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Chapter 1


The Deal



Julian West stared at the clock on the wall, not because he cared about the time, but because it was easier than watching the doctor in front of him shift uncomfortably in his seat. The clock ticked like it was counting down something, and in a way, it was.

“Mr. West,” the doctor said again, gently. “Your liver is failing. So are your kidneys. We’ve seen your platelet count drop by almost forty percent in the last two months. Your body isn’t bouncing back anymore.”

The words were delivered carefully, each one placed like a brick in the wall Julian had already been building in his mind for weeks. The problem was, he’d run out of bricks. There was nothing left to wall off. No more surgeries. No more transplants. No more trials. Just this pale, academic man in a white coat telling him his expiration date was now measured in weeks.

“I understand,” Julian said. His voice was dry, his throat sore. “How long?”

“With the way your system’s responding to the immunosuppressants? Two months. Maybe less if we can’t control the internal bleeding.”

“I see.”

The doctor shifted again, pushing his glasses up the bridge of his nose. He was middle-aged, well-meaning, and hopelessly unprepared to deal with someone like Julian—someone who didn’t cry, didn’t break down, didn’t need a hand to hold. The doctor probably hated that. It made his job harder when there was no visible grief to comfort.

“We can focus on quality of life. Palliative care. You can spend your remaining time somewhere comfortable, on your terms.”

“That’s a nice way to say, ‘We’re done trying.’”

“I wouldn’t put it like that, but yes. There’s nothing else we can do here.”

Julian nodded and stood, ignoring the way his knees shook beneath him. The fatigue had settled into his bones a while ago. He walked with the weight of a man already dragging the end behind him. He didn’t even stop at the front desk. Just moved like a ghost down the sterile corridor, out the sliding doors, and into the bright afternoon sunlight.

The warmth on his face felt wrong. It mocked him.
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The bottle of bourbon cost twenty-three bucks and wasn’t even top shelf. He sat on a cracked bench three blocks from his apartment and drank it straight from the neck, arms folded tight as wind slipped down his collar and kissed the sweaty skin at the base of his neck. Traffic passed. People passed. Time passed.

He didn’t answer his phone when it rang.

He ignored the texts, the voicemails, the reminders to pick up prescriptions or attend one more evaluation.

He just drank and listened to the sound of everything moving on without him.

It wasn’t until the third day of drinking and silence that his phone buzzed with a name he hadn’t seen in a long time.

Marcus Vale.

He almost let it go to voicemail, but something in his gut twisted. Old memories. A dorm room. A voice in the dark saying, “I think I’m going to change the world.”

Julian answered.

“You look like hell.”

“Nice to hear from you too, Marcus.”

“You saw the specialists?”

“Yeah.”

“And?”

“They said I’m fucked.”

“Then I have something for you.”

Julian laughed. It was hollow and bitter and stung his throat. “Unless it’s a new body, I don’t want it.”

There was a pause on the line.

Then Marcus said, “That’s exactly what I’m offering.”
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The facility wasn’t on any map.

He took a rideshare to a stretch of city that looked half-abandoned—empty warehouses, boarded windows, industrial scaffolding wrapped in rust. The building was a featureless slab of concrete and glass, its security pad unmarked. But the door opened the moment he raised a hand.

Inside, everything changed. Smooth floors. Cool air. The scent of antiseptic and ozone. Quiet hums and gentle whirs in the distance. He followed a hallway of frosted glass walls until he reached a lab that looked more like a luxury operating theater.

Marcus stood at the center, hands folded behind his back, dressed in black scrubs that hugged his tall frame. He hadn’t aged. Or if he had, it was in the way rich men did—better skin, better posture, better control.

“Still dramatic as ever,” Julian said, his voice bouncing off the sterile tile.

Marcus nodded once. “I figured that’s what it would take to get you here.”

“You said you have a way to fix this.”

“No,” Marcus said. “I said I have a way to rebuild you.”

He gestured toward a tablet mounted on a rolling stand. Julian approached and stared down at the images—medical scans, DNA strands, something that looked like nanotech swimming through a bloodstream.

“This is ReGenesis,” Marcus said. “A proprietary cellular overhaul system. We inject a nanotech medium into your body that carries a full map of viable DNA. The nanites consume failing tissue and use the scaffold to regrow cells from scratch. Organs, muscles, skin, nervous tissue—everything is regenerated.”

Julian blinked slowly. “And this has worked?”

“Once.”

“What happened?”

“She died.”

Julian looked up.

“The tech worked. But the host couldn’t handle the mental strain of the transformation. She woke up in a new body and couldn’t reconcile it with who she’d been. She was already unstable. It wasn’t the treatment. It was the mind.”

Julian exhaled through his nose. “So I’ll live. Maybe. But I might not be me.”

Marcus stepped closer. “You’re dying, Julian. This is not about preserving who you are. This is about not disappearing completely.”

Julian rubbed a hand down his face. The stubble rasped against his palm.

“What happens if it works?”

“You get a new life. One that doesn’t end in two months. Maybe longer. Maybe much longer.”

“And if it fails?”

“Then you die a few weeks earlier than you would’ve anyway.”

Julian stared at him. Then at the tablet.

“Where do I sign?”
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The paperwork was dense and full of words he didn’t bother to read. He skimmed until he found the lines about liability waivers, body ownership, experimental protocol, and indemnity. Marcus stood behind him, silent as a shadow.

When he finished signing, Marcus tapped the tablet, then gestured to the adjoining room.

“This is your last chance to walk away.”

Julian smirked. “I stopped being afraid of dying a long time ago.”

“It’s not death you should be afraid of,” Marcus said. “It’s what comes next.”
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The treatment chamber was beautiful in a terrifying way.

A circular room, walls ringed with lights that glowed soft blue. A padded table in the center, wrapped in thin silver restraints. Monitors blinked overhead. A drone-like arm hovered just above the table’s center, holding what looked like a syringe the size of a soda can.

“Strip,” Marcus said.

Julian gave him a look.

“Everything. We need a full body profile.”

Julian pulled off his shirt first, then his jeans. He left the boxers for last, stepping out of them with a grunt as the cold air tightened his skin. He caught Marcus’s eyes flicker downward.

“Getting a good look before you replace the model?”

Marcus didn’t answer.

The scanner above the table came to life. A red beam passed over Julian’s body, mapping every contour, every imperfection. He stood there, arms slightly outstretched, as the system cataloged the man he used to be.

When it was over, Marcus handed him a soft robe and guided him to the table.

“You’ll go under for twenty-four to forty-eight hours. Depending on how quickly the nanites sync with your system.”

Julian laid back. The padding was cool beneath his back.

“You said there was no way to predict what I’ll look like after.”

Marcus nodded.

“What’s the scaffold?”

Marcus hesitated.

“A genome profile from a viable, healthy female donor.”

Julian stared at the ceiling.

“So there’s a good chance I wake up with tits and no dick.”

“Yes.”

“And there’s nothing you can do to stop that?”

“No.”

“Will I still be me?”

“You’ll be alive.”

Julian closed his eyes.

“Then let’s go.”
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The IV slipped into his vein with barely a sting.

Marcus leaned over him, face soft in the dim light.

“Don’t be afraid,” he said. “This will be the last pain you feel.”

Julian blinked slowly.

The warmth spread up his arm.

His heart thudded once, hard.

Then everything vanished.

Julian's body was pulled under by the warmth, descending into a dark abyss of nothingness. As he fell, he couldn't help but wonder what awaited him on the other side. Would he wake up in a new, perfect body, or would he be forever changed? The thought made him tremble with anticipation and fear.

He heard Marcus' voice echo in his mind, "Don't be afraid. This will be the last pain you feel." But even in his drifting state, Julian knew that sometimes, the unknown could be more terrifying than the known.
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Waking up was like surfacing from the bottom of a pool with cement tied to his ankles.

He gasped, sucking in sweet air that burned his lungs.

His skin was slick with sweat. His heart pounded like it was new and unused.

Everything felt… off.

He lifted an arm. Slim. Pale. Fingers narrow, delicate.

He sat up slowly and immediately felt the shift.

His chest bounced.

His center of gravity was different. Hips wider. Shoulders narrower.

He reached up and touched his face. Smooth. No stubble. No Adam’s apple.

His breath caught as his hand drifted down beneath the blanket. Between his legs.

There was no familiar length. No weight. Just… warmth.

Softness.

His fingers dipped.

Slippery.

He let out a startled moan.

The sound wasn’t his.

High. Feminine.

He froze.

Then yanked the blanket away.

The body underneath wasn’t Julian’s.

It was something else.

Curves. Skin flushed pink. Breasts round and tight with new skin. A narrow waist, wide hips, muscular thighs that came together just above a slick, perfect slit.

The air rushed out of his lungs.

Marcus’s voice broke the silence.

“You’re awake.”

Julian turned—no, she turned—mouth open, chest heaving.

“What the fuck did you do to me?”

Marcus approached slowly.

“I saved your life.”

“This—this isn’t me. I’m not—this isn’t⁠—”

“You’re healthy. No organ failure. No pain. No cancer. Every part of you was rebuilt. You’re twenty-four again, biologically.”

“I have a pussy, Marcus.”

“You have a future.”

He held out a small mirror.

Lena took it with trembling fingers.

The face that looked back was unfamiliar and painfully beautiful.

Heart-shaped. Full lips. Large, bright eyes framed by thick lashes. Her hair was shoulder-length, soft brown with a natural wave. Her cheeks were flushed. Her expression—a mix of horror, confusion, and awe.

“This can’t be me.”

“It is.”

Marcus set the mirror aside.

“There was a ninety-five percent chance the template would take. It did. You’re perfect, Lena.”

“Don’t call me that.”

“It’s your name now. Lena West. Welcome back.”

Lena sat on the edge of the bed. Her legs swung freely, brushing against each other in ways that sent sparks up her spine.

She looked down at her chest.

Her nipples were hard.

