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1 - STEPDAD’S ULTIMATUM

The sharp, sweet scent of burning cannabis hung in the air of Kylie’s bedroom, a familiar fog she preferred to the sterile silence of the rest of the house. She lounged on her bed, phone in one hand, the smoldering joint in the other, blowing a lazy stream of smoke toward the ceiling. Her mother’s face, forever smiling from a framed photo on the dresser, seemed to watch her with a sad patience Kylie actively ignored.

The front door downstairs clicked shut. Heavy footsteps. Quentin.

She rolled her eyes, a practiced, weary motion, and took another long drag. She didn’t bother hiding it. Let him smell it. Let him see. What was he going to do? Ground her? She was eighteen. She’d graduated. The whole world told her she was an adult now, except for the one man who paid the bills.

His knock on her door was a formality, three sharp raps before it swung open. Dr. Quentin Moore stood in the doorway, still in his crisp dress shirt and tie, his brown eyes scanning the room before settling on her. Disappointment etched lines around his mouth. It was his default expression around her.

“Smoking in the house again, Kylie?”

“It’s my room,” she said, her voice flat. She didn’t look at him, focusing on the glowing tip of the joint.

“It’s my house.” He stepped inside, his presence making the spacious room feel small. “We need to talk.”

“We’re talking.” She finally met his gaze, a challenge in her blue eyes. Bratty, he’d called her once. She’d worn the label like armor ever since.

Quentin sighed, a sound of profound exhaustion. “This can’t continue. The parties, the boys sneaking out at all hours, the drugs. Your grades barely got you a diploma. You have no plans, no direction.”

“I have plans,” Kylie shot back, sitting up. “My plan is to not be miserable. You should try it.”

A flash of something—hurt, anger—crossed his face. “Your mother wouldn’t want this for you.”

Don’t. The word screamed in her head. She felt the familiar, hot pressure behind her eyes. Her mother had been dead for two years, and he still used her as a weapon. “You don’t know what she’d want.”

“I know she’d want you to have a future.” He crossed his arms, his voice shifting from paternal to clinical. Doctor mode. “I’ve reached my limit. I have a solution. One of my colleagues, Dr. Blackwood, has founded a new program. The Blackwood Institute.”

Kylie snorted. “Sounds like a spa for rich weirdos. I’m not interested.”

“You will be.” His tone left no room for debate. “It’s a residential program. One week. Intensive therapy, structured discipline, life skills. It’s designed for young women who are… lost. Who need guidance to find their proper path.”

The words landed like stones. Lost. Proper path. She wasn’t lost; she was free. Free from the expectations that had suffocated her after her mom died. Free from pretending everything was okay. “I’m not going to some bootcamp. I’m eighteen. You can’t make me.”

“Then you’re on your own.” The sentence hung in the smoky air, cold and absolute. “You have until the end of the week. If you don’t agree to enroll, you need to pack your things and leave. The allowance stops. The credit card is mine. This room is mine.”

Her pulse raced, a sudden, frantic drum against her ribs. He meant it. She saw the finality in his stern face. The comfortable bed beneath her, the en-suite bathroom, the walk-in closet full of clothes she didn’t pay for—it all turned to sand, slipping through her fingers. The street wasn’t a metaphor; it was a cold, real possibility.

Panic twisted in her stomach, but she forced her features into a mask of bored contempt. “Whatever. Fine. What’s the catch? Do they make you weave baskets and chant?”

A slight, grim smile touched Quentin’s lips. “No baskets. It’s a modern, revolutionary approach. Richard is… a very persuasive man. He gets results.”

He pulled a sleek, black brochure from his briefcase and placed it on her messy vanity. The cover showed a minimalist, modern building surrounded by serene gardens. The words ‘The Blackwood Institute’ were embossed in silver. “He’s expecting you for an initial assessment tomorrow at ten. Be ready. And for God’s sake, shower. You smell like a dispensary.”

Quentin left, closing the door with a soft, definitive click.

Silence pressed in, heavier than before. Kylie stubbed the joint out in a porcelain dish, her hands unsteady. She walked to the vanity and picked up the brochure. It was thick, expensive paper. She flipped it open.

Inside were photos of clean, bright common rooms, a library, a sun-drenched yoga studio. Testimonials from vague, smiling ‘graduates’ talked about ‘finding themselves’ and ‘embracing structure.’ It looked like a high-end retreat.

Then she turned to the last page. A headshot of Dr. Richard Blackwood.

Her breath caught.

He was handsome in a severe, unsettling way. Black hair, perfectly styled. Olive skin. Eyes so dark they seemed to absorb the light from the page, looking straight at the camera—straight at her. His mouth was set in a line that wasn’t quite a smile, more a promise of one. He radiated an aura of complete control. Dominant. The word took on a new, electric meaning as she stared at the photo.

A strange, unwelcome curl of heat stirred low in her belly, a reaction that felt like a betrayal. This was the man who was supposed to ‘fix’ her? To discipline her? She thought of his hands—they’d be strong, probably. Capable. She imagined those dark eyes seeing right through her bratty act, seeing the scared, grieving girl underneath. The thought made her skin prickle.

How bad could it be? she’d wondered earlier. Looking at Dr. Blackwood’s intense gaze, a new, more thrilling question whispered in her mind: Or how interesting?

She tossed the brochure back onto the vanity. It landed face-up, Dr. Blackwood’s portrait staring at the ceiling. She wouldn’t give Quentin the satisfaction of seeing her worry. She’d go tomorrow. She’d show up, with her ripped jeans and her attitude, and she’d see this ‘revolutionary program’ for herself.

But as she lay back on her bed, the ghost of the weed’s high gone, replaced by a sharp, anxious clarity, she couldn’t stop thinking about those dark eyes. And the curious, unnerving flutter they’d sparked deep inside her.

2 - A HUMILIATING EXAMINATION

The drive to the Blackwood Institute was silent. Quentin’s knuckles were white on the steering wheel. Kylie stared out the window, her stomach a tight knot of resentment and a low, simmering curiosity she refused to acknowledge. The building, when they pulled up a long, private driveway, matched the brochure perfectly—modern, all sharp angles and dark glass, surrounded by manicured grounds that felt more like a prison than a retreat.

A receptionist with a blank smile led them through hushed, carpeted halls to a door marked ‘Assessment Room B.’ Quentin gave her a final, stern look. “Be respectful, Kylie. This is your chance.”

“Whatever,” she muttered, pushing the door open.

The room was nothing like a doctor’s office. It was spacious, dimly lit by recessed lighting, dominated by a large, leather-padded chair that looked more like something from a dentist’s office, but with high stirrups at the end. The tools on a nearby tray gleamed under a single spotlight. And standing beside it, his back to them as he examined a chart, was Dr. Richard Blackwood.

He turned. The photo hadn’t done him justice.

He was taller than she expected, his fitted black suit hugging a lean, powerful frame. His hair was indeed perfect, a sweep of ink-black against his olive skin. But it was his eyes that pinned her to the spot—dark, intense, and utterly focused on her. They traveled from her scuffed boots, up her ripped jeans, to her defiant face, and she felt the assessment like a physical touch. Her pulse jumped.

“Kylie. Quentin.” His voice was smooth, a low baritone that vibrated in the quiet room. “Thank you for coming. Please, come in.”

Quentin guided her forward with a hand on her shoulder. She shrugged it off.

“Dr. Blackwood,” Quentin said, his tone shifting to professional deference. “This is Kylie.”

“I see.” Dr. Blackwood’s lips curved, not quite a smile. “Kylie, your stepfather has explained our program. Today’s assessment is the first step. It is a full physical evaluation. Quentin will be observing. Do you understand?”

Kylie crossed her arms. “You want to give me a physical. Fine. Let’s get it over with.”

“Excellent.” Dr. Blackwood moved to the tray, his movements economical and precise. “The first part requires you to disrobe. Everything, please. Then position yourself in the chair.”

A cold shock went through her. Everything? With Quentin watching? Her defiance wavered. She glanced at her stepfather. He stood near the door, arms crossed, his expression unreadable. He gave a single, slow nod.

“This is standard, Kylie,” Dr. Blackwood said, as if reading her panic. “Vital for our baseline. Your compliance is the first measure of your commitment to change.”

The threat from last night echoed in the silence. The street. Her comfortable life, gone. Swallowing hard, she turned her back to both men. Her fingers fumbled with the button of her jeans. The rasp of the zipper sounded obscenely loud. She pushed the denim down her hips, let them fall to the floor, and stepped out. Her panties followed. She kept her eyes fixed on the far wall, her face burning. The cool air of the room kissed her bare skin, raising goosebumps. She heard the soft rustle of Quentin shifting his weight but couldn’t bring herself to look.

“The shirt as well,” Dr. Blackwood instructed, his voice closer now.

She pulled her tight t-shirt over her head, dropped it. Now she stood completely naked, her back to them, her curvy body exposed in the dim light. Shame warred with a strange, thrilling vulnerability. Her heart hammered against her ribs.

“Now, the chair. Legs in the stirrups. Recline.”

She walked the few steps to the massive chair, the leather cold against her thighs and backside as she sat. She lifted her legs, sliding her feet into the cold metal stirrups, and leaned back. The position was profoundly exposing. She felt the cool air directly on her most intimate places. She stared at the ceiling, focusing on a tiny flaw in the paint.

Dr. Blackwood moved into her field of vision. He had donned a pair of latex gloves with a soft snap that made her flinch. His dark eyes held hers. “Breathe, Kylie. This is for your benefit. Try to relax.”

Relax. Right. She felt anything but relaxed. Yet, beneath the shame and anger, a traitorous heat was gathering low in her belly. The clinical setting, his utter command, Quentin’s silent observation—it was humiliating. It was terrifying. And it sent a shocking jolt of arousal straight to her core.

His gloved hand touched her inner thigh. She jerked.

“Easy.” His touch was firm, guiding her knees farther apart. She was spread wide open for him. For them. She squeezed her eyes shut.

His fingers traced a light path up her thigh. Not clinical. Not rough. A slow, deliberate exploration. They brushed through the soft blonde curls, and a soft, involuntary gasp escaped her lips. Her hips gave a tiny, betraying twitch.

“Already responsive,” Dr. Blackwood murmured, more to Quentin than to her. “Good. The body often reveals what the mind wishes to hide.”

Then his finger was there, parting her folds, finding her entrance. He pressed, just slightly. A bolt of sensation, sharp and electric, shot through her. She was damp. She hadn’t even realized it. Her face flamed hotter.

“Very good,” he said, his voice a dark praise. He slid a single finger inside her.

It was an invasion, cold from the latex, but it was also a revelation. Her inner muscles clenched around him, a reflex she couldn’t control. He moved the finger slowly, in and out, a shallow, testing rhythm. A soft, slick sound filled the quiet. Her breath came in short, shallow puffs. The heat between her legs blossomed, spreading through her limbs, making them heavy. She was getting wetter, the proof coating his gloved finger.

“You see, Quentin?” Dr. Blackwood said, his tone conversational. “The defiance is a surface layer. Underneath, there is a deep need for structure. For a firm hand to guide her. Her body acknowledges this truth.”

Quentin didn’t reply, but Kylie could feel his gaze on her exposed form, on where Dr. Blackwood’s finger worked in and out of her. The humiliation was a live wire. The arousal was a swelling tide. She bit her lip to keep from making a sound.

The finger withdrew. She almost whimpered at the loss. Then she heard the metallic click of the speculum. Her eyes flew open.

He held the cold, steel instrument. “A deeper examination is required.”

Before she could protest, he pressed the closed blades against her. She flinched at the chill. Then he was inserting it, opening her with a slow, relentless pressure. She felt stretched, exposed in a way she’d never experienced. He tightened the mechanism, locking her open. She was spread impossibly wide, her pink, wet flesh completely visible to his gaze. To Quentin’s. A moan, half-pain, half-something else, caught in her throat.

Dr. Blackwood studied her for a moment, his dark eyes missing nothing. “Healthy.” He then released the speculum, withdrawing it. The sudden emptiness was shocking.

His gloved hand returned. This time, a finger, slick with her own wetness, circled her tight back hole. She tensed, a shock of panic surging through the haze of arousal. “W-what are you—”

“A full assessment, Kylie. Complete surrender.” His voice left no room for argument. The finger pressed, insistently. It was a strange, burning pressure. She tried to clench against it, but her body was pliant, traitorously aroused. With a firm push, his fingertip breached the tight ring of muscle and slid into her ass.

The sensation was overwhelming. Full. Forbidden. A sharp cry tore from her lips. Her hands gripped the leather arms of the chair, knuckles white.

“Shhh,” he soothed, his other hand moving to her front. His thumb found her clit, swollen and sensitive, and began to rub slow, firm circles.

Pleasure detonated. It was too much—the deep, filling intrusion in her ass, the expert stimulation on her clit. Her hips bucked off the chair, seeking more friction, more of that devastating touch. A ragged sob escaped her. She was lost in a whirlpool of shame and desperate, climbing need. Her eyes sought Quentin’s across the room. He was watching, his face a rigid mask, but his eyes were dark, fixed on where Dr. Blackwood’s hands worked her body.

“That’s it,” Dr. Blackwood coaxed, his thumb moving faster. His finger in her ass curled, stroking a spot inside that made her see stars. “Let us see you. Let us see the real Kylie. The one who needs this.”

