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The Doctor’s Discipline

1 - LATE NIGHT REBELLION

The warm, late-summer air hung thick and humid, a perfect blanket for the kind of trouble Anna Carson craved. It tasted of damp grass and distant barbeque smoke, of cheap vodka and cheaper rebellion. She tilted the bottle back, the liquid burning a familiar, welcome path down her throat before she passed it to Jared.

Jared’s grin was a white slash in the dimness of the gazebo, the yellow park light casting long, spidery shadows through the latticework. He took a long swig, his Adam’s apple bobbing. He was all sharp angles and restless energy, a collection of leather bracelets and cynical opinions she found endlessly fascinating. Or, at least, a convenient distraction.

“Your old man lose his shit again?” Jared asked, voice raspy from smoke.

Anna shrugged, the movement careless. “The usual. ‘Get a job. Go back to school. You’re wasting your life.’ Blah, blah, fucking blah.” She plucked the bottle from his hand, their fingers brushing. A spark, small and electric, but she ignored it. It was just the booze. “Like his life of selling insurance is so fucking epic.”

Jared laughed, a short, harsh sound. “He’s so lame.”

He shifted closer on the weathered wooden bench, his knee pressing against hers. The denim of his jeans was rough. The contact was a question. Anna answered by not moving away. She took another drink, letting the warmth spread through her limbs, loosening the tight coil of frustration that seemed to be her permanent state. Her parents’ disappointed faces, the silent, judgmental meals, the suffocating neatness of her childhood home—it all melted a little under the alcohol’s haze and Jared’s proximity.

His hand came up, not to her face, but to a loose strand of her red hair, tucking it behind her ear. His fingertips traced the shell, a whisper of a touch that felt strangely deliberate. Her own pulse, a steady drum against her ribs, gave a hard, sudden thump.

“You’re sexy, Anna. You know that?” he murmured, his breath smelling of mint and vodka.

“So I’ve heard,” she shot back, but her voice had lost its edge.

Then his mouth was on hers. It wasn’t gentle. It was hungry and searching, all tongue and teeth and the sharp taste of him. Anna met it with equal force, a clash of wills and want. Her hands came up, one tangling in the short, spiky hair at the nape of his neck, the other sliding under his thin t-shirt, feeling the tense muscles of his stomach jump at her touch.

The kissing was a fever. A contest. A way to silence every other thought. His hands were everywhere—on her waist, sliding up her ribs, thumb brushing the underside of her breast through her cotton tank top. She arched into it, a soft sound escaping her throat that was half-sigh, half-growl.

Breaking the kiss, he leaned back just enough to look at her, his eyes dark and intent. Without a word, he undid the button of his jeans, the rasp of the zipper loud in the quiet night. He pushed the fabric down over his hips, just enough. His cock sprang free, already hard and flushed in the muted light.

Anna’s gaze dropped. A slow, possessive smile curved her lips. There it is. The simplicity of it. The pure, uncomplicated goal. She wrapped her fingers around him, his skin hot and smooth as silk over iron. He was already leaking moisture at the tip, a pearl of wetness she smeared with her thumb, feeling him twitch violently in her grasp.

“Fuck, Anna,” he breathed, his head falling back against the gazebo post.

She began to move her hand, a steady, pumping rhythm, her thumb circling the swollen head on each upstroke. She watched his face, the way his jaw clenched, the flutter of his eyelids. His hips began to match her rhythm, a shallow, involuntary thrust into her fist. The power of it hummed through her, a dark, thrilling current. She leaned in and kissed him again, deep and dirty, her hand never slowing.

But the taste of him in her mouth, the feel of him in her hand, it wasn’t enough. The restless energy needed a new outlet. She pulled back from the kiss, her breath coming in short pants that fogged the air between them. Holding his gaze, she slid off the bench and onto her knees on the worn planks of the gazebo floor.

The night air felt cool on her exposed knees. She heard Jared’s sharp intake of breath. Using both hands, she steadied him, then leaned forward, letting her tongue dart out to lick a slow, wet stripe from the base of his shaft all the way to the tip. He tasted of salt, skin and pure, male heat. She took him into her mouth, sinking down slowly, letting her tongue press firmly against the thick vein on the underside.

A ragged groan tore from Jared’s throat. His hands fisted in her hair, not pulling, just holding on. Anna set a deliberate, sucking rhythm, hollowing her cheeks, using her tongue to lavish attention on the most sensitive parts. She could feel his thighs trembling against her shoulders. The world narrowed to this: the heavy weight on her tongue, the muffled sounds he made, the gritty texture of the wood beneath her knees, the dizzying scent of him and night-blooming jasmine.

She needed more. Needed to feel that trembling intensity inside her. Now.

Pulling off with a wet, obscene pop, she rose to her feet on slightly unsteady legs. Jared’s eyes were glazed, his chest heaving. Without breaking eye contact, Anna hooked her thumbs into the waistband of her panties—plain black cotton—and pushed them down her legs, stepping out of them. She left them in a small pile on the gazebo floor. Hiking up her short, denim skirt, she straddled his lap, her knees on the bench on either side of his hips.

His hands immediately clutched at her hips, fingers digging in. The rough head of his cock nudged against her entrance, already slick and ready. She positioned herself, bracing her hands on his shoulders. Then, with a slow, deliberate roll of her hips, she sank down onto him.

The sensation was a lightning strike. A perfect, stretching fullness that drove the air from her lungs in a choked gasp. He was big, and the initial penetration was a breathtaking shock of rightness. She paused, fully impaled, feeling every inch of him buried inside her, the way her body clenched and adjusted, hot and tight around him.

“Jesus,” Jared hissed, his forehead dropping to her collarbone.

Anna began to move. Not frantic, not yet. A slow, grinding rock of her hips, learning the angles, seeking the spots that made her vision blur. The denim of his jeans scraped against the sensitive skin of her inner thighs. The wooden bench was hard and unyielding beneath her knees. None of it mattered. All that existed was the exquisite friction, the deep, dragging pull as she rose up until just the tip of him remained inside, then sank back down, taking him all the way.

Her pace quickened, driven by a raw, urgent need. The slap of skin against skin, their ragged breathing, the creak of the old bench—it all merged into a frantic soundtrack. Jared’s mouth found her neck, sucking and biting at the tender skin there, sending fresh jolts of pleasure down her spine. One of his hands slid between their bodies, his thumb finding her clit.

The touch was electric. Precise. Anna cried out, her rhythm faltering for a second before becoming more desperate, more focused. She rode him hard, each downward stroke aiming to drive him deeper, to chase the coil of tension tightening like a vise in her lower belly. The pleasure was a rising tide, hot and inexorable, drowning out every thought of home, of parents, of futures and failures.

“I’m gonna…” Jared gritted out, his voice strained.

“Do it,” Anna panted, her own climax hovering just out of reach, a shimmering peak she was desperate to crest. She ground down against him, circling her hips, forcing his thumb to press harder against her. “Don’t you fucking stop.”

His control shattered. With a guttural groan, his hips bucked up off the bench, driving into her with a final, powerful thrust. She felt the hot, sudden rush of his release inside her, a pulsing warmth that seemed to trigger her own undoing.

Her orgasm crashed over her, a silent, seismic wave. Her back arched, her mouth open in a soundless scream as white-hot sparks exploded behind her eyelids. Every muscle in her body locked, then went liquid. She collapsed against him, her forehead pressed to his shoulder, shuddering through the last, lingering pulses as he spent himself inside her.

For a long moment, there was only the sound of their labored breathing mingling with the distant hum of traffic. The world seeped back in slowly: the chill of sweat cooling on her skin, the sticky wetness between her thighs, the heavy, satisfied weight of Jared inside her, now going soft.

Then a beam of blinding white light cut through the intimate darkness, pinning them in its glare.

“Police! Don’t move!”

Anna froze, her heart lurching into her throat. The world snapped into a horrifying, hyper-real focus. The cop’s flashlight illuminated everything: Jared’s cock still half-inside her, her skirt hiked up around her waist, the empty vodka bottle gleaming on the bench. The officer’s face was a grim mask of disapproval.

The next hour was a blur of harsh fluorescent lights, cold metal handcuffs that bit into her wrists, and the sterile smell of a police station. They were booked for public indecency and underage drinking. The female officer who processed her had hands that were clinical and devoid of warmth. Anna’s one phone call home was a disaster. Her mother’s voice, usually so carefully modulated, was sharp with a fury that vibrated through the receiver. Her father refused to come to the phone at all.

“You made your bed, Anna. You can lie in it,” Charlotte Carson said, the words like chips of ice. The click of the line going dead was the loudest sound Anna had ever heard.

The cell was a concrete cube with a stainless steel toilet and a thin, padded bench. The air smelled of bleach and despair. She spent the night curled on that bench, the rough blanket scratchy against her skin, listening to the occasional shout or sob from elsewhere in the lockup. The sticky feeling between her legs had dried into an uncomfortable reminder. Shame, cold and heavy, settled in her stomach, but it was quickly smothered by a rising, defiant anger. They left me here. They actually left me here.

Morning brought a stiff-backed escort to the courthouse, then a stuffy, wood-paneled courtroom. The judge was an older woman with silver hair and eyes that missed nothing. She listened to the charges with a tired expression.

“Miss Carson,” the judge said, her voice echoing in the quiet room. “Public indecency is a serious matter. It is classified as a sex offense. A conviction would mean you would be required to register as a sex offender. Do you understand what that means?”

Anna’s mouth went dry. Sex offender. The words echoed, monstrous and absurd. She’d just been fucking around. It wasn’t… it wasn’t like that. But the judge’s gaze held no room for argument. A cold terror, sharper than any she’d felt in the jail cell, pierced her defiance.

“There is an alternative,” the judge continued, shuffling papers. “Given your age and the fact this is your first offense, the state is willing to offer a diversion program. You would be committed to the Northpoint Behavioral Center. It’s a residential facility that works with young women facing… challenges. Complete the program to the satisfaction of the court and these charges will be dismissed. No record. No registry.”

Anna stared. A treatment center. Like she was crazy. Like she was some kind of addict. The anger flared again, hot and bright. She wanted to scream, to tell this woman in the black robe to go to hell.

But the image of her name on a public list, a permanent, digital scarlet letter, flashed in her mind. The disgust on her parents’ faces would be nothing compared to that. The choice was an illusion. A gilded cage was still a cage, but the alternative was a life in ruins.

Her voice, when it came, was small and hollow in the high-ceilinged room. “I’ll go.”

The words tasted like ash.

2 - A COLD WELCOME

The police cruiser had been a rolling tomb of stale coffee and regret. Anna sat in the back, cuffed, watching her old neighborhood blur into a landscape of industrial parks and skeletal trees. Northpoint Behavioral Center loomed at the end of a long, private drive—a severe, modern rectangle of gray glass and steel that looked more like a corporate headquarters than a place for wayward girls.

“Have a nice life, sweetheart,” the female officer had said, not unkindly, as she unlocked the cuffs at the secure entrance.

Anna had merely sneered, rubbing her wrists. The massive door hissed open, and she was ushered into a pristine, silent lobby. It was there she met Dr. White.

He was nothing like the shrinks she’d been forced to see before. Those had been soft, hesitant men in corduroy jackets. Dr. White wore a tailored charcoal suit that fit his broad shoulders like a second skin. His olive complexion was smooth, his jaw strong, and his dark hair was swept back with a touch of silver at the temples. But it was his eyes that pinned her—deep, penetrating, and utterly calm. They assessed her in one glance, from her messy red bun to her scuffed combat boots. It made her want to spit in his face.

“Miss Carson. I’m Dr. White. Welcome to Northpoint.”

His voice was a low baritone, smooth and controlled. It set her teeth on edge.

“Whatever,” she snapped, crossing her arms over her chest. “Can I go to my room or whatever? I wanna lie down.”

“All in good time.” He gestured for her to follow him down a stark white hallway. Her boots squeaked on the polished floor, a rude sound in the absolute quiet. “First, intake. We have protocols to ensure the safety and security of all our residents.”

“Residents? It’s a prison. Call it what it is.”

“It’s a therapeutic center, Anna. May I call you Anna?” He didn’t wait for permission. He opened a door to a small, cold room. It contained two chairs, a counter with a sink, and in the corner, something that made her blood run cold: a standard gynecological exam table, complete with metal stirrups.

“What the hell is that for?”

“Residents must submit to a body cavity search to ensure no contraband enters the facility,” he said, closing the door. The click of the lock was deafening. “I’ll need you to remove your clothes.”

Anna barked a laugh. “You’re out of your mind. I’m not stripping for you.”

Dr. White leaned against the counter, perfectly at ease. “It’s non-negotiable, Anna. You can comply, or I can call in two orderlies to assist you. Your choice.”

The threat hung in the air. She imagined being held down by faceless men in scrubs, her clothes cut away. The humiliation would be absolute. Here, with him… it was still humiliation, but it felt like a different kind. A more intimate, dangerous kind. A spark of reckless defiance, her oldest and only companion, ignited in her chest.

Fine. You want a show? I’ll give you a goddamn show.

She let a slow, wicked smile spread across her face. “Okay, Doctor. You win.”

She started with her boots, kicking them off with exaggerated force. Then her socks. She kept her eyes locked on his as she reached for the hem of her thin tank top. She pulled it over her head in one fluid motion, letting her red hair tumble free. She wasn’t wearing a bra. The air in the room was cool, and her nipples tightened instantly into hard, pink peaks. She saw his gaze drop, just for a fraction of a second, before returning to her face.

He looked. He definitely looked.

Emboldened, she unbuttoned her denim skirt, the one she’d been arrested in, shimmying it down over her hips. She turned slightly as she stepped out of it, giving him a profile view, arching her back just so. She hooked her thumbs into the waistband of her plain cotton panties and slid them down her legs, stepping out of them with a final, dismissive flick of her foot.

She stood before him, completely exposed. Her skin was a canvas of light freckles, her body slender but with the soft curves of womanhood. The patch of hair between her legs was the same fiery red as the hair on her head. She put a hand on her hip, striking a pose.

“See anything you like, Doctor?” she purred, the title a filthy word in her mouth. “Getting your rocks off? You’re just a pervert with a fancy title, aren’t you?”

Dr. White didn’t flinch. He didn’t get angry. That infuriating half-smile returned. “Are you finished, Anna? The theatrics are noted. Now, up on the table. Feet in the stirrups.”

The command was so casual, so expectant of obedience, it stole her breath. “What? No. No way.”

“A body cavity search is standard for intake. Again, you can comply, or I can have you restrained. The choice is yours, but my patience has limits.”

The fight drained out of her, replaced by a cold, creeping dread. This was real. He was really going to do it. Her bravado cracked, revealing the scared girl underneath. With clumsy, numb movements, she climbed onto the cold, padded vinyl of the exam table. The metal stirrups were icy against her heels as she placed her feet in them. She was spread open, utterly vulnerable, her most private parts on display under the brutal light. She stared at the acoustic tiles on the ceiling, her face burning.

She heard the snap of latex. The sound was obscenely loud. Then he was there, standing between her splayed legs. She refused to look at him.

“Relax, Anna. This will be easier if you relax.”

His voice was closer now, a soft rumble that seemed to vibrate in the hollow of her stomach. She felt his gloved fingers part her folds, a clinical, assessing touch. Then one finger, slick with something cool, pressed against her entrance.

She gasped, a sharp intake of breath.

“Just checking for contraband,” he said, his tone still maddeningly professional.

The finger slid inside her. It wasn’t rough, but it was inexorable, filling a space that felt suddenly empty. He worked it in slowly, to the knuckle, then out. In again. A slow, steady rhythm. The initial shock of invasion began to morph. The cool gel warmed to her body’s temperature. The friction of his latex-clad finger against her inner walls created a subtle, traitorous heat. A low, unwelcome pulse began to beat between her legs, syncing with the rhythm of his hand.

No. No, no, no. This isn’t happening.

But it was. Her body, starved for sensation and adrenaline, was betraying her completely. A slick, gathering warmth joined the artificial lubricant. She felt herself softening, opening, her inner muscles fluttering weakly around his intruding digit. The sound of it, a wet, soft slide, filled the silent room. Humiliation burned through her, but beneath it, under it, was a dark, thrilling current of arousal. He was in control. She had none. And some deep, hidden part of her was dizzy with the surrender.

“Very good,” he murmured, as if to himself.

His finger curled slightly, brushing a spot inside her that made her hips jerk off the table. A tiny, choked sound escaped her throat. He did it again, a deliberate, circling pressure. Stars exploded behind her clenched eyelids.

He withdrew his finger. She heard another snap of latex, the squirt of more lubricant. Before she could process it, she felt a new pressure, blunt and insistent, at the tight ring of muscle behind her sex.

Her eyes flew open. “Wha—no! Not there!”

“A full cavity search includes the rectum, Anna. This is for the safety of staff and residents. You’d be surprised what girls try to smuggle in here.”

His other hand came to rest on her lower belly, holding her down. There was no malice in his touch, only absolute certainty. The tip of his finger, thickly lubed, pressed and began to work its way into her other hole. The stretch was shocking, unfamiliar, a burning fullness that stole her breath. She cried out, a raw, ragged sound.

Then, as he began a slow, shallow pump, his other hand found her clitoris. “You’re very tight back here, Anna. Clitoral stimulation will help your muscles to relax.”

The dual sensation was catastrophic. The invasive fullness in her ass, the sharp, electric friction on the hyper-sensitive nub of her clit. It was too much. It was everything. Her back arched off the table, a strangled moan ripping from her lungs. The shame was a bonfire, but the pleasure was an inferno consuming it. She was losing herself, coming apart under his clinical, masterful hands.

He didn’t speed up. His rhythm was relentless, measured. The finger on her clit rubbed tight, perfect circles. The finger in her ass fucked her with slow, deep strokes. The tension coiled in her belly, tight and impossible. She was panting, whimpering, her hands fisting the thin paper sheet beneath her. She was an instrument, and he was playing a symphony of degradation and ecstasy on her body.

“That’s it,” his voice was a dark whisper, cutting through the haze. “Let me see it. Let me see you cum.”

The command broke her. The coil snapped. A convulsive wave of pleasure tore through her, so violent her vision whited out. Her body seized, her channel clamping around the emptiness where his finger had been, her ass clenching wildly around the one that remained. A hot gush of fluid splashed from her, soaking the paper beneath her, a mortifying, uncontrollable fountain. The orgasm seemed to last forever, wracking her with shudder after shudder, each one wringing a broken sob from her throat.

Slowly, the world swam back. The fluorescent lights were too bright. The air smelled of sex and disinfectant. She was drenched in sweat and her own release. Dr. White withdrew his fingers. She heard the gloves snap off, tossed into a biohazard bin.

He walked to the counter and returned with a thin, shapeless dress of pale blue cotton. He laid it on the table beside her.

“Your uniform. No undergarments are permitted. Get dressed.”

His voice was calm, unchanged. As if he hadn’t just orchestrated her utter ruin. As if she hadn’t just squirted all over his exam table.

Anna moved like a robot. She pulled her feet from the stirrups, her muscles watery and weak. She sat up, the room tilting. She avoided looking at the wet patch beneath her. She slipped the dress over her head. It was thin, barely reaching mid-thigh. The fabric brushed against her sensitized nipples and the aching flesh between her legs, a constant, mocking reminder. She felt the air on her bare skin underneath. Exposed. Owned.

Dr. White unlocked the door and held it open. “This way to your room.”

As she shuffled past him, her eyes downcast, he spoke again, his voice low enough for only her to hear. “Your file said you were a challenge, Anna. I do enjoy a challenge.”

The words slithered into her, settling beside the residual tremors of her climax. She walked ahead of him down the hall, the silence now a living thing between them. The thin dress did nothing to hide her. She wondered, with a thrill that was equal parts terror and fascination, what in God’s name she had just gotten into.

3 - AN INVASIVE EXAMINATION

The sterile quiet of her room pressed in on Anna, a silence so complete it felt like a physical weight. The space was a perfect, featureless cube. A narrow bed with a thin, blue blanket. A small, empty desk. A dresser with three drawers. A toilet and sink, both gleaming white. A single, high window reinforced with wire mesh, offering a sliver of gray sky.

The pale blue cotton of her dress felt absurdly thin. Every shift of her body sent the fabric whispering against her skin, a constant, maddening reminder of her nakedness underneath. Of what had happened. The memory of the intake room was a fresh bruise—the cold table, the invasive touch, the shocking, humiliating climax that had torn through her. Shame burned her cheeks even now, but beneath it, low in her belly, a faint, traitorous echo pulsed. A phantom sensation of fullness.

She couldn’t stay here. She paced the eight steps from the bed to the door and back. The door was locked from the outside, of course. She was a prisoner in a pastel cell.

A soft buzz echoed in the hall, followed by the gentle thunk of a magnetic lock disengaging. Her door opened. A moment later, a girl’s face, framed by a wild cloud of dark, curly hair, walked out of the room across the hall. Brown eyes, sharp and curious, scanned the corridor before landing on Anna.

The girl grinned, a flash of white teeth. She motioned for Anna to follow her. They walked down a short corridor, through an open door.

The day area was larger than she expected, a common room with a few worn sofas, plastic chairs, and bookshelves holding outdated paperbacks. Large windows looked out onto a fenced courtyard. A few girls were scattered around. One read a book intently, another sketched in a notebook, two more chatted in low voices. They all wore the same shapeless blue dress. The uniformity was stifling.

The curly-haired girl flopped onto a sofa, patting the space beside her. “New meat,” she said, her voice a low, raspy alto. “I’m Molly. Got here yesterday. You?”

“Anna.” She sat down, keeping a careful distance. “Today.”

“What’s your poison?” Molly asked, leaning in conspiratorially. “Pills? Booze? Did you manage to smuggle anything in? They strip-searched me but I heard some girls can hide stuff… you know where.” Her eyes darted meaningfully downward.

Anna shook her head, the motion stiff. “No. Nothing like that. Public indecency.”

Molly’s eyebrows shot up, then she let out a short, barking laugh. “No shit? You get caught with your pants down literally? That’s a new one. Most of us are here for getting high.” She gestured vaguely at the room. “Helen over there,” she nodded toward a blonde girl sitting primly in a chair by the window, “is a cutter. Or was. Now she’s a model fucking citizen.”

As if on cue, the blonde girl, Helen, looked over and offered a small, serene smile. She had a delicate, almost doll-like prettiness, with fine blonde hair and wide blue eyes.

“Don’t let the smile fool you,” Molly muttered. “She’s fully drank the Kool-Aid. Thinks this place saved her life.”

Helen stood and glided over, her movements calm and precise. “Welcome. I’m Helen. It’s nice to have someone new. The program here is truly transformative, once you surrender to the process.”

Anna stared. “Surrender?”

“To the therapy. To the structure.” Helen’s gaze was unsettlingly direct. “Dr. White is remarkable. He sees through all the… mess. To the core of you.”

A cold trickle traced Anna’s spine. He sees through you. She remembered his dark eyes, watching her strip, watching her come apart. “Yeah,” Anna said flatly. “I met him.”

“He thinks he knows everything,” Molly said, a rebellious glint in her eye. “Thinks he can make us into ‘good girls.’”

Helen’s serene expression didn’t flicker. “Dr. White knows what he’s doing. Your resistance is just another symptom, Molly.”

Before Anna could formulate a scathing reply, the door to the main hall opened. Dr. White stood there, his charcoal suit a slash of darkness against the pale walls. His eyes found Anna immediately, as if he’d known exactly where she’d be.

“Miss Carson. With me, please.”

All chatter in the room died. The other girls looked down at their books or hands, a uniform reaction of subdued fear. Only Molly met Anna’s gaze, giving a slight, almost imperceptible roll of her eyes. See?

Anna’s heart hammered against her ribs. She stood, her legs unsteady. She felt every girl’s eyes on her back as she crossed the room toward him. The thin dress suddenly felt like nothing at all.

“We’ll be conducting your physical examination now,” he said, turning and leading her down a different hallway. His tone was the same smooth, professional baritone. It made her skin prickle.

“I just had an exam,” she said, the words coming out in a rush.

“That was an intake search. This is a full medical. Different protocols.” He stopped at a door, swiped a keycard, and pushed it open. “After you.”

The room was colder than the intake room, and larger. The centerpiece dominated the space: a high, padded chair, more like something from a dentist’s office, but with thick, black leather restraints on the arms and legs. The straps looked well-used, the buckles polished silver. To the side, a stainless steel tray held an array of instruments—a stethoscope, a blood pressure cuff, tongue depressants, and other, less familiar metal objects that glinted under the lights.

Her mouth went dry. “Why are there straps?”

“For patient safety during certain procedures. To ensure you don’t injure yourself.” Dr. White walked to a cabinet, his back to her. “Remove your dress and place it on the chair by the wall.”

The command was so casual. Her earlier bravado was ashes. The memory of her failed seduction, of her utter defeat, was too fresh. She couldn’t muster a taunt. With numb fingers, she grabbed the hem of the thin blue cotton and pulled it over her head. The air kissed her bare skin, raising goosebumps. She folded the dress, a pointless, automatic gesture, and laid it on the indicated chair. She stood naked, her arms hanging uselessly at her sides, staring at the restraint chair.

“Sit down, please.”

She moved like a sleepwalker. The vinyl padding was cool against her thighs and bottom. She sat, her back rigid.

“Arms on the rests, please. Feet in the stirrups.”

She obeyed. He moved with efficient grace, leaning over her. His scent, something clean and subtly spicy, washed over her. His fingers were warm as they fastened the first leather cuff around her left wrist, pulling it snug, clicking the buckle shut. The sound was final. He moved to her right wrist, then knelt to secure her ankles. Each buckle’s click was a little death of freedom. The restraints were firm, unyielding. She could move her hands a few inches, her feet barely at all. She was pinned, exposed, utterly vulnerable.

He stood back, observing his work. A clinical satisfaction seemed to radiate from him. “Comfortable?”

She turned her head away, refusing to answer, staring at a poster on the wall detailing muscle groups.

He began with the mundane. The cold disc of the stethoscope on her chest, her back. The tight squeeze of the blood pressure cuff. He took her temperature. He noted everything on a clipboard. His touch was professional, detached. It was worse than if he’d been lecherous. This cool efficiency made her feel like a specimen.

Then his hands stilled. “Breast examination.”

His ungloved hands, warm and dry, cupped her right breast. His thumb swept over her nipple, which tightened instantly, betraying her. He palpated the tissue with firm, searching pressure, his fingers tracing circles. He repeated the process on her left breast, his attention complete, analytical. A flush spread from her chest up her neck. It was clinical, but her body reacted anyway, a low heat stirring in response to the deliberate, intimate handling.

He made a note. Then he turned to the tray.

The metal clink as he picked up the speculum was the loudest sound she’d ever heard. It was cold, steel, with a screw mechanism to open its bills. He coated it in a clear gel from a squeeze bottle.

She squeezed her eyes shut. She heard the snap of latex gloves.

A touch at her inner thigh. Then the cold, blunt nose of the speculum pressed against her entrance. She flinched, a gasp escaping her.

“Relax. You’ll only make it more difficult.”

The metal slid into her, a slow, unforgiving invasion. It was larger than a finger, cold and hard. She bit down on her lower lip, tasting copper. He worked it deeper, then there was a click, a twist of his wrist, and a mechanical pressure as he opened the bills. A deep, stretching sensation filled her, holding her open. She felt obscenely wide, her inner walls exposed to the cold air and his clinical gaze. A soft, helpless sound whimpered in her throat.

“Good.” He selected a long, thin swab. She felt it, a faint scratch deep inside her canal as he collected a sample. “Screening for infections.”

He removed the swab, placed it in a tube, then closed the speculum with another efficient motion and withdrew it. The relief was momentary. Because he was putting the speculum down and picking up something else.

Her eyes flew open.

In his gloved hand was a dildo. It was made of smooth, flesh-toned silicone, but there was nothing realistic about its size. It was long, thick, with a pronounced, flared head and a thick vein-like ridge running along its shaft. It was bigger than any boy she’d ever been with. Bigger than anything she’d ever imagined.

“What is that?” The question was a strangled whisper.

“An instrument to measure vaginal depth and assess pelvic floor elasticity. A standard part of a gynecological work-up in certain cases.” His explanation was calm, as if discussing a blood test. He squirted a generous amount of clear lubricant onto the massive toy, coating it thoroughly. The gel dripped, shiny and viscous.

“No. You can’t. That won’t fit.” Panic clawed up her throat.

“It will fit, Anna. Your body is capable of remarkable accommodation. The restraints are for this part—to prevent reflexive movement that could cause injury.” He stepped between her splayed, restrained legs, the monstrous toy in hand. “Take a deep breath.”

She shook her head wildly, pulling against the leather cuffs. They didn’t give an inch. “Stop! I want to leave! I revoke my consent or whatever!”

He paused, looking down at her. His dark eyes held a flicker of something—not anger, but profound patience. “Anna, you were involuntarily committed by a court order. You cannot leave. Your consent, in the legal sense, is not required for medically necessary procedures. This is necessary. For your file. For your treatment plan.” He leaned closer, his voice dropping to a tone that was almost intimate. “You can fight it, and make it harder for both of us. Or you can accept it. The choice, as ever, is one of attitude.”

Tears of frustration and terror blurred her vision. She was trapped. By the law, by the straps, by his unwavering authority. A sob hitched in her chest. She went limp, turning her head away, surrendering to the inevitability.

The cold, lubed head of the dildo pressed against her opening, already slick from the speculum and her own traitorous arousal. The pressure was immense. He pushed, not with a brutal force, but with a steady, relentless pressure. Her body resisted, the tight ring of muscle clenching in protest.

“Breathe out,” he instructed, his free hand coming to rest on her lower belly, a warm, heavy weight.

She exhaled a shuddering breath. As she did, he pressed forward.

The stretch was unbelievable. A burning, tearing fullness that stole the air from her lungs. She cried out, a raw, guttural sound. He didn’t stop. He worked the thick head past her entrance with a slow, twisting motion, and then the thick shaft began to slide in, inch by impossible inch. The ridge along its top dragged against her inner walls, a rough, overwhelming friction. It felt like it would never end, like he was impaling her, splitting her open. Her vision swam, dotted with black spots.

And then, a brutal, shocking truth: as the initial pain of stretch began to recede, it mutated. The incredible fullness became a sensation. A deep, profound filling that reached places inside her she didn’t know existed. The rough ridge became a textured promise, dragging over a spot that made her hips twitch against the restraints. A moan, this one devoid of protest, bubbled up from her chest.

He saw it. Of course he saw it. His lips curved in that faint, knowing smile.

“Good girl,” he murmured.

He began to move it. Slow, shallow thrusts at first, just working it in her snug channel. The wet, squelching sound of thick silicone moving in her well-lubricated passage filled the room. Each inward stroke pressed that ridge directly against a spot high inside her, a spot that sparked with electric, gathering pleasure. Each withdrawal was a delicious, empty ache, immediately soothed by the next deep fill.

Her breath came in ragged pants. She was panting, her breasts rising and falling. The humiliation was a live wire, but the pleasure was a circuit breaker, frying every other thought. He was fucking her with this impersonal tool, and her body was arching as much as the restraints allowed, seeking more.

“Elasticity appears excellent,” he noted aloud, his tone conversational as he pistoned the dildo deeper, faster. Her inner muscles fluttered, then clamped down hard around the invading girth. A low, continuous moan was pulled from her lips.

He suddenly withdrew the dildo completely. The sudden emptiness was a shock, a loss that made her cry out. Before she could process it, he had picked up another one from the tray. This one was slimmer, shorter, but still substantial. He lubed it quickly.

“Anal depth and tone,” he stated.

“No… please… not both…” she begged, but it was a weak, watery sound.

He pressed the tip of the second dildo against her other entrance, the tight pucker untouched since his finger that morning. At the same time, he guided the massive first dildo back to her soaked, gaping sex.

The dual pressure was mind-breaking. She was so full from the first, so aroused, so open. The smaller tip pressed insistently, and with a grunt of effort from her and a firm push from him, it breached her. A sharp, bright pain flared, then dissolved into a deep, impossible fullness as he worked it into her rectum alongside the other toy in her vagina.

She was full. So full. Stretched to a limit she never knew she had. She could feel the thin wall between the two toys, feel each distinct shape inside her. It was an invasion so complete it felt like possession.

Then he began to move them.

It was a coordinated, rhythmic fucking. He worked the thick vaginal dildo in a deep, steady stroke with one hand, while the other pumped the anal toy in a shallower, quicker rhythm. The sensations crashed into each other, overlapped, multiplied. The textured ridge rubbed her front wall. The smooth, insistent pressure in her back channel massaged her from behind. The dual penetration created a friction on every single nerve, a total saturation of sensation.

Her world narrowed to the feel of those two objects pistoning in and out of her stretched, willing holes. The leather straps bit into her wrists and ankles as she strained against them, not to get away, but to push back, to take them deeper. Coherent thought evaporated. There was only the building, coiling, unbearable tension in her core. Her moans were constant now, a desperate, pleading litany.

“Dr. White… oh god…”

“Almost there, Anna,” he said, his voice a dark anchor in her storm. His pace increased. The sounds were obscene—wet, slapping, squelching music. “Let me see your compliance. Let me see your surrender.”

His words were the final trigger. The coil, wound so tight it felt like it would snap her spine, did.

Her orgasm detonated.

It wasn’t a wave; it was a seismic event. Her body bowed against the restraints, every muscle locking in a rigid arc. A silent scream tore from her throat. Her channel convulsed wildly around the thick silicone fucking her, milking it in violent, rhythmic clenches. From her ass, a matching, tight pulsation gripped the other toy. And from her core, a hot, gushing flood erupted, soaking the chair beneath her, splattering with force onto the floor. The squirting was intense, uncontrollable, a humiliating geyser of release that seemed to go on and on, synced with the wracking spasms of her climax.

She collapsed back into the chair, boneless, spent. The world was a blur of light and sound. She was dimly aware of him slowly, carefully withdrawing both toys. The emptiness he left behind was vast, a hollow ache. She felt raw, used, and utterly, devastatingly satisfied.

He unbuckled the restraints, his movements methodical. He didn’t speak. Her wrists and ankles felt ghostly, unreal without the pressure. She couldn’t move. He lifted her as if she weighed nothing, placing her limp body into a waiting wheelchair. He draped her thin blue dress over her lap, covering her nudity in a gesture that felt like the cruelest afterthought.

The door opened. A man in orderly scrubs stood there—Layne. He was younger than Dr. White, with a wiry build and small, dark eyes that crawled over her exposed legs and the damp dress with undisguised, lecherous hunger.

“Take Miss Carson back to her room,” Dr. White said, handing him a clipboard. “She’s to rest.”

“Yes, Doctor.” Layne’s voice was oily. His hands gripped the wheelchair handles, his fingers close to her bare shoulders.

As Layne wheeled her away, Anna managed to turn her head. She looked back at Dr. White, standing in the doorway of the exam room. He met her gaze, gave a slight, almost imperceptible nod, and then turned away, disappearing inside.

The journey back was a haze of shame and exhaustion. Layne’s whistling, a tuneless, suggestive sound, followed her all the way. He parked her wheelchair just inside her room. “Need any help getting into bed, sweetheart?” he asked, his gaze lingering.

She found a shred of her old self. “Fuck off,” she slurred, the words lacking all force.

He just chuckled and left, locking the door behind him.

Anna somehow pushed herself out of the chair. The dress fell away. Naked, trembling, she stumbled the two steps to her bed and fell face-first onto the thin mattress. The coarse blanket scratched her sensitized skin. The smell of disinfectant and sex clung to her.

She lay there, shattered. Her body hummed with the aftershocks of the most intense, most degrading pleasure she had ever experienced. She had been strapped down, invaded, measured, and fucked with cold instruments until she screamed and gushed like a wanton thing. And she had loved it. The secret admission, buried under layers of shame and anger, was the most terrifying truth of all.

She had enjoyed every second of it.

She curled into a ball, the echoes of fullness still haunting her empty flesh. Exhaustion pulled her under, but as she drifted, her last conscious thought was not of escape, but of the dark, approving look in Dr. White’s eyes as he watched her break.

4 - OUT OF OPTIONS

The gray light of morning leaked through the wire-mesh window, painting bars across the floor. Anna stirred, her body a symphony of tender aches. The memory of yesterday’s examination flooded back, not as a coherent narrative, but as a series of visceral flashes: the bite of leather, the cold stretch of metal, the impossible fullness, the shocking, gushing release that had left her trembling and empty. A fresh wave of humiliation warmed her skin. But beneath it, nestled deep in her sore muscles, was a persistent, shameful thrum—a leftover echo of pleasure that refused to be ignored.

A sharp buzz shattered the quiet. The magnetic lock on her door clunked. It was time.

She pulled the thin blue dress over her head. The fabric felt like a cruel joke against her sensitized skin, a flimsy veil over the reality of her nakedness. She followed the soft sounds of movement into the hallway, joining a silent procession of girls in identical dresses heading toward the day room.

The air in the common area smelled of weak coffee and sanitized eggs. A line formed at a serving station manned by a bored-looking orderly. Anna took a tray—scrambled eggs that looked like yellow foam, a slice of dry toast, a small cup of orange juice. She scanned the room.

Molly waved from a table in the corner, her wild curls a dark rebellion against the pastel walls. Anna made her way over, the eyes of other girls tracking her briefly before sliding away.

“You look like shit,” Molly said by way of greeting, shoving a piece of toast into her mouth. “That physical yesterday must have been intense.”

Anna sank into a plastic chair, pushing her tray away. “It was… comprehensive.”

Molly leaned in, her brown eyes sharp. “Comprehensive. Right. I heard you screaming from down the hall. Sounded less like a physical and more like a fucking.”

Anna’s cheeks burned. She picked up her juice, just to have something to do with her hands. “It wasn’t like that.”

“Yeah? Then what was the wheelchair for? Did you pull a hamstring?” Molly’s sarcasm was a protective shield. She dropped her voice to a conspiratorial whisper. “It’s barbaric. All of it. The dresses, the locks, the ‘treatments.’ It’s not therapy. It’s a fucking kink dungeon with a medical license.”

Anna glanced around nervously. “Keep your voice down.”

“Why? What are they gonna do, give me another treatment?” Molly’s laugh was bitter. “I’m getting out of here, Anna. I have a plan.”

The statement hung between them, dangerous and electric. “When?” Anna whispered.

“Not now. But soon. You want in? You seem like you’ve got a spine.”

Anna felt a spark of hope. Maybe there was a way out? “Yeah. Count me in.”

Molly took a gulp of her coffee. “So, what’d you do before this? Besides the public park thing.”

The shift was abrupt, but Anna grasped it like a lifeline. A normal conversation. “Not much. Skipped school. Hung out with the wrong guys. Weed. Drinking. The park… I was just at the wrong place at the wrong time, I guess. My parents wouldn’t bail me out. Said I’m on my own.”

“Parents,” Molly snorted. “Mine shipped me here after they found my stash. Said I needed ‘structure.’ This isn’t structure. It’s sanctioned torture.” She eyed Anna. “You got a boyfriend?”

Anna thought of Jared, his fumbling hands, his nervous excitement. It seemed like a child’s game compared to the clinical, overwhelming mastery of Dr. White. “No one important.”

“Better that way. They just complicate shit.” Molly’s gaze drifted to the door, her bravado fading for a second into something like fear. “He’s coming for you again.”

Anna didn’t need to look. She felt it—a change in the atmospheric pressure of the room. The subtle quieting. She turned.

Dr. White stood in the doorway, but he wasn’t alone. Beside him was another man, also in a tailored suit, but where Dr. White was dark intensity, this man was polished ice. He was in his forties, with neatly styled blonde hair and piercing, pale blue eyes that scanned the room with detached curiosity. Dr. White’s gaze found Anna immediately, a silent summons.

“Miss Carson. Come with us, please.”

Anna’s heart hammered against her ribs. She stood, her legs unsteady. Molly gave her a look that was part pity, part warning. Anna dumped her uneaten food into a trash bin and placed her tray on the rack, the clatter overly loud in the quiet room. She walked toward the two doctors, the thin dress swirling around her thighs.

“This is my colleague, Dr. Stone,” Dr. White said as she approached. His voice was calm, conversational. “He’ll be assisting with your behavioral alignment session today.”

Dr. Stone offered a thin, professional smile that didn’t reach his icy eyes. “A pleasure, Anna. We’ve reviewed your file. Quite the spirited intake.”

She said nothing, her mouth too dry to form words. They flanked her, Dr. White taking the lead, Dr. Stone falling in step behind her. She felt boxed in, escorted. They moved down a hallway she hadn’t seen before, away from the medical wing. The walls here were a darker gray, the lighting more subdued.

Dr. White stopped at a heavy, unmarked door and swiped his keycard. The lock disengaged with a solid thunk.

He pushed the door open and gestured for her to enter.

The room was nothing like the sterile exam room. It was larger, windowless, the walls soundproofed with dark gray foam panels. The air was cool, still, smelling faintly of leather and antiseptic. The center of the room was dominated by a low, wide, padded bench, upholstered in black vinyl. Above it, a series of heavy chains hung from a reinforced beam in the ceiling, ending in gleaming steel carabiners. Along one wall, a cabinet with glass doors displayed an array of objects: floggers with falls of black leather and suede, paddles, vibrators in various sizes and shapes, coils of rope, leather cuffs, blindfolds. It was a curated collection of sensation.

Anna’s breath caught in her throat. This was no medical procedure. This was something else entirely.

“Close the door, please, Dr. Stone,” Dr. White said, his voice echoing softly in the acoustically dead space. The door shut, sealing them in.

“Remove your dress, Anna,” Dr. White instructed. He walked to the cabinet, his back to her, as if her compliance was a foregone conclusion.

Her earlier defiance sparked, feeble but present. “Why? What is this?”

Dr. Stone answered, his voice a cool, smooth baritone. “This is a training room. Part of your therapeutic progression. Today, we assess your psychological adaptability and your capacity for surrender to the treatment protocol.”

“I don’t want to surrender,” Anna snapped, crossing her arms over her chest.

Dr. White turned, holding a pair of heavy-looking leather cuffs. He didn’t look angry. He looked patient. “Anna, the judge sentenced you to this facility until our board deems you rehabilitated. The only path home is through the successful completion of the program. Every session, every exercise, is a step on that path. You can choose to take the step willingly, or you can be compelled. The outcome, for your file, is the same. Only your experience of it will differ.” He took a step closer. His dark eyes held hers. “Which will it be?”

The choice was an illusion. She saw it now. A pretty trap. Fight, and be forced. Comply, and… what? Endure? The memory of yesterday’s shocking pleasure amidst the humiliation whispered to her. Her body, traitorous thing, already hummed with a low-level anticipation at the sight of the bench, the chains, the focused attention of the two handsome, authoritative men.

A strange calm settled over her. A decision made in the gut, not the mind. If this was the price of getting out, she would pay it. And if some secret, shattered part of her was curious about the currency… that was her own shame to bear.

Her arms uncrossed. Her fingers went to the hem of the pale blue dress. She pulled it up and over her head in one smooth, resigned motion. She let it fall to the floor, a puddle of faded cotton at her feet. She stood naked in the center of the room, the cool air pebbling her skin, her freckles standing out like constellations on her slender frame. She kept her chin up, her green eyes defiant, but the tremor in her hands betrayed her.

“Good,” Dr. White murmured, a note of approval in his voice that sent an unwelcome thrill through her.

He stepped closer to her, the leather cuffs in his hands. He took her right wrist first. The cuff was wide, lined with soft suede, but the buckle was substantial. He fastened it snugly, not tight enough to hurt, but with a firmness that communicated there was no slipping out. The leather was warm from his hands. He attached a steel carabiner to the D-ring on the cuff, then clipped it to one of the hanging chains. He repeated the process with her left wrist, drawing her arms up until they were stretched above her head, the chains taking her weight. The position pulled her shoulders back, arching her spine slightly, thrusting her small breasts forward. She felt exposed, vulnerable, poised.

Dr. Stone watched, his icy blue eyes cataloging every reaction. He moved to the cabinet and selected two floggers. He handed one to Dr. White. It had multiple, thick falls of black leather. Dr. Stone kept one with thinner, more supple falls.

“The purpose of this exercise,” Dr. White explained, standing just behind her left shoulder, his voice close to her ear, “is to teach your body that pain and pleasure are often two sides of the same coin, and that surrender to the experience is where true control is found. Do you understand?”

She gave a tight, shaky nod.

“Use your words, Anna.”

“I understand.” The words were a whisper.

“Good girl.”

The praise, so at odds with the situation, liquefied something in her knees.

She heard the soft swish of leather through air a moment before the first strike landed.

It was Dr. Stone, from her right. The thin falls snapped across the upper curve of her buttock with a crisp crack. A bright, stinging pain blossomed, making her gasp and jerk against the chains.

Before the sensation could fully register, a heavier, duller impact from Dr. White thudded across her left shoulder blade. It was a deeper, thumping pain that reverberated into the muscle.

Then they began in earnest.

There was no rhythm at first, just a random, shocking rain of strikes. Leather snapped against the backs of her thighs, the swell of her ass, her shoulders, the tender flesh of her lower back. The thin falls from Dr. Stone bit and stung, leaving sharp lines of fire. The heavier falls from Dr. White landed with a punishing, resonant thwack that shook her whole frame. She cried out with each impact, a series of sharp yelps and gasps. The pain was intense, overwhelming. Tears sprang to her eyes.

But as the blows continued, something shifted. The initial shock began to blur. The sharp sting of Dr. Stone’s flogger started to morph into a buzzing, heated warmth that spread under her skin. The deep thuds from Dr. White’s strikes felt less like punishment and more like a profound, cathartic pressure, pounding away the tension in her muscles, replacing it with a strange, heavy languor.

Her cries changed. The sounds of protest became ragged moans. Her body, instead of cringing away from the next strike, began to sway subtly toward it. The pain was still there, but it was now threaded through with a bright, golden thread of pleasure. Each impact sent a jolt through her, a vibration that traveled straight to her core, where it pooled, hot and insistent.

“She’s adapting quickly,” Dr. Stone observed, his voice clinical.

He delivered a rapid series of strikes to the same spot on her right thigh, the sensation building from sting to burn to a throbbing, pleasurable ache.

“Her physiological responsiveness is notable,” Dr. White agreed.

He aimed a heavy, measured strike across both buttocks. Anna grunted, her hips pushing back involuntarily into the blow, seeking the pressure. A warm pulse, distinct from the heat of the flogging, stirred low in her belly. She was growing wet. The humiliation of that knowledge was swallowed by the relentless, transforming sensation.

The flogging continued, but the pace slowed. The strikes became more deliberate, almost caressing. The leather falls whispered over her heated, sensitized skin, a teasing promise. She hung from the chains, panting, her skin flushed a deep pink, marked with a beautiful, intricate pattern of red lines and blossoming bruises. She was a canvas they had painted with pain, and the image they’d created was one of aching, desperate arousal.

The swish of leather stopped.

Silence, except for her ragged breathing. She felt open, raw, her nerve endings singing.

She heard a soft, electronic buzz. Dr. White moved in front of her. In his hand was a vibrator, a sleek, black wand with a rounded head. He didn’t touch her with it. He simply held it close, letting the powerful, deep hum fill the air between them. The sound seemed to vibrate in her teeth.

“This,” he said softly, “is for compliance. For accepting the treatment. A reward.”

He brought the buzzing head to her chest, tracing a slow, indirect path that skirted the swell of her breasts. The vibration was a maddening ghost of a touch, zinging across her over-sensitized skin. She whimpered, her hips making a small, futile circle.

He lowered it, trailing down the flat plane of her stomach, still avoiding where she desperately wanted it. He brought it to the inside of her thigh, holding it there. The intense, steady buzz radiated through her flesh, so close to her dripping core. Her legs trembled.

“Please,” she heard herself beg, the word torn from her.

“Please what, Anna?” Dr. White asked, his dark eyes watching her face.

“Please… touch me.”

“Where?”

She swallowed, shame and need warring. “My clit. Please.”

He gave a slight nod, as if approving of her specificity. He finally brought the humming head directly to her swollen, aching nub.

The effect was instantaneous and catastrophic. The direct, powerful vibration was a shock after the diffuse sensation of the flogging. It was too much, too intense. She screamed, a short, sharp sound, her body bowing against the chains. It was overwhelming, a buzzing, electric pleasure that bordered on pain. Her knees buckled, the cuffs taking her full weight.

He held it there, unwavering, as she thrashed and moaned. The orgasm that had been simmering under the flogging was now a pot at a furious boil, ready to explode. It built with terrifying speed, a tight, coiling tension in her very center.

“I’m going to cum!” she sobbed, the admission a defeat and a triumph.

“Not yet,” Dr. White said, his voice firm. He pulled the vibrator away.

The loss was agony. A desperate, keening sound escaped her. She was poised on the very brink, trembling, her body screaming for release.

“Please, oh god, please let me cum,” she babbled, tears of frustration streaking her cheeks.

“Your reward,” he said calmly, “is earned through complete surrender. Through accepting what comes next.”

He set the vibrator aside. With efficient motions, he unclipped the carabiners from her wrist cuffs. Her arms fell, heavy and numb, to her sides. She swayed, disoriented.

“On the bench. On your hands and knees.”

The instructions were clear. Her body, humming with unmet need, obeyed without conscious command. She climbed onto the padded vinyl. The position presented her marked, throbbing backside, her wet sex exposed and vulnerable.

She heard the rustle of clothing, the sound of a zipper. Then, the warm, solid weight of a body settling behind her. Dr. White’s hands, warm and sure, gripped her hips.

She felt the blunt, hot pressure of him—not a toy, not an instrument, but the living, thick flesh of his cock—pressing against her soaked entrance. He was large, but her body, stretched and primed by the toys of yesterday, was slick and yielding. He pushed forward in one slow, relentless stroke, filling her completely.

A choked cry was punched from her lungs. This was different. This was personal. The intimacy of it was more violating than any speculum. He was inside her, connected, his heat spreading through her core. He didn’t move at first, just let her feel the full, stretching invasion.

Then he began to fuck her.

His strokes were hard, deep, and purposeful. Each thrust drove the breath from her body, slammed her forward against the bench, made the leather cuffs still on her wrists dig into the vinyl. The pace was punishing, a physical manifestation of his absolute control. The slapping sound of his flesh against her marked thighs filled the quiet room. Dr. Stone watched from the side, his icy gaze a secondary humiliation.

The pain from the flogging mingled with the deep, dragging friction of his cock. The overstimulation from the vibrator still buzzed in her clit. It was too much, a sensory avalanche. And yet, her body clung to him, her inner muscles fluttering, trying to pull him deeper. The coiling tension, denied its release moments before, wound itself even tighter, fed by the brutal, claiming rhythm.

“You take it so well,” Dr. White grunted, his usually calm voice rough with exertion. His hands tightened on her hips, surely leaving bruises. “Your body knows its purpose now, doesn’t it?”

She couldn’t answer. She was a vessel for sensation, a thing being used, and it was unlocking a pleasure so profound it felt like annihilation. Her moans were continuous, broken sobs. She was mindless, lost in the raw physics of friction and fullness.

“Cum for me, Anna,” he commanded, his thrusts becoming faster, harder, almost brutal. “Cum on your doctor’s cock. Show me your surrender.”

The command was the final key. The coiled spring in her core shattered.

Her orgasm ripped through her with violent, uncaring force. It was not a sweet release, but a seismic convulsion. Her back arched, a silent scream stretching her mouth wide. Her channel clamped around his driving length in a series of fierce, milking spasms. Her juices gushed, soaking him, dripping down her inner thighs onto the bench. The intensity was blinding, wiping all thought, all resistance, all sense of self. She was pure, shuddering reaction.

He followed her over the edge, his rhythm stuttering. With a final, deep grind, he buried himself to the hilt, and she felt the hot, sudden pulse of his release inside her. The feeling of being filled, claimed in that most primal way, triggered a secondary, smaller ripple of climax that left her trembling and weak.

He stayed there for a long moment, both of them panting, joined. Then he slowly withdrew. The emptiness was immediate, a hollow, aching loss. Cool air hit her wet, used flesh.

She heard him adjusting his clothing. Strong hands—Dr. Stone’s—gripped her under the arms and helped her off the bench. Her legs wouldn’t support her. She leaned against him, her body slick with sweat and other fluids. He was impersonal, steadying her as Dr. White knelt and unbuckled the leather cuffs from her wrists. The skin underneath was indented, red.

Her blue dress was picked up from the floor and handed to her. She pulled it on over her trembling, marked body. The fabric stuck to her damp skin. She felt raw, hollowed out, and utterly, devastatingly calm.

The two doctors led her, stumbling slightly, back to the door. The journey to the day room was a blur. As they entered the common area, the low buzz of conversation dipped. All eyes were on her—her disheveled hair, her glazed eyes, the way she moved with a new, broken grace.

Dr. White stopped at the entrance. “Rejoin the group, Anna. Reflect on your progress.”

She walked into the room on unsteady legs. She passed Molly’s table. Their eyes met. Molly’s expression was unreadable—a complex mix of horror, sympathy, and a dawning understanding. Anna looked away first.

She found an empty chair in a corner and sank into it, staring at nothing. The echoes of the flogging throbbed on her skin. The deep, sore feeling between her legs was a persistent reminder. The scent of sex and leather and Dr. White’s skin seemed woven into her very pores.

The chaotic storm of rebellion in her mind was gone. In its place was a simple, cold clarity. To go home, she would have to do everything they said. She would have to surrender, completely, to every humiliating, painful, pleasurable thing they demanded of her.

And as she sat there, the lingering aftershocks of pleasure still whispering through her spent body, she admitted the darkest truth yet to herself. A part of her—a deep, secret, shameful part—was already looking forward to it.

5 - BREAKING THE RULES

The morning arrived with a dull, metallic taste. Anna lay on her thin mattress, staring at the acoustic-tiled ceiling, her body a map of yesterday’s journey. The sharp memory of the flogger’s kiss had softened into a deep, bruised ache that pulsed in time with her heartbeat. The soreness between her legs was a more intimate reminder, a persistent, hollow tenderness that seemed to whisper of fullness and violation. The shame was there, a cold stone in her gut, but it was now layered with a confusing sediment of physical memory—the golden thread of pleasure woven through the pain, the shocking oblivion of her climax, the terrifying calm that had followed.

The routine was becoming familiar. The buzz, the clunk of the lock, the silent shuffle to the day room for the bland, scentless breakfast. She took her tray and, without needing to search, found Molly at their usual corner table. Molly’s eyes, usually bright with rebellion, were shadowed.

“You look… quiet,” Molly said, poking at her eggs.

“I feel quiet,” Anna replied, her voice flat. It was true. The internal storm had subsided, leaving a numb, watchful stillness in its wake.

Molly leaned forward, her voice dropping to a thread. “I need a fucking cigarette.”

The statement was so mundane, so human, it almost made Anna smile. “Good luck with that.”

“I’m serious.” Molly’s gaze darted around before locking back on Anna. “Layne. The orderly with the hungry eyes. He’s got some. I… made a trade.”

Anna’s eyebrows lifted. “What did you trade?”

Molly’s lips twisted into a smirk that didn’t reach her eyes. “A little off-the-books oral therapy. Got a pack of Marlboros and a lighter for my troubles.” She studied Anna’s face. “You want one?”

A real, simple desire cut through the fog. The thought of the burn in her lungs, the ritual of it, the shared secret—it was a tiny act of defiance that felt desperately needed. “Yeah,” Anna said. “I really do.”

A plan formed in hissed whispers. After breakfast, during the designated “reflection period,” they would slip into Anna’s room. The window, a small piece of wired glass, opened just a crack. It would be enough.

Finally, breakfast ended. Anna dumped her tray, her mind fixated on the promise of smoke, a tiny anchor to a world where she had choices. A counselor called the residents into the classroom where morning reflection was held. Molly caught Anna’s eye with a slight nod. They drifted separately down the hall, Molly clutching her notebook and a folder that contained the contraband cigarettes. Anna slipped inside her room. Molly followed a moment later, closing the door softly behind her.

The room felt different with someone else in it. Smaller, but less like a tomb. Molly immediately went to the window, wrestling with the stiff latch. With a grunt, she managed to push it open about four inches. A rush of cool, fresh air swept in, carrying the distant scent of pine from the woods surrounding the facility.

“God, that’s better,” Molly sighed, pulling the crumpled pack and a cheap plastic lighter from her folder. She shook out two cigarettes, handing one to Anna. The paper felt foreign and wonderful between her fingers.

Molly lit hers first, taking a deep, hungry drag. She tilted her head back, blowing a long, gray stream directly out the narrow opening. The smoke curled and vanished into the outside world. She passed the lighter.

Anna fumbled with it, her hands slightly unsteady. The flame sparked to life. She touched it to the tip of her cigarette, watching the paper blacken and glow. She put it to her lips and inhaled.

The smoke hit her lungs, a familiar, harsh expansion. She coughed once, a shallow hack, then settled into it. The nicotine buzzed in her head, a pleasant, dizzying rush. She exhaled, mimicking Molly, aiming for the window. For a few minutes, they stood in comfortable silence, taking drags on the forbidden cigarettes. It was a tiny, perfect rebellion. Anna felt almost normal.

“This is what they don’t get,” Molly murmured, tapping ash out the window. “It’s not about the smoking. It’s about this. The secret. The thing that’s just yours.”

Anna nodded, taking another drag. The tension in her shoulders began to ease. For the first time in days, she wasn’t thinking about Dr. White, or examinations, or training rooms. She was just a girl sharing a smoke with another girl, bitching about being stuck somewhere awful.

They were halfway through their cigarettes when the door swung open.

Both girls froze, cigarettes dangling from their fingers.

Dr. Stone stood in the doorway, his icy blue eyes taking in the scene with chilling efficiency: the open window, the faint haze still lingering in the air, the telltale cigarettes in their hands. Dr. White stood just behind him, his expression unreadable, but his dark eyes held a profound disappointment that felt, somehow, worse than anger.

Helen hovered in the hallway behind them, her serene face showing a flicker of something—not malice, but a pious satisfaction. She smelled it, Anna realized with a sinking dread. The good little doll smelled the smoke and ran to tell.

“Well,” Dr. Stone said, his voice a quiet blade. “This is a profound breach of trust, and a violation of facility health codes.”

Molly recovered first, adopting her trademark defiance. She took a last, defiant drag and flicked the cigarette out the window. “It was my idea. Anna just went along.”

“The provenance is irrelevant,” Dr. White said, stepping into the room. His gaze swept over Anna, who was still holding her burning cigarette, feeling utterly childish. “The choice to participate was made. Both of you.”

He held out his hand. After a beat of stubborn silence, Anna stubbed out the half-smoked cigarette, placing it into his palm.

“The rest, Molly,” he demanded, his eyes cold.

Jaw tight, Molly pulled the nearly full pack and the lighter from her folder and slapped them into Dr. Stone’s waiting hand.

“Toilet,” Dr. White ordered, gesturing to the porcelain commode.

One by one, Dr. Stone snapped the cigarettes between his fingers, dropping the mangled remains into the toilet bowl like biological waste. He flushed them away. The contraband was gone, destroyed as easily as their moment of freedom.

Dr. White turned his full attention to Anna. The disappointment in his eyes was a physical weight. “You were making progress, Anna. Demonstrated admirable surrender yesterday. And today, you choose this? Petty, adolescent rebellion?”

She had no answer. Shame, hot and prickling, washed over her. She looked at the floor.

“This behavior cannot be ignored,” Dr. Stone said, his voice as calm and sterile as their surroundings. “It undermines the therapeutic environment for everyone. A punishment is required.”

The word landed in the quiet room. Punishment. It wasn’t a “treatment” or a “session.” It was a consequence. Anna’s heart began a slow, heavy drumming against her ribs.

“Follow us,” Dr. White said, his tone leaving no room for debate.

The walk to the training room was a silent funeral procession. Helen was gone, having delivered her damning report. Molly walked with a stiff-backed swagger, but Anna could see the faint tremor in her hands. Anna felt numb, the nicotine buzz now a sickly feeling in her stomach. They passed through the heavy door into the soundproofed room. The padded bench, the chains, the cabinet of toys—it all looked different now. Less like a stage for a bizarre therapy, and more like a tribunal.

Dr. White closed the door. The finality of the sound echoed.

“Remove your dresses,” Dr. White instructed, his voice devoid of its usual undercurrent of dark warmth. It was flat, professional, cold.

Molly snorted. “Seriously? Because we had a smoke?” She crossed her arms.

“The punishment is for willful disobedience and introduction of contraband,” Dr. Stone clarified, as if reading from a manual. “The method is a corporal correction, followed by a reinforcement of your place within the facility’s structure. Your compliance is not requested. It is required.”

Molly rolled her eyes, the picture of bratty insolence. But after a tense moment, her hands went to the hem of her dress. She pulled it off in one irritated motion, tossing it to the floor. Her body was lush and strong, dark curls at the juncture of her thighs, her skin bearing a few faint bruises from past “treatments.”

Anna’s fingers were clumsy on the thin cotton. She peeled her dress off, letting it fall beside Molly’s. The cool air hit her skin, raising goosebumps. She felt terribly exposed, not in the staged vulnerability of before, but in the raw, caught-in-the-act shame of a child.

Dr. White went to the cabinet. This time, he didn’t select floggers or cuffs. He chose two solid-looking paddles, made of a smooth, dark wood. He handed one to Dr. Stone. They were broad, with drilled holes to reduce wind resistance.

“Bend over the bench,” Dr. White said. “Grip the far side.”

Molly muttered something under her breath but moved first. She assumed the position, her back arched, her round, ample buttocks presented. Anna followed, kneeling on the padded surface beside her, mirroring the pose. The vinyl was cool against her knees and forearms. She gripped the far edge, her knuckles white. She could see Molly’s profile, her jaw set, her eyes fixed on the wall.

“Ten strikes each,” Dr. White announced. “You will count them. You will thank us for each one. Failure to do so will result in the count starting over. Do you understand?”

“Yes,” Anna whispered.

“Yes,” Molly bit out, her voice thick with resentment.

Anna heard him move behind her. She tensed, every muscle locking. The first strike came without ceremony.

Crack!

The wood landed with a shocking, stinging impact across the center of both buttocks. The pain was immediate and bright, a sharp, burning line that drove the air from her lungs in a sharp gasp.

“One,” she choked out. “Thank you.” The words tasted like ash.

Beside her, she heard the simultaneous, meaty crack of Dr. Stone’s paddle meeting Molly’s flesh, followed by Molly’s strangled yelp. “One. Thank you,” Molly growled.

The second strike landed lower, on the tender undercurve where buttock met thigh. Anna cried out, her body jerking forward. “T-two. Thank you.”

The punishment was utterly different from the flogging. This was not about transcendence, about pain blurring into pleasure. This was about hurt. It was a crisp, clean, agonizing correction. Each blow was a separate, fiery brand. She lost count of her own strikes, only hearing her own ragged voice counting, thanking, and Molly’s parallel, increasingly strained recitations.

By the fifth stroke, tears were streaming down Anna’s face, dripping onto the vinyl. Her entire backside felt like one solid, throbbing burn. But a strange thing was happening. As the sharp, initial bite of each paddle-sting faded, it melted into a deep, radiating heat that began to seep inward. The violent impact was stirring something, awakening the nerves that had been so thoroughly trained the day before. A treacherous warmth, entirely separate from the pain, began to kindle low in her belly.

The seventh strike made her sob. “Seven. Th-thank you.” Her voice was broken.

Molly’s count was more guttural, fueled by anger. But Anna, from the corner of her watering eye, saw Molly’s hips make a tiny, involuntary push back after the eighth blow from Dr. Stone. She wasn’t the only one feeling it.

The final, tenth strike from Dr. White was the hardest yet, a brutal, focused smack right on the sit-spots. Anna screamed, her body convulsing. “Ten! Thank you!” she wailed, the gratitude now a desperate plea for it to be over.

For a moment, there was only the sound of their ragged weeping and the overwhelming, pulsing heat in their beaten flesh. Then, the soft sounds of movement. A zipper. Another.

“Up on the bench. Hands and knees,” Dr. Stone commanded.

Shaking, sore, Anna pushed herself up. She and Molly turned in unison, kneeling on the bench facing the doctors. Dr. White and Dr. Stone stood before them, their suits now open, their cocks erect and prominent. Dr. White’s was thick and heavy, already glistening at the tip. Dr. Stone’s was longer, paler, a ruthless-looking instrument.

The message was unambiguous. The paddling was the punishment. This was the reinforcement.

“Open your mouths,” Dr. White said, his voice regaining a trace of that dark, intimate tone. “You wanted to smoke. Now you will learn a different use for your mouths.”

Humiliation scalded Anna, hotter than the paddle. This was degradation, pure and simple. Molly’s eyes flashed with fury, but she parted her lips. Anna, her body humming with pain and that insidious, growing heat, did the same.

Dr. White stepped forward, guiding the broad head of his cock to Anna’s lips. “Take it. All of it.”

She opened wider, accepting him. He pushed in, not with a slow, testing pressure, but with a firm, relentless advance that stretched her lips and immediately hit the back of her throat. She gagged, her eyes watering anew. The taste of him, salty and musky, filled her mouth. He withdrew slightly, then pushed in again, setting a brutal, face-fucking rhythm that allowed no adjustment, no control.

Beside her, she heard Molly’s choked gags as Dr. Stone did the same, his pale length plunging into her mouth. The room filled with the wet, obscene sounds of their use, interspersed with sharp gagging noises.

Anna’s jaw ached. Saliva pooled and dripped down her chin. Tears streamed from the corners of her eyes, blurring her vision of Dr. White’s stern face above her. Each thrust battered her throat, triggering a reflex that was equal parts panic and submission. But as the rhythm continued, a dark, shameful current began to flow beneath the violation. The absolute helplessness, the complete ownership of her body—even this part of it—was stirring the embers the paddling had lit. The pain in her ass was a deep, throbbing accompaniment to the invasion of her mouth. Her nipples, brushing against the cool vinyl with each of Dr. White’s thrusts, tightened into painful points. Between her legs, a slow, slick seepage began, a visceral betrayal.

Dr. White gripped the back of her head, his fingers tangling in her red hair, controlling her movements. “Good girl,” he grunted, his composure cracking for a second. “Take your medicine.”

The praise, in this context, was a poison that went straight to her core. A low moan vibrated around his cock. She was humiliated, used as a thing, and her body was responding with avid, shocking hunger.

Just when she felt her throat would tear, he pulled out with a slick pop. She gasped, dragging in ragged breaths, strings of saliva connecting her lips to his glistening shaft. Dr. Stone withdrew from a similarly ravaged Molly.

A heavy silence filled the room as the doctors repositioned themselves, Dr. White claiming the space behind Anna while Dr. Stone moved with practiced ease to stand behind Molly’s shattered form.

Anna felt Dr. White’s hands, warm and possessive, on her burning hips. The blunt, slick head of his cock nudged against her entrance. She was so wet it was an audible sound, a shameful, slick readiness that made her bury her face in her arms.

He entered her in one deep, conquering stroke.

The feeling was overwhelming. The sore, stretched feeling from yesterday was gone, replaced by a shocking, perfect fullness. Her inner muscles, sensitized and hungry, clamped around him instantly, drawing him deeper. He groaned, a sound of pure masculine satisfaction.

He fucked her with a powerful, driving pace, each thrust jolting her forward, making the fiery pain in her buttocks flare brightly before melting into the all-consuming pleasure of the friction inside her. It was a punishing, claiming rhythm, a physical declaration of ownership. The slapping sounds of their union, of his body meeting her marked flesh, filled the room, mingling with the identical sounds from Molly and Dr. Stone beside them.

Anna lost herself in the brutal cadence. The world narrowed to the sensation of being filled, used, and driven relentlessly towards a peak. The pain and the pleasure were no longer separate; they were a single, brilliant, agonizing chord being struck again and again inside her. Her moans were continuous, broken, animal sounds. She pushed back against him, meeting his thrusts, seeking more, deeper, harder.

“You crave this, don’t you?” Dr. White hissed, his voice strained. “Even when you’re being punished. Your body begs for it.”

She couldn’t deny it. She was past denial. “Yes!” she sobbed, the admission ripped from her. “Yes!”

His pace intensified, becoming frantic, pounding. The coil, wound tight by the paddling and the face-fucking, was at its breaking point. She felt his rhythm stutter, his thrusts becoming shallow, erratic.

“Cum,” he commanded, his voice a ragged growl. “Cum for me now.”

It was not a request. It was a physiological trigger. Her climax detonated, a cataclysm that tore a scream from her throat. It was less a wave than a violent rupture, a series of deep, convulsing spasms that clenched around his driving cock, milking him desperately. As her own pleasure ripped through her, she felt him give one final, deep thrust and then freeze, his body shuddering against hers. The hot, sudden flood of his release inside her triggered another, smaller aftershock, a pulsing, grateful clench around his softening length.

He stayed buried in her for a long moment, both of them panting. Slowly, he withdrew. The emptiness was profound, a loss accompanied by the warm trickle of his spend down her inner thigh.

Beside her, Molly’s cries had peaked in a sharp, shuddering wail, followed by Dr. Stone’s low, controlled grunt. Silence descended, heavy with the smell of sex, sweat, and pain.

The doctors disengaged, tidying themselves with brisk, efficient motions. Anna and Molly remained on the bench, heads down, bodies spent and glistening. The adrenaline and pleasure drained away, leaving behind the raw, throbbing ache of the paddling and a deep, hollow exhaustion.

“Dress yourselves,” Dr. White said, his voice back to its calm, professional timbre.

Moving robotically, they walked to their discarded dresses and pulled them on. The fabric was agony against their sensitized skin. They stood, unsteady, unable to meet each other’s eyes.

Dr. White looked at them, his gaze encompassing both. “You must learn to obey the rules if you wish to complete the program. This,” he gestured to the room, to themselves, “is the consequence of disobedience. I am not angry. I am disappointed. Your potential is being wasted on childish rebellion. Remember this feeling. Let it guide your choices.”

The words landed with more force than any paddle strike. Disappointed. It cut through the numbness, striking a chord of genuine regret.

Without another word, they were led from the training room, back through the quiet halls. They were deposited at their separate doors. “You are locked down for the remainder of the day. Reflect on your actions,” Dr. Stone stated before turning away.

Anna’s door clicked shut behind her. The magnetic lock engaged with finality.

She stood in the center of her sterile room, the ghost of cigarette smoke long gone, replaced by the pervasive scent of her own humiliation and arousal still clinging to her skin and hair. She ached exquisitely, every movement a reminder of the paddle and the cock. She should have been furious. She should have been plotting with Molly, raging against the injustice.

But as she sank onto the edge of her thin mattress, the soreness a constant, truthful throb, a different emotion settled over her. It was a quiet, sinking shame, but not directed at the doctors. It was directed at herself.

She had disappointed Dr. White. After the progress he’d noted, after the surrender he’d drawn from her, she’d chosen something as stupid and petty as a cigarette. She had let him down. The memory of his face, the profound disappointment in his dark eyes, twisted in her gut.

And beneath that, the memory of her own body’s fervent, eager response to the punishment—the way her mouth had learned its rhythm, the way her cunt had greedily welcomed him—played on a loop. She hadn’t just been forced. She had participated. She had wanted it.

Anna lay back on the bed, wincing as her punished flesh made contact. She stared at the ceiling, the chaotic storm of her defiance now utterly silent. In its place was a simple, grim understanding. The path out was obedience. As the pain in her body began to dull into a heavy, satisfied ache, Anna realized that surrender didn't feel like a defeat; it felt like she was finally at peace.

6 - A CHANCE OF FREEDOM

The morning light was a pale, accusing finger through the narrow window. Anna woke to the deep, familiar ache. It was no longer just the memory of the paddle’s bite, but a settled, profound soreness that had seeped into her muscles, a permanent record of yesterday’s punishment. She shifted on the thin mattress, and the movement sent a bright spark of pain from her buttocks, followed by a low, throbbing heat. The hollow tenderness between her legs was a quieter echo, a reminder of the brutal, claiming use that had followed the pain.

She lay still, staring at the ceiling. The storm of emotion from last night had crystallized into a single, heavy knot in her chest. Shame, yes. But it was a complicated shame, layered with the ghost of the intense physical release that had torn through her as Dr. White fucked her. She could still feel the phantom weight of him, the stretch, the shocking fullness. The memory didn’t revolt her. It made her skin prickle with a treacherous warmth.

The routine was a grim comfort. The buzzer, the lock, the shuffle to the day room. The other girls moved like sleepwalkers in their identical blue dresses. Anna collected her tray—a scoop of watery oatmeal, a slice of dry toast, a plastic cup of juice—and scanned the room. Molly was already at their table, her back to the wall. Her usual vibrant defiance was gone, replaced by a sullen, simmering anger that radiated from her like heat.

Anna slid onto the bench opposite her. For a minute, they ate in silence, the clatter of spoons on plastic the only sound between them.

“This place is so fucking lame,” Molly finally said, her voice low and venomous. She didn’t look up from her oatmeal, stabbing at it with her spoon. “The food is shit. The walls are shit. The people are shit.” She glanced up, her dark eyes hard. “And what they did yesterday? That was next-level shit.”

Anna nodded slowly, swallowing a tasteless mouthful. “It hurt.”

“Hurt?” Molly snorted. “It was supposed to hurt. That’s the point. They’re not trying to teach us anything. They’re just breaking us because they can. Because they get off on it.” She leaned forward, her voice dropping to a furious whisper. “Stone… he enjoyed every second. You could see it in his creepy blue eyes. And your Dr. White? That ‘disappointed’ act? That’s just part of the game. Makes you want to please him. It’s all manipulation.”

Anna’s spoon stilled. The words struck a nerve, because a part of her knew they were true. Yet, another part—the part that had wept with relief when he praised her, the part that had convulsed around him with desperate pleasure—recoiled. She didn’t want it to be a game. The thought made that hollow place inside her feel even emptier.

“I know,” Anna said, but the words lacked conviction.

Molly’s sharp eyes caught the hesitation. “Do you? Because you got real quiet afterwards. You looked… spaced out.”

“I was tired,” Anna deflected, pushing her oatmeal around. “It was a lot.”

“Yeah. A lot of bullshit.” Molly finally put her spoon down. She looked around furtively, then leaned in even closer. “I’m not spending another week in this hellhole. I’ve got a plan. To get out.”

Anna’s head snapped up. “What?”

“A real plan. Not just talk.” Molly’s gaze was intense, alive for the first time that morning. “Layne. The orderly. He’s a creep, but he can be manipulated. I’ve been… working on him. I’ve got a trade set up. He’s gonna help us.”

Anna’s heart began a frantic drumming against her ribs. Escape. Real, actual escape. The word was like a shot of pure oxygen. She could see the woods beyond the fence, feel the cold night air, taste freedom instead of sterilized fear. But the sheer gravity of the consequences made her blood run cold. “What if we get caught?” she asked, her voice barely a whisper.

“We won’t,” Molly assured her. “My plan is foolproof.” Molly’s hand reached across the table, gripping Anna’s wrist. Her fingers were cold and tight. “You’re coming with me, right? I can’t do it alone. I need someone to watch my back.”

The question hung in the air, vital and terrifying. Anna’s mouth went dry. The image of escape was so vivid, so desperately wanted. But alongside it rose another image: Dr. White’s dark, disappointed eyes. The feeling of the paddle, not just as pain, but as a prelude to that shocking, all-consuming fusion of violation and release. The terrifying calm of surrender. Could she really leave? Did she want to?

“Anna?” Molly pressed, her voice urgent. “This is it. Our shot. You saw what they do here. It’s only going to get worse. They’ll break you down until you’re like Helen, some blissed-out robot who thanks them for fucking her in the ass. Is that what you want?”

“No,” Anna whispered. “Of course not.”

“So, you’re in?”

Anna opened her mouth to say yes. The word was right there. Yes. But it caught in her throat. She hesitated, a breath too long.

That was when a shadow fell over their table.

Both girls looked up. Dr. White stood there, immaculate in a charcoal suit that seemed to drink the fluorescent light. His expression was neutral, but his dark eyes were fixed on Anna with an unsettling focus.

“Anna,” he said, his voice smooth and inevitable. “Time for your training session. Come with me.”

Molly’s grip on Anna’s wrist tightened painfully for a second, a silent, desperate plea. Then she let go, her face closing off into a mask of resentful indifference.

Anna’s heart sank. The moment of decision was ripped away, postponed. She felt a surge of guilt towards Molly, and a confusing, shameful flicker of relief. She stood up, her legs unsteady.

“Finish your breakfast, Molly,” Dr. White said, not even glancing at her. His attention was entirely for Anna. “Reflection period begins in ten minutes.”

He didn’t touch her. He simply turned and walked towards the corridor that led to the treatment wing. The command was implicit. Anna followed, the eyes of the other girls on her back feeling like physical weights. She didn’t look back at Molly.

The walk was silent. Her mind churned—Molly’s plan, the escape. But with every step, those thoughts grew fainter, drowned out by the accelerating rhythm of her own pulse. The soreness in her body seemed to amplify, becoming a low, insistent hum that was neither purely pain nor pleasure, but a potent, physical awareness.

They reached the door of the exam room, the one with the restraint chair. Dr. White ushered her inside. The room was as she remembered: the padded chair in the center with its leather straps, waiting for her.

“Close the door,” Dr. White said, already moving to the cabinet.

Anna pushed the heavy door shut. The seal made a soft, sucking sound, isolating them from the world. The air in the room was cool, still, smelling faintly of antiseptic and leather.

“Remove your dress,” he instructed, his back to her as he selected items from the shelves.

Her fingers trembled slightly as she grasped the hem of the thin cotton. The memory of removing it yesterday under the weight of punishment was still fresh. This felt different. This was a protocol, a step in a process. She pulled it over her head and let it fall to the floor, standing naked in the middle of the room. The cool air kissed her skin, tightening her nipples, pebbling her flesh. She crossed her arms over her chest, not out of modesty, but from a sudden, acute vulnerability.

Dr. White turned. He’d placed several items on the counter: a pair of leather cuffs, two small, sleek devices with blinking LED lights, a bottle of clear lubricant, and a large, flesh-toned silicone dildo that made Anna’s breath catch. It was thick, veined, intimidating.

“Sit in the chair,” he said, nodding towards it. “Place your arms on the rests.”

She approached the chair, the vinyl cool against the backs of her thighs as she sat. The chair seemed to embrace her, its high back supporting her head. She laid her arms along the padded rests. Dr. White moved with efficient grace, buckling the wide leather cuffs around her wrists. They were snug, but not painfully tight. The feeling of being secured was immediate and profound. She was not going anywhere.

“Now,” he said, his voice a low, calm cadence that vibrated in the quiet room. “Feet in the stirrups. Bring your knees up and out.”

The position was brutally exposing. She had to hike her knees up, planting her feet in the metal stirrups, spreading her legs wide open. The cool air now touched her most intimate places, a direct, unforgiving exposure. She felt a flush creep up her chest and neck. Her heart hammered against her ribs.

Dr. White stood between her spread knees, looking down at her with an analytical detachment that was somehow more intimate than lust. “Today’s session focuses on capacity and acceptance,” he explained, as if lecturing. “The female body is remarkably elastic. It can learn to accommodate far more than the mind initially believes possible. This is a physical metaphor for the psychological flexibility we are cultivating. You will learn to accept what is given to you.”

He picked up the two small devices. They were nipple clamps, she realized. They had soft, silicone tips. “These will provide constant, low-level vibration.”

He leaned forward. Anna flinched as his fingers, warm and sure, took hold of her left nipple. He rolled it gently, pulling it taut. The clamp clicked into place at its base. The sensation was a sharp, sudden pinch that made her gasp. He pressed a small button on the side of the device, and a deep, steady buzz began to emanate from the clamp, a rhythmic thrum that seemed to resonate directly into her breast. It wasn’t painful. It was insistent, alive.

He repeated the process on her right nipple. Now both peaks were throbbing with the constant, vibrating stimulation. The feeling was strange, overwhelming. It centralized her awareness fiercely on her chest, a buzzing anchor that made her breath come in shallow pants.

“Good,” he murmured, his eyes following the subtle tremors the vibration caused in her breasts. “Now, we begin.”

He picked up the bottle of lubricant, squeezed a generous amount onto his fingers. They gleamed wetly in the light. He didn’t touch her immediately. Instead, he placed his clean hand on her inner thigh, his thumb stroking a slow, firm line upwards. His touch was deliberate, proprietorial. It skirted the edge of her mound, then retreated, again and again, building a maddening anticipation.

Anna’s hips gave a tiny, involuntary jerk. The buzzing in her nipples was a constant distraction, a tease that sent little sparks down into her belly. She was already wet, she could feel the slickness gathering, a humiliating, eager response to the sheer clinical authority of the situation.

Finally, his slick fingers found her clit.

The touch was direct, unerring. His thumb pressed against the swollen nub, not rubbing, but applying a firm, circular pressure. A shockwave of sensation ripped through her, so intense her back arched off the chair. A strangled sound escaped her lips.

“Responsive,” he noted, a hint of satisfaction in his voice. He began to move his thumb in slow, deliberate circles, the lubricant making the motion smooth, relentless.

It was too much, and not enough. The dual sensations—the deep buzz in her nipples and the focused, expert attention on her clit—collided in her nervous system. Pleasure, sharp and bright, began to coil in her core. She fought it, clenching her teeth. She didn’t want to give him this so easily, not after yesterday, not with Molly’s plan hanging in the air. But her body was a traitor. Her hips began to move, seeking more pressure, a faster rhythm. Her breath came in ragged gasps.

“That’s it,” Dr. White said, his voice a dark lure. “Let the sensation in. This is just the beginning.”

He continued the torturous, perfect circles for what felt like an eternity, winding the spring inside her tighter and tighter. She was teetering on the edge, her muscles trembling, when he suddenly removed his hand.

The loss was a physical ache. She whimpered, her eyes flying open. He was picking up the large dildo, coating it liberally with more lubricant. It shone, monstrous and artificial.

“Now, we stretch,” he said.

He guided the blunt, silicone head to her entrance. She was so aroused, so slick, that it pressed in easily at first. But as the full, daunting girth of it began to stretch her open, she felt a burn, a deep, internal pressure that made her cry out.

“Breathe, Anna,” he commanded, his voice steady. “Relax. Accept it.”

He pushed steadily, inexorably. The stretch was immense, a filling so complete it stole the air from her lungs. She could feel every ridge, every vein of the toy as it invaded her, sinking deeper and deeper until she was certain it could go no further. He held it there, fully embedded, letting her feel the overwhelming fullness. The vibrations from her nipples seemed to travel down, mingling with the deep, stretched sensation, creating a feedback loop of intense stimulation.

Then, he began to move it.

Slow, at first. Long, dragging withdrawals followed by deep, penetrating thrusts. The friction was incredible, rubbing against nerves already singing from the clitoral stimulation. The stretch became a rhythm, a demanding cadence that her body started to move with. Her moans were continuous now, helpless sounds she couldn’t contain. He fucked her with the dildo, his pace measured and powerful, using the toy to open her up, to map her internal spaces.

“You see?” he grunted, his own composure thinning slightly. “Your body can take it. It wants to.”

And it did. The initial burn had melted into a scorching, full-bodied pleasure. The sheer size of the toy was a challenge her body was rising to meet, clenching and releasing around it in wet, obscene pulses. She was babbling, fragments of words, pleas for more, for harder, lost in the sensation.

Just as she felt another orgasm building, a tidal wave about to crash, he stopped. He withdrew the dildo in one smooth, sudden motion.

The emptiness was a shock, a void that screamed to be filled. She sobbed in frustration, her body convulsing with unmet need.

Dr. White set the toy aside. He re-lubricated his hand, this time coating his fingers and palm thoroughly. He moved back between her legs, his gaze locked on her flushed, glistening sex.

“Now, we go further,” he said.

He pressed two fingers inside her. It was nothing after the dildo. She welcomed them, her inner muscles fluttering around the digits. He scissored them gently, stretching the entrance. Then, he added a third.

The stretch returned, a different, more intimate burn. Three of his thick fingers filled her, moving in a slow, pumping rhythm. He curled them, seeking a spot deep inside, and when he found it, a bolt of electric pleasure made her cry out.

“Four,” he announced, his voice thick with concentration.

A fourth finger joined the others. The stretch was intense, bordering on painful. Her breathing became frantic pants. He worked them in and out, the wet, squelching sounds loud in the quiet room. Her mind was fracturing. This was wrong, it was too much, it was invasive beyond anything she could have imagined. But the pleasure… the pleasure was a white-hot wire, burning through the resistance. The buzzing clamps, the relentless stimulation, the feeling of being utterly, completely filled—it was breaking her apart.

He pumped the four fingers steadily, stretching her wider. She could feel the tight ring of muscle straining, yielding. Her body was drenched in sweat, her back slick against the vinyl. She was muttering, “No, no, no,” but her hips were grinding down onto his hand, begging for more.

Then, he pressed his thumb alongside the four fingers. He applied a steady, unyielding pressure. There was a moment of impossible tightness, a burning barrier.

And then, with a soft, wet pop, his entire hand slid inside her.

The sensation was beyond anything. It wasn’t just fullness; it was a profound, deep invasion that touched places inside her she didn’t know existed. Her eyes flew wide, a silent scream locked in her throat. She was stuffed, packed, her body stretched around his wrist. She could feel the hard bones of his knuckles, the solid mass of his hand, the heel of his palm pressing relentlessly against her clit from the inside.

He was still. Letting her feel it. Letting her absorb the reality of his hand buried to the wrist in her cunt.

A strange, broken sound escaped her. It was part sob, part moan. The stretch was overwhelming, a bright, piercing sensation that blurred the lines between agony and ecstasy. But as he remained motionless, her body began to adjust. The muscles, trained by the dildo, began to relax in trembling waves, accepting the impossible intrusion. The vibrations from her nipples seemed to converge in the deep, filled core of her.

Then, he began to move.

A subtle, internal rotation. The friction was minimal—there was no room for it—but the pressure, the shifting of his hand inside her, was indescribable. It massaged her deepest walls, stimulated nerves she never knew she had. A deep, rolling orgasm began to build, not from friction, but from sheer, overwhelming fullness and pressure.

He saw it on her face. With his free hand, he reached down and began to rub her clit in firm, rapid circles.

That was the final detonator.

The climax didn’t crash over her; it erupted from the very center of the invasion. It was a convulsive, violent unlocking of her entire body. Her back arched violently, her head thrown back, a raw, ragged scream tearing from her throat. Her inner muscles clamped and spasmed around the massive intrusion, a series of powerful, rhythmic contractions that seemed to have no end. The sensation was so intense it bordered on pain, a seizing, milking grasp around his fist.

And then, the squirting release. A hot, gushing flood that poured out of her, around his wrist, soaking the chair beneath her with a sound like a sigh. It wasn’t a trickle; it was a release of pressure, a physical manifestation of her utter surrender. The orgasm went on and on, wave after wave of shocking, mind-blanking pleasure, each contraction squeezing his embedded hand.

Through the haze, she heard Dr. White’s sharp intake of breath, felt the slight tremor in his arm as he held his hand steady inside her, letting her use him, letting her climax utterly dominate the space he had claimed.

Finally, the spasms subsided, leaving her a boneless, trembling wreck. Her vision swam, dark at the edges. She was panting, sobbing weakly, completely spent.

Slowly, carefully, he withdrew his hand. The sensation of emptiness was cataclysmic, a sudden, cool hollowness that made her feel gaping and open. She felt stretched, used, profoundly altered. A slow trickle of fluid, both her release and the lubricant, seeped out of her.

He moved to her nipples, releasing the clamps with soft clicks. The sudden cessation of the vibration was another shock, leaving her sensitive nipples throbbing with a dull, sweet ache.

For a long moment, he simply looked at her, his gaze sweeping over her flushed, sweat-sheened body, her splayed, exhausted form still cuffed to the chair. His expression was one of deep, professional satisfaction. “Excellent,” he murmured, almost to himself. “Truly excellent capacity.”

He unbuckled the cuffs from her wrists. Her arms fell limply to her sides. He fetched a towel from the cabinet and cleaned his hand and arm with methodical efficiency, then gently wiped between her legs. The rough terrycloth against her oversensitive flesh made her flinch.

“Can you stand?” he asked.

She wasn’t sure. Her legs felt like water. But she nodded, a tiny movement. He helped her sit up, then swing her legs out of the stirrups. Her feet hit the floor, and she swayed, her knees buckling. His arm came around her waist, holding her up. The support was firm, impersonal. He guided her to where her dress lay, helped her step into it, and pulled it up over her body. The fabric felt abrasive against her sensitized skin, a stark reminder of returning to the world.

He led her from the room, her steps slow and shuffling. She was hollowed out, mentally and physically. The debate with Molly, the escape plan—it all seemed distant, unreal, like a dream from another life. Her reality was the lingering, deep ache inside her, the memory of that impossible stretch, the shocking power of that orgasm. It had been humiliating, degrading, and it had been the most intense physical experience of her life.

They returned to the day room. It was quieter now, the post-breakfast lull. A few girls looked up as they entered, their eyes flicking over Anna’s disheveled hair, her shaky gait, the dazed look on her face. They knew. They always knew.

Dr. White released her arm. “Reflect on today’s session, Anna. You did very well.”

Then he was gone, the door swishing shut behind him.

Anna stood alone for a moment, adrift. Then she saw Molly, still at their table, pretending to read a tattered magazine. Molly’s eyes lifted, sharp and questioning.

Anna made her way over, her body moving stiffly. She sank onto the bench, the soreness a constant, truthful companion.

Molly leaned close, her voice a hiss. “Well? What was it this time? More paddling?”

Anna shook her head, unable to find words.

“What then?” Molly pressed. “Anna, look at me. We have to talk about the plan. Are you in or not?”

Anna looked at her friend’s face, so full of fierce, desperate hope. She thought of the woods, the road, freedom. Then she felt the deep, internal ache, the ghost of a fist, the echo of a command. You did very well.

She didn’t want to disappoint Molly. She didn’t want to be left behind. The words came out, automatic, a lie she desperately wanted to make true. “Yes,” Anna whispered, her voice hoarse. “Yes, I’m in.”

Molly’s face lit with a fierce, triumphant grin. She squeezed Anna’s hand under the table. “Good. Be ready.”

Anna nodded, forcing a small smile. But deep down, beneath the layers of exhaustion and residual pleasure, a cold, certain knowledge was solidifying. She wasn’t sure which part of her would win: the girl who wanted to run, or the girl who had just learned how profoundly she could surrender.

7 - MOLLY’S PLAN

The day room air hung stale and still, heavy with the scent of industrial cleaner and resigned silence. Anna sat on the worn, vinyl couch, its surface cool through the thin fabric of her dress. Molly was beside her, a coiled spring of restless energy.

Molly leaned in close, her shoulder brushing Anna’s as she pretended to thumb through a dog-eared fashion magazine. “Listen,” she murmured, her voice barely a vibration. “Layne is the key. He’s the weak link in the chain.”

Anna kept her eyes fixed on the television across the room, though she wasn't seeing it. “Layne? How’s he gonna help us?”

“He’s a pervert.” Molly flipped a page, pointing at a random perfume ad. “The kind of guy who spends his whole shift imagining what’s under these uniforms. The orderlies have manual keys to our rooms for emergencies. We give him a little show, lure him in, and get him to unlock our doors after lights out. He’s an easy mark.”

“And then what?” Anna’s voice shook. “We just walk out the front door?”

“No. The hallways are covered in sensors.” Molly’s gaze sharpened. “There’s a maintenance hatch in the ceiling of the laundry room. It feeds into the main ventilation duct. It’s a tight squeeze, but it’s the only path that doesn't have a motion trigger. We crawl through until we hit the exhaust grate on the north side of the building.”

Anna felt a cold sweat break out along her spine. “The ducts? Molly, what if we get stuck?”

“We won’t.” Molly gripped the edge of the magazine, her knuckles white. “Once we’re through that grate, we’re outside. From there, we just have to climb the security fence, and we’re free.”

It sounded so straightforward. So possible. The image of crawling through a dark, metal duct, of cold night air hitting her face, was so vivid it made Anna’s heart thump hard against her ribs. Freedom. The word was a bright, burning star in the gloom of the facility.

“But first, Layne,” Molly said, her gaze settling on the muscular orderly. He was laughing at something, his head thrown back, the strong column of his throat exposed. His eyes, even from this distance, held that familiar, hungry glint as they roamed over the girls in the room. “We have to seduce him.”

Anna swallowed. The logic was brutal, but it made sense. Yet, the idea of touching Layne, of letting those hungry eyes and rough hands on her… a shiver that wasn’t entirely revulsion traced down her spine. After the intricate, psychological domination of Dr. White, this felt crude, transactional. But maybe that was easier. There were no confusing layers of care or disappointment here. Just a trade.

“What do we do?” Anna asked.

“You go to him. Tell him your sink is clogged. It’s a simple fix, he’ll come. I’ll be waiting in your room, out of sight. When he’s in, we close the door. And then we make the deal.” Molly’s dark eyes met Anna’s, fierce and unflinching. “We both sell it, Anna. No hesitation. We have to be convincing. We have to be… eager. Can you do that?”

Anna thought of Dr. White’s hand inside her, the shocking fullness, the surrender. This was different. This was her choice, her manipulation. A spark of her old defiance flickered. “Yes,” she said, and this time, she believed it.

The hours dragged. Dinner was a blur of flavorless mush. Anna’s senses felt hyper-alert. The scrape of a chair, the murmur of a television, the distant hum of the HVAC—everything was amplified. She watched Layne. He moved with a lazy, predatory grace, his gaze lingering too long on any girl who passed. She studied the line of his jaw, the breadth of his shoulders under the cheap scrubs, the way his hands looked, large and capable. She forced herself to imagine those hands on her, and to her surprise, her body responded with a faint, traitorous warmth. It’s just a tool, she told herself. A means to an end.

At ten minutes to nine, Molly gave her a nearly imperceptible nod. Anna stood, her legs shaky. She walked across the day room, her bare feet silent on the linoleum. Layne was leaning against the wall near the medication cart, arms crossed.

“Layne?” Her voice came out softer than she intended.

He turned, his eyebrows lifting. A slow smile spread across his face. “Anna. What can I do for you?” His tone was oily, familiar.

“My sink,” she said, forcing herself to meet his eyes. They were a muddy brown, but the hunger in them was clear and bright. “It’s not draining. It’s… full of gross water. Can you look at it?”

“A clog, huh?” He pushed off the wall, standing to his full height, which towered over her. He smelled of cheap soap and male sweat. “Yeah, I can take a look. Now?”

“If you’re not too busy.” She injected a hint of helplessness into her tone, looking down at her feet. Play the part.

“For you? Never too busy.” He grinned, showing straight, white teeth. “Lead the way.”

Her heart hammered as she walked back down the familiar corridor, Layne’s heavy footsteps echoing behind her. The hall was quiet, most girls already in their rooms for the night. She reached her door, the number 7 staring back at her. She pushed it open and stepped inside.

The room was as she’d left it: bed neatly made, the small sink in the corner indeed filled with murky water—Molly’s doing earlier, with a wad of toilet paper. The overhead light was on, casting a harsh glow.

Layne followed her in, his bulk making the small space feel even smaller. He went straight to the sink, peering into it. “Yeah, that’s jammed up alright. Probably some hair or something. I’ve got a plunger in the—”

The door clicked shut behind him.

He turned. Molly stood there, her back against the door, a small, sharp smile on her lips. She’d been hiding behind the door, out of sight.

Layne’s eyes flicked from Molly to Anna and back, his smile fading into wary confusion. “What’s this?”

“This,” Molly said, her voice low and smooth, “is a negotiation.” She didn’t wait. Her hands went to the shoulders of her pale blue dress. In one fluid, deliberate motion, she pulled the thin fabric over her head, dropping it on the floor.

She stood naked before him, her body a stunning contrast of wild, dark curls and smooth, toned skin. Her breasts were full, tipped with dark nipples that were already peaked in the cool air. Her waist dipped in before flaring out to generous hips. She made no move to cover herself. Instead, she put a hand on her hip, cocking it slightly, displaying herself like an offering.

Layne’s breath audibly caught. His eyes devoured her, roaming over every curve, every shadow. The confusion was gone, replaced by a raw, undisguised lust. “Well, fuck,” he breathed.

Anna’s own pulse was a wild drum in her ears. Seeing Molly like that, so boldly exposed, sent a jolt through her system. It was a cue. Now. Her fingers, gone cold and clumsy, fumbled for the hem of her own dress. She pulled it up, over her head, and let it fall beside Molly’s. The air hit her skin, raising goosebumps. She felt incredibly vulnerable, standing there naked with Molly, under Layne’s blazing stare. But she also felt a surge of power. He wants this. He wants us.

“We have a proposition for you, Layne,” Molly said, taking a step forward. She reached out and ran a finger down the center of his scrubs-top, tracing the line of his sternum. “Something that’s good for you, and good for us.”

“I’m listening,” Layne rasped, his eyes glued to her hand.

“You unlock our room doors tonight after your final check. If you do that,” Molly said, her finger hooking into the collar of his top, “and we make it worth your while. Right here, right now.”

Layne’s gaze snapped to Anna, then back to Molly. A calculating look flashed in his eyes, quickly smothered by greed. “Unlocked doors? That’s a big risk for me.”

“So is this,” Anna heard herself say. Her voice sounded strange, throaty. She moved closer, closing the distance. She could feel the heat radiating from his body. She pressed her naked front against his arm, her small breast flattening against the coarse fabric of his scrubs. She looked up at him through her lashes. “But we’ll make sure you don’t regret it.”

The contact was electric. His muscle was hard under her softness. She felt him shudder.

“We’ll fuck you,” Molly stated bluntly, her hands moving to the drawstring of his scrub pants. “Any way you want. Both of us. But only if you promise. Do we have a deal?”

Layne’s resolve crumbled. His hands came up, one landing on Anna’s bare hip, his fingers digging in possessively. The other cupped Molly’s cheek, his thumb stroking her lower lip. “Yeah,” he growled, his voice thick with desire. “Yeah, you got a deal. Doors stay open.”

Molly’s smile widened. “Good boy.” Her fingers tugged the drawstring loose. She then yanked the waistband of his pants and boxers down in one rough motion.

His cock sprang free, already fully erect, thick and veined and ruddy. It stood out aggressively from a thatch of dark hair. Anna’s eyes widened. It was bigger than she’d imagined, a primal, flesh-and-blood weapon. A fresh wave of heat, damp and insistent, gathered between her own legs.

Molly didn’t hesitate. Her hand wrapped around his shaft, her fist barely meeting around its girth. She gave him a slow, firm stroke from root to tip, her thumb smearing the bead of moisture that had gathered at the slit. Layne groaned, his head falling back.

“See?” Molly murmured, pumping him slowly. “We keep our promises.”

Anna watched, mesmerized by the sight of Molly’s hand moving on him, by the way his stomach muscles clenched. The transactional nature of it began to blur, replaced by a raw, visual carnality. Her own breath grew shallow.

“Your turn,” Molly said, her eyes flicking to Anna. “Show him you mean it.”

Anna sank to her knees on the hard linoleum floor. The position was submissive, but the power was still hers. She was giving this. She looked up the length of his body, meeting his hungry, heavy-lidded gaze. Then she looked down at his cock, jutting proudly towards her face. The musky, masculine scent of him filled her nostrils, pungent and arousing.

She extended her tongue, flattening it against the underside of his shaft, and licked a long, slow stripe from his balls to the tip. The skin was surprisingly soft over the iron-hard core. He tasted of clean skin and something uniquely, essentially male. Layne hissed, his fingers tangling in her red hair.

Encouraged, she opened her mouth and took the head inside. It was warm, smooth. She swirled her tongue around the corona, sucking gently. Salt pre-cum coated her tongue. She relaxed her jaw, letting him slide deeper. It was a stretch, an unfamiliar fullness in her mouth. She bobbed her head tentatively, finding a rhythm, her lips forming a tight seal.

“Fuck, that’s good,” Layne grunted, his hips giving a tiny thrust.

Molly knelt beside her. “My turn,” she said, and leaned in, capturing the length of him that Anna couldn’t take. They worked in tandem, a messy, sloppy duet. Anna would suck the head, her tongue flicking wildly, while Molly licked and stroked the shaft. Then Molly would take him deep into her throat, gagging slightly, while Anna kissed and nibbled at his balls. Their hair mingled, their breaths mingled, the wet, sucking sounds obscenely loud in the small room.

Layne was muttering a steady stream of curses and praise, his hands moving from Anna’s head to Molly’s, guiding them, urging them on. “Yeah, just like that… suck it, you fucking sluts… oh god, your mouths…”

Anna lost herself in the rhythm, in the sheer physicality of it. The degradation was there—she was on her knees, servicing an orderly for a favor—but it was overshadowed by a growing, needy arousal. Her own sex was throbbing, dripping. She rubbed her thighs together, seeking friction, as she worked his cock with her mouth. The power had shifted again; she was driving him wild, and that knowledge was its own intoxicant.

After a few minutes of this, Layne was breathing in ragged gasps. “Enough,” he growled, pulling his cock from their mouths with a wet pop. “I need to be inside one of you. Now.”

Molly stood up. She climbed onto the narrow mattress, getting on her hands and knees, presenting her round, perfect ass to him. She looked back over her shoulder, her curls a wild frame for her face. “Come on, then. Fuck me.”

Layne needed no further invitation. He positioned himself behind her, one hand gripping her hip, the other guiding his cock. He pushed into her with a single, deep, grunting thrust.

Molly cried out, a sharp, surprised sound that melted into a low moan. Her back arched, pushing her rear back against him. “Yes,” she hissed. “Just like that.”

