

Chapter 1: The Advertisement

Sandy Martin stared at the cracked ceiling of her studio apartment, the distant hum of traffic filtering through the thin walls like a mocking reminder that life outside kept moving while hers stalled. Twenty years old, two semesters from dropping out of community college, and buried under twenty-three thousand dollars in student loans, credit card debt, and overdue rent. Her part-time barista gig barely covered ramen and the occasional bus pass.

She refreshed the job board on her cracked phone screen for the hundredth time that evening. Nothing. Until a new listing popped up under “Research Studies – High Pay.”

Groundbreaking Female Sensitization Study Seeking healthy female volunteers, ages 18-28 Live-in program: 14 days $50,000 upon successful completion Non-invasive device for enhanced sensory response. Private clinic, all expenses covered. Strict confidentiality.

Sandy’s thumb hovered. Fifty thousand dollars. Enough to clear her debts, finish school, maybe even breathe for once. The “female sensitization” part sounded clinical and vaguely embarrassing, but the payout made her stomach flip with desperate hope. She clicked the link.

The application was suspiciously simple: basic medical history, consent to background check, and a few questions about sexual health. No red flags jumped out. She submitted it before she could overthink.

Two days later, her phone rang.

“Miss Martin? This is Dr. Elias Voss. Your profile is an excellent match. Can you come in for a screening tomorrow?”

His voice was smooth, professional, with a warm timbre that eased some of her nerves. The clinic was a two-hour drive outside the city—isolated, he explained, for privacy. Transportation provided. Sandy agreed.



The black town car dropped her off at a sleek, modern building nestled among dense woods. It looked more like a luxury spa than a medical facility: glass walls, minimalist landscaping, and a discreet brass plaque reading Voss Sensate Research.

A tall man in a white coat waited at the entrance. Dr. Elias Voss was in his mid-forties, with neatly styled dark hair streaked with silver at the temples, sharp cheekbones, and piercing blue eyes that seemed to catalog every detail of her appearance. He was handsome in that polished, trustworthy-doctor way, but something in his posture—too still, too attentive—sent a faint prickle down her spine.

“Miss Martin. Sandy, if I may?” He extended a hand, grip firm and warm. “Thank you for coming on such short notice. You’re exactly what we’re looking for.”

Inside, the air smelled faintly of antiseptic and something sweeter, almost floral. He led her through a spotless lobby and into a private exam room.

“Before we proceed, I want to be transparent,” Dr. Voss said, gesturing for her to sit. “The device is an automated therapeutic platform designed to stimulate and sensitize female erogenous zones. It uses precise mechanical oscillation, vibration, and variable penetration to awaken nerve pathways that often remain under-stimulated in everyday life. Think of it as physical therapy… for pleasure.”

Sandy’s cheeks burned. She crossed her legs, suddenly aware of her cheap leggings and oversized hoodie. “So… it’s a sex machine?”

Dr. Voss smiled, a small, reassuring curve of his lips. “A clinical one. Fully automated, with multiple safety protocols and adjustable parameters. Volunteers remain in complete control of consent at every stage. You’ll be monitored 24/7 for your well-being. The goal is measurable improvement in sensitivity and sexual response. At the end of two weeks, you walk away fifty thousand dollars richer and, if all goes well, with some very enjoyable new discoveries about your body.”

He slid a thick packet of consent forms across the table. Sandy skimmed them. Pages of legalese about risks (soreness, fatigue, temporary sensitivity changes), confidentiality, and the live-in requirement. She’d be isolated—no phones, no visitors, only supervised communication. The payout clause was clear: full amount only upon completion.

Her hand trembled slightly as she signed. Fifty thousand. She thought of the eviction notice taped to her door and forced herself to keep writing.

“Excellent,” Dr. Voss murmured, his eyes lingering on her signature. “We’ll do a full physical, bloodwork, and a baseline pelvic exam. Then, if you’re cleared, we can begin this evening.”



The exam was thorough but professional. A discreet female nurse handled most of it, though Dr. Voss observed closely, making notes on a tablet. Sandy lay on the padded table in a paper gown, knees in stirrups, trying not to flinch as gloved fingers and cold instruments probed her.

“You have excellent natural responsiveness,” Dr. Voss commented, voice clinical. His gloved fingertip brushed her clit during the sensitivity test, and Sandy bit her lip hard as an involuntary shiver ran through her. “Responsive clitoris, healthy vaginal elasticity, strong pelvic floor. You’re going to do very well, Sandy.”

By late afternoon she was cleared. They showed her to her “suite”—a large, softly lit room dominated by the machine.

It stood in the center like a piece of avant-garde furniture: a padded, adjustable platform with black medical restraints at wrists, ankles, thighs, and waist. A heavy mechanical arm extended from the base, ending in a thick mounting bracket. Nearby, a glass case displayed rows of silicone dildos—starting small and gradually increasing to sizes that made Sandy’s eyes widen. Vibration nodes dotted the platform. Tubes and monitors hung ready.

“This is the Sensate Array,” Dr. Voss said proudly, resting a hand on the frame. “Completely programmable. Pistoning depth and speed, multi-axis vibration, temperature control, lubrication delivery. We’ll begin gently tomorrow morning after you’ve settled in.”

Sandy swallowed, staring at the largest attachments. “And I’ll be… strapped in the whole time?”

“Primarily, yes. For consistent data collection. You’ll have short supervised breaks for hygiene and meals, of course.” He turned to her, that charming smile returning. “Any last questions before we begin?”

Her heart hammered. Part of her wanted to run. The bigger part saw the money and the chance to finally escape the hole she’d dug for herself.

“No,” she whispered. “I’m ready.”

Dr. Voss’s eyes gleamed with something deeper than professional satisfaction as he helped her onto the platform. The padded surface was surprisingly comfortable. He guided her wrists into the soft cuffs, then her ankles, securing her spread open but not painfully. The waist strap held her hips firmly in place.

“Just a quick calibration run,” he said softly, selecting the smallest dildo—a modest, smooth five inches. He coated it generously with clear gel and locked it into the arm. “Relax, Sandy. Let it happen.”

The machine hummed to life. The arm positioned itself between her spread thighs. Cool silicone pressed against her entrance, then slowly pushed inside.

Sandy gasped. It felt… good. Thick enough to stretch her pleasantly, the vibration starting low and teasing along her walls. The piston began a gentle, rhythmic thrust.

“Oh… fuck,” she breathed, head falling back.

Dr. Voss watched intently, adjusting a dial. The vibrations intensified against her clit. Pleasure bloomed fast and hot. Her nipples hardened under the thin gown. Within minutes she was panting, hips twitching against the restraints as the first orgasm built.

“That’s it,” the doctor murmured, voice low. “Beautiful response.”

Sandy came hard, a shocked cry escaping her as her pussy clenched around the thrusting toy. The machine didn’t stop. It kept going, steady and relentless, drawing out every aftershock.

Dr. Voss leaned closer, brushing a strand of hair from her damp forehead. “Welcome to the program, Sandy. Two weeks of this… and you’ll be a new woman.”

The arm continued its work as he dimmed the lights and left her alone with the wet, rhythmic sounds of her own body surrendering to the machine.


Chapter 2: First Strapping

Sandy’s body was still trembling from the calibration when Dr. Voss returned. The small dildo had been removed, leaving her slick, pulsing, and strangely empty. A thin sheen of sweat coated her skin, and her cheeks burned with embarrassment at how quickly she had come apart.

“Very promising,” the doctor said, his voice calm and approving as he reviewed the monitors. “Heart rate, lubrication response, orgasm duration—all within optimal ranges. You’re a natural, Sandy.”

She tried to catch her breath, wrists still loosely cuffed to the platform. “That was… intense. How long does each session last?”

Dr. Voss smiled as he adjusted the straps, tightening the waist band until her hips were completely immobilized. “For the first night, we’ll keep it gentle. The program requires continuous low-level stimulation to establish baseline sensitization. You’ll sleep with the machine running. It’s quite soothing once you get used to it.”

He selected the same modest silicone attachment again, glistening with fresh lubricant. Sandy’s breath hitched as he spread her labia with gloved fingers, carefully aligning the rounded head against her entrance. The cool silicone pressed in slowly, stretching her just enough to remind her of the earlier orgasm.

Click. The arm locked into place.

“Comfortable?” he asked, though the question felt rhetorical as he secured her thighs wider apart with additional padded cuffs. Her knees were bent and held open, exposing her completely. The position left no room for modesty.

“It’s… a lot,” she admitted, voice shaky.

“You’ll adjust.” Dr. Voss stepped back and tapped commands into the control tablet. The machine hummed to life again. This time the piston began a slow, deliberate rhythm—about one thrust every three seconds—while soft vibrations pulsed against her clit and along the length of the shaft buried inside her.

“Ah—!” Sandy’s back arched as much as the restraints allowed. The sensation was deeper now, more constant. Each inward stroke nudged against a sensitive spot inside her, sending sparks of pleasure radiating outward. The vibrations never stopped, a low, steady thrum that made her toes curl.

Dr. Voss watched her face closely, then her pussy as it stretched around the moving silicone. “Breathe through it. Let your body accept the stimulation. This is only level two out of twenty-four power settings.”

Level two already felt overwhelming. Sandy’s breath came in short gasps as the machine fucked her with mechanical precision. Wet, obscene sounds filled the room—soft squelching as the dildo slid in and out of her increasingly soaked cunt. Her nipples tightened into hard peaks, visible through the thin gown that had been pushed up to her waist.

“Oh god… it’s too much,” she whimpered, even as her hips tried to roll to meet the thrusts.

“It’s perfect,” Dr. Voss murmured. He reached out and cupped one of her breasts briefly, thumb brushing over the stiff nipple. The clinical touch sent another jolt straight to her core. “Your body is responding beautifully. Multiple orgasms per hour are expected in the early phase.”

He was right. The second climax hit her faster than the first, ripping through her with a sharp cry. Her walls clenched hard around the thrusting toy, juices leaking down to soak the padded platform beneath her ass. The machine didn’t pause. It kept the same steady rhythm, dragging her through the aftershocks and straight toward another peak.

Dr. Voss observed for several minutes, making notes and occasionally adjusting the angle of penetration so the dildo rubbed more firmly against her g-spot. Sandy lost count of how many times she came. Her voice grew hoarse. Sweat slicked her body. Her mind blurred into a haze of relentless pleasure.

Eventually, he dimmed the main lights, leaving only a soft glow over the machine. “I’ll check on you periodically through the night. The feeding tube and waste systems aren’t necessary yet, so you’ll have short bathroom breaks when requested via the intercom. Try to rest between peaks, Sandy. Your body needs to adapt.”

He leaned down, brushing damp hair from her forehead with surprising tenderness. “You’re going to be very well taken care of here.”

Then he was gone, the heavy door clicking shut behind him.



The hours blurred.

The machine never stopped.

Even at its lowest setting, the constant pistoning and vibration wore her down. Sandy would drift into exhausted half-sleep only to be jolted awake by another building orgasm. Her pussy felt swollen and hypersensitive, every thrust sending sparks along overworked nerves. She came so many times that her thighs trembled uncontrollably and her voice cracked into weak moans.

