in a desperate effort to escape. The announcer promised that she was just an actress who loved to “show off”. He assured everyone there that this girl had freely volunteered for this demonstration. Then again, what did she want to say despite having the bit in her mouth? The struggles looked awfully convincing…

Again, the proprietor promised that it was all part of the show.

And then that girl got spanked first. Another pretty girl, this one an Asian with long, straight black hair and a vivid smile, struck hard. She brought her hand down again and again, slapping her captive until the girl squealed and screamed especially could. Even so, the noises were absorbed by that bit in her mouth. The rounded, rubber tube made it impossible for her to do anything more than express that delicious desperation.

Mark and the others in the audience loved it!

They hooted, clapped, cheered, and shouted for more even as the tears dripped down that girl’s innocent face.

Master Richard’s captive could only hide in those memories for a short time.

Despite everything he had done, all he had accomplished, and his numerous ambitions, Mark had been stripped. They tore off each garment, popping the buttons, ripping the zippers, and shredding the various layers of his tailored suit.

At first, he had honestly tried to argue with you orderlies. Again and again, Mark snarled out one defiant command after another. At work or at home, in restaurants and at various businesses, his subordinates obeyed him.

But right then and there, he lost all of his authority. Every mark of power he had once possessed was stripped away.

Naked, he got shoved down. His torso hit the padded leather, and the air was knocked from his lungs. Then the orderlies worked together, shoving his limbs down to the sides of the bench. Leather shackles encircled his wrists, then his ankles. They worked the straps across the small of his back, near the crooks of his elbows and knees, then one final restraint at the back of his neck.

He hated to think about it, and he didn’t want to admit it, but he was powerless now.

The worst part?

He found himself at the center of an expensive suite.

Mark and Susan had spent thousands of dollars for each night at the facility. Technically, they probably could have found even nicer accommodations elsewhere, only nothing could really compete with time at the Crestwood Asylum.

The last indignity?

The orderlies shoved a dildo-gag into his mouth. He could feel that rounded tip shove against the back of his throat. Over and over again, he attempted to spit it out, especially when it felt like he might choke.

Each time, he failed.

The frustration burned through his body.

In those first few minutes, he had cooperated despite his orders for them to stop. Their rough hands kept stripping him, but he didn’t actively fight.

Only now, something inside of them seemed to break. There was none of that refined, practiced, and easy professionalism. Somehow, it didn’t work. He had been able to sit through so many different meetings, negotiations, arguments and debates. Normally, he could maintain that façade with very little effort.

As those orderlies checked the straps and chuckled at him, he hated how he could feel. In that moment, he realized something. They outranked him.

Those men could go home. Those men had paychecks. No matter how piddling they may have been, they had access to their bank accounts, the money in their wallets, even their phones.

Every major accoutrement of modern life had been taken away from him, and now he had to wait. He couldn’t even speak.

Another wave of aggravation blasted through his body, scouring away every ounce of patience he had once possessed. Instead, he began to struggle.

On some level, Mark knew this was a mistake. He jerked with his right arm, then his left. He tried to kick out with both of his legs at the same time. He squirmed and thrashed, rubbing his torso against the leather pad beneath him. Even if he had tried to flip the bench, it wouldn’t have worked. Whoever had designed this piece had done an excellent job.

The slave could fight and struggle, yet she or he would remain trapped.

The aggravation built up, only he couldn’t relieve it. He couldn’t pace back and forth, nor could he punch his hands into the walls. Instead, he had to stay there, bent forward with his naked body on display.

He knew how he looked. He understood how other people would see him.

But now, the orderlies finally started to leave the suite. A few of them reached down, tensing their fingers and scratching at the curve of his ass before dragging their fingers along his back. Another man ruffled his hair, if only to prove he could.

As they left, Mark snarled at them. Realistically, he didn’t know what he had expected. Maybe he intended to call them back? Maybe he hoped to finally intimidate one of them. In theory, that was all it took.

It didn’t matter.

The orderlies left.

Alone in that sweet, Mark fought again. His nostrils flared as he sucked in precious air into his lungs, and he attempted to break free. His muscles tightened; every limb became taut with exertion as he attempted to tear himself free.

None of it worked. None of it helped.

He grunted with frustration.


Normally, Mark could get what he wanted. He understood political maneuvers. He can work with lawyers, investors, analysts, and anyone else he might be able to manipulate. Unfortunately for him, he was alone, and there was no one to help, and he could only wait.

No one was supposed to keep a man like Mark waiting!

The frustration mounted, clawing at and digging into his psyche. He snarled again. He tried to roar, only the artificial cock wedged in his mouth made it impossible for him to shape a coherent sound.

Instead, he talked like an animal. He knew how he sounded, except he still couldn’t stop.

He needed to vent.

More than that, he needed help!

That wasn’t going to happen, not anytime soon.

The frustration only dissipated, blown away like fog before a powerful gust of wind, when the door opened.

Mark jerked his head up, and he tried to summon as much dignity as he could. (Granted, it wasn’t much, not while he was bent forward, tied down, naked, gagged, and powerless.)

Then his features crumpled because he saw who this man was: Master Richard Dawson.

“And how is my newest acquisition?” asked Mark’s new owner.

Richard strode forward, his polished loafers pressing down against the soft carpet.

With the second, Mark expected this man to stop. Instead, Richard took one step after another until he was invading the bound boy’s personal space.

Mark strained his neck as he struggled to look up along the length of Richard’s body. Even then, it required more effort than he liked to give. At the same time, he couldn’t help but notice the bulge in his owner’s pants.

Wait, no. That couldn’t be right. Immediately, Mark tried to dismiss the idea. There was no way those pants held back the man’s erection. That bulge was too big. The dimensions and contours didn’t make sense to Mark.

With a nervous gulp, Mark tried to speak again. He did his best to speak past that cock-gag. He made those strangled, mumbled noises, all of which sounded more like the pathetic moans of a desperate male.

“What was that?” Richard asked before he started to chuckle. That deep, throaty sound vibrated from deep within his barrel chest. “I’m sorry. I just can’t understand you.”

Mark, of course, knew exactly what he hoped to convey. “End this. End this right now. You’ve had your fun. You got to order the servants to strip me. C’mon. You’re done. We’re done. C’mon. Let me go. Let me up! Let me up right now!” Mark couldn’t really shape those words, however. His mouth couldn’t negotiate the rubber contours of the gag lodged between his teeth.

“What was that? I still can’t understand you, Mark,” Richard informed him.

From there, the powerfully built man reached down, and he grabbed Mark’s face by the strap on the left side of the bound boy’s face.

From there, he yanked, turning Mark’s head to the left, then the right. The newly captured slave attempted to resist, only the muscles along his neck weren’t anywhere near as strong as those up and down Richard’s arms. “Very nice. To be honest, I think I got something of a deal. Granted, you were expensive, but what’s a few million between friends…or between a master and his slave?”

“I’m not a slave!” Again, the words came out muddled and incomprehensible.

Even so, Richard could guess exactly what his new toy intended to say. “What was that? You want to get caned? You want to get caned to put you in the proper frame of mind? Is that what you’re trying to say to me?”

Mark howled. He snarled again, making those guttural, animalistic noises. He didn’t care how pathetic or primitive he sounded. Richard’s newest slave tried so hard to convey the hot, jagged rage lodged deep within his gut.

It didn’t matter.

Richard Dawson sauntered over to the side of the room, and he reached down into a rounded umbrella stand. When he pulled out the cane, he didn’t say anything. Instead, he lifted the implement and slapped the rounded curve down against the palm of his hand.

Mark flinched.

He had never done that before.

Normally, he saw these sorts of tools and implements, and they triggered something deep within him. It was that excitement, that knowledge that he could transgress, pushing past the boundaries of acceptable behavior.

Only now, the toy would be used against him.

Not only that, Mark couldn’t think of that cane as a toy.

Eyes wide, Mark knew he should try to cut off his vision. He could have shut his eyes, pressed his lips together, and aimed his head forward, all while he fought hard not to react. Perhaps he could rob Richard of some of the amusement. That was his best and only hope.

Then again, he had watched as other servants, slaves and patients had tried to employ that exact same tactic. It never worked. On the contrary, it seemed to provoke the trainers.

“You’re going to sing for me,” Richard promised. “Are you ready?”

All at once, something inside of Mark broke again. He found himself shouting, “No! No, no, no!” He mumble-moaned out those notes.

If Richard could understand or if he could guess what those sounds were supposed to be, he gave no sign of it.

Using just one arm, he tightened his grip, braced, aimed, and smacked down with the cane.

A wild burst of pain exploded along Mark’s nerves. It stabbed into him in a way he hadn’t been able to understand. Even as he experienced those rough, rocketing sensations, Mark still couldn’t explain it. There were no words; there was no real comprehension.

At once, he began to jerk and buck. Desperate fear gripped him as he attempted to escape. Although he didn’t really move more than a fraction of an inch in any direction, he still panted and gulped down one breath of air after another.

“What? That wasn’t enough?” Richard asked. “You need more? Is that it? Do you need more to break you in?”

“You can’t break me in!” Mark tried to scream.

But now, Richard had made up his mind. With a fierce grin on his face, he took a moment to bask in that triumph. Perhaps he was thinking of the man Mark had once been. Or maybe he was thinking about something else altogether. Maybe he admired the contours of Mark’s ass. Or perhaps he considered just how he could use Mark’s smart mouth.

There were so many different possibilities. There were so many different options.

Richard swung.

Mark screamed!

Richard laughed and swung again.

Mark cried out!

Richard took a few seconds to admire the effects of his work. He pressed his fingers along those reddened lines.

Mark trembled with trapped rage. Disgust flared through his body. He squirmed.

“I like it when you wag,” Richard said with another amused chuckle as he patted Mark’s naked butt. “If I didn’t already have my heart set on my current plans, I would definitely be tempted to turn you into a dog. What do you think of that? Would your life be better if you could enjoy a canine existence? Granted, I wouldn’t let you lay around my house. You wouldn’t be a lapdog. No. If I owned a boy like that, he’d stay with me. Collared and leashed, I’d keep him with me at all times for…entertainment.”

“Nothing like that is ever going to happen!” Mark tried to shout out. He worked so hard to articulate that simple notion. It should have been easy. In spite of everything he needed to believe about himself, he still couldn’t break away from those straps.

Then, surprising Mark, Richard leaned down. He brushed his palm up Mark’s tormented ass to the small of his back, then along to a spot between his shoulder blades. At the same time, Richard whispered to his captive. “I’m going to fuck your ass before I use your mouth. Get ready, boy.”

“No!”

“Yes,” Richard promised.

He stepped back behind the bench, and he lowered his hands down to the zipper on his pants. Mark heard the sound of the zipper fall.

No, no, no. This couldn’t be happening. There had to be something Mark could do. With every kick of his heart, he tried to come up with some strategy, some brilliant insight that would allow him to fight back. Like Lucy, he failed completely.

Then someone knocked on the door.

Susan puffed out her cheeks. In an instant, she tried to think of some place worse than this. Strictly speaking, she was in a hallway with nice carpet under her feet. Beautiful works of art adorned the walls. She saw some abstract paintings. Other works portrayed concrete beauty: both gorgeous women and men, naked and collared or leashed and docile. Each one of those images celebrated the human form and all of its myriad possibilities.

Normally, Susan would have taken a few moments to enjoy the scenery. Instead, she forced herself to exhale, and then she knocked. She stood back, crossed her arms over her chest, and she waited.

The door opened.

Richard.

"Hello, my dear. I see you changed your mind about taking me up on my offer?"