She didn’t know why.

She looked back at Marcus.

“What happens now?”

Marcus smiled.

“Now, we see what your new body can really do.”


Chapter 2


First Touches



The first thing she noticed was heat.

Not a fever or a burn—more like a slow, radiating warmth under her skin. Her arms were slick with sweat, her chest rising and falling in steady, exaggerated pulls like her lungs were testing their limits. A dull, pulsing throb ached low in her belly, unfamiliar and impossible to ignore.

The second thing she noticed was her body.

Not Julian’s body. Not the one she’d lived in for thirty-four years. This body was softer, smaller, wrapped in new skin that clung tight in all the wrong places. She was weightless and heavy at the same time. Her limbs felt off-balance. Every shift in position sent new sensations crawling across her flesh. The padding of the bed was too smooth, too intimate against her bare back.

Then she opened her eyes.

The ceiling above her was white. The light was low, soft. The sound of a machine quietly tracking her heartbeat pulsed somewhere nearby. Her hands gripped the edges of the blanket instinctively.

Marcus sat in the corner of the room, a tablet in his lap, eyes locked on the screen.

She didn’t speak right away. She just moved her hand up to her throat, expecting to feel the coarse stubble of a beard or the ridge of her old collarbone. Instead, she felt smoothness. A slender neck. The soft bump of a smaller Adam’s apple, barely there.

Her lips parted. The breath she exhaled wasn’t hers.

It was high. Feminine. Whispery.

Marcus didn’t look up, but his voice cut through the quiet like a blade.

“You’re awake.”

Her mouth opened, but the words caught.

Then finally, with effort:

“What the fuck did you do to me?”

He stood, walking slowly toward the bed. His expression was unreadable. Calm. Focused.

“I rebuilt you.”

She sat up fast, too fast, and the room tilted. Her chest bounced—bounced—and the new center of gravity made her sway. She grabbed the edge of the bed, her breath quickening.

She looked down.

Breasts.

Firm, full, impossibly high on her chest, the nipples dark and erect beneath the hospital gown.

Her hands flew to them. Soft. Warm. Responsive. She flinched at her own touch.

The gown slid up her thighs when she moved. Her legs were smooth, long, toned in ways Julian’s never had been. She pulled the gown higher.

Then froze.

Between her legs, there was no familiar bulge. Just the slope of a mound, lips pressed gently together, glistening from her own body heat.

She didn’t speak. Couldn’t.

Marcus watched her, silent.

She looked up, eyes wide, heart racing.

“You… rebuilt me?”

“Yes.”

“With a fucking pussy?”

“With functioning, optimal female anatomy, yes.”

Her fingers moved to her face, exploring. High cheekbones. Smooth skin. No sign of the sharp jaw or crooked nose she used to hate. Her hands trembled.

“You used the female genome.”

Marcus nodded.

“There were no viable male donors available. We used the healthiest scaffold we had. A young woman. Athletic, no predisposition to disease, high neural plasticity. The perfect host.”

She slid off the bed.

Her legs wobbled, and she caught herself on the IV pole. The floor was cold against her bare feet. Her thighs brushed together. Every step felt… erotic. Not because she wanted it to, but because her nerves fired in ways she didn’t understand yet.

She turned to the wall-mounted mirror beside the heart monitor.

The woman in the reflection wasn’t a stranger.

She was a fantasy.

Tall enough to be intimidating, short enough to feel fragile. Brown hair fell in soft waves around her shoulders. Her skin glowed. Her body was impossibly tight and perfectly curved—muscle where it mattered, softness where it counted. Her lips were full, parted in disbelief. The look in her eyes was haunted. Confused. But she couldn’t stop staring.

Julian was gone.

Something new stood in his place.

She touched the glass.

Her reflection mirrored her exactly.

She spun back toward Marcus, rage bubbling under the surface.

“You had no right.”

“I had every right,” he said. “You signed the waivers. You knew the risk.”

“I didn’t think you’d turn me into—into⁠—”

“A woman?”

She turned away, chest heaving. The movement pulled her gown tight across her back. The fabric clung to the curve of her ass. She felt exposed, even though she was technically covered.

“I didn’t think I’d wake up wet.”

Marcus stepped closer.

“You’re not just cured. You’re better. Stronger. Faster recovery rates. Full sensory regeneration. No genetic vulnerabilities. You’re perfect, Lena.”

She flinched.

“Don’t call me that.”

“It’s your legal name. Your ID. Your records. Everything forward—Lena West.”

She was trembling.

The warmth between her legs hadn’t gone away. If anything, it had grown.

She pulled the gown off. Let it fall to the floor. She stood naked in front of him, defiant.

“Look at what you did.”

Marcus didn’t blink.

“I am.”

He handed her the mirror.

She turned it, slowly, until she could see her whole body again.

The curve of her hips. The roundness of her ass. The taper of her waist into the slight concavity of her stomach. Her breasts, flushed and high, crowned with perfect nipples.

And below⁠—

She stared between her legs. Opened herself with trembling fingers.

Lena's fingertips brushed the soft, smooth mound first, the skin there hairless and sensitive, like velvet under her touch. It was alien, this absence where there had once been weight and familiarity. She hesitated, her breath catching as shame flooded her—Julian's voice in her head screaming that this was wrong, that she shouldn't explore what Marcus had forced upon her.

But the warmth pulsing from within was insistent, a new instinct whispering to her, urging her onward. Cautiously, she parted the outer lips, revealing the delicate inner folds, slick and flushed with an unexpected arousal. The sensation was electric, a shiver racing up her spine as her fingers grazed the tender flesh, sending tiny sparks of pleasure that made her thighs quiver involuntarily.

Curiosity overtook her caution as she traced the edges of her labia, feeling their plush give, the way they swelled slightly under her exploration. It was nothing like before; no rough handling, no quick release. This was layered, building slowly as she dipped a finger lower, brushing against the entrance to her body.

Wetness coated her digit immediately, warm and viscous, and she gasped at the ease of it, the way her body responded without her permission. Shame burned in her chest—Julian would have recoiled, would have denied this vulnerability—but Lena's hips shifted forward almost on their own, her new nerves firing with a hunger that drowned out the old memories.

She circled the opening tentatively, then pressed inside, just the tip of her finger, feeling the tight, yielding walls clench around it. The intrusion was strange, intimate, a fullness that sent waves of heat radiating outward, making her nipples tighten and her breath come in short, feminine pants.

Emboldened, her other hand ventured upward, seeking the small nub at the apex of her folds. Her clit—god, it had a name now, a purpose that Julian had only known from the outside. She touched it lightly at first, a feather-soft stroke that ignited a jolt of pure ecstasy, sharper than anything she'd felt as a man. It throbbed under her fingertip, swelling as she rubbed in slow circles, the pleasure coiling tight in her belly like a spring.

Shame warred with the rising tide; this was betrayal, her mind insisted, a surrender to the body Marcus had imposed. Yet Lena's instincts surged, her hips bucking slightly as she increased the pressure, the slick sounds of her arousal filling the room. She plunged her finger deeper into her entrance, curling it experimentally, grazing a spot inside that made stars burst behind her eyes. The dual sensations—clit pulsing, walls gripping—built a rhythm she couldn't resist, her body arching off the bed as pleasure eclipsed the internal conflict.

The climax hit her like a storm, raw and unrelenting. Her muscles seized, thighs clamping around her hand as waves of ecstasy crashed through her, shaking her from core to fingertips. She cried out, the sound high and unbroken, feminine in its vulnerability, as her clit throbbed wildly under her touch and her inner walls spasmed in rhythmic contractions.

It wasn't the quick burst Julian remembered; this was deeper, all-consuming, rippling outward in aftershocks that left her trembling, sweat-slicked, and gasping. Tears pricked her eyes—not from pain, but from the overwhelming release, the erasure of old boundaries in a flood of new sensation. As the tremors subsided, Lena withdrew her fingers, staring at the glistening evidence of her surrender, caught between horror and a lingering, traitorous bliss.
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She lay back on the bed afterward, gasping, chest slick with sweat.

Her fingers still trembled. Her legs were slick with her own release. The aftershocks left her twitching.

She laughed once, breathlessly.

“Jesus Christ.”

Marcus watched without a word.

“You watched that, didn’t you?”

“I monitored your vital signs. Your neuro responses. Your breathing.”

“You watched me come.”

He didn’t answer.

She rolled to her side, burying her face in the pillow.

“This isn’t me.”

“No,” he said. “It’s better than you.”

She didn’t answer.

She didn’t know how.

Minutes passed.

Then he stepped beside her again and set a small card on the tray next to the bed.

Her new ID.

She saw the name.

Lena West.

She reached out and touched it.

The photo on it was her. Smiling. A little shy. Her lips slightly parted.

She ran a finger over the hologram.

Her voice cracked when she spoke.

“…Lena.”

Marcus paused at the door.

“I’ll give you some time.”

She didn’t look up.

She just lay there, breathing softly, thighs still slick, the word echoing in her head.

Lena.

She hated how much it fit.


Chapter 3


Trained to Feel



The second morning in the lab began with silence thick enough to press against her skin. The machines had been shut down except for the heart monitor that clicked once every second, the only reminder she was still alive.

Lena sat on the edge of the bed with her bare feet on the cold tile, the thin hospital robe hanging loosely from her shoulders. The smell of antiseptic clung to everything. Her body ached as if it were trying to find its balance all over again. When she stretched, muscles she’d never owned rippled in ways that startled her. Her breasts lifted with each breath, heavy and distracting, while a faint soreness lingered between her thighs.

Marcus entered without knocking. He carried a tray of medical instruments and a small cup of water. His posture was professional, but there was something in his eyes that looked more like fascination than concern.

“Morning, Lena.”

“Stop calling me that.”

“You’ll get used to it.” He set the tray down beside her. “How are you feeling?”

“Like I borrowed someone else’s skin.”

“That’s an accurate description of cellular regeneration.”

