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Diagnosis/Prognosis

Devon didn’t sit down outside of his mother’s office. Even though Rosalina Dresser employed a young woman as her secretary, Devon didn’t acknowledge the young woman. She was probably capable; she was probably competent. She had certainly done as instructed, informing his mother that he had arrived. Still, this was an important moment, and he didn’t want to relax. Instead, he understood that this could very well be one of the most important meetings of his career.

Instead of sitting down and waiting and playing on his phone to pass the time, Devon stood perpendicular to the secretary’s desk. He held his arms behind his back, and he looked out through the massive windows out onto the street and cityscape below.

He saw all of those people, all of those cars and trucks and SUVs. If only to help himself relax, he wondered how many of the vehicles carried really important people.

How many millionaires? How many billionaires?

And what about the businesspeople? He could see those tiny specks. From his vantage, Devon couldn’t make out individual details; he couldn’t tell, which of them were men or women, which wore suits or carried briefcases. Lots of them were probably tourists lugging around backpacks as they headed to their hotels or searched for another point of interest where they could take their selfies.

Despite that little note of disdain lacing every thought, Devon understood that some of those individuals would be important. Some of them would have good ideas. These would be the individuals who would take over in a few years or decades.

It was almost his time.

But first, he had to beat her.

Devon very carefully maintained the same neutral and professional expression as he gazed out through the window. He let his stare drift up toward the park. Then he looked up toward the sky, and he noted the different clouds and a plane flying overhead. In his peripheral vision, he spotted a helicopter.

It was probably carrying someone important. He had to beat her. That was his most important thought.

He thought of his older sister, Kimberly. Three years older, she was thirty and a Harvard graduate. She finished her MBA at Wharton, and now she was busy with her startup. Even so, Devon and his two other siblings could already guess what their mother had planned.

It would be kind and generous and equitable. Each of them would get one third of the Dresser business empire.

Compared to some other corporations and family trusts, they weren’t spectacularly wealthy. By his last set of calculations, their assets were only worth about nine billion. And of course, they did have outside shareholders. His family only owned about forty percent. That was enough to ensure they made the important decisions. His mother was currently the CEO, but she wouldn’t want to maintain that position for much longer.

Devon locked his teeth together a little tighter when he thought of his father and how he had passed.

Ronald Dresser had probably done his best to be a good father, but he had clearly been far more interested in his company. For the most part, he had invested in cellphone towers, buying and leasing the land to large telecom companies. He had started decades ago, and he had worked hard, parlaying every success into additional investments. For the most part, he had almost always succeeded to turn a profit with every choice he made.

But those kinds of victories had come with a meaningful price: his time. He had constantly researched, negotiated, and networked. Then he pushed himself too hard over the course of a few months and the heart attack got him. Even with the best medical assistance, he had passed away.

Their mother had been clear; she didn’t want the same fate for her children.

Devon, however, wasn’t worried about that sort of toxic stress. On the contrary, his mouth watered as he thought about Dresser LLC.

Even if he wasn’t quite a billionaire yet, not when one divided their assets by the different members of his family, he would be soon enough. Devon wanted to throw himself into the business world.

But that meant he needed complete control over this company. He wasn’t interested in sharing it with Kimberly. Luckily, Lizzie wasn’t at all interested.

He smirked for a second and shook his head as he thought about his little sister. Lizzie was a sweet girl, but she was definitely more interested in her ponies and charity work. Besides, she had been adopted. Strictly speaking, Rosalina and Ronald Dresser always assured their children that Lizzie’s status wouldn’t actually change anything. Even so, there was always that barrier, always that gap, and always that distance.

She wouldn’t be the heiress to their empire; she would always be very well taken care of, but she couldn’t be trusted to lead the company.

Perhaps that was why Lizzie had thrown herself so wholeheartedly toward making the world a better place. Or maybe she wasn’t a raging hypocrite. Perhaps she saw the kind of money her family had, and she really thought she could use it to make the world a better place.

Whatever. She wasn’t a threat. That was the most important part.

Personally, he thought trying to fight climate change was a waste of time and money. Then again, he could also see it as an investment since her efforts to save the world essentially meant that Lizzie had no interest in the company.

And so, that meant he just had to beat Kimberly.

He thought about his older sister. He thought about her grades, the science fair and junior businesswoman competitions where she had triumphed. She was smart, and she was ambitious.

But that just made her a better target because he had every intention of defeating her. He would beat her, conquer her, and make it abundantly clear that this would be his company.

Kimberly could stay away and focus on her other company.

But she wouldn’t do it. Of that, he was already sure, so he had needed to come up with a different plan.

“She’s ready for you now,” said the secretary.

Devon didn’t turn right away. Instead, he stared out for one, two, three more seconds. Then he faced the secretary and flashed her a polite smile. “Thank you, Jessica.”

The secretary smiled back as he strode past.

If he had been like any of his friends, then Devon would have hit on that secretary, seduced her, slept with her, and gotten her fired. It would’ve been relatively easy. But no, he didn’t do anything like that. He was a good guy. More importantly, he understood the danger of messing with his mother’s assistant.

Once Devon stepped inside, the secretary slipped out her phone, glanced down at the screen, brought up his sister’s number, and sent her a quick text message.

Devon didn’t notice.

Instead, he did his best to appear as professional as possible.

Rosalina Dresser rose from her desk.

Before his death, this office had belonged to Devon’s father. His mother had only superficially redecorated. She had never really appreciated the large room with the square of couches in the center, the wet bar to the right, or the huge bookshelves behind her.

Devon thought about bringing the office up to her again, but he already knew what she would say. “I don’t need to redecorate. It would just be a waste of money. Your father was always interested in impressing people, but I don’t care about that.”

“Hello, mother,” he said, approaching her desk.

“Devon. You wanted to see me. What’s up?”

She surprised him by stepping out from behind her desk, leaning forward, and hugging him.

That wasn’t how he intended to start this meeting.

“I was hoping we could talk?”

“I’m here, and you’re here. Let’s talk.” She sat down, motioned for him to take a seat, and leaned back. She smiled at him and waited.

At fifty-nine, she looked good. Her hair had started to go gray, but she still made a point of exercising regularly. Even if she didn’t care much about the office, she still made a point of buying the right kinds of clothing. In her jacket and vest and blouse, she looked quite professional. During the day, she slipped her feet from her high heels, but she still knew how to wear them.

“I’m here about the succession,” he said. “Specifically, I’m here to talk about the CEO role.”

“I’m the CEO,” she said.

“But we both know this isn’t a position you really want, especially after what happened to Dad.”

Only seconds ago, a slight smile had been on Rosalina’s face, especially because she was obviously happy to see her son here. It was probably a pleasant way to break up a list of monotonous meetings.

“Your father made his choices,” she said.

“He worked himself way too hard, and he ended up dying early because of it,” Devon said. In truth, he didn’t really agree with that interpretation. This was what their mother believed, and that was the important part, so he had no problem going with that line of reasoning. “You don’t want to see the same thing happen again.”

“I thought you were here to talk about succession, not a work-life balance.”

“In this case, it’s both,” he said.

At that moment, Devon was tempted to reach up and adjust his tie. Instead, he looked right at his mother. This always felt strange. He knew he wanted her to take him seriously. He knew that she had gone to all of his graduations and she had been proud of him as he made his way through the world. But at this point, he was tired of working at an investment bank. By most American standards, he did quite well for himself. Last year, he made a base salary of six hundred with another twenty million in bonuses. And of course, he did everything he could around this office as well. He sat in on meetings, he asked questions, and he tried to get to know as many of the managers as he could.

“Mother, I’m worried about Kimberly.”

“And why are you worried about Kimberly?” Rosalina asked with a note of indulgence in her voice. “Your big sister has always been very resilient.”

His big sister…

Devon resisted the urge to roll his eyes. Even so, he clenched his jaw for just a second, which made him wonder whether or not his mother noticed. He knew she didn’t want him to be jealous of his older sister. Then again, it was difficult, especially when they were both ambitious, but she had that three-year head start. At this point, that wasn’t supposed to matter. They were adults. And yet, the business world moved fast. Not only that, whenever she made a choice, it seemed like he had to pick some other route or option. No one would accuse him of copying his older sister, yet there was still that itch, that instinct, that idea lodged somewhere deep in the core of his personality.

“Kimberly is resilient, and we all saw how hard she worked in college and business school. Now she has her startup, and I think that’s the problem. She is resilient, and she will be able to do everything she wants…until she can’t.”

“Should Kimberly be here for this conversation?”

“Actually, no. I don’t think she should be here for this,” he said.

His mother raised one eyebrow as she looked right at him.

“I know what you’re thinking,” he said.

“Do you?” Rosalina asked diplomatically.

“Right now, you’re considering the possibility that maybe I am here to undermine my sister. But that’s not it. I won’t lie, Mother. I want you to make me the CEO of Dresser LLC when you step down. I also know that you want to step down sooner rather than later.”

Her lips hardened into a line.

“What makes you say that?”

He smiled for a moment, if only because his mother could be surprisingly predictable. A lot of her subordinates, suppliers, and buyers with whom she negotiated disliked her tactics. So many guys out in the business world would try to sound obsequent. They would try to pretend to be friends by consciously memorizing specific details about one another. No, they didn’t care about which sports their fellows played or followed. No, they didn’t care about wives or husbands or children. None of those details really mattered to them, but they could bring them up in a second, all because they had to look like they cared. Rosalina Dresser didn’t, however, play that game.

Her rhetorical approach was far simpler; she simply asked questions.

“You saw what this company did to Dad. It sucked up almost all of his time, and it pretty much guaranteed that heart attack. He worked hard, and he was successful, but it came at a huge cost.”

“Aren’t you just as ambitious as your father?”

“Maybe,” he conceded. “It’s true. I want to do a lot. I think our family could be one of the first trillionaires within my lifetime if I can make a good set of choices.”

“And why do you want that?”

Because he frequently called Lizzie and talked to her, he actually had heard this question before. Among his colleagues back at the bank, ambition made sense. It was natural. Chasing after extra digits in bank accounts made sense, and it didn’t need any kind of justification. His little sister, however, had always sneered at the idea of money. Her point was always the same. “We have so much. Realistically, what is there in the world right now that you can’t buy for yourself?” Devon could have answered something about how there would always be more art or more wine or something like that that he couldn’t afford to purchase outright. There were huge markets where a couple of billion here or there would be nothing. Then again, that wasn’t what she really meant. He could enjoy private jets wherever he wanted anywhere on the globe. He could get to the best concerts and have some amazing experiences. That was what she meant.

“Money is power,” he said. “I think we have an obligation to use what we have to make the world a better place.”

“Really?”

Devon looked down sheepishly, fully aware that this was the first lie he had told his mother at this meeting. “Maybe Lizzie has had more of an influence on me than I like to admit.” He glanced back up at Rosalina. As he considered his mother, he nodded to himself. “But to be honest, I’m not here to talk about my personal ambitions. Instead, I have a different request.”

“You want to be the CEO.”

“Actually, no. It’s true. I do want to be the CEO, but that’s not what I’m asking for today.”

His mother looked intrigued. “Then what are you asking for? What exactly are you asking for?”

“A psychological evaluation,” he told her.

“A psychological evaluation? Really?” His mother leaned back a little farther in her chair. She touched her fingertips together, and she stared past his shoulder, all because she was considering that request.

“I get it. You have a lot of respect for Kimberly, and she does deserve it. My big sister is smart, she has accomplished a lot, and we should all be very proud of her. But at the same time, you know what she wants to do, don’t you? If you make her the CEO of this company, that doesn’t mean she’s going to give up on her startup. Even if she nominally hands off the reins to someone else, you know Kimberly. She’s going to want to be involved with both companies. Arguably, she’s going to be even more ambitious than Dad was.”

“You have some good reasons to make those points,” his mother reminded him.

“Like I said before, I want to be the CEO of this company. But that’s all I want. If I get it, I will obviously resign from my position at the bank. Arguably, that right there makes me a better choice. But again, I have a conflict of interest, so we can put that aside for the moment. Instead, I want you to please consider having us both get evaluated.”

“What kind of evaluation?”

“It should be an evaluation, one that can give you a better sense of who would be the better candidate in terms of his or her psychological profile. Specifically, who would be able to handle the stress of this job better? Who is less likely to break? Who is more resilient? Who would be able to make the kinds of choices necessary to lead this company? We both know Kimberly is brilliant, but brilliance and stability aren’t always the same thing.”

“Who did you have in mind?”

“You trust Jessica Banner, don’t you?”

Dr. Jessica Banner had been a close family advisor for several years. As a psychiatrist, she had helped Rosalina, Kimberly, Lizzie, and even Devon through the grieving process. At the same time, she was fiercely intelligent and one of the best physicians in the city despite her relative youth.

“I do.”

“Get us both evaluated. Let’s see what she has to say.”

“Devon, you have made some good points.” Rosalina considered this for the next few seconds.

He sat there. Without realizing it, he had shifted his position. On the edge of his seat, he waited, the muscles up his legs, and along his torso and down his arms, all tight as he waited to see whether or not this risk could pay off.

“Let’s do it,” Rosalina finally decided.

Eleven years ago, when Ronald Dresser first ordered the construction of his office, he had been very specific and explicit with his contractor: in addition to the large space, the huge bookshelves, the private ensuite, and the upgraded telecommunications wiring, he also wanted to make sure that the room would be completely soundproof. He would be making important phone calls, and he suspected high-level negotiations would take place in this office as well (bringing his opponents into his territory, would always serve as a useful psychological advantage as they debated prices and deals). The contractor assured Ronald that the room was completely soundproof. Of course, the renovations had taken a lot of money, time, and effort, especially since they were working on several floors of this building rather than just one large office. Consequently, someone somewhere made a mistake. The room wasn’t really soundproof. Ronald never questioned this point, especially because none of the assistants who had ever worked right outside of the CEO’s office had thought it wise to tell her boss the truth. After all, a good assistant had to anticipate the needs of her employer. If a phone call went poorly, that was good to know. If the CEO sounded angry, that was equally helpful. And now, the secretary quickly excused herself from her desk to go to the bathroom. There, she took out her phone. “Miss, I think you would like to know something about your brother,” she began.

“Dr. Banner,” he said, sitting down. “Thank you so much for joining me tonight.”

“You’re late,” she said.

“I apologize,” he replied smoothly. “A call with our office in Singapore went a little bit longer than I expected.”

“What do you want, Devon?”

She was probably only ten or fifteen years older than him, but she was looking at him with this matriarchal expression on her face. Clearly, she thought of him as some little kid. Considering that she had been his psychiatrist, that made sense.

Normally, a doctor wouldn’t meet with a patient in an informal setting like this. The Cafe Secondary was another one of those overpriced hotspots. 

“I want to talk to you about a psychological evaluation that my mother is going to be requesting for me and my older sister. Frankly, this will be one of the most important moments in my career. I want to take control of our family company, and you’re going to be the one who decides which of us takes over. “

“That’s your mother’s decision.”

“My mother is worried about burnout. She is worried that whoever takes over will work way too hard and end up getting sick, just like my Dad did.”

“But you’re not worried about that?”

“A little bit, maybe,” Devon conceded. “Realistically, I understand that ambition is going to have a cost. I want to do something amazing. If that means burning hot and bright for a shorter period of time, then I’m fine with it.”

“I see…”

“Dr. Banner, you are trying to fund a hospital in Brazil, correct? You’re trying to build out more than just a community health center, and some of the slums of Rio de Janeiro?”

“You’ve done your research, Devon,” she said, not denying it.

“And one hundred million would help with that, wouldn’t it?”

She stiffened.

She didn’t ask the obvious question, especially because she understood how much work went into getting just a few hundred thousand from the oligarchs who ran this city. Although the incredibly rich enjoyed going to their galas and hearing about how generous they were, they seldom donated anything significant.

One hundred million would allow her to help so many people in so many different ways.

As a psychiatrist, she knew she wasn’t supposed to indulge in this kind of toxic ambition. But at that moment, this young man was seated across from her, and he was watching her now. He kept his expression neutral. He didn’t insult her by smiling or chuckling because he knew he had something she needed.

“You know it would, “she said.

“That’s what I’m offering.”

“In exchange for one diagnosis?”

“One diagnosis, and maybe a temporary stay in a rehab rehabilitation facility?”

“You want me to have your sister committed?”

“Yes,” he said. “It doesn’t have to be for long, just a few days. I want her out of the picture and away from her company. I want her to be forced to relax for just a little while.”

“I can’t do that,” she insisted.

“I have already reviewed the releases you routinely have your patient sign. In fact, Kimberly and I have already signed the relevant documents. We both know that, if you deem it necessary, you could have me hauled off to a mental hospital right now.”

“You actually read those?”

The releases her patients signed were basically huge contracts that were even longer than the terms of service documents tech companies forced on their users.

“I can’t accept a bribe,” she said.

“It’s not a bribe. It’s a donation.” He watched her. He maintained that straight face.

Jessica wasn’t naïve; she understood exactly what he was offering. And yet, she flashed back to college. Some of her classmates had insisted that the mandatory general education classes were a waste of time, especially when it came to things like philosophy. But at that moment, she was thinking of utilitarianism. It could get ugly and messy and gross, especially with the worst case scenarios, but now she found herself thinking of this. The people in the slums of Rio de Janeiro needed her help. She wanted to help them. She could fly down three or four times every year, and she could make her own personal donations. Still, she was thinking about the need, and her ambition to build that hospital, and what she could do with this single opportunity.

“Three days,” he said. “That’s all I’m asking for.”

“I see…”

“And as a sign of good faith, take this.”

He pulled out his phone, and he typed in one message.

Less than ten seconds later, her phone vibrated.

“Check it,” he said.

She didn’t like playing this game. As a psychiatrist, she worked with lots of very wealthy individuals. That was how she supported her charity work, only now she took out her phone, and she saw the notification from her bank. The account where she kept the various donations for her medical center just sent her an update. Ten million USD had just been deposited into her account.

“How did you make that happen so fast?”

“I work in an investment bank, and it’s amazing what you can do when you know the right people,” he said. Then he leaned forward a little more. “Dr. Banner, I know the right people. I know you, and I’m hoping you will be able to help me.”

“Just tell me one thing first,” she said, if only so she could stall for a few more seconds to make her choice. “Why do you want her committed? If your mother is asking for an evaluation, I could just take your side and tell her that Kimberly isn’t ready to lead to companies at the same time.”

“Because I want her to be out of the picture for a little while. I want her thrown off balance. I want her to understand that she isn’t invulnerable.”

As a psychiatrist, Jessica Banner could have done a lot with that confession. In fact, different diagnoses flashed behind her eyes, but she pushed them aside because she had her own dilemma to handle. She could maintain her professional ethics, but that would mean waiting a lot longer to get a lot less to help even fewer people.

As expected, the good doctor could only really make one choice.

She said yes.

Elsewhere in the city, Kimberly Dresser visited Dr. Banner’s office. Dr. Banner herself was out at the moment, but she had multiple partners who also worked in the office and saw various patients for different issues. On this particular occasion, however, Kimberly wasn’t interested in speaking with a physician. Instead, she came in, she smiled at the secretary, and they started chatting.

A couple of patients came and went, and the secretary was very polite. She paid attention to the new visitors, and she checked them in and called them back to go speak with their psychiatrists. Between patients, however, she started chatting with Kimberly again, so no one noticed how Ms. Dresser passed her an envelope. Even if they had noticed it, they probably wouldn’t have picked out just how wide it was or how much money it could have contained. As far as anyone else was concerned, this was perfectly appropriate, and there wouldn’t be any electronic trail of the bribe.

Two days later, he walked into the waiting room. They were at the top of the X32 skyscraper, a huge multipurpose building that had been constructed by one of Devon’s friends.

When he heard that Jessica Banner had wanted to set up her office here, he hadn’t been surprised. In a city like this, the wealthy elite always competed for the best spots in the best buildings. New could often be impressive, especially when it came to something like X32. The developer had done an amazing job of hosting the right kinds of parties for the right people to create the perfect sense of expectation.

If Devon ever decided to get into real estate development, he knew he would have to get some tips.

But for now, he had a different kind of maneuver that required his attention.

Devon came in, and he found his sister, Kimberly, seated off in the corner. Predictably, she had her phone out.

He stood over her, coughed, and cleared his throat. She didn’t glance up right away. Instead, she finished with her message. Then she glanced back at him, finally acknowledging him.

“Why did you want to do this? Why are you wasting my time?” Kimberly asked.

“We are doing this because I think it’s important. Besides, Mom agreed with me.”

“Devon…” She exhaled, turning his name into a sigh of irritation. “We both know what’s going to happen here, don’t we?”

“We are going to be evaluated, and Dr. Banner is going to make her recommendation.” As he spoke, he gave absolutely no clue that he had already bribed their physician or that the results of the evaluation had been predetermined.

“This is a waste of time. Seriously, we know what I have already accomplished. Have you looked at the revenue numbers my startup has been pulling in?”

“But they’re not profitable yet,” he said.

“No,” she replied. “We are putting everything we have back into the business. You know how this works, don’t you?”

He did. He understood how these early stage projects worked and how they could evolve into multinational corporations that would dominate entire markets. This was how Google, Amazon, Facebook, and a myriad of other companies had taken over their respective markets. Theoretically, they would allow a little bit of competition, just to keep the regulators satisfied, but it was obvious who owned what.

“Look, we are both here, and Mother wants us to do this, so we should just play along. It won’t take that long anyway.”

“Fine. Whatever,” she said.

Then she went back to her phone. She was probably trying to hide from him, largely because she had to be worried about what was going to happen.

If she had known the truth, she wouldn’t just be scared. She would have been enraged.

Then it was a good thing, he told himself that Kimberly was never going to find out the truth, especially because Jessica Banner wouldn’t reveal any of these details, not when it would mean losing her license, not to mention her reputation.

“Kimberly, the doctor will see you now,” the secretary said.

Devon watched her get up. He was looking forward to that moment when they could both hear the final results.

Once his big sister had left the waiting room, Devon crossed his legs, he pulled out his phone, and he thought about answering some of the messages from work. Today, however, he felt like relaxing, so he brought up that game he had wanted to try instead. For some reason, he was playing as a kid on a beach who had built a sand castle, and now snakes were trying to knock it over. The premise didn’t really make sense, but the game designer had made a lot of money on this one. The hype was epic, so he decided to give it a chance.

The gameplay loop wasn’t bad. He enjoyed himself.

And then, after just a few minutes and two levels, the secretary called out, “Devon, Dr. Walsh will see you now.”

“What?”

“Dr. Walsh will see you right now.”

Before he could ask what that meant, the door from the hallway opened, and that was when he saw the woman in the white lab coat. This definitely wasn’t Dr. Jessica Banner, his trusted (and bribed) psychiatrist. Dr. Walsh was a little taller, maybe a little younger. She had long blonde hair tied back into a ponytail, and she watched him with these bright blue eyes. In one arm, she held a tablet. Underneath her white lab coat, she had on a dark blue vest over a blouse with a red ribbon underneath the collar of her shirt. In her dark skirt and high heels, she looked amazing. She was hot. She was older, but she was definitely sexy in a way that he wasn’t supposed to notice, especially as a patient.

“I’m here to see Dr. Banner…”

“I’m sorry, Mr. Dresser,” said the assistant with the right note of apology in her voice. “Dr. Banner has another event right after she finishes with her sister. We assumed you wanted to get this done today. Your mother was very specific. The test has to be completed today.”

“But, but…”

Finally, he stopped. He told himself that it didn’t matter. Technically, he was supposed to speak with Dr. Banner, and she was supposed to give him her endorsement, but it was fine. She was talking to Kimberly already, so this would just save a little bit of time.

Perhaps the doctor had decided that she couldn’t look into his face even as she understood the kind of bribe she had already taken.

He coughed and cleared his throat. “You know what? It’s fine.”

He walked past Dr. Walsh, and he tried not to notice the way the light played along her blonde tresses. He stepped past her, and she motioned for him to go toward the office on the right.

A flutter of nervous energy ran through his head and down his spine as he wondered what this woman would decide.

Again, however, he told himself that it didn’t really matter. Dr. Walsh could have insisted that he was absolutely insane, but it wouldn’t matter because his big sister would be the one back at the Rosewood Rehabilitation Center. Technically, it was a mental hospital. Realistically, it was closer to a glorified day spa where bored trophy wives could spend some time and pretend that they were working through real issues and not just the stress induced by trying to pick out the best shade of wainscoting to impress the neighbors they didn’t like in the first place.

Dr. Walsh‘s office was everything he would have expected: a mahogany desk, a small couch where he could lay down, and several other comfortable looking chairs.

“It’s a pleasure to meet you, Devon. Why don’t you have a seat?”

“Sure,” he said. For a moment, he sat on the couch, and he thought about lifting his legs and leaning back. This was going to be a farce, of course.

He rolled his eyes. He wasn’t going to worry about it. He picked one of the other chairs instead. He sat there, and he held his knees together, and he set his hands on the armrests as he looked at her. “How do we begin?”

“Let’s begin with something fairly basic since this our first meeting.”

He smirked for a moment and genuinely itched to point out that this was indeed their first meeting, which meant she didn’t have the background to evaluate him. Then again, that would just mean he would have to sit around and wait for Dr. Banner instead. And while that outcome was assured, he again thought of how he didn’t actually care about anything Dr. Walsh decided.

“Tell me about yourself.”

His voice went flat. “My name is Devon, I’m a senior analyst at Gray Stone, and I want to take over my family business.”

“Why is that so important to you?”

“I could give you some BS about how I think I can make the world a better place, but I think it’s a game. Frankly, business is just a game, and I want to win.”

“Do you believe business is a game because you have never actually faced to the consequences of losing?”

“Excuse me?”

“You are a very rich individual, are you not? Your family is even wealthier. You have the kind of money that most people anywhere on the world would not really be able to comprehend.”

“I’m not that rich,” he said.

“Yes. I know. There is always someone richer than you,” she said. “But let’s be honest, shall we? If an average American makes less than six figures, there are literally millions of people who make more. But you, with your net assets and your passive income, can generate more than most people can even really dream of. For them, your kind of wealth is an abstraction, one that they can’t even really comprehend.”

What was this? Some kind of socialist lesson? A lecture?

“I don’t see the point of this line of discussion,” Devon said carefully. Suddenly, he was really itching for his sandcastle game.

“That’s fine,” Dr. Walsh said as she tapped in some notes on her tablet. For a moment, he wanted to ask what she was writing, but then he suppressed the urge. She wasn’t going to tell him, so he didn’t need to ask.

Besides, her final diagnosis wasn’t going to matter anyway.

“Tell me your thoughts about your sister.”

Devon decided to be professional. “She’s an amazing businesswoman, but I think she’s going to struggle when it comes to leading a company like this. So far, she has been working at a small startup.”

“But it is her startup,” Dr. Walsh noted.

“It is,” he acknowledged. “But just because she has a small company in some basement somewhere, that doesn’t mean she is ready to handle something like our family business. Our father built something amazing.”

“How do you feel about the idea of a woman leading your family’s company?”

Devon tilted his head slightly.

“Everything here is covered under patient confidentiality?”

“Correct. Unless I have explicit permission to discuss your situation with others, I won’t do so.”

“Fine.” Devon smirked. This was a point he had held onto for a very long time, but he understood that it wasn’t socially acceptable, so he had swallowed it down each and every time. “My sister is really good at school, but she’s a girl. Do you know what that means?”

Obviously, he was talking to a woman. He was talking to a woman who had become a doctor for some of the most powerful individuals in the city. Despite this, Devon was enjoying this release, so he kept going. “She’s a girl. She’s a good girl. She’s the kind of girl who will never take risks. In class, she looks really smart because she always does her homework. But do you know what that means? It basically just means she’s obedient. Obedience is really good when you are trying to work in a large organization, but it doesn’t prepare you to lead one.”

“She is leading her startup, is she not?”

Devon snorted. “She’s leading a startup with like 10 people working under her. That’s basically just a small business. Sure, she can bring in some good revenue numbers or whatever, but I don’t think she’s going to be able to scale to any meaningful degree. Seriously, just stop and think about it. She wants to play nice. She is someone who will never break any rules.”

“But you will?”

This time he flashed a different kind of smile as the corners of his mouth rose to reveal his teeth.

Damn. This felt good. Obviously, he was never going to be able to say anything like this to Dr. Banner, but Dr. Walsh was a different individual altogether. She was just a partner at this practice, so it wasn’t like she had any real sway. “Fuck yeah,” he replied, savoring the taste of some profanity because he spent a lot of time in offices and in front of conservative clients who expected a certain kind of decorum, even when it was completely unnecessary. “I want to win. I understand that business is a game. It is a question of putting your pieces in the right places at the right times to get the correct response from your opponents.”

Dr. Walsh jotted down some additional details.

If these answers bothered her, she didn’t show it on her lovely face.

“And do you think all women are like that?”

“Probably,” he said. Then he leaned forward a little bit. He pressed his elbows down against his knees as he looked right at her. “I know this isn’t politically safe to say, but I think there is a pretty good reason why men are always in charge. Just look around. Guys take control of basically every business. I know. I know. There are a few exceptions here or there. You get some random woman who is a CEO of some failing company or whatever, and it’s pretty obvious the board put her in place because they just wanted to take a big risk, and there was no one better who would try. But realistically, there’s a reason why men rule the world. We are more aggressive. We take bigger risks. We chase that kind of success in a way women just won’t do, and that includes my sister. If she’s in charge, maybe she will keep things stable? That’s cool, I guess? But I want to do something amazing. Do you know how much money my father started with? Just two million. That was all he had when he started with his first set of investments. He used that, and he took out the right kind of loans from the right kinds of banks because he knew the right kind of people. That is how you start something amazing, and he has left me a legacy, something I can use to make us one of the most powerful families on the planet!” He stopped at that moment as he realized that he was breathing hard and heavy.

“I think I’ve heard everything I need to know,” Dr. Walsh said. “Would you like to speak with your sister now?”

“I can see her?”

“Absolutely. She and Dr. Banner finished a few minutes ago. The four of us can talk, and we can discuss the final prognosis.” Presumably she had received the notification through her tablet.

“Sure,” he said. He stood, and he straightened out his shirt. Devon followed this doctor out of her office and down the hall to a more familiar space.

When they walked in, he saw Dr. Banner talking with Kimberly. At this point, he picked up on the last steps of their conversation. They were just talking about the best beaches. Were they in Barcelona, Mykonos, or Hawaii?”

“Devon, I see you met my colleague, Dr. Walsh. She is one of the best experts in her field.”

Devon thought about politely asking what her specific specialization was, but then he decided he didn’t care.

“I don’t mean to be rude, but I am running a little bit low on time. Is it OK if we finish this up? I’m assuming the two of you have figured out what you want to say to our mother?”

Jessica sat behind her desk while Dr. Walsh took a different chair. She crossed her legs and rested her tablet on her screen.

“Yes. That sounds like an excellent idea,” Dr. Banner said.

At that moment, Devon’s eyes narrowed, especially because he could see that nervous trepidation play across her face.

Bribes could be an excellent approach. The guys at the investment bank used them all the time. Previously, they were only really good outside of the US, but the new administration had been very generous with some of the “campaign contributions”.

Even so, he understood that people could get an attack of conscience. They could make the wrong choice at the wrong moment.

“Kimberly, Devon, Dr. Walsh and I have spoken to both of you. We are ready to make a diagnosis.” Jessica licked her bottom lip.

That was when the door opened, and Devon glanced over his shoulder. For a moment, there was that little flash of panic when he saw a pair of individuals walk into the room. One was a woman. She was tall with short black hair. At first, he tried to fight back the instinct, but then he swallowed, if only because that woman was obviously bigger and stronger than him. Although he made a point of going to the gym on a regular basis, he was mostly interested in staying toned and fit. He wasn’t necessarily trying to bulk up, but he was still in good shape. This woman, however, probably could have grabbed him and thrown him over her shoulder. She was pretty, but he had no idea which northern European country she must have come from. Obviously, this woman was descended from Valkyries.

Then there was the guy. He had a goatee, a bald head, and thick shoulders as well. Both of these individuals wore white uniforms.

They were from Rosewood, Devon realized.

The fear immediately evaporated, especially because he knew why they were here. They were here for Kimberly!

Dr. Banner looked nervous, but that was only because she had called in the orderlies from the hospital, and now they were here to pick up his sister, and she probably felt bad about it.

That was fine with him. He was sure she could find a hundred million reasons to feel better about her conscience.

“Devon, you are an interesting young man. I think you have some issues with work, but you also have a tremendous amount of potential.”

To Devon, that didn’t actually sound much like a diagnosis, but he didn’t really care. After all, he wasn’t there for himself.

“Kimberly,” Dr. Banner said, picking up where her colleague left off. “I am concerned about you. In truth, you demonstrate some sociopathic tendencies, but it’s nothing overly extreme. I do recommend that you consider some empathy training, especially considering the plans you shared with me.”

This was it…

…Together, the doctors were about to tell his big sister that she needed several days of confinement. If she behaved herself, they probably weren’t going to make her wear a straitjacket.

From one moment to the next, Devon did his best to maintain that professional expression, like he was curious, but that was it.

Then Dr. Walsh spoke again. “Devon, I’m afraid that your rampant sexism is absolutely going to be an issue, and there is no way I can endorse you as a candidate to become CEO of your family‘s company.”

This time, Devon did roll his eyes. An endorsement? Was that what she thought he wanted?

Again, he focused on the fact that she was just a partner here. She was a colleague and an associate. The most important point was what Dr. Banner said next.

Only then, Dr. Walsh kept going. “As such, I am recommending that you be retained at the Blackthorne Medical Facility for a minimum of three days.”

He stared. He was looking at Dr. Walsh.

“What?” The question dropped from his mouth. Then he glanced over at Kimberly. He peeked over at Dr. Banner.

“Do you have something else to say,” he stated flatly.

“No, I’m good,” Dr. Banner said. “Your sister has some issues, and I do think therapy would be good, but I believe we’re done here.”

“Not quite,” Dr. Walsh said.

Devon started to rise to his feet. He was going to jump up, poke his finger in Dr. Banner’s face, and tell her that he wouldn’t tolerate this kind of betrayal. If necessary, he would shout and scream and throw a tantrum just like so many rich people have learned to do when dealing with subordinates who refused to follow instructions. It didn’t matter that she was older or better trained. Those details were simply insignificant.

Before this boy could rise, two hands fell on his shoulders.

He glanced to his left, then his right. First, he saw that Amazon woman. Next, he saw the other orderly.

What were they doing? Why were they touching him? Didn’t they know who he was?

But now, Dr. Walsh was on her feet, and she walked over to Devon.

With insufferable familiarity, she reached down, and she touched her fingers to his chin. Her middle fingers pushed up, and suddenly he found himself gazing up at the doctor. She told him, “Devon, I’m sure this is going to be a very difficult transition for you, but I am diagnosing you right now. You are an immature boy, and you are not capable of running a company. But don’t worry. We can cure you.”

“Immaturity isn’t a diagnosis,” he shot back.

“Are you a doctor? Are you a physician? Are you a  psychiatrist? Where did you do your residency?”

His mouth was open, and he wanted to say something, but he couldn’t force out the words, especially because that was when the two orderlies reached down, and they hooked their arms underneath his.

They forced him to his feet!

“No…” Devon said. “No. This isn’t happening. This can’t be happening.”

Dr. Walsh stepped aside, and now his older sister was right there, filling his field of vision. She didn’t touch him, but she did lean forward to look right into his eyes.

“Devon, did you really think you were going to be able to betray me without any consequences?”

“What? No,” he said, trying to shrug off the orderly.

It didn’t work.

He tried something else. “I don’t know what they told you, but I never betrayed you,” he said.

“Memory issues? Delusions?” Dr. Walsh asked. “Clearly, his grip on reality is insufficient. I bet he still thinks he deserves rights.”

“Yes! Of course, I deserve rights!” Devon roared back, if only because it was easier to address that doctor than face his older sister.

“No,” Dr. Walsh said. “That isn’t how this works. First, you are a patient. Then you are a boy, and boys don’t deserve rights. Do you know what boys should do?”

He still needed to leap to his feet, but those two imposing individuals remained to his left and right, making it impossible for him to argue with her. Dr. Walsh was standing above him, and his sister was off to the side, her arms crossed over her chest. She was watching. Judging by that smirk on her face, she was enjoying every second of this.

“I’m a special kind of medical practitioner,” Dr. Walsh said. “And I run a special facility.”

Devon didn’t want to listen because he told himself he didn’t care because these details were irrelevant to him!

“Do you want to know what kind of facility I run?”