"I came to plead for my husband," she said.

"No. That's not what you came," he told her with a knowing smile.

Her brows tightened. "What, what are you talking about?"

"You already know I'm not going to change my mind. Even if I have the utmost respect for you, I'm simply looking forward to subjugating Mark far too much. Even now, I’m debating exactly what I want to rename him. It's a shame."

"You're going to rename him?"

"I am. Apparently, Madame Verger has a personal attorney on hand who can help us with the paperwork. What do you think? I'm leaning on something dainty with just a hint of his old name: Margaret maybe? Mandy?"

"Please, there has to be something I can offer?"

"There isn't," he replied. But then he shook his head before he glanced over his shoulder and back to the suite’s living room. "This is something men like your husband simply don't understand. You can have enough. You don't always have to be acquisitive. Greed isn't a perpetual virtue. There will come a point when you should have enough. And then you should know how to walk away. Perhaps your husband wouldn't be in the situation if he had learned that lesson himself." Richard cocked his head to his side and shrugged. "And that's how I know why you are really here."

"Fine," she said.

Master Richard Dawson surprised her again. He reached out and gently touched his hands to her shoulders. He looked down at her. In that brief span and for just a few previous seconds, Susan started to feel safe again. "It's good that you're here. You need to recognize the truth of what's going to happen. After tonight, I think it’ll be easier for you, and maybe you could move on."

Parting her lips, Susan knew she should answer, only she couldn't find the words.

Richard released her shoulders before he turned and headed back into his suite. He made his way through the entryway, past the small kitchen, and into the open living space. Reluctantly, Susan followed. With each step, she wondered precisely what she might find.

Then she saw him: Mark.

Conflicting sensations pulsed behind her eyes and down her spine. Part of her reviled the scene arrayed before her. The suite was standard. Perhaps it was bigger than what she and Mark had enjoyed, yet it was that boy strapped down to the spanking bench, his arms and legs bent, his weight braced against his torso, his head held aloft, the gag in his mouth and his ass on display.

"Beautiful, don't you think?" Richard asked.

Her husband glanced back at Susan, and he whimpered. He made this pathetic little mewling sound as he tried to get her attention. He had it, except there was something else he needed to convey.

All too easily, Susan could guess exactly what he wanted to tell her. He yearned to beg, to plead for her best efforts. He wanted to get her to save him one way or another. Maybe he was trying to convey something about some secret asset he had. More likely, he had advice for her.

Grimacing, Susan realized she didn't want to hear anything he had to say. For just a second there, she had attempted to turn back to Richard and to ask for a simple favor. Perhaps he could remove the gag from her husband's mouth? It was just a small step, but perhaps that could take them in the right direction.

She said nothing.

Surprising herself, Susan kept her arms tight across her chest.

"You see your wife right there? She's going to see you get fucked. Hard. You're about to lose your virginity, boy. You’re never going to forget this moment. And soon enough, you'll be on your knees, eager for the chance to lick and suck my cock. You liked to talk about that Lucy girl, didn't you? Well, you're going to become my own dainty, feminized plaything." He unzipped his pants and opened his trousers. He reached in, and that's when he freed his cock. “It’s the sissy life for you, boy!”

Susan found her mouth watering. She couldn't help it. She saw that massive shaft, and the excitement raced along her body. Her nipples hardened, heat played across her skin, and there was that wild need deep within her. She suppressed those urges, of course.

"If you want me to use some lube on you, be still. Be still and silent. Can you do that, slave?"

Slave.

Susan tensed again. Obviously, those words weren't aimed at her, yet they still sent another flash of cold fear running through her body.

At the same time, she wondered what Mark was going to do, and how he might respond.

He surprised her when he went silent and became motionless. Right there on the spanking bench, he didn't act out at all. Mark showed Richard just how easily this boy could be owned and controlled. It didn’t take much to tame the vaunted investor.

True to his word, Richard patted the boy on his naked, exposed ass. From there, he grabbed a tube from one of the drawers. He squirted something clear and gelatinous onto the tips of his fingers. From there, he rubbed his huge length. Pretty soon, it glistened.

He wasn't done.

"And since you’re being so cooperative, let's make sure you can enjoy it. You should think of yourself as very lucky. I mean, I'm going to give you something special here. You might even come."

For a second, Susan thought her husband would mess this up, like he might start to cry, growl, or mumble his insistence about how that could never happen. Instead, the bound captive remained in position.

Richard squirted more of the lubricant onto his fingers, and now he shoved those digits down into Mark's unprotected ass. He fingered the boy, sliding in with one invading digit, then another. Violated, Mark finally gasped and whimpered. He made those sounds, but Richard had already been satisfied with the previous compliance, so he didn't stop. If anything, he was laughing now as he enjoyed the way that captive boy squirmed and started to struggle.

Richard went in deep, first with one finger, and then he forced his way and with the other.

Finally, he pulled back, but Mark was only allowed a couple of seconds of relief.

Richard placed his hands on Mark's hips. Then he pushed forward.

The boy stared straight ahead. He was gasping through his nostrils. He probably tried to breathe around those sensations, but now he could feel it: that bulky tip followed by the brutal length of a man who was at least twice his size.

Richard wasn't gentle this time. He rammed into the boy, thrusting harder.

Desperate to escape, Mark squealed. He cried out and jerked against his restraints. As so many other slaves had discovered, raw strength wouldn't be enough to break free. On the contrary, he remained right there as a sex toy.

Richard pushed in further, harder, going in inch by inch. Of course, Mark tried to clench down. He tried to tighten his body to keep this from happening, but he had to endure the sensations anyway. They flared and pulsed through his flesh, dancing along his nerves despite all of the fury and frustration resonating across his frame.

Susan watched.

She saw all of this, and suddenly she understood something. Back in college, she had a friend who had gotten tipsy with her one night, and that girl confessed, "You know what I really want to see? I want to see my boyfriend get fucked by a man." Since then, Susan hadn't considered that moment, yet the memory flashed back.

She watched as her husband was used again and again.

There was the arousal that shot down to her core. But there was something as well.

Disgust. Anger.

Those jagged, itching, emotions seemed to crawl just beneath the surface of her skin. They contradicted everything else her body told her.

Intellectually, Susan knew she had no problem with Richard. On the contrary, she really liked him. She didn't mind the idea of two men together, either. She could definitely see the erotic appeal. And yet, it was her husband, her man who was getting fucked right in front of her.

As she watched, she kept coming back to the same thought, He should've known better.

She tried to reason her way through it. And yet, she couldn't. Seriously, he should have known better. Her husband was supposed to be smart. He was supposed to be cunning, a strategic thinker who could figure out a dozen different variables in any given moment when it came to any game, conversation, negotiation, or problem. Instead, he had messed up so monumentally.

With a grunt, Richard yanked back.

Then he smacked Mark's ass, making the boy whimper all over again.

"That was a good start," Richard said. "Now, he's going to suck my cock, and he's going to swallow down my load. Are you ready to watch?"

Susan nodded, her expression neutral. "Yes," she said, her voice cold and clipped.

With her arms still crossed and her body rigid, Susan didn't know what to do. So she stood there, and she realized something. Despite her husband's humiliating position, she still hoped he would be able to figure this out. She had exhausted every option. She couldn't force Master Richard Dawson to do as she asked. She couldn't bribe him, and she had nothing to offer. She couldn't take him in a fight. But maybe Mark had figured something out?

Yes, that was her only hope for her husband.

And he was about to get the chance to speak.

C'mon, Mark. Come on. You can figure this out. You've been in tougher spots before. Truthfully, she had no idea whether or not that was right. And yet, it didn't really matter. Her eyes dampened slightly, and she tried to figure out what she was supposed to do. She tried to figure out how she was supposed to respond.

Her breathing came a little faster, all while Master Richard pulled the gag from Mark's mouth. When Susan saw that it had been shaped like a cock, she knew she wasn't supposed to be surprised. Still, she bristled again. That was her husband. That was her freaking husband, and he had been sucking on a dildo like some dumb slut. Of course, she and her husband had used those toys on other slaves before.

Instead of sympathy, she went back to that other idea, only this time, she whispered it, "He should have known better." Brittle anger simmered along every syllable.

This was it: Mark’s opportunity to demonstrate his skills.

"Please," Mark pleaded. "Please, you can't do this." He was begging, and there was Richard's cock right there in front of his face, only a few scant inches away. Worse, he had the shock collar locked around his neck. Perhaps he could try to keep his mouth shut or something. It would have looked immature and ineffectual, but maybe that was the best he could do.

Susan heard her husband beg and plead, and she rolled her eyes. She couldn't help it, not with that look of disdain flashing across her face. She was breathing faster and heavier now. Part of her itched to walk over there and to slap him.

"Maybe I won’t make you suck my cock right away if you beg. Go on. Beg. Tell your Master that you want to be a good boy for me. Maybe then, I won't make you swallow."

"Don't do it," Susan whispered, yet she kept her voice down. She didn't allow either man to hear what she had said. Besides, Master Richard Dawson had all of his focus locked down on his new toy. At the same time, Mark couldn't bring himself to see anything other than the unstoppable man poised right in front of him. They both forgot all about Susan.

Pathetically, Mark's eyes darted to the left and right, like he was searching for some savior. He concentrated on Susan for just a moment, but her stony expression kept him from speaking to her. Or maybe he realized that time wasn't on his side because he found himself straining his neck as he looked up at that powerful man all over again. "Master, please. Please, don't make me suck your cock. Please, I can't!"

"Say it again. Who am I?"

"I can't…"

Master Richard slapped the boy across the face. It was a quick, backhanded movement. Hot pain sizzled along Mark's cheek, but he couldn't escape the sensations. In that moment, he couldn't even bring himself to struggle futilely against his bonds.

"Say it, slave," Master Richard instructed.

The bound boy had no choice. He gulped back his humiliation, and he stared up at that man. "Please, Master."

"Who owns you?"

"You do…Master."

Together, both Susan and Mark had witnessed scenes play out like this before. Usually, they were captured coeds. Those were the pretty girls Mark always loved to see. Occasionally, they would watch a guy, but it was all too easy to recall Mark rolling his eyes and grousing, "Those boys are weak. Seriously, what kind of real man breaks so quickly?"

"Say it. Say all of it. Tell me exactly how you ended up here. Tell me how you deserve to be enslaved because you're nothing but a stupid boy who doesn't even deserve the title."

Title? It took Susan a second to figure out what Richard meant. Then she tightened for just a second before she found herself smiling.

Mark hated the words. That much was obvious. Despite the frustration and embarrassment shooting across his skin, he still gulped and looked up at his new owner, "You, you're my Master now. I, I’m your slave. I’m your slave, and you are my superior."

"That's right," Master Richard said. "And that's why you're going to suck my cock like an eager little slut." He grabbed Mark by his hair, jerked his head up and back, and right as the boy let out a quick yelp, Master Richard took advantage. He shoved his thick, unstoppable cock straight into Mark's mouth.

"Suck. Suck or you're going to regret it," Richard commanded next.

For a couple fractions of a second, Susan didn't believe her husband would do it. Another wave of revulsion washed over her as she watched Mark wrap his lips around Richard's girth. At the same time, she heard those wet slurping sounds when he started to lick and suck. His eyes were wet as he transformed in front of her. On so many different occasions, he had put on a tailored suit and strolled into one party or another. They attended various charity functions, and he always took command of the room. Whenever he approached anyone, he knew how to get them to listen. He could be charismatic for so many different audiences. At the same time, he had always been in control.

Except now, he looked so desperate, so helpless and powerless.