She glared at him. “That wasn’t a compliment.”

He ignored the tone and made a note on his tablet. “No rejection markers. You’re adapting faster than expected. I need to run a sensory‑response series today.”

“What does that mean?”

“It means I have to see how well your new nervous system communicates with your brain.”

Lena folded her arms, then realized too late what the movement did to her chest. Marcus’s eyes flicked downward for the briefest instant before he returned to his screen.

“You’ll have to remove the gown,” he said.

She hesitated, then tugged the thin fabric off her shoulders and let it fall. Standing naked still felt like walking through someone else’s dream.

Marcus began his exam the way any doctor would: a stethoscope against her ribs, fingers checking pulse points along her wrists and throat. The normalcy of it almost helped—until his hands lingered a second too long on the inside of her elbow, tracing the path of a vein as if memorizing it.

“Your heart rate just increased,” he observed.

“Maybe because you’re touching me.”

“That’s the point of the test.”

He moved behind her and pressed the sensor nodes along her spine. Every contact sparked a new current under her skin. Her breath hitched. She hated that he noticed.

He stepped in front of her again, attaching a small electrode to her collarbone with clinical precision. The cool metal disk adhered with a faint click, sending a subtle vibration humming through her nerves.

"This tracks autonomic responses," Marcus explained, his voice even and instructional.

As he adjusted the wire, his fingers brushed the underside of her breast—an accidental graze, or so it seemed—but it lingered just long enough to ignite a shiver that raced down her spine. Lena clenched her jaw, fighting to stay still.

Julian would have decked him for less, the old voice snarled in her head, raw anger flaring.

But this body, this soft, hyper-responsive shell, betrayed her with a sudden flush of heat pooling low in her belly, insistent and unbidden.

Marcus proceeded methodically to her arms, palpating her biceps and forearms, his gloved fingers noting muscle tone and reflex arcs on his tablet.

"Flex for me," he instructed calmly, and she obeyed, feeling the unfamiliar ripple of toned muscle beneath silken skin.

His hands slid lower, to her hips, pressing firmly against the iliac crest to check alignment and symmetry. The pressure was textbook clinical, but it radiated outward like a slow burn, tensing her thighs.

It's just a check-up, nothing more, her mind rebelled, Julian's stoic control clawing for dominance. Don't you dare squirm like some fragile thing.

Yet as his thumbs grazed the delicate hollow where hip met thigh, a spark flared—sharp, involuntary—tightening her nipples against the cool air. She crossed her arms on reflex, only to drop them when the motion amplified the ache, humiliation twisting into a forbidden fascination.

"Turn around," he commanded next, his tone unchanging, authoritative.

Lena complied, facing the sterile wall, her back fully exposed under the fluorescent hum. He began at her shoulders, kneading lightly to test trapezius response, then traced the elegant curve of her spine with steady, gloved fingers. Each vertebra he pressed sent cascading tingles, like live wires mapping virgin territory.

Why the hell does this feel so good? her thoughts screamed, Julian's echo thundering in protest. It's degrading, invasive—fight it, you idiot.

But Lena's new form had its own ruthless agenda; goosebumps prickled her skin, and a subtle throb bloomed between her legs, echoing the solitary exploration of the night before. When his hands paused at the small of her back, pressing inward with measured force, a gasp escaped her lips—she bit it back, mortified that he noticed the monitor's quickening beep.

He knelt then, his breath a faint warmth against her calf, heightening her acute awareness of her nakedness.

"Lift your foot," he directed, and as she balanced precariously on one leg, he examined her calf muscle, fingers encircling her slender ankle before sliding up to her knee.

The touch was precise, testing proprioception and joint stability, but it ventured higher—to the back of her thigh, where the skin thinned to exquisite sensitivity. Lena's breaths came shorter, shallower, the heart monitor's rhythm betraying her escalating pulse.

This isn't you, Julian's memory insisted fiercely, gripping the ghost of absolute control. Push him away, end this now.

But the fascination seeped in like poison, thrilling and dark—the fireworks of her new nerves, the way humiliation coiled into intoxicating need. His hand brushed the inner thigh, inches from intimacy, and slickness gathered uninvited, her body yielding even as her mind raged.

"Almost finished," Marcus murmured, rising smoothly to face her once more.

He attached the final sensors to her abdomen, his knuckles deliberately grazing the soft swell just above her mound under the pretext of core stability measurements. The contact pushed boundaries now, veiled in science but electric with intent. Lena's eyes locked onto his, a tempest of conflict swirling inside: raw shame at her exposure, matched by a growing awe at these overwhelming sensations.

Julian never burned like this—every inch alive, demanding.

Her hips twitched involuntarily, chasing the ghost of more, and self-loathing surged. The war intensified—old self denying it all, new instincts crooning sweet surrender—as his hand hovered, the tablet capturing data that screamed what her trembling form already confessed.

When he finally stepped back, she was trembling. The monitor above the bed displayed a jagged line that pulsed in rhythm with her heartbeat.

“Full sensory integrity,” he said softly. “Excellent response curve.”

Lena reached for the robe, but Marcus caught her wrist. His grip wasn’t rough, only firm enough to make her still.

“There’s another part to the test,” he said.

“Of course there is.”

“This one measures emotional control. You’ll learn to manage stimulation, to command your body instead of letting it command you.”

She tried to pull free. “I’m not your lab rat.”

“You’re my success story,” he replied. “And you agreed to the full procedure.”

He guided her toward the reclining chair at the center of the room. She sat, crossing her legs out of reflex. The cool leather kissed her skin.

“Close your eyes,” he said. “Breathe through your nose. When I tell you to stop, you stop. Understood?”

Her pulse quickened, but she nodded.

“Breathe,” Marcus instructed, his voice low and steady over the faint whir of the recording equipment.

Lena inhaled through her nose, the air cool and measured, filling her lungs in a slow count of four. The leather chair cradled her naked form, its chill seeping into her skin like a reminder to stay grounded.

“Now, place your hand on your collarbone,” he said. “Feel the rise and fall. Describe it.”

She obeyed, her fingers pressing lightly against the smooth ridge, the electrode still humming faintly.

“Warm... steady,” she murmured, voice clinical, detached—like reciting lab results. The monitor clicked in rhythm, a metronome to her control.

“Good. Lower your hand to your breast.” His tone remained even, professional. “Circle slowly. Note the texture, the response.”

Lena’s fingers trembled as they descended, tracing the firm curve, the skin pebbling under her touch. She focused on her breath—in through the nose, out through the mouth—the antiseptic air sharp in her nostrils.

Keep it scientific, she told herself, Julian’s discipline anchoring her. It’s just data. But the warmth spread, a subtle tightening at her core, and her voice faltered: “Soft... sensitive.” The equipment beeped softly, logging every hitch in her breath.

“Continue breathing. Move to your abdomen.”

She slid her palm downward, flat against the taut plane, feeling the faint quiver beneath. The room’s ozone scent mingled with her own faint musk, the sounds of sensors amplifying her focus—or shattering it.

“It’s... contracting,” she said, words clipped, as her hips shifted minutely.

Humiliation burned in her cheeks; this is ridiculous, exposed like a specimen. Yet fascination bloomed, the way her skin sang under her own command, pulling her deeper. Her breaths quickened despite her efforts, the clinical facade cracking as heat coiled low.

“Now, your thigh. Inner curve. Press firmly.”

Lena’s hand ventured lower, fingers splaying against the silken inner flesh, the pressure sending sparks up her spine. She inhaled sharply, forcing the rhythm: in, hold, out. The leather creaked under her subtle squirm, equipment whirring like distant applause.

“Electric... building,” she whispered, composure fraying, voice huskier than intended.

Julian would laugh—or rage, her mind warred, but the body arched toward the sensation, hungry, alive.

Shame twisted with thrill, breaths ragged now, no longer measured.

“Deeper. Explore the heat.”

The instruction hung heavy, her fingers brushing the slick warmth at her center. She gasped, breath stuttering, the monitor’s beeps accelerating into frenzy.

“Overwhelming... I can’t—” Her free hand gripped the chair arm, nails digging in, as waves pulsed through her.

The room spun behind closed lids—ozone, skin, his voice—all merging into chaos. Control slipped; soft whimpers escaped, raw and unfiltered, her body no longer obeying the counts.

“Stop,” Marcus commanded sharply. She froze, trembling, breaths heaving. But he continued: “Vocalize consent. Say, ‘I consent to proceed.’” Silence stretched, her pulse thundering. “I... consent,” she finally breathed, voice breaking, the words a surrender sealed in the equipment’s unblinking record. “To proceed.” Only then did his voice soften: “Resume breathing. Good.”

The room smelled faintly of ozone and skin. When he finally told her she could open her eyes, she found him standing close enough that his shadow fell across her thighs. The look on his face was unreadable, not lust, not pity—something between fascination and pride.

“You follow instructions well,” he said.

“I’m not proud of that.”

“You should be. It means your neural pathways are synchronizing. Every response you felt is information. You’re learning how this body works.”

She swallowed. “You make it sound like a machine.”

“In some ways it is.” He tapped her chest lightly, right over her heart. “A perfect one.”

She exhaled and looked away. The mirror on the opposite wall reflected her face, flushed and frightened and somehow alive. The reflection scared her because it didn’t look afraid enough.

Later, when Marcus left to file his notes, she found herself pacing the room. The hum of the lights seemed louder. Every step caused tiny electric shivers up her legs. The sterile air carried the faintest trace of his cologne, and the scent made her dizzy.

She sat back on the bed and stared at her hands. Small. Elegant. The nails perfectly shaped. She flexed her fingers and watched the tendons move under smooth skin.

Then she thought about the way his voice had changed when he said, You follow instructions well.

She hated that it replayed in her mind. She hated that it thrilled her.
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The lab fell silent after midnight, the monitors dimmed to a soft blue pulse. Lena lay on the bed, sheets tangled around her thighs, the day's echoes too loud in her head. She closed her eyes and whispered to herself,

“Breathe through your nose.”