The coil in her belly snapped. Pleasure erupted, a violent, shocking wave that tore through her with no warning. Her back arched off the chair, a strangled scream ripping from her throat as her climax crashed over her. It was endless, convulsive. Her channel clenched around nothing, gushing wetness onto the leather beneath her in a hot, messy rush. Her ass spasmed around his invading finger. She shook, utterly spent, tears of humiliation and overwhelming release leaking from the corners of her eyes.

For a long moment, the only sounds were her ragged, sobbing breaths and the soft drip of her fluids onto the table.

Dr. Blackwood slowly withdrew his fingers. He peeled off the wet gloves with a soft snap and dropped them into a bin. He looked down at her, sprawled and trembling in the chair, her body glistening with sweat and her own release. A faint, satisfied smile touched his lips.

“A promising start,” he said. His gaze shifted to Quentin. “She has a strong capacity for submission. The instinct is there, buried under the rebellion. We can work with this.”

He turned to a cabinet and pulled out a thin, pale blue hospital gown. He draped it over her shivering body. “Sit up.”

She could barely move, her limbs like jelly. She managed to push herself up, clutching the gown closed. It was flimsy, barely reaching mid-thigh, and it gaped open at the back. She felt the cool air on her exposed backside. There was no underwear.

“The assessment will continue,” Dr. Blackwood said, his tone businesslike once more. “But we’ve established a vital baseline. You are responsive to direction. To discipline.” His dark eyes held hers, and the heat in her belly, though sated for a moment, flickered anew under his gaze. “This was just the beginning, Kylie. We’ve only just scratched the surface. There is so much more to explore.”

He turned to Quentin. “You may leave now, Quentin. She’s in good hands.”

Quentin, his face still unreadable, gave a curt nod and left the room without a backward glance. The door clicked shut, leaving her alone with Dr. Blackwood.

Kylie’s breath caught. Her body, so recently spent, hummed with a fresh, terrifying anticipation.

3 - TRAINING BEGINS

The door clicked shut behind Quentin, and the silence in Assessment Room B became a living thing, thick with the scent of leather and Kylie’s own release. Dr. Blackwood’s dark eyes tracking her every shiver as she clutched the flimsy gown.

“Stand,” he said.

Her legs trembled, but she pushed herself up from the chair, the gown doing little to cover her. He didn’t offer her clothes. Instead, he gestured toward the door. “Follow me. It’s time you saw your accommodations.”

He led her out into the hall. The carpet was plush and silent under her bare feet. She kept her eyes down, hyper-aware of the gaping back of the gown, the cool air on her damp skin. They passed other doors, some closed, some open. In one, she glimpsed a girl about her age sitting perfectly straight on a plain chair, staring at a blank wall. In another, a soft, rhythmic crack sound and a muffled gasp made her jump.

Dr. Blackwood noticed her reaction. “Structure takes many forms,” he said, his voice calm. “Each resident’s path is unique.”

He stopped at a plain white door numbered 117 and opened it. The room was small, sterile. A single bed with a thin white cover. A plain dresser. A narrow window with bars, showing a sliver of the manicured lawn. It felt like a cell.

“This is yours. You will keep it immaculate. Inspections are daily.”

As she stood in the doorway, another girl walked past in the hall. She was stunning—long, chestnut hair, green eyes, a confident sway to her hips even in the simple gray uniform dress she wore. She smiled at Kylie, a warm, genuine smile.

“Hi,” the girl said, her voice soft. “I’m Georgia. You must be new.”

Kylie just stared, wrapping the gown tighter.

Dr. Blackwood gave a slight nod. “Georgia is one of our most progressed residents. She can help you orient yourself.”

Georgia’s smile widened. “You’ll like it here. Really. It’s… peaceful. Once you understand the rules.” Her gaze flickered to Dr. Blackwood with a look of deep respect, almost reverence, before returning to Kylie. “It gets better.”

Before Kylie could form a sarcastic reply, Dr. Blackwood spoke. “That’s enough for now, Georgia. Kylie’s training begins.”

Georgia nodded obediently and continued down the hall. Kylie watched her go, a knot of confusion in her chest. She likes it here?

“Come,” Dr. Blackwood said, his hand settling on the small of her back. The touch was proprietary, firm. He guided her away from the residential wing, down another corridor to a door marked 315. He unlocked it and ushered her inside.

The room was larger than her cell, but just as clinical. The centerpiece was a wide, leather-padded bench on a raised platform. The walls were lined with shelves and cabinets, their glass fronts revealing their contents: paddles, floggers, coils of rope, rows of vibrators, dildos of every size and color. The air smelled of clean leather and antiseptic.

“Close the door,” he instructed.

She did, the latch echoing in the quiet space. He walked to a cabinet, his back to her. “Remove the gown.”

Her throat tightened. The physical had been… invasive. What was he going to do to her now? “No, you can’t just… I’m not comfortable with this.”

He turned, his expression impassive. “Your comfort is not a priority here. Obedience is. Now, the gown.”

“I’m not doing it,” she whispered, her voice trembling but defiant. “This isn't right.”

Blackwood took a single step toward her, his shadow stretching over the padded bench. “You’re free to leave at any time. But your stepfather was very clear: if you fail to complete this program, you won't be returning to his house. He’s already had the locks changed.”

Her fingers felt numb. The threat loomed—the street, the cold, having nothing. With a shaky exhale, she untied the simple belt at her waist. The pale blue fabric slipped from her shoulders and pooled at her feet. She stood naked again, exposed under the bright lights.

“Good.” His eyes traveled over her, a slow, cataloging look that made her skin heat. “I knew you’d make the right decision. Now, bend over the bench. Grasp the far edge.”

She looked at the padded leather. Tears of frustration pricked her eyes, but she moved. She walked to the bench, leaned over it. The leather was cool against her stomach and breasts. She stretched her arms out, gripping the far edge. The position arched her back, presenting her round, still-tender backside to the room.

She heard him move behind her. He was selecting something from the cabinet. A whimper escaped her.

“This,” he said, his voice close now, “is for the disrespect. For the disobedience. For the wasted potential.”

A second later, pain.

A sharp, blazing crack echoed in the room as the flat wooden paddle connected with her right cheek. She cried out, her body jolting forward.

“Ah!”

The sting was immediate, intense, a hot brand on her flesh. Before she could recover, another blow landed on the left side.

Crack.

“Oh god!” Her fingers clenched on the bench edge. The pain was searing, but underneath it, a deep, throbbing heat began to spread. A pulse of something that wasn’t just hurt.

Crack.

“For smoking in the house.” His voice was calm, instructional.

Crack.

“For the careless boys.” Each strike was measured, deliberate, lighting up a new patch of her skin.

Crack.

“For disrespecting your mother’s memory.” That one hit deeper than the rest. A sob broke from her lips, but her hips gave an involuntary, shameful grind against the leather bench. The pain was morphing, twisting into a sharp, shocking pleasure. Her core, already sensitized from earlier, clenched, empty and aching.

He spanked her until her entire backside was a uniform, fiery red, until her cries had softened into choked moans, until she was pushing back against each blow, seeking the contact. He stopped. The sudden absence of the punishment was its own kind of agony. She was panting, her skin on fire, her pussy dripping.

A gentle touch then. His palm smoothed over the heated flesh, a soothing contrast that made her shiver. “Very good,” he murmured. “You take your discipline well. Now, onto your back.”

Dazed, she obeyed, rolling over onto the padded surface. The leather felt different against her burning skin. He produced soft leather cuffs from a drawer. In a swift, efficient motion, he secured her left wrist to a ring at the side of the bench, then her right. He moved to her ankles, buckling them into cuffs attached to the base, spreading her legs wide. She was utterly bound, open, her wetness glistening for him to see.

“The assessment showed a capacity for deep penetration,” he said, moving to the shelves. He selected a dildo. It was thick, longer than his hand, a deep shade of purple, with a pronounced curve and a textured surface. It was massive. Larger than any guy she’d ever been with.

Panic surged. “No. That’s too big. You can’t—”

“I can,” he corrected, picking up a bottle of clear lubricant. “And I will. This is training. Your body will learn to accommodate. To accept.” He poured a generous amount over the silicone, coating it until it shone. He held it up, the tip hovering at her entrance. “Breathe out.”

She shook her head, pulling against the restraints. “Please.”

He pushed.

The broad, slick head pressed against her, stretching her opening impossibly wide. A sharp burn tore through her. She screamed, her back arching off the bench. He didn’t stop. He applied steady, relentless pressure, and the head popped inside with a wet, yielding sound. She gasped, her vision swimming. It was so much. A filling, burning stretch that felt like it would split her in two.

“Breathe,” he commanded again, his voice a dark anchor.

She sucked in a ragged breath. He pushed deeper, inch by excruciating inch, the textured surface dragging against her inner walls. The burning began to fade, replaced by a shocking, overwhelming sense of fullness. He buried it to the hilt, until the base rested against her swollen lips. She felt stuffed, stretched to her limit, every nerve ending screaming.

“See?” he said, his hand resting on her trembling lower belly. “You can take it. Your body is made for this.”

Then he moved it. He pulled it back, almost out, then thrust it back in. A ragged cry was torn from her. The motion sparked something else—a deep, grinding pleasure against a spot inside her that made her toes curl. He set a rhythm, slow and deep, each thrust making the bench creak softly. The stretch was still there, a constant, aching pressure, but it was mingling now with sharp jolts of pleasure. Her cries turned into moans. Her hips strained against the restraints, trying to meet his thrusts.

“Good girl,” he praised, his eyes watching her face intently. “You’re learning.”

Just as she was adjusting to the brutal fullness, he picked up a small, black vibrator, no thicker than his thumb. He flicked it on. A low, insistent buzz filled the air. He slicked it with more lube. His other hand never stopped pumping the huge dildo in and out of her weeping channel.

She felt the slick, buzzing tip press against her other hole. “No! Not there! Not both—”

Pleasure-pain exploded through her, short-circuiting her protest. He pushed the vibrator into her ass.

The sensation was catastrophic. The deep, stretching thrusts in her pussy. The invasive, buzzing fullness in her ass. The relentless pressure on her clit. It was too much, everywhere, all at once. Her body bowed off the bench, a silent scream on her lips. Her world narrowed to the brutal, incredible sensations shredding through her. The coil inside her, wound so tight, shattered.

Her orgasm hit with no warning, a seismic wave of pure release. Her channel convulsed wildly around the huge invading toy, gushing hot fluid in a sudden, soaking rush that spilled onto the leather beneath her. Her ass clenched rhythmically around the buzzing vibrator. Her entire body shook, electric currents of pleasure arcing through every limb. The climax seemed endless, wracking her with pulse after pulse of intense, mind-blowing release.

Slowly, the waves subsided. She lay there, boneless, gasping, tears streaming from the corners of her eyes. Dr. Blackwood gently withdrew both toys, clicking off the vibrator. The sudden emptiness was profound. He unbuckled her restraints, his hands clinical again. He helped her sit up. She swayed, her muscles useless.

He handed her a towel. “Clean yourself.”

She wiped clumsily at the mess between her legs and on the bench. Her whole body hummed, sensitive and spent.

“Satisfying the body’s deepest urges is the first step to calming a rebellious mind,” he explained, putting the toys away. “A contented, well-used body is a docile one. Your training is progressing exactly as it should.”

He guided her off the platform, back toward the door. “Let’s get you to your room. You need to rest. Tomorrow, we continue.”

4 - MAKING PROGRESS

The thin, white sheets of her narrow bed felt like sandpaper against her sensitive skin. Kylie stared at the dark ceiling of Room 117, the memory of the day’s sensations playing on a relentless loop behind her eyes. The cold shock of the speculum. The searing heat of the paddle. The impossible, devastating fullness that had torn the orgasm from her. Her body still hummed, a strange, exhausted thrum deep in her bones. Shame and a raw, unasked-for hunger tangled in her chest. She squeezed her eyes shut, but that only made the images clearer—Dr. Blackwood’s dark, assessing gaze, the shelves of toys in Room 315, Georgia’s serene smile.

Sleep wouldn’t come. The sterile silence of the institute was heavier than any noise. She wondered what else Room 315 held. What else Dr. Blackwood had planned. A shudder that wasn’t entirely fear traced her spine. The thought of tomorrow was a dark pit of dread… and a terrifying, flickering anticipation she refused to name.

Morning arrived with a soft chime from a speaker in the ceiling. She had ten minutes to wash and dress in the simple gray uniform dress laid out on her dresser. It fit her curves too well, clinging in a way that felt intentional. She was pulling her hair into a messy bun when a soft knock came.

Dr. Blackwood stood in the hallway. He looked immaculate, a charcoal suit today, his presence immediately swallowing the space. “Good morning, Kylie. Come.”

No greeting. No questions. Just a command. She followed, her bare feet silent on the carpet. He didn’t lead her to a dining hall or a common room. He led her straight back to Room 315. Her pulse jumped, a sickening lurch in her throat.

He opened the door. Quentin stood inside, already waiting.

Her stepfather looked out of place in the clinical training room, still in his own professional attire, his arms crossed. His sharp brown eyes swept over her, taking in the uniform, her lack of makeup, the dark circles under her eyes she couldn’t hide.

“Richard,” Quentin said, his voice tight.

“Quentin.” Dr. Blackwood closed the door, the lock clicking with finality. “Kylie had her first training session yesterday. She’s making progress. Her defiance is nothing more than a defense mechanism. Underneath, the willingness is there. But it must be directed toward the correct authority.”

Quentin’s gaze fixed on her. “And what does that mean?”