Anna scrambled onto the bed, kneeling beside them, watching. The sight was brutally intimate. Layne’s muscular back flexed as he drove into Molly, his thrusts powerful and rhythmic. Molly’s breasts swayed with each impact, her face a mask of strained pleasure. The slap of skin on skin, the wet, squelching sounds of penetration, the guttural noises from Layne—it was a symphony of raw sex. Anna’s hand drifted between her own legs, her fingers finding her swollen clit. She circled it frantically, her eyes glued to the place where their bodies joined.

“Tight,” Layne panted, pounding into Molly. “So fucking tight.”

Molly met his thrusts, rocking back against him. “Harder,” she demanded, her voice strained. “Come on, you can do better than that!”

Layne snarled, gripping both her hips and slamming into her with renewed force. Molly’s cries grew louder, less controlled. Anna fingered herself faster, her own arousal a screaming need now. She was close, just from watching, from the charged atmosphere, from the memory of why they were doing this.

Layne withdrew, his cock slick and glistening. He turned, his eyes immediately finding Anna. They were dark, satiated, but still hungry. “Your turn, red,” he said, his voice rough.

Anna’s heart stuttered. She was so aroused she felt dizzy. She nodded, unable to speak. She lay back on the mattress, scooting up to rest her head on the pillow. She spread her legs, offering herself. The vulnerability was absolute, but the need was greater.

Layne moved over her, his weight settling between her thighs. He didn’t kiss her. He just positioned himself, the thick head of his cock nudging at her entrance. She was soaked, ready. He pushed inside.

The stretch was immediate and intense. He was large, and she was small. A sharp cry tore from her throat as he filled her, a brutal, claiming invasion that was utterly different from Dr. White’s clinical, stretching tools. This was animal, direct. The burn of the stretch quickly melted into a deep, full ache that was profoundly satisfying. He was there, in a way that was simple and undeniable.

“Fuck, you’re wet,” he grunted, beginning to move.

He set a hard, driving pace from the start. Each thrust drove the air from her lungs, jolting her body up the bed. His hands pinned her hips down, holding her in place for his use. The friction was exquisite, a rough, delicious rub against every sensitive nerve inside her. Her earlier self-stimulation had wound her tight, and now, with every powerful stroke, that coil tightened towards breaking.

She wrapped her legs around his waist, locking her ankles at the small of his back, pulling him deeper. Her nails dug into his shoulders through the scrub top. She met his thrusts, rising to meet him, a silent, desperate plea for more. The sounds she made were wanton, high-pitched keens she didn’t recognize.

“Yeah, take it,” Layne growled, his face buried in the crook of her neck, his breath hot and damp. “Take all of it, you little tease.”

He was everywhere. His smell, his weight, the relentless piston of his hips. The political calculation was gone. There was only sensation: the delicious scrape of his pubic bone against her clit with every deep drive, the incredible fullness, the building, inevitable pressure in her core. She was hurtling towards the edge, and she didn’t want to stop.

Molly, recovered, propped herself up on an elbow beside them, watching with a strange, detached expression. Her presence should have been humiliating, but in that moment, it only heightened Anna’s arousal. She was being watched, being used, and she was loving it.

“You gonna cum for him, Anna?” Molly asked, her voice a low tease. “Go on. Cum on his cock.”

The permission, the taunt, was the final trigger. The coil snapped.

Anna’s orgasm erupted not with a scream, but with a choked, sobbing gasp. It racked her body, a series of violent, internal convulsions that clamped down viscously on Layne’s invading length. Her vision whited out. Every muscle in her body locked, then trembled uncontrollably. The pleasure was a raw, scraping fire, burning away thought, leaving only pure, animal sensation.

Feeling her clench around him, Layne gave two more ragged thrusts and followed her over. With a guttural shout, he plunged as deep as he could go and emptied himself inside her. She felt the hot, pulsing flood, a shocking intimacy that marked her, claimed her in the most basic way. The warmth of it spread inside her, a final, sealing violation.

He collapsed on top of her, his weight crushing, his breath heaving. For a long minute, the only sounds were their ragged breathing and the hum of the lights.

Slowly, sensation returned. The stickiness between her legs. The ache of her well-used muscles. The cold air on her sweat-slicked skin. Layne rolled off her, lying beside her on the narrow bed, spent.

Anna lay still, staring at the ceiling. The aftermath was a strange, hollow calm. The frantic energy was gone, replaced by a deep, physical lassitude and a buzzing mental static. She had done it. They had done it.

Wordlessly, Molly got up. She fetched a towel from the sink area and handed it to Layne, then another to Anna. They cleaned themselves in silence, the reality of what had just happened settling in the room like dust.

Layne stood, pulling his scrubs back up, fastening the drawstring. He looked at both of them, his expression a mix of sated lust and newfound wariness. “I’ll open your doors,” he said, his voice flat. “Tonight. After my check. But that’s it. This is the only time.”

“Thanks,” Molly said coolly, pulling her dress over her head.

Layne gave a short, humorless laugh. He moved to the door, paused with his hand on the knob. “Good luck with whatever you’re planning,” he said, not looking back. Then he was gone, the door clicking shut behind him.

The silence he left was deafening.

Anna pulled her own dress on. The fabric felt abrasive, alien. She could still feel the ghost of him inside her, the dull ache, the sticky residue. She looked at Molly. “It’s done.”

Molly nodded, her fierce mask back in place. But Anna saw a flicker of something else in her eyes—a hint of the same hollow shock Anna felt. “Now we get ready. We move at eleven.” She moved to the door. “I’ll be back for you. Be dressed. Don’t bring anything.”

Molly slipped out, leaving Anna alone.

Anna sank onto the edge of the bed. The excitement was there, a fluttering, nervous bird in her chest. Freedom was so close she could almost taste it. But beneath it, cold and sure, was that other feeling. The memory of Layne’s rough possession was already fading, replaced by the deeper, more complex imprint of Dr. White. The escape was a rebellion against him, against this place. But a part of her wondered if she was also running from the terrifying truth she’d discovered in that training room: that a part of her craved the surrender, the intensity, the loss of control he offered.

She hugged herself, the thin dress no barrier against the chill seeping into her bones. She had made her choice. She was going to run.

But as she sat in the quiet room, the scent of sex still lingering in the air, Anna wasn’t sure she was running towards anything at all.

8 - A DARING ESCAPE

The silence in Anna’s room after Molly left was a living thing. It pressed against her eardrums, a thick, expectant hum broken only by the distant, mechanical groan of the facility’s heating system. She sat on the edge of her bed, still feeling the phantom ache between her legs, the sticky residue of Layne a crude brand on her skin. The clock on the wall—a plain, white-faced thing with no numbers, just a red sweep hand—inched towards ten.

Every creak of the building, every muffled voice from the hall, made her jump.

The plan replayed in her head on a frantic loop. Layne’s final check. The laundry room. The duct. The fence. The woods. Freedom. The words had become a mantra, but their power was fading, replaced by a cold, leaden dread that settled in her stomach.

At five minutes past ten, a heavy tread stopped outside her door. A shadow blocked the narrow strip of light beneath it. She heard a key slide into the lock, manually unlocking the door. The tread moved on.

Her heart hammered against her ribs. He did it.

She didn’t move. Her muscles were locked. This is it. This is really it. The thought was less exhilaration, more vertigo. She looked around the sterile, pastel room that had been her cage and her crucible. The narrow bed. The small window, showing nothing but black night. The sink where she’d washed Layne from her body. A strange, fleeting pang touched her—a sense of leaving something familiar, however terrible.

A soft, rhythmic tap sounded at her door: Molly’s signal.

Anna stood, her legs trembling. She crossed the room, her socked feet silent on the linoleum. She placed her hand on the cold metal handle, took a deep, shuddering breath, and pushed.

The door swung open without a sound.

Molly stood in the dim hallway, a shadow in her blue dress. Her eyes were wide, glittering with adrenaline in the low emergency lighting. She held a finger to her lips, then pointed down the hall towards the nurses' station. It was dark, deserted. The only light came from a small desk lamp at the far end of the main corridor.

Without a word, Molly turned and ghosted down the hall. Anna followed, her breath shallow and quick. The hallway seemed impossibly long, each closed door a silent witness. They reached the laundry room. Molly tried the handle. It turned. She slipped inside, Anna on her heels, pulling the door closed behind them.

The room was small, a washer, a dryer, and shelves stacked with boxes of detergent. Molly immediately climbed onto the washing machine, her movements sure and practiced. She reached up, her fingers finding the edges of the ventilation grate in the ceiling. With a quiet, straining effort, she twisted. One screw came free, then another, then another, dropping silently into her waiting palm. She’d done this before. The grate tilted, then came loose. Molly lowered it carefully, handing it down to Anna, who set it softly on the floor.

A square of deeper blackness gaped above them. The duct was small, maybe eighteen inches square. It smelled of dust and cold metal.

Molly hoisted herself up, wriggling her shoulders through the opening. For a terrifying second, she was stuck, her hips catching on the edge. Then she gave a fierce, silent grunt and pulled herself through, disappearing into the darkness. A moment later, her face reappeared, a pale smudge in the black. “Come on,” she whispered.

Anna’s turn.

She climbed onto the washer, the metal groaning faintly under her weight. She reached up, her fingers finding Molly’s. Molly’s grip was strong, calloused. Anna’s shoulders scraped against the sharp metal edges of the opening. A bolt of panic shot through her—I’m too big, I’ll get stuck, they’ll find me here—but then she was through, collapsing into the tight, dark space beside Molly.

Molly immediately began crawling, the sound of her movement a soft shush-shush of fabric on sheet metal. Anna followed. The duct was a claustrophobic tunnel, pitch black and closing in on her from all sides. The air was stale, frigid. Dust coated her hands and knees. She could only see the faint, shifting shape of Molly’s feet ahead. Her own breathing sounded deafening, ragged echoes bouncing off the metal walls.

They crawled for what felt like an eternity, around one gentle bend, then another. The only sounds were their breathing, the scuff of their clothes, and the distant, rhythmic thump of a large fan somewhere in the system. The cold seeped through Anna’s dress, making her shiver. Her knees began to ache.

Suddenly, a sliver of faint, gray light appeared ahead. Cool, fresh air brushed Anna’s face, carrying the scent of damp earth and freedom. The vent cover. Molly stopped, her silhouette working at the edges. More soft clicks, and then the cover swung outward on silent hinges. Night air, shockingly cold and sweet, flooded the duct.

Molly peered out, then slipped through the opening with the grace of a cat. Anna scrambled forward. The opening looked out onto a narrow concrete alcove behind a large industrial dumpster. The ground was littered with dead leaves. Beyond, she could see the sharp diamond patterns of a chain-link fence, silhouetted against the marginally lighter sky.

Molly was already on the ground, reaching up. Anna turned, lowering her legs out, and dropped the last few feet, landing with a soft thud on the damp grass. The shock of being outside was visceral. The air was alive with the sounds of crickets and a distant owl. The vastness of the sky, even cloudy as it was, felt overwhelming after the low ceilings of the facility.

They were at the back of the building, in a service area. A single security light on a tall pole cast a sickly yellow puddle on the asphalt, but they were well in the shadows. The fence was twenty yards away.

“Come on,” Molly whispered, her voice barely a breath. She was already moving, crouched low, darting from the shadow of the dumpster to the shadow of a parked maintenance van.

Anna followed, her heart a wild bird trapped in her throat. The grass was wet, soaking through her socks. Every rustle of leaves sounded like a shout. They reached the base of the fence. It was tall, maybe ten feet, the links cold and rough under her fingers.

“Boost me up,” Molly said, her voice tight with adrenaline. She braced herself against the metal mesh.

Anna interlaced her fingers, creating a step. Molly stepped into her hands and surged upward, her sneakers treading into the diamond-shaped holes of the fence. She climbed with a desperate, frantic energy, reaching the top bar in seconds. She swung one leg over, then the other, her silhouette a jagged shadow against the moonlight.

“Give me your hand!” Molly hissed from the top, reaching back down.

A sudden, blinding white light speared the darkness.

It swept across the yard, a searchlight mounted on the corner of the building. It pinned them like insects.

“STOP!”

The voice boomed across the quiet grounds, sharp, authoritative, and horribly familiar. Dr. White.

Anna froze, her blood turning to ice. The light held them mercilessly. Molly, still straddling the fence, twisted her head to look back, her eyes wide with terror and fury.

“Anna! Molly! Do not move another inch!” Dr. White’s voice was closer now. He was walking across the asphalt, his silhouette cutting through the beam of the light. He wasn’t running. His steps were measured, calm. The most terrifying sound Anna had ever heard.

Molly scrambled over the fence, tumbling onto the grass on the other side. “Anna, come on. You can make it,” she hollered, her voice hoarse.

But Anna didn’t scale the fence. She stood rooted to the spot, staring back at the approaching figure of Dr. White. He stopped before reaching Anna, his hands in the pockets of his long wool coat. The light from behind him cast his face in shadow, but she could feel his eyes on her.

“Anna,” he said, his voice carrying perfectly in the still night. It wasn’t a shout. It was a command, low and resonant. “Come back inside. Now.”

“Anna! Please!” Molly shrieked.

“Anna Carson, if you cross that property line,” Dr. White continued, his tone chillingly conversational, “you are no longer a patient in a treatment program. You are a fugitive. A warrant will be issued for your arrest before sunrise. You will be hunted. You will be caught. And you will spend the next several years in a state correctional facility, where the concept of personal choice…” he paused, letting the word hang in the cold air, “…is utterly nonexistent. Is that what you want, Anna? Truly?”

His words landed like physical blows. The vision he painted—handcuffs, concrete cells, uniformed guards with none of Dr. White’s chilling elegance—flashed in her mind. It felt infinitely more real, more terrifying, than the abstract idea of the woods and the road.

Anna looked at Molly, her friend, her co-conspirator, poised on the threshold of the unknown. She looked back at Dr. White, a statue of controlled authority. Her feet felt cemented to the earth. Every instinct screamed to run, to follow Molly into the dark. But a deeper, more insidious voice whispered. It spoke of warm hands and cold speculums, of shattering pleasure and soul-crushing shame, of a surrender that felt like drowning and flying at the same time. It spoke of the devil she knew.

“Five seconds,” Dr. White said, his voice a steel trap closing.

Molly made a sound of pure anguish. “Fuck you, Anna!” Then she turned and plunged into the woods. The darkness swallowed her whole. One second she was there, a silhouette against the trees, and the next, she was gone. The only evidence she’d ever existed was the rustling of branches, quickly fading into silence.

Anna was alone.

The searchlight remained on her, a hot, white eye. She slowly turned to face the fence, facing Dr. White. Her shoulders slumped. The fight drained out of her, leaving her hollow and trembling.

He didn’t smile. He didn’t look triumphant. He simply nodded, once. “Good girl,” he said, and the praise, however condescending, felt like a warm blanket on her frozen soul. “Now, let’s get you back inside.”

Moving robotically, Anna shuffled along next to Dr. White as he led her to the front door of the building. He punched a code into a keypad. A magnetic lock disengaged with a loud clunk. He pushed the heavy door open, leading Anna inside.

The door swung shut behind her with a final, definitive thud. The sound of a cage door closing.

Dr. White looked down at her. Under the harsh fluorescent light of the lobby, she could see his face clearly. His expression was grave, contemplative. He saw the dirt staining her dress, the leaves in her hair, the wild fright in her green eyes.

“I am very disappointed in you, Anna,” he said, his voice quiet. The words hurt more than a shout ever could. “The trust we were beginning to build. The progress you were making. You chose to throw it away for a childish fantasy.”

Tears, hot and sudden, welled in Anna’s eyes. They were not tears of anger, but of profound, soul-deep shame. “I’m sorry,” she whispered. The apology was ripped from her, true and awful.

“Are you?” he asked, not unkindly. “Or are you just sorry you were caught?”

She thought of Molly disappearing into the trees. She thought of the duct, the fence, the wild hope that had propelled her this far. She thought of the cold, clinical fear his words had instilled. “I’m sorry I did it,” she said, her voice trembling. “It was a mistake. A bad decision. I… I want to come back. I’ll accept the consequences.”

He studied her for a long, silent moment. The searchlight clicked off, plunging them into the softer, grayer dark of the security lamps. The sudden shift made her blink.

“That,” he said finally, a note of something like genuine approval in his tone, “is the first truly mature thing I’ve heard you say since you arrived.” He placed a hand on her shoulder. It was heavy, warm. A claiming weight. “Growth is often painful, Anna. And it begins with accepting responsibility for one’s failures. Come.”

They walked in silence. Her wet socks made squelching sounds on the linoleum. Her mind was a numb void, all the frantic energy of the escape drained away, leaving only a deep, aching fatigue and a growing, cold dread about what came next. Consequences.

He led her not to the common areas, nor to the training room, but back to the residential wing. To her own door. He took out his key, unlocking it. The room was exactly as she’d left it, the bed still rumpled from where she and Layne and Molly had…

“Inside,” he said, his voice gentle but allowing no argument.

She walked in. He followed, closing the door behind them. He didn’t turn on the main light, leaving only the dim glow from the hall filtering through the wire-reinforced window in the door. He stood before her, a tall, imposing figure in the semi-darkness.

“You will remain here for the rest of the night,” he stated. “Your door will be locked. In the morning, we will discuss the appropriate disciplinary measures for your actions tonight. Do you understand?”

She nodded, unable to speak past the lump in her throat.

“Your willingness to return, and to accept what is coming, speaks well for you, Anna. It demonstrates a capacity for obedience that your file suggested you lacked. That is the only reason you are not already in restraints in an isolation cell.” He took a step closer. She could smell his cologne, subtle and expensive, and the night air still clinging to his coat. “Remember this feeling. This humility. It is the foundation upon which real change is built.”

He reached out and, with a surprising tenderness, brushed a strand of hair from her dirty, tear-streaked cheek. The touch was so at odds with the situation that it stole her breath. It was a father’s gesture. A lover’s. A master’s.

“Sleep if you can,” he said. Then he turned and left, pulling the door closed behind him. The lock engaged with a sound as final as a coffin lid slamming shut.

Anna stood in the center of the dark room, shaking. The adrenaline was gone, leaving a terrible, jangling emptiness. She walked to the sink on unsteady legs and splashed cold water on her face, not caring about the dirt. She stripped off the damp, soiled dress, leaving it in a heap on the floor, and put on a clean one. The fabric felt like a shroud.

She crawled into bed, pulling the stiff sheets up to her chin. The darkness of the room was absolute now, pressing in on her. She replayed every second: the crawl through the duct, the cold grass, the blinding light, Molly’s betrayed scream, Dr. White’s calm, devastating ultimatum.

She had chosen this. She had chosen to stay. The thought was a stone in her gut.

But beneath the shame and the fear, a tiny, treacherous ember glowed. It was the memory of his hand on her cheek. The sound of his voice saying ‘Good girl.’ The terrifying, seductive promise of structure, of punishment, of having the unbearable weight of choice taken from her.

She had run from it. And then she had run back to it.

What did that make her?

The night stretched on, infinite and cold. Sleep was impossible. Every time she closed her eyes, she saw the fence. She saw Molly disappearing. She saw Dr. White’s shadowed face. And she felt, with a certainty that made her stomach clench, the heavy, waiting silence of the facility around her, holding its breath for morning, and for whatever came next.

9 - DISCIPLINARY CORRECTION

The heavy darkness of the room was broken by the agonizing crawl of the pre-dawn light. Anna’s eyes fluttered open—not from sleep, she hadn't truly slept—but from a cold, paralyzing dread that had settled in her marrow the moment the searchlight found her.

She lay perfectly still on the stiff mattress, her breath coming in shallow, jagged hitches. The room was a tomb of sterile silence, yet the air felt charged with the electricity of an impending storm. Every shadow in the corner looked like a tailored suit; every hum of the ventilation sounded like Dr. White’s low, rhythmic baritone.

She had been so close. She could still smell the cloying scent of the midnight grass. But when the light had hit them, Anna’s spirit had simply... snapped. While Molly had scrambled into the dark maw of the forest—a frantic, disappearing blur of defiance—Anna had surrendered before a hand was even laid upon her.

Now, the silence of the facility was the worst part. It wasn't the silence of a building at rest; it was the silence of a predator watching its prey.

The weight of her betrayal sat like lead in her stomach. She had left Molly to the woods, and in return, she had been escorted back to this room in a silence so profound it felt like a physical weight.

The clunk of that bolt echoed in her mind over and over. It was the sound of a closing trap.

She looked at her hands. Her fingernails were still stained with the dirt. Dr. White would be coming soon. He didn't believe in accidents, and he certainly didn't believe in mercy. He believed in correction, and in the absolute dismantling of the ego until nothing was left but the "model resident."

She had tried to steal herself away from him, and now, she knew with a sickening certainty that he would make sure she never felt the desire to leave again. The waiting was the first part of the punishment—letting her imagination build the walls of her own prison before he even opened the door.

Footsteps approached. They weren't the heavy, rubber-soled squeaks of an orderly. These were deliberate. Polished. Rhythmic.

Anna pulled the thin sheet up to her chin, her heart hammering a frantic, doomed rhythm against her ribs. The door handle turned.

It opened, and the overhead light stabbed her eyes. Two figures entered. Dr. White, his charcoal suit looking freshly pressed, his expression composed and unreadable. Dr. Stone beside him, his pale blue eyes cool and assessing, a faint, almost imperceptible line of satisfaction at the corner of his mouth.

“Good morning, Anna,” Dr. White said. His voice was calm, conversational, as if greeting her over breakfast.

She pushed herself up on her elbows, wincing. She didn’t speak. What was there to say?

“You will face disciplinary correction for your escape attempt,” Dr. Stone stated, setting the same black duffel bag on the foot of her bed. “Your willingness to accept responsibility is noted.”

Anna’s heart, which had been pounding a dull, sick rhythm, began to trip faster. Disciplinary correction. The words coiled in her gut.

“Stand up,” Dr. White commanded.

She obeyed, her body moving stiffly. She stood before them, head bowed, her red hair a tangled curtain.

“Remove your dress.”

Her fingers fumbled at her sides. The humiliation was a constant now, a baseline. She peeled the damp cotton up and over her head, letting it fall. The cool morning air touched her naked skin, making her nipples tighten instantly. She kept her eyes down, staring at the scuffs on the linoleum between their polished shoes.

“To the training room,” Dr. White said, turning. “Follow.”

The walk was a silent, shameful parade. She walked naked between them, her bare feet slapping softly on the cold floor. Every door they passed felt like a watching eye. The training room door loomed, and Dr. Stone pushed it open.

The room was unchanged. The padded bench. The cabinets. The chains still dangling from the ceiling in the center, waiting. A fresh wave of dread, cold and slick, washed through her.

“Center position,” Dr. White instructed, nodding toward the chains.

She walked forward, her steps small and reluctant. She stopped beneath the leather cuffs.

“Arms up.”

She raised her arms. Dr. Stone stepped behind her. His hands were efficient, impersonal. He guided her right wrist into a cuff, buckling it snugly. The leather was cool. Her arm was stretched high overhead. Then the left wrist, drawn up to join the right. Soon, she was on her toes again, her body stretched. Her breasts were lifted, her stomach taut, her sex completely exposed. She felt the faint, cool draft from the ventilation system directly on her most intimate parts.

Dr. White approached, holding the black rubber ball gag. Anna’s breath caught.

“Please,” she whispered, the word a dry crackle. “Not… not that.”

His dark eyes held hers. “Open.”

It was not a request. It was the foundation of this world. A simple, immutable law. Her resistance crumbled, not into defiance, but into a hollow acceptance. She opened her mouth. He slid the solid sphere between her teeth. It stretched her jaws, filled her mouth, pressing her tongue down. The sterile, rubbery taste flooded her senses. He buckled the strap tightly at the back of her head. Immediately, her saliva glands reacted, pooling liquid she couldn’t swallow. A thin strand escaped the corner of her lips and trailed down her chin.

They stood back, observing their work. A naked, gagged girl, bound and presented. The ultimate canvas for their correction.

Dr. White went to the cabinet. He took out two long, flexible canes. They were darker, thinner, with a terrifying whippy look. He handed one to Dr. Stone.

“Ten strokes each,” Dr. White said, his voice echoing in the quiet room. “To remind you of the precision of our authority. You will not count. You will simply feel.”

Anna squeezed her eyes shut. Just feel. The phrase was a death sentence.

Dr. White moved to her left side. There was no wind-up, no dramatic pause. A sharp whistle cut the air, followed by a line of pure, white-hot agony across the upper curves of her buttocks. The cane bit like a wire of fire, searing deeper than the crop ever had. A muffled, animal shriek was trapped behind the gag. Her body convulsed against the chains, her toes curling. The pain didn’t bloom; it exploded, radiating out in vicious waves.

Before she could even process the first stroke, Dr. Stone struck from the right. Whistle-crack! A parallel line of fire, just below the first. The pain was so intense it stole the air from her lungs. She hung, gasping wetly around the gag, tears streaming down her face.

They took their time now. Letting the pain of each stroke settle, become a distinct, branded memory before applying the next. Dr. White. A stroke low across her thighs, making her legs buckle. Dr. Stone. A diagonal slash that crossed the first welts, creating a grid of agony. Whistle-crack. Whistle-crack. The sounds were precise, clinical. Her world narrowed to the anticipation of the whistle, the blinding impact, and the all-consuming fire that followed. She lost herself in it. The shame, the fear, the reason for being here—all burned away in the crucible of pure sensation. She was just a body, being etched with pain.

The tenth stroke, from Dr. White, landed with particular force across the crease where her buttocks met her thighs. She sagged in the chains, a broken marionette, her sobs harsh and guttural behind the rubber ball.

Silence.

They let her hang there, weeping, trembling, the throbbing pain a universe in itself. Then, Dr. Stone moved. He unbuckled the gag first, pulling it from her mouth. She gasped, dragging in deep, ragged breaths, drool slicking her chin and neck. Next, he released the cuffs from the chains, though the leather remained buckled around her wrists. Her arms fell leadenly to her sides, heavy and numb. She swayed, her legs unable to support her. Dr. White caught her under her elbow, his grip firm, holding her upright.

“Kneel,” he said, his voice low.

Her knees gave way, hitting the cold linoleum with a jarring thud. She knelt between them, head bowed, her body a map of trembling pain and exhaustion.

She heard the soft, deliberate sounds of belts being unbuckled, zippers being lowered. Her eyes, blurry with tears, lifted slightly. Dr. White was opening his trousers, pushing them and his underwear down just enough to free his erection. It was thick, rigid, the head flushed and prominent. Dr. Stone did the same, his cock springing free, slightly longer, perhaps, and just as hard.

The sight sent a confusing jolt through Anna’s spent body. Fear, yes. Humiliation, absolutely. But also a dark, unwanted pulse of recognition. This was the currency here. This was the language.

“Open your mouth,” Dr. White commanded.

She obeyed, her jaw aching from the gag. He stepped forward, his hand tangling in her red hair, not gently. He guided himself to her lips. The first touch of him, the smooth, hot crown against her mouth, made her flinch. Then he pushed forward, filling her.

It was an invasion, but a familiar one. The stretch of her lips, the pressure against the back of her throat, the salty, musky taste of his skin. He didn’t thrust gently. He set a firm, relentless pace, sliding deep into her mouth, his grip in her hair keeping her head still. She gagged, her throat convulsing, tears springing anew. He didn’t pause. He fucked her face with a calm, methodical intensity, his hips pumping, his cock hitting the back of her throat with each inward stroke. Drool and pre-cum mixed, slicking her chin.

Just as she was drowning in the sensation, the lack of air, the sheer fullness, he pulled out with a wet pop. She gasped, coughing.

Immediately, Dr. Stone took his place. His hand, colder, gripped the back of her neck. He angled her head and pushed his cock into her waiting, abused mouth. He was different. He fucked her mouth with sharper, deeper thrusts, seeming to aim for her throat each time. She gagged violently, her body jerking, but he held her fast, his movements ruthless and efficient. The sounds were obscene: wet, choking, rhythmic slaps of skin.

They switched again. Dr. White. Then Dr. Stone. Back and forth. They used her mouth like a shared toy, a receptacle for their dominance. Anna’s mind began to drift. The sharp pain of the caning, the ache in her jaw, the choking fullness—they blended into a single, overwhelming reality. She was an object. A thing for their use. And in that reduction, a strange, terrible freedom emerged. No choices. No decisions. Just this.

Her body, traitorously, began to respond. The rough treatment, the absolute control, sparked a low, smoldering heat in her core. Between her legs, a slickness gathered that had nothing to do with drool. The humiliation of it—of growing wet while being face-fucked as punishment—sent a fresh wave of shame through her, but it only seemed to feed the warmth.

After several minutes of this, Dr. White finally withdrew. He was breathing slightly harder. “Enough,” he said.

Dr. Stone pulled out of her mouth with a final, slick sound. Anna knelt, panting, her lips swollen and slick, her face a mess of tears and spit.

Dr. White walked to the padded bench and sat down, leaning back against the angled support. He didn’t remove his trousers further, just left his cock jutting out, hard and gleaming. He looked at her, his dark eyes intent.

“Come here, Anna. Straddle me.”

For a moment, she just knelt, processing the command. Then, on trembling, bruised legs, she pushed herself up. She shuffled to the bench. He guided her with a hand on her hip, turning her to face him.

She was close enough to see the fine lines at the corners of his eyes, the composed intensity in his gaze. His hands settled on her hips, his fingers pressing into the tender flesh near the cane marks.

“Take me inside you,” he said, his voice a low rumble.

Her heart hammered. She reached between them, her fingers wrapping around his hard length. She guided him to her entrance. She was, to her own horror, already wet, slick and ready. She positioned him and then, slowly, sank down.

The feeling was exquisite and brutal. The thick stretch as he filled her, the delicious, full ache as she took him to the hilt. A soft, stifled moan escaped her as she settled onto his lap, her internal muscles clenching instinctively around his heat. Dr. White didn’t wait for her to find a rhythm. His hands tightened on her hips, anchoring her, and he began to thrust upward as she pushed down, creating a deep, relentless friction that made her toes curl against the leather padding of the bench.

"Good girl," he murmured, his breath hot against her neck.

Suddenly, the air behind her shifted. Anna felt the presence of Dr. Stone, cold and predatory. He didn't say a word. His large, firm hands moved to her waist, pulling her torso slightly forward so she was draped over Dr. White’s chest. She felt something hot and blunt press against her rear—the rigid tip of Dr. Stone’s cock seeking her second, tighter entrance.

She gasped, her eyes flying wide as she felt the first, intrusive stretch. "Wait—"

"Shhh," Dr. White whispered, capturing her lips in a bruising kiss to silence her protest.

Dr. Stone pushed. The intrusion was a sharp, burning invasion that seemed to split her in two. Anna’s back arched, her muffled cries lost in Dr. White’s mouth as she was simultaneously filled and stretched. Dr. Stone moved with clinical precision, his thumb finding the base of her spine to steady her as he forced his way past her resistance until he was buried deep in her rectum.

The double penetration was overwhelming. Her body felt taut, pushed to the absolute limit of its capacity. Every thrust from Dr. White in front was answered by a devastating surge from Dr. Stone behind. They moved in a brutal, alternating harmony, stretching her holes and turning the lingering fire of the cane marks into a secondary, background throb compared to the white-hot intensity of the sex.

The pace accelerated. Anna’s head thrashed from side to side, her red hair a wild tangle. The sensations were too much—the fullness, the friction, the absolute loss of autonomy. The friction built a pressure in her womb that became unbearable. She felt her climax rising like a tidal wave, fueled by the very shame she had tried to fight.

"I'm... I'm going to—" she sobbed.

"Do it," Dr. White commanded, his voice dark with triumph.

Anna shattered. Her internal walls convulsed in a violent, rhythmic pulsing that gripped both men tightly. As her climax ripped through her, she felt the twin surges of their release. Dr. White groaned as he pumped his seed deep into her pussy, filling her with warmth, while Dr. Stone’s body stiffened behind her, his cock throbbing as he came inside her ass.

For a long minute, the only sound was the three of them gasping for air in the clinical silence of the training room.

Slowly, they withdrew. Anna felt a hollow, heavy ache as they left her. She slumped forward onto the bench, her skin slick and her mind a complete blank. Dr. White stood up and adjusted his clothing with the same calm efficiency he had used to destroy her.

"You may get dressed, Anna," he said.

She moved like a ghost, her limbs heavy and trembling, pulling her dress back on. The fabric chafed her sore back, but she barely cared. When she turned back, Dr. White was watching her. To her surprise, he reached out and tucked a stray lock of red hair behind her ear.

"You took the punishment well," he said, his voice almost kind. "You showed remarkable resilience."

The praise hit her like a drug. After the pain and the degradation, his approval felt like the only thing that mattered in the world. A small, shy smile touched her swollen lips.

"Thank you, Doctor," she whispered.

"I hope that from now on, you will behave," he added, his gaze holding hers. "Resistance only leads to more correction. Cooperation leads to... rewards."

Anna nodded fervently. Looking at the two men who had just broken and used her, she felt a profound shift in her soul. The fight was gone. She didn't want to run anymore. She wanted to stay here, in this world of rules and consequences, where her only job was to please them. She decided right then to submit completely—not just because it was the only way home, but because, for the first time in her life, she felt exactly where she belonged.

10 - ANAL TRAINING

The next morning felt hollow. The silence in the room was different, lacking the electric crackle of Molly’s presence. Anna dressed in her pale blue cotton uniform, the fabric whispering against her skin, and the emptiness was a physical ache in her chest. The room across the hall was empty, the bed stripped bare. It was as if Molly had never existed.

The day room was quiet. Only Helen sat at one of the tables, meticulously spooning oatmeal into her mouth. She looked up as Anna entered, her serene face breaking into a gentle smile. “Anna. Good morning. Come sit.”

Anna fetched her own tray—a bowl of lukewarm oats, a plastic cup of water—and sat across from Helen. She poked at the food, her appetite nonexistent. The memory of yesterday’s punishment, the stripes of fire across her thighs, was a fresh, throbbing brand beneath her dress. But it was Molly’s absence that hurt more.

“She’s gone, isn’t she?” Anna said, not looking up.

Helen nodded slowly. “They took her things before dawn. When someone leaves the program… they leave completely.” She said it not with sadness, but with a quiet finality, as stating a natural law. “It’s for the best. The path she chose only leads to more pain.”

Anna finally looked at her. Helen’s angelic features were placid, her eyes clear. “You really believe that.”

“I know it,” Helen said, setting her spoon down. “I was like you when I came. Angry. Lost. I acted out. I… did things for attention that I’m ashamed of.” A faint blush colored her cheeks, but her gaze remained steady. “Here, they showed me the chaos I was creating. They gave me structure. Purpose. The treatments… they aren’t punishment, Anna. They’re calibration. They help your body learn what your mind needs to accept.”

Anna listened, the words seeping into the cracks of her resistance. After the fence, after the chains and the crops, the idea of fighting felt not just futile, but profoundly exhausting. “I tried to leave,” she whispered, the confession dragged out of her.

“I know,” Helen said, reaching across to briefly touch her hand. The contact was startlingly warm. “And you came back. That’s the first, hardest step. Accepting that you need to be here.” She leaned in slightly. “The old you is the one who’s scared. The new you, the one who can be healthy and whole… she wants to stay.”

The phrase echoed something Dr. White had said. Growth is often painful. Anna looked down at her oatmeal, the lump in her throat making it hard to swallow. “I think… I think I’m ready to accept the Northpoint program,” she said. The words felt alien on her tongue, but as she said them, a strange weight lifted from her shoulders. The weight of choice. Of rebellion. It was a relief to set it down.

Helen’s smile widened, beatific. “I’m so glad to hear you say that.”

A shadow fell across the table. They both looked up. Dr. White stood there, his charcoal suit impeccable, his dark eyes fixed on Anna. “Anna. Come with me, please.”

No threat. No cold command. A simple, direct request. And for the first time, Anna felt no surge of defiance. She felt a flutter, low in her belly—a mix of dread and that treacherous anticipation. She stood, pushing her tray away.

“Good luck,” Helen murmured.

Anna followed Dr. White out of the day room and down the familiar hall towards the training wing. His silence wasn’t oppressive; it felt expectant. He held the door to the training room open for her, and she walked inside.

The room was as she remembered: the padded bench, the cabinets, the stark cleanliness. The chains had been retracted into the ceiling, leaving only small hooks. The memory of hanging from them, of the bite of the crops, made her skin prickle.

“Close the door,” he said, moving to the center of the room. She did, the hiss-click of the seal sounding abnormally loud. He turned to face her, his hands clasped behind his back. “It seems you’ve had a change of perspective.”

Anna nodded, her eyes on the floor. “I have.”

“Look at me when you speak, Anna.”

She forced her gaze up, meeting his. His expression was neutral, assessing. “I’m ready to accept the program,” she repeated, the words stronger this time.

A faint, approving smile touched his lips. “I’m very pleased to hear that. Your willingness after last night’s… correction… is noted. It demonstrates significant progress.” He took a step closer. “Today’s session will be intensive. We will be focusing on anal training.”

The term landed with a clinical thud. Her stomach clenched. Anal training. The words from her juvenile record, the judge’s disgust, the park bench—they all spiraled together. This was the ultimate surrender.

“The goal,” he continued, his voice a calm, instructive drone, “is to overcome psychological and physical barriers. To teach your body to accept pleasure and instruction from any point of access. Do you understand?”

She gave a single, tight nod. Pleasure and instruction. The two were always entwined here.

“Good. Remove your dress.”

This time, there was no hesitation. Her fingers went to the hem, and she pulled the thin cotton up and over her head. Let it fall. The cool air of the room kissed her naked skin, tightening her nipples, raising gooseflesh along her arms. She stood before him, freckles stark against her pale skin, her red hair a riot over her shoulders. She kept her chin up, her eyes on his, determined to show her acceptance even as her heart hammered against her ribs.

“Excellent,” he murmured, his gaze traveling over her with a proprietary satisfaction that made her skin feel hot. “Now, for hygiene and preparation, you will need an enema. This is standard medical procedure.”

He walked to a cabinet and retrieved a clear bag filled with pale liquid, a long tube, and a nozzle. He hung the bag from a nearby IV stand. The sight of it, so mundane and medical, made the whole thing feel terrifyingly real.

“Assume the position on the table. On your left side, knees drawn up.”

Anna moved to the padded bench. The vinyl was cool against her hip and thigh as she lay down, curling her knees toward her chest. She felt absurdly exposed, her backside presented to him. She buried her face in the crook of her arm, focusing on the scent of vinyl and disinfectant.

She heard the snap of latex gloves. Then a cool, slick sensation as he lubricated the nozzle. “Relax your muscles, Anna. This will be easier if you don’t fight it.”

A pressure, blunt and insistent, pressed against the tight ring of muscle she was clenching unconsciously. She forced herself to exhale, to go limp. The nozzle slid in, a strange, full intrusion that made her gasp. It wasn’t painful, just profoundly weird.

“Good,” he said. A click, and then a rush of warm fluid flooded into her. The sensation was immediate and intense—a deep, internal swelling, a pressure that built rapidly in her lower belly. She whimpered, her fingers digging into the padding.

“Hold it,” he instructed, his hand resting on the small of her back. “For five minutes. Your body will tell you when it’s ready.”

The five minutes were an eternity. The warm weight inside her grew and grew, a bloated, urgent fullness that demanded release. She squirmed, uncomfortable tears leaking from her eyes. She focused on his hand, the steady, warm pressure. An anchor in the strange, internal storm.

“Time,” he said finally. He gently withdrew the nozzle. “The bathroom is through that door. Empty yourself completely. Take your time.”

Anna scrambled off the table, her legs unsteady, and hurried into the small, tiled adjoining bathroom. The relief was violent, humiliating, and profoundly physical. When she was done, she cleaned herself, splashing water on her face. Her reflection in the metal mirror showed flushed cheeks and wide, green eyes. She looked thoroughly undone.

She walked back into the training room, naked and feeling scraped raw, hollowed out.

Dr. White was waiting, having disposed of the enema equipment. He’d removed his suit jacket and rolled up the sleeves of his crisp white shirt. He gestured to the center of the room. “Hands and knees on the bench. Let’s begin.”

The position was submissive, animal. She climbed onto the padded leather, settling on her knees and palms. The bench was at the perfect height. Her back was arched, her rear elevated and openly offered. She heard the snap of another glove, the squirt of lubricant.

A cold, slick finger traced the cleft between her buttocks, circling the tight, furl of muscle there. She jumped at the touch.

“Breathe, Anna,” he said, his voice close. “Remember, this is training. Your body will learn.”

The fingertip pressed. It was a blunt, insistent pressure, different from the nozzle. This was flesh. His flesh. She groaned into the padding, a sound of protest and shock as the tip of his finger breached her. It was a sharp, stretching burn. He didn’t push further immediately. He let her adjust to the intrusion, the feeling of being opened.

Then he began to move. A slow, shallow pump. In, out. The burn receded, replaced by a strange, full sensation. He curled his finger slightly, pressing against inner walls that had never been touched. A jolt shot through her, unfamiliar and electric. She gasped.

He added more lubricant, the cool drip making her flinch. Then a second finger joined the first. The stretch was immense, a burning ache that made her cry out. She dropped her forehead to the bench, her red hair pooling around her. Too much, it’s too much. But he worked them patiently, scissoring gently, stretching her open. The burning began to transmute. The friction, the relentless fullness, started to send confusing signals. The ache deepened, pooled, began to throb in time with his movements. A slick, hot coil of sensation started to unwind low in her belly, separate from the stretch.

He was fingering her ass, and against all reason, a thread of pleasure began to weave itself into the discomfort.

He withdrew his fingers. The sudden emptiness was shocking. She heard him rummage in a drawer. “Now, we introduce the first tool.”

He held it in her peripheral vision: a smooth, dark silicone dildo, modest in girth but intimidating in its purpose. It glistened with lubricant. He pressed the blunt head against her.

“Relax,” he commanded, his voice leaving no room for argument.

She tried. She forced her muscles to unclench as the silicone pushed against her resisting ring. There was a moment of intense pressure, a pinching burn, and then a soft pop as the head slipped inside. A choked sob escaped her. It was so much bigger than his fingers. It filled her, stretching her in a deep, continuous line.

He began to move it. Slow, measured thrusts. The drag was intense, a friction that lit up every nerve ending. The initial pain flared, then ebbed, chased by that strange, burgeoning fullness that was now unmistakably… good. Each inward stroke pushed against something deep inside her, a spot that made her thighs tremble. A low moan, unbidden, vibrated in her throat.

“You see?” he said, his tone didactic. “The body adapts. It accepts.”

He established a rhythm, fucking her ass with the dildo. The sounds were lewd: the slick squelch of lubricant, the soft impact of silicone against her skin, her own ragged breathing. The pleasure built, insidious and shocking. It wasn’t the sharp, direct pleasure of clitoral stimulation. This was deeper, more diffuse, a radiating heat that spread through her pelvis and made her core clench around nothing. She felt a familiar warmth gathering between her legs, a wetness that had nothing to do with the lube.

He slid the dildo out completely. Before she could process the loss, she heard another drawer open.

“Next progression.”

This one was larger. Significantly larger. Its shape was more pronounced, with a pronounced curve and a thick, bulbous head. Anna’s eyes widened. “No,” she whispered, the first word of protest she’d uttered. “That’s… I can’t.”

“You can,” Dr. White said, applying lubricant with a clinical thoroughness. “Your body has been prepared. This is the next step. Your willingness to accept it is part of your progress, Anna.”

The cold, slick tip touched her again. She shook her head, a frantic little motion. “Please. It’s too big.”

“It is the appropriate size. Your protests are your old self speaking. Your new self is ready. Now, breathe out.”

The command brooked no refusal. She exhaled in a shuddering rush, and he pushed.

The stretch was monumental. A white-hot ring of fire screamed around the invading head. She screamed, a raw, guttural sound, her body bowing against the bench. He held steady, applying relentless pressure. Just as she felt she would tear apart, the widest part of the bulbous head popped past her tightest ring of muscle.

The sensation was catastrophic. A wave of dizzying, overwhelming fullness swallowed the sharp pain. He didn’t move for a long moment, letting her adjust to the sheer, impossible girth splitting her open. She was panting, drooling onto the leather, tears streaming down her face. It hurt. It burned.

Then he drew the toy back, almost to the tip, and pushed in again.

A different kind of cry tore from her. This one was not pure pain. The friction now was a brutal, glorious drag. The curve of the toy pressed mercilessly against that deep, secret spot with every stroke. The pain and pleasure fused into a single, blinding sensation. Her mind short-circuited. Thought evaporated. There was only the rhythm, the stretch, the deep, internal pounding that shook her entire frame.

He fucked her ass with the large dildo, his thrusts growing more forceful, more rhythmic. Her moans became continuous, a desperate, keening sound. The coil in her belly wound tighter and tighter, fed by the brutal stimulation. Her clit, untouched, throbbed in agonized sympathy. She was dripping onto the bench, her own arousal a shameless slickness on her inner thighs.

“That’s it,” he grunted, his own breathing slightly altered. “Your body is accepting. It’s learning to take what it’s given. To find the pleasure in submission.”

The words coiled around the sensation, tightening the spring inside her. She was an animal on the bench, being mounted, being used. The humiliation was absolute. And it was the kindling for the inferno building in her core.

He changed the angle, driving the toy harder, deeper. The pressure against that inner spot became constant, unbearable. Her muscles fluttered wildly around the invading silicone. A high, thin whine escaped her.

“Cum for me, Anna,” he ordered, his voice thick with a dark authority. “Show me your acceptance.”

The command was the final trigger. The coil snapped.

Her orgasm erupted without warning, a seismic event that originated in the depths of her ass and radiated outward in violent, convulsive waves. It was nothing like any climax she’d ever had. It was darker, deeper, a surrender so complete it felt like annihilation. She screamed into the padding as her body bucked and spasmed uncontrollably. A hot gush of fluid sprayed from her untouched pussy, soaking the bench beneath her, squirting in erratic jets as the toy still pistoned inside her. The sensation of climaxing around an object filling her ass was profoundly degrading, and it prolonged the pleasure into something almost torturous.

She collapsed forward, spent, sobbing, the large dildo still lodged inside her. Dr. White slowly withdrew it. The emptiness it left was vast, a loose, aching void. She felt gaping, used.

She heard the rustle of clothing, the sound of a zipper. Her foggy brain barely registered it until she felt the hot, solid press of something different against her slick, stretched entrance. Flesh. His flesh.

Her eyes flew open. She tried to look over her shoulder, but could only see the blur of his white shirt.

“The final integration,” he said, his voice a low rumble. He guided the head of his cock, thick and demanding, to her loosened hole. “Your training has prepared you. Now, you accept the real thing.”

He pushed.

There was no burning resistance this time. Her body, ravaged and pliant, yielded easily to his invasion. He slid into her ass in one smooth, deep stroke, filling the emptiness with his own heat, his own rigid flesh. The feeling was indescribable—more intimate, more real than the toys. She could feel every ridge, every pulse of him. She was utterly full, impaled.

A broken sound, half-sob, half-sigh, escaped her.

He began to fuck her. Slow, deep, punishing thrusts that seated him to the hilt each time. His hands gripped her hips, holding her in place as he took her. The pleasure, now familiar in its brutal shape, reignited instantly. It was sharper, more visceral with him inside her. Each withdrawal was a loss, each thrust a reclamation. The slap of his skin against her welted thighs was a lewd metronome.

Her body, traitorously, rose to meet him. Her back arched deeper, pushing her rear back onto his cock. The shame was gone, burned away in the crucible of sensation. There was only this: the drive of his hips, the fullness in her bowels, the building, impossible pressure.

“You take it so well,” he growled, his composure cracking for the first time. “Your greedy little ass is sucking me in. You were made for this, Anna. Made to be filled, to be used.”

His words were gasoline on the fire. She was babbling, incoherent pleas and affirmations muffled by the bench. “Yes… please… more…”

He fucked her harder, faster, losing his clinical rhythm in a driving, possessive need. The force of it drove her forward, her breasts rubbing against the leather. The stimulation was everywhere, overwhelming. The deep, internal friction, the mastery in his movements, the sheer, raw ownership of the act—it coalesced into a peak that dwarfed the first.

Her second orgasm tore through her with violent, silent intensity. Her body locked, her channel clamping in rhythmic spasms around nothing while her ass milked his invading length. Another, weaker stream of fluid seeped from her, a final surrender. As her climax peaked, she felt him stiffen, heard a sharp, guttural groan from above her.

His thrusts became short, erratic jerks. A flood of intense heat erupted deep inside her bowels as he came. The feeling of being filled with his release, of feeling his pulse inside her most forbidden place, triggered a third, smaller aftershock of pleasure that left her trembling and weak.

He stayed buried in her for a long moment, both of them panting in the quiet room. Then he slowly pulled out. The sensation of his spent cock leaving her, followed by a slow, warm trickle down her inner thigh, was profoundly debasing.

She heard him clean himself, dispose of the glove. She didn’t move, her forehead still pressed to the bench, utterly wrecked.

A hand smoothed her damp hair. “Outstanding, Anna,” Dr. White said, his voice returned to its calm, professional tone, though slightly huskier. “You performed exceptionally.”

He helped her, his hands surprisingly gentle, to roll over and sit on the edge of the bench. Her legs wouldn’t support her. He fetched a warm, damp cloth and cleaned her between her legs, wiping away the evidence of her arousal and his release from her thighs with a detached care. The tenderness of the act, after the brutality of the fucking, made her want to cry.

From the drawer, he produced a final object: a sleek, black silicone buttplug, flared at the base, glistening with lubricant. “To maintain the stretch and remind you of your training. You’ll wear this overnight.”

In her spent, pliant state, she merely nodded. He guided her to lean forward again. The cool tip pressed against her sore, well-used entrance. She winced, but it slipped in with ease, the narrow stem seating the bulb inside her. It was a constant, filling presence, a physical echo of what had just happened.

He helped her stand. Her knees buckled, and he caught her, holding her steady against his chest for a moment. She could smell his cologne, his sweat, herself on him. He guided her dress back over her head, the fabric settling over her shoulders, concealing the plug that sat heavy and secret in her ass.

As he led her, walking slowly to accommodate her shaky gait, back toward the residential wing, he spoke. “I’ve noticed a significant change in you, Anna. A shift toward genuine acceptance. If you continue this path of compliance and earnest participation in your treatment… there is the possibility of you completing the program. You could be allowed to go home soon.”

The words should have been a triumph. A light at the end of the tunnel. They landed like a lead weight in her gut. Home. The thought of her aimless friends, the empty drinking, the hollow, reckless sex in public places… it felt gray and meaningless. It felt like a different kind of prison.

He unlocked her door, leaving her in her room. “Rest. The plug stays in. I will check on you this evening.”

The door closed. Anna stood in the center of her sterile, pastel room. The plug was a persistent, weighted reminder inside her. She could feel it with every slight shift of her muscles. She walked slowly to her bed and sat down gingerly, the foreign object adjusting inside her with a soft, internal pressure.

She thought of home. Of freedom. The nervousness that uncoiled in her chest wasn’t excitement. It was a cold, creeping dread. Out there, she was Anna Carson, a troubled young woman with no future. In here, she was… something else. She was the girl who could take a large dildo in her ass and scream in pleasure. She was the girl who came from being fucked there by her doctor. She was the girl whose acceptance earned a quiet “good girl” and the promise of more.

Out there, she had to make choices. In here, the choices were made for her. And after the shattering, full-body surrender of the training room, the thought of making her own decisions again felt terrifying. The plug, a literal stopper in her most secret place, felt less like a punishment and more like a seal. A promise of what was to come if she stayed.

She didn’t want to leave.

The realization was a quiet, dark wave that washed over her, leaving her chilled and still. She sat on the edge of the bed, feeling the heavy fullness inside her, and stared at the empty room across the hall where Molly used to be. She wasn’t sure who she was anymore. But she was beginning to fear who she’d have to be if she went back.

11 - A CHANGE IN ATTITUDE

The pale morning light filtering through the day room windows felt thin and insubstantial. Anna sat with Helen at one of the small tables, a cup of tepid water between her hands. The heavy, persistent fullness of the buttplug was a constant, private rhythm inside her, a reminder of yesterday’s shattering lessons. With every slight shift in her chair, the silicone shifted, a soft internal nudge that made her breath catch. It wasn’t painful anymore. It was just… there. A fact of her body.

Helen stirred her own water with a finger, her expression its usual serene mask, but Anna detected a faint tremor in her hand. “Dr. White said my file is being reviewed for final approval,” Helen said, her voice low. “They think I’m ready. I could be released… maybe tomorrow.”

Anna looked at her. The angelic face was pale. “That’s good, right? Going home?”

Helen’s eyes, usually so clear, darted to the door and back. “I’m nervous. It’s all I’ve wanted. But out there… I have to make decisions again. I have to be… a person.” She gave a fragile smile. “It’s silly.”

“It’s not,” Anna said, and the words were genuine. A cold thread of the same dread she’d felt last night coiled in her own stomach. “I… Dr. White mentioned I might be going home, too.” Saying it aloud made it feel more real, and more terrifying.

Helen reached across, briefly squeezing Anna’s hand. “We’ll both be fine. The program prepares us. It gives us… structure.”

Before Anna could formulate a response, the day room door opened. Dr. White and Dr. Stone entered together, a synchronized wave of imposing authority. Their tailored suits were dark against the pastel walls. Conversations at other tables died instantly.

Both doctors’ eyes found Anna and Helen. Dr. White’s gaze was assessing, a hint of that familiar approval in the set of his mouth. Dr. Stone’s pale blue eyes were cool, analytical.

“Anna. Helen,” Dr. White said, his voice carrying easily across the quiet room. “Come with us, please. It’s time for a group training exercise.”

Anna’s heart gave a hard, single thump against her ribs. She exchanged a glance with Helen, whose serene mask had solidified into something more like grim determination.

They stood in unison, their chairs scraping softly on the linoleum. Anna felt the plug move inside her with the motion, an intimate reminder of her readiness, her training. She followed the doctors out, Helen falling into step beside her. The walk to the training wing was silent, the only sound the precise click of the doctors’ dress shoes and the whisper of their own bare feet. The air grew cooler, more sterile.

The training room door hissed open. The space looked the same, yet different. The padded bench had been centered. The cabinets were closed. Two floggers, their falls of black leather looking soft and deadly, lay crossed on a small side table.

“Close the door, Anna,” Dr. White said, moving to the center of the room.

She pushed the heavy door shut. The final seal of sound felt absolute.

Dr. Stone turned to face them, his hands clasped behind his back. “Today’s exercise focuses on mutual endurance, shared sensation, and the synchronization of physical response. You will support each other through the process. Your performance will be jointly evaluated.”

Dr. White picked up the thread, his dark eyes moving from Anna to Helen. “Remove your dresses.”

There was no hesitation left in Anna. Her fingers found the hem of the pale blue cotton. She saw Helen, from the corner of her eye, do the same. In a synchronized motion, they pulled the garments up and over their heads, letting them fall to the floor in twin puddles. The air, always cool, raised goosebumps on Anna’s skin. Her nipples tightened to hard peaks. She stood, freckled and slender, her fiery hair a stark contrast to her pallor. Helen was a study in soft curves and flowing blonde hair, her body just as exposed, just as vulnerable.

The doctors’ gazes were clinical, sweeping over them with an evaluative thoroughness that was its own kind of touch. Dr. White’s eyes lingered for a fraction of a second on Anna’s lower back. He could see the plug nestled between her ass cheeks. A ghost of a smile touched his lips.

“Good,” Dr. Stone said. “Assume position at the bench. Bend over the bench. Forearms and chest down, hips elevated.”

They moved to the padded leather. Anna took the left side, Helen the right. The vinyl was cool against her chest and belly as she leaned forward, arching her back, presenting her rear. The position made the plug press differently, a more direct, full feeling. She turned her head to the side, her cheek against the leather, and saw Helen in the same pose beside her, their bodies mirrored. Helen’s eyes were closed, her lips moving silently, as if in prayer.

Dr. White picked up one flogger, Dr. Stone the other. They took up positions behind them. Anna felt the air stir as Dr. White moved close, his presence a palpable heat at her back.

“The objective is not to break, but to endure, and to find focus within the sensation,” Dr. White said, his voice close to her ear. “You will count the strokes. Together. In unison. Begin.”

The first stroke was a surprise. It was a heavy, spreading thud as the leather falls landed across the crest of her buttocks and upper thighs. The pain was deep, a blunt ache that radiated outward, warming her skin instantly. She gasped.

“One,” Helen’s voice came, steady, from beside her.

“One,” Anna echoed, her own voice shaky.

Before the echo of the first impact faded, Dr. Stone’s flogger landed on Helen with a similar, meaty sound. Helen let out a soft oof of expelled air.

“Two,” Helen said, her voice tighter.

“Two,” Anna forced out.

They established a rhythm. Not alternating, but overlapping, a storm of heavy, thudding blows. Dr. White’s strikes were measured, controlled, each one landing with deliberate force, painting broad bands of heat across her flesh. The pain was intense, a building, cumulative fire that made her muscles jump and clench with every impact. The clenching made the plug shift, a bizarre counterpoint of full, internal pressure to the external assault.

“Seven,” Helen chanted, a thread of strain in her voice.

“Seven,” Anna groaned, tears leaking from her squeezed-shut eyes.

The floggers fell, again and again. The sound filled the room: the soft whoosh of the falls cutting air, the dense thump of leather meeting flesh, their ragged counts, their increasingly pained gasps. Anna’s world narrowed to the bench beneath her, the heat blooming across her skin, the heavy fullness inside her, and Helen’s voice, a lifeline tethering her to the task. They were in this together. Each count was a shared breath, a shared surrender.

The pain began to shift. The sharp, biting edge softened, transforming into a pervasive, glowing heat that sank deep into her muscles. It was punishing, but it was also alive. It thrummed through her, a brutal energy. With each stroke, her body jolted, and each jolt sent a fresh ripple of sensation from the plug, a confusing, thrilling echo in her core. She was being hammered on the outside, and the vibrations were singing through the secret fullness within.

“Fourteen,” Helen stammered, her body trembling visibly against the bench.

“F-fourteen,” Anna choked out, her own thighs shaking.

The final stroke from Dr. White landed low, across the undercurve of her ass, a shocking, bright line that made her cry out. Dr. Stone’s final one followed immediately on Helen.

“Fifteen!” they gasped in ragged unison.

Silence, except for their panting. Anna’s skin felt twice its size, throbbing with a deep, radiant warmth. Sweat beaded on her back. She felt Helen’s hand fumble beside her, their fingers finding each other, gripping tightly. The solidarity was electric, a bolt of pure connection.

“Well done,” Dr. White said, a note of satisfaction in his voice. She heard the soft thud of the flogger being set down.

“Now,” Dr. Stone said, his clinical tone cutting through the haze of pain. “The second phase. Up. Onto the bench. On your knees, ass to ass.”

They helped each other up, movements clumsy, their over-sensitized skin screaming at the contact with the leather. They climbed onto the wide bench, facing opposite directions. Their faces were flushed, eyes bright with tears and exertion. They were close enough to feel the heat from each other’s bodies.

Dr. Stone retrieved an object from a cabinet. A double-ended dildo, long and thick, made of gleaming purple silicone. It was intimidating, a bridge meant to connect them. He lubricated it thoroughly, the sound of the slick gel loud in the quiet.

“You will be connected,” Dr. White explained, standing beside the bench. “Anna, you will receive this end. Helen, you will receive the other. You will then move together, fucking the toy, creating a shared rhythm. Your success depends on your cooperation.”

Dr. Stone approached Anna first. The cool, slick tip of the dildo pressed against her entrance, already wet with her own arousal—arousal she hadn’t even fully acknowledged until that moment. Her body, flogged and buzzing, opened for it easily. He pushed, and the thick silicone slid into her pussy in one smooth, filling stroke. She moaned, her head falling back. The sensation of being filled there, while the plug still sat heavily in her ass, was overwhelming. A dual fullness, front and back, claiming her completely.

He then moved to Helen, who watched with wide, accepting eyes. Helen bit her lip as the other end pressed into her, a soft sigh escaping as she was impaled. They were linked now, by the thick, purple shaft. Anna could feel every tiny movement Helen made through the rigid silicone.

“Begin,” Dr. Stone commanded, stepping back to join Dr. White.

They were connected in the most intimate, absurd way. Helen moved first, a tentative rock of her hips forward. The dildo pushed deeper into Anna, and Anna gasped, her own hips rocking back in instinctive response. That movement pushed the toy deeper into Helen, who let out a sharp, sweet cry.

That was the spark. They found the rhythm quickly, desperately. It was clumsy at first, a stuttering, awkward bumping of their bodies. But soon, it became a dance. Anna would roll her hips forward, driving the toy into Helen, and as she withdrew, Helen would meet her with a forward thrust of her own.

The sound was obscene—the wet, rhythmic schlick of the lubricated silicone moving in their channels, the slap of their flesh meeting with each thrust. Their asses, red and marked from the floggers, bumped together with every motion, a tender, heated collision.

The plug in Anna’s ass made everything more intense. With each forward thrust she made, her own body pushed back against the internal intruder, creating a dual pressure—a filling in her pussy and a pressing in her ass—that short-circuited her thoughts. The flogging had sensitized her entire pelvic region, and now every nerve was screaming, singing.

Helen’s serene composure had shattered into something raw and hungry. Her moans were high and continuous, mingling with Anna’s lower, guttural ones. They were breathing the same air, sweating together, moving as one organism connected by a shaft of pleasure.

“Look at them,” Dr. Stone murmured to Dr. White, his voice hushed with a kind of professional awe. “Perfect synchronization.”

Anna heard the rustle of clothing, the soft sound of zippers. She managed to tear her gaze from Helen’s and glance to the side. Both doctors had their cocks out, stroking themselves in slow, tight fists as they watched. The sight of them, so authoritative and fully dressed from the waist up, engaged in such a base act while observing her and Helen… it was the final key. Humiliation and a savage, voyeuristic thrill fused, pouring gasoline on the fire in her belly.

She fucked the dildo harder, driving into Helen with abandon. Helen met her force for force. Their mutual cries rose in pitch. The dual fullness, the shared motion, the audience, the lingering burn of the flogging—it all coalesced into a peak that approached with terrifying speed.

“I’m… I can’t…” Helen choked out, her rhythm faltering.

“Me too… together…” Anna panted.

They pushed into one final, desperate, simultaneous thrust, grinding their pussies together, burying the toy to its hilt.

Anna’s orgasm detonated. It wasn’t a wave; it was a supernova centered in the connected space between them. Her pussy clenched and fluttered wildly around the silicone, and a hot, gushing flood of release spilled out around it, soaking the toy, dripping onto the bench. At the exact same moment, Helen’s body convulsed, a sharp, keening wail tearing from her throat as her own release splashed out. Anna felt the warm wetness mix with her own. They both shuddered in pleasure, the dildo still linking them as their climaxes pulsed in ragged unison.

They slumped forward, the slick toy slipping out onto the bench. The doctors’ stroking hands had stilled. The room was full of the smell of sex, sweat, and leather.

Dr. White moved first. He came to Anna’s side, his hands firm on her hips. “Turn around, girls. Present yourselves.”

Anna turned on the bench, presenting her red-marked, glistening rear to Dr. White. She looked over her shoulder and saw Dr. Stone moving behind Helen, guiding her into the same position on the other side of the bench. They were mirrored again, two offered, well-used bodies.

Dr. White’s hands were on Anna, one spreading her cheeks, the other, slick with lubricant, finding the base of the buttplug. With a gentle, firm pull, he withdrew it. The sensation of the silicone sliding out of her deeply stretched channel was a profound, empty relief followed instantly by a sense of loss. He set the wet plug aside on a tray with a soft clink.

She heard the squelch of more lubricant. Then the hot, blunt pressure of his cock, not silicone, but living, pulsing flesh, pressed against her loosened entrance. Her body, trained and prepared, yielded without protest. He pushed forward, a smooth, deep, claiming invasion that made her sob into the leather. He was thicker than the plug, hotter, more present. He filled the emptiness perfectly, stretching her in a new, more personal way.

She looked to her right. Dr. Stone, his pale blue eyes intent, was pressing into Helen in the same manner. Helen’s face was pressed into the bench, her mouth open in a silent cry as he entered her ass.

Then they began to fuck them. In unison. Dr. White’s deep, measured thrusts into Anna’s ass were matched by Dr. Stone’s into Helen’s. The bench creaked softly with the synchronized rhythm. Thrust. Thrust. Anna was being pushed forward with each drive of Dr. White’s hips, her well-flogged skin stinging with the impact. The anal penetration was different now—not a training exercise, but a raw, possessive taking. The pleasure was immediate and deep, a dark, rolling tide that built from the very core of her submission. She was being used, in tandem with Helen being used, a shared, degrading fate that somehow felt like a twisted form of sisterhood.

Dr. White’s hand snaked around her hip, his fingers finding her swollen, dripping clit. He rubbed tight, rough circles exactly in time with his thrusts. The dual stimulation—the deep, full fucking of her ass and the direct, ruthless attention on her clit—was unbearable. Her cries became shrieks. She saw Helen, her body jolting with Dr. Stone’s thrusts, one of Dr. Stone’s hands similarly working between her legs.

“Cum for us,” Dr. White growled into her ear, his breath hot, his thrusts turning harder, faster, losing their clinical precision. “Show us your readiness. Show us you’re prepared to leave.”

Her second orgasm was a convulsive, mind-wiping seizure. Her ass muscles clamped and rippled around Dr. White’s driving cock, milking him, as her pussy sprayed another, weaker stream of fluid onto the bench beneath her. As her climax peaked, she felt him stiffen, bury himself to the root, and with a low, guttural groan that was pure animal satisfaction, he pulsed his release deep into her bowels. The hot flood inside her triggered another, smaller aftershock that left her limp and mewling.

To her right, she heard Helen’s climax, a broken, sobbing series of cries, followed by Dr. Stone’s own muted groan and the final, forceful thrusts of his finish.

For a long moment, the only sounds were harsh breathing and the soft drip of fluids. Then, slowly, both doctors withdrew. The feeling of being empty, of hot trickles tracing paths down her inner thighs, was the final stamp of the act.

Dr. White and Dr. Stone cleaned themselves efficiently. They then helped Anna and Helen, their touches now almost gentle, to sit up on the edge of the bench. They were handed warm, damp cloths to clean themselves. The tenderness was disorienting. Anna wiped between her legs, her hands shaking, avoiding Helen’s eyes.

They were helped back into their dresses. The thin cotton felt alien against her sensitized, marked skin. As Dr. White smoothed the fabric over Anna’s shoulders, he spoke, his voice low and firm.

“You both performed exceptionally today. The synchronization, the endurance, the acceptance… it was precisely what was required.” He looked at Helen, then back at Anna. “Tomorrow morning, you will undergo a final test to ensure your submission is permanent. If the results are satisfactory, you will be processed for release by noon.”

The words hung in the air, too big to process. Helen’s face went from post-coital slackness to a kind of stunned blankness. Anna’s own heart, which had been hammering from exertion, seemed to stutter and then race for a different reason.

Dr. Stone nodded, adjusting his cufflinks. “You’ve both made exceptional progress.”

The doctors led them out, back into the hall. The walk back to the residential unit was a blur. Anna’s body hummed with spent pleasure and deep, aching fullness. The dread was a cold stone in her gut, but overlaying it was a bizarre, fizzy nervousness. Tomorrow.

They stopped at the entrance to the day room. Dr. White placed a hand on Anna’s shoulder, his touch possessive. “Get some rest. I suggest you use the time to… reflect on your progress.”

He and Dr. Stone turned and walked away, their footsteps echoing with finality.

Helen turned to Anna. Her serene mask was back, but her eyes were huge, swimming with conflicting emotions—relief, fear, a lingering haze of pleasure. “We’re almost there,” she whispered.

“Yeah,” Anna breathed. “Almost.”

They didn’t hug. They just stood there for a moment, two girls in identical pale blue dresses, their bodies humming with the same brutal secrets, their futures a terrifying blank slate waiting for them just beyond the doors.

12 - THE FINAL TEST

The morning arrived not with the pale, tentative light of previous days, but with a sharp, clear sunbeam that cut across Anna’s face like a blade. She blinked, the ghost of yesterday’s shared climax still a phantom tremor in her thighs.

In the day room, she found Helen already seated, pushing oatmeal around a bowl. Anna took the seat opposite. The usual ambient murmur of the other girls felt distant, muffled.

“Today’s the day,” Helen said without looking up. Her voice was flat, devoid of its usual serene certainty.

“The final test,” Anna replied, the words tasting like ash. “What do you think it is?”

Helen finally met her eyes. A flicker of the old fear danced in their depths. “I don’t know. Something to prove we can… function. That we won’t backslide. That we remember the lessons they taught us.” She gave a weak, almost imperceptible shift in her seat, and Anna knew she was feeling the same deep, internal memory of being filled, of being used in tandem.

“Do you want to go home?” Anna asked, the question surprising her as much as Helen.

Helen considered it. “I do,” she whispered. “I just don’t want to mess up.”

Suddenly, the atmosphere in the room shifted. A door clicked open. Dr. Stone and Dr. White entered side-by-side, a wall of dark wool and authority. Their synchronized steps on the linoleum were a death knell to all other sound.

They stopped at the table. Dr. White’s dark eyes pinned Anna. Dr. Stone’s pale blue ones settled on Helen.

“It’s time,” Dr. White said, his tone leaving no room for anything but compliance.

Dr. Stone extended a hand towards Helen. “Come with me, Helen.”

Helen stood, her movements graceful but stiff. She looked at Anna, a sudden, desperate vulnerability breaking through. Anna stood as well, an impulse she didn’t understand driving her forward. She wrapped her arms around Helen in a brief, fierce hug. She felt Helen’s slender frame tremble, then still, accepting the comfort. “You can do it,” Anna breathed into her ear.

“You too,” Helen whispered back, her voice thick.

Then Dr. Stone’s hand was on Helen’s elbow, guiding her away. The sight of Helen’s retreating back, so small between the tall doctor’s broad shoulders, sent a cold lance through Anna’s chest.

“This way, Anna,” Dr. White said. He didn’t touch her. He simply turned and walked, expecting her to follow. She did, her bare feet silent on the cool floor.

They moved deeper into the facility than she had ever been. The halls grew narrower, the lighting more clinical and bright. He stopped at a plain, unmarked steel door, swiped a keycard, and pushed it open.

The room was smaller, dominated by a single, intimidating piece of equipment in its center. It was a machine, all gleaming chrome and black enamel. Two thick, articulated arms extended from a central pillar, each tipped with a massive, silicone dildo. They were obscene in their size and sheen, easily the largest she had ever seen, veined and bulbous-headed. The machine hummed with a low, electrical thrum.

Beneath the poised arms was a chair—like the one in the exam room, and upholstered in cracked black vinyl. Heavy leather straps with polished steel buckles dangled from the armrests and the leg supports.

“The final calibration,” Dr. White said, closing the door behind them. The lock engaged with a solid, final thunk. “This is the ultimate test of your body’s training and your mind’s surrender.”

Anna stared at the machine. A cold sweat broke out on the back of her neck. The dildos looked like instruments of torture.

“Remove your dress.”

The command was simple. Her fingers, gone numb, fumbled with the thin cotton. She pulled it over her head, let it fall. The air in the room was cool, raising gooseflesh on her exposed skin. She stood naked before the machine and the man, her fiery hair the only vibrant color in the sterile space.

“Approach the chair. Sit. Place your ankles in the stirrups.”

She moved as if in a dream. The vinyl was cold and sticky against her bare thighs and back. She lifted her legs, sliding her feet into the cold metal stirrups at the end of the chair. The position spread her wide, exposing her completely. Dr. White moved with efficient, practiced motions. He leaned over her, his charcoal suit sleeve brushing her arm. He pulled the first strap across her left wrist, buckling it snugly, not painfully tight, but utterly secure. Then the right. Her arms were fixed at her sides. He moved down, securing straps across her thighs, just above the knees, pinning her in the open, vulnerable pose. Finally, a broad strap across her abdomen, anchoring her pelvis firmly to the chair. She was utterly immobilized.

Helplessness washed over her, a familiar tide now, but no less potent. Her heart hammered against her ribs, a frantic bird in a cage.

Dr. White moved to a console beside the machine. He pressed a button, and the articulated arms whirred to life, shifting with smooth, hydraulic precision. He guided one of the dildos with a handheld control, aligning its glistening, lubricated tip with her entrance. The cool, slick silicone nudged against her folds. She was dry with fear.

“Relax, Anna,” he said, his voice calm, instructional. “Your body knows what to do. Remember your training. Open for it.”

She took a shuddering breath, forcing her muscles to unclench. The tip pressed inward. It was immense, a stretching, burning pressure that made her gasp. He pushed the control gently, and the machine, not his hand, took over. The dildo began to slide into her with a slow, inexorable force. It was a fullness beyond anything she had experienced—deeper, thicker, more complete. It wasn’t just filling her; it was redefining the space inside her. A low, pained moan leaked from her lips as it sank to the hilt, the base pressing firmly against her mound.

Before she could adjust, she felt the cold, lubricated nudge of the second dildo at her other entrance. Her eyes flew wide. “Both?” she choked out.

“Simultaneous calibration,” Dr. White confirmed, his focus on the controls. “Peak capacity.”

The pressure against her back hole was insistent. Her body, trained by plugs and by him, yielded more easily, but the size was still a shock. The machine pushed, and the second monstrous silicone invader began its slow, conquering slide into her ass. The dual penetration was staggering. She felt stretched to her absolute limit, stuffed full in a way that bordered on agony, a brutal, overwhelming fullness that left no part of her untouched. She could feel the two thick shapes inside her, separated only by a thin, straining wall of flesh. She whimpered, tears springing to her eyes.

“Breathe through it,” Dr. White instructed, his eyes on a readout screen. “The discomfort will transform.”

He was right. As the initial sting of the stretch subsided, a deep, throbbing fullness remained. And within that fullness, a strange, latent heat began to grow. The machine hummed. He touched another control.

With a soft, mechanical whir, the dildos began to move.

They withdrew in a slow, slick glide, almost completely leaving her clenching, empty channels. Then they pushed back in, that same slow, inexorable stroke. Out. In. The rhythm was mechanical, perfect, and utterly relentless. There was no variation, no mercy, no human falter. Just the slow, deep, pistoning motion of the two massive silicone cocks, stretching her open on the inward stroke, making her ache with emptiness on the outward.

The sensation was alien. It was not like being fucked. It was like being used by a force of nature. The stretch was constant, the friction a steady, building burn. She could only lie there, strapped down, and take it. Her moans became rhythmic, matching the machine’s tempo.

Dr. White watched the screen, then looked at her face. He saw the tears, the parted lips, the flush spreading across her chest. He picked up a slender, black vibrator from a tray. He turned it on. It emitted a high, aggressive buzz.

Without a word, he moved between her strapped-down thighs. The buzzing head of the vibrator found her swollen, exposed clit.

The effect was instantaneous and electric.

The direct, vicious stimulation on her clit, combined with the deep, rhythmic pounding inside her, created a feedback loop of sensation that short-circuited her higher brain. A sharp, shocked cry tore from her throat. The pleasure was not warm or building; it was a white-hot wire, live and sizzling, connected directly from her clit to the core of her being. The machine’s strokes continued, out-in, out-in, each inward thrust now driving her helplessly onto the buzzing torment at her apex.

“Oh god… oh fuck…” she babbled, her head thrashing against the headrest. The straps held her fast. She was a prisoner to the sensations, a conduit for the machine and the man’s control.

The orgasm built with terrifying speed. It wasn’t a wave; it was a pressure cooker reaching critical mass. The dual fullness, the ruthless vibration, the utter helplessness—it all coalesced into a single, screaming point of need. Her inner muscles clamped down in a frantic, fluttering rhythm around the driving dildos, trying to milk the unfeeling silicone.

“Now, Anna,” Dr. White said, his voice a low command. “Let me see your training. Now.”

His words were the final trigger.

Her climax detonated with a force that shattered her world. It was a convulsive, whole-body seizure that made the straps strain. A raw, guttural scream was ripped from her lungs, a sound of pure, unadulterated release. Her back arched as much as the restraints allowed. Her pussy clenched and gushed, a hot, copious flood of fluid that erupted around the thrusting dildo, soaking the chair beneath her with a sound like a splash. The squirting was intense, uncontrolled, a humiliating torrent that seemed to go on and on, mixing with the slick lubricant. The dildo in her ass pulsed with the clenching of her rectal muscles, a bizarre, full-body participation in the release.

But the machine didn’t stop.

As she shuddered and sobbed through the aftershocks, the mechanical arms continued their slow, deep, pistoning rhythm. Out-in. Out-in. The overstimulation was immediate and brutal. The sensitivity was agony, a raw, screaming nerve being relentlessly stroked. She cried out, begging wordlessly, her body trying to recoil from the torture.

“The calibration continues,” Dr. White said calmly, his finger still holding the vibrator firmly against her oversensitive clit. The buzz was now a torment. “Endurance is part of the test. Breathe. Accept it. The next peak will be deeper.”

He was a monster. A beautiful, clinical monster. And he was right.

The agony began to blur, to mutate. The relentless in-and-out of the massive toys, now slick with her own release, began to feel different. The raw sensitivity softened into a deep, grinding, full sensation. Her body, exhausted and overwhelmed, began to respond against its will. A treacherous, low heat rekindled in her gut, beneath the ache. The vibrator’s buzz, once painful, became a persistent, maddening itch.

She was being fucked past her own resistance, past her own sanity. The machine was reprogramming her pleasure centers, teaching her that climax was not an end, but a plateau from which another could be forced. Her moans, which had been cries of protest, turned ragged, then hungry. Her hips, trapped as they were, made tiny, involuntary circles, trying to meet the thrusts, to increase the friction on her clit.

“That’s it,” Dr. White murmured, a hint of that dark approval in his voice. He adjusted the vibrator’s pattern, making it pulse. “Let it happen.”

She was losing herself. The boundaries of her body dissolved. She was just a collection of screaming nerves and wet, stretched holes, a vessel for this mechanical rhythm. The second orgasm approached not as a climb, but as an inevitability, a tectonic shift building from the constant, grinding stimulation. It was less sharp than the first, but wider, deeper, a rolling seismic event that started in her overfilled core and radiated outward until her very fingertips tingled.

When it broke, it was with a broken, sobbing wail. Another gush of fluid, weaker but no less humiliating, seeped from her. Her vision whited out. The machine’s strokes felt distant, as if happening to someone else.

Out-in. Out-in.

“Again,” Dr. White commanded, his own breathing slightly altered now.

She saw, through a bleary haze, the clear bulge of his arousal straining against the fine wool of his trousers. He was enjoying this. The sight of it, of his clinical control fraying at the edges because of her, because of what he was making her body do, poured a final, desperate arousal into her veins.

The third peak was a strange, floaty dissolution. There was no violent climax, just a slow, total submersion into pure sensation. Pleasure and pain fused into a single, humming state of being. She was the machine’s function. She was the wet sound of silicone sliding in her well-used holes. She was the buzz on her clit. She was nothing else.

Finally, after an eternity, Dr. White’s finger moved from the control. The vibrator switched off. The silence it left was almost louder than its buzz. Then, with a series of soft whirs, the machine’s arms retracted. The two massive, glistening dildos withdrew from her body completely.

The feeling of emptiness was profound, a yawning, hollow ache. She felt cold air touch places that had been packed full for what felt like hours. She was a well-fucked shell, dripping and trembling against the restraints.

Dr. White unbuckled the straps with methodical care, starting with her abdomen, then her thighs, finally her wrists. His touch was impersonal, but the warmth of his fingers on her newly freed skin was a startling contrast. He helped her sit up. Her body felt liquid, boneless. She could barely hold herself upright.

He stood before her, looking down at her wrecked form. A slow, satisfied smile touched his lips. “Remarkable,” he said, the word a soft exhale. He reached out, not to touch her, but to tuck a damp strand of her red hair behind her ear. The gesture was almost tender. “You have successfully completed the Northpoint Behavioral Center’s treatment program, Anna.”

The words barely registered. Completed. They meant nothing against the deep, throbbing memory in her cunt and ass.

“You will be released today,” he continued. “Your file is closed. However…” He paused, letting the word hang. “To ensure continuity and prevent regression, you will be required to attend outpatient treatment sessions. Twice a week. Here.”

She looked up at him, her green eyes glassy. Outpatient. Twice a week. Back in this room? Back under his gaze?

“Do you agree to these terms?” he asked.

Her voice, when it came, was a hoarse rasp, scraped raw from screaming. “Yes.”

“Good.” He nodded, the deal sealed. “I have already spoken with your parents. I informed them of your profound progress, your changed attitude. They are… overjoyed. They are on their way to collect you.”

Her parents. The concept was from another lifetime. She nodded, numb.

He led her, shuffling and unsteady, back to the intake room—the same room where this had all begun. Her clothes, the jeans and t-shirt she’d worn that first day, were folded neatly on a chair. They looked like artifacts from a dead girl.

“Get dressed,” he said, and turned his back, giving her a modicum of privacy she no longer knew how to want.

The denim of the skirt felt rough, alien against her sensitized skin. The cotton of the tank top was heavy. She felt exposed in them, oddly more naked than she had been in the thin blue dress. As she finished, the door opened and Helen walked in, escorted by Dr. Stone. Helen was also in her street clothes—a simple sundress. Her face was pale, composed, but her eyes held a similar hollow, well-used look. They had been through different fires, but the branding felt the same.

Helen saw Anna and offered a small, fragile smile. “Good luck, Anna,” she said, her voice soft.

“You too,” Anna managed.

Dr. Stone gave Helen a brief, professional nod and led her out, presumably to her own waiting family. Anna was left alone with Dr. White.

They waited in a small, sparse lobby near the main entrance. Anna sat on a hard plastic chair, her body humming with residual sensation. Through a reinforced glass window, she saw a familiar car pull into the circular drive. Her mother’s sedan.

A figure was dragged past the window, towards the intake doors. Wild, dark curls, a furious, defiant sneer on a pale face—Molly. She was in handcuffs, flanked by two orderlies. Her eyes, blazing with rage, scanned the lobby and locked onto Anna.

Molly’s sneer deepened, a look of pure, undiluted contempt. She mouthed a single, silent word that Anna had no trouble deciphering: Traitor.

Anna held her gaze for a second, then looked away. She didn’t care. The heat of Molly’s hatred couldn’t reach the deep, settled place inside her where the machine’s rhythm still echoed.

The main doors buzzed and opened. Her parents rushed in, their faces a mixture of anxious hope and bewildered relief. Her mother’s eyes were brimming with tears. Her father looked at her as if seeing a stranger who vaguely resembled his daughter.

“Anna! Oh, sweetheart!” her mother cried, pulling her into a stiff, perfumed hug.

Anna allowed it, her arms hanging at her sides. Over her mother’s shoulder, she saw Dr. White watching, a faint, approving smile on his handsome face.

“Dr. White says you’ve made a miracle turn-around,” her father said, clapping a hand on her shoulder. “We’re so proud of you for sticking with it.”

“It was… transformative,” Anna said, the words feeling true in a way her parents would never understand.

As they led her out to the car, the sunlight felt unnaturally bright, the air too sharp. She glanced back once at the heavy doors of Northpoint Behavioral Center. Dr. White was gone. The building sat, silent and imposing.

In the backseat of the car, as her parents chattered happily about fresh starts and second chances, Anna leaned her head against the cool window. The soreness between her legs was a deep, persistent ache. The memory of the machine’s relentless strokes, of Dr. White’s focused eyes, of her own screaming release, played on a loop behind her eyes.

She wasn’t fixed. She wasn’t cured.

She was calibrated.

And she found, with a quiet, shocking certainty, that she was actually looking forward to Tuesday.

BACK COVER

One act of rebellion changed her life. One stay at Northpoint will change her soul.

Eighteen-year-old Anna is the definition of a wild child. After she’s arrested for drinking and having sex in a public park, she’s sentenced to Northpoint Behavioral Center, an isolated, high-end facility designed to "correct" troubled young women.

Under the cold, watchful eyes of Dr. White and Dr. Stone—two powerful, handsome men who demand absolute submission—Anna is introduced to a world of clinical precision and brutal discipline. From humiliating examinations to the stinging bite of the cane, every moment at Northpoint is designed to strip away her defiance.

But as the doctors’ "correction" takes hold, Anna discovers a terrifying truth: a secret, shameful part of her is beginning to crave the surrender.

When her friend Molly proposes a desperate midnight escape, Anna is forced to choose: return to her old life of chaotic freedom, or stay and belong to the men who have broken her. As the searchlights sweep the perimeter and the fence looms ahead, Anna must decide if she is running away from Northpoint—or if she has finally found her way home.


Trained by the Dominant Doctor

1 - AN AMAZING OPPORTUNITY

The city outside her single grimy window hummed with a low, indifferent frequency. Candi traced the peeling paint on the windowsill with a chipped black nail, her gaze unfocused. The tattoo on her stomach, the jagged, stylized logo of Black Velvet, felt like a relic from another life—a life where her biggest worry was which punk rock show to sneak into, not which utility would be shut off next. The final notice from her landlord, a stark rectangle of white against the dull gray floor, was a punctuation mark on a sentence she never wanted to write.

Her phone, balanced on her knee, displayed a grainy photo she’d taken two blocks over. A flyer, rain-spotted and torn at one corner, taped to a flickering streetlight pole. ‘PAID MEDICAL STUDY. FEMALE PARTICIPANTS, 18-25. GENEROUS COMPENSATION. CALL…’ The phone number was still legible.

She typed the number into her phone. Her thumb hovered over the call button. The rebellion that had fueled her exit from her parents’ sterile, rule-bound home had curdled into something thinner, more desperate. It wasn’t about freedom anymore. It was about eating. It was about the four walls, however shabby, not collapsing in on her.

She pressed call.

The line rang twice before a smooth, baritone voice answered. “Belvedere Institute. Dr. Victor Belvedere speaking.”

Candi’s throat tightened. She hadn’t expected the doctor himself to answer. “Hi. Um. I’m calling about the study? The flyer.”

“Ah, yes.” The voice was calm, professional, yet it carried an odd warmth, like a cello note held just a fraction too long. “We are currently screening participants. May I have your name and age?”

“Candi. I’m eighteen.”

A soft, considering hum traveled down the line. “Excellent. And your general health, Candi? Any chronic conditions, medications?”

“No. I’m… fine.” Fine felt like a lie. She was tired, perpetually wired on cheap coffee and anxiety, but her body functioned.

“Very good. If you’re selected as a participant, the study pays fifty thousand dollars upon completion. The initial screening may take a few hours. Are you available tomorrow morning? Say, ten o’clock?”

Relief, sharp and sudden, flooded her. Fifty thousand. This was the opportunity of a lifetime. Her problems would be solved. She just needed them to pick her. “Yes. I can be there.”

“Splendid.” He gave an address in a part of the city she’d never visited, a district of renovated warehouses and sleek, silent buildings. “Ask for me at reception. I look forward to meeting you, Candi.”

The call ended. The silence in her apartment felt heavier, now charged with a new kind of tension. What kind of study was this? She pictured white rooms, humming machines, wires taped to her scalp. A cold prickle of fear traced her spine. What were they really looking for? What did they want to see?

But then her eyes drifted back to the eviction notice. The fear was a luxury she couldn’t afford. The money wasn’t. It was a simple, brutal equation.

The night was long. She slept fitfully on her mattress on the floor, the streetlight casting long, skeletal shadows through the blinds. Her dreams were fragmented—her mother’s disappointed face, the deep timbre of Dr. Belvedere’s voice echoing in an empty, white-tiled hall.

Morning arrived, gray and damp. She dressed with a care she hadn’t mustered in weeks: clean black jeans, a faded band t-shirt, a worn leather jacket. She examined herself in the cracked bathroom mirror. The girl staring back had defiant green eyes and a riot of dark curls, but the defiance was brittle, a facade over the hollowed-out worry beneath. She touched the tattoo through her shirt, a silent mantra. Just get through today.

2 - AN IDEAL CANDIDATE

The Belvedere Institute didn’t look like a hospital. It looked like a fortress of smoked glass and brushed steel, rising from a manicured lawn. Candi’s boots, scuffed and worn, felt obscene on the polished marble floor of the lobby. The air smelled of lemongrass and something sterile underneath, like cold metal. A receptionist with a placid smile directed her to a waiting area, where she sat on a leather sofa so stiff it seemed to reject her weight.

She waited twenty minutes, watching people in white coats move silently through the corridors. No one looked at her. She picked at a loose thread on her jeans, the Black Velvet logo on her stomach pressing against the waistband. Fifty thousand dollars. The number played on a loop in her head, a frantic, hopeful rhythm. She pictured stacks of cash. A new apartment with windows that closed all the way. A month where she didn’t have to choose between food and her phone bill. Weed. The good kind, from a dispensary, not the gritty stuff her dealer sold. Liquor. Top-shelf, something smooth that didn’t burn. Clothes. Not from the thrift store bins. Something new, something that didn’t smell like other people’s desperation.

“Candi?”

The voice was the same as on the phone, but richer in person, a vibration she felt in her ribs. She looked up.

Dr. Victor Belvedere stood before her. He was older than she’d imagined—late forties, maybe—but age sat on him like a well-tailored suit. Silver-gray hair swept back from a sharp, intelligent face. His eyes were a pale, assessing blue behind thin-framed glasses. He wore a charcoal suit, the jacket open over a slate gray shirt, no tie. The clothes were expensive, but it was the man inside them who commanded the room. He was tall, broad-shouldered, with a leanness that suggested strength rather than bulk. He smiled, and it didn’t reach his eyes, but it wasn’t unkind. It was interested.

“I’m Dr. Belvedere. Please, come with me.”

She followed him, her boots making a soft, tacky sound against the floor. They moved through silent hallways, past doors with alphanumeric codes instead of names. He led her into an office that was more like a study—dark wood, bookshelves, a large desk. A single chair faced the desk. He gestured for her to sit, then took his own seat behind it, steepling his fingers.

“Thank you for coming, Candi. I trust you found the facility without issue?”

“Yeah,” she said, her voice small. She cleared her throat. “Yes.”

“Good.” He opened a folder on his desk. “The study you’ve inquired about is quite rigorous. It requires a significant commitment of time and… personal accessibility. Participants reside on-site for the duration, which is typically four to six weeks.”

Four to six weeks of her time for fifty thousand dollars. It seemed worth it. More than worth it. “Okay,” she whispered.

“The selection process is equally rigorous. We must ensure physiological and psychological compatibility. It begins with a questionnaire and a physical examination. I will conduct both myself.” He leaned forward slightly. The light from a minimalist lamp glinted off his glasses. “Do you understand?”

She nodded, unable to form words.

“Verbal consent is required for the recording, Candi.”

“I understand.”

“Excellent.” He tapped a button on his desk. A small, red light glowed on a device near the bookshelf. “Let us begin. Are you currently taking any prescribed medications?”

“No.”

“Recreational drugs?”

She hesitated. “Sometimes. Weed.”

“Frequency?”

“A few times a week.”

He made a note. “Alcohol?”

“Yeah.”

He looked up from his notes, his gaze direct. “Are you a virgin?”

The question was so blunt, so utterly without preamble, that she flinched. “No.”

“Sexually active?”

Her cheeks warmed. “Not… not right now.”

“But you have been?”

“Yes.”

“Are you, or have you ever been, pregnant?”

“No.”

“How many sexual partners have you had?”

She swallowed. “I don’t know. A few.”

“More than five?”

“…Yes.”

“More than ten?”

She looked at her hands, knotted in her lap. “I guess.”

He made another note, the scratch of his pen unbearably loud. “Do you masturbate?”

A hot flush crawled up her neck, burned the tips of her ears. She stared at the grain of the wood on his desk. This was worse than any talk with her mother, any whispered confession with a friend. This was clinical, dissecting. Humiliating. She wanted to run. But she saw the eviction notice, saw the zeros in that fifty-thousand-dollar figure.

“Candi?” His voice was gentle, but it held an edge of expectation.

“Yes,” she breathed.

“Frequency?”

“I don’t know. Sometimes.” Every night, a voice in her head screamed. To drown out the silence.

“Do you fantasize?”

She looked up, confused. “What?”

“During self-stimulation. Do you engage in fantasy? Visualize scenarios?”

Her heart hammered against her ribs. “Everyone does, don’t they?”

“I require your specific answer, please.”

She closed her eyes for a second. “Yes.”

“What is the nature of these fantasies?” He didn’t blink. “Be as general or as specific as you are comfortable with. Common themes include romantic intimacy, scenarios with past partners, or… power dynamics.”

The last two words hung in the air. Power dynamics. Her mind flashed with images she’d never admit to in daylight. Being held down. A hand over her mouth. Being used, taken, not asked but told. The shame was a sour taste at the back of her tongue, but beneath it, coiling low in her belly, was a treacherous, slick heat.

“Sometimes…,” her voice was a thread, “sometimes it’s about… not being in control.”

He watched her, his expression unreadable. “Do you fantasize about being dominated? Forced? Used for another’s pleasure without regard for your own?”

Each word was a precise, surgical incision, laying her bare. She felt exposed, flayed open under the cool light of his office. The truth was a live wire in her chest. She gave the tiniest nod.

“Verbal response, please.”

“Yes.” The word was a surrender.

He placed his pen down. “Thank you for your candor, Candi. That concludes the questionnaire. The physical examination will establish your baseline somatic responses. Please follow me.”

He rose, smooth and effortless, and walked to a door behind his desk. She followed, her legs unsteady. The room beyond was smaller, colder. White walls, a stainless steel examination table covered with a roll of crisp white paper, a tray of instruments, a sink. It smelled sharply of antiseptic. A ceiling light hummed with a faint, electric buzz.

“Please remove your clothing and place it on the chair. You may leave your socks on if you prefer.”

She froze. She’d expected a gown, maybe. Not this. Naked. He stood by the instrument tray, his back to her, giving a semblance of privacy that felt like a cruel joke. Her fingers trembled as she pulled her t-shirt over her head. The air conditioning kissed her skin, raising goosebumps. She unsnapped her jeans, pushed them and her underwear down her hips in one clumsy motion, stepping out of them. She stood there, in the center of the white room, feeling the chill of the floor through her socks. Exposed. The tattoo on her stomach, the jagged band logo, felt like a brand.

“On the table, please. On your back.”

She climbed onto the paper, the texture crinkling loudly under her. The metal was shockingly cold against her bare skin. She stared at the acoustic tiles of the ceiling, trying to disappear into them.

He turned. He had put on a pair of thin, latex gloves. The snap as he pulled them tight was the loudest sound in the world. He approached, a stethoscope in his hands.

“Deep breaths, please.”

The disc was cold as he placed it high on her chest, just below her collarbone. She inhaled, the air shaky. He moved it lower, to the side of her breast. His touch was impersonal, efficient. He listened, his face a mask of concentration. Then he hooked the stethoscope around his neck.

“Heart rate is elevated. Understandable.” He walked to the foot of the table. “I need to perform a pelvic exam. Please place your heels here.”

He pulled out two metal stirrups from the sides of the table. They unfolded with a soft clank. She knew what they were for. A gynecologist’s office. A wave of nausea washed over her, followed by a deeper, more confusing surge of that secret heat. She slowly, slowly, lifted her legs and placed her heels in the cold metal cups. The position was profoundly vulnerable, her knees bent and falling open, everything on display.

He adjusted the stirrups, spreading her wider. The air touched parts of her that had never felt so naked. He took his time, his movements deliberate. Then he stood between her legs, looking down at her. His expression was pure, detached science.

“I am going to palpate the inguinal lymph nodes. You may feel some pressure.”

His gloved fingers pressed high into the crease where her thigh met her torso, first on the right, then the left. The pressure was firm, clinical. Then his hand moved lower, his fingertips brushing through the coarse curls at the apex of her thighs. She jerked.

“Try to remain still, Candi.”

His touch returned, a deliberate, exploring press against her outer lips. He parted her, his fingers dry and cool from the latex. A small, involuntary sound escaped her throat—a gasp, choked off. He said nothing, his attention fixed on what he was exposing. She felt the air, cool and foreign, on her most intimate flesh. She was open.

“Initial visual inspection is normal.” His voice was a quiet monotone. “I will now test for mucosal sensitivity and lubrication response.”

One finger, still gloved, traced a slow, firm line from the bottom of her opening upward. The latex had a faint drag, a texture that was not skin. It was alien, intrusive. It should have felt violating. It did. But the path his finger took ignited a line of fire straight to her core. Her hips gave a tiny, traitorous shift.

“Interesting,” he murmured, more to himself than to her.

He pressed the tip of that finger against her entrance, not entering, just applying steady, insistent pressure. Her body, betraying her utterly, softened. Yielded. A slick warmth gathered, seeping out to coat the latex. He saw it. Of course he saw it.

“Very responsive,” he noted.

He withdrew his hand. She heard the soft snick of a metal latch. He was holding a speculum, the cold steel gleaming under the lights. He coated the blades with a clear gel from a squeeze bottle.

“This will be cold. Relax your muscles as much as you can.”

She couldn’t relax. Every muscle in her body was a tense wire. The cold, gel-slick metal touched her, nudged. He applied pressure, and then with a smooth, practiced motion, he opened her. The sensation was not pain, but a profound, shocking fullness. A stretching. The click of the locking mechanism was deafening. She was held wide, an exhibit.

“Cervix appears healthy,” he stated, peering into the opening he’d created. He picked up a long, thin swab. “This is to test for sexually transmitted infections.”

She felt the swab enter, a deeper penetration than his finger, scraping gently at a place deep inside. It was clinical, cold. And yet, the sheer vulnerability of it, the complete loss of control, sent another pulse of wetness sliding down the metal blades. Her face was on fire. Her breath came in short, sharp pants she couldn’t control.

He removed the swab, placed it in a tube, then released the speculum. The metal slid out with a wet, soft sound. She felt empty, gaping, exposed to the cool air. Before she could even process the relief, his hand was back.

This time, a single, gel-slicked finger pressed against a different place. The tight, forbidden pucker of her anus. She stiffened, a jolt of pure panic shooting through her.

“This is a standard part of the examination, Candi.”

The pressure increased. Her body resisted, clenching tight. “Please,” she whimpered, not sure what she was asking for.

“Breathe out,” he instructed, his voice calm. “And relax.”

She forced a shuddering exhale. His finger pushed past the tight ring of muscle. The intrusion was shocking, a burn that quickly subsided into a strange, stretching fullness. He moved it slowly, a gentle exploration inside her. The glove was slick with gel and her own moisture. The sensation was wrong. It was invasive. It was too much. And yet, a coil of pleasure, dark and shameful, tightened deep in her belly. Her clit throbbed, a frantic, ignored pulse. She was wet, messily so, her juices coating his wrist.

He withdrew his finger slowly. She heard him discard the glove into a biohazard bin. He picked up another object from the tray. It was a smooth, polished silicone shape, vaguely phallic, but without the detailing of a realistic toy. It was a tool.

“The final test measures your physical receptivity to direct stimulation.”

He applied more of the clear gel to the object. He didn’t ask. He simply guided the blunt, cool tip to her entrance, still loose and wet from the speculum, and pushed inside.

It was thicker than his finger. It filled her with a steady, unyielding pressure. He slid it deep, until the base settled against her. He held it there for a moment, watching her face. Her eyes were screwed shut. Tears of humiliation pricked at the corners.

Then his other hand moved. His thumb, bare now, found her clitoris.

The touch was direct, purposeful. He began to rub in slow, firm circles.

“No,” she breathed, but it was a lie.

Her body arched off the table, a silent scream. The dual sensations were overwhelming—the deep, filling presence of the object inside her, and the precise, devastating friction on her most sensitive nerve cluster. It was too much. It was clinical. It was degrading. And it was working with terrifying efficiency.

Heat exploded in her core, radiating outwards. Her thighs trembled in the stirrups. She tried to fight it, to clench her muscles, to think of anything else—the eviction notice, the cold apartment, her mother’s face—but his thumb was a merciless metronome, his observation of her reactions a silent, compelling force. The pleasure built, a wave cresting against a dam of shame. It was impersonal. It was data collection. And it was the most intense, focused stimulation she’d ever experienced.

Her breathing fractured into desperate gasps. Sounds she didn’t recognize tore from her throat—high, keening whimpers. The coil snapped. Orgasm ripped through her, a seismic shock that had nothing to do with intimacy and everything to do with raw, exposed nerve endings. Her back bowed off the table. A gush of warm fluid escaped around the silicone object, soaking the paper beneath her with a sound that seemed obscenely loud in the quiet room. The contractions pulsed, wracking her, milking the fake intrusion inside her until she collapsed, spent and trembling, tears finally leaking down her temples into her hair.

He removed the object slowly. The slide of it out of her sensitized flesh made her whimper again. His thumb left her clit, which throbbed angrily in the aftermath. He stepped back, looking down at the mess on the table, at her splayed, shaking form. He made a final note on his chart.

“Exceptional,” he said, his voice still that calm, clinical tone. “Peak arousal achieved in under three minutes. Pronounced female ejaculation response. You are an ideal candidate, Candi.”

The words meant nothing. She felt hollowed out, used. The fifty thousand dollars flickered in her mind, a dim light at the end of a long, dark tunnel of shame.

He walked to a cabinet, pulled out a thin, cotton hospital gown. He placed it on the chair beside her crumpled clothes. “You may get dressed in this. Leave your personal clothing and undergarments. Everything will be stored for the duration of your participation.”

She didn’t move. She couldn’t.

“The study begins immediately. You have been selected.” He picked up a clipboard from the counter and approached the table again. He held out a pen. “This is the participation agreement and consent form. Sign here, please.”

Her hand shook as she took the pen. The document was a blur of dense, small print. She didn’t read a word. She found the line at the bottom, scrawled her name—a messy, childlike version of it. The pen clattered to the floor.