Inhale slow, the air crisp and measured, just as he’d commanded. Her hand drifted upward, palm grazing her collarbone, feeling the steady rise—warm, alive, syncing to the rhythm she set.

“Four counts in,” she murmured, exhaling through her mouth, the sound swallowed by the vents’ whisper.

Her fingers trailed lower, circling the swell of her breast, texture blooming under touch like velvet igniting. The heat gathered, subtle at first, a tide pulling at her core. This is mine now, she thought, Julian’s protests fading to static. No equipment watched, but she kept the discipline—breath steady, clinical even in solitude—yet the thrill sharpened, breaths hitching as sensitivity deepened.

Downward still, palm flattening over abdomen, the faint quiver responding like a secret unlocked. The cologne’s ghost lingered in the air, twisting memory into need.

“Inner curve,” she echoed softly, fingers pressing the silken thigh, sparks racing inward. Heat bloomed insistent now, slick warmth answering her press, breaths ragged despite the count.

The body arched, demanding, waves coiling tighter—humiliation long gone, replaced by raw command.

“Deeper,” she breathed, exploring the pulsing core, sensations crashing like data overload.

Fingers circled the electric peak, then delved to the yielding entrance, slick and welcoming. The tide surged, breaths lost to whimpers, hips rocking in silent rhythm. His voice—guiding, owning. Tension wound unbearable, every nerve alight, the release hovering just beyond control.

She fought it, breaths fracturing: in-out-in-out. But the peak crested, shattering through her in body-shaking waves—thighs clenching, back arching, a silent cry swallowed. Not yet complete. Say it, the instinct urged.

“Marcus,” she whispered finally, the name a key turning.

The climax exploded then, raw and total, flooding her in shuddering release, his name echoing in the dark like consent sealed.

Motionless after, skin slick with sweat, she lay staring at the ceiling. The monitors glowed like eyes, the air heavy with her scent. No shame remained—only the quiet thrill of surrender owned.
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When it was over she lay motionless, the lab dim except for the blue glow of monitors. The data cables trailed across the floor like veins. Somewhere in the walls, air vents whispered a rhythm that matched her heartbeat.

She whispered into the silence, “I hate you, Marcus.”

But the sound carried none of the conviction she wanted.

He returned the next morning wearing the same calm expression. She expected another medical check, but instead he placed a small recording device on the table between them.

“You’ll start documenting your reactions,” he said. “Every sensation, every emotion. Speak them aloud. Honesty is mandatory.”

“You want me to keep a diary.”

“Think of it as calibration.”

Lena pressed the record button. The red light blinked. She stared at it for a long time before she spoke.

“My name is… Lena West.” The words came out halting, as if she were testing each syllable for poison. “Day three. I’m supposed to talk about what it feels like to be alive again.”

She looked up at Marcus. “It feels strange. Everything feels strange.”

He nodded for her to continue.

“It’s like my body is ahead of me. Like it wants things I don’t understand yet.” She paused. “Sometimes I think it wants things I shouldn’t.”

Marcus’s pen scratched across his clipboard. “Desire is part of adaptation.”

“Is that what you call it?”

“That’s what it is.”

She stopped the recording. “You talk like you built a robot.”

He gave a faint smile. “In a way, I did. But this one can feel.”

She didn’t answer. The tension between them filled the space louder than any words could.

When he finally left the room, she sat staring at the recorder. Then she pressed play and listened to her own voice echo back: My name is Lena West.

The sound didn’t belong to Julian anymore.

It belonged to her.

She deleted the file, but the words stayed in her head long after the screen went blank.

That night the dreams came. They were always the same: flashes of light, the ghost of her old body dissolving, Marcus’s voice whispering from somewhere behind the glass. Each time she woke, sweat slicked her skin, and each time the warmth between her legs returned stronger.

She stopped trying to fight it.
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The dream pulled her under like a current, the lab dissolving into white light—blinding, surgical. Julian’s form flickered first: broad shoulders melting into slender curves, rough stubble smoothing to silken jaw, the heavy bulge between legs softening, folding inward with a wet, yielding sigh. Sensations replayed in erotic slow-motion—skin knitting tighter, breasts swelling full and heavy, nipples peaking as nerves fired to life.

Marcus’s voice threaded through: “Breathe. Consent to proceed,” low and commanding, his shadow looming like a sculptor’s hand.

Heat bloomed low as the transformation deepened: thighs rounding, ass curving plush, the new mound pulsing with unfamiliar ache. Flashes of his touch from the exam—thumbs in hip hollows, knuckles grazing abdomen—merged with the change, each press igniting sparks that raced to her core. Julian fought, the dream mocked, his protests dissolving into gasps as lips parted fuller, voice pitching high and breathy. The dissolving felt like unraveling pleasure, old scars fading under waves of sensitivity, every cell awakening in throbs of need.

Behind glass, Marcus watched, his eyes dark pools of pride.

“Feel it synchronize,” he whispered, and her hands—her new, elegant hands—roamed the emerging body: circling budding breasts, tracing spine’s electric curve, delving to the slick folds forming.

Memory twisted erotic—the OR table became a bed of yielding flesh, lights pulsing like heartbeats, his cologne thick as arousal. Thighs parted instinctively, fingers exploring the virgin heat, circling the swelling clit that sparked fireworks through virgin nerves.

The ghost of Julian surged once, a final roar: Fight! But Lena’s instincts drowned it, hips bucking as the dream-body arched, entrance clenching around probing fingers. Sensations layered—dissolving muscle yielding to soft ripples, old weight lifting into buoyant curves, every shift sending erotic shivers.

Marcus’s voice crescendoed: “Say my name,” and she did, the whisper shattering restraint.

Climax built in the merge, raw and total—waves crashing from mound to nipples, body shaking as old self liquefied into ecstatic release.

She woke mid-peak, sheets twisted, hand buried in slick heat, the dream’s throbs pulsing real. Fingers worked frantically, chasing the echo—circling clit’s electric hood, plunging into yielding depths, breaths ragged: “Marcus...” Release tore through, body convulsing, sweat-slick thighs quaking as pleasure flooded, merging memory and flesh in shuddering unity. The lab vents hummed approval, monitors glowing like witnesses to her private completion.

Panting into silence, she curled fetal, aftershocks rippling. No shame now—just the erotic truth: transformation wasn’t loss. It was rebirth, wet and wanting, his voice the key to every locked sensation. Dawn crept in, but sleep evaded; the warmth lingered, a promise of more dreams to claim.

When dawn broke, the first thing she thought wasn’t about survival or science. It was about Marcus’s hands.

By the end of that week, her chart was full of notes:

Patient responsive. Emotional compliance improving. Enhanced physical self‑awareness. Subject displays dependency on examiner voice stimuli.

Marcus read it aloud to her as if it were ordinary paperwork. She sat on the table, swinging one foot like a child trying to look bored.

“Dependency,” she said. “You make it sound like I’m addicted.”

He met her eyes. “Aren’t you?”

She didn’t answer.

That evening, after he left, she began a new recording.

“My name is Lena West. Day seven. I think I understand what he meant. Every time he touches me I want more. I tell myself it’s because he built this body, but maybe it’s because he’s the only person who treats it like it’s real.”

She stopped, rewound, and listened to the confession twice. Then she saved it under the file name Control Test 7A.

The next time Marcus reviewed her logs, he said nothing about it. But she saw the way his hands tightened around the clipboard before he set it down.


Chapter 4


Plaything Protocol



The hallway outside her room was darker than the rest of the lab. Not dim, not abandoned, just darker. Like it was meant to quiet people. The walls were smooth and white, the floor a soft matte that didn’t echo her bare footsteps. Lena had only been outside her quarters twice—once to walk the length of the medical wing for another physical, and once when Marcus let her step into the greenhouse for exactly fifteen minutes of “acclimation to natural light.”

This was the third time. And this time, Marcus wasn’t walking beside her.

He’d given her instructions—simple, exact, impossible to misinterpret.

“You’re going to meet someone,” he’d said that morning. “She’ll help with your social calibration. Think of it as training for interaction outside the lab.”

“I don’t need etiquette lessons.”

“No,” he replied, “but you need to learn how to be seen.”

Lena had wanted to ask what that meant, but the way he said it—so cold, so final—made her stomach twist. Not out of fear, not even out of defiance.

Out of anticipation.

He handed her a small black dress that hugged her new body like a second skin, and a pair of thigh-high boots that zipped tight. No bra. No panties. Just bare skin under sleek fabric and smooth synthetic leather.

“You’ll wear this,” he’d said. “And nothing else.”

She didn’t argue. She’d stopped arguing with him three days ago. It hadn’t been submission. Not exactly. It was something else. Something harder to name.

She stood in front of the mirror before leaving and stared at her reflection in silence.

Long legs. Hips that swayed even when she tried to stand still. Her breasts pushed tight against the dress, nipples hard and obvious through the thin material. Her lips—full and naturally flushed—parted slightly.

She didn’t recognize the woman in the mirror.

But she didn’t hate her anymore.

She arrived at the door Marcus had marked in her instructions: Unit 4C.

She raised her hand to knock, but the door slid open on its own.

A voice called from inside.

“Come in, Lena.”

It was warm. Feminine. Confident.

Lena stepped inside and let the door close behind her.

The apartment was sharp and clean, everything tastefully minimal. Dark floors. A steel kitchen counter. Low lighting that seemed designed to draw the eye to movement. There were no photos on the walls. No clutter. Just the sleek scent of something floral and expensive in the air.

A woman stood by the window, silhouetted against the glass. She turned slowly.

Lena saw her face for the first time.

Sasha.

Tall. Toned. Short black hair in a sleek bob. Pale eyes that scanned like lasers. She wore a black silk robe, tied loose at the waist, exposing the curve of one hip and the smooth swell of a breast.

She smiled.