“It means,” Dr. Blackwood said, moving to stand beside the padded bench, “that her submission must extend to you. The root of her rebellion is in the home. The correction must be, as well. She must learn to see your will not as an obstacle, but as the source of her structure. Her pleasure.”

Kylie’s mouth went dry. She stood frozen between the two men. Quentin’s expression shifted, something unreadable moving behind his eyes. He looked from Dr. Blackwood to her, a slow, considering assessment.

“Show me,” Quentin said, the words barely more than a breath.

Dr. Blackwood nodded. “Kylie. Come here.”

She took a hesitant step forward.

“Kneel,” Dr. Blackwood instructed, his voice a low vibration in the quiet room.

Her knees wanted to lock. Pride screamed at her to refuse. But her body remembered the searing pleasure that had followed the pain, the shocking relief of surrender. And the threat—the cold, hollow threat of having nothing—was a chain around her neck. She sank down onto the cool floor, the rough texture of the carpet biting into her skin through the thin dress.

Quentin watched, his chest rising and falling a little faster. Dr. Blackwood gave him a slight nod.

Her stepfather’s hands went to his belt. The rasp of leather through loops, the metallic click of the buckle. The zip of his trousers. He pushed them down just enough, along with his boxer briefs. His cock sprang free, already half-hard, thick and uncut. Kylie’s breath caught. She’d never seen him like this. A strange, dizzying heat flooded her belly, her own core clenching in response. It was wrong. It was humiliating. And it made her pussy grow wet.

“Serve him,” Dr. Blackwood said, his voice a dark promise behind her.

Her hands trembled as she reached out. She wrapped her fingers around the base of Quentin’s cock. It was heavy, warm, the skin soft over rigid hardness. She could smell his clean, masculine scent mixed with starch from his shirt. Her heart hammered against her ribs.

She leaned forward, her lips parting. Her tongue touched the tip, tasting salt and skin. A low groan escaped Quentin. The sound went straight to her core, a pulse of slick heat between her legs. She opened wider, taking the head into her mouth. She swirled her tongue, exploring the ridge, the sensitive slit. Her own arousal spiked, sharp and undeniable.

“That’s it,” Dr. Blackwood murmured, his approval a tangible thing in the air. “Take him deeper.”

She obeyed, letting the length fill her mouth, stretch her lips. She relaxed her throat, a skill she’d learned in backseats and basements, but this felt utterly different. This was a command. This was a test. She looked up, meeting Quentin’s gaze. His face was a mask of tense control, his jaw tight, his eyes blazing down at her. The power of it—of seeing him so undone—sent another thrill through her.

His hands came to the sides of her head, not gentle. His fingers tangled in her loose blonde hair, gripping. He began to move, shallow thrusts at first, then deeper, harder. He fucked her mouth with a rough, possessive rhythm she hadn’t expected from the stern, clinical doctor. She gagged, tears springing to her eyes as the head hit the back of her throat. Saliva dripped down her chin.

“Good girl,” Quentin gritted out, his voice ragged. “Take it.”

The degradation should have crippled her. Instead, it stoked the fire inside. Her nipples hardened to aching points against the rough fabric of her dress. She was soaking wet, her thighs slick with it. She moaned around his cock, the vibration making him curse and thrust harder.

Just as she felt him swell, nearing his edge, he pulled out abruptly, his cock glistening with her spit. He was panting.

“Not yet,” Dr. Blackwood said. He came up behind Kylie, his hands on her shoulders. “Stand. Remove the dress.”

Her limbs felt weak, boneless. She rose, fumbling with the simple tie at the back of the uniform. It fell away, pooling at her feet. She stood naked again before both men, her skin flushed, her breasts full and tipped with hard, pink peaks. Quentin’s eyes devoured her, a hunger in them she’d never seen.

“On the bench. Hands and knees,” Dr. Blackwood directed.

She climbed onto the familiar leather, the padding cool against her palms and knees. Her reddened backside was on full display, still faintly marked from yesterday’s paddling. She felt utterly exposed, presented.

She heard Quentin move behind her, felt his hands grip her hips. His touch was hot, possessive. The blunt, wet head of his cock pressed against her entrance. She was so wet he slid in with one hard, deep thrust.

“Oh god!” The cry was torn from her.

He filled her completely, a burning, stretching fullness that was immediately familiar and devastating. He didn’t wait for her to adjust. He set a brutal, driving pace, his hips slapping against her sore flesh with each powerful stroke. The sound was obscene, wet and rhythmic. The pain from the impact melted into a deep, grinding pleasure. Her inner muscles clutched at him, drawing him deeper.

“Fuck,” Quentin growled, his control fracturing. His thumbs dug into the soft flesh of her hips as he pounded into her.

Then she felt another presence. Dr. Blackwood moved in front of her. He had freed his own cock—long, thick, elegant like the rest of him. He placed a hand under her chin, tilting her face up. Her lips were swollen, her eyes glazed.

“Open.”

She did, her mouth falling open obediently. He pushed inside, gliding over her tongue, filling her mouth just as Quentin filled her from behind. She was stretched at both ends, impaled, a conduit for their use. Dr. Blackwood fucked her mouth with slow, deep, controlled thrusts, his dark eyes locked on hers, watching her struggle, watching her surrender.

The sensation was overwhelming. The dual penetration, the contrasting rhythms—Quentin’s frantic, possessive pounding and Dr. Blackwood’s deliberate, consuming possession. She was gagging, moaning, drooling around Dr. Blackwood’s cock while Quentin’s thrusts jolted her entire body forward. Her mind fragmented. There was no room for thought, only sensation. The heat, the fullness, the raw, animal friction. Her climax began to build, a terrifying pressure in her core, amplified by the shame and the wrongness and the sheer, undeniable ecstasy of it.

Quentin leaned down, his chest pressed against her sweaty back. His lips were at her ear, his breath hot. “I want all three holes, Kylie. Every part of you.”

The words sent a violent shiver through her. She felt him pull out of her soaking channel. He fumbled for something—the bottle of lube from the shelf. A cold, slick drizzle landed on her other hole. She tensed, a scream muffled by the cock in her mouth.

“Relax,” Quentin commanded, his voice rough with need. He pressed the broad head of his cock against her tight rosette.

Dr. Blackwood held her head still, his thrusts into her mouth never ceasing. “Breathe through it. Surrender.”

Quentin pushed. A sharp, burning tore through her. She screamed around Dr. Blackwood’s length, her body seizing. But Quentin was relentless, burying himself in her ass with one steady, brutal invasion. The stretch was agonizing, immense. It felt like being split open. Tears streamed down her face.

Then he was fully seated, and he began to move. The burn shifted, transformed. The fullness was absolute, profound. Coupled with the deep thrusts in her mouth, it created a feedback loop of intense, overwhelming sensation. Her body, traitorous and well-trained, began to respond. Pleasure sparked along the wires of pain. Her inner muscles fluttered wildly around the emptiness of her pussy, craving filling.

Quentin’s pace in her ass was harder, faster now, each thrust punching a choked sob from her. Dr. Blackwood’s rhythm grew more urgent, his fingers tight in her hair. The coil inside her, wound beyond bearing, snapped.

Her orgasm detonated silently, a white-hot nova behind her eyes. Her body convulsed, her ass clenching viscously around Quentin’s invading length, her mouth working helplessly on Dr. Blackwood. Pleasure, sharp and shocking and total, ripped through her, wave after wave, melting her bones, dissolving her into pure, used sensation. She was nothing but a vessel for their release.

Dr. Blackwood groaned, a deep, resonant sound. His thrusts stuttered, then stilled. Hot, salty pulses flooded her mouth, coating her tongue, her throat. She swallowed instinctively, greedily, as he emptied himself.

Her climax triggered Quentin. With a ragged shout, he slammed into her one final time, his body rigid against her back. She felt the hot rush deep inside her ass, a forbidden, claiming flood that seemed to go on and on. He collapsed over her, his weight pressing her down into the leather.

For a long moment, the only sounds were harsh breathing and the soft drip of fluids.

Then, weight lifted. Quentin pulled out of her, the sudden emptiness a shocking cold. Dr. Blackwood withdrew from her mouth, tucking himself away with precise movements. She stayed on her hands and knees, trembling violently, dripping from both ends, thoroughly used.

Quentin cleaned himself with a towel from the shelf, his movements quick, avoiding her eyes now. He looked shaken, raw.

Dr. Blackwood approached her, his hand coming to rest on the small of her back. “Excellent progress, Kylie. You’re learning your purpose.” He helped her down from the bench. Her legs almost gave out. He guided her to sit on the edge, her body a limp, exhausted mess.

Quentin finally looked at her. His expression was complex—awe, guilt, a dark, satiated hunger. “I’ll… see you soon, Kylie.”

He left quickly, the door shutting with a soft click.

Alone with Dr. Blackwood, she sat there, naked, ravaged, her mind a numb blank. The ache between her legs and the deeper, throbbing ache in her ass were promises of soreness to come. But beneath the exhaustion, beneath the lingering shame, a new feeling glowed, weak but undeniable.

She still wanted to go home. She still hated Quentin for sending her here.

But as Dr. Blackwood draped a clean towel over her shoulders, his fingers brushing her skin, she had to admit, if only to herself, that a part of her was starting to enjoy the training.

5 - DR. BLACKWOOD’S MACHINE

The ache was a deep, permanent resident in her body. Kylie woke to the chime feeling hollowed out, every muscle protesting. The memory of Quentin’s possession, of being filled at both ends, played behind her eyes in stark, shameful detail. Her pussy clenched at nothing, a phantom echo of that brutal fullness. She dressed mechanically in the gray uniform, the fabric abrading her sensitive nipples.

Dr. Blackwood collected her from her room without a word. But instead of turning toward Room 315, he led her down a new corridor, one that felt colder, more sterile. The air hummed with a faint, electrical current. He stopped at a door marked 407, swiped a keycard, and ushered her inside.

The room was spacious, dominated by a large, padded exam table in the center. Thick leather straps with polished buckles were positioned at the corners. But her eyes snapped past that, locking onto the machine beside it. It was a sleek, gunmetal-gray apparatus on a wheeled stand, with two articulated metal arms. At the end of each arm was a dildo—one significantly larger than the other, both made of a slick, flesh-toned silicone that gleamed under the bright lights. Wires trailed from the machine’s base to a control panel on a nearby cart.

Quentin stood by the control panel, already there. He looked at her, his expression taut, a mix of that lingering hunger and a clinical distance he was trying to reclaim.

“Good morning, Kylie,” Dr. Blackwood said, his voice smooth as oil. “You’ve responded well to my training. Today, we refine the process. This,” he gestured to the machine, “is a tool for efficiency and endurance. It will help you understand the depths of your capacity for pleasure. A body pushed to its absolute limit often finds a profound, lasting peace.”

A cold trickle of fear ran down her spine. It looked like something from a twisted lab. “I don’t want—”

“Your wants are secondary to your needs,” Dr. Blackwood cut her off, his dark eyes holding hers. “You need to be emptied of that stubborn resistance. This will accomplish that. Completely.” He nodded toward the table. “The dress. Remove it.”

Her fingers trembled on the tie. The defiance was there, a brittle shell, but it felt thinner every day. The thought of the street, of having nothing, clashed with the deeper, more terrifying memory of the pleasure that had annihilated her. She untied the dress and let it fall. The cool air raised goosebumps on her naked skin.

“On the table. Lie back.”

She climbed onto the padded surface. The leather was cold against her back. Dr. Blackwood moved with efficient grace. He took her right wrist, guiding it to the side of the table. The leather strap was wide, soft on the inside but unyielding. He buckled it snugly, not tight enough to hurt, but with zero slack. He repeated the process with her left wrist, then each ankle. She was spread-eagled, utterly vulnerable, her body a taut X for their use.

From a drawer, he produced two small devices. They looked like sleek, black clamps. He leaned over her, his cologne a crisp, clean scent that made her stomach flutter. He pinched her right nipple, rolling it between his thumb and forefinger until it was a hard, aching peak. Then he attached the clamp.

It was a sharp, biting pressure that made her gasp. The sensation wasn’t pure pain; it was a focused, intense awareness that shot straight to her core. Before she could adjust, he did the same to her left nipple. Twin points of acute sensation radiated from her chest. He tapped a button on the side of one clamp.

A low, powerful vibration buzzed to life inside it, a deep thrum that seemed to resonate in her breastbone. He activated the second. The vibrations weren’t high and frantic, but a steady, punishing pulse that made her back arch off the table, a choked cry escaping her lips. Her nipples were on fire, the sensation overwhelmingly direct.

“They will remain active,” Dr. Blackwood stated, as if commenting on the weather. “Now, we prepare the primary channels.”

He picked up a bottle of clear lubricant and coated the fingers of his right hand generously. He stood between her splayed legs, his gaze fixed on her exposed sex. Her flesh was already glistening, her folds swollen and pink from yesterday’s use, her clit visibly hard. The vibrations from the clamps were making her hips shift restlessly, a slick warmth gathering.

He didn’t tease. Two of his slick fingers pressed against her entrance and slid inside in one smooth motion.

“Oh!” Her inner muscles fluttered around the intrusion, welcoming it.

He crooked his fingers, finding a rhythm, pumping in and out, scissoring them gently to stretch her. The heel of his hand ground against her clit with each thrust. It was a clinical, purposeful fingering, designed not for seduction but for preparation. Yet, her body sang in response. Wetness soaked his hand, the sound obscenely loud in the quiet room. He added a third finger, stretching her wider, the burn a delicious counterpoint to the buzzing agony on her nipples.