He retrieved it, placed the clipboard aside. “Brett will show you to your room.”

As if summoned, the door opened. A man in pale blue scrubs stood there. He was young, muscular, with a bored expression. His name tag read ‘BRETT’.

Dr. Belvedere gathered her clothes—her t-shirt, her jeans, her boots, her underwear—and placed them into a clear plastic storage bag. He sealed it with a definitive zip. The sight of her possessions, her identity, being bagged and taken away, finally spurred her to move. She slid off the table, her legs wobbly. The air hit her wet skin, making her shiver. She grabbed the gown, fumbled it on. It was short, open at the back, offering no real cover. She tied the flimsy strings as best she could.

“This way,” Brett said, his voice flat.

She followed him, barefoot on the cold floor, the gown whispering around her thighs. They went back into the labyrinth of hallways, took an elevator down one floor, walked through another sterile corridor. He stopped at a door, used a keycard, and pushed it open.

The room was small. A single bed with a gray blanket. A metal desk bolted to the floor. A small, high window that showed a sliver of featureless sky. A door to a tiny bathroom—just a sink and a toilet. No mirror. The walls were a pale, institutional green.

“Meals are at seven, twelve, and six. You’ll be summoned for procedures.” Brett’s instructions were rote. He stepped back, and the door swung shut with a solid, heavy thud. A lock engaged from the outside.

Candi stood in the center of the room, the crinkling paper of the exam table still clinging to the backs of her legs. The smell of antiseptic and her own sex was on her skin. Her body ached with a deep, unfamiliar tenderness. Between her legs was sore, swollen, humming with the ghost of sensation.

Fifty thousand dollars.

She walked to the window, but there was nothing to see. She paced the five steps from the bed to the door and back. The silence was absolute, a vacuum. What had she done? What had she agreed to? The form she’d signed—what did it say? The questions, the examination… it was just the screening. What did the actual study entail?

A cold dread, deeper than any she’d felt on the streets, began to seep into her bones. This wasn’t freedom. This was a different kind of cage. But the door was locked. Her clothes were gone. And somewhere in this sterile fortress, fifty thousand dollars had her name on it.

Exhaustion, emotional and physical, hit her like a tide. She crawled onto the thin mattress, pulling the stiff blanket over herself. The gown was rough against her sensitized skin. She curled into a ball, facing the blank wall. The image of Dr. Belvedere’s impassive face, his observing eyes, his skilled, detached hands, played behind her eyelids. Shame warred with a treacherous, lingering throb between her legs. She had never felt so filthy. She had never cum so hard.

Sleep, when it finally came, was a black and dreamless void.

3 - PAIN AND PLEASURE

The morning light through the high, narrow window was a pale, washed-out gray. Candi had spent the night on the thin mattress, drifting in and out of a shallow, restless sleep haunted by the cold touch of latex and the hum of fluorescent lights. The soreness between her legs was a constant, low-grade reminder. A badge of shame. Or a receipt. She wasn’t sure which.

A soft electronic chime echoed in the room, followed by the sound of the door lock disengaging. It swung open to reveal Brett, the orderly from yesterday. He stood in the doorway, his muscular frame filling the space. He wore the same pale blue scrubs, his expression one of detached boredom. His gaze, though, when it flicked to her, held a spark of something else—a flicker of assessment that was gone before she could name it.

“Day room. Breakfast,” he said, his voice a flat monotone. He didn’t wait for a response, simply turned and walked down the hall.

Candi scrambled off the bed, the stiff hospital gown whispering around her thighs. She had nothing else to wear. Barefoot, she padded after him, the chilled industrial floor a shock against her soles. They moved through more of the same sterile, silent corridors, all muted colors and hidden doors. Brett didn’t look back. He led her to a double door, pushed it open, and gestured with a jerk of his chin for her to enter.

The day room was an attempt at cheer that fell painfully short. The walls were a sickly yellow. Several cheap sofas were arranged around a low table stacked with outdated magazines. A large television was mounted high on one wall, muted and showing a morning news program. Along one side was a counter with a stainless steel serving station. A few people sat at round tables, eating in silence. They all wore the same gray cotton gowns.

Candi’s stomach growled, a sharp cramp of hunger cutting through the fog of her confusion. She approached the serving station. A woman in a hairnet silently handed her a tray: a small bowl of oatmeal, a plastic cup of orange juice, a single slice of dry toast. The fare was institutional, bland.

She took her tray and looked for a place to sit. Most of the other women avoided her eyes. Their expressions were blank, tired, resigned. Then she saw a girl, maybe her own age, sitting alone at a table near the far wall. She had mousy brown hair pulled into a messy bun and wide, nervous eyes that darted around the room. Candi walked over.

“Can I sit here?”

The girl looked up, startled, then nodded quickly. “Yeah. Sure.”

Candi set her tray down and slid into the chair. The girl picked at her own oatmeal, stirring it without eating.

“I’m Candi.”

“Sarah,” the girl said softly. “I got here last night. You?”

“Yesterday afternoon.” Candi took a bite of the toast. It was like cardboard. “What… what did they do for your screening?”

Sarah’s cheeks pinked. She looked down at her bowl. “It was… a lot of questions. Really personal ones. And then an exam. It was…” She shook her head, unable to finish. “You?”

“Same,” Candi said, the word thick in her throat. The memory of the speculum, the probing finger, the cold, efficient way he’d made her cum, washed over her in a hot-cold wave. She forced another bite of toast. “Did he… did he say what the actual study is?”

“No.” Sarah’s voice dropped to a whisper. “Just that we’d get the money if we completed it. Fifty thousand.” She said the number with a kind of reverent awe, her eyes glazing over for a second. “Can you imagine? That’s life-changing money.”

“Yeah,” Candi murmured. She could imagine it. Vividly. It was the only thing holding the panic at bay. But the unease in her gut was a hard, cold knot. The screening hadn’t felt like science. It had felt like… something else. A violation dressed up in clinical language. “Did you sign anything?”

“Yeah, I signed the consent form.” Sarah gave a weak, shaky laugh. “I didn’t really read it. Who reads the terms and conditions, right?”

Candi managed a hollow smile. Right. Who reads the terms when they’re dangling a lifeline? They ate in silence for a few minutes, the clatter of plastic utensils the only sound.

“Do you think it’ll be bad?” Sarah asked finally, her voice small.

Candi looked around the room at the other women, their slumped shoulders, their empty eyes. “I don’t know,” she said, but the knot in her stomach tightened. Yes, it screamed. Yes, it will.

Before she could say more, the door to the day room opened again. Dr. Victor Belvedere stood there, impeccable in a charcoal suit, his silver hair catching the fluorescent light. His pale eyes scanned the room and landed on Candi with the precision of a targeting laser.

“Candi,” he said, his baritone voice cutting through the quiet. “Come with me, please.”

Every muscle in her body went rigid. Sarah shot her a look of pure, unadulterated fear. Candi’s heart began a frantic, hammering rhythm against her ribs. She slowly put her plastic spoon down, the clatter sounding like a gunshot in the quiet room. She stood, her legs trembling beneath the thin gown.

She followed him out of the day room, leaving her half-eaten breakfast and a wide-eyed Sarah behind. He walked briskly, his leather shoes making no sound on the linoleum. They didn’t speak. The silence was a heavy, suffocating thing. They took an elevator up several floors. The doors opened onto a hallway painted a deep, forest green. It felt different from the sterile whites and pale greens of the lower floors. Softer. More intimate. More sinister.

He stopped at a door, used a keycard, and ushered her inside.

The room was unlike any she’d seen so far. The walls were the same deep green, giving the space a hushed, underwater feel. The lighting was low, coming from recessed fixtures in the ceiling that cast pools of warm light. In the center of the room was a large, padded bench, wider than a massage table, upholstered in black leather. The air smelled faintly of leather and antiseptic.

And then she saw the rest of the room.

Along one wall was a rack. Hanging from it were items that made her breath catch. Leather cuffs connected to chains. A collection of floggers with tails of varying lengths and materials—black leather, red suede, silky-looking cords. Neat rows of vibrators, dildos in every size and colour, some realistically veined, others smooth and geometric. Bottles of lube lined a shelf. A stainless steel cart held other objects she couldn’t identify, their shapes suggestive and strange.

This was not a medical room. This was a dungeon.

Dr. Belvedere closed the door behind them. The solid thunk of the lock engaging was final. He turned to her, his hands clasped loosely in front of him. His expression was one of calm, academic interest.

“Good morning, Candi. I trust you rested adequately?”

She couldn’t speak. Her throat had sealed shut. She just stared at the rack of toys, her mind refusing to process what she was seeing.

“Today’s procedure is part of a series exploring the sensory nervous system’s response to painful stimuli—and sexual arousal.” He spoke as if giving a lecture. “The hypothesis is that in certain predisposed individuals, pain and pleasure share a common neural highway.”

He turned to look at her, his gaze cool and evaluating. “Remove the gown, please.”

The command hung in the green-tinted air. Candi’s fingers went numb. Her eyes darted to the door, a useless, instinctive gesture. It was locked. Her clothes were gone. Brett was somewhere downstairs. Sarah was eating oatmeal. Fifty thousand dollars was a phantom, a number on a paper she’d signed without reading.

“I…” The word was a dry croak.

“The compensation is contingent on participation in all scheduled procedures, Candi.” His voice was gentle, but the steel beneath it was unmistakable. “A withdrawal at this stage constitutes a breach of contract. You would forfeit all compensation and be responsible for a pro-rated cost of room and board.”

The threat was clear. She was trapped. More than trapped—she was indebted. The cold knot in her stomach turned to ice. She looked at the padded bench. She looked at the flogger in his hand. The shame from yesterday was still a fresh, open wound. But beneath it, coiling in the deepest, darkest part of her, that treacherous heat began to stir again. The part of her that had arched into his clinical touch. The part that had come apart on his command.

Her hands moved of their own volition. They fumbled with the ties at the back of the gown. The knot gave way. The rough cotton slid from her shoulders, down her arms, and pooled at her feet on the polished concrete floor. The air in the room was cool, raising goosebumps on her bare skin. The Black Velvet tattoo on her stomach felt exposed, a defiant shout in the silent, waiting room.

“Excellent,” Dr. Belvedere said. Nothing in his tone changed. He guided her to a corner of the room, directly under two chains, hanging down from the ceiling. He picked up a pair of wide leather cuffs. “Place your wrists in these.”

The leather of the cuffs was soft, supple. He fastened them around her wrists, the buckles snug but not tight. The inside was lined with something smooth, almost silky. Then he attached a carabiner from each cuff to a matching O-ring on one of the chains. He pressed a button on the wall.

With a soft whir of a motor, the chain began to retract. Her arms were pulled upward, above her head. She was forced onto her toes. The position stretched her torso, thrust her breasts forward, left her completely open and vulnerable. The leather bit gently into her skin. She was on display, a specimen pinned for study.

He stepped back, admiring his work. “Comfortable?”

She didn’t answer. She was breathing too fast, shallow little sips of air. Her heart was a wild bird beating against her ribs.

He walked over to the rack, his fingers trailing over the handle of a flogger with long, thick leather tails. “We will begin with low-intensity impact. I need you to vocalize your subjective experience on a scale of one to ten. One being no sensation, ten being unbearable pain. Do you understand?”

She managed a nod.

“Verbal confirmation, please.”

“I understand.” Her voice was a whisper.

“Good.”

He moved behind her. She couldn’t see him. She could only stare at the green wall in front of her, hear the soft swish of the tails through the air. The anticipation was its own kind of torture.

The first strike landed across her shoulder blades.

It was a sharp, stinging slap, more surprise than pain. The leather was firm, unforgiving. A gasp tore from her lips.

“Rating,” he prompted, his voice calm from behind her.

“F-four,” she stammered.

Swish. Thwack.

The second hit lower, across the swell of her ass. This one had more weight behind it. The sting bloomed into a deeper, spreading heat. She jerked against the restraints, the chains jingling softly.

“Six.”

He didn’t comment. He began a rhythm. Not fast, but measured. Deliberate. Thwack. Across her upper back. Thwack. On the backs of her thighs. Thwack. Across her shoulders again. The strikes weren’t brutal, but they were precise. They lit up her nerve endings with bright, hot lines of sensation. The initial sting faded quickly, leaving behind a throbbing, warm ache. And with each impact, something shifted inside her.

The fear, the humiliation, the cold dread—they didn’t disappear. They melted, transforming into a different kind of intensity. Her breathing deepened. The sharp gasps became low, ragged moans. The pain was a sharp, clean focus. It drove everything else out of her mind—the shabby apartment, the eviction notice, the locked door. There was only the smack of leather, the bloom of heat, and the strange, pooling warmth between her legs.

“Rating,” he asked again, his voice closer now.

“Seven,” she breathed. It was a lie. It was an eight. A nine.

He changed the pattern. A rapid series of lighter strikes, like a drumroll, across her ass and thighs. The sensation was less about deep impact and more about a furious, stinging vibration. It made her muscles clench. It made her squirm in the restraints, her hips pushing back unconsciously, seeking more.

A sound escaped her—a high, keening cry that was equal parts protest and plea.

He stopped. The silence was abrupt, ringing. She could hear her own panting, could feel the heated skin of her back and ass humming. Sweat beaded on her spine.

She heard a soft click, then a low, electric buzz.

He stepped around in front of her. In his hand was a vibrator, a sleek black wand with a rounded head. He held it up so she could see it. “We will now introduce a pleasurable stimulus. I want you to describe what you’re feeling.”

Before she could process the words, he touched the buzzing head to her.

He placed it directly on her clit, which was already swollen, throbbing, exposed from her suspended position. The vibration was instant, intense, a roaring earthquake of sensation that tore a raw, broken scream from her throat. It was too much. It was overwhelming. It was everything.

“Oh god,” she sobbed.

Her body bucked, but the chains held her fast. The dual onslaught of sensations was catastrophic. The hot, throbbing ache from the flogging layered under the relentless, electric buzz on her most sensitive point. They didn’t cancel each other out. They fused. The pain became a foundation, a deep bass note of intensity that made the pleasure on top of it shatter into a million brighter, sharper pieces.

“Describe the sensation,” he said, his voice a clinical counterpoint to her wrecked moans. He adjusted the angle of the wand, applying more pressure.

“I can’t—it’s—” Words failed. Her world had narrowed to two points of contact: the burning map on her skin and the devastating vibration between her legs. Her climax built not as a wave but as a sudden, terrifying pressure drop, a vacuum in her core that demanded to be filled. She was moaning, babbling, begging. “Please, please, please…”

She wasn’t sure what she was begging for. Stop? More? He seemed to understand it as the latter.

He kept the wand pressed firmly against her, his other hand coming up to cup her breast, his thumb brushing roughly over her nipple. The touch was proprietary, impersonal. It was the final trigger.

Orgasm detonated inside her. It was not the full-body shudder from the day before. This was sharper, more violent, a series of brutal, convulsive spasms that ripped through her pelvis and radiated out to her fingertips and toes. She screamed, the sound raw and ragged in the quiet room. Her vision whited out at the edges. She pulsed around nothing, her inner muscles clenching on empty air, a flood of release soaking her inner thighs and dripping onto the floor beneath her suspended feet.

He removed the wand. The sudden absence of vibration was a shock almost as profound as its presence. She hung from the chains, limp, spent, shuddering with aftershocks. Her skin was on fire. Her core was a molten, oversensitive ruin.

He watched her for a long moment, his head tilted as if observing a fascinating chemical reaction. Then he reached up and pressed a button on the wall. The motor whirred again, lengthening the chains, releasing the tension on her body. He unhooked the carabiners, his fingers deft on the metal. Her legs gave way immediately, but he caught her under her arms, holding her up. Her weight sagged against him. He smelled of clean cotton, sandalwood, and something metallic. He removed the leather cuffs from her wrists.

“On your hands and knees. On the bench.”

His voice brooked no argument. She was too wrecked to form one. She stumbled forward, crawling onto the padded leather of the bench. It was cool against the heated skin of her stomach and breasts. She rested her forehead on her forearms, her ass in the air, her body presented to him in a posture of utter submission.

She heard him move to the cart. The sound of a cap being unscrewed. The wet, slick sound of lubricant being pumped into a palm.

“The next phase involves simultaneous penetration in the vaginal and anal canals.” he stated, his voice still that infuriating, calm monotone.

Her eyes flew open. She tried to push herself up, but a firm hand between her shoulder blades pressed her back down. “No, wait—”

“The consent form you signed covers all procedures necessary for the study’s parameters, Candi. Relaxation will reduce discomfort.”

Discomfort. The word was so absurd it almost made her laugh hysterically. She felt his knees press against the inside of her thighs, spreading her wider. She was already slick, soaked from her own climax, but she felt the cool, thick slide of extra lube against her entrance. One blunt, slippery tip pressed there. Another, smaller, cooler, pressed against the tight ring of muscle behind it.

She held her breath, every muscle rigid.

“Breathe out,” he instructed, as he had in the examination room.

She exhaled in a ragged, terrified rush.

He pushed.

The twin invasions were slow, inexorable. The larger one filled her, a deep, stretching fullness that made her gasp. The smaller one breached her back passage, a shocking, burning intrusion that made her cry out. He worked them in together, an inch at a time, until both were buried to the hilt inside her. She felt impossibly full, stretched to a breaking point. The sensations were distinct, separate—the familiar, yielding pressure in her front, the tight, alien burn in her back. They settled deep within her, a dual presence that dominated her entire awareness.

For a moment, he was still, letting her adjust. The burn in her ass began to subside, replaced by a profound, stretching fullness that echoed the one in her pussy. She was panting, her fingers clawing at the leather of the bench.

Then he moved.

He pulled them both out almost completely, then pushed them back in, in a synchronized, devastating rhythm. Out. In. Out. In. It was a slow, deep, punishing pace. The dual friction was unlike anything she had ever felt or imagined. Each thrust dragged against sensitive, swollen inner walls in her pussy while simultaneously stretching and stimulating the tight, forbidden channel behind it. The sensations crashed into each other, merged, amplified. A tortured, guttural moan was ripped from her throat with every inward stroke.

He set a merciless, steady tempo. His hands gripped her hips, holding her in place, controlling the depth and angle. He was using her, fucking her with these impersonal objects, and her body, her traitorous body, was responding. The initial pain had transmuted into a raw, overwhelming intensity that lit up every nerve. The climax she’d just had moments before felt like a distant memory. A new one was building, deeper, darker, born from this brutal, double penetration.

“Oh god, oh fuck,” she chanted into the leather, her voice broken. She was mindless, animal. Her hips pushed back against him, meeting his thrusts, demanding more. The slap of silicone against her skin joined the wet, slick sounds of her own arousal. The room filled with the scent of sex and leather and her own sweat.

He increased the pace. The thrusts became harder, faster. The base of the larger toy rubbed against her clit with every punishing drive inward. The dual stimulation was too much. It was everything. The coil inside her, wound tight by the flogging, vibrator, and now this, snapped.

Her second orgasm of the morning didn’t crest. It erupted. It was a volcanic, convulsive explosion that tore a scream from her lungs. Her vision tunneled to black. Her back arched violently, her muscles locking. A gush of fluid, more copious than before, sprayed from her with the force of the contractions, soaking the bench beneath her, dripping down her thighs. The toys inside her were milked by the ruthless pulsing of her inner muscles, each spasm a fresh agony of pleasure. She collapsed forward, sobbing, her body shuddering through endless, diminishing waves.

He slowed, then stopped. He gently withdrew both toys. The emptiness was a shock, a sudden, hollow ache. She felt gaping, used, utterly spent. She lay on the bench, a limp, trembling mess of sweat and cum and tears.

She heard him place the toys in a metal basin. Heard water running in a sink. Then his footsteps approached. A warm, damp cloth wiped her down between her legs, over her ass, across her back. The touch was efficient, clinical. Cleansing.

“Fascinating,” he murmured, more to himself than to her. “Brett will escort you back to your room. You may rest until dinner.”

He left the room without another word. Candi lay there, unable to move, her mind a formless static. The door opened again. Booted footsteps approached.

Brett stood over her. His bored, intriguing gaze took in the scene—the flogger on the floor, the wet patch on the bench, her reddened skin, her utterly broken posture. For a fleeting second, their eyes met. His were a deep, ocean blue. In them, she saw no pity. No judgment. Just a flicker of… something. Recognition, perhaps. Of what she was now. Of what this place had made her.

Then he looked away, his face settling back into its mask of detached duty. “Can you walk?”

She pushed herself up, her arms shaking violently. She managed to get her legs under her and stand, swaying. Every muscle protested. The place between her legs was a tender, throbbing ache. The skin on her back and ass felt hot and tight.

She picked up her discarded gown from the floor and draped it around her, the thin fabric feeling like a pathetic shield.

Brett led her out, back into the green hallway, to the elevator, down to the pale green corridor of the residential floor. He didn’t touch her. He didn’t speak. When they reached her door, he keyed it open and held it for her.

She stumbled inside. The door shut behind her with that same solid, final thud.

She crawled onto the bed, not bothering with the blanket. She buried her face in the thin pillow. Her body felt like it had been turned inside out, scraped raw, and put back together wrong. Every inch of her hummed with residual sensation—the ghost of the flogger’s kiss, the echo of the vibrator’s roar, the deep, hollow ache of being filled and emptied.

And beneath the exhaustion, the soreness, the shame… a dark, glowing ember. A warmth. A memory of the moment when pain had flipped a switch and become pure, mindless pleasure. When surrender had felt like power. Deep down, a voice inside her whispered, treacherous and clear, you liked it. You loved it.

She squeezed her eyes shut, trying to silence it.

A scream tore through the quiet.

It was high, ragged, and female. It came from down the hall. It was cut off abruptly, replaced by a series of low, guttural moans that were unmistakable in their agony… and their ecstasy.

Sarah.

Candi froze, her blood turning to ice in her veins. The moans continued, muffled now by walls, but audible. They were the sounds of someone being broken open. Just like she had been.

The sounds went on for a long time. Then there was silence.

Candi lay in the gathering dark of her room, the ember inside her cooling into a hard, heavy dread. She had gotten what she wanted. She was in the study. The money was real. And the cost was a piece of her soul she hadn’t known she could live without.

Dinner was a silent, grim affair in the yellow day room. Candi picked at a tasteless chicken patty and gelatinous mashed potatoes. She saw Sarah enter, escorted by Brett. Sarah moved slowly, gingerly. Her eyes, when they met Candi’s across the room, held a hollow, far-off gaze. There was no fear in them anymore. No curiosity. Just a deep, resigned emptiness. She sat alone, ate methodically, and stared at the wall. She looked like a woman who had seen the price and decided to pay it.

Candi looked down at her own tray. The fifty thousand dollars didn’t glitter in her mind’s eye anymore. It glowed with a cold, surgical light. She had one more day of procedures. Then another. And another. For four to six weeks.

She thought of Brett’s eyes. That flicker of something in the blue. It was the only thing in this sterile hell that hadn’t felt like a tool or a transaction.

4 - A MELODY IN THE DARKNESS

The oatmeal had the consistency of cold glue and the flavor of nothing. Candi pushed it around the plastic bowl with a plastic spoon, her body a symphony of dull aches and sharp memories. The morning light in the yellow day room was flat, leaching the color from everything. She kept her eyes on the gray lumps in her bowl, avoiding looking at Sarah, who sat two tables away, staring vacantly at the muted television. The girl was a ghost of the nervous, chatty person from yesterday. Her silence was a louder scream than any she’d uttered.

A door at the far end of the room hissed open. Brett walked in, escorting a young woman with blonde hair back towards the residential hall. His movements were efficient, his face a mask of professional detachment. As he passed her table, his gaze slid sideways. It wasn’t an accident. Their eyes met for a suspended second. His were that same ocean blue, but the bored intrigue in them had shifted, warmed by a fraction of a degree. It wasn’t a smile. It was a recognition, a silent acknowledgment of the shared space they inhabited—him as a keeper, her as a specimen. A faint, almost imperceptible nod, so small she might have imagined it. Then he was past her, guiding the woman through the doors.

Her pulse, which had been a sluggish throb, kicked into a quicker rhythm. That look… it was a pinprick of light in the sterile gloom. It felt human.

The feeling evaporated a moment later when the main door opened again. Dr. Victor Belvedere stood there, a silhouette of charcoal wool and crisp lines. His pale eyes found her immediately. “Candi. With me.”

The spoon dropped from her numb fingers. The other women didn’t look up. Sarah flinched, her shoulders hunching. Candi stood, her legs only slightly unsteady today. The soreness was a baseline now, a constant reminder. She followed him out, the silent walk through the green-tiled corridors now a familiar pilgrimage.

They didn’t go to the green dungeon. Instead, he led her to a different elevator, one that descended. The doors opened onto a hallway of stark, blinding white. Everything was white: the floors, the walls, the ceiling. The light was diffuse and shadowless, emanating from panels behind frosted covers. It was a silence so complete it felt pressurized.

He stopped at a white door, used his keycard, and ushered her inside.

The room was a perfect cube of white. White floor, white walls, white ceiling. In the very center, under a single, focused spotlight, was a large, complicated chair. It looked like a hybrid between a dentist’s chair and something from a spaceship. It was upholstered in pristine white leather. Thick, padded straps with polished steel buckles were attached at the wrists, ankles, and across the stomach.

“Today’s procedure focuses on classical conditioning,” Dr. Belvedere said, his voice absorbed by the acoustically dead room. He walked to a console table along one wall. “We will pair an auditory stimulus with a potent pleasurable one, with the goal of creating a conditioned sexual response.”

He picked up a small, black plastic device. It was unremarkable, like a dog training clicker. He held it up. He pressed the button with his thumb.

Click.

The sound was precise, metallic, and utterly devoid of warmth. It echoed faintly in the white room.

“You will be secured in the chair. You will remain silent unless asked a direct question. You will not speak, you will not vocalize. The only sound I want from you is your breathing. Any extraneous noise will result in a negative reinforcement—a mild, but unpleasant, electrical stimulus. Do you understand?”

Candi swallowed, her mouth dry. “Yes.”

“Good. Remove the gown.”

The routine of it was its own kind of humiliation. Her fingers, clumsy, untied the strings. The rough cotton pooled at her feet on the immaculate white floor. She felt more exposed here than in the green room. In there, the darkness and color had felt almost intimate, sinful. This white expanse felt clinical, exposing every flaw, every ripple of goosebumps on her skin. The Black Velvet tattoo on her stomach looked garish, a splash of chaotic rebellion in this sterile void.

“In the chair.”

She climbed onto the cool white leather. It was smoother than it looked, almost slick. He leaned over her, his sandalwood and clean-cotton scent briefly cutting through the odorless air. He fastened the straps with swift, practiced motions. The wrist cuffs locked her arms down at her sides, palms facing in. The ankle cuffs spread her legs, bending them at the knees, her feet resting in padded stirrups.  The strap across her stomach was snug. She was utterly immobilized, splayed open under the bright, unforgiving light.

He placed clamps on her nipples, each one, connected by a wire to a small control box in his hand. He picked up a different device from the console. It was a vibrator, but unlike any she’d seen. It was a smooth, white, teardrop-shaped piece of silicone, no larger than a thumb. A thin, white wire trailed from it to the control box.

He positioned the vibrator with absolute precision against her clit. The touch was clinical, cold. He picked up a roll of medical tape, ripping off a piece, and fixing the device in place.

He stepped back, looking from her restrained body to the console. He picked up the clicker again. “We begin.”

Click.

The sound meant nothing. She stared at the white ceiling, trying to slow her breathing.

He turned a dial on the control box.

A sensation bloomed between her legs. It wasn’t the roaring, overwhelming vibration of the wand. This was different. A deep, resonant hum, a sub-audible buzz that seemed to originate inside her very bones. It was a low, insistent thrum that traveled straight to her core, bypassing her skin and speaking directly to her nerves. It was not immediately pleasurable. It was interesting. A strange, pervasive fullness.

He adjusted the dial minutely.

The hum intensified, shifting in frequency. It found a resonance. A sharp, sweet spike of sensation arrowed from the point of contact, radiating out in warm, liquid pulses. Her hips gave a tiny, involuntary jerk against the restraints. A soft gasp escaped her lips before she could stop it.

He pressed a button on the control box. At the same time, a sharp, stinging jolt, like a static shock, zapped her nipples. She flinched, a yelp caught in her throat.

“I said silence,” he reminded her, his voice calm.

He reset the dial. The hum returned to its baseline, strange but not stimulating. She forced her breathing to even out, focusing on the white ceiling tiles. She counted them. One. Two. Three.

Click.

He turned the dial again. The resonant hum returned, building slower this time. The pleasure built with it, a warm, coiling tension in her lower belly. She bit the inside of her cheek, hard, to keep any sound in. She focused on the pain of her teeth against her flesh, using it as an anchor.

The pleasure reached a sweet, aching peak. This time, no shock followed. The hum continued for five more seconds, then ceased. The sudden absence left her throbbing, empty.

“Excellent,” he murmured, making a note on a tablet.

He repeated the sequence. Over and over. He would press the clicker, and the hum would start, build to that perfect, resonant point of pleasure. At the precise moment of peak sensation, he would adjust the dial, and the cycle would begin again. Sometimes he varied the interval, keeping her guessing, her body tensing in anticipation for the signal. Her world narrowed to the white room, the strap across her chest, the cold air on her skin, and the cycle of building hum and sharp, metallic click.

Each time her resolve crumbled and a moan escaped her lips, the penalty was instantaneous: a sharp, biting arc of electricity to her nipples that shattered the ecstasy. The juxtaposition of the two sensations was a brutal lesson in restraint.

Her body learned faster than her mind. After a dozen pairings, she felt a distinct shift. The click was no longer just a sound. It was a promise. A herald. The moment she heard it, even before the hum began to intensify, a flush of warmth would spread through her pelvis. Her muscles would clench in subconscious anticipation. A slickness gathered between her legs, a physiological betrayal.

“Very good. The association is forming,” he said, his voice dropping to a low, clinical purr as he noted the involuntary dilation of her pupils.

He let the process continue. Click. Hum. Pleasure. Click. Hum. Pleasure. It was a ruthless, efficient programming. Her conscious mind rebelled, screaming that this was wrong, that he was wiring her like a machine. But her body, hungry and desperate and so easily trained, sang a different tune. It embraced the pattern. It craved the click because the click meant the sweet, deep thrum would follow.

After what felt like an hour, he stopped. He placed the control box and the clicker on the console. He stood beside the chair, looking down at her. Her skin was sheened with a fine sweat. Her breath came in shallow pulls. The white teardrop device was still taped to her, inert now.

“Now, we test the conditioning,” he said. He picked up only the clicker.

He pressed it.

Click.

Nothing else happened. No hum. No vibration. No touch.

But her body reacted violently. A bolt of raw, liquid heat flashed from her core to her extremities. Her back arched against the restraints as much as it could. A full-body shudder wracked her. Her pussy clenched around empty air, a pulse of pure, undiluted want so intense it was a physical pain. A low, guttural moan was torn from her, a sound of pure, frustrated need.

He watched, a faint, satisfied smile touching his lips. “Remarkable. A strong conditioned response.” He made another note. “Now, for reinforcement.”

He put the clicker down and selected something else from a drawer. It was a dildo, smooth and tapered, made of a matte white silicone. It was modest in size, but the shape was deliberate, with a pronounced curve and a textured surface. He coated it generously with more of the clear gel.

He didn’t bother with preamble. He positioned himself between her strapped-open legs. The cold tip of the dildo pressed against her entrance. She was already soaked, her own arousal proof of the clicker’s power.

He pushed inside.

The stretch was smooth, easy. Her body welcomed it, hungry for any kind of filling. He worked it in slowly, watching her face, watching the sensors. When it was fully seated, he began a steady, rhythmic thrusting. In. Out. In. Out. It was a mechanical, efficient motion. There was no passion in it, no heat. It was a tool being used on a subject.

Yet, her traitorous body responded. Each drag of the textured silicone against her inner walls stoked the fire the clicker had lit. Her hips strained against the straps, trying to meet his thrusts, to deepen them. Soft, choked sounds escaped her clamped lips. She was panting, her breasts rising and falling rapidly against the chest strap.

He maintained the pace for a minute, two minutes. Just as the coiling tension inside her began to reach a familiar, fever pitch, he stopped, holding the dildo deep within her. He picked up the clicker with his free hand.

He pressed it.

Click.

The sound detonated in the silent room. It was just a sound. But to her rewired nervous system, it was a thunderclap of promised ecstasy.

Her orgasm didn’t build. It happened. It slammed into her with the force of a truck. One second she was hovering on the agonizing edge, the next she was free-falling through a vortex of blinding, white-hot pleasure. Her vision splintered into static. A silent scream locked in her throat, her jaw clenched so tight her teeth ached. Her inner muscles convulsed around the invading toy in a rapid, violent series of spasms. A flood of release gushed from her, a warm rush that spilled out around the dildo, dripping onto the white leather of the chair with a soft, wet sound.

He kept the dildo inside her, letting her ride out the convulsions. His expression was one of pure, analytical fascination.

As the last tremors subsided, leaving her boneless and gasping, he slowly withdrew the toy. It came out with a slick, obscene pop. He placed it in a stainless steel basin.

He looked at her, her body glistening with sweat and her own release, strapped helplessly to the chair. “The conditioning is taking root. Deeper reinforcement will be required to cement the neural pathway.” He unfastened the chest strap, then the wrist and ankle cuffs with quick, impersonal movements. “You may clean yourself at the sink.”

Her limbs were heavy, useless. She slid from the chair, her legs buckling. She caught herself on the armrest, her knees hitting the cold white floor. She crawled the few feet to a small, low sink in the corner and used a clean white cloth and cool water to wipe herself down. The water felt shocking against her oversensitive flesh. She avoided looking at her reflection in the mirror above the sink.

When she turned, Dr. Belvedere had opened the door, and Brett was standing there, holding her folded gray gown. She caught his eyes lingering on the tattoo on her stomach. He helped her dress with a tenderness that felt out of place in this sterile environment. The rough fabric was a stark contrast to the slick sensitivity of her skin.

Dr. Belvedere ushered them out. “Brett will return you to your room. Rest. We continue tomorrow.”

The walk back was a blur. Her mind felt scoured clean, hollowed out. The clicker’s sound echoed in her skull, a phantom limb of pleasure. She was aware of Brett walking beside her, a solid, silent presence. When they reached her room, he keyed the door open.

She stumbled inside without a word. The door shut, sealing her into the quiet. She didn’t crawl onto the bed. She slid down the wall until she was sitting on the floor, her back against the cool paint, her knees drawn to her chest. She replayed the hour in the white room. The humiliation was a cold stone in her gut. But beneath it, a treacherous warmth still glowed. Her body remembered the instant, obedient climax triggered by a simple sound. It had been the most powerful, effortless orgasm of her life. The shame of that fact was hotter than any blush.

Dinner was a silent, mechanical exercise. She ate some kind of flavorless protein and steamed vegetables, saw Sarah staring into space, and felt nothing but a distant, hollow echo of the girl’s own emptiness. She returned to her room. The lights dimmed automatically at 10 PM.

She lay in the dark on the thin mattress, staring at the ceiling. The phantom click seemed to whisper in the silence. Her body still hummed with a residual, unsatisfied energy. She felt wired and exhausted all at once. Sleep was a distant country.

Then, a soft sound. Not the electronic chime of the door. A knock. Flesh on metal. Two quiet raps.

She froze. No one knocked. Doors were opened with keycards.

The knock came again, a little louder.

Heart in her throat, she pushed herself up. She padded to the door, the concrete floor icy under her bare feet. There was no peephole. “Who is it?” she whispered, her voice rough.

A pause. “It’s Brett.”

Her breath caught. Why? What protocol required an orderly to knock after lights out? A dozen fearful possibilities flashed through her mind. A late night procedure. A punishment for moaning in the white room.

But another part, the part that had clung to the look in his eyes, thrummed with a different kind of anticipation.

“Come in,” she said, her voice barely a whisper. The lock disengaged with a muted click, and he stepped into the shadows of her room, the door closing behind him.

He stood in the center of her room, still clad in the clinical pale blue scrubs of the institute. The heavy fabric, usually so stiff and impersonal, seemed to cling to the broad lines of his chest and shoulders in the dim light. In his hand, he gripped a small mp3 player and earbuds.

The room felt suddenly smaller, charged with his presence. He smelled of soap and clean cotton and something faintly metallic, like rain on pavement.

He looked around the sparse cell, his gaze lingering on the rumpled bed, the single chair. Then his eyes found hers. “You okay?”

The question was so simple, so utterly unexpected, it dismantled her. A lump formed in her throat. She shrugged, looking away. “Peachy.”

A faint, almost imperceptible smile touched his lips. “Night shifts are boring. I thought you might wanna listen to some music.”

He walked over and sat on the edge of her bed, the mattress dipping under his weight. He patted the space beside him. After a moment’s hesitation, she sat down, leaving a careful foot of space between them.

He scrolled through the player, then handed her one of the earbuds. “Here.”

She took it, placing it in her ear. He put the other in his own. He hit play.

The sound that filled her ear was raw, gritty, beautiful chaos. Distorted guitars snarled over a pounding, desperate rhythm. A voice, ragged and full of defiance, sang about burning cities and broken glass. It was the opening track from Black Velvet’s first album, Neon Wasteland. A song she’d played a thousand times on her cheap headphones in her old room, the one her parents had called a “pigsty.”

Her eyes snapped to his. He was watching her, that intriguing, not-quite-bored look in his blue eyes.

“You… you know them?” she breathed.

“Saw the tattoo,” he said, his voice a low rumble she felt through the mattress. “Black Velvet. Wasted Saints is one of the greatest punk albums ever recorded. Fight me.”

A disbelieving laugh burst from her, sharp and sudden in the quiet room. “Nobody knows that album. Everyone just knows the single from the third one.”

“Sellouts,” he said, the word a playful scoff. “The first album is pure. No compromises.” He leaned back slightly, his shoulder brushing hers. The contact was electric. “Favorite track?”

“‘Static Kiss,’” she answered immediately, the words tumbling out. “The guitar solo in the middle… it’s not even technical, it’s just angry. It sounds like breaking windows.”

He nodded, a real smile now, transforming his face from handsome to something approachable, magnetic. “Good choice. Mine’s ‘Mercy for the Martyr.’ The bassline is a fucking raw.”

They talked. For two hours, they talked. Not about the institute, not about Dr. Belvedere, not about procedures or money or pain. They talked about music. They argued about the merits of the band’s difficult second album. He introduced her to a bootleg recording of a legendary, raucous live show in Cleveland she’d only heard rumors about. He had a deep, encyclopedic knowledge of the entire post-hardcore scene. He knew the bands that influenced Black Velvet, the bands they’d spawned, the producers, the studio drama. He spoke about it with a passion that was completely at odds with his detached orderly persona.

She found herself opening up in a way she hadn’t since… she couldn’t remember. She told him about sneaking out to see Black Velvet play a tiny, sweaty club when she was sixteen, about the bassist’s pick she’d caught and still had tucked in an old wallet somewhere in a storage unit. She talked about the tattoo, how she’d gotten it the day after her eighteenth birthday with money she’d saved from a shitty diner job, a giant “fuck you” to her parents who hated the band, hated the noise, hated her.

He listened. He really listened. His eyes never left her face, absorbing her words, her energy. He shared little about himself, but the way he talked about the music—the reverence, the understanding—told her more than any biography could. This was his escape, too. This loud, angry, beautiful noise was a sanctuary.

The time slipped away, measured in albums and side-projects and heated, whispered debates. The sterile room faded. The ever-present dread receded. For those two hours, she was just Candi, a girl with a shitty tattoo who loved a band, talking to a guy who got it.

Finally, he checked a simple black watch on his wrist. The spell shattered. He straightened, pulling the earbud from his ear. The sudden silence was deafening.

“I should go. Rounds,” he said, his voice slipping back into a more neutral register, though the warmth in his eyes remained.

She pulled her own earbud out, the cord stretching between them for a second before he took it, winding it neatly around the player. The loss of the music, of his focused attention, felt like a physical coldness.

“Thank you,” she said, the words inadequate.

He stood up, looking down at her. The space between them felt charged again, but differently now. It wasn’t the clinical tension of the exam rooms. It was a thick, potent awareness. He’d seen her broken, used as a laboratory animal. And now he’d seen her.

“Get some sleep, Candi,” he said. His gaze dropped for a fleeting moment to her lips, then back to her eyes. That simple look sent a fresh, clean thrill through her, entirely separate from the conditioned responses of the white room. This was real. Human.

He turned and was at the door in two strides. He opened it, and he slipped out into the hall. The door closed. She heard the soft click of the lock, sealing her back into her solitude.

She sat on the bed for a long time, the ghost of a guitar riff echoing in her mind. The room no longer felt like a cell. It felt like a place where a secret had been shared. She lay back, pulling the thin blanket over herself. Her body was still tired, but her mind was alive, buzzing with the chords of “Static Kiss” and the memory of his shoulder against hers, his voice in her ear describing a bassline that rumbled like a tank.

She closed her eyes, a small, genuine smile touching her lips for the first time in days. She couldn’t sleep. The ember inside her, the one that glowed with shameful pleasure, was now joined by a different kind of heat. A simpler one. A memory of a connection.

In the dark, she replayed the conversation. The way his eyes had crinkled when he laughed. The confident way his hands moved as he talked about guitar tones. The solid, comforting weight of him on the mattress beside her.

She rolled onto her side, hugging the pillow. For the first time since she’d arrived at The Belvedere Institute, she wasn’t thinking about the money, or the procedures, or the clicker. She was thinking about blue eyes and the sound of a favorite song shared in the dark.

5 - A GROUP DYNAMIC

The yellow light of the day room felt different the next morning. It wasn’t just flat; it was anticipatory, like the air before a summer storm. Candi sat on the same scratchy sofa, trying to watch a nature show on the wall-mounted television, her skin still humming with a faint, residual electricity from the white room and from the memory of a shared earbud.

Sarah was there, silent as ever, but her eyes flicked to Candi more often, a silent question hanging between them. Candi gave a small, tight shrug. What is there to say?

Then she saw him. Brett stood by the service door, speaking softly to a woman in a lab coat. As the woman walked away, Brett’s gaze drifted across the room. It found Candi. For a heartbeat, his professional mask dissolved. The corners of his eyes crinkled, just a fraction. His lips didn’t quite smile, but they softened. It was a secret, a silent signal meant only for her, acknowledging the sanctuary of shared music in the sterile environment. A warm, private current zipped down her spine, so different from the clinical shocks of the day before.

Before she could process it, the main door hissed open.

Dr. Belvedere stood framed in the doorway, his charcoal suit a slash of authority against the pastel walls. His pale eyes swept the room, landing not just on Candi, but on Sarah as well. “Candi. Sarah. With me. Now.”

Sarah’s eyes widened. Candi’s breath stalled. Together? A cold trickle of dread mixed with that strange, buzzing anticipation. She stood, her legs steady. Sarah did the same, movements small and frightened. They fell into step behind the doctor, a silent procession down the now-familiar green-tiled corridor. He led them to the green-walled dungeon. He keyed it open.

The room was just as Candi had remembered, stocked with a wide array of implements, and the large padded bench in the center. The air smelled of leather and ozone.

“Close the door,” Dr. Belvedere said, his voice echoing softly in the plush space.

Candi did, the mechanism clicking with finality. Sarah stood frozen just inside, her arms wrapped around herself.

Dr. Belvedere turned to face them, his hands clasped behind his back. “Today’s session moves beyond individual conditioning. We will be exploring a group dynamic.” His tone was as calm as if he were discussing a new software update. “Remove your gowns.”

A sharp silence followed. Sarah made a tiny, choked sound. Candi’s fingers felt numb. This was different. Being naked in front of him was one thing. Being naked with another person, under his observing eye… The humiliation was deeper, more complex. She saw Sarah’s pleading look, a mirror of her own fear. There was no choice. Not really.

With stiff fingers, Candi untied the strings at her neck, then the one at her back. The rough gray cotton slipped from her shoulders, pooling at her feet on the polished concrete floor. The cool air kissed her skin, raising goosebumps. She kept her eyes fixed on a spot on the wall, refusing to look at Sarah, refusing to see her own shame reflected.

A soft rustle of fabric. Sarah had complied, her gown a pale heap beside Candi’s. From the corner of her eye, Candi saw the girl was trembling, her slender frame curved in on itself.

“Good.” Dr. Belvedere unbuttoned his suit jacket, shrugged it off, and draped it neatly over a stool. He loosened his tie, pulled it free, and folded it atop the jacket. His movements were deliberate, ritualistic. He unfastened the cuffs of his slate-gray shirt, rolling the sleeves up to his elbows, revealing toned forearms dusted with fine, dark hair. Then his hands went to his belt.

The leather slide of the belt through the loops was obscenely loud. The click of the buckle. The whisper of his zipper. Candi’s heart hammered against her ribs. He pushed his trousers and briefs down just enough to free his cock.

It was erect, thick and proud, the skin flushed a deep rose. He was already fully aroused, the act of undressing and commanding them evidently part of the process for him. He stroked himself once, slowly, his eyes never leaving them.

“Kneel,” he said, the word a soft command.

Candi’s knees hit the cool concrete first. A moment later, Sarah sank down beside her, close enough that Candi could feel the heat radiating from her body, could hear her shaky exhale.

“You will service me. Candi, you will begin. Maintain a steady rhythm. Sarah, you will observe, then take your turn when instructed.”

He took a step forward, until the tip of his cock was level with Candi’s face. The musky, clean scent of him filled her senses. Up close, she could see the fine veins, the glistening bead of fluid at the slit. Her mouth was desert-dry.

“Open your mouth.”

She obeyed, her jaw unhinging. He guided himself in, the smooth, broad head pressing past her lips. The taste was salty, clean, distinctly male. He wasn’t forceful. He let her set the pace, her head bobbing forward to take more of him. The stretch of her lips, the weight of him on her tongue was a familiar, submissive ache. She hollowed her cheeks, began to move, her eyes fixed on the dark fabric of his trousers.

His hand came to rest on the top of her head, not pushing, just a heavy, possessive weight. “Good. Consistent tempo.”

She lost herself in the mechanical rhythm. The slick sounds, the heat in her mouth, the pressure at the back of her throat. It was a task, a function to perform. Her mind tried to retreat, to go somewhere else, but the physical reality was too present. The coldness of the concrete floor on her shins. The sound of Sarah’s quiet, rapid breathing beside her. The feel of his fingers threading through her dark curls.

After a minute, his hand tightened slightly. “Sarah. Now.”

Candi felt the shift in the air as Sarah leaned in. The doctor withdrew from Candi’s mouth with a soft, wet pop. He shifted his hips, presenting himself to Sarah. The girl hesitated for only a second before she leaned forward, her movements timid. She took him into her mouth with a little gasp. Candi watched, a strange, detached fascination taking hold. Sarah’s technique was clumsy, unsure. She used too much teeth at first before adjusting, her eyes screwed shut.

Dr. Belvedere let out a low, approving hum. “Observe, Candi. Learn.”

He pulled from Sarah’s mouth and presented himself to Candi again. She took him back, her own movements now more confident, almost competitive. They fell into a pattern. A few strokes in Candi’s warm, practiced mouth. A shift to Sarah’s tentative, learning one. Back and forth. A shared act of worship. Candi found herself watching Sarah’s pink lips stretch, the flutter of her throat as she swallowed, the way a tear escaped the corner of her closed eye and tracked down her cheek. A twisted, unexpected thread of connection spun between them in that green room—a shared degradation, a mutual surrender.

Then, Dr. Belvedere’s free hand went to his pocket.

Click.

The sound was crisp, shocking in the wet, rhythmic silence.

Candi’s body betrayed her instantly. A jolt of pure, electric need sizzled from her core to her fingertips. Her pussy clenched, empty and suddenly aching. A flood of warmth slicked her inner thighs. Her rhythm on his cock faltered for a second, her mouth going slack before she recovered, sucking harder, as if she could draw the promised pleasure from his very flesh. She saw Sarah flinch at the sound too, a fresh tremor running through her.

Click.

He pressed the device again, timing it as Sarah took him deep. The girl moaned around his length, a surprised, desperate sound. The doctor’s breathing grew more ragged, his hips beginning to move in tiny, controlled thrusts, meeting their mouths. The click became a metronome, punctuating their shared service, each sharp sound winding Candi’s body tighter, amplifying the hum of arousal between her legs into a demanding thrum.

He finally pulled back, his cock glistening with their combined saliva. “Enough. To the bench. Bend over it. Hands flat on the padding.”

The transition was swift. Candi rose on shaky legs, the blood rushing from her head. She moved to the heavy black bench, its padded vinyl cool against her belly and breasts as she leaned over it. Sarah took position beside her, mirroring her posture. They were side by side, faces turned towards each other, their naked bodies arched and presented.

Dr. Belvedere selected an implement from the wall. It was a long, single-tail whip, its fall a sleek braid of black leather. He ran it through his fingers, testing its weight.

“You will count the strokes. Loudly. A failure to count, or a miscount, will result in that stroke being repeated. Begin with one.”

Candi tensed, every muscle locking. She heard Sarah’s sharp inhale.

The whistle of the whip cutting the air was a thin, menacing sigh. Then the impact.

A line of pure, brilliant fire lashed across the crest of Candi’s ass. The pain was immediate, shocking, a bright, clean sting that stole her breath.

“One!” she gasped, the word ripped from her.

A fraction of a second later, the same sound, followed by Sarah’s cry. “One!”

“Good.”

The whip landed again, an inch below the first. The pain was sharper now, layering over the first.

“Two!” Candi yelled, her fingers digging into the padding.

“T-Two!” Sarah echoed, her voice breaking.

He worked with a terrible, rhythmic precision. Stroke after stroke, painting parallel lines of blazing sensation across their offered skin. The pain was incredible, a white-hot branding. But with each strike, something else began to bloom beneath it. A deep, radiating heat. A pooling, liquid heaviness in her groin. Her earlier arousal, sparked by the clicker and the oral service, was fanned into a roaring flame by the pain. Each crack of the leather seemed to reverberate directly in her clit. She was panting, her skin slick with sweat, her back arching, not away from the blows, but into them, seeking the strange, transformative alchemy of the impact.

Sarah was crying out with each strike now, but the sounds were shifting from pain to something else—high, keening notes of overwhelmed sensation.

Click.

The sound came between strokes. Candi’s entire body convulsed. A wave of pleasure, sharp and sweet as the pain, crashed over her. She sobbed, a mix of agony and ecstasy choking her.

“F-Five!” she managed to scream.

“Five!” Sarah wailed.

He landed another stroke, then another. The count climbed. Eight. Nine. Ten. Their skin was alive, throbbing, singing. The boundary between pain and pleasure dissolved entirely. It was all just sensation, overwhelming and glorious. Candi was floating, anchored only by the burn on her skin and the desperate, empty ache between her legs. She was wetness and fire, a raw, open nerve.

He stopped. The sudden absence of the whip’s whistle was its own shock. The air in the room was thick with their panting, the smell of sweat and leather and arousal.

“On the bench. The sixty-nine position. Candi, on top.”

Her mind was fogged, her movements sluggish. She pushed herself off the bench, her legs weak. Sarah was already turning, her eyes glazed, her lips parted. The padded surface was wide. Candi climbed onto it, positioning herself over Sarah’s face, her own knees settling on either side of Sarah’s head. She lowered herself, her wet, swollen folds hovering just above Sarah’s mouth. Below her, Sarah’s body was a pale, trembling landscape. Candi leaned down, her curls brushing Sarah’s inner thighs, and put her mouth to the other girl’s core.

The taste was musky, salty, unmistakably female. Sarah gasped, a sharp, shaky intake of breath as Candi’s tongue made first contact. Then Sarah’s own mouth found Candi, tentative at first, then with a sudden, hungry urgency.

The world narrowed to sensation. The soft, wiry hair against Candi’s nose. The slick, intimate flavor on her tongue. The hot, velvety feel of Sarah’s inner lips. And, more intensely, the feel of Sarah’s mouth on her. A timid, exploring flick that quickly grew bolder, learning her shape, finding the sensitive, throbbing bud of her clit and circling it with a desperate focus.

Candi moaned into Sarah, the vibration drawing a corresponding shudder from the girl beneath her. She reciprocated, licking and sucking, her own hunger rising to match Sarah’s. It wasn’t about skill or technique. It was a raw, mutual feast, a giving and taking of the pleasure that had been built and tormented in them all morning. Candi’s hips began to move, rocking against Sarah’s mouth, seeking more pressure, more friction. Sarah’s hands came up, gripping Candi’s hips, holding her in place, her tongue delving deeper.

Click.

The sound was a detonation.

Candi’s climax didn’t approach. It seized her. It was a violent, racking convulsion that tore through her, a silent scream locked in her throat as she ground herself against Sarah’s relentless mouth. Her own motions on Sarah became frantic, uncontrolled. She felt Sarah’s body stiffen beneath her, heard a muffled, high-pitched cry against her flesh as Sarah’s own orgasm hit, triggered by Candi’s frantic ministrations or the clicker’s command or both. Sarah’s thighs clamped around Candi’s head, her back arching off the bench.

The waves seemed to go on forever, crashing into one another, a feedback loop of shared, shuddering release. Candi collapsed forward, her forehead pressing against Sarah’s thigh, her body spent, trembling. Sarah’s grip on her hips loosened, her hands falling away, limp.

For a long moment, there was only the sound of their ragged, sobbing breaths and the humid, sex-filled air.

Dr. Belvedere’s voice cut through the haze. “Satisfactory. You may dress.”

The words were like cold water. The spell shattered. Candi rolled off Sarah, her body feeling heavy, used, gloriously empty. They didn’t look at each other. They moved like sleepwalkers, retrieving their discarded gowns from the floor, pulling the rough cotton over their sweat-slicked, marked skin. Every movement sent a fresh throb from the welts on Candi’s ass.

Dr. Belvedere was already dressed, his suit immaculate, his tie knotted perfectly. He looked as composed as when he’d entered. He made a final note on a tablet. “Brett will see you back to your rooms. You have the afternoon to recuperate.”

As if summoned, the door opened. Brett stood there, back in his pale blue scrubs, his face a careful, neutral mask. But his eyes, as they swept over Candi, took in her flushed face, her messy hair, the way she stood with a slight, sore stiffness. They held that same knowing assessment, but now it was layered with something else—a dark, simmering heat that was gone in a blink.

“This way,” he said, his voice flat.

Candi followed, Sarah trailing silently behind. The walk back through the green corridors was a blur. Her body was a map of sensation—the dull ache of the whip marks, the deep, satiated throb between her legs, the phantom memory of Sarah’s mouth, the taste that still lingered on her tongue. And underneath it all, a hollow, spreading shame. She had not just endured it. She had lost herself in it. She had cum, powerfully, in front of an audience, with another woman, at the sound of a clicker.

Brett keyed open Sarah’s door first. The girl slipped inside without a word, her eyes downcast. He then led Candi to her own door. As he unlocked it, his hand brushed hers. It was an accident. Probably.

The touch was electric. Her head snapped up. His ocean blue eyes locked with hers. The professional mask was gone. What looked back at her was raw, hungry, and full of a secret understanding. He’d heard the music in her soul. And he’d seen the animal it lived inside.

6 - A HUMAN CONNECTION

The dark was different now. It had a texture, a waiting quality. Candi lay on her thin mattress, the blanket pulled to her chin, staring at the ceiling’s faint acoustic tiles. Her body ached in a dozen places—the sharp memory of the whip’s kiss on her ass, the deeper, satisfied throb between her legs, the phantom press of Sarah’s mouth. But beneath the physical echoes was a new, humming frequency: anticipation.

Would Brett visit her again tonight?

She listened to the institute’s night sounds. The low, constant hum of climate control. The distant, metallic click of a lock engaging somewhere down the hall. The soft rustle of her own body turning on the stiff sheets. Every noise was a potential herald. She chewed her bottom lip, her mind replaying the look in his blue eyes by her door—the mask gone, the raw hunger laid bare. He’d seen her. Not just the subject, the test case. He’d seen the girl who loved punk rock, who disobeyed her parents, who was so desperate for money that she’d signed up for a medical study without knowing what it entailed. And he hasn’t looked away. He’d moved closer.

Footsteps, quiet but purposeful, stopped outside her door. A pause. A soft, distinct click echoed as her door unlocked. Her breath caught.

The door swung open silently.

Brett filled the doorway, backlit by the dim hall sconce. He was wearing his pale blue scrubs as always. He slipped inside, and the door hissed shut behind him, plunging them back into the near-total dark of her room.

For a moment, neither moved. Candi pushed herself up on her elbows, the blanket pooling at her waist. She could just make out the strong line of his jaw, the glint of his eyes.

“You came,” she whispered. The words were shaky, airy.

“I couldn’t stop thinking about last night.” His voice was a low rasp, a sound that seemed to vibrate in the small space. “About you.”

He crossed the room in two strides and sat on the edge of her mattress. The springs groaned under his weight. He was close enough that she could smell him—laundry soap, the faint, clean scent of his skin, a hint of cigarette smoke. It was so ordinary. It made her throat tighten.

What was someone like him—so steady, so seemingly human—doing in a place as hollow as the Belvedere Institute? She searched his face for a hidden cruelty, wondering if a secret darkness lived behind that quiet gaze. Did he actually enjoy witnessing the things that happened in the white room, or was he just another cog in the Director’s machine? The need to understand him felt like a physical ache. “Why did you take this job?” she asked, her fingers twisting the fabric of her blanket.

He let out a slow breath, looking down at his hands where they rested on his thighs. They were big hands, capable-looking. “I’m twenty-four. Needed work. This position pays… extremely well. Better than anything else I could get with my record.” He glanced up at her. “I thought it was just patient care. Monitoring vitals, escorting people. I didn’t know it was… this.”

“What’s your record?” The question slipped out. She was desperate to know anything about him, to anchor this phantom in reality.

“I got involved with some shady stuff a few years ago. Drug dealing.” He shook his head slightly. “Point is, the money’s good. But the longer I’m here, the more I see… it’s wrong.” His eyes found hers again. “Why are you here, Candi? Really?”

The directness of it startled her. She pulled the blanket a little higher, a feeble shield. “The money. Fifty thousand dollars. When it’s done.” She tried to sound tough, nonchalant. It came out brittle.

“What do you need the money for?”

“Rent. Food. A life that doesn't feel like I’m drowning every time the first of the month rolls around,” she said, the words tumbling out with a raw, defensive edge. She looked away from his piercing gaze, focusing on a loose thread on the hem of her blanket. “My parents kicked me out. I thought I could make it on my own. I guess, I’m not as strong as I thought I was.”

He was silent for a long moment, just looking at her. The air between them thickened, charged with all the things they weren’t saying. He looked like he wanted to speak, his lips parting, then closing. A war played out in the tight line of his shoulders.

“What?” she pressed, leaning forward. “What were you going to say?”

“Nothing you don’t already know,” he said finally, his voice dropping even lower. “There’s bad stuff going on in here. And if you’re not careful… you might lose a part of yourself that you can’t get back.”

The truth of it was a cold stone in her gut. She knew it. She felt it every time the clicker sounded, every time her body sang a tune she hadn’t chosen. But hearing it from him, from someone inside the machine, made it terrifyingly real. To deflect from the fear, she reached for the other truth, the one burning a hole in her chest.

“I really like you,” she whispered. The confession hung in the dark, naked and vulnerable.

His eyes flared. The bored, assessing gaze was utterly gone, consumed by a heat so sudden it stole the air from her lungs. “Yeah?”

She nodded, unable to speak.

“Since when?”

“Since last night,” she breathed. “No, before that, even. Since I first saw you.”

He moved then. One hand came up, his fingers brushing a wild curl from her cheek. The touch was electric, a jolt of pure, undiluted sensation after the clinical manipulations of the day. His fingertips were slightly rough, calloused. Real.

“I like you, too,” he murmured, his thumb stroking the arch of her cheekbone. “You’re in my head. All the damn time.”

That was all the permission she needed. All the invitation. Candi closed the distance between them, her lips finding his in the dark.

The kiss wasn’t gentle. It was a collision. A release of all the pent-up tension, the fear, the loneliness, the raw, screaming need that had been building inside her since she’d walked through the institute’s doors. His mouth was hot and demanding, tasting of mint and smoke. He kissed her like he was starving, one hand cradling the back of her head, the other splaying possessively on the small of her back through the thin gown.

She kissed him back with everything she had, her hands coming up to fist in the soft cotton of his shirt, pulling him closer. The blanket fell away entirely. His tongue swept into her mouth, and she met it with her own, a hungry, desperate dance. This was nothing like the clinical, observed acts of the day. This was messy, and urgent, and hers.

He broke the kiss, his breath coming in ragged gusts against her lips. His forehead rested against hers. “Fuck, Candi.”

In answer, her hands slid down his chest, over the hard planes of his stomach, to the waistband of his scrubs. She fumbled with the tie, her fingers clumsy with need. He helped her, shoving them down his hips.

He sprang free, thick and heavy and hot in her hand. A groan tore from him as her fingers closed around his length. She stroked him, learning his shape, the silken-soft skin over the rigid core. He was already fully hard, a bead of moisture welling at the tip. She spread it with her thumb, her movements growing more confident, twisting her wrist on the upstroke the way she knew drove guys wild.

He captured her mouth again, his kiss turning savage. One of his hands slid from her back, down over the curve of her hip, gathering the rough fabric of her gown. He tugged it upward, his palm skating up her outer thigh. The cool air hit her skin, followed by the searing heat of his touch. He pushed the gown up to her waist, his hand slipping between her thighs.

He found her wet, utterly drenched. A sound, something between a growl and a sigh, vibrated from his throat into hers. “Jesus. You’re soaked.”

“For you,” she gasped against his mouth, her hips arching into his touch. “Always for you.”

He broke the kiss, his eyes blazing down at her in the gloom. “Get this off,” he ordered, his voice guttural.

She didn’t need telling twice. She sat up, pulling the gray gown over her head in one swift movement and tossing it to the floor. She was naked now, completely exposed to his gaze. The dark hid the worst of the whip marks, but she knew he could see the pale outline of her body, the swell of her breasts, the curve of her waist, the shadow between her legs.

His gaze was a physical caress. “You’re so fucking beautiful,” he breathed, the words raw with awe.

He leaned in, kissing her again, but softer now. His lips trailed down her jaw, to the sensitive spot below her ear, then lower. He nuzzled the hollow of her throat, his tongue flicking out to taste her skin. One hand cupped her breast, his thumb brushing over her nipple, making it pucker into a tight, aching peak. He took it into his mouth, sucking gently, then with more pressure, his teeth grazing the sensitive flesh.

Pleasure, sharp and sweet, arrowed straight to her core. She cried out, her head falling back. This was different. This was for her. Not for a study, not for observation. For her pleasure alone. The thought made her dizzy.

He worshiped her breasts, moving from one to the other, lavishing them with attention until she was squirming, little mewling sounds escaping her lips. His free hand was still between her legs, his fingers just resting against her slick heat, not moving, driving her insane with the promise of touch.

“Brett, please,” she begged, her voice ragged.

“Please what?” he murmured against her breast, his breath hot.

“Touch me. God, just touch me.”

He smiled against her skin, a dark, satisfied curve of his lips. Then he moved. He pushed her back onto the mattress, his body following her down. He settled between her legs, his shoulders nudging her thighs wider apart. He kissed a burning trail down her sternum, over her stomach. His tongue dipped into her navel, making her jolt. He paused at the Black Velvet logo tattooed there, placing a soft, open-mouthed kiss on the ink before continuing his descent.

And then his mouth was on her.

The first, slow lick was a revelation. It was gentle, exploratory. A flat, warm stroke from her entrance all the way up to her clit. She whimpered, her back bowing off the bed. He did it again, and again, establishing a slow, torturous rhythm that had her hips lifting off the mattress, seeking more pressure.

He gave it to her. His mouth settled over her clit, his lips forming a seal. He sucked, gently at first, then with firm, relentless pulls. His tongue flicked against the swollen bud in rapid, teasing circles. One hand came up to cradle her mound, his thumb stroking her lower lips, spreading her wider for his ministrations. The other hand slid under her, gripping her ass, holding her in place for his feast.

Candi dissolved. Her world narrowed to the exquisite point where his mouth met her flesh. The wet, hungry sounds he made. The scrape of his stubble on her inner thighs. The dizzying, coiling tension building deep inside her. She tangled her hands in his dark hair, not to guide him, just to hold on as the sensations threatened to sweep her away.

He was relentless. He licked and sucked and probed, finding every sensitive spot, learning what made her gasp, what made her thighs tremble. He slid two fingers inside her, curling them upward, stroking a spot that made her see white behind her eyelids. He fucked her slowly with his fingers while his mouth worked her clit, setting up a devastating counter-rhythm.

“Oh god… Brett… I’m gonna…” The words were a shattered plea.

He answered by sucking harder, his fingers pressing deeper, faster.

Her orgasm ripped through her without warning. It was a silent, seismic event. Her mouth opened in a soundless scream as her body locked, every muscle going taut. Pleasure detonated in her core, radiating out in blinding waves, pulsing in time with the thrust of his fingers, the suck of his mouth. She shook, her heels digging into the mattress, her fingers pulling at his hair. It went on and on, wringing her out, leaving her boneless and gasping.

He gentled his mouth, lapping softly at her through the aftershocks until she was twitching and sensitive. He kissed her inner thigh, then crawled back up her body. He was gloriously hard, his cock pressing insistently against her stomach. He looked down at her, his face shadowed but his eyes burning with a fierce triumph.

“My turn,” he growled.

He reached between them, guiding himself to her entrance. The broad, smooth head nudged against her, slick with her own wetness. He paused, his gaze locked on hers. “Look at me.”

She forced her eyes open, meeting the storm in his.

He pushed in.

He was big, stretching her exquisitely, filling her completely. He sank into her with one slow, relentless thrust, burying himself to the hilt. A sharp, full sensation stole her breath. He held himself there, deep inside her, letting her adjust, his body trembling with the effort of his control.

“Okay?” he whispered, his voice strained.

She could only nod, her throat too tight for words. It was more than okay. It was everything. The feeling of being filled, of being connected, of being wanted in this raw, physical way. It was an anchor in the surreal nightmare of this place.

He began to move.

His first strokes were gentle, almost reverent. Long, deep pulls that dragged against her sensitive inner walls, stirring the embers of her climax back to life. She wrapped her legs around his waist, locking her ankles at the small of his back, pulling him deeper with each thrust. Her heels dug into the hard muscle of his ass.

He groaned, a raw, broken sound. “Fuck, you feel incredible.”

His pace quickened. The gentle rhythm became more urgent, more possessive. He braced his hands on the mattress beside her head, his arms caging her in. Each thrust drove her further up the bed, the cheap headboard knocking softly against the wall with their momentum. The sounds were obscene in the quiet room: the wet, rhythmic slap of skin on skin, their ragged breathing, the soft, helpless cries she couldn’t suppress.

He lowered his head, capturing her mouth again, swallowing her moans. The kiss was messy, open-mouthed, all tongue and heat and shared breath. She could taste herself on his lips, a musky, intimate flavor that sent another jolt of arousal through her. Her hands roamed over his back, feeling the powerful flex of his muscles, the sweat-slicked skin.

“Harder,” she panted against his mouth. “Please.”

He obeyed. His thrusts became punishing, driving into her with a force that shook the bed. The angle changed, hitting a spot deep inside that made her vision blur. Every nerve ending was alight. The soreness from the whipping was forgotten, consumed by this new, glorious ache. She was climbing again, the tension coiling tighter, tighter, a spring wound to its breaking point.

He felt it. He could feel the clench of her inner muscles around him, the way her body began to tighten. “Cum for me, Candi,” he grunted, his voice thick with lust. “Let me feel you cum.”

His words were the final trigger. The coil snapped. A second, even more powerful orgasm tore through her. This one had a voice—a raw, sobbing cry she muffled against his shoulder as her body convulsed around his, milking his length in frantic pulses. The pleasure was blinding, all-consuming, a wildfire that burned away every thought, every fear, leaving only pure, screaming sensation.

Her climax triggered his. With a final, brutal thrust, he buried himself deep and stilled. A guttural roar was torn from his throat, muffled in the crook of her neck. She felt the hot, liquid surge of his release inside her, the throbbing pulse of his cock as he emptied himself. He shuddered violently, his entire weight collapsing onto her for a moment before he caught himself on his elbows, his body still trembling with aftershocks.

For a long time, there was only the sound of their breathing, harsh and syncopated in the dark. The air was thick with the scent of sex and sweat. He was still inside her, softening, but he made no move to pull away. He dropped his forehead to hers, his breath warm on her lips.

“Fuck,” he breathed again, the word filled with exhausted wonder.

Slowly, carefully, he withdrew. The loss of him made her feel empty, hollowed out. He rolled onto his back beside her, one arm thrown over his eyes. She turned onto her side, facing him, tracing the line of his profile with her eyes. The sharp nose, the strong jaw now shadowed with stubble.

They lay in silence for what felt like an age, the reality of where they were seeping back in around the edges of the warm, sated haze.

Finally, Brett sighed. He sat up, swinging his legs over the side of the bed. He found his scrub pants in the dark and pulled them on.

“I should go,” he said, his voice now rough but quiet. “Rounds are in an hour.”

Candi pushed herself up, pulling the thin blanket over her nakedness. A cold dread began to replace the warmth. “Will you come back tomorrow night?”

He leaned over, his hand cupping her cheek. His thumb stroked her skin once, a tender, fleeting touch. “I will. I promise. Get some sleep, Candi.”

He moved to the door, his movements silent. He paused with his hand on the handle, looking back at her. For a second, the mask fell away again, and she saw the conflict, the fear, and the lingering heat. Then he was gone, the door opening and shutting with a soft, final click, leaving her alone in the dark.

She sank back onto the pillow, her body humming, the smell of him on her skin, the feel of him still between her legs. She fell asleep with the ghost of his touch on her lips and a single, terrifyingly hopeful thought.

Tomorrow night.

7 - THE BRUTAL TRUTH

The morning arrived not with sunlight, but with the sterile, artificial glow of the overhead fixture snapping on. Candi jolted awake, her heart already a frantic bird in her chest. The memory of Brett’s touch, his weight, the scent of him on her skin, was a warm, secret blanket she’d clung to through the night. For a few disoriented seconds, she was just a girl who’d been thoroughly loved. Then the gray walls of the room resolved around her, and the reality of the institute crashed back in, cold and hard.

The door opened before she could even sit up. Dr. Belvedere stood there, crisp and imposing in another of his charcoal suits, a silver tie knotted perfectly at his throat. He held no clipboard today. His hands were empty, his expression one of calm, anticipatory focus.

“Candi. With me, please.”

Breakfast hadn’t even been served yet, but his tone brooked no discussion. It was a command, smooth as polished stone. The warmth between her legs, the pleasant soreness from the night before, seemed to curdle into a cold, heavy dread. She pushed back the thin blanket, the cool air raising goosebumps on her naked skin. Her gown lay in a crumpled pile on the floor where Brett had tossed it. She grabbed it, pulling it on quickly, the rough cotton a stark contrast to the memory of his hands.

She followed him into the silent corridor. No Brett this time. The doctor’s polished shoes made soft, precise taps on the linoleum that seemed to echo in the empty hall. They walked past the day room, its door dark, past other anonymous doors. She knew where they were going. The knowledge was a sick, sinking weight in her stomach. The white room.

He opened the door, gesturing her inside.

The room was exactly as she remembered: blindingly white, sound-absorbent, a sensory vacuum. The exam chair with its heavy leather straps sat in the exact center, a monolith of submission. But today, something new stood before it. A machine.

It was sleek, metallic, and clinical. A polished steel frame on a wheeled base, with a complex control panel featuring dials, digital readouts, and several switches. Extending from its main body were two articulated, mechanical arms. At the end of each arm was a thick, flesh-toned silicone shaft, monstrously large and veined, mounted to a piston-like mechanism. They glistened under the lights, waiting.

Candi’s breath stopped in her throat. Her feet rooted to the floor.

“Today’s procedure will focus on dual penetration,” Dr. Belvedere said, his voice clinical and calm as he walked around the machine, not looking at her, inspecting it as if it were a new piece of lab equipment. “The simultaneous stimulation of the vaginal and anal sphincters presents a unique overload to the sensory cortex. It’s quite fascinating.”

He finally turned his gaze to her. Those sharp, intelligent eyes held no malice, no cruelty. Only a profound, detached curiosity. It was worse. “Remove your gown, please.”

The command hung in the sterile air. Last night, undressing for Brett had been an act of passion, of choice. This was a transaction. A required step in a protocol. Her fingers felt numb as they went to the tie at the back of the gown. The knot came loose. The rough fabric slid from her shoulders, puddling at her feet. She stood naked before him, the chill of the room pebbling her skin, the Black Velvet tattoo on her lower stomach feeling like a childish rebellion in this place of cold science.

“The chair, Candi.”

She walked to it on legs that felt like wood. The leather was cold against her thighs and back as she sat. He approached, his movements efficient. He secured her ankles first with the wide cuffs, the buckles clicking with finality. Then her wrists, pulling her arms to the sides of the chair, locking them in place. Finally, he buckled the strap across her stomach. The restraint was absolute. She could not lift her hips, could not close her legs, could not cover herself. She was utterly displayed, utterly open.

He walked to the machine, adjusting a dial. A low, hydraulic hum filled the room. The two mechanical arms whirred softly, repositioning themselves. They angled inward, the twin dildos aligning with her splayed body. Dr. Belvedere watched the alignment, head tilted, then gave a slight, satisfied nod.

From his pocket, he produced the small, black plastic clicker.

Click.

The sound was a key turning in a lock deep inside her skull. A jolt, electric and unwelcome, shot straight to her core. A flush of heat bloomed across her chest and throat. Against her will, a familiar, slick wetness began to gather between her legs. Humiliation burned hotter than arousal. Her body was betraying her, programmed to respond to that sound, to prepare itself for whatever was to come. She squeezed her eyes shut, trying to retreat into the darkness behind her lids.

She heard the snap of a plastic cap, the wet, slick sound of lubricant being pumped. The clinical, clean scent of it mixed with the sterile air. Cold, viscous gel touched her first, making her flinch. His fingers, sheathed in a thin latex glove, smoothed the cool lubricant over her most intimate places with a detached, thorough precision. He worked it around her entrance, then circled her other, tighter opening, pushing a generous amount inside with a firm, unyielding finger. The intrusion was impersonal, a preparation of equipment. Her face burned with shame.

He moved the machine closer. The hum grew louder. She opened her eyes to slits. The two shafts, glistening with lube, hovered just inches from her body. One aimed for the cleft between her legs, the other, slightly lower, for the forbidden pucker of her ass.

“The initial insertion will be slow,” he informed her, his hand on a large lever on the control panel. “To allow for tissue accommodation. Try to relax, Candi.”

Relax. The word was an obscenity.

He pushed the lever forward.

The machine whirred. The arms moved with a smooth, inexorable mechanical grace. The broad, rounded tip of the first dildo pressed against her vaginal opening. It pushed, a steady, unrelenting pressure. Her body, traitorously slick, yielded. The silicone head popped inside, a shocking, full stretch. She gasped, a short, sharp intake of air.

Before she could process that invasion, she felt the second tip, cooler, nudge against her other hole. Panic seized her. No. Not there. She clenched, hard.

“Relax,” Dr. Belvedere repeated, his voice devoid of impatience. He watched a monitor on the machine. “Sphincter resistance is high. Increasing pressure incrementally.”

The pressure increased. It wasn’t a sharp pain, but a profound, burning stretch, an unbearable feeling of being forced open where she was never meant to be. She whimpered, her nails digging into the leather of the armrests. The tip breached her, a slow, impossible invasion. A ragged moan was torn from her lips—a sound of protest, of shock, of overwhelming sensation.

Both shafts were inside her now, just the heads, stretching her in a way she had never imagined, could never have imagined. She felt impossibly full, split open. The sensation was brutal, alien.

“Depth achieved. Commencing oscillation.”

He flipped a switch.

The machine came to life. The pistons began to move. Not in unison, but in a staggered, rhythmic pattern. One pushed in as the other pulled out. In. Out. A slow, deep, mechanical fucking.

The stretch was constant, a burning, full ache. But as the machine established its rhythm, something else began to creep in beneath the discomfort. The slick, artificial glide of the silicone, the relentless, perfect pace… it began to stimulate nerves, to create a friction that her traitorous body recognized. A warm, guilty throb pulsed in time with the strokes, deep in her belly. The dual sensation was overwhelming, a sensory barrage that left no room for coherent thought. She was just a body, being used, being filled, being moved.

Click.

The sharp, plastic snap of Dr. Belvedere’s thumb triggered the conditioned reflex instantly. Before the sound had even faded, her internal heat flared, her muscles clenching in a sudden, violent surge of unbidden arousal.

A low, helpless moan seeped from her throat. Her hips, against her will, gave an involuntary jerk, meeting the thrust of the vaginal dildo. Shame flooded her, hot and acidic.

“Interesting,” Dr. Belvedere noted. He reached for a dial and turned it.

The pace quickened. The slow, deep strokes became faster, more urgent. The thump-thump-thump of the pistons grew louder, a mechanical heartbeat. The dildos plunged into her, again and again, stretching her holes with each penetrating thrust. The burning ache was still there, a constant backdrop, but it was now intertwined with a building, desperate friction. Each inward stroke dragged against sensitive, swollen inner walls, both front and back. The dual stimulation created a feedback loop of sensation, each thrust amplifying the other. Her moans became continuous, a ragged soundtrack to the machine’s work.

Her back arched as much as the straps would allow. Her head tossed side to side on the headrest. She was panting, sweat beading on her skin. The room, her shame, Dr. Belvedere’s observing eyes—it all blurred into a haze of overwhelming physicality. She was just a vessel for this sensation, being fucked open by a machine, and a dark, secret part of her was surrendering to it, being reshaped by it.

“Increased blood flow. Pupils fully dilated. Respiration erratic.” His voice was a distant drone. “Proceeding to clitoral stimulation.”

She barely registered his words. Her world was the pounding rhythm, the stretch, the slick, wet sounds of her own body being used. Then she felt a new touch. Not cold metal or silicone. A soft, buzzing tip.

He had a vibrator, a sleek, silver wand. He pressed its humming head directly against her clit, which was swollen and exposed from the relentless spreading of her labia by the thrusting dildo.

The effect was instantaneous and catastrophic.

The sharp, electric buzz was a live wire tossed onto gasoline. The pleasure, which had been a slow, guilty burn, exploded into an inferno. The dual penetration provided a deep, fulcrum-like pressure, a profound fullness that the vibrations on her clit amplified into screaming intensity. It was too much. It was everywhere. Her entire nervous system seemed to short-circuit, consumed by a pleasure so violent it felt like pain.

Her body went rigid, the straps cutting into her wrists and ankles. A soundless scream locked in her throat. Her core clamped down in a series of violent, involuntary spasms, milking the silicone shafts. The sensations crashed over her in a wave that had no peak, just a sustained, shattering plateau of absolute release. She felt a gush of warm fluid, not just the internal convulsions, but a sudden, shocking jet that soaked the chair beneath her, the machine, his gloved hand. Squirting. A complete, humiliating, body-emptying surrender.

The orgasm seemed to last minutes, tearing through her in endless, wrenching pulses. When it finally began to ebb, it left her utterly shattered. She was a puppet with cut strings, limp in the restraints, her chest heaving, tears leaking from the corners of her eyes. The machine slowed, then stopped, the arms retracting from her body with a wet, final sound. The sudden emptiness was almost as shocking as the penetration.

Dr. Belvedere clicked off the vibrator. The silence that followed was profound, broken only by her ragged, sobbing breaths. He looked from her ruined, quivering body to the monitor, then made a note on a small pad he produced from his jacket pocket.

He then began to unstrap her, his movements methodical. The buckles released. The cool air felt alien on her freed limbs. She couldn’t move. She could only lie there, trembling, fluids cooling on her thighs.

He helped her sit up, his hands impersonal. Her legs wouldn’t support her. He half-carried, half-dragged her to a small adjacent shower stall she hadn’t noticed before. He turned on warm water and guided her under the spray, still in his suit, the sleeves getting wet. He washed her with a clinical, unscented soap, rinsing away the evidence of the machine, of her own body’s betrayal. He toweled her dry with the same detached efficiency, then picked up her gray gown and handed it to her.

She dressed mechanically, her mind a blank, white static. He led her, stumbling, to the door.

Brett was there, waiting.

He stood stiffly, his face a careful, professional mask. But his eyes, those ocean blue eyes, found hers for a fraction of a second. In that instant, she saw it—a flash of something hot and dark, a fury so intense it stole what little breath she had left. Then it was gone, shuttered behind the bored, orderly facade.

“Take her back to her room,” Dr. Belvedere said, wiping his hands on a small towel. “She’ll need to rest.”

“Yes, Doctor,” Brett said, his voice flat.

He took her elbow, his grip firm but not unkind. He guided her down the hall, away from the white room, away from the doctor. They walked in silence. Her body felt hollowed out, used, her steps unsteady. The memory of the machine’s relentless pistons was a ghost sensation in her core.

When they reached her door, he used his keycard to open it. He guided her inside, into the dim, familiar space. As she crossed the threshold, his hand, still on her elbow, tightened. He pulled her back gently, just enough for her to turn.

He leaned in, his mouth brushing her ear. His voice was the barest whisper, a secret in the sterile silence. “I’m sorry.”

Then, his lips were on hers.

It wasn’t like the kiss from the night before. That had been fire and hunger. This was different. Desperate. Fierce. A claiming and an apology all at once. It was over in a second, but it burned itself into her, a brand of warmth in the cold emptiness inside her.

He pulled back, his eyes scanning her face, reading the shock, the confusion, the lingering devastation. “I need to talk to you,” he breathed, the words urgent, tumbling out. “Tonight. After lights out. It’s important.”

He didn’t wait for her answer. He gave her a slight, almost imperceptible push into the room, and the door hissed shut, locking her in.

The rest of the day was a fog. Lunch and dinner were a blur of tasteless food. Sarah tried to speak to her, her eyes full of shared, silent horror, but Candi could only nod, her mind elsewhere. The morning’s sensations were a physical echo, a sore, stretched feeling that was a constant reminder. But it was Brett’s words, his kiss, that occupied the forefront of her mind. I need to talk to you. It’s important.

The fear from the white room morphed into a different, sharp-edged anxiety. What did he need to say? Was it about them? About what they’d done? Was he in trouble? The thought of him facing consequences because of her sent a fresh wave of nausea through her gut.

Every distant footstep in the hall made her heart leap. Every time the door opened, she expected to see Dr. Belvedere’s cool, assessing gaze, or worse, security to drag Brett away.

Finally, the lights in the corridor dimmed, signaling the night cycle. Candi lay on her mattress, every nerve alight. The soreness between her legs was a dull, persistent ache. The memory of Brett’s body over hers, inside hers, was a tantalizing phantom. But the terror of his urgent whisper was sharper.

She waited in the dark, counting the slow seconds. The institute settled into its nocturnal hum.

Midnight.

The door’s electronic lock clicked softly. It swung open, and Brett slipped inside, a shadow among shadows. He was in his scrubs again. He closed the door, leaning his back against it for a moment, as if listening. Then he turned to her.

In the faint ambient light, his face was all hard angles and tense lines. The casual mask was completely gone. What remained was raw, strained intensity.

“Candi,” he said, his voice low and gravelly.

She sat up, the blanket falling to her waist. “What is it? What’s wrong?”

He crossed the room quickly, sitting on the edge of the mattress. He didn’t reach for her. He just leaned forward, his elbows on his knees, his hands clasped tightly. He took a deep, shuddering breath.

“I shouldn’t be telling you this,” he started, his words rushed. “If he finds out… it’s not just my job. It’s… dangerous. For both of us.”

“Tell me.” Her own voice was a thin thread.

He looked at her, his eyes glittering in the dark. “This place. The Belvedere Institute. It’s not what you think it is.”

A cold finger traced her spine. “What do you mean?”

“It’s not a medical study. Not really.” The words came out in a harsh whisper. “The women here… you, Sarah… you’re not test subjects. You’re trainees.”

“Trainees?” The word made no sense. “For what?”

He looked away, jaw working. “For service. He’s not mapping your brainwaves or whatever bullshit he told you. He’s conditioning you. Breaking you down and rebuilding your responses. Your… desires.” He met her eyes again, his gaze desperate. “He’s training you to serve wealthy, powerful men. Men who want… compliant, responsive companions. They want women who respond on command, who act like robots.”

The world tilted. The sterile walls, the examinations, the clicker, the machine… it all rearranged itself in her mind, clicking into a new, horrifying configuration. A scream built in her chest, trapped behind her ribs.

“The contract,” Brett pressed on, seeing her understanding dawn. “The one you signed when you got here. Did you read it? Really read it?”

She hadn’t. She’d been desperate, broke, seeing only the number at the bottom. Fifty thousand dollars. She shook her head numbly.

“It’s a transfer of ownership,” he said, the words blunt and brutal. “A wealthy client—anonymously—pays a fortune upfront. Belvedere ‘prepares’ the asset—that’s you—according to the client’s specific… tastes. When the training is complete, the client takes possession. There’s no fifty grand for you at the end, Candi. There’s just a new owner.”

The air vanished from the room. She couldn’t breathe. The mattress beneath her felt like it was falling away. Ownership. Possession. The words echoed, monstrous and final. This wasn’t a study. It was an auction. A finishing school for slaves.

“No,” she choked out. “That’s… that’s not possible.”

“It is. I’ve heard senior staff members talking. I’ve seen women leave. Not out the front door. Out the back, at night, escorted into private cars. They never come back.” He grabbed her hands, his grip almost painful. “I’m falling for you, Candi. I have been since I saw you that first day I saw you. I can’t… I won’t let that happen to you. I don’t know what his plan for you is, who bought you, but I know it ends with you being handed over like a package.”

Tears, hot and sudden, spilled down her cheeks. The fear was a living thing now, clawing at her throat. All her bravado, her desperate hope for a way out, crumbled to dust. She was trapped. She had signed herself into a gilded cage, and the door was about to be locked forever.

“What do we do?” The question was a whimper.

“We get you out.” His voice was steel. “Before your training is finished. Before he deems you ‘ready’.”

“How?” Panic laced the word. “The doors, the guards, the cameras…”

“I’ve been here two years. I know the routines. The night guard is lazy. He spends more time looking at his phone than the security cameras. I’ll find a way out.” He was speaking fast, his mind racing ahead. “But you have to listen to me. You can’t act differently. You can’t let him suspect a thing. You go to every session. You do everything he says. You perform. You understand? You be the perfect, responsive subject.”

Now that she knew the truth, it seemed impossible to willingly submit, to moan for the clicker, to spread her legs for the machine, to play along in her own enslavement.

“I can’t,” she sobbed.

“You have to.” His hands tightened on hers. “It’s the only way. If he thinks you’re resisting, if he thinks you’re trying to hide something, he’ll accelerate the protocol. He’ll break you faster. Or he’ll separate us, and I won’t be able to help you.” He brought her knuckles to his lips, a fierce, tender gesture. “I’m not letting anything happen to you. I promise.”

The vow, spoken in the dark, was the only solid thing in her crumbling world. She clung to it, to him. She nodded, a jerky, terrified motion.

“Okay,” she whispered, the word tasting of ash.

He pulled her into a hard, brief embrace, his body warm and solid against her shaking form. He kissed her hair. “I’ll let you know when the timing is right. You have to be strong. Can you do that?”

She nodded against his chest, unable to speak.

He released her, standing up. His face was a mask of grim determination. “Don’t tell anyone. Not Sarah. No one. It could get us both killed. You understand? This isn’t a game. These men… they have more money than God. They don’t leave loose ends.”

Killed. The word landed like a stone in her stomach.

He moved to the door, pausing with his hand on the handle. He looked back, his eyes sweeping over her one last time, memorizing her in the gloom. “Trust me,” he said, the words a final, desperate plea.

Then he was gone.

The silence he left behind was absolute and crushing. Candi sat in the dark, the cold seeping into her bones. The ghost of the machine’s thrusts still echoed in her flesh. The memory of Brett’s kiss was a fading warmth on her lips. And over it all, a new, chilling reality settled like frost.

She was owned. She was property. And the only person standing between her and a gilded nightmare was a twenty-four-year-old orderly with a record and a dangerous promise.

She lay back on the thin mattress, staring into the impenetrable dark. Sleep was impossible. Her mind raced, a frantic hamster on a wheel of terror. She thought of the contract, the signature she’d scrawled without a second thought. She thought of Dr. Belvedere’s cool, intelligent eyes, seeing not a person, but a fascinating, responsive set of variables. She thought of a faceless, wealthy stranger waiting to take possession.

And she thought of Brett. His ocean blue eyes. His rough hands. His whispered promise in the dark.

A desperate, silent prayer formed in the chaos of her mind, a plea aimed at nothing and everything. Please. Let him be able to help. Please.

The night stretched on, endless and cold, filled only with the sound of her own frantic heart and the slow, ticking countdown to an unknown, terrible future.

8 - A DESPERATE PROMISE

The yellow light of the day room felt like a lie. It was too bright, too cheerful, for the dread sitting like a cold stone in Candi’s stomach. She pushed her oatmeal around the plastic bowl, the bland mush as unappetizing as her thoughts. Across the small table, Sarah ate with a quiet, methodical focus. Her eyes, usually so expressive and soft, were downcast, fixed on her food.

She has no idea. The truth Brett had whispered in the dark echoed in Candi’s skull. She looked at Sarah’s slender neck, the vulnerable slope of her shoulders under the rough gray gown. A fierce, protective urge surged in her chest, hot and sharp. She had to warn her. She had to tell her to run, to fight, to do something.

Her mouth opened. “Sarah…”

Sarah looked up, a faint, questioning smile touching her lips. It was a hopeful thing, that smile. It expected kindness. It expected solidarity. It broke Candi’s heart.

Brett’s warning from the night before, hissed against her skin in the afterglow, clamped her jaw shut. His eyes had been dead serious, all the heat from their passion replaced by a cold, practical fear. He was inside the machine. He knew its gears. Disobedience wouldn’t just mean punishment for her; it could unravel whatever fragile plan he was trying to build.

The words died on her tongue, turning to ash. She forced a weak smile of her own. “Nothing. This oatmeal is just… really bad.”

Sarah’s smile widened, becoming more genuine. “The worst,” she agreed softly, taking another small spoonful.

Candi couldn’t meet Sarah’s eyes. The guilt was a physical weight.

Before she could say anything else, the door hissed open.

Dr. Victor Belvedere stood in the doorway, a silhouette of expensive charcoal wool and calm authority. His silver-gray hair was perfectly styled, his sharp features arranged in a polite, professional mask. His gaze swept the room and landed on Candi.

“Candi. Good morning. Come with me.” His voice was a smooth, cultured baritone. It made her skin crawl.

A hot, acidic wave of hatred rose in her throat. She wanted to scream. She wanted to launch herself across the room, to claw that placid expression from his face, to shriek the truth about his institute, about his training, until the walls shook. Her fingers curled into fists around her plastic spoon, her knuckles white.

But she thought of Brett’s warning. She didn’t make a sound. The fight drained out of her as quickly as it had come, leaving her cold and limp.

She placed the spoon gently in the bowl. She stood up, her legs only slightly unsteady.

Sarah’s eyes followed her, wide with a sympathy that felt like a knife twist. “Good luck,” she whispered.

Candi couldn’t even nod. She walked towards the doctor, her bare feet silent on the cool linoleum. She passed him in the doorway, catching a faint scent of sandalwood and antiseptic. He fell into step beside her, his pace measured. They walked the sterile white corridors in silence. The only sounds were the whisper of his tailored trousers and the frantic hammering of her own heart.

They reached the familiar door to the white room. The one with the chair. Her stomach clenched. Dr. Belvedere swiped his keycard, and the door slid open.

The room was different. The strange machine from the conditioning session was gone. The space felt larger, emptier, more clinical. The only furniture was the same padded leather chair, its restraints hanging open like waiting arms. A stainless-steel trolley stood beside it, covered with a sterile blue drape.

“Please disrobe and take your position,” Dr. Belvedere said, moving to the trolley. His back was to her, giving a semblance of privacy that was utterly meaningless.

Her fingers felt thick and clumsy as she untied the gown. The rough cotton pooled at her feet. The air in the room was cool, raising goosebumps on her skin. She walked, naked and exposed, to the chair and sat down. The leather was cold against her thighs and back. She leaned back, her head resting against the headrest, and stared at the ceiling’s featureless white panels.

Dr. Belvedere moved with practiced, clinical efficiency, tightening the heavy leather straps around her wrists and ankles before cinching the final restraint firmly across her stomach.

He picked up the familiar black clicker. His eyes were clinical, assessing. “For today’s exploration, we will be testing your vaginal capacity. Measuring depth and elasticity. A study of limits.” He pressed the button.

Click.

The sound was a key turning in a lock deep in her body. A warm, immediate flush spread through her pelvis. A familiar, treacherous dampness began to gather between her legs. Her breath left her in a soft, shaky exhale. No. Not now. Don’t. But her body was no longer her own. It was an instrument, and he had just plucked its most responsive string.

“Good,” he murmured, noting the subtle shift in her posture, the slight parting of her thighs. He set the clicker down and pulled on a pair of latex gloves. The snap of the elastic against his wrists was a sharp, final sound.

He approached. He stood between her spread legs, looking down at her with detached interest. He didn’t touch her at first. He simply looked, his gaze a physical thing tracing the lines of her body, the dark curls between her thighs. The humiliation was acute, a burning brand on her skin. She squeezed her eyes shut.

“Open your eyes, Candi. Observe the process. Your awareness is part of the data.”

She forced her eyelids up. She stared at a point on the ceiling just above his head.

His gloved hand, cool from the latex, came to rest on her inner thigh. His touch was impersonal, a scientist handling a specimen. His thumb stroked upwards, a slow, deliberate path through her folds, gathering the wetness already there. He brought his thumb to his line of sight, examining the slickness with a faint nod before returning it to her.

This time, he focused on her clit. His touch was methodical, not cruel, but not gentle. It was precise. Circular, firm pressure. Back and forth. He watched her face, her body’s reactions. Her hips gave a tiny, involuntary jerk. A soft sound, a humiliated gasp, escaped her lips. The warmth summoned by the clicker was now a focused, aching heat, building under his relentless, clinical attention. She felt herself swelling, softening, opening. Betraying her.

“Satisfactory lubrication,” he noted aloud, as if to an invisible recorder. He continued for another minute, until her breath was coming in short, sharp pants and her hands were gripping the arms of the chair.

Only then did he introduce a second point of contact. The first two fingers of his other hand, slick with her own arousal, pressed against her entrance. He pushed inside slowly, the stretch familiar yet intense. He worked them in and out, a steady, probing rhythm. Her inner muscles fluttered around the intrusion, a helpless welcome.

His fingers curled inside her, searching. They found a spot that made her back arch off the chair, a silent cry forming on her lips. He pressed there, a firm, unyielding pressure, while his thumb continued its maddening circles on her clit. The dual assault was overwhelming. Pleasure, sharp and bright, began to spiral upwards from her core, completely divorced from her mind’s revulsion.

He added a third finger.

The stretch was significant. A deep, burning fullness. He scissored them slightly, stretching her walls. The sensation teetered on the edge of pain, but the relentless stimulation on her clit kept pushing it over into a strange, dark pleasure. He fucked her with his three fingers, the wet, slick sounds obscenely loud in the quiet room. Her body was moving now, rocking slightly to meet his thrusts, a puppet on strings of its own making.

After a few minutes of this, he withdrew his fingers. She was left gaping, empty, throbbing. He turned to the trolley and pulled back the blue drape.

A series of medical-grade silicone dildos lay on the tray, arranged by size. They were smooth, seamless, devoid of any artistic pretense. Tools.

He selected the smallest. It was still substantial, thicker than his three fingers together. He coated it liberally with clear gel from a squeeze bottle. The gel was cool, a shock when he smoothed it over her stretched, sensitive flesh and then pressed the blunt tip against her.

“Relax your pelvic floor,” he instructed, his voice calm. “The objective is not to cause tearing, only to test your limits.”

She tried to obey, forcing muscles that wanted to clench in protest to go slack. He pushed. The silicone head, cool and unyielding, began to part her. The stretch was intense, a steady, burning pressure that built and built. He worked it slowly, millimeters at a time, pausing when her breath caught, then advancing again. She was panting, her vision swimming. It was too much. It was…

It was inside her. Fully seated. The length of it pressed deep, a foreign, solid presence. He held it there, allowing her body to adjust. The initial burn began to fade, replaced by a profound, shocking sense of fullness. A heavy, weighted feeling low in her belly. He gave it a gentle, experimental twist.

A broken moan fell from her lips. It felt good. The stretch itself had become a source of sensation, a constant, demanding pressure that somehow amplified every nerve ending. He began to move it, slow, shallow thrusts that dragged the thick silicone against her inner walls. Each withdrawal made her feel achingly empty; each re-entry was a shock of deep, satisfying fullness.

“Physiological response is positive,” Dr. Belvedere observed, his eyes on where the toy disappeared into her body. “Heart rate elevated, pupillary dilation. Vocalizations indicate peak sensation is being achieved.”

He worked the dildo for several minutes, establishing a rhythm. Candi’s world narrowed to that rhythm, to the thick slide in and out, to the counterpoint of his thumb, which had never stopped moving on her clit. The pleasure was building again, a deep, coiling spring. She was climbing, helplessly, towards a peak.

He stopped. He withdrew the dildo with a soft, wet sound. The sudden emptiness was a physical ache. Before she could even process the loss, he had picked up the next one.

It was thicker. Noticeably, intimidatingly thicker. The head was a broad, smooth dome. Her eyes widened. A whimper escaped her.

“Breathe, Candi,” he said, applying more gel. “Your body is more capable than you believe.”

The broad tip pressed against her stretched, wet entrance. It wouldn’t go. He applied steady, unrelenting pressure. A sharp spike of real pain made her cry out. He paused, then angled it slightly, and with a soft, yielding pop, the widest part of the head breached her. The pain crested, then subsided into a deep, stretching burn that stole her breath. He pushed deeper, slowly, inexorably, until the entire massive thing was buried inside her.

The feeling was… immense. It was beyond fullness. It was an occupation. Her body was stretched wide around it, her inner walls straining to accommodate the girth. He began to move it, short, careful strokes. The drag was incredible, a friction that lit up every nerve. The stretch was constant, a background ache that somehow fed the pleasure coiling tight in her core. Her clit was a screaming point of sensation under his thumb. She was babbling, half-formed pleas and curses falling from her lips. Her hips were lifting off the chair, fucking herself onto the monstrous toy, chasing the sensation, drowning in it.

He increased the pace. The thick shaft pistoned in and out, the wet, squelching sounds filling the room. The chair creaked with her movements. She was lost, a creature of pure sensation. The shame, the fear, the truth about the institute—it all melted away in the furnace of this forced, incredible pleasure. Her orgasm was a tsunami gathering force, unstoppable.

He picked up the clicker from the trolley and pressed it.

Click.

The sound was a detonation.

The climax tore through her with violent, mind-shattering force. It had no grace, no sweetness. It was a raw, convulsing seizure of pleasure-pain. Her back arched violently against the restraints. A raw, guttural scream ripped from her throat, echoing off the white walls. Her inner muscles clenched and spasmed around the huge invading object in a series of violent, rhythmic pulses. Her vision whited out. She was nothing but a vessel for the sensation, emptying herself in a hot rush that had nothing to do with release and everything to do with utter surrender.

The contractions seemed to go on forever, wracking her body. Slowly, they subsided, leaving her trembling, drenched in sweat, her mind blank and buzzing.

Dr. Belvedere withdrew the second dildo. She felt impossibly open, loose, her body not her own. She was a gaping, used hole. She could only lie there, boneless, trying to remember how to breathe.

He was not done.

He applied a fresh coat of gel to his gloved hand. He started with the tips of his fingers, slowly, deliberately, sliding his hand inside her.

The shock of it, the sheer impossible size, brought her back to a haze of awareness. This wasn’t silicone. This was a human hand, warm and alive, and it was inside her. The stretch was beyond anything she could have conceived. A deep, burning, overwhelming pressure that bordered on agony. She whimpered, a high, thin sound of overwhelm.

He pushed deeper, his knuckles stretching her wider than she thought possible. He met resistance, then with a gentle, persistent pressure, his entire hand slid inside her, up to the wrist.

The feeling was… profound. A complete, shocking invasion. She was packed full, stretched to her absolute limit. She could feel the shape of his hand inside her, a solid, warm mass. He held it there, letting her adjust, his other hand still gently, infuriatingly, stroking her swollen, oversensitive clit.

Then he moved.

It was a gentle fucking motion, his wrist rotating slightly, massaging her from the inside. The stimulation was deep, internal, overwhelming. The stretch was constant, a burning frame for the pleasure his thumb was stoking on her clit. She was being remade from the inside out. Tears leaked from the corners of her eyes, streaking back into her hair. She was sobbing, but her hips were moving again, a tiny, desperate rocking against the unbelievable fullness.

“Fascinating,” he breathed, his clinical detachment finally cracking with a hint of genuine awe. “Extraordinary compliance.”

His thumb pressed harder, circled faster. The deep, internal pressure of his fist, the relentless friction on her clit… it built a new peak, one she didn’t think her shattered body could reach. It crested suddenly, a second wrenching orgasm that felt like her soul was being pulled out through her cervix. She convulsed, a silent, shuddering seizure around the solid mass of his hand, her body milking at nothing, trying to clasp what could not be clasped.

Finally, slowly, he withdrew his hand. The sensation of emptiness was catastrophic. She felt cavernous, hollowed out, raw. A gush of fluid followed his withdrawal, soaking the chair beneath her. She lay completely spent, tears drying on her cheeks, her body humming with a deep, bruised ache.