Her nostrils twitched.

She couldn't help it.

Disgust thundered through her body as she realized something. No matter what happened next, she would never be able to forget this moment.

"That's right," Master Richard said. "Show me what you can do with that pretty mouth, boy." He chuckled, only those sounds quickly morphed into a groan of satisfaction.

Reaching down, he braced his fingers against the sides of Mark's head as he took hold. He fucked this boy’s mouth. From there, he pumped the boy, thrusting in deep, yanking back, only to pummel his mouth with the tip of his cock.

"This is amazing. If I had known you would make such an excellent slave, I would've had you kidnapped years ago!"

Another grunt vibrated through Richard's body, and then he let go. His shaft throbbed, and he splashed about load against the back of Mark's throat. The boy licked. He sucked. He swallowed it all down. Susan heard those gulping noises, and her stomach twisted.

Eventually, Richard finished. He turned back.

"Mark, who is your Master?"

"You are. You are my Master."

"Before long, you might even be calling me Daddy," he said with a chuckle.

At that point, Susan couldn't help it. She turned around, and she walked back through the door. She slammed it behind her, and she felt her eyes dampen even as she made her way down the hall and back to her room.

Yes, it was her room. She didn't have a partner, not anymore.

"Hello, Lucy," came a smooth, beautifully articulate and precise voice. Every syllable sounded liquid and condescending at the same time.

Dr. Chen.

Lucy recognized that voice, and she tried to speak. They had taken her out of her cage, and she had thrashed, throwing her body from side to side while she tried to punch or kick her way free.

There had been four of them, big and muscled men who knew exactly how to handle a patient. In fact, they barely noticed her struggles. When she thrashed with all of the strength she possessed, they just saw it as another day working at the Crestwood Asylum.

The orderlies shoved her down onto an exam table, spread her legs and pushed them down into the stirrups before securing another set of straps. They grabbed her arms and yanked them over her head, tying them to the corners of the table. When they finished, she was gagged with a shock collar around her neck, her naked body was on display, and her legs were spread to show off her vulnerable pussy.

Right away, Lucy tried to talk to the doctor. At first, she attempted to speak calmly. Unfortunately, there was still the gag in her mouth. She mumbled. She moaned. She made those garbled noises all over again.

Second by second, Lucy hoped that maybe the doctor would make an exception this time.

She didn't.

Instead, Dr. Chen swept her gaze up and down the captive lesbian's body. She studied the curves of Lucy's neck, the contours of her breasts, the lines of her waist, and every other detail.

Lucy shivered. She couldn't help it. As an attorney, she liked to think of herself as brave. Most Americans feared confrontation. She didn't. She loved it! She could get into arguments with strangers, and she’d almost always win, if only because of her unwillingness to back down.

But Dr. Chen showed her something else that could be even more frightening: dispassionate curiosity and an excited desire to play. Dr. Chen was a surgeon; she loved her scalpels, and she couldn't wait to get started on Lucy.

What are they going to do to me? They said they wanted to fix me. How? Are they going to turn into some dumb bimbo slut? Or a dog? Maybe she's going to turn me into some kind of cat girl? Or maybe she will make me into a human cow? Lucy had heard about those possibilities. When the idea first floated along one random conversation or another at Crestwood, Lucy had snorted. But then, another owner had pulled out his phone and showed her pictures: formerly independent girls now down on their elbows and knees, chewing through grass with their massive breasts on display. Then there were the other pictures in the slideshow: the same girls, now hooked up to milk pumps.

No. No way. That couldn't happen to her.

But even as she tried to hold onto that denial, Lucy failed to think of a single reason why she could escape that fate.

The doctor snapped on a pair of latex gloves, and then she started to explore Lucy's body. She checked her eyes, flashing a light against her pupils. Next, she looked into her ears. From there, she fondled her breasts. Last, she reached down for Lucy's pussy. "You've recently enjoyed an orgasm. You dirty little slut," said the doctor with an affable chuckle.

Then the door opened again, and Amanda Verger came into the room. Her high heels clicked against the tiled floor.

"Good evening," Dr. Chen said.

"Good evening," replied Amanda. "And how is your newest patient doing?"

"She's operating at the baseline," Dr. Chen said. "I think we’re ready to get started."

"Excellent," Amanda said, clapping her hands together. "Dr. Chen, I am always so impressed by your willingness to get started right away."

"What are you going to do to me?" Lucy screamed. None of those sounds made it out of her mouth unscathed; each one got mangled by the gag locked between her teeth.

Even so, the doctor had no problem figuring out what she wanted to know. Dr. Chen glanced over at Amanda Verger, and the owner of the Crestwood Asylum nodded.

That's why the doctor grinned, "You’re going to be the subject of an amazing experiment, Lucy. For a long time, scholars have debated just how much a human personality can be altered. Obviously, there are certain incentives and techniques that might be used. But this time, I want to try something else."

Still gagged, Lucy made an interrogative sound.

"Pleasure," Dr. Chen informed her. "You're actually a very lucky girl. Most slaves come through here, and they are shocked or caned or slapped or spanked until they cooperate. It works, of course. Maybe a few drugs might be necessary here or there. But you’re  going to be completely different. All you’re going to get is pleasure. Absolutely nothing else."

At some other place or time, Lucy would have smirked. She would have started laughing. Pleasure? Really? They thought that would work?

All at once, the defiance raced through her body, and she looked first from Amanda Verger, and then over to Dr. Chen. With her eyes narrowed, Lucy simply shook her head from side to side.

"Would you like to see what I have ready for you?" Dr. Chen asked.

That's when she snapped her fingers, and a pair of big-breasted, blonde nurses rushed into the room. They were pushing a large, wheeled wardrobe. Then they opened it, and Lucy saw it: a black, latex catsuit. She saw the hood, the snug contours, and the opening near the crotch. All at once, the moisture drained away from her mouth.

"This is a perfect sensory deprivation suit," Dr. Chen said. "Before you, another girl wore this. It took her about a week before she was sniffling and begging for the chance to be a slave, so long as she didn't have to wear the suit. How long do you think you're going to last?"

"It doesn't matter," Amanda said. "After all, we aren’t just looking for obedience. We’re looking for something else completely."

Lucy ached to ask, yet she feared what the answer might be.

"Your sexual desires are a fundamental component of your identity. How much can they be tweaked? How can they be altered? So many people across history have asked this question. But we’re willing to take the steps necessary to make it happen. And don't worry, Lucy. You're not going to be able to lie to us. I have multiple tests I can employ to ensure that you really have been reoriented. Are you ready?"

At first, Lucy didn't think the doctor actually expected an answer. But in that moment, both Amanda and Dr. Chen watched her for several long seconds. The nurses stood off to the side with their hands held behind their backs as they waited for another command.

Something inside of Lucy broke, and she shook her head from side to side.

She whimpered again. She moaned. She made all of those desperate little sounds, but the doctor snapped her fingers again.

The two nurses pounced.

When they started to free Lucy, she thought this might be her opportunity. Maybe she could elbow one of them in the nose. Perhaps she could kick someone in the stomach. She didn't care what it took. She let that frenzy run through her body. She tried to break away, but these girls were surprisingly strong. They grabbed her, holding her down. He lifted her legs and shoved them into the suit. They freed her mouth from the gag, but that small victory didn't last long.

Inch by inch, her feet and then her legs, her pussy, and then her torso were embraced by the snug latex. It clung to her body like a second skin. She couldn't break free. The nurses shoved her arms into the sleeves. They zipped up the back. They locked it on. Next, someone pulled a mask over her eyes. Suddenly, the world morphed to black. Next, someone slipped a pair of headphones over her ears. Everything became silent. She cried out. She could feel the vibrations deep within her body, yet that was it.

The hood went on next. They zipped up her mouth. Suddenly, she only had two holes to experience the rest of the world: her nostrils. She breathed in, panicking. For a second there, she tried to inhale through her mouth, only to feel the latex against her lips. There was no air from that direction.

Lucy didn’t notice the other opening. If she had, she would’ve understood how they might use her next.

She tried to squirm and thrash, but they dragged her forward and pushed her down. With her legs straight and her arms trapped at her sides, she tried to flex her fingers, only to feel the restrictive gloves. She hadn't noticed them before, but she couldn't use her hands. In fact, she couldn't move a single inch of her body. She was pressed down from every direction all at once.

She didn't know how this worked, but then she heard a voice.

For a moment, there was almost something spiritual about those sounds until she realized it was Amanda. "The doctor has a strict set of protocols for you. Your legs are spread, slut, and you're going to get used hard. Sometimes, it's going to be a dildo. Sometimes, it's going to be an actual cock. In the meantime, you won't feel anything. You won't hear anything. You won't taste anything. You are trapped in that darkness, girl. But don't worry. We’ll let you out every couple of months to check on your progress. Bye-bye."

Lucy tried to scream.

Nothing came out.

She could feel the vibrations along her body, but that was it. That she was breathing again, inhaling and exhaling through her nostrils, even as she waited for the first sensations to ravish her.

But there was nothing.

There was just darkness, stillness, and silence.

If she concentrated, she could feel her heart beat. There was the rhythm of her breathing.

There was nothing else.

This was fine, she told herself.

As a law student, she had learned to focus and to concentrate. She could handle long, boring stretches of legal text.

This couldn't be any worse.

Could it?

Mark opened his eyes.

He had to blink rapidly to try to get his vision to come back into focus.

"Hello," Dr. Chen said. "Did you enjoy your nap?"

Nap? What was she talking about?

He remembered watching Susan leave the room. She had walked away, slamming the door behind her. That banging sound had echoed all across his flesh. And then the door opened again a few minutes later after Master Richard went to go take a shower.

Master Richard.

A flare of angry shame blasted across his body as Mark contemplated those words. He hated them. He hated them with every fiber of his being. He worked to jerk against the restraints, only to realize something. He didn't actually yank or tug on his bonds. In fact, he couldn't move at all.

Even as Mark tried to move, he couldn't help but think of the man who had used him, fucking his ass and mouth and subjugating them in front of his wife. Mark blazed with incandescent fury, yet his expression remained placid. He could move his eyes from side to side or up or down, but that was it. The rest of his body was spread out and helpless.

"Don't worry," Dr. Chen said. "When you wake up, you're going to feel so much better." That's when another figure entered his field of vision.

Master Richard.

"You’re going to be such a beautiful sissy slave. Yes, you are. The doctor here is going to remove so much of your body hair, she will give you amazing breasts, we can work on those lips, and your hair will be so much prettier. Just wait to see what she can do with your feet, legs, and posture. What do you think? I'm thinking pigtails. Yeah, that would be lovely, especially for when I want you down on your hands and knees. I can use them as handlebars. Doesn't that sound lovely?"

Mark tried to say something, only he couldn't get his lips to move. He couldn't open his mouth. He couldn't even scream as the doctor placed the gas mask over his nose and mouth. The sweet scent of sedatives hit his nostrils, and he found himself drifting. The darkness sucked him down, and there was nothing he could do about it.

The next morning, Susan honestly thought about simply packing up and departing. On some level, she wondered if she would even return to the Crestwood Asylum. Of course, visiting had always been one of her favorite activities. She and Mark could spend nights and weekends working back at the office, but then they got away, and they could indulge.

All too often, she would be at work, and she would see some boy or girl, and they would mess up or make a mistake, and Susan would instinctively yearn for the chance to slide a collar around that errant worker's neck before dragging them back here. She had only done it once or twice herself, yet the idea always appealed to her.

But when she opened her eyes, Susan reflexively reached out for her husband, except he wasn't there. She had the bed all to herself.