“Adequate lubrication and elasticity confirmed,” he said, mostly to Quentin. He withdrew his glistening fingers.

Next, he moved his attention lower. More lube, slicking his fingers until they dripped. He pressed a single finger against her tight back hole. She flinched, the memory of yesterday’s invasion sharp.

“Relax, Kylie. Breathe.” His voice was a hypnotic command.

She forced a shaky breath out as he pushed. The tip of his finger breached the tight ring of muscle, a sharp, stinging stretch. He worked it in slowly, with relentless patience, until his finger was buried to the knuckle inside her ass. He moved it, a slow corkscrew motion that made her whimper. It was invasive, humiliating, and it sent tendrils of shocking, unwanted pleasure curling up her spine. Her entire pelvic floor felt alive, throbbing.

Satisfied, he withdrew.

He turned to the machine. With careful adjustments, he positioned the larger dildo at the entrance to her pussy. The silicone head, broad and smooth, felt shockingly cold against her heated flesh. He positioned the smaller dildo at her ass.

“Initiate the sequence, Quentin,” Dr. Blackwood said, stepping back.

Quentin’s hand hovered over the control panel. He looked at her, strapped down, nipples vibrating, her body offered up to the cold machinery. His jaw worked. Then he pressed a button.

A soft, hydraulic hum filled the room.

The machine arm holding the larger dildo retracted an inch, then pushed forward.

It wasn’t a violent thrust. It was a slow, inexorable invasion. The broad head pressed, stretched, and then popped inside her pussy, filling her with a steady, overwhelming pressure. She cried out, her back bowing against the straps. It was as thick as the one from the training room, maybe thicker, and the machine didn’t care about her gasps. It pushed deeper, millimeter by relentless millimeter, until the entire substantial length was buried inside her, the base snug against her swollen lips. The fullness was immense, breathtaking.

Before she could process it, the second arm moved.

The smaller dildo pressed into her ass. The stretch was sharper, more intense, the muscle fiercely tight. The machine didn’t stop. It applied constant, unhurried pressure until the dildo was fully seated within her. She was now completely filled, front and back, stretched to an impossible degree. The dual fullness was a presence, a claiming weight inside her very core. She panted, tears leaking from the corners of her eyes.

Then the hum changed pitch.

The arms retracted, pulling the toys almost all the way out. The sudden emptiness was a shock, a cold void. Then they thrust forward again, in perfect, synchronized unison.

In. Out. In. Out.

A steady, mechanical rhythm established itself. Not fast, but deep. Each thrust buried the toys to their bases, stretching her channels to their absolute limit. The sensation was not like a person. There was no variation, no tenderness, no pause. It was a relentless, piston-like fucking that left no part of her untouched. The textured surface of the larger dildo dragged against her inner walls with perfect, repeating friction, rubbing over that sweet, deep spot with every single stroke. The smaller one in her ass created a continuous, thrilling stretch that bordered on pain.

The vibrating clamps on her nipples sent constant, jarring pulses through her nervous system. Pleasure and pain fused into a single, white-hot signal. Her mind began to short-circuit. There was no escape, no respite. The straps held her fast. All she could do was feel.

Her moans became continuous, a ragged soundtrack to the machine’s hum and the wet, rhythmic sounds of penetration. Her hips strained against the restraints, trying to move, to participate, but she was pinned. She was a thing being used, and the sheer intensity of the sensation began to strip away every last shred of thought.

Quentin moved then. He came to stand near her hip, his eyes dark with a complex emotion. In his hand was a vibrator. He turned it on. A high, focused buzz joined the lower thrum of the clamps. He didn’t say a word. He simply touched the tip of the vibrator to her exposed, throbbing clit.

Lightning arced through her.

The direct, vibrating stimulation on her most sensitive point, combined with the deep, double penetration, was catastrophic. A scream ripped from her throat. Her body went rigid, every muscle locking. The coil of climax, wound so tight it felt like a physical knot in her belly, shattered.

Her orgasm exploded without warning. Her pussy convulsed violently around the invading dildo, a gush of hot fluid soaking the toy and the leather beneath her. Her ass clenched in rhythmic spasms around the other. The vibrations from her nipples seemed to amplify, echoing through her shaking frame. The pleasure was sheer, blinding, wiping her mind clean. She thrashed against the straps, consumed by the wave.

But the machine didn’t stop.

In. Out. In. Out.

The dildos kept moving, the relentless rhythm continuing even as she was hypersensitive, even as her body shuddered through the last pulses of the first climax. Quentin kept the vibrator pressed firmly against her clit.

“No… no, please…” she sobbed, overstimulated, the sensations turning razor-sharp.

“The process continues,” Dr. Blackwood said, his voice calm from somewhere near her head. “You must experience the full cycle.”

The machine fucked her through the aftershocks and into a new build-up. The friction, now on sensitized, swollen tissue, was agony and ecstasy fused. Her exhausted body, traitorously, began to climb again. The pleasure was different now—less sharp peak, more a deep, grinding, overwhelming inundation. She couldn’t fight it. Her breath came in ragged pants. Her cries were weak, broken things.

A second orgasm gathered, slower but deeper, rising from the very base of her spine. It crested and broke, a rolling, endless wave that had her screaming hoarsely, her vision spotting. She squirted again, a weaker but still copious flow. The machine plowed on.

Quentin’s hand was steady, the vibrator unrelenting. She lost count. A third peak came, this one a shuddering, full-body convulsion that felt less like pleasure and more like a neurological reset. She was sobbing openly, her body spent, but the machine’s arms still pumped, the toys still stretching her, the clamps still buzzing. She was raw. She was hollow. Every nerve was a live wire.

Finally, Dr. Blackwood gave a slight nod. Quentin lifted the vibrator, clicking it off. He stepped back, his own breathing heavy, his face flushed.

Dr. Blackwood moved to the control panel and pressed a sequence of buttons. The machine’s hum died. The arms retracted fully, withdrawing the slick, glistening dildos from her ravaged holes. The sudden, total emptiness was a shock, a cold rush of air that made her gasp. The clamps, mercifully, stopped vibrating, though the biting pressure remained.

He moved to her, his fingers deft on the buckles. The straps fell away. Her limbs were limp, useless. She couldn’t sit up. He slid his hands under her back and knees, lifting her effortlessly from the table. Her head lolled against his shoulder. He carried her to a waiting wheelchair in the corner, lowering her gently onto the padded seat. She slumped, naked, boneless, her skin flushed and damp, her thighs slick with her own release.

He didn’t bother with her clothes. He wheeled her toward the door. Quentin didn’t follow. He stood by the silent machine, watching them go, his expression unreadable.

The hallway lights were too bright. She kept her eyes half-closed, seeing everything through a bleary haze. Her body felt foreign, a limp, overstimulated sack. The soft whir of the wheelchair wheels was the only sound. She was too spent to care that her nude body was on full display.

As they turned a corner toward the residential wing, a figure stepped out of a doorway. Georgia. She wore her same gray dress, her chestnut hair shining. Her green eyes took in the scene—Kylie’s nakedness, her tear-streaked, exhausted face, the dominant presence of Dr. Blackwood behind the chair.

A slow, soft smile spread across Georgia’s lips. Not a smirk. Not pity. It was a knowing smile, full of a deep, secret understanding. Her gaze met Kylie’s for a brief moment, and she gave an almost imperceptible nod, as if to say, Yes. I know what you’ve been through. And it’s only the beginning.

Then she turned and walked gracefully down the hall, the sway of her hips confident and serene.

Dr. Blackwood pushed the chair forward, finally stopping at her door, Room 117. He didn’t lift her out. He simply leaned down, his lips close to her ear, his breath stirring her hair.

“Rest now. Your body has done well. But your training is far from over. Tomorrow, we see how well you can serve when you’re this… pliant.”

6 - A GROUP EXERCISE

The chime tore her from a sleep so deep it felt like drowning. Kylie’s eyes opened to the familiar gray ceiling of Room 117. Every part of her felt tender, raw, a hollowed-out vessel still humming from the machine’s relentless rhythm. She moved stiffly, the memory of being strapped down, vibrated, and fucked by cold silicone a fresh brand on her mind. The gray dress felt like a punishment against her oversensitive skin.

Dr. Blackwood was at her door the moment she finished dressing. He looked at her, his dark eyes missing nothing—the lingering fatigue, the slight tremor in her hands. “You’re adapting,” he stated, no warmth in the words. “Today’s exercise will build on that foundation. Follow me.”

He led her, not to the machine room, but back to Room 315. Her stomach tightened. That room held too many memories, each one a layer of her own unraveling.

He opened the door.

Quentin was there, as she’d half-expected. But so was Georgia.

They stood near the padded bench. Georgia looked serene in her uniform, her chestnut hair loose around her shoulders, a faint, placid smile on her lips. Quentin looked tense, his arms crossed, but his eyes held a new kind of certainty when they landed on Kylie.

“Good,” Dr. Blackwood said, closing the door. “We will proceed with a paired training exercise. Georgia has progressed through several stages. She will demonstrate the correct form of submission for you, Kylie. I will oversee her. Quentin, you will oversee Kylie. The goal is synchronized compliance.”

Kylie’s throat went dry. Georgia gave her a small, encouraging nod.

“Disrobe,” Dr. Blackwood commanded, his voice leaving no room for question.

Kylie’s fingers fumbled with the tie. A flush crept up her neck as the dress pooled at her feet. She stood naked, exposed to all three pairs of eyes. Georgia, with graceful, unhurried movements, untied her own dress and let it slide down her body. She was stunning—full breasts, a narrow waist, the soft curve of her hips. She made no attempt to cover herself, standing with a confidence Kylie envied.

“Now,” Dr. Blackwood said, his gaze fixed on Georgia. “Kneel.”

Both women sank to their knees on the cool floor. The carpet was rough against Kylie’s skin. Quentin stepped closer, his shadow falling over her. She heard the familiar sound of his belt, his zipper. Dr. Blackwood did the same.

They freed their cocks. Quentin’s was already hard, thick and demanding. Dr. Blackwood’s was longer, elegant, a tool of perfect control.

“Georgia,” Dr. Blackwood said.

Georgia didn’t hesitate. She leaned forward, her lips parting, and took Dr. Blackwood’s length into her mouth. She took him deep, her cheeks hollowing immediately, a soft, wet sound filling the room. Her technique was messy, enthusiastic, saliva glistening on her chin as she bobbed her head with a sloppy, devoted rhythm. She looked up at him with worshipful green eyes, a low hum of pleasure vibrating in her throat.

“Your turn, Kylie,” Quentin said, his voice rough.

Her heart hammered. She looked up at Quentin, at the cock presented to her. The old defiance sparked, a weak flicker. But a stronger, darker current pulled at her. The memory of his taste, the power of making him groan, the shocking pleasure that had followed her obedience. Her mouth watered.

She leaned in. Her tongue darted out, licking a slow stripe from base to tip. Quentin’s breath hissed. She opened wider, taking the head into her mouth, swirling her tongue. The salt-skin taste was familiar now. A strange sense of rightness settled over her. This was her place. Here, on her knees. Serving him.

She sank down, taking him deeper, relaxing her throat. Her hands came up to cradle his hips, holding him as she began to move. She found a rhythm, sucking firmly, her tongue working the sensitive underside. She heard his soft groan, felt his fingers thread into her hair, not gripping hard, just holding. A warm, liquid pride spread through her chest. She was good at this. She was making him feel good.

She glanced sideways. Georgia was lost in her task, one hand working between her own legs as she sucked Dr. Blackwood with fervent abandon. The sight was strangely arousing. Kylie redoubled her efforts, taking Quentin deeper until her nose pressed against his skin, her throat working around him. She moaned around his flesh, the vibration drawing a sharp curse from him.

“Enough,” Dr. Blackwood’s voice cut through the humid air. Both men stepped back, their cocks glistening and wet. “Over the bench.”

Kylie’s legs were shaky as she rose. She followed Georgia to the padded leather bench. They bent over it side-by-side, their upper bodies resting on the cool surface, their asses raised and presented. Kylie’s heart thudded against her ribs. She felt Georgia’s arm brush hers, a point of solidarity.

She heard the soft swish of leather through air, then a sharp crack.

Georgia gasped, her body jolting. A red stripe bloomed across the pale curve of her ass. Dr. Blackwood had a flogger in his hand, its many leather tails swaying.

Another crack. This one landed on Kylie.

Fire lanced across her backside. She yelped, the pain bright and shocking. But beneath it, a spark of heat burst in her core. Before she could process it, another stroke fell on Georgia, then another on her.

Crack. Crack. Crack.

The rhythm established itself. Dr. Blackwood was methodical, his strikes precise, painting Georgia’s skin with a lattice of red. Quentin’s blows were harder, less controlled, each one landing with a heavy thud that stole Kylie’s breath. Pain radiated in waves, a stinging, burning agony that made her eyes water. But with each impact, her pussy clenched, growing wetter, hotter. A moan escaped her, torn between hurt and need.

Georgia was panting, her knuckles white where she gripped the bench, but she made no sound of protest. Her body was flushed, accepting.

The flogging stopped as abruptly as it began. The air felt charged, their skin throbbing.

“Georgia, on your back on the bench. Kylie, attend to her,” Dr. Blackwood instructed, his voice calm.

Georgia shifted, rolling onto her back, her legs dangling over the edge. Her sex was glistening, her folds swollen and pink, her clit a hard, needy pearl. Her chest rose and fell rapidly.

