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Bride Boy

"Really?" Darren asked. He’d burst through the door and found his sister seated at the hotel room’s small desk. Kelly Greenfield had her laptop out, her notebook open. She scribbled down another idea. Although her brother had rudely interrupted her, she didn't glance up. At this point, she was used to this kind of bad behavior. "You know, we're on vacation. You know what that means, right? I mean, you got that fancy education from Harvard for a reason, didn't you?" Whenever he mentioned her school and degree, a note of mockery stabbed into every word.

"Some of us have to work," Kelly answered. She still didn’t glance up.

"Again, let me point you to the definition of 'vacation'."

She inhaled slowly, turned around, and looked at her brother. Darren watched her with that impulsive, puckish smile curved along his lips. He could never take anything seriously. She knew this. More importantly, she recognized that arguing with him would just be a waste of time and breath. Still, she had been arguing with this boy since they were both in preschool, "Just because you want to mess around and don't take anything seriously, that doesn't mean the rest of us can ignore our responsibilities."

"Responsibilities?" Darren asked with mock concern. Raising his hands, he splayed his fingers and grinned. "You do realize that we only have a limited amount of time to exist. We’re all mortal, dear sister. Given enough time, we will all drop and turn to dust. Do you really want to spend the best hours of your life staring at a screen?”

Perhaps she knew it was a waste of effort, yet she straightened her back, rotated her chair, and rested her hands on her lap. "Darren, I want to do something important. I want to make the world a better place."

"With a consulting firm?"

"Yes," she said. "With a consulting firm."

"What does that even mean?"

There was a very high probability he didn't actually want to know, and he only asked as some kind of rhetorical jab. Perhaps he didn't think she’d be able to explain it. Because she couldn't help herself, she told him, "Consulting firms work as professional analysts. My company is focused on helping other companies. We help them figure out what they can do."

For once, he actually had a good point, "Or…consulting firms provide cover for managers at other companies to lay off people and implement other shitty policies. Can you really show up and learn everything there is to know and offer useful feedback in a couple weeks or months?"

"Actually, I can. And no, we aren't like the big players. I'm not just going to tell the managers what they already want to hear," she told him.

"Boring!" He clapped his hands together. That boom of sound cut across the hotel room even as he rolled his eyes. "Come on. Let's go out. I already got a couple of guys coming over. We're going to have some fun."

"What? Strippers?"

"I think it’d be cool to bring my sister to a strip club," he said. "It has this weird, Roman end-of-days-vibe. You know, I mean?"

"Darren, are you ever going to grow up?"

"If growing up means wasting my life staring at a bunch of Excel sheets, then no. I have absolutely no intention of ever growing up."

"What about thinking of someone else? Do you think you can do that?"

"Why would I bother thinking about someone else when I'm oh-so-amazing?"

Kelly rolled her eyes. "You're exhausting," she told him. "And no, I am not going to a strip club with you. No, I don't want to spend time with your friends either. You go out and have fun. You always do."

"Fine…" he replied with faux disappointment ringing across that one elongated syllable. He turned, and he was about to leave. Before he closed the door, he glanced over his shoulder, "Kelly, you have no idea what you're doing, do you?"

Before his sister could answer, he shut the door.

Several time zones away, their mother glanced down at her phone as it vibrated. Elizabeth Greenfield listened to her intuition. She raised one finger in front of her dining companion. Around them, other wealthy and successful business people enjoyed their beautifully plated meals. Every item on the menu qualified as a work of art. Back behind those mahogany doors, a kitchen filled with some of the world's best trained culinary staff ran between the different workstations as they toiled to feed the global economy's elite patrons.

Elizabeth flashed a conciliatory smile as she double checked her phone. She saw his number, so she answered. "What's going on, Darren?"

"Hey, I was hoping maybe you could add a couple of dollars to my account?"

By a couple of dollars, he usually meant several thousand.

"What’s going on?"

"My friends and I are hoping to hit an art museum tonight, and that there’s this really special exhibit, but the tickets are all sold out, so we were hoping to meet up with a scalper."

"An art museum?" Elizabeth asked.

"Yeah," Darren said. "It's supposed to be pretty amazing. I think there are supposed to be some Verrochios on display. I love his work. The way he plays with color is just incredible, especially for a medievalist."

"Verrochio was a Renaissance sculptor. He isn’t known for painting," she said.

"Oh. Right," Darren Greenfield replied. "I guess I got it wrong. But hey. Isn't that why I need to go in the first place?"

"And what about your allowance?" Even as she spoke, Elizabeth tightened her fingers against her phone. Uttering those words always grated against the tip of her tongue, the roof of her mouth, and the back of her throat. Well into his twenties, a boy like Darren wasn't supposed to need an allowance.

Then again, she wasn't supposed to be thinking of him as a "boy" either. And yet, none of the other possible terms seemed appropriate.

"I had some unforeseen expenses," he said, his tone small and almost contrite.

Elizabeth didn't say anything for several long seconds. She was waiting for some insight, some flash of inspiration. And then she came to the conclusion she always drew when it came to that boy.

"I'll transfer the money now," she decided.

"Thanks!" He hung up.

Elizabeth pulled her phone away, found her banking app, and transferred the money as promised. After that, she slipped the device back into her pocket before she let her gaze slide back up to the ceiling. The constellation of lights glimmered overhead. They were beautiful. In fact, she had heard rumors that the interior designer spent more than five million on the handmade bulbs.

Her dining companion said nothing. He studiously kept his focus on some distant spot along the wall.

"Children," she said.

"Anything you’d like to talk about?" Richard asked.

If they had been back at the asylum or one of their special "parties," then she would've used his title: Master. Simultaneously, she would have gone by Mistress Elizabeth. But this was just a restaurant, and the asylum sat more than an hour away.

"I'm fine," she said.

"Children can be very upsetting," he said. "They present a variety of difficult questions. If you want to talk, I'm here. That's all."

Elizabeth peered back at Master Richard. Like her, he was successful. Like her, he had a great deal of money at his disposal. And like her, he also enjoyed tremendous connections all over the globe. Most of those related back to business. Others related to the “eclectic” and “specialized” tastes they both shared.

For a moment, she considered ignoring his offer. It would have been so easy to wave away her concerns. Instead, she leaned forward, rested her elbows on the table, and pressed her manicured nails against the palms of her hands. She couldn't help it, not as she thought of Darren and everything he had done. She looked back at this man, and she wondered if she could trust him. All at once, she knew the answer. This man could be incredibly dangerous, she knew. In fact, she recalled so much of what he had done at the Crestwood Asylum. Then again, she smiled because he also knew about her exploits. Sometimes, two predators could trust one another.

"Richard, what do you think the meaning of life should be?"

"For me, it's pleasure, but I have always been something of a hedonist," he said, raising his glass of wine, grinning, and taking a sip.

"That's a fair answer," she acknowledged. "But you do more than just play with your toys, drink, and eat."

"I have some other hobbies," he said.

"You paint, don't you?"

"Occasionally," he allowed.

"And you also have a hand in local politics back in your hometown, don't you?"

"A few people owe me some favors," he said.

"Then there are your businesses," she said.

"Fair," he allowed.

"Simply put, you aren't exactly only a hedonist. You know how to enjoy yourself, but you do more than that. You want to make something. You want to have an impact on the world. Is that what a good life is?"

"To be honest, I try not to think about it," he said. "Too often, my thoughts drift to the heat death of the universe, and there's nothing good at the end of that road—quite literally."

"But the point is that you know you want to do something, and you do it. My daughter, Kelly, is the same. Even as a little girl, she always set these goals for herself: win an art contest, the science fair, get into college, graduate with honors. I don't know if those are necessarily the best goals, but she tried to do something."

"That isn't true for both of your children?"

"No…" Elizabeth breathed out. "So here's the question," she began, "My son knows that he comes from money. He knows we could all stop right now and we could easily live on the dividends. With this in mind, should I force my son to do something? Should I force him to work?"

"If his future is already secure, why bother?" Richard asked.

"To be honest, that's the answer I’ve always come up with. ‘Working for the sake of working’ never struck me as wise or logical. What's the point of forcing him into a cubicle? But now, I'm seeing where he's going. He wastes so much time. He spends so much money."

"Is that all?" Richard asked.

She bit down. Her lips hardened into a line. She stared off into the distance. Finally, Elizabeth aimed her gaze back to her friend, "No. That's not all. He has been lying to me. He has been going to several of our estates, collecting our art, and selling it off." As she uttered those words, she could feel the bile gather at the back of her throat. "I loved some of those pieces."

"It sounds like you need to punish your son."

"No," she said. "That won't work. He knows that there’s always going to be another payday. That's the really frustrating thing about Darren. He can endure any kind of punishment."

"Any kind of punishment?" Richard asked as he raised one eyebrow.

Right away, they both understood precisely what he meant. Even so, Elizabeth didn't say anything. Her heart pumped, and there was that steady rhythm. Simultaneously, she still waited for a different kind of insight, some other grand inspiration. Like so many other parents throughout human history, she had this boy, and he had wandered so far from everything she would have expected and approved of. He drank. He wasted time.

When she closed her eyes, she thought of her children, and she itched to be proud. Whenever she needed to remind herself that she had done a good job, she thought of Kelly. Whenever she wished to feel that frustrating wound deep within her psyche, she went back to Darren.

"What are you suggesting?" Elizabeth asked.

"There are treatments," Richard said. At this point, he kept his eyes locked on hers. She didn't turn away, and neither did he.

"I'm not going to have my son sold off to a stranger," Elizabeth answered with a biting snort.

"Then don't," Richard replied. "Make the necessary adjustments and send him off to someone else.

"Like who?"

"A trusted, family friend?" Richard asked.

At this point, it was her turn to grab her glass of wine. She stared off into the distance again, only now there was this little smile tugging at the corners of her mouth. "You know what really ticked me off?"

"Besides the thefts?"

"Yes," she hissed. "Besides the thefts." As she spoke, she remembered one of her favorite pieces. It hadn't even been that expensive. It was an abstract spiral of blue and red. She had kept it at one house, and then she went to visit, and she noticed right away: it was gone. Elizabeth hadn't asked any of her security staff to investigate. She already knew what had happened.

He took it. He took it, and he sold it. He probably didn't even get very much for it.

Disgusting.

Was that what her son really thought of their family? Was that his idea of industry? Normally, she gave him as much money as he asked for. Perhaps he had grown tired of asking?

"Several months ago, I tried to talk to him. I tried to convince him to focus on something. To be honest, I don't even care what it is. Does he want to be a poet? A tap dancer? A clown? The specific goal doesn't even matter, but he needs to aim for something. He could become a professional video gamer for all I care. I just want to see him learn and expand and grow. Because for such a long time, he has been dedicated to nothing at all, and it's repellent…" She had never admitted that before, not to herself and certainly not out loud.

"But there is something else, isn't there?" Richard asked. He had lowered his voice. He didn't want to tease or taunt this woman. When she glanced up at him, she saw the respect in his eyes. They occasionally competed in the business world, but this was different; they both knew it.

"He refused. And when he refused, he started shouting, and he told me something very specific. He said that after I was gone, he was going to take as much as he possibly could from his sister. He didn't care if he destroyed all of the businesses. He’d rip them apart, sell off the assets, and go party. Because that's all he wants to do. He just wants to party." At that point, she locked her teeth together. "You know what they really funny part is?"

"What?"

"He's not even very good at it," Elizabeth said. "There are people throughout history who have succeeded based on their social skills. These are the women and men who have been able to build or tear down empires based on the connections and networks they establish. I can respect that. But that isn't what he wants. He doesn't know what he's doing. He's just wasting everything."

"As I said before, there is another option."

"Could I do something like that?" Elizabeth’s voice drifted, like those words could’ve been directed at her friend or herself.

"You could always threaten him," Richard said.

"I tried that."

"How?"

"Michelle?" Richard asked.

Right as the car dropped him off, Darren yanked out his phone, and he found the number for their personal maid. "Michelle, I want you in my bedroom right now," he said. The slut didn't even get to say anything before he hung up.

Mostly drunk and still a little bit high, Darren stumbled through the hotel lobby. He found the elevator, and then he hit one button, only to realize that his room was on a different floor. No, not that floor. A different one. By the time he hit the fourth button, he was fairly confident that he was right. He wobbled on his feet, his weight swaying from side to side.

The doors opened, and he headed out. He pulled out his key card, and he went into his suite.

"Ah, there's the slut I ordered," he said when he saw Michelle.

Darren had a vague understanding of what had happened to this slave slut. Apparently, she had messed with the wrong people, made a mistake, entered into the wrong kind of contract, and consequently ended up on an auction block. And now, she looked amazing. There was something about the waves in her hair, her full lips, and her big breasts.

On that particular night, he had gone to three different clubs with his friends. They drank and flirted with the serving staff. Even so, he struck out again and again. He didn't understand it, of course. Even though he had flashed the cash, none of those servers or bottle sluts offered to go home with him.

He was still horny, and that's why he smirked back at Michelle. Obviously, this wasn't his first choice, but her moist mouth could still serve his needs.

"On your knees, slut," he ordered.

"Yes, sir," she said, dropping to her knees. She looked ridiculous in that French maid uniform. Even the actual maids who worked at this hotel didn't have to wear demeaning gear like that. More importantly, they didn't have to obey the hotel guests...not like this.

Michelle dropped down, and he thought about teasing her. He could have slapped her across the face, yanked on her hair, or lifted up her skirt to reveal her panties or what was hidden underneath.

"You know what you are?" Darren taunted her. "You're a toy. That's it. You're just a toy for powerful man like me to use."

"Yes, sir," she said automatically.

He loved hearing that acknowledgment, that automatic and easy acquiescence. Michelle couldn't think for herself. That much was obvious. She had been so thoroughly trained. For a couple of seconds, Darren wondered who she had been before his mother decided to purchase her.

Then he burst out laughing. But the joke wasn't good enough if he didn't share it, so he looked down into her eyes, "Do know what I was just laughing at?"

"No, sir. What were you laughing at?"

"You," he said. "I was just wondering who you used to be. What was your life like before you had put on that uniform and that makeup? What was your life before you became a slave?"

She started to say something.

Darren reached down and casually grabbed her by her throat. His fingers pressed down against the sides of her neck. He squeezed just a little bit, and her eyes bulged. "Then I decided I don't really care. That's the funny part, Michelle. You’re a slave, so you do whatever you're told. You get to be the stress relief for more important people—people like me." With his free hand, he reached for the zipper on his pants.

Even as he unleashed his vitriol, he thought of the women he had encountered tonight. There was the redhead, the two blondes, the Asian girl, and that trio of Hispanic women. He had done his best to sound smooth and suave. He had come up to them, and he used his best lines and moves.

He had been in this dry spell for a while, but that didn't matter because he still had the slave down on her knees. Maybe she didn't really "count" since she was the family plaything, but Darren could still relax. That was one of the most frustrating parts of going out to strip clubs, bars and other venues. He would see these beautiful women, but he wouldn't be a lot to do. Considering his wealth, he could have paid for some affection, only that was a line he refused to cross. This wasn't a question of morals or ethics. Rather, he knew his own worth and value. For him, it would have been a question of pride.

Besides, he could always blow his load right there in Michelle’s whore mouth.

He drew his hand away from her neck. She gasped, her cheeks already a slightly darker shade of pink. Only then, he grabbed her by her hair. He tugged, and now he yanked out his erect cock. Excitement and frustration mixed together deep at his center.

"Lick," he said, yanking her forward.

The slave braced herself on her hands and knees. She leaned in, and she began to lick as commanded. She started at the right side of his shaft. Her tongue and the tip of her nose started along his member. Closing his eyes, he lifted his head and yielded to that power and authority. Occasionally, he glanced down to see the light shine off of her pretty hair.

"Good. Good girl," he said. "That's right. You know this is where you belong, don't you? This is who you were always meant to be. That's why you're on your knees. You aren't smart enough or strong enough to figure out how the world really works. You messed up." He chuckled.

Then he yanked on her hair, and he pulled her back. "Say it. Say you're just a dumb slut and that's why you're on your knees right now."

"Sir, I'm just a dumb slut, and that's why I'm on my knees right now."

At this point, he grinned savagely before he yanked again. Darren pulled her forward, and he stabbed her pretty mouth with his hard shaft. He shoved his stiff member of the way up to the back of her throat.

By now, she had been trained. Michelle had been used by Darren and so many of his mother's guests over and over again that she learned to serve with a remarkable degree of obedience and dedication. Better yet, she seemed almost eager.

In truth, he thought he could still see the defiance flare her eyes from time to time. Although Darren had no idea exactly how she had been trained, he didn't really care. This was about power, after all. This slave didn't warrant his attention. In fact, he grinned again, lifting his chin and shaking his head from side to side.

"Damn you to really are good at this, aren't you?" As he spoke, he wondered about the mysterious Crestwood Asylum. His mother had mentioned it from time to time, yet he didn't really understand what could happen there. He knew that it was a place where a servant like Michelle could be manufactured, but what that mean exactly? What were the specific details and processes?

As with most things in his life, Darren didn't worry about it. Instead, he had this girl on her knees, and she gave him the stress relief he required. He thought about using her in other ways, only then he dismissed the idea. Instead, he pumped her pretty face, thrusting hard and fast, pushing in and yanking back over and over again.

Wild excitement dissipated the disappointment from his failures that night.

Better yet, he hurt Michelle. He yanked on her hair, and her eyes watered. He pushed forward again, thrusting up. He drew back. He let her soft, pillowy mouth glide along his shaft.

He knew that if he ever got a girlfriend or even got married, he might have to send her to the Crestwood Asylum. After all, this dumb servant slut had certainly spoiled him. He would want any other girl in his life to be just as eager and just as dedicated.

Then another thought occurred to him. He recalled his request earlier that night, calling his mother…

Elizabeth Greenfield was a powerful and well respected woman. She had authority. People listened to her. And yet, there was always that irritating frustration at the edges of his mind whenever he thought of his mother. He hated having to ask her for money. At the same time, he knew better than to try to jump into one of her ventures. Her employees and associates would always see him as the idiot brother in the family.

They had no idea.

And yet, he wondered if he could go to the Crestwood Asylum and sign his mother up for a few treatments…

As he got his cock sucked, he knew he wasn't supposed to have those kinds of thoughts. Still, these were his fantasies. He didn't have to worry about what anyone else said or thought.

In fact, if he was going to have his mother committed, what about his sister? All at once, he would have complete control over the Greenfield empire. Obviously, he didn't know as much as either woman, but did that really matter? In this day and age, he could always look up whatever he needed. More than that, he could always hire the right people to handle the day-to-day operations.