She bristled.

Right then she realized that she didn't want to leave.

Instead, she went to one of the early-morning events. There were a pair of human ponies out on the field, and she decided to hook one of them up to a cart. She rode around for the morning, and she laughed. She saw other trainers and owners. Yes! She could still have fun! That intense excitement of using a human still sent electric need pulsating through her veins.

Surprisingly, no one seemed to pity her.

Susan was grateful for that detail. When she first emerged into the dining hall, she had wondered if people would glance up at her and exchange little whispers about how unfortunate things had turned out for her. She kept her back straight and her chin lifted up. She sat down, and she ordered some food from one of the service girls. Then she proceeded to talk with her compatriots. They chatted about last night's festivities, the games they might play, and the types of purchases they might make.

Susan's favorite part was always daydreaming with the different groups and considering who might be next. Which brother-in-law, sister, coworker, boss, rowdy investor, regulator, or nosy journalist might need to go to the Crestwood Asylum next?

Laughter and excitement wiped away memories of her husband.

In that moment, he could have been anywhere in the facility. Maybe he was sucking cock or getting fucked in the ass by some machine. Maybe he was down on his knees, worshiping one of the orderlies as he looked up and begged for mercy from one of his new masters.

Susan refused to think about it.

She refused to think about him.

He had messed up. Those have been his mistakes, and she refused to pay for them.

Over the next few days, she enjoyed herself. It was as simple as that.

Susan enjoyed the gourmet meals, the conversations, the hikes around the facility, and the demonstrations. The demonstrations had been intense, powerful, and so incredibly alluring! She watched as new recruits were punished. She saw the "tricks" learned by the patients after weeks or months at the facility.

It was on her way back to her room when someone called out, "Susan?"

Turning around, she saw a young man there. He looked like he was maybe a year or two younger than her. He had tousled, dark hair, a little bit of stubble, and bright eyes. She liked the sharp lines of his jaw, and there was something about the coat he wore. The top couple of buttons on his dress shirt had been left undone, revealing the white shirt underneath.

"Yes?"

"I'm sorry to approach you like this, but I've been looking for you."

"And why is that?"

The man approached. "Richard suggested that maybe you and I should spend some time together," he said.

"Richard? Really?"

"That's right," he said. "He suggested that maybe you and I might have a lot in common."

"Such as?"

"Certain tastes...?" he suggested. But then he gulped, he glanced down, and then he straightened his arms, stretching them for an instant before he lifted his right hand to shake hers. "Let me start again. My name is Philip, and I've always had something of a little bit of a crush on you. I apologize if this is overly forward of me, but I saw what happened to your husband, so I was wondering if you might like some companionship. I know quite a few people are leaving tomorrow, so I didn't want to waste this opportunity."

Susan looked at him. She studied him.

She thought of something.

Officially, she was supposed to be married.

But then, she knew what was going to happen to her husband, how his cock would be locked into chastity, how he would be dressed in restrictive corsets in short skirts, how his body hair had been removed and his mane lengthened. With a new set of hormones getting pumped into his body every day, he wouldn't look like the man she had loved.

More than that, Susan had made the calls.

It had been difficult, of course. When she pulled up that first number, her voice had shaken as she spoke to their attorney, "Max, something's happened. I, I think I'm going to need to divorce my husband." Max Valentino, one of the esteemed attorneys at Rey and Mansoors, had made the appropriately polite sounds of disappointment. Immediately thereafter, he was a professional, so he had gone through her assets, ensuring that Susan would get everything.

In theory, Richard and Verger's in-house lawyer could have contested Susan's demands, but neither of them were interested in those dollars or assets. As Richard had pointed out, he knew when he had enough. He wanted Mark for the pleasure he could get by reshaping that boy's mind and body. Owning this doll would be more satisfying. Ultimately, adding a couple of more zeros to his bank accounts wouldn't have satisfied him.

At first, Max had been skeptical. But then, all of the forms had been appropriately signed and filled out. Susan didn't know exactly how it worked, and she knew better than to ask. When it came to the Crestwood Asylum, certain shortcuts always had to be ignored. Questions could be very, very dangerous.

Oddly enough, she had started to feel better once she checked her email and saw the confirmations. Their houses in California, New York, and Barcelona had all been transferred to her name. Max knew his stuff, so the process had been expedited. It only took a few days, but Mark's name had been removed from everything…

In fact, they didn't even need to get a divorce. Technically, the marriage was annulled.

In some bygone generation, perhaps the distinction would have meant something. As far as Susan was concerned, she got what she needed. She was free.

Over the last few days, she had felt that sorrow, of course. There was the stinging loss of knowing that her husband was off somewhere, probably recovering from his latest surgery.

And yet, she didn't cry.

She didn't experience the torment of loss that she had anticipated. Mark had been her companion, yet she was a realist. She always came back to that simple understanding. Whether thinking of her ethical beliefs or how she processed her emotions, it all had to come back to the cold reality of how the world had been structured. Her husband had screwed up. He had made his decisions, and now he would pay for them.

"Philip..." Susan repeated this man’s name.

"That's right," he said.

"Thank you for the offer, but I think I'm going to take some time by myself."

Susan started to turn away, only she heard the man's voice again. This time, he sounded stronger and more confident than she had expected. "Richard told me you would say that."

"Just because he was right doesn't mean I'm going to change my mind," Susan called back without glancing over her shoulder.

"What if I told you about my cousin?"

By now, Susan was right in front of her suite's front door. She was reaching out for the handle, and she had the key card in the palm of her hand.

"What about your cousin?" Susan finally heard herself asking.

"Have you ever heard of Brooke Ryan?"

"The influencer?" Susan asked, her brows tightening. In spite of her promise to head back to her chambers, she glanced over at the man. Although he had his hands in his pockets, he seemed at ease as he grinned at her.

"That's right. Brooke Ryan. She’s an ardent feminist, and she has been agitating for my family's business to accept the formation of a union within our workforce. Apparently, she really likes getting lots of attention from the media. She betrayed everything we believed in. She wants to increase the wage slaves' pay, health benefits, and vacation hours. Obviously, she had to go away. Fortunately for me, she was recently diagnosed with a whole host of toxic personality traits. That's why she's going to be staying here at Crestwood for a while."

Brooke Ryan.

Susan resisted the urge to reach into her pocket, pull out her phone, and double check.

Brooke had gone viral multiple times. Of course, she was kind and articulate. More than that, she had a rabidly loyal fan base. Perhaps it started when she had been a teenager, going online and skillfully playing a variety of different games. She had been involved in various tournaments and duels on a couple of different platforms. Back when she was a high school girl, she had a knack for picking the most popular games right before they really blew up. Then, as she jumped from one system to the next, she accumulated more and more fans. People loved watching her.

Once she graduated from high school and went to college, she kept playing those games, but she was still really funny and sweet. There was something innocent about her even as she began to talk about the importance of taking care of people. According to her, she was just arguing for Practical Empathy.

Susan had watched a couple of her videos from time to time. She definitely was a sweet girl. She was beautiful and charismatic. Her politics may have been annoying, but that was fine with Susan. There were plenty of do-gooders out in the wider population. Technically, Susan made all of the same noises on her social feeds too.

"If you want, we could watch her take her medicine. If you want, you could probably help?" Philip suggested.

Susan nibbled on the inside of her mouth.

Brooke Ryan.

Although she'd never checked out the influencer's stats, Susan assumed she was probably ten or eleven years older than that girl. Humming to herself as she contemplated the possibilities, Susan already knew what she was going to do. She stowed her card back in her pocket, and she turned to Philip. "Let's see her."

Philip escorted her down a blank, spartan hallway. White linoleum floors stretched out before them. The antiseptic aroma of industrial cleaners wafted along the air. This was the hospital portion of the Crestwood Asylum.

"Hello, sir," said one of the nurses.

Susan never learned to tell these girls apart. Then again, there was a very good probability that the woman in front of them wasn't actually female. On the contrary, she could have been a sissified male. At one point, the girl with that obnoxious little, the tight white dress, and her hair tied back into simpering pigtails may have been a CEO, politician, or some influential journalist.

"Can you show us Brooke Ryan?" Philip asked.

The nurse quickly turned, she reached down, and she typed in some commands on her computer. Right away, the monitors in front of her all shifted from various rooms and corridors within the Crestwood Asylum to one single cell.

That was her, Susan had to acknowledge to herself.

Nibbling on her bottom lip, Susan silently admitted that she was impressed. At the same time, she glanced over at Philip. Maybe he had boyish features, but she knew she could have some fun with him. She liked the contours of his shoulders, and she also recognized that he seemed to be able to provide her with the kind of entertainment a woman of her sensibilities always craved.

Brooke Ryan wasn't wearing any makeup, but she retained her natural prettiness. There was something about her high cheekbones, the shape of her brows, her slightly narrowed eyes, her partially pointed ears, and her full lips. In that moment, she wore a straitjacket and panties. At the same time, she was curled up in the corner, glaring at the door as though she expected it to burst into flame at any moment.

"Can you go back to earlier today?" Philip asked.

"Absolutely, sir," said the nurse.

The young woman typed in the commands, and the videos all rewound. That was when Brooke Ryan was back on her feet. She was growling at the door, snarling and shouting, "You can't do this to me! You know how many followers I have? You know how much clout I wield? If you don't let me out of here right now, I swear I'm going to absolutely destroy you! I don't care what it takes!"

"She's a cute little firecracker, don't you think?" Philip asked.

"What happens to her now?" Susan wanted to know.

The nurses immediately answered, "Dr. Chen has ordered her to experience some sex therapy and electrical treatment."

"From what I understand, that means my little bitch of a cousin is going to get shocked and fucked. Would you care to join in?" Philip asked.

"Absolutely," Susan said.

That's why, just a few minutes later, she found herself standing in the treatment room with the controller in her hands. She looked down at it. Technically, it seemed quite simple. There was a string of numbers at the top (01-10) and a red button. The numbers controlled the intensity. The red button would trigger the shock.

The door burst open, and a pair of orderlies brought in the girl. She was struggling and kicking her feet down against the floor, but it obviously wasn't going to do any good.

They dragged her across the room and shoved her up against the wall where they looped straps around her ankles, inner thighs, chest, and forehead. Just like that, she was now strapped to the wall.

"Hello, Brooke," Phillip said. "I’d like you to meet my new friend. This is Susan."

"Susan?" Brooke repeated the word as though she didn't quite understand what it was supposed to mean. "Who are you? Did you have me abducted?"

"That was me," Philip pointed out with a chuckle.

"You? No." Perhaps she had suspected, but that e-girl must have tried to deny the inevitable for as long as possible. Perhaps she couldn't make herself accept the idea that a member of her own family would have her committed. In some ways, the new patients could be so adorably naïve.

"What? You really thought you could betray our family without any consequences?" Philip asked. Only a heartbeat later, he walked over to that bound girl, and he leaned forward. He didn't touch her, yet his eyes slid across her beautiful face and down to her shapely neck, the contours of her gorgeous breasts and her tight waist. Her torso remained trapped in a straitjacket. She squirmed, jerking against the straps holding her against the wall, but then he continued, "It's okay. You're delusional. You have all of these toxic personality traits, but that's why you’re here. You’re in this asylum because we need to cure you. We need to fix you. We need to make you better. That's what happens here. Spoiled little sluts like you get trained. They get tamed." He made that last point sound like it was something good.

She snarled at him. Her lips parted and pulled back, revealing the edges of her white teeth.

Philip glanced back at his new friend, "Go ahead."