“Taste her submission,” Dr. Blackwood said to Kylie.

Kylie hesitated for only a second. Then she sank to her knees between Georgia’s spread legs. The musky, sweet scent of the other woman filled her senses. She’d never done this before. But the command was absolute, and a curious hunger stirred in her belly.

She leaned in, her tongue flattening for a slow, tentative lick from Georgia’s opening up to her clit.

Georgia cried out, her hips lifting off the bench. “Oh, yes.”

Encouraged, Kylie dove in. She licked and sucked, exploring the soft, wet folds, finding a rhythm. She focused on the hard little bud of Georgia’s clit, circling it with the tip of her tongue, then sucking it gently. Georgia’s hands flew to Kylie’s head, her fingers tangling in blonde hair, not pushing, just holding on.

“Deeper,” Georgia gasped. “Use your tongue inside.”

Kylie obeyed, spearing her tongue into Georgia’s entrance, fucking her with short, firm strokes. Georgia’s taste was addictive, her responses immediate and loud. Kylie felt a powerful surge of control, of giving this stunning woman pleasure. She lathed and sucked, losing herself in the task, in the wet sounds and desperate moans.

To her side, she was dimly aware of Quentin and Dr. Blackwood stroking their cocks, watching intently.

Georgia’s thighs began to tremble. Her breathing hitched. “There, right there, don’t stop!” she chanted, her back arching. Kylie redoubled her efforts, flicking her tongue rapidly over the clit while pressing two fingers inside the tight, clutching heat.

Georgia’s climax hit with a silent scream. Her body bowed, every muscle locking. A flood of wetness coated Kylie’s chin as Georgia shuddered through wave after wave of intense release, her cries echoing in the room. Finally, she collapsed, boneless, her chest heaving.

Kylie pulled back, her own face wet, her core aching with a fierce, empty throb.

“Good,” Dr. Blackwood murmured. “Now, Georgia. Reciprocate.”

Georgia, still breathing heavily, slid off the bench. She gently pushed Kylie onto her back in the same position. Kylie’s legs fell open, her own need a glaring, urgent pulse between her legs. She was so exposed, so ready.

Georgia didn’t tease. She lowered her mouth, her tongue finding Kylie’s clit with unerring accuracy.

The sensation was electric. Georgia’s mouth was hot, skilled, and hungry. She licked and sucked with a fervor that stole Kylie’s thoughts. She wrapped her lips around Kylie’s clit and hummed, the vibration shooting straight to the base of Kylie’s spine. Then she plunged her tongue deep inside, fucking her with it while her thumb rubbed circles on Kylie’s sensitized nub.

It was too much. The skilled attention, the lingering burn of the flogger on her ass, the sight of the two men jerking off as they watched—it shattered Kylie’s last semblance of control. A climax, sharp and shocking, ripped through her without warning. She screamed, her hips bucking off the bench, her back arching. Pleasure, clean and devastating, flooded her system, leaving her trembling and gasping.

Georgia eased her through it with soft, lapping kisses until the last tremor subsided.

For a moment, the only sounds were ragged breathing. Then, with a few rough strokes, Quentin grunted, his release splashing across the floor near the bench. A second later, Dr. Blackwood followed, his own climax silent but intense, his seed joining Quentin’s on the tiles.

Silence descended, thick and humid.

Dr. Blackwood tucked himself away, his composure unbroken. He looked at the two spent women. “Very good, ladies. Georgia, take Kylie back to her room. Clean her up. She needs to rest.”

Georgia nodded, rising gracefully. She helped a wobbly Kylie to her feet, draping an arm around her bare shoulders. Quentin was already leaving, avoiding Kylie’s eyes, his departure swift.

As Georgia guided her toward the door, Kylie leaned into the other woman’s strength, her mind a blissful, submissive blank. Georgia’s lips brushed her ear, her whisper a warm, secret promise in the sterile quiet.

“See? It’s easier when you stop fighting it.”

7 - ANAL TRAINING

The afternoon light was thin and gray through the small window of Room 117. Kylie sat on the edge of her bed, not staring at the wall, but seeing it. A strange quiet had settled inside her, a stillness that had nothing to do with the Institute’s enforced silence.

The frantic, angry buzz that had lived in her chest since her mom died… it was just gone. The desire to sneak out, to get high, to fuck some random guy just to feel a spark of rebellion—it felt like someone else’s memories. The thought of disobeying Quentin, of fighting him, of being kicked out… it didn’t spark defiance anymore. It sparked a cold, hollow dread.

She didn’t want to fight him.

The realization was so simple, so profound, it stole her breath.

She wanted his rules. She wanted his approval. She wanted to be his good girl. His submissive little girl. The clarity of it was terrifying. All those training sessions, the humiliation, the overwhelming pleasure—they hadn’t broken her. They had sorted her. They’d scoured out the messy, painful grief and the performative rebellion and left behind this… this need. A need to belong, to be owned, to serve.

Kylie heard the door creak open. Dr. Blackwood stood there, impeccable in a charcoal suit, his dark eyes taking her in. “Kylie. It’s time.”

She stood immediately, without thought. “Yes, Doctor.”

He didn’t smile, but something in his gaze softened a fraction. “Follow me.”

They walked the familiar route to Room 315. Her heart beat a steady, anticipatory rhythm, not of fear, but of purpose. This was her training. This was how she became better. For Quentin.

The room was the same. The padded bench, the cabinets of toys, the clean, clinical smell. Dr. Blackwood closed the door and turned to her, his hands clasped behind his back.

“Your assessments and initial training have revealed a specific physical constraint,” he began, his voice smooth and analytical. “Your anal sphincter is unusually tight. This is a common site of psychological tension, of holding on to control. For you to reach your full potential for service, for pleasure, this must be addressed. You require dedicated anal training to achieve proper… accommodation.”

Kylie swallowed. The memory of the machine, of the smaller dildo there, flashed—a sharp, stretching fullness.

“You will disrobe,” he said.

Her fingers were steady as she untied the gray dress. It whispered to the floor. She stood naked before him, not trying to hide, her skin pebbling in the cool air.

“Good. Position yourself on the bench. Hands and knees.”

She climbed onto the cool leather, settling her weight on her palms and knees, her back arched, presenting herself. The position was one of complete offering. She felt the air on her most private places, a blush heating her skin, but beneath it, a thrum of excitement.

She heard him move, the click of a cabinet, the sound of running water. He returned to her side, holding a clear bag with a long tube and a nozzle. A bottle of lubricant was tucked under his arm.

“First, a thorough cleansing,” he explained, his tone purely instructive. “For intensive internal training, the colon must be empty. This is for hygiene, comfort, and to allow for deeper, uninterrupted work. Relax your muscles.”

The nozzle, cool and slick with lube, pressed against her back entrance. Kylie flinched, a instinctive clench. “Breathe out,” Dr. Blackwood murmured. She forced an exhale, and as she did, he pushed. The nozzle slid in, an odd, invasive pressure. Then a rush of warm water filled her, a bizarre, bloating sensation. He held it there, one hand steadying her hip.

“Retain it for a moment,” he said.

She focused on the feeling, the strange fullness. After a minute, he withdrew the nozzle. “To the bathroom. Expel it. Thoroughly.”

She scrambled off the bench, padding quickly to the small adjoining bathroom. The process was humbling, clinical, a little shocking. But she did it without complaint. When she returned, feeling strangely light and empty, he directed her back onto the bench.

“Again,” he said. “We ensure it is complete.”

The second enema was quicker. Another trip to the bathroom. When she resumed her position, she felt cleansed inside and out, vulnerable in a new, profound way.

“Excellent,” Dr. Blackwood said. She heard the snick of a lube bottle cap. “Now, we begin.”

A thick, cool glob of lubricant landed directly on her anus. She jumped at the shock of temperature. Then his thumb was there, spreading it in slow, deliberate circles, smearing it over the tight, wrinkled furl. The touch was impersonal, but it sent a jolt through her system. Her pussy, untouched, gave a soft, aching throb.

“Relaxation is a skill,” he said, his thumb continuing its slow massage. “You must learn to welcome the intrusion. To open yourself on command.”

His thumb pressed. Not inside, just steady, insistent pressure. “Breathe.” She did. “Push out, as if you are trying to expel the pressure.”

It was counterintuitive, but she obeyed, bearing down slightly against his thumb.

“Good. Again.”

He did this several times, each press a little more demanding, until the muscle began to fatigue, to loosen under his relentless training. Then, without warning, the tip of his thumb breached her.

A sharp, stinging stretch made her cry out. “Easy,” he soothed, but didn’t stop. He worked the tip in, just past the first tight ring, and held it there, letting her adjust. The sensation was intense, foreign. But as the initial sting faded, it was replaced by a deep, stretching fullness that seemed to echo through her whole pelvis.

He began to move his thumb, a tiny in-and-out motion, scissoring it gently. More lube was added, the slick sounds obscene in the quiet room. He worked a second finger alongside the first.

This stretch was breathtaking. A burn that melted into a deep, radiating warmth. Her pussy was dripping now, wetness slicking her inner thighs. She was panting, her forehead resting on her forearms. Her body was betraying her completely, arousal coiling tight in her belly in response to this clinical, invasive stretching.

“You see?” Dr. Blackwood’s voice was close. “The body learns. It adapts.”

He withdrew his fingers. The emptiness was sudden, leaving her clenching around nothing. She heard him open the cabinet.

“Now, we’ll try something larger.”

The smooth, silicone head of a dildo, cold and lifeless, nudged against her loosened entrance. It was broader than his two fingers together.

“Breathe. Push out. Accept it.”

She bore down, exhaling a shaky stream of air. The broad head pressed, stretched, and then popped inside.

“Oh god!”

The fullness was immediate, immense. It wasn’t just at the entrance; it felt like it filled a space deep inside her she never knew existed. He pushed it slowly, inexorably, until the entire length was buried, the base resting snug against her spread cheeks. He held it there, letting her feel the complete occupation.

Then he began to move it.

A slow, smooth withdrawal, then a push back in. The drag of the silicone against her newly sensitized inner walls was unreal. It wasn’t a frantic fucking. It was a deliberate, deep, stretching glide that stroked nerves she didn’t have names for. Each inward stroke pressed against something deep within, a spot that made her vision blur. A low, continuous moan spilled from her lips. Her hips pushed back helplessly, seeking more of that shocking, full friction.

“Your body is accepting it beautifully,” Dr. Blackwood observed, his voice calm. “The resistance is melting.”

He fucked her ass with that steady, deep rhythm for what felt like an eternity, each stroke stoking the fire in her core higher. Her clit was throbbing, neglected, a frantic pulse of need. She was shuddering, her arms trembling to hold her up.

He stopped, leaving the dildo fully seated inside her. She heard another cabinet open, a heavier sound.

“Now, the next stage. A significant increase in diameter.”

She lifted her head, looking back over her shoulder. In his hand was another dildo, this one thicker, more intimidating, a deep shade of purple.

Her eyes widened. “No… that’s too… I can’t.”

“You can,” he said, his tone leaving no room for argument. “Your body is ready. It will fit. Your mind is the final barrier. Surrender.”

He withdrew the medium dildo. The sudden emptiness was a void. Before she could process it, the cold, broad head of the large one was at her entrance, slick with fresh lube. It felt huge.

“Breathe. Push. Open for it.”

Tears of overwhelmed sensation sprang to her eyes. She tried to obey, but her body clenched in instinctive protest. He simply waited, the pressure constant. Then his other hand moved between her legs from behind, his fingers finding her sopping wet folds and her achingly hard clit.

The touch was electric. Her whole body jolted. He circled her clit with two fingers, a firm, knowing pressure.

“Open,” he commanded again, his voice a hypnotic murmur.

Pleasure arrowed from her clit, short-circuiting her panic. She sobbed, bearing down, her focus splintering between the impossible pressure at her back hole and the devastating friction on her front.

The massive head began to stretch her. It was a burning, tearing sensation that blurred the line into something else. He pushed slowly, relentlessly, as his fingers worked her clit with perfect, torturous attention. The stretch consumed her.

With a final, gut-deep push, the thickest part popped past her tightest ring. A scream tore from her throat—a sound of pain, surrender, and shocking, undeniable pleasure. It was all the way inside, filling her to the absolute limit. She felt impossibly full, stretched to a breaking point that felt more like a beginning.

He began to move it.

Short, deep strokes at first, just an inch in and out, letting her adjust to the monstrous girth. The drag was unbelievable. Each withdrawal made her feel hollow, each re-entry a conquering invasion. And through it all, his fingers never stopped on her clit, rubbing, circling, pinching lightly.

The two sensations fused. The deep, full ache in her ass and the sharp, bright pleasure on her clit became a single, coherent signal. It built inside her, a pressure more intense than any she’d ever felt. It wasn’t just in her pussy; it felt centered in her core, in the very space that was being so brutally stretched open.

“That’s it,” Dr. Blackwood murmured, his breath hot against her ear. He was leaning over her now, his chest against her back, his fingers a relentless torment. “Feel it building. Your body is embracing its purpose. Let it go.”

She was babbling, words without meaning. Her thighs shook violently. The coil snapped.

Her orgasm didn’t crest; it detonated.

It ripped through her with a violence that blurred her vision white. A raw, guttural scream erupted from her chest. Her ass clamped down viscously on the huge invading toy, the intense pressure triggering waves of sensation that amplified the climax tenfold. Her pussy convulsed around nothing, gushing a hot flood of release that splattered onto the leather bench beneath her. She squirted jet after jet of fluid, her body convulsing uncontrollably. It was endless, a seismic event that left her ravaged, sobbing, completely spent.