Both women underestimated him.

Would he do it?

Yes. No. Maybe. The possibilities strobed behind his eyes, and he started thinking of his sister on her knees, dressed in a straitjacket with a collar around her neck. At first, he fantasized about her with a  gag in her mouth, but it would have been so much better if he could hear her beg and plead.

In middle school, Kelly decided she wanted to participate in a public speaking competition. At the time, Darren had literally rolled his eyes and snorted. When she first told him, excitement lit her features, but he looked right back at her and asked, "Why bother? You know, we’re already rich. Right?" She had just shaken her head and said that it seemed like a cool thing to do, especially because she was interested in the challenge.

At the time, Darren didn't have a good answer for her.

When she lost, he enjoyed a sense of real triumph. She had gone up in front of so many different people, and she had done her best, reiterating her practiced and rehearsed remarks. Kelly had done her best to keep her notes from shaking in her hands. Her voice had cracked.

But when she lost, she made a decision: she was going to try again. Darren teased her. His mother had been outraged, but there are always those little moments when a brother could torment his sister.

Kelly kept performing and competing. She gave speeches on the dangerous effects of climate change, shrinking populations in China, and other all of the esoteric and academic questions that Darren didn't care about. Each time she lost, he had laughed a little louder. Then she took third place. Then second. Then she took second again and finally first. Eventually, she became the public speaking champion in her their state by the time she graduated from high school…

And now, in his fantasy, she'd get to use her vaunted skills for another purpose. She would beg. She would plead with her brother. He’d become her Master, and she would know that she was bound in that straitjacket, on her knees. He could have her gagged. He could have her hair dyed or her body tattooed. He could get her bigger breasts. Maybe she could use some lip injections? Best of all, he would completely control her fate, and she would know it.

Her good grades? Her public speaking awards? All of the efforts she put in while in college? Her efforts at the different companies?

No one would care! She'd just be a dumb slut!

Best of all, she would realize that her brother had always been right.

Maybe it was sick. Maybe it was twisted. Maybe he didn't care, yet he envisioned that beautiful girl down on her knees, and she would be the slave. He wouldn't have to think of her as his sister. He could humiliate her and force her to taste or even swallow down his excitement.

In the real world, his breathing came faster as he took advantage of Michelle. With another pumping thrust, he knew it was time. He didn't want to wait. He didn't want to think about using her in some other way. Perhaps he could have drawn this out, but patience had never been Darren’s favorite virtue. He pushed and again, and this time he held onto the back of her head. Her eyes bulged as she tried to breathe, but he didn't care about her comfort. In the next moment, he let go, and the excitement coalesced into that orgasm. The climax shot through his body as his shaft throbbed and he blew his load against the back of her throat.

"Swallow it down, slut," he ordered. "You were dumb enough to end up as a slave, so this is what you get. Drink it all down. Swallow it. Swallow. That's right. Do it!" He issued those commands, and then he was finally finished.

He yanked back, and he saw Michelle again. Her makeup had gotten smeared, so he laughed and pointed toward the door. "Get out. I'm done with you."

"Yes, sir," she said before she retreated from the room.

Darren threw himself down onto the mattress, and he closed his eyes. He thought of his future girlfriend, his future wife, his sister and mother. There were vague, distant and distorted images playing behind his eyes as he contemplated what he could do. When he pondered his future, he thought he had so many different options.

This boy had no idea.

That night, Darren didn't bother to shower. He could handle that in the morning. Instead, he stayed right there on the hotel bed. He relaxed and let the exhaustion claim him.

When his eyes snapped open again, he felt something on his mouth. He thought it had to be some kind of nightmare. Only then, he peeked to his left and right, and he saw the green goggles glowing above him.

A ridiculous thought popped into his head: aliens?

They had the silhouette of men, and they had grabbed his arms and legs.

Someone pulled out a pair of scissors. He could hear the sounds of tearing-ripping-slicing fabric.

As the panic exploded through his body, he tried to shout out. He attempted to scream. He didn't understand this kind of physical fear.

It was primal and animalistic. When he tried to move, he couldn't! Darren didn't think something like this had ever happened to him. Even back in elementary school, he remembered getting close to a couple of different fights, only he could always bring up his family's wealth and influence. People recognized the Greenfield name. They realized how messing with him would be a very, very bad idea.

Darren didn't get to draw on any of those details. He yanked and twisted, fighting. He bucked and thrashed like a wild animal. He saw the dark figures. His eyes didn’t get the chance to adjust. And then he realized that he sucked in a breath, and there was this sweetly toxic flavor at the back of his throat and along the flat of his tongue. What was happening to him?

Seconds later, someone gave him an injection.

The sedatives kicked in. He lost consciousness.

"Mom, I think there might be a problem," Kelly said.

"There is a problem," Elizabeth replied. "I want you to know that I'm grabbing a flight, and I’ll be there in a couple of hours."

"Okay? But you know, I didn't even tell you what's going on?”

"You can’t find your brother," Elizabeth said.

"Exactly," Kelly said. "Did he throw another tantrum or something?"

"This is a conversation we need to have in person."

"Okay…" Kelly still didn't really understand, but she trusted her mother. They said goodbye and hung up. In the meantime, Kelly went back to work. Every few minutes, she kept glancing up toward the hotel room door. She expected her brother to burst in again and to distract her.

It was annoying. Really annoying.

And yet, she began to ease into the rhythm of work, of going through her to-do list. She savored that sense of accomplishment as she marked off one task after another.

Several hours went by, and she got up. That's when she checked her phone and saw the message from her mother. Elizabeth Greenfield had landed, and she was taking a car over to the hotel.

Standing up, Kelly stretched. She glanced back at her list, and she wondered if there was anything else she should handle at that particular moment. As she learned and worked, she had come to the conclusion that there was always something that needed to be done. There were always new projects that had to be reviewed or data that had to be checked. If nothing else, she could always reach out to their vendors, suppliers, and other corporate allies. Most business schools didn't talk about it very much, but the ability to "play well with others" had to be one of the most important aspects of professional success. The world simply wasn't a meritocracy; the people who got promoted and secured the best contracts were usually the ones who everyone else wanted to be around.

She exhaled, stretched, and decided to head out into the hall. She made her way down into the lobby, just in time to see her mother.

Elizabeth Greenfield wore a cream-colored dress, glasses, and a red scarf around her neck. She came over to her daughter, and then she grabbed Kelly, pulling her into a tight hug.

"Mom, is everything okay?" Kelly had to ask.

"We need to talk," Elizabeth said.

"And we couldn’t talk over the phone?"

"No," Elizabeth said, her tone sharp and stern.

Kelly wasn't used to hearing that note of seriousness in her mother's voice. Yes, they discussed business frequently, but this was different. Elizabeth took Kelly by her hand, she guided her over to one of the empty chairs in the lobby. They sat down, and Elizabeth took a slow breath. "It's about your brother. We need to talk about your brother."

When he woke up, he was groggy and disoriented. Darren tried to sit up. He wanted to rub his eyes. As hard as he tried, he couldn't do it. Instead, he had his arms pressed up against his chest, and then he attempted to speak. He only needed to mumble something or let out a quick curse. Instead, he could feel the plastic ball wedged between his teeth.

Blinking rapidly, he tried to figure out what he could do or say.

From one second to the next, he tried to figure out how he could move. Darren needed to bring his feet together. He couldn't. He tried to sit up again. This time, he succeeded, but it required so much more effort than he expected. First, every muscle in his body felt as though it had been turned to liquid. Little by little, Darren managed to get himself under control, only then he sat up. There. That felt like some incredible achievement. His eyes slid down along his body. He saw his bare feet and the white, leather shackles around his ankles. They kept his legs spread. He tried to wiggle free. He couldn't. And then, with the sinking feeling, dropping onto his stomach, he stared down and saw the straitjacket. There was the white canvas fabric and the outlines of his imprisoned his arms. The restrictive jacket reached down to his pubic hair.

"No, no, no, no," he tried to say, only to hear the muffled, garbled sounds come from his throat. This couldn't be happening. This couldn’t be real!

Turning his head, Darren looked around the room. It was white. He saw a couple of cabinets built into the walls. That was it. There was probably a door behind him.

"Hello?" Darren tried to shout out. "Hello?"

Nothing.

His heart was pounding, and he had hardly moved, yet his lungs pumped. Adrenaline burned hot across his veins. He could feel it at the base of his throat, down in the center of his rib cage, and along each limb.

The seconds rolled into minutes, yet nothing happened.

He was still right there, spread out, strapped down by his ankles, and powerless. Even though he could sit up, his legs remained restrained, and the straitjacket kept this captive from using his arms.

"Fuck this," he growled as though he could rage-quit the entire scenario. Darren made his decision, and he tried to rip his way free from the straitjacket. His muscles flexed, and he worked to tear or twist or break away. With every second, he expected to hear the fabric begin to rip.

This was a joke, he tried to tell himself. It was a joke. It was a dumb joke, and whoever tried to pull this shit on him was going to pay! He was going to do everything in his power to make sure they regretted it!

With a grunt, he yanked to the left. Next, he tried to pull to the right. He fought to kick away from the straps.

His straitjacket didn't care. The buckles and straps didn't stretch or break.

Finally, he fell back down against the soft padding of the exam table.

His breathing relaxed, only then he raised his head again. When he saw his bound, partially naked body, another jolt of frustration raced through his body. He hated this. He hated everything about it.

As a rich boy, he always had options. Even when his mother insisted he do something back in high school or when he tried to go to college, Darren Greenfield had known what it took. He could always cheat. He could pay his fellow classmates to take his tests for him. He could use the best AI to write his papers. There was even that one teacher in middle school he had tried to bribe. Granted, that hadn't worked, but the idea was there, and it went back to the simple reality that he couldn't be punished.

There was no way anyone could keep him here against his will! He was Darren Fucking Greenfield!

His nostrils flared, his breath came sharper, and he sat up again. This time, it was faster. With his weight braced against his buttocks, he tried to twist. He tried to yank and break the straitjacket with nothing but raw, animal brawn.

Perhaps a minute went by where he thrashed around. He still couldn't move his legs. He couldn't even roll off of the exam table. He could have made the attempt, and he would have failed pathetically.

Reluctantly, he dropped back down again. His eyes started to water. A different kind of place in this frustration began to fill his head.

He didn't know how to handle failure, not like this. Normally, Darren Greenfield liked to quit before he could actually feel as though he had failed. But this time, he couldn't get out of there.

Who had done this?

He closed his eyes, and he thought of his sister. Did Kelly think something like this would be funny? No, she wasn’t creative enough, he decided. Maybe it was a rival family? There were other companies, and Darren didn't bother paying attention to the corporate politics, but he understood how the world could work.

Whoever did this, they were going to pay. He ached to see them pummeled, shocked, tamed, and utterly broken. He thought of the most humiliating, degrading pornography, and he wanted to see the perpetrator in one of those videos, online for the whole world to see…

Even if he loved those concepts, he still couldn't do anything.

The door opened behind him. He heard the lock first. It clicked, the door swung in, and someone stepped into his peripheral vision. Right away, he turned his head.

Darren attempted to speak. He tried to tell this young woman who he was and how much money he had. He tried to inform her that he couldn't be kept there. He was a free citizen. More importantly, he was an heir to the Greenfield estate. As such, this girl needed to release him and apologize right away.

Despite his best, frantic efforts, Darren couldn't utter a single one of those words. He tried; he kept talking.

The young woman standing above him and to the left side of his exam table waited patiently.

Eventually, he stopped. "I didn't understand a single thing you just said," she told him.

His nostrils flared again. His nose crinkled with barely contained fury.

More than anything else, he wanted to snarl at her to release him. Of course, that wasn't going to work. Then again, she was supposed to be smart enough to figure out what he wanted and needed, right? Apparently not.

Then he recognized her uniform. She wore white tights, a snug white dress, and a little cap on her with a red cross. In her form-fitting costume, she was dressed like some sexy nurse. He couldn't believe it. He blinked once or twice. What was this? What was going on? With her blonde hair tied back into a pair of pigtails that hung past her shoulders, the nurse held her hands behind her back, and she leaned down. He saw the eyeshadow, the blush, and the gloss along her red lips. She was beautiful. At the same time, he hated how she could see him like this: trapped and vulnerable.

"It's okay," she said. "Lots of patients are confused when they wake up here. First, I want you to know where you are." She paused for dramatic effect before throwing out her arms, "Welcome to the Crestwood Asylum!"

She allowed those words to sink in. The color drained away from his face as his eyes widened. He stared at her, and he kept waiting for her evanescent smile to break into laughter. She couldn't be serious. There was no way. There was absolutely no way he could end up at…Crestwood.

Yes, he had heard about this place, but he had never been here himself. He didn’t know any of the intimate details of exactly what transpired here.

Most of all, he had a vague understanding. That was it.

He and his sister had whispered about it from time to time. Kelly had never been here, either as far as he knew, but she was more involved with the corporate accounting, so she had gone to some of the meetings. She had been with her mother when she met with some of the other patrons here…

Torture. Surgeries. Transformations.

Then there was Michelle…

Before he could stop himself, Darren started shaking his head frantically from side to side. No, he wanted to believe. There was absolutely no way. Something like that simply couldn't happen. He couldn't be at the Crestwood Asylum. It was impossible. This was all just part of the prank. It was part of the joke, and he was supposed to be scared.

Even if he didn't want to admit it, he knew it was working.

"Right now, I'm here to test your responsiveness. Then I’ll get you nice and locked up. Doesn't that sound good? Oh, and you might need a little bit of shock therapy."

Shock therapy. He’d heard the phrase before, but it sounded like something from some 1950s drama. There was no way a modern hospital could use something so cruel or barbaric. As those thoughts flashed behind his eyes, Darren knew the truth.

"But first, we need to make sure you’re nice and smooth down there. How does that sound?" The nurse giggled, "That sounds good, doesn't it? Oh, and you should know who I am, shouldn't you? It wouldn't be fair for me to perform medical treatments on you without introducing myself first."

He stared up into her eyes as he yearned to very clearly articulate himself. He needed to state something emphatically, "You cannot do this because I do not consent to this medical treatment." In any other hospital in any other country, a statement like that might have meant something.

At the Crestwood Asylum, he didn't get to speak. Gagged, the patient could only endure whatever treatment his caregivers decided to implement. He didn't get to say anything. He didn't get a vote.

After about half a minute, the nurse held her hands together, just below her breasts, and she leaned down again. With that same bright and cheerful smile from before, she told him, "My name is Nurse Kaylee. I'm going to be responsible for some of your treatment. Don't worry. I have been here at Crestwood Asylum for more than three years, and I know exactly what I'm doing. I have been thoroughly trained and tamed. I know exactly how to make sure you learn to obey. And before you know it, Dr. Chen will come see you, and she’ll check up on you and make a diagnosis. After that, we can put you through the full transformation based on what your new owner would like to see."

"No!" Darren roared out. "I don't have an owner!" He tried again and again to shape those words, only to feel the plastic ball stuck between his teeth. He fought hard to shape actual words. He needed this woman to understand him, to realize that he couldn't be kept there has some kind of prisoner.

He was Darren Greenfield. Didn't this woman know who his family was? Didn't she know who his mother was?

A corporate rival…It had to be a corporate rival. That was why he had been kidnapped and taken here.

That idea consoled him just a little bit, especially because the nurse drew back, and she went over to one of the drawers. She slid it open, and then she came back. She snapped on a couple of gloves. Next, she pulled out some kind of bottle. She squeezed the tube, and a blue gel squirted down into the palm of her hand. Next, she moved between his legs. More than anything, he wanted to cross his knees and hide his balls, especially because she raised up a razor blade next.

He only froze when she reached down between his legs. First, she rubbed the gel along his pubic hair. It started to tingle right away. He tried to ask her what she was doing. On some level, he had already figured it out, but he still craved the explanation. Or, more likely, Darren really needed to delay this for as long as possible.

The procedure went quickly.

Even if he wished he could stop time, Nurse Kaylee knew what she was doing. She intended to make this happen efficiently. Next, she drew the blade down along his pubic hair. She was shaving him!

He couldn't believe it. Moment by moment, it felt like he was losing something vital. Maybe if she had been some hot girl who had begged for the privilege of shaving off some of his body hair, he wouldn't have objected. And yet, he didn't get to stop her.

This idiot girl could do whatever she wanted.

With her blonde pigtails and her bright, vacuous smile, she didn't look like she really knew what she was doing. That was why he stopped. Paralyzed by a different kind of fear, he worried about what could go wrong.

She didn't settle for just his pubis. Next, she went for his balls. She shaved them, working the blade along his skin.

She pulled away the loose hairs and tossed them into a small compartment built into the side of the exam table. As she worked, she hummed to herself. When she finished, she studied him. "How did that feel? That wasn't so bad, no. Was it?" Again, she grinned.

He glowered at her. He tried to make this girl understand how there’d be consequences for her behavior. Even if she was just "following orders," he could wreck her life! At least, that was what he desperately needed to believe.

Nurse Kaylee didn't seem to notice his frustration. Instead, she peeled away her gloves, and she threw them into the garbage. Then she looked down at him. With her head cocked to the side, she asked, "Would you like completion? As part of your intake process, I need to judge your responsiveness."

His responsiveness?

That sounded like some ridiculous euphemism.

Infuriated, Darren grunted at her. It was a wild, primitive sound without any real content beyond blind rage.

"I guess you don't need it," she said.

That's when she reached down, and she cupped his smooth balls. Next, she worked her hand up along his shaft. She squeezed and stroked. Her fingers moved with expert precision. His eyes locked on one spot as the sensations splashed over his nerves.

Only a little while before this, he had used Michelle. That granted him some small measure of control. It wasn't like he had awoken with the desperate need to climax. And yet, that urge started to grow stronger and stronger as the stimulation raced across his skin.

The yearning grew. It built up inside of his head.

Worse, he made the mistake of closing his eyes. As he did so, he lost the reality of his situation. He forgot about the straitjacket, the straps on his ankles, and the gag in his mouth. Instead, there were just those sensations. Her fingers moved with light, eager expertise. She stroked and squeezed, relaxed her grip, only to brush the gentle pats of her fingertips up and down along his member. His heart kept pounding, and he almost decided to relax into it, like he could pretend this was some eager club girl or someone he met at a bar. Maybe she knew about his family and she intended to impress him.

But then, he was right there on the verge of release, and she drew her hands back.