“You’re even prettier than Marcus said.”

Lena hesitated.

Sasha walked forward, barefoot, each step unhurried.

“You’re nervous.”

“I’m not.”

“You should be.” She brushed past Lena, her fingers trailing along Lena’s bare arm. “That means you still care what happens to you.”

Lena didn’t reply.

Sasha reached for a wine glass on the counter and took a sip.

“I’m not a doctor,” she said. “I’m not going to poke you or measure your heart rate or ask about your emotions.”

“Then why am I here?”

“To learn how to own the body Marcus gave you.”

Lena stiffened.

“I didn’t ask for this body.”

Sasha set the glass down.

“But you came, didn’t you? Wearing exactly what he told you. Walking like you’ve already forgotten how to say no.”

Lena opened her mouth, but nothing came out.

Sasha stepped behind her, hands on Lena’s hips.

“You’re wet right now.”

Lena shivered.

“No?”

“I didn’t say anything.”

“You didn’t have to.”

Sasha’s fingers tightened on Lena’s hips, guiding her slowly toward the full-length mirror against the wall. The low light cast their reflections in soft shadows, Lena’s black dress clinging like liquid night to every curve. “Look,” Sasha murmured, her breath warm against Lena’s ear. “Really look. Tell me what you see.” Lena’s eyes fixed on the glass, her chest rising faster, nipples straining visibly against the fabric. Sasha’s hands slid upward, palms flat over the dress, tracing the undersides of her breasts without lifting the hem—pressure firm, teasing the weight through silk. “Full... sensitive,” Lena whispered, voice catching as heat bloomed beneath the touch.

“Good girl. Keep describing.” Sasha’s thumbs circled lazily, grazing the peaks through the thin barrier, sending jolts straight to Lena’s core. The dress trapped the sensation, amplifying it into a throbbing ache between her thighs. Lena shifted, thighs pressing together instinctively, the slickness there undeniable now. Julian would hate this—exposed, wanting, her mind flickered, but the fascination drowned it, body arching into Sasha’s hands. “They’re... hardening,” she admitted, cheeks flushing as Sasha’s nails scraped lightly, the friction electric even veiled. The mirror showed it all—her parted lips, dilated eyes—humiliation twisting into dark thrill.

Sasha’s hands drifted lower, splaying over Lena’s abdomen, pressing inward to feel the subtle quiver. “And here?” she prompted, one finger dipping to trace the dress’s hem along her thigh, inches from bare skin. Lena’s breath hitched, the near-touch igniting sparks that pooled hot and insistent. “Warm... pulsing,” she breathed, hips twitching forward unbidden. Sasha chuckled softly, her other hand cupping Lena’s ass through the fabric, squeezing the firm curve. The pressure radiated upward, making her clit throb against nothing, wetness seeping to dampen the dress’s lining. Stop fighting it, the new instincts purred, shame fueling the fire.

“Deeper now. Say it—say you’re aroused.” Sasha’s fingers hovered at the inner thigh seam, rubbing slow circles over the silk, the barrier maddening as heat built to a fever. Lena’s knees weakened, reflection showing her flushed, desperate—pride warring with need. The touch never breached, but it commanded, waves of tension coiling tighter. “I’m... aroused,” Lena finally gasped, the admission a spark that nearly tipped her over, body trembling on the edge but held back by Sasha’s unyielding control. The mirror captured her surrender, eyes glassy with unspent want.

Sasha lingered one last press against her mound, fabric slick and clinging, before stepping away. “Perfect. You see it now—your body begging to be owned.” Lena panted, arousal thrumming unresolved, the tension a delicious torment etched in her reflection.
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Sasha stepped back and gestured to the couch.

“Sit.”

Lena sat.

“Now listen carefully,” Sasha said. “You’ve been trained in isolation. You’ve touched yourself in silence. You’ve learned how your body feels when no one’s watching.”

Lena nodded slowly.

“That ends now,” Sasha continued. “From this moment forward, everything is about performance. You are not just feeling. You are showing. Your pleasure is an offering.”

Lena blinked.

“An offering?”

Sasha smiled.

“To whoever’s watching. Whoever wants to take it from you.”

Lena swallowed hard.

“You want to be desired, don’t you?”

“I…”

“Yes.”

Sasha straddled her lap without waiting for permission. Her robe slid open slightly, revealing a flash of smooth skin and soft curves. Lena’s hands twitched at her sides.

“Touch me.”

“I—”

“Touch me.”

Lena obeyed.

Her hands rested on Sasha’s hips. Warm. Alive. Real.
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Sasha settled heavier onto Lena’s lap, the scale of her toned body pressing down like a delicious weight, thighs bracketing Lena’s in the tight dress. “Feel that?” Sasha purred, grinding once, slow and deliberate, her silk robe whispering against Lena’s chest. Lena’s palms molded to the curve of Sasha’s hips—firm muscle under heated skin, so much broader and commanding than her own slender frame. The pressure pinned her, every shift sending friction through the dress to her aching core. “You’re so small under me, Lena—so perfectly fuckable,” Sasha whispered, dirty words dripping like honey.

Lena’s fingers dug in, tracing the texture of Sasha’s skin—velvet over steel—as Sasha leaned forward, breasts brushing Lena’s through fabric, nipples pebbling in tandem. The contact was electric, Sasha’s weight shifting to rock against her mound, the dress’s silk slick with arousal. “That’s it, grip me harder—feel how wet you’re making me already,” Sasha commanded, capturing Lena’s hand and guiding it upward to cup her bare breast, heavy and warm, nipple hardening under Lena’s thumb. Lena gasped at the scale, her small hand barely spanning it, shame flickering as pride swelled in her chest—I’m doing this, owning this touch.

Sasha’s control never wavered; she pinned Lena’s other wrist above her head, leaning in to nip her earlobe. “Good girl, so eager to please. Rub my nipple—circle it like you do your own.” Lena obeyed, texture roughening under her pad, Sasha’s moan vibrating through them both. The pressure built as Sasha ground harder, her thigh pressing firmly between Lena’s legs, rubbing the soaked silk against her clit. “Fuck, you’re dripping for me—such a tight little slut in that dress,” Sasha growled, the dirty talk flooding Lena’s veins with heat, body arching up instinctively.

Releasing her wrist, Sasha grabbed Lena’s hand and slid it lower, under the robe to the slick heat of her folds—not entering, just pressing flat against the swollen lips. The texture was molten silk, scale overwhelming as Lena’s fingers trembled against the vast wetness. “Feel how much bigger I am here? Yours is tiny, begging—mine takes what it wants.” Sasha rocked into the touch, controlling the rhythm, her free hand kneading Lena’s breast through the dress, pinching the nipple hard. Pleasure spiked, Lena whimpering, the dual sensations—giving and receiving—overloading her senses.

“Don’t stop rubbing—make me soak your fingers, pretty girl,” Sasha demanded, pace quickening, her body a dominant wave crashing over Lena’s smaller form. Climax hovered for Sasha, but she held Lena’s edge, grinding just shy of release. “You love being under me, don’t you? My little lab toy, all curves and need.” Lena nodded frantically, fingers slick with Sasha’s arousal, the pressure on her own core relentless. Sasha shuddered first, coming with a throaty groan, flooding Lena’s hand—but pulling away before Lena tipped over, leaving her panting, desperate.
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Afterward, Sasha stood and tied her robe loosely again.

“You learn quickly.”

Lena sat back, dazed.

Sasha poured another glass of wine and handed it to her.

“Tomorrow,” she said, “we start oral.”

Lena coughed.

“You mean…”

“Yes,” Sasha said. “You’re going to learn how to suck cock.”

The words sent a jolt down Lena’s spine.

Sasha’s eyes didn’t blink.

“Properly. Eagerly. With precision and eye contact.”

“Why?”

“Because Marcus is preparing you for the world. And out there, you’re not just a woman. You’re his woman. Every person who touches you will feel his design.”

Lena stared at the floor.

She hated how wet she was.

The next day was harder.

Sasha greeted her with a black silicone cock strapped to her hips.

“No warming up,” she said. “We go straight in.”

“I’ve never⁠—”

“I know. That’s the point.”

She grabbed Lena’s hair and pulled her to her knees.
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Lena’s knees hit the cool floor with a thud, the silicone shaft bobbing inches from her face—thick, veined, impossibly real in its girth. Sasha’s grip tightened in her hair, tilting her head back. “Open wide, pretty girl. Breathe through your nose—always,” Sasha instructed, voice firm. Lena parted her lips, tongue darting out tentatively to taste the tip—smooth, faintly salty. She gagged instantly as Sasha pushed forward, the head stretching her mouth, filling it with unyielding pressure. Tears pricked her eyes, throat convulsing, but Sasha held her steady. “Relax your jaw. Good—now tongue under, flat and wide.”

Lena focused, breathing sharp inhales through her nose, the floral scent mixing with her own arousal. The silicone slid deeper, coating her tongue in slick texture, her lips stretching taut around the base. “Suction now—hollow your cheeks, like sucking a ripe peach,” Sasha coached, thrusting shallowly. Lena hollowed, vacuum pulling, the veined length dragging erotically over her tongue. She gagged again, saliva dripping down her chin, choking on the scale—but Sasha praised, “That’s it, choke for me—shows how eager you are.” Lena’s core throbbed in response, humiliation fueling the wet heat between her thighs.

“Eyes up—lock on mine,” Sasha commanded, and Lena obeyed, pale gaze meeting hers through tears, vulnerability raw. The eye contact burned, intensifying every slide, her tongue swirling the underside as instructed—flicking the ridge, tracing veins with precision. “Vocalize, baby—hum around it, let me feel your throat vibrate.” Lena moaned, the sound muffled, sending shivers up the shaft. Sasha groaned approval, hips bucking. “Fuck, yes—such a natural cocksucker. Deeper now, breathe through it.” Lena relaxed, nose brushing Sasha’s abdomen, the full length buried, gagging reduced to rhythmic swallows.