He fucked her through it with the giant dildo, drawing out the pulses until she was a limp, shuddering wreck. Finally, he stilled, leaving it buried inside her.

Slowly, gently, he withdrew it. The sensation of that massive girth sliding out was almost as profound as its entry. She felt open, empty, used in the most perfect way.

She heard the clink of metal. Something smaller, cooler, nudged at her well-fucked entrance. It slipped in with effortless ease—a firm, bulbous shape, narrower at the stem. A buttplug. He pushed it until the widest part settled snugly inside her, the stem resting between her cheeks, a flared base securing it externally.

The feeling of persistent, gentle fullness was constant, a reminder.

He helped her off the bench, his hands surprisingly gentle on her shaky limbs. He guided her to a sink, wiped her thighs and stomach with a warm, damp cloth. He helped her put her dress back on and led her, walking slowly, back to her room.

Every step, she was aware of the plug. A secret fullness. A constant, physical promise of her training, of her submission.

He opened the door to Room 117. “You will wear this at all times,” he instructed, his voice quiet but firm. “You may remove it only to use the toilet, and you will reinsert it immediately after. This will train the muscle to remain relaxed. Do you understand?”

She looked up at him, her blue eyes clear, without a trace of her old defiance. Only acceptance. “Yes, Doctor.”

“Your progress is noted,” he said. He turned to leave, then paused. “Quentin will be informed of your compliance. He will be… pleased.”

A warm, liquid glow spread through her chest at those words. She stood in the center of her room, listening to the door shut behind him. She was sore, thoroughly used, and more content than she could ever remember being. She slowly sat on the bed, feeling the plug shift inside her, a sweet, persistent pressure. She was his. She was Quentin’s. And for the first time in two years, she felt like she was exactly where she was supposed to be.

8 - COVERED IN CUM

The soft, insistent pressure of the plug was the first thing she felt. Kylie woke with it, a constant, gentle fullness that had become as familiar as her own heartbeat. It didn’t ache anymore; it felt like belonging. She stretched, the sheets cool against her skin, a strange sense of anticipation humming in her veins.

She got up, brushed her teeth, washed her face and put on her gray uniform. She was ready for whatever Dr. Blackwood had planned for her that day.

She was combing her hair when Dr. Blackwood entered, his presence immediately claiming the space. He looked at her, his dark eyes assessing, and gave a single, approving nod. “I have someone I’d like you to meet. Come with me.”

She followed him through the silent halls, the plug a secret reminder with every step. Room 315 awaited, its door a dark mouth.

He opened it.

Quentin was there, standing rigidly by the padded bench. But there was another man, too. Tall, with sharp, intelligent features and silver-flecked hair, wearing a white coat over a crisp shirt. He observed her with cool, analytical gray eyes.

“Kylie, this is Dr. Locke,” Dr. Blackwood said, closing the door with a definitive click. “A colleague specializing in behavioral reinforcement. He is here to observe and participate in today’s session.”

Dr. Locke offered a thin, professional smile that didn’t reach his eyes. “A pleasure.”

Quentin’s gaze was locked on her. There was a new hardness in his expression, a resolve that made her stomach flutter. “Disrobe,” he said, his voice full of authority.

Her fingers, so steady now, untied the dress and pushed the fabric from her shoulders. It slithered to the floor. She stood naked before the three men, the air cool on her skin, her nipples tightening. She felt their eyes like physical touches—Quentin’s possessive, Dr. Blackwood’s evaluative, Dr. Locke’s curious.

“Over the bench,” Quentin commanded. “Present yourself.”

She moved without hesitation, bending over the familiar leather, resting her upper body on its cool surface. She arched her back, raising her ass, knowing what was expected. The plug shifted inside her, a sweet, secret pressure.

She heard the soft, heavy sound of leather being lifted. A flogger. Not the multi-tailed one from before. This was a heavier, single-tail implement.

“You will count,” Quentin said, his voice close behind her. “You will thank us for each stroke. Do you understand?”

“Yes,” she breathed, her heart beginning to pound.

The first strike came without warning.

A searing line of fire exploded across the center of her ass. She gasped, her fingers digging into the leather. “One. Thank you.”

The pain was bright, shocking. It bloomed hot and deep.

Crack.

Another landed just below the first, overlapping. The sting intensified, radiating through her flesh. “Two. Thank you.” Her voice was tighter.

Quentin’s rhythm was brutal, methodical. He painted stripes of agony across her backside, each stroke landing with a heavy, meaty thud. She counted through gritted teeth, her body jolting with each impact. The pain was a clean, sharp thing, carving through the last foggy remnants of her old self. And beneath it, with every strike, her core clenched, a slick heat gathering between her legs.

After a dozen strokes, her skin was on fire, throbbing. Quentin paused.

“Dr. Locke,” he said, his voice rough.

She heard the steps, the shift in the air. A different flogger, lighter, swifter. It landed with a sharper snap, a stinging, biting pain that made her yelp. Dr. Locke’s strikes were precise, clinical, targeting the upper curves of her ass and the sensitive backs of her thighs.

“Thirteen. Thank you.” Her voice was a strained whisper.

He worked in silence, layering a new pattern of pain over Quentin’s. She was panting, tears of pure sensation pricking her eyes. Her whole world narrowed to the burning canvas of her skin and the aching, empty need in her pussy.

The strikes stopped. A moment of blessed, painful stillness.

Then Dr. Blackwood. He didn’t pick up a flogger. Instead, he spanked her with his hand.

It landed with a solid, echoing smack right on the crease where ass met thigh, the most sensitive, well-struck place.

A broken cry tore from her throat. The pain was different—deeper, more personal. It sparked something wild and desperate in her belly.

“Twenty-five. Thank you, Doctor.”

He delivered a series of sharp, measured spanks, each one a focused lesson in surrender. The pain blurred, melting into a roaring heat that consumed her. She was liquid, molten, her mind blank of everything but sensation. She lost count. She just moaned, her hips pushing back helplessly after each blow, seeking more, seeking anything to fill the screaming void between her legs.

The punishment ended as suddenly as it began.

Silence, except for her ragged breathing. Her skin was throbbing with a fierce, alive heat.

“On your knees,” Quentin said, his voice thick.

She slid bonelessly from the bench, her sore backside protesting as her knees hit the floor. She looked up, dazed. The three men circled her, a wall of tailored trousers and focused intent.

Hands went to belts, to zippers. The sounds were loud in the quiet room. Quentin freed himself first, his cock springing out, hard and flushed. Dr. Blackwood followed, his length elegant and demanding. Dr. Locke was last, his cock thick and straight.

They began to stroke themselves, their hands moving in a slow, mesmerizing rhythm. She was surrounded by cocks, by the musky scent of male arousal. Her mouth watered.

Quentin stepped forward, his tip brushing her lips. “Open.”

She did, her tongue darting out to taste the salty bead of pre-cum. He didn’t let her linger. His hand fisted in her hair, and he shoved forward, filling her mouth in one brutal thrust.

She gagged, her throat convulsing. He held her there, his pubic bone pressed against her nose, his thickness stretching her jaws. Tears sprang to her eyes. Then he pulled back and began to fuck her face in earnest.

It was rough, possessive, devoid of the careful control from before. He used her mouth like a toy, his hips pistoning, his grip on her hair unyielding. Spit dripped from her stretched lips, coating her chin. The sounds were obscene, wet, choking gulps and grunts. Her own hands fluttered, unsure.

“Touch them,” Quentin growled, pulling her head back just enough to speak. “Use your hands. Show them your gratitude.”

Blindly, her hands reached out. Her right found Dr. Blackwood’s cock, wrapping around his hard length, mimicking the rhythm of her mouth. Her left found Dr. Locke’s, her fingers struggling to circle his girth. She jerked them both, her movements clumsy, syncopated with the brutal rhythm of Quentin’s thrusts.

It was overwhelming. The stretch of her mouth, the ache in her jaw, the slick heat of three different cocks in her hands, the burning, pleasurable pain radiating from her well-spanked ass. Her mind short-circuited. There was no thought, only animal response. She moaned around Quentin’s flesh, the vibration making him curse.

She felt his hand grip her hair, tilting her head back until she was looking up at him. His rhythm fractured, and his breath hitched in a harsh, jagged line. “Fuck, Kylie… watch me.”

With a low groan, he pulled out and gripped himself, the tension in his body snapping. She squeezed her eyes shut, but his voice was an absolute command. “Eyes open.”

The first hot, thick arc hit her cheek, followed immediately by his release pulsing across her skin and over her lips. She winced as he finished, the heat of him coating her face under the unforgiving glare of Room 315’s lights. He didn't let go of her hair until the last drop had landed, leaving her trembling and marked by his authority.

Dr. Blackwood was there before she could recover. He guided his cock to her lips. “Suck me,” he instructed softly.

She leaned forward, her tongue licking the length of Dr. Blackwood’s shaft. Then he grabbed her head, sliding into her wet, willing mouth.

He was different. He fucked her throat with a slow, deep, relentless precision. Each thrust went deeper than Quentin’s, until the head nudged the entrance to her esophagus. She gagged violently, her body straining, but he didn’t relent. He held her head steady, his dark eyes watching her face as he controlled the pace, in and out, stretching her throat open. She jerked Dr. Locke’s cock faster, a desperate anchor to the reality of her task.

She felt Dr. Blackwood’s composure crack, just for a second. A sharp intake of breath. His thrusts lost their perfect rhythm. He pulled out almost completely, then with a low, controlled sound, he spilled his release across her face. Hot stripes painted her cheeks, her closed eyelids, her lips.

She panted, coated, humiliated, and wildly aroused.

Dr. Locke didn’t wait. He pushed Dr. Blackwood’s hand aside and took her head himself. His grip was firm, impersonal. He didn’t fuck her mouth; he used her throat. He pushed in deep and started a fast, pounding rhythm that made her see stars. She couldn’t breathe. She could only endure, her throat opening and closing around him in ragged spasms. Her hands fell away, useless in her lap.

His climax came quickly, with a sharp, guttural shout. He pulled out just enough to coat her forehead, her hair, adding his own hot spend to the mess already covering her.

Silence.

She knelt, naked, trembling, her skin striped and burning, her face and hair sticky and wet with their combined release. She breathed through her mouth, the taste of all three men heavy on her tongue.

Quentin tucked himself away, his movements brisk. He looked down at her, and for a fleeting moment, she saw something raw and possessive in his eyes. It was gone as quickly as it appeared.

Dr. Blackwood handed Quentin a crisp white towel. First, he wiped himself. Then he stepped forward and, with a surprising gentleness, began to wipe the worst of the mess from her face. The rough cotton was a stark contrast to his careful touch.

“Tomorrow,” Dr. Blackwood said, his voice cutting through the heavy air, “is your final evaluation. A comprehensive test of everything you have learned here. Your compliance, your skills, your submission. If you pass…” He paused, letting the word hang. “You will graduate from The Blackwood Institute. You will leave with Quentin. You will return home, having fulfilled the terms of your stay.”

Kylie’s heart, which had been pounding with exertion, gave a strange, hard lurch. Go home. The words echoed in her hollowed-out mind. Freedom. Her old room. Her old life.

A sharp, unexpected pang of loss stabbed through her.

Quentin finished wiping her face. He dropped the soiled towel on the floor. “Get up,” he said, his voice back to its usual stern tone. “You need to rest for tomorrow.”

She stood, her legs shaky. She was led from the room, still naked, the cooling semen a sticky film on her skin, the plug a constant companion. The walk back was a blur. Dr. Blackwood left her at her door without another word.

Inside Room 117, she didn’t clean up. She stood in the center of the small space, the scent of sex and male sweat clinging to her. She looked at her reflection in the dark window—a girl with wild, sticky hair, flushed skin, and eyes that looked… older.

Excitement bubbled, thin and frantic. She could leave. She could be free of this place, its rules, its relentless training.

But the thought felt flat. Empty.

Her fingers trailed over the sore, heated flesh of her ass. The pain was a brand, a memory she already craved to feel again. She thought of the crushing fullness of the machine, the deep stretch of the anal training, the perfect, blank obedience she found on her knees. She thought of Georgia’s knowing smile, of Dr. Blackwood’s approving nod, of the raw look in Quentin’s eyes just minutes ago.

She had been bratty, defiant, a storm of grief and anger. Now, she was calm. She was pliant. She was a vessel that knew its purpose. The Institute hadn’t just trained her; it had revealed her.

A slow, deep ache settled in her chest, one that had nothing to do with the flogging. She would miss it. The clarity. The surrender. The shocking, transformative pleasure that lived on the other side of pain and control.

She was excited to leave.

But a secret, shameful part of her was already mourning the loss.

9 - A FINAL TEST

The plug was still there, a familiar, comforting presence. Kylie woke with the dawn, a strange, electric calm humming in her veins. Today was the day. Her final evaluation. Her graduation. The thought sent a thrill through her, sharp and clean. She wasn’t afraid. She was ready. She wanted to prove herself, to show Quentin, to show Dr. Blackwood, that their work hadn’t been wasted.

Before she had even gotten out of bed, Dr. Blackwood entered, and his dark eyes seemed to see straight into her soul. He didn’t speak. He simply looked at her, a slow, assessing gaze that traveled from her sleep-mussed hair down the line of her body under the thin sheet. A ghost of a smile touched his lips. It wasn’t kind. It was satisfied.