Her captive patient opened his eyes and stared back at Nurse Kaylee. He itched to ask her why she stopped. At the last moment, he swallowed back those words. Fully cognizant that she wouldn't be able to understand him anyway, he tried to protect some sliver of his dignity.

Nurse Kaylee reached into one of her pockets, and she pulled out her phone. She typed in some information. Then she nodded to herself. "Now it's time for you to get locked up."

What? Were they going to take him into some padded cell?

Despite the fear still lurking at the base of his gut, Darren snorted. Already bound in a straitjacket and strapped down, did they think locking him up in a cell would change anything?

Only then, she didn't release him. She didn't pull him off of the table or call for a bunch of orderlies to tie him down onto a gurney. Instead, she returned to the drawers, opened one, and then she came back. Lifting up the palm of her hand, she showed him something.

At first, he didn't understand. It looked like some abstract sculpture, maybe something his mother might have been able to explain or appreciate.

"This is a chastity cage," Nurse Kaylee said. "In fact, it's going to be your chastity cage!" she made the announcement sound like good news.

Chastity?

He didn't really understand the concept.

Perhaps Nurse Kaylee could read the expression on his face because she leaned down. "Don't worry. I wear one. Dr. Chen has put me on a size-regimen." She grinned. "You know what that means?" Although he didn't shake his head or offer any kind of answer, she still told him, "It means I get a smaller cage every month." She grimaced for a second. "It can be painful, but I know it's good for me, and it keeps me in line!"

She's crazy. This bitch is fucking crazy! Darren couldn't keep that thought out of his head. He stared up at her, and then he tried to break away again. Even though she worked for this facility and could have raised some kind of alarm, he still yanked and twisted. He thrashed around, fighting as hard as he could. He summoned every iota of strength he possessed.

It wasn't enough. None of it was enough!

Darren dropped back down. He had barely been able to move. Perhaps he had twitched a couple of inches to the left or right, but the nurse could still do whatever she wanted with him because he remained trapped.

"Would you like me to touch you some more?"

"No," he said.

"Beg. Beg to get touched," she instructed. As she spoke, Nurse Kaylee's tone shifted slightly. She leaned down and peered right into his eyes.

In that instant, he had to wonder something. "Who were you? Who were you before they did this to you?"

Darren didn't really expect an answer, yet the nurse surprised him.

"Before I arrived at the asylum, I was an auditor with the federal government. I was assigned to work with a large company to double check their books. Their owner didn't like that, and I refused to back down." Nurse Kaylee shook her head from side to side. "I really thought everything would be fine if I just did my job. I followed the procedures, and I wanted to hold this company accountable. If they weren't breaking any rules, then fine! Nothing bad would happen to them."

At this point, he tried to hold off the inevitable for as long as possible, especially because his shaft remained hard, and the nurse still held at the chastity cage right there on the palm of her hand.

He had seen those cages before. He thought of Michelle. There had been those idle moments of curiosity when some perverse sense of interest had taken hold of him. He had asked the enslaved maid about her treatment and everything that had happened to her. She had shivered. Each time she talked about electric therapy, canings, and those chastity cages. She discussed how they could feel, the sense of captivity, the lost control...

Over and over again, Darren came back to the ridiculous mantra. He told himself that he wouldn't allow this woman to put the chastity cage on him. It was a noble and brave idea, only there was one very significant problem: how was he supposed to stop her? What was he supposed to do? In some ways, this felt like a movie. If that was true, he was the main character. As the hero, he was supposed to figure something out. Or if he couldn't figure something out, then someone else needed to burst through that door and rescue him.

Could Kelly do it? What about his mother?

He bit down, and he kept waiting for something to change.

"You didn't beg," Nurse Kaylee told him after several more seconds of introspection.

"I'm not going to beg!"

"Then you’re definitely going to get touched," she said. Holding onto the chastity cage with one hand, Nurse Kaylee reached down with the other. First, she casually slipped her hand between his legs. Her fingers moved closer and closer to his opening. Her fingers started down underneath his balls, and his eyes widened.

"No!"

Revulsion washed over him. It wasn't the girl who touched him. If he focused on her, he could ignore the person she had once been. Instead, he saw her beautifully sculpted cheeks, her full lips, and the cute slope of her nose. He saw her breasts, her pretty hair, and he could have lost himself to the fantasy.

And yet, that lost control dug down into him. Darren Greenfield was supposed to be the kind of man who could make his own decisions. When he walked up to any bouncer at any club, Darren always knew he had enough money to make his way past the velvet rope. Perhaps he didn't have a lot of luck with the ladies, yet he still recognized his own power and worth.

Only now, he couldn't mention his mother, his family's wealth, or anything else to make this stop.

Darren had never really considered that opening. He had never really touched his ass. But now, her fingers slid down, and she came closer and closer to penetrating him. "You're going to be very popular. I bet your new owner is going to have so much fun with this, especially because you seem to be so very, very responsive." It was true. His cock twitched. He hated this, and he clenched down as much as he could. His muscles locked, and he tried to lose himself to some fantasy, some other idea. Like so many other patients who had been strapped down to that same exam table, he searched for some way out. If he couldn't physically escape, then maybe he could hide his thoughts and feelings.

The nurse didn't let him go. With two fingers, she stroked him. She moved along his opening. She pushed down, stretching her arm and angling her wrist. Her digits slipped along his crevice.

With every second, the tension continued to lock his muscles, tendons, and joints.

"And that’s enough of that," she announced.

She pulled her hand away.

Disappointment flooded through his body. He tried to ignore it. He tried to hide it. With his eyes closed and his head pulled back, he pouted. The frown curved along his lips, and his fingers shoved it down into his palms.

"It's okay. You're going to learn that you don't have control. From now on, every important decision will be made by your owner and Dr. Chen. She’ll know exactly how to take care of you. She’ll how to cure you!"

"I don't need to be cured!"

"Oh? I saw your file."

Even with the desires still throbbing through his body, he opened his eyes and glowered at her. He tried to intimidate this nurse. She answered his glare with a vacuous smile. For her, there could be no real threat, not from a patient. He was bound and helpless. His body was on display, and she could do whatever she needed to. There were other people she feared, but Darren would never be one of them.

"What, what’re you talking about?" Darren finally forced to the words out onto the air.

"Your file," she said. "As a part of your intake process, Dr. Chen had her associates do some research. They found that you’re a narcissistic boy with delusions of significance. You have adopted numerous maladaptive coping mechanisms, so you need to be here. This is going to be good for you. We are going to cure you."

"That's bullshit," he growled back at her.

"Is it? Tell me. Are you very successful in your life?"

He opened his mouth. Right away, he intended to point to his successes. People always treated him with respect. That meant he had accomplished a lot. Right? But as he stared back at that girl with her pretty features, her cute cap and tight, white dress, Darren couldn't come up with a good response. His mind jumped to his educational, personal, and academic achievements.

He didn't have any…

He didn't have any close friends. He didn't have a girlfriend. He hadn't finished college. He barely finished high school, and even that probably came down to a question of the administrators deciding they didn't want to deal with him for another year.

"It makes sense," Nurse Kaylee told him. "Included in your file was information about your sister. She's very successful, isn't she?"

"Don't talk about her," he growled.

"I'm not going to insult her," Nurse Kaylee promised.

Right away, he knew that he hadn't been trying to defend Kelly's honor.

"In fact, I'm going to talk about how smart and capable she is. It must be really hard for you. I mean, your sister is objectively better than you."

He had been compared to Kelly before, of course. And yet, most of those individuals had always tried hard to be polite. Apparently, Nurse Kaylee didn't feel that same inclination. She looked down at him. Cocking her head to one side, she smirked. "Face it. She is better than you."

"No," he finally mustered. "That, that's not true."

"Oh?"

"She's not better than me!"

"Compare your achievements with hers."

He refused. He clenched his eyes shut again. He knew how ridiculous he looked. At the same time, he turned his head to one side, like he could simply look away from the reality of his situation.

"Professionally, she has been very successful. Academically, she achieved quite a few different honors. People like her. They respect her. They know that she is a capable individual. You, however, are not. You can't admit it, but you have failed, Darren. You were given so many different opportunities and chances, but you wasted them all." She shook her head from side to side. "Maybe it's time for you to admit that. Would you like to admit it? Would you like to be truthful with me?"

"None of this is the truth! You are holding me against my will! This is illegal! This is false imprisonment!" Darren had no idea where he had picked up those phrases, yet he let them spew out onto the air.

"This is for your own good. Nothing that happens here is illegal, especially since you have already been remanded to our custody by the local judge."

"What…?"

"The police decided that you weren't capable of making your own decisions, so you were brought here."

"What about my family?"

"Enough talking," she said. "If you want to demonstrate that you can control yourself, then you need to relax before the electroshock therapy."

Electroshock therapy? The phrase echoed inside of his head, and his eyes narrowed as he glared up at the nurse. Within a second of realization, his heart hammered as he tried to comprehend what she meant. The phrase sounded familiar. It seemed like something from some period drama.

"Can you control yourself? Can you relax your body?" As she spoke, she glanced it down at his cock. He remained stiff.

This time, Darren refused to answer. He pressed his lips together into an angry line, and he stared up at the ceiling. He tried to pretend none of this affected him, like he was done with her.

He shook his head as she reached up. She attached electrodes to the different sides of his face. There was one on the right side, another on the left, then two more pressed down against his forehead. From there, she adjusted the wires. Last, she held up the controller. "You might feel a slight stinging sensation," she said.

This wouldn't impact him. It wouldn't affect him. He wouldn't let it!

Bracing himself as best he could, Darren tried to pretend that those electrodes were not pressed to his skin. He did his best to ignore the cold adhesive, the audible hum, and the strange sensations of having stickers attached to his face. Instead, he forced himself to relax.

"Have fun," she said.

He didn't understand, but then she hit a button, and the electricity roared through the wires and up into the electrodes. It splashed down into his body.

The agony bloomed along his skin, stabbing at every nerve he possessed all at once. This thoughts vanished. He disappeared. There was nothing but that storm, that wild burst of existence that was made up entirely of pain. Then it stopped, and he felt as though he had lost minutes or hours.

"How do you feel now? Are you willing to tell me that your sister is better than you?"

"Go to hell!" Darren cried out those words without thinking, only now she held the controller up in front of him. Instinctively, Darren tried to reach out for it. He wanted to grab onto it and snatch it from her grip.

She tapped the button again.

A fresh surge of electricity washed over him. The voltage seeped into him, making him scream. He didn't think about it. At this point, he couldn't even try to hide from the sensations.

"There. That was good for you," she told him. "You need this. You need this because of your delusions."

"I, I need to talk to a real doctor," he gritted out. She had given him a couple of seconds to recover. He used that time.

"No. I'm sorry. The doctor won't see you until she takes you into surgery."

"Into surgery…?"

"That's right," she said.

"No, wait!" He tried to sit up, to jerk away, but it was too late. The nurse had already decided to hit the button again.

Another storm of electricity struck him. It felt like getting stabbed by lightning from every direction. All at once, the energy burned across his body, making him howl out. He screamed until his lungs were raw, his throat dry and burned by effort.

Then it stopped, and he looked up at her.

"Are you ready? Are you ready to tell me that your sister is better than you?"

His nostrils flared. He shook his head from side to side. But then she lifted the controller. "Are you sure?"

He wasn't.

As hard as he tried, he couldn't summon any bluster, any confidence, any brazen defiance. Instead, he stared at that woman, and the seconds ticked by: one, two, three. His muscles twitched from the remembered agony. Finally, he forced himself to speak. "Fine. I, I will do it."

"What was that?"

"I'll do it!"

"Go on," Nurse Kaylee said.

When he looked up at her, he searched for some sadistic impulse playing across her features. Instead, he saw simple complacency. This individual had been completely and utterly subordinated to her superiors. She would do whatever she was told. She would be completely obedient. She didn't necessarily want to hurt him, but she would do it again and again, all because her owners gave her the commands.

As he realized this, something inside of him started to sink. His head dropped down. He didn't know what to do. He didn't know what to say.

"Last chance," Nurse Kaylee prompted him.

"She's better than me!" Once those words jumped from his mouth, he couldn't stop himself. "She's smarter than me. She stronger than me. She knows what she's doing. She can make her choices. She is going to do whatever she wants, and I can't compete with her. I was never able to compete with her!"

"Good boy," Nurse Kaylee said right as she hit the button again.

The boy screamed until he blacked out.

"From what I understand, you have been given authority over just how big they are," said a woman. Her voice seemed to come from far, far away. He had been given permission? Permission for what? Why would he care how big they were? What were they even talking about?

Darren forced his eyes open. He saw a bright light shining down on him. The illumination stabbed into his skull. Quickly, he jerked his head to the side, even as he dropped his eyelids back down. He tried to hide in the warm darkness. Blurs of orange and red floated around his vision.

"Can I see them again?"

That voice!

It was familiar.

He recognized her voice: Kelly. Her name popped into his head. And then he remembered his sister. Worse, there was that pulse of shame that washed over him. It felt like a wave that started at the base of his stomach and expanded out into his shoulders, arms, legs. He could feel it all the way up along the back of his neck and to the top of his head.

He tried to open his eyes again, and then he saw her.

Kelly stood off to one side. She wore some kind of surgical mask, but she had on her usual outfit: a dark gray skirt, a black blouse, a red vest. She looked cute, like she was about to head into an office. Whenever he saw her like that, he was always tempted to tease her. She looked more like a secretary, he liked to say. Of course, she had received several promotions. She took on more and more responsibility within their family's firms and subsidiaries. He had teased her. More importantly, he had secretly hoped she might mess up some large project here or there.

It never happened.

She took her work seriously. She focused on those companies and their goals. Nepotism was obviously a concern, yet she quickly earned the respect of her coworkers, colleagues, and superiors.

"Here they are," said the other voice.

"It looks like he's waking up," Kelly said as she noticed movement in her peripheral vision. She made eye contact with her brother. She didn't say anything to him specifically.

"That's okay. I think it's a little bit more fun if he is awake for this."

"For the whole thing?"

"He’ll probably pass out again," said the other woman.

"I see," Kelly said.

"If you like, we can use some very effective anesthesia," said the other woman. That's when Darren finally focused on her. She looked a little bit older. She was Asian. She had shining black hair, rounded features, and she was taller than he expected. Then again, he was strapped down.

Wait. He was strapped down?

Darren finally lifted his head. Or at least, he tried to lift his head. When he tensed his neck, he failed. He couldn't raise his chin or look down along the length of his body. Instead, his head had been strapped into place. Worse, he could feel the cool air brush along his naked arms and legs, down his bare torso…

"I'll consider it," Kelly said. "But if I don't bring it up again, we can go with our previous plan."

"Excellent," said the woman in the white laboratory coat. Slowly, she turned back, and she looked down at him. She seemed to consider him for just a moment or two. Then she turned away. "Here are my nurses, and here are the choices. As you can see, the first option is relatively small."

When he strained, he tilted his head just a little bit to the left. That allowed him to see the three nurses standing off to the side. Each one held a pair of oval gel pads. He didn't know what they were.

"And these models need to be replaced?"

"These implants are some of the most durable I have ever seen," said the doctor.

"Perfect. So it really just comes down to a question of size? There's no real difference between them after that?"

"Strictly speaking, you are correct," agreed the doctor. "That said, I think it's important that we recognize there are meaningful psychological differences."

"Oh?" Kelly asked. She glanced down at her bound brother. She didn't seem to mind seeing him completely naked.

That's when his cock twitched, and he could feel it; there was the odd weight and sensation of captivity around the root of his scrotum and up to the length of his shaft. He tried to look down the length of his body again. He failed. Even so, he knew what it was.

The chastity cage.

His brows tightened, and that's when he realized he could speak. At least, he tried. "What's going on? Where am I? Kelly, let me up! Get me out right now!" He called out those words and expected to hear his sharply articulated voice. Instead, there was just the jumbled mumbling of a gagged patient.

For one or two seconds, it seemed as though his sister actually understood him. Kelly came up to the edge of the surgical table, and she looked down into his eyes. Her gaze swept from his hairline down to his face, along his naked body, and then she studied his chastity cage.

"We have to give him another orgasm?"

"No," Dr. Chen informed her. "That is ultimately going to be for you or his new owner to decide."

Kelly?

All at once, the realization that his sister was actually standing above him crashed into his body. If she was standing there, that meant she knew what was going on. And yet, she didn't look disturbed or upset. Instead, she seemed completely relaxed and at ease, as though she had known all of this was going to happen…

Right away, his brain jumped to another possibility: this had to be some kind of ploy on her part. Maybe he had been kidnapped, and she had heard about it, so she came to rescue him. But, of course, she couldn't just start throwing a tantrum, especially because he was vaguely aware of the rules at Crestwood. As childish as it sounded, it always seemed to come down to some variation of "possession is nine tenths of the law". Once someone had been admitted, they were property. They could be owned. And if someone had been kidnapped first, that individual became the captor's property.

Perhaps Kelly was there to negotiate on his behalf? Maybe she had been close? Yeah. That had to be it.

Only there was something about her expression. Maybe it was the slight smile. He knew his sister fairly well. Perhaps he had always resented the efforts she put into all her endeavors, but he still knew her. They had still grown up together. When they were younger, they had been closer. They had been friends.

"What you think about that, Darren? Should we let you have another orgasm before we hand you off to him?"

It was that final word that scared him the most. Theoretically, he knew he was supposed to be terrified of the restraints, the chastity cage, the doctor standing just off to the side, and yet it was that last word.

Him. Who was it? What was she talking about?

Then he thought of Michelle. He thought of Nurse Kaylee.

His heart started pounding faster all at once. The exhaustion and frustration pummeled into him. He started to buck and yank and twist against his bonds all over again. His muscles tightened and flexed as he threw himself to the left, then the right. He struggled as hard as he could by pumping every ounce of strength he possessed into his limbs.

"Let me up!" Darren tried to snarl out. "Let me up right now!" He couldn't talk around the gag.

At some point, he dropped back down. With his chest pumping up and down from every frantic breath into his nostrils, he had to rest. Kelly watched him, and now she turned back to the doctor. "What do you think the different psychological effects would be?"

"Largely, depends on how much independence and freedom you want to allow the patient. If you go with the smaller implant, there will be that constant reminder, you also allow him a modicum of hope."

"Really? How so?" At this point, Kelly held her arms behind her back as she considered the physician. Most of all, he recognized that tone and expression. It was the one Kelly used whenever she wanted to impress an authority figure. He couldn't remember the first time he saw her use it, but he still experienced that familiar flash of exasperation. Kelly had always tried so hard to impress teachers and parents, any adult, anyone in a position of power.