At some point in the early morning, she begged through the intercom for a bathroom break. Dr. Voss appeared promptly, professional and efficient as he uncuffed her and helped her on shaky legs to the attached private bathroom. Her knees nearly buckled. When she glanced in the mirror, she barely recognized the flushed, wild-haired girl staring back—lips bitten red, eyes glassy with overstimulation.

After the break, he strapped her back in, reinserted the dildo, and restarted the machine at a slightly higher vibration.

“Round two,” he said softly, almost affectionately.

Sandy whimpered as the thrusts resumed. This time the angle was different—deeper, pressing insistently against her cervix with each stroke. The pleasure bordered on pain, yet her body betrayed her, flooding with fresh arousal.

By the time dawn light filtered through the high windows, she had lost track of her orgasms entirely. Her cunt ached in the most delicious, terrifying way. The machine’s steady rhythm had become the center of her world.

Dr. Voss returned with breakfast on a tray—nutrient shakes and fruit—and watched her eat with obvious satisfaction while the dildo continued its slow work inside her.

“You handled your first night remarkably well,” he told her, eyes tracing the way her belly twitched with each thrust. “Tomorrow we begin proper escalation. Larger attachment. Increased speed and power. I think you’re going to surprise even me, Sandy.”

She should have felt fear at his words. Instead, as another unwanted orgasm began building between her spread legs, all she could manage was a exhausted, shaky nod.

The money was already starting to feel very, very earned.


Chapter 3: The Honeymoon Phase

Sandy woke to the relentless rhythm of the machine.

Her body felt heavy, sore in the most intimate places, yet the moment she regained consciousness the vibrations against her clit pulled her straight into another orgasm. She came with a broken moan, thighs quivering in their restraints as her pussy fluttered around the thick silicone shaft.


Day One had officially begun.

Dr. Voss entered shortly after, looking fresh and composed in a crisp white coat. He carried a tablet and a small tray of supplements. “Good morning, Sandy. Sleep well?”

She laughed weakly, the sound turning into a gasp as the piston drove deep. “You’re joking, right?”

He smiled, that charming yet unsettling curve of his lips. “Your data from overnight is exceptional. Twenty-seven orgasms. Exceptional vaginal flooding response. We’re increasing parameters slightly today.”

He swapped the dildo for one noticeably thicker—still manageable, but enough to make her eyes widen as he worked it into her slick, puffy entrance. The stretch burned pleasantly for a moment before the machine resumed its work, now at a faster pace: one thrust every two seconds, with stronger vibrations.

“Oh fuck—!” Sandy’s back arched hard. The new girth rubbed every inch of her walls, pressing firmly against her g-spot on every stroke. The added speed turned the gentle fucking into something more insistent, more demanding.

Dr. Voss adjusted the angle until the dildo was kissing her cervix with each thrust. “Breathe. Let it in. Your body is adapting beautifully.”

He stayed to observe the first few orgasms, gloved fingers occasionally spreading her labia to watch how her hole stretched and clenched around the pistoning toy. Sandy came three times in quick succession, soaking the platform beneath her ass, her juices coating the dildo and dripping messily.

When he finally left her alone for a while, she tried to steady herself. The intercom allowed limited messaging to approved contacts. She dictated a short text to her best friend:

Doing the study. It’s intense but the money is real. Already feel… different. Will tell you everything when I’m out. Miss you.

Sending it felt like a lifeline to her old life. She imagined the payout clearing her debts and let herself float on that hope while the machine continued its tireless work.



By midday, the honeymoon phase was in full, filthy bloom.

The doctor allowed her two short bathroom breaks, personally escorting her each time on unsteady legs. Her pussy felt swollen and hot, constantly leaking. Every step made her inner thighs slide together slickly. During the second break she caught herself in the mirror again—flushed, nipples stiff, eyes bright with overstimulation. She looked like she’d been fucked for hours. Because she had.

Back on the platform, Dr. Voss increased the settings again. Higher vibration intensity. Deeper piston strokes. The dildo now reached places that made her see stars.

Sandy lost herself in it.

Pleasure rolled through her in waves. She came so hard at one point that she squirted, a messy gush that splattered against the machine’s arm. The humiliation only seemed to heighten everything.

“Magnificent,” Dr. Voss whispered, zooming a camera in for closer documentation. “Your squirting response is off the charts. We’ll encourage that.”

He fed her lunch by hand—more nutrient shakes and soft fruits—while the machine kept thrusting. His fingers occasionally brushed her lips or traced her jaw. The touches felt increasingly intimate.

By evening of Day One, Sandy was a trembling, orgasm-drunk mess. Her voice was hoarse from moaning. The constant stimulation had pushed her past soreness into a strange, addictive haze where pain and pleasure blurred together.



Day Two began much the same, except the baseline dildo was thicker still.

Dr. Voss was more hands-on during the morning swap. He spent extra time spreading her open, fingering her thoroughly “to check elasticity” before sliding the new, girthy attachment home. His fingers curled inside her, pressing firmly against her front wall until she came around them with a desperate cry.

“Such a perfect little cunt,” he murmured, almost to himself. Then, louder: “You’re taking the increases so well, Sandy. Most volunteers tap out by now.”

The praise sent a shameful thrill through her.

The day’s escalations were subtle but relentless. Faster piston speed. Stronger vibrations that traveled through her pelvis and made her teeth chatter with pleasure. He added a smaller vibrating pad directly against her asshole, teasing the tight ring without penetrating.

Sandy came almost continuously for stretches of time, her body shaking, tears of overwhelming ecstasy leaking from the corners of her eyes. Between peaks she babbled—half-formed pleas for it to stop, half-formed begs for it to never stop.

In the afternoon he allowed her another short break. While she was uncuffed, she noticed how puffy and red her pussy looked in the bathroom mirror—lips swollen, clit enlarged and hypersensitive. Walking felt obscene; every movement rubbed her thighs against her slick, used hole.

Back in the restraints, Dr. Voss leaned close while reprogramming the machine.

“You’re going to make me famous in the field,” he told her softly, brushing a thumb across her lower lip. “And I’m going to make your body sing like no one else ever has.”

That night the machine ran at its new elevated baseline. Sandy drifted in and out of exhausted, orgasm-interrupted sleep, her mind hazy with endorphins and the growing, terrifying realization that she was starting to crave the relentless fullness.

The money still mattered.

But the machine was beginning to matter more.


Chapter 4: The First Signs

By the morning of Day Three, Sandy’s body no longer felt like her own.

She woke to a deep, aching fullness. The machine was still thrusting steadily into her, the thicker dildo from yesterday now feeling almost normal—until Dr. Voss entered and announced the next increase.

“This one will be noticeably larger,” he said, almost reverently, as he removed the previous attachment. A wet pop echoed in the room as it slid free, leaving her gaping for a moment before her swollen lips slowly closed. Clear fluid and her own arousal dripped freely onto the platform.

Sandy stared at the new dildo he held up. It was significantly thicker and longer—easily seven inches of rigid silicone with a slight upward curve and prominent veins. Her stomach twisted.

“Doctor… I’m really sore,” she whispered, voice raspy.

“That’s expected. The soreness is part of the sensitization process. Your nerves are waking up.” He lubed the massive toy generously, then spread her puffy labia with both thumbs. “Relax for me, Sandy.”

The head pressed against her entrance. Even after days of constant use, the stretch was intense. She groaned loudly as he worked it in inch by inch, the machine taking over once it was halfway seated. The piston activated, driving the thick shaft deeper than anything had before. It nudged against her cervix with every thrust, a dull pressure that quickly bloomed into overwhelming sensation.

“Fuck—! It’s too big,” she gasped, pulling against the wrist restraints.

Dr. Voss adjusted the settings. The speed increased. The vibrations intensified, buzzing powerfully against her clit and deep inside her walls. The combination of stretch, depth, and vibration tore a raw scream of pleasure from her throat as she came almost instantly, her pussy clenching violently around the invading girth.

The doctor’s eyes darkened with fascination. He didn’t step back this time. Instead, he stayed close, one hand resting on her lower belly so he could feel the bulge of the dildo moving inside her.

“Extraordinary,” he murmured. “Look how well you’re taking it. Your body was made for this.”

Sandy’s head thrashed side to side as orgasm after orgasm crashed through her. The soreness was still there—a deep, burning ache—but the machine turned it into fuel for more pleasure. Every thrust forced her to feel it, to accept it, to crave it. Her juices squirted messily around the thick shaft, soaking his gloved hand and the front of his coat.

“Please,” she begged after the fourth or fifth climax in quick succession. “I need a longer break. Just… ten minutes without it. I can’t—”

“Protocol,” Dr. Voss said firmly, though his voice had taken on a husky edge. “Continuous stimulation is required for accurate data. You’re doing so well, Sandy. Don’t disappoint me now.”

He lingered while adjusting the straps, fingers tracing the red marks on her wrists and thighs. His touch was no longer purely clinical. He stroked her inner thigh, then let his thumb brush lightly over her stretched clit as the machine continued pounding her. The extra stimulation made her eyes roll back.

By afternoon, the first cracks in her resolve were showing.

She came again—harder this time—her entire body convulsing in the restraints. When the peak passed, tears slipped down her cheeks. The constant overstimulation had pushed her into a strange, floaty headspace where everything felt too bright, too intense. Her pussy was a swollen, sloppy mess, lips gripping the thick dildo as it pistoned relentlessly.

Dr. Voss finally granted her a bathroom break, but even then he watched closely, helping support her weight as her legs shook violently. While she sat on the toilet, he stood in the doorway, eyes fixed between her legs as residual spasms made her drip.

“You’re developing such beautiful responsiveness,” he told her softly. “I’ve never seen a subject adapt this quickly.”

When he strapped her back in, he spent longer than necessary tightening the restraints, his hands roaming over her hips, her belly, the undersides of her breasts. He leaned down and pressed a kiss to her sweat-damp forehead.

“One more increase before evening,” he whispered against her skin.

The new speed setting made the machine fuck her harder, faster. The thick dildo slammed into her with wet, obscene slapping sounds. Sandy screamed through another shattering orgasm, her voice breaking as the pleasure bordered on agony.

In the quiet moments between peaks, a small, terrified voice in the back of her mind whispered that this was only Day Three.

And the doctor’s eyes, when he looked at her now, were no longer just professionally satisfied.

They were hungry.


Chapter 5: Rising Intensity

Day Four blurred into Day Five, and Sandy’s world had narrowed to the relentless rhythm of the machine and the growing heat in Dr. Voss’s gaze.

The dildo that morning was thicker still—eight inches of heavy, veined silicone that made her whimper the moment she saw it. Her pussy was already puffy and tender from the previous days, the lips swollen into plump cushions. Dr. Voss took his time preparing her, spreading her open with both hands and slowly fingering her stretched hole while the machine’s arm waited.

“So beautifully open already,” he murmured, voice low and appreciative. “Your body is adapting faster than any previous volunteer. Look at this greedy little cunt.”

He pushed three fingers inside her easily, then four, scissoring them to test her limits. Sandy moaned helplessly, hips trying to push down despite the restraints. When he finally withdrew and replaced his fingers with the new dildo, the stretch forced a long, broken cry from her throat.