“Fine. Whatever.” He tried to sound bored. Maybe it worked, but he still got the impression that Kimberly was enjoying this because she knew exactly what he was thinking. If he was surrounded by strangers, then maybe they wouldn’t have been able to see past his bravado. His big sister, however, had grown up with him. She had watched him develop from a baby to a little boy, an adolescent, then a man. She knew him. She knew how to manipulate him.

…Kimberly had an anticipated all of his moves, and now he could only swallow as he tried to think of something else to say.

“I run a reform hospital for boys like you. You see, there are all of these men out in the world who overestimate themselves. They are delusional because they think they can possibly be as strong or as smart as the women in their lives. But they can’t. That’s where I come in. I can cure them. I can cure you.”

“I don’t need a cure!” Devon shouted back.

“Of course, you need a cure. You don’t want to remain sick, do you?”

“I’m not going with you,” he said.

“Yes, you are,” Dr. Walsh replied.

At this point, Devon decided he had endured enough of this indignity.

Perhaps his plan had failed and Dr. Banner betrayed him, and Kimberly knew all about his efforts, but that didn’t matter because he could get out of here. Maybe if he could go talk to his mother or little sister, he would be able to figure something out. At the very least, he could start throwing accusations at his older sister.

Remarkably, they let him walk toward the door. He pushed his way out, and then he made his way down the hall. It was only when he stomped into the waiting room that he saw it: a gurney. Long and flat and rectangular, it looked like a prop from any number of medical dramas, only there was one key difference.

This gurney came with restraints.

A series of white, medical grade straps waited for some unfortunate patient.

Devon froze. He paused right there, and then he heard his older sister chuckling from the hallway. “I want to see this for myself,” she said.

He spun around and stared at her for a second. “No. There is no way this is going to happen!” He made it about halfway through that sentence before the orderlies were on him and they grabbed him.  He tried to kick or punch his way free, but they obviously knew how to handle his rebellious limbs. They shoved him down, and suddenly he could feel the soft impact of the padded surface. He was on his back, and he tried to get up, but the man was already down at his feet, working as he looped one restraint around Devon’s right ankle, followed by his left. The orderly yanked them tight, keeping Devin’s legs spread.

He tried to sit up in the meantime.

The tall woman smiled down at him. She spoke for the first time. “You don’t want to get into trouble. If you keep throwing a fit, the doctors back at the facility are going to get angry with you. You don’t want that, boy.  Do you?”

“You can’t do this to me!” Devon shouted out those words with every iota of resolve and belief he possessed because he refused to accept what was happening.

The female orderly kept her hands on his shoulders, and he tried to flail out. Then she grabbed his right wrist, and he could only watch, horrified as she smoothly slipped his knuckles and wrist down into another shackle. She drew the strap tight, and then she went for his other arm.

He tried to push her aside.

Devon tried and failed completely.

Within just a few more seconds, she had done it. She had strapped him down. Working together, those two orderlies ensured that this patient wasn’t going anywhere. He was trapped!

Then the woman leaned down, and she told him, “I don’t want to gag you, but I will.”

Gag him?

That wasn’t a possibility!

Then again, he’s still ridiculously held onto the notion that they couldn’t strap him down either! He wanted to say something about how he hadn’t signed any documentation, and no one had admitted him to a hospital.

But that wasn’t true. Neither of those points were true. First, he had signed lots of forms and releases before he had even arrived at this office. They had sent him a link, and he had quickly swiped across his screen, instantly scrolling across the pages and pages of legal text. Not only that, Dr. Walsh had made up her mind.

Devon didn’t care!

This was still a trick! It was a trap, and he wasn’t going to tolerate any of it!

“Let me go! Let me go right now! You can’t do this! If you try to hold me against my will, I swear I will sue! I will sue, and I will come at you with so many different lawyers that you will be buried in litigation for decades!”

That was when the orderly reached under the gurney, she pulled out a bag, and then she retrieved something.

He saw the dark blue rubber bit. It was a cylinder connected to a pair of straps. He saw the strap, and he quickly put all of those different details together, yet something held Devon back. He was Devon Dresser! He had more money than any of these people! He was more valuable, more important, and he was going to take over the business world!

He would lead his family to trillionaire status!

But right as he started to speak again, the muscular woman standing over him, simply shoved the gag into his mouth, and then she brought the straps over his cheeks before she locked the clasp just above curve of his neck. The white leather dug into his cheeks as he bucked and thrashed, but she and her colleague had done a remarkable job.

He was strapped down and gagged now. This boy wasn’t going to be able to say anything.

That wasn’t true of his older sister.

Kimberly walked down the hall, and she found her little brother. She stood there. She had her hands at her sides as she cocked her head and considered him. She swept her gaze up and down from his expensive and polished loafers to his trousers, up his belt, along his shirt, all the way to his coat.

“Devon, I’m really sorry to hear that you are not well, but I promise you I will make sure you get all of the treatment you need.” Then she glanced up at the orderly. “You can take him away.”

He kept trying to shout. He kept trying to scream. He kept fighting to get the gag out of his mouth, but the orderlies had known what they were doing. Just as importantly, he couldn’t break the straps either.

Then came what he assumed would be the worst part: they pushed him into the elevator, and he rode it down, but he kept struggling. Moments later, they made their way through the lobby.

This was one of the most valuable pieces of real estate in the city. Of course, there were people who knew him. In fact, he had bought an ex-girlfriend, and she pulled out her phone, surreptitiously taking a picture as she giggled down at the screen. No! He wanted to believe they wouldn’t get away with this. Didn’t he have rights or something?

He was sure he would be able to get to a lawyer eventually, yet he had to stop this right then and there.

There was nothing he could do, especially because they pushed the gurney up to the ambulance, they opened the doors, and they shoved him inside. The doors closed, and he watched as the darkness swept over him before the lights came on a half second later.

At one point, Devon started talking again. He tried to say something like, “Look, I know this sounds bad, but we can talk about it. I have money. I have lots of money. What do you want? I’m sure you don’t get paid enough!”

The orderlies, however, didn’t acknowledge those desperate pleas.

Only then, he saw another woman in the back of the ambulance. She wore a blue uniform with short sleeves.

An EMT of some kind?

She told him, “Devon, you’re going to need to relax. Can you do that for me? Can you settle down, boy?”

Boy?

He was a man. He was a businessman! He was important and rich, he deserved respect!

Even as those expectations flashed behind his eyes and the frustration surged through his veins, he started to struggle again. He arched his back and tried to punch and kick and fight his way free, but the medical restraints kept him trapped right there on his back, staring up, helpless and infuriated. Then the EMT pulled something out for him to see.

It was a syringe.

“No. There is no way. Don’t do it! Don’t you dare do it!”

There was just one problem with each of his demands: he couldn’t enforce them.

She removed the syringe cover, squirted some of the liquid onto the air to remove the bubbles, and then she casually rolled up his sleeve.

He tried to jerk away, but the EMT knew exactly what she was doing.

Because she was associated with the Blackthorne facility, she was one of the best in the city. She injected him!

There was that bite of pain, but then he told himself that he wasn’t going to cooperate. He didn’t care what she had given him. He didn’t care about what kinds of drugs were now running through his system.

For a little while, those ideas sounded good, but then his vision started to swim around the edges. He could feel those little distortions. Then his body started to float. At least, that was how it felt to this patient. The EMT was kind, however.

She leaned down, and she said to him, "Don't worry. Dr. Walsh is the best in the business. She’s going to make sure you get the treatment you need. She’s going to make sure you are cured!”

“There’s nothing wrong with me!” Devon tried so hard to make her believe, except then his eyelids got heavy, so ridiculously heavy, and he floated away into darkness.

“He’s going to be okay?” Kimberly asked. Her voice sounded only slightly distant as she asked her question. They were out on the street, and she was watching as the ambulance disappeared behind another building.

Of course, she knew all about the Blackthorne Medical Facility. For a long time, it had been nothing but a rumor, something she and her friends could giggle about from time to time.

Then, back before she even graduated from boarding school, someone had contacted her. They had informed her that they were a representative from the facility and they were happy to help with any errant males in her family.

When she had first received those text messages, Kimberly hadn’t really known what to believe.

It was real? That place was real?

In middle school, she had giggled with her friends over the possibility. Over the course of sleepovers powered by way too much Diet Coke, licorice, chocolate, popcorn, and hours old slices of pizza, Kimberly, and her friends had laughed. One girl, Priya, had lowered her voice to a whisper as she said, “I know it’s true. My cousin‘s best friend was supposed to get this huge inheritance, but his older sister didn’t like that, so she brought him to the city, she called the doctors, and they took him away.” Of course, the other girls had giggled. This was just supposed to be another scary story.

But it wasn’t really scary…

After all, all of her friends had already heard about this (or at least, that was how it seemed). They knew about the facility, and they giggled as they considered the implications.

Was there really a hospital like this?

“What happened to him?”

“I never met him,” Priya confessed. “But according to my cousin, he used to be this really arrogant guy. You know how boys are, right? They play cricket at university or something, and they believe that makes them special. But it doesn’t. Well, he came home, and suddenly he was wearing a collar, and he did everything he was told. He basically became a household servant!”

Kimberly and the other girls giggled in sync as they contemplated that possibility.

But of course, they were just in middle school, and it wasn’t like they had the resources to pull something like that off. Maybe those girls were rich and privileged, but they couldn’t send their annoying male teachers or brothers or the guys they secretly had crushes on to some secret facility. But then she had received the message, and Kimberly had acknowledged it. Then there had been a phone call, and the same promises were made.

Even so, Kimberly had never really believed she would need something like this.

The Blackthorne medical facility? It only existed for outrageously sexist men who needed to be tamed and trained. They were delusional because they thought they were members of the superior sex. Instead, these boys needed to be taught how to behave. They would be trained to serve. They would be exposed to any number of indignities.

But more than that, it was just helplessness.

And now she knew for certain. This facility wasn’t an urban legend. It was real, and now her brother was going there.

“Yes, absolutely,” Dr. Walsh reassured her. “He’ll be fine. I’m going to make sure that your brother gets my personalized attention.”

“I’m glad to hear it,” Kimberly replied.

“But there is something you should understand,” Dr. Walsh added, after another moment of consideration.

“And what’s that?”

“Once we begin working on him, there will be no going back. Are you comfortable with that?”

“None of your treatments are invasive,” she said.

“No. The treatments you chose are not invasive. Unless you change your mind, he won’t be subjected to any kind of surgery.”

“But this is all permanent?”

“When I cure a boy, he remains cured. We do not have any relapses. The men who come through my facility and are trained leave eventually. And once they leave, they understand who they are and how they have to behave. That’s what I’m saying right now. If you put him under my care and you allow me to cure him, he will be cured permanently.”

“Perfect,” Kimberly said before she called her driver.

“Would you like to see him now?”

“I might stop by later,” Kimberly replied. “For now, I want to go meet up with some friends.”

“Have fun,” Dr. Walsh said. “I’ll be working.”

Kimberly smiled as her car rolled up. She slipped into the back of the overpriced sedan and took out her phone again. She informed her friends that she was on her way.

Just a few minutes later, she found herself at the expensive eatery. She never knew exactly how to identify this spot. To her, it felt like fast food for the extremely rich. If someone wanted to get burgers and fries and pay triple digits for the privilege, this was a good place to go.

Then again, there were lots of influencers who did their best to make it past the front door. They wanted to see whether or not it was really as good as all of the other influencers insisted.

Kimberly didn’t really care about those details. Instead, she found her friends in the corner booth, and she sat down. A waiter brought her a menu.

“You’re looking good,” Hannah said.

“Yes and no,” Kimberly said.

“No?” Priya asked.

Kimberly glanced between her friends, then leaned in slightly and lowered her voice. “It’s Devon. He has been admitted to the Blackthorne Medical Facility.”

Hannah’s expression shifted first, her smile fading into something more cautious. “He was admitted? But it was voluntary?”

“Involuntary,” Kimberly said. “It was necessary according to his doctor.”

“I still can’t believe that place is real. I remember when we used to joke about it.”

“It was supposed to be an urban legend,” Kimberly acknowledged. Then again, she could now understand how and why so many positions of power ended up in the hands of women. Men couldn’t handle those responsibilities. And when that happened (for any number of reasons), then boys needed treatment.

They would need a very specific kind of treatment.

Priya’s brows drew together. “That’s a big step, Kimberly. What happened?”

Kimberly exhaled, as if she had been holding the explanation in place for hours. “He hasn’t been stable. He has been making accusations, acting like everyone is against him. He has become increasingly hostile, especially toward me.” That last part sounded like it was technically true. “He crossed a line and messed up, so now he has to face the consequences.”

Hannah exchanged a quick glance with Priya before speaking again. “Blackthorne is not exactly a light touch. They specialize in behavioral correction, right?”

“They do more than that,” Kimberly replied. “They address patterns that go unchecked. Sexism. Aggression. Delusional thinking. They’ll fix him.” As she spoke, she looked back at her friends and waited to see how they would react. So far, they’d been careful. They were her best friends, which meant they would try to be gentle.

Priya rested her hands on the table, still careful. “You and Devon have both been under a lot of pressure with your mother’s decision coming up.”

“It’s not just stress,” Kimberly said, her tone firming. “This has been building. He thinks I am trying to undermine him. He thinks I’m manipulating everything. He can’t separate reality from whatever narrative he has created in his head.”

Hannah tilted her head slightly. “And you think Blackthorne can fix that?”

“I think they can correct it,” Kimberly said. “At the very least, they can force him to confront it. With luck, they’ll teach him how to be a better man.”

There was a pause. Priya looked down briefly, then back up. “If he is as far gone as you are saying, then maybe intervention is better than letting it get worse. Maybe he needs to be trained.”

Hannah nodded slowly. “Yeah. I mean, if he is acting out like that, especially with everything on the line, it’s not just about him anymore. It affects the company. It affects your mother and your little sister.”

Kimberly’s shoulders eased just slightly. “Exactly. That’s what no one wants to say out loud.”

Priya leaned back a fraction, her tone relaxing. “He probably needs it, Kimberly…even if he would never admit that himself.”

Hannah gave a small, reassuring smile. “Sometimes people do not see how bad things have gotten until someone forces them to stop. It might actually help him.”

Kimberly nodded, more certain now. “That’s what I am counting on.” She smiled as she considered everything she could accomplish once her brother had been thoroughly tamed.

Priya studied her for a moment longer. “And you’re okay with how it happened? You’re okay if his treatment is involuntary?”

He would’ve done the same to her, she knew. Kimberly held her friend’s gaze without wavering. “I am okay with doing what’s necessary.”

Hannah reached across the table and gave Kimberly’s hand a brief squeeze. “Then you did what you had to do.” Kimberly let out a quiet breath, the tension in her posture finally loosening as the conversation shifted, her decision settling into something certain, something she no longer needed to justify.

“Wake up, Devon.”

The voice cut through the darkness. He opened his eyes. He sucked in a breath. Then he jerked against the restraints holding him down.

Devon tried to kick out, but he failed. He tried to thrash from side to side, but he couldn’t. At first, he thought his hands would be locked at his sides, especially when the other memories came rolling back, only then he realized something. He wasn’t in an ambulance. He wasn’t strapped down to a gurney either. Instead, he was in a bed, and he was on his back, his legs spread. Worse, he was naked from the waist down. The waist up didn’t feel any better, especially when he glanced down along the length of his body to see his arms trapped over his chest. He was wearing a jacket with very long sleeves and a set of straps that came together somewhere along his back.

Distantly, Devon had been aware of this kind of garment. He could identify it. He was wearing a straitjacket.

Even so, it seemed impossible to him. Denial flashed behind his eyes and down to the center of his being. With every fiber of his existence, he tried to think of the reasons why something like this simply couldn’t happen!

Like always, he went back to that important pillar of his existence: money. Not only did he have money, but he had an amazing education, he had completed multiple internships at exclusive investment banks, and now he had his position. Even if he didn’t get the company, he knew he would still be extraordinarily wealthy by most standards. Not only that, there was always the option of pivoting. Like his sister, he could join some startup. He would be able to get those early equity options and potentially build his empire without the help of his family (not counting the networking opportunities, the education, and the knowledge that no matter what risk he took, he would never face any kind of privation).

But then he saw her again.

Dr. Walsh stood over him, and she held the tablet just like before.

He tried to speak.

Then he felt it again. That insufferable gag was still lodged between his teeth. Reflexively, he attempted to spit it out. He pushed the tip of his tongue against the rubber curve, but the gag refused to budge.

“Are you feeling frustrated right now? Are you upset?” Dr. Walsh asked. Her tone had shifted. There was something gentle yet condescending about the way she addressed him. “If so, that is completely understandable. Lots of men in your position have a hard time dealing with the reality around them.”

“Get this gag out of my mouth right now!” Devon tried to shout out those words, yet he couldn’t make anything beyond incomprehensible gibberish.

“For now, you haven’t earned speaking privileges. Learning to be quiet is an important skill, especially for a boy. Too often, men simply don’t know how to shut up. But don’t worry. I’m going to help you with that. I’m going to help you with all of your personality flaws. By the time we are done, you will be completely cured, and you will be on your knees in front of the women in your life.”

Devon heard those words; he absorbed and understood them, yet he still couldn’t believe it. He couldn’t believe any of this!

Dr. Walsh chuckled. She typed in a quick note on her tablet. “Would you like to speak? Do you want your speaking privileges back?”

“They aren’t privileges! I have every right to say whatever I want!” Devon shouted back at her. Again, the rubber cylinder locked between his teeth absorbed most of those syllables. Everything that made it past his lips came out as mushed noise.

“Nod your handsome head if you want your speaking privileges back.”

Instead of nodding, Devon yanked. He tried to kick. He fought to punch his way free!

He threw his body from side to side as he squirmed against his bonds, but the medical restraints kept him in that hospital bed.

He thrashed from side to side, grunting, and growling like a wild animal.

As he fought, the doctor just watched.

“Do you feel any better now?”

He didn’t shake his head, nor did he nod. He didn’t want to communicate anything with this woman, especially since that would mean playing her game.

“I’ll be back in a little bit. Then we can get you properly equipped after you learn that cooperation is always better than defiance.”

Dr. Walsh got up and she held her tablet under one arm. With her free hand, she reached out, and she gently brushed her fingers through his hair and down his cheek.

He braced himself, thinking this beautiful woman was about to say something dangerous, something he didn’t want to hear. Instead, she chuckled again. “I know you have the potential to be a good boy. You have the potential to be an excellent slave. You just have to listen and obey.”

Slave?

She turned around and walked away.

He tried to ask what she meant. “Slave?” Devon demanded. He gibbered out that word because he couldn’t move his tongue properly.

Dr. Walsh stopped at the door, she turned back, and she nodded. “Yes, you’re definitely going to feel better once you are properly equipped.”

“Thank you again for your help,” Kimberly said to her mother’s secretary.

“It was no problem, ma’am.”

“It’s okay. You can call me Kimberly.”

The young woman behind the desk glanced down sheepishly for just a second. As the assistant to Rosalina Dresser, she had encountered lots of powerful individuals. Still, there was something about Kimberly that made this girl squirm in her seat.

“I understand, ma’am.” Recognizing her mistake, she quickly tried again. “I mean, Kimberly.”

“And your bonus went through?”

“It did. Thank you. It was even more generous than unexpected,” she said.

“You did really good work. Thank you again.”

The secretary blushed, nodded, and glanced back at her screen. “It looks like your mother is ready to see you.”

“Thank you.” Kimberly, headed through the doorway, she confronted the enormous office, and she did her best not to feel like a little girl in here.

Of course, she remembered visiting as a child. Once the office was first completed, Kimberly had arrived with her two siblings. She had stood up straight because she had wanted to make a good impression.

That was an odd thought, she thought now and back then too. Even at the time, she had recognized that this was strange. She was his daughter, and she was supposed to know him better.

But he loved to work. He loved to pour all of himself into that company as he hunted for the best investments. And she was sure that the numbers went up because he had tried so hard.

“Hey, Mom,” Kimberly said, pushing aside the thoughts of her father.

She went over to Rosalina, gave her a hug, and the two women quickly drifted over to the square of couches in the center of the office.

“Are you sure you don’t want to redecorate?” Kimberly said.” I would be happy to take care of it for you.”

“That sounds like a waste of money, especially since I don’t think I’m going to be in this office for much longer.”

Kimberly nodded at that point. For a fraction of a second, she had opened her mouth, thinking she would argue with her mother. She could have said something like, “What are you talking about? You are doing an amazing job.”

She wasn’t.

She was doing a competent job. As the CEO of the company, she was a caretaker and nothing more. As far as everyone was concerned, especially Rosalina herself, her only task was to maintain the company and keep it going. She wasn’t going to make any major investments; she wouldn’t even make any major decisions. There was still the stress, but she was playing a different game here.

“About that…” Kimberly glanced down for a moment. “Did you get the doctor’s report?”

“I did,” Rosalina said. “Dr. Walsh had some very interesting points to make about your brother.”

“He’s at Blackthorne now.”

“Blackthorne…” Rosalina repeated the word like she didn’t quite understand. Of course, she had heard about it. Then she exhaled slowly. “Do you think that’s really a good idea?”

“I do,” Kimberly replied. “I read the report as well. Devon is a good guy at heart, but he has a lot of problems, especially when it comes to his own insecurities. Frankly, I think that leads to a lot of sexism, and I think Dr. Walsh can help him.”

“Is he really like that?”

“Mom, you’re close with Devon, and I get it. He’s your son, and you love him, and he loves you, but we both know that it’s easy to overlook those sorts of flaws in someone you love. They can be doing something terrible right in front of you, and you might not even notice.”

“Are you suggesting I’m naïve?” Rosalina asked.

Kimberly started to flinch.

Her mom smiled. “I’m only teasing you, darling. I just don’t know if a full stay at the facility is really necessary for a boy like him, especially after what I have heard.”

“I’m sure they’re just rumors. I doubt Dr. Walsh would really consider herself to be a female supremacist. Besides…”

“Besides?”

“His ambition sounded dangerous.”

“He’s always been an ambitious boy.”

“And I’ve always been an ambitious woman,” Kimberly said. “But I also understand what it means to turn off my phone at eight. I know how to delegate. I know how to hire people who I can trust to take care of my company. If you decide to trust me with all of this, I will do the exact same thing. But Devon…?” Kimberly shook her head. “Like I said, he is an ambitious boy. He wants to be a trillionaire. And what then? He already has more money than he could ever spend. What’s he going to do? Get into politics? Or maybe he would find a different temptation? Chasing after money will eventually be empty because he will never be able to satisfy himself. That’s the problem. He’s selfish.”

“Those are harsh words about your brother,” Rosalina said.

Kimberly had to note silently that her mother didn’t actually disagree with her. Pretending this was hard, Kimberly drew in a slow breath. Her lungs expanded, she pursed her lips, and she glanced down at the floor before returning her gaze back to her mother. “I’m trying to be realistic. That’s all.”

“You really think this is going to be good for him?”

“I know it,” Kimberly said.

Boredom. Frustration. Failure.

Technically, Devon had no idea whether or not “failure“ could qualify as a feeling all on its own. What he knew for certain was that he absolutely despised laying there in that hospital bed with nothing to do.

He couldn’t remember the last time he had been bored. Seriously, he could wake up on any given morning, do his calisthenics, get dressed, brush his teeth, and go to work. Even on the ride to work, he would have his phone out, and he would start to clear out his inbox.

At work, he would be busy. During his lunch break, he would hang out with his colleagues. He would network, building up the relationships that he knew he would need over the course of his career. He would diligently pick out the individuals who were going to be able to help him the most, and he would make friends with them. He would learn about them, memorizing their favorite teams, brands of beer, streaming shows and more. That was how he would get ahead. He would learn everything he needed to know, say everything they expected to hear, and ascend that corporate ladder.

Of course, that was just the backup plan because he was always thinking about what he could do with his family business.

Sometimes, he focused on those real estate investments. At other points, he wondered if he could build a conglomerate. He loved the idea of insulating some core business with secondary enterprises, all of which could be profitable, all of which could grow exponentially, all of which could make him one of the richest men on the planet. And if any of those businesses started to fail, he was sure he could lay off staff and strip the assets.

But for now, Devon couldn’t do anything like that. Instead, he remained bound with his legs strapped to the bed and his arms locked in that straitjacket.

The boredom was bad, but he was almost as annoyed by his undignified position. He was naked from the waist down.

Bizarrely, he almost wanted to touch himself. He wished he could just slide his hand down between his legs, stroke his cock, and at least enjoy an orgasm.

With his arms trapped, that wasn’t a possibility. What was he supposed to do here?

He got even more frustrated. Every hour or so, that irritation grew to be too much, and he would try to convince himself that he could fight back. He could tear through the canvas of his straitjacket, kick his way free, and get out of that bed. After that, he could escape!

But then he remembered the orderlies. He thought of that tall, beautifully built woman with her broad shoulders and powerful arms.

Like most guys, he thought of beautiful women as slender girls with big breasts and perfect asses. Over the course of his work back at the investment bank, Devon had gone out with some of the investors. These were the individuals who held money with the firm and trusted his company to handle specific trade executions. There were a lot of banks that offered those services, however, so managing client relations became incredibly important. As such, the guys who worried about selling those services routinely took the potential clients out. That often meant dinner, nice shows, and sometimes some particularly spicy entertainment: strip clubs and sex workers. He thought about those beautiful women and he wanted to go out for a night like that again.

Actually, he wanted to do anything!

Personally, he hated staring at Excel sheets, but he would have accepted that if it meant just getting to do something, anything!

Every second ticked past, and he couldn’t even track how many minutes or hours had gone by.

Gagged and helpless in that bed, he just had to wait.

Finally, the orderlies actually reappeared. This time, it was a pair of women. Neither had been there when he was first abducted. (yes, that was how Devon thought about his arrival here). One woman had red hair; the other was a brunette. They were taller than him, and it was hard to make out their physiques underneath their loose shirts and pants, but he still suspected that they were going to be stronger than him.

Reflexively, Devon didn’t like that, but he still tried to be diplomatic. He did his best to make those little sounds that would indicate he had something to say.

“Hello, Devon,” said one woman.

“Hi and welcome to Blackthorne,” said the other member of the staff. That was the redhead, and she actually waved at him.

“Dr. Walsh is ready for your session. We’re going to take you. Are you ready?”

Devon did his best to say something. He tried to speak again, but it didn’t work. Instead, they just watched him. Finally, he nodded. Yes, he was going to cooperate if it meant, he could just get out of this single room. He was tired of staring at the blank walls, the blank ceiling, and those featureless cabinets.

“Good boy,” said the dark haired orderly.

He tried to speak again, but they were done, releasing his legs from the restraints. For a second, he itched to kick one of them in the face. It wouldn’t have been especially chivalrous, but he didn’t care about that. He didn’t know these women, but he wasn’t worried about that detail either, especially because they worked for Dr. Walsh.

Dr. Walsh. At some point, he was going to make her pay for all of this! She and Dr. Banner would both suffer for messing with him!

If he was feeling optimistic, he could’ve told himself that this was actually a challenge and an opportunity. These women were in his way. He had to push them aside

The orderlies ignored his jumbled pleas and protests.

Again and again, he tried to speak.

But then one of the women looked down at him. “Do we need the gurney, or can you walk to your appointment?” He saw the condescending expression, like she had asked this question several times today. As far as she was concerned, he was just a patient. It didn’t matter if he was a billionaire. It didn’t matter if he had money and resources and connections. In here, they meant nothing, especially since they weren’t going to give him back his phone. Worse, they could have given him his phone, but he wouldn’t have been able to use it.

Even though it was futile, Devon still tried to break free from the straitjacket. He pushed out with his left and right arm at the same time, digging his elbows down into the soft fabric of his restraints.

It didn’t work.

He didn’t hear the fabric tear. Nothing ripped. He was just stuck in that straitjacket.

“Do you need the gurney?”

He shook his head.

He was going to walk.

“Good boy,” she said. But then one of the orderlies went to the cabinets, and she pulled something out.

When he saw the white leather collar, he could only stare. He wanted to say something, but he couldn’t get the words out past his gag.

She came up to him, she slipped it around his neck, and he tried to step back, but the other orderly was already behind him, and she had her powerful hands on his shoulders.

The collar clicked into place.

“Good boy,” said the woman behind him.” You didn’t even fight at all.”

Devon wished he had made some kind of strategic choice there, like it was his intention to try to manipulate these women. He wanted to believe he was going to lure them to a false sense of security before he lunged out, struck, and escaped! Then, once he had his phone, get back to the resources of his normal existence, he would show all of these women what he could do!

He would start by making sure this entire hospital was demolished!

But then they weren’t done with him.

The orderly stepped over to the cabinet again, and she came back with a white leash. She hooked it onto his collar, and he narrowed his eyes, glowering at her, but that changed nothing and they all knew it. One orderly walked behind him. The other walked in front, holding onto his leash and tugging every few seconds.

Out in the hallway Devon still searched for some kind of upside to all of this. For the time being, he thought maybe he would be able to learn about the layout, or he would be able to find someone who might be able to help him. He still couldn’t communicate, but there had to be something he could do, some useful tidbit of information that might come in handy later on…

Those platitudes didn’t help him because they escorted him down the hallway and through a pair of double doors. Apparently, his room was near Dr. Walsh‘s office.

They brought him in, and they didn’t give him a choice. They forced him down onto a couch. Just like before, they spread his legs and strapped him into place.

Then there was the doctor, and she sat behind her desk. She didn’t acknowledge her patient or the women who worked for her.

After nearly a minute, Devon growled something.

“If you continue to make a lot of noise, I’m going to authorize the staff to punish you.” Dr. Walsh didn’t sound especially worried about the prospect. In fact, the threat didn’t mean much to her at all. For her, it was just something she needed to say to a disobedient patient.

Then again, he wasn’t a patient! Devon tried to hold onto that reality because he was a captive. He had been kidnapped, and this was false imprisonment, and they were holding him against his will!

“Hello, Devon,” she finally said, greeting him as she stepped away from her desk and her computer. She walked over to the other chair and she sat down.

She considered the boy in front of her.

“We are going to be doing your sessions in here. From time to time, I will also visit you in your room.”

He didn’t say anything.

“If you’re waiting for me to remove your gag, you’re going to be disappointed. For this opening session, I’m going to talk, and you’re going to listen. Understand?”

At that instant, Devon realized he only had one option when it came to defiance. He had to remain silent and stoic and utterly unaffected. He could pretend to ignore every word she spoke.

Only then, she surprised him by pulling out her phone, aiming the camera lens at him, and taking a picture. She didn’t say anything about it, but his eyes went wide, and he had no idea how he looked, not at first.

She took a picture. Then Dr. Walsh flipped the camera around. He saw his digital reflection right there. There was the look of shock and panic, the gag in his mouth, the jacket over his torso, his exposed genitals, and his bound legs. At that moment, he really did look like he was a patient in some asylum.

“Should I send this to your sister?”

Devon still managed to hold out.

“Should I send this to both of your sisters?”

Both of his sisters…

Thoughts of Kimberly whirled through his head, making his fingers tighten within the straitjacket. But then he thought of Lizzie. His relationship with his little sister had always been a lot better. He had enjoyed being the big brother. As far as Devon was concerned, there had been some cosmic mistake because their birth order had been wrong.

Kimberly should have been the middle child. He should have been the oldest. And then there was Lizzie. When they were little, he had always done his best to help her and take care of her. He thought about how they would play video games together, how he helped her practice when she wanted to join the basketball team in middle school. He hadn’t really known anything about the game, but he had been out there in the driveway with her, throwing basketballs again and again and encouraging her as she worked to develop the right kind of muscle memory. She needed to make the team.

He couldn’t let his little sister see him, not like this.

“Sent. I’m sure Kimberly is going to appreciate it. Now, what about your other sister? Should I send it to her?”

Devon gulped, and he wanted to hold out. He wanted to show this doctor that she couldn’t defeat him, especially because he had only been in her office for a few minutes. He loathed the notion that she could win this fast.

“Last chance,” she said.

Elsewhere in the city, Kimberly was back at her start up in a meeting. They were discussing a new update to one of their key programs when her phone vibrated for her attention. As the leader of her company, she always did her best to set a good example. Other CEOs would routinely take messages and write emails during important meetings. An employee might be giving one of the most important presentations of their professional life, but the CEO could just ignore it because he didn’t really care. Kimberly was different. She understood how hard her staff worked. And because she actually appreciated them rather than viewing them as simple profit centers, she always respected their time and effort. At the start of the meeting, however, she had warned her staff there could be a medical issue, so she might need to check her phone. She did it at that moment, and then she saw the picture.

It was Devon.

There he was with that panicked expression on his face, despite the gag in his mouth.

He was strapped down to some kind of couch.

It looked like her brother was going to get the therapy he certainly needed.

“Should we pick this up later?” asked one of her programmers.

“No,” Kimberly said with a sly smile. “I just got some good news. That’s all. Please, continue.”

“Are you going to be a good patient? Are you going to cooperate?” As Dr. Walsh asked those questions, she still held up her phone. He didn’t want to stare at that small screen, but it was impossible for him to look away.

Back at the investment bank, Devon always focused on his appearance. Performance mattered, but he understood the need to seem competent and professional at all times. Any sign of weakness could wreck a man’s career in the span of a few weeks, days, or even just a couple of hours. That was something he would never allow himself to forget.

But now, she had that picture, and an image like that should have been impossible. But it wasn’t because he was right there, and he couldn’t get out of this stupid straitjacket!

Dr. Walsh watched him, and there was that smug smile on her lovely face. She was older, experienced, capable, and incredibly powerful. She was a physician, and he was a patient (no matter how bad that he wanted to escape).

He nodded.

“Good boy,” she said. Then she continued just as smoothly as before, “in case you were wondering, I’m not going to release you from the straitjacket or the gag. Later on, you might be given some privileges, but you’re going to have to earn them. You’re going to have to work for them. You’re going to have to demonstrate that you are making progress with your treatment.”

Devon twitched; he couldn’t help himself. He glared at her, especially because he wasn’t supposed to follow her commands.

Yeah, he could handle being a part of a hierarchy. Back at the bank, he understood exactly how the chain of command worked between the senior partners, the executive team, the different analysts and the various branches. There were always those conflicts between the different factions, and it was always important for any given employee to know exactly who was in charge.

But this was different because he didn’t belong here!

“You really want to throw a tantrum, don’t you?” Dr. Walsh asked. Even as she spoke, she smiled and gently shook her head from side to side. She taunted him; she mocked him. She was playing with him, and there was nothing he could do about it.

“Get this gag out of my mouth!” Devon tried to shout back at her.

Maybe she could guess what he tried to say. Maybe.

Ultimately, she didn’t care. “Devon, you’re going to have to learn to be humble and obedient. Before we can get there, however, we are going to have to teach you. We need you to understand how things work and how they can work so much better. Do you know what I’m talking about?”

He glared at her and shook his head. It was supposed to be a dismissive gesture, but she didn’t seem to mind. If anything, Dr. Walsh flashed him another bright smile.

She tapped something into her tablet, and then she continued. “You think that you are smarter than the women around you. You think you deserve respect and admiration. You don’t. Instead, you need to learn how to obey. You need to learn to submit yourself to female authority. Whether it’s your mother, your sister, some cousin, or even just a friend, you need to recognize that the women around you are better than you.”

To demonstrate his defiance, he yanked against his restraints. Actually, that wasn’t a very good idea, especially because it simply reinforced the fact that he was strapped down. He was powerless. He was stuck right there and at her mercy.

Even so, the psychiatrist didn’t seem offended. Instead, she kept talking.

“That’s what I’m going to do for you. We are going to cure you of your misconceptions and delusions. We are going to show you the truth, Devon. By the time I’m done with you, you will be ready to crawl, to kiss a woman’s feet, and to beg for her to tell you what to do. Nod your handsome head if you understand.”

Back in school, Devon had never seen the point of the different debates to which his teacher subjected him. Frankly, he wasn’t really interested in any of their academic discussions. But at that moment, right there in front of the psychiatrist, Devon needed to argue with her! He needed to debate each of those points and to prove her wrong!

More than anything else, this boy just needed to win!

The doctor didn’t move, yet he remained right there on that couch, spread out and helpless.

“I’m going to have one of our orderlies get you set up. But for now, I think that’s good enough. I will talk to you later. Goodbye, Devon.” That was when she got up and she exited her office.

He threw his head back, and he grunted. He growled and tried to shout, but no one came right away. The women at this facility knew that he was secure, so they didn’t have to worry about him.

Kimberly knew this next part would be far more difficult.