"Essentially, it will give him the option of attempting to hide these curves. The weight and pressure will always be there, of course. But with a pair like these, he will look more like an adolescent girl. Consequently, he could try to bind his chest, or wear especially loose clothing...assuming his owner gives him the opportunity. At this point, are you intending to sell him?"

"Yes," Kelly said. "I think that decision has already been made."

What? No! Kelly couldn't sell him! She was just his sister!

Even as that idea occurred to him, Darren had to acknowledge how a place like this worked. He may not have known a lot about his mother's ventures, yet he recognized the brutality of business. On the surface, companies could go on and on about how they cared about the environment, society, and injustice. They could all talk about how they wished to offer some kind of positive contribution to the world. Any observer with just a little bit of cynicism could look at the situation a little harder and realize that every corporation existed for one goal: profit. Despite the founders' TED Talks, those companies existed to make money and to exploit their positions of power. That was it.

Or so most cynical individuals thought.

In truth, the underlying structures of business became so much more brutal than even those pundits and commentators could realize. Every major company employed people who could hire mercenaries, assassins, hackers, and disinformation specialists. This was the underlying truth. Kidnappings, murder, and so much more could be utilized to secure a few extra percentage points of profit, all because the shareholders had to be satisfied. They were the most important audience. Making sure the profit line went up had to matter more than anything else.

Only now, Darren had been taken.

Why?

He looked back up at his sister, and there was a different impulse that resonated at the base of his stomach.

He wanted to beg. He wanted to plead. He didn't care how pathetic he might sound. He just wanted to call out to that girl and to get her to understand that he never posed any kind of danger to her. Didn't Kelly realize that he meant it when he said he just wanted to play video games and go to the clubs and hit on girls? He wasn't going to come after her professionally.

Even as those ideas formed behind his eyes, Darren wondered about those other half-fantasies, the ones where he could've sold his mother and sister to this very institution. But at that moment, he chose not to think about those ideas. Instead, he tried to figure out what she could want.

"What about the medium option?"

Another one of the nurses stepped forward, and Kelly actually reached down. She poked at the implant. It jiggled slightly.

The doctor said, "This is the one we can use if you want to give him a realistic yet feminine figure. Essentially, this is what your average woman would look like."

"I could guess that for myself," Kelly said with a smile. "I'm more curious about how this affects the patient from a psychological perspective."

"It makes the feminization feel more natural," said the doctor. "There has been some debate about this. Does that make the transformation easier? Some argue yes. Some say no. Those in favor believe that the natural curves give the patient something to actually be proud of. Those who are against it think that the transformation process should be as dramatic as possible, so they are obviously against it."

"And the largest implants?" Kelly asked. "What kind of impact do we expect there?"

"These are the ones you use when you want the patient to understand that he has been completely transformed. He will be a totally different person now. These are the ones that make it clear for him. He won't be able to think of himself as the boy he had once been."

"Is there any kind of downside?"

"There is a little bit less realism," said the doctor. "That said, I have spoken to several owners. They said that the large breasts are unusual at first, but they get used to them. It's only the patient who has a difficult time accepting just how far the transformation has taken him."

"I see…" Kelly said. She considered each option.

For his part, Darren pushed the back of his head down against the table and cried out again. Then he realized that he hadn't tried to think through this rationally. Turning his head to one side as much as the restraints allowed, he studied his right wrist. He tried to rotate it, thinking maybe if he could make his arm slippery enough, he would be able to slip free. He kept working at it, only he couldn't break away.

At the same time, he was vaguely aware of the doctor watching him. She studied him, her eyes bright, cunning, and incredibly dangerous. He had no idea what kind of brilliant mind lurked behind those pupils and irises. Even so, a shiver ran across his body, and he suddenly couldn't even struggle. He relaxed, his muscles going slack as if he was paralyzed by her stare.

"I realize that you probably get asked this a lot," Kelly said, "but what do you think? From a purely aesthetic perspective? Which one do you think would work best?"

"I'm always a fan of the largest option," Dr. Chen said. "The transformation should be extreme. He should wake up knowing that his life is completely different, and that he can never go back. Most of all, he should understand that he is not like a regular woman. He’ll be a plaything. He is a toy."

"I see." Kelly nodded again. “And can we give him a more feminine physique?”

"There are bras and harnesses that you can use to help achieve any desired outcomes.”

"Like for a wedding?"

"Exactly," said the doctor.

The wedding?

What was she talking about?

Darren wanted to get angry. More than anything, he wished he could indulge in his usual instincts. When something didn't go right for him, he could always snarl, growl and shout. He’d raise his voice! He could scream if that was what it took. Whenever he entered a restaurant, a club, or a bar, he knew he’d be able to get whatever he wanted. First, he had money. If that didn't work, he could always intimidate the employees all around him.

It was amazing what a tantrum could accomplish.

This time, Darren knew he had to suppress those urges. For once, the noise he made wouldn't be enough to convince his sister to free him. Instead, he had to try something else. Forcing through a calming breath, he looked back up at his sister one more time. At this point, he tried to say something. He tried to speak.

His tone leveled out, and every sound took on this pleading, bleating note of desperation. After all, he had to recognize his position. He was trapped. He was helpless. And even as his eyes watered, he stared up at her.

"What was that?" Kelly asked. "I couldn't understand you."

At any moment, she could’ve leaned down and pulled the gag from between his teeth. She could have allowed this boy to use his lips and tongue to shape real words. Instead, she watched him for several more seconds. He tried again.

Kelly burst out laughing. "Darren, you’ve always been something of a twit. Frankly, I think this is going to be best for you." The uncertainty that had run across her voice before suddenly disappeared as she looked back at the doctor. "Do it. Go with the largest pair. I think those are going to be perfect."

The blade slid across his body. Fresh pain exploded along his nerves. They gave him a shot.

As promised, it didn't remove the pain. The drug simply paralyzed him. Although he could still breathe and blink, that was it. The rest of his body remained trapped. She cut. She slid the implants into place. She sewed him up again. With every horrifying second, he tried to escape.

His body couldn't move. His thoughts disappeared. There was just the feel of that edge, cold and biting until the heat overwhelmed him. Tears ran down the sides of his face as the doctor performed the surgery.

Moment by moment, he hoped he would pass out. He ached and yearned to go into shock. Maybe the drugs kept that from happening. Maybe he couldn't simply disappear into the blackness programmed by evolution.

But then, the doctor grinned down at him. "You know, I think we can do some more with your face. I'm going to have to talk to your sister about that," she said.

Finally, he felt it: another prick. They gave him another shot, and that's when the exhaustion finally saved him from the agony of surgery.

When he opened his eyes, he found himself back in his straitjacket. His legs were spread, and he instinctively tried to hide from reality. He wanted to jump into a fantasy. It was reflexive. He didn't think about the ache in his chest for that new weight. He didn't think about his captivity either. Instead, Darren tried to contemplate something good, something pleasurable. He needed to flee from everything that had transpired.

It must've been some unconscious defense mechanism. In any case, he started thinking about her: Ciara Wicks.

He thought of that petite girl from college. Most of the time, he didn't even go to his classes, but he happened to attend the first day of Geology 17. Right as he walked through the door a couple of minutes late, he glanced at one of the girls in the front row. She was gorgeous with her rounded cheeks, her shoulder length brown hair and glasses. At first, he thought he was into her because he was bored. He sat down and didn't bother pulling out a pen or any paper. He didn't have his laptop with him either. Instead, he lounged there at the back of the room, yet his focus kept drifting over toward that girl.

The teacher was almost done calling roll, so he got to hear her name.

Ciara Wicks.

After that first class meeting, he wondered if he should try to ask her out. Something held him back.

Normally, Darren didn't get the chances to interact with the girls around him. And yet, there was something special about her. He couldn't name it. Maybe it was the tone of her voice, the shape of her lips, the angle of her nose, or the hue of her hair.

And then he got lucky.

He went to a pool party, and she was there.

He saw her wearing that one piece and she was hanging out with her friends. Normally, he would have preferred to see a girl in a bikini. He wanted to see the sweep of cleavage, the flat of her stomach, and as much exposed skin as possible.

Instead, he saw that girl in her black bathing suit with a white heart over her chest. Again, something tightened in his stomach. Something twisted with fresh excitement.

He knew he was supposed to ask her out. He was supposed to march up to her and to tell her that he was rich. He was a member of the Greenfield family. That name had opened doors for him before. Why not this time?

Something held him back.

Then he didn't see her after that party. He had asked around, hoping to track her down again. He had hunted around online as well. Still, he couldn't find her.

And yet, that memory of that girl still flared behind his eyes. He thought of Ciara Wicks and how much he wanted to run his hands through her hair. He wanted to pull back the edge of her bathing suit and glide his finger up between her legs. He yearned to pull the straps from her shoulders and to free her breasts. Then he needed to push her down and lick her nipples. Maybe he’d bite at them, making Ciara arch her back and moan through those moaning shivers of pleasure and pain.

Those images were amazing, but they weren't good enough.

He started thinking of Ciara Wicks as someone else, someone who wasn't studious and dedicated to her classes. She wasn't supposed to be the girl who sat upfront and answered all of the teacher's questions.

Instead, he imagined taking her to the Crestwood Asylum. This time, he’d be the client; he would be the buyer. He would go to the nurses and doctors, and he would make his decisions clear. These were the changes he expected. These were the modifications. And best of all, he would stand above her in that operating room, and he would look down into her eyes. He wouldn't be cruel about it, but he could smirk and say something like, "Don't worry about it. You’re going to get everything you need. By the time they're done, you’re going to be a perfect slut slave for me."

Slut slave.

Yeah, he liked that phrase. He liked it a lot.

And then, when it was time to bring her home, she would have long blonde hair, big eyes, trimmed brows, and those ridiculously full lips. Her enhanced chest would always remind her of her status. Better yet, he’d be able to look down into her cleavage and reach up, gliding his palms along her nipples and making her twitch. This wouldn't be kind or generous. Instead, she’d become his favorite fuck toy!

Then he could think about how he wanted to dress her. Maybe a schoolgirl uniform? It could be one of those little Japanese sailor outfits…She'd look hot with the sailor collar at her back, the white leotard, and that stupidly short, green and pleated skirt. With every swish of her hips, he’d get to see the white thong he’d make her wear.

Or maybe a French maid costume?

Or perhaps he should dress her like one of the nurses?

He wondered what a girl like Ciara would've thought about that.

In truth, she probably would have hated it, but he wouldn't have to worry about that. He knew all about Crestwood Asylum's behavioral modification programs. He had never read any of the brochures, nor had he talked to anyone who utilized their services. Still, he saw what had happened to Michelle. Or rather, he witnessed the end result. He knew how an individual could be wiped and transformed, sculpted and reshaped into something better.

Ciara could become the ideal plaything for this boy.

Most of all, he wanted to be able to snap his fingers and order her down onto the floor. Sometimes, that would mean this girl would bend her knees and look up at him, her wide eyes, eager and full of desire as she got ready to suck his cock. She would lick and slurp, bobbing her head forward and back. He’d get to pump into her. And maybe, from time to time, there would be those little flashes of frustration, humiliation, and defiance. Despite her retraining, this girl would understand that this wasn't supposed to be the life she had aimed for. Maybe she would think about her desire to become a doctor, a scientist, or some researcher.

Too bad.

This girl was a slut and his slave. She’d lick and suck. She’d bob and slide her head forward and back, her tight, moist lips eagerly sucking on his shaft. And if he didn't feel like that, he could command this girl into that same spot at his feet, only now she would bow down with her ass in the air, her legs spread. She’d be hot and ready for him, just like a bitch in heat.

Darren embraced those fantasies. They came in scattered flashes and images as he struggled to flee the reality of what his life had become.

He needed to think of himself holding her by her hair, pumping into her and claiming this girl with every powerful thrust.

His cock would twitch as he came so hard!

That's when he felt the contours of the chastity cage out in the real world. For a while now, his shaft had strained against the metal, except now he blinked his eyes open. At once, there was the sharp stab of pain along his chest, plus the restraints between his legs.

He tried to move, to sit up.

He started to rise, only to feel gravity yank him back down again. At the same time, he noticed something else. The shape of his body seemed to be off. There was something wrong.

"What's happening?" Darren tried to ask. He blinked and looked around. The room was white. Then he noticed the soft contours of the padding. He was in an actual, padded room! Not only that, he was trapped in a straitjacket. He glanced down, only then his eyes widened. Disbelief exploded through his body. He didn't want to believe it. He couldn’t. He refused!

"What, what is this?" Darren whispered. His lips shaped those words, only he didn't really comprehend what he was seeing.

There was cleavage. There was cleavage down along with the width of his chest. This straitjacket looked different. He couldn't believe it. It was open. It showed the contours of his skin.

No, he told himself. Tightening his eyes shut, he tried to block it out. Instantly, he refused to believe it. He refused to accept it. This wasn't right. It wasn't real. It couldn't be happening!

He had implants.

He had breasts.

His breathing came faster and faster.

Before he could really panic, the door burst open, and a pair of orderlies came in. They were tall men with broad shoulders. Darren peeked up, and he almost felt like these guys should be on his side. If nothing else, they were all men, right? Only then, Darren realized that he had been altered. He thought of Michelle. He thought of that slave, and Darren realized the same thing was going to happen to him. He couldn't accept it. He couldn't tolerate the concept.

The orderlies grabbed him. They pulled him up onto his feet. They dragged him out of the room and down the hall.

With every step, he tried to squirm, yet he felt exhausted, either from the last effects of the sedatives or from the exhaustion of surgery.

With quick efficiency, they brought him into another room. They pushed down onto a table. They strapped this patient into place with bands pushing down on his forehead, his neck, shoulders, and then his ankles. Within moments, they had him completely immobilized

Then the nurse came in. It wasn't Kaylee. It was someone else, but she attached another set of electrodes to his head. Then she set the controller right there on his stomach.

She turned around and left without saying anything.

What was this? What was going on? What was happening?

The door opened again.

He could talk. He had to say something.

He saw Nurse Kaylee. This time, he pleaded with her, "Please. Please, you have to let me go. You can't keep me here."

"That's cute," she said. "But you know, we can keep you here. We can keep you trapped for as long as we want. The director of this facility even spoke to a friend of hers."

"A friend of hers?" With the fear pumping along his veins, he knew he had to speak, if only to hold off the inevitable for as long as possible. Perhaps, deep down, Darren already knew what was going to happen. He already understood what the doctor had ordered for him…

"A judge," Nurse Kaylee said. "Your rights have been revoked."

"Revoked?"

"That means they were taken away, silly!"

"I know what the word means!" Darren snarled.

"Then why did you ask?" Nurse Kaylee inquired, looking down at him, her expression bright with playful innocence.

"Please. Please, you just have to let me go," he insisted, switching tactics. "Please? Please, let me go!"

"Why?"

"Haven't you done enough? Look at me!"

"Darren, this is just the beginning," said the nurse. "Your sister hasn't decided what else she wants to do with your face."

"Fine. Then bring my sister in here. Please, just give me the chance to talk to her!" He really believed that if he had the opportunity, then he would be able to go to Kelly and convince her to release him. Yes, the surgery was terrible, but the procedure could be reversed. Right?

"I'm sorry. That's not how this works. Dr. Chen has already issued the order."

"Order? Order for what?"

"Personality correction," Nurse Kaylee told him.

Personality correction…? The words echoed inside of his head, but he didn't really understand. Then, all at once, he figured it out. He remembered his shaft tightening, the excitement, the flash desire, only he wasn’t supposed to be the one who got "corrected"! It was supposed to be a girl like Ciara, some snotty feminist who deserved to be transformed. As the moisture drained away from his mouth, he stared up at Nurse Kaylee.

"No. You can't be serious."

"Let's give you a little taste, shall we?"

"No!" Darren cried out. "I don't need a little taste!" He hated how childish and juvenile those words sounded, only he couldn't take them back.

The nurse picked up the controller. She adjusted the controls. With the tap of a button, she zapped him.

Electricity shot into the wires and down through the electrodes before hitting his skin. The pain lanced along his body, starting there at the top of his face and splashing down along every inch of skin.

It wasn't as bad as he expected, yet it still stung.

"Now, there's a really important idea that you need to understand, Darren. This treatment is for your own benefit. I’m going to work on curing you. The doctor has studied your file, she has reviewed your history, and she knows all about you. Dr. Chen wants me to shock you, so I'm going to shock you until you can cooperate. That's because you need to learn how to obey your owner. You need to learn how to be a good slave."

Slave…

She had finally said it.

Instantly, he tried to jerk his head from side to side. Simultaneously, he worked to rip his arms free from the soft, imprisoning confines of his straitjacket. Every attempt failed, however. Those who worked at Crestwood Asylum knew exactly what they were doing, so keeping a boy like Darren trapped proved to be no challenge at all.

"That's not right," he said. "That can't be right!" He frantically panted as he gasped out those words, one after another.

"So what do you think you are?"

He blinked, confused. He hadn't really expected a question like that. Still, he needed to say something. He had to answer.

"I, I'm my own man!" There. He said it. Then, as she continued to gaze down at him with this condescending, patronizing expression painted across her face, he repeated those words. "I’m my own man! I’m own man, and I can make my own decisions!" For good measure, he added, "I'm not a slave! I am never, ever going to be a slave! You can't turn me into a slave!"

"Really? You don't think Dr. Chen can turn you into a slave?"

Darren drew in a breath. His lungs expanded, and he knew he had to say something. He had to speak, only the words refused to form behind his eyes or between his ears. His thoughts turned into this vacuum. There was just a hollow void of disbelief and denial.

"I'm my own man!" Darren insisted again.

"And there it is," she said. "That’s your delusion. That is why you need to be cured. That is why you need to be fixed."

"You're trying to transform me!"

"We are trying to cure you," Nurse Kaylee promised. She flashed another sweet grin. He hated it. He hated how she could be beautiful and dangerous all at the same time. He hated knowing that she had gone through this exact same treatment. As she worked on him, she demonstrated just how helpless someone could be.

Right away, Darren fought to convince himself that he would be different. He was stronger, smarter, better. He would be able to resist.

Even as that idea surged across his mind, she looked down into his eyes, and Nurse Kaylee instructed, "Tell me you’re delusional. Tell me you’re delusional and that you need to be corrected."