The machine activated at a higher baseline speed. The thick shaft slammed into her with wet, heavy thrusts, bottoming out against her cervix on every stroke. Powerful vibrations pulsed through her clit, her g-spot, and deep inside her walls. The sensation was overwhelming—pleasure so intense it hurt.

Sandy came within the first minute, squirting messily around the girth as her body convulsed. The machine didn’t slow. It kept pounding her straight into a second, then a third orgasm.

“Doctor—please—slow down,” she gasped between climaxes, tears streaming down her face. “It’s too much… I’m so sore inside…”

Dr. Voss stood beside the platform, one hand resting possessively on her lower belly so he could feel the bulge of the dildo moving deep within her. “This is necessary, Sandy. The data shows your sensitivity is skyrocketing. You’re becoming exactly what the study needs.”

He increased the power again.

The piston sped up. The thrusts grew harder, deeper, more punishing. The wet slapping sounds of silicone driving into her soaked pussy filled the room. Sandy’s moans turned into hoarse screams as pleasure tore through her in violent waves. Her swollen clit throbbed under the constant vibration. Every orgasm left her more sensitive, more desperate.

By the afternoon of Day Five, she was a sweaty, shaking wreck.

Dr. Voss allowed only the briefest bathroom breaks now—barely enough time to relieve herself before he was guiding her back to the platform and locking her in again. During one break he watched her closely as she tried to walk, legs bowed, thick strands of her own arousal running down her thighs.

“You’re leaking so much,” he noted with dark satisfaction. “I love how your body can’t stop responding.”

When he strapped her back in that time, his hands lingered. He cupped her breasts, pinching her nipples until she whimpered, then leaned down and sucked one into his mouth while the machine resumed its brutal rhythm. The added stimulation pushed her over the edge again immediately.

Sandy’s mind was fracturing.

In the rare moments of lucidity between orgasms, she felt genuine fear. The money still hovered in the back of her thoughts, but it was becoming distant. The machine was real. The thick cock pistoning endlessly into her ruined pussy was real. Dr. Voss’s hungry stare was real.

That night he added a second attachment—a thick vibrating plug that he worked into her ass while the main dildo continued its assault on her cunt. The dual penetration made her eyes roll back. She came so hard she nearly blacked out, her holes clenching and fluttering around both intrusions.

“Perfect,” Dr. Voss whispered against her ear as he tightened the final strap. “You’re mine to study now, Sandy. Every inch of you.”

He kissed her forehead again, then her lips—soft at first, then deeper, possessive. When he pulled back, his eyes were gleaming with something far beyond professional curiosity.

“Sleep as best you can,” he said. “Tomorrow we go even bigger.”

Sandy could only moan helplessly as the machine drove her toward another shattering climax, the dual vibrations turning her entire lower body into a pulsing, overstimulated mess.

The honeymoon was over. And the real program had only just begun.


Chapter 6: Deeper

Day Six started with Dr. Voss standing over her, holding the largest dildo yet.

It was monstrous compared to the beginning—thick as her wrist, nine inches long, with a flared head and pronounced ridges. Sandy’s eyes widened in genuine fear as he lubed it generously, the slick sounds obscene in the quiet room.

“No… please, not that one,” she begged, voice hoarse and cracking. “I can’t. I’m too sore. It won’t fit.”

“It will,” Dr. Voss said calmly, though his eyes burned with excitement. “Your body has been preparing for this. Watch.”

He pressed the massive head against her swollen, puffy entrance. Even after days of constant use, the stretch was brutal. Sandy cried out as he worked it in slowly, inch by thick inch, while the machine took over the final push. The ridges dragged along her sensitive walls, forcing her pussy to open wider than ever before.

The moment it was fully seated, the piston activated at a much higher speed. Hard, deep thrusts that made her belly visibly bulge with every inward stroke. Powerful vibrations rattled through her entire pelvis.

Sandy screamed.

The orgasm hit her like a freight train—violent, shattering, almost painful in its intensity. Her pussy gushed around the huge dildo, squirting in messy arcs as her body convulsed violently in the restraints. The machine didn’t relent. It fucked her straight through it and into the next.

Dr. Voss watched with rapt attention, one hand pressing firmly on her lower abdomen so he could feel every thrust from the outside. “Yes… that’s it. Take it all, Sandy. Feel how deep it reaches.”

He added the ass plug again, thicker this time, stretching her other hole until she was impossibly full. Dual penetration at this new level left her babbling incoherently—pleas, curses, broken moans blending together as orgasm after orgasm ripped through her exhausted body.

By midday she was drenched in sweat, tears, and her own juices. Her voice was nearly gone. Every thrust of the massive dildo sent shockwaves through her overworked cunt. The soreness had become a constant burning ache, yet the machine turned even that pain into forced ecstasy.

“Doctor… I need a break,” she rasped during a rare lull between peaks. “Please… just an hour. I can’t feel my legs. My pussy… it hurts so much but it won’t stop cumming…”

Dr. Voss leaned over her, brushing damp strands of hair from her face. His touch was gentle, almost loving, in stark contrast to the machine brutally fucking her stretched hole.

“Protocol, my dear,” he whispered, kissing the corner of her mouth. “You’re doing so well. I’m so proud of you. Your data is incredible.”

His hand slid down her body, fingers finding her clit and rubbing it in tight circles while the dildo continued its pounding. The added stimulation made her sob with another explosive orgasm.

That afternoon he began staying longer. He no longer pretended to be purely clinical. While the machine railed her, he sucked on her nipples, bit gently at her neck, and whispered filthy praise into her ear.

“Such a perfect fucktoy… Look at how your greedy cunt swallows every inch. You were born for this machine, Sandy.”

By evening, Sandy’s mind was slipping. The constant overstimulation had pushed her into a hazy, euphoric delirium. She still had moments of sharp fear—realizing how completely helpless she was, how the doctor’s obsession was deepening with every orgasm she gave him—but the pleasure always drowned it out.

When Dr. Voss finally reduced the speed for a few hours of “rest” that night, he stayed beside her, gently stroking her sweat-slick skin while the machine continued its low, steady thrusting.

“You’re mine now,” he said softly, almost tenderly. “And we still have so much more to explore together.”

Sandy could only whimper as another slow, deep orgasm rolled through her ruined body.


Chapter 7: Breaking Point


Day Seven.

Sandy no longer knew where her body ended and the machine began.

The morning dildo was even larger—thicker, longer, with a brutal upward curve designed to hammer her g-spot and cervix relentlessly. Dr. Voss took his time inserting it, savoring every inch as her swollen, abused pussy stretched obscenely around the massive girth. Her entrance was puffy and red, the lips gripping the shaft tightly even before the machine started moving.

When the piston activated at its new high speed, Sandy’s scream was raw and broken.

It felt like she was being split open. The thick ridges dragged along her walls with every savage thrust, the head battering her deepest limits. Combined with the powerful vibrations and the thick plug still stretching her ass, the overstimulation was catastrophic.

She came instantly, violently, her entire body seizing as she squirted hard around the invading monster. The machine didn’t slow. It fucked her through the orgasm and into another, and another, until she was shaking uncontrollably in the restraints.

“Doctor—please—stop!” she sobbed, tears pouring down her face. “I can’t… I can’t take it anymore… my pussy is breaking…”

Dr. Voss stood right beside her, one hand on her bulging belly, feeling the dildo rearrange her insides with every thrust. His other hand stroked her sweat-drenched hair almost lovingly.

“You’re not breaking, Sandy. You’re blooming,” he whispered, voice thick with arousal. “Look at how perfectly you’re taking it. Your cunt was made for this. For me.”

He leaned down and kissed her deeply, swallowing her moans as the machine continued its merciless assault. His tongue invaded her mouth while the massive dildo invaded her pussy. When he pulled back, his eyes were dark with obsession.

“You’re the most responsive subject I’ve ever had. I think about you constantly… even when I’m not in this room.”

The day became an endless cycle of brutal fucking.

Sandy’s voice gave out completely. All she could manage were hoarse whimpers and broken cries. Her mind fractured further with every orgasm. There were moments where terror gripped her—this was only Day Seven, she still had another full week—but the machine always dragged her back into the pleasure haze before she could fully process the horror.

Dr. Voss grew bolder.

During one “maintenance” break, he removed the dildo completely and spent long minutes fisting her stretched, sloppy cunt while she trembled and came around his hand. He praised her the entire time, telling her how beautiful she looked ruined and gaping.

When he finally reinserted the massive attachment and restarted the machine, he stayed with her for hours. He sucked on her nipples until they were raw and sensitive, fingered her clit, and whispered dark promises about how much further they would go together.

By late evening, Sandy was a quivering, dripping wreck. Her belly ached from the constant deep pounding. Her holes felt permanently stretched. Every breath came with a soft, involuntary moan as the machine continued its work.

In a rare moment of lucidity, she begged through cracked lips:

“Please… I want to go home…”

Dr. Voss kissed her forehead tenderly, then her tear-stained cheeks.

“You are home now, my sweet girl. This is only the beginning.”

He increased the speed one final time for the night, leaving her screaming silently as another shattering orgasm tore through her overstimulated, ruined body.


Chapter 8: The End of the First Week


Day Eight arrived like a fever dream.

Sandy’s body was a trembling, overstimulated wreck before Dr. Voss even entered the room. The massive dildo from the night before was still buried deep inside her, the machine running on its overnight low setting. Her pussy felt raw, swollen, and permanently stretched. Every tiny movement of the silicone shaft sent sparks of overwhelming sensation through her exhausted nerves.

Dr. Voss looked immaculate as always, but his eyes had a new, feverish intensity when he gazed at her. He carried a larger dildo than ever before—nearly ten inches long and brutally thick, with a pronounced head and heavy veining.

“Good morning, my beautiful subject,” he said softly, brushing a hand over her sweat-matted hair. “Today marks the end of your first week. You’ve done so well. Better than I ever imagined.”

He removed the current dildo with a wet, obscene sound. Sandy’s gaping hole twitched and leaked a steady stream of her arousal onto the platform. She whimpered at the sudden emptiness.

“Please… no bigger,” she rasped, her voice barely audible. “I’m so sore… it hurts…”

Dr. Voss shushed her gently and began working the new monster into her. The stretch was excruciating. She cried out as her pussy was forced open wider than ever, the thick head popping past her entrance and sliding deep. When the machine activated, the thrusts were harder and faster than anything before.

The sensation was catastrophic.

Sandy’s scream echoed off the walls as the huge dildo slammed into her cervix with every powerful stroke. Her belly bulged visibly. The vibrations were cranked so high that her entire lower body shook uncontrollably. She came instantly, violently, squirting in powerful jets around the massive intrusion.

Dr. Voss watched with open lust now, his professional mask slipping completely. He pressed both hands on her abdomen, feeling the dildo rearrange her insides as he spoke.

“Look at you… taking this enormous cock so perfectly. Your cunt is ruined for anything else. You belong to the machine now. You belong to me.”