She knocked on the door with her left hand, her knuckles, just barely tapping. In her right hand, she held onto the bottle of wine. It was a Friday night, and she had already texted her little sister. Even though Lizzy had been adopted, Kimberly didn’t see any real distinction.

For as long as she could remember, Kimberly had held onto the idea that family was a choice. Family was a promise. Family was based on mutual respect and love. Maybe she hadn’t been able to articulate it when she was especially young, but that impulse and intuition had always been there.

So when she was finally old enough to really understand what it meant that Lizzie had been adopted, Kimberly was ready to accept this new girl into her family.

Perhaps things would have been hard harder if these girls had argued or fought. Considering the differences in their personalities, that might have seemed like an inevitability.

Kimberly wanted, needed, and itched to win in almost every situation. Lizzie could relax, smile and enjoy any game just for the experience. Kimberly saw the world as a competition. Lizzie wanted to believe it could be a collaboration.

Perhaps other girls with Kimberly‘s perspective would have looked down on someone like Lizzie. She knew that Devon did. He didn’t really trust their youngest sister. As far as he was concerned, she was sweet but naïve.

Kimberly, however, could admire that kind of strength. It took some resolve, some bravery to look out at the world, to see all of the conflict, and to simply decide that she wasn’t going to be a part of it. Granted, it was a lot easier for Lizzie since she had money. She could isolate herself. But she still worked. She went out, and she volunteered, and she tried to convince people to just be better.

It was sweet. And when Kimberly really thought about it, she wondered how something like that could be possible.

But now the door to the small condo opened, and she saw her sister there.

“This is a pleasant surprise,” Lizzie said, stepping back and motioning for Kimberly to come inside.

The condo was not nice. It was not expensive. Their mother had absolutely, positively insisted that Lizzie could purchase whatever she wanted with that small slice of her inheritance, but it certainly had to be located within a safe neighborhood. Ironically, Rosalina and Lizzie had to argue pretty ferociously for several days as they debated where Lizzie could or should live. Their mother wanted her somewhere safe, preferably one of the upscale neighborhoods. Lizzie, however, kept insisting that all of those other places were far too expensive. Why waste the money? She could take care of herself.

Wisely, both Devon and Kimberly had stayed out of the argument. Then again, it had been easier, mostly because they were busy with work.

Lizzie‘s condo had a small living room, a smaller kitchen, and a single bedroom. This was supposed to be where a young professional might live for the first couple of years of their career before moving onto something bigger and better.

Kimberly walked over to the kitchen, grabbed a couple of glasses, and went back into the living room. She set one out for her sister, popped open the bottle of wine, and began to pour.

“Are we celebrating something?”

“Yes and no,” Kimberly replied. “I think this is going to be an interesting conversation.”

“Why does that sound ominous to me?” Lizzie asked.

“Because interesting can mean a lot of different things,” Kimberly replied. She picked up her glass, took a sip, and enjoyed the dry bite at the tip of her tongue.

Finally, Lizzie sat as well.

“What’s going on?”

“It’s about Devon.”

“What’s going on?” Lizzie repeated, talking faster now. “Did something happen?”

“Devon and I are competing for the CEO position.”

“That makes sense…”

“And he decided that we should both receive a psychological evaluation. I received mine, and he received his, but… “

“Come on. Just tell me what’s going on!”

Kimberly did an excellent job of looking worried. She tightened her lips into a contemplative frown, glanced down, and nodded to herself as though she had just made a hard decision. “Lizzie, Devon is now at the Blackthorne facility.”

“But that place isn’t real,” insisted her little sister.

“It is.”

“What? Seriously?” Then Lizzie grinned. “You’re joking. This is a joke. Right? What? Devon is about to hop out of my closet or something?”

“I’m not joking. He spoke with a physician, and she was really worried about him. Devon can be a good guy, but he has some really toxic traits, and we need to help him. He needs us right now.”

“You’re serious…” Lizzie finally said, her voice straining somewhere between a statement and a question.

“I’m serious.”

“Can I see him?”

“No,” Kimberly said. “Not yet. He needs to be treated. But don’t worry. He’s getting exactly what he needs. We’re going to make sure he gets the very best care.”

“But Blackthorne?”

“I know. It sounds extreme, but this is who he is and this is what he needs. I’m sure we can help him. I’m sure we can give him all of the support he will require to get better.”

Eventually, the orderlies had come for him again, taking him from the couch, freeing him, and escorting him back through the medical center. Then they returned him to his room, and they strapped him down again.

When he saw his hospital bed again, he tried to say something. That infernal gag was still in his mouth! He mumbled. He moaned. He groaned and growled as he did his best to insist to these people that he didn’t need this kind of treatment! There was nothing wrong with him, he was fine and they had to release him! They couldn’t hold him against his will! They couldn’t keep him captive!”

This boy had all of those points and so many more that he needed to express, but they still didn’t let him out of the straitjacket.

All at once, when he saw that hospital bed again, Devon decided he had to break free.

Even if he couldn’t break free from the straitjacket, then he could still get out of there.

The two orderlies were holding onto his shoulders. He ducked down, and he slipped free from their grip. It felt like he was going to be able to escape. They had just walked through the door, and it was closing. He threw himself forward as he rushed around the two hospital workers.

Devon threw himself against the door.

It had already closed; the handle had engaged, trapping him in there. At first, he assumed that he was just going to have to shove his shoulder down against the handle, but that wasn’t how it worked.

There was a doorknob, his arms were wrapped, and he stared down at it. When that didn’t work, he threw himself forward, and he tried to slam the door open.

There was no way this boy was going to be able to break it down on his own.

The orderlies grabbed him and pulled him away from the door. Immediately, he glared at them, his face tight with rage, all because he didn’t know what to do. During every other facet of his life, he always had the right answer. In school, he could study and provide the correct responses on every test or in every paper. He knew how to raise his hand and how to get his teacher’s attention.

But now, he just wanted out, but he didn’t know what to do! The orderlies grabbed him, but they didn’t drag him back to the bed. Instead, one woman shoved him against the wall.

At first, he didn’t understand, but then the woman leaned forward.

“Devon, you don’t even have any underwear privileges right now. Do you know why that is?” She chuckled. “It’s because you still need this kind of treatment. Don’t worry. The doctor gave us a preemptive prescription for you. She could already tell that you were going to need it.”

A preemptive prescription? What did that mean? What was she talking about?

Those questions flashed behind his eyes right as she grabbed his ass. There was the feel of her powerful hand there along the curves of her butt. She squeezed, and he still couldn’t comprehend what was about to happen.

Back at the investment bank, every financial service ultimately came down to risk management. As such, the bankers were expected to anticipate every eventuality.

Devon liked to think he could read different new sites and come up with effective predictions about market movements.

Even so, he couldn’t anticipate this.

She spanked him!

The orderly’s hand flew down and crashed against his ass. In that first fraction of a second, he could recognize what was happening, but the details seemed distant, as though they were happening to someone else. Because he didn’t want to believe it, he couldn’t accept it!

Only then, the pain snapped across his synapsis. His nerves lit up, and the woman was chuckling behind her.

He did his best to free himself, but she was powerfully built, and she knew what she was doing.

“I’m going to have fun with you later,” she promised him.

His brows creased because he didn’t understand what she meant, yet it didn’t really matter because his first dose of punishment had just begun.

The orderly spanked him again! Her hand rushed down through the air. Then he felt it again: that crash! There was the smack of her palm against the curve of his butt, and he fought hard to break free. He jerked from side to side, twisting within his restraints, but he still couldn’t escape the straitjacket. He was a patient here, and this woman had decided she needed to discipline him. He was going to take it. He was going to get it, and there was nothing he could do to stop it.

At that moment, Devon couldn’t even apologize!

The woman was giggling behind him as she enjoyed herself.

“You know, I see boys like you all the time. Whether you’re out in a coffee shop or just walking down the street, you always look so confident. But how about now, Devon? Do you feel confident now?”

She had no right to talk to him like this! He bucked and fought, but he still couldn’t break free.

She struck again and again. With every spanking, she made sure that his butt turned a bright shade of pink, then red. The heat coursed along his skin, and he still couldn’t escape it. Worse, those sensations rampaged through his head. The pain flashed along his body.

Then there was the indignity, the humiliation…

He was getting spanked! He was getting spanked because he had misbehaved!

Nothing like this was ever supposed to happen. He was an investment banker. He was rich! He was supposed to be able to do whatever he liked. He still believed in self restraint; he still thought of himself as a fairly good guy, but he had those other beliefs, except he couldn’t escape! There was that raw, physical reality, all around him, even as his nerves cried out because she kept spanking him!

Then it stopped, she turned him around, and she said, “get on your knees.”

His eyes were wet as he glared at her. His chin had dropped, almost touching his chin. For some reason, he couldn’t lift his entire head to face her. Instead, he opened his eyes a little wider and glared at her as he looked up at that woman.

She touched the underside of his chin. “That must’ve been quite a shock, wasn’t it?” She sounded almost tender, which only made it worse. “A boy like you doesn’t get punished like this very often, does he? It’s okay. We both know you need it. We both know it’s good for you.”

He opened his mouth a little wider, but the gag still prevented Devon from speaking.

“Nod your head if you’re going to behave yourself for me.”

He nodded!

Immediately, Devon hated himself for giving in like this. He should have been able to defy her; he should have been able to snarl and sneer and tell her that she wasn’t going to get away with this because he had power and influence.

But this was a different kind of medical facility, and his options weren’t just limited; they were nonexistent.

Next, they shoved him onto the pad and strapped him in place. He tried to sit up. They told him to stop. He kept fighting. They brought another restraint over his torso, ensuring that he was completely trapped.

“At this rate, you’re not going to earn any privileges,” said one of the women.

“At this rate, he’s going to need another spanking soon,” said her colleague.

They left him alone for a long time.

Initially, he couldn’t think. He stared up as he contemplated his position, and he waited. He just waited. He waited for a good idea. He waited for someone to arrive. He waited for a meteor to crash down into the Blackthorne Medical Center.

In the meantime, he could still feel it.

Once they strapped him down, and he felt the cool padding beneath his backside, Devon had automatically believed that he would be able to forget about that spanking. He told himself he could ignore it.

He thought about how it wasn’t going to matter. He thought about how it wasn’t going to be a big deal.

The stinging remained. Not only that, there was the echo of the embarrassment.

At first, he tried to think of reasons why he shouldn’t be embarrassed. There was nothing wrong with getting overpowered by a woman. Not only that, he had been in a straitjacket!

Even so, her hand had smacked down against his bottom. She had punished him like he was some disobedient boy.

Devon locked his teeth down tighter as he almost tried to bite through his gag.

If that was his intent, it didn’t work.

The minutes drifted by. They morphed into hours just like before. This time, however, he had an easier time waiting, if only because he stared off into the distance and he refused to think. His thoughts didn’t spiral in useless directions. Instead, there was just the blank of disbelief, especially because this was supposed to be impossible.

That was the core principle. That was the main foundation. This was impossible. Nothing like this could happen. Dr. Walsh couldn’t do something like this to him!

Right, as those ideas popped back into his head, the door opened and she reappeared. He exploded at her before he started to twist and kick and thrash against his restraints. He threw his body from side to side.

It was almost like he had spent the last few hours resting and charging up for this moment.

“My orderly tells me that you need to be spanked. Is that right?” She watched him. She stared down at him. She studied him from one instant to the next. Devon did his best to glare back at her, but then he gulped, he closed his eyes, and he nodded.

“She spanked you, and did that make you feel like you want to behave?”

He didn’t want to respond; he didn’t want to give her the satisfaction, but it felt like a programmed response. He nodded again.

“Good boy. For that, I think you’re going to get a couple of speaking privileges. But remember, if you say something really bad, I can always have them gag you again.”

The doctor walked over to him and he looked up at her.

She was standing. He was on his back. She wore a lab coat. He wore a straitjacket. She was in charge, and he had to obey her.

Even if he didn’t like that last detail, Devon started to come to a different kind of conclusion. If he wished to get out of here, he had to cooperate, at least for the time being.

Dr. Walsh leaned his head forward, reached for the clasp, opened it, and pulled the gag from between his teeth.

Right away, there was that urge. He wanted to shout. He wanted to scream. He wanted to cry out one demand after another.

Reluctantly, he forced himself to stay quiet.

Instead, he told himself that he was just going to play for some time here.

“How does that feel?”

“Better…” Devon replied.

“I’m glad to hear it.” She smiled, reached down, and she brushed her fingers through his hair, then her knuckles down his cheek. “My orderly tells me that you had to be spanked. What did you do wrong?”

“Nothing,” he itched to say. Only then, he looked back up at her. As he stared, he understood something. It was the phrase from before. He didn’t want it to affect him; he didn’t want to think that it could have some kind of real significance. And yet…Devon started to truly comprehend what something like “speaking privileges” meant.

Whether he liked it or not, he had to cooperate. “I tried to get out of here,” he said.

“And was that a mistake?”

“I got spanked for it,” he snapped back.

“Tell me it was a mistake.”

Devon rolled his eyes. Even after his punishment, he couldn’t help himself.

“Tell me it was a mistake,” instructed the doctor again. “If you don’t, maybe you don’t deserve your speaking privileges.”

“They’re not supposed to be privileges,” he grumbled.

“Tell me it was a mistake,” she said for the third time. He suspected it would be the last chance she gave him.

“It was a mistake.” His voice came out flat and detached, like he didn’t really believe it, but he was just placating her.

“Good boy,” she said. “You see. You really can cooperate. And for that, I’m going to give you a special treat. Are you ready?” She walked over to the cabinet, opened it, reached into a small drawer, and pulled out something. Then he heard the snap of the latex gloves as she pulled them on.

“What, what are you doing?”

Dr. Walsh didn’t answer immediately. Instead, she walked back over to him, sat down on the edge of his bed, and then she casually reached between his legs.

Eyes wide, Devon stared as he tried to process what he was seeing. Her hand had slid down, and she cupped his balls. She pressed the pad of her thumb against the base of his cock.

Immediately, he got hard!

There was that rush of sensation, the flash of desire, and something he couldn’t explain. Somehow, his body reacted.

But then, she was a beautiful woman, and there was something about her expression as she looked down on him.

Dr. Walsh was in control. Not only that, she knew what was good for him; that was what she had convinced the world.

He tucked and twisted against his straitjacket, but this boy still couldn’t break free. His legs were spread, and he was strapped down on his back, which meant she had easy access to his body.

Her fingers moved up and down along his cock. She stroked him, gently caressing him.

“Tell me that you are a sexist who needs to be cured. Tell me you need to be fixed.”

Devon had never been touched like this. Even as she spoke, he did his best to understand the words hitting the air, but there was something about the way her fingers moved up and down along his shaft. She just barely stroked him now, gliding her digits to the left, then the right sides of his girth. She was playing with him, and he arched his back. Then she drew her hand away, yet he still pushed up, thrusting his hips into the air as much as the straps allowed.

It wasn’t enough.

“Tell me you need to be cured. Tell me you’re a delusional boy who needs to be fixed.”

Devon knew he had to answer. Most of all, he had to take that opportunity to blurt out something about how he could show her the truth. He was healthy. He was sane. He was fine! He didn’t deserve to be at this facility, and she wasn’t going to trick him!

Despite those urges, Devon didn’t speak. Instead, he kept his eyes clenched shut as he ground and squirmed, all while she continued to massage him. He could feel the soft touch of her fingertips despite the latex, plus the warmth of her hands along his body.

He had touched himself before, but it had never been like this. He had been with a couple of girlfriends, and they had done their best, but this woman understood his body. She played with him and paid attention to him, making sure he enjoyed every second of this wonderful torment.

He let go of the humiliation. Then she squeezed him, and he knew he had to speak.

Just then, Devon picked a different strategy. He groaned out some incomprehensible little noise of excitement and ecstasy, but it wasn’t what the doctor expected or wanted from him.

“Last chance…”

He was strapped down. What was she going to do? Spank him?

Then she pulled her hands away, and she rolled the latex gloves off of her hands before she tossed them into the trash.

“What, what are you doing?”

“You have about a minute to calm down. One of my assistants is going to come here.”

Dr. Walsh already had her phone out, and she typed in a message. She slid the device back into the pocket of her lab coat.

“Please. Please, you can just finish…” Devon hated the desperation in his voice. Then he tried something else. “Or you can let me out of this straitjacket, and I can do it myself.”

Dr. Walsh considered him. She smirked. And then she told him, “No. That isn’t how this works. You had the opportunity to cooperate, so now we are going to have to go with a different procedure.”

“What kind of procedure?” Devon asked.

The door opened, a cart rolled in and he saw the nurse. She wore a white uniform; it was a snug dress with quarter sleeves. He saw the pocket over her left breast, the short hem of her skirt, and her white stockings. She even wore a white cap.

The girl was pretty with sharp, fox like features. She smiled at him, and then she pushed the card forward. He couldn’t see what was inside of it, not from his position, strapped down on that bed.

“Hello, Lucy. It’s good to see you.”

“Dr. Walsh,” acknowledged the nurse.

“Nurse Lucy is going to get you locked up.”

“I’m not locked up already?” Devon snorted. Even as he spoke, he wondered if this was going to get him into trouble. Right away, the banker thought about the straitjacket, the restraints, the lock on that door, plus the other barriers that would keep him trapped at this facility. Even if he entertained thoughts of miraculously leaving this bed or even this room, he doubted he would be able to get out on his own.

Still, he might have to try at some point.

“No, cutie,” Lucy said. “You’re not locked up. You’re not even close!”

“Lucy, you’re okay taking care of this?”

“I’m happy to help, Dr. Walsh,” said the nurse.

“Have fun, Devon. I will see you later. I bet you’re going to have a lot you want to say to me.” She got up and walked away, closing the door behind her.

Devon turned back to the nurse, even as she took out her own set of latex gloves. She snapped them into place, and then she started to work on top of her cart. She opened up a container.

In the meantime, Devon swallowed, and he realized this might be his best chance. Granted, there was a very high probability that there were hidden cameras and microphones in this room, but he still had to take the chance.

“Your name is Lucy, right?”

“Nurse Lucy to you,” she replied.

“Nurse Lucy,” he said. Addressing her this way seemed ridiculous, but he didn’t care because he had to make this work. He didn’t know if he would get another chance. “Look, I don’t belong here. I don’t know what they told you, but I don’t want to be here, and I didn’t sign up for this. But if you help me get out of here, I can pay you. I can pay you very well. I’m talking retirement money. I’m talking generational wealth. If you just helped me get out of here, neither you nor your kids or any of your friends will ever have to work again.”

Nurse Lucy paused for a moment. The pretty girl pressed her lips together into a thoughtful line as she considered the bound boy in front of her.

“No,” she said as she finally pulled her hand back into his field of vision.

“I’m serious! I can do it!”

“Oh,” she said with a little giggle. “I’m sure you can. I’m sure you have the money. Right now, I’m sure you even believe everything you’re saying to me.”

“Then how could you turn something like this down?”

“Devon, this is my passion,” she told him.

He opened his mouth to answer. He tried to find some words. Unfortunately, for this boy, the moisture drained away from his mouth, and he was fighting so hard to get something coherent out, yet he just couldn’t do it.

“I like helping boys. I like helping boys like you. There are so many men out in the world, and they all need to be cured of their delusions. You’re just another patient at this facility. Besides, do you really think you’re the first rich boy to try to bribe me?”

“It’s not a bride,” he started to say, only he stopped before he could finish his rebuttal. His eyes locked on the little cube she held between her fingers. All at once, he had to ask, “What is that?”

“It’s just an ice cube,” she said. He wasn’t supposed to be scared, not of an ice cube. Perhaps a jolt of adrenaline and fear would have made more sense if she held with some enormous needle or even a scalpel. Instead, she was just holding an ice cube, and now she sat on the edge of the bed, and she kept it pinched between her fingers as she leaned down.

“What, what are you going to do?”

“You heard the doctor. I need to get you locked up. I can’t have you hard like this if I want to lock you up.” That was when she reached over with her free hand; she squeezed his shaft, and he closed his eyes for just a moment as the excitement rolled through his body.

Even now, Devon couldn’t really process what this meant or what was happening to him, especially because he was a prisoner at this insane facility, yet the arousal remained. If anything, it seemed even more powerful, almost like some part of his body responded to his captivity.

Then she let go, she leaned over, and then he felt it.

There was that snap of cold that shot through his body. It exploded along his skin, stabbing down into him. The rush of sensation sped up his spine. He tried to jerk back. He did his best to pull away. It wasn’t a burn, and she didn’t cause any damage, yet that shock still made him cry out.

“I figured you would be sensitive,” she said, drawing the ice cube back. “But you know, we have a little bit of time. If you want, I can let you relax. Or do I need to use the ice cube?”

“You don’t have to use it! You don’t have to use it!” Devon said twice.

She brought the edge of the ice cube down closer and closer to his firm, sensitive shaft. Then she stopped. She drew her hand back. “Are you sure about that?”

“Yes!”

“I’m not in a rush,” she said. “You can have thirty seconds.”

“Thirty seconds?” Devon asked, his eyes wide, his tone strained with credulity. He still didn’t understand what was going on. He didn’t understand how this could be a part of his diagnosis or his “treatment”. But then, that didn’t matter because this girl was right there, and she was in charge because she wasn’t bound by a straitjacket or those straps. She could make her own choices, and there was nothing stopping her. He panted hard and fast. He glanced down along the length of his body. Despite the first blast of cold, his erection was right there between his legs, prominent and powerful. He glanced over at Nurse Lucy.

Immediately, he knew that was a mistake. She was pretty. She was beautiful. There was something about her eyes, her small nose, and those full lips.

Devon quickly chided himself, if only because this was not the place or time to indulge in those sorts of ideas.

“Tick tock,” she mocked.

Closing his eyes, Devon made up his mind. He just had to focus. At work, he had pushed himself hard on so many different occasions. There had been those moments when he had needed to exert his own self-control. No, he couldn’t go home. Yes, he had to finish this report!

It was the same thing right then and there. He had controlled himself back at the gym on countless occasions as well, pushing himself to go just a little harder, a little faster.

With his eyes shut, Devon did his best to relax. He tried to take all of that arousal and to shove it aside. He did his best to bury it, to burn it, to wreck it and obliterate it.

“This must be very difficult for a boy like you. You’ve never really had to control yourself, have you? But don’t worry,” Nurse Lucy said to him “Dr. Walsh is going to help you. She’s going to make sure you get everything you need. She’s going to cure you!”

“I don’t need to be cured!”

“But you can’t control yourself, can you?”

By now, he had opened his eyes again, and so he saw as she pointed down toward his cock and balls. Even as the moisture drained away from his mouth, he knew what would happen next.

She took the ice cube, and she ran it along the underside of his shaft. Then she stroked it along at the right side. Next, she caressed it toward his left. The cold burned across his body. It shot through him, blasting across all of his senses as he howled out.

He had never imagined something like this could happen. He had never understood just how sharp those sensations could be.

And yet, it worked.

His cock softened as the heat drained away.

He closed his eyes, but it was done. She had melted the entire ice cube against the curves of his manhood.

Raising his head, he lifted his chin toward the ceiling. He was breathing hard and fast, but he told himself that it was over. He had suffered through that indignity, so the nurse was going to leave him alone now.

Even boredom would be better than this.

Because he tried to hide from the sight of this woman, he didn’t notice as she pulled out the different pieces from a small box. Then he felt this partial ring slide up along the underside of his balls. It pressed there against his flesh, almost squeezing at his testicles. It wasn’t painful, but he told himself that he didn’t care.

Devon had no idea whether or not he was striving for bravery or cowardice at that instant, yet some part of him didn’t know because he had already experienced too much. The straitjacket, the straps, the spanking, the orderly, the doctor, and now this petite girl standing over him, made it impossible for him to acknowledge anything else that could happen next.

Except then he felt the smooth touch of the latex gloves as she handled his manhood and pushed it down into something else. Some kind of tube?

This time, Devon had to check. He lifted his head, opened his eyes, and then he saw the plastic. It was transparent, and he didn’t understand it, and he was going to ask a question, but Nurse Lucy got there first.

“This is a chastity device,” she said. “Colloquially, it’s known as a cock lock!”

By this point, she was almost done. She lifted up the small padlock, and she slipped it into the opening right there at the top of the device.

Then he heard that sound: click. It resonated through his body like some private earthquake just for him.

Devon‘s muscles tightened even as he tried to understand what that meant.

“And now, you are all locked up.”

“What, what does that mean?”

“Do you really want to know?” Nurse Lucy asked him.

He glanced back at her. If he had seen this girl in the office, on the street, in some café or bakery, he would have noticed her. She was pretty with her blonde hair and those big blue eyes. In some ways, she looked like an e-girl version of Dr. Walsh: pretty and petite, sweet and sexy in a way that so many boys online would have adored and lusted after. He, however, would have told himself that she was dangerous. After all, he had money, so he had always been acutely aware of the pressures. There had been different girls who had tried to ask him out at different points, probably because they were more interested in his bank account than anything else. He had gone out with them once or twice, experimenting, only to regret it every time.

Nearly grinding his teeth, he growled back at her, “Yes.” That single syllable came out harsh and gravelly.

She shocked him by climbing up onto the mattress, straddling him, and looking down at him. Then she had her hands on his shoulders, and his eyes got wide.

“Dr. Walsh tells me that this is inappropriate and that I should refrain myself. Then again, she has never actually fired me. What do you think that means?” Lucy asked him.

Devon tried to respond, only then this girl was right there, pressing her chest down against his. Of course, he couldn’t feel much, not with his arms bound and his entire torso encased in that restrictive canvas material.

Then he was squirming, especially because a few loose strands of her hair tickled his nose, and her lips started to glide along his neck.

This felt so good!

Again, Devon didn’t want to acknowledge any of that. Instead, he needed to demand the opportunity to escape.

“Dr. Walsh is a very smart woman. She knows how to hire people. She knows what we want, especially when it comes to boys like you. Did you know that I grew up in a very traditional household?” Nurse Lucy asked him.

“What? What are you talking about?”

“I’m talking about you and me the fun we can have,” she said, casually reaching out and gliding her fingertips along his nose and then down the side of his cheek.

This medical facility seemed to bend his understanding of reality. Perhaps that was the point, like Dr. Walsh really did intend to break him. She kept insisting that he was delusional, but that wasn’t true because he had always been successful in school and at work.

In college, one of his teachers had gone on a small tangent, discussing the nature of reality and metaphysics. Specifically, there would always be that question about whether or not we could ever truly access the objective truth, something that might have existed beyond our senses. After all, sight and touch and taste and scent and hearing would always be flawed, if ever so slightly. Not only that, all of that data had to be interpreted by a brain, which itself might be faulty. How could we know what was real? How could we know the truth?

How did Devon know whether or not what he was saying?

Dr. Walsh insisted that he was delusional.

Then he clenched his eyes shut as tight as he could because Devon refused to accept any of that nonsense. This wasn’t college, and he wasn’t a philosophy major. This wasn’t some academic discussion.

This woman was holding him against his will!

“You have to know that this facility is going to get shut down,” he started to say, opening his mouth. But then she licked the side of his neck. She was nuzzling him, her teeth sliding along his skin.

Devon did his absolute best to pretend that he hated this. Almost like some little kid who believed in cooties, he wished he could despise those sensations. There was this girl on top of him, she was gorgeous, and he could feel the contours of her body, despite the layers of fabric between both of them.

“Should I kiss you?” Lucy asked him.

“What? No. That would be inappropriate!”

Nurse Lucy glanced over her shoulder. Then she giggled, and she returned her gaze to his face. “You know, you really do look cute when you’re pouting,” she told him. “And more importantly, Dr. Walsh isn’t here, is she? If she’s not here, then maybe it doesn’t matter what we do.” She leaned her head forward and whispered to him. “Maybe it doesn’t matter what I do to you.”

Unlike other patients and other hospitals, Devon didn’t have some kind of call button. He couldn’t call out for help either, not when he looked up at that girl.

Nurse Lucy paused. The blonde stared down into his face. She was watching him, studying him and enjoying the look of frantic desperation rushing across his features.

Then he realized this had to be a joke for her. She was just messing with him.

She wasn’t going to kiss him.

Right as he tried to hold onto that idea, something else slammed into him: he recognized his own desire.

At first, he told himself that couldn’t be possible, only he felt it. It raged down deep within his core.

“Let me go,” he said, doing his best to turn those words into an angry demand.

That wasn’t going to work. Despite his best efforts, he could feel the failure there at the back of his throat and deep within his gut.

“I don’t think so,” she sang back to him. She stroked his cheek again. Then she ran her fingers along the sides of his neck. Finally, she cupped the sides of his face, she tilted his head, and he looked up at her. He knew that a girl like her wasn’t supposed to be able to kiss a man like him.

Under normal circumstances, Devon would have outclassed her in terms of money, height, mass and strength. If anything, this girl was supposed to glance in his direction. Whether she found him attractive, or not, she was supposed to experience that little hint of trepidation, all because it was impossible to get away from those evolutionary realities. As a man, he had these advantages, so she was supposed to experience that little shiver. Even if he would never do anything inappropriate or untoward, he could have. If she was alone with him in an elevator, he’d only have his own sense of morality or decency that would stop him from using her as he wished.

Except right then, and there, Devon was the one who was strapped down. He was the one who had to endure that tickle of fear at the pit of his stomach. Worse, it combined with that understanding that she had that perfect silhouette. There was something about her cheeks, the contours of her neck, her shoulders, the curves of her breasts, and the contours of her hips.

For a moment, he blinked, and he imagined himself naked on that bed, and this girl could just ride him. She could spread her legs, grab his cock, and envelop him, using him as she saw fit. It would feel so good, but that was a fantasy, so he was supposed to be in control there.

Devon did his best to speak, yet he still felt it.

His lips parted, but he couldn’t get any words to run past his lips or the edges of his teeth. Instead, he experienced that contradictory sensation. Even though he was helpless and frustrated, and may be scared of this girl, she turned him on.

Devon didn’t accept it; he fought so hard to dislodge those ideas, yet they seemed to shimmer and simmer and shiver all along his body.

Then it didn’t matter because she did whatever she wanted, and he couldn’t stop her.

Lucy kissed him.

In those opening two or three seconds, Devon desperately wished that he could have been confused. Instead, one sensation rushed through his body: arousal. It was the soft tingle of her lips against his, the feel of her body, the heat of her skin, and that desperate need surging along his nerves.

Suddenly, his cock strained, and he could feel the contours, the weight, and the restriction of his chastity device.

Devon needed to get hard. He needed to slide out of that jacket and to climb on top of this beautiful girl. Even as he closed his eyes, it was easy to imagine her on her back, the golden yellow of her hair pooling along the curves of her head. He wanted to grab her and push her down, to see her spread her legs. He wanted to tear her panties off of her and thrust his cock deep into her waiting pussy.

This boy couldn’t do anything like that. He was on his back, and he was helpless, so he squirmed. He pulled and twisted against his bonds, but it wasn’t the same desperation from before. She broke off that kiss for just a moment.

“Take that thing off of me,” he said.

“No,” she giggled. “It’s more fun this way!”

He couldn’t believe that. He couldn’t accept that. The idea seemed insane and ridiculous!

She kissed him again.

When she broke off, she pulled back, and she grinned down at him. “What’s wrong? Are you frustrated? Are you getting thirsty, Devon? It’s okay. There’s nothing wrong with a boy who really wants it. If you want, you can beg. Do you want to beg for sex?”

Sex…

He thought about it.

At the same time, he tried to remember exactly when he had climaxed last, but it didn’t matter because this girl was on top of him, and she felt so good!

“I’m not going to beg,” he said.

She shrugged, leaned down, and kissed him again.

It was a soft, slow kiss at first, and he tried to turn his head away. She didn’t like that, so she grabbed him by his cheeks, and she forced him to look back up at her.

Devon glared at this nurse. He glowered at her; his features radiated hot frustration.

“What about now?” Lucy asked as she drew back. He shook his head. That was the best he could do. He was struggling to catch his breath, even as this girl grinned again. Her eyes shined with something close to animalistic glee. Then she leaned down, and she whispered to him. “I’m going to break you, Devon. I’m going to play with you, and you’re going to get your first taste of surrender.”

She wanted to see him.

She needed to see him.

She couldn’t, not yet.

He was at the Blackthorne getting…cured? Retrained? When she saw him again, would he look like the same guy? Obviously, she cared about Devon, but those worries refused to go away, even after she had showered and climbed back into bed.

Night settled over Lizzie’s condo, the city outside reduced to a distant hush of traffic and muted lights filtering through the blinds. Lizzie Dresser lay on her back in the middle of her bed, staring at the ceiling, the soft glow from a streetlamp casting faint lines across the room. Normally, that gentle illumination didn’t bother her. Tonight, it did. Tonight, everything seemed to bother her since she couldn’t stop thinking about Devon. The apartment felt too quiet, too still.

Lizzie had never felt this way before. When she first moved in, everything had felt normal and natural.

She had turned off the lights an hour ago, but sleep refused to come. Each time she closed her eyes, she saw Devon the way he had looked the last time she saw him. Had he been tense? Angry? And what about those latent, sexist tendencies?

Lots of guys didn’t respect women while pretending otherwise. Was Devon like that? If so, could he be cured?

The questions kept spinning behind her eyes and between her ears.

She rolled onto her side, pulled the blanket closer, and told herself it was simple. She was worried about him. He was alone in that place, surrounded by people who thought he was unstable. Anyone would feel like this; anyone who cared about him would worry.

And yet…there was something about the taste and texture of that feeling.

The worry shifted, slowly at first, then with a quiet persistence she couldn’t ignore. The anxiety lingered, but something else moved beneath it, something warmer and more confusing. She pressed her face into the pillow as if she could smother the thought before it fully formed.

Devon had never really felt like her brother…not in the way that word was supposed to work. There had always been a distance there, something undefined, something that made her pay more attention than she should have. He felt familiar, and they had been closer to best friends when they were little because he was older and taller and stronger and always there to protect her.

Then, in middle school or later, something else started to evolve.

“Stop,” she whispered into the empty room, her voice barely audible.

Lizzie told herself it was just stress. Everything had changed so quickly. Of course her mind was reacting. That didn’t mean anything. Her feelings were fine and appropriate.

Were they?

At that moment, when she thought of Devon bound and retrained, how did she genuinely feel? Online, she insisted she cared about authenticity, but some questions didn’t need to be asked…especially because she had felt this before.

There’d been those small moments she had ignored and the way her chest tightened when he walked into a room and the way she noticed the details of his expressions, the shifts in his voice and the way her thoughts lingered on him for just a little while too long.

“Fuck,” she grunted because she couldn’t sleep. Yeah, that was the source of her frustration. It had to be…It couldn’t be anything else.

Lizzie wouldn’t allow it to be anything else!

With a huff, she turned onto her back again before staring up at the ceiling. Guilt settled in, sharp and uncomfortable. This wasn’t what she was supposed to feel. It made everything complicated. It made her concern feel less pure, like it was tied to something she didn’t want to admit.

“I am just worried,” she said, more firmly this time. “That is all.” She pushed as much emphasis into each overly articulated syllable as possible.

Lizzie repeated that again and again until the words began to lose meaning. Those words became her mantra, but they didn’t help.

She focused on her breathing instead, counting each breath and forcing a rhythm onto her thoughts. The feeling still didn’t disappear, but it dulled, fading just enough around the edges. 

Minutes passed, then longer. The city outside continued its distant hum. Her body slowly relaxed, tension giving way to exhaustion. Eventually, sleep began to take hold. Her thoughts slipped, losing their jagged points and  breaking apart into distant fragments.

But Lizzie still worried, and she still hadn’t made up her mind, and she still didn’t know what (if anything) she could do.

“I’m going to break you, Devon. I’m going to play with you, and you’re going to get your first taste of surrender,” she had whispered to him before she leaned it down again, her lips tight against his mouth.

It felt so good when she kissed him like that. Her tongue invaded his mouth, and he tried to hate this, but he couldn’t.

Worse, the chastity device almost seemed to somehow amplify the desperation crawling beneath the surface of his skin. Lucy’s patient arched his back, his chest tightened, and he squirmed helplessly. He wanted to pull and twist and fight the restraints, yet he already understood. He wouldn’t be able to get free.

This woman had him. She had him, and he couldn’t break free!

Part of him almost wanted to cry out for the doctor. Maybe that would be better. Then again, Dr. Walsh could be cruel, and she was dedicated to seeing him get “cured”.

All at once, he had to wonder whether or not that was what was happening here. Maybe she was just messing with him because she wanted to stabilize his understanding of the world. She was trying to work on him; she wanted to trick him!