Susan was about to ask whether or not they should wait for the doctor or maybe another nurse. But then she decided she didn't care. This was the Crestwood Asylum, after all. The rules could be modified for the patients' well-being at any point.

Apparently, Brooke had already felt the bite of the shock collar locked around her neck because she turned back to Susan. Eyes wide, that beautiful performer called out, "No. Please, please, don't do it. Please, don't give them what they want. Please, you have to help me get out of here. I didn't do anything wrong, and I'm not sick!"

"That's exactly what I would expect a sick girl to say," Susan replied with a vibrant grin on her face. She turned up the numbers and hit the button. Then she watched as that pretty girl threw herself forward against her restraints, only this time it had nothing to do with escape. Instead, those were the automatic spasms provoked by the electricity now shooting through her body.

"I won’t have to do that again if you can tell us that you’re sick. Tell us that you’re delusional, and that you aren’t capable of making your own decisions." Susan adopted something close to a maternal tone of voice. Or maybe she just sounded like a worried big sister.

Brooke growled back, "Go to hell! You, you can't do this to me!" She tried to prove that point by pulling against her straitjacket. She strained with her arms, tugging and twisting as best she could, yet the straps and canvas bonds refused to release her.

Online, that girl could have been unstoppable. She probably summoned digital hordes whenever she liked. This was a matter of digital clout, yet no one here cared about her social statistics. Likes, followers, comments, and engagement didn't help her within those walls.

"Actually, we can. We can do this because we have been empowered to make the necessary decisions for you. You know, your cousin is really worried about you."

"Who are you? Why’re you doing this?"

"I'm a woman who understands how the world really works," Susan said. At the same time, she thought of Mark as she hit that button again.

The girl twisted. Her back went rigid as she shoved her head against the padded wall.

Then she slumped forward as much as the bonds allowed.

"You know, if you could just get down on your knees in front of Susan and tell us that you were wrong, then maybe we could release you. Would you like that, Brooke?"

"Wrong? Wrong about what?"

"The workers don't need to unionize. They don't need representation. Collective bargaining is a very bad idea, don't you think?" Philip asked her.

Susan smirked; she couldn't help it, not when she understood exactly how all of this would probably play out.

Brooke opened her mouth.

"Susan, are you interested in using more than just pain with her?"

"Definitely," Susan said. In fact, she was looking forward to this.

"What, what are you talking about?" In her straitjacket, she probably felt relatively safe. After all, her breasts were covered. From the waist up, she must have felt quite modest. And yet, the girl's legs were spread, and she couldn't bring her knees together, no matter how hard she tried it. Only a thin layer of cotton protected her precious slit.

Susan dropped the controller into her pocket, and she strolled over to that girl.

"You're so pretty. It’s a shame you're having this mental breakdown."

"I'm not having a mental breakdown," Brooke Ryan insisted. Then she gulped and she tried again. "I mean, I don't think I am. I, I just want to make things better for people."

"If you want to make things better for people, then you need to help them understand how the world works. Tell them that if they work harder, they can get promoted. They might even get a raise.” Susan knew that wasn’t true; when most employees put in extra effort, they were rewarded with more work. Genuine success came from impressing the moss. Effort and merit rarely succeeded. “You shouldn't lie to them."

"But I never lied to them…"

"Actually, you did. You betrayed your family."

"My family believes in pushing people until they drop dead. My family believes in getting away with everything they possibly can. Profit is everything to them! You know what my family cares about? Business. Nothing else. They don't care about people. They don't care about empathy!"

"And you’re supposed to be a part of that family, so you shouldn't care about any of those illusions either."

"Illusions?" Brooke spat out, almost as though she couldn't understand how someone could make that point. "We're talking about people. We're talking about families. We got lucky. That's why we are rich."

"Are you sure about that?" Susan asked as she brought her hand up between Brooke's legs. Yes, this girl wore a pair of cotton panties, and they were probably quite cute. In fact, if Brooke had modeled in nothing but those white, cotton panties, the pictures probably would have gone viral within seconds. Tens of thousands of fans would've started slobbering for the chance to see this girl on her knees with some coquettish smile on her face.

Susan did better than that. She brought her hand up, and she pulled the panties aside. Her fingers invaded this girl.

Brooke squeaked. At first, she could only make that mousy little noise. "You, you can't do that to me. You can't!"

And yet, Susan kept touching her. She continued to stroke and penetrate this hapless activist, making her pant harder and faster.

"Tell us you betrayed your family. Tell us that you're sorry you can't wait to be improved. Tell us you need to be cured and fixed."

"Fuck off!"

Susan stepped back. Her fingertips were damp with Brooke's juices. But now, she lifted the controller again.

Brooke's eyes went wide, and she started jerking her head from side to side. "No. Don't do it. You can't!" All of her vaunted bravery evaporated.

"Actually, I can. And you see, that's the problem. You're losing your grip on reality," Susan said with mock sympathy. And then she hit the button once, twice, three times. She tapped her finger down over and over again. At first, Brooke managed not to make any sounds. She bit down, and her lips peeled back again as she hissed through the pain.

By that third burst of electrified torture, Brooke screamed. The sounds echoed against the walls, and Susan absolutely loved every second of it. "Want to try that again?" Susan purred with feline excitement. "Do you want to tell us that you're sick? Do you want to tell us that you are starting to figure out that you really do need to be here. You're a very sick girl. You’re ill, and your mind is broken, but if you trust the physicians here, they can fix you. They can make you better."

"What, what would that mean?"

Susan didn't know exactly what Brooke's cousin was about to say. But then Philip surprised her because he walked right back up to her, and he touched his knuckles to her cheek. He stroked her face gently and said, "Obviously, sending you to school was a terrible mistake. You never needed an education. You're a pretty girl. So you need to be retrained and married off to a man who will make sure you don't step out of line. Would you like that? Would you like to be an eager little bimbo who does what she's told? From what I understand, the board is looking to make an alliance with a Saudi magnate. He’d love to have a pretty girl like you on his arm."

"You, you would sell me off as a trophy…?"

Philip wobbled his head from side to side. "You see. You're taking the worst possible angle. That's not how you’re supposed to approach this kind of opportunity. You should be eager to help your family. The fact that you are being so selfish only indicates that you are still sick."

Philip stepped away.

Instantly, Brooke seemed to realize what this meant. "No!" yelled the influencer.

"Yes," Susan said. She had stepped back and wandered off to the side of the room. She had turned away from the captive patient. Susan smiled to herself as she reflected on what could happen next. Every moment felt so incredible, so delicious. Right then and there, she didn't need to think about her husband or how he had messed up. At the same time, she glanced over at Philip. He was handsome, she thought. He was smart, and he had potential.

So much potential…

She walked over to the girl again, lifted the controller, and the petite girl quickly shook her head from side to side. Susan reached up again. "Can you admit it now? Can you admit that you need help? Can you admit that you are sick?"

"No," Brooke stated emphatically. She pushed every iota of skill she had into that single word. Right then and there, she sounded exactly like a performer. There was a reason why this cute content creator could get so much attention online. It wasn't just her family. There was something about her charisma, the way she shaped her personality, and her willingness to connect with people.

Only right then and there, she had a totally different audience. She wasn't talking to eager girls who wanted a sister. She wasn't addressing people who were interested in her fun and quirky personality. They weren’t political activists or even horny guys eager for that parasocial connection either.

Susan shocked the girl. Her thumb pressed down on the button, and electricity stormed through Brooke's helpless body. The powerless girl struggled, jerking and bucking against her straitjacket as she endured the shock therapy, but she couldn't break free. "You know, Dr. Chen is going to drug you," Susan informed the patient. "She’s going to give you so many different sedatives, narcotics, and hallucinogenics that you won't be able to see straight. And then she's going to program you. You don't want that, do you? You would much rather be cured right here and now. Wouldn't you?"

"If I do what you want, will you let me go?"

"No…" Susan said.

The hope had blossomed and now broke right there in Brooke's eyes. The cute girl panted faster and faster, but her eyes were wet, and she didn't know what to do. That much was obvious, especially to an expert trainer like Susan.

Susan delivered five more electrical shocks. The blasts came in quick succession, sending jolts of pain throughout this girl's bound frame. The agony may have started at her neck, yet it flared down to every inch of her body, stabbing her from every direction, all at once.

And right as it stopped, Susan brought her hand back up, and she fingered that girl. "You're wet," Susan said. "Does  that mean you have always been hoping for this? Deep down, did you want to be trained? Did you want to be broken?"

"Yes…" Brooke whispered out.

"Tell your cousin that you're going to be an obedient slave from now on. Tell him that you’ll do whatever he wants. He can put you on display. He can sell you off. He can even tell you what to say to your followers."

"No. I can't…" Brooke shook her head even though she kept her eyes locked shut.

"Yes, you can," Susan replied. She brought that girl to the edge of an orgasm. She stopped. She brought her to the verge of release again. She stopped. She kept touching her, bringing her close and halting. Over and over again, Brooke had to endure the torment of almost enjoying the relief and release she needed.

Second by second, this girl learned what it meant to be owned. She lost control over every inch of her body.

Before her acquisition and enrollment at the Crestwood Asylum, Brooke Ryan probably thought she was the kind of girl who could change the world. She must've studied her statistics and concluded that people actually wanted to hear what she had to say. She was special. And it wasn't even just the money she might be able to inherit from her family. Instead, she had built something on her own. She had a reputation, and people listened to her. She could use that influence to make the world a better place.

Of course, Brooke had failed to recognize how much bigger the world could be. There were these monolithic entities like Amanda Verger, Dr. Chen, Susan, and even Phillip, who would push her right back down to make sure she found herself on her knees, ready to suck cock and obey whatever command she heard.

"It's time for another dose of shock therapy," Susan promised. Keeping her word, she jolted the girl. She unleashed those jagged volts. They cut through the girl's body. They didn't leave any damage, but they made sure she cried out again and again, gasping and panting and screaming. These delicious, high-pitched notes bounced off of the walls as Susan and her new acquaintance watched and listened.

"Tell us you're sick," ordered Susan. She stepped back. She raised the controller just a tiny bit.

Brooke saw it. The girl was smart enough to recognize what was going on despite the exhaustion that must have clogged every neuron inside of her pretty head.

"I, I'm sick…"

"Yes, you are. And what's wrong with you?" Susan asked. She loved staring into that girl's eyes and seeing her expression waiver.

"I, I'm delusional? I, I don't know what’s real? I need to listen to the people around me? Is that it? Is that what you want to hear?"

Susan gave her a quick zap. "No one is forcing you to say this. You're telling us the truth because you want to be honest. You finally want to get better, don't you?" Susan asked.

"Yes!"

"Good girl. Did you betray your family?"

"Yes. Yes, I betrayed my family."

"Are you sick?"

"Yes. Yes, I'm sick."

"It's funny," Phillip said. "Technically, we aren’t her doctors, but we can help her, can't we?"

"What's a little bit of amateur medicine between friends?" Susan asked as she grinned and glanced over at Philip. Their eyes met, and she definitely felt it. There was that rush of excitement.

Their imprisoned patient gulped and asked in this adorably timid voice, "Please, will you let me go now?"

"Let you go? No. You demonstrated that you’re ready to serve. You need to prove that you understand that you aren’t capable of making your own decisions," Susan said with casual ease. When she reached up, she began to loosen the restraints, one after another.

Brooke stared at her. The influencer obviously didn't understand what was supposed to happen next, but then the last of the restraints were undone, and now she stumbled forward.

Susan pounced, grabbing the girl and shoving her down onto her back. She hit the floor, and now Susan cocked her head to the side. She grinned at the girl before glancing back up at Philip. "Do you mind if your cousin shows me exactly what she's learned? Do you mind if I ride her face for a couple of minutes?"