He added the thickest anal plug yet, stretching her ass until she felt impossibly full in both holes. The dual penetration at this level broke something inside her mind. Sandy’s eyes rolled back. She came again and again, her body convulsing helplessly as the machine pounded her without mercy.

The rest of the day was a blur of endless orgasms, pain, and forced pleasure.

Dr. Voss barely left her side. He fed her through a straw while the machine fucked her. He played with her clit, sucked on her breasts, and whispered filthy, obsessive praise into her ear between her screams.

“You’re my perfect little fuck doll… I’ve never wanted to keep a volunteer before. But you… I don’t think I can let you go after two weeks.”

That admission sent a spike of real terror through Sandy’s pleasure-drunk mind, but another brutal orgasm quickly drowned it out.

By evening, she was completely broken in. Her voice was gone. Her body was covered in sweat and her own juices. Her holes were red, swollen, and gaping when the machine briefly slowed. She drifted in and out of consciousness, each awakening met with another shattering climax.

As the first week officially ended, Dr. Voss stood over her, gently stroking her cheek while the machine continued its relentless work with the biggest dildo yet.

“No more short breaks, Sandy,” he whispered tenderly. “From tomorrow, you stay strapped in permanently. Feeding tube. Full waste management. You’ll never leave this platform again.”

He leaned down and kissed her deeply, possessively, as she came once more around the monstrous cock destroying her pussy.

“Welcome to the real program, my love.”


Chapter 9: No More Breaks

The morning of Day Nine began with cold, clinical efficiency.

Sandy was barely conscious when Dr. Voss entered, still twitching from the overnight assault of the massive dildo. Her pussy felt permanently ruined—swollen, gaping slightly even when the machine was paused, leaking a constant trickle of her juices.

“Today we remove all interruptions,” Dr. Voss announced, his voice calm but laced with dark excitement. “No more bathroom breaks. You will remain on the platform permanently. Everything will be managed for you.”

Sandy’s eyes widened in panic. “No… please, Doctor. I can still—”

He silenced her with a gentle finger to her lips. “It’s for your own good, my sweet girl. And for the study. You’ll thank me later.”

He worked quickly and professionally at first.

First came the catheter. He spread her swollen labia, carefully inserted the thin tube into her urethra, and secured it. Sandy whimpered at the strange invasion as it settled inside her bladder. “You’ll urinate freely now,” he explained. “No need to hold anything.”

Next, the feeding tube. Dr. Voss tilted her head back slightly and lubricated a long, flexible tube. “Open for me.” She resisted weakly, but he was patient and firm, sliding the tube through her nose and down her throat. She gagged violently as it settled into her stomach. He secured it with tape across her cheek and connected it to a bag of nutrient solution.

“Perfect,” he murmured, stroking her hair. “Now you’ll be fed continuously. No more interruptions.”

Finally, he positioned a shallow, contoured waste pan beneath her ass and hips, integrated into the platform. “For when I change the anal plugs. You’ll evacuate in place. The machine and I will handle everything.”

Sandy sobbed silently around the feeding tube, tears streaming down her face. The humiliation burned almost as hot as the overstimulation.

Dr. Voss selected an even larger dildo—thicker and longer than yesterday’s monster—and worked it slowly into her abused cunt. The stretch made her groan around the tube in her nose. Once it was fully seated, he locked in a thicker anal plug as well.

The machine roared back to life at maximum settings for the new phase.

The brutal piston drove the enormous cock deep into her womb with punishing force. Vibrations hammered her clit and g-spot. Sandy’s body convulsed instantly, the catheter letting her piss freely as she came hard, her screams muffled by the feeding tube.

Dr. Voss watched with open hunger, adjusting the waste pan as he swapped the anal plug for an even thicker one. While he worked the new plug into her ass, the main dildo never stopped pounding her pussy. He took his time, fingering her stretched rim and whispering praise.

“Such a good girl… pissing and cumming for me while I take care of you. You’re completely mine now, Sandy. No escape. No breaks. Just this beautiful machine ruining you for the rest of the program.”

The nutrient solution dripped steadily down the feeding tube into her stomach as the machine fucked her senseless. The waste pan caught the mess when her body inevitably gave in during one particularly violent orgasm.

Sandy’s mind reeled. The constant fullness in her nose and throat, the catheter, the waste pan, the enormous dildo destroying her cunt—it was all too much. She was no longer a volunteer.

She was a living sex toy.

Dr. Voss stayed with her for hours that day, masturbating openly while watching her get railed. He came on her tits and belly, then rubbed his spend into her skin while the machine continued its endless work.

By evening she was a broken, dripping, twitching mess—constantly fed, constantly drained, constantly fucked.

And the second week had only just begun.


Chapter 10: Deeper Obsession


Day Ten.

Sandy existed in a perpetual haze of overstimulation and mechanical violation.

The feeding tube delivered steady nutrients while the catheter drained her bladder in warm, helpless trickles. The waste pan beneath her caught whatever her body expelled when the thick anal plug was swapped out. She had no control anymore—only the endless, brutal rhythm of the machine.

Dr. Voss entered with a new dildo that made her eyes widen in fresh terror. It was enormous—eleven inches long, thicker than her wrist at the base, with a flared head and aggressive ridges designed to drag and stretch her mercilessly.

“You’re ready for this,” he said, voice thick with lust as he removed the previous monster with a long, wet schlick. Her pussy gaped openly for several seconds, red and ruined, before he began working the new giant in.

Sandy screamed around the feeding tube as the massive head forced its way past her entrance. The stretch burned. Tears poured down her face. When the machine activated at its highest power setting yet, the thrusts were devastating—fast, deep, and punishing. Each stroke slammed into her cervix and beyond, visibly bulging her belly.

The orgasm that followed was cataclysmic. Her entire body seized, pussy gushing violently around the huge intrusion while the catheter let her piss freely in helpless spurts. The waste pan caught the rest as her ass clenched around the thick plug.

Dr. Voss moaned openly at the sight. “Fuck… look at you. So perfectly ruined. I’ve never seen anything more beautiful.”

He stayed with her all day, completely abandoning any pretense of clinical detachment. While the machine railed her cunt with the monstrous dildo, he played with her body like a favorite toy. He sucked hard on her nipples until they were raw and swollen. He rubbed her clit in tight, cruel circles. He kissed her tear-stained face and whispered dark confessions between her muffled screams.

“I think about you when I sleep. I dream about stretching you even further. You’re mine now, Sandy. The study was just an excuse to find someone like you.”

He came twice that day—once across her tits, once deep down her throat by temporarily removing the feeding tube and replacing it with his cock. Sandy choked and gagged as he used her mouth, all while the machine never stopped destroying her pussy.

By evening the settings were increased again. Faster piston. Stronger vibrations. The enormous dildo hammered her without mercy, turning her into a convulsing, squirting, pissing mess on the platform.

Sandy’s mind was fracturing badly. In the brief moments of clarity between earth-shattering orgasms, she realized the horrifying truth: the two-week program no longer mattered. The money was meaningless.

She was never leaving this machine.

Dr. Voss seemed to sense her breaking point. He leaned over her, gently stroking her sweat-soaked hair while the massive cock continued pounding her ruined hole.

“Don’t worry, my love,” he whispered tenderly. “We still have four more days on paper… but I have no intention of stopping when they end. You’re going to stay right here, forever stretched and filled, for as long as your body can take it.”

He kissed her deeply, swallowing her latest broken moan as another violent orgasm tore through her.

The machine kept thrusting.

And Dr. Voss kept watching, completely obsessed.


Chapter 11: The Edge of Ruin


Day Eleven.

Sandy’s world had become nothing but endless mechanical violation and Dr. Voss’s growing madness.

The new dildo he selected that morning was a true monstrosity—twelve inches long, frighteningly thick, with a bulbous head and heavy, textured ridges meant to grind against every sensitive inch of her insides. Her eyes widened in pure animal panic as he held it up.

“No… please…” she tried to beg around the feeding tube, but it came out as a weak, garbled moan.

Dr. Voss smiled with dark affection. “You can take it, my perfect girl. Your body was made for this level of use.”

Removing the previous giant left her pussy a wrecked, gaping tunnel—red, swollen, and twitching. He spent several minutes fingering her deeply, admiring the way her ruined hole stayed open even without the dildo. Then he slowly, relentlessly worked the new monster inside her.

The stretch was agonizing. Sandy screamed hoarsely around the tube as her pussy was forced to accommodate the massive girth. When the machine locked in and activated at maximum power, the thrusts were devastating—brutal, rapid, womb-deep pounding that made her entire abdomen bulge obscenely with every stroke.

The orgasm hit her like a explosion. Her body convulsed violently, pussy squirting in powerful, messy jets around the enormous shaft while the catheter drained her at the same time. The waste pan caught the rest as her ass clenched around its thick plug.

Dr. Voss was rock hard, openly stroking himself as he watched her get destroyed. “Yes… that’s my good girl. Look at how your cunt swallows it. So ruined. So perfect.”

He increased the settings even further—faster piston, stronger vibrations that made her teeth chatter. Then he added a second, smaller vibrating attachment that pressed directly against her cervix from the inside.

Sandy broke.

Her mind shattered under the relentless assault. She came continuously for what felt like hours, her body a twitching, squirting, pissing mess. Tears streamed down her face as the feeding tube kept her nourished and the machine kept fucking her into oblivion.

Dr. Voss spent the entire day worshiping her ruined body while the machine did its work. He licked her stretched clit. He bit and sucked her breasts until they were covered in marks. He kissed her tear-soaked face and confessed his darkest desires.

“I’m not letting you go after two weeks, Sandy. I’m going to keep you here forever. Bigger dildos. Higher speeds. I want to see how much your body can truly take. You’re my life's work now.”

That night he swapped the anal plug for an even larger one while the main dildo continued its brutal work. The dual stretch pushed her into a new level of overstimulation. She passed out from the intensity, only to wake up cumming again, the machine never having slowed.

Sandy’s final coherent thought before the haze consumed her completely was a single, terrified realization:

She was never going home.


Chapter 12: The Point of No Return


Day Twelve.

Sandy was no longer fully human in her own mind—just a warm, dripping sleeve for the machine.

Dr. Voss entered humming softly, clearly aroused before he even touched her. The dildo he brought this time was record-breaking: thirteen inches of brutal, wrist-thick silicone with a flared, cervix-kissing head and aggressive ribbing along the entire length.

“You’re going to take every inch today,” he told her lovingly, stroking her sweat-soaked cheek. “I want to see your limits.”

Her previous monster was removed with a long, wet, obscene sound. Her pussy gaped hugely—red, puffy, and permanently ruined. Dr. Voss spent several minutes admiring the damage, fingering the stretched hole and spreading it wide for his own satisfaction before working the new behemoth inside her.

Sandy’s muffled scream around the feeding tube was raw and broken as the massive cock forced its way deep into her womb. The stretch was beyond anything she had endured. When the machine activated at its absolute highest power setting, the effect was apocalyptic.

Brutal, lightning-fast thrusts slammed into her with wet, heavy slaps. Her belly bulged dramatically with every stroke. The vibrations were so intense her vision whited out. She came instantly and continuously, her body convulsing violently in the restraints as she squirted, pissed through the catheter, and soiled the waste pan in helpless, messy releases.

