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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.

Themes include medical fetish, gyno exam, BDSM, daddy dom, age gap, dominant older man, submissive younger woman, bondage, impact play, group sex, MFF, MMF, and more.
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