"You, you can't be serious," Brooke protested.

Because she craved a little bit of fear from this girl, Susan lifted the controller again. "Are you sure about that?"

"Oh..okay, do whatever you want," Brooke gushed. "Please. Please, just don't push the button again. I can't take it!"

Susan shifted her position just enough to reach under her skirt and pull down her panties as she kicked off her shoes. She enjoyed that freedom, and then she positioned herself right on top of Brooke. She thought of this girl, her silly jokes, her playful smile, and the ease with which she had snagged so many different people. And now, she was in that straitjacket, on her back, and Susan could enjoy herself.

She began to ride the influencer's pretty face. She moved her slit up and down along her lips, and then she demanded, "Lick. Lick, you dumb slut!"

Brooke must have silently raged against those words, yet that didn't matter since she obeyed. She parted her lips, stuck out her tongue, and she tasted Susan’s juices. Hot excitement pulsed through the trainer’s body as she brought herself closer and closer to completion. The licking, dancing movements ignited something unstoppable within Susan.

She had promised herself just a few minutes, but she came much, much faster than that. When she finished, Susanwas panting, her face red. Susan grabbed the girl and pushed her up against the wall. She strapped her back in place. It was lazy with just one leather restraint tight around the girls torso. Even so, it would be enough. Besides, she still wore the shock collar, and she was still positioned inside the heart of the Crestwood Asylum. That patient wasn't going anywhere. She wouldn't be able to escape her treatments.

Jerking her head, Susan glanced back at Philip.

"I want more," she said.

"And I'm happy to give it to you," he said, dropping his hand to his zipper.

They came at each other. In fractions of a second, they kissed hard.

She fumbled with his pants. She reached in past the zipper. She could feel those teeth scrape against her knuckles, yet the pain hardly registered. Instead, she found his shaft, and she was eager to feel those stiff contours deep within her. The excitement flared again. Passion, need, and primal hunger gripped her.

She was about to shove him down so she could ride him, but Philip was stronger than she expected. Suddenly, she found herself down on her back, and he had his hands on her wrists. He aimed, and she looked up at him. Eager excitement flashed through her all over again. This was what she had craved. For the last few days, she had thought about Mark, but now that past life seemed irrelevant somehow, as though she could move on. She could change.

He pumped into her, thrusting hard and fast.

Susan looked back at Brooke. There was something about seeing the fear on her face, especially as she had to watch her cousin and this stranger fuck like determined predators. With every thrust, she panted, she moaned, and she cried out.

She loved every second of it. Brooke watched, and she must've realized that she was never going to escape this place unscathed. Worse, these were the people who held her captive, and they could do whatever they wished with her.

Darkness.

Silence.

Darkness…

Silence…

...Darkness.

...Silence.

There was nothing else, just those two realities, and they didn't even exist because they didn't tell her anything useful.

At first, Lucy told herself that she was doing incredibly well with her captivity. She may have been strapped in that suit, and she couldn't hear or see, yet she could distract herself with her own thoughts. She tried to come up with different methods of staving off boredom and this other reaction.

She didn't know what to call it, not exactly. It was dangerous, toxic, and it seemed to seep into the very fiber of her being. Occasionally, her muscles ached, though sensations came and went, which made her wonder if she was actually getting sore.

Maintaining coherent strings of thought became a challenge. She didn’t know how to contend with the absence of…everything.

At some point, she had fallen asleep. At least, she thought she had fallen asleep.

It became so much more difficult to tell. If there was a gap between her thoughts, did she simply relax or did she lose herself completely to unconsciousness?

At first, that thought didn't bother her.

But then, it felt like she was losing hours, then days? It was impossible to tell.

Darkness and silence.

Silence and darkness.

There was nothing else for a very long time.

Only then, Lucy started to count.

At first, she didn't know exactly why she did it. Maybe it was the fact that she had exhausted every other mental exercise she could consider. She was an intelligent woman, and she had always prided herself on her speed. She could memorize details quickly, employing them to win in almost any debate. That talent made her an amazing lawyer. Only now, it felt like a different kind of torture.

She tried to think of her favorite TV shows. She attempted to recall every single episode, every single scene, every line of dialogue. She didn't have an eidetic memory, so this was a challenge. At the same time, she recognized she was going to make one mistake after another. She would mess up, but it didn't really matter.

The goal had to be distraction and endurance.

Darkness and silence. Silence and darkness.

Eventually, however, she ran out of shows and songs and poems and everything else. She tried to remember every conversation she had at work. She tried to recall the emails she had sent.

None of it helped, not really. After all, there was still that fear at the back of her brain. Or maybe it didn't even qualify as a fear, she told herself. After all, this was a reality. She was waiting for the process. She was already going through with it.

Darkness and silence. Silence and darkness.

Nothing else.

Nothing more.

At some point, she tried to flex her muscles, only then she couldn't tell if she had succeeded or not. Had they given her some kind of paralytic? While she had been unconscious, did Dr. Chen drug her?

Yes. No. Maybe. Probably.

It was impossible for her to know, yet she lost all of her senses. At one point, she couldn't even tell whether or not her heart was beating. She tried to hold her breath. It worked. Mostly? She could feel the tension behind her ribcage?

What was wrong with her? What was happening to her?

It was simple.

She understood this point.

Humans needed their senses. They had evolved on the assumption that they would always be able to see or hear and enjoy some kind of sensory input. Those details and that constant stream of information were always supposed to be there, yet hers had been sucked away.

At one point, she broke.

The frustration had coursed through her body like liquid magma, and she yanked and twisted, struggling as hard as she could. Those signals jumped down from her brain and darted along her spine before hitting her arms and legs.

It didn't matter. She couldn't discern a single difference. It wasn't like she could stretch or strain her arms or her legs. She couldn't push out with her knuckles or fists.

For all she knew, she was hanging or floating. Maybe she had been buried underground. She didn't know, and she couldn't tell one way or the other.

It was all just silence and darkness. There was nothing else, nothing for her to grab onto.

And even then, her thoughts became sluggish. Or at least, they felt sluggish? She wasn't sure, not when she didn't have a single marker of time. That was why she tried to count.

She worked hard to provide some kind of clock. She counted out, and she made it into the millions. If she could lose herself to some sort of flow state, then maybe time would pass more quickly?

It worked.

It worked for a little while.

Then it stopped working.

She tried to break out again.

Amanda Verger and Dr. Chen had done an amazing job of crafting her prison, of course. Those women knew exactly what they were doing. They hired the best craftsmen, and they ensured that every prisoner would remain in place, utterly trapped and helpless for as long as they wished.

Through all of this, Lucy had to wonder what would happen next.

She had never really considered sensory deprivation before. Perhaps she had read about it once or twice. Maybe a professor or high school teacher had talked about it. Vaguely, she had learned about the idea through cultural osmosis, yet that still didn't give her what she needed: a way to fight back.

Throughout her life, so many different people had called her stubborn or obstinate. But right then and there, she knew that she was stuck. More importantly, she knew she would break. Maybe some small part of her told her to fight back, yet she realized what the women at this facility could accomplish. Besides, she couldn't move. She couldn't see. She couldn't plan without an understanding of some of the variables.

There was nothing for her to do.

And yet, the anger still swirled through her chest, flaring bright. She struggled again. Still nothing. No movement. No sound. Just darkness and silence.

How long before she broke?

And what if they decided to just leave her there? What if they forgot about her? Perhaps the automatic life-support systems would just keep her going forever?

No. She couldn't accept that possibility. And yet…

Then she felt it.

Lucy didn't know exactly what was happening. At first, she thought maybe it was some kind of delusion, like her mind had started to eat itself. Only then she recognized the heat, the friction, and she knew that there was a cock pressed up against her exposed pussy. Someone was fucking her!

At first, she grimaced. She pressed down, and she tried to block out the sensations as best she could.

It didn't work, not when she was addicted to it. She hated it. There was that flash of pain. This was the first cock. She had never taken one before, and she could feel it as she lost her virginity to some stranger. Who was it? A well-paying man who’d always disliked her? Lucy had never worried about the men at the Crestwood Asylum. She didn't care about those individuals or what they thought. They were boys. Most of the time, they were a waste of her time.

Some of the men had recognized her disdain. Or maybe they thought she was interesting because she was a lesbian, which made her a challenge and so they tried to seduce her. It always struck her as so immature. If she didn't want them, why would they chase after her? They chased after her because she didn't want them. That was supposed to be the game, like the challenge added a hint of spice to their adventure. They never recognized her desires, and they couldn't accept her own autonomy or agency.

But now it didn't matter since she was just a hole, and that man got to fuck her! He pushed in, thrusting.

Within seconds, the pain vanished, only to be replaced by a slick heat and the incredible friction of his body against hers. He pumped her hard, working her.

He came!

Lucy loved and endured that throbbing, and then it was done. Maybe someone cleaned her up. Maybe not. Either way, she still couldn't see anything. She still couldn't hear anything. All of her senses were taken away…again.

Within those first couple of seconds, then minutes and hours and days, Lucy did her best to believe that she absolutely hated the experience.

Except that wasn't true.

Was it some biological instinct buried deep inside of her?

She didn't want to believe it.

For as long as she could remember, she had trusted her own desires.

Or maybe it was simply the fact that she was allowed to feel and experience something. Those sensations, even if they came from some unknown cock pumping into her slit, still felt like a relief from this torment. Sensory deprivation wasn't supposed to be torture. She had witnessed torture before, but now she didn't know what to do. She didn't know what to say. She couldn't break free!

Darkness and silence.

More time stretched by.

Was it going to happen again?

Probably. She tried to hold onto that idea. And then she realized something. With this sickening twist of revulsion deep in her gut, she realized that she actually hoped it would happen again. She yearned for that cock…or another one just like it. She wanted that man to return, to thrust into her, to remind her that time and sensation actually existed.

Darkness and silence.

It choked her. She could breathe. She could suck in air, but it was always tepid and flavorless, always invisible, always impossible to sense.

Sometimes, she started to wonder if the rest of her life had been some kind of delusion. Maybe she had always been a prisoner right there. Perhaps she had constructed some elaborate narrative where she, Lucy, had been an attorney. Maybe she didn't actually understand tort law. Perhaps she hadn't spent thousands of hours studying different precedents and case law.

And then it happened again!

Lucy tried to moan out with her gratitude. She knew how pathetic she would sound, but it didn't matter. The cock was real. She got dicked hard, and fresh gratitude pulsed through her body. That stranger’s shaft shoved into her, and she still couldn't move. Even so, the sensations pummeled into her. They beat down against her senses.

She tried to whimper out her excitement. She tried to scream, only she didn't know if they could hear her. Probably not. Maybe. Perhaps Dr. Chen monitored her reactions.

All at once, Lucy told herself that she didn't care. She would give them whatever they wanted.

He finished with her.

It ended far, far too soon.

Fear coated her insides.

The panic gripped her, and she tried to move again and to discover some sensations all on her own.

Nothing.

There was just the same…

...Darkness and silence.

Silence and darkness...

It stretched on and on.

Hours? Days? Weeks?

At one point, Lucy successfully counted through the 86,400 seconds in a full twenty-four hour period. After that, she fell asleep.

What was the point of counting? What was the point of any thought or idea?

All of her ambitions had been scraped away by nothing more than time.