Dr. Belvedere stepped back, peeling off his soiled glove. He looked at her with the satisfaction of a craftsman surveying a finished piece. “A remarkable session. Your physiological adaptability is exceptional.” He pressed a button on the wall. “Brett, please come to the procedure room for subject transport.”

He unstrapped the restraints. The leather fell away from her wrists, ankles, and stomach. He didn’t offer a hand. She tried to sit up. Her muscles were water. She slumped back, a pathetic, weak movement. Humiliation, hot and fresh, washed over her. She couldn’t even stand after what he’d done to her.

The door swung open, and Brett stepped into the sterile light, his frame instantly rigid. He wore his professional mask—a careful, hollow blankness—but as his gaze swept the room, the composure fractured. He took in the scene with agonizing slowness: her naked, glistening skin, the array of used toys gleaming on the trolley, the damp stain soaking into the chair’s leather, and her posture, which looked less like a human being and more like a discarded doll.

A vein in his temple throbbed, and for a terrifying second, his eyes flared with a raw, murderous fury that seemed to darken the room. His knuckles whitened as his hands curled into tremulous fists at his sides. He looked like a man on the verge of burning the entire Institute to the ground, but the silence remained unbroken. He didn't move, didn't curse, didn't even breathe. He knew the cost of a single outburst—one slip of the tongue would forfeit their plan and seal both of their fates. He forced the shutters back down, his expression turning to stone even as the rage continued to simmer, invisible, beneath the surface of his pale blue scrubs.

“She requires assistance,” Dr. Belvedere said, washing his hands at the sink as if he’d just completed a routine task.

Brett nodded wordlessly, though the muscle in his jaw was wired so tight it looked like it might snap. He fetched a wheelchair from the corner, the metal clattering with a sharp, discordant ring in the silent room. When he reached her side, his movements were jagged with a forced, hyper-efficient energy. He kept his gaze fixed somewhere over her shoulder, a desperate attempt to maintain his professional distance.

As he slid one arm under her knees and the other behind her back, she could feel the violent tremor beneath his skin—a frantic energy he was fighting to keep on a leash. He lifted her with a grunt of effort, her body limp and uncooperative, and for a heartbeat, she felt the frantic thrum of his heart against her side. It wasn't the touch of a clinical orderly; it was the touch of a man holding back an avalanche. He lowered her into the chair with a gentleness that felt like a silent apology, his breathing shallow and controlled as he stepped back, refusing to let his eyes meet hers for fear of what they might betray.

He picked up her discarded gown from the floor. He draped it over her lap and shoulders, covering her nudity. The rough cotton was a scant shield, but it was something.

Dr. Belvedere didn’t glance back. “Until tomorrow, Candi. Rest well. Your body has performed admirably.”

Brett pushed her out of the room and into the corridor. The silence between them was thick, charged. The only sounds were the soft whir of the wheelchair’s wheels and the distant hum of the institute. They turned a corner, moving away from the day room, towards the residential wing.

When they were out of sight of any cameras, Brett leaned down, his lips almost brushing her ear. His voice was the barest whisper, a thread of sound in the sterile quiet.

“Tonight. After lights out. I have a plan. I’m getting you out.”

The words were so soft that for a moment she thought she’d imagined them. She went rigid in the chair. Her heart, which had been a sluggish, exhausted thud, suddenly began to hammer against her ribs.

He straightened up, his face once more the bored, neutral mask of the orderly, and continued pushing her down the hall as if he’d said nothing at all.

Brett wheeled her to her room, helped her onto her mattress—his hands brief and impersonal—and left without another word. She lay there, the deep, stretched ache between her legs a constant, throbbing reminder of the morning. But it was drowned out by the frantic drumbeat of his words.

I’m getting you out.

Escape. Freedom. The world outside, with its dirty air and her shabby apartment and her empty fridge, seemed like a paradise. But the fear was paralyzing. What was his plan? How could he possibly bypass the locks, the cameras, the security? If they were caught… what would happen to them?

Candi thought of Sarah, eating her oatmeal in ignorant peace. A fresh wave of guilt choked her. But she knew it was too dangerous. Brett’s warning echoed. It could get us both killed.

The evening meal was a tasteless paste she forced down. Sarah tried to make conversation, her eyes curious, but Candi could only give monosyllabic answers, her mind a thousand miles away. She caught Sarah looking at her with concern, and she had to look away, the guilt a physical pain.

Finally, the lights in the corridor dimmed. The familiar snick of her door locking for the night was both a comfort and a cage. She lay in the dark, every sense screamingly alert. The soreness from the morning’s session was a dull, persistent throb. But it was nothing compared to the electric anxiety jolting through her veins.

She listened. The hum of the air system. The occasional, distant metallic clang. Her own ragged breathing. Every minute stretched into an hour. She replayed Brett’s whisper, the heat of his breath against her ear, the grim determination she’d seen flash in his eyes.

Tonight. After lights out.

The darkness in her room was absolute. It was a countdown.

9 - A RISKY PLAN

The hours until lights out were an eternity. Candi lay on her bed, fully dressed in her thin gown, every sense straining. She heard the distant, electronic lock of her own door engaging for the night. The overhead lights snapped off, plunging the room into the familiar, oppressive dark.

She waited.

Every creak of the building settling, every murmur of the ventilation system, was Brett’s footsteps. Her nerves were live wires.

The soft click of her door unlocking made her jolt upright.

It opened. Brett stood there, a shadow holding a folded bundle of pale blue fabric and a pair of sneakers. He stepped inside, closing the door behind him. “I got an extra set of scrubs, and some shoes. Put them on. Act like you’re an orderly. You keep your head down, you walk out behind me like you’re on rounds. My keycard gets us to the staff stairwell, then the lobby. We walk right out the front door to my car.”

It sounded impossibly simple. And impossibly dangerous. “Are you sure this will work?”

“The night guard at the desk is old, half-asleep. He won’t look twice. By the time they realize you’re gone, we’ll be far away.” He reached out, his hand cupping her cheek. His touch was warm, solid. Real. “Do you trust me?”

Did she? She’d known him for days. He was part of the machine that had trapped her. And yet… he’d shown her a fragment of himself in the dark. He’d tasted her, touched her, looked at her like she was a person, not a specimen. The alternative was a lifetime of being someone’s conditioned pet.

“Yes,” she breathed, the word leaving her lips on a puff of air. “I trust you.”

Her fingers fumbled with the ties of her gown. She let it drop to the floor, standing naked and shivering in the cool air for a second before pulling on the soft cotton pants and tunic. They were too big, swallowing her frame, but she rolled the sleeves and pant cuffs. He handed her a surgical cap. She stuffed her wild curls under it, tucking in every last strand. The sneakers felt strange on her feet. She hadn’t worn shoes since the day she’d arrived.

“Good,” he whispered, his voice a ghost of sound. He looked her over, his eyes gleaming in the dark. He reached out, adjusted the cap slightly. His fingertips grazed her temple, a fleeting, electric contact. “Stay close. Don’t speak.”

He turned, opened the door a crack, peered out. A nod. He slipped into the corridor. She followed, her feet silent on the linoleum.

The hallway was a tunnel of shadows, lit only by dim emergency floor lights. Brett moved with a predator’s quiet grace, his shoulders set, his gaze fixed ahead. Candi kept her eyes on his back, matching his pace, her heart a frantic drum against her ribs. They passed other doors, all identical, all closed. Was Sarah behind one of them? The guilt was a sharp, sudden stab. She was leaving her behind.

Brett stopped at a reinforced door marked STAFF ONLY. He swiped his keycard. A green light flashed. A soft click. He pushed it open, revealing a concrete stairwell lit by harsh fluorescent bars. The air was colder here, smelling of dust and industrial cleaner.

They descended quickly, their footsteps echoing dully. One floor. Two. The lobby level. Brett paused before another door, his hand on the handle. He looked back at her, his expression unreadable in the poor light. He held up a finger to his lips.

He pushed the door open.

They emerged into the back of the institute’s lobby. It was vast and quiet, a cathedral of cold marble and glass. The only light came from a single lamp on the security desk, twenty yards away. An older guard sat behind it, his head bent over a crossword puzzle, a cup of coffee steaming at his elbow. A bank of monitors glowed dully behind him, showing flickering, gray-scale images of empty halls.

Brett started walking, his stride confident, casual. Candi followed, keeping half a step behind, her head bowed, her hands shoved in the oversized pockets of the scrubs. She focused on the back of Brett’s neck, on the short, dark hairs there. Don’t look up. Don’t run.

The guard glanced up as they approached. Brett gave a slight, bored wave. “Hey, Jerry. Grabbing a smoke.”

Jerry, the guard, squinted, his eyes passing over Brett to Candi. Her blood froze. For a second, his gaze lingered on her smaller form, the ill-fitting scrubs.

“New girl?” Jerry’s voice was a phlegmy rumble.

“Trainee. Shadowing me tonight,” Brett said, not breaking stride. His tone was utterly normal, tinged with mild annoyance. “Gotta show her the ropes.”

Jerry grunted, losing interest. He looked back down at his puzzle. “Don’t be all night.”

“Wouldn’t dream of it.”

And just like that, they were past the desk. The massive glass front doors of the institute loomed ahead, reflecting the dark parking lot beyond. Brett pushed one open, holding it for her. A gust of cool, free night air hit Candi’s face. It smelled of rain and asphalt and outside. She stepped through, her legs trembling.

They were out.

The parking lot was a sea of black asphalt under a cloudy, starless sky. A few sodium-vapor lamps cast pools of orange light. Brett’s car, a nondescript gray sedan, was parked in a staff spot not far from the door. He beeped it unlocked with his key fob.

“Get in,” he said, his voice tight now.

She fumbled with the passenger door handle, yanked it open, and slid into the worn cloth seat. Brett was already in the driver’s side, key in the ignition. The engine turned over with a quiet purr. He backed out of the spot, the headlights slicing through the dark.

They were turning toward the exit lane, the wheels whispering on the damp pavement, when the main doors of the institute burst open behind them.

Dr. Victor Belvedere stood silhouetted in the bright rectangle of light, his charcoal suit jacket flapping open. He wasn’t running, but his walk was a rapid, powerful stride, eating up the distance between them.

“Candi! Stop!”

Candi’s breath came in short, sharp gasps. She could see the guard booth at the gate, the black-and-white arm that blocked the way.

Belvedere was a predator in the rearview mirror now, his silver hair ghost-white under the sodium lamps. “You are property, Candi! You come back now, and we can forget this… indiscretion!”

The car wasn’t moving fast enough. As Belvedere’s voice sliced through the night air, Brett’s jaw set into a jagged line of pure defiance. His eyes were locked on the heavy, black-and-white barrier ahead—the final needle-eye they had to thread.

“Brett!” Belvedere shouted now. “You think you’re saving her? You’re damning her! And yourself! I will destroy you both!”

“Hold on,” Brett growled, his voice a low, vibrating bass.

He didn't just step on the gas; he buried it. The engine roared, a guttural scream of protesting metal that drowned out the doctor’s threats. The car lurched, the tires spinning for a frantic second before catching traction and propelling them forward like a stone from a sling.

The gate arm was a solid bar of wood and steel, still horizontal, blocking their path to the main road. Brett didn't flinch. He gripped the wheel with white-knuckled intensity, leaning into the acceleration.

CRACK.

The impact was a bone-shaking jolt. The windshield spiderwebbed as the heavy arm snapped like a dry twig, wood splinters exploding across the hood like shrapnel. The car bucked, tires screeching as they tore through the wreckage, dragging a piece of the shattered gate beneath the chassis with a shower of sparks.

Then, suddenly, the resistance was gone. The dark, open throat of the highway stretched out before them, and the suffocating lights of the Belvedere Institute vanished into the red glow of their taillights.

Candi finally let out the breath she’d been holding. It came as a sob. She bent forward, wrapping her arms around herself, shaking violently. The scrubs felt like a costume now, silly and thin.

“It’s okay,” Brett said, his voice rough. He reached over, his hand finding hers on the seat and squeezing it hard. “We’re out. Just breathe.”

She tried. The air in the car felt thick, charged with adrenaline and fear. She watched the streetlights blur past, the unfamiliar suburban streets giving way to a grimmer, more cluttered urban landscape. They drove in silence for twenty minutes, the only sound the hum of the engine and the soft swish of the wipers against a light drizzle that had begun to fall.

“He meant it,” she whispered finally, staring at her own reflection in the dark window. “He’ll look for us.”

“I know,” Brett said. His profile was grim in the dashboard glow. “Which is why we disappear. Tonight.”

He pulled into the parking lot of a motel that looked like it had been decaying since the seventies. A flickering neon sign read VACANCY in sickly pink. The building was a single-story L of peeling paint and doors that opened directly onto the lot. He parked around the back, away from the streetlight.

“Wait here,” he said. He got out and walked toward the office, a lit cube of glass. She watched through the rain-speckled windshield as he spoke to the clerk through a slot, handed over cash, took a key on a large, plastic fob.

He came back, opened her door. “Come on.”

Room 12 was at the far end, tucked into a corner. It smelled of mildew, stale cigarettes, and industrial cleaner. Brett locked the door behind them, engaged the flimsy chain. He flicked a switch. A single, bare bulb in a ceiling fixture cast a weak, yellow light over the dismal space: a sagging double bed with a brown floral spread, a scarred nightstand, a bulky old television on a dresser, a door leading to a tiny, tiled bathroom.

It was freedom. It was the most beautiful place Candi had ever seen.

The tension that had held her upright since they’d fled finally broke. Her legs gave out. She sank onto the edge of the bed, the thin mattress groaning in protest. The reality of it all crashed over her—the escape, the shouting, the terrifying promise in Belvedere’s eyes. She began to shake in earnest, her teeth chattering.

Brett was there in an instant. He knelt before her, his hands on her knees. “Hey. Look at me.”

She forced her gaze to his. His eyes were fierce, anchor points in the swirling panic.

“He’s not here. He’s back in his sterile castle. We’re here. We’re safe. For tonight.” His thumbs rubbed slow circles on her knees through the cotton scrubs. “We’ll figure out the next step tomorrow. But right now, you’re free.”

Free. The word was too big, too abstract. All she felt was cold and hollow. And then she felt his hands, his warmth seeping into her. She saw the concern etched in the lines around his eyes, the set of his mouth. He’d risked everything. For her.

A different kind of heat began to uncoil in her belly, burning away the cold fear. It was a need born of gratitude, of adrenaline, of the raw, screaming truth that they were alive and together and away. She reached for him, her hands framing his face. She pulled him to her and kissed him.

It was nothing like the kiss in her dark room. That had been hunger and discovery. This was desperation and salvation. It was a wild, claiming thing, all lips and teeth and clinging hands. She poured every ounce of her fear, her relief, her terrifying, dawning hope into it.

Brett responded instantly, a low growl vibrating in his throat. He surged up from his knees, his body pressing hers back onto the bed. He kissed her back with a matching ferocity, his tongue sweeping into her mouth, tasting of coffee and the night air. His hands were everywhere—cradling her head, sliding down her sides, gripping her hips through the scrubs.

He broke the kiss, his breath hot and ragged against her lips. “I will do whatever I have to do to protect you,” he vowed, the words a gravelly promise. “Whatever it takes.”

She believed him. In that moment, with his weight on her and his eyes blazing into hers, she believed it absolutely. “Just don’t let go,” she whispered.

He kissed her again, softer this time, a sealing of the promise. Then his hands went to the hem of the scrub top. He pulled it up and over her head in one smooth motion, tossing it aside. The pants followed, shucked down her legs and discarded on the stained carpet. She lay naked on the floral spread, the rough fabric scratching her back. The motel’s ugly light painted her skin gold, showing every curve, every pale mark, every fading bruise.

His gaze traveled over her, a slow, possessive inventory. There was no clinical assessment now, only pure, dark heat. “So perfect,” he murmured, his voice thick.

He leaned down, his mouth finding hers once more as his hands began a deliberate exploration. He traced the line of her jaw, the slope of her neck. His palms smoothed over her shoulders, down her arms. He took her wrists, pinning them gently above her head on the pillow, holding them there with one strong hand. The subtle dominance of the act sent a fresh thrill through her.

His free hand descended. He cupped one breast, his thumb sweeping over the nipple in a slow, tantalizing circle until it beaded into a tight, aching peak. He bowed his head, taking it into his mouth. His tongue was hot and wet, laving the sensitive flesh before he closed his lips and sucked, deep and firm.

A sharp cry tore from Candi’s throat. The sensation was exquisite, a direct line of pleasure to her core. He lavished attention on one breast, then the other, sucking and teasing until she was arching off the bed, her hips rolling in a helpless, seeking rhythm. The rough blanket abraded her skin, a counterpoint to the velvet heat of his mouth.

He released her wrists, his mouth trailing a searing path down her sternum, over the flat plane of her stomach. Then he moved lower.

He hooked his hands under her knees, pushing her legs apart, opening her to the cool air and his hungry gaze. She was already wet, her arousal a slick, hot ache. He didn’t touch her there yet. Instead, he kissed the inside of her thigh, his stubble a delicious rasp against her tender skin. He did the same to the other thigh, his breath fanning over her sensitive flesh, making her tremble.

“Brett, please…” she whimpered, her fingers tangling in his hair.

He looked up, his eyes meeting hers from between her thighs. The raw desire in them stole her breath. “Please what, baby?” His voice was a dark caress.

“Taste me,” she begged, shameless, all pride and pretense burned away by need.

A slow, wicked smile touched his lips. He gave a single, slow lick from her entrance all the way up to her clit.

The contact was electric. Her back bowed off the bed, a ragged gasp tearing from her lungs. He did it again, slower, savoring her. Then his mouth settled over her, and he feasted.

This was not the slow, teasing worship of the night before. This was hungry, urgent, claiming. His tongue dove into her, fucking her with shallow, relentless thrusts. He sucked her clit into his mouth, applying a perfect, rhythmic pressure that had her crying out, her heels digging into his back. He used his lips, his tongue, the edge of his teeth in gentle, devastating nips. He spread her wider with his thumbs, exposing her completely, lapping at her as if he were dying of thirst and she was a spring.

The orgasm built swiftly, a tidal wave gathering force deep in her belly. It was fueled by the terror of the escape, the high of their flight, the overwhelming reality of his devotion. She couldn’t hold it back. It crashed over her, a blinding, silent convulsion that locked her muscles and stole the air from her lungs. She shook beneath him, her hips bucking against his face as he drank her in, gentling his mouth to lap softly through the pulsating waves until she was a shuddering, oversensitive mess.

Before the last tremor had even subsided, he was moving. He stripped off his scrubs with quick, efficient movements. He was revealed in the dim light, all lean muscle and powerful lines. His erection stood thick and proud, curving slightly toward his stomach, the head flushed and glistening. He was magnificent.

He came back over her, bracing himself on his arms, his body hovering just above hers. The heat of him was a brand. He nudged her entrance with the broad head of his cock, slick with her own wetness and his pre-cum.

“Look at me,” he commanded, his voice guttural.

She forced her eyes open, her vision still hazy. She met his ocean blue gaze, saw the fierce protectiveness, the blazing lust, the wild wonder of their escape all mixed together.

He pushed inside.

He filled her in one slow, devastating stroke, stretching her, completing her. The feeling was profound, a visceral reconnection after the chaos. He sank to the hilt, buried deep, and held himself there, his body trembling with the force of his control. They were both still, joined, breathing the same air.

Then he began to move.

He set a hard, driving pace from the start. There was no gentle build, no tentative exploration. This was a celebration, a claiming, a physical declaration of their shared defiance. Each thrust was deep, purposeful, rocking her body up the bed. The headboard knocked a dull, rhythmic thud against the wall, a bassline to their ragged breathing.

The sounds they made were raw, unfiltered. The wet slap of skin on skin. Brett’s guttural grunts with every powerful drive of his hips. Candi’s sharp, breathy cries as he hit a spot deep inside that made sparks flash behind her eyelids. The cheap mattress springs squealed in protest.

He shifted, hooking her legs over his elbows, opening her wider, driving even deeper. The new angle was breathtaking. She cried out, her nails digging into the hard muscles of his shoulders. “Yes… right there… God, Brett, yes…”

He growled, a purely animal sound of pleasure. He leaned down, capturing her mouth in a searing kiss, swallowing her moans. His sweat dripped onto her chest, mingling with hers. The room filled with the musky, intimate scent of their joining.

“You feel… so fucking good,” he rasped against her lips, his thrusts becoming harder, faster, losing their rhythm in pure need. “Mine. You’re mine now.”

The possessiveness in his words, the raw truth of them, sent her spiraling toward the edge again. The coil of tension, which had never fully unwound, tightened impossibly. She could feel him everywhere—the hard wall of his chest against her breasts, the grip of his hands on her thighs, the relentless, perfect friction of him inside her.

“I’m close,” he warned, his voice strained. “Cum with me. Cum with me, Candi.”

He reached between them, his thumb finding her clit, rubbing tight, frantic circles. It was the final spark. Her second orgasm detonated, a violent, all-consuming eruption that ripped a scream from her throat. Her inner muscles clenched around him in rapid, rhythmic pulses, milking his length.

The sensation tipped him over. With a final, deep plunge, he buried himself and roared, his body shuddering violently as he emptied himself inside her in hot, pulsing jets. He collapsed onto her, his full weight a welcome, anchoring pressure, his face buried in the crook of her neck, his breath scorching her skin.

They lay like that for a long time, a tangled, sweaty heap on the ugly bed, the only sounds their slowing breaths and the distant hum of traffic. Slowly, he softened and slipped from her body. He rolled to the side, pulling her with him, tucking her against his chest. His heart hammered against her back, a frantic drum gradually settling into a steady, strong rhythm.

He reached down, pulling the scratchy blanket over them. The motel room was cool, the adrenaline ebbing, leaving a bone-deep fatigue. Candi nestled into the solid warmth of him, her ass pressed against his hips, his arm a heavy, secure band across her stomach.

In the quiet dark, with his breath stirring her hair, the fear crept back in. Belvedere’s furious face. His threats. The vast, unknown world outside. They had no plan, no money beyond what Brett had, and nowhere to go.

Could they really start over?

10 - SAFE AND FREE

The raw, distorted chords of Black Velvet tore through the silence of the tiny apartment, the bass vibrating through the floorboards like a heartbeat. Candi sat on the sagging thrift-store couch, eyes closed, letting the jagged punk anthem wash over her like a physical shield. The space was skeletal—a living room that bled directly into a narrow galley kitchen, with a hallway so cramped the bathroom required a tactical maneuver just to close the door.

But it was theirs.

Aside from a few frayed band posters pinned to the drywall, the walls remained stubbornly bare, a stark contrast to the mismatched collection of curb-side rescues and second-hand furniture that filled the corners. It possessed none of the chilling, sterile luxury of the institute, nor the frantic, grimy chaos of the life she’d left behind.

Six months. Half a year of looking over her shoulder. Half a year of flinching at the ring of an unknown number, of studying the faces in every crowd, of holding her breath whenever a dark sedan idled too long at the curb. The fear was a low-grade hum, a constant background noise to her new life. She’d learned to live with it, to function around its edges.

She’d changed. The defiant curl of her lip had softened into a watchful line. The reckless glint in her green eyes had been replaced by a quiet, weary calculation. She wore simple clothes now—soft cotton leggings and an oversized gray sweatshirt that swallowed her frame, her wild dark hair tamed into a messy but practical bun. The Black Velvet tattoo on her stomach was a relic of a girl who felt a million miles away. She didn’t drink anymore. The smell of weed turned her stomach. The thought of another man’s touch, any man besides Brett, sent a cold ripple of nausea through her. He was her world. Her anchor. Her only safe harbor in a terrifying ocean.

The key turned in the deadbolt. The sound, familiar and dear, still made her heart give a single, hard knock against her ribs. He was home.

The door opened, and Brett filled the frame. He looked tired, dusted with a fine gray powder from the construction site. It clung to the dark stubble on his jaw, powdered his broad shoulders beneath a worn canvas jacket. His hair, damp with sweat, was pushed back from his forehead. He looked solid, real, and so beautifully ordinary. He met her eyes and the perpetual guardedness in his blue eyes melted away, replaced by a warmth that never failed to thaw the ice in her veins.

“Hey, you,” he said, his voice rough from the day.

“Hey.” She said, a smile touching her lips—a real one, one that still felt fragile and new. “Long one?”

“The usual.” He kicked off his work boots by the door and padded over in his socks. He wrapped his arms around her from behind, his chin resting on the crown of her head. He smelled of sweat, drywall, and the faint, clean scent of his skin. She leaned back into him, closing her eyes, letting his solidity seep into her. His hands splayed across her belly, holding her close. “Missed you.”

“Missed you too.” She covered his hands with hers. This was the ritual. The safe return. The re-establishment of their tiny, hard-won kingdom.

He nuzzled her neck, his lips brushing the sensitive skin below her ear, his stubble a grounding friction against her pulse. The driving bass of "Static Kiss" shook the thin drywall, the lead singer’s ragged scream filling the silence between them. "Remember when we listened to this," he murmured, his voice a low vibration. "In your room at the institute?”

She tilted her head, leaning into him as the chorus kicked in—a wall of distorted, beautiful noise. “Yeah, I remember,” she said, her voice finally losing its brittle edge. “It sounds a lot better here.”

He turned her in his arms to face him. His eyes searched her face, the way they did every day, checking for shadows, for unseen damage. “You okay today?”

“I’m okay.” She traced the line of his jaw, feeling the grit under her fingertips. “Just… the usual.”

He nodded, understanding. The ‘usual’ was a shared language between them now. He kissed her forehead, a tender, lingering press of his lips. “I’m so happy we have this,” he murmured into her skin. “This life. With you. It’s all I ever wanted, you know that? Even when I didn’t know what I was looking for.”

Her throat tightened. She nodded, unable to speak, her face buried against his chest. The coarse fabric of his jacket scratched her cheek. This. This was everything. The fear was the price, and she paid it willingly for these moments.

He held her for a long minute, just breathing her in. Then, he took a small step back. His expression shifted. The soft warmth receded, replaced by a sudden, profound seriousness that made her stomach dip. His hands came up to cradle her face, his thumbs stroking her cheeks.

“Candi,” he said, his voice dropping, gaining a new, weighted intensity. “I have something to ask you.”

Her breath faltered. The air in the small kitchen seemed to thin. What now? Her mind raced—had he seen something? Heard something? Was it Belvedere?

He saw the flash of panic in her eyes and shook his head slightly, a faint, reassuring smile touching his lips. “No. It’s good. It’s… it’s everything.”

Still holding her gaze, he slowly lowered himself to one knee on the worn carpet. The world narrowed to the sight of him kneeling before her, his work-roughened hands holding hers. Her heart was a wild, trapped bird in her chest. She couldn’t breathe.

He reached into the pocket of his dusty jeans. His fingers emerged, closed around a small, dark velvet box. He opened it.

The ring was simple. Elegant. A single, brilliant round diamond set on a thin, gleaming platinum band. It caught the dying sunlight from the window and fractured it into a dozen tiny, dazzling stars. It was the most beautiful thing she had ever seen.

“Candi,” he said again, his voice thick with emotion, steady with certainty. “You are the strongest, bravest person I know. You trusted me with your life. You gave me a reason to be better. I want to spend every single day of the rest of my life proving to you that you were right to trust me. Will you marry me?”

Tears blurred her vision instantly, hot and overflowing. They traced warm paths down her cheeks, dripping onto their joined hands. A sob hitched in her chest, but it was a sob of pure, undiluted joy, a feeling so vast it felt like it would crack her open. She tried to speak, but no sound came out. She could only nod, her head bobbing up and down frantically as more tears fell.

“Yes?” he prompted, his own eyes shimmering.

“Yes,” she finally choked out, the word a watery, broken whisper. “God, yes, Brett. Yes.”

The radiant smile that broke across his face was like the sun coming out. He took the ring from the box, his hands trembling slightly—the mighty Brett, trembling—and slid it onto the third finger of her left hand. It fit perfectly, a cool, perfect circle of promise. He brought her hand to his lips and kissed her knuckles, his eyes locked on hers.

Then he was surging to his feet, pulling her into a kiss that tasted of salt and hope and forever.

It started soft, a sealing of the vow. But it deepened in a heartbeat, ignited by the monumental shift between them. His mouth moved over hers with a newfound, desperate possession. Her hands fisted in his jacket, pulling him closer, her body molding to his. The clean, clinical space of the kitchen evaporated, replaced by a crackling, intimate heat. This wasn’t just a kiss. It was a claiming, a celebration, a physical yes to match the one she’d just spoken.

When they finally broke apart, both were breathing hard. Brett’s blue eyes were dark pools of desire, the storm in them now a different kind of intensity. He didn’t speak. He simply took her hand, the one now adorned with its brilliant new weight, and led her out of the kitchen, down the short hallway, to their bedroom.

The room was dim, the blinds drawn. Their bed, a queen-sized frame they’d assembled together, was unmade, sheets tangled from the morning. He stopped at the foot of it, turning to face her. His hands went to the hem of her oversized sweatshirt.

“I need to see you,” he said, his voice a gravelly rasp. “My fiancée.”

The word sent a fresh, delicious shiver through her. Fiancée. She raised her arms, letting him pull the soft fabric up and over her head. It joined his discarded jacket on the floor. Her leggings followed, shucked down her legs with a swift, urgent tug. She stood before him in just her plain cotton panties and a simple bra. His gaze was a physical touch, heating her skin everywhere it landed.

“So fucking beautiful,” he breathed.

His own hands went to his belt, the buckle clinking in the quiet room. He stripped off his jeans and t-shirt, standing before her in just his black briefs, his body a landscape of lean muscle and power she knew by heart. His erection strained against the cotton, a thick, unmistakable outline.

She reached for him, but he caught her wrist, bringing her ringed hand to his lips again. He kissed the diamond, then turned her hand and pressed a hot, open-mouthed kiss to her palm. The sensation was electric, zinging straight to her core. She whimpered.

His eyes held hers, a silent command in their depths. He gave a slight, downward nod.

Understanding flooded her, warm and liquid. She sank to her knees on the worn carpet before him, the coarse fibers pressing into her skin. Her position felt inherently right—submissive, worshipful, an offering. She was giving him this. Her mouth. Her promise.

Her fingers hooked into the waistband of his briefs and pulled them down. His cock sprang free, full and heavy, the head already slick. He was magnificent. She leaned forward, her breath ghosting over the heated skin. She didn’t tease. This was not a time for games. She opened her mouth and took him in.

The feeling was immediate and profound. The salty, musky taste of him filled her senses. The solid, velvety weight of him on her tongue. A low, ragged groan tore from his throat, his hands coming to cradle her head, his fingers spearing into her messy bun. She looked up at him, her green eyes holding his as she began to move.

She took him deep, letting her throat relax, accepting his length until her lips met the coarse hair at his base. She held him there for a beat, humming softly, the vibration making his thighs tremble. Then she pulled back slowly, her tongue flattening against the sensitive underside, swirling around the swollen crown before plunging down again.

She set a rhythm that was deliberately sloppy, utterly wanton. She let saliva spill from the corners of her mouth, coating him, making lewd, wet sounds that filled the quiet room. She used her hands, one wrapped around his base, pumping in time with her mouth, the other cupping and gently rolling his sac. She was thorough, relentless, worshipping him with a focused intensity that was her own form of devotion. Every groan he made, every twitch of his hips, every choked curse was a reward.

“Fuck, Candi… your mouth… God…” His words were broken, his control fraying. His grip on her hair tightened, not forcing, but guiding, his hips giving minute, involuntary thrusts.

She redoubled her efforts, taking him deeper, faster. The obscene, wet sounds grew louder. She could feel the tension coiling in him, the telltale tightening of his muscles. Just as she felt him begin to pulse on the edge, he gently pulled her off.

She looked up, lips swollen and glistening, breath coming in pants. His face was a mask of strained ecstasy. “Not like that,” he growled. “Not yet.”

He hauled her to her feet, his mouth crashing down on hers, tasting himself on her lips and tongue. He walked her backwards until her knees hit the edge of the mattress and she fell onto it, bouncing slightly. He followed her down, his body covering hers, his weight a glorious, familiar pressure. He made quick work of her bra clasp, tossing it aside, then hooked his fingers into her panties and ripped them from her body, the sound of tearing cotton a sharp punctuation in the room.

Now they were both naked, skin to skin, the cool air of the room a shock against her feverish flesh. He kissed her hungrily, his hands roaming—squeezing her breasts, pinching her nipples until she cried out into his mouth, sliding down to grip the generous curve of her hips.

“Turn over,” he ordered against her lips, his voice guttural. “Hands and knees. I need to see that ring on your hand while I take my wife.”

The command, the raw possessiveness, ignited something primal in her. She rolled without hesitation, getting onto her hands and knees in the middle of their bed. The sheets were cool beneath her palms and knees. She arched her back, presenting herself to him, feeling more exposed, more owned, more his than ever before. The diamond on her left hand caught the dim light, a tiny, steady beacon.

She heard his sharp intake of breath behind her. Felt the blunt, wet head of his cock nudge her entrance, already slick from her own arousal and the remnants of her saliva on him. He didn’t ask. He didn’t tease. He simply pushed inside.

And he filled her. Completely, overwhelmingly. The stretch was exquisite, a perfect, burning fullness that drove the air from her lungs in a choked gasp. He seated himself to the hilt, his hips flush against the curves of her ass, and held himself there, buried deep. She could feel the heavy, hot length of him throbbing inside her, a part of her now.

“Look at you,” he breathed, one hand smoothing over the swell of her ass, the other bracing on the mattress beside her. “My girl. My fiancée. Taking me so fucking perfect.”

Then he began to move.

He pulled out almost all the way, then drove back in with a single, powerful thrust that rocked her entire body forward. A cry ripped from her throat. He set a punishing, relentless pace from the start, each stroke deep and claiming, the sound of their joining a wet, rhythmic slap that echoed in the small room. The bedframe creaked in protest, knocking softly against the wall.

He took her with a focused, almost savage intensity. One hand remained on her hip, his fingers digging into her flesh, holding her steady for his onslaught. The other hand snaked around her torso, his palm flattening against her lower belly, pressing down as he thrust, making her feel him even deeper. Her breasts swayed with the force of his movements, her nipples brushing against the cool sheets.

“This is us,” he grunted, his breath hot against her spine. “This is our life. No one else. Just this. You feel that?”

She could only moan, a wordless, desperate sound of assent. She could feel everything—the delicious friction of his cock stroking her inner walls, the slap of his pelvis against her ass, the possessive grip of his hands, the cool metal of her new ring digging into her palm as she fisted the sheets. The pleasure was a rising tide, pulling her under. With each deep plunge, he seemed to go further, touching a place that made stars burst behind her clenched eyelids.

He shifted his angle slightly, leaning over her back, his chest plastered to her sweat-slicked skin. The new position allowed him even deeper access. He hit a spot that made her see white.

“Brett!” she screamed, her body bowing, her head falling forward. The coil inside her snapped.

Her orgasm tore through her without warning, a violent, convulsing wave of pure sensation. Her inner muscles clamped down on him in frantic, rhythmic pulses, milking his length. A series of ragged, broken sobs escaped her as the pleasure rolled through her, endless and devastating.

Feeling her clench around him, hearing her shattered cries, was his undoing. With a final, guttural roar that was part triumph, part surrender, he slammed into her one last time, burying himself to the root. She felt the hot, liquid pulse of his release deep inside her, jet after jet, marking her, filling her, completing the circuit. His body shuddered violently against hers, his weight sagging over her as the last tremors racked him.

For long moments, they stayed locked together, a tangled, sweaty, spent sculpture of joined flesh. Their harsh, ragged breaths were the only sound. Slowly, he softened and slipped from her body. He collapsed onto his side beside her, pulling her with him, spooning her from behind. His arm was a heavy, comforting weight across her waist, his hand splaying possessively over her lower belly. Her back was nestled against the solid heat of his chest, his spent cock resting in the cleft of her ass.

The room was quiet. The frantic energy of moments before had settled into a deep, liquid warmth that seeped into her bones. She felt boneless, utterly sated, and more at peace than she could ever remember. She stared at her left hand, resting on the sheet in front of her face. The diamond still glittered, a silent, beautiful testament.

“I can’t wait to marry you,” she whispered into the twilight of the room, her voice hoarse.

His arm tightened around her. He pressed a kiss to the back of her neck, a soft, lingering touch. “Soon,” he murmured, his voice thick with sleep and satisfaction. “We’ll do it soon. Just us. Somewhere quiet.”

She nodded, her eyelids growing heavy. The fear was still there, a shadow in the corner of the room. But in this moment, wrapped in the afterglow and the solid promise of his arms, it felt small. Manageable. He had saved her. He had given her this. A life. A future. A ring on her finger.

BACK COVER

The contract is signed. The door is locked. The only way out is together.

Candi is used to breaking the rules. At eighteen, her defiance has cost her everything: her home, her parents’ support, and any semblance of a future. Living in a crumbling apartment and down to her last dollar, she thinks she’s found a miracle when she sees the sign for a medical study at The Belvedere Institute. Fifty thousand dollars for a few weeks of her time. It’s the ultimate score—easy money.

But Dr. Victor Belvedere doesn’t want her blood. He wants her soul.

From the moment Candi steps behind the sterile walls of the institute, the "study" takes a dark and erotic turn. Under the clinical gaze of Dr. Belvedere, Candi is subjected to intense BDSM “training” designed to shatter her will and rewire her mind.

As the lines between pain and ecstasy blur, Candi finds an unlikely ally in Brett, a handsome orderly who shares her love for punk rock—and a growing disdain for the Institute's horrors. When Brett reveals the terrifying truth—that Candi isn't a patient, but property being prepared for the highest bidder—the stakes turn deadly.

Escape is the only option, but the institute’s grip is tightening.

In a world where her body has been turned into a weapon against her, Candi must trust a man who is part of the machine that had trapped her. Can they outrun Dr. Belvedere’s reach, or is the contract she signed truly written in stone?


The Dominant Doctor’s Drug Rehab

1 - A MOTHER’S ULTIMATUM

The walls of the living room seemed to close in on Ivy, the floral wallpaper she’d known since childhood now feeling like a cage. At nineteen, her world had narrowed down to the size of a dime bag, a jagged cycle of chasing the warm, syrupy haze of opiates that had owned her since she was sixteen. Her skin felt too tight, a dull ache beginning to thrum in her bones—the first warning sign that the high from her last fix was starting to bleed away.

"I didn't take it," Ivy lied, though her voice was thin and lacked its usual bite. She couldn't meet her mother’s eyes.

"Don't," her mother snapped, her voice breaking. "The velvet box was under your mattress, Ivy. Empty. My grandmother’s ring… gone."

Ivy’s stomach twisted, but it wasn't guilt—it was the frantic, cold calculation of an addict. She had only gotten eighty bucks for the heirloom gold at the pawn shop, a pittance that had vanished into a dealer’s hand within an hour. She looked at her father, but he was standing by the window, his back turned, his shoulders hunched in a posture of total defeat.

Her mother stepped forward, clutching a printed brochure so hard her knuckles were white. "This is it, Ivy. No more chances. No more 'I'll get clean on my own.' I’ve already called Clearwater Women’s Rehabilitation Center. They have a bed waiting for you tonight."

Ivy felt a flash of panic. The thought of the cold, sterile reality of rehab—the withdrawals, the forced sharing, the days without the only thing that made her feel human—sent a shiver through her. "Mom, please, just give me a week. I swear—"

"No," her mother interrupted, her expression hardening into something Ivy had never seen before: absolute finality. "Either you get in that car and go to Clearwater, or you take your things and you leave this house. Right now. You are not going to die under my roof."

Ivy looked at the front door, then back at her mother’s tear-streaked face. Beyond that door was the street, a life of shivering in alleys and the terrifying unknown. Inside the car was the promise of a long, painful road, paved with dope sickness and regret. The silence in the room grew heavy, punctuated only by the ticking of the grandfather clock.

"Fine," Ivy whispered, the word tasting like ash. "I'll go."

She felt a strange, hollow lightness as she turned to head toward her room to pack a bag. She was nineteen, she was broken, and for the first time in three years, she couldn't come up with a single lie left that would save her.

2 - TOTAL TRANSPARENCY

The gray sedan pulled up to the curb with a finality that echoed in Ivy’s hollow chest. Her mother’s hands, clenched on the steering wheel, were knuckle-white. The silence between them was a thick, sour paste.

“This is it, Ivy. Clearwater.” Her mother’s voice was frayed, a worn-out thread. She didn’t look at her.

Ivy stared at the building. It was aggressively nondescript. Beige stucco, tinted windows, a few sad-looking shrubs in sterile planters. It looked more like a tax office than a place where lives were supposedly rebuilt. A cynical laugh, dry and brittle, threatened to escape her throat. She swallowed it down with the lingering chemical taste of her last hit, twelve hours gone and already feeling like a lifetime.

“Yeah. Looks like a blast.”

“Don’t,” her mother whispered, a single tear tracing a path through her powder. “Just… go in. Do the work. Please.”

The please did it. The raw, desperate hope in that word was a weight Ivy couldn’t shoulder. She shoved the car door open, the thunk too loud in the quiet suburban street. She didn’t have a bag; she’d been told everything would be provided.

She didn’t say goodbye. She just walked, the soles of her worn sneakers scraping against the concrete path. The automatic doors hissed open, swallowing her into air-conditioned sterility. The lobby was quiet, smelling of lemon disinfectant and faint anxiety. A woman with a kind, tired face at the reception desk looked up, offered a practiced smile. The intake process was a blur of forms, a plastic bracelet snapped around her wrist, the confiscation of her phone—a severance that felt physical.

And then, a door opened down the hall.

He stood in the doorway, a silhouette against the bright light of an office. As he stepped forward, Ivy’s jaded, chemically-numbed senses prickled. Dr. Xavier Glass was not what she expected. He was older, maybe late forties, but it worked for him. Dark hair, swept back with just enough gray at the temples to suggest authority, not age. Olive skin, dark eyes that didn’t just look at her, but seemed to absorb the sight of her, assessing, categorizing. He wore a white coat over a crisp dress shirt, no tie. The authority was effortless, woven into the fabric of his stance.

“Ivy,” he said. His voice was a low, smooth baritone, the kind that vibrated in your bones. It wasn’t gentle. It was a statement. “I’m Dr. Glass. Come in.”

Skepticism was her armor. She followed him into the intake room, which looked more like a doctor’s exam room than a therapist’s office. Cabinets, a sink, a high table with crinkly paper, and… stirrups. Her stomach did a slow, cold roll. Withdrawals, she told herself. Just the sickness starting.

He closed the door. The click of the lock was soft, definitive. He leaned against the edge of his desk, crossing his arms. “Your file says you’re here voluntarily. To get your parents off your back.”

Ivy shrugged, aiming for nonchalance, her fingers itching for a cigarette, a pipe, anything. “Something like that.”

“Mm.” A sound of understanding that understood nothing. “Clearwater is different.” He pushed off the desk, taking a step closer. He was taller up close. He smelled like clean linen and something sharper, like sandalwood. “We succeed where others fail because we are not afraid to be… unorthodox. To treat the whole patient. Body and mind. You will be stripped bare here, Ivy. In every sense. Only then can we rebuild.”

A flicker of real fear, cold and clean, cut through the haze of her craving. “What’s that mean?”

“It means,” he said, his dark eyes holding hers, “we begin with total honesty. And total honesty requires total transparency. Remove your clothes, please.”

The command hung in the air, so absurd she almost laughed. “Excuse me?”

“All of them. Place them on the chair.” He gestured to a lone plastic chair in the corner. His tone didn’t change. It was calm, professional, immovable. “Contraband screening is non-negotiable. Patients have attempted to smuggle substances in every conceivable place. We check everything.”

Ivy’s heart began a dull, heavy rhythm against her ribs. This was a power play. It had to be. She crossed her arms over her chest, the thin fabric of her hoodie suddenly feeling like tissue paper. “You’ve got to be kidding. I just came from reception. I already gave you my phone.”

“I’m very serious.” He didn’t blink. “This is my facility. My rules. The clothing, Ivy. Now. Or your voluntary status can be reconsidered, and you can explain to your mother why you chose the street after only five minutes.”

The threat was ice in her veins. The street, in her state, with the sickness already whispering in her muscles… it wasn’t a choice. It was a death sentence. A hot flush of shame—or was it anger?—crept up her neck. Her hands felt clumsy as she grabbed the hem of her hoodie and pulled it over her head. The room was cool. Her nipples tightened against the lace of her bra. She avoided his gaze, focusing on a chip in the paint on the wall as she unbuttoned her jeans, shoved them down her hips, stepped out of them. She stood there in her bra and panties, a cheap black set, feeling more exposed than if she were completely naked.

“Everything,” Dr. Glass repeated, his voice a soft, relentless pressure.

Her fingers fumbled at the clasp of her bra. It gave way. She let the straps slide down her arms, dropped the garment on the pile. Then, hooking her thumbs into the sides of her panties, she pushed them down, stepping out quickly. The air kissed her skin everywhere, a shocking intimacy. She kept her arms at her sides, refusing to cover herself. Fuck him. Let him look.

And he did. His gaze was a physical touch, sweeping from her face, down her throat, over the small curves of her breasts, the flat plane of her stomach, the patch of dark hair between her thighs, down her legs. It was clinical. And yet, it wasn’t. It lingered in the space between breaths. He picked up her clothes, his movements efficient. He patted down the hoodie, the jeans. Then he picked up her panties, black cotton. He held them, running the fabric between his thumb and forefinger. His fingers slipped inside the leg band, feeling along the seam. The action was too slow, too thorough. His fingertip brushed against the spot where the fabric would have sat against her, and a traitorous, unwelcome jolt of sensation sparked deep in her belly. She clenched her teeth, staring harder at the wall.

He placed the underwear in a clear plastic bag, sealing it with a slow zip. “On the table. On your back.”

“What?” The word came out a strangled whisper.

“Body cavity search. Standard procedure.” He was already at the sink, washing his hands with methodical care, pulling on a pair of latex gloves. The snap of the rubber against his wrists was obscenely loud.

“No. No way.” She took a step back, her bare heels hitting the wall. The cold of it seeped into her skin.

Dr. Glass turned, his gloved hands held up. “Ivy, patients hide things in places you wouldn’t believe. It is for your safety, and the safety of others. This is not a negotiation. On the table. Feet in the stirrups.”

Tremors began—fine, shaky vibrations in her hands. She told herself it was the withdrawal, the dope-sickness creeping in. But part of her knew it was pure, undiluted adrenaline, a fight-or-flight response with nowhere to go. The door was locked. The street was a void. Her mother’s tear-stained face flashed in her mind. With a sound that was part gasp, part sob, she turned and climbed onto the exam table. The paper crinkled violently under her. The metal stirrups were cold against her soles as she placed her feet in them. She lay back, the ceiling tiles blurring above her. She felt the cool air on the most intimate parts of her body, exposed, vulnerable in a way she had never been.

But as he rolled a stool between her spread legs, his presence an overwhelming heat, another part of her, a dormant, shameful part buried under layers of chemical numbness, stirred awake.

She heard the squirt of lubricant. The sound made her flinch. “Relax,” he said, his voice closer now, a low hum near her knee. “This will be easier if you relax.”

Easy for you to say, she thought wildly. She felt his gloved hand on her inner thigh, a firm, warm pressure. His touch was confident, impersonal. And then, a slick, cool pressure at her entrance.

Ivy sucked in a breath, holding it. His finger—one, then a second—pressed inside her. It was an invasion, stark and clinical. He moved them slowly, probing, his other hand resting on her lower abdomen, holding her still. She was tense, a locked box. He worked his fingers deeper, curling them slightly, exploring. The friction was strange, alien. She willed herself to disconnect, to go somewhere else in her mind.

But her body betrayed her.

A warmth began to spread from the point of intrusion. A familiar, neglected pulse awoke. It was the sickest thing she’d ever felt. Here, in this sterile room, with this arrogant doctor she’d just met, her body was responding. The careful, probing movements of his fingers were finding places that sent little shocks of sensation through her pelvis. She felt herself growing damp around his latex-clad digits, a slickness that had nothing to do with the lubricant. Heat flooded her cheeks. She turned her head to the side, mortification a live wire in her chest.

“Hmm,” he murmured, a sound of quiet observation. His fingers stilled, then withdrew.

Before she could process the relief, she felt the cool, wet nudge of his fingertip at the tight knot of her other opening. Her eyes flew open. “W-what are you—”

“The search is comprehensive,” he said, his voice devoid of inflection. He applied steady, insistent pressure.

The breach was sharp, a sting of stretching, unfamiliar fullness. She cried out, a short, guttural sound. He pushed deeper, the lubricant easing the way but not eliminating the profound sense of being penetrated, claimed. He held himself there, buried inside that tight channel, and she felt her body clench wildly around the intrusion, a spasm of protest that felt dangerously close to something else.

Then he began to move. A slow, shallow thrust. In, out. The rhythm was deliberate, measured. The initial sting subsided, replaced by a deep, radiating pressure that seemed to fill her entire lower body. Each inward stroke rubbed against something internally, sending strange, echoing vibrations through her core. Her breath came in short, ragged pants. She was sweating now, a fine sheen on her skin.

His other hand moved. His thumb found the swollen, sensitive nub of her clit.

The contact was electric. A jolt of pure, undiluted pleasure rocketed through her, so intense it was almost pain. She arched off the table, a broken sound escaping her lips.

“There it is,” Dr. Glass said, his voice dropping to a husky register. It was the first hint of something other than clinical detachment.

His thumb began to circle, a perfect, torturous rhythm that synced with the thrust of his finger inside her. The dual assault was overwhelming. The fullness in her ass, the relentless circles on her clit—it built a coil of tension so fierce, so fast, it stole the air from her lungs.

She was panting, her hips beginning to move of their own volition, rocking back against his invading finger, seeking more friction from his thumb. Shame was a distant echo, drowned out by the roaring need in her blood. This was wrong, perverse, a grotesque abuse of power. And she was melting into it, her body singing a betrayal so complete it felt like madness.

“That’s it,” he coaxed, his thumb pressing harder, moving faster. His finger in her ass pushed deeper with each thrust, a relentless counterpoint. “Let me see it. Let me see what you’re hiding under all that defiance.”

His words were gasoline on the fire. The coil snapped.

Pleasure detonated in her core, a white-hot explosion that ripped a raw, screaming cry from her throat. Her body convulsed, back bowing off the table, legs shaking in the stirrups. The climax was seismic, wave after wave of brutal, shocking ecstasy tearing through her. She felt a hot gush release from her, a torrent that spattered against the crinkling paper, onto his gloved hand. The spasms went on and on, milking his finger, her inner muscles fluttering wildly around nothing.

Slowly, tremulously, the waves subsided. She collapsed onto the table, utterly spent, her body humming with aftershocks. The room came back into focus—the too-bright lights, the smell of latex and sex and her own release. She was drenched in sweat, shuddering with the force of it.

Dr. Glass withdrew his hands. The loss was abrupt, leaving her feeling empty and shockingly cold. He stood, looking down at her. His dark eyes were no longer just assessing. They held a glint of something dark and satisfied. A smirk touched his lips, subtle but unmistakable.

He peeled off the gloves with a sharp snap, dropping them into a biohazard bin. He walked to a cabinet, pulled out a folded set of pale blue scrubs, and placed them on the end of the table. “Your uniform. Get dressed. An orderly will take you to your room.”

His tone was back to cool professionalism, as if he hadn’t just ripped an orgasm from her body on an exam table. The dissonance was staggering.

Ivy couldn’t move. She lay there, exposed and trembling, the evidence of her humiliating pleasure cooling on her skin. She heard the door open and close as he left. Only then did she drag herself up, her limbs weak and uncoordinated. She cleaned herself hastily with a rough paper towel from a dispenser, her mind a screaming static. She pulled on the soft, impersonal cotton of the scrubs, the fabric feeling like a brand.

The door opened again. A large, silent man in orderly whites stood there. A plastic name tag was pinned to his chest, the name Brad etched in bold, black letters. He didn’t meet her eyes. “This way.”

He led her down a series of hallways, all beige and quiet. Her room was sparse. A single bed with a thin blanket. A desk. A small, high window. A sink. A toilet. The door clicked shut behind the orderly, locking from the outside.

Alone, the full weight of what happened crashed down on her. The violent, unwanted pleasure. The utter loss of control. The smirk on Dr. Glass’s face. This wasn’t rehab. This was something else.

And the worst part, the part that curdled in her gut like poison, was the faint, lingering echo of that climax still buzzing in her nerves. And the sharper, more insistent ache beginning in her bones—the craving, returning with a vengeance now that the shock had faded.

She sank onto the hard bed, the scrubs rough against her sensitized skin. She wrapped her arms around herself, but the cold was inside her. She had come here to play the system. But Dr. Glass, with his unorthodox methods, had just shown her she was utterly, completely out of her depth. And as the first real wave of withdrawal nausea twisted her stomach, a new, more terrifying hunger began to whisper alongside the need for a fix.

A hunger for the shameful, electric darkness she’d just tasted.

3 - UNORTHODOX METHODS

The next three days were a descent into a private hell.

Time lost its shape in the pale blue room. It stretched and snapped, a rubber band of agony. The opiate withdrawal was a living thing inside Ivy, a serpent of ice and fire coiling in her bones. It started as a deep, pervasive ache, the kind that made her teeth feel loose in her jaws. Then came the chills, violent tremors that rattled her frame against the thin mattress. Sweat soaked the scrubs, a cold, clammy second skin, only to be replaced minutes later by a dry, scorching heat that had her kicking off the blanket.

They gave her medication—small paper cups with cloudy liquid that tasted like chalk and regret. It took the sharpest edge off, blurring the screams of her nerves into a dull, persistent roar, but it didn’t touch the core of the sickness. It was like trying to put out a house fire with a squirt gun.

Her mind became a jagged rhythm of craving. Every thought looped back to the cold surface of the mirror, the sharp edge of a plastic card, and the first frantic, burning sting as the white line vanished into her nose, promising a hollow, electric oblivion. The memory of Dr. Glass’s fingers, the shocking climax on the table, became tangled with the need—a confusing, shameful knot of physical want that only deepened her despair. She’d lie curled on her side, staring at the tiny window, watching the light change from gray to black, and hate herself for the faint, treacherous pulse that stirred low in her belly when she remembered the feel of him inside her.

On the morning of the fourth day, she opened her eyes and the world didn’t immediately try to crush her.

The nausea was a background hum, not a tidal wave. The ache in her joints had receded to a tolerable stiffness. Sunlight, real and pale yellow, cut a sharp rectangle across the floor. For the first time, the urge to get up outweighed the urge to disappear.

The hallways were quiet, sterile. She followed the faint sounds of clattering trays to a large, bright room with linoleum floors and tables bolted to the ground. The “day room.” A few women in identical blue scrubs sat scattered at tables, pushing food around plastic plates. The air smelled of overcooked eggs and institutional bleach.

Ivy grabbed a tray—scrambled eggs, toast, a cup of orange juice—and hovered, feeling exposed. A woman at a corner table looked up. She was older, maybe late twenties, with dark circles under sharp eyes and a spiderweb tattoo peeking from her collar. She jerked her chin at the empty seat across from her.

“Sit. You look like you just fought God and lost,” the woman said, her voice raspy.

Ivy slid into the chair. “Something like that.”

“Jackie. Day six. You?”

“Ivy. Day four, I think.” She poked at the rubbery eggs. “Feels like year four.”

Jackie gave a dry, humorless laugh. “Tell me about it. This place is a special kind of purgatory.” She leaned in, her voice dropping. “You meet Dr. Glass yet?”

Ivy’s fork stilled. A flush crept up her neck. “I… had my intake.”

“Yeah, he’s good-looking in a ‘I’m-going-to-dissect-your-soul’ kind of way.” Jackie’s eyes were knowing, cynical. “He’s got his… methods.”

“I see,” Ivy said carefully, her mouth dry.

“Yeah. I had mine yesterday.” Jackie looked away, her jaw tight. For a moment, a crack showed in her tough facade, a flash of something raw and unsettled. She shook it off. “So, what’s your poison? For me, it was anything that made the world stop spinning. Oxy, mostly. You?”

“H,” Ivy mumbled. The admission felt both shameful and relieving. “Whatever I could get.”

“A classic.” Jackie nodded. “And now we’re here, eating shit eggs and pretending we want to be saved.” She stirred her coffee. “You buying any of it? The whole ‘path to wellness’ bullshit?”

Ivy looked at her. This was the first real conversation she’d had in days that wasn’t with a nurse asking about her bowel movements. “No. I’m just here to get my parents off my back. Play the game, get the certificate, get out.”

A slow, grim smile spread across Jackie’s face. “My kind of girl. We should stick together. Survive the cult.”

“Cult?”

But before Jackie could answer, a presence materialized at their table, casting a long shadow over the plastic trays.

Dr. Glass.

He wore his white coat, crisp and imposing. His dark eyes went from Jackie, who instantly looked down at her eggs, to Ivy. That gaze, the one that felt like being physically scanned, settled on her. The memory of it on her naked skin was suddenly vivid, a phantom touch.

“Ivy. You’re upright. Good.” His voice was the same smooth baritone, a vibration in the quiet room. “Your first treatment session is now. Come with me.”

Her stomach tightened. The eggs turned to lead. “Now? I just… I’m eating.”

“You can finish eating when you get back. Right now, it’s time for treatment.” It wasn’t a suggestion. He stood, waiting.

Jackie shot her a look that was equal parts sympathy and warning. See? it seemed to say.

Ivy’s mind raced. She could refuse. Make a scene. But the image of the street, of her mother’s devastated face, of the sickness waiting for her out there without even these meager meds… it was no choice at all. She was trapped. Playing the game meant following the rules. Even these rules.

She stood up, her legs feeling unsteady. She didn’t look back at Jackie as she followed Dr. Glass out of the day room, down a different hallway she hadn’t seen before. This one was quieter, the doors farther apart, marked with numbers instead of names.

He stopped at Room 3, used a keycard, and ushered her inside.

It was colder than the other rooms. The lights were brighter, clinical. And in the center, dominating the space, was a chair. But it wasn’t a normal chair. It was a high-backed, padded exam chair, like something from a dentist’s office, but more heavy-duty. And it had straps. Wide, black nylon straps with heavy buckles at the wrists, ankles, and across the chest.

Ivy’s breath caught in her throat. “What is this?”

“Your treatment chair.” Dr. Glass walked to a large stainless steel cabinet against the wall and unlocked it. “Where we will begin the rewiring process.” He said it so matter-of-factly, as if discussing a course of antibiotics.

“Rewiring.” The word felt metallic on her tongue.

“The addiction has hijacked your brain’s pleasure pathways. We need to reclaim them. Teach your body to find reward in stimulation that isn’t chemical.” He turned to face her, leaning against the open cabinet door. Inside, she could see an array of objects—neat rows of silicone shapes in various sizes, cords, small devices, bottles. “Remove your clothes and get into the chair, please.”

The déjà vu was a physical slap. The same command, in a different room. The same cold dread, laced now with a thread of that shameful, eager heat. Her heart began a slow, heavy thump against her ribs.

“I don’t understand,” she said, her voice smaller than she wanted.

“Do you want to get sober, Ivy?” He asked it plainly, his dark eyes locked on hers.

The truthful answer sat between them: No. She didn’t. She wanted the sweet nothingness of another line. But she needed to be here. She needed to complete this.

He saw the conflict. A faint, almost imperceptible smile touched his lips. “You want your parents’ approval. You want the door to your old life open again. This is the price. This is the work. Transparency. Honesty. The chair.”

The ultimatum was clear. This was the unorthodox method. This was Clearwater.

A tremor started in her hands. Not from withdrawal this time. From a deep, primal fear, and beneath it, a spark of terrifying curiosity. What would it feel like? The traitorous thought whispered. To be strapped down. To have no choice.

Her fingers went to the hem of her scrubs top. The movement felt robotic. She pulled the soft blue cotton over her head, dropping it on the floor. The cold air kissed her skin, raising goosebumps. She pushed the pants down her hips, stepped out of them. She stood naked in the bright, cold room, just as she had four days ago. But this felt different. More deliberate. More… expected.

“In the chair,” he prompted, his voice low.

She climbed onto the padded leather. It was cool beneath her thighs and back. He approached, his movements efficient. He took her right wrist, guided it to the armrest. The black nylon strap was wide, soft on the inside, rough on the outside. He buckled it snugly, not tight enough to cut off circulation, but with a firmness that eliminated any possibility of pulling free. He did the same with her left wrist. The restraint was shocking in its finality. She was anchored.

He moved to her ankles, securing each one to the lower part of the chair with the same deliberate care. Her legs were spread slightly by the positioning. Exposed. Finally, he brought a wide strap across her torso, buckling it securely between her breasts. It pressed her into the chair, immobilizing her completely.

Panic, sharp and acrid, rose in her throat. She tugged instinctively against the straps. They didn’t give an inch. “Dr. Glass…”

“The restraints are to eliminate distraction,” he explained, walking back to the cabinet. “Your mind will try to flee. Your body cannot. Therefore, your mind must stay and process.” He selected a small, bullet-shaped device from a shelf. It was black, smooth, with a single button. A vibrator. “We start with the most direct route to the pleasure centers.”

He turned it on. A low, insistent buzz filled the quiet room. He approached her, his focus entirely on the triangle of dark curls between her strapped-down thighs. Her skin flushed everywhere. She squeezed her eyes shut.

She felt his fingers first, parting her folds. The touch was clinical, dry. Then came the smooth, hard plastic of the vibrator, pressed directly against her clit.

The effect was instantaneous and electric.

A jolt, sharp and bright, shot through her system. Her eyes flew open. A gasp ripped from her lips. It was too much, too direct, an assault on nerves already raw and hypersensitive from days of withdrawal and the memory of his previous touch. She jerked against the straps, a useless reflex.

“Sensitivity is high,” he observed, his voice a clinical murmur. “Good. That means the pathways are awake and hungry.”

He held the buzzing bullet in place with one hand. With his other, he picked up a roll of white medical tape from a tray beside the cabinet. He tore a strip, and with precise movements, taped the vibrator firmly to her clit. The adhesive pulled at her sensitive skin. The device was now locked in place, its relentless hum a constant, maddening pressure.

The sensation was unbearable. Overwhelming. It wasn’t pleasure yet; it was a nerve-shredding vibration that felt like it was drilling into her very core. She panted, her chest straining against the torso strap. “Please… it’s too much…”

“It is exactly what is necessary,” he said, unfazed. He returned to the cabinet.

The buzz was a living thing, a trapped hornet against her most sensitive flesh. It sent confusing signals—pain, irritation, and beneath it, the undeniable, gathering pulse of arousal. Her body, against her will, began to respond. Heat spread out from the point of contact, a slow, thick lava flow through her pelvis. Dampness gathered, slicking her inner folds. She bit her lip, trying to stifle a sound.

Dr. Glass turned, holding a dildo. It was sizable, a deep plum color, with a pronounced curve and a thick, veined shaft. The sight of it, in his hand, sent a fresh wave of tension through her clamped muscles.

He coated it generously with clear lubricant from a pump bottle, the sound wet and obscene. He stood between her splayed, restrained legs, looking down at her. His expression was one of intense concentration, a scientist at a critical experiment.

He placed the broad, slick tip against her entrance.

Ivy held her breath. Her whole body went rigid.

He pushed.

The stretch was immediate, intense. She was tight, clenched with anxiety, and the silicone was unyielding. It pressed inward, a slow, inexorable invasion. A low, ragged moan tore from her throat. It was too big. It hurt.

“Breathe, Ivy,” he instructed, his voice calm. He applied steady pressure. “Your body will accept it. It is designed to.”

And with a soft, wet pop, the head slipped past her resistance, and the thick shaft began to slide into her. The feeling of fullness was astronomical. It burned, stretched, filled her to a degree that felt impossible. She could feel every ridge, every contour as it sank deeper, until his knuckles pressed against her, the base of the dildo seated firmly.

He held it there, buried to the hilt. The vibrator continued its insane buzz on her clit. The dual sensation was madness—a sharp, localized vibration and a deep, profound fullness that seemed to press against everything inside her.

Then he moved.

He pulled the dildo back, almost all the way out, then pushed it in again, a slow, smooth stroke.

The friction this time was different. The lubricant and her own slickness eased the way. The stretch was still there, a breathtaking pressure, but the drag of the silicone along her inner walls… it sparked something. A flash of pure, unexpected sensation that cut through the overwhelm. Her inner muscles fluttered, trying to grip the intruder.

He established a rhythm. Slow, deep, punishing strokes. In, out. Each inward thrust rubbed the curved tip against a spot deep inside her that made stars burst behind her eyelids. Each withdrawal dragged along sensitized nerves, making her gasp. The vibrator’s buzz seemed to sync with his movements, the constant hum amplifying every stroke.

Pleasure, real and undeniable, began to uncoil in her belly. It was tangled with the discomfort, the shock, the humiliation of being strapped down and used like this. But it grew, fierce and demanding. Her hips strained against the restraints, trying to meet his thrusts, to take him deeper, but the straps held her fast. She was utterly at the mercy of his rhythm, of the devices, of the sensations crashing over her.

Sweat slicked her skin. Sounds spilled from her lips—whimpers, choked cries, sharp gasps. She was losing herself in the sensory storm. The craving for drugs was gone, burned away by this more immediate, more visceral fire.

“See how your body responds?” Dr. Glass’s voice was a husky interruption in the wet, rhythmic sounds. He was breathing harder now, a faint sheen on his own forehead. His control was pristine, but a fierce intensity burned in his dark eyes as he watched her unravel. “It doesn’t need the poison. It needs this.”

He fucked her with the dildo harder, deeper. The slap of silicone against her flesh joined the buzzing symphony. The coil of pleasure tightened, a white-hot spring in her core. She was panting, begging with wordless sounds, teetering on a precipice.

He stopped.

The sudden absence of the deep, driving thrusts was a shock. She cried out in protest, her body arching as much as the straps allowed. “No… please…”

“Patience,” he murmured. He withdrew the plum-colored dildo completely, leaving her feeling gapingly empty, clenching around nothing. The vibrator continued its torment. He returned to the cabinet.

She watched, delirious with need, as he selected a second dildo. This one was slimmer, tapered, a pale pink. He lubricated it thoroughly.

He didn’t need to tell her. She knew. The understanding sent a bolt of pure, illicit thrill through her.

He positioned the tapered tip at her other entrance, the tight, forbidden knot still tender from his invasion days before. He pressed.

The breach was sharper this time, a clean, bright sting of penetration. She cried out, a high, sharp sound. He pushed slowly, relentlessly, past the tight ring of muscle, burying the slender length of silicone inside her ass. The fullness was different—tighter, more specific, an intense pressure that seemed to amplify everything else.

He picked up the plum-colored dildo, sliding it back inside her. She was filled in both channels, stuffed impossibly full. The sensation was overwhelming, a decadent, shameful feast of penetration. The vibrator buzzed on her clit. She was pinned, stretched, and vibrating, a live wire of exposed nerve endings.

Dr. Glass began to move the pink dildo in her ass in a slow, shallow rhythm, creating a punishing counterpoint to the deep, steady thrusts in her vagina. The dual fullness, the movement in that tight channel, the unrelenting buzz…

It was the final key.

The coil, wound beyond bearing, snapped.

Her orgasm didn’t crest; it exploded. It was a cataclysm that ripped a scream from her throat, a raw, tearing sound that echoed in the cold room. Her body convulsed against the straps, back arching, legs straining. The pleasure was brutal, all-consuming, a whiteout of sensation that obliterated thought, memory, self. She felt a hot, gushing release, a torrent that spilled from her, soaking the chair beneath her, a humiliating, undeniable testament to the intensity. The spasms rocked her, wave after relentless wave, milking the imaginary intrusions, her inner muscles clenching wildly around the profound sense of fullness.

It seemed to last forever. A forever of shattering, mindless pleasure.

When it finally began to ebb, she was a wreck. Limp, drenched in sweat and her own release, trembling violently in the aftermath. Sobs shook her chest—tears of overwhelm, of shame, of sheer physical spent-ness.

Dr. Glass gently removed the dildos, then the vibrator, peeling the tape away with a careful touch that felt oddly tender after the violence of the climax. He unbuckled the straps, starting with her ankles, then her wrists, finally the torso restraint. The freedom was dizzying. She could barely move.

He handed her a stack of clean paper towels and turned his back, giving her a semblance of privacy as he cleaned and replaced the devices in the cabinet, the clicks of the locks final and decisive.

She cleaned herself clumsily, her hands shaking too hard to be efficient. The scrubs felt alien as she pulled them back on, the fabric abrading her oversensitized skin.

When he turned back, his composure was fully restored. He looked at her, her face blotchy and tear-streaked, her body language screaming exhaustion. “The orderly will help you back to your room. Rest. You have group this afternoon.”

He opened the door. Brad, the same large, silent orderly from before, was waiting. He took Ivy’s elbow, his grip firm, and guided her out. She stumbled alongside him, her legs like water, her mind a blissful, horrified blank.

The rest of the day passed in a haze. She slept fitfully, the echoes of the session playing on a loop behind her eyelids. In the afternoon, she was led to a circle of chairs in a sunny common room. A dozen women in blue scrubs sat there. A counselor, a woman with a gentle smile and steely eyes, facilitated.

The women spoke. One by one, they talked about hitting rock bottom. They talked about the miracle of Clearwater. They talked about Dr. Glass and his revolutionary methods with a reverent, glowing fervor.

“He saw the real me under the addiction,” a woman named Sharon said, her eyes shining. “He broke me down to build me back up.”

“The sessions… they rewired me,” another, Elena, breathed. “I’d never felt anything so pure. It showed me I could feel good without the drugs.”

Ivy listened, a cold knot forming in her gut despite the lingering physical warmth between her legs. The words were too similar, the cadence too practiced. The grateful tears, the phrases like “total honesty” and “surrender to the process.” Jackie’s word echoed in her head.

Cult.

She looked around the circle at the beatific, convinced faces. These women believed. They’d been broken and remade in Dr. Glass’s image. And she… she had just experienced the first step of that breaking. And the worst, most terrifying part was the part that still hummed in her veins, quiet and persistent.

The part that wondered when her next session would be.

4 - A CONVINCING PERFORMANCE

The afternoon light in the day room was flat and tired, bleaching the color from everything. Ivy picked at a loose thread on her scrubs, the cotton worn soft from repeated washing. Across the small table, Jackie traced a pattern in the condensation of her water glass.

“They’ve completely drank the Kool-Aid,” Jackie muttered, her eyes darting to a cluster of women sitting in a circle of chairs on the other side of the room. Their conversation was a low, earnest murmur. “Listen to them. ‘I found my truth in surrender.’ ‘Dr. Glass showed me the light.’ It’s fucking creepy.”

Ivy followed her gaze. She recognized a few faces from the group session the day before. Their expressions were serene, open. It was a stark contrast to the gnawing, restless energy that still vibrated in her own bones. The memory of the treatment chair was a physical imprint—a phantom fullness, the ghost of that devastating vibration. She shifted on the hard plastic seat, a faint, answering warmth stirring low in her belly at the thought. She hated it.

“They’re faking it,” Ivy said, tearing the thread free. “Playing the game to get out.”

“You think?” Jackie’s smile was thin, sharp. “Sharon over there? She was supposed to be discharged last week. Her family came. She told them she wasn’t ready to leave the ‘nurturing environment.’” Jackie made air quotes, her voice dripping with sarcasm. “She chose to stay. In this shithole. That’s not playing a game. That’s joining a cult.”

A cold trickle, unrelated to the room’s temperature, traced Ivy’s spine. She thought of the overwhelming pleasure in the chair, the way it had scoured her mind clean of every thought, every craving. It was terrifying. And part of her, a secret, shameful part, ached to feel that blankness again. To not have to think about the mess she’d made of her life.

“Well, I’m not sticking around a day longer than I have to,” Ivy said, forcing conviction into her voice. “Get the certificate, get out, get back to my life.”

“Back to getting high, you mean,” Jackie said, not unkindly.

“Yeah.” The word felt solid. Real. It was her anchor. “That’s the plan. No cult brainwashing for me.”

“For us,” Jackie corrected, raising her water glass in a mock toast. “Survivors.”

Ivy tapped her own cup against it. The plastic made a dull click. The small alliance felt good. Necessary.

The sense of solidarity evaporated a second later when the door to the day room swung open. Dr. Glass didn’t enter loudly; his presence simply altered the atmosphere, like a drop in barometric pressure. Conversations stuttered and died. Heads turned. He stood in the doorway, his white coat pristine, his dark eyes scanning the room before landing, with unerring accuracy, on Ivy.

Her stomach dropped.

“Ivy,” he said, his voice carrying easily across the quiet space. “With me.”

It wasn’t a request. It was a summons. The déjà vu was sickening. Jackie shot her a look—a mixture of pity and grim solidarity. Told you, it seemed to say.

Ivy’s limbs felt heavy as she pushed back from the table. The plan, she reminded herself. Play the game. Be compliant. She walked toward him, her sneakers making soft squeaks on the linoleum. He turned without another word, expecting her to follow. He led her not back toward the treatment rooms, but down a different corridor, one that felt more secluded. The doors here were heavier, marked with simple numbers.

He stopped at a door marked ‘7’. A small, discreet placard beside it read, ‘Training Room’. He used his keycard. The lock disengaged with a solid thunk.

The room inside was nothing like the sterile treatment room. It was warmer, dimmer. The walls were a deep, muted gray. The floor was padded with interlocking black mats. The air held a faint, clean scent of leather and silicone. But it was the contents that stole Ivy’s breath.

Pegboards covered one entire wall, displaying an array of implements in neat, orderly rows. Floggers with falls of black leather and red suede. Paddles of polished wood and perforated acrylic. Crops, canes, a wicked-looking single-tail whip. Another section held sex toys—dildos and vibrators in every imaginable size, shape, and color, arranged by girth and length like surgical instruments. Restraints—cuffs, collars, spreader bars—hung from hooks. In the center of the room, under a soft downlight, sat a single piece of furniture: a wide, heavily padded bench, upholstered in black vinyl. It had no straps, but its purpose was unmistakable.

“Close the door,” Dr. Glass said, moving to a cabinet and unlocking it.

Ivy’s heart was a frantic bird against her ribs. She pushed the heavy door shut. The click of the latch was terrifyingly final.

“What is this place?” Her voice was a thread.

“The training room,” he said, turning to face her. He had shed his white coat, revealing a simple black dress shirt, the sleeves rolled neatly to his elbows. The change was subtle but significant. Less clinician, more… something else. Something darker. “Where we address the behavioral components of your addiction. Impulsivity. Rebellion. Dishonesty. You will learn discipline. You will learn to submit to legitimate authority.”

A dry, brittle laugh escaped her. “Submit? To you? I’m here to get clean, not get… trained.” She spat the last word.

Dr. Glass regarded her, his expression unreadable. He leaned back against the cabinet, crossing his arms. “Your mother called this morning.”

The words were a bucket of ice water. Ivy froze.

“She was still quite distressed about her grandmother’s ring.” He paused, letting the silence stretch, letting the shame burn in Ivy’s cheeks. “She is considering filing a police report. Grand larceny. It’s a felony, Ivy. You are over eighteen. That carries real prison time.”

The floor seemed to tilt. The plan—her beautiful, simple plan—crumbled to dust. Get the certificate, get out, get high. It hadn’t accounted for prison. The cravings, which had been a background hum, surged forward with a vengeance, a screaming need for something, anything, to blunt this new terror.

“However,” Dr. Glass continued, his voice smooth as oil, “I assured her that you are making excellent progress here at Clearwater. That our methods are unorthodox but profoundly effective. I told her that if you complete the full course of treatment, demonstrating genuine change, I would personally advocate for her to consider the matter… resolved. Family healing over legal retribution.”

The offer hung in the air, glistening and poisonous. A lifeline and a leash.

“And if I leave?” Ivy asked, her mouth parchment-dry.

“Then I withdraw my advocacy. The facility would be required to report your discharge against medical advice. Your mother would almost certainly proceed with the charges.” He uncrossed his arms, spreading his hands in a gesture that was almost apologetic. “It would be out of my hands. You would be arrested.”

The trap was exquisite. Complete, utter, and inescapable. Play the game? This was no game. This was survival. Compliance wasn’t a strategy anymore; it was the only viable move on the board. The rebellion drained from her, leaving a hollow, cold clarity. She had to make him believe. She had to convince him she was changing. Every fiber of her being needed to sell the performance of a lifetime.

She lifted her chin, meeting his dark gaze. She willed her eyes to show a flicker of remorse, of dawning understanding. “I… I don’t want to go to prison.”

“I know you don’t.” His voice softened a fraction. “The path forward is here. It requires total honesty. Total surrender to the process. Are you ready to begin?”

The word tasted like ash. “Yes.”

“Good.” He nodded toward the center of the room. “Remove your uniform.”

This time, there was no shocked hesitation. The calculation was cold and swift in her mind. Do what he says. Make him think it’s working. She untied the top, let it fall. She pushed the pants down her hips, stepped out of them. She stood naked in the warm, dim room, the air cooling on her skin. She kept her eyes on the padded bench, a neutral point of focus.

“Bend over the bench. Center yourself. Grip the far edge.”

She moved on autopilot. The vinyl was cool and smooth under her palms as she leaned forward. The position arched her back, presented her rear. She felt wildly exposed, the vulnerability a physical ache. She heard the soft shush of leather against leather as he selected a tool from the wall.

He came to stand beside her. In his hand was a flogger with about two dozen falls of medium-weight black leather. He let the tails drape across the small of her back for a moment, a silent preview. Her skin prickled.

“The first lesson is consequence,” he said, his voice calm, didactic. “For every act of defiance, for every self-destructive choice, there is a price. Your body will learn to associate rebellion with discomfort. And compliance…” he lifted the flogger, “with relief.”

The first strike was a surprise. It wasn’t terribly hard, but the combined impact of two dozen individual tails was a startling, stinging sensation that spread across the crest of her buttocks like a hot wave. She gasped, her fingers tightening on the bench.

Thwack.

Another, slightly harder, landing just below the first. The sting deepened, a bright, sharp pain. She flinched.

Thwack. Thwack.

He found a rhythm. Methodical. Unhurried. Each strike fell on slightly different terrain, lighting up new nerve endings. The initial shock began to transmute. The sharp sting lingered, but beneath it, a warmth spread. A deep, radiating heat that seeped into her muscles. It wasn’t pleasant, exactly. But it was intense. Consuming. It drove every other thought from her head—the fear of prison, the craving for drugs, the shame of her nudity. There was only the impact, the heat, the sound of leather meeting skin.

A low sound escaped her, not quite a whimper, not quite a moan. To her horror, she felt a telltale slickness between her thighs. Her body, the ultimate traitor, was responding to the violence, interpreting the pounding rhythm and the flood of adrenaline and endorphins as a prelude to something else. The warmth in her rear melted into a different, more familiar heat in her core. She pressed her thighs together, a futile attempt to hide it.

He noticed. Of course he did.

The flogging stopped. The sudden absence of sensation was its own kind of shock. The air felt cool on her heated skin. She heard him place the flogger on a nearby table.

“Your body is learning faster than your mind,” he observed. There was no mockery in his tone, only clinical interest. “It understands the paradigm. Pain and pleasure are neighbors. They share a fence. The gate between them is often unlocked.”

She heard the soft rasp of a zipper. The sound, in the quiet room, was obscenely loud. Her breath faltered. This was part of the performance, she told herself. This was what she had to do to sell it. To survive.

He moved in front of her. He had freed his cock from his trousers. It was erect, thick and flushed, a clear bead of moisture glistening at the tip. He was, she noted with a distant part of her mind, beautifully formed. The dominance of him, the sheer physicality, was undeniable.

“On your knees,” he said.

Her legs trembled as she sank down onto the padded mat. The position put her eye-level with his erection. The musky, masculine scent of him filled her senses. Compliance, she screamed at herself. Make him believe.

He didn’t guide her head with his hand. He simply positioned himself, the broad tip brushing her lips. “Open.”

She parted her lips. He pushed forward.

The invasion was immediate and overwhelming. The head pushed past her lips, over her tongue, hitting the back of her throat. She gagged, reflexively, her eyes watering. He didn’t pull back. He held there, letting her adjust to the sheer size of him filling her mouth. Saliva pooled, dripped from her chin.

Then he began to move. Slow, shallow thrusts at first, fucking her mouth with a deliberate, controlled pace. She tried to breathe through her nose, her throat working around him. The sensation was one of utter submission, of being used as an object for his pleasure. It should have been humiliating. It was humiliating. But the heat between her legs became a throbbing pulse. The sting on her ass sang a counterpoint. Her hands, which had been clenched at her sides, came up to rest tentatively on his thighs, as if to steady herself.

He deepened his thrusts. The head of his cock bumped against her soft palate, then pressed into her throat. Her gag reflex spasmed again, tears now streaming down her face. She made a choked, wet sound. He slid out, letting her gasp a breath of air slick with spit, then plunged back in, deeper this time, holding himself in her throat. Stars danced at the edges of her vision. The lack of air, the intense fullness, the complete loss of control—it spiraled into a perverse, dizzying arousal. A ragged moan vibrated around his shaft, the sound shocking her.

He fucked her face in earnest then, a steady, punishing rhythm that allowed her just enough air to avoid passing out, but no more. The wet, sloppy sounds filled the room. Her jaw ached. Her throat felt raw and stretched. And the coiled tension in her pelvis wound tighter and tighter, fed by every thrust, every gag, every tear that tracked through the spit on her chin.

Just as she felt herself teetering on some incomprehensible edge, he pulled out completely. A string of saliva and precum connected her lips to his glistening tip for a second before snapping. She slumped forward, coughing, dragging in great, ragged breaths. Her entire face was wet, her lips swollen.

“Over the bench,” he commanded, his voice husky now, a crack in his clinical armor.

She stumbled to her feet, her knees weak, and bent over the padded vinyl once more. Her well-stung backside was on full display, throbbing with heat. She felt him step behind her, his hands settling on her hips. His grip was firm, possessive.

He guided himself to her entrance, slick with her own arousal. He pushed inside her with a single, smooth, powerful stroke.

The cry that tore from her was one of pure, shocked relief. After the violation of her mouth, this penetration felt like a gift. She was soaked, impossibly ready, and he filled her with a breathtaking completeness that made her see white. He didn’t wait for her to adjust. He set a brutal, driving pace from the first moment, pulling almost all the way out before slamming back in, the force of it driving her up the bench with each thrust. The sound of their bodies meeting was a solid, rhythmic slap.

His hands tightened on her hips, holding her in place, controlling the entire motion. She was just a vessel for his use, and the thought, instead of shaming her, liberated something. There was no decision to make, no performance to maintain. There was only this: the deep, grinding friction, the slap of skin, his guttural breaths, the delicious ache in her well-struck flesh with every impact. Her mind emptied. The performance faded, and what was left was raw, unfiltered sensation. Pleasure, sharp and undeniable, radiated from her core with each piston-like stroke.

She met his thrusts as best she could, pushing back against him, shameless now, chasing the feeling. Whimpers and pleas fell from her lips, a broken litany of “yes” and “more” and “please.” The coil, wound so tightly by the flogger and the face-fucking, was at its breaking point.

He sensed it. With a final, deep grind, he pulled out of her. The sudden emptiness was a physical pain. She sobbed in protest.

“Patience,” he breathed, his own control fraying. She heard the sound of a pump bottle, the wet squirt of lubricant. A cold, slick trickle dripped between the cheeks of her ass. His thumb pressed against the tight ring of muscle, smearing the lube, applying gentle, insistent pressure.

Her body went rigid. This was different. This was the ultimate surrender. The final barrier.

“Relax,” he murmured, his thumb circling. “You can take it. You’re ready.”

And somehow, she was. The terror was still there, a bright spike, but it was woven through with a dark, irresistible thread of curiosity. Of want. She forced herself to exhale, to let the tension leave her muscles.

He replaced his thumb with the broad, slick head of his cock. He pressed. There was resistance, a sharp, burning stretch that made her cry out, her nails digging into the vinyl. He held the pressure, unwavering. Then, with a slow, inexorable push, he breached her.

The sensation was unparalleled. A searing, full feeling of being stretched beyond capacity, invaded in the most forbidden place. He didn’t stop. He pushed deeper, inch by devastating inch, until he was fully sheathed inside her, his hips flush against her throbbing backside. They both froze for a moment, suspended in the intensity of the penetration.

Then he moved.

The friction was exquisite, a sharp, clean burn with every withdrawal, a deep, filling pressure with every inward stroke. It was more intense than her mouth, more intimate than her cunt. It touched something primal in her brain, a switch that flipped from pain to blinding, transcendent pleasure. The earlier sting from the flogger seemed to ignite, merging with the internal burn to create a symphony of sensation that centered directly on her clit, pressed against the cool vinyl.

He fucked her ass with the same dominant, controlled rhythm, but there was a raw edge to it now, a hunger he wasn’t bothering to conceal. His fingers dug into the meat of her hips. His breaths came in harsh pants near her ear.

The dual sensations—the deep, rhythmic invasion and the constant pressure on her clit—were too much. The orgasm that had been building, twisting through every humiliation and submission, finally erupted. It didn’t crest; it detonated. A silent, searing wave of pleasure ripped through her, locking her muscles, stealing her breath. Her vision tunneled to black. She clenched around him, spasming violently, the intense, tight channel milking his length. A guttural, broken sound was all she could manage as the waves crashed over her, endless, mind-blanking.

Her climax triggered his. With a deep, shuddering groan, he buried himself to the hilt and held, his own release pulsing hot inside her. The feeling of being filled in that way, of being claimed so utterly, sent a final, secondary shockwave through her spasming body.

For a long moment, there was only the sound of their ragged breathing, the smell of sex and leather and sweat in the warm air.

Slowly, carefully, he withdrew. The sensation was strange, leaving her feeling empty and used in a way that was strangely satisfying. He zipped his pants, his movements regaining their usual efficient grace.

He handed her a clean towel from a stack on a shelf. “Get dressed.”

She cleaned herself mechanically, the rough cotton a stark contrast to the sensitivity she felt everywhere. Pulling on the soft blue scrubs felt like donning a costume after being utterly real. She avoided his eyes.

When she was dressed, he looked at her. A different look than before. Not clinical assessment, but something closer to… approval. Satisfaction.

“That was impressive, Ivy,” he said, his voice back to its smooth baritone. “Your willingness to surrender was genuine. I could feel it. You’re not just going through the motions anymore. You’re starting to understand the freedom in submission. The control it gives you over your own chaos.” He stepped closer, reaching out to tuck a stray strand of her damp hair behind her ear. The gesture was almost paternal. It made her skin crawl. And yet, a part of her leaned into it. “I believe you truly want to change your life.”

The words were a victory. They were what she needed to hear. The performance had been a staggering success. She had convinced him.

She met his gaze, summoning a look of grateful sincerity. “I… I think I do.”

He smiled, a real smile that softened the severe lines of his face. “Good. The orderly will take you back. Rest. You’ve earned it.”

As she followed Brad, the orderly, back to the residential wing, the euphoria of the climax and the relief of his approval began to fade. In their place, a cold, hollow feeling settled in her gut. She had played her part flawlessly. She had survived. She was one step closer to getting out.

But as she walked, the memory of the orgasm—the most powerful, obliterating one of her life—replayed in her nerves. It hadn’t been part of the act. That had been real. The submission, in that final moment, had been terrifyingly, shamefully genuine.

That evening in the cafeteria, she found Jackie picking at a plate of bland pasta.

“Well?” Jackie asked, her eyes sharp. “What fresh hell was it today?”

Ivy stabbed a limp green bean with her fork. “The training room. More of his… methods.”

Jackie’s gaze swept over her, noting the slight wince as she sat, the distant look in her eyes. “Jesus. And you’re still walking. What’d he do?”

Ivy gave a short, brittle laugh. “Does it matter? I did what I had to do. He thinks I’m making progress. That’s all that counts.” She forced conviction into her voice. “I can’t wait to get out of this nuthouse and get back to normal. Get high and forget any of this ever happened.”

“Fucking-A,” Jackie agreed, clinking her fork against Ivy’s. “This place is a nightmare. Freedom can’t come soon enough.”

Ivy nodded, chewing the tasteless food. “Yeah. Freedom.”

But as she said it, the word felt hollow. The memory of the padded bench, of utter, mindless surrender, flashed behind her eyes. And a treacherous, silent voice in the deepest part of her whispered that the freedom she’d felt in that room, under his hands, had been more intoxicating than any drug she’d ever tried.

5 - DEEPENING SUBMISSION

The morning arrived not with the usual clawing dread, but with a strange, hollow quiet. Ivy lay on her narrow bed, staring at the ceiling’s acoustic tiles. The physical pangs of withdrawal were a distant murmur now, a background static easily ignored. In their place was a different kind of ache—a deep, muscular soreness that radiated from her core and the still-tender skin of her backside. It was a brand, a physical memory of the training room. She touched her lower lip, slightly puffy. The ghost of a stretch lingered in her throat.

She dressed in the silent room, the blue cotton soft against her sensitive skin. The ritual felt different. Less like putting on a costume, more like donning a uniform for a duty she now vaguely understood. The rebellious spark, the one that had fueled her plan to fake it and flee, felt dampened, smothered under the weight of the most profound physical release she’d ever experienced. And under the cold, sharp fear of prison.

Breakfast in the cafeteria was a blur of soft voices and the clatter of trays. Jackie slid into the seat opposite her, her sharp eyes scanning Ivy’s face.

“You’re quiet,” Jackie said, poking at her oatmeal. “More than usual. He really did a number on you yesterday, huh?”

Ivy stirred her own bland porridge. “I did what I had to do.”

“Yeah. Survive.” Jackie’s tone was flat. “Just remember what we’re surviving for. The outside. The real world. Where you don’t have to get on your knees for some fucking doctor.”

The real world. The words felt thin, insubstantial. The real world was where her mother’s tear-streaked face awaited, where pawn shops and empty baggies and the constant, gnawing need lived. The world inside these walls had given her, however violently, however shamefully, a moment of total escape. A silence in her head she’d never achieved with a needle or a pill.

“I remember,” Ivy said, but the words lacked conviction.

Before Jackie could press further, the atmosphere in the room shifted. A door clicked open. Conversations didn’t die this time; they faded into a respectful, attentive hush. Dr. Glass stood in the doorway, but he wasn’t alone.

A second man stood beside him, slightly older, with close-cropped silver hair and a beard trimmed to a sharp point. He wore the same style of white coat, but his posture was different—broader, more solid, like a retired athlete turned scholar. His eyes, a pale, watery blue, swept the room with detached curiosity before settling, inevitably, on Ivy.

Her stomach, for the first time that morning, clenched with a familiar, cold fear. This was new.

“Ivy,” Dr. Glass called, his voice calm. “With us, please.”

No excuse. No delay. She stood, her legs steady. Jackie’s hand shot out, gripping her wrist briefly. Her fingers were cold. “Ivy,” she whispered, her voice urgent. “Do what you have to.”

Ivy just nodded, extricating her arm. She walked toward the two men, her feet, clad in non-slip socks, silent on the floor. The other women watched her pass, their expressions unreadable. Sharon, sitting with a serene circle of patients, gave her a small, knowing smile that made Ivy’s skin crawl.

“This is Dr. Gerard Burton,” Dr. Glass said as she reached them. His voice was professional, collegial. “A visiting specialist in behavioral recalibration. He’s here to observe and, today, to participate in your treatment.”

Dr. Burton offered a small, tight smile that didn’t reach his eyes. “Pleased to meet you, Ivy. Xavier has told me about your… progress. Promising.”

His voice was deeper than Dr. Glass’s, with a gravelly edge. His gaze felt analytical, like he was assessing a specimen. Ivy murmured something that might have been a greeting. The two men turned in unison and led her down the now-familiar corridor to the heavy door marked ‘7’.

The training room was as she remembered: warm, dim, the air tasting of leather and clean sweat. The implements on the wall seemed to gleam in the low light. The padded bench sat in the center, an altar of vinyl. But today, her eyes were drawn to a fixture in the corner: a complex arrangement of black nylon straps and carabiners suspended from a heavy ceiling mount—a sex swing.

“Close the door,” Dr. Glass instructed, and she did, the solid thunk of the lock sealing them in.

Dr. Burton wandered the perimeter, his hands clasped behind his back, examining the tools on the wall with a connoisseur’s eye. “A fine collection, Xavier. Very comprehensive.”

“We find it sufficient for our needs,” Dr. Glass replied. He turned to Ivy, his dark eyes holding hers. “Today’s session is about deepening your submission. About learning to yield to multiple sources of legitimate authority without resistance. Dr. Burton represents a different facet of the structure you need to embrace. Your compliance must be total, and it must be genuine. Do you understand?”

The old Ivy would have balked. Would have spat a curse, crossed her arms, dug in her heels. That girl felt like a ghost now, a faint echo. The woman who stood here now felt the lingering soreness between her legs, remembered the blinding white peace of surrender, and saw the cold bars of a prison cell. The calculation was instantaneous, but it was followed by something else—a low, unwelcome thrill that uncoiled in her belly at the thought of two of them. Of being the focus of that much concentrated attention, that much power.

“I understand,” she said, her voice clear.

“Good.” Dr. Glass nodded. “Remove your clothes.”

There was no hesitation. Her fingers went to the tie of her top, loosening it, letting the fabric slide from her shoulders. She pushed the pants down her hips, stepped out of them, folded them neatly on a small stool by the door as she had been taught. The air was warm, but her nipples tightened instantly. She stood naked before them, her hands at her sides. She kept her gaze lowered, but she was intensely aware of both men looking at her. Dr. Glass’s gaze was familiar—possessive, assessing. Dr. Burton’s was cooler, more scrutinizing, taking in the faint red marks from the flogger that still marred her buttocks, the slight swell of her lips.

“Beautiful canvas,” Dr. Burton remarked, his tone clinical. “The marks are healing well. She holds tension in her shoulders, though. Apprehension.”

“We’ll address that,” Dr. Glass said. He moved to stand before her, so close she could smell his soap, the starch of his shirt. “On your knees, Ivy.”

She sank down, the padded mat cushioning her knees. The position was one of profound vulnerability, her head now at the level of their waists. She stared at the polished toes of their dress shoes.

She heard the rustle of fabric, the subtle clink of belts, the rasp of two zippers in quick succession. Her breath shallowed. Then, two cocks were presented to her field of vision.

Dr. Burton’s was thick and uncut, the head a dark plum color emerging from its sheath. Dr. Glass’s was as she remembered—long, straight, flushed with blood. Both were fully erect. The sheer, daunting reality of them, the casual display of dual dominance, made her mouth water traitorously.

“You will service us,” Dr. Glass said, his voice taking on that calm, instructional tone. “You will take one in your mouth while you use your hand on the other. Switch when instructed. This isn’t about your pleasure. It’s about your obedience. But,” he added, a subtle shift in his tone, “your obedience will be rewarded.”

The instruction was explicit, degrading. It should have filled her with revulsion. Instead, a heavy, liquid warmth spread through her pelvis. Her clit gave a distinct, aching pulse. This is the price, she told herself. This is the performance. But the performance was getting harder to distinguish from a dark, rising need.

“Begin,” Dr. Burton said, his gravelly voice a command.

She leaned forward first toward Dr. Burton, her decision instinctive. He was the unknown, the new variable to be mastered. She opened her mouth, taking the broad, smooth head past her lips. The skin was soft, musky. She swirled her tongue around the corona, tasting clean skin and a faint, salty precum. At the same time, her right hand reached for Dr. Glass. Her fingers wrapped around his shaft, finding him warm, solid, the skin like silk over steel. She began a slow, pumping motion, her thumb swiping over his leaking slit.

Dr. Burton let out a low, approving hum. He placed a large, steadying hand on the back of her head, not forcing, just resting. “Good. Take more.”

She obeyed, sliding her lips down his considerable girth. He filled her mouth completely, a different shape than Dr. Glass, blunter. She relaxed her throat, letting him press deeper, until her nose was buried in the crisp silver hair at his base. She breathed in his scent—clean sweat, antiseptic soap, pure male. Her hand on Dr. Glass moved in counterpoint, squeezing, stroking from root to tip.

“Switch,” Dr. Glass commanded, his voice taut.

She pulled off Dr. Burton with a wet pop, a string of saliva clinging to her chin. She turned her head, and without pause, took Dr. Glass into her mouth. He was familiar territory, yet somehow new in this context. She sucked him deeply, using her tongue along the frenulum the way she’d learned made his breath catch. Her left hand now found Dr. Burton, her grip adjusting to his thicker girth, her wrist working in a firm, twisting motion.

They used her. They didn’t thrust aggressively into her mouth, but they didn’t remain passive. They guided the pace with gentle pressure on her head, with murmured commands. “Deeper.” “Slower on the hand, focus on the mouth.” “Use your tongue.” She became an instrument, a nexus of sensation for them. The humiliation was present, a bright, sharp note, but it was woven through with a profound, meditative focus. There was no room for thoughts of drugs, of her mother, of prison. There was only the weight on her tongue, the texture under her palm, the sounds of their pleasure—guttural breaths, soft groans. Her own arousal was a demanding, throbbing presence between her legs, a slickness she could feel coating her inner thighs.

“Enough,” Dr. Glass said after a timeless interval, his voice rough. “Stand up.”

Her knees protested as she rose, her jaw aching. Both men were breathing harder, their cocks glistening with her saliva. Dr. Glass’s eyes were dark with intent. Dr. Burton watched her with that same analytical look, but his pale eyes had warmed, a flicker of hunger in their depths.

“To the swing,” Dr. Burton said, nodding to the corner.

Ivy walked on unsteady legs to the complex web of straps. Dr. Glass came behind her, his hands on her hips. “Left leg here,” he guided, holding a wide nylon loop. She placed her leg through the loop which he positioned at her knee. He repeated the process with her right leg, spreading her legs wide. Then he guided her arms through similar loops, under her armpits. A wide strap supported her back, so she was suspended in a semi-reclining position, her body open, utterly exposed and supported by the harness. The position lifted her pelvis, presenting her sex and rear at a perfect angle. The vulnerability was absolute, breathtaking.

Dr. Burton had stripped off his white coat and was rolling up his sleeves. He approached her, running a hand along her inner thigh. “Excellent positioning. She’s fully accessible. And very ready, I see.” His thumb brushed through her soaked folds, and she jerked in the restraints, a gasp tearing from her. He chuckled, a dry sound. “Responsive.”

He positioned himself between her splayed legs. She watched, heart hammering, as he guided his thick cock to her entrance. The broad head pressed against her, and she was so wet he slid in with shocking ease. The gasp this time was one of pure, shocking fullness. He was bigger than Dr. Glass in girth, stretching her in a new, delicious way. He didn’t pause. He buried himself to the hilt in one smooth, powerful thrust that pushed the air from her lungs.

“Oh god,” she moaned, the words ripped from her.

Dr. Burton set a deliberate, deep rhythm. His thrusts were slower than Dr. Glass’s had been, more grinding, each one dragging against every sensitive inner surface. He held her hips, his grip firm, anchoring her as he moved in her. The swing rocked gently with their motion. Ivy’s head fell back, her eyes squeezing shut. The sensation was overwhelming. The deep, filling pressure, the rough texture of his trousers against her thighs, the sheer carnal reality of being fucked by a stranger while her doctor watched—it shattered the last vestiges of her mental resistance. Pleasure, sharp and coiling, began a relentless climb up her spine.

Dr. Glass watched from a few feet away, his hand stroking his own erection, his eyes fixed on where Dr. Burton disappeared into her body. “She’s taking you well, Gerard.”

“Very well,” Dr. Burton grunted, his pace increasing slightly. “Tight. And so wet for it. She’s a natural submissive. You were right.”

The words, spoken over her as if she weren’t there, should have been insulting. Instead, they fanned the flames. A natural submissive. The label, coming from this new authority, felt like an absolution. It gave a name to the chaos inside her, to the part of her that craved this exact thing—this loss of control, this reduction to pure sensation.

Dr. Burton’s thrusts became harder, faster, losing their clinical precision. His breathing turned ragged. “I’m going to cum,” he announced, his voice strained.

“Do it,” Dr. Glass said, his own voice thick. “Fill her.”

With a final, deep plunge, Dr. Burton drove into her and held, his body tensing. Ivy felt the hot, sudden pulse of his release deep inside her, a flood of warmth that triggered a violent clench of her own inner muscles. She cried out, teetering on the edge but not falling over, the internal heat stoking her need to a fever pitch.

Dr. Burton withdrew slowly, his spent cock slick with their combined fluids. He stepped back, breathing heavily, a look of grim satisfaction on his face. Ivy felt his seed begin to leak from her, a warm trickle.

Before the emptiness could register as loss, Dr. Glass was there. He didn’t bother with preliminaries. He guided his cock to her well-used, dripping entrance and pushed inside. The sensation was electrifying. She was exquisitely sensitive, stretched and slick from Dr. Burton, and Dr. Glass’s familiar shape hitting slightly different spots sent fresh sparks flying behind her eyelids.

He fucked her with a focused intensity, a possessive rhythm that felt like a reclaiming. His hands gripped the straps near her hips, his knuckles white. “You belong here,” he growled, each thrust punctuating the words. “In this swing. Taking what you’re given. This is your treatment. This is your peace.”

And it was. The deep penetration, the mixing seed inside her, the utter helplessness of the swing—it coalesced into a truth that bypassed her brain and spoke directly to her raw nerves. The climbing pleasure was no longer a coil; it was a tsunami gathering force, pulling from her core, her clit, her sensitized rear, from the very air she struggled to breathe.

“Please,” she begged, the word a sob. “Please, I’m going to…”

“Cum,” Dr. Glass commanded, his voice a crack of thunder in the dim room. “Cum for us. Show us your surrender.”