“It’s time,” he said, his voice a low rumble.

She pushed the sheet back and stood, naked except for the plug. She didn’t reach for the gray dress. She stood before him, back straight, chin level, her blue eyes clear and focused. This is who I am now.

He gave a single, approving nod. “Follow me.”

The walk to Room 315 felt different. It wasn’t a march to punishment. It was a procession. Her heart beat a steady, confident rhythm. The halls were silent, the Institute holding its breath. He opened the door to the training room.

Quentin and Dr. Locke were already there, waiting.

Quentin stood by the padded bench, dressed in dark trousers and a crisp white shirt, his sleeves rolled up. His sharp brown eyes fixed on her, and she saw a hunger there, a possessive fire that made her knees feel weak. Dr. Locke leaned against a cabinet, his white coat gone, wearing a dark sweater that made his silver-flecked hair seem brighter. His cool gray eyes tracked her with analytical interest.

The door clicked shut behind her. The sound was final.

“Today is your final evaluation, Kylie,” Dr. Blackwood said, moving to stand between the two other men. “A comprehensive demonstration of your acquired skills, your physical adaptability, and, most importantly, your psychological surrender. You will be used by the three of us. You will accommodate us completely. You will find your pleasure in service. Do you understand the parameters?”

Her throat was dry, but her voice was steady. “Yes, Doctor.”

“Do you consent?”

She looked at Quentin. His jaw was tight, his chest rising and falling with a slow, deep breath. She saw the want in him, raw and barely leashed. It was the same want that curled hot in her own belly. “I consent,” she said, her eyes locked on her stepfather’s. “I want to.”

Quentin’s nostrils flared. Dr. Blackwood’s smile deepened.

She was utterly exposed, the cool air kissing her skin, her nipples hardening into tight peaks. The plug nestled between her cheeks felt like a promise.

“Let’s begin. On the bench, Quentin,” Dr. Blackwood commanded, his voice leaving no room for hesitation.

Quentin moved, lying back on the leather-padded surface. He unfastened his trousers, freeing his cock. It sprang up, thick and rigid, the head flushed a deep, angry red. He didn’t stroke himself. He just lay there, waiting for her, his eyes burning into hers.

“Kylie,” Dr. Blackwood said. “Mount him. Take him inside you. Show him your readiness.”

A shiver raced over her skin. She climbed onto the bench, straddling Quentin’s hips. Her own wetness was already slick between her legs, betraying her arousal. She positioned herself over him, the broad head of his cock pressing against her entrance. She looked down into his face, seeing the strain there, the control he was fighting to maintain.

She sank down.

It was a slow, deliberate impalement. He was big, stretching her deliciously, filling the empty ache that had been growing since she woke. She took him inch by inch, a low moan escaping her lips as she settled fully onto him, his pelvis pressed against her ass, his cock buried to the hilt inside her pussy. The feeling was profound, a rightness that stole her breath. His. She was full of him.

She began to move, a slow, rocking grind of her hips. Quentin’s hands came up, gripping her waist, his fingers biting into her flesh. He didn’t thrust up. He let her set the pace, his eyes devouring her.

Then Dr. Locke was there. He moved behind her, his hands firm on her shoulders. “Open your mouth, Kylie.” His voice was calm, clinical.

She tilted her head back, parting her lips. He guided his cock to her mouth. It was thick, wider than Quentin’s, and she had to stretch her jaws to accept him. He didn’t hesitate. He pushed forward, sliding deep into her mouth, the head bumping the back of her throat. She gagged, tears springing to her eyes, but he held her head steady.

“Relax your throat,” he instructed, his tone cool. “Breathe through your nose. You will take all of me.”

He began to fuck her face with shallow, precise strokes, setting a rhythm that was at odds with the slow roll of her hips on Quentin. It was overwhelming. The stretch of her mouth, the fullness in her pussy, the smell of Quentin’s skin and Dr. Locke’s clean, soapy scent. Her mind began to blur at the edges, focusing only on sensation.

Dr. Blackwood watched for a moment, his dark eyes glittering. Then he moved behind the bench. She felt his hands on her ass, spreading her cheeks. He found the base of the plug.

“This has served its purpose,” he murmured. With a firm, smooth pull, he withdrew it.

The sudden emptiness was shocking. A cool rush of air touched her most private hole, making her clench around nothing. Quentin’s cock inside her felt even bigger by contrast.

She heard the slick sound of lubricant. Then something much larger, much more insistent than the plug, nudged against her back entrance. Dr. Blackwood’s cock.

“Now, Kylie,” he said, his voice a dark command. “You will accept all three of us.”

He pushed.

The stretch was immediate, immense, terrifying. It was a burning, tearing sensation. He was much bigger than the plug. This was living flesh, hard and demanding, invading a space that was still tender. A ragged scream was torn from her throat, muffled by Dr. Locke’s cock. Her body went rigid, a statue of shock and pain.

“Breathe,” Dr. Blackwood growled, his hands anchoring her hips. “Push out. Open for me.”

Tears poured down her face. She bore down, forcing her muscles to relax, to yield. It felt impossible. The pressure was splitting her in two. Quentin’s cock was a solid bar in her pussy, and now Dr. Blackwood was forging a second one in her ass, stretching her beyond her limit.

With a final, brutal shove, he breached her completely. He slid deep, balls-deep, until his hips met the curves of her ass. The feeling of being filled in both holes, stretched to absolute capacity, was beyond anything. It was agony. It was ecstasy. It was everything.

She was pinned between them, a living sheath for two cocks. Dr. Locke’s thrusts into her mouth became deeper, more demanding, fucking her throat in time with the devastating fullness below.

Then Dr. Blackwood began to move.

He pulled back, a slow, torturous withdrawal that made her keen around Dr. Locke’s flesh. Then he slammed back in. Quentin, taking his cue, drove upward, meeting Dr. Blackwood’s thrust.

The sensation was earth-shattering.

Their cocks moved in her, not in unison, but in a devastating counterpoint. As one withdrew, the other plunged deeper. They pistoned into her, a ruthless, pounding rhythm that shook her entire body. The leather bench creaked beneath them. The air filled with the wet, slapping sounds of flesh on flesh, the choked gags from her throat, the harsh grunts of the men.

Her world dissolved into pure, animal sensation. The burning stretch in her ass melted, transformed by the relentless friction into a deep, throbbing pleasure that radiated through her core. Every drive of Dr. Blackwood’s cock seemed to press Quentin’s deeper into her pussy, grinding against her G-spot with shocking precision. Her clit, trapped and rubbing against Quentin’s pubic bone with every bounce of her body, was a frantic, blazing star of need.

She was nothing but a body being used, and it was the most liberating, most exalted feeling of her life. The last fragments of her rebellious mind surrendered completely. There was no Kylie the brat. There was only this: a vessel of slick heat and willing flesh, taking what her masters gave her, her pleasure a secondary, inevitable echo of their use.

Dr. Locke’s rhythm in her mouth grew frantic. His fingers tangled in her hair, holding her head immobile as he fucked her throat with short, hard jabs. She felt his stomach muscles clench against the back of her head. A guttural groan ripped from him.

“Swallow it all,” he commanded, his voice strained.

He pulled back just enough and erupted. Hot, bitter pulses shot against the back of her tongue, flooding her mouth. She swallowed convulsively, her throat working, taking every drop as he shuddered against her.

The loss of his cock from her mouth left her gasping, spit and semen coating her chin. But there was no reprieve. Quentin’s grip on her hips became iron. His thrusts turned ragged, wild. His eyes were squeezed shut, his face a mask of tortured pleasure.

“Kylie… fuck… mine,” he gritted out.

His cock swelled inside her, a throbbing, volcanic heat. With a roar that seemed to come from the depths of his chest, he came. His release pumped into her pussy, jet after hot jet, filling her, claiming her from the inside. The feeling of his warmth spreading deep within her triggered something primal. Her own climax, held at bay by the overwhelming stimulation, finally erupted.

It didn’t peak. It detonated.

A silent scream locked in her throat. Her back arched violently. Her pussy clamped down on Quentin’s spurting cock in rhythmic, milking pulses. Her ass clenched around Dr. Blackwood’s relentless length. The dual fullness, the heat of Quentin’s cum inside her, the brutal, perfect fucking of her ass—it fused into a cataclysm of pleasure that whited out her vision. She shook, convulsed, a live wire of raw sensation, her juices gushing to mix with Quentin’s release.

Dr. Blackwood felt her internal spasms. His own control shattered. With a final, deep, grinding thrust, he buried himself to the hilt and emptied into her ass. His release was scalding, a deep, internal brand that seemed to seal her fate. He groaned, a sound of pure, masculine triumph, as he filled her.

For a long moment, there was only the sound of harsh breathing.

Slowly, carefully, Dr. Blackwood withdrew. The sensation of his slick, softening cock leaving her well-fucked ass made her whimper. Quentin slipped from her pussy, a trickle of their combined fluids following. She collapsed forward onto his chest, a boneless, spent heap. He held her, his hands stroking her sweat-slicked back, his own breath slowing.

Dr. Blackwood moved away. She heard a drawer open, the clink of metal.

He returned to the side of the bench. In his hand was a collar. Not leather. A band of polished, brushed steel, about a half-inch wide, with a simple but heavy-looking lock at the front.

“This marks the end of your training,” he said, his voice once again calm, authoritative. “And the beginning of your service.”

He fastened it around her neck. The metal was cool and heavy, a constant, unyielding pressure against her throat. The lock clicked with a final, definitive sound.

Quentin helped her sit up. She swayed, the weight of the collar new and strange. He looked at her, his eyes softening. He cupped her cheek, his thumb wiping away a tear track. “I’m proud of you, Kylie,” he said, his voice thick with emotion. “I knew you could do it.”

The words washed over her, warmer than any of the releases inside her. She leaned into his touch.

Dr. Blackwood handed Quentin a manila folder and small bundle of folded clothes—the jeans and t-shirt she’d arrived in. “Help her dress. Then you may depart. The terms of her continued conduct are in this folder.”

Quentin nodded. With surprising tenderness, he helped her off the bench. Her legs were shaky, her body throbbing and sore in the most exquisite way. He guided her into her underwear, her jeans, her shirt. The familiar fabric felt foreign against her skin, which still hummed with the memory of their hands, their cocks. The steel collar rested over her shirt collar, visible, undeniable.

No one spoke as Quentin led her from Room 315, through the silent halls, past the empty common room. Georgia was at the front desk. She saw the collar and smiled, a genuine, warm smile. She gave Kylie a small, almost imperceptible nod. Sister.

Then the main doors opened. The outside air hit her face, fresh and cool. The sun was bright. Quentin’s sleek car waited at the curb. He opened the passenger door for her, his hand on the small of her back.

She slid in. The leather seat was familiar. He got in the driver’s side, started the engine. The Institute grew smaller in the rearview mirror, a modern fortress shrinking into the distance.

They drove in silence for miles. Kylie watched the world go by—trees, houses, ordinary people living ordinary lives. She touched the cold metal at her throat. She felt the lingering, deep ache between her legs, the faint sting in her ass. She felt the ghost of Quentin inside her, the brand of Dr. Blackwood’s possession.

The frantic, angry girl who had smoked weed in her bedroom and glared at her mother’s photo was gone. That girl felt like a story she’d once read. The woman in the passenger seat, wearing a steel collar, her body humming with the memory of surrender and profound pleasure… this was real. This was her.

Quentin reached over, his hand finding hers on the seat. He laced his fingers through hers, his grip firm, sure.

“Things will be different at home,” he said, his eyes on the road. His voice was quiet, but it held the same authority she’d come to crave. “The rules are clear. Your place is clear. You understand?”

She looked at their joined hands, then up at his profile. A slow, deep peace settled in her chest. She squeezed his fingers. “Yes,” she said, her voice clear in the quiet car. “I understand.”

He brought her hand to his lips, kissing her knuckles. The gesture was possessive, loving, final.

Kylie leaned her head back against the seat, watching the road unwind before them. She was going home. But she wasn’t the same. She was owned. She was collared. She was completely submissive.

10 - THE NEW KYLIE

The weight of the steel collar felt right against her throat. Kylie woke in her own bed, in her old room, and the first thing she did was touch the cool metal band. Sunlight streamed through the window, catching the dust motes in the air. It was quiet. Peaceful. No chime. No Dr. Blackwood. Just the soft hum of the house and the distant sound of a lawnmower somewhere down the street.

She stretched, her body a tapestry of pleasant aches. The deep, lingering soreness in her ass was a secret reminder. The faint tenderness between her legs was a welcome ghost. She got up without complaint, without the old, dragging resentment. She made her bed with sharp corners, the way she’d been taught. She showered, the water sluicing over the collar, which never came off. She dressed in simple cotton panties and a soft t-shirt and shorts, clothes Quentin had laid out for her the night before.

The house was hers to tend. She started in the kitchen, wiping down already-clean counters, loading the dishwasher from the single coffee cup Quentin had used. She vacuumed the living room carpet in neat, straight lines. She dusted the frames holding pictures of her mother. She didn’t look away from Anna’s warm blue eyes this time. She just smiled, a small, private thing. I’m okay, Mom. I’m where I’m supposed to be.

The work was methodical, calming. Her mind, once a storm of defiance and grief, was still. Clear. She wasn’t just doing chores. She was maintaining the space that belonged to her and Quentin. It felt like worship.