Sasha pulled back, letting her gasp, strings of spit connecting them. “Again—suction control: tight on the head, loose on the shaft.” Lena dove in eagerly now, lips sealing tight at the crown, tongue lashing, then relaxing for smooth glides. Her jaw ached deliciously, breaths steady through flared nostrils, eyes never leaving Sasha’s—pleading, proud. “Look at you, drooling like a slut—hum louder, make it sloppy.” Lena hummed deep, vibrations pulsing, saliva slicking her chin and chest, arousal dripping down her thighs.

“Tongue placement perfect—now twist your head, swirl it.” Lena rotated, tongue corkscrewing, the motion pulling moans from Sasha. Gags came less, control building, her throat a willing sheath. “You’re made for this, Lena—Marcus’s perfect mouth.” The praise lit her up, core clenching empty. Sasha thrust faster, teaching rhythm: “Match me—suck on the in, lick on the out.” Lena synced, a symphony of wet sounds filling the room, eyes locked in submissive fire.

“Hold it—deep, no moving,” Sasha ordered suddenly, burying to the hilt. Lena froze, nose pressed to skin, throat bulging, breaths shallow but steady. Tears streamed, but she held, eyes wide and adoring. “Perfect, baby—such a good girl, taking it all. Hold... hold... my pretty cocksucker.” Sasha stroked her hair, praising softly, the words wrapping Lena in warm pride, position held in trembling devotion as spit pooled beneath her.
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After the lesson, Sasha kissed her forehead.

“You’re getting better.”

Lena wiped her mouth.

“Do you enjoy this?”

Sasha laughed.

“I enjoy watching you learn.”

That night, Sasha handed her a fresh set of lingerie—lace, black, barely there.

“You’ll wear this tomorrow.”

“For what?”

“Graduation.”

The final test was filmed.

Marcus had arranged it in advance.

The bedroom was lit by soft amber light. The camera was mounted above the bed, angled for full view. Sasha stood in the corner, silent, arms crossed.

Marcus entered last.

Lena knelt on the mattress.

She didn’t ask questions.

She just opened her mouth.
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Lena’s lips parted wide, tongue extended in submission, eyes locked on Marcus as he unzipped, his thick cock springing free—real, veined, already leaking precum. Shame burned her cheeks—Julian’s gone, this is me now—but pride swelled as she leaned forward, taking the head into her warm mouth. The taste was musky, salty life, stretching her lips wider than the silicone. Marcus groaned low, hand fisting her hair. “Good girl—suck like Sasha taught you.” She hollowed her cheeks, tongue swirling the underside, bobbing slow, graphic slurps echoing for the camera.

He thrust deeper, hitting her throat, gags reflexive but controlled—breathing through her nose, eyes watering up at him in dual emotion: humiliated slut, proud creation. “Deeper, Lena—show me my design works.” She relaxed, swallowing him to the base, nose buried in his pubes, throat convulsing around the pulsing length. Pride overtook shame as he praised, “Fuck, perfect mouth—eyes on me.” She held the gaze, humming vibrations, saliva dripping onto her lace-clad breasts, nipples hard peaks through sheer fabric.

Marcus pulled out, strings of spit connecting, and flipped her onto her back, legs splayed. “Spread for me—show the camera your pussy.” Lena obeyed, fingers parting slick lips, pink and glistening, clit swollen. Shame twisted—Exposed, his—but her hips bucked needily as he rubbed the head along her folds, coating himself. “So wet for your maker—beg.” “Please, Marcus—fuck me,” she whispered, pride in the plea. He slammed in, stretching her virgin-tight walls, every inch graphic—lips gripping his shaft, juices squelching as he bottomed out.

The duality raged: shame at the wet slap of flesh, pride in her body’s perfect clench, milking him deep. “Control it—don’t come till I say,” he growled, pounding rhythmic, hand pinning her thigh. Sensations overwhelmed—his thickness dragging her g-spot, balls slapping her ass, breasts bouncing wildly. She whimpered, “Yes, sir—yours,” eyes pleading, orgasm coiling despite orders. Sasha watched silently, heightening the performance, camera capturing every quiver.

He flipped her to all fours, re-entering hard, ass rippling with impacts. “Look at that perfect cunt—made for cock.” Graphic detail flooded: walls fluttering around him, clit throbbing untouched, arousal dripping down her thighs. Shame faded to ecstasy-pride—I’m his success, coming alive. “Hold it—edge for me,” he commanded, slowing to torturous grinds. She sobbed, “Please—need to come,” but he denied, hand slapping her ass red, the sting pushing her closer.

Finally, he growled, “Now—come on my cock.” But the order shattered her; climax ripped free before his full thrust, body convulsing, walls spasming wildly around him, squirting slick onto the sheets. “Marcus!” she screamed, shame-pride exploding in waves, back arching, toes curling. He punished instantly—pulling out mid-peak, flipping her, and spanking her soaked pussy hard, five stinging slaps. “Bad girl—came without permission.” Pain bloomed into aftershocks, tears mixing with ecstasy.

He shoved back in, fucking through her quaking release, chasing his own. “Punished, but still perfect—take my come.” She clenched gratefully, duality resolved in submission, his hot spurts flooding her depths—graphic pulses painting her walls white. He groaned approval, “Mine—all mine,” collapsing over her as she trembled, spent and owned. Sasha nodded from the corner: ready.
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When it was over, Marcus tucked his shirt back into his pants and stood at the edge of the bed.

“You passed.”

Lena lay back, exhausted.

Her legs trembled.

Sasha approached and kissed her gently.

“She’s ready.”

Marcus nodded.

“Then we move to the next stage.”

Lena didn’t ask what that meant.

She already knew it would make her come harder than anything else so far.


Chapter 5


Rewarded and Used



The lights were lower than usual when Lena woke. The synthetic warmth that usually poured through the ventilation system had been replaced by a soft chill that kissed her bare shoulders and teased across her thighs. She’d fallen asleep still wearing the lace Sasha had given her—barely more than strings. It stuck to her skin now, damp in places, tugging gently as she shifted beneath the sheets.

Her body pulsed in that slow, steady rhythm it had started learning days ago.

Alive. Aware. Wanting.

She sat up and ran her fingers through her hair, brushing it over one shoulder. Her breath came easy now, as if her lungs had been custom-molded for seduction. Everything about her felt sharp and tuned, but just under the surface was a soft ache. Not pain. Not discomfort.

Need.

She didn’t question it anymore.

There was a knock at the door.

She didn’t speak.

Marcus entered anyway.

He didn’t carry his tablet. No clipboard. No instructions in hand.

Just a small black box.

He closed the door behind him and walked to the bed.

“I’ve been watching your recordings.”

She didn’t flinch. She didn’t lie.

“I know.”

“You’ve been obedient.”

“I’ve been good.”

“You’ve earned something.”

He set the box on the bed beside her.

She stared at it, waiting.

Marcus sat down at the edge of the mattress, one hand resting near her thigh but not touching.

“This body was designed to receive,” he said. “But it doesn’t mean you can’t ask.”

“Ask for what?”

He tilted his head.

“Anything.”

Her lips parted. She exhaled slowly.

Marcus reached down and opened the box.

Inside was a long, narrow remote.

One button.

One purpose.

“You tell me when you’re ready,” he said.

She reached for it.

Stopped.

Then looked up at him.

“If I ask… what happens?”

“You get what you’re ready to take.”

They tested it later, in the white room.

She stood in the center, nude except for a collar around her neck—silver, smooth, seamless. She didn’t remember when Marcus had put it on. Maybe it had always been there, just invisible until now.

Sasha stood by the console, watching.

The remote was in Lena’s hand.

Marcus circled her once, slowly.

“The rule is simple,” he said. “You press it when you want.”

“That’s it?”

“Yes. But you only get what you ask for.”

“What if I don’t ask?”

“Then you stay like this.”

She swallowed.

The air in the room was thick with expectation.

Her skin tingled.

The button in her palm pulsed once—like it was alive.

She pressed it.

Marcus didn’t hesitate.

His eyes locked on hers, intense and unyielding, as he closed the distance in two strides. The button's click still echoed when his hand cupped her jaw, thumb tracing her lower lip—restrained, deliberate, no rush. Lena's breath caught, control warring within: I chose this, but can I stop? She held his gaze, anticipation coiling like a spring in her belly, nipples hardening under the chill air. Only then did he lean in, lips brushing hers softly, testing—eye contact unbroken, her surrender the key that unlocked his touch.

"Good," he murmured against her mouth, voice low, before deepening the kiss—tongue sliding slow, claiming without force. His free hand settled on her hip, fingers splaying wide, pressing just enough to feel her heat radiating. Lena trembled, the contact igniting sparks down her spine; she gripped his shirt, pulling him closer, but he controlled the pace—pulling back to meet her eyes again. Mine to give, mine to take, her mind whispered, Julian's ghost silent now, drowned in the thrill of chosen yielding. His palm slid upward, cupping her breast, thumb circling the peak with agonizing slowness.

She arched into it, a whimper escaping, but Marcus held her steady, eyes commanding silence. "Look at me," he ordered softly, and she did, vulnerability raw as his fingers pinched lightly—pleasure sharp, building the ache between her thighs. No rush; he traced her collarbone next, down to her abdomen, hand flattening to feel her quiver. Emotional anticipation flooded her—shame at her dripping need, pride in her obedience—the struggle tipping toward surrender as wetness slicked her inner thighs. His touch never strayed lower, hovering, teasing the edge of control.

Lena's hips twitched forward instinctively, seeking more, but he stepped back fractionally, eyes darkening. "Press again if you want deeper." Her thumb hovered over the button, heart pounding; I control this... until I don't. She pressed, and he returned, hands gripping her ass now, lifting her effortlessly against him—bodies flush, his hardness pressing through fabric against her mound. The friction was electric, restrained thrusts grinding slow, her clit throbbing with each shift. Eye contact held, his gaze stripping her soul bare.