It was the permission she didn’t know she needed. The orgasm detonated, a silent, searing supernova that erased the world. Her back arched violently against the straps, a raw, torn scream ripping from her throat. Her vision whited out. Her inner muscles clamped down on Dr. Glass’s thrusting cock in rhythmic, milking spasms that seemed to go on forever, wringing the pleasure from every cell. It was more intense than the day before, deeper, rooted in a profound psychological yielding she hadn’t known was possible.

Her climax pulled his from him. With a guttural shout, he slammed into her one final time, his body shuddering as he emptied himself inside her, his hot release mixing with his colleague’s already there. The feeling of being filled so completely, so definitively, by both men, sent a final, secondary shockwave through her already convulsing body.

For a long time, there was only the sound of harsh breathing and the soft creak of the swing settling. Ivy hung in the harness, boneless, spent, her mind a perfect, blissful blank.

Dr. Glass was the first to move. With gentle, efficient motions, he helped her limp form out of the swing. Her legs wouldn’t hold her; he held her up, guiding her to the padded bench to sit. Dr. Burton handed him a towel, and Dr. Glass cleaned her himself, his touch impersonal yet thorough, wiping the mixed fluids from her thighs and sex. The act felt oddly tender, a completion of the cycle.

“Get dressed,” Dr. Glass said softly.

She did, moving slowly, every muscle feeling liquid and warm. The blue scrubs felt like a benediction now, a return to a simpler order. She avoided looking at either man directly, but there was no shame in her lowered gaze. There was only a profound, settling fatigue.

Dr. Glass placed a hand on her shoulder. “You did exceptionally well, Ivy. That was true submission. You accepted our authority without resistance. I felt the difference.” He squeezed gently. “The orderly will take you back. Rest. You’ve made significant progress today.”

Brad was waiting outside. The walk back to the residential wing was a dreamlike blur. The hollow feeling from the morning was gone, replaced by a heavy, golden warmth that sat in her chest and belly. The cravings, when she tentatively reached for the memory of them, were there, but they were distant, muffled, like a radio played in another room.

That afternoon, group therapy was held in the sun-dappled common room. Ivy sat in the circle, listening to Sharon speak in her soft, hypnotic voice about the “euphoria of obedience,” about “finding her center in yielding to a greater will.” A week ago, Ivy would have rolled her eyes internally, would have mentally sided with Jackie’s silent, sarcastic commentary from across the circle.

But today, as the words washed over her, she found herself… agreeing. Not intellectually, but in her bones, in the pleasant soreness between her legs, in the quiet mind that had been so violently scrubbed clean. Sharon’s words weren’t creepy cult propaganda; they were a simple description of a physical truth Ivy had just experienced. The urge to get high was still a faint whisper, but it was overshadowed by a new, profound urge: the urge to feel that again. That peace. That silence.

When the counselor asked if anyone had a breakthrough to share, Ivy didn’t speak. But she nodded slowly, her gaze clear, as another woman talked about her desire to obey authority, to stop the chaos of her addiction. Ivy understood her completely.

6 - A SIREN SONG

The pale light of another Clearwater morning filtered through the cafeteria windows, casting a sterile glow over the plastic tables. Ivy pushed scrambled eggs around her plate, the texture unappealing, the taste like nothing. The heavy, golden warmth from the previous day’s session had faded with sleep, leaving behind a familiar, itchy emptiness. The cravings were back, whispering at the edges of her mind, a low-grade static of need.

Jackie sat across from her, eating with mechanical efficiency. She watched Ivy for a long moment, then leaned forward, her voice a conspiratorial murmur. “I have a secret.”

Ivy’s fork stilled. Secrets here were either dangerous or useless. “Yeah?”

“Brad,” Jackie said, the name hanging in the air. “The orderly. He’s… willing to make a delivery. A little something to take the edge off.”

A jolt, sharp and electric, went through Ivy’s chest. Her heart gave a single, hard thump against her ribs. A chance. The thought was a siren song, drowning out the memory of Dr. Glass’s praise, the profound silence of the swing. This was real. This was what her body understood.

“What’s the catch?” Ivy asked, her own voice barely audible. She already knew.

Jackie’s lips twisted into a grim, knowing smile. “What do you think? He wants a party. Needs some… motivation to take the risk.”

Ivy’s stomach churned, but it wasn’t with disgust. It was with a frantic, scrambling excitement. A trade. Her body for the chemical peace she truly craved. It was a transaction she understood deeply, more honestly than any of Dr. Glass’s mind games. It’s just one last time, she told herself, the old mantra surfacing with comforting familiarity. One more high. Then I’ll play their game.

She hesitated, feeling Jackie’s sharp gaze on her. The ghost of yesterday’s surrender whispered that this was a mistake, that the peace she’d found was deeper. But the siren song of the high drowned out her conscience, a primal scream that made peace feel like a pathetic substitute.

“I’m in,” Ivy said, the words leaving her lips before she could second-guess them.

Jackie’s smile widened, a flash of genuine camaraderie. “Good girl.” She lifted her chin slightly, a signal.

Brad was clearing a table nearby. Jackie caught his eye and gave a subtle nod toward Ivy. The orderly’s expression didn’t change, but he finished his task and ambled over, his large frame blocking the light from the window.

“She’s in,” Jackie said, no preamble.

Brad’s eyes, a flat brown, slid over Ivy. The look was assessing, impersonal. A consumer checking goods. “After dinner,” he said, his voice a low rumble. “Jackie’s room. Be ready.” He didn’t wait for a confirmation. He just moved away, the moment broken.

The rest of the morning passed in a tense, jittery blur. Every echo of a footstep in the hall made Ivy jump. The cravings, now given a concrete hope, amplified into a physical ache in her joints, a dryness in her throat. She attended a group session on “emotional triggers,” but the words were meaningless noise. Her mind was a locked room, and inside, she was already unwrapping the tiny package, already feeling the cool rush in her veins.

Just before the lunch hour, as patients milled about, the atmosphere shifted. The door to the common area opened, and Dr. Glass stood there, his white coat crisp, his dark eyes scanning the room. They landed on Ivy and Jackie with unerring accuracy. A cold trickle of dread traced Ivy’s spine, momentarily freezing the heat of her anticipation.

“Ivy. Jackie,” he called, his tone leaving no room for question. “With me. Group treatment exercise.”

Jackie shot Ivy a look that screamed I told you so, but there was no refusal. They fell into step behind him, the walk to the training room feeling like a march to the gallows. The heavy door of Room 7 swung open, and the familiar scent of leather and vinyl washed over them.

“Close it,” Dr. Glass said, not looking back. Ivy pushed it shut, the thunk of the lock a final sound.

He turned to face them, his hands in his coat pockets. “Today’s exercise is about mutual accountability.” His gaze pinned Jackie. “You rely on each other’s cynicism. It’s a shield. Today, you will rely on each other for something else entirely. Remove your clothes. Now.”

Jackie stiffened. “What the fuck for? This wasn’t on the schedule.”

Dr. Glass didn’t raise his voice. “The schedule is what I say it is. Your resistance is noted, and it’s precisely what we will address. The choice is compliance, or an extended stay here.” The threat was velvet-wrapped steel.

Ivy’s heart hammered. This would ruin everything. Brad was after dinner. They just had to get through this. She turned to Jackie, her voice low but urgent. “Just get through it.”

Jackie’s eyes flashed with betrayal, but she saw the same desperate calculation in Ivy’s face. With a sound of disgust, she grabbed the hem of her blue top and yanked it over her head. Ivy followed suit, her fingers trembling slightly on the tie. Soon, both stood naked on the padded mat, the air cool on their skin. Ivy kept her eyes down, but she was acutely aware of Jackie’s lean, athletic body beside her, the spiderweb tattoo dark against her collarbone.

Dr. Glass walked to the wall, his fingers trailing over the implements. He selected a riding crop, its black leather shaft sleek and menacing. He flexed it, the swish of air a sharp promise.

“Bend over the bench,” he instructed. “Grip the far side.”

Jackie muttered a curse but moved first, planting her hands on the vinyl, presenting her taut rear. Ivy mirrored her, her own body folding over the bench beside Jackie’s. The position was profoundly exposing. She could see the tense line of Jackie’s back, the sharp angle of her shoulder blades.

“The pain will be shared,” Dr. Glass said, his voice calm, didactic. “The pleasure, should you choose to accept it, will be as well.”

He didn’t warm them up. The first strike landed on Ivy’s right buttock with a crisp thwack that burned like a line of fire. She gasped, her fingers digging into the vinyl. Before the sting could fully register, a matching strike hit Jackie, who jolted with a sharp, bitten-off yelp.

Thwack. Left cheek, Ivy. A mirroring strike on Jackie. The pain was bright, shocking, a clean sensation that cut through the fog of her withdrawal anxiety. Thwack. Thwack. He alternated between them with rhythmic precision, painting twin patterns of heat across their skin. Ivy’s breaths came in short pants. Each impact jolted through her, a vivid, punishing clarity.

Then, something shifted. The fourth or fifth strike on the same tender spot didn’t just burn; it sent a startling, electric jolt straight to her clit. A shocked, ragged moan tore from her throat. It wasn’t just pain. It was a brilliant, sharp focus that ignited her nerves.

Next to her, Jackie’s protest had changed. Her yelps had softened into low, guttural groans. “Fuck,” Jackie breathed, her hips giving a subtle, involuntary rock against the bench.

Dr. Glass paused. The only sounds were their ragged breathing. “Do you feel it?” he asked, his voice intimate in the quiet room. “The line is so very thin. Your body knows the truth, even when your mind rebels.”

He resumed, but the strikes were different now—lighter, faster, tapping at the crests of their inflamed cheeks. It was maddening. It was a teasing, relentless percussion that danced on the edge of agony and ecstasy. Ivy was dripping, her wetness making a faint, sticky sound against her thigh. She was painfully, shamefully aroused. Each tap was a spark directly to her swollen core.

Jackie was moving openly now, grinding her pelvis against the padded bench with a soft, desperate rhythm. “Oh god,” she whimpered, the defiance gone, replaced by raw need.

“Enough,” Dr. Glass said, laying the crop aside. The sudden absence of the sensation was its own kind of torment. “Jackie, lie on the bench. On your back.”

Jackie scrambled to comply, her eyes glazed, her chest heaving. She lay back, her legs falling open in a silent, wanton invitation. The evidence of her arousal glistened on her inner thighs.

Dr. Glass picked up a sizable, veined silicone dildo from a nearby shelf. He handed it to Ivy. The toy was heavy, realistic, still cool from the air. “Her accountability is now in your hands, Ivy. Fuck her. Make her cum. Show her the pleasure that exists on the other side of her resistance.”

Ivy stared at the toy, then at Jackie’s exposed sex. Her mouth went dry. This was different from being used herself. This was power, of a sort—a terrifying, intimate power. Jackie met her gaze, her piercing eyes clouded with a mix of challenge and sheer want. She gave a tiny, almost imperceptible nod.

Ivy’s own need was a pounding drumbeat. She moved between Jackie’s splayed legs, the cool dildo in her hand feeling alien. She guided the broad, rounded head to Jackie’s entrance, which was already slick and flushed. With a push, it slipped inside, the resistance giving way with a soft, wet sound.

Jackie’s back arched off the bench, a long, low moan pouring from her. “Yes.”

Ivy began to move, pushing the dildo in and out. The motion felt awkward at first, but watching Jackie’s reactions was hypnotic. Jackie’s hips rose to meet each thrust, her hands gripping the sides of the bench, knuckles white. Her breaths became ragged chants. “Harder… fuck, right there, don’t stop…”

Ivy complied, finding a rhythm, driving the toy deeper. The slick, squelching sounds filled the room, obscene and thrilling. She could see every flutter of Jackie’s inner muscles, could feel the tight, hot clutch through the silicone. Her own arousal was a desperate, throbbing ache. She was fucking Jackie, but it was her clit that felt swollen and neglected, her body screaming for attention.

“She’s close,” Dr. Glass observed, standing over them like a conductor. “Make her finish, Ivy.”

Ivy angled the dildo, remembering what felt good for herself, grinding the base against Jackie’s clit with each inward stroke. Jackie’s cries pitched higher, fractured. Her body tensed, a bowstring pulled taut. “I’m—I’m gonna—”

With a final, deep thrust, Ivy held it there, pressing hard. Jackie shattered. A raw, screaming climax tore through her. Her body convulsed, back bowing violently, and a clear, hot gush of fluid erupted from her, soaking the dildo, Ivy’s hand, and the vinyl beneath them. Jackie trembled through wave after wave, her cries softening into broken sobs of release.

Ivy slowly withdrew the dripping toy, her own body humming with unmet demand.

“Now switch,” Dr. Glass commanded, his own arousal evident in the tightness of his jaw, the dark heat in his eyes.

Jackie, still breathing heavily, slid off the bench. Her movements were liquid, spent, but she took the dildo from Ivy’s hand without a word. Her gaze, now clear and strangely focused, met Ivy’s. There was no malice in it, only a shared, desperate understanding. “Your turn,” she murmured, her voice hoarse.

Ivy lay back on the bench, the vinyl still warm from Jackie’s body. She felt utterly open, completely vulnerable. Jackie positioned herself, her touch surprisingly sure. The cool, wet tip of the dildo nudged at Ivy’s entrance, now pulsing with need.

It slid in smoothly, a delicious, filling invasion. A moan, deep and guttural, ripped from Ivy’s chest. It was different than a cock—unyielding, perfectly shaped to stroke every internal sensitive spot with relentless precision. Jackie fucked her with a determined, steady pace, her eyes locked on Ivy’s face, watching every twitch, every flinch of pleasure.

“That’s it,” Dr. Glass murmured, his hand resting on Jackie’s shoulder, guiding her rhythm subtly. “Make her feel it. She needs to remember this.”

Jackie obeyed, her thrusts deepening, angling to hit a spot that made stars burst behind Ivy’s eyelids. The dual sensation—the intense internal stimulation and the rough, grinding pressure against her clit from the base of the toy—was unbearable. It coiled the tension in her belly tighter, tighter.

“I can’t…” Ivy gasped, her head thrashing side to side. “It’s too much…”

“It’s exactly enough,” Dr. Glass countered, his voice a low thrum. “Let go. Show us.”

Jackie’s pace became frantic, pounding into her. The wet and rhythmic, was the only sound in the world. Ivy’s vision tunneled. The coil snapped.

Her orgasm erupted without warning, a cataclysmic wave that obliterated thought. She screamed, a sound of pure, unadulterated release. Her hips bucked wildly off the bench as her core convulsed around the thick silicone, muscles clenching and fluttering in a rapid, ecstatic pulse. Her juices flowed freely, a hot rush that mingled with Jackie’s already on the toy, a messy, undeniable proof of her surrender. The pleasure was so intense it bordered on pain, wiping her mind clean of everything—of Brad, of dope, of everything but the shocking, physical truth of her own climax.

When the waves finally subsided, she was a boneless wreck, slick with sweat and spent. Jackie slowly pulled the dildo free, a soft, exhausted sigh leaving her own lips.

Dr. Glass handed them towels. “Clean up. Get dressed.”

They moved robotically, wiping away the evidence, pulling on the blue scrubs. The fabric felt abrasive on Ivy’s sensitized skin. She couldn’t look at Jackie. The shared intimacy was more shattering than anything she’d done with the doctors.

The door opened. Brad stood there, his expression as impassive as ever. “Time to return to your rooms,” he said.

The walk back was silent. The corridors seemed longer, the lights harsher. As they neared the residential wing, Brad spoke, his voice so low only they could hear. “See you after dinner. Don’t be late.” He walked away without another glance.

Dinner was a torment. The food was ash in Ivy’s mouth. Her body still hummed with the aftershocks of the orgasm Dr. Glass and Jackie had wrung from her, but the craving was back, sharper now, a serrated edge sawing at her nerves. The memory of dope’s promise was the only clear thought in the pleasant, hazy wreckage of her mind. She glanced at Jackie, who picked at her food, her earlier defiance replaced by a tense, focused anticipation.

Finally, the intercom announced the end of the meal. They rose with the others, disposed of their trays, and walked, not to their separate rooms, but together toward Jackie’s door. The hall was quiet, only the hum of fluorescent lights above. Jackie’s hand shook slightly as she reached for the door handle.

She pushed the door open and stepped inside. Ivy followed, her heart hammering against her ribs like a trapped bird.

The room was identical to hers: bed, desk, small window, sink, toilet. But standing by the bare desk, leaning against it with crossed arms, was Brad, still dressed in his orderly scrubs. On the desk behind him lay a small, folded square of wax paper.

He looked from one to the other, his flat eyes giving nothing away. “You’re here,” he stated. “You’re ready.”

7 - ONE LAST HIGH

The door clicked shut, sealing them in. The air in Jackie’s room felt suddenly thicker, warmer, charged with a different kind of tension than the training room. Brad didn’t move from his lean against the desk, his gaze a physical weight. The small, wax-paper package behind him was the center of the universe.

Ivy’s stomach twisted, a tight coil of nausea and want. The craving was a live wire in her veins, sizzling and popping, drowning out the lingering echoes of the powerful orgasm from just hours before. That had been a forced surrender, a confusing storm of pleasure. This was a simple, desperate bargain. She knew she shouldn’t. The memory of Dr. Glass’s voice, the profound silence in the swing, the terrifying peace—it all whispered this was a mistake. But the whisper was a feather against the gale-force scream of her need. Just this once. To take the edge off. To think clearly.

Jackie broke the silence, her voice brittle. “You got it?”

Brad’s mouth lifted at one corner, not a smile but a gesture of transaction. He picked up the packet, held it between two thick fingers. “Right here. Pure. Good shit.” His flat eyes moved from Jackie to Ivy, assessing. “My price hasn’t changed. A party. You both. Then it’s yours.”

Ivy’s throat was parchment. She managed a nod. Jackie echoed it, a sharp, jerky motion.

“Then get ready,” Brad said, his voice a low rumble. He tucked the packet back on the desk, and his hands went to his waistband.

The look in Brad’s eyes pulled Ivy from her frozen state. Her fingers went to the hem of her scrubs top. They felt clumsy, numb. Beside her, Jackie was already pulling her top over her head, her movements efficient, stripped of any pretense of seduction. This was a job. A means to an end. Ivy dropped her own top to the floor, then pushed the pants down her hips, stepping out of the pooled fabric. The air in the room was cool on her bare skin, raising goosebumps. She felt exposed, but not in the way she did with Dr. Glass. This was a cheaper vulnerability. A commodity.

Brad had his scrub pants and boxers down around his thighs. His cock sprung free, already half-hard, thick and heavy-looking. It was impersonal, a tool for the deal. He didn’t touch himself, just stood there, waiting.

“On your knees,” he said, not unkindly, just stating the next step in the process.

The thin carpet was rough against Ivy’s kneecaps. She knelt beside Jackie, their shoulders almost touching. The scent of bleach and male musk filled her nostrils. Brad stepped closer, the blunt head of his cock level with her face. He wrapped a hand around the base, offering it.

“You first,” he said to Ivy.

Her mind retreated. She went somewhere else, a quiet, gray place where actions were simple mechanics. She leaned forward, opened her mouth, and took him in. The taste was salty, skin. He was warm, the flesh firming rapidly against her tongue. She moved her head, establishing a rhythm, her hand coming up to cradle his balls. She focused on the technique, the hollowing of her cheeks, the flick of her tongue along the prominent vein underneath. Just a job. Just a thing to do.

A low grunt came from above her. “Good. Now swap.”

She pulled off, a string of saliva connecting her lips to his glistening shaft for a second before it broke. Jackie moved in without hesitation, taking over with a fierce, hungry energy that surprised Ivy. Jackie’s head bobbed with a furious pace, one hand working his shaft in tandem with her mouth, the other gripping his hip. Brad’s breathing deepened. He placed a heavy hand on top of Jackie’s head, not forcing, just guiding.

“Yeah. Like that,” he muttered.

Ivy watched, her own arousal a distant, unwanted flicker. This was transactional, but her body, so recently and thoroughly awakened, was traitorously alert. The sight of Jackie’s submission, the wet, sucking sounds, the way Brad’s abdomen tightened—it stirred an echo in her own core. She felt a slickness between her legs that had nothing to do with anticipation for the drug and everything to do with the raw, sexual display in front of her.

After a few minutes, Brad gently pushed Jackie back. “Enough. Bed. On your back.”

Jackie scrambled up onto the narrow single bed, lying back, her body a pale slash against the dark blue blanket. Her chest rose and fell rapidly, her eyes bright with a chaotic mix of defiance and need. Brad shucked his pants the rest of the way and climbed over her, settling between her spread legs. He didn’t kiss her, didn’t caress her. He positioned himself and, with one solid thrust, buried himself inside her.

Jackie’s back arched, a sharp gasp tearing from her. “Fuck!”

Brad began to move, a steady, powerful pistoning of his hips. The bedframe knocked softly against the wall with each drive. His hands braced on either side of her shoulders, his muscles corded with the effort. The sounds were brutally intimate—the wet slap of flesh, the creak of the bed, Jackie’s escalating moans.

Ivy stayed on her knees, watching, her assigned role temporarily suspended. She saw the moment Jackie’s resistance melted. The clinical detachment in Jackie’s eyes dissolved into pure, animal sensation. Her legs came up to wrap around Brad’s waist, her heels digging into his ass, pulling him deeper. Her head tossed side to side, a stream of ragged, filthy encouragement pouring from her. “Yes… oh god, right there, don’t stop… harder.”

Brad complied, his pace becoming brutal, jackhammer-fast. Sweat gleamed on his back. Jackie’s cries climbed higher, fractured. Her fingers clawed at his shoulders. Ivy recognized the cresting wave, the inevitable crash. With a final, deep, grinding thrust, Jackie came. Her whole body seized, a silent scream on her lips before a long, broken wail echoed in the small room. She convulsed beneath him, her inner muscles milking his cock.

Brad held still for a moment, letting her ride it out, his own control visibly fraying. Then he pulled out, his cock slick and gleaming. He turned his head, his gaze finding Ivy on the floor. His eyes were dark, pupils blown. “You. On the bed. Hands and knees.”

The command jolted Ivy from her voyeuristic trance. Her heart hammered against her ribs, a frantic drum of dread and a dark, shameful excitement. She stood on shaky legs and climbed onto the bed, next to Jackie’s limp, panting form. The mattress was warm, damp. She got into position, presenting herself to him. She could smell the sex on Jackie’s skin, musky and potent.

Brad’s hands, large and rough, settled on her hips, his grip firm, possessive. The broad, wet head of his cock nudged against her entrance. She was slick—from watching, from fear, from the treacherous response of her own body. He pushed in without ceremony.

Ivy gasped. He was bigger than he looked, stretching her, filling her with a blunt, overwhelming pressure. There was no tenderness, no warm-up. He set a relentless, driving rhythm immediately, each thrust jolting her forward, making her brace her hands against the wall. The sensation was a shock to her system. It was raw, primal, real. Unlike the calculated, psychological torment of Dr. Glass, this was pure physical transaction. And her body, starved for sensation, addicted to intensity, responded like a struck match.

A low moan built in her chest, escaping as a choked sound. The friction was exquisite, a rough, delicious burn that stroked directly against the most sensitive parts of her. Each inward drive sent sparks of pleasure radiating through her pelvis. She hated it. She craved it. Her mind splintered. This is for the dope. This is the price. But the mantra was drowned out by the pounding of blood in her ears, the slap of skin, the raw, guttural sounds coming from Brad above her.

“Tight little thing,” he grunted, his fingers digging harder into her hips, surely leaving bruises.

Jackie stirred beside her, turning her head. Her eyes, glazed and spent, met Ivy’s. There was no judgment there, only a deep, shared understanding of this degrading, necessary exchange. Jackie lifted a trembling hand and placed it on Ivy’s lower back, a fleeting point of contact, of solidarity.

The gesture, small as it was, undid something in Ivy. The last shred of pretense fell away. This wasn’t just a transaction anymore. It was a connection forged in mutual desperation. She let go of the wall and dropped onto her forearms, pushing her rear back against Brad’s thrusts, meeting him stroke for stroke. A wanton, hungry sound ripped from her throat.

“That’s it,” Brad encouraged, his rhythm faltering for a second before becoming even more frantic. “Take it.”

The coil inside her, wound tight from the moment she’d seen the wax-paper packet, snapped. Her orgasm crashed over her with shocking, violent suddenness. It wasn’t the soul-shattering wave from the training room; this was a sharp, convulsive detonation, centered purely in her cunt. Her internal muscles clamped down viscously on his invading length, milking him as waves of electric pleasure radiated outwards, leaving her trembling and weak. A high, thin cry escaped her, muffled by the blanket.

The feeling of her constricting around him was the final trigger for Brad. With a harsh groan, he slammed into her one last time, burying himself to the hilt, and she felt the hot, pulsing rush of his release deep inside her. He held there, shuddering, his weight heavy on her back for a long moment before he slowly pulled out.

The sudden emptiness was profound. A trickle of his cum leaked down her thigh. Ivy collapsed onto her side next to Jackie, both of them breathing raggedly, slick with sweat and other fluids. The air reeked of sex and sweat.

Brad pulled up his pants. He walked to the desk, picked up the wax-paper packet, and tossed it onto the bed between the two women. “As agreed.”

He left without another word. The door closed softly behind him.

For a few seconds, there was only the sound of their labored breathing. Then Jackie moved, pushing herself up. Her hands were trembling violently now, but with a different urgency. She snatched up the packet, her fingers fumbling as she unfolded it on the desk. A small mound of off-white powder was revealed.

“Quick,” Jackie whispered, her voice hoarse. “Before anyone checks.”

They scrambled off the bed, pulling on their scrubs with frantic haste. Ivy’s body felt used, sore, deeply satisfied in a way that filled her with self-loathing. But all that was secondary to the magnetic pull of the powder on the desk.

With practiced, efficient motions, Jackie divided the powder into two piles. She opened the desk drawer, producing a plastic straw.

She looked at Ivy, her eyes wide, pupils already dilating in anticipation. “You first.”

Ivy’s hands were shaking so badly she could barely take the straw. She knelt before the desk, the wooden edge pressing into her ribs. The pile of powder was a beacon, a promise of oblivion. All the confusion, the shame, the complicated arousal, the fear—it would all melt away. She would be clean, in the only way that mattered anymore.

She bent over, placed one end of the straw to her nostril, and with a sharp, deep sniff, vacuumed the powder into her nose.

The burn was instant, familiar, a welcome sting in her sinuses. Then the chemical hit her bloodstream. It was a cold fire racing up her spine, exploding in the back of her skull, and then… peace. A glorious, weightless, golden silence. The frantic static in her mind vanished. The ache in her body dissolved into a warm, liquid buoyancy. A slow, blissful smile spread across her face. Oh, yes. This. This is what I needed.

“God, that’s good,” she sighed, the words slurred with instant, profound relief.

Jackie was already taking her turn. She snorted the dope with a desperate, hungry sound, then leaned back against the desk, her eyes closing. A beatific expression smoothed the sharp angles of her face. “Incredible,” she murmured, a dreamy lilt in her voice. “So… fucking… incredible.”

Ivy floated, the world softening at the edges. The grim room seemed brighter. The tension in her shoulders was gone. She watched Jackie, sharing a moment of perfect, chemical communion.

Then Jackie’s smile slipped. Her eyes fluttered open, but they didn’t focus. “Ivy…” she whispered, the word strangely thick.

“Yeah?” Ivy’s own voice felt far away.

Jackie didn’t answer. Her legs buckled. She slid down the side of the desk, a puppet with its strings cut, and slumped to the floor in a boneless heap.

“Jackie?” Ivy’s high was pierced by a needle of cold alarm. She crouched down, shaking her friend’s shoulder. “Jackie, wake up. Quit fucking around.”

Jackie was unresponsive. Her head lolled to the side. A thin line of saliva trailed from her slack mouth. Her breathing was shallow, alarmingly slow.

No. No, no, no.

The warm golden peace curdled into icy, gut-wrenching terror. Ivy slapped Jackie’s cheek, lightly at first, then harder. “Jackie! Jackie!”

Nothing. A deep, guttural snore rattled in Jackie’s chest, then stopped. The silence that followed was deafening.

Overdose.

The word slammed into Ivy’s brain, cold and final. The room tilted. We’re going to be in trouble. We’re going to get caught. She’s going to die. The panic was a living thing, clawing its way up her throat. She stumbled to her feet, her high now a sickening, disorienting buzz beneath the terror.

“Help!” she screamed, her voice raw and breaking. She scrambled to the door, yanked it open, and ran into the hallway. “Somebody help!”

She didn’t have to wait long. Within moments, the orderly from the main desk was there, followed swiftly by the night nurse. Then, only a minute later, his footsteps measured and rapid, was Dr. Glass. He wasn’t wearing his white coat, just a black dress shirt, sleeves rolled up. He took in the scene with a single, sweeping glance: Ivy, wild-eyed and trembling in the doorway; Jackie, motionless on the floor; the empty wax paper and straw on the desk.

His face, usually a mask of controlled intensity, hardened into something terrible. It wasn’t anger. It was a profound, chilling disappointment. He pushed past Ivy without a word, kneeling beside Jackie. He checked her pulse at the neck, pried open an eyelid to shine a penlight, leaned close to listen to her breath.

“Naloxone. Now,” he snapped at the nurse, his voice like cracked ice. “And call the EMTs.”

The next few minutes were a blur of frantic activity. The nurse returned with a syringe, jamming it into Jackie’s thigh. Dr. Glass performed rescue breaths, his mouth on Jackie’s, his chest compressions rhythmic and forceful. Ivy watched from the corner, hugging herself, tears of fear and guilt streaming silently down her face. The drug in her system made the horror feel surreal, like a nightmare she couldn’t wake from.

The naloxone didn’t seem to work. Jackie remained a pale, lifeless doll on the thin carpet. Finally, the distant wail of a siren cut through the night, growing louder. Two EMTs burst into the room with a stretcher, taking over. They worked with brisk, efficient urgency, loading Jackie onto the gurney, attaching monitors, starting an IV.

As they wheeled her out, her arm dangling limply over the side, Dr. Glass turned his gaze to Ivy. The disappointment in his eyes was a physical blow. It stripped her bare more effectively than any order to disrobe.

He waited until the EMTs, the nurse, and the curious, frightened faces of other patients peering from doorways were gone. The hallway was quiet again, just the two of them standing in the wreckage of Jackie’s room.

“In your room. Now,” he said, his voice low, devoid of all its usual compelling cadence. It was flat, dead.

Ivy obeyed, walking on numb legs the short distance to her own door. He followed her in, closing the door behind them. The familiar, sparse space felt like a prison cell.

He didn’t sit. He stood just inside the door, looking at her. The silence stretched, taut and suffocating.

“I am disappointed, Ivy,” he began, and the words were worse than any shout. “Profoundly, deeply disappointed. Not simply because you used—the craving, the weakness, that is the disease we are treating. I am disappointed in your staggering lack of judgment. In your reckless, selfish disregard for the life of another person, someone you called a friend.”

Each word was a precise, surgical cut. Ivy flinched, wrapping her arms tighter around herself. She wanted to disappear.

“You risked your life, and hers, for a moment of chemical oblivion. You have set back your treatment, and hers. You have violated every tenet of the trust I was beginning to place in you.” He took a step closer. The air grew colder. “Do you understand the consequences of what you’ve done?”

Ivy could only nod, a jerky, pathetic motion.

“Jackie is in critical condition. She may not survive. If she does, she will face a long recovery. As for you…” He let the sentence hang, a dark promise. “You have demonstrated that you haven’t learned anything here. You’ve been faking it.”

He paused, letting the implications sink into the drugged haze of her mind. “Tomorrow,” he said, the word final as a judge’s gavel, “you will be punished. Not for using, Ivy. For betraying this program. For endangering a life. For failing yourself in the most basic way imaginable. You will learn what accountability truly means.”

He turned and left, closing the door softly. The lock engaged with a sound like a tomb sealing.

Ivy stood in the center of the room for a long time, the chemical warmth in her veins now feeling toxic, poisoned. The silence was absolute. No Jackie in the room next door. No future but the promise of tomorrow’s punishment. The fear was a cold stone in her gut, and beneath it, a worse feeling: the crushing weight of Dr. Glass’s disappointment. She had truly failed. She’d made a terrible mistake, and she knew it.

She crawled into bed, still in her scrubs, and curled into a tight ball. The night stretched before her, vast and empty. She listened to the distant sounds of the facility settling, but all she could hear was the echo of Jackie’s last, thick whisper and the flat, final tone of Dr. Glass’s voice. Sleep was impossible. She was alone with the terror of what was to come, and the gnawing, desperate worry for the friend she might have killed.

8 - ACCEPTING RESPONSIBILITY

The darkness behind Ivy’s eyelids was not peaceful. It was a churning replay of the night before—Jackie’s limp body, the flat line of her mouth, the terrible, silent disappointment in Dr. Glass’s eyes. She drifted in a half-state, not asleep, not awake, trapped in the guilt-soaked hours between midnight and dawn. The chemical fog had long since dissipated, leaving behind a raw, scraped-clean ache that was far worse than any withdrawal.

So when the door to her room opened, the sound was not a surprise. It felt like an inevitability.

She didn’t move, keeping her eyes closed, pretending for one more fragile second that she was still unseen. The footsteps that approached her bed were measured, familiar. The air in the room changed, growing denser, charged with a silent authority that made the fine hairs on her arms stand up.

“Ivy.”

Dr. Glass’s voice was quiet, but it cut through the pretense of sleep like a scalpel. It held none of the compelling warmth from their earlier sessions. It was cool, clean, and utterly final.

She opened her eyes. He stood beside her narrow bed, backlit by the dim hallway light, a tall silhouette in a dark suit, his white coat absent. His features were carved from shadow, but she could feel his gaze on her, penetrating and assessing.

“I know everything,” he said, the words dropping into the quiet room like stones into still water. “Brad has been terminated, and he will be facing criminal charges.”

Ivy’s breath caught in her throat, a dry, painful click. She pushed herself up on her elbows, the scratchy blanket pooling at her waist.

“Jackie?” The name was a hoarse whisper.

“She survived. She’s in the hospital, stable. Recovering.” He paused, letting the information settle. “Physically, she will likely be fine. The consequences for her actions, and for yours, are another matter.”

A shuddering wave of relief, so potent it felt like nausea, washed through Ivy. She’s alive. Oh, god, she’s alive. The guilt didn’t vanish, but it shifted, morphing from the terror of being a murderer to the heavy, shameful weight of being an accomplice to a near-tragedy.

Dr. Glass took a step closer. “Get up. You will come with me now to face your punishment.”

The word hung in the air. Punishment. Last night, it had been a terrifying abstraction. Now, in the cold, gray light of morning, it was a concrete destination. And something inside her, something broken and scared and so desperately tired of the chaos, clicked.

She threw back the blanket and swung her legs over the side of the bed, her bare feet meeting the cool linoleum. She didn’t hesitate. She looked up at him, her green eyes still shadowed but holding a new, stark clarity.

“I want to change,” she said, and the words didn’t feel like a lie, or a tactic, or a performance for her parents. They felt like the only true thing left in her world. “I’m ready. I’m ready to take responsibility.”

She meant it. The image of Jackie on the floor, the echo of that last, thick whisper—it had scoured her soul clean of all the defiant posturing, all the calculated plans to just get through this and get back to the haze. The craving was still there, a dull, familiar throb in the background, but it was overshadowed by a deeper, more profound need: to not be that person anymore. To not be the girl who would trade a friend’s life for a few moments of nothing.

Dr. Glass studied her face for a long, silent moment. His dark eyes seemed to search for any trace of deceit, any remnant of the rebellious, manipulative patient from the intake room. Whatever he saw there seemed to satisfy him, at least partially. He gave a single, slow nod.

“Then follow me.”

The walk to the training room was conducted in silence. The facility was just stirring, the faint sounds of breakfast preparation drifting from the cafeteria, but they encountered no one. The journey felt like a procession to a sacred, terrifying space. Her heart hammered against her ribs, not just with fear, but with a strange, solemn acceptance.

He opened the heavy door to the training room. The familiar scent of leather and antiseptic washed over her. The room was as she remembered—the padded bench, the cabinets of implements, the stark, clinical lighting. But today, her eyes were drawn upward. Two chains, thick and shiny, hung from a heavy-duty eyebolt in the ceiling, descending to about seven feet from the floor. They ended in heavy, polished steel carabiners.

“Remove your clothes,” Dr. Glass instructed, his tone clinical. “Fold them and place them on the bench.”

Her fingers, which had trembled so violently last night, were steady now. She pushed her scrub pants down her hips, and stepped out of them. She pulled the top over her head. The air was cool on her naked skin, raising goosebumps. She folded the soft blue cotton neatly, as instructed, and set the small pile on the edge of the padded bench. She stood before him, utterly exposed, but for the first time, the exposure felt like a part of the process, not a violation. She was presenting herself, flaws and failures and all, for correction.

He approached her, holding a pair of wide, padded leather cuffs. They were lined with something soft, but the buckles were solid steel. Without a word, he took her right wrist, his grip firm but not cruel, and secured the cuff just above the delicate bones. The leather was cool and supple. He did the same with her left wrist, the click of the buckle locking into place a sound of profound finality.

“Arms up,” he said quietly.

She raised her arms above her head. He took the carabiner on the end of the left chain, opened the gate, and clipped it to the D-ring on her left cuff. He repeated the process on the right. Then he stepped back.

The chains took her weight, not completely, but enough to pull her up onto her toes, stretching her arms taut above her head. The position arched her back slightly, thrusting her breasts forward, elongating her torso. The stretch in her shoulders was immediate, a deep, pulling sensation that bordered on pain. She was suspended, vulnerable, completely displayed. She could feel the cool air on every inch of her skin, could sense his gaze moving over her like a physical touch.

He walked to the cabinet, and this time, he did not deliberate. His hand went unerringly to a specific implement. He withdrew a whip. It was not the long, dramatic cat-o’-nine-tails of movies; this was a shorter, more precise tool—a single, braided leather fall about two feet long, attached to a rigid handle.

He came to stand slightly behind and to her right. She heard the soft swish of the leather through the air as he tested its weight.

“This is for the betrayal of the program,” he said, his voice low and even. “For treating the trust I offered with such casual disregard.”

Ivy clenched her jaw, her fingers curling into helpless fists within the cuffs. She focused on the wall ahead of her, on a small, faint scuff mark. She braced herself.

The first strike landed across her upper back, just below her shoulder blades.

The sound was a sharp, startling crack that echoed in the quiet room. The pain was instant—a bright, searing line of fire that bloomed across her skin. A sharp gasp tore from her lips, her body jerking against the chains. It hurt. It hurt with a clean, shocking intensity that burned away every other thought.

Before the first wave of pain could fully recede, the second strike came, lower, crossing the first. Another crack, another ribbon of fire lashing across her back. She cried out this time, a short, sharp yelp. The pain was immense, overwhelming… but beneath it, like a secret current, something else stirred. A flush of heat that had nothing to do with the sting. A deep, internal clench of arousal that shocked her with its intensity. The absolute vulnerability, the total surrender of control, the stark, physical reality of her accountability—it was unlocking something primal in her gut.

The third strike landed on the swell of her rear, and the sound that escaped her was a hybrid—a yelp of pain that melted into a moan of unmistakable pleasure. Her back arched further, pushing her bruised skin toward the source of the sensation. The pain was a bright, clarifying agony, but the pleasure was a dark, liquid warmth spreading from her core, making her sex clench and grow slick.

Dr. Glass continued, his strokes measured and controlled, painting a lattice of fire across her back and the upper curves of her ass. Each impact was a shock to her system, a jolt that traveled straight to her cunt. She was panting now, her breath coming in ragged gasps, tears of pain and confusion and overwhelming stimulation leaking from the corners of her eyes. She was a live wire of conflicting sensation, every nerve ending screaming. The shame was gone, burned away. There was only the pain, the stretch in her shoulders, the hot pulse between her legs, and the profound, humbling rightness of it all. She deserved this. She needed it. She welcomed each stinging kiss of the leather.

After a dozen strokes, he stopped. The sudden absence of the strikes was almost as shocking as the pain itself. Her skin felt alive, throbbing and hypersensitive, each beat of her heart echoing in the inflamed flesh. She hung from the chains, trembling, dripping with sweat, her body singing with a brutal, sacred music.

He moved in front of her then, unlocking the carabiners. Her arms, released, fell heavily to her sides, aching and weak. He unbuckled the cuffs, letting them drop to the floor with a soft thud. He didn’t speak. He simply took her by the shoulders, his hands warm and solid, and turned her toward the padded bench.

“Bend over. Grip the far side.”

Her movements were clumsy, her muscles protesting. She leaned over the tall bench, her sore back and ass presented to him, her fingers gripping the opposite leather edge until her knuckles turned white. The position pushed her rear out even more, making the welted skin stretch taut.

This time, he selected a paddle. It was a flat, polished oval of dark wood, smooth and unadorned.

“This is for the reckless endangerment of a life,” he stated, his voice still that calm, relentless monotone. “For valuing a fleeting sensation over a human being.”

The paddle made a different sound—a heavier, deeper thwack that seemed to vibrate through the bench and up into her bones. The impact was broader, less sharp but more profound, a crushing smack that spread a wave of deep, throbbing ache through the entire mound of her ass. She grunted, her body rocking forward with the force.

Thwack. Another, on the opposite cheek. The pain was incredible, a dense, spreading bruise of sensation. She buried her face in the cool leather of the bench, her cries muffled. The arousal, now fully acknowledged, was a coiling serpent in her belly. Each blow seemed to drive the pleasure deeper, mingling with the pain until they were indistinguishable—a single, overwhelming torrent of feeling. Her sex was dripping now, her wetness a slick, shameful secret against her inner thighs.

He paddled her methodically, turning the pale skin of her rear a uniform, fierce red. The strikes fell in a steady rhythm, turning the flesh hot and swollen. She lost count. She lost herself. There was only the impact, the heat, the wetness between her legs, and the desperate, grinding need for more. She was pushing back against each stroke now, meeting the paddle, seeking the next brutal connection.

When he finally stopped, her ass was a burning, throbbing map of his discipline. She was sobbing openly, but the sobs were not solely of pain. They were cries of release, of catharsis.

“On the bench. On your hands and knees.”

She scrambled to obey, her movements awkward, her sensitized skin screaming at every contact. She climbed onto the wide, padded surface, getting into position. The leather was cool against her knees and palms. She felt the air on her wet, swollen sex, on the tender pucker of her asshole. She was utterly open, completely ravished, and more aroused than she had ever been in her life.

She heard the click of a cabinet, the sound of a cap being unscrewed. The scent of lubricant, clean and clinical, joined the smells of leather and sweat. Then she felt his hands on her hips, his touch firm, anchoring.

“This,” he said, his voice dropping to a low, intimate register for the first time, “is for your surrender. For your acceptance. This is the recalibration.”

The broad, silicone head of a large dildo, cool and slick, pressed against her entrance. He pushed, and her body, already so pliant and eager, yielded. It slid into her pussy in one smooth, deep stroke, filling her perfectly. A long, shuddering moan poured from her lips. It was huge, stretching her deliciously, pressing against inner walls already spasming with need.

Before she could adjust, she felt a second pressure, this time at her other, tighter entrance. A choked cry caught in her throat as the lubricated tip of a second dildo began to press against her asshole. It was an intrusion of a different magnitude—a shocking, taboo fullness that stole her breath. He worked it slowly, patiently, letting her body resist and then gradually accept. The burn was intense, a sharp, stretching ring of fire that slowly melted into a deep, impossible fullness as the thick toy sank into her rectum.

She was impaled, front and back, stuffed to capacity. The feeling was overwhelming, a penetration so complete it felt like she was being remade from the inside out. She hung her head, panting, drool spotting the leather beneath her.

Then he began to move them.

He set a rhythm, fucking her with the twin implements, alternating strokes so that as one withdrew, the other pressed deeper. It was a relentless, pistoning invasion that left no part of her untouched. The dildo in her pussy dragged over her G-spot with every inward thrust, sending jolts of pure, electric pleasure up her spine. The one in her ass created a dizzying, full-body friction, a constant, stretching pressure that amplified every sensation from her front.

Her world narrowed to the dual penetration, to the slam of silicone deep inside her, to the slap of his hands on her sore, heated hips as he guided the pace. She was babbling, a stream of incoherent pleas and affirmations. “Yes… oh god… more… please… I’m sorry… I accept it… fuck…”

The coil inside her, wound tight by the pain, the shame, the fear, and now this brutal, beautiful fucking, was ratcheted to its breaking point. The pleasure wasn’t building in waves; it was a tsunami gathering force in the depths of her belly, fed from both of her brutally filled channels.

“Cum, Ivy,” Dr. Glass commanded, his voice guttural, a thread of his own arousal finally showing through the clinical control. “Cum for your punishment.”

It was the permission she didn’t know she needed. The orgasm detonated.

It was not a single climax but a cascading series of them, each more powerful than the last, ripped from her by the relentless, dual stimulation. Her body locked, her back arching violently as a raw, screaming cry was torn from her throat. Her cunt convulsed around the invading dildo, milking it in frantic, rhythmic pulses. Her ass clenched simultaneously, a tight, rippling spasm around the other toy. And then she felt it—a hot, gushing rush of fluid that wasn’t just arousal. It burst from her in a sudden, shocking torrent, soaking the dildo, her thighs, the leather of the bench beneath her. She squirted, the release a physical manifestation of everything being purged from her—the guilt, the defiance, the addiction, the fear. It left her hollowed out, trembling, utterly spent.

He worked her through it, the thrusts gradually slowing as her convulsions subsided into weak shudders. Finally, he stilled, leaving both toys buried deep within her for a long, profound moment before slowly, carefully withdrawing them. The emptiness they left behind was vast, but it was a clean emptiness.

Ivy collapsed onto her side on the bench, a boneless, wet, and weeping heap. Her entire body felt used, punished, and paradoxically, purified. The fiery pain on her back and ass was a steady, grounding throb. The deep, satisfied ache inside her was a testament.

She heard him moving, putting the implements away, the sounds methodical. Then a soft towel was draped over her. She clutched it, not yet moving.

“Get dressed, Ivy.”

His voice was different now. The icy disappointment was gone. It was not warm, but it was… considering. Accepting.

She pushed herself up, wincing, and used the towel to clean herself up as best she could. She dressed slowly, the soft cotton of the scrubs feeling alien against her sensitized skin. Every movement was a reminder.

When she was finished, she turned to face him. He was standing by the door, watching her.

“I see the change in you,” he said, his dark eyes holding hers. “The incident with Jackie was a tragedy, but it appears to have been the catalyst you needed. You faced your punishment not with defiance, but with understanding. You accepted responsibility, not just with words, but with your body and your spirit.”

He took a step toward her. “There is hope for you, Ivy. Real hope. Do you feel it?”

She did. Beneath the soreness, the exhaustion, the lingering worry for Jackie, there was a fragile new thing—a sense of solid ground where before there had been only quicksand. She nodded, her throat too tight for words.

“Good.” He opened the door. An orderly—a new one, a woman with a neutral expression—was waiting in the hallway. “Return to your room. Reflect. We will continue your treatment this afternoon.”

The walk back was a blur. The orderly said nothing. Ivy moved like a ghost through the now-busy hallways, barely noticing the other patients. Her room, when the door closed behind her, was silent. It was the same pale, sparse box, but it felt different. It felt like a cocoon.

She lay on her bed, on her stomach, the faint, throbbing heat from her paddled ass a constant, comforting reminder. Her mind kept circling back to Jackie. The sharp, cynical face, the spiderweb tattoo, the fierce, desperate loyalty. The weird, hollow ache of her absence was a new kind of withdrawal. Ivy closed her eyes, sending a silent, fervent wish into the universe. Get clean. Change your life. Please.

For the first time since arriving at Clearwater, the thought of getting clean didn’t feel like a prison sentence. It felt, however tentatively, like a possibility. And the strange, terrifying, exhilarating path Dr. Glass was laying out before her felt, for the first time, like it might actually lead somewhere she needed to go.

9 - A REAL CHANGE

The morning light through the small window was a pale, watery gray, but to Ivy, after the storm of the previous day, it felt almost gentle. Her body was a symphony of dull aches—the deep, throbbing memory in her rear, the faint, raised lines across her back and thighs that whispered against the fabric of her clean scrubs. She dressed slowly, each movement a reminder of the punishment, of the surrender, of the shocking, squirting release that had felt like an exorcism.

The cafeteria was its usual muted hum of clinking utensils and low conversation. The familiar faces were there, but Ivy’s eyes didn’t slide over them with cynical dismissal today. She saw Sharon, the serene blonde, sitting with two other women. Their conversation was quiet, their expressions focused. These were the women Ivy had privately labeled ‘brainwashed,’ the true believers in Dr. Glass’s methods, the ones who seemed to genuinely want their sobriety. Yesterday, their calm would have irritated her. Today, it drew her like a magnet.

She took her tray—oatmeal, a banana, water—and hesitated only a second before walking to their table. “Mind if I sit?”

Sharon looked up, her soft features breaking into a warm, surprised smile. “Ivy. Of course.” She gestured to an empty chair. The other two women, a redhead named Chloe and a dark-haired woman with watchful eyes named Mara, offered small nods.

Ivy sat, the silence stretching for a beat. “How… how are you all this morning?” she asked, the question feeling foreign on her tongue.

“Grounded,” Sharon said simply, her voice a soft murmur. “Today feels like a day for being present in the small things. The taste of the oatmeal. The warmth of this mug.” She cradled her own cup of tea. “Some days are easier than others.”

“It’s a choice,” Mara said, her tone pragmatic. “Every hour. You wake up and you choose not to be the person who runs. You choose to feel whatever is there to be felt, even if it’s shit.” She glanced at Ivy, a flicker of assessment in her gaze. “Heard you had a rough day yesterday.”

News traveled fast. Ivy’s cheeks warmed, but it wasn’t entirely shame. “Yeah. I did.”

“And you’re here,” Chloe said, her voice kinder. “Eating breakfast. That’s the choice.”

They didn’t pry. They didn’t offer platitudes. They just existed in their quiet certainty, and Ivy found herself sinking into it. She ate her oatmeal, actually tasting the bland cinnamon, and listened to them discuss a book from the library, the upcoming gardening rotation, the way the light changed in the afternoon. It was breathtakingly ordinary. It was everything she had spent years fleeing from. And for the first time, the thought of it didn’t fill her with a claustrophobic dread. It felt like… a possibility. A life. A strange, quiet life where your biggest drama was the weather or a book plot, not the desperate scramble for a fix or the soul-crushing guilt of nearly getting someone killed.

After breakfast came group therapy in the bland, carpeted room with its circle of chairs. Ivy didn’t slouch in the back. She sat, she listened to a woman named Annette talk about her fear of facing her family at an upcoming visit, and when it was her turn, she didn’t deflect with sarcasm.

“I feel… different today,” she said, her voice quiet but clear. “Lighter. And heavier, too. I hurt someone I care about. Almost killed her. And I… I finally let myself feel the full weight of that. I stopped trying to outrun it.” She looked at her hands, folded in her lap. “I don’t know what comes next. But running doesn’t work anymore.”

The therapist, a middle-aged woman with gentle eyes, nodded. “Thank you for your honesty, Ivy. That’s profound progress.”

The session ended. As the women filtered out, Ivy lingered, feeling oddly calm. That’s when she saw him in the doorway. Dr. Glass. He was in his white coat, his expression unreadable. He didn’t need to call her name. He simply met her eyes and gave a slight tilt of his head.

Her pulse, which had been so steady, gave a single, hard kick. Not from fear, not exactly. From a sharp, visceral anticipation. The memory of the dual penetration, of the overwhelming fullness and the cataclysmic release, flashed through her body, leaving a trail of heat in its wake. She stood and followed him.

They walked in silence, but not the tense silence of before. This was a companionable quiet, thick with unspoken understanding. He didn’t lead her toward the training wing with its leather and shadows. Instead, he turned down a shorter, brighter hallway she’d only been in once before, stopping at Room 3. He used a keycard, and the lock disengaged with a soft buzz.

The room was as she remembered: cold, clinically white, and dominated by the heavy, padded chair with its thick leather straps for wrists, ankles, and torso. But the chair was no longer the main event. Positioned directly in front of it, on a sturdy, wheeled metal frame, was a machine.

It was a sleek, intimidating piece of equipment. Two articulated, hydraulic arms extended from a central column, each ending in a polished metal mounting plate. And mounted on those plates were two silicone dildos. They were larger than any toy he had used on her before, thick and veined, a deep, glossy black. They were positioned at the height and angle to perfectly align with a person seated in the chair. The machine hummed with a faint, electrical idle.

“Sit,” Dr. Glass said, his voice echoing slightly in the sterile space.

Ivy’s mouth was dry. She looked from the machine’s cold, mechanical precision to his dark, living eyes. This was different. The whip, the paddle, his own hands—they were an intimate, human violation. This was… impersonal. Technological. A new frontier of surrender. A shiver that was equal parts terror and excitement traced her spine.

She walked to the chair, the sound of her soft-soled shoes the only noise. She climbed onto the cool, padded leather and sat back, her heart drumming against her ribs.

He moved with efficient grace. First, the ankle straps. He lifted her right foot, placing it in the stirrup, and fastened the wide leather cuff snugly around her ankle. The buckle clicked, definitive. Then the left. Her legs were spread, held open in a wide V, her most intimate parts exposed to the room’s chill air and the unwavering gaze of the machine. Next, the wrist straps. He pulled her arms down to the sides of the chair, securing each one. The leather was cool and firm. Finally, the broad strap across her torso, just below her breasts, pinning her back against the chair. She was immobilized, utterly helpless, a subject presented for a very specific, very mechanical experiment.

He turned to a small trolley, picking up a bottle of clear lubricant. It made a soft, plastic crinkling sound as he squeezed a generous amount into his palm. The scent, faintly clinical, filled the space between them. He approached the machine first, coating each black silicone shaft thoroughly, his hands smoothing the gel over every veined ridge and contour until they gleamed under the fluorescent lights.

Then he turned to her. He stepped between her splayed legs, his presence blocking her view of the machine. His fingers, slick and cool, found her first. He parted her folds, his touch clinical yet intimate, and swiped a line of lubricant directly over her clit, then pressed two fingers inside her, working the lube into her channel with slow, deliberate strokes. The intrusion was familiar now, a prelude that made her inner muscles flutter in anticipation. He was preparing the vessel.

He moved his attention lower, his slick fingers circling her other entrance, pressing and working until the tight ring of muscle yielded, accepting the cool slickness inside. The dual preparation was a promise of what was to come. A full, deep, simultaneous violation.

He stepped back, clearing her line of sight to the machine. He moved to a control panel on the side of the metal frame. “The treatment today is about endurance,” he explained, his tone that of a lecturer. “About accepting sustained, intense stimulation. The machine does not tire. It does not vary its rhythm according to your cries. It is relentless. Your task is to be equally relentless in your acceptance.”

His finger pressed a button.

A low, mechanical whir filled the room. The hydraulic arms shuddered to life, the mounting plates adjusting with tiny, precise movements. The twin black dildos, glistening and obscene, began to advance. Slowly. Inexorably.

Ivy’s breath caught in her throat. She watched them come, a terrifying, mesmerizing approach. She was strapped down, unable to arch away, unable to close her legs. She could only watch as the tips aligned perfectly—one with her already-slicked entrance, the other with the tight, prepared pucker below it.

The first contact was a cool, blunt pressure against her sex. She gasped. The other pressed against her rear, a more insistent, invasive nudge. Then, in perfect, horrifying synchronization, they began to push forward.

The stretch was immediate and immense. The dildo entering her cunt was thick, filling her with a steady, stretching pressure that burned in the most delicious way. But it was the one breaching her ass that commanded her full attention. The initial resistance was fierce, a tight, burning ring of muscle that fought the invasion before yielding all at once with a soft, internal pop. She cried out, a sharp, guttural sound, as the thick silicone shaft sank deep into that forbidden channel.

They didn’t stop. They pushed forward in a slow, steady invasion until both were buried to the hilt, their bases flush against her body. Ivy was full. Impossibly, completely full. The sensation of being stretched in both holes simultaneously was a breathtaking, mind-wiping overload. She could feel every ridge, every vein of the toys inside her, a detailed map of violation. Her stomach fluttered, her back pressed hard into the chair. A low, continuous moan spilled from her lips.

Dr. Glass watched, his arms crossed over his chest, his eyes fixed on the point where her body met the machines. “Breathe, Ivy. Accept the fullness.”

She tried. She dragged air into her lungs. She was stuffed, occupied, a mere sheath for the machine’s purpose.

He pressed another button.

The whirring changed pitch. For a second, nothing. Then, with a smooth, powerful motion, both arms retracted, pulling the dildos almost completely out of her body. The feeling of sudden, devastating emptiness was a shock. But it lasted only a fraction of a second.

They thrust back in.

It was a firm, deep, mechanical stroke. No hesitation, no variation. In. Out. In. Out. A perfect, rhythmic pistoning. The speed was moderate at first, a deep, deliberate fucking that stretched her with every inward stroke and left her aching on every withdrawal.

The sensations collided, multiplied. The drag of the textured toy in her cunt rubbed directly over her G-spot with each entry, a targeted, brutal pressure that made her see stars. The one in her ass created a deep, full feeling, a profound stretch that seemed to light up nerve endings she never knew existed. Together, they created a feedback loop of pleasure so intense it bordered on pain. Her moans became constant, a ragged soundtrack to the machine’s mechanical hum and the wet, slick sounds of penetration.

“Oh god… oh fuck…” she chanted, her head thrashing side to side against the headrest. Her fingers clenched into futile fists within their restraints. Her entire world narrowed to the ceaseless, rhythmic invasion. The machine was relentless. It didn’t care about her cries, her pleasure, her overwhelm. It just fucked her.

Dr. Glass observed, a scientist at an experiment. “Good. Your body is accepting it. Your mind will follow. Let go of the need to control the sensation. Surrender.”

The pace increased. A dial turned on the control panel, and the hydraulic arms moved faster. The deep, deliberate strokes became a more urgent, pounding rhythm. Thump-thump-thump-thump. The force of the impacts shook her body in the chair, the leather straps creaking in protest. The dual penetration was now a frantic, overwhelming assault. Pleasure, sharp and electric, detonated along every nerve with each double thrust.

Her climax began to build with terrifying speed, a coiling tension deep in her core that was fed directly by the machine’s relentless pace. It wasn’t a slow burn; it was a fire being stoked by a bellows. She felt her inner muscles beginning to spasm, fluttering around the invading shafts.

“I’m… I’m gonna…” she sobbed, the warning torn from her.

“Cum,” Dr. Glass commanded, his voice cutting through the mechanical din. “Surrender to the machine.”

The command was the final key. The coil snapped.

Her orgasm exploded through her, a seismic event that ripped a scream from her throat. It was violent, convulsive, her body bowing against the restraints as much as they allowed. Her cunt clenched and rippled around the dildo fucking into it, her ass spasming around the other. The sensations were magnified, reflected back and forth between the two points of penetration, creating an endless loop of climax. It was endless, unbearable, magnificent.

And then, as the peak crested, a new, shocking release. A hot, gushing jet of fluid burst from her, not from inside her channel, but from a deeper place. It splashed against the retreating dildo, against the machine’s arm, pattering onto the sterile floor below. She squirted, the release forceful and continuous, a visible surrender that left her gasping and shuddering.

The machine didn’t stop.

It kept fucking her, through the aftershocks, through the hypersensitivity, through the mindless, sobbing wreckage of her orgasm. The pleasure, now mixed with a sharp, almost painful overstimulation, began to build again immediately. There was no recovery time, no respite. The mechanical arms pistoned with the same steady, inhuman rhythm.

“No… too much… please…” she whimpered, tears streaming down her face. But the please was ambiguous—a plea for mercy and a plea for more.

“Endure,” Dr. Glass said, his voice a constant amid the storm. “We aren’t done yet. Let it rebuild you.”

Her body, traitorously, obeyed. The overstimulation began to morph, the sharp edges softening back into a deep, rolling wave of pleasure. The machine’s pace was unchanging, a metronome of ecstasy. The thick shafts filled her, stroked her, owned her. She felt another climax mounting, this one born from pure, unadulterated sensory overload. It built and built, a pressure with no escape valve except through another shattering release.

When it came, it was somehow deeper, more profound than the first. A low, guttural cry was torn from her as her body convulsed again, another, smaller gush of fluid escaping her. The machine fucked her through it, and again, the pleasure began to coil almost instantly afterward.

She lost count. Time dissolved into a blur of mechanical thrusts, wet sounds, her own ragged sobs and cries, and the devastating, repetitive fireworks of orgasm. She came a third time, a sharp, clenching peak that left her dizzy. A fourth, a longer, rolling wave that made her toes curl in the stirrups. She was a vessel for sensation, drained and refilled over and over by the impersonal, perfect efficiency of the machine. Her mind blanked out, existing only in the present tense of penetration and release.

Finally, after an eternity that might have been twenty minutes, Dr. Glass’s hand moved to the control panel. He turned a dial all the way down. The relentless pace slowed, becoming deep, slow strokes, then gentle withdrawals. The whirring diminished to a quiet hum, then ceased. The hydraulic arms retracted fully, the gleaming black dildos sliding out of her body with a final, wet sound.

The emptiness was catastrophic. She felt hollowed out, gaping, profoundly empty. Her body trembled violently, a fine, constant shiver that ran through her limbs. Sweat coated her skin. The chair beneath her was soaked—with her sweat, her slickness, the evidence of her squirt. She slumped against the restraints, utterly spent, her eyes closed, breath coming in ragged, shallow pants.

She heard his footsteps approach. The click of buckles. The strap across her torso loosened, then fell away. The wrist restraints were undone. Then the ankles. Her limbs were free, but they were useless, boneless things. She couldn’t have stood if the building were on fire.

His hands were on her then, not as a doctor, but as a caretaker. He lifted her from the chair as if she weighed nothing, cradling her trembling form against his chest. He carried her to a clean, padded table against the wall and laid her down on her back. A warm, damp cloth wiped her brow, her cheeks, her throat. Another, softer cloth blotted gently between her legs, cleaning away the mess. The touch was methodical, devoid of sexual charge, but it was the first human contact after the machine’s brutality, and it made a choked sob rise in her throat.

He helped her sit up, her legs dangling over the edge of the table. He held a paper cup of water to her lips, and she drank, the cool liquid a shock to her system. Her eyes finally focused on his face. He was looking at her with an expression she couldn’t quite name—satisfaction, perhaps, but also something akin to respect.

“You did exceptionally well, Ivy,” he said, his voice low. “What you endured… that is the recalibration. Your body is learning a new language of pleasure, one of endurance and acceptance.”

She could only nod, her throat too raw for words.

“This kind of progress is remarkable. If you continue on this path, with this level of commitment…” He paused, letting the significance hang in the air. “Your date of discharge could be moved up. You could go home soon.”

Home. The word should have sparked joy, relief. Instead, a cold, sharp spike of anxiety pierced the haze of her exhaustion. Go home. To her old room, her old streets, her old triggers. To the life that had almost destroyed her and had certainly almost destroyed Jackie. The craving, a ghost now but still present, whispered of how easy it would be to slip back. The thought terrified her.

An orderly entered—the same woman from the day before. Dr. Glass handed her the folded blue scrubs. “Help her dress, please. Then take her back to her room. She is excused from all further activities today.”

The orderly nodded. With efficient, impersonal hands, she helped Ivy into the soft cotton pants, then the top. Every movement was an effort. When she was dressed, the orderly produced a wheelchair from the corner of the room. Ivy didn’t protest as she was guided into it. She was too tired, too overwhelmed.

The ride back to her room was a silent, blurry journey through the hallways. The orderly helped her transfer from the chair to her bed. “I’ll bring you a dinner tray later,” she said quietly, before leaving and locking the door.

Ivy lay on her back, staring at the familiar cracks in the ceiling. The deep, pleasant ache in her core and rear was a constant physical reminder of the session. But her mind was churning, circling around Dr. Glass’s words. You could go home soon.

The program she’d dreaded, the prison she’d resented, now felt like a cocoon. A terrible, painful, humiliating, transformative cocoon. Outside was the unknown. Outside was the memory of the person she had been—the desperate, lying, destructive thief who would trade anything for a few hours of numbness.

She didn’t want to be that person anymore. The realization was as frightening as it was clear. The sessions with Dr. Glass, as brutal and invasive as they were, were giving her something drugs never could: a sense of having earned her release, her peace. They were forging a new self through fire and sensation. The machine today had been the purest expression of that—an impersonal trial by pleasure that she had somehow survived, even transcended.

But could that new self survive out there, in the world that had created the old one? The nervousness was a cold stone in her stomach. She wanted to become a productive member of society, the thought so foreign it felt like someone else’s line, but it was there, genuine. She just had no idea how to begin.

10 - A DIFFICULT TEST

The morning after the machine, Ivy woke with a deep, settled soreness that felt more like a badge than a wound. The phantom memory of those relentless silicone shafts filled her with a strange, quiet pride. She had endured. She had been rebuilt. The craving, that whispering ghost, was quieter today, a distant murmur beneath the solid reality of her body in the clean, blue scrubs.

Breakfast was a quiet affair with Sharon and the others. The conversation was soft, about the book Sharon was reading, about the chill in the air. Ivy listened, she even smiled at a joke. The ordinariness of it was no longer a taunt; it was a practice. She was practicing being a person who ate oatmeal and talked about the weather.

That’s when she saw the new girl being led through the cafeteria by an orderly.

The girl couldn’t have been more than twenty. She had a gaunt, sharp-edged beauty, with dark circles under defiant eyes, and a tension in her shoulders that screamed of barely-contained energy. Her scrubs looked too big on her slender frame. She scanned the room with a look of pure, unadulterated contempt that was so familiar it stole Ivy’s breath.

It’s like looking in a mirror, Ivy thought, a cold ripple of recognition moving through her. That’s exactly how I walked in here.

The girl—Casey, an orderly called her—slumped into a chair at an empty table, ignoring her tray. She pulled her knees up to her chest, a fortress of anger and fear.

Ivy didn’t think. She just stood, her own tray forgotten. “Be right back,” she murmured to Sharon, who gave a knowing, slight nod.

She walked over and sat across from Casey. The girl’s eyes flicked up, green and hostile. “What do you want?”

“Nothing,” Ivy said, her voice calm. “Just saying hi. I’m Ivy. I got here a few weeks ago.”

Casey snorted. “What, am I supposed to be impressed? Save the pitch for someone who actually wants to be a programmed little drone. I’m not joining your stupid cult.”

The old Ivy would have snapped back. This new Ivy just felt a swell of pity. “It’s not a cult. It’s just… hard. The first few days are the worst.”

“I can handle it,” Casey muttered, but her eyes darted around the room, betraying her panic.

“I know you can,” Ivy said. And she meant it. She saw the fighter in Casey, the survivor. She also saw the desperation that would make that fighter do terrible, stupid things. “If you need to talk. Or just… not talk. My room’s just down the hall.”

Casey just glared, but some of the tension left her jaw. It was enough.

They crossed paths again after the morning group session. Casey lingered near the door, looking lost. Ivy fell into step beside her as they walked toward the day room. “How’s the withdrawal?” Ivy asked.

“Feels like my bones are trying to crawl out of my skin,” Casey said flatly. “But I’m stuck here. I’m court ordered. I’ll go to prison if I leave.”

The day room was its usual self: a few women reading, two playing a silent game of cards. The sunlight was weak through the high windows. Casey pulled Ivy into a corner, near a tall, dusty fake plant. Her eyes were bright, sharp with a secret.

“Listen,” Casey hissed, her voice low and thrilling with conspiracy. “I got something. A little taste.”

Ivy’s heart, so steady a moment before, gave a single, hard, painful thump. The ghost in her veins sat up and took notice. “What?”

A cunning, proud smile touched Casey’s lips. “Swallowed it. Three little balloons. Got here, drank a cap full of that cheap shampoo from the shower. Threw it all back up in the toilet. The balloons were fine.” She glanced around, then looked back at Ivy, her expression expectant, testing. “It’s good shit. We could split it. Tonight. Just to take the edge off this fucking place.”

The offer hung in the air between them, shimmering with forbidden promise. Ivy could almost smell it—the chemical tang, the promise of numbness, of escape from the aching soreness, from the memory of the machine, from the terrifying prospect of going home. Her mouth watered traitorously. Her palms felt damp.

This was the test. Not one Dr. Glass had devised, but one the universe had thrown in her path. The old Ivy was right there, her hand outstretched, whispering, Yes. Just once. You deserve it. You’ve suffered enough.

Ivy looked at Casey’s eager, hungry face. She saw herself. She saw Jackie, pale and lifeless on the floor. The cold stone of fear that lived in her gut now solidified into a different kind of resolve.

She took a slow breath. “No.”

Casey blinked. “What?”

“I’m not interested,” Ivy said, and the words, once spoken, felt true. More than true. They felt powerful. A surge of something warm and clean rushed through her—it was pride. Stark, undiluted pride. “You should flush it. Right now.”

Casey’s face twisted in disbelief, then scorn. “Are you serious? You’re one of them now? You drink the Kool-Aid that fast?”

“It’s not about them,” Ivy said, her voice firmer than she felt. “It’s about me. I don’t want it.” She meant it. The craving was still there, a dull ache, but it was separate from her now. She could see it, acknowledge it, and choose not to feed it. I can do this, she thought, a wave of dizzying certainty washing over her. If I can say no here, in this place, with it right in front of me… I can stay sober out there. I can go home and be different.

Before Casey could spit another retort, a presence filled the doorway. Dr. Glass. His dark eyes found Ivy immediately, as if drawn by the intensity of the moment.

“Ivy,” he said, his voice cutting through the room’s quiet. “It’s time for your session.”

Casey shot Ivy a final, venomous look that said traitor, then slunk away to a chair, turning her back on them.

Ivy’s pride hardened into a different kind of anticipation as she followed Dr. Glass. The click of the lock on the training room door was a sound she now associated with transformation. The room was dim, the tools on the walls gleaming dully. And there, standing near the padded bench, was Dr. Gerard Burton.

He was exactly as she remembered from their previous session: broad-shouldered, solid, with close-cropped silver hair and a sharply trimmed beard that gave him a severe, academic handsomeness. His pale blue eyes were calm, analytical, taking her in as she entered. He wore a white coat over a black turtleneck, and his presence added a new, heavier layer of gravity to the space.

“Ivy,” Dr. Burton said, his voice a low, pleasant rumble. “Dr. Glass tells me you’ve made significant strides.”

“Thank you,” Ivy murmured, her pulse beginning a steady, thick rhythm.

“Today’s session is a reinforcement of that discipline,” Dr. Glass said, moving to stand beside his colleague. “A physical testament to the control you are cultivating. Remove your clothes.”

The command was familiar now. Ivy’s fingers went to the hem of her top. She didn’t hesitate, didn’t protest. The soft blue cotton pooled at her feet. She stepped out of the pants, standing naked before them in the cool air. Their gazes were clinical, assessing, but beneath that, she felt the sharp, focused heat of their interest. It didn’t shame her. It ignited her.

“Come here,” Dr. Burton said.

She walked to them, stopping an arm’s length away. Dr. Glass reached to a small tray. On it lay two small, silver clamps, each with a tiny screw mechanism. Nipple clamps.

“Arms out to your sides,” Dr. Glass instructed.

She obeyed. Dr. Burton stepped forward. His hands, large and warm, cupped her breasts, his thumbs brushing over her nipples, which tightened instantly into hard peaks. His touch was deliberate, almost scholarly, as he assessed their sensitivity. Then he took one of the clamps from Dr. Glass. He positioned the padded jaws on either side of her left nipple, and with a slow, precise turn of the screw, he closed them.

The sensation was a bright, sharp pinch that bloomed into a deep, throbbing ache. Ivy gasped, her back arching slightly. Before she could adjust, he repeated the process on her right nipple. The dual pain was intense, centralizing her entire awareness on her chest. The ache radiated outwards, a constant, demanding pulse.

“Good,” Dr. Burton murmured, his pale eyes watching her face. “The discomfort focuses the mind. It’s an anchor.”

“Now,” Dr. Glass said, his hand gesturing toward the padded bench. “Bend over. Grasp the far side.”

Ivy moved on legs that felt less than steady. The leather of the bench was cool against her knees and forearms as she leaned forward, presenting herself. The position pulled gently on the clamps, sending fresh zings of sensation through her. Her heart hammered against her ribs.

She heard the click of a case opening, the sound of lubricant. Then Dr. Glass was behind her, his fingers, slick and cool, circling her back entrance. She flinched, the intimate touch a shock.

“Relax,” he said, his voice close. A finger pressed, insistent, working the lube into the tight ring of muscle until it yielded, admitting the tip. The preparation was thorough, almost leisurely. Then the finger withdrew.

She heard a low, electrical hum. A vibrator. But not like the one from the chair. This was different. She couldn’t see it, but she felt the blunt, rounded tip of it press against her. It was larger than a finger. A buttplug.

“Breathe out,” Dr. Glass commanded.

She exhaled, and as she did, he pushed. The silicone, slick and cool, stretched her impossibly. She cried out, a short, sharp sound, as the widest part breached her, then slid home with a soft, final pressure. The sensation of fullness was immediate and profound. Then the vibration started.

It was a deep, insistent thrum that seemed to resonate in her very bones. The vibrations traveled up through her rectum, buzzing against her vaginal walls, humming against her clit from the inside. It was an invasion that was also a constant, maddening stimulation. Her inner muscles fluttered helplessly around it.

Before she could even process this new reality, she heard movement. A soft swish of leather through air. Dr. Glass and Dr. Burton each picked up a flogger from the wall. They were medium-length, with multiple, soft suede falls.

They positioned themselves on either side of her.

“The discipline of accepting pain,” Dr. Burton said, his voice calm. “Without retreat. Without the numbing escape you used to crave.”

The first stroke came from her left. Dr. Burton. It landed across her upper back and shoulders with a soft, spreading thwack. It wasn’t a sharp pain, but a heavy, warm impact that bloomed across her skin.

Before that sensation could fade, another came from her right. Dr. Glass. Across her lower back and the top curves of her buttocks. Thwack.

Then they began in earnest.

There was no rhythm at first, just a random rain of soft blows. Thwack. Thwack-thwack. Thwack. The falls spread the impact, lighting up wide swaths of her skin with a heat that built steadily. The vibrator hummed incessantly in her ass, a counterpoint to the external percussion. The clamps tugged and throbbed with each movement, each strike.

Ivy clenched the edge of the bench, her knuckles white. Her breath came in ragged pants. The sensations were overwhelming, a storm of inputs: the deep, buzzing fullness, the sharp, focused ache on her nipples, the spreading, warming sting on her back and ass. Her mind tried to fragment, to flee, but there was nowhere to go. She was anchored by pain, by vibration, by the relentless attention of the two men.

The flogging intensified. The strokes came faster, overlapping. The warm heat turned to a bright, glowing sting. Her skin felt alive, every nerve ending singing. A sheen of sweat broke out over her body. A low, continuous moan was pulled from her throat, mingling with the sounds of the floggers and the electric hum.

Dr. Glass and Dr. Burton worked in a silent, terrifying harmony. One would strike the backs of her thighs, and as she flinched, the other would land a blow across her shoulders, steadying her. They were painting her with sensation, stroke by stroke, building a tapestry of pain and pleasure so intertwined they became the same thing.

The vibrator never stopped. Its constant thrum was the baseline, the engine driving her arousal higher and higher. Despite the punishment, despite the ache, her sex grew wet, slickness dripping down her inner thighs. The need for friction, for release, became a desperate, clawing thing inside her.

Just when she thought the heat on her skin would become unbearable, the flogging stopped.

The sudden absence of the falling leather was a shock. The air felt cool on her heated, throbbing skin. Her entire body trembled, held in a state of heightened, buzzing tension. The only sounds were her own ragged breathing and the persistent, maddening hum of the plug in her ass.

She heard the rustle of clothing. A zipper. Then Dr. Burton was behind her, his large, warm hands settling on her sore hips. His thumbs dug into the soft flesh, possessive and sure. The head of his cock, thick and blunt, nudged against her slick, waiting entrance. He was already hard, his erection heavy against her.

With a single, smooth, powerful thrust, he seated himself fully inside her.

Ivy screamed, a raw, guttural sound of overwhelming fullness. He was big, stretching her deliciously, but it was the combination that destroyed her—the deep, solid invasion of his cock in her cunt while the vibrator continued its relentless assault in her ass. She was packed, stuffed, utterly occupied. The different textures, the different rhythms, created a feedback loop of pleasure so intense it bordered on agony.

Dr. Burton didn’t wait for her to adjust. He set a brutal, pounding pace from the very first stroke. He fucked her with the steady, powerful piston of a man who knew exactly what he wanted and took it. Each deep drive pushed the vibrating plug against his shaft, sending tremors through both of them. His groans, low and animalistic, filled the air behind her.

His hands gripped her hips hard, surely leaving bruises, holding her in place for his use. The slapping sound of flesh on flesh, wet and rhythmic, joined the electric hum. Ivy was reduced to a vessel of sensation, her mind blank, her world narrowed to the slam of his body into hers and the constant, buzzing thrill from behind. The coil of her orgasm, which had been winding tighter and tighter through the flogging, now reached a critical, screaming tension.

He felt it. His rhythm grew ragged, his thrusts becoming shorter, harder, more urgent. “That’s it,” he grunted, his voice strained. “Take it. Take your reward.”

With a final, deep, grinding thrust, he buried himself to the hilt and held there. A hot, pulsing rush flooded her core as he came, his release jetting deep inside her in thick, possessive waves. He groaned, long and low, his body shuddering against hers as he emptied himself.

He stayed embedded for a moment, both of them panting. Then he slowly pulled out, his softening cock leaving her feeling suddenly, devastatingly empty. The evidence of his climax dripped from her, a warm trickle down her thigh.

She had no time to process the loss. As Dr. Burton stepped back, Dr. Glass was there.

He moved Dr. Burton’s discarded flogger aside with his foot. He didn’t touch her at first. She heard the slide of his zipper, the rustle of his pants being pushed down. Then his hands were on her, replacing Dr. Burton’s on her hips. His touch was different—familiar, electric, charged with their entire history.

The head of his cock, slick with her arousal and his colleague’s release, pressed against her soaked entrance. He pushed forward, entering her in one slow, inexorable glide.

Ivy sobbed. It was a different fullness. Dr. Glass was slightly slimmer but longer, hitting depths that made her vision blur. And now, with her channel slick and used, the vibrator’s buzzing was even more pronounced, directly stimulating him through the thin wall separating her holes.

He fucked her with a controlled, driving intensity. No frantic pounding, but a deep, deliberate, powerful rhythm that seemed designed to break her apart from the inside out. Each withdrawal was a sweet torture, each thrust a reclaiming. He was marking her, mixing his own possession with what Dr. Burton had left behind.

The vibrator buzzed, his cock stroked, the clamps throbbed, her flogged skin burned. It was too much. It was everything.

Her climax detonated without warning, a cataclysm that tore a shattered scream from her throat. It was deeper than any before, a rolling, convulsive wave that clenched around his driving length, milking him, demanding his surrender. Her vision whited out. She felt her own release gush around him, adding to the slick mess.

Her orgasm triggered his. With a final, deep, grinding thrust, he drove home and held, his body stiffening. A hot, second flood filled her, his release pulsing in time with the last shudders of her own. His seed mixed with Dr. Burton’s inside her, a hot, claiming pool. He groaned, a sound of pure, satisfied triumph, his forehead resting between her shoulder blades as they both shook.

For a long moment, there was only the sound of their ragged breathing and the fading hum of the vibrator. Slowly, gently, Dr. Glass withdrew. The cool air on her sensitized flesh was a shock. He reached between her legs, his fingers finding the base of the buttplug. With a soft, wet pop, he pulled it free. The sudden, hollow emptiness was almost as profound as the fullness had been.

Then his hands went to her breasts. With careful turns, he unscrewed the clamps. The release of pressure was a sweet, aching relief, followed by a rush of blood that made her nipples scream with renewed, sensitive life.

He helped her stand. Her legs were liquid, buckling immediately. Dr. Glass caught her, holding her upright against his chest. Dr. Burton handed him a soft towel, and Dr. Glass wiped her thighs, her stomach, with a clinical tenderness that made her want to cry.

He guided her to sit on the edge of the bench. She was trembling, a full-body shiver she couldn’t control. Both doctors stood before her, looking down at her wrecked, used, and radiant form.

“I am very proud of you, Ivy,” Dr. Glass said, his dark eyes holding hers. “Today, you demonstrated that you will go to great lengths to achieve recovery.”

Dr. Burton nodded, a small, approving smile on his stern face. “You’ve shown how important sobriety is to you. You are ready.”

“Ready?” Ivy whispered, her voice hoarse.

“For the final phase,” Dr. Glass said. “A final test. One that synthesizes everything you have learned here—honesty, endurance, surrender, and choice. Pass it, and you will graduate from the Clearwater program. You will be discharged, free to go home.”

Home. The word echoed in the silent room. It didn’t spark joy. It sparked a deep, cold thrill of fear that cut through the post-coital haze. But beneath the fear, beneath the terror of the unknown, was a tiny, hard kernel of the pride she’d felt earlier. She had come this far. She had endured the machine. She had said no to the drugs. She had taken both these men and found a terrifying strength in it.

She looked up at Dr. Glass, then at Dr. Burton. She gave a single, slow nod. “I’m ready.”

They helped her dress, their hands impersonal now. An orderly was summoned to take her back to her room. The walk was a blur. The door locked behind her.

That night, Ivy lay in the dark, the deep, satisfied ache in her body a constant reminder of the day. But her mind wouldn’t quiet. A final test. What could it be? Something worse than the machine? Something more psychological? The uncertainty was a cage. She tossed and turned, the thin sheets tangling around her legs. The pride was still there, but it was now surrounded by a churning sea of anxiety. She had to pass. She had to prove, to them and to herself, that the change was real. That she could leave this place and not become the ghost that haunted her old streets. Sleep was a distant country, and she was adrift, staring at the dark ceiling, her stomach tight with a dread that felt strangely like hope.

11 - A NEW BEGINNING

A hard, rhythmic knock at her door ripped Ivy from a thin, anxious sleep. The digital clock on the wall glowed 5:17 AM. Her heart, already pounding from a fragment of a nightmare, seized. It was time for her final test.

The door opened before she could answer. Dr. Glass stood in the doorway, backlit by the harsh hallway fluorescents. He was dressed not in his white coat, but in dark trousers and a crisp, grey dress shirt, the sleeves rolled precisely to his forearms. He looked like a businessman about to conduct a merger. The sight was somehow more intimidating than the clinical white.

“Ivy. Up. Now.”

His voice held no room for discussion. It was the same tone he’d used the very first day. The authority in it sent a familiar, unwelcome thrill through her stomach, cutting through the residual ache from yesterday’s session.

She pushed back the sheet, the blue cotton of her scrubs rumpled from her restless night. Her body felt heavy, leaden with dread. She stood, not meeting his eyes.

“Follow me.”

He turned and walked out. She had no choice but to trail after him, her bare feet silent on the cold linoleum. The facility was a tomb at this hour, the only sounds the hum of distant machinery and the echo of Dr. Glass’s polished shoes on the floor. They didn’t speak. The silence was a weight, pressing down on her shoulders.

He led her down a corridor she recognized—the one leading to the specialized treatment suites. Her breath hitched when he stopped at the door to Room 3. The room with the machine. The memory of those relentless, mechanical pistons flashed behind her eyes, a phantom ache tightening low in her belly.

He produced a keycard, swiped it, and pushed the door inward.

The same heavy, leather-padded exam chair sat in the center of the room, its restraints dangling like dead vines. But the machine was gone. Just the chair, a stainless-steel trolley on wheels, and a single, bright surgical light overhead, currently off.

The trolley held her attention. On it, arranged neatly on a blue cloth, were three silicone dildos.

They were graduated in size. The first was modest, perhaps the size of two of Dr. Glass’s fingers together. The second was significantly thicker, with a prominent, bulbous head. The third was… substantial. It was long, intimidatingly thick, a deep blue color, with a pronounced curve and a flared base.

A coil of cold, sharp fear tightened in Ivy’s gut. This was different from the machine. The machine was impersonal, a force of nature. This was manual. This was his hands. His choice. His control, measured out in increasing increments of silicone.

“Remove your clothes and get in the chair,” Dr. Glass said, his voice calm. He was already moving to the trolley, his back to her, examining the implements as if selecting tools for a delicate repair.

Ivy’s fingers trembled as she fumbled with her top. The air in the room was cool, raising goosebumps on her skin as the fabric slid away. She stepped out of the pants, folding them with a numb, automatic precision she didn’t feel, and placed them on a small stool by the wall. Naked, she felt acutely vulnerable. The silence was a living thing, waiting.

She climbed onto the cold leather of the chair. The material stuck slightly to the back of her thighs. She leaned back, the high headrest forcing her to look at the ceiling. She heard the soft click of restraints being unlocked. Then his hands were on her.

He started with her ankles, securing them in the padded cuffs at the base of the chair. The leather was firm, unyielding. He moved to her wrists, pulling each arm to the side and fastening them to the armrests. The restraint was complete, impersonal. She was spread, open, utterly available. Her heart hammered against her ribs, a frantic bird in a cage.

Dr. Glass moved into her line of sight. He had pulled on a pair of latex gloves, the snap against his wrists loud in the quiet room. He picked up a bottle of clear lubricant, squeezed a generous amount onto his gloved fingers, and warmed it between his palms. His expression was one of detached focus.

“The purpose of this test is not pain,” he said, his eyes meeting hers. They were dark, unreadable pools. “It is acceptance. You will take what is given. You will find pleasure in the progression. You will not fight it.”

Ivy swallowed, her throat dry. She gave a slight, terrified nod.

He turned to the trolley and picked up the smallest dildo. He coated it thoroughly with lube, the shiny gel catching the light. He stood between her splayed thighs, his presence blocking her view of what he was doing. She felt the cool, slippery tip of the silicone nudge against her entrance.

“Breathe in,” he instructed.

She inhaled, a shaky gasp.

As she exhaled, he pushed.

The intrusion was smooth, easy. The dildo was no larger than what she’d experienced before, many times over in this place. It slid into her without resistance, filling her with a familiar, unremarkable fullness. He worked it in to the base, then withdrew almost completely, only to push back in.

He began a rhythm. Slow, at first. Deliberate. In and out. A clinical fucking. The sound was wet, obscene in the sterile silence. Ivy closed her eyes, focusing on the sensation. It was just a thing inside her. She could handle this. This was nothing.

But Dr. Glass was a craftsman. His strokes were not random. He adjusted the angle, finding the spots that made her inner muscles clench. He varied the depth, sometimes shallow and teasing, sometimes burying it to the hilt with a firm pressure that made her gasp. The bland fullness began to morph, warming into something else. A low, reluctant heat kindled in her core. Her body, so well-trained now, began to respond to the rhythmic invasion despite her fear.

A soft, traitorous moan escaped her lips.

Dr. Glass heard it. His rhythm didn’t change, but she saw a faint, satisfied tilt at the corner of his mouth. He continued, the pace steady and insistent, until her hips were making tiny, involuntary lifts to meet each thrust, until her breath was coming in ragged little pants, until the wet sounds from her sex were a constant, humiliating accompaniment.

Only when she was fully, undeniably aroused, her channel slick and clutching at the silicone, did he stop. He pulled the dildo free with a soft, sucking sound and placed it back on the trolley.

He picked up the second one.

Ivy’s eyes widened. The difference was alarming. The bulbous head looked impossibly wide. Dr. Glass coated it liberally, the lube dripping in thick strands. He positioned it at her opening, which now felt tender, used.

“Breathe,” he commanded again, his voice low.

She tried. Her muscles were tense, defensive. The blunt, wide tip pressed, demanding entry. It wouldn’t give.

“Ivy,” he said, a warning in his tone. “Accept it.”

She forced herself to go limp, to exhale all the tension from her body. She imagined her muscles softening, yielding. As she did, he applied steady, unrelenting pressure.

The stretch was immediate and intense. A sharp, burning sensation tore a cry from her throat as the thick head breached her. It felt like she was being split. Tears pricked at the corners of her eyes. He paused, allowing her a moment to adjust to the overwhelming fullness, then pushed forward again, the thick shaft following the head, stretching her inner walls to a new, breathtaking limit.

Oh god. The thought was a prayer and a curse. The sensation was agony and something else, something darker. The sheer occupation of it was profound. He began to move it, slow drags in and out, each movement a fresh exploration of this new, expanded territory. The burning began to subside, replaced by a deep, aching fullness that touched places inside her she didn’t know could be reached. The friction now was different—broader, more encompassing. It rubbed against her front wall, against her G-spot, with a relentless, broad pressure that made her see stars.

Her earlier arousal, momentarily stunned by the shock of entry, came roaring back, transformed. It was hotter, needier. Her moans were louder now, less controlled. She was panting, her back arching against the restraints. She was being fucked by a tool, but it was his hand guiding it, his will determining the depth and the pace. The submission was total. The pleasure was terrifying in its intensity.

He worked her with the second dildo for what felt like an eternity, stretching and filling her until her cries were continuous, until her body was glistening with sweat. She was mindless with a need for release that Dr. Glass refused to provide. He kept her teetering on a brutal, exquisite edge.

He withdrew the toy. The sudden emptiness was a shock, a hollow ache. She felt gaping, loose, her body throbbing with unmet need.

Then he picked up the third one.

A sob broke from Ivy’s chest. “Please,” she whispered, the word torn from her. She didn’t know what she was begging for—for him to stop, or for him to continue and end this torment.

Dr. Glass ignored her. He lubricated the massive, blue-colored silicone with a slow, ritualistic care. He held it up for a moment, letting her see its daunting dimensions, its intimidating curve, before bringing it down between her thighs.

The cold, slick tip touched her, a brand. Her body, so thoroughly opened, still quailed at the prospect. This was beyond anything. This was a threshold.

He pressed.

The stretch was beyond burning. It was a white-hot sear of tissue being asked to do the impossible. She screamed, a raw, animal sound, her body straining against the leather cuffs. He didn’t relent. He used his body weight, leaning forward, applying a constant, terrifying pressure. The thick, curved head began to breach her, millimeter by agonizing millimeter. She was being remade, her very anatomy protesting then yielding in a wave of piercing, overwhelming sensation.

It felt like it would never end. Then, with a final, brutal push and a sound that was half-scream, half-groan from Ivy, it popped past the tightest ring of muscle and slid home.

The feeling was catastrophic.

She was full. Unspeakably, completely full. Every inch of her vaginal canal was packed, stretched to a taut, singing tightness. The curved tip pressed against her deepest, most sensitive spot with an accuracy that was cruel. She couldn’t move, couldn’t breathe. She could only feel—the overwhelming pressure, the deep internal ache, the shocking, undeniable fact of this object inside her. Tears streamed down her temples and into her hair.

Dr. Glass held it there, buried to the wide base, letting her absorb the reality of it. Then, with agonizing slowness, he began to withdraw.

The drag was even more intense than the entry. Her inner muscles, shocked and sensitized, clung to the silicone, rippling in helpless spasms. He pulled it almost all the way out, until just the tip remained, stretching her entrance wide. Then he pushed it back in, that slow, inexorable invasion.

He established a pace. It wasn’t fast. It couldn’t be. Each stroke was a monumental event, a complete claiming of her space. In and out. A deep, grinding fullness followed by a devastating, empty stretch. The friction was immense, all-encompassing. It rubbed everywhere, stoking the fire he’d built into a conflagration.

Ivy was lost. Her mind shattered. There was no thought, only sensation—a universe of stretch and burn and deep, perverse pleasure. Her orgasm, when it began to gather, was not a spark but a seismic shift, building from the very depths of that stretched, tortured, grateful place inside her. She was sobbing, chanting “please, please, please” again, but the meaning had changed. It was a plea for completion.

He saw it. He felt it in the frantic clenching around the toy. He fucked her with the giant dildo, his arm muscles corded with the effort, each thrust a punctuation mark in her unraveling.

And then he stopped.

He pulled the dildo free and dropped it onto the cloth with a heavy, wet thud.

Ivy cried out in protest, her body convulsing, stranded on the very peak. The need was a physical pain, a screaming void.

Dr. Glass moved quickly. He coated his gloved right hand—his whole hand—in a thick, glistening layer of lubricant.

Her brain, fogged with need, couldn’t process what she was seeing. Not until he positioned his fingers together, his thumb tucked in, forming his hand into a smooth, tapered shape. He pressed his lubed, gloved fingertips against her stretched, weeping entrance.

No. The word was a silent scream in her head. This was beyond the toys. This was him. His flesh. His whole hand.

“Your final limit, Ivy,” he murmured, his eyes locked on hers. There was a feverish intensity in them now, a crack in his clinical armor. “Take it. Take all of me.”

He pushed.

The stretch was beyond anything she could have conceived. It wasn’t just size; it was the shape, the living, malleable warmth of it. Her body, already stretched to its uttermost by the largest dildo, had to yield just a little more. It was a slow, impossible swallowing. She felt her inner folds part, accommodate, envelop his knuckles, then the widest part of his hand. A deep, guttural groan was forced from her lungs, a sound of pure, animal surrender.

His hand slid inside her, up to the wrist.

The sensation was… profound. It was a fullness that touched her soul. She was stuffed, packed, utterly possessed. He was inside her in a way no man ever had been, in a way no toy could replicate. She could feel the subtle movement of his fingers inside her, the solidity of his bones within her softness.

He began to move.

It was a gentle fucking at first, just the slow slide of his fist in and out of her impossibly stretched channel. The feeling was surreal, incredibly intimate, and shockingly erotic. The tight, hot clasp of her around his wrist was a vice of velvet fire.

Then his left hand came down. His fingers found her clit, swollen and throbbing from the ordeal.

He rubbed.

The touch was electric, a direct line to the screaming, pent-up tension in her core. The dual sensation—the deep, internal massaging fullness of his fist and the precise, circling torture on her clit—was the final, perfect key.

Ivy’s world exploded.

Her orgasm was not a wave but a tsunami. It ripped through her with a violence that bordered on agony. Her body bowed against the restraints, every muscle seizing. A raw, shattered scream tore from her throat, echoing off the sterile walls. Her vision whited out, then swam with bursts of color. Her channel convulsed around the invading fist in powerful, rhythmic pulses, milking the unyielding shape.

And she squirted.

It wasn’t a trickle. It was a hot, gushing release, a torrent of clear fluid that erupted from her with the force of her climax, soaking his wrist, his arm, the leather of the chair beneath her. It splashed, a shocking, visceral testament to the intensity of her surrender. The release seemed endless, wringing every last drop of tension, every last shred of resistance from her body.

She collapsed back into the chair, boneless, utterly spent. Her breath came in huge, shuddering sobs. Tears of release, of shame, of overwhelming sensation streamed down her face.

Slowly, gently, Dr. Glass withdrew his hand. The sensation of emptiness was cosmic, a yawning chasm. He peeled off the sodden gloves and dropped them into a biohazard bin. He stood between her legs, looking down at her wrecked, quivering, glistening form. His own breathing was slightly elevated, a faint sheen of sweat on his brow.

For a long moment, he just looked at her. Then he reached forward and began to unbuckle the restraints.

The leather cuffs fell away. He didn’t speak as he helped her sit up. Her limbs were like water, trembling uncontrollably. He supported her, his hands firm under her elbows, until she found her balance on the edge of the chair. He handed her a thick wad of clean towels.

“Clean yourself up,” he said, his voice returning to its normal, composed timbre. “You passed the test, Ivy.”

The words barely registered. She mechanically wiped the cooling fluid from her thighs, her stomach. The reality of what had just happened—the final, shocking intimacy of it—was still settling into her bones, mixing with the profound, hollow exhaustion.

“Get dressed.”

She pulled on the blue scrubs, her movements clumsy. The fabric felt strange against her sensitized skin. Dr. Glass waited by the door, patient, watching her.

When she was finished, he gestured. “Come with me.”

He led her out of Room 3, back down the silent hallway, but not toward the residential wing. He took her to the front of the facility, to the intake room where this entire journey had begun. The room was exactly as she remembered: impersonal, clean, with the same exam table in the corner.

On a chair sat a folded pile of clothes. Her clothes. The ripped black jeans. The faded band t-shirt. The hoodie she’d worn over it. Her worn-out combat boots. They looked like artifacts from another life, from a ghost.

“Change,” Dr. Glass said, nodding toward the small adjoining bathroom.

Ivy took the clothes and went inside. She leaned against the door for a moment, closing her eyes. The girl who had worn these clothes felt like a stranger. She stripped off the scrubs for the last time and pulled on her old uniform. The jeans were tight, the fabric rough. The t-shirt smelled faintly of cigarette smoke and her old perfume. It was the scent of Ivy-before. She pulled the hoodie over her head, a shield.

When she emerged, Dr. Glass was waiting. He held a file folder.

“Your outpatient treatment plan,” he said, handing it to her. “Three sessions per week. Mondays, Wednesdays, and Fridays at 4 PM. You will report directly to me. The focus will be on reintegration, on applying the discipline you’ve learned here to the challenges of the outside world.”

Ivy took the folder, holding it like something sacred. A ticket. A contract.

“Your parents are here to pick you up.”

He opened the door to the main reception area. And there they were.

Her mother’s face was a map of anxious hope, her eyes instantly searching Ivy’s for signs of the daughter she remembered. Her father stood beside her, his posture stiff but his expression softening as he saw her. They looked older. They looked relieved.

“Ivy,” her mother breathed, stepping forward, arms half-outstretched, hesitant.

A flood of complex emotion—guilt, love, a desperate need for that forgiveness—surged in Ivy’s chest. She stepped into the hug, letting her mother’s familiar, floral scent envelop her. It was an awkward embrace over the folder she still clutched, but it was real. Her father patted her shoulder, his version of an embrace.

“We’re so proud of you for doing this,” her mother whispered, her voice thick.

Dr. Glass gave a small, professional nod. “Ivy has made significant progress. I’m confident she will remain sober.”

As they walked out, her mother’s arm around her shoulders, Ivy glanced back once. Dr. Glass stood in the doorway of Clearwater, a tall, dark silhouette against the bright interior light. He gave no sign, no smile. He simply watched her go.

The sunlight outside was painfully bright, washing out the world. Her father’s sedan was parked in the lot, familiar and mundane. She slid into the back seat, the leather cool through her jeans. As her father started the engine and pulled onto the quiet road, a strange quiet settled over the car.

“How do you feel, honey?” her mother asked, turning in the passenger seat.

Ivy looked out the window at the passing trees, the ordinary houses. The deep, satisfying ache between her legs was a secret she carried, a brand. The craving for drugs was a distant, muffled whisper, easily ignored. In its place was a solid, clean emptiness, ready to be filled with something new.

“Good,” Ivy said, and found she meant it. “I feel… good. Clear.” She looked at the file folder in her lap. “I’m looking forward to the outpatient sessions. I think… I think I can do this. Get a job. Maybe take a class at the community college in the spring.”

Her parents exchanged a glance of such profound, tearful hope it almost broke Ivy’s heart. “We know you can do it, sweetheart,” her father said, his voice gruff with emotion.

Ivy leaned her head against the window. The hum of the tires on the asphalt was a lullaby. She thought of the sterile room, the cold leather, the graduated toys, the final, shocking fullness. She thought of the shame, the surrender, the unbelievable release. She thought of Dr. Glass’s dark, commanding eyes.

A small, private smile touched her lips. She was thankful they’d sent her to Clearwater. The methods were unorthodox, extreme. But they had worked. They had reached into the deepest, most broken parts of her and rebuilt her, piece by shocking piece.

She was clean. She was strong. And she was already, secretly, looking forward to Wednesday at 4 PM.

BACK COVER

One Last Fix. One Final Choice.

Nineteen-year-old Ivy is a master manipulator. For three years, her world has been defined by the hunt for her next high, a cycle of theft and betrayal that has finally pushed her parents to the edge. After she pawns her mother’s most precious heirloom, the ultimatum is clear: Get clean at Clearwater Women’s Rehabilitation Center, or get out for good.

Ivy arrives with a smirk and a plan—do the time, play the part, and get high the second she’s free. But Clearwater isn't an ordinary treatment center, and Dr. Xavier Glass isn't interested in traditional talk therapy.

Ivy realizes she has entered a world of total surrender. Under Dr. Glass’s commanding gaze, she is subjected to a rigorous regime of discipline, BDSM "training" sessions, and stimulation designed to rewire her brain. What began as a desperate ruse to appease her parents quickly turns into a visceral journey of submission.

As the line between punishment and salvation blurs, Ivy finds herself caught between her old addiction and a new, more powerful craving: the desire to obey. When a fellow addict offers her a chance at the drugs she once craved, Ivy must face a final, life-altering test. Will she spiral back into the hollow oblivion of her past, or will she embrace the radical transformation Dr. Glass has carved into her soul?

At Clearwater, the price of sobriety is everything. And Ivy is finally ready to pay.


The Doctor’s Hucow

1 - ARRESTED AND CHARGED

The red and blue lights painted the inside of her car in frantic, dizzying stripes. Melody’s knuckles were white on the steering wheel, her heart a frantic drum against her ribs. She’d taken the back road too fast, the old Mustak’s engine a roar of defiance that had finally drawn the wrong kind of attention.

Of course. The thought was a bitter pill. Of course it’s tonight.

The officer’s flashlight beam was a cold, invasive sun. “License and registration, please.” His voice was flat, professional, devoid of the anger she expected. That was worse. Calm meant procedure. Procedure meant trouble.