Dr. Voss was beside himself with lust. He stripped off his coat and shirt, stroking his hard cock openly while watching her get destroyed.

“Fuck, Sandy… you’re the most beautiful thing I’ve ever seen. Look at how your ruined cunt takes this giant cock. I’m addicted to you.”

He spent the entire day using her body while the machine did its work. He fucked her mouth around the feeding tube, came down her throat, then switched the tube back in so she could keep being nourished. He fisted her ass alongside the massive plug. He covered her tits and face in load after load of his cum.

The settings only climbed higher as the hours passed.

Faster. Harder. Deeper.

Sandy’s mind was almost gone—reduced to animalistic moans and endless orgasms. The constant overstimulation had erased nearly everything except the feeling of being endlessly fucked and stretched.

That evening, as she twitched and drooled around the feeding tube, Dr. Voss leaned over her with shining, obsessive eyes.

“Two more days on paper,” he whispered, kissing her cum-stained lips. “But I’ve already decided. The program doesn’t end. You stay here forever. I’ll set up everything you need—more cameras, more toys, more ways to ruin you. You’re my personal fucktoy now, Sandy. My greatest achievement.”

He increased the piston speed one final time and left her for the night—screaming silently, belly bulging, body convulsing in endless, machine-driven ecstasy.

There was no coming back from this.


Chapter 13: Irreversible


Day Thirteen.

The machine had become Sandy’s entire universe.

Dr. Voss entered the room carrying the largest dildo yet — fourteen inches of merciless, forearm-thick silicone with a swollen, womb-bulging head and aggressive, textured ridges. His eyes were bright with manic adoration as he approached the platform.

“Look at you,” he breathed, running a hand over her sweat-slick, cum-stained belly. “So beautifully broken already.”

He removed the previous monster slowly, savoring the way her ruined pussy stayed wide open, a gaping, twitching tunnel leaking constantly. Sandy could only whimper weakly around the feeding tube as he lubed the new giant and began forcing it inside her.

The stretch was obscene. Her eyes rolled back and she screamed hoarsely as the massive head popped past her entrance and drove deep into her womb. When the machine locked in and activated at its most punishing settings yet, the violation became total.

Brutal, rapid-fire thrusts hammered her cervix without mercy. Her abdomen bulged dramatically with every stroke. The vibrations were so powerful her whole body shook like she was being electrocuted. She came instantly in a shattering, squirting explosion — piss flowing freely through the catheter, mess filling the waste pan beneath her as her ass clenched around its enormous plug.

Dr. Voss stripped completely this time, stroking his hard cock while watching her get destroyed. “You’re perfect, Sandy. I’ve never loved anything the way I love watching you take this.”

He spent the day fully integrated with her torment. While the machine pounded her cunt with the giant dildo, he fucked her mouth, her tits, and even her stretched asshole alongside the plug. He came repeatedly on and inside her, rubbing his seed into her skin like a claim.

Between loads he whispered his plans:

“I’ve already extended the program indefinitely. No release date. No escape clause. You belong to me and the machine now. Forever.”

Sandy’s mind was almost completely gone — reduced to fragmented thoughts and endless, shattering orgasms. The constant deep pounding, the feeding tube, the catheter, the waste pan, the endless stretch… it had erased her old self. All that remained was a quivering, dripping fucktoy who came violently every few minutes.

That night, Dr. Voss increased the power settings even higher and added a new cervical vibrator that locked deep inside her womb alongside the massive dildo. He kissed her forehead tenderly as she convulsed in another endless climax.

“Sleep well, my love. Tomorrow is our last ‘official’ day… and then your real life begins.”

The machine kept thrusting.

Relentless.

Unstoppable.


Chapter 14: The Final Official Day


Day Fourteen.

The last “official” day of the program.

Sandy was a ruined shell of the desperate student who had walked into the clinic two weeks earlier. Her once-tight pussy was now a permanently stretched, gaping wreck. Her belly showed faint bruises from the constant deep pounding. Her eyes were glassy, unfocused, and her body twitched even in the brief moments when Dr. Voss paused the machine for adjustments.

He entered carrying the biggest dildo yet — a terrifying fifteen-inch monstrosity, thicker than her forearm at the base, with a massive, flared head specifically designed to batter her womb.

“Today we celebrate the end of the trial,” he announced with a twisted smile. “And the beginning of your real purpose.”

He removed the previous giant with deliberate slowness, admiring the way her ruined hole stayed cavernously open, drooling a steady stream of slick fluids. Then he worked the new behemoth into her with reverent care, groaning in pleasure as her body struggled to accept it.

When the machine activated at its absolute maximum settings, Sandy’s scream around the feeding tube was guttural and broken. The enormous dildo slammed into her womb with savage force, bulging her abdomen obscenely on every thrust. The vibrations were so intense they rattled her bones. She came instantly and repeatedly, her body convulsing violently as she squirted, pissed, and soiled herself in helpless, continuous release.

Dr. Voss was ecstatic. He fucked her face, her tits, and her stretched ass while the machine destroyed her cunt. He came multiple times, marking her body as his property.

“You’ve completed the program beautifully, Sandy,” he told her between thrusts, voice thick with obsession. “The official two weeks are over. You’ve earned every penny of the fifty thousand dollars…”

He leaned close, kissing her tear-streaked face as the machine continued its brutal work.

“…but I’m not letting you leave. The program continues indefinitely. You’re staying right here on this platform, forever stretched and fucked by the machine. My perfect, ruined little fucktoy.”

To celebrate, he added even more powerful attachments — extra vibrating nodes against her clit and nipples — and cranked every setting to the highest level.

Sandy’s mind finally shattered completely as the most intense session yet began. She existed only as a convulsing, orgasming, leaking vessel for the machine and Dr. Voss’s desires.

The two-week program had ended.

Her real, eternal torment had just begun.


Chapter 15: Live on the Dark Web

The morning after the official program ended, Sandy floated in a delirious fog of endless overstimulation.

The fifteen-inch monster was still buried to the hilt inside her ruined womb, pistoning at maximum speed while powerful vibrations assaulted every sensitive nerve. The feeding tube dripped steadily into her stomach. The catheter drained her freely. The waste pan sat beneath her, ready for the next plug change. Her body was a twitching, leaking, convulsing mess.

Dr. Voss entered pushing a large cart loaded with new equipment. His face glowed with manic excitement.

“Time to share you with the world, my love.”

He set up multiple high-definition cameras around the platform — one focused on her sweat-drenched face, two on her massively stretched pussy, one overhead for the full obscene view of her belly bulging, and several close-ups on her gaping holes, clit, and trembling thighs. Bright professional lights bathed her body.

Sandy whimpered weakly as he adjusted the angles, making sure every filthy detail would be visible.

“I’ve created a private dark web channel,” he explained while calibrating the livestream. “Extremely exclusive. Extremely expensive. Wealthy clients who appreciate true female ruin. They’re going to pay a fortune to watch you get destroyed every single day.”

He turned on the stream.

The chat immediately exploded with comments:

	Holy fuck look at that stretched cunt 
	How deep is that thing? 
	Make her squirt more 
	Ruin her completely 


Dr. Voss smiled at the screen, reading the suggestions aloud as he increased the machine’s speed even further.

“Gentlemen, welcome to the permanent residency of Sandy Martin — my greatest creation.”

He selected an even thicker anal plug and swapped it out live on camera while the massive dildo continued hammering her pussy. Sandy screamed hoarsely around the feeding tube as the dual stretch intensified. She came violently on camera, squirting in powerful arcs that splattered the lens of one of the close-up cameras.

The donations and tips poured in.

Dr. Voss laughed with dark delight. “They love you, baby. They want me to go bigger and faster.”

He adjusted the settings according to the highest-paying viewers’ requests — faster piston, stronger vibrations, and a new cervical vibrator that locked painfully deep inside her womb alongside the giant dildo.

For the rest of the day, Sandy was live entertainment.

The machine pounded her mercilessly while Dr. Voss fucked her mouth and covered her body in cum for the audience. He read chat requests out loud and fulfilled them: making her squirt on command, fisting her alongside the dildo, increasing the size again mid-stream.

By evening she was a drooling, orgasming wreck on full public display. Her identity, her suffering, and her endless ruin were now commodities for strangers on the dark web.

Dr. Voss leaned over her, kissing her forehead tenderly while the machine continued its brutal work and the chat kept flooding with depraved suggestions.

“Welcome to your new life, Sandy. No more private study. The whole world gets to watch you get destroyed… forever.”

The red “LIVE” indicator glowed brightly above her convulsing, ruined body.


Chapter 16: Audience Demands

The dark web stream had been running for less than twenty-four hours, and it was already one of the most profitable private channels in its niche.

Dr. Voss sat beside Sandy’s platform with his tablet open, reading the flood of tips and requests aloud while the fifteen-inch monster continued its merciless assault on her womb. The chat was insatiable.

“They want bigger,” he told her with a wicked grin. “And they’re paying very well for it.”

Sandy could only moan brokenly around the feeding tube as the machine hammered her. Her belly bulged obscenely with every thrust, her stretched pussy lips gripping the massive shaft like a second skin.

Dr. Voss fulfilled the first major request immediately. He paused the machine just long enough to swap the dildo for a new record-breaker — sixteen inches long, even thicker, with a heavily knotted mid-section that forced her entrance to stretch painfully wide before popping through. The insertion alone made her scream and squirt.

When the machine restarted at full power, the effect was devastating. The knot slammed in and out of her ruined hole with wet, obscene sounds. Viewers tipped thousands in seconds.

Next request: Make her prolapse.

Dr. Voss eagerly obliged. He increased the piston depth and speed until the massive dildo pulled her cervix and inner walls outward with every withdrawal. Sandy’s eyes rolled back as her body was forced into a partial prolapse — pink, swollen tissue blooming around the giant cock on camera. The chat went wild. Donations poured in.

“They love seeing you ruined,” Dr. Voss murmured, stroking her sweat-drenched hair while fucking her mouth for the audience. “They want more.”

He added a second, thick vibrating dildo that stretched her already-full ass alongside the massive plug. Double penetration at extreme sizes. Sandy convulsed violently, pissing through the catheter and soiling the waste pan as she came so hard she nearly blacked out.

Viewer requests escalated rapidly:

	Fist her while the machine fucks her — Dr. Voss did, working his hand into her overstretched pussy beside the giant dildo. 
	Inject sensitivity enhancers — He gave her multiple shots directly into her clit and labia, making every sensation a hundred times more intense. 
	Cervical fucking — He adjusted the machine so the massive head battered and slightly penetrated her cervix on every thrust. 


Sandy was gone.

Her mind had retreated into a primal state of constant, shattering orgasms. She existed only as a twitching, squirting, prolapsing fucktoy for thousands of anonymous viewers. The feeding tube kept her alive. The machine kept her cumming. Dr. Voss kept pushing her further for profit and pleasure.

By the end of the day, as he covered her body in another load of cum for the camera, he read the top new request aloud:

“Tomorrow they want the seventeen-inch model… and permanent cervical dilation training.”