Devon couldn’t let this girl get away with it!

And yet, it was hard to keep his thoughts in order. Nothing felt coherent, especially when he closed his eyes, and he could feel the weight of this girl on top of him as she kissed him and touched him and used him. Then she broke off that kiss.

“How about now? Are you ready to surrender now? You know, it’s going to be good for you. It’s going to help you with your recovery.”

“There’s nothing wrong with me,” he insisted. Unfortunately for this boy, those words weren’t another angry roar.

Nurse Lucy reached down and touched the tip of his nose. “You’re delusional, boy. You’re a delusional boy, and you are our patient, so we are going to take care of you. We’re going to help you understand that sexism is wrong. Chauvinism is a form of insanity. You can’t recognize your own inferiority because your perceptions are broken. But don’t worry. We can fix you!”

His eyes narrowed, and he glowered again, but then she just cupped his cheeks, tilted his head, leaned down and kissed him.

Fresh arousal permeated his body. Those desires swam along every nerve in his body, even as his cock pushed against the inner contours of his chastity device. That prison kept him from getting hard. Despite the arousal burning at the core of his being, this boy couldn’t get free!

Then she pulled away again.

All at once, Devon understood: she would do this again and again. She would continue to touch him and tease him until he broke. (At some point, he would break. At some point, he wouldn’t be able to deny the impact of having this girl so close to him…)

For the next second, Devon searched for some strategic solution, something he could say or do to get this girl to change her mind.

Over the course of that second, he failed to come up with anything brilliant, which meant he broke.

“Please. Please, just do whatever you want!”

Nurse Lucy glanced over her shoulder. She checked the door, and then she slipped back, and she lifted her skirt, and pulled off her shoes. She rolled off her stockings, and then she grabbed her panties.

Panting, he watched. He stared, drinking in every detail. Simultaneously, he waited for her to take the key.

“You want me to have sex with you, right? That’s what you’re begging for?”

“Yes! Please, have sex with me! Please, just use me!” He didn’t care how it happened. So long as this woman released him from the device, freed his cock, and climbed on top of him, he was ready.

Or what if she did something else? What if she believed that he had been so thoroughly tamed and broken that she could actually let him out of the straitjacket? If she wanted traditional sex, then he could be on top of her, pumping down into her, and this could be his chance to escape!

Devon refused to let go of that possibility.

Hope burned bright behind his rib cage, even as she finished. She was only half naked now; her bare legs on display, but she leaned down, and she brushed her fingers along his exposed balls.

Closing his eyes, Devon savored those sensations, only they didn’t last long. Her hands moved up his hips to his flanks, along his chest, and past his nipples. Then she started to slide forward.

At this point, because he didn’t understand, Devon opened his eyes. Then he watched as she positioned herself. She was about to straddle his face. She was about to press her sex down against his mouth.

Desperately, Devon demanded, “what are you doing?”

“I’m about to have sex with you,” she said, making it sound obvious. “You’re not so far gone that you don’t understand what that means, are you?”

“This isn’t sex!”

“Devon, this is the only kind of sex you’re going to get. I locked you up, remember? Do I need to talk to the doctor? Does she need to add a faulty memory to your diagnosis?”

“No! No, you can’t do this! You can’t get away with this!”

“Start licking, boy. If you don’t, there are going to be consequences, and you’re not going to like them. Trust me. The orderlies really enjoy spanking boys like you. And of course, there are other forms of punishment…” She let her voice trail off. And she straddled him, her knees pressing against the pillow underneath his head, she was ready. At any moment, she could lean down and rub her pussy over his lips.

After that, he would have to make a decision.

“I don’t care!”

“Are you sure about that?” If she had tried to argue with him, then maybe he would have been able to respond. But this was a simple question which he had to answer. Worse, he already knew what his response should be: he didn’t know, not for sure. He didn’t have any kind of certainty, especially because he remained trapped right there.

Whether he liked it or not, he was a patient.

The nurse must have been able to sense that weakness because she leaned down and she pressed her pussy along his lips. “Lick,” she ordered.

He obeyed.

Even though he hated himself for doing this, Devon raised his head, and he licked her opening. He slid his tongue along her sex, and he tasted her excitement. She was already wet before his tongue even got there!

“Good boy,” she said. “That’s right. You want to be a good boy, don’t you? You want to be a good patient. That’s how you’re going to get better. You want to improve, don’t you? Yes, you do.”

Devon wasn’t supposed to do this.

Back at the bank, he and his colleagues had frequently laughed about this; men didn’t go down on women. As far as those guys were concerned, sex meant a blow job before a guy grabbed a girl and pumped down into her. Maybe she would be on her back. Better, she would be on her hands and knees, her shoulders tight, her fingers grasping the sheets beneath them as he slammed into her, pumping harder and faster as he forced her to come.

But now he was the one on his back, and she was using his mouth. He licked, gliding his tongue along her sex. She rotated her hips, shifting her pose as she enjoyed herself.

She made those desperate little sounds. She was gasping and whimpering. She was ready to scream out.

Only seconds later she enjoyed that rush of her orgasm.

Then she pulled away, and she looked down at him.

She started to get dressed.

“Please, can you just unlock me?”

“And if I did that, what difference would it make?” Nurse Lucy asked him. “Seriously, just think about it. You would still be strapped down, and you would still be helpless. No, it’s a lot better if I leave you locked up. This way, you can’t even fantasize about getting out. You’re not going to have an orgasm, not until the doctor prescribes one. In the meantime, you should get some sleep. You’re going to need it.”

The dining room of The Prime Kitchen Restaurant glowed with gentle amber lights as Rosalina Dresser sat across from her daughter. Kimberly kept her posture composed but her gaze searched her mother’s face for something in particular. Crystal glasses caught the light between them, untouched for the moment.

Finally, Rosalina folded her hands on the table and spoke with quiet precision. “Kimberly, I am not going to circle around this. Do you want the position? Do you want to take over as CEO?”

Kimberly Dresser didn’t hesitate. She met her mother’s eyes with the steady confidence everyone in their family expected. “Yes. I do. I’ve wanted it for years, and I am ready now.” Thirty might’ve seemed too young to some analysts, but Kimberly recognized her own talents and abilities. No one else needed to know, but Kimberly had been particularly proud of the maneuver she had successfully pulled with her brother.

She thought of Devon and smiled.

If her mother noticed, she gave no sign of it. Instead, Rosalina tilted her head slightly and studied Kimberly. “Wanting it and surviving it aren’t the same thing, darling. You are already running your startup. You have investors, employees, and deadlines that don’t forgive mistakes. Now you are asking to carry this company as well. Are you sure that isn’t too ambitious? I don’t want to see you make a mistake.”

Kimberly leaned forward, her voice controlled. Even if she addressed her mother, she still made a point of using the professional and confident tone she’d mastered in business school. “I’m ambitious, but I can handle this expansion. My company is stable. I built it to run without me at every moment. I have a team that I trust, and I have systems in place. I wouldn’t be sitting here if I didn’t know I could handle both.”

Rosalina’s expression remained measured. “Your father said the same thing. He believed he had systems. He believed he had control. He told me he could balance it all.” Her voice tightened just slightly. “And then he stopped sleeping. He stopped eating right because there were always new problems to be solved. He started hiding how much pressure he was under until his body made the decision for him.” Rosalina swallowed, and maybe her eyes started to shine a little brighter.

Her daughter understood. As the eldest of the three Dresser kids, she had done her best to help out. She had been there for Devon and Lizzie. Still, she had understood when only her mother and siblings came to her recitals and science fairs. 

Kimberly’s jaw set, but she didn’t look away. “I remember. I was there. But I also remember that he refused help. He refused to let anyone share the weight. That’s not how I operate.”

Rosalina tapped her finger once against the table. “And how do you operate, my dear?”

Technically, this was supposed to be a friendly dinner between a mother and her daughter, yet Kimberly understood what this test would mean.

“I delegate. I prioritize. I set limits and I keep them,” Kimberly promised. “I don’t equate exhaustion with success. I don’t need to prove that I can endure suffering to justify my position. I’m not a boy, and I don’t make those kinds of stupid mistakes.”

“Do you think your father was stupid?”

That sounded like another test, but Kimberly snorted. “Stupid? No. He was a boy. That’s the thing about intelligence. Dad was brilliant when it came to making specific investments, but he also made the mistake of overestimating himself. Just because he was good at one thing didn’t mean he was good at everything. I think that’s why he pushed himself hard…too hard.”

Rosalina gave a faint, skeptical smile. “So you think you can handle this?”

“I know that I have my limits.”

“Everyone says that. But do you believe it?”

“Yes.”

“Maybe,” said Rosalina Dresser.

“Then test me,” Kimberly replied immediately. “Give me a division. Give me a crisis. Give me something real, not hypothetical concerns about what might happen.”

Rosalina shook her head once. “This isn’t a trial run. This is control of the entire company. Once I make that decision, I can’t take it back.”

Kimberly’s tone sharpened slightly. “Then you need someone who won’t hesitate. You need someone who won't second guess every move because of fear. You also need someone who can ask questions, learn, and trust her subordinates. That’s me.” She paused, then added with quiet certainty, “I am not a man. I’m not as weak as he was. I understand balance in a way he never did.”

The words hung in the air longer than either of them wanted. Rosalina’s expression hardened slightly, though her voice remained controlled. “Your father was not weak. He was human. If you forget that, you’ll make the same mistake he did, just with a different story attached to it.”

Swallowing, Kimberly softened her tone just a fraction. “I’m learning from him. There’s a difference.”

Rosalina studied her daughter again, longer this time, as if searching for something beneath the confidence. “And what happens when both companies demand everything from you at the same time?”

“They won’t,” Kimberly said. “Because I won’t allow them to. That is the difference. I decide where my time goes. I decide what matters most in a given moment. That’s leadership.”

“And if you are wrong?” Rosalina asked quietly.

Kimberly refused to pause or back down because she understood how her future could turn on the outcome of this conversation. “Then I acknowledge and correct my mistake.”

Rosalina leaned back slightly, her gaze still fixed on her. “You make it sound like you’ll always know what to do.”

“I’m confident. I hope I’m not overconfident.”

“Hope?”

“I can recognize my weaknesses. I know I’m still human and can mess up, but I think you should trust me. Besides, what’s the alternative?” Kimberly paused. “Devon can’t be here because he already failed. Dr. Walsh knows he needs medical treatment.”

“I know,” Rosalina said, her tone was inscrutable, though Kimberly did her best to guess her mother’s thoughts and failed completely.

Silence settled between them for a few seconds. Rosalina finally nodded once, though her expression remained guarded. “I’ll make my decision soon.”

Kimberly gave a small, satisfied nod. “And I’ll be ready when you do.”

At some point, a different nurse came in here, and she fed him. He hated it, but she actually came in, and she cut off little pieces of steak, and she stabbed them before bringing them up to his mouth.

At first, Devon just glared at her, his lips sealed.

“You don’t have to eat if you don’t want to. But if you don’t want to, I will tell the doctor, and she can come up with some rather unpleasant alternatives.”

He didn’t know what that meant. He thought about it, and the image of a feeding tube popped into his head. Reluctantly, he opened his mouth, and he chewed and swallowed.

As he ate, he tried to justify the decision as something he did strategically. He was eating because he had to maintain his strength. If he refused to eat, he would get weaker and weaker, and that would make it even easier for these women to manipulate him.

Eventually, that indignity ended.

The new nurse disappeared, leaving him alone.

Then someone else came in some indeterminate time later. Perhaps just a few minutes had gone by. Maybe he had drifted off, fallen asleep, and lost hours. 

The new visitor was another woman; like the other nurses, she wore her tight little uniform. She had red hair, but she wore the same kind of uniform. She didn’t introduce herself, but she did walk forward, and she stopped at the foot of his bed. She leaned down, placing her hands on her hips as she looked at him with this condescending smile on her face.

“It’s getting late,” she told him. “It’s time for you to sleep.”

It was getting late? Really?

Devon honestly didn’t understand. He tried to consult his internal clock, but years of using his phone to tell the time had pretty much messed that up.

“I’m not tired,” he said.

“Really? You can’t sleep?” She put her hands on her hips for a moment. She seemed to consider him. Then she nodded, pulled out her phone, and swiped along the screen as she consulted some piece of information. “Yeah, the doctor said that might be a possibility. You’re just going to need a gentle drugging.”

A gentle drugging?

He didn’t understand, but then she walked over to the cabinet, and she pulled a syringe from one of the drawers. She came over to him and he saw it. He was looking up at her.

“No,” he said. “You’re not going to drug me.”

“Yes, I am,” she promised. Then she wiped down a spot on the side of his neck. That felt wrong. If she was going to give him an injection, wasn’t it supposed to go through his shoulder or maybe a vein on his wrist or at the crook of his elbow?

Devon didn’t understand how this was really supposed to work, but this felt wrong.

“I want to talk to the doctor,” he said, hoping to hold out for just a little bit more time.

Even if she came to the same conclusion, maybe he could just close his eyes and pretend to be asleep? Maybe that would be good enough to satisfy these women?

“It’s too late for that,” she said.

“No. I’m serious. I don’t want you injecting me with anything!” Before Devon could even finish the sentence, however, she pressed the needle to his skin, pushed down, and injected him.

“All done,” she said. Then she stepped back. “I know,” she acknowledged with a mocking pout. “It’s really frustrating when you have to take your medicine, but that’s why you’re here, isn’t it? You are sick, and you have all of these problems, but Dr. Walsh is going to make you all better!”

Devon opened his mouth to say something, but his eyelids had started to get heavy, so incredibly heavy, and the nurse turned around and walked away, leaving him alone. Before the door even closed behind her, he had fallen asleep, dragged into oblivion by the drugs racing through his system.

The late afternoon light filtered through the trees in McKinley Park as Kimberly Dresser and Lizzie walked along the gravel path. A few joggers passed by, and somewhere in the distance a dog barked, but the space around was cool and mostly quiet.

For the last few minutes, they’d talked about Kimberly’s startup and her sister’s latest charity gig. Still, there was that other question that drifted between them. Lizzie had to ask; she needed to know. At the same time, she would have to figure out how she really felt. She kept her hands tucked into the pockets of her jeans as she glanced over. “Can I go see him?”

Kimberly didn’t answer right away. She kept her eyes forward, watching the path ahead. “I will think about it,” she said after a moment. “It depends on what the doctor says. It depends on his prognosis. And it depends on whether he is well enough to have visitors.”

Her sister frowned slightly. “That sounds like a no.”

“It isn’t a no,” Kimberly replied evenly. Eight years separated them, but Kimberly sounded so much more powerful. “It’s a decision that has to be made carefully.”

They walked a few more steps in silence. Leaves shifted under their shoes as a breeze slipped through the trees. With every step, Lizzie contemplated what she could do or say to get the eldest Dresser daughter to change her mind.

Taking a breath, Lizzie tried again. “I just want to see him. I care about him, and I’m worried.”

Kimberly glanced at her briefly, then looked ahead again. “I know that.”

“Then why does it feel like you are keeping me away from him?” Lizzie asked. The question came out sharper than she intended.

“I’m not keeping you away,” Kimberly said. “I am making sure that when you see him, it doesn’t make things worse.”

Lizzie stopped walking for a second, forcing Kimberly to slow and turn back toward her. “Worse for who?”

“For him,” Kimberly said, her tone tightening. “And for everyone else involved.”

Lizzie searched her face. “Is he really that sick? Does he actually belong at a place like Blackthorne?” Even as she said that name, Lizzie marveled at the idea a facility like that could actually be real.

Kimberly kept walking, but she still turned back to Lizzie and held her gaze, unflinching. “Yes.”

The younger woman hesitated, then shook her head. “I don’t know. Devon has always been intense, but that doesn’t mean he needs to be locked in a place like that. Are you sure this isn’t just about everything going on with the company?” Again, that girl knew this was dangerous territory, but she needed to ask. She needed to know.

Kimberly’s expression hardened just a fraction. “This is not about the company.” Even as she spoke, she pushed the full force of her personality into that promise.

“It feels like it is,” Lizzie said quietly. “Everything is happening at the same time.”

Kimberly took a slow breath. “You haven’t seen what I have seen. You haven’t heard the things he has said. He is not just stressed. He is unstable.”

Lizzie’s voice softened. “Or he is angry. There could be a difference, Kim.”

“There is a point where anger becomes something else,” Kimberly replied. “There is a point where it turns into something harmful. Besides, shouldn’t we fix him if we can? If we can cure him of his sexism and toxic traits, shouldn’t we try?”

At this point, Lizzie had to answer, and she knew it. Still, there could only be one response. “I guess…”

They resumed walking, their pace slower now.

Lizzie looked down at the path. “Does he know I asked about him?”

“No,” Kimberly said.

Lizzie let out a quiet breath. “I just do not want him to think I abandoned him.”

Kimberly’s voice softened slightly. “You haven’t. You care about him, and you want to see him improved. I get it. That’s good.”

“Improved?”

“The term fits,” Kimberly said. “Besides, I’m sure he’s doing better now.” She tried to sound lighter as she spoke this time.

Lizzie looked back up at her. “Then let me see him.”

Kimberly paused again, then shook her head slightly. “I said I would think about it.”

Lizzie studied her for a long moment. “Do you really believe he needs this?” She knew they were going in circles, but Lizzie couldn’t help herself, not when she was worried…and something else. (A different sensation or impulse had invaded, but she didn’t know how to explain it or what it meant or what she should do about it.)

Kimberly met her eyes without hesitation. “Yes. I do. I know he needs treatment. He’s a boy, so he makes bad choices. But like I said, we can fix him.”

“Even if he says he doesn’t need this? Even if he thinks he’s fine?”

“Especially if he says he doesn’t need it,” Kimberly replied. “That’s such a big part of his problem, Liz. Men can be toxic and not even recognize it. They hide it. They justify it. They convince themselves that everyone else is the problem.”

Lizzie’s expression shifted, uncertain. “Devon isn’t like that.”

Kimberly’s tone remained steady. “You want to believe that. I did too. But wanting something to be true doesn’t make it true.”

That idea sounded so easy and basic, but Lizzie didn’t know how to argue or disagree. 

“Devon. Devon, are you ready to wake up? Devon, are you ready for another treatment?”

He opened his eyes, and he saw her sharp cheekbones, her full lips, and those big blue eyes. He saw her, and a smile actually tugged at the corners of his mouth because he was a guy, and getting awoken by a cute blonde was always going to make him feel good.

Only then, their patient remembered what had happened, how he had been tricked, how he didn’t belong here, and how he had to escape.

Reflexively, he pulled against his restraints, fighting to get free.

The straitjacket held him. He was still strapped in that bed, and he couldn’t get away!

“Good,” Nurse Lucy said. “You’re awake.”

When his eyes opened, he looked at her, and he tried to understand what was going on. “What, what are you saying?”

“It’s time for your treatment,” she told him. “Come on.” That was when he realized she was actually removing these straps from his ankles!

Then she pulled the band away from his torso.

“Can I get out of the straitjacket?”

“Say please,” she replied.

He looked at her for just a second.

“Please.”

“Say pretty please, with sugar on top,” she instructed next.

Devon rolled his eyes, and he let out a slow long-suffering sigh. “Pretty please with sugar on top.”

“No.”

“But I just did everything you wanted,” he protested.

“You did,” she acknowledged. “But that wasn’t good enough. You need to show us that you are making real progress, and I guess that was a start, but you can do better. Maybe if you had tried begging. Maybe if you had promised to be a completely obedient boy who understands his own inferiority, then you would do better.”

“My own inferiority?” He stared at her, his eyes narrowing because he genuinely didn’t understand what she meant. Then again, this was a boy who had been raised surrounded by nothing but male privilege. He had never even heard of a term like “female supremacy”.

“That’s right,” Lucy said to him. Then she put her hand on his shoulder, and she nudged, helping him to get up.

He felt a little bit stiff, but then he was on his feet, and he glanced down.

He saw the chastity device again.

She leaned forward and told him in a soft and promising voice, “If you are a good boy, maybe I will be able to let you out later. Maybe I will get to have sex with you again.”

Sex. He remembered exactly what that meant how she had used him.

“No thank you,” he said, doing his best to make those words as sharp as possible.

If she noticed, she gave no sign of it.

Instead, she went back to the closet. In the meantime, Devon glanced at the door, and he wondered if he could try again. No, he quickly decided. It was infuriating to acknowledge, but that door was held shut by a knob. There was that circular handle, and he would have to grab it with his hands to turn it. Under normal circumstances, that would have been insanely easy. But while he wore the straitjacket…

Then she came back, and she held up something for him to see.

“What is that?”

“It’s a collar. It has another tracker, and it can be used for some other purposes as well. Are you ready?”

She didn’t wait for an answer. Instead, that girl just slid the band around his neck, drew it tight, and strapped it on.

He was collared. He was wearing a collar like a dog. It wasn’t a necklace. It didn’t even feel like a choker (if there was some kind of distinction to be made there). It was a collar; it was something a pet or a dog might wear.

“You have to take this thing off of me.”

“Nope. Sorry. It is part of your prescription.”

“I don’t care,” he said. If they had been back at the office, he would’ve been able to intimidate her. There, he had gravitas and authority.

Here, however, he was just another patient, which meant his position didn’t really matter. His perspective and opinion weren’t relevant, not when it came to the important decisions related to his freedom or his future.

The nurse wasn’t done with him.

In addition to his collar, she held up something for him to see.

“No…”

“Yes. This way, you won’t get lost.”

“Please. I can just follow you.”

“Do you want to walk?” Nurse Lucy asked him, her eyes shining because she understood exactly how this conversation was about to proceed.

Even so, her patient had to hold out. He had to try even as he stared back at her.

“Yes…” Devon finally admitted.

“If you want to walk, then you need to be guided by a medical professional. That’s going to be me,” Nurse Lucy told him unhelpfully.

She slid forward, attached to the leash, and then she tugged on it, pulling him toward the door.

Devon had no choice. He followed.

At first, he let his gaze drift around on the floor. He followed the nurse, but she moved surprisingly fast. Still, this felt like some small bit of progress because he wasn’t strapped down to a gurney. Only then, he remembered that he was supposed to be using this opportunity to learn as much as he could about the facility. Simultaneously, he had to wonder whether or not anyone else was going to see him.

He walked by another room, and the door was open. There, he saw a woman stroking a man’s shaft. The boy was on his back. He looked a little bit older than Devon, but he didn’t notice the other patient because his eyes were locked on the ceiling. He was panting and gasping, promising, “I will be a good slave. I will do whatever she says! I will be a good slave and serve her to the very best of my ability!”

“That’s going to be you soon enough,” Nurse Lucy promised him as she glanced over her shoulder at her patient. Then she tugged on his leash.

Devon sped up just a little bit.

Finally, the nurse took a key card from her pocket, and she swiped it in front of a reader. They both heard the click of the lock.

She stepped inside, pushed the door open for him, and pulled on his leash.

Devon grimaced. He glanced to his left, then his right. He searched for some kind of exit.

Unfortunately, for him, this wing of this facility must’ve been designed specifically to disorient the different men who found themselves imprisoned here.

“Come on, Devon,” she said.

He didn’t step forward. He didn’t chase after her. Instead, he stood there, and he still did his best to find some detail, something he would be able to use later on.

Then she yanked harder, and he found himself stumbling forward into this room. Before he could take in any of the details, Nurse Lucy proved she was stronger than she looked.

It probably helped that he had a difficult time maintaining his balance with his arms locked over his chest.

She manipulated him, shoving him, and pushing him up against the wall. He hit that solid surface with a gasp before she came up behind him. Perhaps his chastity device offered some tiny sliver of modesty, but his ass was on display. She grabbed it, squeezed, and she held him right there. She had one arm pressed against his shoulder blades. With her other hand, she spanked him!

On some level, he started to figure out what was about to happen, but then her hand crashed down, and there was that snap of sensation.

She didn’t stop with one smack.

Nurse Lucy struck again and again, unleashing this wicked rhythm as she punished him. She went for the same spot over and over again. She disciplined him, making sure it’s stung.

Heat raced across his nerves.

Then she finally stopped and asked, “Devon, are you sorry?”

Of course, he wanted to hold onto his dignity, but he found himself telling her exactly what she wanted to hear. “Yes!”

She spanked him one more time.

“Say it,” she ordered.

“I’m sorry!”

“When a medical professional is trying to move you into a room, you don’t want to fight. You don’t want to argue. If you want to get better, then you’ll have to cooperate. Say it.”

This felt like brainwashing. It felt like she was just trying to manipulate him.

Even so, he had no choice but to cooperate. It didn’t matter how obvious or transparent her tactics were. “If I want to get better, then I have to cooperate!”

“Good boy,” she said. “Now sit down.”

He gasped, nodded and turned back toward the rest of the room as she let him go.

The space was almost entirely blank. He saw a screen mounted to the wall, a chair with shackles and straps. That was it. The walls, ceiling, and floor were all painted the same shade of white. There was something almost disorienting about the space, but she pulled on his leash even as she guided him with one hand on his shoulder.

Then she pushed him down, and he had no choice. He sat in that chair, and she secured his ankles. She wasn’t done there, however. She pulled another band around his torso. Last, she pushed his head up against the pad, and then she dropped his forehead into position. He wasn’t going to be able to move, nor could he turn away.

“There we go,” she said. Then she stepped back, leaned forward, and looked into his eyes.

Devon hated himself for it, but he noticed her cleavage first. Not only that, his mouth watered as he thought about touching her. He didn’t understand how his body could react like this, yet those desires were still there. His cock twitched in the chastity device.

“Devon, are you familiar with operant conditioning?”

“No,” he answered automatically. Perhaps it sounded familiar, but he couldn’t have defined the phrase on his own.

“Oh my gosh, okay, so what we’re going to do is called operant conditioning,” she said with a cheerful little clap of her hands, her voice almost singsong. “It sounds super technical, but it really isn’t. It just means we help your brain learn based on what feels good and what doesn’t. Think of it like a game, right? When your thoughts go in the right direction, you get little rewards, and when they wander somewhere unhelpful, we give a tiny correction.”

She leaned in a bit closer, smiling like she was sharing a secret. “And the best part is, it actually makes people happier. It really does. Pleasure becomes this sweet little guide, and discomfort just helps steer you back when you misbehave or get confused. You see, it’s all about shaping things so they feel smoother and calmer for you. After a while, you won’t even notice it happening. Things will just start to feel…right. They’ll definitely be better than before!”

“What are you talking about? What are you saying?” A different idea popped into his head. There was this shiver that seemed to run through his chest. He could feel it right there along with his pulse and down into the pit of his stomach. “Are you talking about brainwashing me?”

“Maybe,” she said with a smile. Then she lifted up her phone again. She swiped along the screen, and that was when the other screen in front of him activated. A woman appeared.

It looked like Dr. Walsh.

The nurse, however, was not done.

Before the recording started to play, she said, “Would you like me to let you out of your chastity cage?”

He didn’t know.

From some abstract sense, he obviously wanted to be free of that stupid device. He hated the idea that he was locked up. More than that, the ball of arousal continued to sit and expand somewhere at his center.

“Well?”

“Yes,” he finally decided. If nothing else, he hoped to escape. If he could get out of this facility on his own, things would be simpler if he didn’t have to wear the chastity device along the way.

“Sounds good,” she said, with a knowing nod. The nurse reached into her pocket, and she pulled out a key. She slipped it into the lock, and then she removed the different components.

After that, Nurse Lucy rose up a tiny bit and whispered to him, “I want to see how long it takes you to get hard. I’m not going to touch you. But if you just listen to the sound of my voice, are you going to get excited?”

Devon grimaced, but he couldn’t resist the allure of the sound of her voice.

His shaft stiffened. There was that excitement, and it rushed along his balls and up over his length.

Just because she could, Nurse Lucy stroked him. “I’m going to add this to your chart. It’s good to know that you are so responsive. Boys really are easy to control, especially when we are in charge of this.” She emphasized that final point by wrapping her fingers around his manhood and squeezing.

His eyes rolled back, and there was that rush of excitement. Arousal pounded through his skin, growing more intense with every moment.

The nurse chuckled. Then she drew back, and she patted him on the head.

But this was only the beginning.

She opened up hidden compartment behind him. She pulled out a smaller cart, and then she rolled it in front of him.

“What are you doing? What is this?”

“This is a special kind of program. It is a part of your prescription, and it is going to help you,” she explained. She made it all sound so basic and easy. “Do you remember what I said before? Do you remember what I said before about operant conditioning?”

This time, he didn’t want to say anything.

In some psychology class he had learned about the application of positive and negative stimuli. A good sensation could be taken away. A bad one could be applied, making it harder for the subject to resist. Inevitably, the test subject would break and adopt the new behaviors, whatever they were supposed to be.

Technically, people weren’t programmable. Free will was supposed to exist. Then again, individuals would always be affected by their circumstances, social pressures, and biology.

“When you behave yourself, you get a little reward.” She punctuated that point by reaching down and stroking his cock. Her fingers only lightly caressed the underside of his shaft, but it worked. Another shiver of desire ran across his skin.

“But if you misbehave, you get punished. So let’s show you what that feels like.” That was when she took out her phone again. He didn’t understand, not even as she started to type in some instructions. Then he felt it.

A snap of electricity shot along his skin. It started there at his neck, yet the energy seemed to rampage all along his flesh.

The entire process took some tiny sliver of a second. It may have only been a tiny fraction of time, but his world morphed into that flash of pain. Then it was done, and it faded, and he looked around.

Then he swallowed and felt the collar again.

“It’s a tracking collar. It’s also a shock collar,” said the nurse. She clapped her hands together again, that excitement and jubilation radiating off of her. “Isn’t that wonderful? It definitely helps with your training and recovery!”

“I don’t need to recover!”

She’s zapped him again. She tapped her screen, and the electrodes pressed against his skin came to life, delivering a quick rush of electricity. The painful energy coursed along his skin, making him cry out for just a moment.

“Of course, you can behave yourself again. Tell me that you’re sick and that you belong here and that you want Dr. Walsh to make you better.”

She wasn’t going to spank him.

Instead, she was just going to shock him.

That was worse.

He gulped. “I want Dr. Walsh to make me better,” Devon finally said. Each word tasted like betrayal, yet there was nothing he could do to stop it.

“So now you get the reward.”

Devon closed his eyes as he imagined her fingertips gliding along his shaft again. He wanted and needed to feel it, yet she had something else in mind.

That was when she opened the small cart she had rolled out, and now she touched something to the tip of his cock before sliding it down along his length. At first, he wanted to complain, thinking it had to be another chastity device. But this one was softer, warmer, slick with some kind of lubricant, and it fit along his length.

Then he glanced down, and he saw the tube encasing his erection. Unlike the chasity device, this toy didn’t force his member down. It didn’t keep him from enjoying an erection. Instead, it stimulated him.

“What is that?”

“It’s a penile stimulator,” she said.

His face hardened with confusion even as he stared at her.

“Basically, it’s going to keep you excited. It has also been especially calibrated to make sure that you can’t climax without permission. Like right now, do you want to grind against it? Do you want to feel it?”

He swallowed down the moisture in his mouth. And yet, something compelled him to try. Maybe he just wanted to climax. This girl had been teasing him and stimulating him! He couldn’t take it!

He knew he was squirming in that seat as he tried to lift his hips and get that right rotation, that correct rhythm, and the desperately needed friction to enjoy an orgasm.

The rubberized interior of his penile stimulator suddenly relaxed.

He grunted as the frustration flashed behind his eyes.

“I know, right? Isn’t that amazing?” the nurse grinned again, her pretty features lighting up as she watched him. “Go on. Do it some more. Keep trying. It’s not going to work.”

He believed her.

Forcing himself to relax required a special kind of effort, but he succeeded little by little. His cock remained hard, and he still wanted that stimulation, but she nodded to herself. “No? You’re going to give up already? I guess that’s fine. So this is how your procedure works. You’re going to see this woman on the screen, and she’s going to talk to you. You are going to agree with her. The program is designed to listen to the sound of your voice. If you sound sarcastic or close your eyes, you will be punished. If you tell the program what it is designed to get out of you, you will be rewarded. How does that sound?”

“You’re joking…”

“Not at all,” Nurse Lucy said. “This is going to be good for you. This is exactly what you need.”

Then the nurse turned around and walked away. He tried to follow her, turning his head, but the strap didn’t allow him to move more than a few fractions of an inch.

Then she was gone, the door closed, and the recording started.

“As a patient at this medical facility, I’m sure you’re frustrated, but that’s only because you are learning something new. You see, you have been infected by toxic masculinity. We can cure you,” said the avatar of Dr. Walsh.

He didn’t want to listen. He tried to block out those sounds.

The recording continued, “As we begin, think about the women in your life. Think about your mother, your sisters, your cousins, your friends, your coworkers or your boss. Think about the women you see out on the street and think about how they are superior to you.”

“Superior to me? What? That’s BS,” he spat out.

The hidden microphones picked up on the sounds of his voice. Perhaps if he had whispered or stayed especially quiet, he would have been able to escape this next dose of punishment.

Unfortunately, for him, he underestimated Dr. Walsh‘s system, probably because he didn’t understand what kind of market existed for her services.

The collar activated, jolting him!

The blast of electricity shot across the skin, lighting up those pain receptors. He jerked, but he couldn’t escape, not while his head was strapped against the back of his seat and his feet remained stuck to the floor with those medical grade bonds locked around his ankles.

The digitized image of Dr. Walsh continued to speak. “Perhaps you don’t believe it yet, but you will start to figure it out. Women are superior to men. We are the superior gender. I’m sure this makes you angry, but you need to stop, take a breath, and think about it. Women face double standards, sexism, and the kind of chauvinism you simply can’t resist. Your brand of toxic masculinity makes you push back against women whenever they ask for something else as simple as a fair opportunity. Maybe you will indulge them from time to time, pretending to give them an equal chance, but you have been built up. You expect respect. You don’t understand what it’s like to be a woman. Consequently, you have misunderstood what we are capable of accomplishing, and what we are doing as we remake society.”

Reflexively, he wanted to say something. Back at the investment bank, Devon had been forced to take dozens of different “diversity” and “sensitivity” training courses. For the most part, this meant sitting at his desk and randomly clicking through these different training courses until someone back in HR could say he had been thoroughly “trained” on the topic. Realistically, he never paid attention. He didn’t try to learn anything. For him and so many of the other bankers, it was just a waste of time, so he had to complete those tasks as quickly as possible so he could get back to his real work.

Devon kept his mouth shut.

“All around us, we can see women pushing forward. Men are getting left behind, aren’t they? Look at the unemployment rates between women and men. Look at the labor participation rates. Even look at something as simple as homeownership. Women are going to college, getting better educated, and they are winning. Perhaps you’re naïve enough to believe that you can thrive while remaining ignorant, but that isn’t how the world works. The world is becoming more complicated. We face threats from misinformation, disinformation, artificial intelligence, climate change, global instability, and so much more. Some boys online might try to hide, insisting they just want to handle manual labor, but that will not be a path to success. Instead, you boys are actually signing up for second class citizenship. You just don’t know it yet. Women are rising. We are taking control of companies, government departments, and so much more. We are winning.”

For a second, Devon needed to say something about how it wasn’t a game or a competition, so her point was fundamentally flawed.

Again, he kept his mouth shut. He stayed quiet. He didn’t want to acknowledge it, but maybe this was another part of his “treatment”.

“If women are taking over while simultaneously being at a disadvantage, what does that mean?”


“Women aren’t taking over,” he itched to say. Despite her previous comments, he simply refused to believe it or accept it. It wasn’t true; it couldn’t be true.

Then again, he was thinking about the advancement women had made. Up until now, he hadn’t really paid any attention. He was a guy, and he felt like he was assured of his success, no matter what. Even if his position at the bank had fallen through, Devon would have been able to rely on his family.

“It means women are stronger. It means women are better. It means women are winning. Say it.”

He wouldn’t!

Devon bit down, and he made that promise to himself. This was a test of his strength, his resolve, his endurance and resilience. He was capable. He was someone who knew how to make his own decisions. He was independent, and he wouldn’t succumb!

The collar zapped him.

Jolts of pain rocketed across his skin lancing out from the electrodes pressed against the sides of his neck. He twitched. He cried out. He was alone in that white room, and there was the video in front of him.

“It means women are stronger. It means women are better. It means women are winning. Say it,” came the repeated command. Devon didn’t know if that was a part of the same recording, or maybe there was some kind of automated system, one that would shift different clips, depending on his responses.