He gritted his teeth together. The patient’s lips pulled back into a silent snarl, and he glared back at her with all of the vitriol he possessed. He tried to intimidate this girl, like one lingering stare might be enough to break her morale. It was a nice idea. It was a lovely idea. It was also an idea doomed to failure.

She hit the button.

Darren must've known it was going to happen. And yet, she had adjusted the controls, so it wasn't that quick, sharp burst of pain. It wasn't just a snap of electricity that darted along his skin, only to disappear like some static shock. This next blast of energy roared through his body. It ripped across his senses. His eyes were wide open and pointed toward the ceiling, yet he didn't see anything. He screamed, except he couldn't hear those incoherent sounds either. Taste and smell vanished. There was only pain, just that raw surge of agony like nothing else he had ever experienced.

Then it stopped.

He dropped back into his body. His eyes were wet, and he blinked back those tears.

At the same time, Darren confronted another impulse. It was a different desire, and he hated it with every particle of his being: surrender.

"I know this is difficult for you. I know it's hard. You want to be able to fight, don't you? But deep down, you know, you can't. You already know that you’re property. You know that you’re a slave. You know that this is going to be good for you. You can feel it."

"No, I can't!" Darren roared back at her.

She hit the button again.

A fresh storm of angry electricity cascaded through his body in a flash. It shot down from those electrodes and straight into his flesh. His pain receptors cried out. They pulsed with one jagged burst of agony after another. He didn't want to believe it. He didn't want to accept it. Simultaneously, he tried to kick and squirm. Worst of all, he could feel that strange weight on his chest.

"Tell me that you’re delusional."

This time, Darren couldn't answer with defiance. He couldn't respond with simple, pure rebellion. Instead, his nostrils flared, and he kept breathing. This time, the fear kept him from cooperating. At the same time, it also prevented him from resisting her.

Perhaps, on some level, Darren secretly hoped that if he simply remained silent, this would all go away. Somehow. Intellectually, he had to know that wasn't the case. And yet, he blinked quickly, his vision cleared, and he looked back at Nurse Kaylee.

Then the universe seemed to give him some small semblance of succor. The door opened, and then he saw her again: the woman in the white lab coat.

It was Dr. Chen!

When he spotted the surgeon, Darren opened his mouth, and he wished he could roar at her. He wanted her to tell him that everything would be okay.

Realizing he had very few options, Darren tried something desperate, "If you let me go, I can help you. If you let me go, I can make sure you get my family's entire estate! All of it! Every share, every penny! You can have it all! I don't care if I'm homeless after this. Just let me go!"

She turned back to him. At first, she grabbed a tablet computer off of one of the counters. She swiped across the screen with a single finger, and then she nodded to herself.

Drawing in one deep breath after another, he could feel the too-fast rise and fall of his chest. Worse, there were still those curves, the sensitivity, and that lingering ache from his procedure. This doctor had done something horrendous and unthinkable to him. Even so, he was trying to bribe her! He offered her everything.

"Please?" Darren tried again. He couldn't utter anything more than that. He simply said, "Please?" Then he waited.

Uncertainty swarmed through his head. He glanced over at Nurse Kaylee. The young slave in the white dress turned back, and she now held her hands behind her. She stared off into the distance as she waited for an order or a command.

She’s been completely programmed. She really is nothing but a slave. She sees the doctor, and she will do anything that woman tells her. Darren hated those thoughts, yet he couldn't find any counter arguments. There was no way to prove those first thoughts and ideas wrong. And now, he could only wait even as something even worse occurred to him, Can something like that happen to me? If this woman works on me, will she be able to turn me into some stupid slut slave? Will she turn me into a nurse?

One corner of Dr. Chen's mouth quirked upward as she turned to him. Her eyes narrowed slightly, and she looked down at him. She studied him. She was evaluating him. And yet, he still held onto that little spark of hope.

Perhaps she was considering his offer. Perhaps she was running through the mathematics. Perhaps she was thinking about what tens of millions of dollars could do for her practice...

"Tell me something, Darren. How much money do you possess?"

He tried to go through the calculations. In truth, he didn't have much, maybe a couple of hundred dollars hidden away in some account. Even then, he wasn't precisely sure how to access it. Rather, Darren would be entitled to a trust fund. The trust fund would be worth nearly a billion when he could finally access it. Then again, he didn't know what kinds of caveats or requirements his mother would put in place.

Dr. Chen didn't need to know about any of that.

"A lot," he said with as much frantic enthusiasm as he could summon.

"Give me a number," she instructed.

Yes!

That spark of hope quickly roared to life as an inferno deep within his chest. Even if he had the electrodes still stuck to the sides of his face, he didn't think they would be activated again. He could negotiate with this woman. Obviously, she had already used her talents on him, but that could change. Better yet, maybe he would even be able to parlay this conversation into something even better.

Kelly could end up on that operating table…

More than anything else, that was what he yearned to see. His bitch of a sister needed to pay for what she had done to him.

Oddly enough, he didn't blame Dr. Chen. She was just an employee. He didn't think she had much autonomy of her own.

"Five hundred million," he finally said, pushing as much honesty, credibility, and sincerity as he could into those three words.

Five hundred million. It was more money than most people could contemplate or possibly comprehend. It wasn't even close to a billion, and yet it could sustain an individual, family, probably an entire community. Better yet, that amount of money would be enough to perpetuate itself pretty much forever. Even a one percent return would still yield five million dollars...again, that was more money than the average American could ever hope to see. He wouldn't have to work. He wouldn't have to do anything. He would just have to drop that money into a mutual fund or some other basic savings account, and it would be plenty.

Darren didn't care if he had to give it up. As a spoiled rich boy, he honestly believed he’d be able to make it up somehow or at some point. He didn't need the money, so long as he could escape the Crestwood Asylum.

"That is a lot of money," she said. "But you don't have it."

"It's in my trust fun," he quickly amended.

"You don't have a trust fund either," she said.

"What? What are you talking about?" Darren asked. This time, he didn't sound angry or upset, nor did it seem like he wished to provoke an argument. Instead, he genuinely couldn’t comprehend what had happened, so now he hoped for some kind of logical explanation.

"You don't have a trust fund," she said. "The judge decided that you weren't competent, nor are you eligible to receive any money from your family."

"What? Why not?"

"You aren't a citizen of the United States, nor are you legally considered to be a person."

"What? Of course, I am a person," he insisted. The words fell from his mouth, and he stared up at that Asian woman as he hoped for her to smile and maybe tell him that she had been joking.

She didn't smile, and she wasn't joking.

"No. You’re property now. Say it."

"I'm not going to say it," he said, sounding more confused than anything else. Then again, it had been several minutes since his last punishment.

Dr. Chen intended to rectify that situation.

Her thumb dropped down onto the button. She pressed it, the signal jumped, the electrodes activated, and the battery unleashed another agonizing flash of electricity. He screamed and arched his back, his muscles tightened, and spittle flecked his chin. He was howling at the top of his lungs. The pain stopped, yet he continued to pant desperately as he worked to get his senses under control.

"Say it," she instructed.

She gave him exactly one and a half seconds to answer.

When he failed to comply, the doctor's stare hardened. Disappointed, she pressed the button again.

She listened as he cried out. All over again, he battled to tear free from his straitjacket, yet he remained trapped.

"I want you to know that I don't enjoy hurting you, Darren. As far as I'm concerned, none of this should be necessary. Then again, that’s the problem with delusions, isn't it? You honestly believe that you should be a person. But you're not. You’re property now."

"I'm not property!"

She didn't answer. Instead, she unleashed another round of electrocution. Electroshock therapy meant that he screamed. Tears rolled down his cheeks. His skin was hot. Even after the electricity stopped, his body continued to twitch as though he couldn't possibly keep up with those sensations.

"Are you property?"

This time, he broke.

At the back of his mind, he tried to convince himself that it was a strategic maneuver. He only told her what she wished to hear because he had to maintain his strength. If he got shocked again and again, he’d eventually be tamed. These women would be able to convince him of whatever they liked. He couldn't let that happen, so he called out, "Yes. I'm property!"

"And do you have a trust fund?"

Instantly, he knew the "right" answer. At least, that was the response she expected from him. And if he didn't give it to her, there could be consequences…

"No…"

"Say it. Louder," she instructed.

He glanced back up at the doctor.

This time, she gave him a few more moments. His heart was pounding, and he could feel his pulse at his wrists, between his legs, and near the base of his throat. With every moment, his heart boomed inside of its cage, all while the heat gathered underneath the confines of his straitjacket.

For a moment, he tried to stretch out his arms as though he hoped he had unintentionally ripped through some of the canvas. It was a lovely idea, and he wished he could believe it. Instead, he had to recognize the truth. He was still tied up, still bound, still powerless…

"No," he admitted.

"Say it again. Say all of it now," she instructed.

Darren gulped. He could feel the tension drop down along his throat as he tried to think of something else he could do.

"I, I don't have a trust fund," he said those words. On every level of his being, he wished he could think of those words as a simple lie. If he could have viewed this as some form of manipulation, then maybe he would have felt better about his acquiescence. Instead, uttering those words sounded like a genuine admission, as though he had just given something up. They were words, just words. They weren't supposed to change anything.

And yet…

"Again," she commanded.

"I don't have a trust fund," he told her.

"And that's because you're a slave, isn't it? You're just a dumb and pretty slave who needs to learn to bow down, suck, spread your legs, and obey."

He stared up at her. Bow down. Suck. Spread his legs. Obey. Those words weren't supposed to come out of the mouth of a physician.

Technically, she hadn't asked a question, yet he still felt as though he had to respond. He had to say something.

"Yes?"

She smirked at him.

"You’re only telling us what we want to hear. That's not good enough. When I look into your eyes, I need to know that you believe it. I need to see that you’re learning. That's an important part of fixing your personality, Darren."

The patience braced himself, shutting his eyes and instantly thinking this would mean another blast of electricity.

A couple of seconds went by. He cracked one eye open and glanced over in time to see the doctor hand the controller over to the nurse.

She took it, and then the doctor left.

All at once, he wished he could be brave enough to get her to change her mind. As she walked away, he tried to think of something else he could offer her. But what? What did he have?

She had taken away his trust fund, his freedom, and his personhood...If Kelly had been in a situation like this, his sister would have been able to craft some other strategy. She would’ve been able to lie or cheat or come up with something clever. As hard as he tried, Darren couldn't.

He called out pathetically, "Wait!"

Dr. Chen ignored him.

Then, before Darren could even turn his gaze back to nurse Kaylee, she electrocuted him again.

They needed to work on correcting his personality.

Over the course of the next few days or weeks, he healed.

In actuality, Darren lost pretty much all track of time.

He hated it. He hated every second of it.

At one point, Nurse Kaylee stopped. She had just given him another shock, and he was panting. His cheeks glowed a bright shade of pink, and she seemed to enjoy the dread playing across his face.

If Darren had hoped he might be able to develop some kind of tolerance or resistance to the electricity, both Dr. Chen and Nurse Kaylee had shown him the truth. Every shock left him raw and stinging with the pain buzzing along his nerves. He couldn't learn to accept this. He couldn't tolerate it. If anything, he became even more sensitive, as though every blast of energy dug deeper.

Initially, he didn't have any particular defenses. It wasn't as though he had trained for any kind of real pain or disappointment in his life. He had always been coddled. As a rich boy, he had been fully aware of his resources and advantages. But now, all of that had been taken away. In those moments when the nurse hit the button, there was just agony. Nothing else. It subsumed him, sucking him down into that pit of blazing white.

Sometimes Dr. Chen stopped and visited him. She asked him questions. She interrogated him, forcing him to admit whatever she liked.

Was he rich?

No.

Did he deserve respect?

No.

Did he deserve to be on his knees in a tight little outfit for the pleasure of his owner?

Yes.

It had taken nearly an hour to force him to accept that truth that first time. And yet, he had given up on his other delusions, and he told these women whatever they wished to hear.

Occasionally, Nurse Kaylee came over to him, and she would stroke the top of his head or pet his neck. She would gently caress him, and he would remain utterly trapped. At the same time, he would be forced to wait, fully aware of what would happen in a few more seconds, a few more minutes, maybe a few hours if he was lucky.

Sometimes, they didn't allow him to sleep. At other points, they forced him to lay on his bed in his padded room. Tied down and utterly powerless, his thoughts would wander as he waited for his next session.

Then the doctor told him something special.

After another round of electroshock therapy, his eyes were wet, and she cocked her head to the side. "I want you to know something, Darren."

"What?" her patient breathed out his question. As hard as he tried, he couldn't manage anything more complicated than that single syllable with that upward inflection.

"Obviously, you'll be trained for obedience, but we aren't going to break you, not completely."

She looked down at him and waited for something. The surgeon expected something else from him. There was a jolt of fear at the base of his stomach, and he immediately knew he had to tell this woman what she wanted to hear. There was some part he was supposed to play in this conversation.

Gulping back his dread, he asked, "What do you mean? You're not going to break me completely?" His cheeks were wet and stained with his tears as he blinked and stared up at her. "That's right," she said, making this sound like any other prognosis.

"Instead, your new owner will want you to be defiant. Your new owner will want you to be able to think for yourself."

"I’ll always be able to think for myself," he insisted. Yes, there was still that note of defiance buried deep down somewhere in his psyche.

"Poor little slave," Dr. Chen cooed with a smile. "This might be hard for you to believe, but I want you to know that I usually break my patients. I usually retrain them completely. Yes, you will obey, and you will fight your owner, yet your Master will get to do whatever he wishes with you. You’ll struggle. You’ll squirm. You’ll also yield, but you’ll still hate it. Consider yourself lucky. Or not?" She chuckled, patted him on the head, turned around, and walked away.

Darren might have considered those words or pondered what they really meant, only then it was time for Nurse Kaylee to deliver fresh agony. She did. She did an amazing job, jolting him again and again. With every electrical shock, he could feel his defiance shatter. The broken little pieces of his will melted away. Maybe he knew the truth, yet that didn't change his circumstances. Most of all, he contemplated how he would obey the next order for command. Each and every time, he would give them what they craved and expected.

Even if he didn't like the idea, Darren had to face some of that truth: they owned him. It should have been a ridiculous concept, yet he was an object. He was something that could be bought or sold. They could slip a price tag around his neck, and someone would be able to buy him.

If they could treat him like this, then perhaps he really had become a piece of property.

Despite that knowledge, Darren still clung to the idea that he would be able to fight his way free. Somehow, at some point, he’d spot his chance, and he would seize it!

He didn't know if that was a question of hope or something else. Maybe it was some kind of ideal lodged deep within his personality. They liked to talk about fixing his personality.

Most of all, they wanted obedience from him.

More and more, he told the professionals what they wanted to hear. He didn't think he believed those words, yet that didn't matter. As long as he cooperated, that was good enough.

Then, one day, Dr. Chen came back into his room. That's when he saw she was holding onto something. At first, he thought it was a walking stick. Only then she swiped it through the air, and she let the smooth wood slap down against the palm of her hand with a sharp hiss of sound.

"Lift him up," commanded the doctor.

Nurse Kaylee obeyed right away, releasing him from the restraints on his bed and quickly turning him before bending him over. Then the nurse placed her palm on the nape of his neck. She shoved his face down.

"What is this? What's going on?" Darren had to ask. He already knew they might not answer him. He also knew he'd hate the response if they did. And yet, that curiosity still quivered through his body. He trembled.

Dr. Chen didn't reply. Instead, she walked up to him. She brushed the cane along at the back of his right leg, then his left.

"When you see your mother again, are you going to cooperate?"

"I...I...yes?"

"Interesting," she said. She made him sound like an experiment, as though she didn't care what his response might be. Rather, she needed to know how it would fit into her understanding of this patient, his psychology, and how those details might apply to her future treatments of other individuals.

Without warning, the doctor jerked the cane into the air before she struck it down hard against his naked ass. The solid wood crashed along the curves of his posterior, and his eyes bulged as a different kind of pain stabbed into him. Of course, the electricity had always been a special flavor of torment, yet this made him scream twice as loud.

More importantly, Darren had honestly believed that he had constructed some kind of psychological barrier. He thought, after all he had endured, maybe he would be able to hold out. He thought he would be able to construct some kind of mental wall and endure just a little bit better than this.

He couldn't.

Right after that initial blow, he tried to beg. He tried to plead.

Dr. Chen didn't give him the chance.

Worst of all, she didn't ask for anything. As the cane crashed down against his naked skin, she left one red line after another. Those crimson streaks throbbed and vibrated with remembered pain.

"You don't like this, do you?"

"No!"

"What would you do to keep it from happening again?" Dr. Chan asked.

Truthfully, Darren didn't know what she meant by that. Did she expect a specific answer? No, he quickly decided. She seemed genuinely curious, like she wondered what kind of sacrifice he might make if it meant he didn't have to feel the stinging bite of the cane as it slapped down against his unprotected flesh.

"Anything," he quickly told her.

She jerked the cane back up. He tried not to flinch; he didn't want to give her the satisfaction. Then again, he couldn't see anything but the wall in front of his face and the mattress beneath his chin. Nurse Kaylee still held him down. With this boy bent over the bed and his arms strapped into the straitjacket, he couldn't see Dr. Chen. He couldn't attempt to read her face or guess what that cruel woman might have been thinking.

Perhaps this wasn't part of any kind of treatment at all. Instead, it could have been a simple exercise for her, an amusement, something to pass the time…

What if they had been joking before about his owner?

Darren had hated the idea, especially because it sent that quiver of fear rushing all along his body, but it was possible to imagine that his sister had simply sold him to the asylum, and they would keep him here…

Technically, they didn't have to hand him off to anyone else. He could have remained here for days or weeks or months or years…

Perhaps they’d never let him go at all. Maybe he would spend the rest of his life here, tormented and broken as they worked on him. There didn't have to be any kind of goal, did there? These women had no problem breaking the law. They didn't have to follow any kind of logical plan.

Right then and there, Darren couldn't think about that. She struck once, twice, three times. Fresh, hot lines crisscrossed his skin. She didn't draw blood. She didn't need to. Instead, he could feel himself break and bawl. It was pathetic. He was whimpering. He was crying!

And yet, Darren couldn't help it. He didn't have the kind of resilience needed to take all of this. He couldn't tolerate the avalanche of torment.

Fear and pain and frustration mixed together, yet his tormentor didn't stop.

He thought he heard her laughing.

"There’s something always so satisfying about breaking a boy like you," she said. "It's even better when you aren't brainwashed."

"You can't brainwash me!" Darren called out. He didn't even know where those words originated. At this point, he felt like he was flailing, like he simply followed his instincts. They weren't well-reasoned or logical. They didn't have to make any sense. He simply called out those syllables without thinking of what the consequences might be.