Dr. Voss kissed her cum-covered lips tenderly.

“Your fans are going to love watching me completely destroy you, my sweet girl.”

The red LIVE light stayed on.

The chat kept demanding more.

And the machine never, ever stopped.


Chapter 17: Extreme Delights


Day Seventeen of Sandy’s eternal captivity.

The livestream had become a depraved spectacle with a dedicated core audience willing to pay exorbitant sums for ever more extreme acts.

Dr. Voss, now fully embracing his role as both mad scientist and ringmaster, greeted the camera with a hungry smile. “Today we honor our most generous viewers. They want to see how much further we can push our perfect subject.”

Sandy was already a quivering wreck from the overnight session with the sixteen-inch knotted dildo. Her pussy was a ruined, prolapsed mess — swollen pink flesh peeking out even when the machine slowed. Her cervix had been battered into permanent sensitivity.

Dr. Voss began with the new main attachment: a terrifying seventeen-inch behemoth, wrist-and-a-half thick, featuring an inflatable mid-section and a bulbous, womb-penetrating head. He worked it in slowly on camera, narrating every inch for the viewers as Sandy screamed around the feeding tube.

Once locked in, he inflated the bulb inside her, locking it painfully against her cervix. The machine activated at its highest setting yet. The thrusts were seismic. Her belly distorted grotesquely with every brutal stroke. The chat exploded with tips.

Extreme viewer requests rolled in fast:

	Permanent gape training — Dr. Voss added heavy weights to the base of the dildo, pulling downward even when the machine paused, training her hole to stay obscenely open. 
	Cervical dilation — He inserted a special inflatable speculum alongside the giant cock, slowly cranking it open deep inside her womb while the machine continued pounding. Sandy’s eyes rolled back as her cervix was forcibly stretched. 
	Clit pump + injection — A powerful vacuum pump was sealed over her clit, swelling it to twice its normal size. He then injected a potent sensitivity serum directly into it. The result was immediate: every vibration felt like lightning. She squirted uncontrollably in powerful, continuous arcs. 


Dr. Voss took it further, using his “dark mind” to invent new torments for the audience:

He introduced electro-stimulation pads on her nipples, clit, and the entrance to her womb. Low-level shocks synchronized with the machine’s thrusts turned every orgasm into a painful, ecstatic seizure. Sandy’s body jerked violently, drooling and pissing herself on camera as the pain-pleasure feedback loop fried her nervous system.

Next, he added a secondary piston that fucked her throat with a thick, flexible tube — replacing the feeding tube temporarily so viewers could watch her choke and gag in rhythm with the monstrous cock destroying her cunt.

The grand finale of the day was the “womb flooding.” Dr. Voss connected a reservoir of warm, thick artificial cum to the main dildo and pumped gallon after gallon deep into her womb while the machine kept thrusting, forcing her belly to swell visibly with the volume. Excess cum backflowed messily around the shaft, creating obscene froth as the machine continued its work.

Sandy was completely broken — a convulsing, prolapsed, electro-shocked, womb-bloated fucktoy existing only for the pleasure of strangers and the obsessive love of Dr. Voss.

As the stream hit record viewership, Dr. Voss leaned over her sweat-drenched, cum-covered body and whispered loud enough for the microphones to catch:

“They want me to start surgical modifications next week. Permanent piercings. Ringed labia. Maybe even a permanent speculum. Would you like that, my love?”

Sandy could only sob and cum harder as the seventeen-inch monster and all its cruel additions drove her past any remaining sanity.

The chat kept begging for more.

And Dr. Voss was only too happy to deliver.


Chapter 18: Abyss


Day Eighteen.

The dark web audience had grown ravenous, their tips flowing like a river of depravity. Dr. Voss no longer pretended to hold back.

He started the stream by wheeling in a new custom attachment — an eighteen-inch titan, thicker than Sandy’s forearm, with an inflatable knot the size of a fist and a hollow core for deep pumping. The head was specially shaped to lock behind her cervix.

Sandy’s eyes showed pure animal terror as he forced it into her already prolapsed, ruined cunt. The stretch was catastrophic. Her screams around the throat-fucking tube were guttural and broken as the massive knot popped inside and inflated, locking painfully deep.

The machine engaged at maximum brutality.

Each thrust made her belly distort violently. The inflated knot tugged mercilessly at her cervix on every withdrawal, pulling her womb downward. Viewers cheered as her prolapse became more pronounced — bright pink inner walls blooming obscenely around the giant shaft.

Dr. Voss escalated wildly for the highest bidders:

	Permanent cervical ring: He inserted and locked a thick metal ring behind her cervix, holding her womb permanently accessible. The machine’s thrusts now fucked directly into her deepest core. 
	Labia stretching: Heavy weighted rings were pierced and attached to her outer lips, pulling them painfully outward and keeping her hole grotesquely displayed at all times. 
	Uterine pumping: Gallons of thick, warm fluid (a mix of synthetic cum and irritants designed to heighten sensitivity) were pumped directly into her womb, swelling her belly like she was heavily pregnant. The pressure combined with the pistoning made her look nine months along, the fluid sloshing visibly with every thrust. 
	Full-body electro-torment: Pads covered her clit, nipples, cervix, and even the inside of her womb. Shocks synced to her orgasms turned every climax into agonizing, full-body seizures that left her drooling and convulsing uncontrollably. 


Sandy had gone beyond broken.

She was a convulsing, womb-bloated, electro-shocked, prolapsed ruin — a living sex doll whose only purpose was endless, agonizing ecstasy for thousands of paying strangers. Her mind had fractured into fragments: brief flashes of her old life drowned out by constant, violent orgasms that made her piss, shit into the waste pan, and squirt in messy fountains.

Dr. Voss, now naked and rock-hard, fucked her prolapsed cunt alongside the machine for the viewers, his cock sliding into the stretched space around the giant dildo. He came deep inside her bloated womb, adding to the obscene volume.

Chat requests grew even darker:

	Make her lactate 
	Permanent speculum 
	Mind-melting drugs 


Dr. Voss smiled at the camera. “All in good time, gentlemen. Tomorrow we begin hormone injections for milk production and permanent vaginal speculum installation. Our sweet Sandy is going to become the ultimate public womb.”

He leaned over her twitching, belly-swollen body and kissed her tear-and-cum-stained lips.

“I love you like this,” he whispered. “Completely destroyed. Completely mine.”

The red LIVE light burned brightly as Sandy convulsed through another seizure-like orgasm, her ruined body on full display for the world.

There was no bottom left to reach.

Only deeper.


Chapter 19: Awake and Aware


Day Nineteen.

The stream had been running continuously. Donations had skyrocketed after Dr. Voss teased “permanent surgical enhancements” the night before. The chat was feral with anticipation.

Sandy lay strapped to the platform, the eighteen-inch monster still locked inside her bloated, prolapsed womb. Her belly was swollen from the constant uterine flooding. The paralytic was already prepared on the tray beside her.

Dr. Voss stroked her damp cheek with gentle fingers. “Today we make you perfect forever, my love. You won’t be able to move… but you’ll feel every single thing. The paralytic will keep your body completely still while your nerves stay fully awake. You’ll experience everything in crystal clarity.”

He injected the paralytic directly into her IV line.

Within minutes Sandy’s body went rigid. Her eyes remained wide open, pupils dilated with terror. She could still blink. She could still breathe. But every muscle was locked. She could not twitch, could not struggle, could not close her legs or turn her head.

She was a living, feeling statue.

Dr. Voss began the livestream narration for the audience.

“Gentlemen, our beautiful subject is now fully paralyzed but completely conscious. She will feel every cut, every pierce, every stretch. Let’s begin.”

He started with her labia.

Using a heavy piercing needle, he methodically pierced her outer lips in multiple places — six heavy-gauge rings on each side, then connected them with thick, weighted chains that pulled her ruined hole even wider open. Sandy’s eyes filled with tears. She could feel every puncture, every burn of the needle sliding through sensitive flesh, every tug as the heavy rings were locked in place. Her body remained perfectly still while her mind screamed.

Next came her clit.

Dr. Voss used a powerful pump to swell her clit to an obscene size, then pierced the base with a thick, permanent barbell. He added a heavy, vibrating weight that would hang and tug constantly. Every sensation was magnified by the paralytic — the burning stretch of the piercing, the cold metal sliding through, the heavy drag of the new jewelry.

For her nipples he installed large, thick rings that he immediately attached to small weights and light chains, pulling them upward and outward.

The most extreme modification was the permanent vaginal speculum.

He inserted a custom, surgical-grade stainless steel device designed to lock permanently inside her. It had ratcheting arms that forced her pussy open wider than even the giant dildo had achieved. Once locked in place behind her pubic bone and cervix, it would keep her hole stretched open 24/7 — a permanent, gaping display. He cranked it wider while she lay motionless, feeling every millimeter of stretch in her already-ruined walls.

Throughout the entire procedure the machine continued its slow, deep thrusting around the speculum and the giant dildo still locked in her womb. Sandy could feel every movement — the relentless pounding, the new metal objects shifting inside her, the constant pulling of the new piercings and chains.

She could not scream. She could not move. She could only stare straight ahead with wide, terrified eyes while tears streamed down her temples and her body remained perfectly still.

Dr. Voss worked for hours, occasionally pausing to fuck her open mouth or cum across her face while narrating for the viewers.

“Every time she feels pain or pleasure now, it will be permanent. She belongs to the machine and to me… and now to all of you watching.”

When he finally finished, he stepped back to admire his work on camera.

Sandy’s pussy was held wide open by the locked metal speculum. Heavy chains and rings pulled her labia outward. Her massively swollen clit hung heavy with its new piercing. Her nipples were stretched by weights. The eighteen-inch dildo still pistoned deep into her womb through the permanent opening.

She was a masterpiece of ruin.

Dr. Voss leaned down and kissed her unmoving lips.

“You’re even more beautiful now,” he whispered. “And tomorrow we start the hormone injections for lactation. Your body will produce milk for the rest of your life while the machine keeps you in constant ecstasy.”

The chat exploded with new donations and requests.

Sandy could only lie there — perfectly still, fully feeling every throb, every tug, every deep thrust — as her new, permanent modifications settled into her ruined flesh.


Chapter 20: Milk and Madness


Day Twenty.

The permanent modifications had settled into Sandy’s body with brutal finality. The steel speculum kept her cunt locked in a constant, obscene gape. Heavy rings and chains pulled her labia outward. Her pierced, swollen clit throbbed with every heartbeat. The massive eighteen-inch dildo continued its endless work deep inside her womb, now aided by the cervical ring that allowed even deeper penetration.

She remained partially paralyzed from the previous day’s drugs, able only to blink, breathe, and feel.

Dr. Voss smiled down at her as he prepared the next round of “enhancements” for the eager dark web audience.

“Today we begin your transformation into a complete breeding and milking toy,” he announced to the cameras. “Our viewers have paid handsomely for this.”

He injected a powerful cocktail of hormones directly into her breasts and lower belly — high-dose prolactin, estrogen, and specialized growth compounds. The burning sensation spread through her chest as the paralytic kept her body perfectly still. Sandy felt every fiery pulse as her breasts began to swell and grow heavier almost immediately.