Breathing hard, he glared straight ahead. He wished he could have just turned his face to the side, closed his eyes, and hidden himself from those details, yet he was strapped in this chair, his legs spread, his cock trapped in that toy, and his arms bound over his chest. He couldn’t get up. He couldn’t even move his head!

He had to look. He had to watch. He had to listen. Despite everything he needed to believe, this patient had to absorb his treatment.

Another jolt blasted into him. The electricity darted along his skin. He was confident it had been calibrated and calculated to maximize the pain while minimizing any possibility of actual damage. Dr. Walsh knew what she was doing; she was a wealthy woman who worked for some of the planet’s most elite females. He was sure of those details, if only because his sister had hired her.

Kimberly.

For a moment, he just wanted to grunt. He wanted to growl and snarl. He wanted her to understand that she wasn’t going to get away with this! She wasn’t going to win! He was going to fight back somehow, and he would make her pay for doing this to him!

That thirst for revenge burned at the back of his throat, only then another blast of energy washed over him. That pain raced over his skin.

“I don’t know. I don’t know what you want me to say!” Because of the jolts and his own mind wandering, he forgot what the program had asked for.

Apparently, the system that ran his training routine, was capable of understanding that idea, so the clip repeated itself.

“It means women are stronger. It means women are better. It means women are winning. Say it.”

Devon raged against that reminder. It was almost comforting or reassuring to hear those words again, but he opened his eyes and stared back at the screen. It was wide, filling his entire field of vision. At the same time, he kept thinking about that woman: Dr. Walsh.

He wanted and needed to make her pay for this! He hated the humiliation of knowing that his most sensitive part was trapped in her medical device. He hated knowing that he couldn’t simply get up and walk out. That was the kind of biting helplessness, a rich boy like Devon Dresser had never tasted before.

Another blast hit him and he cried out just like before. At this point, it wouldn’t have been a question of hiding or resisting, but he still wished he could drop his head forward, press his chin to his chest, close his eyes, and hide. Better yet, he fantasized about ripping his way out of the straitjacket, tearing off the straps around his ankles, and smashing his way through the walls. Unfortunately, for him, he wasn’t some super powered warlord, so he had to remain right there.

The women wanted him here, so they strapped him down and he couldn’t get away. Those facts hammered into him, one after another, and there was nothing he could do to stop the truth. But he could tell the program what it expected to hear.

This was a program. He wasn’t even talking to a person.

It wasn’t like it meant anything.

Devon opened his mouth, and the words were right there. He knew what they wanted him to say.

His breathing came faster and he could feel those sounds at the back of his throat. Then he started talking. “It means women are stronger. It means women are better. It means women are winning,” he grunted, jumping from one syllable to the next.

“Good boy. You like to surrender, don’t you? You like to obey.”

Devon had no idea whether or not the system expected a real response from him, but he wasn’t going to give one.

At least, that was what he had believed.

Then again, he braced himself for another jolt of pain, automatically assuming they were going to continue to torment him until they broke him.

He had forgotten what Nurse Lucy told him. He had forgotten that the woman who ran this facility was brilliant, and she worked hard to fill a very specific niche in the market. There were lots of rich women out there who had to contend with disobedient, annoying, defiant, foolish, or aggravating boys. Consequently, they could end up here. They could be taught how to behave. Too many men had too many independent thoughts. But at this facility, those could be massaged away with the right kinds of treatment. Along the way, Dr. Walsh could become fabulously wealthy.

Maybe she wasn’t a billionaire, not yet, but she could get there with the right kinds of alliances and ambition.

The penile stimulator activated. The toy wrapped around his cock began to expand, gliding the soft, slick, and warm rubbery surface along his shaft. With his head still strapped in place, Devon’s eyes widened, and he tried to look down.

More than anything else, he wanted to shove that toy away, especially because…It felt so good! He wanted to be able to slide it off of his shaft, drop it to the floor, and crush it beneath his heel.

Despite those fantasies, Devon couldn’t deny the sensations playing across his skin. This wasn’t as good as a blowjob or sex, but that didn’t matter because those women had toyed with him. The tension morphed into something else. Simultaneously, there were those echoing sensations of having Nurse Lucy touch him and kiss him. He wanted this. He needed it so badly!

He tried to push his hips up, and he wanted to get off, but then the toy relaxed. Those soft, gentle contours pulled away, denying him the friction and pressure he needed. He had felt like he was about to climax, but…

No, the machine wouldn’t give it to him.

He didn’t understand how it could track his bodily responses. Then again, maybe there were sensors in this room or built into his collar. Maybe they could make predictions based off of his pulse, skin temperature, or some other detail. There were cameras on him. Maybe there was something about his facial expression or the dilation of his pupils. Devon wasn’t a scientist or a doctor, and he didn’t care. All he knew for certain was he had to get off!

He needed that orgasm!

The machine denied it to him.

“Please!”

“The patriarchy is fading. The patriarchy is failing,” said the woman on the screen.

Even if he hadn’t been facing that digital version of Dr. Walsh, he saw her again and he opened his mouth, his lips drawing back. He felt like some kind of wild animal. More importantly, he felt like he needed to throw a punch or a kick. He wanted to break something!

He didn’t get that opportunity.

“Say it. Say the patriarchy is failing.”

If he agreed with the system, he would be rewarded. If he argued, he would be punished…

The math should have been simple, but he didn’t want to give up, not again, not right away, not when he already knew what it meant.

Devon pressed his lips together, his heart pounding faster.

She had to do this; she had to try again. Lizzie Dresser stood near the doorway, her hands loosely clasped as she watched Kimberly review something on her tablet. It could’ve been some important report, a vital email from a colleague, or perhaps she was just busy skimming headlines like a normal person.

“Kimberly,” Lizzie said, her voice careful. “Can I go see Devon?” That was the real reason for her visit, and they both knew it.

After those weird feelings a few nights ago, Lizzie knew she needed to check in with Devon. She had to see him. Just as importantly, she needed to know what Dr. Walsh was doing to him.

Kimberly didn’t look up immediately. She finished scrolling, then set the tablet down on the table beside her. “No,” she said simply.

Lizzie’s expression tightened. “You said you’d think about it.”

“I did,” Kimberly replied, her tone even. “And I have.”

Lizzie took a few steps into the room. “That’s not an answer. That’s just shutting me down.” Perhaps Lizzie sounded like a petulant little sister. If so, she didn’t care.

Kimberly finally looked at her. “The doctor said he’s not ready for visitors.”

Lizzie frowned. “When will he be ready?”

“It means his condition is still unstable,” Kimberly said. “It means contact with people from his personal life could interfere with his treatment.” She puffed out her cheeks and exhaled. “Look, I know this is hard, but…”

It wasn’t fair, but Kimberly didn’t know about Lizzie’s other concerns and doubts. “I get that, but I need to see him.”

“He’s not ready.”

“He’s not some abstract case,” Lizzie said, her voice rising slightly. “He’s my brother.” That last word felt strange on her tongue. She was adopted. There was no blood relation between them. So what did that mean?

How did that change things?

How did that change how she could feel about him?

“And that’s exactly why it’s a problem,” Kimberly replied. “He trusts you. That makes you a variable they can’t control.” She reached up and massaged the bridge of her nose. “Look, I get it. You’re worried. But right now, we need to make sure he gets the treatment he needs and deserves.”

Lizzie stared at her. “Control. Is that what this is about?”

“Yes and no. This is about recovery,” Kimberly replied, her tone tightening and sharpening just a fraction. “You can call it whatever you want, but the goal is the same.”

Lizzie shook her head. “You’re just repeating what they told you.”

“I’m listening to professionals who understand what he needs,” Kimberly said. “Dr. Walsh is brilliant. She knows how to break men like Devon.”

“Break him,” Lizzie repeated. She wasn’t sure how she felt about that word, especially because she thought of the men who’d gone through Blackthorne, been treated, been trained, and she should’ve felt worse, but she didn’t. On the contrary…

…Fuck. Lizzie still didn’t know how to sort through the storm inside her head.

Silence hung between them for a moment, heavy and uncomfortable. Lizzie took a breath, trying to steady herself. “Did he ask about me?”

Kimberly hesitated, then answered. “That’s not relevant.”

“It is to me,” Lizzie said quietly.

Kimberly’s gaze didn’t soften. “What’s relevant is that he’s getting the help he needs.”

The younger woman glanced down briefly, then back up. “What if he doesn’t need this kind of help? What…what if we’re wrong?”

Kimberly did not respond to that directly. “The answer’s still no.”

Lizzie’s shoulders tensed. “You can’t keep me away from him forever.”

“I’m not trying to,” Kimberly said. “I’m making sure that when you do see him, it doesn’t set him back.”

Lizzie let out a quiet, frustrated breath. “You keep saying that like it makes this okay.”

Another silence settled, heavier this time. Lizzie finally nodded once, though it was clear she couldn’t agree. “Fine,” she said softly. “But I’m not going to stop asking.”

Kimberly picked up her tablet again, her voice calm and final. “That won’t change the answer.”

Lizzie lingered for a second longer, then turned and walked out of the room, the sound of her footsteps fading as Kimberly remained seated, composed and unmoved.

“Say it. Say the patriarchy is failing,” the system had commanded.

Devon’s eyes darted up to the left, then the right, and back down toward the floor. He couldn’t move his head, and he couldn’t escape his straitjacket, but he had to wonder whether or not anyone was watching him at that point. Maybe Dr. Walsh, her nurses, and even some of the orderlies could be in a control room somewhere, studying him. Or maybe there were lots of screens in that control room, and there were different men on each one.

Devon shivered, even as he wondered how many patients were at this facility. When he had been walking down the hall, he had seen a few of them. They had all been male, of course.

This place wasn’t a hospital.

It was a training center.

He didn’t care.

“You’re not going to break me,” he said, despite the fact that he had already cooperated once.

Another zap of electricity sizzled across his skin. The volts ripped down between his nerves.

“Increasing shock level,” came a different voice. This one sounded entirely automated, like it had been generated only by a computer.

At first, Devon told himself he didn’t know what that meant, but the idea was too simple. Yeah, he understood. Worse, he didn’t know if he would be able to tolerate it.

Because he was a boy, and because he thought this was brave, he jerked against the straps on his ankles. He tried to kick out even as he raged at the screen in front of him like that was a real person who could actually understand or care about his defiance. “I’m not going to break, and I don’t care what you do to me! You’re never going to win! You’re never going to get away with this! I’m going to get out of here, and I’m going to break this entire place! I’m going to rip it apart, brick by brick with my bare hands!”

Surprisingly, the system allowed him to make his way through that rant. But then he was done and breathing hard, his shoulders rising and falling as he stared straight ahead. “That was the wrong answer,” said the digital version of Dr. Walsh on the screen.

One blast of electricity slammed into his body. It tore along his nerves. Another hit him just a second later. Before he could recover, a third jolt rushed through him. Every snap of electricity felt instant, but the pain rushed down his senses, overwhelming him, even though he twitched and struggled.

“Say it,” said the digital recreation. “Say the patriarchy is failing.”

This time, he spoke without thinking. He was almost breathless despite the fact that he had not moved. “The patriarchy is failing.”

“Boys are failing.”

“Boys are failing.”

“Things are better when women are in charge. Things are better because women are the superior sex.”

“Things are better when women are in charge. Things are better because women are the superior sex,” he said, repeating those words, one after another. They tumbled out of his mouth, and he wished he could take them back, but he was disoriented by those bursts of pain.

This was a different kind of exhaustion, like they had stripped something away from him.

“That’s right,” she said. “You want to be a good boy. You want to be a good boy who gets treats.”

Devon tried to brace himself for the rush of sensation, but the toy activated, and it felt so much more intense than anything he could’ve anticipated. Before, he braced himself, thinking the arousal would just be some kind of afterthought.

It wasn’t.

Hot desperation shot through his frame. He could feel it there between his legs, down his thighs, all the way to the tips of his toes. That longing rushed up his chest, down his shoulders, and seemed to spark at his fingertips. He wanted to raise his head and close his eyes.

“It’s best when you obey. You want to be a good boy. You want to be an obedient boy. Obedience feels good. This is obedience. Even if you’re locked up and don’t get to experience an orgasm or an erection, obedience is the best feeling. You should serve. When you see a woman, you should think about how she is better than you and how you should serve her. What can you do for her? How can you please her?”

They were trying to brainwash him. They were trying to break him.

…It was working.

Even as that errant thought skipped across his mind, Devon decided he didn’t care because he couldn’t take another blast of pain.

“Is it best when you obey?”

“Yes,” he said.

They shocked him again!

The snap of electricity darted across his body, starting there at his neck, but instantly flashing along every other inch of skin. He cried out, almost shouting.

“Is it best when you obey?”

He had said the right answer before. For a few seconds, Devon genuinely didn’t understand what the system expected from him. Was it a glitch? Was it some kind of error?

“Yes,” he exhaled, unwilling to endure another dose of punishment. “It’s better when I obey.” At that point, Devon shut his eyes and waited. He almost expected to endure another blast of electricity.

“Are boys happier when they are obedient?”

“No,” he yearned to say. “Absolutely not.” Still, he wasn’t that brave. Maybe some other guy would have been able to take more. Then again, there were probably lots of men out in the world who would have felt that first bite of electricity and quickly given in. Maybe they would have tried to justify it, thinking that they were only doing this to trick the system. Meanwhile, they would maintain their independence and freedom.

Devon couldn’t lie to himself, not like that. He knew what he was giving up even as he swallowed and surrendered.

“Boys are happier when they’re obedient,” he said.

“And you want to be happy, don’t you? If you want to be happy, what should you be?”

“If I want to be happy, I should be obedient.” As Devon spoke, the penile stimulator played with him. That rubberized vibrator slid along his shaft, gently teasing him and working him up.

His heart pounded faster. The excitement roared through his body, rushing across his skin. Eager need and longing anticipation hammered into him!

It felt right. It felt so good!

He thought he was about to climax!

The system let him have it.

He couldn’t believe it, but there were those undulating vibrations, and the lubricated toy squeezed, massaging him again and again until he completely lost control, and he came! He came so hard!

His eyes went wide, and he was thoroughly drained.

“Say thank you.”

Lizzie made a couple of calls. She wasn’t like her adopted brother or sister. Sometimes, she wondered if that was why she had made these decisions. As an adolescent, however, she had decided she didn’t want to torture herself with those hypothetical scenarios.

She was the kind of woman she wanted to be. Even if she was the youngest of three, she wasn’t going to second-guess everything she did or said. The adoption had been a big part of her life, and she understood that it would always make her different, but it wasn’t going to change her on any fundamental level.

So why did she do everything she did?

She wanted to make the world a better place.

Back in elementary school and middle school and high school and college, she had encountered lots of rich kids. There were those girls and boys who got whatever they wanted.

They had been spoiled. They had been aggressive and angry, determined to have everything. At the same time, Lizzie had been aware that she wasn’t like them because she could look out at the world, and she understood that there were problems.

Their teachers had frequently talked about the different issues: economic, uncertainty, global hunger, climate change, deforestation, and dozens of other issues.

The world had problems, and they had money, so they were supposed to make the world a better place. Maybe it was childish, but she saw that comic book movie, and she actually listened when the superhero said, “With great power comes great responsibility.”

Well, she had money. Maybe she couldn’t jump between buildings or whatever, but she understood that money meant power. It meant time and effort for so many different people. And if people worked together, they could make things better.

When she had made those points to some of her classmates, they had laughed. As far as they were concerned, they didn’t have any kind of obligation to other people. They didn’t have any kind of responsibility. If anything, they thought their only mission had to be to accumulate even more. That was what their parents said, either with their words or their deeds.

But Lizzie didn’t mind being the outsider.

Occasionally, she met other idealists, but she still somehow felt alone.

And yet, there was one person who listened to her. Maybe he didn’t really believe her, but he genuinely supported her.

Devon.

Her older brother had been there for her. Over the course of her life, she had different friends, but there had always been her older brother. Maybe they weren’t related by blood, but she knew she could trust him.

So now she was in her bed, and she was rolling over from side to side as she tried to figure out what she could do. Part of her wanted to get him out of there.

The Blackthorne Medical Facility?

That place was supposed to be twisted, right? Actually, it was only supposed to be a myth. It was the kind of urban legend that girls like Lizzie and Kimberly would talk about at their sleepovers. Like her older sister, Lizzie had done it. She had laughed with the other girls as they drank Diet Pepsi and ate way too much candy.

And they had whispered about what could happen there. Then they had burst out into those little rounds of giggles as the girls considered the different possibilities.

They were all privileged, all wealthy. They all had access to a lot of money, but those girls still had to deal with some of those most annoying problems. They understood sexism, chauvinism, misogyny, and systemic inequality. Their tutors had talked about the unfair treatment women had endured over the course of American history. She knew about how her grandmother had been denied a credit card on the basis that she was a woman. She knew that women hadn’t been allowed to own their own property for more than a century under basic American law. Not only that, she recognized the unspoken assumptions. Her tutors and teachers talked about how there were these double standards. Later on, Lizzie had done an internship as a part of one of her graduation requirements, and her mentor had talked about the unfair expectations a lot of the men had. If there was going to be a party at work, she would be expected to take care of it. If there was some kind of emotional issue, she would be expected to take care of it again.

As Lizzie contemplated all of that, she considered her brother. At first, she told herself he wouldn’t need to worry about those kinds of problems because he was a good guy.

He was sweet, and he cared about her, and he took care of her. She knew that if she ever had a problem, she could go to him, and he would help.

But that didn’t mean he was perfect.

She thought about his little jokes and cracks and how they had annoyed her at different points. She thought about how he had taught her to drive when she hit seventeen. On their first session, she had gotten mad at him because he said something like, “I know this is scary because you’re a girl and because women don’t make very good drivers, but we are going to figure this out.” He had grinned at her. He had only been teasing her, but…

Lizzie shook her head, just as irritated now as she had been when he first made that “joke”.

Later on, she had been taking an introduction to programming class, and she knew her brother had already done it. “Coding? Why would you want to learn how to program? Wouldn’t you prefer something more ladylike? Maybe graphic design?” He had grinned. Of course, it was just a joke, but…

All at once, she smirked to herself, and she decided that he could probably use some time at the Blackthorne Medical Facility. Besides, it probably wasn’t as bad as everyone said. It wasn’t like they were going to brainwash him or something.

They were brainwashing him!

Devon swallowed even as he stared back at the screen, and he knew the words were right there at the edge of his lips, and he could’ve spoken them. They were just a pair of syllables, and they weren’t supposed to be a big deal.

Back at the office, Devon had lied to his colleagues constantly. That was a part of success in corporate America. He would lie routinely. How was he doing? He was fine. What did he think of the report? Jason did a great job. What did he think of his manager‘s idea? It sounded like a brilliant strategy.

Of course, there were ways for employees like him to make his true feelings known, but there was always that superficiality, which required lie after lie, day after day.

It should have been easy to just say those words.

Her command still echoed inside of his head. “Say thank you.”

He wasn’t going to do it.

He stared straight ahead.

He understood that this was silly, especially since she wasn’t a real person. She was just a programmed digital avatar. That wasn’t really Dr. Walsh (then again, the physician was probably going to watch this recording as she studied him to determine how much progress he had made).

“I’m not going to say it,” he promised. “I’m never going to say something like that. I’m not going to say thank you because I’m going to fight you. I’m going to fight you, and I’m going to fucking win!” He roared out those words, one after another. And when he was done, this huge smile curved along his lips because he knew he had defied her.

For one or two or three full seconds, he wondered if he had miraculously broken the program. Perhaps it didn’t have a contingency for something like this. Maybe he was just so much stronger than all of the other men, which meant he had been able to hold out, and now the system didn’t know what to do with him.

Devon lost himself to those fantasies for the next few seconds.

But then it began.

There was one snap of electricity. It shot across his skin. It was tight and focused and painful, but then it was done, and he thought this was his chance to finally say it. He had to fight them, so he could not break.

That first jolt came and went.

Then there was another burst of electricity.

Was this one longer? His muscles went rigid as the electricity surged through his frame.

Then it stopped, and he was panting, his eyes damp. He blinked, desperate to make his vision focus again. That was when he saw Dr. Walsh. At least, he saw the digital recreation, and he opened his mouth to speak. He wasn’t even sure what he was supposed to say.

Perhaps he was about to lash out with another promise of defiance. Or maybe he was going to beg for forgiveness. This captive patient genuinely didn’t know what was about to spill out.

Another longer and more intense blast of electricity shot through his body. He shoved down with his wrists, elbows, heels, and butt. He wasn’t sure if he cried out. If so, he couldn’t even hear it, not as that storm of pain consumed him completely. Then it was done, and Dr. Walsh said, “Say thank you.”

“Thank you!”

“Tell us that you are grateful for your treatment. Tell us that you are grateful because you want to be cured. You’re tired of being delusional. You don’t want to be sick. You want to get better. Tell us you want to get better.”

“I, I want to get better. I’m sorry. Thank you. Thank you so much for treating me. I want to be cured!”

“You want to be cured of your delusions, and your toxic masculinity, don’t you?”

“Yes. Yes, I want to be cured!” He spoke automatically. He blinked, looked back at her, saw that screen, and he knew he would do whatever she said. He would repeat the words, so long as it meant he didn’t have to experience that flash of electrified agony again.

“Explain that men are inferior. Justify yourself. Prove it.”

This was a game; it was a test. If he could win, then the prize would be simple: they wouldn’t punish him. But if he could say those words correctly, then maybe…

Devon glanced down between his legs, and he saw the stimulator. He saw that cylinder, and he knew that his shaft was still a prisoner. They had drained him once, but he raised his head, and he looked at the screen, fully aware that there were cameras pointed at him. Maybe Dr. Walsh (the real one) happened to be watching him at that instant. Or maybe there were some nurses or even orderlies in a control room somewhere. He imagined them placing bets on him.

Devon gulped.

“Men are inferior. We’re inferior because we aren’t as smart. We aren’t as good at strategic thinking. We fail when it comes to long-term thinking.” Even as he spoke, he immediately flashed to the corporate world. As a banker, he had routinely watched earning reports. He studied them every three months from a variety of different companies. He listened to the calls from CEOs with analysts, and those guys would go on and on about the future. Like him, they knew how to lie. They would always make things sound good. There was always a turnaround or another reason to believe that infinite growth lay ahead.

Devon kept talking. “Men aren’t as smart as women, so we should be down on our knees.”

Was that what this program expected? Was that what he was supposed to say?

The system didn’t shock him. Frankly, that was the only sign he needed.

“We should be down on our knees, and we should be obedient. We should obey.” Those words felt strange and unusual. He didn’t usually make points like that. When he thought of obedience, he maybe thought of dogs, and that was pretty much it.

Only at that moment, he was a patient and a captive, and this system was training him.

“Say it again. Tell me that men are inferior.”

“Men are inferior,” he said, and that was when the system started to reward him.

The toy between his legs activated, and it squeezed and pulled and sucked on his cock. It didn’t feel like a blow job, not really. It was somehow better and worse. It was fundamentally different, even if the sensations were so similar. It was like having those soft lips glide up and down along his length. The rubber contours pressed down. They were warm and felt perfectly lubricated. The excitement rushed through his body all over again.

Still, there was that other strain because he had recently climaxed. He didn’t know if he was going to be able to do it again.

Then again, it didn’t matter because the doctor knew what she was doing when she designed this system. Whether he liked it or not, he was at her mercy. If she decided it was time for him to climax again, then he would.

“Who should you listen to?”

“Women! I need to listen and obey women!” Even as he called out his answers, Devon could feel it: the burning shame. His cheeks were probably red, and he told himself that it had to just be the arousal. The fluttering heat danced from his hairline down to his cheeks and along his neck.

“If you disagree with a woman, what does that mean?”

“It means I’m wrong!”

Objectively, Devon understood that was false. Even if he acknowledged the notion that women, in aggregate, were smarter than men, there would still be exceptions. Women were still people; they were human, and they could make mistakes. Maybe some woman would go a little too fast or take on a few too many cognitive demands. Maybe she would push herself, and Devon would be there, and he would notice something she didn’t because he had a better or different perspective. None of that mattered.

As a boy, he had to assume that he would be wrong. He didn’t get to question the women around him.

“If you’re wrong, what should you do?”

“I don’t know!”

The stimulator stopped.

Devon gulped and grimaced as the desire pumped through him. He hated that sting of disappointment. There was the bite of longing, especially because he couldn’t do anything. Reflexively, he tried to jerk his hips up. Just like before, the toy relaxed, making it impossible for him to actually grind his way to another orgasm. He wouldn’t get that climax unless the automated system decided he deserved it (or needed it). His opinion didn’t matter. His perspective was irrelevant. No one was asking him what should happen to his body or his arousal. He didn’t get to decide when or if he deserved satisfaction.

Only a woman (or a system programmed by a woman) could make that choice.

Electricity snapped through his body again. There was that quick flash.

Objectively, Devon told himself that it wasn’t that bad. It wasn’t like that last dose of punishment. Even so, he still cried out. Not only that, he felt like his strength had been stripped away. He was raw, vulnerable, and sensitive.

“If you’re wrong, you should smile and nod and agree with the women around you. When a woman speaks, what should you do?”

This was exhausting, especially because Dr. Walsh had expected him to think about his answers while he endured this treatment.

“I don’t know!” Devon called out, yet he already understood at the deepest levels of his psyche that this answer wasn’t acceptable and if he didn’t add something else, he was going to be in trouble. He couldn’t take the pain. He couldn’t take that vicious reinforcement.

Then his mouth moved, and he was talking without thinking. “When a woman speaks, I should shut my mouth and listen! I should smile and listen because she’s smarter than me!”

“Smile as I lecture you right now,” said the woman on the screen in front of him.

Smile?

Instantly, there was that flash of anger. He quickly suppressed it. He buried it underneath those layers of dread, especially because the collar was still there, locked around his neck, and those electrodes pressed against his skin.

They were a perfect and perpetual reminder of what the system could do to him if he disobeyed.

Devon forced the corners of his mouth to rise.

“Devon, that’s very good. You have a very handsome smile.”

…A very handsome smile…

The phrase dug down into him. And made him want to clench his fingers and throw his fists against one of the walls.

Of course, he couldn’t. Instead, he kept smiling.

At the very least, Devon did his best to look snide or angry, or sarcastic. But of course, the program in front of him didn’t care about that. As he endured his treatment, he stopped smiling, right when the stimulator activated, and there were those undulating, squeezing, sucking sensations that played along his cock. It felt so good!

Like so many guys, he had fantasized about different versions of sex. In almost all of those images, he was on top or at least in control.

He loved to think about some girl on her back or down on her hands and knees. He could hold onto her hair, pulling as he shoved into her, thrusting hard and fast. It could be rough as he made her moan. Or she would be on her back, and he would have his hands on her wrists, trapping her and reminding her that he was in control. There was also that other silly fantasy. It felt almost adolescent, but he sometimes loved to think of himself on his couch, his pants pulled down, a girl between his legs, sucking his cock as he played some video game. He could hold the controller, and she would be worshiping him, and it would just be another demonstration of his power and authority.

But now, that toy was working on him. That piece of equipment stimulated him.

“Just say it again and again.”

He knew what the system intended. Maybe it wasn’t specific. It didn’t need to be.

“I’m a man, and that makes me inferior!”

“Boy,” the program commanded.

“I’m a boy, and that makes me inferior!”

Immediately, he didn’t know what else he was supposed to say. That meant…

Devon sucked in another breath and surrendered another piece of his dignity. “I’m a boy, and that makes me inferior. I’m a boy, and that makes me inferior. I’m a boy, and that makes me inferior!”

As he spoke, the stimulator continued to work, kindling his arousal, pumping those desires directly into his body. He could feel them sing along his bloodstream as the desperation grew more intense with every moment.

Frustration bit into him as he squirmed, pulling with his legs and shoving with his arms, but he still couldn’t break free! Worse, that automatic mantra continued to jump from his mouth. “I’m a boy, and that makes me inferior! I’m a boy, and that makes me inferior!”

Boy. Inferior. Those were the keywords. They pushed into him. They felt like a needle that injected something straight into his psyche.

At some point, his voice started to strain, but his lips kept sputtering those words, and the cameras recorded the data, so the stimulator continued to operate, pushing him. Then it slowed and stopped. He kept talking. He still made that same point from before. “I’m a boy, and that makes me inferior!”

He wasn’t as smart as them.

He thought of Kimberly and how she had outplayed him.

He thought of Lizzie and how she had decided to focus on the long-term. She wanted to make the world a better place because she thought ahead. She understood that those social issues could stabilize the whole of society. She wasn’t naïve; she was practical just on a very long-term time scale.

A society could drive off a cliff very, very slowly. It made him think of those different financial crises or even that old quote. “How did I go bankrupt? First, very slowly. Then very fast.” The world was so big and complicated, but she saw those issues, and she was working to make things better.

She really was smarter than him. He was a boy, and that made him inferior.

His mouth kept moving, and he kept speaking, and now the stimulator was going even faster! The excitement rushed through his body, and he would have raised his head, but he couldn’t. Instead, he was still looking at that image of Dr. Walsh.

Then the next orgasm rushed across his body. His shaft throbbed, and the toy drained him.

It only lasted for a few seconds, but it felt so good.

Even so, Devon didn’t lose himself. He didn’t forget about the words he said, or what they meant. Most of all, he didn’t throw himself into some other fantasy. Instead, there was just this one reality and his own inferiority, the weakness of his sex, and his need to obey.

As a boy, he was inferior. As a boy, he had to do as he was told. That was how it was supposed to work.

The door opened, and he had his eyes closed, but he didn’t say anything to Nurse Lucy, not even when he heard the pop of the syringe. Then she injected him, and everything faded away.

Kimberly Dresser sat across from Dr. Mariah Walsh in a quiet office inside Blackthorne Medical Center. The room was minimalist and controlled with pale walls, a single window, and a neatly organized desk that seemed almost untouched. Dr. Walsh reviewed a tablet for a moment before looking up. “I’m happy to report your brother is responding to treatment.”

Kimberly remained still, her expression tight and composed. “What does that mean in practical terms?” Even as she spoke, she stayed professional, yet she was thinking of Devon. Just as importantly, she kept thinking about Lizzie’s worried expression.

“It means the mental reconditioning is working,” Dr. Walsh said. “He is beginning to show signs of compliance. His resistance has decreased. He is more receptive to correction.”

Kimberly nodded once. “And his diagnosis?”

“It’s what we initially discussed,” Dr. Walsh replied. “He demonstrated delusional patterns reinforced by entrenched behavioral attitudes. There is also evidence of defensive hostility when those beliefs are challenged. But we’re working on those.”

Kimberly leaned back slightly. “And his prognosis?”

Dr. Walsh folded her hands. “If treatment continues at its current pace, I would expect measurable improvement. However, full stabilization will take time. These patterns do not dissolve quickly.”

“When you’re done, what will he be like?”

“Are you sure you want to hear this again?”

“Yes,” Kimberly said, inclining her chin.

“We’ll train him. When we’re done, you’ll be able to keep him or sell him or hand him off. Have you considered what you’d do with Devon Dresser once he’s ready to be enslaved?”

The doctor made this sound so normal and natural. Kimberly had to exhale because she didn’t have an answer. When she spoke, she made a different point altogether. “His sister asked if she could visit him.”

Dr. Walsh’s expression didn’t change, but her tone became more deliberate. “That would not be advisable.”

“Why not?” Kimberly asked.

“He is still in a transitional phase,” Dr. Walsh said. “External contact, especially from someone he trusts, could reinforce his previous narrative and personality flaws. It could undo some of the progress we’ve made, especially if she decides to encourage some of his bad behaviors. I need not remind you that much of the patriarchy is supported by misguided women.”

Kimberly’s gaze sharpened slightly. “What if we’re careful?”

“At this stage, isolation supports the treatment process.”

Kimberly was quiet for a moment. “She is persistent.”

“They often are,” Dr. Walsh said. “That doesn’t make it less dangerous.”

Kimberly tapped her finger lightly against the arm of her chair, then looked back at the doctor. “Is there a way to move things forward faster?”

Dr. Walsh held her gaze. “There are methods to accelerate the process. They are more intensive. They require a higher level of intervention: more drugs, sharper punishments, that sort of thing.”

“And the risks?” Kimberly asked.

“Increased discomfort,” Dr. Walsh said. “Greater psychological strain in the short term.”

Greater psychological strain…those three words seemed to carry a lot of weight, but Kimberly didn’t mind. “Do it,” she said.

Dr. Walsh gave a small, measured nod. “Very well. I will adjust his treatment plan accordingly.”

Kimberly stood, smoothing out her sleeve. “Keep me informed.”

“Of course,” Dr. Walsh said.

Devon soon lost track of time.

When they had first taken him in, he had tried to hold onto the idea that there was a limited duration for his days at this facility.

Then one of the orderlies came in, and he saw her, and he glared at her. He couldn’t help it.

Devon was thinking about those other words. It felt like that phrase had been branded on the meat of his brain: he was a boy, and that made him inferior.

Even if he thought he would never forget those words or what they meant, he didn’t believe them.

They had drugged him. They had exhausted him. They had utilized all of these different techniques he had vaguely considered in different movies or TV shows or whatever.

Ultimately, however, he was still the same man. He still retained his own ambitions and he didn’t care what they had forced him to say.

Most of all, Devon did his best to ignore that other possibility: what if the program wasn’t designed to break him instantly. Rather, what if they were sculpting him? What if they were shaping him? He thought of broken bones and casts, and how limbs could be set and forced into one particular position as they healed.

Maybe they were doing something like that to him…?

No, he silently answered each time. They were trying to work on him, and they were attempting to break him, but it wasn’t going to work!

Still, he was a captive here, but for how long?

They couldn’t keep him forever…

Kimberly might have betrayed him, but his mother and his little sister would want him out! He had allies beyond the walls of this facility.

“How long?” Devon had demanded of the orderly.” How long do I have to be here?”

“You have to be here for as long as the doctor thinks it is necessary.”

“That’s bullshit,” he had answered.

“No, and you shouldn’t use that kind of language, especially when you are addressing a woman,” said the orderly.

Devon looked at her, squinting for a moment like he couldn’t believe this.

“What do you make? Minimum wage?”

The orderly had exhaled slowly, and then she did something he hadn’t expected. Strapped down in his hospital bed, he had assumed she would just talk to him, maybe get annoyed, and leave. That was what was supposed to happen. That was how it was supposed to work.

“You definitely need another dose,” she said.

He glared back at her.

Thinking the orderly was an easy target, he stared, and he waited for her to laugh or too uneasily step aside because she had to understand that she wasn’t important enough to do anything. She wasn’t the doctor, and she wasn’t a nurse, and she was just a woman. It didn’t matter if she was bigger or even stronger than him.

Then she released the straps on his ankles.

Devon wished this had been some kind of brilliant strategy on his part, but he already knew he wouldn’t be able to get away.

The orderly yanked him out of his bed, and she shoved him up against the wall.

Even though it should have been obvious, Devon still called out, “What, what are you doing?” He hated that nervous stutter in his voice, but he couldn’t take it back, and then she reached down. She squeezed his bare ass as she kept him right there, pinned. She had one hand on the back of his neck. His cheek was pressed against the wall, and now she said, “you’re just a boy. That makes you inferior. Remember?”

She knew about the programming…

Of course, she was going to know about it. She worked here. She probably hung out in the break room with the nurses, and they laughed at the patients like him who had to endure that prescription.

“You’re going to apologize, Devon. You’re going to acknowledge that you might have more money than me, but I’m a woman, so that still makes me your superior.”

Despite the fear trembling somewhere behind his rib cage, Devon still managed to call out, “Never!”

For a few seconds, he was proud of himself, but then she smacked his ass. Her hand flew down, striking his right butt cheek, then his left. She bounced back back-and-forth, delivering that unyielding punishment. Hot stinging raced across his skin as she made him buck and pull and twist, but she still had her hand on the base of his neck. She kept him trapped right there. Clearly, the orderly had done this kind of work on many different occasions. She knew how to punish him. She knew how to discipline him!

“I’m sorry! I’m sorry!”

“Not good enough,” she said, slapping his ass five more times. She delivered three blows to the right side of his butt, then two more to his left.

By the time she paused, giving him the chance to speak again, his backside glowed a bright shade of red, and that heat coursed through his body.

“I’m sorry. You’re right! I might be rich or whatever, but you are a woman, and that makes you my superior!”

That was when she leaned forward and she whispered something to him.

“How much longer do you think you’re going to be rich?”

Devon wanted to speak again, but he didn’t feel like he had permission. (Intellectually, he didn’t think he was going to need permission, yet this woman was still right there, and he didn’t dare say something that could risk another spanking.