By that point, they had probably faked her death or her letter of resignation. Perhaps they used some AI bot to answer text messages in case any of her old colleagues or friends tried to text or email her. For a woman like Amanda Verger, making an individual disappear could be so, so easy. In fact, Lucy had helped with several of those cases. She knew that the paperwork could be signed, that the requisite records could be altered, that an individual could simply disappear.

Another cock shoved into her.

Then it happened again.

And again.

Lucy lost control. She didn't think. Instead, she tried to hide within the darkness of her own mind. She allowed every idea to fade away. She was simply waiting, hoping, eager for that next cock to thrust into her. Each time, she savored those moments. She couldn't help it.

She ached for those dicks.

She became addicted.

Deep down, she knew what was happening. And yet, it didn't matter because she had no control. Amanda Verger had decided that this was who she was and where she belonged, and how she would be altered.

It was working.

Day by day and orgasm by orgasm, they forced her to wait and anticipate and hope for the next cock right between her legs.

They drugged him.

Even as he had first sucked Master Richard's cock, Mark had hoped that he would be able to fight back. Like so many other men, he found himself in a difficult position, and he fell back onto those old fantasies. He had picked them up from superhero movies and streaming shows filled with action. Every man was supposed to be able to jump up and kick out, punch down, and take out his enemies one by one with nothing but determination and fierce grit.

But that wasn't how it worked.

Dr. Chen drugged him. She filled him with different hallucinogenics and paralytics. She made him nice and weak.

Mark remained aware of what was happening even as Master Richard forced this boy down onto that first surgical table. They strapped in, and they started to cut.

Mark didn't really remember it. He had been drugged, after all. But then he awoke a couple of days later, and he found himself strapped down to the recovery bed. He had started to squirm. And then he could feel the bandages at the base of his throat. "Hello?" Mark called out.

Mark expected to hear his normal, deep voice. Those masculine tones were supposed to jump out onto the air as they had for as long as he could remember. As a man, he knew how he was supposed to sound.

"Hello?" Mark squeaked out. First, he didn't panic. He was waking up. He had been involved in some kind of surgery. Consequently, it made sense that his voice would be dry, and maybe he would make a weird sound. But then a nurse appeared in the doorway, and she watched him. She was holding a tablet in one arm, and she obviously wanted to see his reactions.

"What happened?" Mark asked. "What did she do to me?" As he shaped those different sounds, he started to realize something.

His voice was different. It felt strange. It sounded worse.

He didn't speak with the deep, resonant notes of a mature man. Instead, his voice sounded dainty, feminine, and girly. When he squeaked out again, he tried harder. He tried to make his voice deep. It didn't work. "What did you do to me? What did she do to me?" Mark demanded.

The nurse came up to the foot of his bed, and she leaned down. She revealed her cleavage. "Dr. Chen helped fix your vocal cords. Now you don't sound like a boy. You sound like a pretty girl."

When he spoke, he sounded like some cartoon character! He tried again and again to get those regular sounds back.

The nurse laughed, typed in her observations, and then she turned around and walked away, her high heels clicking against the floor.

Dr. Chen appeared a couple of hours later. Again, Mark tried to talk to her. The surgeon ignored him. "Actually, I think it's time for us to start working on your feet," she said.

His feet? There was nothing wrong with his feet!

Panicking, Mark tried to get the surgeon to talk to him, but she refused. She simply ignored him. He pulled against the medical restraints, but those bonds held him in that recovery bed.

And then they rolled him into another operating room, and another mask was slipped over his face. He tried so hard not to breathe in. He didn't want those chemicals to fill his lungs, but it didn't matter. He inhaled at one point or another, and then his eyelids grew heavier and heavier. Pretty soon, the darkness yanked him right back down.

When he woke up, he found Master Richard standing at the foot of his bed.

"Hello, Mark. Oh, wait. Sorry. I probably shouldn't use that name. I don’t want you to get confused and start to think you get to keep your old name. I’m going to rename you. I am. I definitely am," the man told his slave.

"You can't rename me!" Mark squeaked out. Again, he sounded so girly! He had the voice of an adolescent girl at best. When he allowed himself to slip, he probably sounded even more childish than that. It was bad enough, but then he could feel that strange pain along the backs of his ankles.

Master Richard easily guessed what the patient wanted to know, "I expect my sissy slaves to wear high heels at all times. I expect you to be on the balls of your feet as you prance and sashay around in front of me. It's going to make you look much more dainty and doll-like. Are you ready?"

Master Richard pulled the straps away from Mark's body.

At first, the boy didn't want to answer. He didn't want to respond or react at all. Perhaps he had struggled against the restraints, only now he wanted to remain in the bed. He didn't want to know what had happened or how his body would react. He didn't want to know how they had altered him.

That was probably the strangest thought of all. Throughout his life, his body had felt like it belonged to him. He vaguely remembered growing up and getting taller and stronger, especially as the rest of the world reacted differently to him. At some point, women stopped seeing him as cute. Instead, they began to view him as something more than that. Along the way, he had enjoyed the journey, only now he could feel himself getting modified and sculpted as he went in for one surgery after another.

First, they messed with his voice. What had they done to his feet?

He didn't want to find out, but Master Richard wasn't about to give him an option. He pulled the boy out of the bed, and Mark should have been able to stand. Instinctively, he wanted to drop his heels to the floor. As he started to do so, a rush of pain exploded up along his legs. Instantly, he braced his weight against his balls and toes.

"Perfect," Master Richard said. That's when he presented the boy with a pair of pink, leather boots.

Mark saw them, and his brows creased together. He stared back at his owner, and he didn't believe it. There was absolutely no way Master Richard would expect a man like Mark to wear something so feminine and demeaning.

"Do I need to order one of the slaves to fetch a cane?" asked his master.

Already exhausted by that first dose of pain while also recovering from the operations, Mark didn't want to answer. Even so, he saw no choice.

"No, Master," he squeaked out. Even if he still hated his voice, Mark didn't see any other choice. He had to make those sounds. He had to utter those syllables to please Richard.

Master Richard.

"Good girl," Richard said with a chuckle. He reached down, and he ran his fingers through Mark's hair. That's when some of the bangs dropped forward, curling in front of Mark's face.

They were golden yellow.

Throughout his life, he had dark hair. But now, he knew exactly how this looked. He understood what this meant.

As a man, he never thought he had any particular preference. He knew that a girl could be hot with red hair, black, or maybe she would be a blonde, and it wouldn't really matter.

Despite his automatic assumptions, he now understood the truth. He could feel it deep within his gut. As a blonde, he wouldn't get any respect. He would be viewed as some idiot airhead.

"Put on your boots," Richard ordered.

His partially transformed sissy obeyed, stepping forward. He moved along on his toes and the balls of his feet because anything else could be far too painful.

While his owner watched, Mark slipped his feet down into those boots, first the left, then the right. He bent forward, he felt ridiculous as he complied. At the same time, he contemplated the fact that he wasn't tied up or even bound in a straitjacket. As such, Mark wondered if maybe this would be his opportunity to escape? Perhaps he could take this chance and try to fight back?

No.

All at once, he could understood what would happen. If he tried to confront Richard, he would get punished. He’d be slapped or spanked, shocked or otherwise disciplined and tamed all over again. A shiver of fear ran through his body; it was enough to make sure Mark behaved. He cooperated like an obedient slave, working one clasp one after another until he came to the final straps on his right boot, then his left. With each one, he saw the padlocks. "Locks?" Mark asked.

"You won't be allowed to remove your boots without my permission. And after this, we can put that cute little sissy clit of yours in a chastity cage."

"No. Please, don't you, please, Master. Please, not that. Please, anything but that!"

"Do it, sissy," Richard ordered.

Sissy. That one word stabbed into Mark's chest. It seemed to burrow right to his center, to the very core of his being. He didn't want to admit it or face it or acknowledge what any of this might signify, yet he clicked those locks into place.

"Stand," Master Richard ordered.

The sissy obeyed, rising to his feet. That's when Richard grabbed him by the back of his neck and shoved him up against the wall before unzipping his pants, freeing his cock, and pumping into that hapless slave. Mark, after all, really didn't qualify as anything more than a group of holes to be used hard.

The boy squirmed. He slammed his palms against the wall, and he attempted to push away, only his master was far too strong. This boy couldn't fight back. He couldn't stop a man like Richard from taking exactly what he wanted.

With a growl of satisfaction, Richard actually bit down against the side of Mark's neck.

Humiliated and degraded, the boy stumbled back. He nearly lost his balance and fell.

Richard grabbed the chastity cage. He walked forward, and he looked at his slave. "Now, you're not going to give me any trouble, are you?"

Drawing in a breath, Mark waited for that inspiration. He longed to feel some rush of angry defiance, like he could suddenly rebel.

He waited one, two, three full seconds. That's when his shoulders slumped, and he recognized the reality of his situation. No, he couldn't fight. No, he couldn't resist. No, he couldn't win.

Soon enough, he would feel the cold steel along the curves of his shaft because his cock was about to be locked up in a chastity cage.

They fucked her.

They fucked her again and again.

Those men took what they wanted, savoring the heat of her wet opening. They toyed with her sometimes, fingering her just a little bit before the rounded girth of each shaft pumped into her. Lucy whimpered for it. She begged for more. She couldn't help it. They used her and took her and claimed her. Lost in the dark, she knew that she was just a hole for them to fuck. Perhaps they knew who she was. Maybe they had heard about her reputation. Maybe they were laughing as they took her, thrusting in again and again.

Little by little, she learned to fear the light.

Maybe they had no idea who this girl had been. Perhaps she was completely anonymous. Maybe someone had decided to put up a placard in front of her box or case or suit. She didn't know exactly how she had been positioned or stored.

They didn't allow her any sensations, nothing at all, nothing besides penetration, thrusting, and the primal heat of those dicks as they used her.

And she wanted more of it.

Sometimes, she managed to bury the shame. Occasionally, Lucy could convince herself that all of this made perfect sense. She needed something, and she could use those impulses to hold onto her sanity. There was nothing wrong with that. She wanted to retain some sliver of her old identity. In order to do that, she needed to face what was happening.

But what if they released her? What if Amanda stood over her and looked down into her eyes and asked the kneeling slave, "Would you like to become a dumb bimbo slut who’ll never see another woman again? We can keep you in a cell, and our guests can stop by to use any one of your openings. Would you like that, slave? Would you like to become a permanent slut here at Crestwood?"

She wouldn't need to think about it. She wouldn't even hesitate. In fact, Lucy realized something. She fantasized about those words. She yearned to hear them. That would be her opportunity.

Enslavement.

She could become a bimbo. A slut. A plaything. She could become a sex toy, and she would love every second of it. She could lick cocks, get down on her hands and knees, drop to her back, spread her legs, and present every opening for her superiors.

Or they could keep her in the catsuit.

This could be her life…and her entire existence.

Lucy had no idea when that idea popped into her head, yet it felt right. They owned her. She had messed up.

When she tried to think about it, she could barely remember how she had ended up there, lost and alone, floating in the silent blackness.

"Hello, sissy. How are you feeling?"

He’d been asleep. He knew that. When he opened his eyes, he blinked a couple of times as he tried to get his vision to adjust to the light. He saw his Master standing over him, his arms held behind his back as he gazed down at Mark. "By the way, I got you a cute little tattoo on the small of your back. It's your new name. Would you like to see it?"

Mark gulped. No, he didn't. Even so, he found himself nodding. If he tried anything else, he knew he would be punished.

That's why he obeyed. His master pointed across the room, and Mark slipped out of the bed. He glanced over at the trashcan, and he saw the discarded bandages. They had probably been on his body earlier that day. But now they had been removed, and he had been dressed while he was unconscious.