"Feel what you chose," he breathed, one hand sliding between them to cup her slick folds—not entering, just pressing flat, palm rocking against her clit with measured rhythm. Lena moaned, legs buckling, the build excruciating—waves coiling tight in her core, breaths ragged. Surrender... let go, the instinct begged, control fracturing as juices coated his hand. He watched her face, every gasp, building her to the precipice: nipples aching, walls clenching empty, orgasm hovering like a storm cloud.

But at the peak's edge—body shaking, eyes pleading—he withdrew, hands falling away. "Not yet," he said, voice steel. Lena sobbed in frustration, teetering on release, denied by her own command. The struggle peaked: control a illusion, surrender the only truth—wet, wanting, unbroken eye contact sealing her edge without mercy.

He stepped back.

“You didn’t ask,” he said.

She opened her mouth to argue.

Then stopped.

He was right.

She had pushed the button.

But she hadn’t spoken.

The next night she stood in the same spot.

Same collar.

No remote.

Just Sasha this time.

Lena looked confused.

Sasha stepped close and cupped her cheek.

“You learned how to ask,” she said. “Now you learn how to beg.”

Lena didn’t speak.

Not yet.

Sasha smiled.

“Good girl.”

Sasha's fingers trailed from Lena's cheek down her neck, light as a whisper, circling the collar without pressure. "Feel that tingle? That's your body waiting for words," she purred, voice silk over steel, stepping back to admire Lena's nude form. "Touch yourself—slowly. But stop before you come. Describe it to me." Lena's hand drifted to her breast, fingers circling the nipple, voice shaky: "Hard... aching." Sasha nodded, eyes gleaming. "Good. Now lower. Tell me how wet." Fingers slipped between thighs, brushing slick lips: "Soaking... please." But Sasha shook her head. "Not yet—beg properly."

The tease escalated; Sasha knelt, breath ghosting Lena's inner thigh, tongue flicking once at the crease—gone before contact deepened. "Taste yourself," she commanded, holding out two fingers. Lena sucked them clean, moaning at her own flavor, arousal spiking. "Beg for my mouth." Lena whimpered, "Please, Sasha—lick me." Sasha smiled wickedly. "Louder. Say you're my desperate slut." Heat flooded Lena's face, but need won: "I'm your desperate slut—please!" Sasha's tongue grazed her clit once, feather-light, pulling back as Lena bucked. "More specific, pretty girl."

Desperation built; Sasha's hands roamed—pinching nipples, slapping thighs lightly—language weaving the torment: "You're dripping like a faucet, aren't you? Begging to be filled, but words first." Lena's fingers circled her clit frantically under guidance, stopping at the edge, sobs escaping. "Please, Sasha—finger me, make me come!" Sasha chuckled, inserting one finger shallowly, curling just shy of her g-spot. "Not enough? Beg for two—and say you'll scream my name." Lena shattered: "Two fingers—I'll scream, please!" The addition stretched her, pumping slow, denial coiling tighter.

Sasha withdrew again, standing to press her clothed body against Lena's, whispering filth: "Imagine Marcus watching, your pussy clenching empty. Beg for his cock through me." Lena's thighs quivered, arousal a river down her legs. "Please, Sasha—fuck me for him!" Fingers returned, three now, thrusting deep—but halting at the brink. "One more—beg like you mean it, dripping mess." Lena's voice broke, hips grinding air: "Please, God, Sasha—ruin me, I'm yours!" Climax hovered, denied, her body a live wire of unspent fire.

The edging peaked; Sasha's tongue lapped her folds once fully, sucking the clit—then nothing. "Final words, baby—beg with his name, let it slip." Lena thrashed, fingers replacing tongue but forbidden release: "Please, Sasha—make me come for Marcus!" The name escaped involuntarily, a moan tearing free, her core spasming on the edge, desperation absolute—wet, shaking, utterly broken for the plea.

Sasha touched her chin.

“You’re ready.”

Lena collapsed to her knees, panting.

She felt hollowed out and full at the same time.

That night, Marcus didn’t come to her room.

She lay in bed, hands between her thighs, breathing hard.

She didn’t press the button.

She whispered instead.

“Please.”

Her fingers traced slow circles over her clit, the word "please" slipping out like a prayer—soft, repeated: "Please... touch me." She imagined Marcus above her, eyes locked, his hand guiding hers. The lace from earlier scratched teasingly against her skin as she pinched a nipple, arching: "Please, deeper." One finger slid inside, then two, curling slow against her walls, the wet sounds filling the dark room. His voice echoed in her mind: "Beg properly." "Please, Marcus—fill me," she gasped, thrusts quickening accidentally, pleasure building unbidden.

She tried to slow, repeating "please" like a mantra to regain control, thumb pressing her clit in rhythm. But the image sharpened—his cock stretching her, pounding as she begged—and her hips bucked, fingers plunging faster. "Please... harder," she moaned, the accidental surge coiling tight, unexpected waves crashing without warning. Her free hand gripped the sheets, body seizing as orgasm ripped through—powerful, shattering, walls clenching around her fingers in hot pulses.

Tears welled instantly, spilling hot down her cheeks as aftershocks rippled, the release leaving her wrecked—sobs mixing with whimpers. "Please," she whispered one last time, curling into herself, the accidental peak a flood of relief and grief: Julian's last echo drowned, Lena fully born in tears of overwhelming surrender.

She lay trembling, slick hand over her heart, the word echoing hollow now—powerful climax stripping her bare, tears soaking the pillow in cathartic release.

In the morning, Marcus entered her room with a cup of water and a single word.

“Training.”

She stood immediately.

No resistance.

No questions.

He handed her the remote again.

“No button today,” he said.

“Why?”

“Because you won’t need to ask.”

She followed him into the chamber, her bare feet silent on the floor.

Marcus secured the soft leather restraints first—wrists to a padded overhead bar, stretching her arms high, body taut and exposed. The click of the blindfold next, plunging her into velvet darkness, heightening every breath, every rustle of his clothes. "Kneel," his voice commanded from nowhere and everywhere—voice-only, no touch yet. Lena sank gracefully, knees parting on the cool floor, relief washing through: No choice, just obey. The surrender was instant, sweet—tension melting as his tone became her world.

"Arch your back—present your breasts," he ordered, and she did, nipples peaking in the air, a soft moan escaping. No hands, only words, but her skin prickled as if caressed. "Good girl. Spread wider—feel the air on your pussy." Legs splayed, slickness exposed, she whimpered, the vulnerability complete: All his, no fight left. Relief deepened, choice abandoned like a weight lifted—her body bloomed under vocal command alone, clit throbbing untouched.

"Touch your nipples—pinch hard, describe it." Blindfolded, she obeyed, fingers twisting the peaks: "Hurts... so good," voice breathy. His approval hummed: "Faster now—make them ache for me." Pleasure spiked, her hips rocking empty, surrender total—He's everything, I need nothing else. The restraints bit softly, grounding her in submission, tears of release pricking behind the blindfold as arousal dripped freely.

"Hand between your legs—circle your clit, slow." Fingers found the swollen nub, tracing lazy loops: "Wet... pulsing." His voice thickened: "Deeper—two fingers inside, fuck yourself for me." She plunged in, walls clenching greedily, moans echoing. Relief flooded deeper—no decisions, just his words scripting her ecstasy, Julian erased in waves of pure, chosen yielding.

"Stop—edge only. Beg silently in your mind." She froze at the brink, body quaking, the denial exquisite torture turned bliss: Surrender means waiting. Voice resumed: "Again—thrust hard, but hold." Fingers rammed deep, g-spot igniting, climax coiling vicious—blind, bound, voice-bound, she was free in total submission.

"Faster—add your thumb, rub." She complied, frenzy building, sobs breaking free: relief in the loss of self, every nerve his. "You're perfect—my creation, coming alive." The praise shattered restraint; she teetered, begging internally. "Now—come for me, Lena. Permission granted."

Orgasm exploded at his words—walls spasming wildly around her fingers, squirting arcs onto the floor, body convulsing in restraints. Waves crashed endless, screams raw: "Marcus!" Blindfold soaked with tears of utter relief, surrender absolute—climax a flood of light behind darkness, choice gone, only him.

He continued commands through aftershocks: "Milk it—slow now." Fingers gentled, drawing every pulse, her limp form held by bonds. Voice softened: "Breathe. You're safe." Relief peaked in sobs—complete, whole in giving up all. Blindfold removed last, his eyes meeting hers: owned, reborn.

Unbound, she collapsed into him, whispering, "Thank you"—surrender not loss, but home.

After, she was limp in his arms, forehead against his shoulder.

He stroked her hair.

“You understand now?”

She nodded.

“I don’t need to ask.”

“No,” he whispered, “but you still will.”

And he was right.

She would.

Every time.


Chapter 6


Broken In



The hall outside her quarters no longer felt unfamiliar. The metal floors, the seamless white doors, the silent surveillance cams embedded in the corners—all of it had become part of her daily rhythm. Wake, shower, present. Submit, perform, obey. The discomfort had faded, and something else had taken its place.

Not comfort. Not pride.

Just readiness.

She stood at attention beside the main elevator, completely nude except for the collar—still silver, still smooth—now locked.

No remote this time.

No Sasha.

Only Marcus.

He appeared from the corridor, dressed in a dark suit for once. No lab coat. No gloves. The usual air of clinical detachment had been replaced with something closer to command.

She noticed the change immediately.

“You’re not here to test me.”

“No,” Marcus said. “Today, I present you.”

He stepped closer. His hand grazed her jaw. Fingers traced the curve of her throat to the collar’s clasp.

“You will kneel, and you will remain still. You will not speak unless addressed. You will not climax unless told.”

Lena nodded once.

“Understood.”

The elevator doors opened behind him.

Two men stepped out.