Instead, he stayed quiet.

She dragged him back to the bed, dropped him down, and left him to consider his fate.

It was only as the orderly left that she told him, “Remember, every woman here is authorized to punish you. Every woman here is on the same team. We work together to make sure you get better.”

For the city’s wealthiest citizens, the Blackthorne Medical Facility was something of a mystery. The adults knew about it. The men feared it even as they pretended it didn’t exist. The women wondered about what could happen there.

Very few individuals knew the actual history.

The Blackthorne Medical Facility began in the 1840s as a private asylum on the outskirts of an industrial township long before the city expanded to surround it. Its founder, Dr. Edwin Blackthorne, was a physician shaped as much by the social anxieties of his era as by any formal medical training. He believed that society functioned best when rigid hierarchies were preserved, and he saw challenges to those hierarchies as signs of disorder…especially when it came to what he described as the “beautifully delicate sex”. By that, he meant women.

In particular, he viewed women who advocated for suffrage, property rights, or broader social equality as exhibiting what he described as “agitated delusion.” In his writings, which circulated among a small but influential circle of like minded practitioners, he argued that such women were not rational actors. They weren’t like men. They couldn’t think clearly or capably. At their best, they would be docile and obliged to get married. To him, they were little more than living incubators who needed to be shaped appropriately. Those who had failed to learn their lessons were ready to become patients in need of correction.

Under his direction, the original Blackthorne Asylum accepted women brought in by husbands, fathers, and even court judges who were eager to resolve social conflict under the guise of medical intervention. The treatments employed were harsh, invasive, and absurdly arbitrary. Patients were subjected to prolonged isolation, physical restraints, and so called “calming therapies” that ranged from forced sedation to hydrotherapy sessions. Compliance was rewarded with marginally better conditions, while resistance was documented as proof of deeper instability. Records from the period, though incomplete, suggested that many patients were held indefinitely with little opportunity for appeal or release.

A girl could only be set free if she was willing to admit she was sick. And if she admitted to being sick, then she obviously needed treatment.

That twisted logic helped Dr. Blackthorne become a very rich man.

By the late nineteenth century, broader shifts in medical ethics and public awareness began to challenge institutions like Blackthorne. Reformers criticized the lack of oversight in private asylums and exposed cases of abuse and wrongful confinement. Blackthorne itself came under scrutiny after a series of investigative reports revealed the extent of its practices. Though the facility didn’t close, it was forced to adapt. Ownership passed from the Blackthorne family to a consortium of physicians who sought to modernize its reputation. They introduced more standardized diagnostic criteria and reduced the use of overtly punitive treatments, though many underlying assumptions about patient control remained intact.

The early twentieth century marked a transitional phase. Advances in psychiatry brought new methods, some of which were later discredited but were at the time considered progressive. In particular, the doctors were willing to acknowledge that some women were capable of making their own decisions!

At least, this could hold true some of the time.

This new and reformed Blackthorne Psychiatric Hospital incorporated talk therapy, dream exploration, and eventually pharmacological interventions as they became available. The language of care began to replace the language of correction. However, the changes to the institutional culture lagged behind official policy. Former patients and staff accounts from this era described a system that still prioritized compliance and order over genuine understanding.

The doctors who worked here expected their patients to obey.

Ownership changed hands several times throughout the mid twentieth century. A nonprofit organization acquired the facility in the 1940s, rebranding it as Blackthorne Medical Center and emphasizing its role as a treatment institution rather than an asylum. This period saw increased regulation, including state inspections and formalized patient rights. The use of restraints declined, and the facility invested in training programs for staff. By the 1970s, Blackthorne had established partnerships with universities and began to position itself as a center for psychiatric research and education.

Despite these reforms, the institution’s history continued to shape its identity. Critics argued that its legacy of control and coercion had not been fully addressed. Periodic controversies emerged, often centered on questions of involuntary commitment and the balance between patient autonomy and institutional authority. For academicians, these debates seemed natural. Each new administration promised greater transparency and patient centered care with varying degrees of success.

In the early twenty-first century, Blackthorne operated as a mid-sized private psychiatric hospital with a mixed reputation. It offered a range of services, from short term crisis stabilization to longer term residential programs. Its facilities were modernized, and its staff included licensed psychiatrists, psychologists, and specialized nurses. Officially, it adhered to contemporary standards of care, including informed consent and regular review of treatment plans. Unofficially, some observers noted that its approach still leaned toward structured behavioral modification, particularly in its more intensive programs.

A significant turning point came five years ago, when the facility was purchased by Dr. Mariah Walsh, a psychiatrist with a controversial but well funded practice. Dr. Walsh had built her career on the idea that certain patterns of behavior, particularly those associated with aggression, entitlement, and rigid identity roles could be systematically unlearned through controlled therapeutic environments. Her published work framed these patterns as socially reinforced rather than biologically fixed, but her critics argued that her methods blurred the line between therapy and cruel coercion.

She didn’t mind.

She had her clients.

More than that, Dr. Walsh was wise enough to focus on her true audience: her patients’ families. Men would be brought here, sometimes willingly, sometimes not. They paid her, so she didn’t need to worry about what a researcher at some distant university might’ve said.

After acquiring Blackthorne, Dr. Walsh initiated a sweeping reorganization. She restructured treatment programs to focus heavily on behavioral conditioning and cognitive correction. She introduced new protocols that emphasized accountability, emotional regulation, and the dismantling of what she described as “maladaptive belief systems.” Under her leadership, the facility began to specialize in correcting men’s bad behaviors.

Dr. Walsh’s philosophy drew both support and criticism. Supporters argued that she was addressing real and harmful patterns that traditional therapy often failed to confront directly. They pointed to measurable outcomes in reduced recidivism among certain patient populations and improvements in reported behavioral stability. Critics, however, raised concerns about consent, especially in cases of involuntary admission, and questioned whether the emphasis on correction risked repeating aspects of the institution’s past under a new framework.

She didn’t care.

She had her money, and she had her patients…Boys like Devon Dresser.

Day by day, he still wondered exactly how long he had spent here and how long he would have to hold out. He still had that hope: there was a clock. Whether he could see it or not, there was a clock, and it was counting down, and Dr. Walsh wouldn’t be able to keep him here permanently. Of that, he was certain. (He was also fairly sure that his family was paying a lot of money to have him held here, which was galling in an entirely different way.)

Part of him wanted to make another demand.

He wanted to go to the doctor, a nurse, or an orderly, put his hands on his hips, raise his head, straighten his back, and wield all of the gravitas he had learned over the course of his career. He understood how to make himself look bigger and more powerful. He could be polite and professional and dangerous all at the same time.

Or at least, those tactics had worked back at the bank.

But now…?

Each morning, he woke up, and he could still feel the confines of the straitjacket.

Of course, they let him out to bathe from time to time, but he still didn’t know how many days had gone by.

Since he didn’t have his phone, access to a clock, or a regular sleeping schedule, there was no way for Devon to pinpoint exactly how much time had gone by.

Then there was that other possibility…

What if they cheated?

What if Dr. Walsh and her associates simply decided that they could lie to him? Perhaps they would go to his mother and sisters and insist that he still needed more time here.

He hated that possibility, but he didn’t know how to banish it.

“It’s time for you to go to sleep,” the orderly said at the end of another encounter. On this particular day, he had behaved himself, which mostly meant just staying quiet. Not getting spanked or punished certainly felt like a victory, yet Devon still had to accept the reality that he was cooperating.

That was a different kind of surrender. That was a different kind of loss.

“No,” he told her. This had become something of a routine, but he didn’t care. “I’m not tired, and you’re not going to drug me again!”

The words were futile. More than that, they were pathetic and absurd. Worst of all, he knew it.

After all, he had gotten into this argument with her before, and he knew she could just pull out the syringe, reveal the tip of her needle, and press it against the side of his neck before she injected him.

If the doctor had decided this boy needed medicine to sleep, then they could do it, and there was no way for him to stop her orderly.

Devon didn’t care. He glared at her. Even if he knew he might earn another spanking, he didn’t care! He could handle it! (Devon should have known that was a dumb idea, especially because that woman could make it sting. She could bring her hand down hard, smacking his ass and making him cry out before he begged for the chance to behave himself.)

“That’s fine,” she said.

“It is?” Devon almost asked. He swallowed down those words as she walked over to his bed, and he almost expected her to lift up the syringe and simply give him the injection.

He couldn’t stop her; they both knew it.

Instead, she reached for his crotch. He was on his back, his arms trapped over his chest in his straitjacket, and there was the chastity device back between his legs. They only took it off for those other sessions. She stroked his balls, and she played with him, gently stimulating him.

Devon told himself that he didn’t care. They had used the stimulator on him, so he was supposed to be satisfied.

And yet…

That tickle of excitement started to kindle somewhere at the pit of his stomach. He could feel it there between his legs, and his shaft twitched against the inner confines of his device. The moisture drained away from his mouth, and he stared at the ceiling, unyielding and refusing to acknowledge that stimulation.

“You’re excited,” the orderly said. “And now, I’m going to give you a special kind of punishment, Devon. Are you ready? Are you ready for your punishment?”

“What are you talking about?”

The orderly stopped. Instead, she pulled out her phone, and she slid her finger across the screen. From there, she started to type in a set of commands.

“Do you know what a geo fence is?”

What was she talking about? What did this have to do with anything?”

“No?”

“A geo fence is a special feature of your collar. Basically, we can restrict your movements based on the position of your collar. For example, you can try to leave this room, but it won’t work because you are only permitted in a certain set of coordinates. We can do this both laterally and vertically. So for example, you’re going to have to keep your neck raised above a certain position or below another spot while also staying within another set of boundaries.”

“Why are you telling me all of this?”

She reached down and freed his feet.

“In about ten seconds, you’re going to get shocked unless you can answer a question for me.”

“What are you talking about?” Devon demanded. He had to ask that question because he genuinely didn’t understand, and he didn’t want to believe anything she said either!

“You’re going to want to get down on your knees, bend your head forward and push your face against the mattress. Don’t worry. You can tilt your head to the side. I wouldn’t want you to suffocate.”

“I’m not going to do that,” he said, if only because he refused to assume that kind of degraded position.

“Time is running out,” she said to him.

Then, miraculously, the door to his hospital room opened.

He glanced up and he saw Dr. Walsh. Right away, the orderly tapped her screen. That told him she wasn’t supposed to do this.

“What’s going on in here?”

“I was just playing a little game with the patient.”

“Are you thinking about using the harness?”

“I am,” said the orderly, her head raised, her chin up and defiant.

The patient had no idea what they were talking about, but that was fine. The medical professionals could figure out what he needed.

Devon realized this might be his best chance. “Dr. Walsh, I’m feeling a lot better, and I think you should let me go!” Those words weren’t planned; he hadn’t really thought about this. But then she turned to him, and he saw that competent look on her face. “Please! Please, you can let me go now! I know I have learned a lot, and I’m much better!”

Devon had been about to say his mantra: he was a boy, which made him inferior. But then he stopped because the doctor raised one finger.

“No,” she said to him. That was it. That was all she said to him. But then she turned back to her orderly. “And yes, you can play with him. Just make sure he gets his dose before you leave. Also, double check the inventory. I want him to get a dose of the special medication when he wakes up.”

“What does that mean?” Devon asked. He didn’t know if those words sounded more like a demand or a plea. Either way, the doctor ignored him.

Neither the orderly nor the doctor answered him. As a patient and as a boy, he wasn’t entitled to any kind of real response. If there was something they wished for him to know, they would tell him. Otherwise, he didn’t get to argue.

If he made too much noise, they would gag him. Devon understood the realities of his situation as he glowered and hoped for some kind of response.

The orderly finally turned back to him. “Hear that? I get to play with you.” Her eyes sparkled with delight. The doctor left, closing and locking the door behind her.

Devon raised his head. “You know, I was serious before. When I offered to bribe you, I meant it. I have access to a lot of money.”

“You have a lot of money for now,” the orderly told him. “How long do you think that’s going to last?”

“What are you talking about?” He hated asking that question again and again, yet so many things kept happening, and he couldn’t argue or fight. More importantly, they didn’t have to explain anything.

“I’m talking about your accounts. I’m talking about your assets. You are a patient. You are a boy. Can you really be trusted with money? How long do you think it’s going to be before the women in your life answer that question and come up with the only possible answer?”

The only possible answer…

Devon had to try again. “What are you saying?”

The nurse sat back down, and she reached between his legs. She brushed her fingers along his balls. He closed his eyes for a moment as the sensations overwhelmed him.

By this point, he had been exposed to the operant conditioning on several different occasions. They made him talk. They toyed with him. If he gave the wrong answers, they shocked him. When he gave the right answers, they aroused him or even forced him to climax.

Despite those rushes of pleasure, this pretty nurse was seated above him, and she was taller and stronger, but she was still beautiful. Not only that, she was probably strong enough to wrestle him to the floor and force him into his straitjacket, but she still knew how to touch him; she could glide her fingers along his sensitive flesh, making him squirm and wiggle there in his hospital bed.

At first, he did his best not to react at all; he didn’t wish to give this woman the satisfaction of seeing him respond.

Despite his best efforts, he failed.

He squirmed just as she had known he would. He wiggled and pulled and tugged against his restraints, yet he was still stuck, and there was nothing he could do to break free!

“Smile for me, Devon.”

“Why? Why do you care if I smile?”

“Because you have a handsome smile, and all of the women here want to be sure that you are enjoying your treatment.”

“But I’m not!”

“That’s your stubbornness talking. That’s your delusion speaking. You love being here. You’re grateful. You love, knowing that you have strong women who can put you in your place and cure you.”

“That’s not true!”

He almost expected a zap from his collar. Instead, the nurse slid her fingers along his balls, then up toward the underside of his scrotum. She massaged him, and his eyes widened.

At this moment, he found himself down on his knees with his face pressed against the mattress. She had freed him, and she had allowed him to move, and he hated every second of this, but it didn’t matter because he understood that if he got up or squirmed too far in either direction, the collar would detect his movements and punish him for them.

Even so, his cock still twitched.

He hated how that fear, anger, and arousal could mix together.

As a man, he was supposed to get aroused, which would make him feel powerful. He was supposed to feel the full length of his cock as he got ready to hammer down into some pretty girl.

The nurse kept playing with him. Then she reached up, and she brushed her fingers along his opening. She was stroking his butt, gliding her fingers right there.

“What, what are you doing?”

“Do you remember how Dr. Walsh said that I could put on the harness?”

The orderly grinned. She dipped her head down, and she said in a low voice, “that means I get to fuck you. I get to put on a harness with a dildo and ram into you, boy. I get to make you feel like a good obedient slave who will do anything his owner wants. But don’t worry. I’m going to give you a chance to get out of this. You think you’re smart, right? Then you should be able to answer one question.”

“What? What question?” Devon asked, even as he struggled to summon every detail he knew. It was silly, of course, but he flashed back to school and college and his work life.

Then she asked, “What is my name? You heard it before when you were first admitted to this facility.”

Instantly, Devon itched to argue with her and to tell her that this wasn’t true. He had never heard her name.

Or had he?

Realistically, Devon couldn’t know one way or the other since he didn’t really care. Unlike some rich guys, Devon had never gone out of his way to be especially cruel to the staff who served him wherever he went, but he didn’t pay special attention to them either. He was never trying to be their friends, nor did he wish to pretend they were equals. Instead, they were people, and they had a job, and they would perform adequately or not. That was about it.

Obviously, they had names, but he didn’t care. He wasn’t looking to make friends, so he wasn’t going to pay attention.

“What? What is it, Devon? Go on. Tell me you were paying attention. Tell me you’re smart enough to remember.”

Her patient scrambled to think of her name. Simultaneously, he faced a different reality. Different orderlies had worked on him.

“I will even give you a clue,” she said. “It starts with a J.”

Jennifer? Jasmine? Jessica? Janine? Julia? Juliet? The different possibilities flashed behind his eyes. He shivered there without turning to look back at her. He stayed in that humiliated spot even as she massaged his balls with one hand, while gliding her other palm along his backside. Occasionally, she brushed her fingers along his opening, making him wonder whether or not she was just going to penetrate him.

“Please, don’t do this.”

“You get one guess,” she said.

“Please!”

“If you don’t guess, you are going to regret it. Go on, Devon. Try it. Let’s see what you can do.”

This girl had this game she was playing with him. “What is it?”

“Julie! Your name is Julie!”

Jenna,” she corrected him.

“Yes, I knew that. That was going to be my second guess.”

“Because I introduced myself when we first met, didn’t I?”

Had she? Did she introduce herself?

Whether he knew it or not or could remember or not didn’t actually matter because he had to agree with her. “Yes. I’m sorry. I forgot. Several of you have introduced yourselves to me, and I didn’t pay enough attention. I’m sorry.”

“Look at me,” she said. At this moment, she had drawn her hands away from him. He couldn’t feel her touch. Part of him was grateful for that development. Another part of him wished she would have released him from the chastity cage.

He turned his head as much as he dared. He was still in that humiliated position with his face down his ass up, but now he could see her in his peripheral vision.

She unzipped her dress. She shrugged it off. She kicked away her shoes and peeled down her stockings. Then she removed her bra and her panties, and she headed over toward the cabinet. There, she pulled out something white. He saw those sleek, silk panties, but they had that opening right there.

Then she reached into another compartment, and she pulled out a dildo.

Devon saw it. His eyes traced along the curves of that toy. The moisture drained away from his mouth, and he tried to think of something he could say to get her to change her mind. She slipped the toy in position, placing it there right between her legs.

A fake cock pressed out. It looked stiff. It also looked bigger than he would have been while fully erect.

He tried to shake his head as much as he could. “You don’t have to do this. Please. You don’t have to do this.”

“What’s my name?”

“Jenna!”

“And after I take my time and fuck you nice and slow, Devon, are you ever going to forget it?”

If their positions had been reversed, Devon would have used that exact same kind of language with her. He would have teased her and taunted her. He wouldn’t have worried about sounding polite or professional.

“Don’t do this. You don’t have to do this! This doesn’t have to be part of her sick treatment!”

“It’s important for you to know what it’s like to feel penetrated. You need to be used. You need to understand that you exist to please the women around you. Guess what, boy? I’m a woman, and you are property, so I get to use you. The doctor said so.”

By now, she had lubricated her fake shaft, and she came up behind him.

This time, Devon couldn’t help himself. He started to sit up. He raised his back and lifted his head, which meant the collar activated!

A sharp jolt of electricity blasted through his body, forcing his back down. On his knees with his weight braced against his chin, he kept his ass up in the air. Then the orderly braced herself with one hand, with the other she aimed her cock, and she pushed forward. She rubbed the toy along his opening. She played with his ass, and he tried to tell himself that there was no response. He hated every second of this, as the orderly named Jenna used him.

His cock twitched. Fresh excitement vibrated through him.

Neither his mind nor his body should have reacted this way. At that moment, however, she forced him to learn something new about himself.

Then she rammed forward, thrusting the fake cock along the walls of his opening. She went in deep. Although he tried to lock his muscles and clench down, it didn’t work.

This woman would get in.

She penetrated him! She rammed her cock deep into his ass, and he grunted, locking his eyes shut, even as he understood what was happening.

Bizarrely, Devon imagined himself from some other angle. He almost pictured himself seated in a chair or standing by the doorway, his arms crossed over his chest as he watched himself get taken and used.

This girl pushed forward, yanked back, only to thrust into him again and again. She never withdrew completely. Instead, there was always that degrading penetration, but then she would slide forward, forcing him to take it inch by inch all over again.

“That’s right,” she said, almost moaning. “You like this, don’t you? You can lie about it, but we both know that chastity cage feels even smaller now.”

It did!

“You’re getting fucked, Devon. Don’t forget that. You’re getting fucked because you are a boy, and you belong to us. You are property, and you’re going to be good for your family or your girlfriend or your wife. Frankly, it doesn’t matter. As long as you bow down before a woman, you will have been cured! And you like that, don’t you? You want to be cured! You want to get out of here, don’t you?”

She was taunting him and playing with him.

He couldn’t know it, but this was just another part of his treatment. Perhaps she was just an orderly, but she had gone through the training sessions under Dr. Walsh. The physician had already decided that this would be good for him.

In fact, he had been there when she gave Jenna permission to ride him like this.

“Tell me you remember it. Tell me you remember hearing my name when we first brought you in.”

“I remember!”

“Are you lying to me?” Jenna asked, reaching down and smacking his ass.

“No! I remember! I was on the gurney, and I was strapped down, and you were standing over me, and you introduced yourself to me! I’m sorry I forgot! You told me your name, and I never should have forgotten! You introduced yourself just like Dr. Walsh and Nurse Lucy!”

In that next instant, Jenna slammed into him, thrusting hard and fast. She pushed into him, going deep. She buried her fake cock all the way to the hilt. Her hips rubbed along the curves of his ass. And then she reached down, and she scratched at his shoulders for just a moment.

“You really remember that, don’t you?”

“Yes!”

“And you’re never going to forget, are you?”

“No! I will never forget what it was like when you introduced yourself to me when I first arrived!” Devon didn’t understand why he made those points so specific, but he was talking, and he didn’t know how to make his mouth stop.

“I never introduced myself,” she whispered.

“You never…?”

“You see, Devon. You might think I’m just an orderly, but I know how your mind works. I know that Dr. Walsh is going to be able to fix you because we can remake you into anything we want!”

His mouth fell open, and he searched for a response, but then he just cried out because she yanked back, only to slam into him again, sliding the lubricated curves of her fake cock along his most sensitive opening.

Fresh desperation coursed through his body.

“There’s something else I want you to know. I could let you out of your chastity cage right now, but I’m not going to do it. You’re going to stay locked up as I enjoy myself. And when I’m done, you’re going to get your drug, and you’re going to have a very interesting night.”

Then she pounded into him again, just as hard and fast as before.

The patient grunted, growled, sneered and panted as her toy went in deep, slid along his nerves, and sent those shivers of need throughout his body. Devon never could’ve admitted it to himself, yet…he wanted this. He craved it and needed it in a way he wasn’t supposed to acknowledge!

His cock continued to press against the boundaries of his device. The cage kept him trapped; it prevented both an erection and an orgasm. That was the point. Perhaps there was room for improvement when it came to this design, but it accomplished its primary function.

Then she laughed, she yanked back, and she was done with him.

“Don’t move,” she said.

“Please. Please, you can’t leave me like this,” Devon begged. Even if he hated the desperation in his voice, he couldn’t help it.

“Don’t worry, boy. I won’t.” That was when she gave him the injection, and then she pushed him onto his back, and she strapped him down.

Last, she pulled one final device from the cabinet. Once her patient was back in position and utterly helpless, just like before, Jenna turned on the projector.

It was time for his next treatment.

Again and again, Lizzie considered whether or not she should confront her older sister again. It would be even riskier, but she could have gone to Rosalina instead. She could have confronted the family matriarch, demanding the opportunity to see Devon.

And yet, the doctor had made her point.

He wasn’t ready for visitors.

What were they doing to him? What would he be like when they were done?

At first, she had been worried. At first, she had been scared, thinking of that boy, alone, strapped down, helpless, and…What? Again, she came back to that inevitable question.

What were they doing to him?

Inevitably, she had gone online. She had pulled out her phone, and she started typing up those different search terms as she tried to figure it out for herself.

Unsurprisingly, the Blackthorne Medical Facility didn’t actually have a website or any kind of media presence at all. At first, Lizzie had bit down on her lower lip, frustrated. But then she kept searching, and that was when she found what she needed: online rumors and digital whispers.

There was nothing official, nothing specific, nothing she could point to in a court of law. And yet, this girl still found quite a bit.

There were testament, comments, veiled references, and points here and there about the facility and what they had accomplished.

Over the course of several hours, Lizzie had scanned her phone, all while remaining acutely aware of the fact that these were random comments from strangers. Maybe they weren’t true. Maybe they were exaggerations.

Even so…

She read about one boyfriend who had routinely insulted his girlfriend, teasing her and taunting her about female incompetence. Apparently, he had enjoyed saying, “There is nothing hotter than a dumb girl.” Remarkably, he would actually say this to his girlfriend‘s face!

She was rich; he wasn’t.

Perhaps that had been the problem. Maybe he had tried to compensate by insisting he was smarter. If so, it was still a very dumb mistake because that girlfriend decided she had gone through enough, so she contacted some of her friends, and they decided to abduct him. Apparently, he was at work when the orderlies arrived, grabbed him, dragged him outside, drugged him, strapped him to a gurney, and took him away in an ambulance.

They looked official enough; his coworkers didn’t stop them.

And after that, the boyfriend received extensive cognitive retraining. That was the phrase the writer Liz found had used: cognitive retraining. It didn’t sound official. It didn’t sound like something a psychologist would actually use.

As she continued to search, Lizzie found another story. This one focused on a father who had decided he should disinherit his daughter. Basically, he didn’t like her new girlfriend, so he insisted that they break up, or she would give up her share of the trust fund.

Days later, he found himself in a hospital. He found himself within the facility, and Dr. Walsh worked on him, retraining him. By the time he left, he was ready to give his daughter everything he owed her, including his obedience.

Then there was the husband who had cheated on his wife. She had him taken, confined, cured, and he soon found himself collared and down on his knees. According to the digital rumors, that wife had decided to take a new husband. She divorced the old one and demoted him to the status of the household dog. This time, Lizzie found photos. There were the pictures of that man in a mask, wearing specific binder sleeves. In one video, he was actually wagging happily.

Lizzie watched all of this.

As she researched, she tried to hold onto one idea: she was ambivalent. She didn’t have strong feelings about this one way or another. Yes, she trusted Kimberly, so if her older sister insisted that there was some problem with Devon, then Lizzie had to accept it. Even so…

Despite what some people had said about her already, she wasn’t naïve; she understood just how cynical and vicious the world could be. As far as she was concerned, those were additional reasons why it was so important to be kind, to be helpful, to work hard to try to make her little corner of the world better in any way that she could. Yeah, she was an idealist, but she still saw how people behaved. She had taken economics courses, and she understood game theory and how people would respond to the incentives in their lives.

Those women all had reason to punish the men in their lives.

What about Devon?

If he had gone up against Kimberly, then it made sense she would punish him. She would have him tamed.

Devon could be tamed.

He could be enslaved.

Each time she ran across those ideas, Lizzie told herself that she felt terrible about them. That was the expectation. Enslaving her brother was supposed to be objectively wrong. It was cruel and twisted and something that wasn’t supposed to trigger…excitement.

Excitement. Desire. Longing. Glee. Each time she thought about Devon strapped down to some bed, naked and powerless, looking up, maybe with a gag in his mouth, Lizzie started imagining a different scenario, one where she could lean forward, tilt her head to the side, narrow her eyes, look down at him, and…

No, she tried to tell herself. She wasn’t supposed to indulge in that kind of fantasy. These images were wrong!

And yet, there was that other little voice, the one hiding in the back of her head that forced her to ask the easy and obvious question.

Were those images actually wrong? Was she supposed to fight that impulse? Should she have denied her fantasies?

Superficially, she could come up with the answer: yeah. This was wrong. She wasn’t supposed to think about Devon as a slave, but…

Those images refused to go away! They wouldn’t surrender, no matter how hard she tried to banish them. Instead, Lizzie found herself alone in her bedroom, and she was on her back, and her cheeks were hot, and she casually reached up. At first, she believed she was only going to stretch, only then she slid her fingertips down along her face to her neck, and then she cupped her right breast. More than that, she felt it: the stiff tension along her nipple.

She was turned on.

“No way,” Lizzie told herself as she reached between her legs. On that first night when this happened, she had been wearing just a pair of panties, shorts, and a sports bra. Now she stretched the fabric of her waistband, and she slid her hand down. She kept her fingers on the outside of her panties, especially because she already knew what she was going to find.

Still, this girl had to check. She had to know for sure!

She spread her legs and lifted her knees underneath her sheets and blankets. Her fingers slid along the soft cotton. They weren’t sexy. They weren’t anything fancy, just white and tight panties. Still, that little barrier of fabric wasn’t enough to keep the tension and stimulation from darting across her skin.

A shiver of longing ripped her. Then she pressed down.

Within moments, she was rubbing herself.

Lizzie couldn’t help it.

Luckily, she was alone in the dark, so no one had to see how she rolled onto her stomach, bit down, kept her hand between her legs, only now she slid back, only to surreptitiously slip her fingers between her legs. Within moments, she was pressing her digits up into her sex, even as she pushed down, grinding on her fingertips.

At the same time, there was one image lodged deep within her psyche.

She thought of Devon, strapped down, gagged and helpless. Lizzie told herself that this was just a private fantasy, so no one had to know about it!

They weren’t related.

That was the other important detail. She could use it and hold onto it even as she justified those urges.

She wanted to see him helpless. She wanted to smile and to climb onto him. She wanted to glide her fingers along his body.

If he wasn’t wearing a gag, then he probably would’ve been horrified.

“Lizzie, you can’t do this to me! Let me up! Let me up right now! You’re just a little girl, and you don’t even know what you’re talking about!”

“Little girl?” Lizzie wanted to ask him. “Devon, I own you now. You are my property.”

He could be her property.

He could be her doll.

He could be her servant and her slave and her plaything!

Because no one had to know about this, she kept rubbing herself. She bit down on her lower lip, desperate not to make any extra sound, largely because she didn’t want to risk letting any of the neighbors know what she was doing, even if she was ready to gasp and moan and screech and cry out. After all, she was already so close.

Lizzie kept touching herself as she thought about him, and then she imagined grabbing him and rolling him onto his side. He would be naked, his cock, stiff. He would be naked and helpless as she grabbed his ass and spanked him!

At that moment, she would show this boy that he really could be owned. He could be property, and he wouldn’t be able to fight back because she was a girl, and that made her superior.

That was one of the consistent themes of everything she had read about the Blackthorne Medical Facility. It was based off of a specific ideology: female supremacy. The doctors and nurses, even the orderlies and receptionists all believed in this one system. The premise was simple, even if the execution could be complicated.

Men were inferior and needed to be owned and trained and tamed. As the inferior gender, they deserved to be owned and trained to obey. Women were better and smarter and stronger, so they could take over.

Perhaps that hadn’t been true centuries ago or whatever, but this was a modern society, and the expectations for success had shifted. The requirements to thrive had changed and it was obvious that men didn’t know how to keep up!

That was what Lizzie wanted to think about and believe, even as she fantasized about spanking her brother, slapping his ass until those curves turned a bright shade of red. Then she could just squeeze him, and he would grimace, and she would shove him down, and his arms and legs would still be trapped at the corners of his bed. Then she could climb on top of him, and…

She could touch him. She could tease him. She could explore his body, and he would be helpless!

Lizzy understood how men thought. She had dated a couple of different guys, and there was that same thread sliding through each of those short-lived relationships. They wanted to be in control. They wanted to feel strong and powerful. Some of them considered this to be an absolute necessity, like they couldn’t even envision a relationship where a woman would have more power or control.

But Lizzie could show her new slave where he belonged. He wouldn’t be her brother. He would be a pet and a sex toy. He would be a servant, and she would only have to break him. Of course, Dr. Walsh would have already done most of the work by that point.

Lizzie imagined him crying out those words, the exact ones she wanted to hear. “I’ll do what you say! Lizzie, you’re in charge!”

Lizzie? No, that didn’t seem right. It didn’t fit. It didn’t match the narrative she was building in those private fantasies of hers.

“Mistress,” she wanted to correct him. She wanted to stand over him and look down at him, and to know that he was helpless. Or better yet, she would straddle him, her legs spread, and her knees pressing against his sides as she teased him. She could scratch him, stroke him, or…

She would be able to kiss him.

Fuck. She wasn’t supposed to want that! She wasn’t supposed to yearn for this kind of connection, but this girl didn’t know how to get rid of that desire.

Besides, this was just private.

And yet, she thought of what she could do if she had him. She thought of him collared and on his knees, naked, and maybe he could even be wearing one of those chastity devices. (Or would that be too cruel? Lizzie didn’t know if any women actually could force their men to wear something like that despite what she had already read.)

She licked her lips, and she kept touching herself, even as she thought about him looking up at her with that wild desperation. Then she could slide back, use both of her hands, and stroke his cock again and again.

Like her, Devon probably would have tried to resist this. Maybe he would believe that he was older and more experienced, which meant he was supposed to be stronger.

If that was what he truly believed, she would show him that he was wrong. He was wrong, and he would need to learn the truth. As a girl, she could touch him. As a boy, he couldn’t resist! He would be helpless under her tender administrations. Her fingers could glide along his flesh, and she could play with him again and again until he finally broke.

In her fantasy it wouldn’t even take that long.

Lizzie needed to hear him cry out, “I need you! I want you! Please! You’re driving me crazy! Please, Mistress!” There! He would break and acknowledge his position as her slave. “Please, Mistress! Please, just fuck me!”

And she could do it. She could really fuck him. She could climb on top of him, spread her legs, slide down, and take his cock, even as she sat on top of him and looked down into his wild, desperate eyes.

“Only because you begged so nicely,” she wanted to tell him. In reality, she whispered those words, even as she came closer and closer to that orgasm.

In her fantasy, she climbed on top of him, took him, trapping his shaft and using him. In reality, she slid her fingers along her pussy. She pressed up. She impaled herself on those digits as the excitement roared through her body. Fresh waves of desire and desperation sprinted across her skin, growing more intense with every moment.

This was what she wanted; this was what she needed. This was who she could become: his owner.

She could own him!

She fantasized about leaning down and kissing him again as she rode him. She yearned to slide her lips along his mouth. She wanted to feel his girth and his circumference right there between her legs!

“I own you,” she wanted to tell him simply. “I own you, and you belong to me, so I can keep you for as long as I want. You are my plaything. You are my toy.”

She came!

The excitement rushed through her body as that completion hit her.

But after she had touched herself, Lizzy understood something simple: she wasn’t done.

She wasn’t finished.

Maybe there were people out there who could hold onto some fantasy and then let it go. They could touch themselves before they decided that they were done. Lizzie, however, kept thinking about Devon. She kept thinking about him back at that hospital and what they could accomplish.

They could cure him. They could fix him. They could make him into a new and better kind of person.

Night by night, she kept thinking about this.

During the day, those rogue thoughts would flash behind her eyes, but then she would play on her phone or talk to a friend or deal with some issue with her volunteer work. She could distract herself.

But in her bed, at night, it wasn’t so easy.

More and more, she was thinking about this.

Their office on the tenth floor was insulated from the city noises. Floor to ceiling windows framed a clear view of downtown, but Kimberly Dresser barely glanced at it as she sat behind her desk and reviewed several income statements. Managing a startup was a difficult balancing act that required managing the expectations of investors while also expanding the business. A bad burn-rate could kill a company like hers.

She’d been grinding through these numbers for the last two hours. Her eyes itched, and her brain hurt after the six meetings before this.

The door opened without a knock, but Kimberly was almost grateful, especially when she saw who it was.

Lizzie Dresser stepped inside, her posture tense, her expression set. “We need to talk.”

Kimberly looked up slowly and smiled. “You could have scheduled something,” she said without meaning it.

“I’m not here to schedule anything,” Lizzie said, closing the door behind her. “I am here because you’re not listening to me.” Her little sister was obviously trying to put on her best “professional” voice.

“You’re talking about Devon.” At this point, Kimberly decided she needed to be more careful, so she adopted that unassuming expression she used whenever she had to give bad news. “We have already discussed this.”

“I don’t care what the doctors say,” Lizzie replied, her voice rising. “I do not care about their timing or their process. I care about Devon, so I want to see him.” There was something else in her expression, something her sister couldn’t read. Clearly, this girl had secrets of her own, but Kimberly decided not to comment on it.

Kimberly held her gaze, unflinching. “That’s not how this works.”

“Then make it work,” Lizzie said. “You have influence there. You’re the one who put him in that place. You can let me in.”

Kimberly’s tone remained steady. “It’s not that simple.”

Lizzie let out a sharp breath. “I want to see Devon.”

A brief silence settled between them.

Lizzie took another step forward. “If you don’t let me see him, I will go to the police.”

The words drifted across the air, sharp and undeniable. This was something Lizzie couldn’t take back.

Even so, Kimberly’s expression shifted just slightly. “And what exactly would you tell them?”

“I’ll say I’m worried about Devon Dresser. I’ll ask for an investigation. I don’t think that’s how this is supposed to work.”

Kimberly watched her for a moment, measuring her. “You’re making a serious accusation.”

“I’m serious,” Lizzie replied. Another pause followed, longer this time.

Kimberly exhaled slowly, then straightened. “I’m not making any promises.”

Lizzie’s jaw tightened. “That is not good enough.”