"You have no idea, boy. Personally, I think this will make it even more difficult for you. After all, the brainwashed servants and slaves find contentment. They learn to behave themselves. Even if I allow them to remember their old lives, they still embrace this new existence. Will you do that? Will you make that choice? Because he is going to allow you that choice."

"Who?" Darren demanded.

"Not yet," said the surgeon.

That's when she adjusted her grip on the cane. She touched it to his skin. He flinched. Worse, he started begging. He knew it wouldn't change anything. He had looked into that woman's eyes, and he saw that fierce hunger. What did she crave? His pain. His suffering. More than that, she was experimenting. Perhaps that was the worst part of all. Darren didn't know where the idea came from, yet she seemed genuinely curious, like she simply wished to learn what his limits would be. How did these stimuli affect her test subject? What would happen next?

She struck!

Agony rushed across his skin. By this point, the curves of his ass and the backs of his legs must've been a bright shade of red. Even when she drew the cane back, he could feel that throbbing heat.

"Lips. Eyes. Butt. Waist. Muscle compression," she announced.

"What, what does that mean?" Darren experienced the compulsion to ask his question.

"I think you already know," Dr. Chen replied as she stroked the cane along his skin.

He worked to put the pieces together. He tried to comprehend exactly what would happen next. What did she have in mind for him? What was she going to do to him?

"No…" Darren exhaled right as he figured it out.

She struck once, twice, three times. After that, he lost count. The flurry of blows landed hard and fast, one vicious strike after another. The storm raged as he suffered.

And then it was done, and the surgeon was panting behind him. She lifted her chin and released this slow breath. Clearly, she had enjoyed herself.

"Strip the slave," Dr. Chen ordered.

Maybe she had said those words into her phone. Perhaps there were microphones built into the room. Either way, the door opened, and that's when the orderlies appeared.

Darren saw those tall, muscular men. Blinking away the tears and fighting to adjust his vision took up the totality of his focus and concentration. At this point, Darren felt as though he had nothing left. He had been hollowed out and stripped of every psychological resource. Given time, he needed to believe he would recover. He would be able to think clearly again.

Only now, they stripped him of his straitjacket. They pulled his arms up toward the ceiling, and then they looped another set of white, leather shackles around his wrists. They spread his legs, and he was naked except for his chastity cage and those restraints.

Finally, they gagged him. They shoved the ball between his teeth and yanked the straps up around his face. He heard the clasp engage, and now he stared back at Dr. Chen, Nurse Kaylee, and the three orderlies who stepped back. They stood there like soldiers with their broad shoulders tensed and their wrists crossed behind their back.

"Send her in," Dr. Chen commanded next. "I believe he is ready."

His tormented skin still throbbed. Even now, with his arms bound above his head, Darren shivered and writhed, and he felt utterly trapped. He wished he could bring himself to try to kick out or to resist. Even struggling would have meant something. He wished he could show the doctor and her underlings that he wasn't going to break. He would keep fighting. He would…

Only then, those ideas scattered as the door opened, and he braced himself. He fought to get angry. He expected his sister and her smug grin; he saw someone else, someone even more important…

Elizabeth Greenfield strode into the room. With her back straight and her chin lifted slightly, she looked like the potent matriarch she had always been. She wore a dark pants suit, and she had that jade necklace tingling from her neck. Her eyes narrowed, and she looked at him.

He stared back at his mother, and he tried to understand. He tried to figure out how she was there or what was happening. The pieces refused to slot together this time. Suddenly, the puzzle of his life became chaotic and insane.

"What do you think of them?" Dr. Chen asked as she brushed her hand up along his expanded and enhanced chest.

Elizabeth Greenfield stopped a few feet away. She crossed her arms over her chest, and she considered her “boy”. She didn't reach out to touch him, yet he still felt as though he was being probed. She studied his face, the contours of his neck, the curves of his chest, his waist, and the chastity cage between his legs.

"Cute," she said.

"Are you satisfied?" Dr. Chen asked with a hint of irritation in her voice.

Up until this point, Darren had been able to speak. But now, he couldn't talk. It wasn't just a question of the ball gag. It was everything. Moment by moment, he still worked to figure out how something like this could be happening. His thoughts were scattered and pulled in too many different directions all at once. They seemed to fly toward a dozen different possibilities and explanations, none of which made sense.

Perhaps, if he had been well rested, Darren would have been able to think through this logically, and he would have come to the one and only inevitable conclusion. Instead, he attempted to come up with excuses. He worked hard to imagine explanations to justify what he witnessed here.

"I'm definitely satisfied so far. But of course, we need to discuss the rest of the menu."

"Exactly," said the doctor. She had to add, “If you would like to take a moment to cane him, I'm sure it would be good for his progress."

"It wouldn't break him?" Elizabeth asked. "The buyer was very specific. He wants the boy to be intact psychologically. He wants to get to use him. He wants Darren to be just as spoiled and rotten as the day you picked him up."

"There will obviously be some impact," said the doctor. "That said, I am largely leaving his psyche intact."

"Good," Elizabeth said.

She watched him for several more moments.

Darren still stared back at the woman.

There had been so many different arguments, so many different disagreements and instances where he had insulted her, either within the privacy of his own mind or under his breath. They had even gotten into several shouting matches, especially when he was younger. That was when Elizabeth Greenfield thought this boy had some potential, when she truly believed he would be able to grow up, mature, and make "good choices".

Of course, that never happened. He was always drawn off by the allure of his laptop, his phone, and the different temptations thrown his way. Alcohol, girls and games subsumed any kind of ambition he may have once possessed.

His mother stepped forward, and she touched his cheek with the back of her hand. She watched him.

Eyes wet, he stared back at her. With every second, he hoped she might start to smile, or maybe she would change her mind. A flicker of maternal concern might’ve started to glow behind her eyes. She could look into his face, and he might see the regret, the doubt, and genuine affection. This time, he would make it up to her. He would be different.

If she thought he would change, Darren knew he was lying. He didn't even have to go far into his psyche to know the truth, but he was her boy, and he had always been able to apologize and grovel to get out of virtually any situation. And now, he tried it again.

Before long, he found himself mumbling around the gag, "Please. Please, I will be different! I swear! Everything will be different from now on! I can be more like Kelly! I swear, I can be more like her!"

Even if she couldn’t understand the specific words, his mother could read his intentions.

She slapped him.

Her hand flew up, and she struck this boy across his face. She didn't settle for just one below either. She went for the right side of his face. Then she struck the left. There was that flash of pain, the clapping noise, and he tried to jerk back, only his hands remained locked above his head.

"You stupid boy," she said. "You had so many different opportunities, so many different options. And you know, it wasn't even going to matter what you did. You could have become a professional gamer. You could have designed games. You could have focused on starting a bar or whatever. But you didn't want to do any of that, did you? What did you do?" She glared at him hard, her expression tight with barely contained fury. "You wasted your time. You wasted your time, and you failed to try."

He tried to call out an answer. He had some pathetic defense ready.

This former rich boy didn't get to make a single coherent sound. His jumbled defenses hit the air, but his mother didn't even pay attention. Instead, Elizabeth Greenfield grabbed onto the cane before she stepped behind him.

Right away, he attempted to spin around to face her. He worked to say something, anything!

She struck!

Darren hadn't believed this could really happen, only now the pain ravaged his thoughts and disintegrated every coherent idea. The disbelief lingered though. After a lifetime of learning about what he could get away with, part of him couldn't really believe he had to face the consequences of his choices.

Elizabeth struck again. She landed a third, fourth, fifth blow. She swung down as hard as she could, delivering one starburst of pain after another. The agony destroyed anything he had left.

Then she stepped back in front of him. She grabbed him by his neck, and she squeezed. He had been panting, only now his eyes bulged.

Perhaps he had never seen the side of this woman before. "Darren, I believe everyone has potential. I believe everyone has a chance to change the world and make it better. But you didn't want to do that, did you? You had money and freedom. You had the best education available, and what did you do with all of that? You defied me again and again. You insisted that you should be able to just waste your time."

He tried to shake his head. He tried to call out some defense. He would have begged. He would have pleaded for mercy.

Elizabeth Greenfield had no interest in his excuses.

She continued, "That's why we're going to send you off. And you know, it's not just the fact that you wasted your potential. It’s more than that. It’s the fact that I can see it in your eyes."

See it? See what?

She tightened her grip. He couldn't breathe. He couldn't get even a wisp of oxygen up into his nostrils or down into his lungs. "You would have betrayed her, wouldn't you? You would have betrayed your sister. What was it then? Jealousy? Are you jealous because she actually used what she had?"

Elizabeth shook her head. With so many different kinds of disappointment. This boy reeked of more than one kind of failure…

"The two of you never had to compete. You never had to fight. You could have done something completely different. You could have been an entertainer. You could have been a clown or a musician, a baker, a sculptor. Whatever. Do you know where happiness comes from, Darren? It comes from focus. It comes from knowing there is something you care about and doing your best. You don't even have to be the best. You just have to make the world a little bit better by giving back to society. Give back a little more than you take. That's how we prosper."

He didn't understand, yet her nails dug down into his skin. She finally let go.

His mother shook her head from side to side with obvious disgust written across her face. Then she grabbed the cane again, and she positioned herself.

"Don't do it. Please, don't do it," he tried to call out.

The words couldn't make it past his gag. Sure, everyone in that room could hear the sounds he made, only they were rendered into incoherent gibberish.

His best efforts meant nothing. Again and again, this boy tried to talk. Throughout most of his life, it usually worked. Not here. Not now. His mother wasn't going to change her mind.

She knew all about him. She had seen it somewhere in his face. Or maybe she recognized his secretly toxic ambitions in a comment here or there. He would have betrayed her. He would have betrayed his sister. He would have ripped their family apart.

This was what he deserved. This was what he needed.

Elizabeth took the cane. She adjusted her grip. "Enjoy," she hissed before she struck.

The cane clapped down hard against his right thigh, then his left. She went for his left butt cheek, then his right. She struck over and over again. There was no pattern, no rhythm. Instead, she vented her frustration after years of dealing with this selfish failure.

Through the gag, Darren howled out all over again. He screamed and hissed those sounds as he attempted to get enough air in through the corners of his mouth and up through his nose. He felt ridiculous, but there was no escape. There was just the pain, just the agony.

And then it was done, and she looked back at the doctor. "Do it. Do all of it."

Dr. Chen glanced back at Darren. The boy had tears running down his cheeks. "Just to confirm, you want us to plump his lips, widen and expand his eyes, enhance his butt, trim his waist, and implement extensive muscle compression?"

"Yes. Do it. Do all of it. Turn him into a dainty little plaything for his new owner."

With those words echoing on the air, Elizabeth turned away, and she strode from the room, leaving her former son to dangle there.

The others left the room as well. Even the doctor walked out.

With his head dipping down, Darren didn't know what to do. In fact, he stopped thinking. He stopped planning. Instead, he let those throbbing aches continue to resonate across his skin.

Distantly, he heard footsteps. He didn't glance up. He didn't want to see.

Only then, she reached out, and she touched the underside of his chin. It was someone else now…someone familiar.

"I just talked to the doctor," Kelly said. "They’re going to mess with you. When they're done, you're going to look even better than Michelle."

Better? At some other place or time, Darren would have snorted with as much sarcasm as he could have mustered. But in that moment, he just stared back at his sister.

She really was smart. She really was beautiful. She was the kind of woman who could stride through the world and accomplish whatever she wished. Perhaps she wasn't the hottest girl at any of her schools, nor was she even the smartest. Even so, she had something he had never been able to muster: effort. Simply by trying, Kelly had been his superior.

And now, she’d be able to own him.

His heart kicked faster, and he stared across that short distance between them. She drew her hand back, and she reiterated what was going to happen to him, "We’re going to make sure you have thick and pillowy lips," she said. "Your eyes are going to look big. They're going to be so cute. They want you to look more like some dainty, feminine cartoon character. And I bet you're going to have a very squeezable ass!" She chuckled. "And when they're finished with your waist and your arms and legs, you're going to look so small. You're going to be so helpless. Frankly, I'm probably going to be able to wrestle you to the floor once you've recovered. How does that make you feel? You've always been bigger than me. You've always been taller than me too." She cocked her head to one side and touched the tip of her tongue to the edges of her teeth as she considered the possibilities. "I bet there are going to be lots of guys who just want to pick you up and throw you down and fuck you nice and hard." She chuckled again as she shook her head from side to side. "But you know, you're still my brother, at least for now, so I'm going to give you a chance."

A chance?

He blinked quickly. He stared back at her. He tried to understand what she was doing.

Despite his best efforts, he couldn't understand this young woman. Then again, she had always existed on a different intellectual plane. She had always been able to strategize in a way he couldn't match.

She stretched her hand up toward the back of his neck, and she opened the clasp. Suddenly, the tension from those straps disappeared, and she pulled the gag from between his teeth. "This is your chance," Kelly said to him. She tilted her head to the side. She stared at him as though she expected to see something new. "You know me. You know I can talk to them. I can get them to change their minds."

Really?

Darren blinked, and he understood the truth. She could do it. If anyone could convince their mother to change her course, it would be Kelly.

But first, he had to convince his sister…

"What, what can I say?"

"Tell me how you screwed up," she said.

Despite everything he had been through, his body tensed. He could feel that bristling energy glide along the nape of his neck and down into his shoulders. Even with his hands still placed over his head, his fingers tightened into fists as he looked back at this girl.

Against that current of frustration, Darren dropped his head down, and he exhaled slowly. Through his tightened lips, he forced himself to breathe because he knew the truth.

"I screwed up," he said. "I, I screwed up so badly."

"Really? What did you do?" Kelly asked as though she didn't already know. Then she reached up, and she brushed her fingers along his chest. She touched his nipples, and his eyes widened. No one had played with those yet. Just her soft caress was enough to deliver this jolt of sensation. His cock twitched in his chastity cage, and the moisture abandoned his mouth as he tried to navigate that onslaught of desire.

Unfortunately for this boy, she pulled her hand back.

"Tell me," she instructed.

Realizing that his sister's patience wouldn't last for much longer, he breathed in. He stopped for just a few seconds, and then he looked back up at her. "I messed up because I didn't take advantage of the opportunities our family gave me. I messed up because I was never a good brother to you. I wasn't a good son. I messed up with pretty much everything I have ever done. But, but if you give me another chance, I can do better. I swear, I can do better!"

"Tell me your deepest, darkest secret."

Right away, he had one specific idea. There was something that could happen. There was something he could confess. Instead of the truth, he tried something else, "I’ve always been jealous of you," he said. "I, I have always known that you’re smarter than me. I always teased you about trying harder because I knew that if I did the same thing, I would probably fail."

There. He said it. That had to be good enough. Right? That would satisfy this woman?

His lips were dry as he stared back at her.

"Liar," she said. "I guess we have to do this the hard way. I guess we have to do this the fun way."

He blinked.

He had tried to massage her ego. He had attempted to satisfy her arrogance. And yet, it hadn't worked? Why not?

Darren tried to speak again, only now she went for the discarded cane.

He watched as she picked it up. This hollow pit of dread expanded deep within his chest. He could feel it expand within the contours of his gut, and now she came up behind him.

She used the cane, delivering one painful blow. She struck again, even harder this time. He cried out. He let out these pathetic little yelping sounds, and then he heard something else: laughter. His sister was giggling as she enjoyed his suffering. That girl basked in this kind of power and authority.

"I'm glad I got to be the one who made the first choice for your surgery," she said. "Mother made some good decisions as well, but I want you to wake up every morning and I want you to feel that weight on your chest. I want you to know who you used to be and what you lost."

He tried to answer. There wasn't a gag in his mouth this time. He could talk. He could negotiate.

At least, he could do it in theory. Only now, she forced him to cry out. She forced him to shout and to scream as the pain ripped across his nerves. Every sensation seemed to morph into compacted agony as she struck. She went for the same spots as their mother. Red cascaded along his skin as the heat and agony swirled together.

And then she stopped, and she came up in front of him. She touched the tip of the cane to the underside of his chin. She forced him to look back up at her. He had to meet her stare.

"Care to try again?" Kelly asked the captive.

"What? I, I don't understand," he told her.

"Pity," she said, yet her eyes continued to spark with that primitive delight.

As she stepped behind him, he knew he was supposed to be thinking of what he might be able to say to her. Instead, he took those scant seconds, and he contemplated how she must have yearned to do this for such a long time. They had argued. They’d fought. He had said vicious and cruel things to her over the course of her life. Intellectually, he understood this. At the time, maybe he had tried to justify it by appealing to some concept of a sibling rivalry. Then again, they had never been rivals, not really. He had never been able to compete with her, not when he refused to try.

Another dose of pain smashed into his senses. This time, she didn't alternate. Instead, she swung down hard, clapping the cane against the same spot over and over again. The tears ran down his cheeks, and he screamed out, howling and bucking and twisting all over again.

At this point, he tried to kick out, only he couldn't actually aim. He wasn't trying to strike out. Instead, those were just the frantic movements of a desperate animal eager for escape.

"You can make this end whenever you want. Just tell me the truth. What are you hiding from me, Darren?"

He didn't know how to answer. That's why she struck. The pain burned across his body. Although his sister still aimed for that same spot, he couldn't break free, and she knew it.

She clicked her tongue and shook her head from side to side.

"Care to try again? This is your last chance to tell me," she informed him. Kelly had stepped back in front of her brother.

All at once, he understood. He did have a secret, something he had never told this young woman. Of course, self-preservation had prevented him from uttering the truth, only now those words buzzed at the back of his throat. He would have to do this. He had no choice. There was no alternative…

"I, I would’ve betrayed you," he said. "I'm sorry. I'm sorry, but I would have tried to bring you here."

"Where?"

"Crestwood," he said.

"Tell me everything," she instructed.

He blinked back the moisture in his eyes. His vision cleared, and he saw that woman in front of him. He saw her determination, her excitement, and at the ease with which she could take command of any situation.

She really was stronger than he had ever been…

As Darren recognized that simple truth, he could only hope she would be merciful.

"I, I don't know if I was really going to do it," he told her, and hoped she would believe him. "But, but I thought about it. I thought about bringing you and mother here. I thought about getting you fixed."

"But you're the one who needs to be fixed, aren't you? You're the one who has delusions of competence."

His eyes widened, and he hated those words, only he couldn't bring himself to argue or disagree. As he looked back at his sister, he could see the certainty in her eyes. More importantly, this was a woman who knew how to make things happen.