She fumbled in the glove box, the half-empty bag of white powder tumbling out as if it had been waiting for its cue. The world seemed to slow, the beam of light freezing on the tiny plastic Ziploc. She saw the officer’s posture shift, a subtle hardening. The next few minutes were a blur of clipped commands, the cold bite of handcuffs on her wrists, the smell of stale coffee and leather in the back of the cruiser. She stared out the window, her reflection in the glass a ghost with wide, green eyes. The city lights smeared into streaks of gold and white.

The county jail was a symphony of harsh sounds and sterile smells. The clang of metal doors was a period at the end of every sentence. A bored female deputy with tired eyes processed her, her fingers efficient and impersonal as she cataloged Melody’s possessions—her phone, her lucky silver ring, the cocaine. The holding cell was a concrete box with a stainless-steel toilet. She spent the night on a thin plastic mattress, listening to the echoing cries and mutters of other women, the relentless buzz of fluorescent lights. She didn’t sleep. She traced the cracks in the ceiling and thought about the felony charge hanging over her, a concrete weight ready to crush her future before it even began.

Morning came with stale toast and watery oatmeal. Then came the shackles, the transport van, and finally, the cavernous silence of the courtroom.

Her public defender, a young man with a poorly knotted tie, whispered urgent, meaningless advice. The prosecutor’s words were dry stones dropped into a still pond: “possession with intent,” “class four felony,” “mandatory minimum.”

Then the judge spoke. He was older, with a face like worn leather and eyes that held no warmth. He listed the charges, the potential sentence—years, not months. Melody’s stomach hollowed out. But then he paused, steepling his fingers.

“You are eighteen, Miss Martin. This is your first offense,” he said, his voice filling the quiet room. “The state has an alternative. The Waverly Clinic. A residential treatment facility. Successful completion means the felony charge is dismissed, your record sealed.”

He looked at her, his gaze piercing. “It is not a spa. It is not an easy way out. It is structured, rigorous, and entirely voluntary. You may choose the clinic, or you may choose to proceed with the standard sentencing for your crime. What is your decision?”

The choice was no choice at all. A felony conviction was a life sentence of its own, a stain that would never wash out. Waverly Clinic sounded like a prison with better wallpaper, but it was a door, however narrow, that wasn’t slamming shut.

“I’ll take the clinic,” she heard herself say. The words felt thin, foreign.

The judge gave a single, grave nod. “So ordered. Remand her to the custody of the Waverly Clinic for intake today.”

2 - A THOROUGH INTAKE EXAMINATION

The transport van was a gray metal box on wheels, smelling of industrial cleaner and old sweat. Melody sat in silence, her wrists cuffed to a chain around her waist, watching the city blur into suburbs, then into flat, empty countryside. The only sound was the rumble of the engine and the occasional staticky crackle from the guard’s radio. She felt hollowed out, a shell rattling down a road she hadn’t chosen.

When the van finally slowed and turned, pulling into the parking lot of Waverly Clinic. The building was a low, modern sprawl of glass and pale brick, surrounded by manicured lawns and tall, privacy fencing. It looked like a corporate headquarters, not a prison or a hospital. The dissonance made her skin prickle.

The guard uncuffed her at a secure rear entrance. A woman in pastel-blue scrubs took her paperwork with a nod. “This way, Miss Martin.”

The inside was all soft lighting and quiet. The floors were a warm, polished tile that muted their footsteps. It was the quiet that got to her—no yelling, no clanging doors, just the faint hum of climate control and distant, muffled voices. They walked down a long hallway. A door opened ahead, and two women emerged, guided by another staff member. Both women wore loose cotton dresses. And both were very, very pregnant, their rounded bellies leading the way. One rested a hand on her stomach, a slow, absent circles. Their eyes passed over Melody, blank and placid, as if she were a piece of furniture.

What the hell kind of clinic is this?

The question screamed inside her skull, but her mouth stayed shut. The scrubs-clad woman led her to a door marked Intake. “Dr. Day will see you now.”

The office was all cool, professional calm. Framed diplomas hung on taupe walls. A large desk sat tidy, nothing out of place. And behind it, a man stood up.

Dr. Day was older, maybe in his late forties, but handsome in a way that felt deliberate. His hair was silvered at the temples, cut short and precise. He wore a white coat over a crisp dress shirt and tie. His eyes were a cool, assessing blue. He smiled, but it didn’t reach his eyes. It was a practiced, professional expression.

“Melody Martin. Please, have a seat.” His voice was smooth, a low baritone that filled the quiet room. He glanced at the file in his hand. “Eighteen. Felony possession. Court-ordered to our care.” He looked up at her. “You made the smart choice. The legal system is not kind to pretty young felons.”

The word pretty hung in the air. It wasn’t a compliment. It was a categorization.

“What is this place?” Melody asked, her own voice sounding small. “I saw pregnant women.”

“Waverly is a comprehensive wellness facility,” Dr. Day said, closing the file. “We treat a variety of conditions. Substance dependency is one. The female reproductive system is another. They are not mutually exclusive.” He came around the desk, leaning against its edge. He was tall, and his proximity felt invasive. “My job today is your intake examination. A full physical and psychological baseline. It is mandatory. Your continued residence here, and therefore your avoidance of a felony conviction, depends on your compliance with all procedures. Do you understand?”

She understood the threat perfectly. It was wrapped in polite language, but it was a steel cable around her neck. She gave a tight nod.

“Good. Follow me.”

He led her out a side door and down a shorter, brighter hall to a standard exam room. But it wasn’t standard. The centerpiece was a padded chair, upholstered in slick gray vinyl. It had adjustable sections for the back, legs, and arms. And on each of those sections were sturdy-looking leather straps with chrome buckles.

Melody’s feet rooted to the floor. “What are those for?”

Dr. Day was already at a counter, his back to her, preparing something. “Safety,” he said, his tone matter-of-fact. “Some patients experience anxiety or involuntary movements during certain procedures. The restraints are for their protection and mine. It’s protocol.” He turned, holding a clipboard. “Remove your clothing, please. Everything. Place it on the chair in the corner. Then lie back on the exam chair.”

The air in the room grew thick, difficult to pull into her lungs. “No.”

Dr. Day didn’t frown. He didn’t get angry. He simply looked at her, his blue eyes like chips of ice. “Melody. Let’s not begin with disobedience. You are not in a position to refuse. The judge’s order grants us full custodial authority for your treatment. Would you prefer I call the orderly to assist you? Or would you prefer to be driven back to county jail to await your felony sentencing? The choice, as ever, is yours.”

The options were no options. A cold, sick feeling spread from her stomach outwards. This was the price. This was the first payment on her freedom. Her hands, which felt like they belonged to someone else, went to the hem of her t-shirt. She pulled it over her head. The air in the room was cool on her skin. She unfastened her jeans, pushed them down her hips, stepped out of them. Her bra, her panties—last shreds of her own identity—joined the pile on the plain wooden chair. She stood there, naked, trying to cover herself with her arms, her skin erupting in gooseflesh.

“On the chair, please,” Dr. Day said, his gaze clinical, sweeping over her as if she were a chart.

She walked the few steps to the vinyl chair, the material cold and unyielding against her back and thighs as she sat, then leaned back. He approached, and his fingers were efficient, not rough, as he guided her arms to the armrests, her ankles into the stirrups at the end of the leg supports. The leather straps were cool and firm. He buckled them around her wrists, her forearms, just above her knees, and around her ankles. The buckle snicked shut with a terrible finality. With each fastener, she felt a layer of her control peel away. She was trussed, spread, utterly exposed. Her heart hammered, a trapped bird beating against her ribs.

Dr. Day pulled a rolling stool close to her side and sat. He snapped on a pair of latex gloves. The sound was obscenely loud. Snap.

“We’ll begin with cardiopulmonary,” he said, his voice now a soft murmur. He picked up a stethoscope, the metal disc gleaming. “Deep breaths, please.”

The metal was shockingly cold on her chest. He moved it, his other hand resting lightly, professionally, on her shoulder. In. Out. She focused on the ceiling tiles, counting the tiny holes. His presence was a dense heat beside her, the scent of his soap—something clean and citrus—mingling with the sterile odor of the room.

“Good,” he murmured. He moved the stethoscope to her back, his hand pressing her forward slightly. The touch was impersonal, but her skin burned under it.

He set the stethoscope aside. “Now, a breast exam. Standard screening.” His gloved hands came up, and there was no hesitation. His palms were warm through the latex as they cupped the undersides of her breasts, lifting them slightly. His thumbs brushed over her nipples, once, lightly. A purely clinical touch.

But her body betrayed her. A sharp, electric jolt shot from her nipples straight down to her core. They tightened, pebbling under his thumbs. She gasped, a short, sharp intake of air.

Dr. Day’s hands stilled. His eyes flicked up to her face. “Sensitive?” he asked, his tone still flat, observational.

She couldn’t speak. Shame, hot and oily, flooded her. He continued, his fingers now gently palpating the tissue of her breasts, moving in slow circles. Each pass sent another low, unwelcome thrum through her. It was wrong. It was so wrong. But the traitorous heat between her legs grew, a slow, insistent awakening. She clenched her thighs, but the straps held them fast, wide apart.

“No masses,” he said to himself, as if noting a chart.

His thumbs circled her areolas again, this time with a faint, deliberate pressure. The sensation was unbearable—a mix of violation and a deep, physical thrill that made her stomach clench. Her breath came in shallow pants now. She could feel the dampness gathering on the vinyl beneath her.

He finished, his hands dropping away. She felt both relief and a bizarre, aching loss. He turned back to the counter, and she heard the click of a bottle cap, the wet sound of lubrication.

“Pelvic exam,” he stated. He swiveled back, his gloved fingers glistening with clear gel. “Relax your muscles.”

She couldn’t. Every fiber was taut as a wire. He didn’t wait. His touch landed on her inner thigh, then moved inward. His index finger pressed against her entrance. It was cold from the gel, a shocking contrast to the heat of her body. He pushed inside.

Melody jerked against the straps, a muffled cry escaping her. It was an invasion, stark and physical. But her body, the damnable, traitorous thing, was wet, slippery. He slid in to the knuckle with ease.

“Good cervical position,” he said, his eyes on where his hand worked. He began to move his finger, a slow in-and-out that was horrifically gentle. Then he added a second finger, stretching her. A low, choked sound came from her throat. It wasn’t a protest. It was something else entirely.

He scissored his fingers slightly, stretching the tender inner muscles. A bolt of pure, undiluted pleasure ripped through her, so intense her vision blurred. No. No, no, no.

“Elasticity is excellent,” Dr. Day noted. He crooked his fingers, pressing upward against a spot that made her entire body arch against the restraints. A white-hot spark ignited in her pelvis. She bit down on her lip until she tasted copper.

He withdrew his fingers. The emptiness was acute. She was panting now, her chest rising and falling rapidly.

Next came the speculum. He showed it to her, cold steel. “This will allow visualization.” He coated it with more gel. The touch of the metal at her opening made her flinch. Then came the pressure, the inexorable widening as he turned the screw. It didn’t hurt, not exactly, but it was a profound, stretching fullness, a feeling of being opened and displayed. She felt utterly, helplessly vulnerable. A click, and it was locked in place, holding her wide.

Dr. Day reached for a long cotton swab. “Screening for pathogens.” He inserted it, swabbing deep inside. The clinical nature of it, combined with the intense exposure, sent another confusing wave of heat through her. He removed the swab, placed it in a tube, then released the speculum. It slid out with a soft, wet sound.

She thought it was over. She prayed it was over.

Dr. Day turned to the counter again. When he turned back, he was holding something that made her blood run cold. It was a dildo, but unlike any she’d ever seen. It was made of smooth, flesh-toned silicone, thick and long, with a flared base. It was medical, yet unmistakably sexual.

“What… what is that for?” Her voice was a raw scrape.

“We need to assess your depth and elasticity,” he explained, as if discussing a blood test. He squirted a generous amount of lubricant onto its length, coating it thoroughly. “Complete relaxation is necessary for an accurate measurement.”

“No. You can’t. That’s not medical.” Panic pitched her voice higher.

He leaned closer, his face inches from hers. His breath smelled of mint. “Melody,” he said, softly, lethally. “Every part of this is medical. Your resistance is noted as psychological opposition, which will be addressed in therapy. Now. Relax.”

He positioned the tip at her entrance. The slick, blunt pressure was immense. She squeezed her eyes shut. He pushed.

It was too big. It stretched her unbearably, a slow, burning invasion. A whimper escaped her. He pushed steadily, inexorably, until the entire thick length was buried inside her, the flared base snug against her. The feeling of being stuffed, filled to absolute capacity, was overwhelming. She felt split open.

“Good,” he breathed, his own composure seeming to crack for a second, a faint flush on his neck. He held it there for a moment, letting her adjust. Then, he pulled it back, almost out, before sliding it home again.

It was a slow, measured stroke. Then another. It wasn’t frantic. It was deliberate, a clinical rhythm. The drag of the silicone against her inner walls was maddening. Each inward stroke pressed against a deep, hungry spot that the fingers had only teased. A treacherous, building pressure began to coil in her lowest belly.

“Please stop,” she whispered, but it was a lie. Her body was singing a different song.

“Almost done,” he murmured, his eyes fixed on where the toy disappeared into her body. His rhythm remained steady, each stroke a little deeper, a little more precise. His free hand, still gloved, moved down from her belly, through the coarse curls, and found her clit.

The touch was direct, a circling pressure exactly where she needed it. It was too much. The dual sensations—the deep, stretching penetration and the sharp, focused friction on her most sensitive nerve—collided.

Her back bowed off the chair as much as the straps allowed. A sound tore from her throat, guttural and raw, nothing like her. The coil snapped. Pleasure detonated inside her, a seismic wave that crashed from her core out to her fingertips and toes. It was violent, total, wracking her with spasms. Her inner muscles clamped viscously around the invading silicone, milking it, and a hot gush of fluid followed, soaking the vinyl beneath her with a sound like a splash. She kept cumming, wave after wave, her cries dissolving into broken sobs.

Dr. Day worked her through it, his fingers relentless on her clit until she was oversensitive, jerking away from the touch. Only then did he slowly, carefully, withdraw the dildo. The sensation of its exit was almost as profound as its entry. She lay there, wrecked, trembling, tears leaking from the corners of her eyes into her hairline. The smell of sex and latex filled the air.

For a long moment, there was only the sound of her ragged breathing. Then, methodically, Dr. Day unbuckled the straps. The leather fell away. Her limbs were boneless, heavy. He helped her sit up, his hands impersonal once more. He handed her a thin, light blue hospital gown. It tied in the back. She put it on with fumbling fingers, the coarse fabric scratchy against her oversensitive skin. He handed her no underwear. He gathered her street clothes—her last link to her old life—and dropped them into a plastic bag, which he sealed with a zip-tie.

From a drawer, he took a small paper cup with a single white pill in it. He filled another cup with water from a cooler. “Take this, Melody.”

Numb, hollowed out, her body still throbbing with the aftershocks of the shameful, explosive orgasm, she took the cup. She put the pill on her tongue, bitter and chalky, and swallowed it down with the cold water. It felt like swallowing a stone.

He pressed a call button. The door opened almost immediately. An orderly, a large, silent man with a placid face, stood there.

“Take Miss Martin to room 7B,” Dr. Day said, not looking at her again, already making notes on his clipboard.

Melody stood on shaky legs. The gown did little to cover her, the back gaping open as she followed the orderly out. The hallway seemed longer now, the lights brighter. They passed more doors, all closed. They took an elevator up one floor, then walked down another identical corridor. The orderly stopped at a plain white door with 7B stenciled on it in black. He unlocked it with a key from his belt, pushed it open, and stood aside.

The room was a cell. Small, sterile, painted a soft, depressing beige. A single bed with a thin mattress and a beige blanket. A stainless-steel toilet and sink in one corner. A small, bare desk and a hard plastic chair. A narrow, horizontal window set high in the wall, offering a sliver of gray sky. The door clicked shut behind her. The lock engaged with a solid, metallic thunk.

What have I gotten myself into?

3 - THE BREEDING ROOM

The thin cotton gown did nothing to stop the chill in the air, or the deeper, more invasive cold seeping into her bones. Melody stood in the center of the sterile room they’d assigned her, her arms wrapped around herself. The intake examination had been humiliating. She felt scraped raw, her rebellious energy tamped down under the weight of institutional efficiency.

A soft shuffle of footsteps drew her to the door’s small, wired-glass window. Young women, girls her age or a little older, filed past in a silent, orderly line. They wore identical light blue gowns, their faces a mixture of blank acceptance and something else—a strange, placid focus. One of them, a willowy blonde with tired eyes, caught Melody’s gaze through the glass. She didn’t smile, but she paused, her head tilting just a fraction.

The lock on Melody’s door clicked, and it swung inward. The blonde stood there. “Lunch,” she said, her voice flat. “You’re new. Come on.”

Melody hesitated, but the girl—Brandi, she’d learn—just turned and walked, expecting to be followed. The hallway was long, lit by soft, recessed lighting that felt more like a high-end spa than a clinic. The only sounds were the whisper of bare feet on polished linoleum and the distant, gentle hum of machinery.

The day room was a surprise. It was bright, airy, with large windows looking out onto manicured gardens. Round tables were dotted around, and a serving station stood at one end where staff in crisp, white uniforms doled out portions onto trays. The food looked decent—grilled chicken, steamed vegetables, a roll. It was all so… normal. Eerily so.

Melody took a tray, her fingers clumsy. She followed Brandi to a table in the corner.

“So,” Melody began, her voice low. “What’s the deal here? Group therapy? Meds? What’s the treatment?”

Brandi took a slow, deliberate bite of green bean. She chewed, swallowed, and dabbed her lips with a napkin before answering. “It’s an honor,” she said, her tone warming with a conviction that felt at odds with her exhausted face. “To be chosen. To serve.”

Melody blinked. “Serve? Serve who?”

“The community. Families in need.” Brandi’s eyes took on a distant, glazed quality. “Before I came here, I was nothing. A prostitute. A drain. I had nothing to offer society.” She leaned forward slightly. “Now, I have a purpose. I get to give the greatest gift.”

A knot of dread tightened in Melody’s stomach. “What gift?”

“A child.” Brandi said it with serene simplicity. “For a wealthy family who can’t conceive. My body, my health… it’s being put to good use. It’s a privilege.”

Melody’s fork clattered against her plate. The grilled chicken suddenly looked like molded clay. “You’re… you’re pregnant?”

“Not yet. Soon.” Brandi smiled, a small, practiced thing. “The treatment is very thorough. Dr. Day ensures success.”

Horror, cold and slick, poured down Melody’s spine. This wasn’t rehab. This was something else. Something her mind scrabbled away from, refusing to fully grasp. “They can’t… they can’t force you to have a baby.”

“Force?” Brandi looked genuinely puzzled. “I consented. We all consent. It’s a noble act. Dr. Day says we’re helping to build stronger families, better futures.”

Before Melody could form another protest, a presence materialized at the edge of their table. The air seemed to still. She looked up.

Dr. Day stood there, tall and impeccable in a white coat over a dark suit. His hair was silvered at the temples, a distinguished frame for a face that was all sharp angles and authority. His eyes, a piercing, glacial blue, fixed on Melody. They didn’t just look at her; they seemed to catalog her, to assess her viability down to her cellular level.

“Miss Martin.” His voice was a smooth, deep baritone, devoid of warmth but full of an undeniable command. “It’s time for your first treatment session. Come with me.”

Every instinct screamed at her to run, to refuse, to fight. But the memory of the judge’s voice, the cold weight of the felony, pinned her to the chair. She was legally committed. There was no walking away.

Slowly, mechanically, she stood. Dr. Day turned without another word, expecting compliance. She followed, her bare feet cold on the floor. They left the bright day room, turning down a different hallway, one that grew quieter, more secluded. The doors here were heavy.

He stopped before one. A simple, laser-printed sign was affixed to it: BREEDING ROOM.

Dr. Day produced a keycard. A soft beep, a click, and he pushed the door open, gesturing for her to enter.

The room was warmer than the halls, the air carrying a faint, clean scent of antiseptic and something else, something muskier, primal. The lighting was soft, indirect. In the center stood a wide, padded bench, upholstered in easy-wipe vinyl, its contours suggesting specific, supporting shapes. And standing to the side, waiting, were three men.

They were all shirtless, wearing only loose-fitting gray sweatpants. They were, objectively, stunning. Sculpted muscle carved defined chests, abdomens, arms. They didn’t leer; they regarded her with a detached, professional interest that was somehow more intimidating than lust.

One had hair the color of ripe wheat and eyes like a summer sky. He had the build of a swimmer, lean and long. The second had rich chestnut hair, a darker tan, and a more compact, powerful frame, like a gymnast. The third had hair as dark as her own, but straight, falling across a forehead above eyes of deep, stormy gray. His skin had an olive tone, and his physique was more brutally powerful, with broad shoulders and thick, corded arms.

“These are our prime bulls,” Dr. Day said, his voice clinical as he locked the door behind them. “Blaine, Caleb, and Landon. Their genetics, health, and potency are rigorously vetted. You are a cow, Melody. Your role is to receive, to nurture, to ultimately bear fruit. This is your treatment. This is your purpose.”

The words landed like physical blows. Cow. Bulls. The horror crystallized, sharp and absolute. “No,” she whispered, the word tearing from a dry throat. “No, I want to leave. I don’t consent to this.”

Dr. Day didn’t react with anger. He offered a thin, patient smile. “You were remanded to this clinic by a court of law, Melody. You are not free to leave. Standard sentencing would see you in a state penitentiary for thirty-six to sixty months. Here, you have an opportunity for redemption, and for significant compensation.”

“Compensation?” Melody asked, her mind still trying to process the situation.

He took a step closer. “Upon confirmed pregnancy, you will be transferred to our gestational wing for exemplary care. Upon live birth and surrender of the child to the designated family, an amount of one million dollars will be deposited into a trust in your name.”

The number hung in the warm air, colossal, impossible. Melody thought of her empty apartment, her maxed-out credit card, the seventy-three dollars in her checking account. A million dollars. It was more money that she could even imagine.

“The choice is yours,” Dr. Day said, though his tone made it clear it was no choice at all. “Accept your treatment and begin your journey toward contribution and reward. Or, I can have you transported back to county to await your felony sentencing. The judge was quite clear on the mandatory minimums.”

Her heart was a trapped bird, fluttering against her ribs. She looked from Dr. Day’s implacable face to the three silent, watching men. Shame, terror, and a desperate, greedy want warred inside her. The want won, cold and clear.

She gave a single, jerky nod.

“Good,” Dr. Day said. “Remove your gown and lie on the bench. On your back.”

Her fingers trembled as she fumbled with the simple tie at the back of her neck. The cotton slithered down her body, pooling at her feet. The air felt suddenly alive on her bare skin. She was painfully exposed under the gaze of the four men. Keeping her eyes fixed on the acoustic tiles of the ceiling, she walked to the bench and lay down. The padding was cool against her back. She placed her calves into the curved, padded rests at the end of the bench, letting her knees fall apart. The position was shockingly vulnerable, her most intimate self offered up on this clinical altar.

Dr. Day gave a slight nod to the blonde man—Blaine. He stepped out of his sweatpants, his erection already thick and full, jutting upward from a nest of golden hair. He was big, thickly veined, the head a flushed, ruddy pink. He approached the bench, his movements economical.

He didn’t touch her otherwise. No hands on her thighs, no attempt to stimulate her. He simply positioned himself at her entrance. She was dry, tight with fear. He reached down, took himself in hand, and used his own arousal to slick the broad head, pressing it against her.

He pushed forward.

A sharp, burning stretch made her gasp. Her eyes watered. He paused, allowing her body a moment to fight the invasion before yielding. Then he pushed again, deeper, a slow, inexorable slide that filled her in a way nothing ever had. The burning faded, replaced by a stunning, shocking sense of fullness. He was deep, so deep, seated fully inside her.

Then he began to move.

Slow, at first. Long, dragging withdrawals followed by that same deliberate, filling thrust. The friction was strange, uncomfortable, then… not. A sensation began to spark where their bodies joined, a low, gathering heat. Her breath, which had been coming in short pants, evened out. Her hips, tense and locked, gave a tiny, involuntary jerk upwards to meet his next stroke.

Blaine’s rhythm changed. The strokes became shorter, faster, more purposeful. The slap of his thighs against hers was a quiet, rhythmic beat in the silent room. The spark became a flame, licking up through her core. A soft, breathy sound escaped her lips, not a moan, but a sigh of surprised release. Her fingers curled into the vinyl of the bench.

He was hitting a spot now, a place deep inside that sent little shocks through her with every drive. Her back arched slightly off the bench. The clinical setting, the watching men, the horror of it all… it all blurred, smeared by the gathering physical urgency. This was wrong, it was monstrous, but her body, traitorous and alive, was responding. The heat pooled, tightened, coiled.

Blaine’s breathing grew ragged. His thrusts lost their precise rhythm, becoming harder, deeper, more urgent. His hands finally came down, gripping her hips, holding her in place as he pistoned into her. The force of it drove a series of sharp, bright gasps from her. The coil wound tighter, tighter, until the edge of it began to fray.

With a grunt that was all animal, Blaine drove in one last, punishing time and held. She felt him swell, pulse, and then a sudden, lavish heat flooded her depths. His release was a visceral jet, filling the empty space he’d carved inside her. He stayed buried for a long moment, his body shuddering, before he carefully withdrew. The loss of him felt abrupt, leaving her aching and strangely empty. He turned, pulled up his sweatpants, and walked to the side of the room, his part done.

Before she could process it, the brunette—Caleb—was there. He didn’t wait for instruction. A strong hand on her shoulder urged her up, turned her over. Dazed, dripping with Blaine’s seed, she got onto her hands and knees on the wide bench. The position was even more degrading, more bestial. Cow, the word echoed in her head.

Caleb’s hands were rougher, more possessive. He gripped the swell of her hips, his thumbs digging into the dimples at the base of her spine. He didn’t tease. He guided himself to her slick, used entrance and pushed in with a single, powerful thrust.

He was thicker than Blaine, a different shape that stretched her anew. A cry was torn from her, but it was swallowed by the bench. He set a brutal, driving pace immediately, taking her from behind with a focused intensity. Each thrust jolted her forward, her hands sliding on the vinyl. The sensation was overwhelming, a merciless friction that ignited every nerve. The shame was still there, a shrill note in the back of her mind, but it was being drowned out by the raw, physical reality of being fucked. Really, truly fucked. Her body was slick now, accepting him easily, the wet, rhythmic sounds filling the room.

One of his hands left her hip, snaked around her torso, and found her breast. He kneaded the soft weight, his fingers plucking at her nipple until it drew into a hard, aching peak. The dual assault—the deep, pounding penetration and the sharp pleasure-pain on her breast—shattered her thoughts into fragments. She was just sensation: the burn of stretch, the slap of skin, the electric pull on her nipple, the hot spill of seed already inside her mixing with her own arousal.

Caleb’s tempo increased, becoming frenzied. He was muttering something under his breath, curses or prayers, she couldn’t tell. His fingers bit into her flesh. She felt her own muscles begin to clench, a tidal wave of tension building from her toes, up her thighs, concentrating in that deep, pummelled core. It was coming, a climax forced from her by the sheer, relentless physicality of his use of her body.

He came before she could tip over. With a hoarse shout, he slammed into her, his body locking. Another flood of heat, distinct, pulsed into her, layering over the first. He collapsed over her back for a second, his sweat-slick chest pressing against her spine, before pushing himself off and away.

She was panting, trembling on her hands and knees, dripping from between her thighs. Before she could even try to move, the third man—Landon—was there.

He didn’t touch her. He just waited, his gray eyes watching her. Understanding, she slowly lowered her chest to the bench, presenting herself fully, her ass in the air. A low sound of approval rumbled from his chest.

When he entered her, she whimpered.

He was bigger. Significantly so. A stretch so profound it bordered on pain, a fullness that felt like it would split her open. He didn’t rush. He seated himself to the hilt and stayed there, letting her adjust, letting her feel every inch of him claiming the space the other two had prepared.

Then he began to fuck her. And it was different. It wasn’t the athletic drive of Blaine or the brutal possession of Caleb. This was slow, deep, and utterly consuming. Each withdrawal was almost complete, each thrust a slow, deliberate re-conquest. He reached depths the others hadn’t, a part of her she didn’t know existed. His hands, large and warm, smoothed over the curves of her ass, not gripping, almost… appreciating.

The slow, grinding rhythm was maddening. It built a different kind of tension, a deep, throbbing ache that demanded release. Every cell in her body was focused on the place where he joined with her. The clinical room vanished. There was only the heat of him, the smell of sex and clean sweat, the incredible, stretching fullness, and the slow, sure drag of his cock along her sensitized walls.

Her fingers clawed at the bench. Soft, pleading noises spilled from her lips with every exhale. She was pushing back against him now, meeting each slow drive, desperate for more, for the friction to sharpen, for the coil to snap.

He sensed it. His pace remained measured, but his thrusts gained a sharper edge, a more forceful final drive. He hit that deepest spot with unerring accuracy, over and over, a relentless, pounding pressure.

It broke her.

The orgasm didn’t crash; it erupted from that deep, touched place, a seismic wave of pure, mindless sensation. Her body convulsed, clamping down on him in vicious, rhythmic pulses. A choked scream was ripped from her throat, muffled by the vinyl. Lights danced behind her clenched eyelids. She shook, utterly possessed by the violent, shocking release.

He rode her through it, his own control fracturing. As her internal spasms began to subside, his rhythm finally shattered. He drove into her once, twice more, then buried himself with a force that lifted her hips off the bench. His release was a torrent, a hot, endless rush that seemed to go on and on, flooding her, claiming her, mixing with the others until she felt impossibly, decadently full.

He stayed inside her, panting, for a long minute. Then, with a final, soft groan, he withdrew. The sudden emptiness was a shock, a void. She felt spent, used, a vessel now brimming.

Silence, broken only by their ragged breathing. She heard the soft rustle of fabric as the three men pulled up their pants. Without a word, they filed to the door. Dr. Day unlocked it, and they left, their task complete.

Dr. Day approached the bench. He handed her the discarded gown. “Excellent,” he said, his voice holding a note of professional satisfaction. “Your receptivity is promising. With continued treatment, you should be pregnant very soon.”

Melody took the gown with numb fingers. She couldn’t look at him. She sat up, wincing at the soreness, at the slow trickle down her inner thigh. She wrapped the thin cotton around her, its former humiliation now feeling like a feeble shield.

The door opened again. An orderly, a large, silent man, stood waiting.

“Return her to her room,” Dr. Day instructed. “Ensure she rests.”

The orderly gestured. Melody stood, her legs unsteady. She walked past Dr. Day, out into the cool hallway. The walk back was a blur. The orderly didn’t speak. The other girls in the hallway seemed to look through her, or perhaps they saw her too clearly.

Her room door closed behind her with that same soft, final click. She stood in the center of the sterile space, the ghost of three different men moving inside her, their combined essence a warm, heavy reminder in her womb. Horror curdled in her stomach. She was a broodmare. She had sold her body, her potential motherhood, for money and a clean record.

But beneath the horror, under the shame, a treacherous, glowing ember remained. The memory of that final, shattering climax. The feeling of being so utterly full, so completely used. A deep, secret part of her, the part that drove her to recklessness, to losing control, thrummed with a dark, satisfied thrill. She had never felt so alive, so real, as she had in those moments of complete physical surrender.

That night, in the narrow bed, she couldn’t sleep. Every slight shift brought a tender ache, a visceral reminder. She stared into the dark, one hand resting on her lower belly, wondering if a life was already taking root in the fertile ground they had so forcefully sown. The fear was a cold stone. But the ember glowed, and in the silent dark, she acknowledged its heat.

4 - THE MILKING ROOM

Melody woke to a strange, insistent pressure. A dull, deep ache that seemed to radiate from the center of her chest. She shifted on the thin mattress, the soreness between her legs a familiar, unwelcome ghost from the day before. But this was new. She pushed herself up on her elbows, the pale morning light from the high window washing the sterile room in gray.

A cool, damp spot on the front of her cotton gown caught her eye. Two spots, directly over her nipples. She frowned, touching the fabric. It was wet. She pulled the neckline down, peering at her own breasts.

A pearly, opaque bead welled at the tip of her right nipple, swelling until it broke and traced a slow, glistening path down the pale curve.

Her mind went blank, then filled with a white-noise static of confusion. What the hell?

She pressed a finger to the other nipple. A similar droplet appeared, clinging to her skin. She brought her finger to her lips without thinking. The taste was faintly sweet, milky. Lactation. The word dropped into her thoughts like a stone into a still pond. But that was impossible. It had only been a day. Even if… even if the treatment had taken, her body wouldn’t respond this fast. It made no sense.

The door clicked open. Brandi stood there. “Time for breakfast,” she said, her voice flat. Her eyes flicked to Melody’s exposed chest, to the visible damp trails. No surprise registered on her placid face.

Melody yanked her gown up, covering herself. “What’s wrong with me?” The question came out sharper than she intended, edged with a panic she couldn’t suppress.

Brandi stepped in, placing the cup on the small bedside table. “Nothing’s wrong. Your body is producing milk.”

“Milk?” Melody’s voice was a whisper. “I’m not… I can’t be…”

“You’re not pregnant yet. Not for sure, anyway. Those white pills they give us induce lactation.” Brandi spoke as if explaining the schedule for laundry. “The milk is collected. It’s part of the program.”

“Collected.” Melody repeated the word, the horror dawning slow and cold. “You mean… pumped? Like a cow?”

A faint, almost imperceptible smile touched Brandi’s lips. “It’s a precious resource. The families who adopt… they want everything. Breast milk is more nutritious than formula.”

“Now, come on. Let’s go eat breakfast.” She started walking towards the day room, and Melody followed along with her new, dripping reality.

The day room was its usual bright, quiet self. Melody moved through the line on autopilot, her tray filling with scrambled eggs and fruit. The damp patches had dried on her gown, but she could still feel the subtle, alien fullness in her breasts, a heaviness that seemed to pulse in time with her heartbeat.

She sat across from Brandi, who ate with her usual mechanical precision. Melody couldn’t touch her food. “How long?” she asked, her voice low.

“How long what?”

“Does this… milking… go on for?”

“As long as you’re here,” Brandi said simply. “During pregnancy, after birth. For a while. It’s a significant revenue stream for the clinic.” She looked at Melody, her tired eyes holding a flicker of something—pity, or maybe just recognition. “You get used to it. The sensations. Some even… well. You’ll see.”

Before Melody could ask what that meant, the air changed. A presence approached, crisp and commanding. Dr. Day stood at their table, his white coat immaculate, his blue eyes fixed on Melody with that same penetrating assessment.

“Miss Martin. Your first lactation session is scheduled. Come with me.” It wasn’t a request. It was a statement of fact.

Melody’s fingers tightened on her fork. The eggs looked like yellow paste. She set the fork down, the metal clinking softly against the ceramic. She stood, her legs steady but her insides quivering. She followed him out of the day room, down a different hallway than the one to the Breeding Room. This one was just as quiet, but colder, with a faint, sterile scent that carried a metallic tang.

He stopped at a door that stood out from the sterile corridor only by the stark, clinical sign mounted at eye level: MILKING ROOM. He swiped a key card against the reader. A green light flashed, and the door hissed open.

It was smaller than the Breeding Room, more overtly clinical. The walls were a stark, easy-clean white. The centerpiece was a single, padded chair, tilted back at a slight angle. It had thick, black leather straps at the wrists, ankles, and across the torso. At chair-level on either side stood two sleek, chrome-and-plastic units, each with a clear collection jar, a length of transparent tubing, and a conical, silicone suction cup.

Dr. Day closed the door behind them. The lock engaged with a solid, final thunk.

“Remove your gown,” he said, already moving to one of the machines, checking dials.

Melody’s breath faltered. The room was cool. Her skin prickled with goosebumps. She untied the gown, letting it slip from her shoulders. It pooled at her feet, leaving her naked in the clinical light. Her breasts felt heavier than ever, the nipples tight and sensitive.

“Sit. Recline.” Dr. Day gestured to the chair without looking at her.

She walked to the chair, the floor cold under her bare feet. She sat, the padding cool against her back and thighs. She leaned back, the chair conforming to her shape. He approached, his movements efficient. First, the ankle straps. The leather was surprisingly soft, but unyielding as he secured it, buckling it snug but not painfully tight. Then the wrist straps, each one cinching her arm down to the armrest. Finally, the broad strap across her torso, just below her breasts, pinning her to the chair. She was utterly immobilized, spread-eagled and exposed.

Her heart thudded against her ribs, a trapped, frantic rhythm. She was strapped down. Helpless. The clinical setting made it worse, gave the violation a veneer of procedure.

Dr. Day stood beside her, his presence a wall of focused intent. He picked up one of the silicone suction cups, its opening wide and soft-looking. “The process is straightforward,” he said, his voice a calm, instructional monotone. “The suction will mimic a suckling reflex. It will draw the milk from your ducts. You may feel a pulling sensation. Some discomfort is normal.”

He didn’t ask if she was ready. He simply brought the cup to her left breast. The silicone was cool, a shocking contrast to her warm skin. He positioned it, covering her areola and nipple completely. A switch clicked.

A low, mechanical hum filled the room. Then the pull began.

It wasn’t painful, not at first. It was a deep, insistent, rhythmic tugging, a pressure that seemed to originate from deep inside her breast tissue and radiate outward. She gasped, her back arching as much as the strap allowed. Her nipple, already sensitive, was drawn into the tunnel of the cup, the suction creating a steady, milking rhythm.

Almost immediately, a thin, white stream jetted from her nipple, tracing through the transparent tubing before splashing into the waiting collection jar. The sight was surreal, deeply shaming. She wasn't a woman in this room; she was merely a biological resource, a prize specimen being systematically drained of her dignity.

Dr. Day attached the second cup to her right breast. The dual sensation was overwhelming. A synchronous, rhythmic pulling that seemed to connect directly to her core. The hum of the machines was a constant backdrop, a mechanical heartbeat to the intimate violation.

“Good,” Dr. Day murmured, watching the twin streams of milk begin to flow more steadily, filling the jars with a faint, rhythmic ping-ping-ping. “Initial let-down is strong. Your body is responsive.”

Melody tried to disassociate, to stare at the acoustic tiles on the ceiling, to think of anything else. But her body refused to cooperate. The suction was unrelenting, a persistent, intimate stimulation that she couldn’t escape. And beneath the shame, beneath the horror of being used as a dairy animal, a treacherous warmth began to stir.

It started as a low, visceral clenching deep in her belly. A familiar, unwanted heat that spread outward, warming her chilled skin. Her breathing, which had been shallow and rapid, grew deeper, more uneven. Between her thighs, where she was still sore from the day before, a different, slicker ache began to pulse in time with the pumps. Her nipples, hard and stretched by the suction, were sending sharp, electric signals straight to that gathering heat. It was a feedback loop of humiliation and arousal, each feeding the other.

She squeezed her eyes shut, but it only intensified the sensations. The sound of the milk hitting the glass. The mechanical hum. The deep, internal pull. Her own traitorous body, warming, softening, preparing.

She heard Dr. Day move away, then return. She forced her eyes open.

He was holding something. A large, flesh-toned silicone dildo, thick and veined, glistening with a clear lubricant. It was obscenely realistic, a brutal imitation of the real things that had filled her the day before.

“Physical stimulation increases oxytocin and prolactin release,” he explained, his tone still clinical, as if he were discussing a chemical equation. “It optimizes milk production.”

Melody’s mouth went dry. “No,” she whispered, the word a thin, broken thread of sound.

He didn’t acknowledge her protest. He moved between her strapped-down legs, his gaze impersonal as it traveled over her exposed sex. The pumps continued their relentless work, her milk flowing. Her hips gave a tiny, involuntary jerk, a futile attempt to close her legs.

He positioned the head of the dildo at her entrance. She was wet. She could feel it, the slick evidence of her shameful arousal betraying her. He pressed forward.

The stretch was immediate, shocking. It was big, almost as big as Landon had been, but unyielding, artificial. It didn’t warm with her body’s heat; it remained a cool, invading presence. He pushed it in slowly, watching her face, watching the way her stomach muscles fluttered. He slid it deep, until the fake, sculpted base pressed against her.

A ragged sob tore from her throat. It was violation, pure and simple. And yet, her inner muscles clenched around the intruder, a spasm of shocking pleasure-pain. The fullness complemented the pulling on her breasts, creating an overwhelming sense of being occupied.

He began to move it. A slow, deliberate in-and-out, the silicone dragging against her sensitized, swollen flesh. The friction was exquisite, a sharp, bright counterpoint to the deep, rhythmic ache in her breasts. Her head thrashed on the headrest. Sounds spilled from her—whimpers, choked gasps, the wet, slick sounds of the dildo moving in her own arousal.

“Please,” she moaned, not knowing if she was begging him to stop or to never stop.

He didn’t alter his pace. He fucked her with the toy in that same measured, clinical rhythm, his eyes on her face, on the way her breasts jiggled with each thrust, milk still streaming. The arousal was a storm now, breaking over her, drowning the last fragments of resistance. Her body was a live wire, every nerve ending screaming. The dual stimulation was too much, too perfect in its degradation.

Then he stopped, withdrawing the dildo completely. The sudden emptiness was a shock, a physical ache. She cried out, a wordless sound of loss.

He reached to a tray she hadn’t noticed and picked up a second dildo. This one was slightly slimmer, but longer, with a tapered tip. He coated it liberally with more lube.

“Anal stimulation triggers a particularly powerful neurochemical response,” he stated, as if reading from a manual. He positioned the tapered tip against her other, tighter opening.

“Wait—no, not there—” Panic laced her arousal. That was a line, a last boundary.

He pushed. The tip, slick and cool, breached her with a sharp, burning pressure. She screamed, her body going rigid against the straps. The pain was bright, searing. He paused, allowing the initial shock to subside, then applied more steady, inexorable pressure. Her body fought, then yielded, the ring of muscle stretching painfully to admit the invader. It was a deeper, more invasive fullness, a shocking sense of being penetrated in a way that felt fundamentally wrong and, in the context of her utter helplessness, unbearably erotic.

Once it was fully seated, he left it there for a moment, letting her feel the incredible, stretching fullness in both channels. Then, he picked up the first dildo again.

He worked them in tandem.

It was slow at first. A thrust with the vaginal dildo, then a subtle twist of the anal one. Then he found a rhythm, a counterpoint that made her feel split open, utterly conquered. The pumps pulled at her breasts. The two artificial cocks moved inside her, filling her beyond capacity. The sensations crashed together—the deep pull, the burning-stretching fullness front and back, the rough drag of silicone, the coolness against her hottest, most secret flesh.

Her world dissolved into a white-hot point of pure sensation. Shame, horror, identity—they burned away in the furnace of her body’s response. She was an animal, a machine, a vessel being operated for maximum output. And she was coming alive.

Her climax didn’t approach. It ambushed her. One moment she was a writhing, sobbing mess on the chair, the next a tidal wave of release detonated from her very center. It was not like the deep, rolling wave Landon had forced from her. This was sharper, brighter, a screaming, electrical storm that crackled through every nerve. Her back arched violently against the torso strap. A raw, guttural scream ripped from her throat, echoing in the small room. Her internal muscles clamped down on the invading shapes in vicious, rhythmic convulsions that had no thought, only instinct.

And as she convulsed, as the peak tore through her, a hot, sudden gush erupted from her—not from where the dildos were, but from her urethra. A clear, pulsing jet of fluid splashed against Dr. Day’s white coat and the chair between her legs. Squirting. The realization was a distant, shaming echo in the shattered remains of her mind. She was not just cumming, she was spraying her climax, adding another humiliating fluid to the collection.

The pulses went on and on, wracking her strapped-down body, each spasm milking the dildos, each contraction seeming to squeeze more milk from her breasts in a sudden, quickened flow. The ping-ping-ping in the jars became a frantic, chaotic patter.

Slowly, agonizingly slowly, the storm subsided. She collapsed into the chair, spent, drenched in sweat and her own release, trembling uncontrollably. The pumps continued to hum, pulling weakly now at breasts that felt drained, numb.

Dr. Day watched the final tremors pass through her. He looked at the collection jars, now holding a significant amount of milk. He looked at the wet splash on his coat and on the chair. A flicker of something—satisfaction, triumph—passed through his icy blue eyes.

He withdrew the dildos, first from her ass, then from her pussy. The emptiness they left was profound, a hollow, aching void. She felt raw, stretched, and impossibly open.

Next, he turned off the pumps first. The sudden cessation of the pull was almost as shocking as its start. A soft, relieved sigh shuddered out of her. Then, with careful, precise movements, he detached the suction cups from her breasts. Her nipples were swollen, deeply pink, standing out stiffly from the abused areolas. They felt tender, hypersensitive to the cool air.

Without a word, he unbuckled the straps. First the torso, then the wrists, then the ankles. The blood rushed back into her limbs with a prickling tingle. He handed her the discarded gown from the floor.

“Your production is excellent,” he said, his voice returning to its detached, professional tone. He peeled off his soiled white coat, revealing a pristine dress shirt and tie underneath. He draped the coat over his arm, the wet patch hidden. “I am very pleased. This bodes well for your overall viability in the program.”

Melody couldn’t speak. Her hands shook so badly she could barely pull the gown over her head. The cotton felt abrasive against her tender nipples. She managed to stand, her legs liquid, barely supporting her. A slow trickle of mixed fluids—milk? lube? her own release?—traced a path down her inner thigh.

Dr. Day walked to the door, unlocked it, and opened it. The same large, silent orderly from before stood waiting in the hall.

“Return her to her room,” Dr. Day instructed. “She requires hydration and rest. Her next session will be this afternoon.”

The orderly gestured. Melody stumbled forward, her gait unsteady. She passed Dr. Day without looking at him. The walk back was a haze of physical exhaustion and psychic ruin. Her body hummed with the aftershocks of the most intense, degrading orgasm of her life. Her breasts ached with a dull, full emptiness. Between her legs throbbed with a raw, well-used sensation.

The other girls in the hall were a blur. She didn’t care if they saw, if they knew.

Her room door closed. She stood in the center of it, the silence pressing in. She could still hear the hum of the pumps. She could still feel the deep, pulling rhythm. She could still feel the twin, stretching fullness.

She sank onto the edge of the bed, her head in her hands. The horror was there, a vast, cold ocean she was drowning in. She’d been strapped down, milked like livestock, and fucked with toys until she screamed and squirted. She was a thing. A production unit.

But the ember from the night before was no longer an ember. It was a wildfire, raging out of control. Her body, slick and trembling, sang a hymn of utter, devastating satisfaction. The memory of that climax—the helplessness, the intensity, the sheer, shocking physicality of it—burned away everything else. It was the most potent drug she’d ever experienced.

She lay back on the bed, one hand drifting to her tender breast, the other sliding between her still-throbbing thighs. She was ruined. She was alive. And she already dreaded and craved the next session.

5 - THE THREE BULLS

The afternoon light had shifted, casting longer, thinner shadows across the floor of her room. Melody lay on the bed, her body a map of recent violations. The deep ache in her breasts had settled into a constant, low-grade thrum, a reminder of the milking machines and the shocking release that had followed. Between her legs felt tender, swollen, the memory of the dildos a vivid, physical echo. She was exhausted, but a restless energy hummed beneath her skin, a craving that shamed her more than the act itself.

The lock disengaged with a precise click.

Dr. Day stood in the doorway, his silhouette crisp against the bright hallway. He had changed his coat; the new one was as spotless as the first. His blue eyes swept over her, assessing, cataloging. “It’s time, Miss Martin.”

No explanation. No inquiry about her state. Just time.

Melody pushed herself up, the thin cotton gown sticking slightly to the dampness between her thighs. She didn’t ask where or why. She already knew. The knowledge sat in her stomach like a cold, heavy stone. She stood, her legs steadier than she expected.

He turned and walked. She followed, her bare feet whispering on the polished linoleum. The clinic was so quiet. Only the distant hum of machinery and the soft swish of his trouser legs. They didn’t go to the Milking Room. They retraced the path from the day before, turning down the corridor that led to the Breeding Room.

Her pulse, which had been a sluggish thing, began a faster, harder rhythm against her ribs.

Dr. Day used his keycard. The door hissed open, releasing the same scent—antiseptic overlying something muskier, primal. The room was exactly as she remembered: the padded bench in the center, the soft, recessed lighting, the observation window a dark eye on the far wall.

The three men were already there.

They stood in a loose group near the bench, dressed again in simple gray sweatpants and nothing else. Blaine, with his golden hair and confident posture. Caleb, his muscular frame looking even more solid and imposing. And Landon.

Her gaze snagged on him immediately. He was leaning slightly against the wall, arms crossed over his broad chest. The sweatpants hung low on his hips, outlining the dense muscle of his thighs and the notable bulge at his groin. His dark hair was short, neat. His gray eyes, which had been so detached the day before, were now fixed on her. There was a focus in them, an intensity that felt different. Personal.

Their eyes met.

A current, sharp and electric, jolted through her center. It wasn’t fear. It was recognition, a spark in the void of clinical procedure. He held her gaze for a beat too long, then his eyes dipped, taking in her body through the flimsy gown, before returning to her face. A faint, almost imperceptible tension tightened his jaw.

Dr. Day’s voice cut through the silence. “Take off the gown.”

Melody flinched. With trembling fingers, she pulled the gown up and over her head, letting it drop beside her. The air in the room was cool on her naked skin. Her nipples, already sensitive from the morning’s suction, tightened into stiff peaks. She could feel the weight of four pairs of eyes on her.

“On your knees. In the center of the room,” Dr. Day commanded.

A hot flush crawled up Melody’s neck. This was different from being laid out on the bench. This was active submission. Her legs felt weak. She glanced at the men. Blaine’s expression was one of mild interest. Caleb’s was unreadable, his dark eyes watchful. Landon had uncrossed his arms. He was just looking at her, waiting.

Swallowing against the dryness in her throat, Melody moved to the indicated spot on the cool floor. She lowered herself to her knees. The hard floor pressed into her kneecaps. She kept her eyes down, staring at the speckled pattern of the linoleum.

“Proceed,” Dr. Day said.

For a moment, nothing happened. Then she heard the soft rustle of fabric. A shuffle of feet. They surrounded her.

From her peripheral vision, she saw gray sweatpants pooling around ankles. Then they stepped closer, until her world was a forest of male legs, muscular calves, and the thick, heavy shapes of their cocks at her eye level.

Her breathing shallowed. There were three of them. All erect. All different. Blaine’s was long and straight, a pale gold like his hair, with a prominent vein tracing its length. Caleb’s was thicker, darker, curving slightly upward, the head a flushed, ruddy purple. And Landon’s… it was like the rest of him: imposing, beautifully formed, thick with a defined ridge beneath the head, the skin smooth and stretched taut.

The sheer reality of it, the overwhelming maleness, made her head spin. There was a musky smell in the air, intimate, animal.

“Oral and manual stimulation,” Dr. Day instructed from somewhere behind her. “Maintain rhythm. Ensure they are fully prepared.”

Melody’s hands shook. She didn’t know where to start. An order was an order.

She reached out tentatively, her fingers brushing Blaine’s hip. He didn’t move. She wrapped her right hand around his shaft. The skin was warm, silken over the iron hardness beneath. With her left hand, she found Caleb, her fingers barely able to meet around his girth. They both felt alive, pulsing with a low heat.

That left Landon, standing directly before her.

She looked up. His gray eyes were a storm, his expression unreadable but intense. His cock stood mere inches from her face. She could see a glistening bead of moisture at the slit. The clean, salty scent of him filled her nostrils.

Her mouth watered traitorously.

She leaned forward, parting her lips. She took the head of Landon’s cock into her mouth.

The taste was clean, slightly salty, uniquely male. The smooth skin gave way to the firm crown. A low, rough sound came from above her, a vibration she felt through his body. Landon. The sound spurred her. She slid her mouth down, taking more of him, her tongue pressing against the sensitive underside. He was big, stretching her lips, filling her mouth. She began to move, a slow, tentative bob of her head.

At the same time, her hands began to move on the other two. She stroked Blaine in a smooth, steady motion, her thumb sliding over his wet tip on the upstroke. On Caleb, her grip was tighter, her strokes shorter, focusing on the friction against his thick shaft. Her world narrowed to touch and taste and rhythm. The slick sounds of her mouth on Landon, the softer glide of her hands, the ragged breaths of the men surrounding her.

She lost herself in the mechanics of it. Suck. Stroke. Twist. Her own arousal, which had been a dormant hum, ignited into a steady flame. The submission, the sheer debasement of being on her knees servicing three men at once, should have horrified her. It did. But beneath the horror, a dark, thrilling current of power surged. She was doing this. She was making these powerful, silent men breathe harder. She was drawing those guttural sounds from Landon’s throat.

She switched her attention, pulling off Landon with a soft pop and turning her head to take Blaine into her mouth. He was smoother, easier to deepthroat. She took him to the back of her throat, suppressing a gag, then drew back, swirling her tongue. Her hand moved to Landon, stroking him in time with her mouth on Blaine, while her other hand continued its work on Caleb.

Cock after cock. Taste after taste. The musk of their skin, the pre-cum slick on her tongue, the solid, living weight in her hands and mouth. It was too much, and yet her body screamed for more. Her own core was soaked, a hot, slick emptiness begging to be filled. Her nipples scraped against the rough hair of Caleb’s thigh as she turned, sending sharp jolts to her clit.

She moved to Caleb next, his thickness a challenge. She could only take the head and part of the shaft, using her tongue to press hard against the frenulum. He grunted, a short, sharp sound, and his hand came down to tangle in her curls, not guiding, just holding. The possessiveness of the gesture made her pussy clench.

Back to Landon. This time, when she took him in, he did guide her. A large hand cupped the back of her head, his fingers threading through her hair. He didn’t force, just held, his hips giving shallow, controlled thrusts into the warm cavern of her mouth. His gaze was heavy on her, watching her lips stretch around him. The intimacy of it, amidst the clinical setting, was devastating.

“Enough.”

Dr. Day’s voice was a crack of ice. Melody jerked back, her lips wet and swollen. The men stilled. Her hands fell away, her arms aching.

“On the bench. Hands and knees.”

Melody crawled the short distance to the padded bench, her body thrumming with unmet need. The leather was cool against her palms and shins. She assumed the position, back arched, head down, presenting herself. Utterly exposed. She heard Dr. Day move, the click of a case opening.

“This will enhance muscular contractions during insemination,” he said, his clinical voice right behind her. “It will also… stimulate.”

Something cold and slick touched her back entrance. She tensed, a flashback to the morning’s violation searing through her. “Please,” she whispered, the word barely audible.

“Relax, Miss Martin. It is part of the protocol.”

The pressure was insistent, a blunt, cool intrusion. It burned as it stretched her, a sharp, shocking fullness so different from her front. He pushed it deeper, then there was a soft buzz as he turned it on.

The vibration was immediate, a deep, internal thrum that resonated through her pelvis. It wasn’t painful. It was intensely strange, invasive, and within seconds, unbearably erotic. The steady buzz seemed to travel straight to her clit, mingling with the ache of emptiness between her legs. A broken moan escaped her.

“Proceed with donor one.”

Movement behind her. A body, warm and solid, pressed against her back. Hands gripped her hips. It was Blaine. She recognized his leaner frame. The blunt, smooth head of his cock nudged at her soaked entrance. He pushed in without ceremony.

The stretch was glorious. After the artificial fullness of the dildos, the living, heated reality of a man filling her was a relief. He was deep in one long, smooth stroke, burying himself to the hilt. She cried out, the sound muffled against the bench. The vibration from the plug amplified every sensation, making her feel stuffed, electrified.

He started to move. His rhythm was athletic, efficient, powerful pistons of his hips driving into her. Each thrust rocked her forward, the plug shifting inside her, the dual stimulation short-circuiting her thoughts. There was only this: the slap of skin, his ragged breaths, the overwhelming fullness, the buzz building to a fever pitch in her core.

Her own responses were primal, involuntary. She pushed back against him, meeting his thrusts. Pleasure coiled, tight and hot, deep in her belly. It was different from the orgasm this morning. This was organic, building from the friction of his cock, the mastery of his grip on her hips, the sheer animal coupling of it.

“I’m… I can’t…” she gasped, not knowing what she was saying.

Blaine’s pace increased, becoming punishing, relentless. The sound of their joining was wet, obscene, beautiful. The coil snapped.

Her orgasm tore through her with a violence that stole her voice. It was a white-hot detonation that clenched every muscle, that made her see stars behind her closed eyelids. Her inner walls spasmed around his invading length, milking him, pulling him deeper. She shuddered, a continuous, helpless quaking.

As she peaked, he gave one final, deep thrust and held. A hot, liquid pulse erupted inside her, jetting against her deepest part. His seed, joining whatever might already be there from the day before. He groaned, a sound of pure release, and stayed buried as his own tremors subsided.

He pulled out slowly. A warm trickle of their mixed fluids followed his withdrawal, dripping down her inner thigh.

“Donor two.”

Caleb was there before she could recover. Larger, hotter. His hands on her hips were heavier, more possessive. He didn’t guide himself; he just positioned the broad head and drove in.

The stretch was more intense. He was thicker, and she was already sensitive, already stretched from Blaine and the plug. A sharp cry was ripped from her throat. He didn’t pause. He set a deliberate, deep, grinding rhythm. Each thrust seemed to reach a different place, a slower, more profound assault. Where Blaine had been fast and hard, Caleb was slow and devastatingly complete. He filled her utterly, his pubic bone grinding against her ass with every inward push.

The vibration of the plug sang against his movements. The overstimulation was immense. Her recent climax had left her hypersensitive, every nerve ending raw and screaming. Yet, beneath the almost-pain, the pleasure was rebuilding, hotter, darker. He was using her, claiming her in a way that felt fundamental. His silence was more intense than any groan.

One of his hands left her hip and snaked around her stomach, pulling her up so her back pressed against his solid chest. His other hand remained on her hip, anchoring her as he thrust up into her from this new angle. The change hit her cervix, a deep, resonant pleasure-pain that made her gasp. He was so deep. So impossibly deep.

His mouth was near her ear. “Take it,” he muttered, the first words she’d heard from him. The command was gravelly, absolute.

And she did. Her body, traitorous and eager, yielded completely. A second climax, slower but no less powerful, began to gather. It built from the depths he was pounding, a rolling wave of sensation that blurred the lines between pleasure and surrender. She came with a choked sob, her internal muscles fluttering around his massive cock in ragged, desperate clenches.

He followed her over the edge moments later. His thrusts lost their rhythm, becoming erratic, urgent. A hot, second flood filled her, mixing with Blaine’s, a profound sense of being filled beyond capacity. He held her tightly against him as he emptied himself, his breath hot and harsh in her ear.

He withdrew, and she almost collapsed onto the bench, supported only by her trembling arms. She felt drunk, used, overflowing.

“Donor three. Final insemination.”

Landon.

He moved behind her. But he didn’t touch her immediately. She felt his gaze like a physical touch on her sweaty, exposed back, on the cheeks of her ass, on the place where his seed would soon join the others. The anticipation was agonizing.

Then, his hands. They were different. They didn’t just grip. They touched. One palm smoothed over the curve of her hip, warm and surprisingly gentle. The other traced the line of her spine from her neck down to the small of her back. The caress was so at odds with everything that had happened that she flinched.

“Easy,” he murmured, his voice a low rumble.

His touch continued, soothing, exploring. He brushed her tangled curls over one shoulder, exposing her neck. His fingers trailed over her shoulders, down her arms. It was maddening. Her body, already screaming from two orgasms and constant vibration, was hyper-aware of every point of contact. His gentleness was more unsettling, more intimate, than the rough possession of the others.

Finally, his hands settled on her hips. His cock, the one she’d tasted, nudged at her slick, well-used entrance. He pushed in slowly, inch by excruciating inch, letting her feel every millimeter of his invasion. He was big, and she was so full, so sensitized, but the slow stretch was its own kind of exquisite torture. He seated himself fully, his body pressed against her, and stilled.

For a long moment, he just held her there, buried inside her, his breath stirring the hair at her nape. The vibration from the plug hummed between them. Then he began to move.

His rhythm was a masterpiece of control. Slow, deep withdrawals followed by even slower, penetrating thrusts. He focused on the depth, on the friction along her most sensitive inner walls. Each stroke seemed designed to unravel her completely. His hands stayed on her hips, his thumbs rubbing small, circles on her skin.

One of his hands drifted from her hip, around her thigh, and inward. His fingers found her swollen, throbbing clit.

She jerked as if electrocuted. His touch was direct, firm, knowing. He began to rub in time with his thrusts, a perfect, coordinated assault that left her no room to think, only to feel.

“Look at me,” he said, his voice thick.

Dazed, she managed to turn her head to the side. The observation window was dark, but she could see their reflection, faint and ghostly, in the glass. She saw herself on her knees, face flushed, mouth open. She saw Landon behind her, his body moving against hers, his hand working between her legs. The visual, combined with the sensations, was utterly devastating.

The pleasure built not in a wave, but in a rising tide, submerging her by degrees. It was a sweet, aching, impossible build. His cock moving inside her, his fingers stroking her clit, the plug vibrating in her ass—it was too many points of stimulation, too much pleasure to contain. She was babbling, begging, though she didn’t know for what.

“That’s it,” he coaxed, his thrusts becoming slightly harder, faster. “Let me feel it.”

Her third orgasm didn’t crash; it unfolded. It bloomed from her core, warm and deep and endless, spreading through her limbs in a cascade of liquid heat. She cried out, a long, keening sound, as her body convulsed around him, milking his cock with violent, involuntary pulses. The world dissolved into sensation: the pulse of his fingers, the throb of his length inside her, the electric buzz filling her from behind.

He held out for three more thrusts, then his control shattered. With a ragged groan, he drove deep and held, his own release jetting into her, a final, hot claim. She felt each spurt, each pulse adding to the incredible, messy fullness inside her.

He stayed there for a moment, his forehead resting between her shoulder blades, his body shuddering against hers. Then, with obvious care, he pulled out.

The immediate emptiness was a shock. Fluids—so many fluids—gushed from her, dripping onto the leather of the bench with a soft patter. She couldn’t move. Her arms gave out and she collapsed onto her side, legs splayed, breathing in ragged, shuddering gasps. The plug still vibrated, a now-maddening reminder.

Dr. Day approached. He switched off the plug. The sudden cessation of the buzz was almost as profound as its start. Then, with a gloved hand, he reached between her legs and removed it. The sensation of it sliding out made her whimper.

“Satisfactory,” Dr. Day said, examining the collection of fluids on the bench with a clinical eye. “You may dress.”

The men were already pulling up their sweatpants, turning away, their task complete. They filed out without a backward glance. All except Landon. At the door, he paused and looked back. His gray eyes met hers one more time. His expression was unreadable, but the intensity was still there, now mixed with something else—something like contemplation, or maybe regret. Then he was gone.

Melody lay there, a wreck. Dr. Day handed her her gown. She fumbled it on, the cotton abrading her tender nipples. Her entire lower body felt liquefied, aching, gloriously used. Her mind was a blank slate of physical satiation.

Dr. Day produced another small white pill. Wordlessly, Melody took it, swallowing it dry. It stuck in her throat.

He gestured to the orderly who had appeared silently at the door. “Return her.”

The orderly helped her to her feet. Her legs nearly buckled. She walked, or rather staggered, leaning on his arm, down the hall. The clinic was a blur. The other girls in the day room glanced up as she passed. She didn’t care what they saw, what they knew.

Her room. The door closed. The silence enveloped her.

She sank onto the bed, not lying down, just sitting on the edge, staring at the opposite wall. The physical echoes of the session played on a loop in her nerves: the feel of Landon’s cock in her mouth, the pounding fullness of Blaine and Caleb, the shocking gentleness of Landon’s hands, the devastating synergy of his final thrusts and his fingers on her clit.

But beyond the physical, a new thought, cold and clear, cut through the fog of pleasure.

Why are they here?

The men. Blaine, Caleb, Landon. They weren’t machines. They were human. They had reactions. Landon’s gaze, his touch, his final look… there was a person in there. Did they volunteer for this? Were they paid? Or were they, like her, trapped here by some twist of fate, some legal leverage, trading their seed for their freedom?

The thought was unsettling. It made the whole transaction feel less clinical, more… human. More dangerous.

What were their stories?

6 - THROUGH THE VENT

The morning light was a pale, forgiving gray through the wire-glass window. Melody woke not to a shock, but to a deep, pervasive ache. It was a full-body memory, etched into her muscles and sinews. Her breasts felt heavy, tender. Between her legs was a familiar, swollen tenderness, a testament to the thorough use of the day before. She lay still for a long time, listening to the hum of the clinic, trying to separate the shame from the dark, lingering thrill that still simmered in her veins.

The heavy door unlocked at the same precise time as every morning. Brandi entered, her expression its usual placid mask.

“Breakfast,” she said, her voice a quiet command.

She led Melody down the sterile hallway to the day room, where they joined the line to grab their trays. They sat down at a table to eat, the silence of the room punctuated only by the rhythmic clinking of utensils against trays.

Melody watched Brandi, the way she moved with a quiet economy, as if conserving energy. The question from last night burned on her tongue.

“The men,” Melody said finally, her voice low. “Blaine. Caleb. Landon. Where do they… live?”

Brandi’s fork paused halfway to her mouth. She set it down carefully. “They have a dormitory. Upstairs from ours.”

“So we never see them? Except for…” Melody trailed off, her cheeks warming.

“Except for the procedures,” Brandi finished, her tone flat. “No. Contact is prohibited. Prevents… complications.”

“Complications,” Melody echoed. She thought of Landon’s hand on her hip, his murmured “easy,” the look in his eyes. That felt like a complication. “Are they like us? Did they get a choice?”

Brandi looked down at her food, pushing a piece of carrot around the plate. “We all got a choice, Melody. The same one.” She looked up, her gaze direct. “Don’t wonder about them. It doesn’t help. Just follow the protocol.”

But the rebellion that had gotten Melody into this mess was a stubborn, living thing. Contact prohibited. The words were like a dare. After they finished breakfast, Melody went back to her room, her mind racing. Upstairs. Her eyes scanned the ceiling, the walls. There, in the wall above the toilet, was a standard ventilation grate, about eight inches square.

A slow, reckless smile spread across her face. If she wasn’t supposed to talk to them, she damn well was going to try.

She climbed up on the toilet. Standing on it, she could just reach the grate.

“Hello?” she called, her voice echoing faintly in the metal ductwork. “Can anyone hear me?”

Silence. Then, the scuff of a shoe, the sound magnified and distorted by the ducts.

“Who’s that?” a male voice came back, muffled but clear. It was a low baritone, familiar in a way that made her stomach flip.

“Melody. From downstairs.” She swallowed, her heart hammering. “Is that… Landon?”

A pause. “Yeah. It’s Landon.”

A jolt of pure, undiluted excitement shot through her. She hadn’t realized how much she’d wanted it to be him. “You’re upstairs?”

“Looks that way. You’re not supposed to be talking to me, you know.”

“I’m not supposed to do a lot of things,” she shot back, a grin in her voice. “How did you get here? Really.”

His sigh traveled down the duct, a weary sound. “Same story as everyone else. Got caught. B and E. Burglary. Me and my partner, we were hittin’ houses in Lake County, the rich neighborhoods. Makin’ a lot of cash. We got arrested. He snitched. I was twenty-two, facing eight years in prison. They offered this… alternative.” His voice hardened. “Said I had the right genetics. Good sperm count, good health. Become a ‘bull.’ Do my ‘service.’ Record gets wiped. I’d be an idiot to say no, right?”

Melody’s throat tightened. He was just like her. The same trap, just a different bait. “Yeah. I mean…”

Melody’s throat tightened. He was just like her. The same trap, just a different bait. “Yeah. I mean…”

“How’d you get here?” he asked, his voice a gravelly rasp against the metal of the vent.

“Got caught with cocaine.”

“I’m not surprised. You’ve got that look. Reckless. Like you’re running towards a cliff just to see what’s at the bottom,” he said, and she could almost hear the wry twist of his lips.

The accuracy of it stole her breath. They talked then, in hushed, hurried tones. He was from the city, raised in a series of foster homes after his mom split. He learned to pick locks before he learned long division. She told him about her dead-end town, her checked-out parents, the endless, screaming boredom that the coke had momentarily silenced. They talked about stupid things, too—music they missed, the terrible clinic food, the weird, constant hum in the walls. For an hour, the vent wasn’t a duct; it was a lifeline. She felt more human, more seen, than she had since she arrived.

“I should go,” he said, reluctance coloring his words. “They’re about to do a headcount. But… this was good. Talking to you.”

“Yeah,” she whispered, her chest aching with a strange, sweet fullness. “It was.”

“Maybe… tomorrow?”

“Tomorrow,” she agreed before stepping down off the toilet.

She was still smiling, the first real smile in days, when her door hissed open. Dr. Day stood there. Her heart pounded against her ribs. Had he heard them talking?

“Miss Martin.” His voice was calm, but it carried a finality that froze her blood. “It is time for your morning treatment.”

The smile died. She followed him without a word.

He led her not to the Breeding Room or the Milking Room, but to a smaller, more intensely clinical space. It was dominated by a large, padded exam chair, like something from a dentist’s office, but more robust. It had heavy, leather-padded restraints for wrists, ankles, and across the torso. A bright, articulating lamp was mounted above it.

“Undress, please,” Dr. Day said, his back to her as he prepared instruments on a stainless steel tray.

Her fingers trembled as she untied the gown and let it fall. The air was cool, raising goosebumps on her skin. She stood naked, exposed under the harsh light.

“In the chair. Recline fully.”

She climbed onto the cool leather, lying back. The position was vulnerable, her legs falling open slightly. He approached, his movements efficient. First, the ankle restraints, buckled snugly. Then the wrists, fastened to armrests. Finally, the broad strap across her torso, pinning her down. She was immobilized, completely at his mercy.

He stood between her splayed legs, looking down at her with that detached, analytical gaze. “Today’s treatment focuses on pelvic floor elasticity. To maximize receptivity and ensure deep penetration during insemination events. The goal is to stretch the vaginal canal and surrounding musculature beyond its normal tolerance.”

A cold dread pooled in her stomach. “Stretch?”

“Manual dilation,” he clarified, as if discussing a minor adjustment. He pulled on a pair of thin, latex gloves. The snap of the elastic was obscenely loud. “Relaxation is key. Tension will cause discomfort. I will help you relax.”

His gloved hands went to her inner thighs, pushing them wider, opening her completely to the light and his view. She squeezed her eyes shut, humiliation a hot wave over her skin.

Then his right thumb found her clitoris.

It was a direct, deliberate touch. Not a caress, but a firm, circling pressure. A sharp gasp tore from her lips. Her eyes flew open. He was watching her face, his expression clinically interested.

He continued the slow, relentless circles. “Clitoral stimulation is the most efficient method to achieve the necessary physical state.”

Efficient. Necessary. The words were cold, but the effect of his touch was anything but. A treacherous warmth began to spread from the point of contact, a slow, molten seep that ignored her mind’s revulsion. Her body, well-trained now by the clinic’s ruthless curriculum, responded. She felt herself softening, growing wet. A faint, slick sound accompanied the motion of his thumb.

“See?” he said, a note of satisfaction in his voice. “The body understands its function.”

Shame burned alongside the building arousal. She tried to tense, to resist the unwelcome pleasure, but her muscles simply wouldn’t obey. Her hips gave a tiny, involuntary jerk upwards, seeking more pressure.

He noted it. “Good.”

His left hand joined, his fingers sliding through her folds, gathering the wetness she was so helplessly producing. He coated two fingers liberally, then pressed them against her entrance.

“One,” he stated.

The first finger slid in easily, a smooth, deep penetration. It was nothing; she was already loose from the previous day’s activities. He moved it slowly, in and out, crooking it to press against her upper wall. The dual stimulation—the insistent circles on her clit and the steady penetration—was maddening. Her breathing grew ragged, shallow. The restraint across her chest felt suddenly tight.

“Two.”

A second finger joined the first, stretching her more noticeably. The fullness was immediate, a sweet, deep pressure. He scissored them gently, stretching the walls laterally. A low moan escaped her before she could bite it back. Her head thrashed on the headrest. This was wrong. This was a medical violation. So why did her back arch, why did her heels push against the restraints, why was a hot, pooling sensation of pure want gathering in her core?

“You are remarkably responsive,” Dr. Day observed, his voice still calm, as if commenting on a lab specimen. “It will make the process more effective.”

“Three.”

The third finger was a challenge. The stretch became a burning, delicious strain. He worked them in slowly, patiently, until his knuckles were pressed against her. He held them there, deep, letting her feel the incredible fullness. Then he began a slow, pistoning motion, the three fingers moving in unison, stroking deep inside her. The sound was lewd, wet, undeniable. Her clit was a hard, throbbing knot under his thumb, each circle sending electric shocks straight to the root of her spine.

Pleasure coiled, tight and insistent. She was panting, her breasts rising and falling rapidly. The clinical setting, the restraints, his detached demeanor—it all should have sterilized the act. Instead, it intensified it. There was no pretense of romance, no illusion of mutual desire. This was pure, raw physiology, and her body was singing its primal song.

“Four.”

The fourth finger was an invasion. The stretch was intense, bordering on painful, but the thick slickness of her arousal and the relentless stimulation of her clit transformed the pain into a sharp, breathtaking edge of sensation. She was so full. So impossibly full. He worked the four fingers deep, his thumb still circling, circling, a relentless metronome driving her higher.

Her world narrowed to the nexus between her legs. To the incredible stretch, the deep, penetrating strokes, the brilliant, focused fire on her clit. The orgasm built not as a wave, but as a tectonic pressure, shifting, building, undeniable. She was babbling, “Please, please, please,” though she didn’t know what she was begging for—to stop or to never stop.

“And now,” Dr. Day said, his voice cutting through her haze, “the full hand. For maximum dilation.”

No. The thought was a flash of panic. It won’t fit.

But his four fingers withdrew slightly, then pressed back in, his thumb tucking down, aligning. He turned his hand, making a gentle fist. With steady, inexorable pressure, he began to push.

The stretch was monumental. It was a burning, overwhelming fullness that erased every other thought. She screamed, a short, sharp sound that echoed off the tiled walls. Her body strained against the restraints, back bowing off the chair. It felt like she was being split open, remade.

And then, the widest part of his knuckles slipped past her entrance.

He was inside her. His entire hand, buried to the wrist.

The sensation was beyond anything she had ever conceived. It was a total, absolute fullness. She could feel the shape of his hand inside her, a solid, occupying presence that touched everything, filled every crevice. The initial burn subsided, replaced by a deep, profound, and shockingly erotic pressure. She felt stuffed, impossibly stretched, utterly possessed.

He began to move. Gentle, shallow thrusts of his wrist, his fist moving within her. The latex of the glove provided a subtle, thrilling texture. The movement shifted his knuckles against her most sensitive internal spots, each tiny motion amplified a thousandfold by the sheer size of the intrusion.

His thumb, now inside her, was positioned perfectly. With each inward push, it rubbed directly over a spot deep inside that made her vision blur. The focused stimulation on her clit was gone, but it didn’t matter. The internal massage was all-consuming.

“Observe the muscular accommodation,” he murmured, more to himself than to her. “Excellent elasticity.”

She was beyond words, beyond thought. She was a vessel of pure sensation. The pressure built again, deeper this time, originating from the core of where he filled her. It was a slow, tectonic rising. Her cries were continuous now, sharp, animal sounds she didn’t recognize as her own. Her hips rocked futilely against the restraint, trying to meet the thrusts of his wrist, to take him even deeper.

He increased the pace slightly, the thrusts becoming more deliberate. The wet, squelching sounds filled the room. She was drenched, her arousal leaking around the tight seal of his wrist.

The climax, when it broke, was cataclysmic.

It didn’t peak; it erupted. A violent, convulsive release that ripped through her with the force of a detonation. Her body locked, every muscle seizing. A guttural scream was torn from her throat. And then, a hot, rushing gush of fluid erupted from her, a torrent that soaked his wrist, his arm, the chair beneath her, with a force that shocked her. It wasn’t a trickle. It was a release, a squirting orgasm that left her trembling, boneless, gasping for air as if she’d been drowning.

He held his hand still inside her as she pulsed and quaked around him, milking the last aftershocks from her spent body. Only when the final tremor subsided did he slowly, carefully, withdraw his hand.

The sense of emptiness was immediate and profound, a cool, hollow ache. She felt gaping open, used, utterly spent. Fluids dripped from her, a warm stream onto the leather.

Dr. Day stepped back, examining his gloved hand, which glistened in the light. He gave a short, approving nod. “Adequate.”

He unbuckled the restraints with swift, practiced motions. The blood rushed back to her limbs with a painful tingling. He handed her a stack of rough paper towels and her gown.

“Clean yourself. Dress.”

She moved robotically, wiping the evidence of her shocking release from her thighs, from the chair. Her hands shook so badly she could barely tie the gown. Her legs felt like water. The place between her legs throbbed with a deep, hollow, satisfied ache.

An orderly appeared. Dr. Day gave a dismissive wave. “Return her to her room. She is to rest.”

The walk back was a blur. She leaned heavily on the orderly, her mind a blank, white static. Only when her door closed, locking her in the familiar silence, did the thoughts begin to trickle back.

The violation had been absolute. Yet, her body hummed with a satiated glow that felt like betrayal. And cutting through the confusion was a single, shining thread: Landon. His voice in the vent. His story.

That night, after the clinic’s lights dimmed to their nighttime glow, she climbed back up on the toilet. She didn’t have to call out.

“You there?” His voice came, a quiet rumble in the dark.

“Yeah.” She curled up on the table beneath the opening, hugging her knees. “It was a bad day.”

“Tell me.”

And she did. Not the clinical details, but the feeling of it. The helplessness, the shocking intensity, the shameful, overwhelming pleasure. She spoke in a whisper, the vent carrying her confession up to him.

“He’s breaking you in,” Landon said after a long silence, his voice grim. “Like you’re a damn horse. Making you pliant.”

“Is that what they did to you?”

A bitter laugh. “In a different way. They break your mind. Make you think this is just a job. That you’re not a person using another person.”

“But you are a person,” she insisted, her heart aching.

“So are you,” he said softly. “Don’t let them make you forget that, Melody.”

They talked for hours. Not about the clinic, but about after. He wanted to go west, see the ocean. She’d never seen it either. They imagined a small apartment, one with windows that opened, a kitchen that smelled like real food. They talked about stupid, normal things—what kind of dog they’d get, whether they liked hiking. It was a shared dream, fragile and beautiful, woven there in the dark through a metal duct.

“When we get out of here,” she whispered, the words a promise, a prayer.

“When we get out of here,” he echoed, his voice full of a conviction that warmed her from the inside. “We’ll find each other. First thing.”

“First thing,” she agreed, a smile touching her lips.

7 - STORMY GRAY EYES

The day room’s artificial light was a flat, cheerless yellow. Melody sat at one of the round tables, picking at the edge of a plastic placemat. The space was quiet, just the low murmur of a wall-mounted television playing a nature documentary about penguins. Brandi sat across from her, methodically folding a paper napkin into smaller and smaller squares.

The silence stretched, but it felt different today. Less empty, more loaded. Melody watched Brandi’s slender fingers, the careful precision of her movements. This was a woman who had learned to make order out of chaos, one tiny fold at a time.

“What did you want to be when you grew up?” Melody asked, the question feeling absurd the moment it left her lips.

A faint, almost invisible smile touched Brandi’s mouth. She didn’t look up from her napkin. “I wanted to be a kindergarten teacher. When I was little.”

The honesty was disarming. Melody leaned forward, elbows on the table. “What happened?”

Brandi’s folding paused. Her soft, tired eyes lifted to meet Melody’s. They held a lifetime of distance. “The usual story. Bad home. Ran away at sixteen. Met a man who said he’d take care of me.” She said the last part with a flat, practiced cadence, like reciting a grocery list. “He did, for a while. Then the care had a price. Then the price was everything.”

Melody’s throat tightened. She thought of her own checked-out parents, the screaming silence of her house. A different kind of abandonment, but abandonment all the same. “A pimp.”

Brandi gave a single, slow nod. The napkin was now a dense, star-shaped lump. “Cold street corners. Hungry nights. The kind of men who make Dr. Day seem like a nice guy.” She trailed off, her gaze drifting to the window and the manicured, meaningless garden beyond. “You learn to go somewhere else. In your head. While it’s happening.”

A cold knot formed in Melody’s stomach. The clinic, with its sterile sheets and regimented meals, its clinical violations… to Brandi, it wasn’t a horror. It was a step up. “And then you got arrested.”

“Solicitation. Loitering. The judge said jail or… this.” Finally, Brandi looked directly at her, and for a fleeting second, the placid mask slipped, revealing a stark, raw truth. “Here, I’m warm. I’m fed. The clothes are clean. The men…” She glanced toward the ceiling, toward the separate wing. “They do a job. They don’t hate me while they do it. They don’t leave bruises.” She unfolded the napkin, smoothing the creases with her palm, a futile attempt to erase them. “And there’s a number at the end. A million dollars. It’s a trade. My body, for a future where my body is my own again.”

Melody absorbed the words. The logic was air-tight, born of a desperation she could only glimpse. Her own rebellion had been a search for feeling, for escape from numbness. Brandi’s was a search for basic safety, for a ceasefire in a war she’d been losing since girlhood. For the first time, Melody didn’t see a placid robot. She saw a survivor, making the only calculation that offered a sliver of hope.

“I get it,” Melody whispered, and she meant it.

Brandi’s eyes searched her face, as if looking for mockery. Finding none, she gave another small, tight nod. “Don’t fight it, Melody. It only makes it hurt more. Just let it happen. Your body knows what to do. Let it do its job, collect your money, and move on.”

The advice was grim, pragmatic. It clashed violently with the secret thrill humming in Melody’s veins—the vent, Landon’s voice, the promise of something more than a transaction. She filed Brandi’s story away, a piece of the clinic’s dark mosaic, but she didn’t mention the grate in her room. Trust was still a currency she couldn’t afford to spend.

The morning bled into a quiet lunch. The afternoon medication came—the small white pill to keep her lactating, to keep her body in its fertile, receptive state. She swallowed it dry, the chalky taste a familiar ghost on her tongue.

She was just beginning to wonder if the day would pass without a “procedure” when the door hissed open. Dr. Day stood there, his blue eyes scanning the day room and landing on her with the precision of a laser sight.

“Miss Martin. With me.”

No explanation. No preamble. Melody stood, her legs only trembling a little. She caught Brandi’s eye for a second. Then Melody followed the sweep of Dr. Day’s white coat out into the hall, toward the Breeding Room.

The familiar antiseptic scent was there, but underneath it was something else—a faint, clean smell of leather. The room was configured differently. The padded bench was pushed against a wall. In the center of the room, suspended from a heavy-duty hook in the ceiling, hung a sex swing. It was made of wide, black nylon straps, forming a seat and leg rests, with adjustable buckles at the ends. It swung slightly, empty, a silent promise of vulnerability.

The men were already there, standing in a line against the far wall. Blaine, his golden hair bright under the lights, his expression its usual mask of detached readiness. Caleb, his muscular frame looking even more imposing in the simple gray sweatpants, his gaze watchful, intense. And Landon. His gray eyes locked onto hers, and for a fraction of a second, they blazed with an emotion that was anything but detached. It was a flash of recognition, of shared secrecy, of a simmering anger that mirrored her own. Then it was gone, shuttered behind a neutral mask as professional as the others. But she’d seen it. The connection crackled between them, invisible and electric.

“Disrobe,” Dr. Day said, his voice cutting through the thick air.

Her fingers went to the ties of her gown. This ritual of exposure never got easier, but a strange defiance fueled her today. She untied the back, letting the thin cotton slip from her shoulders and pool at her feet. She stood naked before the four men, the air cool on her skin, her heart hammering against her ribs. She kept her chin up, her eyes fixed on a point on the wall above Dr. Day’s head.

But before she could move toward the swing, Dr. Day turned to a small trolley. On it lay a flogger. The falls were long, slender strips of black leather, perhaps two dozen of them, gathered into a firm handle. He picked it up, testing the weight in his hand. The leather strands whispered against each other.

“Arousal is multifaceted,” he stated, his clinical tone making the words even more grotesque. “Pain receptors, when activated correctly, can heighten sensitivity and increase blood flow to the genital region.”

Melody’s blood ran cold. No. The word screamed in her head.

“Assume the position. Bend over the bench. Hands flat on the padding.”

Her body refused to move. Her feet were roots in the polished linoleum.

“Now, Miss Martin.” The command left no room for debate.

A low sound, almost a growl, came from the line of men. Her eyes darted to Landon. His jaw was clenched so tight a muscle jumped in his cheek. His fists were balled at his sides. He looked furious, a volcano barely contained. He took half a step forward, then stopped, his chest heaving. The system held him, too.

Trembling violently, Melody walked to the padded bench. She leaned over it, the vinyl cool against her stomach and breasts. She placed her palms flat, spreading her legs for balance. The position presented her bare back, her buttocks, completely to the room. Humiliation burned through her, a blush that felt like fire from her scalp to her heels.

She heard the swish of the flogger through the air a moment before the first impact.

It wasn’t a hard strike. It was a medium, stinging slap across the upper swell of her rear. The sound was a sharp, percussive thwap. The sensation was a bright, hot line of pain that instantly dissolved into a spreading, tingling warmth. She jerked, a gasp punching from her lungs.

“Hold position,” Dr. Day instructed calmly.

The second strike landed lower, overlapping the first. Thwap. The pain was sharper this time, a bite that made her toes curl. But again, as the initial shock faded, it left behind a strange, glowing heat. Her skin felt alive, hyper-aware.

The third strike came on the opposite cheek. Thwap. She flinched, a small cry escaping her. The pain was real, stinging, but beneath it, a treacherous current of something else began to stir. Her breathing grew ragged. Each impact sent a jolt through her, a vibration that resonated deep in her core. The shame was excruciating, but her body, that traitorous vessel, was responding. A faint slickness began to gather between her legs.

Dr. Day delivered a dozen strokes in a slow, rhythmic pattern, crisscrossing her backside from shoulders to thighs. The pain built, a cumulative fire, but so did the other sensation—a deep, throbbing arousal that pulsed in time with her heartbeat. By the tenth stroke, she was panting, her knuckles white where she gripped the bench. Her skin felt flushed, sensitized, every nerve ending singing. The hollow ache of desire was now a demanding presence.

He stopped. The silence was heavy, broken only by her rough breaths. Her entire rear end burned with a fierce, glowing heat.

“Good.” He set the flogger aside. “Now, into the swing.”

Legs shaky, she pushed herself upright. She didn’t dare look at the men, especially Landon. She could feel his furious gaze like a physical touch. She walked to the center of the room. Dr. Day held the swing steady. She climbed into the nylon seat, her weight causing it to dip. She placed her legs in the leg rests. She was suspended, her spread legs elevated, her most intimate parts utterly exposed and accessible. The swing turned slightly with her movement, a gentle, helpless rotation.

“Proceed,” Dr. Day said, stepping back to observe.

Blaine was first. He shed his sweatpants, his erection already thick and ready. He approached without ceremony, his bright blue eyes on the target, not her face. He positioned himself between her dangling legs, gripped her hips to still the swing’s gentle sway, and with one solid thrust, he was inside her.

The penetration was shocking, not from resistance—she was wet, open from the flogging’s perverse priming—but from the immediacy. There was no preamble, no touch, no kiss. Just the blunt, forceful entry of a man doing a job. He fucked her with a steady, mechanical rhythm, his hips pistoning against her suspended body. Each drive pushed the swing back, then she’d sway forward into the next thrust. The motion was relentless, rhythmic. The leather straps creaked softly.

Her mind tried to retreat, to go somewhere else as Brandi had described. But her body was anchored in the sensation. The flogged skin of her rear stretched and burned with each impact against his pelvis. The deep, full feeling of him moving inside her stoked the fire the pain had lit. A low, involuntary moan vibrated in her throat. Her nipples, exposed to the cool air, hardened into tight points. She was being used, publicly, clinically, and a part of her was dissolving into the sheer physical reality of it. Pleasure, sharp and undeniable, began to coil at the base of her spine.

Blaine’s breathing grew harsh. His rhythm faltered, became faster, more urgent. With a grunt, he buried himself to the hilt, his body shuddering. She felt the hot, sudden rush of his release flooding into her. He held there for a moment, pulsing, then withdrew, glistening and spent. He stepped back, wiping his brow, his expression unchanged.

Caleb was already moving forward. He was bigger, thicker. Where Blaine’s pace had been metronomic, Caleb’s presence was possessive. He didn’t just enter her; he took ownership. His large hands gripped the straps near her hips, his tanned, powerful frame looming over her. He pushed in, and the stretch was more pronounced, a delicious, burning fullness that made her cry out. His eyes, dark and intense, watched her face as he moved, a deep, rolling thrust that seemed to reach a place the others hadn’t.

He mixed Blaine’s seed inside her with his own deep, penetrating strokes. The wet, sloshing sounds were obscene. Caleb fucked her like he was marking territory, each thrust a deliberate, powerful claim. The swing jerked with his force. The pleasure built higher, tighter. She was panting, her head thrown back, her back arching against the restraints. She was close, so close, teetering on the edge of a climax just from the overwhelming fullness and the raw, physical dominance of his use of her.

With a final, grinding push, he emptied himself inside her, a hot, additional flood that tipped her over. A broken cry tore from her as a sharp, stunning orgasm ripped through her. It was intense, convulsive, her inner muscles clenching wildly around him as he finished. He held still, letting her ride it out against him, before pulling out with a soft, wet sound. He gave her a long, unreadable look before turning away.

The swing spun gently. She was dazed, humming with aftershocks, filled with two loads of cum. Her body was a live wire of sensation.

Then Landon was there.

He moved differently. There was a contained violence in his stride. His gray eyes, when they met hers, were filled with that same fury she’d seen earlier, but now it was mixed with a heat that had nothing to do with anger. He unbuckled his pants, freeing his erection, which was thick, veins standing in relief. He didn’t look at Dr. Day. He looked only at her.

He moved between her legs, his hands coming up to cradle her face for a breathtaking second, his thumbs stroking her cheeks. It was a gesture of startling tenderness amidst the violation. A silent message: I see you. This is for us.

Then his hands slid down to her hips, steadying the swing. He positioned himself, the head of his cock pressing against her slick, used entrance. He didn’t shove. He pushed forward with a slow, inexorable pressure, sliding into the wet, welcoming heat, through the mixed seed of the other men, until he was fully seated, buried to the root.

A ragged sigh escaped them both. His eyes held hers, a gray storm locked onto her green. This is different, they said. This is real.

He began to move. Not with Blaine’s mechanics or Caleb’s possessive drive. His rhythm was deep, passionate, almost furious. Each thrust was a hard, deliberate pound that drove the swing back, each retreat a sweet, aching emptiness before the next deep, claiming stroke. He was fucking her, yes, but he was connecting with her. His gaze never wavered. She could see the conflict in him—the rage at the circumstance, the raw, desperate desire for her, the man breaking through the “bull.”

The feel of him was everything. The friction, the perfect stretch, the way his pelvis ground against her clit with every deep drive. The climax she’d just had was a mere tremor compared to the earthquake building now. It started in her core, a white-hot coil of pleasure pulled taut by every thrust. Her breath came in sobs. “Landon,” she whispered, the name a secret in the clinical air.

He heard it. His eyes flared. His pace increased, becoming harder, faster, more desperate. The swing creaked in protest. She was utterly lost in him, in the feel of his body claiming hers, in the silent conversation of their locked gaze. The outside world—Dr. Day, the room, the reason they were here—melted away. There was only the sweat-slick slide of skin on skin, the slap of his body against hers, the overwhelming, consuming sensation of being filled by him.

The orgasm didn’t build; it detonated. It erupted from that deep, secret place his cock was pounding, flooding her system with a paralyzing wave of pure, unadulterated ecstasy. Her body bowed against the straps, a silent scream on her lips as she convulsed around him, her inner muscles milking him violently. The intensity was blinding, all-consuming.

It triggered his own release. With a choked, guttural groan, he drove into her one last, deep time and held, his body rigid. She felt the hot, powerful pulses of his cum joining the others, a final, intimate claim. He collapsed forward slightly, his forehead resting against hers, their ragged breaths mingling, his body still shuddering inside hers.

For a long moment, they stayed like that, suspended in the aftermath, a bubble of stolen intimacy in the heart of the machine.

“Enough.” Dr. Day’s voice was a bucket of ice water.

Landon’s eyes closed in a spasm of frustration. He slowly, reluctantly, withdrew from her. The sense of loss was physical, a cold, aching emptiness. He buckled his pants without looking at her again, his face a stone mask once more, and fell back into line.

Dr. Day approached, unbuckling the ankle and wrist cuffs. Melody’s limbs felt like rubber. He helped her, almost gently, out of the swing. Her legs nearly buckled. Fluids trickled down her inner thigh. She stood, naked, trembling, utterly spent.

“Dress,” he said, handing her her gown.

She pulled it on, the thin cotton doing nothing to hide her shivers or the warm, sticky evidence between her legs. Dr. Day took a small paper cup from his pocket, holding out another white pill.

“Your hormonal levels are optimal. Conception is statistically likely after today’s session.” He watched her swallow it. “You will be pregnant soon, Miss Martin. The primary objective is within reach.”

The words were a cold anchor, dragging her back from the passionate haze Landon had created. She was a vessel, a soon-to-be incubator. The dream of an apartment by the ocean seemed to recede, replaced by the swelling reality of a clinic-mandated pregnancy.

An orderly entered. Dr. Day nodded. “Return her to her room. She requires rest.”

The walk was a blur. Every step sent a tender, aching reminder through her well-used body. But her mind was not on the ache. It was replaying the look in Landon’s eyes, the feel of his hands on her face, the searing connection as he came inside her. It was illicit, dangerous, and it felt like the only real thing in this entire hellish place.

Back in her room, the silence was deafening. She lay on her bed, staring at the ceiling, but she didn’t see the acoustic tiles. She saw stormy gray eyes. She touched her own cheek, where his thumb had been.

As night fell and the clinic settled into its nocturnal hum, energy buzzed under her skin. She waited until the hall lights dimmed to their dim blue glow. Then she moved the toilet, climbed up, and leaned into the dark mouth of the vent.

She didn’t speak. She just listened.

After a minute, his voice came, low and tense. “Melody.”

“I’m here.”

A long exhale traveled down the duct. “What he did… with that fucking thing. I wanted to put him through the wall.”

The ferocity in his whisper sent a thrill through her. “I know. I saw you.”

“It’s not just a job,” he said, the words bursting out as if he’d been holding them back all day. “Not with you. It’s… it’s something else. And this place… I can’t do this anymore. Watch them do that to you. Be a part of it.”

Her heart clenched. “What are you saying?”

“I’m saying we have to get out. Not when the program ends. Now.”

The word hung in the dusty air between them. Escape. It was the fantasy they’d woven, but now he was making it a plan. Reality crashed in—the fences, the keycards, the orderlies, the felony warrants that would activate the second they stepped off the property.

“We’d be fugitives,” she whispered, the fear cold and sharp. “They’d come looking. We could never stop running.”

“We’re not free now,” he countered, his voice urgent. “We’re livestock. You heard him. You’ll be pregnant soon. Then what? You think it gets better? You think they just let you go? This is a life sentence with a fancy paycheck.” He paused, and his next words were softer, but carried the weight of a vow. “I can’t leave you here, Melody. I won’t. I’ll get you out. I know how to move unseen. I know how to get past locks. We just need a chance. A moment.”

His conviction was a magnet, pulling at her own desperate hope. The image of the ocean, their apartment, a life where her body was her own… it fought against the terror of the unknown. He was offering not just escape, but escape with him. The man whose touch felt like a promise.

“It’s crazy,” she breathed.

“It’s the only thing that makes sense,” he said. “Trust me.”

8 - A DESPERATE PLAN

The thin light of morning painted her room in shades of institutional gray. Melody woke not to an alarm, but to the familiar, deep ache between her legs, a persistent souvenir from the day before. The memory of the swing, of Landon’s eyes holding hers as he moved inside her, flooded back with a warmth that battled the soreness. She touched her lower lip, half-expecting to feel the ghost of his breath.

Breakfast was the usual silent affair in the day room—rubbery eggs, dry toast, a carton of milk. Brandi sat across from Melody, and their eyes met over the rims of their juice cups. No words were needed. A silent understanding had settled between them, a fragile bridge built on shared survival. Melody found a strange comfort in it. For the first time since arriving, she didn’t feel entirely alone in her skin.

She was just swallowing the last of her milk when the door sighed open. Dr. Day stood there, his silvered hair immaculate, his blue eyes finding her instantly. The air in the room seemed to thin.

“Miss Martin. Milking Room. Now.”

The toast turned to dust in her mouth. She set her fork down, the clatter too loud in the quiet room. She stood, her gown whispering against her thighs. She didn’t look at Brandi as she passed, but she felt the other woman’s gaze, a silent anchor.

The walk to the Milking Room was a short, familiar journey through sterile halls. Her heart began a slow, heavy drumbeat against her ribs. The door, with its laser-printed label, swung open at Dr. Day’s keycard. The cold, antiseptic air washed over her, carrying the faint, clean scent of stainless steel and plastic.

The chair sat in the center of the small room, a throne of humiliation. The collection jars, the tubes, the console with its soft green lights—it was all as she remembered. But today, the routine felt charged, the silence more profound.

“Disrobe,” Dr. Day said, his back to her as he adjusted a setting on the machine.

Her fingers went to the ties at her neck. The cotton gown, her only constant, fell away. The cool air pebbled her skin, her nipples tightening instantly. She stood naked, arms hanging at her sides, staring at the patterns in the linoleum floor.

“Sit.”

She moved to the chair, the vinyl cold and unyielding against her bare back and thighs. He turned, his clinical gaze sweeping over her. He picked up the first strap, a wide band of padded leather. He leaned over her, his scent a mix of clean laundry and something sharper, like ozone. He secured the strap across her waist, buckling it snugly. The pressure was firm, inescapable. He moved to her left wrist, pulling her arm to the side of the chair and fastening it down. Then her right. The restraints weren’t cruel, but they were absolute. She was pinned, spread, utterly vulnerable.

He stood back, looking at her. His eyes lingered on her breasts, which felt heavy, sensitive. The lactation pills did their work well.

“Optimal fullness,” he murmured, more to himself than to her.

Then, instead of reaching for the suction cups, he stepped closer. He placed his hands on the arms of the chair, caging her in, and leaned down. His face was inches from her chest. Melody froze, her breath catching in a silent knot.

He didn’t ask. He didn’t explain. He simply lowered his head and took her left nipple into his mouth.

The sensation was a lightning strike of shock. Warm, wet suction. The soft, insistent pressure of his tongue. A sharp, sweet pull that went straight from her breast to the pit of her stomach. She jerked against the restraints, a gasp tearing from her.

He suckled, firmly, his eyes closed in concentration. It’s a clinical act, she told herself. He’s testing the milk, assessing flow. But the feeling… it was nothing like the cold, mechanical pull of the machine. This was intimate, primal. A hot, rhythmic tug that sent jolts of electricity sparking through her nerves. Her back arched, pushing her breast deeper into his mouth. A low, treacherous moan vibrated in her throat.

He switched to the other breast, his mouth latching on with the same deliberate intensity. His hand came up to cradle the weight of her breast, his thumb stroking the underside. The dual sensation—the pulling of his mouth, the rough pad of his thumb on her sensitive skin—made her head fall back against the chair. Her eyes squeezed shut. Shame burned her cheeks, but it was a distant fire, drowned out by the rushing wave of physical response. A deep, throbbing warmth awakened between her legs, a slow, honeyed ache that spread through her pelvis.

He drank, swallowing audibly. The soft, wet sounds filled the silent room. Her milk was warm, sweet on his tongue, and the knowledge that he was consuming it, that her body was providing this for him, twisted the shame into something darker, more potent. Her hips shifted minutely on the vinyl seat, seeking friction. She was wet, a slick, undeniable heat gathering at her core.

After what felt like an eternity, he pulled away. Her nipple, wet and glistening, popped free with a soft, obscene sound. He straightened, wiping a trace of white from the corner of his mouth with his thumb. His piercing blue eyes met hers. They were calm, analytical, but in their depths, she saw a flicker of something else. A predatory satisfaction.

“Delicious,” he said, his voice slightly huskier than before.

Her body screamed at the loss of contact, a hollow, aching want left in its place. With efficient movements, he took the cool, silicone suction cups and placed them over her nipples. He turned to the machine. The familiar mechanical pull began, a rhythmic, insistent vacuum. Her milk, warmed by his mouth, began to flow, tracing thin white paths through the clear tubes toward the waiting jars.

The clinical part of the session had begun. But her body was already singing a different tune. The arousal he’d stoked didn’t subside; it simmered, a low burn beneath the mechanical sensation. She watched the milk pulse, her breathing still uneven.

Then Dr. Day’s hands went to his belt.

Melody’s eyes widened. This wasn’t part of the procedure. The other men were for breeding. This was… something else.

The buckle clicked open. The zipper rasped in the quiet. He pushed his trousers and briefs down just enough to free himself. And he was… big. Thick and long, already fully erect, the head flushed a dark, ruddy color. Veins stood in stark relief along the length. He stepped forward, between her restrained, spread legs.

Her mind blanked. This was a violation layered upon violation. Yet her traitorous body clenched in anticipation, a fresh surge of wetness seeping out to meet the air. The machine hummed, pumping her milk. He loomed over her.

He didn’t speak. He guided himself with one hand, the broad, smooth head nudging through her folds, finding her slick, willing entrance. He looked into her eyes, his expression unreadable. Then he pushed forward.