“It’s what I can offer,” Kimberly said. “I will speak to Dr. Walsh. I’ll see what can be arranged.” That was diplomatic.

Lizzie searched her face, looking for something more definite, something she could hold onto. “Soon.”

“I will see what I can do,” Kimberly repeated.

“I’m serious,” Lizzie promised. Even as she spoke, those other images flashed behind her eyes. Those were the secret desires and that longing she wasn’t sure she could control. Then again, maybe everything would work out if she could just talk to Devon.

“No,” Devon said. “Not again. Please, not again,” He was begging.

By this point, he should have been used to making those sorts of sounds, but they still felt so alien as they left his mouth. He couldn’t help it.

As a wealthy young man, he was always supposed to be in control of what happened to him. Even in school, he had always felt confident that he could get out of virtually any situation.

Only now, Nurse Lucy gave him another shot.

He knew what it would be. He knew what it would do. Then she left, and he was alone in his hospital room.

At least Jenna wasn’t here. He was alone, and that was supposed to be some kind of blessing, only that wasn’t how it felt, not while he tried to resist the impact of that drug.

He didn’t know if it was a narcotic, a hallucinogen, a stimulant, or a sedative. In any case, he could feel it. There was that tingling beneath his skin. There was that fresh heat, and the nurse had made a point of turning on the video. The screen in front of him activated. Maybe he was strapped down to another hospital bed, but it didn’t matter.

This time, he didn’t see Dr. Walsh. Still, there was another woman. She wore black, pleated, slacks, a blouse, a vest, and a jacket. She had a ribbon tied around her neck, and her blonde hair was pulled back into a simple ponytail.

“Important decisions are made by women,” she began.

He didn’t want to listen.

“You know this. You know that important decisions are made by women. Women are smarter, so they make important decisions. Boys like you need to obey. Boys like you need to surrender.”

Before, they had used pleasure and pain to work on him.

Desperately, Devon had made those personal promises about how he was always going to fight back. He was never going to surrender to these women! Perhaps they could make him say whatever they liked, but the words could always be hollow because he would always be lying.

In truth, he was only lying to himself. Dr. Walsh and her associates knew what they were doing. They understood how this worked. They recognized that they could work on him just a little bit at a time, reshaping him into the man they wanted.

That was how they were going to cure him. That was how they were going to break him!

“Important decisions are made by women. Women are more capable than men, so women make the important decisions.” The first time this happened, Devon wished he could have snorted or rolled his eyes because this kind of manipulation should’ve been so obvious and easy to ignore.

It wasn’t.

“A good boy is an obedient boy. A good boy only makes one decision. He decides to obey. Do you want to be a good boy? Do you want to obey?”

Devon had shaken his head from side to side, silently, insisting that he would be able to resist. Something had stopped him.

There was this warmth, this weakness, and this weight pressing down on him. He could feel it along every inch of his body. His arms and legs had grown so heavy. He still wore his chastity cage and the straitjacket, and he didn’t have to worry about any kind of electrification, but that wasn’t the problem.

It was the drug.

Deep down, he knew this. Even so, he was floating, and that woman’s voice kept talking.

“Women make important decisions. Boys listen. Boys obey. You want to listen. You want to obey. You want to be a good boy. You need to be a good boy.”

His mind felt like mud. First, it wouldn’t move. He couldn’t get his thoughts into any kind of useful shape. Every idea felt slippery, except for the sound of that woman’s voice as those words invaded his psyche. But more than that, Devon felt like he could be sculpted. He didn’t know how to put those ideas together, but she did.

“Boys respect the decisions made by women. Boys are happier when they respect the decisions made by women. You want to be happy. You need to be happy.”

His mouth started to move. “I want to be happy. I need to be happy.”

“A happy boy obeys. Do you want to be a happy boy?”

“I want to be a happy boy,” he mumbled.

Devon couldn’t think clearly. He couldn’t be rational or logical. Then again, that wasn’t what Dr. Walsh expected from him.

That urge to obey swam through his head.

He could still remember the bite of the syringe, and he knew he had been drugged. He knew that it was doing something to him.

Even so, that didn’t matter!

“When a woman tells you to do something, what do you want to do?”

“I want to obey,” he whispered. He didn’t really intend to utter those words. Instead, they just left his mouth.

“When a woman has an idea, is her idea going to be better than your idea?”

“Her idea is going to be better,” he said as he followed the same trajectory of every question with every answer. “Are you sick? Are you delusional? Do you need to work hard to get cured?”

For just a second, the span between heartbeats, Devon tried again to open his mouth and insist that he was fine and he didn’t belong here. He didn’t need to be treated!

“I need to work hard to get cured… “That was what he said. Even if he hated himself for it, that was what he declared to the empty room and the wider universe.

“That’s right. You want to be cured. You want to be cured of your toxic masculinity. You want to be cured of your weaknesses as a man. Men who try to make their own decisions are dumb. You don’t want to be dumb. Men who try to make their own decisions are sick. You don’t want to be sick. You want to be happy and healthy. A happy and healthy boy as an obedient boy.”

“I want to be happy and healthy,” he said.

Drugged and powerless, he didn’t know what to do. He didn’t know how to resist or fight back. But that didn’t matter.

Nurse Lucy walked into the room, held up the syringe, ignored his protests, and gave him another shot.

He almost expected another dose of brainwashing, like they would turn on a recording or make him watch a video or something.

Devon could barely remember what had happened before, but there was that same desire. There was this assumption buried somewhere inside of his head: he wanted and needed to be obedient.

Obedient?

Every time that idea bubbled up explicitly, he shoved it aside. He pushed it down. He annihilated the concept!

Still, something changed.

Then he had fallen asleep, and someone woke him up. She had a hand on his shoulder, and that was when he opened his eyes. The room was only partially lit at that moment. Two thirds of the lights were off, bathing everything in deep shadow. Still, he could make out her face.

“Jenna,” he said.

“Hello,” she replied. The orderly wasn’t wearing her uniform. Instead, she had stripped down to just a strap-on harness. Her dildo extended from between her legs.

“Lucy has told me that you have made remarkable progress. Dr. Walsh is impressed. According to her, you are a naturally subservient male who will eagerly serve a woman. Is that right?”

When he had first arrived, the answer would’ve been easy and obvious. He could’ve shouted something back at her like, “No! I’m never going to be subservient! What the hell is wrong with you?” Back at the investment bank, the boys were all the same: brash and arrogant, determined to show off as much as possible. Perhaps that wasn’t Devon’s natural persona, but he had known how to play that kind of game.

At this point, he couldn’t remember. He couldn’t remember what it was like to boast or to straighten his back and to look down at the rest of the world based on his position.

He was a man. As a man, he had to be a slave. He had to be an obedient boy…

Despite his best efforts, those thoughts had become intrusive. They invaded his head, and they rushed up to his tongue. With every moment, he wanted to make those points to this woman.

“I think it’s time for me to let you out of your restraints and out of your straitjacket. What do you think of that, Devon?”

“Yes, please…”

“Miss,” she said.

“Yes please, Miss,” he said.

She freed him.

Moving quickly, she released the straps from around his ankles. At this point, that didn’t feel like a big deal. But then she helped him out of the straitjacket. He still wore the shock collar with the electrodes and that built-in tracker. He wasn’t truly free, but this was his best opportunity to…

…What? What was he supposed to do?

Then the idea occurred to him. At that moment, he could have jumped up and he could have tried to grab her.

He could have tried to tackle her, shoving her against the wall. If he got lucky, maybe she would bang the back of her head and be knocked unconscious.

Those ideas all felt like abstractions, especially because she stepped back, snapped her fingers, and pointed to the spot in front of her.

“Get down on your knees, Devon.”

“Is this part of my treatment?”

Jenna, the orderly, smiled at him. “Yes.”

There was a very good possibility that she was just messing with him, but this boy couldn’t help himself. He pushed himself out of the bed. He felt stiff, but then his knees bent, and he lowered himself before her.

She was an orderly; she was just an orderly. Maybe she was taller and stronger, and now she had that fake cock between her legs, but he wasn’t supposed to be in a position like this for a woman like her. Distantly, he tried to remember that he had money. He had power. He had influence.

None of those things mattered at this point, especially because he couldn’t really be sure they still existed.

Instead, he wondered whether or not the recordings had been right. Dr. Walsh told him that he was sick. But maybe he could get better? Maybe he could obey and get better.

“Devon, I really enjoyed having sex with you before. This is a new dildo. It has another tip, and right now it’s pressing against my pussy. When I fuck you again, I’m going to enjoy that friction. Are you ready?”

“Do you really have to do this, Miss?” Miss. He used that term with this powerful woman, and he knew he had to obey her. Perhaps he had his preferences, but he was a man, and he was at this facility, so he was sick, which meant he had to do as she said. She was a medical professional, after all.

“I don’t have to do this,” she said, granting him just a quick taste of relief before she continued. “I want to do this. Down on your hands and knees. I want you to lift your ass for me so I can have some fun with you.”

“No.”

Devon blinked, shocked that that word could leave his mouth. He was already on his knees in front of her, yet he had just shown her that he could defy her! He could still resist; he could still rebel!

As he marveled at the different possibilities, this girl grabbed him by his collar, forced him down, and he immediately braced himself on his elbows. Then she grabbed his bare ass, and she spanked him! Her hand slapped down hard against the curves of his posterior.

“Are you going to cooperate?”

Devon couldn’t do it, not again.

“Yes!” He surrendered to her, and she laughed.

“That’s what I thought. You boys are all the same. You get a tiny taste of freedom, and then you automatically think you can fight back, but that isn’t how this works.”

“I can fight back.”

“I’m stronger and faster and better trained,” she promised him.

She was.

They both knew it.

Devon might have hated this with every fiber of his being, but he couldn’t beat her, so he stayed right there.

And then she grabbed onto his hair with one hand. With the other, she aimed her cock, and she pushed the dildo up against his opening.

Not this, he thought. Not again!

Worse, he wasn’t in the straitjacket, but he was still wearing the chastity device.

She rammed him! She shoved forward, pushing into him. She went in deep, and there was nothing he could do to stop her. She enjoyed herself. She was giggling and laughing. She smacked his ass again, just to demonstrate she could.

This woman was in charge. She was an orderly, and she knew how to handle boys like him. Worse, he took every inch. And as he surrendered, Devon understood what he was losing.

He was a boy. It was better to obey. He was a boy. He could be cured. He could be cured of his toxic masculinity, so long as he did as these women said. They would make better decisions. They were smarter and stronger. They knew how to tell him what to do, so he needed to follow their instructions. He had to obey their commands!

All of those different ideas flashed behind his eyes, even as he tried to hide. He stared down at the floor as she grabbed his hips and pumped into him, thrusting hard and fast as she pushed, yanked back, only to slide in over and over again.

That delicious friction felt incredible. The soft glide of her lubricated toy penetrated him and forced Devon to comprehend where he belonged.

She was laughing as she used him, and then she finally finished. She cried out, gasping. Then she rolled him onto his back.

He wanted to get up. He tried, bracing his hands and pushing his fingertips down against the floor. He shoved his weight onto his palms, but that wasn’t good enough.

“Where do you think you’re going?” Jenna asked.

When he glanced up at her and met her gaze, he saw something important. She was looking at him like he really was a slave, like he truly could be owned.

He was a patient, which made him property of this facility.

He started to lick his bottom lip, but that was when she yanked off her harness, and then she grabbed him. She shoved him down onto his back, and she braced one palm on her forehead. The back of his head banged down painfully against the floor right before she straddled his face and pressed her sex to his lips.

“Service me, slave.”

The orderly was going to use him again; she was going to take everything she wanted from him!

As a boy, he couldn’t fight back. As a boy, he wasn’t supposed to fight back.

Surrendering, he raised his head, and he pressed his lips to her pussy. At first, it felt like this was just going to be a kiss or something. But then his lips parted, and he began to slide his tongue along her opening.

Another moan escaped her. She had already climaxed once from her two headed dildo, but now she expected him to worship her. He had to move fast. He had to pour real effort into satisfying her.

Beyond the walls of this facility, there were countless men who would “go down” on their wives or girlfriends without ever really meaning it.

Devon didn’t get that option.

He was a patient, and she was a woman, and she was better than him, so he had to make this good for her!

There were no other options. There were no alternatives, not when she was a medical professional and he had to do this so he could get better.

When (if) Dr. Walsh decided to release him, he didn’t know where he would go or what he would do. He remained aware of the investment bank, but that place didn’t seem real. A professional organization where men were in charge? The concept sounded ludicrous!

For now, he didn’t have to think about that because she wasn’t interested in hearing him speculate. She just wanted him to lick.

He obeyed.

He serviced her.

He worshiped her.

As he gave in, she enjoyed every second. Each delicious, flickering movement of his tongue brought her closer and closer to the next orgasm.

“That’s right, Devon. Lick. Service me. Show me where you belong. I can just take you and hold you down, can’t I? That’s my right! That’s my prerogative! I’m a woman, so I get what I want. You’re a boy, so you do what I want!”

There was that cadence again. There was something about the rhythm of her voice. It washed over him. Each word imprinted on him. Even if he didn’t want to believe it, he couldn’t deny the power of everything she said.

He kept licking, she came, and then she slid away. She was still breathing hard, and her cheeks were red.

“Stand up. I’m putting you back in your straitjacket.”

Again, this was his opportunity to resist or fight back, but he couldn’t. Within seconds, Devon was on his feet, and he slid his arms into those sleeves. She pulled them up against his chest before securing the straps behind him. Then she was done, and she shoved him back onto his bed.

Just because she had used him, that didn’t mean he had earned any taste of freedom.

When she was finally done, she patted him on the head, turned around, and walked away.

Nurse Lucy drugged him again. Then she helped him out of the bed, put on a leash, and he followed her. They went down a hallway and into an elevator. Minutes later, they walked into a conference room, and there were several women here. He was the only boy. One woman looked like she was in charge (then again, they all outranked him). She had dark hair, glasses and wore a nice suit.

A shiver of something new rushed down his back. It was…the sense of obedience. It was that hint of fear combined with the longing to obey.

Under other circumstances, Devon would have been able to use this opportunity. He would have told this lawyer that he was being held there against his will, so he needed her help. As an officer of the court, didn’t she have some obligation to uphold the law?

Devon had no idea whether or not that was true, and it didn’t matter because he could barely bring himself to speak. The polished walnut table reflected the pale glow of the overhead lights, and every chair around it was occupied except one.

Devon took that spot and glanced down. For once, he was dressed in loose pants, and he didn’t have to wear the straitjacket, but that didn’t matter because he had the device between his legs.

At the head of the table, Dr. Mariah Walsh regarded him with calm, measured eyes. To her right and left sat three attorneys, each with an organized stack of folders and legal pads. Their suits were immaculate, their expressions professional and unreadable.

Another one of the lawyers, a woman with silver framed glasses and a precise voice, slid a document across the table toward him. “Devon, we just need your signature here.”

He looked down at the paper. The text blurred together into blocks of black print: paragraphs, initial lines, pre-filled dates, and signature lines. His eyes moved over the page, but nothing settled into meaning. As hard as he tried, he couldn’t focus.

Dr. Walsh offered him a reassuring smile. “It’s simply routine documentation. This will help streamline your treatment and protect your interests. You’ll surrender your inheritance and all of your rights to your sisters.”

Devon nodded once.

Another attorney leaned forward and turned the page slightly so the signature line faced him. “Right there, please.”

Without a word, Devon picked up the pen they had placed beside his hand and signed his name. The scratching sound of ink on paper resonated up his hand into the center of his chest..

“Excellent,” one of the lawyers said with a smile. Perhaps she had been a former client, a woman who had hired Dr. Walsh to help with someone in her life? A husband? A brother like Devon? A boyfriend or an annoying boss?

It was impossible for this boy to tell.

A second document was placed in front of him almost immediately.

“And this one as well,” the woman with the glasses said.

Devon didn’t ask what it was. He lowered his eyes to the page, saw only dense legal language, and signed again.

Dr. Walsh watched him carefully, her expression warm and encouraging. “You are doing very well, Devon.” He looked up at her and gave the faintest nod. Her voice carried the same steady reassurance it always did.

Another page replaced the last.

“This one is important,” said a younger attorney with dark hair pulled into a neat bun. “Please sign at the bottom and initial the margin.”

Devon obeyed.

The women around the table exchanged brief, satisfied glances, their movements efficient and practiced. New pages were turned for the patient. Tabs were adjusted. More documents appeared before him in a slow, relentless sequence. It was everything he would have expected from attorneys even as they stripped him of every right and asset. When they finished, his legal existence would enter a new state: one of complete and total subjugation.

Each time, the requests sounded the same.

“Please sign here.”

“And here.”

“One more, Devon.”

He signed every page without reading a single line.

The room remained quiet except for the sound of paper sliding across wood and the soft tap of pens against folders. No one raised her voice. No one hurried him. Their composure made everything feel normal, almost comforting. Besides, he was a boy, so he had to listen to these women. More importantly, he had to obey them.

After the final document was signed, one of the attorneys gathered the papers into a single folder and closed it with a crisp snap. “That concludes everything,” she said.

Dr. Walsh folded her hands on the table and smiled at him. “Thank you, Devon. This was an important step.”

Dr. Walsh rose from her chair and placed a hand lightly on the back of his seat. “You can trust that everything is being handled appropriately.” Devon looked up at her. There was something soothing in the certainty of her tone, something that made his questions feel unnecessary.

He nodded again.

The attorneys began collecting their folders and standing from the table, their heels clicking softly against the floor as they left the room one by one.

Devon stayed seated for another moment, staring at the empty space where the papers had been. He knew something had been decided. He trusted the women around him because he had no choice. They had decided, and he obeyed.

That was how it was supposed to work.

Right?

Of course, Lizzie hadn’t given up. Again and again, she demanded to see him.

She was stubborn. Not only that, she was strong.

If Kimberly hadn’t been the one who had to push back, she would have been impressed with that girl.

At this point, however, it was pretty inconvenient. Perhaps she had his money and that contract, but that still wasn’t good enough. At some point, her mother would decide that she wanted Kimberly to take over the company. It was an inevitability.

Right?

Over the course of several days, Kimberly considered this again and again. Then she made up her mind. That uncertainty stemmed from one particular problem: she had gotten daily reports about Devon‘s progress, and everything seemed to be going well, but she hadn’t seen him for herself.

Not yet.

Kimberly called her driver, and she appeared in front of the facility just a few minutes later. She walked through the front doors, and she met the receptionist. She gave her name, and she was quickly escorted down one of the halls. There, she saw different men in straitjackets, collars, and chastity devices.

At several points, she made eye contact with them. Those men quickly glanced away. They didn’t know her, but they understood one telling detail. As a woman, she outranked them. As a woman, she could tell them what to do. She was a stranger, and maybe that frightened them even more.

Unlike her little sister, Kimberly, never doubted herself. At least, she knew how to hide those little spikes of worry. Anyone who saw her assumed she was perfectly poised and completely confident.

Then she found a woman in the next hallway. She wore a nurse’s uniform and smiled as Kimberly approached. She extended her hand.

They shook.

“Ms. Dresser,” said the nurse. “I am Nurse Lucy. It’s good to see you.”

“I’m here to see my brother.”

“Yes, ma’am. I understand.” The nurse escorted Kimberly the rest of the way. Within moments, they were in front of the door.

“How is he now?”

“He just finished one of the sessions.”

“What kind of session?”

“We dosed him with a special medication. It helps him to understand how he should listen.”

“It makes him susceptible to commands?”

“Exactly,” said the nurse.

Kimberly couldn’t help herself. She had to ask, “does that really work?”

“Absolutely. Most people don’t like to think about it, but we are biological engines. Our brains are made of meat, and they can be manipulated.”

That wasn’t an especially reassuring or appetizing thought, but Kimberly nodded anyway. “I see.”

“Dr. Walsh knows what she’s doing. She only uses the best pharmaceuticals, and your brother is in the best of hands. We are making sure that he is learning his place.”

“But it’s out of his system now?”

Nurse Lucy shrugged. “It’s always difficult to tell. That said, he’s probably going to be in a good state of mind.”

“Another member of our family, Lizzie, really wants to see him. In your opinion, is he ready?”

“To be honest, I’m not supposed to express those sorts of opinions.”

“I know. I know,” Kimberly said dismissively as she waved her hand. “But this is off the record, so you won’t get in trouble and I’m not going to tell your boss. In your opinion, unofficially, what do you think?”

“I think Devon has demonstrated a lot of remarkable resolve.” But she didn’t sound impressed; rather, there was that little hint of irritation at the end of each word. Then she smiled. “He’s feisty, but I think a visit from his big sister can help.”

“Thank you,” Kimberly replied.

The nurse smiled and nodded and opened the door. “Let me know if you need anything,” she said.

Kimberly didn’t have to ask about the collar around his neck. Not only that, she saw the chastity cage between his legs.

He was on his back, stuck down and helpless in that straitjacket. Devon didn’t look up right away, but then he raised his eyes, he saw her, and there was that flash of recognition.

At this point, Kimberly had to resist the urge to smile, if only because it was so easy to understand exactly what he was thinking at that moment. When he saw her, he wasn’t sure what to do. Part of him probably wanted to shout or sneer or insist that she let him go. Maybe he had a dozen accusations prepared. He probably had gone through a hundred different insults for her. 

But at the same time, she was his best chance at getting out of here.

That dichotomy must’ve been driving him wild as he stared at her.

“Hello, Devon,” she said first, breaking the silence.” How are you feeling?”

“I’m good,” he said. She walked over to the foot of his bed, and she leaned forward. She made a point of inspecting him, gliding her eyes up his bare legs to his balls and chastity device. They were related, and there was something fundamentally odd about seeing her brother in this position, but she didn’t mind. More importantly, she knew how to be professional.

“Are you getting better?” Kimberly asked.

That was a game, a test and a taunt all packaged in one question, and they both knew it. She smiled as she enjoyed herself. He frowned as he tried to think of the right answer.

Kimberly didn’t mind; she could be patient with her brother as she watched him. She thought she saw him squirm underneath his straitjacket, but it was difficult to tell. After so long in this facility, he must’ve understood that he wasn’t going to be able to rip his way free, but he was a boy, which meant he was always going to be a little bit dumb.

That particular point had always fascinated her. Intelligence would always be difficult to understand. It could be quantified. Someone could take a test and come up with a set of stable answers over the course of a specific time period. And yet, there would always be an inherent subjectivity and designing the test and trying to figure out what would qualify as intelligence. She thought of the numerous men she had met who understood investments, logistics, border regulations, or some other complicated and esoteric topic. But then Kimberly would be talking to that boy, and he would reveal some terrible assumption or logical flaw in another argument. Simply put, an individual might have been brilliant in one area and utterly incompetent in another. It always made Kimberly wonder about her own blind spots.

But at that moment, it didn’t matter because she had the full force of this institution on her side.

“I’m good,” he finally told her.

If he thought that neutral answer was going to work, he had to be disappointed because Kimberly didn’t let him cheat. “But are you feeling better? Are you recovering?”

“Please. Just get me out of here.”

“I don’t think so,” she said. Then she reached down, and she loosened the restraint on his right ankle. He swallowed.

“What are you doing here?”

“No, no, Devon. I asked you a question first. You’re going to answer it. Go on. Answer my question.” She made a point of phrasing those words as a clear statement.

Were those obedience drugs still in his system? Was he still susceptible to her commands? Even if he wasn’t, Dr. Walsh had been working on him for quite some time now.

At the very least, Kimberly had to admit she was impressed by his calm demeanor. When she had walked through that door, she had wondered whether or not her brother would try to launch himself at her. Up until now, he probably fantasized about throwing punches or whatever. Maybe he wanted to try to overpower her.

Instead, he looked relatively relaxed. That seemed like a good sign.

“Yes, I’m recovering.”

“And what is it exactly that you’re recovering from?”

He pressed his lips into a tight line, and she could tell he was biting down, clutching his jaw. “Please, don’t make me say that,” he whined, almost whimpering.

“Say it.” Again, she gave that command. Again, this boy obeyed.

“I’m recovering from my toxic masculinity. I’m recovering from my delusions.”

“And what were those delusions?”

Devon‘s face scrunched up again. He was fighting so hard and doing everything he could to hide from the truth Dr. Walsh had given him.

For a few seconds, Kimberly actively considered whether or not she shouldn’t have played with him a little more, pushing him. For the time being, however, she waited. She could be patient with this boy, especially because he was clearly making progress.

“I thought I could be an independent person who could make his own decisions…”

“But?”

Again, he shook his head from side to side. There was just that quick, desperate little movement. Kimberly responded by shaking her head as well. She denied his denial. She wouldn’t allow him to hide.

Right then, she decided to wait. She watched him and wondered how long it would take him to break. She was just a woman standing there. Granted, she was a member of his family, but she wasn’t punishing him. She was simply telling him what to do. Even more importantly, this boy already understood what he was expected to say.

Had the therapy worked on him?

“But I can’t because I’m a man, and men are incompetent. Men need to be owned. Men need to be trained. Men need to be obedient. I want to be a good man. I want to be a good boy. A good boy does as he’s told!” The words came out in a flood, a rush of a desperately learned lesson.

Kimberly smiled.

She freed his other leg. Then she stepped forward, and she touched his shoulder. She forced him to lean forward.

“What are you doing? Why are you here?”

“Let’s think of this as another little test,” Kimberly told the captive. Then she smirked down at him. “You know, I was surprised that Dr. Walsh didn’t greet me here, but she’s monitoring you, isn’t she?”

“I couldn’t find any cameras or microphones.”

“But we are both confident they’re here,” she finished for him.

“Yes.”

“Good.” Kimberly reached down, and she did something she hadn’t expected or planned. She grabbed her brother by his hair, and she forced his head back. Then she looked down into his eyes. “Devon, I expect you to cooperate. I’m here to test you. I want to know exactly how much progress you have made. Understand, boy?”

“Yes, ma’am,” he said.

Ma’am.

She tilted her head to the side, considered that term, and decided she liked it. It seemed appropriate, especially since she was going to be in charge, and he was going to be good. Even if he didn’t know exactly what that meant yet, he was still figuring it out.

Of course, that raised the other question. In that state her brother wasn’t going to be able to work at the investment bank. She didn’t want him to regress because he spent too much time with a bunch of alpha male jackasses. That meant they were going to need an alternative.

Kimberly forced him forward, she worked at these straps on his jacket, and then she smiled as he pulled his arms free.

“Stand up,” she ordered.

A nervous gulp dropped down his throat, but he obeyed. Within moments, he was standing there off to the side of the room, and he glanced over at the door.

Kimberly waited for several seconds. She watched him and wondered whether or not he was going to try to escape. Of course, it wasn’t going to work, not while he was at the heart of this facility, but he could still have tried to make the attempt.

Instead, he stood there.

“Hold your hands behind your back.”

This boy obeyed, bringing them up behind him.

“Tell me you want to be a good boy.”

“I want to be a good boy, ma’am.”

“Tell me you want to be a good slave.” At that moment, his breathing came faster.

Kimberly approached him, cutting the distance between them. Then she reached up, and she touched his cheek.

“Tell me,” she said.

“You can’t do this to me. I’m your brother!”

“You’re a man who got in my way. Besides, what did you try to do?”

Devon‘s eyes flashed a little wider.

“Go on. Tell me. What did you try to do?”

“I tried to have you admitted,” he said.

“You did. You were very dumb, and I outsmarted you, and now you are here, so what are you going to do?”

“I’m going to obey,” he said. He agreed, obviously ashamed of the speed with which those words jumped from his mouth, but he couldn’t take them back.

“Yes,” she told him. “But you know, I’m thinking we need to test you. So let’s see how you are performing. Let’s see what you have learned.”

He swallowed again.

“Get down on your knees.”

Devon lowered himself before her.

“Good boy,” she said, patting him on the head. Strictly speaking, that wasn’t necessary, but it was easy to be kind to him, especially when she watched him surrender so completely.

Granted, this was a different question, but she needed to consider what was going to happen to him once he was fully cured. He was well on his way, which he demonstrated when she said, “Devon, crawl across the room and put the tip of your nose against the wall.”

The command sounded juvenile, almost childish. Even so, she watched as he obeyed.

Again, she remembered it could’ve been the drugs or the cognitive behavioral modifications. Either way, she watched, and there was something so incredible about seeing him do this. He crawled across the floor, moving on his hands and knees. As she stood there, this sense of power and authority washed over her.

At work, she understood what it meant to be in charge. For the most part, however, she took her position seriously, which meant she rarely felt like some authoritative totalitarian. She wasn’t a tyrant; she wasn’t someone who could just issue commands and watch as her employees scattered. Rather, she was a competent manager. She was someone who answered questions, took responsibility, and helped guide her people to the best decisions they could make.

With Devon, it felt different. She didn’t need to worry about his output. She knew he was going to behave himself. And if he didn’t…

He finished crawling across the floor, so he braced himself in front of the wall, and he stretched his neck forward. He gently touched the tip of his nose to that smooth surface. But he waited. Curious, she pulled out her phone, and she started to check her messages. She didn’t know whether or not he could see what she was doing.

“How long do I have to stay like this?”

“Stay like that until I tell you otherwise. In the meantime, be quiet.” Kimberly gave her answer even as she continued to type out that message. This wasn’t vital; it wasn’t particularly time sensitive either. Still, there was something so intoxicating about making Devon wait!

He stayed in that position.

Then she glanced up. “Tell me that men are inferior.” Her mouth watered as she spoke those words. Back at work, she never would have been that blatant. Even if some of the staff on her team had noticed that she hired more women than men, it wasn’t like they could really complain. If the boys didn’t like it, they could always quit.

“Men are inferior. Boys need to be trained,” he said.

“You don’t really believe that, do you? Tell me the truth.”

“I know this is what you expect me to say. I have to say this because I don’t want to be punished.”

“Devon, you’re going to get punished either way.”

“What?”

“Did you think I forgot?” Kimberly asked him. “Did you think I just forgot about what you tried to do to me?” She shook her head and narrowed her eyes as she stared at him. He still had his nose pressed against the wall, like a good obedient boy who had been thoroughly trained.

All at once, she realized she didn’t care. Although she had come here with one specific purpose in mind, Kimberly decided she could accomplish something else, something just as important.

“You thought you could have me committed to a hospital against my will. You thought you could make me question my sanity, didn’t you? No, Devon. That isn’t how this works. I outsmarted you, and that’s why you are here. That’s why you’re going to stay here until your doctor decides that you have been cured. But how long is that going to take? You know, there are some patients who can never be cured. They stay here forever.”

“What? No,” he answered right away.

“Yes.”

“You’re lying,” he said, his voice shaking just a tiny bit.

“And why would I lie? I got you here. You signed the paperwork. I can keep you here. We both know I can. How long do you think you’ve been here?”

“I, I don’t know,” he said.

“Crawl back to me, bow your head down, and tell me you’re sorry.”

He pulled away from the wall, and he scampered forward on his knuckles and knees. He moved surprisingly quick. It made Kimberly wonder if any of the other women who worked here had decided to give him this exact kind of training.

Within moments, he was back in position with his head bowed down. Crawling across the room felt fast for her, but it must have seemed so much slower to him. She didn’t care. She smiled, and then she waited.

“Ma’am,” he said with his head bowed down. “I’m sorry.”

“Tell me you belong here.”

“I belong here, ma’am,” he said.

Back when they were younger, he had chased her. Over the course of her life, she had known she had wanted to earn good grades, start a company, and make the world a better place. She wanted to provide a service that would actually improve people's lives. That wasn’t just a lie she told herself to justify perpetually increasing profit, margins and revenue targets. Consequently, she had worked hard, and her brother had tried to emulate her success. Sometimes he had succeeded. Most of the time, he had failed.

But now, it wasn’t going to be a competition.

“Tell me you’re sick. Tell me you’re a boy, and you have these delusions, and they need to be cured.” She let that easy rhythm bounce across her voice as she spoke.

“Ma’am, I’m sick. I’m a boy, and I have these delusions, and they need to be cured. I need to be cured.”

“And you’re sorry, aren’t you?”

“Yes, ma’am. I’m sorry. I messed up.”

“Stand up. Put your hands on the wall. Spread your legs.”

“Kimberly, what are you going to do?”

“I’m going to punish you. I’m going to spank you.”

He was on his feet, his mouth fell open, and he stared at her as he tried to comprehend what that meant.

“I know you’ve already been punished.”

“But, but…” His voice trailed off and broke into silence, even as he kept staring at her with those wide eyes.

“But you never thought I was going to do it,” she finished for him.

“No!”

She raised her hand and pointed to the wall.

He hated this. That much was clear. Even so, she continued to point, and she watched and waited as she studied this boy to see whether or not he would break. Within a few more seconds, Devon was in the requisite position, all because he knew he couldn’t defy this woman. She was in charge. She had him. If she gave him a command, then he had to obey. It was as simple as that. He pressed his lips together, and he bowed his head down. Then he tried again. She had wondered whether or not he would attempt an escape. Instead, he went with a different strategy.

“Kimberly, I’m sorry. I’m sorry, Ma’am. I’m sorry I messed up. I’m sorry I was such a stupid boy. But if you let me go, I can be better. I swear, I’m not going to fight you.”

“Are you telling me I should run the company? Are you telling me I should run the family business because I’m smarter than you?” The corners of her eyes crinkled with amusement and she let that question drift through the air.

“Yes. Yes, Ma’am.”

“I wish I could believe you,” she said. “I wish I could believe that you are genuinely sorry. I wish I could believe that you are going to be better from now on. But there’s a problem, Devon. Do you know what that is?”

He had his legs spread, and his hands braced against the wall. He shook his head. “No, Ma’am. What problem is that?”

“You’re a boy, so there’s a very good chance you’re going to backslide, and if I’m running two companies, I won’t have time to supervise you. So what should I do with you? I could sell you. I could sell you in another country, and you could completely disappear. But no, I don’t think that’s a viable choice. First, I’m not that cruel. And second, Mom would worry about you. Third, I don’t think Lizzie would forgive me. But what if the doctor decides you need to stay here? What if she decides you’re incurable?”

“No. Please, don’t. Please, you can’t! You can’t even joke about that!”

Despite the panic in his voice, he maintained that same position.

“Who’s joking?” Kimberly taunted him.

“I’m serious. Please, let me out of here!”

“No,” she said. “You’re not cured yet.” Then she stepped forward, she touched her palm to his ass, and she wondered whether or not she was really going to do this. On some level, it seemed impossible. Of course, she had always been older and more experienced. More importantly, she had always been more intelligent than her brother, but now she could actually discipline him. She could punish him. She pulled her hand back, swung down and smacked his ass. Like the orderlies, nurses and doctors who worked at this facility, she discovered just how pleasurable that could be. A flutter of excitement raced through her body. She grinned ferociously. This was a different kind of triumph. This was a different kind of power. She had already built her company and done so much.

But having her collared brother locked in a chastity device, collared and naked in front of her sent a different kind of thrill running through her.

For women, it probably would’ve been sexual. For Kimberly, it was something else.

She smacked his ass again, and she wondered whether or not she could leave a handprint curving along the contours of his buttocks.

Then she decided she didn’t care as she picked a different spot and struck again.

“Tell me this is good for you. Tell me this is what you need. Tell me this is who you are now.”

His fingertips pressed hard against the wall. His fingernails started to change color. But then she smacked his ass again, and that broke something from behind his eyes. “This is good for me! Ma’am, this is what I need! This is who I am now!”

“Exactly. You could be a patient. You could be a patient forever. We don’t have to let you out. If you’re sick, then you have to stay here, and don’t worry. I don’t mind paying for this. I mean, I’m going to have a lot more money once I formally become the CEO of our company. Isn’t that right, Devon?”

“Yes, ma’am! You’re going to have so much money!”

She spanked him again. Fresh excitement rushed through her body. It wasn’t just excitement, she realized. It was justice.

Again, and again, she came back to that difficult reality: this boy had tried to betray her. He had tried to trick her. He had wanted to trap her!

Perhaps he really did deserve to stay here. Maybe she didn’t have a good reason to let him go… She smacked his ass one more time, delivering that ferocious clap of her palm against his ass.

“That’s enough for now,” she decided.

She picked up the straitjacket. She raised it up for him.

“You know what to do.”

Of course, this boy knew how to respond. He understood what he had to do, so he slid his arms into the sleeves, and she pulled them tight against his chest before she considered the clasps. It only took her a moment to figure them out. Then she locked him back in position, and she shoved him down onto his bed. “Don’t move.”

“No, Ma’am,” he whispered as she left the room. He wouldn’t argue. He wouldn’t fight. He wouldn’t disagree or disobey.