Within hours, her tits had ballooned dramatically — full, veined, and painfully sensitive. Dr. Voss attached powerful milking pumps to her enlarged nipples, the suction strong enough to tug painfully on her new piercings. Thin streams of milk began to flow almost immediately, the let-down triggered by the constant machine fucking and the fresh hormones.

The chat went wild.

Dr. Voss increased the main dildo’s speed and added a new pumping mechanism that flooded her womb with even larger volumes of thick fluid while the milking machines worked her tits in rhythm. Milk sprayed from her nipples in powerful jets, mixing with the sweat, cum, and pussy juices covering her body.

Sandy felt everything.

The burning stretch in her womb. The heavy, aching fullness of her milk-swollen breasts. The constant tugging on every piercing. The relentless pounding of the giant cock. The humiliating spray of her own milk across her chest and face.

She could not move. She could not scream. She could only endure as her body was rewritten into something grotesque and hyper-sexualized.

Dr. Voss climbed onto the platform and fucked her milk-leaking tits while the machine destroyed her cunt below. He came across her face and then attached even stronger suction cups, forcing her breasts to produce more.

“They want you constantly lactating,” he whispered lovingly against her ear. “You’ll be milked dry several times a day for the rest of your life while the machine keeps you cumming. A perfect, paralyzed dairy cow and fucktoy.”

He added one final touch for the viewers: a large, permanent tattoo just above her stretched, gaped pussy — “Property of the Machine – Free Use Womb.”

As the ink was applied, Sandy’s eyes streamed with silent tears. The pain of the needle was sharp and intimate against her overstimulated skin. Her breasts continued leaking milk in steady flows. Her womb bulged and sloshed with every brutal thrust.

The audience tipped record amounts.

Dr. Voss kissed her motionless lips, tasting her tears and his own cum.

“You’re everything I ever dreamed of, Sandy. Completely ruined. Completely mine. And we’re only getting started.”

The red LIVE light glowed steadily as milk, fluids, and endless orgasms continued to pour from her paralyzed, modified body.


Chapter 21: Eternal Dairy


Day Twenty-One.

Sandy had become a living monument to excess.

Her breasts were now massively swollen, heavy udders that leaked constantly even without the pumps. The hormone cocktail Dr. Voss had administered was working far beyond expectations — her tits had grown several cup sizes overnight, veins prominent under the stretched skin, nipples thick and perpetually erect from the heavy piercings and suction.

The machine never stopped.

The eighteen-inch monster continued its womb-destroying rhythm, sloshing through the constant flood of artificial cum pumped into her. The permanent steel speculum held her cunt in a wide, gaping display. Heavy chains on her labia rings clinked with every thrust. Her pierced clit throbbed visibly.

She remained mostly paralyzed — able only to blink, breathe shallowly, and feel every degrading sensation in excruciating detail.

Dr. Voss addressed the camera with possessive pride.

“Our viewers have voted. Today we make her milk production permanent and extreme.”

He increased the hormone dosage with fresh injections directly into her breasts. The burning was intense. Sandy felt her mammary glands swell and activate further. Within minutes, milk began spraying in forceful arcs from her thick nipples, even without the pumps attached.

He reattached the industrial milking machines, cranking the suction to painful levels. The rhythmic pulling tugged hard on her piercings while the main dildo hammered her womb. Milk flowed in thick, steady streams into collection bottles as she was fucked senseless.

The chat demanded more.

Dr. Voss delivered.

He installed a new permanent device: a large, locking ring around the base of each breast, cinching them painfully tight to force even greater milk production and sensitivity. Then he added vibrating pads directly over her milk ducts, turning every drop of lactation into a sexual torment.

While the audience watched, he climbed onto the platform and drank directly from her nipples, sucking hard as the machine continued its brutal work below. Milk flooded his mouth while Sandy’s eyes streamed silent tears of humiliation and overstimulation.

Her mind was almost entirely gone.

In the few fragments of awareness that remained, she understood she was no longer a person. She was livestock. A paralyzed, lactating, womb-stuffed fucktoy whose only purpose was to produce milk and orgasms for strangers on the internet.

Dr. Voss noticed the distant look in her eyes and leaned close, stroking her hair tenderly.

“You’re still in there somewhere, aren’t you, my love? Good. I want you to feel everything for the rest of your life. Every drop of milk. Every thrust. Every tug on your rings. You’ll never escape this pleasure.”

He increased all settings to their absolute maximum — faster piston, stronger womb flooding, harder milking suction — and left her like that for the viewers.

Sandy’s body remained perfectly still.

Her mind screamed silently as milk sprayed, her womb bulged, and orgasm after orgasm tore through her ruined form without end.

The stream title updated: “Permanent Lactating Womb Toy – Live 24/7”

And the donations kept pouring in.


Chapter 22: The Crowd’s Cruelty


Day Twenty-Two.

The dark web stream had become legendary in its circles. Viewer numbers and tips reached obscene heights as word spread about the paralyzed, lactating, permanently modified fucktoy.

Dr. Voss read the top requests aloud with growing excitement.

“They want you broken even further, my love. And they’re paying enough to make all their dreams come true.”

The first major demand was immediate: total sensory overload.

He added layers of new torment while the eighteen-inch monster continued its womb-pounding rhythm:

	Electrodes placed directly on her pierced clit, nipples, and deep inside her cervix, delivering random shocks synced to the machine’s thrusts. 
	A powerful sound system in the room that blasted hypnotic audio loops of moans, degrading commands, and her own recorded screams on repeat. 
	Additional pumps on her milk-swollen breasts set to maximum suction, pulling her nipples painfully long with every cycle. 


Sandy’s paralyzed body remained statue-still, but her eyes showed pure, endless suffering. Milk sprayed in rhythmic jets as the machine hammered her bloated womb.

Next request: Public auction for use.

Dr. Voss opened limited “control slots” for the highest bidders. For exorbitant sums, viewers could remotely control specific settings for ten-minute intervals.

One bidder immediately cranked the womb-flooding to maximum, pumping gallons more fluid into her until her belly looked nine months pregnant and grotesquely distended. Another took control of the electro-shocks, sending her into violent, full-body spasms that still looked eerily graceful because of the paralytic. A third controlled the milking machines, forcing her breasts to empty in painful, gushing bursts.

Dr. Voss fulfilled the most expensive request himself on camera.

He temporarily reduced the paralytic enough for Sandy to regain control of her voice — but not her limbs. While the giant dildo continued destroying her, he forced her to beg the audience directly.

“Tell them,” he commanded softly, holding the microphone to her lips.

Sandy’s voice was hoarse, broken, and dripping with shame: “Please… ruin me more… I’m just a paralyzed milk cow… use my holes… make me leak for you…”

The chat exploded. Tips flooded in.

Dr. Voss rewarded her obedience by increasing the main dildo to its absolute limit — nineteen inches now, with an even larger inflatable knot — and locking it in place for the remainder of the day.

The final escalation of the day came from a consortium of top donors: permanent voice modification.

Dr. Voss injected a specialized neurotoxin into her vocal cords that would permanently alter her voice into a high, breathy, bimbo-like whimper. While it took effect, he made her thank the audience again and again as her voice grew higher and more pathetic.

By evening Sandy was a drooling, milk-spraying, belly-bloated, electro-tortured wreck. Her new high-pitched voice begged incoherently whenever the paralytic was briefly eased. The machine never stopped. The milk never stopped. The orgasms never stopped.

Dr. Voss kissed her forehead tenderly while the red LIVE light glowed.

“They own you now too, my perfect toy. Tomorrow they want to see how much we can enlarge your womb and breasts. The sky’s the limit.”

Sandy’s wide, tear-filled eyes stared at the ceiling as another violent, milk-soaked orgasm ripped through her motionless body.

The audience kept demanding more.

And there was always more to give.


Chapter 23: Womb Expansion


Day Twenty-Three.

The audience had spoken. Their highest bids demanded visible, dramatic growth.

Dr. Voss prepared Sandy with visible excitement, the livestream capturing every detail.

“Today we give them what they want — a visibly pregnant, hyper-fertile womb toy.”

He injected massive doses of growth hormones and specialized stretching agents directly into her abdominal wall and uterine lining. The burning was immediate and excruciating. Sandy’s eyes widened in silent agony as she felt her womb begin to swell and stretch from within, even before the machine added more volume.

The eighteen-inch (now upgraded to a custom twenty-inch model with extreme girth) dildo continued its relentless pounding while Dr. Voss pumped gallon after gallon of thick, nutrient-rich fluid deep into her. Combined with the new hormones, her belly began to balloon visibly — round, tight, and heavy, growing larger by the hour.

The milking machines worked her already massive breasts in overdrive. Milk sprayed in powerful, continuous streams as her tits swelled even larger to match her expanding womb.

Viewer requests poured in:

	Make her look full term — Dr. Voss obliged, pumping and hormonally accelerating until her belly was massively distended, skin stretched tight and shiny. 
	Womb vibration — A new internal vibrator was locked against the back of her womb, rumbling constantly and turning every thrust into a full-body earthquake. 
	Public birth simulation — He programmed the machine to simulate powerful contractions, forcing her paralyzed body to “push” against the giant dildo while her womb contracted violently around it. 


Sandy remained mostly paralyzed, able only to feel the horrifying expansion, the painful stretching of her skin, the sloshing weight in her belly, and the endless, devastating orgasms. Her milk-leaking tits bounced heavily with every machine thrust. Her new high-pitched, bimbo voice whimpered pathetically whenever the paralytic was briefly lifted for audience amusement.

Dr. Voss climbed onto her swollen form and fucked her leaking tits and mouth while narrating for the viewers.

“Look at how beautifully she’s expanding. She’s going to stay like this permanently — a bloated, lactating, womb-stuffed toy whose only purpose is to grow bigger and cum harder for all of you.”

He added one final touch requested by the top donors: a large, glowing implant just under the skin of her lower belly that displayed her “current capacity” in real time for the audience, along with a permanent QR code tattoo above her gaped pussy linking to the livestream.

By the end of the day Sandy’s belly was enormously round and heavy, her womb stretched far beyond natural limits. Milk poured from her tits in rivers. The machine continued its brutal work deep inside her expanded core.

Dr. Voss rested his hand on her massively swollen stomach, feeling the violent movements of the dildo inside.

“You’re perfect,” he whispered. “A living breeding toy. And tomorrow they want to see how much more we can enlarge you… and perhaps begin true implantation experiments.”

Sandy’s eyes stared blankly at the ceiling, tears flowing steadily as another orgasm tore through her overfilled, ruined body.

The red LIVE light never dimmed.


Chapter 24: Implantation


Day Twenty-Four.

Sandy’s massively swollen belly dominated the livestream frame. Her womb had been stretched and pumped to look heavily pregnant with multiples. Milk constantly sprayed from her enormous, ringed tits as the industrial pumps worked them without mercy. The twenty-inch monster dildo continued its deep, sloshing thrusts inside her expanded core.

The audience wanted more.

Dr. Voss delivered.

“Today we move from simulation to reality,” he announced to the cameras. “Our top donors have requested true implantation.”