The penetration was slow, inexorable, a profound, stretching fullness that stole the air from her lungs. He was thicker than the others, and he filled her completely, a hot, solid presence that seemed to reach a deeper, untouched place. A choked sound, half-protest, half-relief, escaped her.

He began to move. Slow, deep, punishing strokes. Each inward drive pressed the hard ridge of his pelvis against her clit, sending shocks of raw pleasure through her. Each withdrawal was a sweet, aching emptiness before he filled her again. The chair creaked softly with the rhythm. The tubes from her breasts swayed, the milk flowing steadily.

“Look at you,” he said, his voice a low, clinical rumble that was somehow more degrading than a shout. “A perfect little milk cow. Dripping for me.”

The words were filthy, demeaning. They should have filled her with ice. Instead, they fanned the flames. Her cheeks burned, but her inner muscles fluttered around him, gripping him tighter. She couldn’t help it. The combination of the mechanical suction on her breasts and the deep, visceral fucking was short-circuiting her higher brain. Pleasure, thick and urgent, coiled at the base of her spine.

“Such a fertile young thing,” he continued, his pace increasing. His thrusts became harder, sharper, driving her body back into the chair. “So ripe for breeding. Do you think you’re pregnant yet? From yesterday? From the men who used you?”

“I… I don’t…” she whimpered, the words fragments.

“Perhaps we need to be sure.” He leaned over her, his breath hot on her ear. His thrusts became brutal, jackhammer strokes that rocked her entire body. The restraints bit into her wrists. “Perhaps I should put a baby in you myself. My seed. My contribution to the program. Would you like that, Melody? To be bred by the doctor?”

The image was horrifying. It was the ultimate loss of control. Yet, the explicit degradation, the raw dominance of his words and actions, acted like a key turning in a forbidden lock. Her arousal detonated. A wave of intense, shocking heat exploded from her core, radiating outwards. Her back arched violently against the straps. A raw, guttural cry tore from her throat, a sound of utter surrender she didn’t recognize as her own.

Her climax was a convulsive, milking tightness around his cock, a series of pulsing spasms that seemed to pull him deeper. The pleasure was so intense it bordered on pain, a white-hot obliteration of thought.

Her violent clenching triggered his own release. With a sharp, gritted groan, he slammed into her one final, devastating time and held, his body rigid. She felt the hot, pulsing jets of his cum flooding into her, a searing claim that joined the others. It felt endless, a deep, internal branding.

For a long moment, the only sounds were the hum of the machine, their ragged breathing, and the soft drip-drip of her milk into the jars.

Slowly, he softened inside her and withdrew. The sensation of emptiness was profound, accompanied by a warm trickle down her inner thigh. He stepped back, tucking himself away, fastening his trousers with calm, precise movements, as if he’d just completed a spreadsheet.

He then turned off the milking machine. The suction ceased. He carefully removed the cups, placing them in a tray. Her nipples felt sore, swollen, tingling with the aftermath. He unbuckled the wrist straps, then the one across her waist. The freedom of movement made her arms feel like lead weights.

“Dress,” he said, handing her the gown from where it had fallen.

She fumbled with the fabric, her hands trembling too much to tie it properly. He watched, his expression once more a mask of detached observation. An orderly appeared at the door.

“Take her back. She requires hydration and rest.”

The walk to her room was a haze. Her legs were unsteady, her mind a whirlwind of conflicting sensations—the deep, satisfying ache of a powerful orgasm, the sticky, leaking evidence of his violation, the lingering taste of her own shame, which was somehow sweet. She was put to bed, a cup of water placed on her nightstand.

She lay there for a long time, staring at the ceiling, feeling the slow seep of his cum from her body. She felt utterly hollowed out, yet humming with a residual energy she couldn’t name.

The afternoon passed in a gentle, surreal drift. After lunch, Melody found Brandi in the day room. They didn’t speak of the morning. Instead, they sat by the wire-glass window, watching the shadows of clouds move across the manicured lawn. Brandi talked about her childhood dream of teaching kindergarten, describing the laughter of the children with a wistfulness that made her seem painfully young. Melody talked about the ocean, the sound of waves, the feeling of sand between her toes. It wasn’t friendship, not exactly. It was the sharing of oxygen in a vacuum. And Melody realized, with a quiet shock, that she liked Brandi. In this place of calculated use, Brandi’s resigned honesty was a strange kind of sanctuary.

As dusk fell, a restless energy replaced the afternoon’s calm. The escape plan Landon had whispered about was a live wire in her chest. After lights out, she waited in the dark, counting the minutes, listening to the occasional soft footfall of an orderly in the hall.

When the blue night-lights cast their dim glow, she moved. She climbed up on the toilet, the stainless-steel cold under her bare feet, and she leaned into the dark vent.

“Landon?” she breathed, her voice barely a whisper.

Silence. Then, the rustle of movement, the sound of his breathing growing closer. “I’m here.”

Relief washed over her. “Today was… Dr. Day, he…”

“I know,” Landon cut in, his voice tight with a suppressed fury. “I heard the orderlies talking. That fucker.” The venom in his whisper was tangible. “It ends tomorrow night.”

Her heart slammed against her ribs. “Tomorrow? So soon?”

“It has to be. The longer we wait, the more chance they have to move you, or me, or increase surveillance. My skills…” he said, the word heavy with a past he hadn’t fully shared, “I was good at getting into places I wasn’t supposed to be. High-end apartments, offices. The ventilation here… it’s commercial grade. Bigger ducts. I’ve been listening, mapping the sounds. I can get from my vent to yours.”

The image of him, that broad-shouldered, powerful man, squeezing through the dark metal intestines of the clinic was both terrifying and exhilarating. “How?”

“I’ll go after the 2 a.m. check. There’s a thirty-minute window where the patrol is thinnest. I’ll climb in, follow the ductwork. It’ll be tight, but I’ll make it. I’ll drop into your room.”

“And then what?” Melody whispered, her knuckles white where she gripped the vent cover. “The door is locked. How do we get out?”

“That’s where you come in,” he said, his voice dropping even lower, intense with planning. “Once I’m in your room, I’ll hide behind the door. Then, you fake an emergency. A seizure. A panic attack. Something convincing. You scream, thrash, make enough noise that the orderly on duty has to come in. It’s protocol. They have to help you. The second that door opens and he steps in, I overpower him. We tie him up with bedsheets, gag him. Take his keycard.”

The plan was audacious, reckless. A thousand things could go wrong. “What if there’s two of them? What if he has a radio? What if the keycard doesn’t work on all the doors?”

“Then we adapt,” Landon said, his tone leaving no room for doubt. “I’ll handle the orderly. Most of them are just hired muscle, not cops. The keycards are master keys for the residential wing. Once we’re out of this wing, we run. We get outside, we disappear into the woods. They won’t expect it. They think we’re broken, compliant.”

Melody’s mind raced. The woods. The cold, the dark, the unknown. Then, freedom. A chance. With him. The fear was a cold stone in her gut, but beneath it, a wild, desperate hope began to bloom. “And after? We’ll be fugitives. They’ll have our pictures.”

“We’ll have a head start. I have… contacts. People who don’t ask questions. We can get new IDs, get lost. Far away from here. That apartment by the ocean.” He paused, and his next words were a soft vow traveling through the metal duct. “I won’t leave you here, Melody. Not for one more day of this. But I need to know you’re with me. All the way. It’s dangerous. It might not work.”

She closed her eyes. She saw Dr. Day’s face over hers, felt the ghost of his thrusts. She saw the million-dollar mirage receding, replaced by a lifetime of being a clinic broodmare. Then she saw Landon’s stormy gray eyes, felt the memory of his touch—the one moment of real connection in this artificial hell.

The fear didn’t leave. It sat in her throat, cold and hard. But it was outweighed by a greater terror: the terror of staying.

“I’m with you,” she whispered, the words final. “Tomorrow night.”

A long, relieved exhale came from his side. “Good. Get some sleep if you can. Tomorrow, act normal. Eat your meals. Just be ready.”

“I will.”

She climbed down from the chair, her limbs shaky with adrenaline. She pushed the table back into place. Lying in the dark, every nerve was alive, vibrating with the plan. Sleep was impossible. The night stretched before her, every minute an eternity. She listened to the hum of the clinic, mapping the sounds—the distant clang of a door, the faint murmur of a radio down the hall, the steady tick of the clock in her mind counting down to 2 a.m.

9 - A NEW LIFE

The morning arrived not with the gentle promise of dawn, but with the sharp, metallic taste of anticipation. Every beat of Melody’s heart felt like a countdown clock ticking in her chest. Tonight. The word was a mantra, a secret flame she sheltered behind her ribs. She moved through the routine of washing, of dressing in the thin gown, with a surreal detachment. Her body was a vessel on autopilot, while her mind raced through dark ducts and silent forests.

Breakfast in the day room was a pantomime. She chewed the bland oatmeal, barely tasting it. I’m going to be with Landon soon. The thought was a current of warmth in her stomach, a counterpoint to the cold fear.

She was scraping the last bite from her bowl when the door hissed open. Dr. Day’s crisp white coat was a slash of clinical authority in the muted room. His piercing blue eyes found her, pinned her. “Miss Martin. With me.”

No room for question. She stood, the legs of her chair scraping the linoleum. Brandi, sitting across from her, gave an almost imperceptible nod. It wasn’t encouragement; it was an acknowledgment of the inevitable. Melody followed Dr. Day into the hall, her bare feet silent on the polished floor.

He led her to the Breeding Room. Her pulse stuttered. One more time, she told herself. Then freedom.

The door sighed open on its hydraulic hinge. The room was as she remembered: windowless, softly lit, the air carrying a faint, sterile scent underlaid with something muskier, more organic. The padded bench sat in the center, a familiar altar. But today, there was an addition. A rolling cart stood beside it, bearing the familiar console of a milking machine, its clear tubes and silicone cups coiled neatly beside two large collection jars.

And the men were already there.

Blaine, Caleb, and Landon stood against the far wall, dressed in identical gray sweatpants and nothing else. They were a study in varied masculine forms—Blaine’s lean athleticism, Caleb’s compact, muscular power, Landon’s broad, commanding presence. Her gaze flicked to Landon. In his stormy gray eyes, she saw the same fierce resolve that burned inside her. Tonight. It was a silent pact, a spark in the dim room.

Dr. Day closed the door, the lock engaging with a solid thunk. “Today’s procedure combines methodologies,” he began, his voice calm, instructive, as if lecturing. “You will be milked while the donors complete the insemination protocol.”

The cold, technical words should have numbed her. Instead, they made her skin feel too tight. She was a lab experiment, variables to be cross-tested.

“Disrobe and assume position on the bench. On your back.”

Her fingers trembled as she untied the gown. It whispered to the floor, a pool of pale cotton at her feet. The cool air touched her everywhere. She was acutely aware of three pairs of male eyes on her nakedness, and the fourth—Dr. Day’s—dissecting her with clinical precision. She walked to the bench, the vinyl padding cool against her shoulder blades and the backs of her thighs. She lay back, staring at the acoustic-tiled ceiling.

Dr. Day moved to the machine. His hands were efficient, impersonal. The silicone cups were placed over her nipples. The seal hissed softly. He flipped a switch on the console.

A familiar, rhythmic pull began at her breasts. A deep, internal tugging sensation that made her gasp softly. Almost immediately, thin, white streams of milk began to flow, tracing winding paths through the clear tubes before dripping, one after another, into the waiting jars. Plink. Plink. The sound was obscenely loud in the quiet room.

“Proceed,” Dr. Day said, stepping back to observe, his arms crossed over his chest.

Blaine was first. He moved with the confident, unhurried grace of an athlete approaching a starting block. His sweatpants were pushed down, his erection springing free—long, straight, already fully hard. He didn’t look at her face. His bright blue eyes were fixed on the junction of her thighs as he climbed onto the bench, straddling her hips.

The mechanical suction on her breasts created a strange, distracting counter-rhythm to the anticipation coiling in her belly. Blaine positioned himself, the broad head of his cock nudging through her folds. She was wet—a humiliating, automatic response her body had learned in this room. He pushed in.

The fullness was a shock, as always. A deep, stretching penetration that made her breath catch. He began to move, setting a steady, powerful pace from the outset. His thrusts were deep and measured, each one driving her body a fraction up the vinyl pad. He fucked her with a focused, athletic intensity, his abdominal muscles tightening with each movement.

Her mind tried to retreat, to go to the ocean, to the plan, to anywhere but here. But her body was anchored to the present by twin sensations: the relentless, sweet pull at her nipples, drawing her milk out, and the solid, sliding friction of Blaine inside her. The combination was disorienting, overwhelming. A low heat began to build in her core, independent of her will. Her hips twitched, meeting a thrust, and a soft, involuntary sound escaped her lips.

Blaine’s rhythm hitched. He looked down at her then, a flicker of something—surprise, maybe satisfaction—in his eyes. He drove into her harder, faster. The bench creaked. The tubes from her breasts swayed, the milk flowing in a steady stream now. The plink-plink-plink accelerated into a near-constant trickle.

She could feel the climax approaching, a tight coil of pressure low in her pelvis, fed by the dual assault. It felt wrong, degrading, to be brought to the edge like this, milked and fucked simultaneously under Dr. Day’s observing gaze. But her body didn’t care about wrong. The coil wound tighter, sparked by the friction of his pubic bone against her clit with every deep plunge.

Blaine grunted, his pace becoming ragged. “Gonna fill you up,” he muttered, his professional detachment cracking for a second. His thrusts turned urgent, pounding. The tension in Melody snapped.

Her back arched off the bench, a silent scream on her lips. The orgasm rolled through her in deep, concentric waves, a pulsing, milking contraction that gripped his cock tightly. It seemed to trigger the milk flow; for a moment, the streams from the tubes grew thicker, whiter. Blaine groaned, a rough, satisfied sound, and shoved deep, holding as his own release pulsed into her, hot and insistent. She felt the warm flood join the others already inside her, a vague, distant sensation beneath the aftershocks of her climax.

He withdrew, slick and spent, and moved off the bench without a word. Melody lay gasping, the milking machine still humming, still pulling. Her breasts felt oddly light, sensitive. The deep, satisfied throb between her legs was already being overshadowed by a renewed, trembling awareness.

Caleb was next. He didn’t wait. The moment Blaine stepped aside, Caleb was there, his powerful, tanned body crowding her space. His chestnut hair was messy, his eyes dark and intense. There was no athletic detachment in him. His gaze was possessive, hungry.

He gripped her hips, his fingers digging in, and yanked her lower body toward the edge of the bench. The movement was rough, jarring. The suction cups jostled, the pull becoming momentarily painful. He shoved his sweatpants down, his cock thicker, shorter than Blaine’s, and already weeping with urgency. He didn’t guide himself; he just positioned and thrust, burying himself to the hilt in one brutal motion.

“Ungh!” The air was driven from her lungs. Caleb’s possession was total, immediate. He fucked her with a raw, physical dominance that felt more like a claiming than a procedure. He leaned over her, his muscular arms caging her shoulders, his breath hot and ragged against her neck.

“Take it,” he growled, his voice a rough vibration against her skin. “All of it.” Each thrust was a deliberate, powerful slam, designed to conquer. The bench shook. The milking machine’ steady rhythm became a chaotic counterpoint to his pounding pace.

Humiliation burned through the post-orgasmic haze. Yet, perversely, the brutal treatment, the sheer force of him, stirred the embers of her arousal back to life. Her body, confused and sensitized, responded. Fresh wetness seeped around his driving length. A second, darker heat began to simmer, kindled by his aggression. She felt her inner muscles fluttering, trying to grip him, to pull him deeper even as her mind recoiled.

He kissed her—a hard, biting press of his lips against her shoulder, not a kiss of affection but of branding. “Mine,” he rasped against her damp skin, though the word made no sense in this context. It was pure, primal instinct.

His control broke. His thrusts became a frantic, pounding rhythm. He was chasing his own peak, using her body to find it. The pressure built in her again, a different kind of climax—sharper, more desperate, born from overstimulation and a strange, twisted resonance with his dominance. When he came, it was with a guttural roar, his body locking rigid as he pumped his seed into her in hot, pulsing jets. He collapsed on her for a moment, his weight crushing, before pushing himself off and away.

Melody was trembling, overspent, the milking machine’s pull now feeling like a cruel parody of comfort. Her milk still flowed, the jars half-full. She felt utterly used, filled to overflowing.

Then Landon approached.

His movement was different. Slower. More deliberate. His gray eyes were locked on hers, and in them, she saw the storm of the last few days—the connection, the whispered plans, the fury at her treatment. He didn’t look at her breasts or the machine. He looked only at her face.

He knelt on the bench between her legs, his hands coming to rest on her thighs. His touch was firm, but not gripping. Soothing, where Caleb’s had been demanding. He leaned down, his face close to hers. The world narrowed to the space between them, to the hum of the machine and the sound of their breathing.

“One more time,” he whispered, the words so low only she could hear. A promise. A lament. “Then we’re gone.”

He kissed her.

It was nothing like Caleb’s bite. His lips were soft, searching. A real kiss. It was a shock of tenderness in the brutal room. Her lips parted under his, and the kiss deepened, slow and profound. It was an exchange of breath, of resolve, a silent sealing of their pact. In that kiss, she wasn’t a broodmare or a milk cow. She was Melody, and he was Landon, and they were in this together.

As his tongue touched hers, he slid into her.

The penetration was smooth, deep, but different. He filled her completely, but there was no violence in it. It was an entry, a joining. He began to move, a slow, rolling rhythm of his hips that was less about friction and more about connection. Each inward stroke was a deliberate, deep press, as if he were trying to reach the very center of her. Each withdrawal was a gentle drag that made her nerves sing.

The kiss broke, but their faces remained inches apart, his breath mingling with hers. His eyes held hers, and in that gaze, she saw not a donor performing a task, but a man. A man who saw her.

The slow, deep fucking, combined with the lingering sensitivity from the two previous climaxes and the relentless pull on her breasts, created a pleasure so intense it was almost spiritual. It built not in a sharp coil, but in a warm, golden tide that rose from her toes, up through her belly, swelling in her chest. It was an ache of sweetness, of a terrible, beautiful contradiction—finding something real in the most artificial of hells.

Her hands, which had lain limp at her sides, came up. Her fingers tangled in the short, dark hair at the nape of his neck. She held on, anchoring herself to him. A soft, broken sound, half-sob, half-moan, escaped her throat.

“That’s it,” he breathed, his own rhythm starting to falter, growing deeper, more urgent. “Cum with me.”

The tide crested. Her climax was a silent, shattering wave. It wasn’t a convulsion, but a total, radiant release that seemed to pour out of every pore. Her back arched, her mouth open in a soundless cry, her inner muscles clenching around him in rhythmic, endless pulses. The milking machine seemed to surge in response, the milk flowing in a sudden, strong rush, filling the jar with a soft, frothy sound.

Landon’s control shattered. With a choked, heartfelt groan, he buried himself as deep as he could go and held, his body shuddering as he released into her. His warmth joined the others, but this felt different. This felt like a gift, a secret hope planted deep within her.

For a long moment, he stayed there, inside her, his forehead resting against hers, their breaths synchronized. Then, slowly, regretfully, he withdrew. He stood, adjusting his sweatpants, his face a mask once more. But his eyes, as he glanced back at her from the door where Dr. Day was dismissing them, held a final, fierce message. Tonight.

The men filed out. The door closed, leaving her alone with Dr. Day and the humming machine.

He let it run for another minute, until the flow from her breasts slowed to sporadic drops. Then he turned it off. The sudden cessation of suction was a relief. He removed the cups, placing them on the tray. Her nipples were tender, peaked, glistening with a few beads of milk he didn’t bother to wipe away.

“Sit up,” he instructed.

She did, her body feeling heavy, liquid, profoundly spent. He handed her the gown. She pulled it on, the thin cotton a scant barrier against the world.

“Take this,” he said, holding out a small white pill—the lactation supplement. She placed it on her tongue and swallowed dryly, the familiar chalky taste a final indignity.

“Now,” he said, producing a small, sterile plastic cup. “A urine sample. The bathroom is through there.” He gestured to a small, adjoining door.

Confused, exhausted, she took the cup. She went into the tiny, clean bathroom, performed the humiliating task, and returned, handing him the warm cup. He took it without comment, setting it on the cart beside the now-full jars of her milk.

From a drawer in the cart, he removed a small, flat box. A pregnancy test.

“These tests are designed to detect pregnancy hormones as early as one week after conception,” he explained, his voice as flat as the linoleum floor. He dipped a narrow chemical strip into the cup, then laid it on a clean paper towel. They both watched in silence.

A line appeared. Then, unmistakably, a second line. Dark and clear.

Dr. Day looked from the test to her face. A small, cold smile touched his lips, one of pure clinical triumph. “Congratulations, Miss Martin. The protocol is a success. You are pregnant.”

The words hit her like a physical blow. The air left the room. The walls seemed to waver. Pregnant. A baby. A life, growing inside her, conceived in this sterile hell of machines and multiple men.

A violent cocktail of emotions erupted—shock, terror, a bizarre flicker of awe, and then a crushing, overwhelming wave of urgency. It has to be Landon’s. Please, let it be Landon’s. The thought was a prayer. But it didn’t matter. Not really. It was hers. And she would do anything to protect her baby.

The million dollars, the clean record—they evaporated like mist. They were shackles now. They would own her and her child. Dr. Day’s smile promised a future of more tests, more procedures, her body a monitored vessel for their prized asset.

The fear that had been a cold stone in her gut melted into a white-hot core of determination. She met Dr. Day’s piercing blue eyes, and for the first time, she didn’t look away in shame. She let him see the shock, yes, but she hoped he couldn’t see the steel forming beneath it.

“I see,” she said, her voice surprisingly steady.

“Indeed,” he replied, placing the used test in a biohazard bag. “This changes your status considerably. Your care regimen will be adjusted. We will begin monitoring more closely.” He gestured to the door. “Return to your room. Rest. You are nourishing two lives now.”

An orderly was waiting. The walk back was a blur. The walls, the lights, the sound of her own footsteps—all were muffled, distant. Her mind was a roaring static, with one clear signal cutting through: escape now. It was no longer just about her freedom. It was an evacuation. A rescue mission for two.

The orderly locked her in. She stood in the center of her room, her hands drifting to her still-flat abdomen. A life. Her life. Their life. She had to tell Landon.

The hours until lights out were an agony of forced normalcy. She lay on her bed, feigning sleep when the orderly did his visual check through the door’s window. The moment the blue night-lights glowed and the halls fell into their deepest quiet, she moved. The stainless-steel toilet was cold. She hauled herself up, heart hammering against her ribs, and leaned into the dark vent.

“Landon?” Her whisper was raw, urgent.

A scrape of movement. “I’m here. You okay? What happened, after…” His voice was tight with concern.

She took a shuddering breath. The words felt too big for the small metal duct. “Landon… I’m pregnant.”

Silence. A thick, profound silence from the other side. Then, a sharp, inhaled breath. When he spoke, his voice was different. Stripped of all pretense, low and fierce with a new, terrifying intensity. “Then we get you out. Tonight. No matter what. Not just for you. For both of you.”

10 - A CHANCE AT FREEDOM

The blue night-lights cast the room in a submarine gloom. Melody sat on the edge of her bed, every muscle wire-tight. She’d stopped trembling hours ago, replaced by a cold, clear focus that felt alien in her exhausted body. Her hands rested on her abdomen. A life. The reality of it was a quiet, internal earthquake. It made the air in the clinic taste different—staler, more toxic. Every second here was a theft.

A soft, metallic scrape echoed from the vent.

She was on her feet instantly, heart catapulting into her throat. She moved to the wall, pressing her ear against the cool metal grate. More scraping, a faint grunt of effort. The sounds were closer, louder than their whispered conversations had ever been. He was in the duct.

Her eyes darted to the door’s wire-glass window. The hall was empty, silent. The orderly’s last check had been thirty minutes ago. The next patrol wasn’t for another hour. This is it. We’re really doing this.

With a final, gritty shift, the rectangular vent cover on her side popped inward, hanging by one corner. A hand, streaked with dust and grease, reached out and pushed it aside. Then Landon emerged, his broad shoulders twisting, his body following in a controlled, sinuous motion. He dropped to the floor with a soft thud, crouching in the shadows.

He looked up at her.

In the eerie blue light, his face was all stark angles and determined shadows. His gray eyes were chips of flint, his jaw set. He wore the same gray sweatpants from the Breeding Room, now smudged with dust. He was breathing hard, but quietly, his chest rising and falling in a steady rhythm. He looked wild, capable, and utterly real.

He stood in one fluid motion and was across the room in two strides. His hands came up, cupping her face. His palms were rough, warm. “You’re sure?” His voice was a gravelly whisper.

She nodded, her throat too tight for words. She placed a hand over one of his. I’m sure.

He searched her eyes, and she saw the moment his resolve hardened into something unbreakable. He nodded once, a sharp, decisive movement. “Okay. The plan. You know what to do.”

She did. They’d rehearsed it in whispers through the grate a dozen times. It felt flimsy now, a house of cards. But it was all they had.

Landon moved to her bed. With a brutal, efficient yank, he stripped the thin sheet from the mattress. He tore a long strip from the hem, his muscles bunching with the effort. Then another. He fashioned the strips into crude, strong bonds.

“Now,” he said, his voice barely audible.

Melody took a deep, shuddering breath. She walked to the center of the room, away from the door, and lay down on the cold linoleum floor. The chill seeped through her gown immediately. She positioned herself on her side, curled slightly, one arm tucked beneath her. She looked at Landon. He was a shadow in the deeper shadow by the head of her bed, the torn sheets in his hands, his body coiled.

She closed her eyes for a second. For the baby. For us.

Then she opened her mouth and screamed.

It wasn’t a practiced scream. It tore from a raw place of genuine terror and pent-up fury. “HELP! SOMEONE, PLEASE! I’M HURT! OH GOD, HELP ME!”

The sound was shockingly loud in the silent room. She screamed again, a ragged, desperate sound, throwing her body into a convincing convulsion of pain against the floor. “MY ANKLE! I THINK IT’S BROKEN!”

She heard the swift, heavy footsteps in the hall almost immediately. A beam of light cut through the window, sweeping over her prone form. The door lock disengaged with a loud clack.

The orderly burst in, a tall, thick-set man in pale blue scrubs. His face was a mask of annoyed concern. “What’s all this? Quiet down!” He hurried toward her, his focus entirely on the girl writhing on the floor.

He never saw Landon.

As the orderly knelt beside her, reaching for her shoulder, Landon erupted from the darkness. It was a blur of motion—a powerful arm snaking around the man’s throat from behind, a hand clamping over his mouth, cutting off his startled yell. The orderly’s eyes bulged. He flailed, grabbing at Landon’s arm, kicking out.

Landon tightened his hold, a muscle in his jaw standing out. “Shhh,” he hissed into the man’s ear, the sound vicious. “Just go to sleep.”

The orderly struggled, a wet, gurgling sound escaping. Melody scrambled back, watching in horrified fascination. Landon’s face was a study in grim concentration. He held the lock for what felt like an eternity. The orderly’s thrashing weakened, his hands falling away. His body went limp.

Landon lowered him to the floor, not letting go until he was certain. He checked the man’s pulse at his neck, then swiftly rolled him onto his stomach. With practiced efficiency, he used the torn sheet strips to bind the orderly’s wrists tightly behind his back, then his ankles. He finished by tearing another strip and gagging him securely.

He was breathing hard now, sweat tracing a path through the dust on his temple. He looked at Melody. “The keycard. Check his pockets.”

She moved, her own hands trembling as she patted down the man’s scrubs. Her fingers closed on a hard, plastic rectangle in his breast pocket. She pulled it out. A standard white keycard with a magnetic strip. It felt like a sliver of hope, cold and light.

Landon took it, his fingers brushing hers. The contact sent a jolt through her. “Okay,” he breathed. “We go. Now. Stay right behind me.”

He moved to the door, peering out the window into the hall. He gave a sharp nod and pushed the door open. The hallway stretched in both directions, lit by the same dim blue lights. It was empty.

He took her hand. His grip was firm, anchoring. They slipped out of the room, moving swiftly and silently to the right—toward the stairwell they’d identified as the route to the lobby.

Her bare feet were silent on the cool floor. Her heart hammered a frantic rhythm against her ribs. Every shadow seemed to hold a watching eye. Every distant hum of machinery sounded like a raised alarm. The gown fluttered around her legs, offering no protection, no dignity. She was a ghost in a thin shroud, fleeing a haunted house.

They reached a heavy fire door marked STAIRS. Landon swiped the keycard. A small green light blinked. He pulled the door open, wincing at the soft whoosh of air it made. They slipped inside.

The stairwell was concrete, utilitarian, lit by harsh fluorescent bars. It echoed. Their footsteps, even light, seemed too loud. “Down,” Landon whispered. “Three flights.”

They descended quickly, holding the railing. Melody’s legs felt weak, but adrenaline propelled her. The air grew slightly warmer, less sterile. They hit the ground-floor landing. Another door, this one with a small wire-reinforced window.

Landon peered through. “Lobby. There’s a desk. One guard. He’s not paying attention.” He looked back at her, his eyes fierce. “When I open the door, we run straight for the front doors. Don’t look back. Don’t stop.”

She nodded, her mouth dry.

He swiped the card. The light blinked green. He threw his weight against the door, bursting into the lobby.

It was a wide, carpeted space with potted ferns and a high desk. The guard, a middle-aged man with a bored expression, looked up from his phone. His eyes widened in disbelief.

“Hey!” he roared, scrambling to his feet.

Landon didn’t break stride. He pulled Melody along, sprinting across the lobby toward the large double glass doors at the front. The guard fumbled for something at his belt—a radio, maybe a weapon.

A loud, buzzing alarm erupted, ear-splitting in the quiet lobby. Landon shoved the door open.

Cold, fresh night air washed over them, a shocking, beautiful slap in the face. Freedom was a scent—damp earth, pine, endless space.

“Go!” Landon yelled, shoving her through the door.

They stumbled out onto a wide, circular driveway. The clinic was a monolithic, dark shape behind them, but lights were flicking on in upper windows. To their left, the driveway curved toward a distant gatehouse. Straight ahead, maybe fifty yards away, was a high chain-link fence.

“The fence!” Landon pointed, pulling her off the paved drive and onto the damp, manicured lawn. Their feet sank into the soft grass. The alarm wailed, painting the night with pulses of red light.

They ran. Melody’s breath sawed in her lungs, her gown tangling around her legs. The fence loomed closer. It looked impossibly high.

A shout rang out from behind them, cutting through the alarm. A voice she knew, cold and commanding.

“STOP!”

Dr. Day.

Melody dared a glance over her shoulder. He stood on the front steps, silhouetted by the lobby light, still in his white coat. He wasn’t running. He was walking with a terrible, purposeful speed, his piercing eyes fixed on them.

“Don’t look!” Landon gasped. “Climb! I’ll boost you!”

They reached the fence. The chain-link was cold, biting into her fingers. Landon laced his hands together, creating a step. “Now, Melody! Foot here, hands up!”

She stepped into his hands. He heaved with a powerful surge, launching her upward. She scrambled, her bare toes finding purchase in the links, her fingers clawing for the top.

“You can do it!” Landon yelled from below.

A sharp point caught the fabric at her thigh, tearing it with a loud rip. She ignored it. She swung her legs over and dropped.

The landing was jarring, a rough tumble onto hard, weedy ground on the other side. She scrambled to her feet, her ankle twinging but holding. “Landon! Hurry!”

He was already climbing, moving with an athlete’s grace. He was halfway up when Dr. Day reached the base of the fence.

“Landon! Don’t be a fool!” Dr. Day’s voice was sharp, clinical, even now. “This is irrational. You have a contract. She is a patient. You will only make it worse for both of you!”

Landon didn’t answer. He hauled himself to the top, his body a dark cut-out against the alarm-red sky.

Dr. Day lunged, his arm shooting out, grabbing for Landon’s foot. His fingers closed around Landon’s ankle.

Landon kicked back, hard. His heel connected with Dr. Day’s face. There was a pained grunt, and the grip loosened. Landon pulled free and dropped, landing in a crouch beside Melody.

On the other side, Dr. Day clutched his eye, his face a mask of cold fury in the strobing light. He stared at them through the fence, his blue eyes burning with a promise of retribution. “You can’t run forever!” he shouted, the words carrying over the wail of the alarm. “We will find you!”

Landon grabbed Melody’s hand again. “Run!”

They turned and fled into the wall of black trees that bordered the clinic property.

The woods swallowed them. The alarm faded to a distant, angry hornet’s buzz, then disappeared entirely, replaced by the crunch of their feet on dead leaves, the rush of their own breath, the frantic symphony of the night—crickets, the whisper of wind in the pines. They ran until the stitch in Melody’s side was a white-hot knife and her legs were rubber. Finally, Landon pulled her behind the massive, gnarled trunk of a fallen oak.

“Here,” he panted, leaning against the damp wood. “We need to stop. Catch our breath.”

She slumped against the tree, gasping, the cold air searing her lungs. The adrenaline was ebbing, leaving her shaking violently. The torn gown offered no warmth. The scratches on her ribs and thigh stung. She was barefoot, her feet already cut and muddy.

Landon was in a similar state, breathing hard, his sweatpants torn at the knee. He listened intently, his head cocked. No sounds of pursuit. Not yet.

“We need to get deeper in,” he said after a moment, his voice low. “Find a place to hole up until sunrise. They’ll have vehicles. They’ll search the roads first.”

She just nodded, her teeth starting to chatter.

He saw it. He moved closer, his body heat a palpable force in the chill. He wrapped an arm around her shoulders, pulling her against his side. The solid warmth of him was a lifeline. She burrowed into it, her shivers slowly subsiding.

“You did good,” he murmured into her hair. His lips brushed her temple. “You were incredible.”

She couldn’t speak. She just held onto him, feeling the strong, steady beat of his heart against her cheek. In the absolute dark of the woods, with the scent of pine and soil and freedom in her nose, she felt a fragile peace. They were out. They were together.

They found a dense thicket of young evergreens, a natural cave of sorts beneath the interlocking boughs. Landon cleared a space of sharp cones and twigs, then guided her down. They sat huddled together, sharing warmth, listening. The night was long and cold. They dozed in fits and starts, startling awake at every crack of a twig, every rustle in the underbrush. Landon kept his arm around her, his watchful gaze on the dark.

Slowly, imperceptibly at first, the blackness began to soften to deep gray. Birds started their tentative morning songs. The world resolved into shapes—trees, rocks, ferns dripping with dew.

When the light was strong enough to see by, Landon helped her up. Her body was stiff, every muscle protesting. Her feet were a mess of dirt and small cuts.

“We need to find a road,” he said, his voice hoarse. “Head west. My brother’s place is about fifteen miles that way.” He pointed through the trees.

They began to walk, picking their way carefully. The woods gave way to scrubland, then to the ragged edge of a two-lane county highway. The sun was fully up now, a pale gold in a washed-out blue sky. They stood at the shoulder, two figures in torn, filthy garments, looking utterly lost.

Cars passed, few and far between. Some slowed, the drivers’ faces curious or alarmed, then accelerated away. Melody’s hope, so fierce in the night, began to fray. They had no money. No shoes. They looked like escapees from an asylum.

Just as a deep, cold despair was beginning to tighten its grip, an old, boxy Volvo wagon, painted a faded green, rattled to a stop beside them. The passenger window rolled down.

The driver was a man probably in his late twenties. He had long, sandy hair tied back in a messy bun, a weathered face, and kind, crinkled eyes behind wire-rimmed glasses. He wore a faded Grateful Dead t-shirt. He looked them over, his expression one of open curiosity, not fear.

“Whoa,” he said, his voice easy. “Rough night?”

Landon stepped slightly in front of Melody, protective. “We… had some trouble. We need to get to town.”

The man, Jasper, as they would learn, nodded slowly. He took in their hospital gowns, their bare feet, the haunted look in their eyes. “Clinic up the road?” he asked, not unkindly.

Landon hesitated, then gave a single, sharp nod.

Jasper sucked air through his teeth. “Heard some stories ’bout that place. Never good.” He popped the locks. “Get in. I’m heading into Middleton. Can’t have you walking the highway like this.”

The relief was so profound Melody felt dizzy. They climbed into the back seat, the worn upholstery feeling like luxury. The car smelled of old vinyl, patchouli, and coffee. Jasper didn’t ask questions. He put on a cassette of mellow folk music and drove.

The fifteen-minute ride passed in a blur of quiet gratitude. Jasper dropped them off on a quiet street lined with modest apartment complexes. “That one, with the blue door,” Landon said, pointing. “Thanks. Seriously.”

“Take care of yourselves,” Jasper said, giving them a small, two-fingered salute before driving off.

They stood on the cracked sidewalk, exposed. The morning sun felt harsh on their skin. Melody pulled the torn gown tighter, acutely aware of how they must look. Landon took a steadying breath and led her to the door of a first-floor apartment.

He knocked. A firm, sharp rap.

Footsteps approached from inside. The door swung open.

The man in the doorway was clearly Landon’s brother. He had the same strong jaw, the same dark hair, though his was cut shorter, neater. He wore jeans and a worn flannel shirt, unbuttoned over a white tee. He was a few years older, his face harder, more lined with responsibility and worry. His eyes, a darker brown than Landon’s gray, took them in with one swift, shocked glance—the grime, the torn clothes, the bare feet, the wild desperation.

“Landon?” His voice was flat, disbelieving.

“Carl,” Landon said, the word heavy with everything that had happened.

Carl’s gaze flicked to Melody, then back to his brother. His initial shock curdled into something harder. Anger. “What the hell, Landon? What did you do now? I can’t keep bailing you out of—” He stopped, his eyes narrowing as he truly looked at Landon’s face, at the grim determination there, at the protective way he stood slightly in front of the trembling girl.

“It’s not like that,” Landon said, his voice low and urgent. “Carl, this is Melody. My… girlfriend.” The word hung in the air, new and powerful. “That place, Waverly… it wasn’t a hospital. They were holding us. Against our will. Doing… things.” He couldn’t elaborate, not here on the doorstep. “We just escaped. We have nowhere else to go.”

Carl stared. He looked from Landon’s hardened eyes to Melody’s wide, green ones, seeing the true, unvarnished fear there, the grime that wasn’t from partying but from crawling through ducts and woods. He saw the way Landon held himself, not with the defensive arrogance of old troubles, but with the weary, fierce stance of a soldier who’d just survived a war.

The anger bled from Carl’s face, replaced by a dawning, horrified understanding. He looked past them, down the empty street, as if expecting black vans to appear any second.

“Jesus,” he breathed. He stepped back, pulling the door wide open. “Get inside. Now.”

They stumbled over the threshold into the warm, lived-in clutter of the apartment. It smelled of stale coffee and clean laundry. Carl closed the door behind them, locking it, throwing the deadbolt with a solid, final sound.

He turned to face them in the small living room, running a hand through his hair. He looked at the two bedraggled figures standing on his rug, leaving smudges of forest dirt. His brother, who he’d thought was finally on a straight path with some fancy medical study program. And this girl, young, beautiful, and shattered.

Landon’s voice was raw. “We need a place to stay, Carl. They’re looking for us.”

Carl met his brother’s gaze. The last of his skepticism vanished. He saw the man, not the boy who used to get into trouble. He saw the protectiveness in the way Landon’s hand found Melody’s. He saw a truth he couldn’t deny.

“Okay,” Carl said, the word firm, decisive. He nodded once, his own jaw setting in a familiar, familial line of resolve. “Okay. You’re here now. You’re safe.” He looked at Melody, his expression softening into something gentler, more paternal. “Both of you. I don’t know what happened in that place, and right now, you don’t have to tell me. But you’re under my roof.” He took a deep breath, his chest expanding. “And I promise you, no one is taking you back there.”

11 - SALT-AIR AND SIMPLICITY

The worn paperback lay heavy in Melody’s lap, its words a blur she’d been staring at for twenty minutes. The late afternoon sun slanted through the cheap mini-blinds of their beachfront apartment, painting tiger stripes of gold across the beige carpet. She shifted on the second-hand couch, a hand drifting unconsciously to the hard, rounded swell of her stomach. Six months. The thought was a quiet, constant hum in her mind. Six months since the woods, the cold, the desperate run. Six months of stolen freedom.

The apartment was a sanctuary of salt-air and simplicity, consisting of a sun-bleached living room that bled seamlessly into a cramped kitchenette where the linoleum was worn smooth from years of use. A shadowed hallway, barely wide enough for two people to pass, tethered the main space to a single, modest bedroom and a bathroom that smelled faintly of old pipes and lavender. It was perched on the second floor of a weathered walk-up in a quiet, sleepy coastal town where no one cared to ask questions; here, they were just two more faces in the fog, lost among the locals and the transient tourists, finally granted the anonymity they needed to blend into the scenery and disappear for good.

The air was thick with the faint, ever-present sweetness of Melody’s milk. Her breasts, full and heavy, ached softly against the soft cotton of her maternity top. The lactation had never stopped. Dr. Day’s chemical legacy was a permanent fixture, a reminder that bled through the padded bras she wore, sometimes spotting her shirts if she leaned forward too quickly.

A key rattled in the deadbolt.

Melody’s pulse jumped, a familiar, skittish reaction she hated. She looked toward the door, her body tensing for a half-second before she forced it to relax. It’s just Landon. It’s always just Landon. The lock clicked, the door swung open, and he stepped inside, filling the doorway with his lean, muscular frame.

He looked tired, grime and fish scales streaking his dark t-shirt and jeans. He’d been working as a deckhand on a local fishing boat—hauling nets and gutting the catch for cash under the table, no questions asked. He shut the door behind him, his movements deliberate as he turned the lock again, threw the deadbolt, and slid the chain into place. The ritual was the same every time. Security. Safety. The illusion they both clung to.

He leaned back against the door, his eyes finding hers across the room. For a moment, he just looked at her, and the weariness in his face seemed to melt away, replaced by a warmth so profound it made her breath catch. A slow, genuine smile touched his lips.

“Hey, you,” he said, his voice a low rumble that vibrated through the quiet apartment.

“Hey,” she whispered back, closing the book and setting it aside.

He pushed off the door and walked toward her. His boots were quiet on the carpet. He stopped in front of the couch, looking down at her, his gaze sweeping over her face, her swollen belly, the way her hand rested protectively over their child. The fish scales on him seemed to glow in the sunbeam.

“How was your day?” he asked, crouching down so they were eye-level. He reached out, his calloused fingers stroking a stray dark curl back from her forehead. The touch was gentle, reverent.

“Quiet. The baby was kicking up a storm earlier. Like a little soccer player in there.” She took his grimy hand and pressed it against the side of her stomach. “Wait for it.”

They stayed like that for a moment, his palm warm through her shirt. Then, a distinct, solid thump pressed against his hand. Landon’s eyes widened, and his smile deepened, transforming his entire face. That awe-struck look never got old. It was a balm on every raw, frightened part of her soul.

“Strong,” he murmured, his thumb moving in a slow circle. He looked up from her stomach to her eyes. “Just like his mom.”

“Or dad,” Melody said, the old, unspoken worry threading her voice. His? Blaine’s? Caleb’s? Dr. Days? The clinic’s cold efficiency had made paternity a lottery, a ghost that haunted her happiest moments.

Landon’s expression softened, understanding flickering in his gray eyes. He shifted his hand from her stomach to cradle her cheek. “Melody. Look at me.” His voice was firm, leaving no room for doubt. “That doesn’t matter. Not to me. That’s our baby in there. I’m going to be this kid’s father. I’m going to love them, protect them, teach them how to be good and strong. That’s a promise. My promise.”

Tears pricked hot behind her eyes. She believed him. In this chaotic, fearful world they’d built, his promise was the one unshakeable truth.

“I know,” she breathed. “I know you will.”

He stayed crouched before her, his gaze holding hers. The silence between them thickened, charged with something more than comfort. It was the quiet hum of six months of shared fear, of stolen touches in the dark, of longing that had been pushed aside by the sheer necessity of survival. Now, in this safe, sunlit moment, it rose to the surface, potent and undeniable.

“I think about it all day,” he said, his voice dropping to a raw whisper. “When I’m hauling those heavy nets, when the salt spray is biting at my face and the wind is howling... I think about coming home to you. To this. How lucky I am that we made it out. That I get to be here with you. That I get to be a dad to this baby.” His other hand came up, framing her face. “You saved me, too, Melody. You gave me a reason to fight.”

His words washed over her, eroding the last of her tension. A warm, deep pulse stirred low in her body, a sensation she hadn’t allowed herself to fully feel in too long. It was a slow, liquid uncoiling, a physical answer to the emotional truth in his eyes.

“Landon…” His name was a sigh.

He closed the last inch of space between them. His lips met hers.

It wasn’t a tentative kiss. It was a reclamation. A confirmation. His mouth was warm and firm, moving over hers with a certainty that stole the air from her lungs. She gasped against him, and he took the opportunity to deepen the kiss, his tongue sliding against hers in a slow, searching stroke that sent a shockwave of pure sensation straight to her core. Her hands flew up, tangling in his dark hair, pulling him closer. The taste of him—coffee, sweat, salt, and him—was intoxicating.

He groaned into her mouth, the sound vibrating through her. One of his hands slid from her face down the column of her throat, over the slope of her shoulder, coming to rest on the full, heavy curve of her breast. Even through her bra and shirt, the contact was electric. Her nipple tightened instantly into a hard, aching peak, and a thin, warm trickle of milk leaked in response, dampening the fabric.

He broke the kiss, breathing harshly, his forehead resting against hers. His eyes were dark, pupils blown wide with desire. “I need you,” he rasped. “Right now. I need to feel you.”

She couldn’t speak. She nodded, her own breathing shallow and fast.

In one smooth, powerful motion, he slid his arms beneath her knees and behind her back and stood, lifting her from the couch as if she weighed nothing. She clung to his neck, burying her face in the crook of his shoulder, inhaling his scent. He carried her down the short hallway, his strides long and purposeful, and shouldered their bedroom door open.

Their room was simple. A double mattress on the floor, made up with plain sheets and a worn quilt. A single dresser. But it was theirs. Landon lowered her onto the bed with infinite care, as if she were made of spun glass. He stood over her, looking down, his chest rising and falling.

“You are so beautiful,” he said, the words rough with emotion. “Every day, you take my breath away.”

He leaned down, bracing his hands on the mattress on either side of her head, and kissed her again. This kiss was slower, deeper, a languid exploration that made her toes curl. His hips settled against hers, and she could feel the hard, thick length of him pressing insistently against her thigh through his jeans. She arched into him, a soft moan escaping her throat.

He kissed a trail from her mouth, down her jaw, to the sensitive spot just below her ear. His teeth grazed her earlobe, and she shuddered. “Let me see you,” he murmured, his breath hot against her skin.

His hands went to the hem of her soft, stretchy top. He drew it up and over her head, tossing it aside. The cool air hit her skin, pebbling it, making her nipples pull even tighter against the cups of her nursing bra. Landon’s gaze was like a physical touch, searing as it traveled over her swollen breasts, the dramatic curve of her pregnant belly, the dip of her navel.

He hooked a finger under the front clasp of her bra and released it. The fabric fell away.

Her breasts spilled free, full and heavy, the areolas darker now, the nipples hard and already beaded with droplets of milky white. Landon’s breath caught audibly. “God,” he breathed, a prayer and a curse.

He lowered his head, his mouth finding one peaked nipple. He didn’t just suckle; he worshipped. His tongue swirled around the tight bud, lapping up the sweet, thin milk that readily flowed. Then he drew the peak deep into his mouth, sucking gently, rhythmically. A bolt of pure, undiluted pleasure shot from her breast directly to her clit, which throbbed in desperate, aching response. She cried out, her back bowing off the mattress, her fingers clutching at his shoulders. The sensation was nothing like the cold, clinical suction of the machines. This was heat, and hunger, and love. Her other breast ached in sympathy, a fresh trickle of milk tracing a path down its curve.

He switched his attention, giving the other breast the same devoted treatment. Melody was panting, a continuous, low sound of want vibrating in her throat. Her hips moved restlessly against the sheets, seeking friction. The wet heat between her legs was a palpable, urgent presence.

After drawing one last, long pull that made her vision blur, Landon lifted his head. His lips and chin were glistening with her milk. He looked utterly debauched, utterly hers. He kissed his way down the taut, rounded expanse of her stomach. His lips brushed over her stretched skin, his tongue dipping into her navel. He placed a series of open-mouthed, tender kisses lower, until his face was level with the waistband of her maternity leggings.

His eyes locked with hers as his hands went to the band. He drew them down, slowly, taking her cotton panties with them. She lifted her hips to help, her heart hammering against her ribs. The cool air touched her bare skin, her swollen sex. She felt exposed, vulnerable, and more alive than she ever had in the clinic.

Landon settled between her thighs, pushing her legs apart with gentle pressure from his shoulders. His gaze was fixed on her, his expression one of raw hunger and awe. “I dreamed about this for so long,” he said, his voice thick. “Tasting you. Knowing you’re mine. Only mine.”

He didn’t wait for a reply. He lowered his head.

The first touch of his tongue was a soft, flat stroke from the very bottom of her entrance all the way up to her throbbing clit. Melody’s entire body jerked. A strangled gasp tore from her lips. He did it again, slower, savoring. Then his mouth settled over her.

He ate her pussy with a focused, relentless intensity that shattered her thoughts. His tongue was a living flame, licking, probing, circling. He found her entrance and pushed inside, fucking her with his tongue in shallow, penetrating thrusts that made her whimper. Then he zeroed in on her clit, sucking the sensitive nub into his mouth, applying a perfect, rhythmic pressure with his lips while his tongue flicked over the very tip.

“Landon… oh, fuck… right there…” The words were a broken chant. Her hands fisted in the sheets, then in his hair, holding him to her. Her hips rose off the bed, meeting every stroke of his tongue. The pleasure built, a coiling, tightening spring in her lower belly. It was different now, deeper, richer, amplified by the pregnancy, by the safety, by the love in every touch. She could feel her own wetness, hear the slick, obscene sounds his mouth made against her.

He slid two fingers inside her, curling them upward, finding a spot that made her see stars. He pumped them slowly, in time with the suction on her clit. The dual stimulation was too much, and yet not enough. The spring wound tighter, tighter. Her thighs began to tremble against his head.

“I’m… I’m gonna…” she panted, a warning she couldn’t finish.

He hummed against her, the vibration sending her right over the edge.

The orgasm erupted, a rolling, crashing wave that tore through her with no warning and no mercy. It wasn’t a peak; it was a seismic event. Her back arched violently, a raw, guttural cry ripping from her throat as her sex clenched around his fingers in pulsing, rhythmic spasms. White light exploded behind her eyelids. She felt like she was dissolving, coming apart at the seams, only to be remade by the force of her own release. It seemed to go on forever, each pulse wringing another choked sob from her.

Slowly, slowly, the waves subsided, leaving her boneless and gasping, her body covered in a fine sheen of sweat. Landon lifted his head, his lips wet and gleaming. He watched her come down, a look of fierce satisfaction on his face. He slowly withdrew his fingers and brought them to his mouth, tasting her without breaking eye contact.

The sight was so primal, so possessive, that a fresh jolt of desire, weak but insistent, sparked in her spent body.

He rose up on his knees, fumbling with the button of his jeans. He shoved them and his boxers down in one rough motion, freeing his cock.

It was thick and hard, the head flushed a dark red, already beading with pre-cum. He was big, a fact she knew intimately from the clinic, but seeing him now, in their bed, with love in his eyes instead of clinical detachment, made him look somehow more formidable.

He leaned over her, bracing himself on his arms. The tip of his cock pressed against her soaked, swollen entrance. He paused, his face inches from hers. “Okay?” he whispered, the single word laden with concern and a desperate need.

“Yes,” she breathed, wrapping her legs around his hips. “Please.”

He pushed forward.

The stretch was exquisite, a perfect, burning fullness that made her gasp. He filled her completely, burying himself to the hilt in one slow, relentless slide. They both froze, absorbing the sensation. He was so deep, his body flush against her pregnant stomach. She could feel every inch of him inside her, a claiming that had nothing to do with the clinic and everything to do with this moment, this room, this love.

He began to move.

His thrusts were gentle at first, slow and deep, rocking her whole body. Each withdrawal was a sweet agony, each return a homecoming. She met him stroke for stroke, her inner muscles fluttering around him, milking him. The friction was divine, stoking the embers of her climax back into a low, smoldering flame.

“You feel… incredible,” he grunted against her neck, his rhythm steady. “So tight. So wet. All for me.”

“All for you,” she echoed, her voice ragged. “Only you.”

His pace began to quicken. The gentle rocking turned into more urgent drives. The bedframe, cheap and rickety, started to thump softly against the wall in a steady beat. The sound was obscene and wonderful. He shifted his angle slightly, and on the next thrust, he hit a spot so deep, so perfect, that she saw stars again.

“There!” she cried out, her nails digging into the hard muscles of his back.

He found the angle and held it, pounding into that sweet spot with focused, piston-like drives. The pleasure built again, a different kind this time—deeper, more internal, centered on that glorious point of connection where their bodies joined. Her breasts, sensitive and full, bounced with each thrust, another trickle of milk leaking out to slick her skin.

“I can’t… I’m not gonna last,” he warned, his voice strained, his thrusts becoming erratic, harder, faster.

“Don’t stop,” she begged. “Don’t you dare stop.”

She was close again, the tension coiling impossibly tight. He dropped his head, his mouth finding hers in a messy, desperate kiss. His hips slammed into hers, the sound of skin on skin filling the room. The spring snapped.

Her second climax hit with the force of a freight train. It wasn’t as sharp as the first, but it was wider, deeper, a full-body convulsion of pure, unadulterated ecstasy that pulled a long, wailing moan from the depths of her soul. Her internal muscles clamped down on his cock in a vice-like, pulsating grip.

That was all it took. With a choked, guttural roar, Landon drove into her one final, searing time and came. She felt the hot, liquid pulse of his release deep inside her, a flood of warmth that seemed to fuse them together. He shuddered violently above her, his entire body going rigid as he poured himself into her.

He collapsed, careful even in his extremity to keep his weight off her stomach, rolling to pull her against his side. They lay tangled together, breathing in ragged, syncopated gasps. The room was filled with the sound of their panting, the scent of sex and milk and saltwater and sweat—the scent of their life.

Melody turned her head, her cheek pressed against his damp chest. His heart was a frantic drum under her ear, slowly beginning to steady. His arm was a heavy, comforting weight around her, his hand splayed possessively over the curve of her hip.

A profound, aching happiness bloomed in her chest, so vast it threatened to break her. She thought of the padded bench, the detached faces, the clinical humiliation. She thought of the razor wire, the cold woods, the fear. All of it had led her here. To this man. To this bed. To this life growing inside her.

He saved her. In every way that mattered, Landon had pulled her from the darkness and given her a future. The love she felt for him in that moment was a physical thing, a warm, golden light that filled every corner of her being.

“I love you,” she whispered into the quiet, the words finally feeling big enough to hold everything she felt.

He tightened his arm around her, his lips pressing a kiss into her sweaty hair. “I love you, Melody,” he murmured, his voice sleep-slurred with satisfaction. “More than anything.”

She closed her eyes, listening to his breathing even out. The baby gave a soft, sleepy kick against her ribs, as if settling in. For the first time in what felt like forever, Melody felt completely, utterly safe.

She was home.

BACK COVER

One wrong turn. One dangerous debt. One chance to become a million-dollar asset.

Melody Martin thought a cocaine possession charge was the worst thing that could happen to her. She was wrong. Faced with a felony conviction and a prison sentence, the rebellious eighteen-year-old chooses an alternative path: commitment to Waverly Clinic.

But Waverly isn’t a rehab center. It’s a high-tech breeding ground for the elite.

Under the cold, clinical gaze of Dr. Day, Melody is no longer a girl with a future—she is a “cow.” Subjected to a rigorous schedule of hormonal treatments, mechanical milking sessions, and "breeding treatments" by a trio of powerful "bulls," Melody is forced to surrender her body to a system that views her only as a biological resource.

But the clinic didn't count on Landon.

A convicted burglar forced into service as a bull, Landon is the only man in the facility who treats Melody like a woman instead of a biological resource. Through whispered conversations in the darkness of the ventilation ducts, a forbidden spark of rebellion ignites. In a world of breast pumps and systematic violation, their illicit connection is the only thing that feels real.

Melody and Landon must execute a heart-pounding escape, because at Waverly Clinic, the only way to own your body is to risk your life to steal it back.


Milked by the Dominant Doctor

1 - THE GRAY COCOON

“I’m not a danger to anyone.”

Carly’s voice was flat, a dull blade against the oppressive quiet of the office. Dr. Charles Archer didn’t look up from his notepad. The scratch of his pen was the only sound for a long moment.

“You spoke of wanting to hurt your ex-boyfriend, Pete,” he said finally, his tone as cool and smooth as the glass surface of his desk. “You described fantasies of self-medication with alcohol and illicit substances. You admitted to a pervasive lack of motivation, to staying in a darkened room for days. Carly, the pattern here suggests a significant risk.”

“The pattern,” she shot back, the first spark of heat she’d felt in weeks flaring in her chest, “is that I’m sad. My boyfriend dumped me. It’s called being a nineteen-year-old.”

—

It had started three days ago, in the gray cocoon of her bedroom. The walls, once plastered with band posters and prints from art museums she’d dragged Pete to, now felt like they were pressing in. The breakup wasn’t dramatic. It was a text message. This isn’t working. I need space. After two years. Space. The word echoed in the silence until it lost all meaning.

Her parents’ worry was a constant, low-grade hum in the house. She could hear it in the too-quiet way they spoke outside her door, in the carefully balanced trays of food left on the floor like offerings to a temperamental god. Her mother’s eyes, always red-rimmed. Her father’s helpless, clenched jaw.

The ultimatum came yesterday evening. Her father, usually so gentle, had stood in her doorway, a silhouette against the hall light. “Carly, this can’t go on. We’ve found someone. A psychiatrist. Dr. Archer. He comes highly recommended.”

“I don’t need a shrink,” she’d muttered into her pillow, the smell of unwashed sheets and stale tears thick in her nose.

“You’re not eating. You’re not sleeping. You won’t talk to us.” Her mother’s voice, frayed at the edges, came from behind him. “We love you too much to watch you disappear. Please. One appointment.”

The please did it. The raw fear in it. So she’d agreed, just to make the worried looks stop. Just to buy a few hours of peace.

—

Dr. Archer’s office was nothing like she’d expected. No tacky diplomas, no cheesy motivational posters about journeys of a thousand miles. It was all sleek lines, muted grays, and a stunning view of the city skyline that felt like it was mocking her small, messy life. He was in his forties, younger than she’d imagined. Handsome in a sharp, unsettling way. Blonde hair swept back, eyes the color of glacial ice. He didn’t smile.

The session began routinely. He asked about her mood, her sleep, her appetite. She gave monosyllabic answers, painting by numbers. Depressed. Fine. Not hungry. But then he’d asked about Pete. And something in her, some dam of carefully maintained numbness, cracked.

“I’m just so angry,” she’d heard herself say, the words spilling out like poison. “Sometimes I think about getting so drunk I can’t remember his name. Or finding some pills, just to make everything quiet. And I think about… I think about keying his car. Or throwing a rock through his window. Just so he knows. So he feels something, too.”

She’d meant it as a confession of pain, a testament to how deeply he’d wounded her. She saw it as a cry for someone to understand the storm inside her head.

Dr. Archer had listened, his expression unchanging. He’d taken notes, the pen moving with efficient grace. Now, he set the pen down and laced his fingers together, leaning forward slightly. The move felt calculated, an invasion of the space between them.

“Carly, what you’re describing goes beyond situational sadness. Ideation of self-harm. Ideation of violence toward another. Coupled with your social withdrawal and anhedonia, it meets criteria for a severe depressive episode with mixed features. My professional obligation is to ensure your safety, and the safety of others.”

The clinical terms fell like stones. “What does that mean?” she asked, though a cold dread was already pooling in her stomach.

“It means I cannot, in good conscience, allow you to leave this office without a higher level of care. I’m recommending immediate admission to Horizon Wellness Center. It’s a private facility I’m affiliated with. They can provide the structured environment and intensive therapy you need.”

Horizon Wellness Center. The name sounded like a spa, not a prison. “Admitted? You mean… committed?”

“It’s not a punitive measure, Carly. It’s a lifeline,” he said, his voice a practiced calm.

Panic, sharp and electric, shot through her lethargy. “No. No way. I’m not crazy. I’m just heartbroken! You’re twisting everything I said!”

“Am I?” Those icy blue eyes held hers, and for a second, she felt utterly transparent, every dark thought laid bare. “You told me you want to obliterate your consciousness with drugs and alcohol. You told me you have fantasies of causing property damage, which is a form of violence. The intent is there. The potential for escalation is a clinical concern.”

“I would never actually do it! It’s just… thoughts! Doesn’t everyone have bad thoughts?”

“Not everyone vocalizes them to a mental health professional during an assessment,” he replied, unmoved. “The law, and my ethics, require me to take them seriously.”

The argument that followed was circular and exhausting. He was a wall of polite, implacable logic. She was a wave of desperate, chaotic emotion crashing against it. He presented the choice as if it were a choice: sign the admission forms, or he would be forced to initiate an involuntary psychiatric hold—a process that would involve police, a public hospital, and a court hearing.

The image flashed in her mind: handcuffs, maybe. A stark county facility. Her parents’ horrified faces. At least Horizon sounded… clean. Private. Maybe he was right. Maybe this was what she needed. Maybe the fact that she was even considering it proved how far gone she was.

The fight drained out of her all at once, leaving her hollow and shaky. She slumped back in the too-plush chair, staring at the perfect, soulless cityscape beyond the window. “Fine,” she whispered, the word tasting like ash. “Fine, I’ll go.”

A flicker of something—satisfaction?—passed through his eyes so quickly she wondered if she imagined it. “A wise decision, Carly.” He slid a packet of papers and a pen across the desk. “The forms are straightforward. Sign where indicated.”

Her hand trembled as she took the pen. The words on the page blurred. Admission Agreement. Release of Information. Acknowledgment of Facility Rules. She scrawled her name at the bottom of each page, a signature on her own surrender.

Dr. Archer gathered the papers with crisp efficiency. “My assistant will call your parents to inform them of the treatment recommendation.”

The finality of it hit her like a physical blow. She was really doing this. She was letting this man, this stranger with glacier eyes, lock her away.

He stood, a signal that it was time to leave. “Try to see this as a beginning, Carly. Not an end.” He walked to the door and opened it. “Come on, a car is waiting for us downstairs.”

She stood on unsteady legs, following him down a long hallway to the elevator. The reality settled over her, heavy and cold.

She was going to Horizon.

2 - ADMITTED TO HORIZON WELLNESS CENTER

The drive to Horizon Wellness Center passed in a blur of tinted windows and silent streets. Dr. Archer sat beside Casey in the back of the luxury sedan, the space between them charged with a quiet authority. He didn’t speak. He simply watched the city give way to manicured suburbs, then to a winding road flanked by tall, dark pines. Carly pressed her forehead against the cool glass, her breath fogging a small circle. She felt like a specimen being transported to a lab.

The facility emerged from the trees, a modern, low-slung building of glass and pale stone. It looked more like a boutique hotel than a hospital, all soft lighting and geometric landscaping. The car glided to a stop under a covered portico. Dr. Archer exited first, then held the door for her. His hand rested lightly on the frame, not touching her, but the gesture felt like a cage.

“This way,” he said, his voice cutting through the dense, pine-scented air.

He led her through automatic glass doors into a lobby that echoed with a profound, expensive silence. The floors were polished concrete, the furniture low and sculptural. A woman in crisp scrubs sat behind a wide, empty desk. She nodded at Dr. Archer. “Doctor. Room 4 is prepared.”

“Thank you, Linda.”

He didn’t pause. He guided Carly, his fingers now a firm press against the small of her back, down a hallway. The decor shifted. The art disappeared. The walls became a sterile, glossy white. The doors they passed were heavy-looking, with small, reinforced windows. A keypad beeped as Dr. Archer typed a code, and a magnetic lock released with a solid thunk. He ushered her through.

They were in a ward. The air smelled different here—antiseptic, yes, but underneath, something faintly metallic, like old coins and despair. The hallway was shorter, doors spaced evenly. Some were open, revealing identical, sparse rooms. At the far end, a large common area held a few chairs and a silent television. A man in pale blue scrubs—an orderly—stood there, arms crossed, watching them with blank eyes.

Dr. Archer stopped at a door marked ‘Exam 4’. He produced a key card from his pocket, swiped it, and the door clicked open. “In here.”

The room was small, dominated by a standard medical exam table covered in crackling white paper, a stainless-steel stirrup apparatus at its end. A cabinet with glass doors held supplies. A sink. A single stool on wheels. The lighting was bright, clinical, exposing every smudge and shadow.

“As part of the admission protocol, we require a full physical examination,” Dr. Archer said, closing the door behind them. The sound of the latch engaging was terribly final. He moved to the cabinet, his back to her. “It establishes a baseline. Rules out any physiological contributors to your presentation.”

Carly wrapped her arms around herself. “I had a physical a few months ago. I’m fine.”

“Not in our system, you’re not.” He turned, holding a folded square of thin, blue fabric. “Standard procedure. You’ll need to change. Everything off. Bra, panties, everything. Put this on. The opening goes in the front.” He held out the gown.

She stared at the fabric. It looked papery, insubstantial. “Can I have some privacy?”

His glacial eyes met hers. “The door remains closed and locked for patient safety. You may change behind the curtain if you prefer.” He gestured to a pale blue curtain on a semicircular track in the corner. “But I will need to confirm you have no concealed items, no contraband. Your clothes will be stored securely.”

Her throat tightened. This is part of it, she told herself. Part of being a patient. Compliance is the fastest way out. She took the gown. Her fingers brushed his. A static shock, small and sharp, jumped between them. He didn’t react.

She walked behind the flimsy curtain. The space was narrow. She could hear him moving on the other side, the soft click of a cabinet, the running of water in the sink. Her hands felt clumsy as she pulled her sweater over her head. The air was cool on her skin. She unbuttoned her jeans, shoved them down her legs, stepped out of them. Her bra clasp gave way. Her cotton panties, gray from too many washes, slid down her thighs. She stood naked, shivering, in the sterile space. She had lost weight. Her ribs were more visible. Her skin was pale, almost translucent in the harsh light. She felt like a plucked bird.

She unfolded the gown. It was as thin as she feared. She put her arms through the short sleeves, securing the small tie in the front. It barely covered her to mid-thigh. The fabric whispered against her skin, a cold, impersonal touch.

“Are you finished?” His voice came from just outside the curtain.

“Yes.”

“Bring your clothes out.”

She gathered the small pile of her discarded life—jeans, sweater, underthings—and pushed the curtain aside. He was standing by the exam table, waiting. He held out his hands. She placed the clothes in them. His fingers closed over the fabric, and for a ridiculous moment, she felt a pang of loss. He turned and placed them in a clear plastic bag on the counter, sealing it with a zip-tie. He wrote her name on a label with a sharpie.

“On the table, please,” he said, without looking at her.

She climbed onto the paper-covered vinyl. It was cold through the gown. The paper crinkled loudly under her weight. She sat on the edge, her legs dangling. He wheeled the stool over and sat in front of her, his knees almost touching hers. He picked up a clipboard.

“Name and date of birth.”

“Carly. March twenty-first.” She supplied the year.

He wrote it down. “Any history of heart conditions, epilepsy, diabetes?”

“No.”

“Current medications?”

“None.”

“Any allergies?”

“No.”

He set the clipboard aside. His full attention settled on her, a weight that made her want to shrink. “I’m going to listen to your heart and lungs first. Please untie the gown.”

Her fingers fumbled with the simple ties at the neck. She loosened them, letting the front of the gown fall open just enough to expose the upper swells of her breasts and the valley between them. She held the fabric closed over her lower body.

“A bit more, please. I need proper placement.”

A hot flush crept up her neck. She opened the gown further, baring her chest completely. The air was a cold shock on her nipples, which tightened instantly into hard, pink buds. She stared at a point on the wall above his head, her jaw clenched.

Dr. Archer didn’t comment. He picked up a stethoscope from the counter, its metal parts gleaming. He warmed the diaphragm between his palms for a moment—a practiced, clinical gesture. Then he leaned in.

“Deep breaths in through your nose, out through your mouth.”

The cold metal touched her skin just below her collarbone. She flinched. “Sorry.”

“It’s fine. Breathe.”

She obeyed. The sound of her own heart, amplified and whooshing, filled his ears. He moved the stethoscope, his movements methodical. To the other side. To the center of her chest. His knuckles grazed the sensitive curve of her right breast. A jolt, unexpected and electric, shot through her. She sucked in a breath.

“Again,” he instructed, his voice low and focused.

He moved the instrument lower, to the side of her ribcage. “Breathe deeply.”

His fingertips, this time, brushed the outer swell of her breast, just skimming the areola. The touch was fleeting, accidental-seeming. But the sensation bloomed—a warm, tingling wave that radiated out from the point of contact, spiraling down into her stomach. She felt a distinct, unwelcome clench between her legs. No. Not this. Not him.

He leaned back, draping the stethoscope around his neck. “Heart and lungs sound clear.” His eyes dropped to her chest, then back to her face. “I need to perform a breast exam. Standard screening. Lie back, please. Arms above your head.”

The command brooked no argument. She lowered herself onto the table, the paper rustling in protest. She lifted her arms, resting them on the thin pillow above her head. The position arched her back slightly, thrusting her breasts upward. The gown fell open completely, exposing her naked torso to the bright lights. She was utterly vulnerable.

Dr. Archer rolled closer. He didn’t put on gloves. His hands, clean with neat nails, hovered over her.

“I’ll be palpating for any irregularities or lumps,” he explained, his tone detached. “Tell me if you feel any pain.”

His right hand came down on her left breast.

The touch was firm, deliberate. His palm was warm, almost hot, against her cool skin. He began to move his hand in slow, concentric circles, starting at the outer perimeter. His fingertips pressed into the soft tissue, exploring, probing. It was clinical. It was supposed to be clinical. But the pressure was intimate, thorough. He worked his way inward, his circles tightening.

His thumb passed over her nipple. A rough pad against the hypersensitive peak. It wasn't an accident. He applied a slight, rolling pressure. A gasp caught in Carly’s throat. Her eyes flew open. He was watching her face, his expression unreadable, as his hand continued its methodical exploration. The pad of his index finger now circled her areola, a feather-light torment.

“Just relax,” he murmured, though his voice had lost some of its professional frost. It was warmer, thicker.

He switched to her other breast. The same slow, searching circles. His touch seemed to linger here, his fingers learning the shape and weight of her. She could feel her own blood rushing, a heated flush spreading across her chest and down her belly. The numbness that had been her constant companion for weeks was receding, burned away by this unwanted, invasive heat. Her breath came quicker, shallower. She tried to focus on the acoustic tile ceiling, the patterns of tiny holes, but all her awareness was funneled into the points where his skin met hers.

His palm cupped her fully, his fingers curling around the underside of her breast. He squeezed, gently. A soft, traitorous sound escaped her lips.

He stilled. “Does that hurt?”

She shook her head, unable to speak.

He nodded, as if confirming a diagnosis. His hand didn’t move away. His thumb swept back over her nipple, again, then again—a slow, rhythmic stroking that was no longer part of any medical exam she’d ever heard of. A direct, deliberate stimulation. A coil of tension, hot and slick, wound itself tight in her lower abdomen. She bit her lip, trying to stifle the reaction her body was screaming for.

“Good,” he said, a single word that felt loaded. “No palpable masses. Healthy tissue.” He finally withdrew his hand. The absence of his touch felt like a new kind of exposure. “Now, for the pelvic exam. Feet in the stirrups, please.”

The dreaded part. Every woman knew it. But here, now, after what had just happened, it felt like a descent into something else entirely. She swung her legs up, her gown falling away to expose her completely. The metal stirrups were cold against her heels. She placed her feet in them, letting her knees fall wide apart. The position was the ultimate surrender. She closed her eyes.

She heard the snap of latex. He was putting on gloves. The sound was obscenely loud.

She heard him move between her legs. Felt the warmth of his body there. “You’ll feel some pressure,” he said.

The cold, metal speculum touched her outer lips. She jerked.

“Try to relax your muscles. It will be easier.”

She forced a breath out, willed her thighs to loosen. The cold, lubricated metal pressed inward, parting her. A stretching, unfamiliar fullness. He worked it slowly, carefully, until it was seated. Then she heard a click, a mechanical whir, and the pressure expanded as he opened the blades. She felt spread impossibly wide, open and exposed to the core. A flush of humiliation burned her face.

A bright light clicked on, pointed between her legs. He was looking. Examining.

“Cervix appears healthy,” he said, his voice a clinical monotone. “No visible lesions or discharge.”

She felt him adjust the light. Silence. She could hear his breathing, steady and close. Then, a different sound—a soft, wet, slick noise that made her stomach drop. More lubricant.

“I’m going to remove the speculum now. You’ll feel a release.”

The pressure lessened, the blades closing, the metal sliding free. The relief was momentary.

“Now, for the bimanual exam. I need to assess the position and size of your uterus and ovaries. Tell me if you experience any sharp pain.”

She felt his gloved fingers, slick and cool, press against her perineum. Then one finger, firm and insistent, slid into her vagina.

It was a violation. A deep, physical intrusion. She stiffened, a small cry escaping her.

“Breathe,” he instructed, his voice closer now. His other hand came to rest on her lower abdomen, pressing down. “I need you to relax.”

His finger inside her moved, probing upward, pressing against the front wall. He was feeling for her uterus. It was a standard part of the exam. But his touch… it was different. It was slow. Deliberate. He curled his finger slightly, stroking a spot deep inside that made her muscles clench around him.

A sharp, bright spark of sensation shot through her. Her eyes flew open. He was watching her, his gaze intense, focused on her face as his finger moved within her. His abdominal hand pressed down, his thumb dangerously close to the junction of her thighs.

His finger withdrew almost completely, then slid back in, deeper this time. Two fingers.

She was wet. She could feel it—the embarrassing, undeniable slickness that greeted his invasion. The cool latex was warmed by her own body. The shame was instant and searing, but it was chased by a stronger, more primal current: feeling. After weeks of gray numbness, this was a lightning strike of raw sensation. Her body, betraying her utterly, arched into his touch.

A low, rough sound came from him. Not a moan, but a stifled exhale of effort or… something else.

His fingers began to move in a slow, rhythmic push and pull. In, out. Curling inside her on each inward stroke, brushing that same electrifying spot. The sound in the quiet room was obscene—the wet, intimate slide of latex against her inner flesh. Her breaths became ragged pants. She couldn’t look at him. She stared at the ceiling, her fingers clawing at the paper beneath her.

“Your uterine contour feels normal,” he said, his voice strained now, the professional façade cracking. His fingers plunged deeper, twisting.

And then his thumb, from the hand on her abdomen, found her clit.

The contact was direct, unerring. He didn’t rub. He simply pressed the pad of his thumb against the swollen, exposed nub, holding it there as his fingers worked inside her.

It was too much. The dual assault shattered her last shreds of control. A wave of heat, blinding and intense, crashed through her. Her back left the table. A raw, choked sound was torn from her throat. Her hips bucked against his hand, her internal muscles clamping down hard on his invading fingers in rhythmic, pulsing spasms. The release was violent, a flood of sensation that wiped every thought clean. For a few seconds, there was only the white-hot crest and the uncontrollable rush of wetness—a gush that soaked his glove, the exam table paper, her own thighs.

She collapsed, boneless and trembling, waves of aftershock making her twitch. The room swam back into focus. The bright light was still on between her splayed legs. Dr. Archer’s fingers were still inside her, now still, buried to the knuckles.

Slowly, he withdrew them. The sound was wet, final. He held his gloved hand up, examining the glossy, translucent evidence of her climax. He said nothing. He peeled the glove off with a slow, deliberate snap, dropped it into a biohazard bin. He took a towel, dampened it with warm water from the sink.

“Here,” he said, his voice back to its controlled calm, though a faint huskiness lingered.

He didn’t hand it to her. Instead, he moved between her legs again and began to wipe her clean himself. The warm cloth moved over her swollen folds, over her thighs, mopping up the mess she’d made. The touch was now oddly gentle, almost possessive. The intimacy of it, after what had just happened, was worse than the exam.

He finished, tossed the towel into a laundry bin. “You can close your legs and sit up.”

She pulled her knees together, her body feeling used and strangely hollow. She shuffled to the edge of the table, pulling the thin blue gown around herself as a pathetic shield. She couldn’t meet his eyes.

Dr. Archer walked to the counter, his back to her. He took a small paper cup and a sealed pill blister pack from a drawer. He popped a single, pale blue pill from the foil and placed it in the cup. He filled another cup with water from a cooler.

He turned and offered them to her. “Bovinol. A new-generation SSRI. It will help stabilize your mood, take the edge off the anxiety. Part of your treatment protocol.”

Her hand shook as she took the cups. The pill looked innocuous. A tiny blue disc. After what he’d just done, taking a pill from him felt like another kind of surrender. But what choice did she have? Refusal would be noted. Non-compliance. She placed the pill on her tongue, bitter and chalky, and chased it with the lukewarm water. It stuck in her throat, but she forced it down.

“Good.” He took the empty cups from her and discarded them. “An orderly will take you to your room. Get some rest. We’ll begin therapy tomorrow.”

He walked to the door, knocked twice. It opened from the outside. The large, silent orderly from the common area stood there.

“James, please escort Miss Carly to room 7B.”

The orderly, James, nodded. He had a placid, empty face. He stepped aside, waiting for her.

Carly slid off the table, her legs wobbly. She clutched the gown closed, feeling the draft on her bare skin. She walked past Dr. Archer without a glance. As she passed the threshold, his voice stopped her, low enough that only she could hear.

“Sleep well, Carly.”

The words slithered down her spine. James led her down the hall, his heavy footsteps a contrast to her silent, barefoot shuffle. He stopped at a door marked 7B, swiped a card, and pushed it open.

The room was a cube. A single, narrow bed with a thin blanket. A stainless-steel sink and toilet in one corner. A small, bare desk. A window, but it was made of thick, frosted glass that showed only blurred light. No curtains. The door closed behind her with a solid, heavy sound. She heard the lock engage.

Alone.

She stood in the center of the room, the blue gown her only possession. The pill felt like a lead weight in her stomach. The phantom sensations of his hands—on her breasts, inside her—flared across her skin, a haunting echo. Shame and a sick, confused arousal churned in her gut. She had climaxed. Under his touch. In a medical exam. What did that make her?

She walked to the bed and sat on its edge. The mattress was firm, unforgiving. She lay down, staring at the ceiling. The silence was absolute, a vacuum that pressed in on her ears. Her mind replayed the events in jagged fragments: the cold speculum, the slick sound of his fingers, the shocking, undeniable peak he’d wrung from her body.

I just have to convince him I’m not crazy, she thought, the plan forming through the fog of shock. I have to be the perfect patient. Agreeable. Stable. Then he’ll let me go.

But another, darker thought whispered underneath. He had seen her, all of her. He had pulled a response from her body she hadn’t known was still possible. He had power over her in ways she was only beginning to understand. And he knew it.

The overhead light was controlled by a switch outside the room. It stayed on. She turned on her side, facing the blank wall, pulling the thin blanket over her. The blue gown chafed against her sensitized skin. Sleep was a distant country. She lay in the perpetual twilight of the room, listening to the hum of the facility, feeling the ghost of his touch between her legs, and wondered, with a dread that was slowly turning into something else, what tomorrow would bring.

3 - RESETTING THE SYSTEM

The morning alarm was a harsh, electronic bleat that tore through the thin veil of sleep Carly had managed to find. The overhead light had finally shut off sometime in the night, plunging the room into a deep, unsettling dark. Now, it was back on. She blinked, disoriented, the events of the previous day crashing down on her like a physical weight. The exam. His hands. The pill. The humiliating, overwhelming climax.

A different orderly, a woman with a bored expression, brought in a set of pale green scrubs and slip-on canvas shoes. “Day room is down the hall to the left after the common area. Breakfast is from seven to eight. Don’t be late.” She left without another word.

The scrubs were soft, worn thin from countless washes. They felt like a costume. Dressing in the sterile room felt like shedding the last of her identity. She pulled her long brown hair into a messy bun, catching her reflection in the stainless steel sink. Her eyes were shadowed, her skin too pale. She looked like a patient.

The hallway was quiet. She followed the sound of muffled voices and the clatter of trays. The common area was larger than it seemed last night. A few patients sat in chairs, staring at a morning news program on the wall-mounted TV. Their movements were slow, medicated. A woman in the corner was muttering to himself, rocking gently. The air smelled of disinfectant and overcooked eggs.

The day room was brighter, with large windows that actually showed a view—a manicured courtyard with benches and empty flower beds, surrounded by the high, institutional fence. Long tables were arranged in rows. About a dozen people sat eating. The vibe was less tense than the ward, but the undercurrent of institutional control was still there. Orderlies stood at the periphery, watching.

Carly took a tray from the stack. The food was bland: scrambled eggs that were too yellow, a slice of toast, a small cup of orange juice. She found an empty spot at the end of a table and sat, picking at the eggs with a plastic fork.

“First day?”

The voice was bright, female. Carly looked up. A girl about her age, maybe a little older, with sharp, pretty features and choppy blonde hair, slid onto the bench opposite her. She had lively green eyes that seemed out of place here.

“Is it that obvious?” Carly asked, her voice rough from disuse.

“The deer-in-the-headlights look is a dead giveaway. I’m Lauren.” She took a bite of her own toast. “Been here two weeks.”

“Carly.”

“Welcome to the Horizon Hilton,” Lauren said with a wry smile. “It’s not so bad once you get with the program. The key is Dr. Archer’s methods. He’s… revolutionary.”

Carly’s fork stilled. “Dr. Archer?”

“Oh, you’ve met him? Of course you have.” Lauren’s eyes lit up with something like reverence. “He’s the reason I’m still here. And the reason I’m getting better. I was a mess when I came in. Panic attacks, couldn’t leave my apartment. Now? I feel… clear. His treatments are intense, but they work.”

“Treatments?” Carly echoed, the eggs turning to paste in her mouth.

“Yeah. He doesn’t just throw pills at you. He gets to the root. Physically, emotionally. It’s a full-system reset.” Lauren leaned forward, lowering her voice conspiratorially. “He’s a genius. And seriously, have you seen him? It doesn’t hurt that he looks like that.”

Carly felt a strange, cold ripple in her stomach. Lauren’s fanaticism was unsettling. Before she could respond, a movement caught her eye. A young man in pale blue housekeeping scrubs was mopping the floor near their table. He had dark, curly hair and warm brown eyes. He glanced up, caught Carly looking, and offered a small, genuine smile. It was a startling burst of normal human kindness in the sterile environment. He gave a slight nod before moving on with his mop.

“That’s Jared,” Lauren said, following her gaze. “He’s sweet. One of the good ones.”

The conversation drifted. Lauren talked about the routine, the group therapy sessions, the art room that no one used. Carly listened with half an ear, her mind churning. Act compliant. Get out. That was the plan. But Lauren’s description of Dr. Archer’s ‘treatments’ sent a prickle of dread down her spine that felt dangerously close to anticipation.

At precisely 8:30, an orderly appeared at her side. “Carly. Dr. Archer is ready for you. Follow me.”

Lauren gave her an encouraging thumbs-up. “You’re in for a life-changing experience. Trust the process.”

Carly stood, her legs unsteady. She was led back through the main ward, past her room, to a section of the hallway she hadn’t seen. The doors here were unmarked except for numbers. They stopped at Room 17. The orderly swiped a card, the lock clicked, and he opened the door, gesturing for her to enter.

Dr. Archer was inside, waiting.

He stood beside a piece of furniture that was not a standard exam table. It was a chair, but like no chair she’d ever seen. It was upholstered in smooth, black vinyl, with high armrests and a raised footrest. Thick, padded straps with heavy buckles hung from the arms, the leg supports, and across where the chest would be. It looked like something from a dystopian film.

The room itself was warmer than the exam room. Softer lighting. A cabinet with wooden doors. A small cart covered with a white cloth.

“Carly. Good morning.” Dr. Archer’s voice was calm, welcoming even. He wore a white lab coat over a charcoal gray shirt, his blonde hair perfect, his glacial eyes taking her in. “I trust you slept?”

“Fine,” she said automatically, her eyes locked on the chair.

“This is where we begin your active treatment,” he explained, moving to stand beside the imposing chair. “The conventional talk therapy and pharmaceuticals are one component. But depression, especially of the profound, somatic variety you’re experiencing, lives in the nervous system. In the body’s inability to feel pleasure. The system needs recalibration. My methods are unconventional, but I have a documented high success rate in relieving treatment-resistant depression.”

Carly’s mouth was dry. “What do I have to do?”

“It’s simple. You sit in the chair. The goal is to guide your body to a state of profound neurological release—a reset, if you will. It can be intense. But it is effective.” He gestured to the chair. “Please, remove your scrubs and get in the chair.”

The command, delivered so reasonably, hung in the air. Remove your scrubs. Nakedness again. In front of him. In that thing.

A spark of her old defiance flared. “No.”

Dr. Archer didn’t frown. He didn’t get angry. He simply tilted his head, a clinician observing a symptom. “The resistance is part of the illness, Carly. The self-sabotage. The refusal of help.”

“I’m not refusing help. I just don’t want to get in that… thing. Naked.”

“The restraints are for your safety. The process can induce powerful, involuntary muscle contractions. We wouldn’t want you to injure yourself.” He took a step closer. His presence was a wall of calm authority. “Remember, Carly. My assessment determines your progress. I decide when you are well enough, stable enough, to go home. Every instance of non-compliance is noted. It extends your stay. Do you understand?”

The threat was velvet-wrapped, but its edges were sharp steel. He decides when I go home. The walls of the room seemed to inch closer. The memory of her blank, empty bedroom at her parents’ house flashed—a prison of her own making. This was a different prison, but maybe the only exit was through it.

Compliance is the fastest way out.

The fight drained from her shoulders. Without a word, her fingers went to the hem of the scrub top. She pulled it over her head. It puddled on the floor. She pushed the pants down her hips, stepped out of them, then hooked her thumbs into the waistband of the simple cotton underwear they’d provided and slid them down. She stood naked before him, in the middle of the room, the air cool on her skin. She felt exposed, but also a strange, numb detachment. This was just a procedure. A means to an end.

“Good.” There was a subtle shift in his voice, a darkening of approval. “Now, in the chair. Sit back, place your arms on the rests, your feet on the supports.”

The vinyl was cool against her bare skin. She sat back, her heart hammering against her ribs. He moved with efficient grace. First, the chest strap. He leaned over her, his body brushing against her bare shoulder as he pulled the wide strap across her torso, just below her breasts. The buckle clicked, snug but not painfully tight. His fingers, warm and sure, brushed the side of her breast as he checked the fit. A tremor went through her.

Next, the wrist straps. He took her left arm, lifted it, and secured her wrist to the armrest with a padded cuff. Then the right. Her arms were pinned, palms up, vulnerable. The ankle cuffs followed, securing her legs to the raised footrests, leaving her knees bent and parted. She was spread open, utterly immobilized. The vulnerability was total, a thousand times more intense than the exam table. She was tied down. For him.

He stepped back, surveying his work. A faint, almost imperceptible smile touched his lips. “Comfortable?”

She couldn’t answer. She could only stare at the ceiling, focusing on a small, hairline crack in the acoustic tile.

He turned to the cart and pulled the white cloth away.

The array of objects made her breath catch. A sleek, black vibrator, about the size of a remote control. A series of silicone attachments. And, prominently displayed, a large, flesh-toned dildo, veined and imposing, with a flared base.

Dr. Archer picked up the vibrator. It hummed to life in his hand, a low, potent buzz that filled the quiet room. He turned it off.

“We begin with peripheral nerve clusters,” he said, as if lecturing. “The nipples are highly erogenous.” He rolled the stool close, sitting between her splayed legs. He was so close she could smell his clean, soapy scent, see the precise cut of his jaw.

He reached out with his free hand. His fingertips, dry and warm, found her right nipple. He circled it, a slow, teasing orbit that made the peak tighten instantly into a hard, desperate point. A jolt of sensation, sharp and electric, shot straight to her core. She gasped.

“The body remembers pleasure, even when the mind forgets,” he murmured. He flicked the vibrator on again, but didn’t touch her with it. He held it near, letting the faint, audible buzz tease her senses. Then he touched the rounded, smooth tip of it to the underside of her breast, just below the swell.

The vibration was deep, rumbling. It wasn’t the high-pitched buzz of a cheap toy. It was a seismic tremor that traveled through her tissue, making her whole breast hum. He moved it in slow circles, warming the skin, building a deep, internal heat. He worked his way upward, millimetre by agonizing millimetre, until the vibrating head was just a breath away from her nipple.

He paused. Her entire body was tense, straining against the straps. Her breath came in shallow pulls. She was staring at him now, her eyes wide, pleading without words.

With a deliberate slowness, he brought the humming device to her nipple.

The sensation was blinding. It wasn’t just contact; it was a concentrated, rhythmic pounding of sensation directly into the hypersensitive nerve bundle. A broken cry tore from her throat. Her back arched as much as the chest strap allowed, her hips lifting off the chair. The vibration seemed to tunnel into her, a direct line of fire that connected her nipple to a deep, aching hollow between her legs. He held it there, his eyes watching her face, studying the contortions of pleasure-pain that she couldn’t control.

He switched to the other nipple, repeating the torture. The dual assault sent waves of frantic need crashing through her. The numbness was incinerated. Every cell in her body was screaming, alive with a desperate, humiliating hunger. She was wet. She could feel the slickness gathering, betraying her. A warm, slippery pulse had begun to throb in time with the vibrations.

After an eternity, he pulled the vibrator away. The sudden absence was its own agony. Her nipples felt swollen, oversensitive, throbbing with the ghost of the sensation.

“The clitoral network is next,” he stated, his voice still calm, though a faint flush had appeared on his neck. “The epicenter of the female pleasure response.”

He didn’t use the vibrator. Instead, he set it aside and, with two fingers, gently parted her outer lips, exposing the swollen, glistening flesh beneath. The air was cool on her wetness. She flinched.

His thumb came down, not on her clit, but just beside it, pressing into the soft, slick flesh. He began to move it in slow, maddening circles, slick with her own arousal. Each rotation sent shivers of unbearable tension up her spine. He was building her up with an expert, cruel patience, avoiding the very spot she needed him to touch.

“Please,” she heard herself whisper, the word ragged and raw.

“Please what, Carly?” His thumb continued its lazy circles.

“Touch me… there.”

“Where?”

“My… clit.” The word felt filthy, debasing in this context.

“You need to be specific. This is about reclaiming your body’s voice. Its needs.”

“Please… touch my clit. I need it.” The admission broke something in her. Pride, resistance, it all crumbled to dust.

His thumb shifted, a fraction of an inch. The pad landed directly on the exposed, aching nub.

A full-body shudder racked her. He didn’t vibrate. He just pressed, then began a slow, relentless, circular massage. The pressure was perfect, unyielding. It was a focused point of exquisite torment that radiated out in concentric waves of heat. Her hips strained against the ankle restraints, trying to grind against his hand, but he held her still, controlling the pace, the pressure, everything.

“You may climax when your body is ready,” he said, as if granting a permission she hadn’t asked for.

It was too much. The hours of numbness, the shock of yesterday, the relentless teasing, the utter helplessness of being strapped down—it coalesced into a tidal wave of need. The coil in her abdomen, wound so tight she thought it would snap, suddenly did.

“I’m… I’m going to…” she panted, her vision blurring.

“Then do it.” His command was soft, absolute.

The orgasm tore through her with a violence that stole her breath. It was a convulsive, shuddering release that made her cry out, a raw, guttural sound that echoed in the small room. Her back bowed off the chair, her thighs trembling violently against the straps. The pleasure was so intense it bordered on pain, a white-hot detonation that left her gasping, seeing stars behind her eyelids. A flood of wetness, more than she’d ever produced, gushed from her, soaking the vinyl beneath her and his hand.

He kept his thumb moving, gently now, milking the last aftershocks from her until she was a trembling, oversensitive mess, whimpering with each tiny stroke.

When she finally stilled, spent and gasping, he removed his hand. He picked up a towel and wiped his fingers with a clinical neatness, then carefully blotted between her legs. The touch was impersonal again, which somehow felt worse.

But he wasn’t done.

He reached for the large dildo.

“The final phase involves deep, rhythmic stimulation to trigger an intense release of tension.”

He applied a clear gel to the silicone length. It glistened under the lights. He positioned himself between her legs again, one hand guiding the blunt, broad tip to her entrance.

Her eyes widened in fresh panic. “No, that’s… it’s too much. I just…”

“The body can handle more than the mind believes. This is for your therapeutic benefit, Carly. Relax.”

The tip pressed against her, insistent. She was swollen, sensitized, but also slick and open from her climax. With a firm, steady pressure, he pushed.

It was an invasion of a different order. It stretched her, filled her with a thick, unyielding fullness that stole the air from her lungs. She was so tight around it, the sensation overwhelming. He pushed deeper, inch by relentless inch, until the flared base was seated against her.

“Breathe,” he instructed, his own breathing slightly uneven now.

He began to move it. A slow, deliberate withdrawal, then a deep, penetrating thrust. The friction was incredible, a rough, delicious drag against her overstimulated inner walls. He established a rhythm, deep and paced, each thrust punching a soft, wet sound from her body. He wasn’t just using the toy; he was fucking her with it, his wrist flexing, his arm muscles corded with the effort of the deep, measured strokes.

The fullness, the relentless, pounding rhythm, began to stoke a new fire. The first orgasm had been a sharp, clitoral explosion. This was building deeper, a heavy, mounting pressure in her pelvis. He adjusted the angle slightly, and on the next inward drive, the thick head of the dildo brushed a spot so deep and electric she screamed.

He found a rhythm that hammered that spot with every thrust. In, out. In, out. The world dissolved into that primal, pounding cadence. The vinyl squeaked beneath her. Her own wet, slapping sounds filled her ears. She was babbling, begging, though for what she didn’t know—more, less, to never stop, for it to end.

The second climax didn’t crest; it erupted. It was a volcanic, full-body convulsion that felt like her very core was being ripped open and rewired. A guttural shout was torn from her throat. Her body bucked against the restraints with such force the chair legs rattled on the floor. And then, a hot, gushing release—a jet of fluid that wasn’t just arousal, but something more, something that spurted from her with the force of the contraction, soaking the dildo, his hand, the chair, with a translucent rush.

Squirting. She’d heard of it. Never experienced it. The intensity of it, the sheer loss of control, was terrifying and magnificent. The orgasm seemed to go on and on, wave after wave of pulsating, draining release, until she was utterly empty, boneless, her vision swimming.

Dr. Archer slowly withdrew the dildo. The sound was obscenely wet. He set it aside on a tray. For a long moment, he just looked at her, strapped down, glistening with sweat and her own release, her chest heaving. His icy blue eyes held a dark, possessive satisfaction.

Without a word, he began to unbuckle the straps. The chest strap first, then the wrists. The blood rushed back into her hands with a prickling sensation. Finally, the ankles. She couldn’t move. She lay in the chair, a wreck.

“You can get dressed,” he said, turning to the cabinet. He took out another small paper cup and the familiar blister pack of pale blue Bovinol pills.

Mechanically, she slid off the chair. Her legs nearly gave out. She stumbled to her pile of scrubs, pulled them on with clumsy fingers. The fabric felt alien against her sensitized skin.

He held out the cup with the pill and a cup of water. She took them, her hand shaking so badly the water sloshed. She swallowed the pill without hesitation this time. The bitter chalkiness was a familiar anchor in the surreal aftermath.

He took the cups. “James will take you back to your room. Rest. You did very well today, Carly. You’re making excellent progress.”

The words were a mockery. Progress. She felt hollowed out, used, and yet… alive. Terribly, vibrantly alive. The depressive fog felt miles away, burned off by the nuclear heat of what he’d done to her.

The orderly, James, appeared at the door. She followed him out, walking like a marionette with cut strings. Back in her room, she lay on the bed, staring at the ceiling. Her body hummed with residual energy, every nerve ending singing. The memory of the sensations played on a loop behind her eyes. The vibration. The penetration. The shocking, gushing climax. Shame warred with a deep, unnerving gratitude. He had made her feel something, anything, after weeks of nothing.

Compliance, she thought again, but the thought had a new, twisted flavor. Compliance brought that. And a part of her, a part she despised, wanted more.

She spent the afternoon in the day room, as instructed. Lauren was there, chatting animatedly about a new puzzle she’d started. Carly nodded along, not really hearing. Her body felt different. Heavy. Full. Her breasts, in particular, felt tender, swollen. She chalked it up to the violent stimulation.

That night, after a silent dinner and being locked back in her room, she finally stripped off the scrubs to wash her face at the small sink. As she bent over, a strange, warm pressure built in her chest. She straightened, frowning, and looked down at herself in the dull metal reflection.

Two small, dark droplets beaded at the tips of her nipples.

She stared, uncomprehending. She touched one with a fingertip. It was warm, wet. She brought her finger to her nose. A faint, sweet, milky scent.

A cold wave of understanding washed over her, followed by a surge of pure, undiluted terror. It wasn’t sweat. It wasn’t left-over lubricant.

She was lactating.

4 - A SHOCKING SIDE EFFECT

The morning alarm was the same harsh bleat, but this time Carly woke with a strange, heavy ache in her chest. The memory of the two dark droplets on her nipples slammed into her before she even opened her eyes. She lay still, afraid to move, as if motion might trigger another leak. The room was the same. The scratchy sheets were the same. But her body was fundamentally, terrifyingly different.

She dressed slowly in the pale green scrubs, her movements cautious. When she pulled the top over her head, the soft fabric brushing against her nipples sent a sharp, twin pang of sensation through her—not entirely painful, but a deep, resonant thrum that seemed to echo in her lower belly. She could feel them, swollen and sensitive beneath the cloth.

The breakfast hall smelled of grease and weak coffee. She took a tray, her eyes scanning for a familiar face. Lauren waved from a corner table, her choppy blonde hair bouncing.

“Over here!” Lauren called, her voice too bright for the sterile room.

Carly slid onto the bench opposite her. The eggs looked like yellow foam. She poked at them with her plastic fork.

“You look freaked,” Lauren observed, sipping her juice. “First overnight jitters?”

Carly shook her head. She put her fork down, her appetite gone. She leaned forward, lowering her voice to a tense whisper. “Something’s wrong with me.”

Lauren’s lively green eyes narrowed with interest, not concern. “Wrong how?”

“My… my breasts.” The word felt absurd. “They’re leaking. Like… milk.”

To her shock, Lauren didn’t look surprised. A knowing smile played on her lips. She leaned in conspiratorially. “Oh, that. Yeah, that’s the Bovinol.”

“The what?”

“The little blue pill. Bovinol. It’s Dr. Archer’s special cocktail for treatment-resistant depression. It’s a miracle drug. Saved my life.” Lauren’s tone was reverent. “The lactation is just a side effect. A weird one, but it means it’s working. It stimulates certain… hormone pathways.”

Carly stared at her. “Leaking breast milk is a side effect? That’s not normal.”

“What’s normal?” Lauren shrugged, her expression serene. “Before I came here, I couldn’t get out of bed. My heart would race for no reason. I felt nothing, for anyone or anything. Now?” She gestured to herself. “I’m here. I’m talking. I feel clear. And other things…” She gave a sly, secretive smile. “Let’s just say my sex drive came back with a vengeance. The drugs, the treatments… they wake you up. All of you. The leaking is a small price to pay.”

Carly sat back, trying to process this. She had noticed a difference. The crushing, leaden despair that had pinned her to her bed at home felt… diluted. It was still there, a gray fog on the horizon, but it wasn’t smothering her. In its place was a strange, buzzing awareness of her body—the ache in her breasts, the lingering phantom echoes of yesterday’s violations, a low-grade hum of something that wasn’t quite anxiety, but wasn’t peace either. It was a state of heightened, nervous sensitivity.

“See?” Lauren said, noting her silence. “You’re calmer already. That’s progress.”

Before Carly could respond, she saw him. Jared, the housekeeping staff member with the dark curls and warm eyes, was pushing a cart of clean linens along the far wall. He glanced up, his gaze finding hers across the room. That same small, genuine smile appeared. It was a lifeline. He gave a slight nod, then looked away, continuing his work.

“He’s cute, right?” Lauren murmured, following her gaze. “Sweet. Harmless. One of the few people here who doesn’t look at you like you’re a specimen.”

Carly didn’t answer. She watched Jared’s retreating back, a fleeting thought of normalcy, of a boy who might just see a girl, not a patient.

The moment shattered with the smooth, authoritative voice that now lived in her spine.

“Carly. A word, please.”

Dr. Archer stood at the entrance to the dining hall, impeccable in a navy suit today, no lab coat. His blonde hair was swept back, his glacial blue eyes fixed on her. The quiet chatter in the room dipped noticeably.

Lauren shot her an encouraging look. “Go on. Tell him how you’re feeling.”

Carly stood, her legs unsteady. She followed him out into the quieter hallway, the door swishing shut behind them, muting the clatter of trays. He didn’t lead her to an office. He simply turned to face her, his posture relaxed, hands in his pockets.

His calm demeanor ignited a spark of anger in Carly’s chest. “Dr. Archer, I’m lactating. I’m nineteen. I’m not pregnant. What the hell did you give me?”

He didn’t flinch. “Bovinol. A neuro-hormonal regulator. The galactorrhea—the milk production—is a known, benign side effect in a subset of patients. It indicates the medication is effectively stimulating your pituitary and hypothalamus, key regions that regulate mood.”

“Benign?” The word burst from her. “It’s not benign, it’s horrifying! You didn’t tell me this would happen!”