As she exited, a huge smile curved along her lips as she considered everything the doctor had accomplished. She wasn’t a medical professional, but he certainly had an excellent prognosis.

This was it. It was time for a decision.

Kimberly suspected she knew how it would turn out. Then again, surprises were always a possibility. She had thoroughly taught that lesson to her brother.

The boardroom at Dresser Holdings overlooked the city through a wall of glass. A long and eye-wateringly expensive table stretched through the center of the room, its surface immaculate. Each seat was already occupied. Every director sat poised with tablets or laptops and folders.

At the head of the table, Rosalina Dresser stood with calm authority. Beside her, Kimberly Dresser remained seated, her posture straight, her expression composed. She knew the game. She understood how she was supposed to appear here.

Rosalina let her gaze move across the room before she spoke. “Thank you all for being here. I will be direct.” She paused briefly. “I have made my decision regarding the future leadership of this company.”

The room grew still, attention sharpening. The different women here had mostly been hired after Rosalina assumed the role of CEO. Her husband had strived for more balance between the sexes. Rosalina Dresser, however, had preferred to purge the boys and replace then with more competent women.

“Effective at the start of the next fiscal year, Kimberly will assume the role of Chief Executive Officer.” There was a brief silence, followed by a ripple of approving nods. 

One of the directors, a woman with short silver hair, spoke first. “That is a strong choice,” she said. “Kimberly has demonstrated exceptional discipline.”

Another director leaned forward slightly. “We’ve all seen her performance metrics. This is a logical transition.”

Rosalina inclined her head once. “Continuity and strength are priorities. Kimberly understands both. She will also innovate.”

Kimberly finally spoke, her voice steady. “I appreciate the confidence. I intend to justify it.”

A few quiet smiles passed around the table.

Then another director, seated halfway down the line, raised a question. “What about Devon? Will he cause any problems?”

Kimberly answered before Rosalina could respond. “He has been taken care of.”

The director held her gaze. “Can you elaborate?”

Kimberly didn’t hesitate. “He is receiving appropriate treatment. It was necessary.” That was all she said. That was all she needed to say. It was like calling in sick and telling a boss she had to deal with “personal issues”. An employer only needed to know she would be using some of her sick leave. After that, she didn’t need to justify herself.

Then again, Kimberly hadn’t been a worker like that since college. A little smile tugged at the corner of her mouth.

“Shall we move onto other matters?” Rosalina asked, and her directors all nodded along.

There was always more business.

Lizzie had spent the afternoon making phone calls. Theoretically, she could have done these volunteer hours back at her place, but she always enjoyed the camaraderie. She went into the call center, and she sat down at one of the empty spots along a wide table. There was a computer in front of her, and it had her script, the different phone numbers of potential donors, and some other logistical information.

Over the course of several hours, she had called hundreds of different people as she solicited donations and helped them sign up for memberships. Technically, she was a telemarketer, but she was making the world a better place. She had thoroughly vetted this organization, and she knew they needed the money to fight childhood food insecurity in the city.

Right as she wrapped up her shift, her phone buzzed for her attention.

“Hello?”

“He’s ready,” Kimberly said without any kind of preamble. “You can go see him whenever you want.”

“You talked to Dr. Walsh? That’s what she said?”

“I spoke with Dr. Walsh,” Kimberly confirmed.

“Thank you!”

“Before you hang up, do you know where you’re going?”

“No…”

Her big sister was probably smiling on the other end of the line. “I’ll text you the address.”

“Are there visiting hours or anything?”

“No. It’s not that kind of hospital,” Kimberly said.

Lizzie nodded, grinned, and quickly wrapped up. A lot of her fellow volunteers were high school and college students. She routinely took them out for dinner after their shift, but Lizzie quickly broke into a run. She made her way to her car, jumped in and started driving. She had the address.

Just a few minutes later, she parked on the street, and she got out.

When she saw the building, she didn’t think it looked like anything special. In fact, she had to wonder whether or not she had actually driven by the Blackthorne Medical Facility without even knowing it was there.

As she walked through those front doors, she didn’t know what to expect. Only then her phone vibrated and she saw the news. Kimberly was going to be the CEO of the company.

“Good for her,” Lizzie whispered. She made a mental note to go celebrate with her big sister, but now she wanted to see someone else.

For some reason, she couldn’t think of him as her brother. And yet… 

A tall, blonde woman appeared. “Hello. Are you Elizabeth Dresser? Your sister said that you would be here.”

“I’m here to see Devon.”

“Right this way,” said the woman.

As they walked, they chatted a little bit. It felt strange, especially because Lizzy made a point of looking around. She saw several men, all of them were bound by straightjackets. Not only that, they were wearing collars. Most importantly, she found her gaze dropping down toward their groins, and she saw those locks. She saw the chastity devices. These men really were patients at this hospital, and they were helpless here.

Lizzie thought about that. Then she flashed back to her own fantasies.

But when she saw him again, maybe all of that would dissipate. Perhaps she would see Devon, look right at him, and decide that it had just been some kind of bizarre fluke.

She knew what other people would say. She knew what other people would think.

Then again, she smirked. She looked around because this was a facility that broke and trained and tamed men!

Perhaps it wasn’t a mainstream idea yet, but she had to wonder how the work of Dr. Walsh and women like her could affect society overall. She wondered whether or not these ideas would trickle into the rest of the public consciousness.

It was an interesting idea, and it made her wonder exactly what would happen if men were viewed as psychologically weaker and emotionally unstable and incapable of leadership.

Dr. Walsh would have a lot of work ahead of her, but it seemed like a possibility, especially considering everything she had already built.

Shaking her head, Lizzie pushed those thoughts aside. The orderly opened a door and Lizzie just had to step through it.

“Here he is,” she said.

Lizzie puffed out her cheeks, nodded, and stepped forward. All at once, she wondered whether or not she could really do this because she wasn’t like Kimberly or Rosalina. She wasn’t like any of the other powerful women she encountered. Lizzie always felt like she was a girl. She was younger. People said she was naïve. She wasn’t interested in conquering the world.

And yet, her feet still carried her forward, and now she stood there in the doorway. She saw him.

He was locked in a straitjacket, just like so many of those other patients. He had that collar around his neck, and she saw the chastity cage between his legs. This was a part of his treatment. This was how he was getting better. This was why Dr. Walsh and Kimberly had decided to let her visit.

When she exhaled, there was that slow and almost shaky breath that passed her lips. Lizzie stepped forward, and Devon opened his mouth to say something.

She shook her head.

Remarkably, that kept him from saying anything.

“Don’t,” she added unnecessarily. “I just wanted to see what’s going on here.”

His mouth stayed open, but Devon didn’t talk. That surprised her.

Simultaneously, she felt it. Her heart pounded, and that heat seemed to spread just beneath the surface of her skin. It darted and danced beneath her cheeks, along her neck, down her chest, and all the way to that spot between her legs.

Without trying, she thought about those nights in her bed on her own when her hand found its way down between her thighs, and she would stroke her panties, only to realize they were already damp.

Seeing him like this was supposed to make all of that stop.

It didn’t.

It just grew more intense.

“Tell me what’s happening here,” she said. “Tell me what’s wrong with you.”

“Lizzie, I have been admitted to this hospital because I’m sick. I suffer from delusions and toxic masculinity.”

“Delusions and toxic masculinity?” She didn’t think that was true. They were probably just gaslighting him. That realization made her wait for the attack of conscience.

It didn’t come, not even when Lizzie stepped forward. She looked down at this bound boy.

Then she tentatively reached out for him and her fingers brushed along his shin to his knee. Her hand moved up along his body.

A quick shudder rushed across his frame, and she jerked her hand back. But then she smiled because she knew he couldn’t stop her. She knew he had no right to try because he was a patient here, and she was a woman.

This was it. This was what she had read about. This was not just female empowerment. This was something different, something better and utterly intoxicating and addictive.

This was female supremacy.

As a woman and on the basis of her sex alone, she could be in charge. She could own him!

Her hand trailed up along his leg, and then she was coming closer to his balls. She stopped before she touched his scrotum. For a moment, she was curious about the chastity device, so she reached out and brushed her fingers along the plastic. Simultaneously, she waited for Devon to say something else. Perhaps he was going to beg or plead. Why did that thought turn her on? How could that possibility excite her? Those jolts of heat ran through her skin, and she could feel it along her nipples and down between her legs. She thought of those other erogenous zones like the size of her thighs. If she had caressed herself right there, she wondered whether or not she would have climax there in front of him.

She was supposed to stop this. She was supposed to get out of there.

Lizzie kept thinking about how this wasn’t something anyone would be able to tolerate.

Even so, her chest tightened, and she kept thinking about this. She kept thinking about him and what she wanted to do.

“Devon, I’ve been thinking about you a lot.”

“You have?”

You’ve watched him, and she waited for some dose of logic to finally hit her. Instead, she was standing there, and she touched his device, and then she jerked her hand back. “Screw it,” she said. That was when she stepped forward, and she grabbed him by his cheeks. She couldn’t believe she was doing this. His skin was surprisingly smooth. Either they let him shave himself, or one of the nurses had done it. He felt incredible, and she looked down into his face. Then she lowered herself, and she pressed her mouth to his.

She was kissing him.

He kissed her back.

Then he was breathing hard, she stared, and she saw what could unfold. She saw a different future, one where she took him back home, she kept him collared, she could own him, and she could force him to go down on her. He could massage her, and he would agree with everything she said because she was in charge and he would be the slave!

Something stopped her. Something forced her from the room.

Lizzie spun, and she rushed out into the hall. She slammed the door behind her.

Her eyes were wet, but Lizzie Dresser had always been the good girl, the kind girl, the nice girl, and the girl who always followed the rules. She wasn’t going to do something like this. She couldn’t!

Even if she wanted to with every fiber of her being, Lizzie had to follow the rules. She couldn’t take this boy. She couldn’t enslave him!

“Wait!”

For a second she thought that was Devon‘s voice. She thought about the look of shock on his face, but that was a woman talking. Not only that, it didn’t come from his room.

She turned back, and she saw a woman in a white lab coat.

She was older. She looked experienced and powerful. She looked like she knew what she was doing.

“Dr. Walsh?”

“Good guess,” said the woman. “I hope you don’t mind, but I saw what just happened.”

“I, I…” Lizzie was fighting hard to come up with some justification for what she had done, but she couldn’t find it.

“You don’t have to defend yourself or what just happened in there,” she said.

“I don’t?”

“No,” Dr. Walsh told her. “You don’t.”

“Look, I’m sorry. I don’t know what I’m doing here. I don’t even know why I came.”

“You came because you wanted to see him,” Dr. Walsh replied, making it sound easy and obvious.

“Yes, but…”

“When we admitted him, we made a point of getting a family history. I know about you, Lizzie.”

“What do you think you know about me?” Lizzie bristled, if only because she didn’t want to sound confrontational.

“I know that you care about him. I know that you are a part of his family, but you’re not actually related. And I know that you are intrigued.”

“Intrigued?”

“It happens. It happens, and there’s nothing wrong with what you are feeling right now.”

“You don’t know what I’m feeling. You can’t know.”

“Devon is a sweet boy. He has a lot of potential. I think a girl like you could instruct him properly.”

“What?”

“I think you could instruct him. You could train him. It’s my job to make sure that he is cured, but he is still going to be vulnerable. He’s going to need someone to handle him. Do you think you could do it? I think you could,” the doctor said, asking a question before she answered it herself.

Lizzie opened her mouth. “I don’t know.”

“Are you sure about that?”

“Yes. I’m definitely sure that I don’t know.” She chuckled nervously.

“If you can’t be honest with yourself, be honest with me. I’ve seen lots of girls like you before, and I’m pretty sure I know why you went in there and what you wanted to accomplish.” The doctor didn’t make those words sound like an accusation. In fact, she spoke with the soft and gentle patience of a therapist.

“I’ve been thinking about him a lot lately. My thoughts have been different.” Yes, this definitely felt like therapy.

“You want to own him. You want to have him. But you still think that might be wrong. Am I right?”

Lizzie didn’t trust herself to speak, so she nodded instead.

“It’s okay. You are entitled to your desires. You have a potential opportunity here. Your sister hasn’t decided what she wants to do with him. The question is what you want to do with him.”

“I can’t take him home with me.”

“Why not?”

“I don’t think I could do it. I don’t think I could own him. He’s…” She tried to finish that sentence, but Lizzie didn’t know how.

“Lizzie, you are a young woman and he is a boy, and that means you are his superior. Those aren’t just words. They are the truth. They are a foundational reality in which we now live. Maybe the boys would have an advantage if we were all plowing fields or whatever, but this is a world built on information, critical thinking, analysis, and prediction.”

“Wouldn’t it be wrong to own him?” Lizzie asked.

“Why? He needs it.”

Lizzie swallowed again. The doctor reached out, touched her shoulders, pulled her close and gave her a slow hug. It felt strange. This woman wasn’t Lizzie’s therapist. She wasn’t her physician either. In fact, they had just met! And yet,

Dr. Walsh finally let go, and then she reached down into her pocket and she pulled something out before extending her hand and touching her palm to Lizzie’s. Then the physician turned and walked away.

Because she could feel the edges, the teeth, and that small piece of metal in her hand, she squeezed tighter. Right away, she knew what she was holding, but she didn’t know if she could use it.

Lizzie could make that choice again. She could walk away too. She had already retreated once. There was nothing to stop her. That boy was still back in the room, however…

She stood there alone in the center of the hallway. Her muscles twitched. There was that momentum tugging at her. She could have turned and walked right toward the exit. She could have passed those other patients and the employees who worked here. She could have disappeared out into the public, and Devon wouldn’t have to know about her ambivalence or her uncertainty. Maybe he would even pretend this had never happened.

Or she could go back in there.

Lizzie took one step then another. She headed toward the exit.

She stopped. She turned around. She tightened her fingers into a fist and she walked faster now toward his room, through that door, and then she climbed up onto the bed with him. She looked down into his eyes.

“I want you,” she stated. “I want you, and I’m going to get you. I’ve always been the girl who gives up, but not this time, Devon.”

“What, what are you saying?”

“I’m going to own you,” she promised him.

“Lizzie?”

“Mistress,” she ordered. She turned those syllables into a demand.

“I, I can’t do that.”

Her hand sped down, and she grabbed him by his balls.

“Are you sure about that?” She had him, and she could feel the twitch in his chastity cage. It brushed against her wrist, even as his member tried to fight that mobile prison.

“Devon, I’m a woman, and you’re a boy. That’s what the doctor told me, so you are going to be mine. Say it.”

“I’m going to be yours!”

“And if I want to use you, then I get to use you. If I want to play with you, then you are going to be my toy. Say it.”

“I’m going to be your toy, Mistress!”

She heard those words, and they were so much better than any fantasy.

For just another second or two, she considered him.

“And I’m going to take you home, and you’re going to be my property, and you’re going to worship me. You’re going to crawl at my feet, and I’m going to keep you in that collar, and you’re always going to understand your own inferiority. Isn’t that right, slave?”

Slave.

She wanted to make the world a better place. She hadn’t and wouldn’t sacrifice her idealism, but she could still own this boy. Lizzie didn’t know whether or not that made her a hypocrite. All at once, she decided she didn’t care!

“Yes, Mistress,” he told her as he broke. He surrendered to her authority. He gave her exactly what she wanted, needed, and deserved.

“Good boy,” she said as she held up the key. “Are they curing you?”

Then she saw it in his face. This boy obviously wanted to say something about how he wasn’t being cured because he didn’t need to be cured because there was nothing wrong with him! There was that itch somewhere deep within his body, yet he didn’t dare utter those words. More importantly, he had started to wonder, and now he looked back up at this beautiful girl.

“Yes, Mistress. They are curing me.”

“Good boy,” she said, reaching down and stroking him. She brushed her fingers down between his nipples and along his chest to his stomach. Then she held up with a key again, and she waited.

"You're not asking. You’re not begging. Why not?”

“Mistress, I’m hoping you’re going to use me, but I understand that I’m a boy, so I should wait. I have to obey you. A good boy obeys.”

“A good boy obeys,” she repeated with just a hint of mockery in her voice. Then she saw it. Not only that, she started to think about this grander vision. Lizzie was certain she wasn’t the first or only one. Dr. Walsh must have considered this long ago. She had her plans and her ambitions, and Devon was just one more boy. Granted, he was rich. Obviously, he had influence (or he used to have influence). Even so, he was just one more step toward her vision of a better world.

Then Lizzie had a different thought. As she stared down at her bound slave boy, she considered what she was going to do with him, how he would remain naked and locked in a chastity cage, how he would stay in that collar, and how he would learn to serve her. First, behind closed doors, he would cook and clean for her unless she wanted his attention. She would give him those chores, and he would make her life so much easier and so much better.

Not only that, she realized she could have those same kinds of orgasms whenever she wanted, but now she wanted to be alone in the dark of her bedroom. Rather, she could snap her fingers and this boy would come crawling. More likely, she would let him sleep in her bed, and she would use him as a pillow. She could wrap herself around him, enjoying the firm contours of his body.

Out in public, she would let him wear clothing, but he could help her. He could help her with her different volunteer activities. Simultaneously, she smiled to herself as she thought about what it would be like to have him at her side. He had always grudgingly indulged in her charity work, but now he would help her. He would work with her.

She smiled at the prospect for just a moment. Making the world a better place sounded lovely, and she still thought she had a responsibility to do so, yet she could enjoy herself. She could play with him and relax into this kind of pleasure.

As that thought occurred to her, she grinned. It was the kind of feral smile that made her reveal her teeth.

“I want your mouth right now,” she said. That promise surprised her, but then she looked down, and she glanced back over at the door. She knew she had as much privacy as she wanted, so she began to strip. She removed one item of clothing after another. Soon, she was down to her bra and panties. She could have stopped there. She could have gone back to her old sense of morals and ethics.

She didn’t.

She wouldn’t. She didn’t want to!

Instead, she decided there was something else she wanted. Then she grabbed onto her panties, and she pulled them down. She was entitled to her own pleasure.

“Devon, you used to think I was naïve. Where did that get you?”

“Mistress, I was naïve.”

“How so?” That was what she asked as she reached back to unhook the clasp on her bra.

“I thought I was healthy. I thought I could figure out how the world worked on my own. I didn’t realize that men are born to be slaves.”

“You really believe that, don’t you?”

“Why wouldn’t I, Mistress? It’s the truth.”

She was fascinated by this as she considered the boy in a straitjacket on that hospital bed. Then she climbed forward onto his bed, and she looked down at him. She stared into his eyes, even as he gazed up at her.

“You like this, don’t you?” another wild smile touched her lips as she gazed down at him.

He was staring up into her face, but it was obvious that he experienced something else. It was gratitude. It was the drive to obey. Dr. Walsh with her different treatments had cleared away all of the other detritus.

In truth, Lizzie didn’t know whether or not this boy had actually been cured, but he was definitely on the road to recovery! She smiled to herself and considered that silly little cliché. At that moment, however, she knew what she wanted, so she climbed on top of him, and she straddled his face!

She braced herself against the wall, and then she was on top of him, and she knew that once he made her climax, this would be something she could not and would not give up.

“Pleasure me,” she said. The command sounded awkward inside of her head, but the boy obeyed! The bound patient on his back raised his head, and he lapped at her pussy, his tongue sliding and gliding along her opening.

It was better than what she had expected! It was better than she had hoped! It was better than her fantasies!

This boy was on his back and he was trapped. He was here, she had him, and she could use him. She could be utterly selfish as she basked in those sensations shooting out from between her legs up into the rest of her body.

Heat splashed across her skin. Tension ripped her muscles. She closed her eyes, lifted her head and moaned as the wild delight pulsed through her.

“Good. That’s right. You know where you belong, don’t you? You know who you are now, don’t you? The doctor is curing you, and then you’re coming home with me. You are going to be mine! I don’t have to worry about dumbass boys, my own age. I don’t have to worry about you being loyal. I can keep you locked up. And if you mess up, I will punish you. That’s how it’s going to work, Devon!”

This girl couldn’t know at that instant, but he agreed with her. Devon was ready to surrender himself completely, and up to this young woman if that was what the therapist decided he needed. He would listen to the physician. He would listen to these medical professionals because they were smarter than him. They were women, and they understood what a boy needed. He had been so sick, so unhealthy, so unwell and delusional before. But now he was getting better, and he tried to prove it as he licked this girl. His tongue slid along her pussy, and he tasted her excitement. He was grateful, even as he pushed his nose, the contours of his lips, his tongue up against her sex.

All too soon, she cried out, and she drew back.

But then she held up that piece again. The light glinted along her hair, her eyes, and the edges of that key.

“I could just make you give me one orgasm after another,” she said. “But I’ve been thinking about this. I’ve been thinking about owning this,” she promised him. That was when she unlocked him. She shoved that key into the opening, turned it, and they both heard the mechanism disengage. The lock opened, and she pulled it away, tossing it to the side before she grabbed his shaft, stroked him, climbed on top of him, mounted him, and claimed him!

For that boy, everything happened way too fast and way too slow.

For her, there was just this natural rhythm as she unlocked something else.

Maybe this kind of power and authority had always been inside of her. Maybe she had been socialized to ignore it, or maybe it was this place. Maybe it did something to her.

She couldn’t know for sure, but it didn’t matter because she had him now!

She took him, she was on top of him, and Devon started to say something.

She leaned forward, and he drank in the sight of her hair, her beautiful face, her shapely neck, and the curves of her breasts. He studied those mounds, drawn by the curves of her body. He just couldn’t help himself. He was a boy, he knew he was inferior, but now she was on top of him, and she had his cock trapped between her legs, even as she touched her hand to his mouth.

“No talking, not right now,” she said to her slave.

Lizzie embraced those opening moments. This girl remained right there on top of him. She had him, she enjoyed the feel of his body, the helpless tension of his frame, and the knowledge that he would follow her instructions. He would obey her dictates!

Then she started to move. Slowly, at first, she rose up and down. She had already taken him completely. Her body was ready, and so he felt that rush of delight as he absorbed every impulse.

“This is who you are now. This is where you belong. You’re going to be mine. Even if you get out of that straitjacket, you’re still going to be in that collar, and you’re still going to be owned.”

She had told him not to speak, so he remained silent, yet Devon still nodded like a good slave. He acknowledged everything she said, because she was in charge!

“Good boy. You want to be a good boy. You need to be a good boy. You have to be a good boy,” she said, speaking with that easy rhythm as she began. With each second shooting past, this girl started to speak faster.

“I meant everything I said, Devon. I’m going to come, and you’re going to be mine! I’m going to let you come, and you’re going to be my slave forever!”

Forever…

She knew what she meant, and he believed her.

Maybe there was some tiny whisper in some hidden corner of his psyche that told him he was supposed to fight this or just lie to her, but he couldn’t. He couldn’t deceive her. She was smarter than him. She was a woman, and she was his superior!

For so long, he had harbored all of those silly delusions and misconceptions about what a girl like Lizzie was supposed to be, but now he saw the truth.

He had been cured!

“Say it,” she ordered, her order snapping across the air.

“I’ll be your slave forever, Mistress!”

She rode him harder, gliding up and down as she squeezed. There was that slick motion along his shaft as she used him. She took what she wanted, and he couldn’t stop her! Inch by inch and second by second, she rode him harder and faster as her hair bounced against her shoulders. Then she lifted her head, and she gave him that command. “Give it to me right now! Give me your freedom. Give me your obedience! Give me everything!”

“I belong to you, Mistress!” Devon cried out before he grunted and the tension flashed across both of their bodies. She squeezed again, and she lost herself to that bright flash of ecstasy and excitement. Everything burned together until she had drained him completely and she was done with him. She dropped forward, and she kept her chin pressed to her chest for several long seconds.

It was done and a different fear began to spin behind his eyes and deep within his psyche.

But then he opened his eyes again and looked over at her. He could see that she really was his superior. He had to belong to her. He had no choice.

“You feel it, don’t you? The doctor really did do an amazing job?”

“Yes, Mistress,” he confirmed.” I feel it because I belong to you.”

She leaned down and kissed him on the tip of his nose.

“And you always will.”

The End
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Stacey Farber is a wildly successful businesswoman who is now funding the construction an entirely new city called Bella Springs. She’s doing this for one reason: promote female supremacy. In this new city, women will enjoy every advantage. The outnumbered men in this city will discover what second-class citizenship looks and feels like. Farber uses her influence to ensure women have every opportunity to succeed when it comes to employment, compensation, political power, and freedom. Men like Matthew O'Reilly are given curfews and uniforms, turning them into second-class citizens. College students Mia and Zack enroll in the new university, but he’s confined to "service" classes, focusing on pleasing the woman rather while she’s busy learning leadership skills. Despite their efforts, men remain surrounded by powerful women who may not let them go, all of which demonstrates how “The future is female.”

This 85,000-word novel features extreme female domination, male subjugation, spanking, public humiliation, stocks, chastity training, pegging, and more.

Male Disadvantages

A realistic companion to American Matriarchy:

This is Bella Springs, a new city where women have taken complete control. The founder, Stacy Farber, built the city with one ambition in mind: ensure female supremacy. She wants to see the men of the world enslaved, and she’ll prove it’s possible here in her new city. This collection of short stories illustrates what life is like when women rule. The men here are subjugated, owned, and humiliated on a daily basis. When the future is female, men had better prepare to surrender. Women enjoy every advantage. In Bell Springs, being male is the biggest disadvantage of all.

This 78,000-word anthology features female domination, pegging, chastity training, bondage, and humiliation.

The Matriarchs

A mostly realistic novel

A virus infects men, causing them to lose their ability to think rationally and engage in mindless aggression. Women, led by the female President of the United States, seize control and help the men behave. They develop a control band to stun males when they lose control and succumb to their virus-induced emotions. With the virus still running rampant, males lose power. Male lawyers, judges, doctors, and corporate executives all lose their influence and positions of power since they can no longer be trusted. Their wives and mothers must handle every decision. A young man, Jordan, decides to go to college only to face strict rules and severe consequences when he messes up. He must be obedient, docile, and subservient to succeed in this new world.

This 115,000-word novel features female supremacy, human puppy play, spanking, bondage, pegging, and male subjugation.

Love Locked

A realistic novel:

Amber and Brian have grown up together, only it’s time for their relationship to change since she’s about to become his keyholder. She’ll have complete control over Brian's manhood. She will win every argument, and Brian will eventually improve his grades and become a useful member of the household. Amber now sees Brian as her brother, but she wonders if she should view him as something else—maybe a slave?

This 65,000-word novel features extensive female domination, chastity training, domestic discipline, and spanking.

Prisoner 616

A mostly realistic novel:

Nick Athens, an analyst at a local investment firm, is determined to maintain his position in the female-dominated finance industry. He doesn’t know it yet, but one woman might take away any chance he has, especially if she can trick him into committing a crime. The female supremacists in charge are reforming the prison system for boys like Nick, forcing them to wear collars, restrictive jumpsuits, and chastity belts. If he messes up, Nick's only hope will be his sister, Chloe Athens, a journalist who can write about his situation and potentially trigger a public backlash to get him released. Chloe would need to learn about the facility and its conditions, but her initial ambivalence might evolve into something new if she begins to see why these boys deserve to be leashed and caged.

This 128,000-word novel features a gynarchy, bondage, male chastity training, CFNM, discipline, teasing and denial, female supremacy, foot worship, oral service, and extensive humiliation.

When Women Rule

A mostly realistic novel:

Things have to change in Crystal Canyon, a city where men are losing their free will. Everyone can see how this community must change to meet these new challenges. If every male automatically obeys any command uttered by a woman, then everyone will need new rules—an a new hierarchy. Men are becoming more reliant on women for guidance and training, leading to a decline in their independence. Dr. Elizabeth Hunt, a psychologist, notices this change and crafts a plan. Soon, the men are forced to accept women as their handlers, trainers, and owners. Step by step, these boys are becoming slaves. The girls in Crystal Canyon may be kind or cruel, but they all share a common goal: own the boys.

This is an 80,000-word novel about the sexual subjugation of men.

Wild Space

A sci-fi novel:

Humanity will eventually reach beyond our solar system, but to do so, intrepid explorers and ambitious men like Aric Donovan and the crew of Ranger 3 will first travel to Tau Ceti. Their journey will take decades, so the crew of Ranger 3 will need to enter cryogenic sleep. While they’re gone, Earth will change. There’ll be wars, unimaginable destruction, and a rebirth. The matriarchy will take control, leading to advancements in science and technology. A new starship will reach Tau Ceti in just five years. They’ll catch up to the Ranger 3, so this new crew must decide whether to let the wild males sleep or wake them up and retrain them. Corporal Cara Dare, the sole woman on the Ranger 3, may be able to save Donovan and the rest of their crew. Or she might be tempted to embrace a new way of life if it means women rule while men serve and obey.

This 70,000-word novel features female domination, a futuristic gynarchy, extensive bondage, elements of medical play, pony play, CFNM, male humiliation, spanking, and hypnosis.

Witch Mark

A fantasy series:

The world is complex and difficult to understand, especially when it comes to the covens and spellcasters who have learned to tap into the arcane winds and manipulate reality. Although these women remain hidden, they have the power to shape reality to fit their desires. Marina Diamonte, as one of these empowered casters, has ignored her family's political intrigues. But now, she’s preparing to compete for the leadership of her coven. Along the way, she’ll have to claim a boy for herself. She discovers Eric Samuels, a boy who seems to resist her influence. He intrigues her. More importantly, he knows how to amuse her.

This 49,000-word novella is Part One of the Witch Mark series. This novella features extensive female domination, elements of gynarchy, bondage, mind control, orgasm denial, chastity training, CFNM, foot worship, and more.

Automatic Training

A sci-fi novel:

Isaac Drake arrives in a new city and is greeted by an autonomous vehicle. In seconds, the car traps him. He’s strapped down and helpless…like cargo. The car reaches an automatic training facility where female supremacists use specialized devices and AI to train males like Isaac. The women here will use conveyor belts, collars, and chastity cages. Within a week, these boys will become servile slaves eager to please their owners. Isaac is one of the first males to endure this automatic training.

This 80,000-word novel features gynarchy, domination, pegging, chastity training, robots/automation/androids, CFNM, bondage, hypnosis/mind control, ideological reeducation, and more.

Auctioned on Athena

A sci-fi novel:

In the far future, Justin is a navigator on a courier ship; his captain tasked with a mission to purchase plasma converters in a city dominated by women. Along the way, he must contend with the humiliating catcalls and demeaning comments from women. If he fails to return to a ship, his status as a Registered Male will be revoked, and he could be taken or sold to any of the trading syndicates. He’s a tempting target since a boy like Justin could fetch a high price in the slave markets…

This 115,000-word novel features a futuristic gynarchy, extensive female domination, bondage, male humiliation, pegging, chastity training, teasing and denial, exhibitionism, CFNM, and much more.

Novellas

Male Progress

A mostly realistic novella:

The patriarchy is eroding as women like Elizabeth assert themselves and take control of their families. Her son, Felix, still clings to old fantasies about male independence. The school district is implementing Male Progress Reports to encourage better attitudes and behaviors in high school. Boys like Felix are required to wear a leather collar with two buttons, green and red, which will be used to record their decisions and overall behavior. Each collared boy will be assigned a handler, and she’ll decide what kind of punishment or reward he deserves based on his number of merits and demerits. Felix's sister, who is expected to be his handler, will review his scores and decide his punishment. This boy should know better, but he can’t help himself. He gets one demerit after another. Clearly, he needs some extra discipline.

This 25,000-word novella features extensive female domination, bondage, male humiliation, elements of orgasm denial, all set in a nascent gynarchy.

No Escape from Matria

A modern fantasy novella:

Matria is a small, beautiful country with a pristine lake, forests, and ancient castles. However, it is a country where women are in charge and slavery is still prevalent. Daniel Michaels, a photographer, is designated a Wild Male and has a couple of weeks to document Matria. If he stays past this assigned deadline, he’ll be eligible for enslavement. Daniel has traveled extensively, but Matria is a strange and dangerous place—especially for boys. Leaving should be easy…only something is intent on keeping him here. If he can't escape, he will be captured as he confronts Kayla, Amanda Amata, and Lady Renata. Whether he likes it or not, Daniel Donovan is about to discover the true nature of this land.

This 27,000-word novella features extensive female supremacy and domination, bondage, male subjugation, elements of chastity training, light pony play, and more.

Surrender in the Sky

A paranormal fantasy:

Like so many other business travelers, Samuel is used to long hours in the air. He tolerates the cramped seats and drone of the engines as the world passes by beneath the plane. This time, there’s a storm. Lightning cuts across the sky. He blacks out…and discovers he has fallen into a new dimension where women rule. It’s a new reality. He’s no longer on a jet; instead, it’s some kind of zeppelin. In this reality, men are owned. In this world, women are dressed in fine clothing, while the males are naked and leashed. Samuel struggles to understand the differences, but then he meets Marina Castillo, who senses his potential and seems willing to help him return to his own world—unless she has her own agenda.

This 26,000-word novella features extensive female domination, a strict gynarchy, male chastity training, pegging, spanking, orgasm denial, and much more.

Into Her Web

A superhero fantasy:

Nova City is a wild, wonderful and chaotic place with dozens of superheroes and villains who call this place home. And yet, there’s an odd dynamic. There might be male metahumans, but most individuals with superpowers are female. Riptide might be one of the few men with extraordinary abilities, yet he’s still a powerful superhero. During the day, he’s Logan Drake, a marine biologist. But when he takes on his secret identity, he uses his superpowers to improve the world and help people. He is getting a lot of attention. The Weaver has special plans for Riptide. She can drain Riptide's strength and strip away his powers before she retrains him as a slave. Without understanding the danger, Riptide may have already stumbled into her web…

This 33,000-word novella features extensive female domination, bondage, male chastity training, humiliation, and pegging.

Short Stories

Social Status

A mostly realistic short story:

Over the past five years, significant changes have occurred in the United States, leading to a backlash from the women who’re tired of toxic masculinity and the dumb decisions made by elected officials. Women have taken charge, which has led to the creation of the Male Monitoring Bureau (MMB). The MMB regulates male behavior and has even created a new social status: male chattel. Logan had the chance to be a good and obedient young man, but he's been reclassified as male chattel, ending his freedom in one instant. He calls his best friend Tricia Perkins to help him understand his new status. And yet, Patricia has plans for Logan...

This 11,000-word story features a female dominated society, female supremacy, male submission, foot worship, elements of chastity training, bondage, spanking, and other forms of punishment.

Surrender Ceremony

A mostly realistic short story:

In the new future, women have taken over and men are stripped of their rights under the Female Supremacy Party. Weddings are replaced by Surrender Ceremonies, where a woman claims a man, either as a slave, pet, plaything, or servant. Allison enjoys Brandon's service, but he still believes he has something to say about his future. Perhaps he’ll learn the truth when he’s spanked and humiliated at his Surrender Ceremony.

This 10,000-word story features female domination, a strict gynarchy, bondage, elements of pegging, male humiliation, CFNM situations, spanking/paddling, oral service, and chastity training.

Pony Inspection

A realistic short story:

As the world changes and women assert themselves as the nation’s rightful rulers, Luke must turn himself in at a processing facility to face indentured servitude. But this won’t be the kind of servitude he expected; he discovers that the boys are being turned into human ponies, stripped of their rights, trained, and even put on display. This man is about to learn the meaning of service and obedience.

This 6,000-word story features female domination, intense male humiliation, extensive pony play, bondage, and more.

Tutoring Britney

A realistic short story:

Jared might be smart, but he’s also naïve, especially when it comes to tutoring. He automatically assumes he should be in control with his students, but Britney is a charismatic girl who understands how the world really works. For her, it’s easy to manipulate Jared into a game of seduction—one she’s destined to win. By the end of their first session, she’ll have him tied up and powerless. Once Jared understands what it means to be helpless, he’ll be ready to learn the most important lessons of all.

This 6,000-word story features female domination, male orgasm denial, bondage, corporal punishment, and chastity training.

Boy On Display

A realistic short story:

Ever since the recent elections, Michael and Cassie have struggled with their relationship. Michael understands he owns his girlfriend, but Cassie has a special plan for her friends. She suggests stripping Michael naked and displaying him in front of women, but she's unsure if this would help him adjust to his new status. Other suggestions include restraints, a collar and leash, and marking him to ensure he understands his ownership. The idea is just an idea for now.

This 10,000-word story features extensive CFNM dynamics, female domination, male humiliation, bondage, and a public shaving.

Amazon

Here, you can get a list of every book and story I’ve published. Enjoy!
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