"Yes," he said. He gulped back his frustration, "I had delusions of competence."

"And what do you think you would’ve done with me?"

"I don't know."

"Darren…" That was all she had to say, just his name. Those drawn-out syllables were enough to make him try again.

"I don't know, but, but I probably would have sold you off."

"And I bet you would have enjoyed turning me into some bimbo slut. I bet you would have loved to get me giant breasts." She poked at his chest. She pinched one of his nipples, making him jerk against his restraints. Despite his best efforts, he couldn't get away. Kelly could play with him and fondle him and tease him for as long as she wished, and there was nothing he could do to stop her. "Is that it?" Kelly asked. "Did you want to turn me into some bimbo slut?"

"Yes," he said. "And then I would have sold you off."

There. He said it. He admitted everything.

"I'm glad you were honest with me, Darren. This way, I will know that your transformation was completely and entirely deserved."

He stared at her. He tried to understand, only now she turned around, and she started to walk away.

This might be his last chance, he realized. This might be his final opportunity to get her to change her mind. "Kelly," he squeaked out.

He tried again, filling his lungs, and calling out, "Kelly! No! Please, don't. Please, don't go!"

It was too late. His sister stepped through the door and closed it behind her, leaving this patient chained with his hands over his head, his naked body on display, bound helpless as he waited for the doctor and nurses and orderlies to come back.

It was almost time for his next surgery.

Darren could speak, yet he didn't utter a word as the door opened again. How much time had gone by? A couple of minutes? A couple of hours? He didn't know, and he already understood that talking would be a waste of breath.

And yet, he still tried something else.

The orderlies came for him. They rolled the gurney into his room, and they released him from the shackles.

Right away, Darren tried to throw a punch. He jerked his arm back as fast as he could, and he launched his fist forward through the air.

It wasn't a plan. It wasn't some well-reasoned and coherent idea. He hadn't strategized for this. Instead, he just had to try!

The first orderly grabbed his wrist, twisted his arm behind his back, and shoved Darren right down onto the gurney. They strapped him down within a few seconds. He had his arms at his sides, with his legs spread a few inches apart. They looped the restraints around each of his limbs. They brought fresh straps up over his head, chest, and thighs. When they finished with him, Darren could barely move.

Then they gagged him.

They rolled this patient straight down the hall and into the operating room. They released him for five or six seconds. That was how long it took for them to pick him up and to push him right back down onto the operating table. The surgeon appeared. Dr. Chan stood over him. She held up her scalpel, and she had her white surgical mask on.

"Is there anything you want to say?"

"Don't do this," he tried to answer. Dr. Chen nodded to one of her assistants, and that's when he felt the mask slide over his face. It pressed down against the bridge of his nose, along with the corners of his mouth, and down to his chin.

"I'm being very generous with you. This time, you get anesthesia. You're going to pass out, and when you wake up, you're going to feel and look like a totally different person. But don't worry. Your owner will be very, very pleased with you. He can't wait to meet you."

He can't wait to meet you.

He can't wait to meet you.

He can't wait to meet you.

Darren heard those words inside of his head over and over again. They echoed. They vibrated. They buzzed. He attempted to push them aside, to knock them away. But then it was time for the drugs to finally suck him down into the black. He lost consciousness completely.

Time went by.

When he started to regain some sense of consciousness, he knew that a lot of time had gone by. Days or weeks? Months?

Even after those stretched and slothful thoughts hovered in the dark, he still couldn’t move. In fact, he dropped back into oblivion again.

Then he woke up. How long did it take? He didn't know one way or the other, but then he finally forced his eyes open.

He expected to be surrounded by restraints or braced against the walls.

Instead, there was sunlight, and it streamed down against his cheeks, heating his face. He clenched his eyes shut. He opened them a few seconds later as his vision started to adjust. And that's when he saw the tall man standing at the foot of his bed with his arms crossed. "You're finally awake," he said.

Darren forced himself to speak. "Who? Who are you?" Right as he spoke, Darren heard something different. His voice! What was wrong with his voice?

"I like the way you sound," said the man.

"What did you do to me?" Darren demanded. As he spoke, he expected to hear his usual, deep voice. He was a man, after all. At least, he had been…

When he spoke, his voice came out high-pitched and girlishly shrill. He sounded like some female cartoon character. Yes, the notes were rich and sweet, but he didn't sound capable or competent. This wasn't the kind of voice people would listen to. Instead, they would hear him, and they’d think of some cute little princess or maybe an eager schoolgirl.

"I didn't do anything," said the man. "Well, technically, I did do one thing. I bought you."

"You bought me?" Darren squeaked out.

"Yes. I bought you. I bought you, and now I think it's time for you to see what the good doctor accomplished. Frankly, I am impressed, and that’s saying a lot. I have seen so many different women and men transformed underneath her blade. But after a lengthy recovery process, you seem to be completely healed, and now you are ready."

"Ready? Ready for what?" Darren whispered, his tone shy and full of worry.

"Your wedding," he told him.

"What? No."

Darren didn't want to pull back the blankets. He didn't want to know or to see what had happened.

Only now, the man walked over, and he yanked the sheets away. Even if he dreaded what he’d find, Darren looked down along the length of his body. He saw the curves of his chest under the dark gray sports bra. Then he saw those other details: the curves of his waist, his flat stomach, the contours of his butt, and he lifted his hands. They looked somehow smaller.

The stranger grabbed Darren by his wrist. He yanked him across the room and over to a full-length mirror.

When Darren saw his reflection, he blinked. He lifted his hand. He flexed his fingers, all because he couldn't really believe that reflection belonged to him.

"That's not possible..."

"Dr. Chen knows what she's doing," said the man.

Standing behind Darren, the other guy seemed so much taller and more powerful. He placed his hands on Darren's shoulders. Although this man said nothing, Darren understood the message: he couldn't turn away. He couldn't try to run or escape.

Darren saw his new facial features. His eyes were big and looked so sweet and innocent. His lips were full. They practically glowed a soft shade of pink. His cheeks were narrower than he had expected, and his Adam's apple was gone. In fact, he didn't see any kind of scarring, nothing to indicate there had been any transformation at all. His hair was longer, reaching down between his shoulder blades. The soft strands were now blonde.

He didn't believe this. He didn't want to accept it. Moment by moment, he needed to turn away, only the man standing behind him tightened his grip.

"You're mine now," he said. "From now on, you will address me as Master Richard. And yes, I know. I know it's inappropriate for me to see the bride before the ceremony. Your sister and mother can't wait to come in here and talk to you."

"Wait. What?" Darren tried to absorb all of the information, only his thoughts still came like some kind of frozen sludge. Over and over again, he tried to comprehend what was going on, yet he still couldn't believe it. He still couldn't accept it.

"You’re going to be one of my favorite playthings," said the man. "As your owner, I’m going to have fun. I'm going to witness your march down the aisle in your pretty dress. And then I'm going to bend you over and take you hard. After that, I might have you suck my cock. Kissing the bride? No. I think it's going to be better when you’re on your knees. And tonight, I'm going to have so much fun breaking you in. There won't be an audience, and no one is going to get to watch those tears run down your face, but I will have so much fun with you. I'm going to enjoy you each and every day. And along the way, I will train you to pleasure me. You will learn how to satisfy me. You are going to be my eager little slut boy."

"No…" Darren tried to say.

The man tightened his grip. He slid his arms over Darren's torso. "Can you get away?"

Darren knew it was going to be futile. Even so, he still had to try!

He squirmed and wiggled in that man's arms. Master Richard held him tight, his limbs locked around at the slave slut's torso. "I can't wait to try those pretty lips on my cock. I'm going to especially enjoy having you down on your hands and knees, Darren."

"No!”

"Can you get away?" Master Richard asked.

In the next moment, he released Darren.

The newly transformed slave slut tried to run. He made it about a step before Master Richard reached out and grabbed him again. He yanked, and then he shoved the boy down onto his hands and knees. Suddenly, he was trapped. He could feel one powerful, meaty hand on the back of his neck. Darren fought to scramble back up onto his feet. He tried to push with all of his strength.

It wasn't enough.

He didn't even get to hear his captor grunt or growl with effort. Instead, Master Richard was laughing all over again.

"Your mother and sister are going to be coming in here shortly to get you dressed. I expect you to behave. If you don't, do you know what happens?"

Darren didn't answer.

Master Richard smacked his ass. "Ask."

"What, what happens?" Darren asked in his high pitched, effeminate voice.

"You go back to Crestwood."

No!

“There’s always more we can do.”

Darren couldn't even voice a single sound. The horror pulsed through his body. It was a cold snap that raced all along his frame.

"I'll be good," he promised without thinking.

"Yes," Master Richard said. "You will."

For several more seconds, Master Richard held his new bride boy down on his hands and knees. He forced Darren to remain in that demeaning, humiliating position with his face down and his ass up. Of course, Darren had fantasized about women in this exact same position on countless occasions. He would just be walking down the street, and he might seek some cute girl with blonde hair or maybe she would be a redhead. He would fantasize about holding her down, forcing her into a position like this, and having his way with her. Only now, Darren was the one in that degrading position.

Finally, Master Richard let him up. The taller man strode from the room, and the door closed behind him.

Jumping up onto his feet, Darren looked around. He tried to think of something he could do or say. He went to the window, and he tried to open it. It was locked.

He went back to the door. He touched the handle. Tentatively, he tried to turn it.

It was also locked and refused to turn.

Darren didn't want to see the mirror again, yet something compelled him. He couldn't explain this curiosity, yet he found himself nibbling on the inside of his mouth as he walked over to the mirror. He pulled off the sports bra. Next, he stripped out of his sweatpants. He pulled down his panties. He looked at himself.

He really had been transformed. The surgeries had completely altered the shape of his body, his facial features, even the sound of his voice…

"What am I?"

Slave slut.

Those two words boomed inside of his head. He clenched his eyes shut, and then the door opened.

First, he saw his mother. Then he saw his sister.

"You have to get me out of here!" Darren squeaked.

"We will. But first, we have to do your makeup and get you dressed," said his mother.

His sister strode up to him with the easy authority of a woman who could do whatever she wished. Darren looked up at her. He watched as she approached, and he found himself stumbling back.

"Are you ready? Are you ready for your big day?" Kelly taunted him.

His bottom lip moved. He tried to shape words. He tried to speak, only the words refused to form.

But then, Kelly tilted his head to the side. With her hand braced along the contour of his smooth jaw, she leaned in and whispered, "You make a really cute slave slut. Oh, and I know Master Richard is going to have fun with you as his bride boy."

"No…" Darren whispered. As hard as he tried, he couldn't make any real sounds. He couldn't raise his voice or shout or scream.

His mother had already walked over to the closet, and she pulled out a pair of lacy, white panties. The silk glistened against the light. Then she lifted up the bra, the corset, and his dress...

At first, he struggled.

In those opening seconds, Darren stepped back, all while his sister came for him. His mother stood in the background as she held up his outfit.

He didn't want to believe it. He didn't want to accept it. After everything he had been through, however, Darren understood the truth. This was going to happen. Whether he fought or not, it was going to happen.

Despite that awareness, the bride boy couldn't control himself. He tried to dart past his sister. She grabbed him. Her arms locked around his waist, and she picked him up. He kicked out with his feet, and she shoved him up against the wall. Grabbing one arm, she twisted his limb behind his back, and then she grabbed his ass. Her fingers dug down into the soft contours.

"Are you going to cooperate?"

He kept struggling.

She slapped his beautifully sculpted posterior. Her hand flew down, and the pain exploded along his nerves. "Are you going to cooperate?" Kelly demanded again.

"Yes!" The fight abandoned him, she released him, and he stumbled.

After that, his mother stepped forward, and she held out the panties.

“You know what to do,” she said.

He pulled them on. Next, they put him in a bra. Item by item, they dressed the bride boy for his big day.

Through all of this, Darren wished he could have convinced them to stop. But at this point, he couldn't even open his mouth. For once, there wasn't a gag stuffed between his teeth, but he still didn't dare utter a sound. Something had been stripped away. He lost his arrogance and brash defiance. At this point, he wasn't some spoiled rich boy.

He was becoming something else.

He was a slave slut. He was a bride boy.

Darren wished he could delete those phrases from his mind and memory, only they seemed to be inside of his skull, mirroring the rhythm of his heart.

He’d still fight. Deep down, he wanted to believe that. Even if he cooperated right then and there, he’d find his chance to strike back!

His mother and sister dressed him. They sat him down. They brushed out his blonde hair, they tied the ribbons in place, and they drew the veil over his face after they did his makeup. Again and again, he wished he could have been bold enough to jump up onto his feet to fight back. He wanted to throw a punch, to launch a furious kick.

He couldn't do it.

Maybe it was the sound of his voice or the alterations to his body.

At several points, Darren shut his eyes, and he envisioned the blades making their way across his frame. He thought of what Dr. Chen had done to his eyes, to his nose, to his lips, to his neck and throat, to his shoulders and biceps, his legs and butt.

Normally, Darren didn't bother with philosophy. He wasn't interested in those abstract definitions or obtuse questions about the nature of reality. But now, he had to ask himself: to what degree had his personality and identity been connected to his body? Now that he had been altered, how did that affect how he saw himself?

Slave slut. Bride boy.

He found himself peering out at the world from behind a veil.

His mother stepped off to one side. His sister took the other. They held onto his wrists, and they guided him out of his room when they were finished.

They cooed over how pretty and beautiful he looked.

"What's going on?" Darren finally managed to ask in a frantic whisper. He walked forward in his high heels, his white dress, his bodice and veil.

"Don't worry," Kelly said.

"This is going to be good for you," his mother agreed. "You didn't know how to make your own decisions. Now you will have a man who can make every decision for you. He will train you. He will make sure you live your best life."

With each step, Darren hoped he might come up with something. That urge had blossomed behind his eyes again and again, ever since he had been kidnapped and taken into custody at the Crestwood Asylum. Now those instincts became even more powerful as these women walked him down a corridor and up to a pair of double doors.

That's when he heard the music. Someone was playing the music on a piano. Or maybe it was recording. Either way, he heard those dulcet notes vibrate across the air, and the lyrics immediately popped into his head, Here comes the bride...All dressed in white.

"I'm going to go take my seat," Kelly said. "Good luck."

Within seconds, Darren had been left alone with his mother. He spun back, and he looked up at her. He stared into her eyes. She watched him. She matched his gaze. Realizing this might be his last opportunity before he was handed off to his new owner, Darren dropped his voice again. Frantic and desperate, he tried, "Please. Please, mother. Please, don't do this to me. Please. I have already been transformed. Okay? I have learned my lesson. I, I can never be the same boy I used to be. You, you can change your mind now. You don't have to do this."

"That’s just nerves," she said, reaching up and patting him on the arm. "You don't need to panic. Your master is going to be very generous with you. All you have to do is learn to suck and swallow and spread your legs like an eager little slut."

Darren's eyes widened as he absorbed those words. This was his mother, after all. She was the CEO of a major corporation. She wasn't supposed to use this kind of language.

And yet, her expression didn't shift. She didn't look angry or upset. She had simply stated the fact of the matter: this was what he needed to learn. One way or another, his new master would ensure his good behavior.

"But, but I can be good!"

"Then you’ll be good for Master Richard." She chuckled. "I wonder if he's going to want you to start calling him Daddy."

Darren's jaw dropped open. The music continued to play, and he knew he didn't have much time left. Despite the disappointment grinding behind his rib cage, Darren still had to try again. "Please. Please, Mother. Please, I'm serious! I can do whatever you want. Okay? You can take me home. You can treat me like your daughter. You can train me to be a dumb schoolgirl or a bimbo or whatever you want. Please, just don't give me to that man!"

"I'm the mother," Elizabeth Greenfield said with a smile. It was just as gentle and reassuring as before. "That means it is my job to give you away."

"But you don't have to do it," he told her. "You could change your mind right now. You can change your mind. Please, change your mind?"

"No, Darren…" Elizabeth said as she reached out for him. She touched him gently, and he started to think perhaps she would really change her mind. That's when she told him, "You’re going to be such a good little bride boy for your master. I think he'll enjoy hearing you beg as much as I have.”

That's when the music stopped.

She pushed the door open, and she hooked her arm on his. She tugged, pulling the bride across the threshold and into the chamber.

Darren wasn't sure what to expect, but it wasn't this. It looked like a church? He saw the pews, plus the candles up at the front of the chamber. Then there was a woman dressed in black. She smiled at him. There was that tall man from before: Master Richard. There were other people here as well.

Darren looked around, and he hoped he could see a friendly face. Maybe some friend from his old life? Some acquaintance, someone he could use or manipulate? He just needed to spot one ally. That was all he really needed! If he could get someone to help him, maybe he could get out of there!

He didn't know any of them. Worse, he could read the hunger on their faces. There were women and men, all of whom looked very confident and capable. They were business leaders, researchers, and influencers. These were the wealthy and powerful who employed Dr. Chen and her associates at the Crestwood Asylum. When they saw the bride boy take his first steps down the aisle, they were grinning. A few applauded. Kelly waved at him.

His eyes dampened. He looks like some brushing little bride. He looked nervous and scared.

He heard someone whisper, "This bride boy is a virgin."

"Master Richard is going to have so much fun taking that away from him."

"How much time do you think this slut slave is going to spend on his hands and knees?"

"All night, I bet."

"That's the point of a honeymoon, isn't it?"

"Hey. I'm sure this bride boy is going to be very docile and innocent. He won’t always be on his hands and knees." The speaker paused, "I bet he's going to spend a lot of time sucking Master Richard's monster cock!"

Darren tried so hard to block out those sounds. Another song had started, and he walked forward. Worse, his mother forced him to maintain that sedate rhythm. He took a step forward, they paused, and then she guided him ahead again. He was on display. This felt like a performance, only he had never rehearsed, nor did he want to be up there in front of all of these people.

For several seconds, he wondered exactly how much wealth and power was controlled by the individuals in that facility. How many of them owned companies? How many of them were connected to powerful politicians? These were the individuals who controlled so much of the world. In articles, blog posts, and on social media, these individuals were probably hailed as staunch defenders of the future. Some of them were progressive, others conservative. Here, they could gather. Online, they might have sniped at one another, perpetually arguing over the different facets of how a society should function. But off and unseen, they could share their passions. They could reveal the truth as they utilized the Crestwood Asylum…

All of those different pieces fit together, but Darren knew he hadn't escaped.