“Informed consent covers the potential side effects, Carly. You were in significant distress during your intake. The priority was stabilizing your condition.” He took a half-step closer, his presence shrinking the hallway. “Look at yourself. Are you curled in a ball, weeping? Are you consumed with thoughts of harming yourself or your ex-boyfriend? The agitation, the despair you presented with—it’s muted. You’re standing here, advocating for yourself. That is the Bovinol working.”

She wanted to scream. She wanted to throw something. But the fiery panic she expected was banked, a simmer instead of a boil. He was right, and that was the most maddening part. The numbness was receding, but what was replacing it was this confusing swirl of anger, fear, and a treacherous, humming physical awareness that centered on the very man causing it.

“I don’t want it,” she said, but the words lacked conviction.

“The alternative is a return to that black hole. Is that what you want?” He studied her face, his gaze like a physical touch. “The treatment is working. Today’s session will build on that progress. It will address the lactation, help regulate the flow.”

Her heart stuttered.

“Follow me.”

He turned and walked down the hall, not waiting to see if she complied. After a frozen second, she did. The pull was stronger than her fear. Compliance is the way out, she reminded herself, but the mantra was getting tangled up with the memory of the chair, the vibrations, the shocking, gushing release.

They arrived at Room 17. He swiped his card. The lock clicked.

The room was different.

The black vinyl chair was there, straps dangling. But now, parked beside it, was a piece of equipment that looked like it belonged in a dairy farm, not a medical office. It was a compact, stainless-steel console on wheels. On top sat two large, graduated glass jars. From it snaked two long, clear plastic tubes, each ending in a broad, bell-shaped suction cup with a soft, silicone flange. A small digital screen glowed with a soft blue light.

A milking machine.

Carly stopped in the doorway, her blood running cold.

“Come in, Carly,” Dr. Archer said, already moving to the console. He tapped the screen, and a low, rhythmic whirr-thump, whirr-thump filled the room, the sound of a gentle, mechanical pulse.

“What is that?” Her voice was a thin thread.

“A clinical-grade breast pump. It’s part of today’s treatment protocol. The mechanical stimulation will help express the excess milk, relieving the uncomfortable pressure you’re undoubtedly feeling. More importantly, the suction mimics a natural, nurturing stimulus, which triggers the release of oxytocin and endorphins—your body’s natural antidepressants. It’s a direct, physiological mood enhancement.” He spoke as if reading from a textbook. “The collection is for analysis, to monitor your hormone levels.”

He turned to her. “Remove your clothes and get in the chair.”

The command, so familiar now, landed differently. This wasn’t about sensors or biofeedback. This was about milk. Her milk. A hot flush of shame crawled up her neck. She didn’t move.

“Carly.” His voice held a warning. “The faster we begin, the faster you experience relief. The pressure will only build.”

Her breasts did ache, a dull, full throbbing. The idea of relief was a siren song. The fight drained out of her, replaced by a numb, procedural acceptance. This was the treatment. This was the price for not feeling dead inside.

Her fingers went to the hem of her scrub top. She pulled it over her head. The pants followed. The simple cotton underwear was last. She stood naked before him and the machine, her arms crossed instinctively over her chest.

“The chair,” he prompted.

The vinyl was cool. She sat back, the position already feeling perversely familiar. He didn’t rush. He moved with a deliberate, almost ritualistic slowness. The chest strap first, buckling it snugly below her breasts, lifting them slightly. The sensation of the strap against her swollen flesh made her gasp. Then the wrists, secured to the armrests. Then the ankles, fastened to the footrests, leaving her knees bent and parted. Spread open. Exposed. The center of her felt naked and vulnerable, but all his attention was on her chest.

He rolled the machine closer. The whirr-thump was a steady, patient rhythm. He picked up one of the suction cups, his fingers deft. He squeezed a clear, cool gel from a bottle onto the inner silicone flange.

“This will ensure a proper seal and minimize discomfort.”

Discomfort. The word was so clinical for what was about to happen.

He leaned over her, his body blocking the overhead light. His scent, clean and sharp, filled her space. His hands were sure, impersonal. He took her right breast, lifting it, his thumb brushing the underside. A jolt of sensation, sharp and deep, arced through her. Her nipple hardened instantly, pebbling into a tight, dark peak.

He positioned the flange. The silicone was cool against her areola. He centered her nipple, then pressed the cup into place. A sudden, tight seal formed as he released the air from the cup. The sensation was strange—a firm, constant pressure.

Then he flipped a switch on the tube.

The machine’s rhythm changed. The whirr-thump became a sharper click-hiss. A powerful, rhythmic suction grabbed her nipple, pulling it deep into the tunnel of the cup.

“Oh!” The cry was punched out of her. It wasn’t pain. It was an intense, startling pull, a deep, internal tugging that felt like it was connected to her very core. The suction released, then immediately pulled again. Click-hiss. Click-hiss.

A warm, tingling rush flooded her breast. She watched, mesmerized and horrified, as a thin, white stream suddenly appeared in the clear tube, snaking its way toward the glass jar. Her milk. It was real. It was happening.

He applied the second cup to her left breast. The dual suction was overwhelming. The rhythmic pull was insistent, demanding. It created a deep, resonating ache in her breasts that echoed in her empty belly and between her legs. A low, helpless moan escaped her lips. Her head fell back against the chair.

“The body’s response is fascinating,” Dr. Archer murmured, watching the streams of milk now flowing steadily into the jars. “The let-down reflex is tied to the parasympathetic nervous system. To relaxation. To pleasure.”

Pleasure. The word hung in the air. Because despite the shock, the humiliation, there was a undeniable, perverse relief in the pulling. The painful pressure in her chest was easing, leaving behind a strange, warm emptiness. And the rhythmic tugging… it was stimulating nerves that had no business being stimulated. A warm, heavy pulse began to beat in time with the machine’s rhythm, low in her abdomen. She felt herself growing wet, the slickness gathering at her opening, betraying her yet again.

He watched the digital readouts, making a small adjustment. The suction intensified slightly. The pull became deeper, more insistent. Her back arched, pushing her breasts further into the cups. The milk flowed faster.

“Sexual stimulation will increase production,” he stated, as if commenting on the weather. “Oxytocin release is multimodal. We will enhance the effect.”

He moved then, stepping between her splayed legs. From the cart, he picked up the large, flesh-toned dildo from yesterday. It was clean, gleaming. He coated it generously with clear gel.

Her eyes widened. “No… not while…” She gestured weakly with her head toward the machines pumping at her breasts.

“Especially while,” he corrected, his voice darkening with a hint of something that wasn’t clinical at all. He guided the broad, blunt tip to her entrance. She was already slick, open. The first touch of the cool, gel-slick silicone against her heated flesh made her jerk against the restraints.

“Relax, Carly. Let the treatment work.”

He pushed.

The fullness was shocking, a thick, stretching invasion that made her cry out. The machine’s click-hiss seemed to sync with the pounding of her heart. He seated the dildo fully, the flared base pressing against her. The deep stretch, combined with the relentless suction on her nipples, created a feedback loop of sensation that short-circuited her thoughts. She was just a body, a collection of nerve endings being played like an instrument.

He began to move it. A slow, deep withdrawal, then a firm, penetrating thrust. The drag was exquisite, friction on over-sensitized flesh. Each thrust jostled her body in the chair, making the suction cups tug with a different rhythm. Milk continued to stream into the jars, a visible, humiliating proof of her body’s betrayal.

He established a pace, deep and measured. In, out. In time with the machine. Click-hiss, thrust. Click-hiss, thrust. The world narrowed to those two sensations: the deep, pulling emptiness at her breasts and the thick, filling fullness below. Her moans became continuous, a ragged soundtrack to the mechanical sounds. She was babbling, words she didn’t understand, pleas that had no direction.

“Good,” he breathed, his own composure fraying. A sheen of sweat glistened at his temple. His knuckles were white where he gripped the base of the dildo. “Your body is accepting the treatment beautifully.”

He shifted his stance, altering the angle. On the next deep drive, the head of the dildo brushed a spot so deep and electric it triggered a sudden, fierce gush from her breasts. The milk streams turned into spurts for a moment, hitting the sides of the jars with a splatter. Carly screamed, her vision whiting out at the edges. The dual stimulation was too much, a sensory overload that tipped into a kind of madness.

She was hurtling toward a climax, but it felt different—deeper, slower, a mounting tsunami rather than a lightning strike. The pressure built in her pelvis, a coiling, molten tightness that owed as much to the pulling on her nipples as to the pounding inside her.

“I can’t… it’s too…” she sobbed.

“You can. Let it happen. It’s the release you need.”

He fucked her with the dildo harder, deeper, his rhythm becoming urgent. The machine hummed and pulled. And then, from the cart, he picked up a second dildo, slightly smaller but still substantial. He coated it, his eyes never leaving her face.

No, she thought, but her body was screaming yes, every muscle taut, every nerve alight.

He pressed the tip of the second dildo against her other entrance, the tight, forbidden pucker beneath the first.

The shock of that new, intimate pressure made her freeze. Her eyes flew open, locking with his. His glacial blue gaze was dark, intense, full of a possessive hunger that stripped away the last pretense of therapy.

“Deep, rhythmic stimulation,” he whispered, his voice rough.

He pushed the second toy into her ass.

The stretch was blinding, a searing, impossible fullness that stole the air from her lungs. She was filled beyond capacity, stretched in two directions at once. The dual penetration created a pressure so intense, so complete, it blurred the line between pleasure and pain into a single, white-hot continuum. The machine pulled at her breasts. He worked the two dildos in a staggered, devastating rhythm, one sliding out as the other pushed in, keeping her perpetually, overwhelmingly full.

It was too much. It was everything. The coil in her belly snapped.

Her climax didn’t build; it detonated. It was a cataclysm that ripped through her with violent, convulsive force. A raw, shattered scream tore from her throat. Her body bowed against the straps, every muscle locked in a rigid arc. The sensation was a triple-point explosion: deep, clenching pulses around the dildos in her vagina and ass, and simultaneous, fierce, aching releases from her nipples as the milk sprayed in frantic, short bursts into the tubes.

And then, the gush. From her core, a hot, copious flood of fluid—not milk, but her own arousal—erupted around the dildo buried in her pussy, soaking the vinyl beneath her with a translucent gush that dripped onto the floor. Squirting again, but more voluminous than before, a helpless, humiliating torrent that seemed to go on and on, wringing itself from her with each convulsive clench.

The orgasm seemed endless, a seismic event that left her trembling, gasping, utterly spent. Her vision swam, dark spots dancing at the edges. The machines continued their gentle whirr-thump, now pulling weakly at breasts that felt drained, empty.

Dr. Archer slowly, carefully, withdrew the dildos. The sounds were obscenely wet. He placed them on the tray. He then turned off the breast pump. The sudden silence was deafening. He released the suction seals and removed the cups. Her nipples were reddened, elongated, glistening with a few last drops of milk. He wiped them gently with a warm, damp cloth, the touch almost tender.

He unbuckled the straps, starting with her ankles. The blood rushed back in painful pins and needles. She couldn’t move. She lay in the chair, a vessel that had been filled and emptied, trembling with aftershocks.

“You can get dressed,” he said, his voice back to its calm, professional tenor. He turned to the console, examining the two glass jars, now each holding a significant amount of her milk. He made a note on a digital tablet.

Mechanically, she slid off the chair. Her legs held, barely. She gathered her scrubs, pulled them on. The fabric felt alien, abrasive against her sensitized skin. She watched him as he carefully detached the collection jars, sealed them with lids, and placed them in a small refrigeration unit she hadn’t noticed before.

What was he doing with it? The question cut through the post-coital haze. Analysis, he’d said. But the way he looked at it… it wasn’t clinical curiosity. It was appraisal. Satisfaction.

He turned, holding a paper cup with the familiar pale blue Bovinol pill and a cup of water. She took them, her hand steady now, hollowed out. She swallowed the pill, the bitterness a familiar anchor in the surreal wreckage of her body and mind.

The door opened. James, the tall, broad-shouldered orderly, stood there, his stern face impassive. But his eyes, as they swept over her disheveled hair, her flushed skin, the damp patches on her scrubs top where her nipples had leaked through, held a dark, hungry gleam that was gone in a blink.

“Take Carly back to her room,” Dr. Archer instructed. “She needs to rest.”

James nodded. “This way.”

Carly followed him out into the hall. The journey back was a blur. Her body felt used, hollow, but terrifyingly alive. The depressive fog was a distant memory. In its place was a sharp, crystalline clarity. This wasn’t a normal hospital. That wasn’t a normal treatment. And her milk… he was collecting it for a reason.

As James swiped his card to let her into her room, his hand brushed against the small of her back. It wasn’t an accident. The touch lingered, possessive, before he pulled away.

“Rest up,” he said, his voice low.

The door locked behind her. She stood in the center of the sterile room, the silence pressing in. She looked down at her chest. Two small, dark circles were already forming on the pale green fabric.

She was determined to find out what was going on at Horizon Wellness Center.

5 - A WEALTHY DONOR

The day room held a false, fluorescent calm. Sunlight tried and failed to penetrate the thick, wire-mesh glass of the windows, casting a pale, sickly glow over the mismatched furniture and the handful of patients scattered like forgotten toys. Carly sat at a small, laminate table, a half-finished coloring book open between her and Lauren. The page showed an elaborate garden maze. Her crayon, a dull green, hovered over a hedge.

Lauren’s focus was intense, her tongue poking from the corner of her mouth as she carefully shaded a rose with a crimson crayon. Her choppy blonde hair fell across her forehead. She looked peaceful, almost childlike. It was this normalcy that felt most grotesque to Carly.

“You’re going outside the lines,” Lauren said softly, not looking up.

Carly glanced down. The green wax had bled over the black outline, smudging the neat geometry of the hedge. Like everything else here, she thought. Nothing stays within the lines.

“Doesn’t really matter, does it?” Carly’s voice was flat. She put the crayon down. The silence between them stretched, filled only with the distant hum of a vending machine and the soft scribbling of Lauren’s coloring.

“It matters to me,” Lauren finally said, finishing her rose with a final, precise stroke. She looked up, her lively green eyes meeting Carly’s. “It’s about control. You focus on this one small, stupid thing you can control. The lines. The color. It keeps the big, scary stuff at bay.” She smiled, but it didn’t reach her eyes. “That’s what Dr. Archer says, anyway.”

The name landed between them like a stone. Carly felt a familiar, treacherous warmth stir low in her belly, a phantom echo of the machine’s rhythm. She swallowed, the memory of her milk flowing into those glass jars a fresh brand of shame.

“Lauren,” Carly began, her voice dropping to a conspiratorial whisper. She leaned forward, elbows on the sticky table. “What’s really going on here?”

Lauren’s hand stilled. She set the crimson crayon down with deliberate care. Her gaze flicked toward the door where an orderly, not James, stood with his back to them, then back to Carly. The serene mask she usually wore slipped, just for a second. A tiny fracture appeared in her devotion.

“What do you mean?” Lauren asked, but her voice had lost its bright, rehearsed quality.

“You know what I mean. The exams. The… the milking. The chair. This isn’t therapy. This isn’t a hospital.” Carly’s heart began a slow, heavy thump against her ribs. “You’re not stupid. You have to see it.”

Lauren looked down at her perfectly colored rose. She traced a petal with her fingertip. For a long moment, she said nothing. The false sunlight glinted off the pale green of her scrubs. When she spoke, her voice was so quiet Carly had to strain to hear it.

“I see it,” she admitted. The words were a bare exhale. “I didn’t at first. I was so… broken. And he made me feel alive again. The treatments, they wake you up. They make you feel. Even the bad feelings are better than being numb, right?” She glanced up, her expression searching, as if begging Carly to agree.

Carly nodded slowly. She understood that desperate bargain all too well.

“But now…” Lauren continued, her fingers curling into a loose fist on the table. “Now I feel everything. And some of it… it’s not just waking up. It’s something else. He looks at us sometimes… not like patients.” She shook her head, as if trying to dislodge the thought. “But he’s helping us. The Bovinol works. I’m better.”

“Are you?” Carly pressed gently. “Or are you just… more useful?”

Lauren flinched. The crack widened. Her eyes glistened with a sudden, unshed sheen of tears. She opened her mouth, but no sound came out. The conflict was raw on her face—the ingrained worship of her savior warring with a dawning, terrifying suspicion.

The moment shattered.

“Carly.”

Dr. Archer’s voice was a smooth, cold current cutting through the room’s stale air. He stood in the doorway, a silhouette of authority in a tailored steel-gray suit, his blonde hair gleaming under the fluorescents. All other sound in the day room ceased. Lauren’s face snapped shut, the mask of reverent serenity slamming back into place so fast it was chilling. She dropped her gaze to her coloring book, picking up a blue crayon with trembling fingers.

Carly’s spine straightened of its own accord. That simple utterance of her name carried the weight of a command. The humming awareness in her body spiked, a low-voltage current that made her skin feel too tight. She pushed back from the table, the chair legs scraping harshly on the linoleum.

“Time for your session,” he said. It wasn’t a question.

Without a word to Lauren, Carly crossed the room. She felt the eyes of the other patients on her, a mixture of pity, curiosity, and fear. She followed him into the hall, the door sighing shut behind them, sealing her away from the fragile normalcy of crayons and paper.

He didn’t speak as they walked. His polished shoes made soft, precise taps on the gleaming floor. The route was familiar now: past the nursing station, down the west corridor, to the door of Room 17. The site of her humiliation. The source of her confusing, electric vitality.

He swiped his keycard. The lock disengaged with a solid thunk.

The room had been reconfigured again.

The black vinyl chair remained, its straps coiled and waiting like sleeping serpents. The milking console was gone. In its place, parked directly in front of the chair, was another machine. This one was more compact, all black metal and polished gears. From its base protruded two thick, flesh-toned silicone shafts, mounted on articulated arms. They were positioned at hip height, one slightly higher than the other, their tips menacing in their realism. A control panel with a digital readout and several dials glowed with a soft, amber light.

A man stood beside the machine.

He was older than Dr. Archer, perhaps in his fifties, with silver threading through his dark, expensively cut hair. He wore a cashmere sweater the color of charcoal over tailored trousers. He had the relaxed, bored posture of immense wealth, but his eyes—a pale, assessing hazel—were intensely alert as they tracked Carly’s entrance. They swept over her from head to toe, not with medical curiosity, but with the frank appraisal of a connoisseur examining a new acquisition.

“Carly, this is Mr. Bryce Warner,” Dr. Archer said, his tone introducing someone important, not a patient. “Mr. Warner is a generous benefactor to Horizon Wellness Center. His contributions fund much of our innovative research and treatment.”

Bryce Warner offered a slim, cool smile that didn’t touch his eyes. “A pleasure, Carly. Charles has told me so much about your… progress.”

The way he said “progress” made the skin on her arms prickle. This wasn’t a donor here to see his money at work. This was something else. The realization was a cold trickle down her spine, but beneath it, that traitorous warmth pulsed again, stronger.

“Remove your clothes and get in the chair,” Dr. Archer instructed, his voice devoid of inflection. He was already moving to the machine, adjusting a dial with a faint click.

The presence of the stranger changed everything and nothing. The command was the same. The outcome felt preordained. Her compliance was a worn path in her mind. Act compliant. Get out. But the mantra was a weak whisper against the roaring reality of Bryce Warner’s gaze. This wasn’t a private violation anymore. It was a performance.

Her fingers felt thick, clumsy as she untied the drawstring of her scrubs pants. She let them pool at her feet. She pulled the top over her head. The cool air of the room kissed her skin, raising goosebumps. Her breasts felt heavy, full again despite yesterday’s pumping. She didn’t look at either man. She kept her eyes on the chair, a fixed point in the shifting horror.

She walked to it on unsteady legs and sat. The vinyl was cool, unforgiving. Dr. Archer approached. The ritual began. The chest strap first, snug below her breasts, lifting them, presenting them. The sensitive flesh ached at the pressure. Then the wrist restraints, buckled tight, her palms facing up in a posture of helpless surrender. The ankle cuffs last, spreading her legs wide, bending her knees, exposing the dark triangle of curls and the vulnerable pink folds beneath to the sterile air and the two pairs of watching eyes.

Bryce Warner took a step closer. He made a soft, considering sound in his throat. “Her breasts look so full. The Bovinol really seems to be working. Doesn’t it, Charles?”

“Yes. She’s quite productive,” Dr. Archer replied, as if discussing engine tuning.

He picked up a bottle of clear lubricant from a tray. He squeezed a generous amount of gel onto his fingers. The sound was obscenely wet in the quiet room. He didn’t touch her yet. He lubricated the two silicone shafts on the machine, coating them until they shone under the lights. Each was substantial, veined, with a pronounced, rounded head. The higher one was slightly thicker.

He moved to her side. His fingers, slick and cool, found the entrance to her vagina first, smearing gel over her folds, dipping briefly inside. She gasped, her hips jerking minutely. She was already damp, her body’s pathetic eagerness preceding any conscious desire.

His other hand, equally slick, pressed against her other hole. The tight, puckered ring of muscle clenched instinctively at the foreign touch. He worked the gel around it, a slow, invasive circles that made her breath catch in a ragged hitch. No, not there, her mind screamed, but her body was already softening, betraying her, the gel and his insistent finger creating a shocking, slick heat.

“Relax, Carly,” Dr. Archer murmured, his breath near her ear. “This is an advanced treatment. Deep acceptance is required.”

Bryce Warner watched, his hands now clasped loosely behind his back, his expression one of detached fascination. “Fascinating.”

Dr. Archer guided the machine forward on its silent casters. The two lubricated shafts hovered, aligned with her exposed openings. The higher, thicker one nudged against her slick, parted labia. The lower one pressed its blunt tip firmly against her anus.

Carly’s world narrowed to those two points of imminent pressure. Shame was a fire in her cheeks. Fear was a cold stone in her gut. But beneath it all, coiling like a serpent, was a dark, thrilling current of anticipation. She was being prepared for use, displayed for an audience, and the sheer wrongness of it was somehow… electrifying. It cut through the numb despair more sharply than anything else had.

“Beginning stimulation,” Dr. Archer announced. He turned a dial on the control panel.

A soft, mechanical whirr filled the room. The shafts began to move.

They didn’t thrust immediately. They rotated slowly, the heads grinding against her entrances with a firm, insistent pressure. The sensation was maddening—a promise of penetration that was withheld, drawing her nerves taut. The thicker shaft parted her outer lips, the slick silicone rubbing over her clit in a slow, deliberate pass that made her back arch off the chair.

“Oh god,” Carly whimpered, the sound torn from her.

Then, with a synchronized precision, they pushed forward.

The invasion was simultaneous, inexorable. The thicker shaft filled her vagina in one smooth, deep glide, stretching her, a familiar-yet-always-shocking fullness. At the same instant, the higher shaft breached her ass. The stretch was tighter, more burning, a searing sensation of being opened in a place never meant for this. She cried out, a raw, guttural sound. Her body seized, fighting the restraints, but the machine was relentless. It seated both shafts to their bases, burying her under a devastating, complete fullness.

For a heartbeat, there was only the shock, the overwhelming sense of being stuffed, impaled. Then the machine whirred again.

It began to fuck her.

The rhythm was slow at first, a deep, withdrawing drag that made her feel hollowed out, followed by a firm, penetrating push that filled her to bursting again. The movements were perfectly synchronized, one sliding out as the other pushed in, creating a ceaseless, rocking tide of sensation. The stretch in her ass was a bright, constant ache that melted into a strange, deep pleasure as her muscles were forced to relax, to accept. The friction in her vagina was more direct, the textured silicone dragging over her inner walls, stoking a fire that built with each mechanical stroke.

Dr. Archer observed the digital readout. “Cardiac and respiratory rates are elevated.” He looked at Bryce. “Her milk should be at peak production.”

Bryce Warner’s detached fascination had shifted. A keen, hungry light had entered his pale eyes. He licked his lips, his gaze fixed on her breasts, which were rising and falling with her ragged breaths, the nipples hard and dark against the pale skin.

Dr. Archer moved to stand by her left side. He unbuckled the chest strap just enough to free her breast, lifting it gently in his palm. He looked at Bryce and gave a slight nod.

Bryce needed no further invitation. He stepped forward, his expensive scent of sandalwood and clean wool enveloping her as he leaned over her right side. His movements were no longer those of an observer. They were purposeful, possessive.

Dr. Archer lowered his head. His mouth, warm and wet, covered her left nipple.

At the same moment, Bryce Warner’s mouth closed over her right.

The dual sensation was catastrophic. The warm, suctioning pull on her nipples was a direct, visceral shock that resonated deep in her womb, a primal trigger that had nothing to do with therapy and everything to do with a biology she couldn’t control. The machine pistoned into her, stretching both holes with its mechanical rhythm. The men drank.

A thin, sweet stream of milk released into Dr. Archer’s mouth. She heard him swallow, a soft, satisfied sound. On the other side, Bryce suckled harder, his technique less clinical, more greedy. He drew a longer pull, and she felt the let-down reflex trigger a gush, the milk flowing more freely. The sound of their swallowing, wet and intimate, mixed with the soft mechanical whirr and her own choked, helpless moans.

The shame was incandescent. She was being milked like livestock while being fucked by a machine, watched, used. But the shame was inextricably tangled with a pleasure so profound it felt like madness. The pulling on her nipples sent bolts of pure, electric sensation straight to her core, amplifying the already overwhelming friction of the dildos. Each suck, each swallow, seemed to pull the climax from deep within her, drawing it up and out.

“Increase tempo,” Dr. Archer said, his voice slightly muffled against her breast.

Bryce released her nipple with a soft, wet pop. “The flavor is… remarkably clean. Sweet, with a subtle herbal note from the Bovinol, I presume?”

“A documented side effect,” Dr. Archer confirmed before resuming his drinking.

Bryce returned to her breast, his mouth latching on with renewed hunger. The machine’s rhythm changed. The dial turned. The whirr pitched higher. The thrusts became faster, harder, more punishing. The dildo in her ass plunged deeper, the burning stretch transforming into a deep, radiating pleasure that made her toes curl. The one in her pussy hammered against her cervix, then angled to drag brutally over her G-spot with every inward stroke.

The combined assault was too much. The lines blurred—pain and pleasure, humiliation and ecstasy, therapy and exploitation. Her body was no longer her own. It was an instrument played by master musicians, tuned to a symphony of degradation and release. The men drank her milk, fueling her arousal with every pull, their sucking in rhythm with the machine’s pounding.

Her moans became continuous, a desperate, sobbing litany. “Please… oh god… I can’t… it’s too… oh!”

“She’s approaching threshold,” Dr. Archer observed, lifting his head, a faint trace of white at the corner of his mouth. He watched her face, his glacial blue eyes dark with a fierce, possessive satisfaction.

“Magnificent,” Bryce breathed, also pulling away, his lips glistening.

The machine pounded. The men watched. Carly shattered.

Her orgasm didn’t build; it erupted from the very center of the triple-point stimulation. A convulsive, full-body seizure ripped through her, so violent the chair creaked. A raw, animal scream tore from her throat, ripped from a place deeper than shame or reason. Her back arched impossibly, every muscle locking taut. Her channel clenched in a rapid, milking rhythm around the thick shaft buried in her pussy, and simultaneously, her ass spasmed around the invader there, the tight muscles fluttering wildly.

And then, the gush. A hot, copious flood of fluid—not milk this time—erupted from her core, soaking the dildo, spattering against the machine’s base with a sound like rain, dripping in a translucent cascade onto the floor beneath the chair. She squirted again, a helpless, humiliating torrent that seemed to drain her of everything—fluid, will, thought.

The orgasm went on and on, waves of electric pleasure mixed with the deep, aching pulls from her nipples as the men, seeing her peak, returned to her breasts for a final, drawing pull, swallowing the last of the sweet release her body offered.

Slowly, inexorably, the convulsions subsided. The machine’s rhythm slowed, then stilled, leaving the shafts buried deep within her. The men lifted their heads, wiping their mouths with the backs of their hands with identical, disturbingly casual gestures.

Bryce Warner let out a long, satisfied sigh. He adjusted his cashmere sweater, the image of a man finishing a fine meal. “Charles, that was… exceptional. Truly. The data must be fascinating.”

“Yes, it is. I wouldn’t dream of studying anything else,” Dr. Archer said, his composure fully restored.

He moved to the control panel and initiated the withdrawal sequence. The shafts slid from her body with a wet, slick sound, leaving her feeling horrifically empty, gaping. He then unbuckled her restraints, starting with her ankles. The blood rushed back in painful stings.

“My sincerest thanks for the demonstration,” Bryce said, extending a hand to Dr. Archer. They shook, a business transaction completed. “I’ll be in touch regarding the next quarter’s endowment. I see my funds are being put to… profoundly effective use.”

With a final, lingering look at Carly’s trembling, sweat-sheened, milk-damp body, Bryce Warner turned and left. The door clicked shut behind him, leaving her alone with Dr. Archer.

Silence, broken only by her ragged, shuddering breaths. He handed her the pile of her scrubs. His touch was impersonal. “Get dressed.”

She moved like a robot. Every muscle protested. She felt raw, open, drained. The fabric of the scrubs felt like sandpaper against her sensitized skin. She couldn’t meet his eyes.

From a drawer, he produced the familiar blister pack. He squeezed the pale blue Bovinol into a small paper cup. It sat like a tiny, poisonous jewel. A second cup held water. Carly took them, her hand steady now in its utter exhaustion. She placed the pill on her tongue, the bitter-chalk taste an anchor, and swallowed it down.

“Come with me,” he said, his voice low. “I want to talk to you in my office about your treatment plan.”

He didn’t wait for a response. He walked to the door, held it open. Numb, her mind a white-noise roar of fragmented thoughts—What was that? Who was he? Why my milk? What is this place?—Carly followed him out into the hall.

He led her away from the treatment rooms, down the long, silent corridor towards the administrative wing. Towards his private office. Her damp scrubs chafed with every step. The afterglow of the brutal climax still hummed in her veins, a sickening counterpoint to the icy dread now solidifying in her chest. He had shown her off. He had sold a performance. And she had, shamefully, spectacularly, delivered.

6 - THE TERRIFYING TRUTH

The walk to Dr. Archer’s office felt different this time. The corridors of Horizon Wellness Center no longer seemed like a sterile maze of unknown terrors. They felt like a path. A path out. Carly focused on that idea, clutching it to her chest like a secret talisman as she followed the sharp line of his shoulders. Her body still hummed with the ghost of the machine, a dull, shameful ache between her legs and a faint, persistent heaviness in her breasts. But she locked those sensations away in a mental vault. Act compliant. Get out.

The silence in the room was as heavy as the furniture, pressing in on Carly until she felt the air itself thinning. His office was an exercise in old-world authority—dark wood, shelves of imposing textbooks that looked as if they hadn't been touched in decades, and a large mahogany desk that seemed to absorb the light from the single brass lamp, leaving the corners of the room in deep, shifting shadows.

Carly’s gaze flickered to the window behind him, which showed a cruel slice of manicured lawn, surrounded by the high, chain link fence. It was freedom, taunting her from behind double-paned glass, a world that felt a thousand miles away despite being just a few feet from her reach.

“Sit, Carly,” Dr. Archer said, gesturing to the patient chair as he moved around to his own high-backed leather seat. His voice was calm, measured. The same voice that had coaxed her darkest thoughts into the open before trapping her here.

She sat, folding her hands in her lap, willing them to be still. She kept her gaze lowered, a picture of meek submission. The pale green scrubs felt like a uniform of her captivity.

“I wanted to discuss your treatment progress,” he began, steepling his fingers on the blotter. His glacial blue eyes scanned her face, reading every micro-expression. “You’ve been through several intensive sessions. How are you feeling?”

This was her cue. She lifted her eyes, meeting his with what she hoped was a look of earnest gratitude. “Better,” she said, her voice soft but clear. “Much better, Doctor. The… the treatments. They’re intense. But I feel like they’re working. The numbness… it’s gone.” It wasn’t entirely a lie. The brutal, overwhelming sensations had scorched away the gray fog of her depression, replacing it with a crackling, live-wire awareness that was equal parts terror and a horrifying, addictive vitality.

A faint, approving smile touched his lips. It didn’t reach his eyes. “I’m pleased to hear that. You’ve been remarkably receptive. Your somatic and neurological responses are aligning beautifully with our protocols.” He leaned back, the leather creaking. “Your compliance has been noted. It’s the first, most crucial step toward wellness.”

Her heart gave a painful thump of hope. This is it. He’s going to say it.

“You’re doing well, Carly,” he continued, his tone shifting to one of gentle condescension. “Very well. But.” He let the word hang in the air. “You’re not ready to go home yet.”

The hope curdled in her chest, sinking into a cold, heavy sludge. She kept her expression placid. Don’t react. Don’t let him see.

“The progress you’ve made is fragile,” he explained, his voice a smooth, clinical river. “Premature reintegration into a stressful environment could trigger a catastrophic regression. We need to be sure you’re ready.” He leaned forward again, his gaze intensifying. “But if you continue to improve at this rate, if you maintain this level of cooperation and positive response, discharge will be the natural and desired outcome. Do you understand?”

She nodded, swallowing around the lump of bitter disappointment. “I understand. I want to get better. I’ll do whatever you say.”

Suddenly, a sharp, insistent buzzing interrupted their conversation.

Dr. Archer pulled a pager from his belt, glanced at it, and his composed facade tightened almost imperceptibly. He looked from the pager to Carly, then to the phone on his desk. “Excuse me,” he said, his voice clipped. “An emergency with another patient. I need to attend to this immediately. Stay here. Do not move from that chair.”

“Of course,” she whispered.

He was already striding out, pulling the door shut behind him with a firm click.

Silence.

Carly’s eyes flew open. She was alone. Truly alone, for the first time since she’d arrived in this place. The door was shut. The window beckoned. Her heart hammered against her ribs, a frantic drumbeat of rebellion. He told you not to move.

But the computer.

His sleek, black monitor was dark, but the tower hummed with a low, inviting vibration. The screensaver was a simple, shifting pattern of blue and gray. He left in a hurry. He didn’t log off.

Every instinct screamed at her to stay put, to be the good, compliant patient. But a deeper, more desperate instinct took over. This was a crack in the door. A chance to see the man behind the curtain.

In one fluid, terrified motion, she pushed herself out of the chair. The floor was cold through her socked feet. She took two steps to the desk, her breath coming in short, silent gasps. She reached out, jiggled the mouse.

The screensaver vanished. The desktop appeared, unnervingly normal. A few folder icons, a recycling bin, a web browser. And one open document, minimized at the bottom of the screen. Its title was a string of numbers and letters: HWInvoice042_BWarner.

Her finger trembled as she moved the cursor and clicked.

The document filled the screen. It was a sales agreement. The header bore the Horizon Wellness Center logo. Her eyes scanned the dense text, picking out phrases that leaped out like neon signs.

…contractual agreement for the exclusive purchase of harvested lactation product…

…product specification: ten (10) gallons, human source, Grade AA…

…purchaser: Bryce Warner, of Warner Holdings LLC…

…total payment: fifty thousand dollars ($50,000)…

…source identifiers: Patient C-19, Patient L-21…

The words blurred. A high-pitched ringing started in her ears. She read the line again. Ten gallons. Fifty thousand dollars. Patient C-19. That was her. She knew it in her bones. C for Carly. 19 for her age. L-21 was Lauren.

He wasn’t just treating them. He wasn’t just… enjoying his dominance. He was farming them. Bottling their milk, their bodies’ forced, humiliating production, and selling it for a fortune. To that man. The one who had watched, who had drunk from her with greedy, connoisseur lips. This was a business transaction. She was livestock. A premium dairy cow in pale green scrubs.

Nausea rose, sharp and acidic, in her throat. Her knees felt weak. She stumbled back from the desk, her hand flying to her mouth. He’s never letting us go. The thought was a crystal-clear dagger of truth. Why would he? They were a renewable resource. As long as he pumped them full of Bovinol, as long as he stimulated them with his machines and his procedures, they would produce. And he would profit. All he had to do was keep them docile, keep them believing his lies about treatment and progress and eventual freedom.

The door handle rattled.

Panic, pure and electric, shot through her. She lunged for the patient chair, dropping into it just as the door swung open. She snatched her hands back into her lap, forced her breathing to slow, and stared blankly at the wall opposite the desk.

Dr. Archer entered, his expression a mask of mild irritation. “Apologies for the interruption. A medication incident. Now, where were we?” He rounded the desk and sat, barely glancing at the computer screen. The screensaver had already come back on. He didn’t seem to notice anything amiss.

Carly’s blood was roaring in her ears. She felt dizzy. He didn’t see. He doesn’t know.

“You seem unsettled,” he observed, his eyes narrowing slightly.

“Just… thinking about what you said,” she managed, her voice a dry rustle. “You’re right. I want to make sure I’m ready before I go back home.”

He studied her for a long, uncomfortable moment, then nodded, apparently satisfied. “Good. That’s the correct attitude. Come. I’ll walk you back to your room. You should rest before dinner.”

The walk back was a blur. The gleaming floors, the muted pastel walls, the occasional orderly passing by—it all felt like a diorama of a nightmare. Her mind churned, replaying the words on the screen. Fifty thousand dollars. Ten gallons.

He left her at the door to her small, sterile room. “Remember, Carly. Cooperation is the key to your future.”

She nodded, not trusting herself to speak, and slipped inside. The door clicked shut, locking automatically from the outside. She stood in the center of the room, trembling, until the footsteps faded away.

Then she slid down the wall to the floor, hugged her knees to her chest, and rocked silently. The tears were hot and silent. Not tears of sadness now, but of furious, incandescent betrayal. The last shred of hope that this was some twisted road to healing evaporated. She was a commodity. Lauren was a commodity. They were being milked for a rich man’s fetish.

I have to tell Lauren.

Dinner was a quiet affair in the large, echoing cafeteria. Patients shuffled through the line, collected trays of bland food, and sat at long tables. Carly found Lauren already seated, methodically cutting a piece of baked chicken into perfect, tiny squares. Her serene mask was firmly in place.

Carly sat beside her, her own tray untouched. She leaned in, her voice a thread of sound. “Lauren. We need to talk. For real.”

Lauren’s fork paused. Her green eyes flicked to Carly, then around the room. James was on duty, leaning against the far wall, his arms crossed. “What is it?”

“I saw something. In his office.” Carly’s throat tightened. “A document. A sales agreement.”

Lauren put her fork down slowly. “What kind of sales agreement?”

Carly told her. The ten gallons. The fifty thousand dollars. Their patient codes. Bryce Warner’s name. She watched as the color drained from Lauren’s face, as her serene mask fractured and fell away completely, revealing the raw, terrified young woman underneath.

“He’s… selling it?” Lauren’s whisper was strangled. “Our milk? For money?”

“For a lot of money,” Carly hissed. “And Bryce Warner. He’s not a benefactor, Lauren. He’s a customer.”

Lauren’s hand trembled as she lifted her water cup. She took a small sip, her gaze distant, horrified. All her talk of treatment, of feeling alive, of Dr. Archer’s genius… it collapsed under the weight of this ugly, commercial truth. “He said… he said the Bovinol was to help us. To balance us.”

“It’s to make us produce,” Carly said flatly. “And he’s never letting us go. Why would he? We’re his product line. As long as he says we’re sick, we stay. As long as we stay, he gets richer.”

The realization dawned in Lauren’s eyes, bringing a new kind of fear. It was the fear of a trapped animal finally seeing the true shape of its cage. “Oh god. You’re right. All this time… the sessions… he was just… using us.” She looked ill. “What do we do?”

Carly leaned closer, their heads almost touching. “We have to get out of here. Not when he decides. Not on his paperwork. We have to escape.”

Lauren’s eyes went wide. “Escape? How? The fences, the locks, the orderlies…”

“I don’t know yet,” Carly admitted. “But we have to try. We have to start thinking. Looking for a way. Are you with me?”

Lauren looked down at her perfectly cut chicken squares. The symbol of her obsessive control. She nodded, once, a sharp, decisive motion. “I’m with you.”

A fragile alliance, forged in betrayal and fear. They ate in silence after that, each lost in plans and dread.

Later that evening, back in her room, Carly’s toilet made a sickening gurgle and then, with a helpless sigh, began to overflow. Cloudy water seeped over the rim, spreading across the tile floor. She hit the nurse call button.

Minutes later, a knock. It wasn’t a nurse. It was Jared, the young housekeeping staff member with the kind brown eyes and the gentle demeanor. He carried a mop and bucket.

“Blocked again,” he said with a sympathetic wince, his voice a warm rumble. “Happens sometimes. Don’t worry, I’ll get it.”

He worked efficiently, plunging the toilet, then sopping up the water with practiced moves. Carly stood by the door, watching him. He was different from the orderlies. There was no predatory gleam, no clinical detachment. Just a guy doing a messy job.

“You’re Jared, right?” she asked softly.

He glanced up, a lock of dark curly hair falling across his forehead. “Yeah. You’re Carly.”

She nodded. The silence stretched, filled with the slosh of water. The memory of the invoice burned in her mind. This man moved through the belly of this beast. He might see things.

“Jared…” she began, her courage faltering. “Does… does anything here ever seem… strange to you?”

He paused, the mop handle going still. He didn’t look at her. “It’s a psychiatric facility. ‘Strange’ is relative.”

“I mean wrong,” she pressed, her voice dropping. “Not therapy wrong. Something else.”

Now he looked up. His warm brown eyes held hers. They were serious, deeply so. He glanced at the door, then back at her. He spoke so quietly she almost didn’t hear. “I clean the rooms. After. I see the machines. I empty the… collection units.”

Her breath caught. He knows.

“It’s not my place,” he continued, wringing out the mop with more force than necessary. “I need this job. But… my advice? To anyone who asks?” He finally met her gaze again, his expression etched with a pained earnestness. “Do what he says. Be the perfect patient. Get out of here as fast as you can. This place is bad news.”

He was warning her. But he was also telling her to play the game. He knew the horror, but he saw compliance as the only exit. Carly bit her tongue, the weight of her secret escape plan burning in her chest; she couldn't risk trusting him, no matter how much his kindness felt like a lifeline. In the end, he was still a cog in Dr. Archer’s machine.

He finished mopping, the floor gleaming wetly. “It’ll dry in a bit. Try not to flush anything unusual.” He offered a small, strained smile that didn’t reach his eyes. “Goodnight, Carly.”

“Goodnight, Jared,” she whispered.

He left, pulling the door shut, the lock engaging once more. Carly stood in the center of her damp room, Jared’s words echoing. The only way. But she’d seen the invoice. Compliance wasn’t a path out; it was a down payment on a permanent stay. She hugged herself, the full weight of her isolation settling upon her. She had an ally in Lauren, but they were two scared girls against a fortified, profitable enterprise. And the one staff member who seemed to possess a shred of decency had just told her, in no uncertain terms, to lie down and take it.

7 - AVAILABLE FOR ACQUISITION

The morning light filtering into the cafeteria was a pale, watery gray, doing nothing to lift the gloom that clung to the patients. Carly picked at her rubbery scrambled eggs, her mind churning like the industrial dishwasher humming in the kitchen. Across from her, Lauren stirred her oatmeal into a uniform paste, her movements precise, her eyes shadowed.

“We need a plan,” Carly murmured, keeping her voice below the clatter of trays and the low murmur of medicated conversation.

“I’ve been thinking,” Lauren said, not looking up from her bowl. “The fences are twelve feet tall. There are cameras everywhere. The ward is locked, and only staff members have keycards to get out.”

“So we need a card,” Carly said, a spark of desperate hope flickering.

“We can’t just walk out of here. Someone will see us. They’ll know we’re patients, because of our green scrubs.” Lauren finally looked up, her green eyes bleak. “Every window that opens is reinforced with wire mesh. They think of everything.”

The spark died. Carly’s fork clinked against her plate. “There has to be a weak point. A person. Someone who’s sloppy, or… sympathetic.”

Lauren’s gaze flickered toward the kitchen door, where Jared was hauling a bag of trash toward a service exit. He met her eyes for a fraction of a second, then looked away, his shoulders tense. “He’s afraid,” Lauren whispered. “He knows things, but he needs his job. He won’t risk it.”

“Everyone has a breaking point,” Carly said, but it sounded hollow even to her. They were trapped in a sleek, silent machine designed to contain them and harvest from them. The scale of it was suffocating.

“Good morning, Carly.”

The voice, calm and smooth as polished stone, came from behind her. Dr. Archer stood there, having approached without a sound. He wore another impeccable suit, this one a deep charcoal that made his blonde hair seem brighter, his icy eyes sharper. He held a digital tablet loosely in one hand.

“It’s time for your morning treatment,” he said. His tone left no room for discussion. “Come with me.”

A cold dread, familiar now, pooled in Carly’s stomach. She glanced at Lauren, who had immediately dropped her eyes back to her oatmeal, her posture rigid with a fear that looked like reverence to anyone who didn’t know better. Carly pushed her chair back, the legs scraping harshly on the linoleum. She followed Dr. Archer out of the cafeteria, feeling the weight of Lauren’s terrified stare on her back.

He led her down a different corridor, one she hadn’t been in before. He stopped at Room 12, swiped a keycard, and ushered her inside.

The room was larger than the previous treatment rooms. It was dominated by two pieces of equipment. Against the far wall stood the now-familiar milking machine, its stainless steel frame gleaming, two clear plastic suction cups dangling from articulated arms, tubes coiling down to empty collection jars on a shelf. But in the center of the room, suspended from a heavy-duty ceiling track, was a sex swing. It was made of black leather and padded straps, a complex web of supports designed to hold a body in a seated, spread position a few feet off the ground.

Carly’s mouth went dry. The clinical purpose of the machine was one thing—a horrible, violating thing. This… this was something else. This was unambiguous.

“Remove your clothes and get into the swing,” Dr. Archer instructed, placing his tablet on a small counter and washing his hands at a sink with methodical efficiency. He didn’t look at her as he spoke, as if the command was as routine as asking for a blood sample.

Her fingers felt numb. The scrubs, her only covering, suddenly felt like a precious shield. But the memory of the invoice—fifty thousand dollars—flashed behind her eyes. Compliance was survival. For now. She pulled the top over her head, shivering in the cool, conditioned air. She pushed the pants down her legs, stepped out of them, and stood naked in the center of the room. Her skin prickled with goosebumps, her nipples tightening into sensitive peaks. The faint, sweet scent of her own milk, a constant humiliating reminder, tinged the air.

Dr. Archer turned, drying his hands on a paper towel. His gaze swept over her, a clinical inventory that nonetheless felt like a physical touch. “The swing. Now.”

She walked to the contraption, her heart hammering. The leather was cool and slightly yielding. She had to maneuver awkwardly, sitting back into the main sling, putting her legs through the thigh supports. The straps cradled her, held her securely, leaving her utterly exposed. Her back was suspended, her hips tilted forward, her legs spread wide apart and raised. The position was profoundly vulnerable, lewd. She gripped the support straps at her sides, her knuckles white.

He approached, his shoes whispering on the tile. He didn’t speak. First, he took the two suction cups. They were cool and slick with a thin layer of medical-grade lubricant. He placed one over her left breast, his fingers deft, ensuring a perfect seal. Then he attended to her right breast, the process the same. A strange, pulling sensation began as he activated the machine with a remote. A soft, rhythmic whirr-thump filled the room. The pull intensified, a deep, internal tugging that went straight to her core. She watched, a detached horror mixing with a traitorous, building pressure, as the first drops of pearly white liquid appeared in the tubes, snaking their way down toward the waiting jars.

“Good,” he murmured, more to himself than to her. “Excellent let-down response.”

He stood back for a moment, observing the machine’s work, watching her milk flow. The humiliation was a live wire, sizzling under her skin. She was a spectacle. A functioning piece of equipment. She closed her eyes, trying to retreat into herself.

The sound of a zipper cut through the mechanical rhythm.

Her eyes flew open. Dr. Archer had undressed from the waist down. His cock, already fully erect, jutted out from a thatch of blonde hair. It was thick, veined, a blunt instrument of possession. He stepped forward, between her widely parted legs. The head of his cock brushed against her inner thigh, leaving a smudge of moisture. He didn’t ask. He didn’t coax. He simply grabbed her hips, slightly adjusting her angle.

And then he filled her.

It was a slow, inexorable invasion. The thick crown pressed against her entrance, which was already slick—from fear, from the insistent pull on her breasts, from her body’s vile, automatic betrayal. He pushed forward, a steady, unstoppable pressure that stretched her, filled a hollow space she hated to acknowledge was there. A choked sound escaped her lips, not quite a moan, not quite a gasp.

Whirr-thump whirr-thump went the machine. Drip… drip… drip went her milk into the jars.

He slid deeper, until his hips met the backs of her thighs, until he was fully sheathed inside her. The feeling was overwhelming. It was not tender. It was not loving. It was a claiming, a utilization. His hands gripped the straps near her hips, his knuckles white, his forearms corded with tension. He held himself there, buried to the hilt, for a long moment, his eyes locked on her face, watching her absorb the full, brutal reality of his penetration.

Then he began to move.

His strokes were long, deep, and measured at first. A clinical fuck. Each withdrawal was almost complete, each thrust a deliberate, full-length re-occupation. The friction was intense, a hot, building drag that ignited nerves she wished were dead. The swing moved with them, a gentle, swaying counterpoint to his powerful drives. Her breasts jiggled with the motion, the suction cups maintaining their relentless pull, the sensation echoing weirdly in her groin.

“Your somatic response is accelerating,” he noted, his voice a low, controlled rumble. “Heart rate elevating. Pupils dilated.”

She couldn’t speak. She could only feel. The shame was a fire, but the physical sensation was a flood, threatening to drown it. Her body, starved for any feeling to chase away the numbness, latched onto this. The fullness. The friction. The deep, internal massage of his cock. A coil of tension, sickeningly sweet, began to wind tight in her lower belly.

He changed his rhythm, abandoning the measured pace. His thrusts became harder, faster, more demanding. The swing jolted with the force. The sound of skin meeting skin, a sharp, wet slap, joined the mechanical chorus. His breath grew harsh in her ear. One of his hands left the strap and cupped the back of her neck, not choking, but holding her in place, forcing her to look at him.

“This is part of the treatment, Carly,” he gritted out, his composure fraying at the edges, revealing the raw hunger beneath. “Give up control. Surrender to me.”

His words were a poison that somehow fed the coil inside her. She hated him. She feared him. And her body, her treacherous, lonely body, was climbing toward a peak. The dual sensations were too much—the deep, rhythmic fucking and the persistent, milking suction on her breasts. They intertwined, became one overwhelming wave of stimulus. Her hips began to move of their own accord, meeting his thrusts, seeking more friction, more depth.

A low, guttural moan was torn from her throat. She couldn’t stop it.

“That’s it,” he encouraged, his voice dark with triumph. “Give in to it. Let the treatment work.”

The coil snapped.

Her orgasm wasn’t a gentle release. It was a violent seizure of pleasure that ripped through her, merciless and absolute. Her back arched against the leather sling, a strangled cry escaping her lips as her inner walls clenched and fluttered around his driving cock in rapid, involuntary pulses. The sensation seemed to amplify the pull on her breasts, and for a bizarre, transcendent moment, the climax felt like it was radiating from both points, merging into one excruciatingly intense whole. Her vision whited out. The world narrowed to the pounding of his hips, the clenching of her sex, the whirr-thump of the machine.

He groaned, a raw, unfiltered sound, and his thrusts lost all rhythm, becoming frantic, stuttering. With a final, deep plunge, he held himself inside her, and she felt the hot, sudden rush of his release flooding her depths. He shuddered against her, his grip on her neck tightening momentarily before going slack.

For a long minute, the only sounds were their ragged breathing and the relentless machine. Then, with a sigh that seemed almost disappointed, he pulled out of her. She felt empty, used, a vessel drained. He stepped back, his cock glistening, and methodically wiped himself clean with a towel from the counter.

He then turned his attention to the machine. He switched it off. The suction released with soft pops, and her breasts felt oddly heavy, sore, and tingling. He carefully removed the cups, wiping the residual moisture and lubricant from her skin with a cool, damp cloth. His touch was impersonal, efficient. He helped her—weak-kneed and trembling—to step out of the swing. Her legs nearly buckled. A trickle of fluid, a mix of him and her, traced a path down her inner thigh.

“Get dressed,” he said, turning to wash his hands again.

She moved automatically. The scrubs felt alien against her sensitized skin. As she pulled the pants up, the rough fabric brushing her throbbing flesh, she saw him check the collection jars. Nearly a full quart in each. A satisfied, almost imperceptible nod.

His phone, on the counter beside his tablet, buzzed with a sharp, insistent vibration. He glanced at the screen, and his expression shifted—a flicker of focused attention. He held up a finger to her. “Stay. Do not move.”

He took the phone and stepped out into the hallway, pulling the door almost shut but not latching it.

Alone. Adrenaline, sharp and clean, cut through the post-coital haze. The door. It was cracked. And he was distracted. She crept forward on silent, socked feet, her ear straining toward the narrow opening.

His voice was low, but the hallway’s acoustics carried it.

“Yes, Mr. Warner, L-21 is still available for acquisition. Her volumes are lower than C-19’s, but of exquisite quality. A different flavor profile, more delicate… There are several interested buyers… A constant supply of fresh milk… Two million? That’s quite an offer… Shall we meet tomorrow to finalize the bill of sale and discuss the transfer terms?”

Carly’s blood turned to ice in her veins. He wasn’t just talking about selling milk anymore. He was talking about selling Lauren. Selling her to be a live-in milk cow for Bryce Warner. Available for acquisition. The phrase echoed in her skull, monstrous.

The doorknob began to turn. She scrambled back to the center of the room, assuming a stance of weary compliance just as Dr. Archer re-entered. His face was a mask of calm calculation again.

“My apologies,” he said, though he sounded anything but sorry. “Business matters.” He walked to the door and opened it fully. In the hallway stood James, the broad-shouldered orderly, his expression impassive. “James will escort you back to your room. Rest. You’ll need your strength.”

Carly walked out, her mind reeling. James fell into step behind her, his presence a silent, looming pressure. As they turned a corner toward the residential wing, they passed a janitor’s closet. The door was open. Jared was inside, restocking a cart with cleaning supplies. As she passed, their eyes met.

His warm brown eyes took her in—her disheveled hair, the shell-shocked expression she couldn’t hide, the faint smell of sex and milk that probably clung to her. His gaze dropped for a second, then snapped back to hers. In that instant, she saw it. Not just sympathy. Not just fear. A flash of something harder. A recognition of her horror. A shared, silent understanding of the abyss they were in. Then he looked away, busying himself with a bottle of disinfectant, his jaw tight.

James led her to her room, opened the door, and waited for her to enter. The lock clicked behind her.

She stood in the sterile quiet, the overheard conversation playing on a loop. Available for acquisition. Several interested buyers. Two million. Lauren.

At dinner, the terror had congealed into a cold, hard resolve. She sat beside Lauren, who was pushing peas around her plate.

“We have to get out. Now,” Carly whispered, her voice trembling with urgency. “He’s not just selling the milk anymore, Lauren.”

Lauren looked up, her face pale. “What do you mean?”

“I heard him on the phone. With Warner. They’re talking about… about selling you. To be his live-in milk cow.”

All the color drained from Lauren’s face. Her fork clattered onto her tray. For a moment, she looked like she might be sick. Then, a fierce, desperate light ignited in her green eyes. All her conflicted devotion to Dr. Archer evaporated, burned away by the pure flame of survival. “Okay,” she breathed, the word fierce. “Okay. No more waiting. No more planning. We go. The next chance we get, whatever it is, we take it. We run.”

Carly nodded, her own fear mirrored and magnified in her friend’s eyes. “As soon as possible.”

8 - A DANGEROUS PLAN

The silence after lights-out at Horizon was a thick, suffocating thing, broken only by the distant hum of industrial cooling units and the occasional, muffled sob from another room. Carly lay on her thin mattress, staring at the acoustic-tiled ceiling, tracing the faint grid lines with her eyes. They had to move. There had to be a way.

A soft, almost inaudible knock at her door shattered the monotonous quiet.

Her heart stuttered. It wasn’t the heavy, authoritative rap of an orderly. This was tentative. Cautious. She sat up, the sheets rustling. “Who is it?”

“It’s Jared.” The voice was low, muffled by the steel door.

A jolt of adrenaline, sharp and clean, shot through her. She swung her legs off the bed, the concrete floor cold through her socks. She crossed the small room in two strides and pressed her face close to the door’s narrow gap. “Come in.”

The lock disengaged with a quiet, metallic snick—not the loud electronic buzz of a master key, but the subtle turn of a manual override. The door opened just enough for him to slip inside. He stood with his back against the wall, his housekeeping uniform a darker shadow in the dim room. The only light came from the pale blue emergency strip along the baseboard.

He looked at her, his warm brown eyes searching her face. “I walked past you earlier. You looked… upset. I just wanted to see if you were okay.”

The simple concern, so alien in this place, made her throat tighten. She wrapped her arms around herself, the thin cotton of her scrubs top offering no warmth. Trust is earned, a voice inside her warned. But what other currency did she have? “I’m not okay,” she whispered, the words raw. “I’m terrified.”

He took a step forward, then stopped, as if remembering where he was. “I know. I see it. In you. In Lauren.”

This was the chance. The only one she might get. She took a breath, the air cold in her lungs. “Lauren… Dr. Archer is going to sell her. To a client. Like… like a pet. A live-in milk cow.” The words felt absurd, monstrous. Saying them aloud made them real. “We have to get out. Soon. We need help.”

Jared’s expression shifted. The sympathy didn’t vanish, but it was overlaid by a stark, palpable fear. He glanced nervously at the door, as if expecting Dr. Archer to materialize from the shadows. “Carly… you don’t understand what you’re asking. Dr. Archer… he’s not just a doctor. He’s connected. He’s dangerous. If he caught me…”

“He’s going to sell her!” Carly hissed, desperation fraying her voice. “What’s more dangerous than that? For her? What happens when he decides to sell me, or decides I’m not ‘productive’ enough?” She took another step toward him, close enough to see the conflict warring in his eyes. “Please, Jared. I have no one else to ask.”

He was silent for a long moment, his jaw working. He looked at her—really looked—taking in her desperate eyes, the tremor in her hands, the faint, lingering scent of milk and antiseptic that marked her as one of Archer’s projects. He let out a slow, ragged breath, the sound of a man stepping off a cliff. “Okay,” he breathed. “Okay. I’ll help.”

Relief, so potent it made her dizzy, washed over her. “How?”

“The laundry,” he said, his voice dropping to the barest whisper. He moved to the center of the room, away from the door, gesturing for her to follow. “Every Wednesday afternoon, I collect the dirty clothes and linens from the residential wing. I wheel a large cart—a big canvas hamper on wheels—to the industrial laundry in the sub-basement. There’s a staff exit in the laundry room. It’s supposed to be locked, but the bolt is old. Sometimes, if you jiggle it hard, it pops. The orderlies use it for smoke breaks.”

A plan, actual and tangible, began to form. It was Monday night. They had two more days. Would Lauren be safe until then? “You want us to hide in the cart.”

He nodded. “You and Lauren. You’ll have to be still. It’s a five-minute walk. I’ll take you down, hide you in the laundry room behind a stack of boxes. After nightfall, when the shift changes and security is thinner, you go out that door. You’ll have to climb the fence. Once you’re over, you’re in the wooded area behind the property. You run.”

It was almost too simple. Which meant there were a thousand ways it could go wrong. “Cameras?”

“In the halls, yes. But if you hide under the dirty linens… it might work. The laundry room has blind spots.” He ran a hand through his dark curls, a gesture of acute stress. “You’ll have to move fast at the fence.”

“Thank you,” Carly said, her voice trembling with the first genuine spark of hope she’d felt in weeks.

“Look, I’m not doing this to be a hero. I just don’t want to see anything bad happen to you or Lauren,” Jared admitted. “And, Carly… don’t tell anyone, except Lauren. Not a soul.”

“I won’t. I promise.” She wanted to hug him, to pour out her gratitude, but the space between them crackled with too much tension, too much risk. He gave her one last, long look—a look that held an apology and a plea for her to be careful—then turned, opened the door, and slipped back into the darkened hallway, silent as a ghost.

The lock clicked shut.

Carly stood in the center of her cell, her heart pounding a frantic rhythm against her ribs. A way out. A real way out. She had to tell Lauren as soon as possible.

Sleep was impossible. She lay awake, watching the clock on her wall tick from 1:00 AM to 2:00, to 3:00. Every creak of the building, every distant footstep, felt like a prelude to discovery. She rehearsed the plan in her mind, over and over, imagining the feel of the rough canvas cart, the smell of dirty linen, the final, desperate scramble over the fence.

Just as a faint, gray pre-dawn light began to seep around the edges of her window blinds, the door buzzed loudly, startling her into a sitting position.

It was 5:45 AM. Before breakfast.

The door swung open. Dr. Archer stood there, backlit by the harsh corridor lights. He was already immaculate in a navy suit, his blonde hair perfect, his expression one of calm purpose. He didn’t enter. “Carly. Come with me.”

Her blood ran cold. No. Not now. I have to see Lauren. “It’s… it’s early. I haven’t—”

“Now.” The single word brooked no argument. It was the voice that had commanded her onto exam tables, into swings, onto benches. The voice of her captivity.

The escape plan, so fragile and new, trembled in her mind. Compliance is survival, she reminded herself, the mantra bitter on her tongue. She had to get through this, whatever this was, and get to Lauren. They just had to make it until Wednesday.

She stood, her legs unsteady, and followed him into the hall. He didn’t speak as he led her through the silent, gleaming corridors. They went to the treatment wing. Room 12.

A fresh wave of dread, oily and familiar, coated her insides. He swiped his keycard. The lock released with a thud.

Bryce Warner was already inside.

He stood by the milking machine, which was humming softly, its tubes and suction cups prepared. He wore a different cashmere sweater, a deep burgundy, and tailored trousers. He turned as they entered, a slow, pleased smile spreading across his handsome, silver-threaded features. His pale hazel eyes traveled over Carly from head to toe, a connoisseur appraising a vintage he was about to uncork.

The room was different. The sex swing was gone. In its place was a padded bench, upholstered in the same easy-clean vinyl as the exam tables. It was wide, low, and angled slightly upward. A set of leather restraints dangled from its sides.

“Carly’s volumes have been exceptional,” Dr. Archer said conversationally, as if discussing the weather. He walked to the machine, checking the settings. “A certain resilience in her, despite the emotional volatility. It translates to a richer product.”

“I’m looking forward to… sampling the product,” he said, his voice a smooth, rich baritone. He didn’t take his eyes off her.

“Remove your clothes. Lie on the bench,” Dr. Archer instructed, his back to her as he calibrated a dial.

This was the ritual. The stripping away of dignity, the prelude to violation. Her fingers, clumsy with cold and fear, went to the knot of her scrubs top. She untied it, let the thin fabric fall open. She shrugged it off her shoulders. The air in the room was cool, raising goosebumps on her arms, making her nipples contract into tight, sensitive buds. She pushed the drawstring pants down her hips, stepped out of them. Naked, she walked to the bench. The vinyl was cold against the backs of her thighs as she sat, then leaned back, lying down as instructed. Her head rested on a padded crescent. Her arms fell naturally to the sides.

Dr. Archer approached. He attended to her breasts. The suction cups were there, cool and lubed. He placed them with practiced efficiency, one after the other, sealing them to her skin. The familiar, deep pulling sensation began almost immediately as he switched the machine on. The soft, rhythmic suction filled the quiet room. Whirr-thump whirr-thump. Her milk, obedient to the mechanical demand, began its journey through the clear tubes, a steady stream of white against the plastic.

“Excellent,” Dr. Archer murmured, watching the flow.

Bryce moved then. He came to the side of the bench, his gaze raking over her restrained form. His scent reached her—expensive sandalwood soap, a hint of fine whisky, underlying musk. He unbuckled his belt, the sound loud in the clinical space. He unzipped his trousers, pushed them and his boxer briefs down just enough to free his cock.

It was already fully erect, thick and heavy, the head flushed a deep purple. He stroked himself slowly, his eyes fixed on the suction cups working on her breasts, on the milk flowing. “Beautiful,” he breathed, not to her, but to Dr. Archer. “The color is a perfect snow white.”

He didn’t ask. He didn’t say a word to her. He simply moved between her legs, which were spread by the width of the bench. His hands, large and warm, gripped her hips, pulling her lower body toward the edge of the padding, adjusting her position for his access. The head of his cock nudged against her entrance. She was dry, clenched tight with fear.

Dr. Archer, observing, reached for a squeeze bottle of clear lubricant. He applied a generous, cold dollop between her legs, smearing it over her and onto Bryce with a clinical touch. The cold made her flinch. Bryce used his fingers, spreading the slickness, pushing a thick digit inside her briefly to coat her inner walls. The intrusion was impersonal, a preparation of a tool.

Then he replaced his finger with the broad crown of his cock.

He pressed forward. There was resistance, a tight, burning stretch. He grunted, a sound of effort and pleasure, and pushed harder. Her body gave way, accepting the invasion with a sickening, full feeling. He sank into her in one long, steady stroke, until his hips met the backs of her thighs, until he was buried to the root inside her. A sharp gasp was punched from her lungs.

He was bigger than Dr. Archer. Thicker. The fullness was immense, a brutal occupation that left no space for anything else. He held himself there, embedded deep, and let out a satisfied sigh. “Tight. Perfect.”

Then he began to fuck her.

His pace was not clinical. It was not measured. It was possessive, greedy. He pulled back almost all the way, then drove back in with a force that rocked her body on the bench. The wet, slapping sound of their joining filled the air, a counter-rhythm to the milking machine. Each thrust was a jarring impact that traveled up her spine. Her breasts, trapped in the suction, jounced with the violence of his movements, the sensation a weird, echoing pull deep in her groin.

“Look at that,” Bryce grunted, his eyes on her bouncing breasts, on the milk streaming. “Fucking incredible.”

He leaned over her, bracing his hands on the bench near her shoulders. His face was close to hers. She could see the faint lines around his eyes, the pores on his nose, the fervent hunger in his hazel gaze. His breath smelled of mint and coffee. He fucked her harder, deeper, his rhythm becoming punishing. The bench creaked with the strain. The pleasure was a non-entity for her; it was all overwhelming sensation, a brutal physics of friction and fullness. But her body, that traitorous organism, began to respond. The heat of the friction, the relentless internal stimulation, the bizarre connection between the tug on her nipples and the pounding in her core… it began to weave a net of unwanted sensation.

A low, aching warmth started to build beneath the humiliation. She tried to stifle it, to retreat into a numb corner of her mind, but Bryce’s thrusts were too insistent, too perfectly aimed. He shifted his angle slightly, and the next drive brushed a spot inside her that sent a shocking jolt of electricity through her nerves.

A soft, involuntary sound escaped her lips—a moan, choked and brief.

Bryce heard it. A triumphant, wolfish grin spread across his face. “There it is,” he panted. “You like that, don’t you? Being used. Being full.”

She shook her head, a weak denial, but her hips gave a tiny, betraying jerk upward, meeting his next thrust.

“She does,” Dr. Archer observed from his post by the machine. His voice was calm, analytical. “Note the increased lactation rate.”

Bryce’s fucking became more focused, more deliberate. He was chasing his own pleasure now, using her body as a means to that end. His strokes were shorter, harder, faster. The slapping sounds merged into a continuous, wet rhythm. His groans grew louder, more ragged. She could feel the tension coiling in his body, in the iron-hard muscles of his thighs where they pressed against hers.

The unwanted warmth in her own belly was coiling, too, a tight spring wound by the relentless, deep pounding. It was separate from her mind, a biological inevitability her disgust could not stop. Her breath came in short, sharp gasps. Her fingers clawed at the cold vinyl of the bench. The dual sensations—the deep, stretching fullness of his cock and the persistent, rhythmic pull on her breasts—began to fuse into one overwhelming wave of stimulus. It was too much. Her body, starved for any release from the constant tension of fear, began to surrender to it.

Her inner muscles fluttered around his invading length. A fresh gush of her own wetness mingled with the lube.

“She’s close,” Dr. Archer stated, like a commentator at a sporting event.

Bryce redoubled his efforts, pounding into her with a frenzy that bordered on violence. “Cum for me, you sweet little cow,” he growled, his voice guttural. “Cum while I fill you up.”

The coil snapped.

Her orgasm wasn’t a choice. It was a seizure, a violent, racking convulsion of pleasure that tore through her with no regard for her shame. Her back arched off the bench, a raw, broken cry tearing from her throat as her channel clenched and spasmed around his driving cock in rapid, frantic pulses. The sensations seemed to magnify a hundredfold; the milking suction felt like it was pulling the climax directly from her womb, a bizarre and terrifying synergy of function and exploitation. White light exploded behind her eyelids. For a few seconds, the world was reduced to the pounding of his hips, the clenching of her sex, the hot rush of her own release, and the steady whirr-thump of the machine.

Her climax triggered his. With a final, deep, grinding thrust, Bryce buried himself to the hilt and held. A rough, animalistic roar tore from his lips. She felt the hot, sudden jet of his release flooding her depths, pulse after pulse, marking her, filling her. He shuddered violently against her, his full weight pressing her into the padding as he emptied himself inside her.

He collapsed on top of her for a moment, his sweat-slicked chest heaving against her sensitized skin, the smell of his exertion and climax thick in the air. Then, with a groan of satiation, he pushed himself up and off her. His spent cock slid out of her, followed by a trickle of warm fluid. He turned away, tucking himself back into his trousers, fastening his belt with steady hands.

Dr. Archer stepped forward. He hadn’t touched himself, but the front of his tailored trousers was visibly tented. His glacial blue eyes were dark with a focused intensity. “A successful sampling, Mr. Warner?”

“Exquisite,” Bryce said, wiping his brow with a handkerchief. He looked at Carly, who lay trembling and spent, milk still flowing from her breasts. “I’m sure the product will be… delicious. You’ve outdone yourself, Charles.”

“Thank you,” Dr. Archer said modestly. He moved to the bench. “If you’ll excuse me, I must complete her treatment.”

Bryce gave a gracious nod. “Of course. I’ll await the finalized proposal for the other matter.” He cast one last, lingering look at Carly’s prone form, then let himself out of the room, the door sighing shut behind him.

Silence, save for the machine. And Dr. Archer’s controlled breathing.

He looked down at her. Her eyes were open, staring at the ceiling, tears of shame and overstimulation leaking from their corners. He said nothing. He simply unzipped his own trousers, freeing his erection. It was thick, long, and gleaming with his own pre-cum. He didn’t bother with more lube. She was already slick—with Bryce’s release, with her own, with the lubricant.

He moved between her legs, which were still sprawled wide. He gripped her hips, his fingers biting into her flesh, and guided himself to her well-used entrance. He pushed in.

The feeling was different. Familiar. A re-occupation. She was loose, sensitive, sore from Bryce’s pounding, but he slid into her soaked channel with ease, a smooth, full glide until he was fully seated. A broken sob escaped her.

He began to move. His rhythm was different from Bryce’s. It was controlled, deep, and relentless. Each stroke was a calculated reassertion of ownership. This is mine. He watched her face, studied her reactions as he fucked her. The machine continued its work, her milk flowing, a tangible product of his control.

She hated him. She feared him. And yet, her freshly fucked, overstimulated body was responding again. The sore, stretched feeling was transforming into a deep, throbbing sensitivity. His cock, rubbing her internally, reignited embers of the climax she’d just had. A fresh, pathetic warmth began to stir. Her hips gave a tiny, involuntary undulation.

He smiled, a thin, cold curve of his lips. “Yes.”

He increased his pace, his control slipping minutely. His thrusts became harder, faster. The bench shook. He leaned over her, one hand moving to her throat, not squeezing, just holding, a collar of possession. His other hand went to one of the suction cups, pressing it more firmly against her breast, adjusting the pull. The sensation was electric, a direct line to her clit.

“Now, Carly,” he commanded, his breath hot against her ear. “Give it to me.”

It was useless to fight. Her body was a separate entity, humming with a need for release he had engineered. The second orgasm built quickly, a wave rising from the wreckage of the first. It crashed over her with less violence but more depth, a rolling, consuming release that made her cry out, a hoarse, surrendering sound. Her inner walls fluttered and clenched around his driving length, milking him.

He followed her over the edge. With a guttural groan that was the most human sound she’d ever heard from him, he drove deep and held, flooding her with his own hot release. She felt it, a second filling, mixing with Bryce’s inside her. He shuddered through his climax, his grip on her throat tightening for a second before relaxing.

For a long minute, he stayed inside her, draped over her, his weight heavy. Then, with a sigh that seemed to signify the end of a task, he withdrew. He stood, tucked himself away, zipped his trousers. He was perfectly composed again, save for a slight sheen of sweat on his temples.

He switched off the milking machine. The suction released. Her breasts felt heavy, sore, empty. He removed the cups, wiped her skin clean with a cool, damp cloth. His touch was impersonal. He then wiped between her legs, cleaning away the mingled fluids with a few efficient swipes.

“Get dressed,” he said, turning to wash his hands at the sink.

Every muscle ached. Her sex throbbed with a raw, used feeling. She pulled her scrubs back on, the fabric abrasive against her sensitized skin. As she pulled up her pants, she saw him check the collection jars. They were nearly full. He gave a small, satisfied nod.

From his suit pocket, he produced a small plastic cup with a single blue pill—Bovinol. He handed it to her with a paper cup of water. “Your dose.”

She took it, placed it on her tongue, swallowed it down with the tepid water. The act of obedience was automatic now.

He picked up a small walkie-talkie from the counter. “James to Room 12 for patient return.”

Minutes later, the door opened. James stood there, his stern face impassive. Dr. Archer gave a slight nod. “Take her back to her room. She is to rest until dinner.”

Carly walked out, her gait slightly unsteady. James fell into step behind her. The walk back to the residential wing was a blur. She passed the janitor’s closet. It was closed. Her mind, fogged with exhaustion and violation, could only latch onto one clear thought: Find Lauren. Tell her the plan.

James deposited her in her room. The lock engaged.

She sat on the edge of her bed, staring at the wall, waiting for the lunch call. She’d missed breakfast. When the electronic chime finally sounded, she moved with a newfound, desperate purpose. She entered the cafeteria, her eyes scanning the room. She found Lauren already at their usual table, picking at a bowl of fruit. Carly slid onto the bench beside her, her body screaming with every movement.

Lauren looked at her, and her eyes widened slightly. She could see it—the fresh trauma, the lingering haze. “What happened?” she mouthed.

Carly shook her head minutely. She leaned in, her lips almost touching Lauren’s ear, her voice a breath so faint it was barely audible. “Jared is helping us. Escape. Tomorrow.”

Lauren’s breath caught. She didn’t move.

“In the afternoon. He collects laundry. We hide in the cart. He takes us to the laundry room. We wait until dark, go out a staff exit, climb the fence, and run into the woods.”

Lauren’s green eyes were wide with terror and hope. She gave a tiny, almost imperceptible nod. “Okay,” she breathed back.

“Be ready,” Carly whispered.

9 - THE LAST DAY

The next morning, the cafeteria air smelled of weak coffee, overcooked eggs, and antiseptic. Carly pushed a rubbery square of scrambled egg around her plastic tray, her appetite non-existent. Every nerve in her body was a live wire, vibrating with a mix of terror and desperate hope. Across from her, Lauren mimicked the motion, her own food untouched. They didn’t speak. Words were too dangerous. Their communication was a language of glances, of minute shifts in posture.

Carly’s eyes scanned the room, over the other patients in their identical scrubs, over the orderlies standing like statues by the exits. Then she found him. Jared, pushing a cleaning cart along the far wall, mopping a spill. His movements were slow, routine. But as he straightened, his gaze lifted and met hers across the crowded space. It was only for a second. A direct, intentional look. He gave the barest nod, so slight it could have been a twitch, before he bent back to his work.

The plan is on. Today.

The confirmation was a shot of pure adrenaline that made her fingers tremble against her plastic fork. She looked at Lauren, widened her eyes just a fraction. Lauren’s shoulders rose and fell in a quick, shallow breath. She understood.

They just had to make it until the afternoon when Jared collected the laundry. Act normal. Be invisible.

The chatter in the day room died as if on command. Carly looked up; Dr. Archer was there, looming in the doorway like an omen.

He was a study in controlled authority in a tailored steel-gray suit, his blonde hair catching the fluorescent lights. His glacial blue eyes swept the room and landed, with unnerving precision, on their table. A cold fist closed around Carly’s heart.

He began walking toward them, his polished Oxfords clicking a measured rhythm on the linoleum. The room seemed to hold its breath.

He stopped at their table, looking down at them. His expression was pleasant, professional. “Carly. Lauren. Good morning. Please come with me.”

Lauren’s fork clattered against her tray. Carly’s stomach plunged. No. Not now. Not when we’re so close.

“We… we haven’t finished breakfast,” Lauren said, her voice thin.

“It’s fine,” Dr. Archer said, his tone leaving no room for argument. “This won’t take long.” He smiled, a thin curve of his lips that didn’t touch his eyes. “Come along.”

Compliance is survival. The mantra echoed in Carly’s skull, brittle but necessary. If they resisted, if they showed any sign of panic, he would know. He would lock them down, and the fragile escape plan would shatter. She caught Lauren’s terrified gaze and gave a tiny, almost imperceptible nod. Play along.

She stood, her legs feeling like water. Lauren, after a heartbeat of paralysis, did the same. They left their trays on the table and fell into step behind Dr. Archer as he led them out of the cafeteria. Carly didn’t dare look back for Jared. She kept her eyes on the back of Dr. Archer’s suit jacket, on the perfect line of his shoulders.

They didn’t speak as they moved through the sterile corridors. The route was familiar. Toward the treatment wing. Room 12. The site of her violation by Bryce Warner just hours before. Nausea churned in her gut.

He swiped his keycard. The lock thudded open.

The room was as she remembered, yet transformed. The air was cool, scented with the sharp tang of disinfectant and the faint, sweet-metallic odor of machine lubricant. The padded bench was there, the vinyl gleaming under the bright clinical lights. But now, flanking it, were two milking machines. They were identical to the one she knew, with their clear collection jars, their loops of tubing, their arrays of suction cups resting in sterile trays. The machines hummed with a low, waiting power.

Dr. Archer closed the door. The sound was final. He turned to face them, his hands clasped loosely in front of him. “The mind and body are not separate entities,” he began, his voice taking on the lecturing tone he used when explaining his methods. “Depression manifests as a numbness, a retreat from sensation. To break that cycle, we must reintroduce sensation in a controlled, intense manner. Physical pain, when properly administered, can act as a powerful circuit-breaker. It forces the nervous system to engage, to feel something unequivocal. The aftermath often creates a… receptive state.”

He walked to a small stainless steel cart beside the bench. On it lay a leather flogger, its falls thick and neatly trimmed.

“Remove your scrubs. Fold them neatly on the chair there,” he instructed, nodding toward a simple plastic seat in the corner. “Then position yourselves over the bench. Bent at the waist. Forearms and chest on the padding. Your backsides presented.”

Carly’s mouth went dry. Lauren stood frozen beside her, a statue of dread.

“Now, please,” Dr. Archer said, not raising his voice. The quiet command was more frightening than a shout.

They moved like robots. Their fingers fumbled with their clothes. The soft rustle of cotton was obscenely loud in the quiet room. Carly pulled her top over her head, letting it fall to the floor, the air cool on her skin. She pushed her pants down, stepped out of them. Naked, she felt a thousand times more vulnerable than she had just moments before. She glanced at Lauren, who was doing the same, her movements jerky. Lauren’s body was slender, pale, her breasts smaller than Carly’s, the nipples tight from fear and cold. They avoided looking at each other’s faces, a mutual, unspoken pact to preserve some sliver of dignity.

They walked to the bench. The vinyl was shockingly cold against her forearms and the soft skin of her lower belly as she leaned over it. The position arched her back, lifting her rear into the air. She heard Lauren settle into place beside her, their hips almost touching. The bench was wide enough for them both, but the proximity was intimate, exposing. She could feel the heat radiating from Lauren’s body, could hear her quick, shallow breathing.

Dr. Archer picked up the flogger. He ran the falls through his fingers, a soft, whispering sound. “The goal is not to injure. It is to stimulate. To awaken. Try to breathe through it. Focus on the sensation itself.”

He moved behind them. Carly tensed, every muscle in her back and thighs clamping down. She stared at the vinyl grain an inch from her nose, her world reduced to that textured surface and the sound of his footsteps.

The first strike landed on Lauren.

It wasn’t a slap. It was a heavy, thudding impact, the leather falls spreading the force across the swell of Lauren’s buttock. A sharp gasp tore from Lauren’s lips.

Before Carly could process it, the flogger moved. It landed on her own right cheek. The sensation was a bright, shocking bloom of pain—hot and immediate. It stole her breath. A second later, a deeper, throbbing heat spread out from the point of impact.

Thwack. Lauren again, on the other side.

Thwack. Carly’s left cheek. The twin pains began to resonate, a fiery symmetry.

He established a rhythm. Not fast, but relentless. A blow for Lauren, a blow for Carly. The sounds filled the room: the soft swish of the falls cutting the air, the dense thump of contact, their sharp, bitten-off yelps. The pain was acute, a stinging, biting sensation on the surface that quickly melted into a deep, radiating warmth. It was overwhelming. There was no space for thought, only for feeling each impact, the way it shuddered through her flesh, the way her body clenched and jumped in response.

But then, something shifted.

After the first dozen strikes, the sharp edge of the pain began to blur. The nervous system, flooded, started to reinterpret. The heat became a blanket. The thudding impact began to feel less like an assault and more like a profound, physical recognition. Each blow drove her deeper into the bench, grounding her in her body in a way her depressive fog never had. A strange, unwanted vitality sparked in its wake.

Lauren’s cries changed. The initial sounds of pure shock became mingled with something else—a low, guttural moan on the next strike. Carly heard it, and it echoed in her own throat. Her next yelp emerged as a choked sob that held a tremor of something that wasn’t agony.

Dr. Archer saw it. His rhythm changed. The blows became more targeted, alternating between their buttocks and the sensitive backs of their thighs. The pain was sharper there, more intimate. Carly’s body bucked, her hips giving an involuntary jerk. A slickness that had nothing to do with sweat began to gather between her legs. The humiliation of that—of her body betraying her in front of Lauren, under the lash—was a fire of its own.

The flogging stopped.

The sudden absence of impact was a shock. The air felt cool on her scorched skin. Her entire backside throbbed with a unified, glowing ache. She was panting, her breath fogging the vinyl beneath her. She could hear Lauren gasping beside her.

“Good,” Dr. Archer’s voice was calm, approving. “Very receptive.”

He set the flogger down. The sound of his movements was clinical now. She heard the soft click of a machine switch, the low hum intensifying. Then his hands were on her, his touch impersonal and sure. Cool lubricant was smoothed over her breasts, her nipples already peaked and sensitive. He lifted one suction cup, positioned it, and sealed it over her left nipple and areola. The deep, pulling sensation was immediate and profound, a familiar invasion that now felt different against the backdrop of the fiery pain on her rear. The machine’s rhythm began: whirr-thump whirr-thump.

He did the same to her right breast. The dual suction was intense, a deep, internal drawing that seemed connected to the throbbing in her core. She moaned, the sound helpless.

He moved to Lauren. She heard Lauren’s soft, shuddering inhale as the cups were applied, the wet sound of the seal. Then the second machine clicked on, its rhythm syncing with the first. A duet of mechanical demand.

Their milk began to flow. Twin streams of white traveled through the clear tubes, curling down into the waiting collection jars. The sight of it, so functional and obscene, was a fresh layer of shame. Yet, her body sang with the release. The full, heavy pressure in her breasts eased with each rhythmic pull.

Dr. Archer moved back to the cart. When he returned, he held something in his gloved hands. Carly twisted her head to see.

It was a double-ended dildo. Substantial, made of smooth, flesh-toned silicone. Each end was realistically shaped, with a pronounced head and a thick shaft. It was longer than any toy she’d seen him use, designed to bridge a significant gap.

“The next phase emphasizes mutual stimulus,” he explained, as if discussing a physiotherapy technique. “On your hands and knees, please. Position yourselves on the bench, facing away from each other. Ass to ass.”

The command was so bizarre, so dehumanizing, that for a second, Carly’s mind refused to parse it. Then Lauren moved, slowly, awkwardly pushing herself up onto her knees, then onto her hands and knees on the wide bench. She shuffled backward, her movements hampered by the tubes connected to her breasts.

Carly followed, her own body protesting. The shift made the suction on her nipples tug differently, sending a bright spark of sensation straight to her clit. She crawled forward, then backward, until she felt the firm press of Lauren’s rear against her own. The contact was startlingly intimate. The hot, sensitized skin of their flogged buttocks pressed together. She could feel the tremors running through Lauren’s body.

“Arch your backs slightly. Present yourselves,” Dr. Archer said.

They obeyed. The position raised their hips, opening them. Carly felt hideously exposed, knowing Lauren was just as vulnerable an inch away. She stared straight ahead at the blank wall, her face burning.

She heard the squirt of lubricant.

Dr. Archer moved to Carly first. His hands were warm on her hips, positioning her. She felt the slick, blunt tip of the toy press against her entrance. She was already wet—a humiliating, traitorous dampness born of fear and the relentless conditioning of her body. He pushed forward.

The initial stretch was familiar yet shocking. The silicone was unyielding, thicker than a finger, invading her with a steady, impersonal pressure. She gasped as it slid deeper, filling her, a solid, foreign presence. He worked it slowly, inch by inch, until she felt the middle of the toy snug against her opening.

Then his hands were on Lauren. A sharp, hitched breath escaped Lauren as Dr. Archer pushed the toy into her. Carly felt it—a subtle shift, a deepening pressure inside her own body as the toy seated fully in Lauren. They were connected now, joined by this artificial bridge. The feeling was profoundly intimate and utterly violating. Carly could feel the faint, involuntary clench of Lauren’s internal muscles through the rigid silicone, a ghostly echo in her own core.

Dr. Archer stepped back, observing. “Now,” he said. “You will move. Together. Find a rhythm.”

For a moment, they were frozen, a tableau of shared shame. Lauren gave a tiny, almost imperceptible forward roll of her hips. The movement drove the toy deeper into Carly. A jolt, sharp and electric, shot through her. In response, Carly pushed back.

It began.

A slow, tentative rocking. Forward and back. The toy slid within them, a shared instrument of penetration. The sensations were bizarre, disconnected from any partner’s touch yet intensely direct. Each push forward meant feeling Lauren’s body accept more of the length; each pull back dragged the silicone through her own sensitized channel. The lubricant made every motion smooth, a wet, sliding friction that quickly stoked a low, creeping heat in Carly’s belly.

Their breathing synchronized, becoming ragged pants that filled the quiet room. The only other sound was the soft, wet sounds of their joined motion. Their milk began to fill the collection jars faster.

“Good,” Dr. Archer murmured. He didn’t touch them. He only watched, his icy blue eyes missing nothing. “Increase the pace.”

Lauren’s hips jerked forward, harder this time. The thrust was sharper, deeper. A broken moan fell from Carly’s lips. She pushed back with equal force, needing to give as good as she got, needing to exert some control in this helpless exchange. The rocking became fucking. Proper, desperate fucking. They were using each other, driving the toy back and forth, their bodies slapping together in the middle with soft, rhythmic thuds.

The heat in Carly’s core became a blaze. It was an obscene physics: the pressure of the toy against her inner walls, the sight of Lauren’s flushed, sweating face, the smell of sex and milk, the knowledge that Dr. Archer was witnessing every second of their mutual degradation. Her body, that well-trained animal, embraced it. Pleasure coiled, tight and agonizingly urgent, deep in her womb while the machine’s rhythmic suction continued its work, drawing more than just milk from her hypersensitive flesh.

Lauren’s movements became frantic, uncoordinated. “Carly,” she whimpered, the name a plea.

Carly couldn’t speak. She could only fuck back, meeting Lauren thrust for thrust, the connection between them now a circuit of raw sensation. The double stimulation was too much, too perfect. The toy rubbed a spot inside her that made stars burst behind her eyelids. She felt Lauren’s internal tremors through the silicone, a feedback loop of impending release.

“I’m… I can’t…” Lauren choked out.

“Let it happen,” Dr. Archer said, his voice a low command.

It tipped them both over the edge.

Carly’s climax tore through her with a silent, seismic violence. Her back arched, her mouth opened in a soundless scream as her channel clamped down viscously on the silicone shaft, milking it in rapid, convulsive pulses. At the same instant, she felt Lauren’s body lock up, felt a gush of wet heat around the toy as Lauren came, her own climax triggering a secondary, echoing wave in Carly’s overstimulated nerves.

But it didn’t stop there. The intense, grinding pressure of their mutual orgasms, the violent clenching, did something more. A hot, sudden jet of fluid—not just her usual wetness—squirted from Carly, spraying the table beneath them with a shocking, forceful release. A matching gush came from Lauren, splashing against Carly’s thighs. They were squirting, their bodies betraying them in this final, humiliating display.

The toy, slick and now loose in their spasming channels, slipped out. It fell onto the wet table with a soft, dull thud.

They collapsed forward, foreheads touching, panting, dripping with sweat and their own release. The connection was broken. The emptiness that followed was profound.

Dr. Archer approached. He removed the breast pumps. He wiped them both down with clean, damp cloths, his touch brisk and efficient. He handed them their scrubs. “Get dressed.”

The fabric of Carly’s scrubs felt like sandpaper. When they were covered, he produced two small cups, each holding a single blue Bovinol pill. He gave them each a paper cup of water. They swallowed without protest, the ritual complete.

A knock came at the door. James, the orderly, entered. “Return them to their rooms,” Dr. Archer said. “They are to rest.”

James nodded, his stern face impassive.

As they walked out into the corridor, Carly’s legs were weak. James walked behind them, a silent escort.

In the empty hallway, just before they would turn toward their separate rooms, Carly’s hand found Lauren’s. She squeezed, hard. A pulse of desperate promise. Lauren squeezed back, her fingers cold but strong.

A few hours, Carly thought, the plan solidifying again through the haze of satiation and dread. Just a few more hours.

10 - COMING HOME

The clock on the wall of Carly’s room read 2:58 p.m. Each second was a lifetime. She and Lauren sat side-by-side on the edge of the bed, both still wearing the pale green scrubs that had become their second skin. The air in the small room felt thick, charged with a nervous electricity that made Carly’s scalp prickle.

“He’s late,” Lauren whispered, her voice a frayed thread of sound. Her fingers were laced together, knuckles white.

“He’ll come,” Carly said, the words more a prayer than a statement.

She could still feel the ghost of the double-ended toy inside her, a phantom fullness that made her shift uncomfortably on the thin mattress. The memory of their shared, violent climax was a fresh bruise on her mind—a confusing blend of shame and a dark, undeniable thrill. She pushed it down. Focus. The fence. The highway. Home.

The low rumble of cart wheels in the hallway was the most beautiful sound she had ever heard.

It grew louder, accompanied by the steady, shuffling footsteps of someone pushing a heavy load. Carly and Lauren shot to their feet, their eyes locked. This was it. No turning back.

The cart stopped outside her door. The handle turned. Jared stood there, his dark curls damp with sweat, his warm brown eyes wide with anxiety. The laundry cart was heaped with a mountain of rumpled sheets, towels, and pale green patient scrubs. It smelled of bleach and stale sweat.

“Now,” Jared hissed, his gaze darting up and down the empty corridor. “Quickly.”

There was no time for thanks, for second thoughts. Carly moved first, climbing over the side of the large, wheeled bin and burrowing into the center of the soiled linens. The fabric was still warm in places, damp in others. Lauren scrambled in after her, their bodies pressing together in the cramped, dark space. They pulled armfuls of laundry over themselves, covering their heads, until the world was reduced to muffled sound, stifling heat, and the coarse texture of cheap cotton.

The cart jolted into motion.

Every bump over a tile seam, every turn, was magnified in the dark. Carly’s heart hammered against Lauren’s back. She could feel her friend’s rapid breathing, the frantic beat of her heart echoing her own. The cart rolled on, the wheels squeaking a monotonous song. Don’t stop. Don’t stop.

Voices filtered through the laundry. A nurse, laughing. The distant blare of a television from the day room. James, the orderly, asking Jared a question about a supply delivery. Jared’s reply was calm, bored. “Just taking this down to the basement. Back in twenty.”

The cart stopped. Carly held her breath. A soft bing, the sound of elevator doors sliding open. The cart rolled forward again, and the atmosphere changed—the air grew cooler, carrying the sharp, chemical scent of industrial detergent. The basement. The laundry room.

The cart stopped. Jared’s voice, low and urgent, came from right above them. “Stay down. Don’t move. I’ll stack boxes in front of you. Wait until full dark. The staff exit is the gray door to the left of the big washers. It should be unlocked. Got it?”

“Got it,” Carly whispered into the fabric.

“Godspeed,” Jared murmured, and then he was moving away. They heard the thud of heavy cardboard boxes being placed around the cart, shielding it from casual view. Then, his footsteps receded. A door clicked shut.

Silence.

It was a heavy, profound silence, broken only by the hum of distant machinery and the drip of a leaky pipe. They lay there, entangled in the sheets, for what felt like hours. Slowly, cautiously, Carly pushed the laundry away from her face. They were in a vast, concrete-walled room. Industrial washers and dryers lined the walls, silent and dormant. Flickering fluorescent tubes cast long, stark shadows. Stacks of cardboard boxes filled with soap pods and fabric softener created a labyrinth around their hiding place.

Carly wriggled out of the cart, helping Lauren. They crouched behind the boxes, their scrubs now smudged with dust. Lauren’s face was pale, her choppy blonde hair sticking to her temples with sweat. “We made it,” she breathed.

“Not yet,” Carly said. She peered through a gap in the boxes toward a high, grimy window. The light outside was softening from afternoon gold to the long, blue shadows of evening. “We wait.”

The wait was agony. Every sound was Dr. Archer coming for them. Every shift in the light was a guard being posted. They didn’t speak. They just sat on the cold concrete, knees drawn to their chests, listening to the frantic chorus of their own hopes.

Finally, the square of the window faded to deep indigo. Night.

“Now,” Carly said.

They moved like ghosts, skirting the edges of the massive machines. The gray metal door was where Jared said it would be.

She pushed the door open.

Cold, fresh night air washed over them, so shocking and sweet it made Carly’s eyes water. They were in a narrow, dimly lit service alley behind the main building. A high chain-link fence stood about fifty yards away, marking the boundary of the property. Beyond it, freedom was a dark line of trees.

“Run,” Lauren said.

They ran. The damp grass soaked through their thin scrub pants instantly. Their soft-soled shoes made no sound. The fence loomed larger, a monstrous silhouette against the star-dusted sky. There was no graceful way over, only a desperate scramble.

Carly reached it first, digging her fingers into the cold metal links. She hauled herself up, the fence rattling with a noise that seemed deafening in the quiet night. Lauren was right behind her. Carly swung her body over, dropping to the other side. She landed hard on her hands and knees, the impact jarring her teeth. Lauren followed, a choked cry escaping her as the wire caught her scrub top, tearing it before she tumbled down beside Carly.

They were out.

A floodlight snapped on, bathing the back of the facility in harsh, white light.

“STOP! PATIENTS, STOP RIGHT THERE!”

Dr. Archer’s voice, amplified by rage and a handheld megaphone, shattered the night. He stood at the staff exit, his figure a sharp, dark cut-out against the bright rectangle of the doorway. Two orderlies, James and another bulky man, were beside him, starting to sprint across the lawn.

“Ignore him!” Carly screamed, grabbing Lauren’s hand. “Run!”

They fled into the woods, branches whipping at their faces, roots grabbing at their ankles. They didn’t look back. They ran until their lungs burned like they were full of ground glass, until the shouts faded into the rustling of leaves and the pounding of their own blood in their ears. They ran until the trees thinned, and the hum of tires on asphalt replaced the sound of pursuit.

A two-lane highway stretched before them, a ribbon of black under the moon. They stood at the shoulder, panting, hugging themselves against the chill. Carly’s torn sleeve flapped in the wind. Lauren’s scrub top was ripped at the shoulder, revealing a pale slice of skin.

A set of headlights appeared in the distance. Without a word, Carly stepped forward and stuck out her thumb.

The old pickup truck slowed, then stopped. A grizzled man with a kind face peered out. “You girls okay? You’re a long way from anywhere.”

“We… we had car trouble,” Carly said, the lie coming easily, fueled by desperation. “Our ride left us. We need to get to Elmhurst. Please.”

He looked them over—their matching scrubs, their wild eyes, their heaving chests. Something in his expression softened. “Hop in the back. It’s not warm, but it’s a ride.”

The twenty-minute drive was a blur of cold wind and dizzying relief. Carly watched the familiar landmarks of her hometown appear: the gas station with the broken sign, the old movie theater, the turn onto her tree-lined street. When the truck rolled to a stop in front of the tidy, two-story colonial with the warm glow in the front window, a sob finally broke from her chest.

She thanked the driver, her voice thick, and stumbled out with Lauren.

Walking up the front path felt like moving through a dream. She raised a shaking hand and rang the doorbell.

The door opened. Her mother stood there, framed by the hallway light, her face etched with the same worry Carly had found so suffocating just weeks ago. Now, it was the most beautiful sight in the world.

“Carly?” her mother gasped.

Then, the dam broke. Carly fell into her arms, weeping uncontrollably, clinging to her as if she were the only solid thing in a dissolving universe. Her father appeared, his face a mask of shock, and wrapped them both in a fierce, wordless hug.

Later, in the warm, yellow light of the kitchen, with mugs of hot chocolate untouched on the table, the story spilled out in fractured, painful pieces. The involuntary admission. The Bovinol. The milking. Dr. Archer. She left out the most graphic, the most humiliating details—the shared orgasms, the squirting, the specific mechanics of her degradation—but the horror was plain enough. Lauren sat silently beside her, confirming it all with a pale, haunted nod.

Her parents listened, their faces moving from confusion to dawning horror to a gutted, furious guilt. Her father’s hands clenched into fists on the tabletop. Her mother wept quietly, reaching across to hold Carly’s hand, her touch infinitely gentle.

“We’re so sorry, baby,” her mother whispered, over and over. “We only wanted you to get help. We never… we didn’t know.”

“It’s not your fault,” Carly said, and in that moment, she meant it. The monstrous figure was Dr. Archer, not her worried, ordinary parents.

“Lauren is welcome to stay here as long as she needs,” her father said, his voice rough with emotion. “We’ll call the police in the morning. We’ll get that place shut down.”

The promise of action, of justice, was a balm. They showed Lauren to the guest room, gave them both soft, clean clothes—sweatpants and old t-shirts that smelled of fabric softener and home. Carly led Lauren to her own childhood bedroom. The familiar lavender walls, the faded band posters, the clutter of her former life felt like a museum exhibit of a person she no longer was.

“We’re safe,” Lauren said, sitting on the edge of Carly’s bed, as if testing the concept.

“We are,” Carly replied.

That night, after a long, hot shower that scalded her skin but couldn’t seem to reach the cold place inside her, Carly lay in her own bed. The mattress was softer than the one at Horizon. The blankets were heavier. The silence was complete, not the tense, listening silence of the institution, but the peaceful quiet of a sleeping house.

She was home. She was free. She had her life back.

So why did she feel so hollow?

She closed her eyes, and instead of the relief she expected, a cascade of unbidden sensations flooded her. The cold pressure of the speculum. The deep, rhythmic tug of the milking machine. The intense, shocking vibrations on her nipples. The solid, filling stretch of the double-sided toy, and the way Lauren’s climax had echoed inside her own body, a shared, shameful symphony. The clinical look in Dr. Archer’s icy blue eyes as he watched her fall apart.

A slow, unwelcome heat kindled low in her belly. Her skin felt too tight. Her nipples peaked under the soft cotton of her t-shirt, a faint, familiar ache beginning there. She squeezed her thighs together, a reflexive motion that only amplified the empty, yearning throb between them.

No. She was safe. She was clean. She was loved.

Yet, a treacherous, whispering part of her brain replayed the moments of utter surrender. The moments where she had no choices, no thoughts, only sensations. The moments where her body, so traitorously, had sung with a pleasure so intense it blurred the lines between violation and ecstasy. That part of her missed the simplicity of it. The awful, degrading, arousing simplicity of being used. Of being nothing but a body, reacting.

A cow to be milked.

She turned over, pressing her face into the pillow, trying to suffocate the thoughts. But as she drifted into an exhausted, unsettled sleep, the last conscious feeling was not fear or gratitude, but a dark, secret pulse of longing for the very hands she had just escaped.

BACK COVER

At Horizon Wellness Center, the patients are a product to be sold.

Nineteen-year-old Carly’s world collapses under the weight of a crushing breakup and a spiraling depression. To appease her frantic parents, she agrees to one session with the prestigious Dr. Charles Archer. It’s supposed to be a fresh start, but in Dr. Archer’s office, her words are twisted into a cage. Labeled a danger to herself and others, Carly is whisked away to the Horizon Wellness Center, a high-security sanctuary where the "treatments" are far from conventional.

In this gilded prison, Carly discovers that her recovery is tied to a regimen of Bovinol, a drug with a startling side effect: lactation. The medication turns her into a source of exquisite, high-priced liquid gold. As she and her fellow patient Lauren are subjected to the doctor’s intense "therapy" sessions, Carly uncovers a dark truth hidden in the hospital’s ledgers. They aren't just patients to Dr. Archer; they are highly profitable livestock being groomed for the highest bidder.

With Lauren’s very freedom on the auction block, Carly must navigate a web of illicit desire and clinical betrayal to find a way out. Enlisting the help of a sympathetic staff member, she prepares for a desperate escape that will force her to confront the ultimate taboo. Can she break free from the man who claims to own her body and soul, or will the addictive rush of her own surrender keep her bound to the Horizon forever?
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