He was wearing boots, a short skirt, panties, his chastity cage, a blouse, and a little red tie. He made his way across the room, and then he saw himself. When he swallowed, he could sense the collar locked at the base of his throat.

"No…" Because he whispered, Mark only heard the breathy denial. His voice rose, and now he sounded like a sweet girl. "No. That, that can't be me." But even as he spoke, his mouth synced perfectly with the reflection in front of him.

He saw a girl. She had blonde hair, bangs, and a pair of high pigtails that rose up and swayed each time he moved his head. His lips were full and pouty; his brows narrowed. At the same time, there was something else. The white blouse was tight around his shoulders, down his arms, and along his waist. And yet, his silhouette had completely changed. His hips were wider, his waist narrow and petite. His legs looked beautifully toned, only they reminded him of a model.

He remembered thinking of schoolgirls for the first time as a middle school kid. This image right in front of him would have been so intoxicating for the boy he had once been. But now, he was a sissy. His lips puckered, and then he glanced down, and he saw them: his breasts. Those enormous mounds strained the buttons on his shirt.

Mark couldn't see it. He couldn't take it. He spun around, and he looked back at his master. "What the hell did you do to me?"

"I kept my promise," Master Richard said with a smile. "I promised you that I would turn you into a sissy, didn't I? Look at you. You look like some slutty schoolgirl now. You know how many guys would love to have you on your hands and knees?"

"I'm a man!"

"Can you hear yourself?" Richard asked. "Can you see yourself?"

Mark didn't care about that. He wasn't worried about logic. Maybe, deep down, he was even thinking about some way to reverse this entire process. With enough money, there had to be a way. Surgery? Different therapies? Right?

Only then Richard grabbed him. Richard put his hand out, and he pinched his fingers down against the sides of Mark's neck. He grabbed the sissy and shoved him down onto the side of the bed. Then he lifted his skirt, he grabbed those panties, and he pulled them down. Suddenly, Mark's naked ass was on display, and Richard took advantage. He slapped the sissy, his hand flying down in one brutally tight arc after another. His meaty hand, blurred on the air, and the pain splashed along the poor sissy. Mark tried to shove away, only Richard was still so much bigger and stronger.

The sissy had to take it. Again and again, he got spanked until his backside was a bright shade of red, and he called out, "I’ll be good!"

"Tell your Master that you're going to be good."

"Master, I'll be good!" Mark cried out in a voice he no longer recognized as his own.

"Tell your Daddy that you're going to be good," Richard ordered next.

"Daddy, I'll be good!"

"Go over to the mirror, lift up your blouse, and check the letters on the small of your back."

It was a tramp stamp, he knew. Mark now had a tramp stamp.

But then, Mark wasn't going to be his name for much longer.

The sissy quickly obeyed, rushing across the room. He stood in front of the mirror, and then he lifted his skirt to reveal the flat of his midriff. He really did look just like a girl. The surgical incisions had healed beautifully over the course of those several weeks while he had been unconscious. At the same time, Mark had to acknowledge that he could feel his old personality flaking and breaking away. More and more, Richard really would become his Master. Pleasing that man would become his one and only priority.

Master Richard was in charge. Master Richard owned him.

Only then, Mark tentatively turned around, and he saw his new name. Written in this scrawling, flowery cursive, there was one word inked onto the small of his back: Michelle.

They didn't let her out right away. They didn't allow Lucy to see the light, but now she could hear a voice. "Slut, are you ready to do everything you're told? Are you ready to be an obedient plaything forever and ever?" Amanda giggled. Despite her authority, that sound seemed surprisingly innocent and sweet, like she was a lot younger than Lucy had recalled.

The captive cried out. She made every promise she could think of. She answered with the affirmative again and again.

"Plead for the chance to go right back into your catsuit. Please, for the chance to become nothing but a fuck toy," Amanda Verger ordered her.

"Please, please just let me be a fuck toy! I know where I belong. I know that I'm not supposed to think for myself. I, I'm only your slut. I belong to you, and you can give me away or share me with whoever you want because you are in charge. I belong to you! I am your toy. I’ll your fuck toy!"

She cried out those words, only she didn't know if it would do any good.

They dropped her back into the black silence.

Susan waited patiently. For once, she didn't feel the compulsion to bring out her phone. Instead, she kept her eyes locked on the door, but she couldn't wait for the revelation. Then it opened, and one of the nurses stepped across the threshold. Another followed. Then there was Master Richard. She smiled at him, and she meant to say something, only the words dropped away when she saw what he held: a leash. It was bright, neon pink, and it led to his newest acquisition's collar.

Next, she saw the slave.

Mark.

No, that wasn’t her name anymore.

Michelle.

The sissy’s choker was probably still a shock collar, only that band around Michelle's throat had been adorned with girlish, plastic hearts and flowers. Not only that, the sissy was wearing makeup. She looked so cute.

All at once, Susan realized she couldn't help herself. She rose to her feet, and she rushed across the room. She grabbed Michelle by her shoulders. In the boots, she looked a little bit taller, yet she had obviously been diminished in so many other ways. Not only that, Michelle looked back at Susan, and she opened her mouth to say something, only she stopped.

"What? What is it?" Susan asked. But even as she spoke, she found herself tilting Michelle to the left, then the right, turning her from side to side. She drank in those details: the pleated and tartan blue skirt, the collar, the blouse, the tie, all of it. Michelle looked just like some slutty schoolgirl!

"Thank you for coming," Master Richard said. "Tonight, we get to witness two very exquisite finales."

"What's the other one?" Susan asked.

But that's when the door opened again, and then they saw the crate.

There was this box, and it sat on a cart as it was rolled into the room. Dr. Chen and Amanda Verger followed last. They stood back, quiet observers as they prepared themselves. "Considering that their transformations began at the same time, I requested that we make the final arrangements on the same night. Amanda, thank you so much for indulging me."

"Considering your beneficence, it is the least I can do. Besides, I'm curious to see whether or not they will recognize one another."

Susan glanced back at Philip. He stood off to the side, his lips tensed. Perhaps he was curious. Or maybe he was nervous. Actually, that idea struck her as a little bit adorable. They had only been dating for a couple of months now, but he was so much better than Mark had ever been. Besides, it wasn't like Susan could ever see this slut as anything other than a plaything for a man like Master Richard.

For just a second, she entertained the possibility of trying to get her old husband back. Perhaps the surgeries could be reversed?

"Not worth the trouble," she whispered to no one in particular.

"Can we see what the slut is like now?"

"Absolutely," Dr. Chen said before she nodded toward her assistants. The nurses rushed forward, they opened the crate, and they helped the latex-clad slave crawl out. They pulled back her hood.

As they worked, Richard leaned over, and he whispered to Susan, "What do you think she's going to be like?"

"I don't know," she confessed.

They pulled back her hood, and Susan studied Lucy's expression. She had ever seen that kind of abject panic on the slave's face before. Normally, Lucy always seemed so capable and in control of her emotions. But in that moment, she looked around, and she begged, "What, what's going on? Why aren’t I being used? Please, use me. Please, put me back so I can be used! Please, I’m nothing but a dumb set of holes!"

Susan found herself clapping. She couldn't help it. "Amanda, Dr. Chen, you have both outdone yourselves."

"Don't forget Michelle," Dr. Chen said.

"Put her back in the box," Amanda ordered.

They pulled the hood back up, and the panicked slave finally started to calm down. Yes, she knew her place. Yes, she recognized exactly where she now belonged, and it wasn't in a penthouse, a courtroom, or anywhere else except for that storage container where her pussy could be put on display and she could be taken hard by any guest who wished to partake.

The nurses moved quickly, locking her in place.

And when they finished, Master Richard pointed to the wall. "Bend forward, boy."

In the center of the room, there was a stand with a pair of metal shackles. There were also spots where he could put his feet, so we could be bound and helpless.

With a nervous gulp, Michelle obeyed, mincing forward with those adorably dainty steps. She bent forward, slipped her hands willingly into the shackles, and then she spread her legs.

She probably would’ve panicked if she realized what would happen today.

The nurses moved again; they locked the slave in place.

Richard looked back to the others. "Dr. Chen, I'm going to enjoy taking this sissy's ass and giving her one more orgasm before the procedure."

Susan itched to ask. She sucked in a breath. She got ready. And yet, she saw that flash of fear across Michelle's face, so Susan remained quiet. She didn't want to ruin the surprise, after all.

The sissy couldn't help herself. "What, what does that mean?"

"Are you supposed to be asking questions, slut?"

"No, Master."

"What are you?"

"I'm just a dumb slut and a stupid whore," Michelle said.

Richard came up to her, and he stroked her naked ass. Then he unzipped his pants. He freed his mammoth cock and grinned. Then he pulled something out of his pocket. It was a key. He used it on the chastity cage, and he let the device fall to the floor. "You're not going to need that anymore."

"What, what does that mean?"

"Quiet, slut," Richard said, silencing his sissy.

By now, Michelle was really starting to get scared. Perhaps she already had an inkling of what was going to happen next and what the final stage of her transformation could be.

But now, Richard gave her something else to think about. He parted her tight little butt cheeks and shoved forward, thrusting his cock into her opening. She cried out, hissing. Obviously, even after all this time, Michelle didn't know how to take someone so big.

Richard wasn't gentle. He slapped her ass, pulled on one of her pigtails, and rammed his girth forward, burying it deep in her opening. Then he yanked back, doing this again and again. He pumped into her, jackhammering away as he enjoyed the raw, animal sensation of complete control. The friction of their bodies against one another, made Richard lift his chin even as he groaned with wild excitement.

Susan watched. She knew she was supposed to be horrified, only she couldn't find those feelings, not after everything she had found.

In fact, she cupped her hands around her mouth, and she called out to her former husband, "Don't worry, sweetie. I took all of the money. Everything is all mine now. Oh, and they faked your death. Apparently, the memorial was really sweet!" Then she burst out laughing. Even through those chuckles, she added, "I’m so much happier with my new lover. Philip is amazing!"

The sissy whimpered. She cried out. She begged. She tried to shape some coherent sounds, but every time she started to form a sentence, her Master smacked her ass hard, leaving one handprint after another glowing across her pert backside.

Richard’s lips tightened; he revealed teeth as he groaned with pleasure. He came hard. With the satisfaction burning bright, he reached down and underneath Michelle’s skirt. The master began to massage and fondle Michelle's hardened boy part. Perhaps that was the last sign of the man he had once been.

After weeks of denial, Michelle couldn't help herself. Her shaft throbbed. She knew she wasn't anywhere near as impressive as her Master, but she still lost herself to that pleasure.

She came even harder than her owner. Her load splashed against the floor with one delicious throb after another.

Master Richard released her from the restraints. Then he laughed, and he grabbed her by her hair, and he shoved her face right down into the spilled ejaculate. "Lick it up, slut," he ordered.

Even as he spoke, the door opened again, and another gurney was rolled into the chamber.

With her tongue dancing along the floor, Michelle licked it all up as ordered.

That's when Master Richard announced, "It's time for this sissy to lose the last of her boy parts. Dr. Chen, are you ready for the gelding?"

"What?" Michelle tried to squeak out.

"You're about to be castrated, honey!" Susan called out.

Michelle jumped to her feet, and she tried to run, but they grabbed her. They pushed her down onto the gurney, and they strapped her back in place. It was time for the next procedure.

Dr. Chen raised the scalpel, and the light glistened across that sharpened blade.

The End


Thank you so much for reading my story!

This piece was written as a commission. If you’d like me to write your personalized fantasy, you can email me at marinarex1221@gmail.com.

One cent per word, no limits!
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