Dr. Chen released him because it was time to sell him. And now his mother brought him up to the altar. That woman standing and waiting for him turned back to the crowd. "Ladies and gentlemen, we are gathered here today for a wonderful event. We are gathered here today to witness the wedding between Master Richard and Darren Greenfield." The woman chuckled. "Master Richard, have you considered whether or not you're going to rename this bride boy?"

"I'm thinking about it," he said.

Darren opened his mouth to insist that he couldn't possibly be renamed. They had taken everything, but they couldn't take his name! At the last instant, he stopped himself. Realizing that a direct challenge to this man's authority would be a very bad idea, Darren locked his teeth together, and he sealed his lips into a hardened line.

If anyone noticed, they gave no sign of it. Then again, he could have battled all of them with every ounce of willpower he possessed, and they probably wouldn't have noticed. These were the individuals who understood what it took to control the women and men in their lives. Men could be reduced to simpering sissy slaves. The women could be transformed into idiotic bimbos who licked and slobbered at cocks as they begged for even more attention.

"For now, you may call him Darren," Master Richard said.

"Master Richard, do you take this boy to be your bride? Do take him to be your slave? Do you promise to this assembled group, here and now, that you will tame him and train him to the best of your ability? Will you ensure that he is taught to cooperate and recognize his superiors? Will you promise to use him however you see fit?"

"I do."

All at once, Darren realized something: this was his last chance to defy the people assembled here. He drew in a breath. He straightened his spine and tried to summon what little dignity he could.

Master Richard pulled away the veil, and Darren waited for the questions to stream out onto the air. That was what was supposed to happen here. He expected the officiant to make those statements and ask the question. Maybe it would be something trite about Darren's love and dedication to his new owner. Perhaps there would be a bunch of other questions. Either way, he could answer with one sharp declaration, "No!" Better yet, he could call out to the assembled powerbrokers, "I'm never going to obey! I'm never going to be his bride boy!" Darren just waited for the opportunity to spit out those words.

Master Richard didn't wait. He pulled back the veil, reached up, grabbed Darren by his blonde hair, and yanked hard, pulling his head back.

Right as Darren's lips parted, Master Richard leaned down. The officiant said, "You may kiss the bride."

Master Richard pressed his mouth to Darren's. He kissed him hard, taking what he wanted.

Eyes wide, Darren tried to pull away, only Master Richard was far too strong for him. He trapped this boy, keeping him stuck right there.

His cheeks inflamed with raw shame as Darren got kissed hard. Worse, he could feel that tongue slide down between his lips. He could taste his owner as Master Richard enjoyed himself.

The kiss lingered. It lasted from one second to the next, the moments sliding together even as he could hear the audience laughing.

Then Master Richard pulled back. He yanked on Darren's hair again, sending a sharp burst of pain down into his scalp. "You will be silent."

That simple command snapped into the bride boy. As a slut slave, he couldn't argue. He couldn't fight back. And now, Darren held onto his hand. "Do you want to see this bride boy on his knees?" Master Richard had turned back to the crowd, and now he called out that simple question. "You want to watch as he sucks my cock like an obedient little bride?"

The moisture disintegrated from Darren's mouth. He peeked out at the crowd. He could only watch as a couple of people jumped up and started hooting, cheering, and clapping. Even those who remained seated called out their agreement.

"Make him suck!"

"I want to see his mouth get taken!"

"Use that pretty little bride!"

“Fuck his greedy little mouth!”

Master Richard shoved the bride down onto his knees. Darren fell. Suddenly, he was braced in position, his eyes pointed right at Master Richard's crotch. Worse, he could see the bulge pushing out from his black pants.

Master Richard reached down. Even as he waved to the audience with one hand, he used his other set of fingers to grab the zipper and pull it down. He yanked out his erection.

Darren's eyes widened. He started to shake his head. He yearned to cry out, to beg or scream. He wished there was something, anything he could do to make this stop!

Keep down, however, he had to know the truth. He knew what happened to the slave sluts. He knew how they were taken, used, humiliated and degraded at every opportunity. They weren't people; they were property. Even if he could still think for himself, he had become an object…something to be owned.

As those thoughts flashed behind his eyes, he tried to relax. His owner pulled on his hair again. He forced his head back. With the bride boy on his knees, Master Richard chuckled once, his deep voice vibrating on the air, "Lick. Start with the underside. Then work your way to the left, then the right. Use your tongue. Kiss. Kiss your master."

On some level, Darren didn’t believe he could do it. This was supposed to be impossible. After all, he thought he was better than all of this.

And yet, he could feel the new contours of his body, those angles and curves that hadn't been there before. He thought of everything he had lost, how his body had been reshaped. Just as importantly, there were those echoes of pain.

He hated this. He hated this with every particle of his being! And yet, Darren still didn't find any other choice. With Master Richard poised above him, the slut slave leaned forward, and he did as commanded. He stuck out his tongue, and he slid his tongue up the underside of this man's mammoth cock!

Darren tried to lose himself; he wanted to ignore the sensations. He tried to pretend he was somewhere else. Maybe he could close his eyes and lose himself to some fantasy? Some memory? That may have been a good idea, only it didn't work.

He looked at the underside. He kissed. His puckered lips pressed up against the firm flesh of this powerful man's erection. Darren may have fantasized about scenarios like this before, but he wasn't supposed to be the one on his knees.

Even so, he licked. He kept licking. He went for the underside first as commanded. He pivoted to the left, then the right. And now, Master Richard tightened his grip. He pulled on the bride boy's blonde tresses..."Are you ready?" asked Master Richard. "Are you ready to service your owner?"

There could only be one possible answer. He hated himself for giving in, but the fear pulsed through his body. Remembered pain and horrified worry, mixed together, stripping Darren of his defiance. "Yes, Master."

"It's time to fuck that pretty face," Master Richard replied. He shoved forward. His slick shaft pushed up against the roof of Darren's mouth. He shoved it all the way back into the back of his throat. Darren nearly gagged. He fought hard. He wanted to pull away, to catch his breath. The tension shot up along the base of his neck.

Master Richard still only used one hand, but that was plenty. He had no trouble keeping this bride boy in his place. He used Darren, pumping him, thrusting forward, drawing back, showing this boy over and over again where he belonged, and how he could be used.

Darren licked. He sucked. At the same time, he tried so hard not to choke!

Fresh humiliation lanced into his chest. It stabbed into him because he should've been better than this. As a rich boy, he should've been the one on his feet with some eager slut slave on her knees before him.

Instead, Darren kept licking. He kept sucking!

"Good. That's right. Good. More," Master Richard ordered up on that altar.

With all of those people watching and witnessing his subjugation, Darren licked. He sucked. He bobbed his head forward and back with his lips tight around Master Richard’s girth. As he served, he hated himself for giving in. Every few seconds, those frustrating fantasies flashed through his head. He wanted to jump up. He wished he could punch Master Richard or slap him across the face. And yet, that was his owner. Despite everything he wishedto believe about himself, Darren already knew he wasn't strong enough to take this man.

"Let's show this bride boy what it means to be married!" Master Richard roared with a laugh. Holding onto Darren's blonde locks, he yanked, jerking the boy back.

Darren looked up. He didn't understand. Then Master Richard reached down and grabbed his fingers around his shaft. He squeezed once, twice, three times. As he pumped, he blew his load. There was that splash, the squirt, the hot, sticky load that splashed out onto Darren's face.

The bride boy tried to jerk away. He did everything he could to pull back and hide his features.

It didn't work. He managed to close his eyes, yet everyone in that church watched as Darren took it. Pretty soon, his face was coated in that sticky ejaculate, and there was nothing he could do about it.

Then Master Richard held out his hand.

Someone came up to him. They gave him the white-collar and the matching leash.

Master Richard slipped the band around the slut slave's slender neck. He locked it on. Darren even heard the sound of the mechanism clicking shut. He wouldn't be able to remove this, not on his own, not without help, not without a key…

"Crawl, slut slave," Master Richard commanded. Then he pulled, and Darren knew he could have tried to walk. He could have jumped up onto his feet. It would have been just a moment of rebellion and defiance, yet maybe it would have been enough to prove some point. Maybe it would have demonstrated something significant and meaningful.

As much as Darren wished he could get away with something like that, he didn't have the courage. He couldn't conjure the bravery. And so, he crawled. With his face still dripping, he moved along on his knuckles and knees. He passed all of those witnesses. His mother and his sister waved at him.

The sounds of laughter drowned out every other thought and idea.

Master Richard brought this boy right up to the back of the limo. From there, he picked Darren up and tossed him down into the trunk. At once, Darren tried to say something. When he opened his mouth, Master Richard reached under Darren's skirt and yanked down the bride boy's panties before shoving them into his mouth. Darren gagged before he tried to spit it out, only his owner tied a ribbon around his mouth, making sure this boy couldn't speak.

Next, he rolled Darren onto his stomach. He pulled his arms and legs behind his back. The bride tried to argue, to fight. He squirmed and kicked out except Master Richard knew exactly what he was doing. Within moments, the slut slave had been hogtied. Ballard and helpless, he couldn't get away.

He was trapped in the trunk, and then the hatch slammed down, and Darren found himself stuck in the dark prison.

Master Richard let his driver open the door for him, and he climbed inside. Then the vehicle started to roll.

Muzzled by his own panties, Darren tried to close his eyes. And yet, he kept opening them. As the vehicle rumbled around him, he was taken along some road, onto a freeway, and hours went by. He squirmed, desperate to roll onto his side. If he had any kind of amazing skill, then maybe he would have been able to slip free from his bonds. Perhaps, given enough time, he would have been able to jump out of the car, land with an amazing roll, and run for it.

But he knew how he looked. More importantly, he understood what was going to happen.

Then there was that other understanding.

Master Richard had wealth. He had power. He had influence. He knew people.

Darren, even if he had escaped, wouldn't have been free for long. His new owner would have tracked him down. Master Richard would have sent his bounty hunters after this boy. Soon enough, Darren would have found himself caged, on display, and just as helpless as he was at that moment.

Eventually, the vehicle came to a stop.

Master Richard got out, and he opened the trunk. Then he grabbed the boy. He released him from those bonds, only to literally throw his bride over his shoulder. He carried Darren like this boy was nothing but a sack of grain.

They went inside.

Darren looked around. He drank in the details: expensive works of art, gorgeous sculptures, marble floors, and expansive rooms.

They seemed to walk for a very long time. And then they came to the double doors.

With a chuckle, Master Richard kicked them open.

"I'm carrying you across the threshold, slut," Master Richard said. And then, in that next moment, he threw the bride boy down onto the bed.

Darren landed, bounced once, and then he scrambled up. His muscles were still stiff after spending so much time in the trunk.

Master Richard stood there, his legs parted slightly, his hands at his sides. Although he remained still, his hungry eyes swept across his bride boy, and it was obvious he had something in mind.

Without trying, Darren thought of what happened before back at the church. He swallowed back his dread, and he shook his head from side to side. "There's no one here to see it," he said as though that could make a difference. "You don't have to do this."

"This isn't something I’ll have to do," Master Richard answered. "It's something I want to do."

All at once, Darren understood. He realized that he really would be a plaything for this man. Deep down, maybe he had hoped that he would just cook and clean and act as domestic service. Just like Michelle, Darren would be turned into chattel. Worse, Darren was also going to get used. He was about to get fucked hard.

He panicked.

He ran!

Darren scrambled forward, and he scurried across the bed. He jumped down onto his feet, and he dashed for the double doors.

He kicked down against the floor, pivoting away from Master Richard. The larger man tried to grab him. Darren evaded his grip by just a few inches. Then he sprinted hard. He came up to the double doors, grabbed the handles, and he worried they may have already locked automatically.

The doors actually began to turn!

Half a second later, he began to jump out of the bedroom and into the hallway.

Just as his right foot stretched forward, Master Richard strode up behind his latest acquisition. His arm snapped out, and he grabbed his pretty bride. He picked the boy up in that white dress, and Darren kicked out with his feet. His heels swung through the air, but he couldn't get any kind of leverage. He couldn't break his owner's hold on his torso.

Master Richard pushed the boy down onto the bed again. Darren's feet hit the floor, and he tried to push away, only he wasn't strong enough.

With one meaty hand braced against that spot between Darren's shoulder blades, Master Richard lifted the bride's skirt to expose his naked ass. Then he spanked him. His hand flew down with one sharp slap, another, and another after that!

At first, Darren really believed he would be able to hold out. He had endured electroshock therapy, canings, and surgery.

The pain drilled into him. Master Richard knew what he was doing.

Within seconds, Darren's defiance broke apart, "I'm sorry!"

"That's not how you apologize," Master Richard said even as the barrage continued. One blow after another landed hard and fast, sending spikes of pain throughout the slave slut's frame.

"What?" Darren breathed out.

Apparently, that was a better answer. Master Richard massaged his slave's ass. This powerful hand slid along those curves. Obviously, he enjoyed the firm tension and the gentle heat radiating off of this boy as he told him, "When you speak to me, you will address me correctly. I am your Lord Husband or your Master. Say it."

Even if Darren didn't want to do it, he didn't see any other alternative. "You, you are my Lord Husband or my Master."

"Good. There's a good slut," Master Richard said. "You know, you do look really cute in this corset. Plus, I adore your little dress. You really do look like a bride. Now, are you going to be able to run away?"

"No, Master."

"Will you enjoy being here?"

"Yes?"

He got slapped for his lie.

Master Richard chided him, "I expect you to tell me the truth. And guess what? It's perfectly fine with me if you hate this. You can despise every second of your existence for all I care. As long as you understand where you belong, that's all that counts. After all, who is stronger?"

"You are, Master."

"And who is in charge?"

"You are, Master," Darren said. Even as he uttered those words, he silently fumed and raged at the ease with which this man could control him. It wasn't right. It wasn't fair!

And yet, Darren already knew that he couldn't get away. He couldn't break free, no matter how hard he might try. This man had him. This man wielded all of the control any individual could ever crave. At the same time, Darren really had become a toy. He was a plaything, dressed up, and sculpted to amuse this man.

"On your knees, slut," Master Richard ordered.

He stepped back.

Darren turned around slowly. He looked back up at his owner. He tried to smooth out his skirt. With the reluctance splashed across his features, he fell to his knees as Master Richard unzipped his pants again, freeing his cock.

"Take your time," Master Richard instructed as he reached down. He ran his fingers through Darren's soft hair. He took a firm grip on the back of his skull. And then he pulled his bride boy forward, positioning Darren in the perfect spot to suck his cock all over again. "It's time for another blow job."

Darren understood what was going to happen. Only a few hours before, he had performed in front of so many people. "I expect you to worship my cock. I expect you to luxuriate in licking and sucking. After all, if you don't do a good job, you will be punished. And if you really, really displease me, I will decide to go on a business trip. And while I'm gone, guess where you’ll be going?"

Darren had an idea, only something still compelled him to ask. "Where, Master?"

"Crestwood," said his owner. In that next moment, he shoved his cock forward, impaling the slave slut's face with his enormous length. Within seconds, Darren was sputtering and gagging. He sucked as diligently as he could, his tongue and moistened mouth working those contours.

While he had been performing, Master Richard had enjoyed himself, only now he could take his time. As promised, he worked his shaft slowly. Then he started to speed up. He slowed down again. There was that unpredictable rhythm as this man followed his impulses.

Seconds turned to minutes. Darren kept sucking. He slurped and slobbered like a dumb whore.

"Enough," Master Richard announced before he could climax again. "I want my slut on his hands and knees, ass up, face down."

Without even the scant protection of his panties, Darren understood what was going to happen. He hated this. His eyes watered, and fresh frustration washed over him. He could feel that tide of anger rush through his body.

Even so, he already knew what he could do: nothing. There were no strategies, no defenses, no way for him to fight back. He had tried to escape, and that earned him a spanking.

Worst of all, Darren knew that this man wouldn't hesitate to send him back to Crestwood. And if he returned to the asylum, what would Dr. Chen do to him?

A shiver sprinted along his body. That's why he rushed up onto the bed. He scampered into position, and he braced his weight against his elbows, forearms, and wrists. Face down and ass up, he positioned himself, fully aware of what was going to happen.

"Don't be nervous, little bride boy. This is your wedding night."

Darren couldn't argue. He couldn't defend himself. And now, Master Richard positioned himself. On his knees, he reached over and grabbed his plaything by those golden yellow locks. With a quick jerk, he made Darren cry out. And then he pushed forward. Master Richard shoved his slick cock straight into the boy's tight orifice.

As a fantasy, Darren must've envisioned some scenario where he could tighten up, clench down, and refuse to accept this.

He tried, and he failed.

Master Richard pushed forward, burying his cock within the span of just one or two or three full seconds. The boy tried to clench his muscles, like that would be enough. Master Richard had taken virgin boys like Darren before, and now he enjoyed his bride. He stole away Darren's virginity as he rammed forward, only to draw back, and shove then twice as hard.

Darren cried out. He whimpered.

He made all of those adorable little noisesas his owner took advantage of him. Master Richard still had his hand woven into Darren's hair as he pumped, thrusting in, yanking back, and pushing forward all over again.

"That feels incredible. I'm going to have so much fun with you every night. You're going to be on your knees, and I'm going to hold you tight. I'm going to use that mouth!" Master Richard made those promises even as he claimed this boy.

Darren understood what was happening. He knew how he was getting used. He realized what it all meant.

He could never go back to his old life.

Even if he yearned for the chance to reclaim his old existence, it was never going to happen.

"Yes. Yes, you are mine. Say it."

"I'm yours, Master!" Darren cried out. Beneath those words, rage vibrated.

Master Richard must've been able to hear that reluctance because he basked in that moment. He savored his slave slut's humiliation as his cock started to pulsate.

Darren’s owner came hard, thrusting even faster now. With every pumping motion, he showed this boy exactly where he belonged and who he had become. With a barbaric growl, Master Richard finished.

He jerked back. Then he fell onto the bed, and he pulled his little slave boy close. He held onto Darren, and he whispered, "I don't care how much you hate this. You're always going to be mine. Say it."

"Yes, Master," Darren agreed because he had no other choice. “No matter how much I hate this, I’m always going to be yours.”

"Don't worry. I'm going to train you. I’ll make sure you learn to accept this. Even if you never enjoy it, you’ll see the truth."

Without thinking, Darren agreed. "Yes, Master."

The End


This novella was written as a commission along with the other works set in the Crestwood universe. If you’re interested in your own commission, I charge 100.00 USD for 10,000 words, and you can contact me at marinarex1221@gmail.com.

I’d love to hear from you!
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