The grandfather clock in the hall chimed eleven. Right on time, she heard his footsteps on the stairs. He appeared in the kitchen doorway, still dressed in his weekend casuals—dark trousers and a fitted polo shirt that stretched across his chest. His sharp brown eyes found her immediately, assessing, approving.

“The living room looks good,” he said, his voice neutral.

“Thank you,” she replied, her hands pausing on the dish towel. She met his gaze, held it, then lowered her eyes respectfully.

“It’s time for your training session,” he stated. “My bedroom. Follow me.”

A thrill, hot and immediate, shot through her core. Her nipples tightened against her shirt. This was part of the new structure. Dr. Blackwood’s prescription: daily reinforcement. To prevent backsliding. To keep her pliant. To keep her his.

She followed him up the stairs, her bare feet silent on the plush carpet. His bedroom was as she remembered—large, immaculate, dominated by a massive bed with a dark gray duvet. The blinds were half-closed, casting the room in a soft, intimate gloom. He closed the door behind them. The click was as definitive as any at the Institute.

“Take off your clothes,” he said, turning to face her. He didn’t move to help. He just watched.

Her fingers went to the hem of her t-shirt. She pulled it up and over her head, dropping it to the floor. She pushed her shorts and panties down her legs in one smooth motion, stepping out of them. She stood naked before him, the air cool on her skin, the collar stark against her throat. She kept her hands at her sides, her posture straight but submissive.

His gaze traveled over her, a physical caress. It lingered on the faint, yellowing bruises from the flogger on her ass, on the pink tips of her breasts. “Good,” he murmured. He walked to his dresser, opened the top drawer. When he turned, he held a black rubber ball gag, the straps dangling from his fist. “Open.”

She parted her lips without hesitation. He fitted the rubber sphere between her teeth. It was large, stretching her jaws, forcing her mouth to stay wide. The straps felt cool as he secured them behind her head, buckling them firmly. The taste was sterile, rubbery. Her own saliva began to pool instantly.

“Hands behind your back,” he instructed.

She complied, crossing her wrists at the small of her back. He produced a pair of wide, supple leather cuffs from the drawer and fastened them snugly around her wrists. Then he clipped a short, connecting chain between them. Her arms were bound, her mouth filled, her nakedness complete. She was utterly helpless. The feeling was a drug.

He moved to the bed, picking up a long, polished wooden paddle she hadn’t noticed. It was about two feet long, with a smooth, broad surface. He tapped it lightly against his palm. The sound was a soft, threatening thwap.

“Bend over the foot of the bed. Present your ass for correction.”

She walked forward, the chain between her wrists jingling softly. She bent at the waist, leaning over the firm mattress, her torso resting on the cool duvet. She arched her back, pushing her sore, marked ass up into the air. The position was vulnerable, exposing everything.

She heard him step closer. Felt the air shift. Then—

Crack.

The paddle landed with a solid, shocking impact across both cheeks. A loud, sharp smack echoed in the quiet room. A gasp was forced past the gag, a choked, muffled sound. The pain was bright and hot, a sudden, stinging bloom that radiated deep into her flesh.

He didn’t speak. He just swung again.

Crack.

Another brutal stripe, just below the first. Her body jerked. Tears sprang to her eyes. The pain was intense, clean. It burned away any lingering fog, any stray thought. It focused her entire being on this moment, on his will.

Crack. Crack. Crack.

Quentin painted her ass with fire, each stroke precise and measured. The impacts came in a steady, punishing rhythm. Her skin screamed, heating to a fierce, throbbing glow. She lost count. She just endured, her muffled cries a soundtrack to his discipline. With every blow, her pussy clenched, a slick, hot pulse of arousal soaking her inner thighs. The pain and the pleasure were twins, inseparable, each feeding the other.

He stopped. Her backside was a uniform, angry red, blazing with heat. She was panting around the gag, her whole body trembling.

He picked her up, depositing her on the bed, her skin cooling against the sheets. With practiced efficiency, he unhooked the chain from her left cuff, threaded it through the wrought iron of the headboard, and reattached it. Her arms were stretched taut above her head.

Kylie heard the soft clink of metal. Then cold, hard pressure on her right nipple. A clamp. He tightened the screw slowly, the pressure turning to a sharp, biting pinch that stole her breath. Then the left. The twin points of pain on her chest were exquisite counterpoints to the broad ache on her ass. They focused her, made her hyper-aware of her own body.

His hands left her. She heard him rummaging in the drawer again. When he returned, she felt something cool and slick touch the tight, sensitive pucker of her ass. Lubricant. Then a smooth, rounded bead, larger than the tip of the plug, pressed against her.

“Relax,” he commanded, his voice close to her ear.

She bore down, pushing out. The first bead popped inside with a gentle, stretching pressure. A soft, desperate moan vibrated in her throat. It was followed by a second, slightly larger bead. The stretch was delicious, a slow, gradual invasion. A third. A fourth. Each one slid in with a soft, wet sound, each one going deeper, filling her in a way that was utterly different from a solid cock or plug. It was a teasing, tantalizing fullness, each bead a separate sensation as it passed her ring of muscle and settled inside.

By the seventh bead, she was whimpering constantly, her hips pushing back weakly, begging for more. The strand was long, and the final beads were the largest. He worked them in with patient, cruel precision, until the entire length was buried inside her, the end of the strand resting just outside, a promise of what was to come.

Her ass was full, stretched, aching with a deep, needy pleasure. Her nipples were tight, painful buds. Her ass cheeks burned. And her pussy was dripping, an empty, throbbing void.

He moved then, his hands gripping her hips. She heard the buzz of a vibrator, a low, insistent hum. Then the smooth, hard plastic tip touched her swollen clit.

She screamed into the gag.

The vibration was immediate, intense, a direct line to her core. He held it there, not moving, letting the relentless pulses hammer her sensitive nub. Her entire body convulsed. Her bound hands twisted uselessly as she strained against the restraints. Her legs shook. It was too much. It was perfect. Her back arched off the bed, trying to escape, trying to press harder into the sensation.

He pulled the vibrator away. The sudden absence was agony. She sobbed.

Then she felt something else, thicker, blunter, slick with her own juices. The head of a dildo, pressing against her drenched entrance.

“You want this,” he stated, no question in his tone.

She nodded frantically.

He shoved it in.

It was a fat, realistic silicone cock, and it filled her pussy in one hard, deep stroke. She cried out, the sound ragged and broken. He began to fuck her with it, a steady, pounding rhythm that drove the dildo against her G-spot with every thrust. The beads in her ass shifted and pressed with the movement, a dual stimulation that made her mind blank with overload.

He brought the vibrator back, holding it against her clit as he fucked her pussy with the toy.

Sensation detonated. She was a live wire, every nerve ending firing. The pain in her ass and nipples melted into the roaring pleasure building in her core. The dual fullness, the buzzing on her clit, the hard thrusts—it was a symphony of exquisite torment. Her orgasm gathered, a tsunami held back by a trembling dam.

He sensed it. He fucked her harder, faster with the dildo. He set the vibrator down, grasping the end of the anal bead strand.

“Now, Kylie,” he growled.

He pulled.

The beads slipped out, one by one, in a rapid, smooth succession. Each one tugged at her inner walls, each one popping free of her clenched muscle. The sensation was unbelievable—a reverse penetration, a sudden, slick emptying that triggered nerves she didn’t know she had. As the last, largest bead popped free, the combined stimulation—the dildo pounding her pussy, her sensitized clit, the shocking drag of the beads—catapulted her over the edge.

She came with a force that felt like her soul was leaving her body.

A silent, seismic scream locked behind the gag. Her back arched violently off the bed. Her pussy clamped down on the dildo in frantic, pulsing waves, her juices gushing around it. Her ass clenched around nothing, spasming from the memory of the beads. Her vision whited out. Pleasure, raw and electric, ripped through her in endless convulsions. She shook, trembled, lost all control, her mind blissfully, perfectly empty.

He let her ride it out, the dildo still buried inside her. She collapsed forward, boneless, gasping for air around the rubber ball, her entire body slick with sweat.

She heard the clatter of the dildo on the nightstand. Then the sound of his zipper.

She was floating, spent, utterly destroyed. He slid a pillow beneath her hips, repositioning her. He used his thumb, slick with more lube, to circle her well-used, loose hole. The touch was almost gentle. Then the broad, familiar head of his own cock pressed against her.

“This is what you are for now,” he said, his voice thick with his own arousal. “My cock in your ass. Your well-trained, obedient ass.”

He pushed.

There was no resistance. Her muscle, stretched by the beads, still fluttering from her climax, yielded easily. He slid into her depths in one long, smooth, devastating stroke. He was so deep, so incredibly deep, filling the emptiness the beads had left. The feeling was one of profound, shocking fullness.

He didn’t wait. He began to fuck her, hard and fast, his hips slapping against her sore, reddened cheeks. The pain was there, a bright, sharp edge, but it was swallowed whole by the deep, grinding pleasure of his cock moving inside her. Each thrust felt like it reached her stomach. Each withdrawal left her hollow, desperate for him to fill her again.

He was breathing hard, his control fraying. His hands gripped her bound wrists, holding her down, arching her back for a deeper angle. “You take it so well,” he grunted, his voice strained. “My perfect girl. My obedient girl.”

His words poured over her, hotter than his cock. His. Perfect. Obedient. She was so full, so used, so owned. Another, smaller orgasm began to coil in her belly, triggered by his words and his relentless pounding.

He felt it. His rhythm turned frantic, brutal. “You’re going to come again,” he commanded. “Come on my cock in your ass. Show me.”

He drove into her, a final, punishing series of thrusts. The coil snapped. A second, sharp climax ripped through her, making her ass clench rhythmically around his invading length. The tight, milking pulses were his undoing.

With a roar that was pure possession, he slammed deep and held. His cock swelled, pulsed, and erupted. Hot jet after hot jet of his release filled her ass, a scalding, intimate flood that sealed his possession. She felt every spurt, deep inside where no one else could reach. He groaned, long and low, his body shuddering against hers as he emptied himself completely into her.

He stayed there, buried inside her, for a long minute, his weight heavy on her back. His breath was hot against her neck. Slowly, carefully, he softened and withdrew. The feeling of his cum leaking from her used, gaping hole was obscene and perfect.

He unbuckled the gag first, pulling the wet rubber ball from her mouth. She gasped, swallowing thickly, her jaw aching. Then he unlocked the cuffs on her wrists. Her arms fell to her sides, numb and tingling.

He touched her cheek. She looked up at him, her blue eyes wide, dazed, completely sated. He looked down at her, his expression unreadable for a moment. Then he leaned down and kissed her forehead, a soft, chaste press of his lips.

“I’m proud of you, Kylie,” he said, his voice quiet but firm. “The changes you’ve made… they’re real. You’re real.”

He helped her sit up, his hands steadying her shaking body. He fetched a warm, damp cloth from the ensuite and cleaned her with a clinical tenderness, wiping the sweat from her skin, the lube and his spend from between her legs. He patted her sore ass dry with a soft towel.

She didn’t speak. She just watched him, a slow, deep warmth spreading through her chest that had nothing to do with the afterglow of orgasm. It was approval. It was his approval. It was the one thing she hadn’t realized she’d been starving for.

He handed her the soft t-shirt and shorts. She dressed slowly, her movements languid. The collar felt heavier, more significant than ever.

As she finished, he cupped her face, making her look at him. “This is your life now,” he said. “These sessions. This structure. Do you understand?”

She looked into his sharp brown eyes, saw the authority, the possessiveness, the hidden well of something that might have been love, all twisted into this new, dominant shape. She nodded, a small, sure movement. “Yes,” she whispered, her voice hoarse. “I understand.”

And she did. She was glad. Glad for the chores, glad for the paddle, glad for the beads and the vibrator and the cock in her ass. Glad for the collar. Glad he had forced her into the car that day. The Blackwood Institute hadn’t broken her. It had forged her. It had given her this peace, this purpose, this shocking, all-consuming pleasure that lived at the intersection of pain and submission.

He kissed her again, this time on the lips. It was brief, firm, a stamp of ownership.

“Go rest in your room until dinner,” he instructed. “I’ll call you when it’s ready.”

She walked to the door, her steps a little unsteady. She paused, her hand on the knob, and looked back at him. He was watching her, a satisfied, possessive light in his eyes.

BACK COVER

Eighteen, reckless, and out of control—Kylie is a problem that needs a permanent solution.

Since her mother’s death, Kylie has been spiraling. She’s fueled by rebellion, burning through boys, weed, and cheap thrills as a way to numb the pain. She thinks she’s untouchable. She thinks she’s in charge. But her stepfather, Quentin, has reached his breaking point. He’s done playing the role of the passive parent, and he’s ready to call in a professional.

Enter The Blackwood Institute.

Run by the clinical and dominant Dr. Blackwood, the Institute isn't a classroom—it's a crucible where rebellion is burned away. Behind its soundproof walls, the “wayward” are stripped of their defiance and rebuilt from the ground up. Dr. Blackwood doesn't believe in therapy; he believes in complete submission.

From the moment the locks click shut, Kylie’s world is reduced to a series of intense training sessions. Through humiliating medical exams, heavy bondage, and punishing discipline—she is forced to confront the one thing she’s spent years running from: The need to obey.

As the boundaries between punishment and pleasure blur, Kylie discovers a dark, hidden truth about herself. Under the doctor’s heavy hand and the watchful eye of her stepfather, she finds that surrender feels better than rebellion ever did.

She went in a brat. She’s coming out a masterpiece.
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