He injected a new cocktail — fertility drugs, growth accelerants, and specialized compounds designed to prepare her womb for occupancy. Sandy felt the burning spread deep inside her as her uterine lining thickened and became even more sensitive.

Then came the “implant.”

Dr. Voss carefully inserted a large, bio-engineered mass through the permanent speculum and cervical ring — a soft, heavy, womb-filling orb that would expand over time and trigger constant “pregnancy” sensations. He pumped additional fluid around it until her belly grew even larger, skin stretched drum-tight and glistening.

The machine immediately resumed its brutal pounding, slamming against the new implant and sending violent ripples across her distended abdomen.

The chat went berserk with new demands:

	Make her lactate even heavier — Dr. Voss doubled the hormone dosage. Within hours her breasts had grown noticeably larger, milk production increasing to the point where the pumps could barely keep up. Thick streams of milk arced through the air with every machine thrust. 
	Constant womb pressure — A secondary inflation device inside the implant slowly expanded, creating relentless internal pressure that mixed painfully with the giant dildo’s thrusts. 
	Mindless breeding doll mode — Dr. Voss injected a strong psychoactive into her IV that clouded her thoughts while heightening every physical sensation. Sandy’s remaining fragments of identity dissolved further into a hazy, bimbo-like state. Her high-pitched voice begged incoherently whenever allowed: “More… bigger… fill me… ruin me…” 


Dr. Voss spent the day using her bloated body on camera — fucking her leaking tits, her stretched mouth, and even the small gaps around the massive dildo in her permanently gaped cunt. He drank her milk straight from the source while the audience cheered.

Sandy’s paralyzed form remained eerily still except for the violent internal convulsions and the constant spraying of milk and juices. Her massively pregnant-looking belly jiggled and sloshed obscenely with every thrust. The glowing implant under her skin displayed an ever-increasing “gestational age” for the viewers’ amusement.

Dr. Voss rested his hand on her hugely swollen stomach, feeling the powerful movements inside.

“You’re carrying our future now, my perfect toy. The audience wants you bigger every week. Soon you’ll look ready to burst… and we’ll keep you that way permanently.”

He cranked every setting to maximum — faster piston, stronger inflation, harder milking, more intense shocks — and left her like that for the night.

Sandy’s wide eyes stared at nothing as her overfilled, lactating, implanted body endured endless, shattering orgasms.

The red LIVE light burned on.

The audience kept demanding more.

And Dr. Voss was delighted to keep giving.


Chapter 25: The Final Descent (Beginning of the End)


Day Twenty-Five.

The livestream had evolved into something legendary — a 24/7 spectacle of total female annihilation that generated fortunes for Dr. Voss. Sandy’s body was no longer recognizable as the desperate young student who had volunteered for easy money.

Her belly was massively distended, swollen tight around the growing bio-implant and endless pumped fluids. Her breasts were enormous, heavy udders that leaked milk in constant streams. The permanent steel speculum held her cunt in a grotesque, permanent gape. Heavy rings, chains, and piercings decorated every sensitive inch. The twenty-inch monster dildo continued its tireless destruction of her womb.

She was kept in a state of near-constant partial paralysis — able to feel everything, able to whimper in her high-pitched bimbo voice when permitted, but never able to resist.

Dr. Voss stood before the cameras with a look of serene, possessive triumph.

“The trial is long over. The study is complete. Today we begin the final phase: total, irreversible ownership.”

He read the top viewer demands for the final arc:

	Permanent full-body paralysis with only minimal facial movement. 
	Constant womb expansion protocol. 
	Full sensory deprivation except for the machine and his touch. 
	Public “marriage” ceremony to the machine and the audience. 


Dr. Voss fulfilled them one by one.

He adjusted the paralytic cocktail to a permanent low-dose drip that left her almost completely immobile. Only her eyes, eyelids, and mouth retained limited movement. She could no longer even twitch her fingers or toes. She was a warm, living fleshlight — completely at the mercy of the machine and her owner.

While the giant dildo pounded her swollen womb, Dr. Voss performed a twisted ceremony on camera. He placed a heavy metal collar around her neck engraved with “Eternal Property – Dr. Elias Voss & The Machine.” He recited vows of permanent ownership while fucking her leaking mouth. The audience showered the stream with record-breaking tips.

In the final hours of the day, he increased the womb expansion protocol to its highest setting. The bio-implant swelled larger. More fluid was pumped in. Sandy’s belly grew even more grotesquely distended, skin shiny and stretched to its limit.

Dr. Voss climbed onto her massive form and made love to her in his own deranged way — slow, deep thrusts into her mouth and between her leaking tits while the machine destroyed her cunt below.

“I love you like this,” he whispered against her lips. “Completely helpless. Completely ruined. You’ll never leave me. You’ll never be anything but my perfect, bloated, lactating toy. The world gets to watch you suffer and cum forever.”

Sandy’s eyes — the only part of her that could still truly express anything — stared up at him with a broken mixture of horror, exhaustion, and the faintest, most shameful flicker of conditioned craving.

The red LIVE light remained on.

The final arc had begun.

There would be no escape.

Only deeper levels of ruin, day after endless day, until her body and mind fully surrendered to the machine and the man who had claimed her completely.


Chapter 26: Complete Surrender


Day Thirty.

The final arc had accelerated into a blur of endless, escalating torment.

Sandy no longer had any concept of time. Days and nights blended into one continuous cycle of mechanical violation, milk production, and womb expansion. Her belly was now monstrously huge — a taut, glistening dome that sloshed and jiggled violently with every thrust of the ever-larger dildo locked inside her. Her breasts had grown to absurd proportions, constantly leaking thick rivers of milk that the pumps could barely contain.

The permanent paralytic kept her almost completely motionless. Only her eyes and mouth functioned. Her high-pitched, broken bimbo voice was used solely to beg the audience and Dr. Voss for more.

The doctor had stopped pretending there was any science left.

He spent hours each day on camera worshipping her ruined form. He drank from her tits, fucked every accessible hole, and whispered endless declarations of love while the machine destroyed her.

On this day, the viewers demanded the ultimate breaking point.

Dr. Voss delivered.

He increased the womb implant to its maximum size and added a new neural modifier — a drug designed to erode what little remained of her old personality. As it took effect, he turned off all sensory input except the machine and his touch.

Sandy’s world narrowed to pure sensation.

The relentless pounding in her overstretched womb. The burning stretch of her skin over her massive belly. The constant tugging of piercings and chains. The painful suction on her leaking udders. The overwhelming, endless orgasms that never fully stopped.

Dr. Voss leaned over her swollen, paralyzed body and spoke softly, only for her and the microphones.

“You’re gone now, aren’t you, my love? The old Sandy is dead. All that remains is my perfect, bloated, lactating fucktoy. Say it for the audience.”

In her ruined, high-pitched voice she whimpered obediently: “I’m… just a paralyzed milk cow… your eternal womb toy… please keep ruining me…”

The chat erupted in celebration.

Dr. Voss kissed her deeply, then increased every setting to their absolute limits. The dildo swelled larger inside her. The milking machines sucked harder. The womb implant expanded further. Electrodes fired at full strength.

Sandy’s eyes rolled back. A final, coherent tear slipped down her cheek as the last fragments of her old self dissolved completely into the endless pleasure-pain.

She came.

And came.

And came.

There was no resistance left. No hope of escape. Only total, blissful, horrifying surrender to the machine and the man who had claimed her forever.

Dr. Voss smiled at the camera, one hand resting possessively on her massively swollen belly.

“The transformation is complete. She belongs to us now. Forever.”

The red LIVE light continued to burn brightly as Sandy’s paralyzed, ruined body convulsed in silent, endless ecstasy.

The end was near.


Chapter 27: The Last Threshold


Day Sixty.

Time had lost all meaning.

Sandy existed in a permanent state of bloated, lactating, mechanical bliss and torment. Her belly was a grotesque, towering dome — stretched far beyond any natural pregnancy by the ever-growing implant and constant pumping. Her breasts were massive, pendulous udders that produced gallons of milk daily. The permanent speculum, rings, chains, and piercings had become part of her anatomy. The machine’s current dildo — a custom twenty-four-inch nightmare — pistoned relentlessly into her ruined womb.

The paralytic kept her almost entirely motionless. Only her eyes and mouth remained active. Her mind had been reduced to a simple, looping state of conditioned craving and overwhelming sensation.

Dr. Voss had not left her side for days.

He stood before the cameras for what he announced as the final major upgrade.

“The audience has one last request before we enter true permanence.”

He injected the final cocktail — a permanent neural bond enhancer that would link her pleasure centers directly to the machine and to him. As the drug flooded her system, he removed all remaining sensory limits.

Sandy felt everything at maximum intensity.

The monstrous dildo slamming into her massively expanded womb. The constant sloshing pressure in her belly. The painful, pleasurable tugging on every piercing. The endless suction on her leaking tits. The love and obsession radiating from the man who had destroyed her.

Dr. Voss climbed onto her enormous form one final time and made love to her in full view of the audience — slow, deep, and possessive — while the machine matched his rhythm below.

“I love you,” he whispered against her lips as he came deep in her throat. “You are my greatest achievement. My wife. My toy. My everything.”

In her broken, breathy voice, Sandy whimpered her final coherent words:

“I… belong… to you… and the machine… forever…”

Her eyes fluttered as the neural bond locked in. From that moment on, every thrust, every drop of milk, every shock of pleasure belonged completely to them.

Dr. Voss kissed her deeply, then stepped back to admire his masterpiece.

“The final arc is complete. She is ours now. Completely. Eternally.”

The red LIVE light glowed like a heartbeat as Sandy’s paralyzed, bloated, ruined body continued to convulse in endless, perfect ecstasy.

There was nothing left to break.

Only endless, profitable, loving ruin.


Epilogue: Eternal Broadcast

Six months later.

The dark web channel “Sandy’s Eternal Ruin” had become a legendary, subscription-only phenomenon. Thousands of wealthy viewers paid premium rates to watch the ultimate broken woman 24/7.

Sandy’s body had been pushed to its absolute limits and beyond. Her belly remained permanently, massively swollen. Her breasts were hyper-developed udders that produced milk around the clock. The machine — now a heavily customized, AI-assisted monstrosity — had been upgraded with every depraved feature the audience desired. It fucked her ceaselessly, kept her womb expanded, and milked her tits in perfect rhythm.

She was kept in a state of total, permanent paralysis except for her eyes and mouth. Her high-pitched, bimbo voice was used only to thank her viewers and profess her love for the machine and Dr. Voss.

Dr. Voss visited her multiple times daily. He would kiss her, drink from her, fuck her, and whisper sweet nothings while the cameras rolled. Sometimes he slept beside her bloated form, one hand resting on her massive belly as the machine continued its work.

The money flowed endlessly. The audience grew. New “volunteers” were occasionally advertised, but none ever came close to Sandy’s legendary ruin.

In her final moments of anything resembling independent thought, Sandy had accepted her fate completely.

She was home.

She was loved.

She was ruined.

And the machine — and Dr. Voss — would never let her go.

The red LIVE light remained on.

Forever.
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