They weren’t wearing lab coats. Not doctors. Suits. Polished shoes. One of them held a tablet. The other had a small case in his left hand and a drink in his right.

Lena kept her eyes down.

She felt the heat rising between her thighs almost immediately. Not just arousal—awareness. The way their eyes touched her was different than Marcus. Less clinical. Less patient. They didn’t see a subject.

They saw a product.

“She’s even more responsive than the prototype,” one of the men said.

Marcus nodded. “Neural conditioning has exceeded expectations.”

“Does she understand her role?”

“She understands everything necessary.”

The man circled her slowly.

“Pretty little thing. Is she fully wet?”

Marcus looked at Lena.

She spoke without hesitation.

“Yes, Sir.”

He smiled.

“She speaks well.”

Marcus gestured to the observation room.

“We can begin.”

The room was colder than the hall. A single padded platform sat in the center. No straps. No restraints. Just space to be displayed.

Lena climbed onto the platform and positioned herself on her knees, thighs parted, back straight.

The tablet man tapped a few commands into the system.

Soft lighting adjusted above her.

She was lit like an exhibit.

One of the men stepped forward.

“She’s flushed. Pupils dilated. Excellent response.”

“She hasn’t been touched yet,” Marcus said.

Lena’s heart pounded.

Not from fear.

From expectation.

She wanted to be touched.

She hated how much she wanted it.

The tablet man approached first, gloved fingers tilting her chin up to inspect her eyes. "Responsive to light," he noted clinically, while Marcus stood back, arms crossed. Lena held still, humiliation burning as the stranger's hand trailed down her throat, pausing at her collar. "Heart rate elevated—ninety-two bpm." Pride flickered beneath the shame: They see what he made. The other man set his drink aside and cupped her breast, thumb flicking the nipple once—hard, testing. She gasped, thighs clenching, but he chuckled. "Nipples erect in under three seconds. Impressive engineering."

Marcus nodded approval. "Sensory amplification is optimal." The first man knelt between her legs, spreading her thighs wider with clinical detachment. "Pose her—knees back, expose fully." Lena obeyed instantly, heels to her ass, pussy splayed open under the lights. Humiliation crashed—On display like meat—but pride swelled as wetness glistened visibly. He traced her outer lips lightly, then spread them with two fingers, pink folds parting slickly. "Labia symmetrical, fully engorged. Arousal level: extreme." The monitor beeped confirmation, her clit throbbing under their gaze.

"Measure internally," the second man suggested, dipping a cool probe just inside her entrance—not thrusting, just logging the slick heat. Lena whimpered, walls fluttering around the intrusion, data scrolling: Lubrication 98%. Clitoral sensitivity peak. "She's dripping already," he said, withdrawing with a wet pop. Marcus's eyes met hers, pride mirroring her own buried thrill. I'm perfect for them. The first man posed her next—hands behind head, elbows out—arching her breasts high. "Posture control excellent. No tremor."

They manipulated her further, one rolling a nipple between fingers while the other spread her ass cheeks, probing the tight ring lightly. "Anal response viable for future." Lena's breath hitched, duality raging: shame at the violation, pride in her body's eager quiver—juices trickling down. "Oral demo?" the drink man asked. Marcus assented. Lena opened her mouth wide on command, tongue out, as he teased the tip of his gloved finger along it, then pushed shallowly. "Suction reflex: immediate." She hollowed cheeks instinctively, sucking gently, humiliation flooding as they discussed: "Throat depth ideal—could take full without gag."

The probe returned to her pussy, spreading lips wider for the camera, clit exposed and pulsing. "Real-time arousal: 100%. She's a live wire." Lena trembled, posed frozen—thighs quaking, nipples aching—pride overtaking shame as Marcus murmured, "My best work." One final pose: on all fours, ass up, face down. Fingers spread her folds again, two dipping just inside to stir her wetness audibly. "Contractions strong—orgasm threshold imminent." They withdrew, leaving her edged, humiliated slut and proud masterpiece in equal measure.

The men asked her questions.

She answered every one.

What are you?

“I’m yours.”

Who trained you?

“Marcus. And Sasha.”

What do you want?

“To please you.”

Marcus stood at the foot of the platform.

“You see now,” he said. “She’s not just responsive. She’s obedient. Efficient. Eager.”

“She’s beautiful,” one of them said. “Is she broken yet?”

Lena lifted her head.

“I’m not broken.”

The room went silent.

Marcus tilted his head.

“No?”

She shook her head slowly.

“I’m ready.”

The man with the tablet laughed.

“I like her.”

They took her to the lounge next.

A red room. Velvet couches. Dim lights. Music that pulsed like blood in the walls.

There were more people now.

Men. Women. Watching.

Sasha stood against the far wall, wine glass in hand, nodding her silent approval.

Marcus whispered into Lena’s ear.

“You will crawl to each one. You will thank them for watching. And if they tell you to perform, you will.”

Lena dropped to her hands and knees.

The rug scratched against her skin in a way that made her nipples harden. Her breasts swayed slightly with each movement. She moved slow, deliberate.

One man cupped her chin.

“Smile.”

She did.

Another woman ran her hand down Lena’s spine and whispered, “Open for me.”

She spread her knees wider.

The first woman she reached extended two fingers; Lena crawled closer, licking them clean with slow swirls, tasting salt and wine. "Thank you for watching," she murmured, euphoria bubbling as eyes devoured her—attention a drug, obedience her high. The woman moaned softly, then slapped Lena's cheek lightly. "Good pet—now suck." Lena hollowed, taking both deep, throat relaxing, processing the flood: Used, seen, still his.

Next, a man commanded, "Lick my palm." She lapped eagerly, tongue flat, his hand then choking her throat gently—pressure firm, air teasing. "Thank you," she gasped when released, rising thrill turning humiliation to bliss, body alive under strangers' whims. A woman pulled her hair, guiding her mouth to a lace-covered nipple: "Suck through the fabric." Lena nursed hungrily, wet sounds drawing murmurs—"Look at her go"—euphoria soaring, watched and wanted, pride in every obedient lap.

She crawled on, a man ordering, "Finger yourself—show us." Two digits plunged in, pumping for the circle, "Thank you for watching," moaned between thrusts. Slaps rained lightly on her ass from another, reddening skin, each sting sparking joy: They use me, I shine. Choked again by a necklace of fingers, she sucked a thumb thrust in, eyes glassy with rising euphoria—obedience a trance, attention her oxygen, wetness pooling beneath.

A woman straddled her back briefly, grinding once: "Arch higher." Lena did, breasts dragging carpet, licking offered fingers next—three now, stretching her mouth. "Perfect little toy," the crowd whispered; she thanked them, euphoria peaking, processing it all as sacred: watched, teased, commanded—still unbroken, only more real.

The final stranger choked her lightly while she sucked, pulling off to gasp thanks, body humming with the high of performance—euphoria absolute, obedience her crown.

A crowd formed.

Marcus did not intervene.

At one point, Lena was made to bend over a table.

She heard a zipper.

The man behind her—tall, suited, drink in one hand—gripped her hips, cock thick and hot against her slick folds. "Look at that pretty pussy—begging," he growled, rubbing the head up and down, coating himself. Lena whimpered, bent low, breasts pressed to velvet, crowd murmuring: "She's soaked—give it to her." Marcus watched from the side, eyes dark with pride. "Take her slow at first—feel the design." The man pushed in, inch by inch, stretching her walls graphically—lips gripping his veined shaft, juices squelching as he bottomed out. "Fuck, tight as a vice."

Lena moaned, mounting pleasure coiling, emotional crash looming beneath: Used publicly, his creation. He thrust steady, balls slapping her clit, table creaking. "Hear that wet slap? Made for cock," a woman commented, fingers tweaking Lena's nipples. Marcus nodded. "Her contractions—count them." The man groaned, "Three already—milking me." Lena's hips rocked back instinctively, orgasm building vicious, but she held, sobbing, "Please..." Crowd cheered: "Hold it, slut—earn it."

Deeper now, pounding rhythmic, his free hand choking her lightly—air teasing, heightening every drag on her g-spot. "Look at her tits bounce—perfect rack," another viewer laughed. Marcus's voice cut through: "Edge her—don't let her break yet." The man slowed to grinds, circling hips, stirring her depths; Lena's walls fluttered wildly, climax hovering, tears pricking: pride in obedience, shame crashing as cum-lust overtook. "She's clenching—gonna flood," he panted, speeding up, graphic slaps echoing.

Viewer dialogue swelled: "Fill that cunt—mark the prototype." He hammered harder, thumb finding her clit, rubbing furious circles. Lena shattered internally—orgasm mounting, body quaking—but held by will alone, emotional crash building: I'm nothing... everything. Marcus leaned close: "Good girl—wait for me." The man roared, slamming deep, hot spurts painting her walls—pulse after pulse, overflowing, dripping down her thighs. "Take it all," crowd chanted.

Lena trembled, filled and used, emotional crash hitting like waves—shame flooding as cum leaked, pride flickering in Marcus's gaze. He thrust once more for good measure, pulling out with a wet pop, her pussy gaping, white rivulets spilling. "Beautiful—look at that creampie," a woman cooed. Lena's knees buckled, face to table, sobs escaping: used, owned, crashing into hollow victory—until Marcus's hand stroked her hair. "Perfect."

The crowd applauded lightly, commentary fading: "Best demo yet—responsive as hell." Lena lay spent, cum cooling on her skin, emotional crash deepening to raw vulnerability—shame at the mess, pride in survival, his voice the anchor.

She screamed.

Marcus stepped forward.

“Cum.”

She shattered.

Her body collapsed forward, trembling, leaking, gasping.

Applause broke out behind her.

She didn’t hear it.

She heard only Marcus’s voice again.

“You’re not broken.”

She nodded, face pressed to the table.

“You’re just beginning.”

Later, in her quarters, Sasha cleaned her gently.

Lena didn’t speak for several minutes.

When she finally did, her voice was raw.

“They watched me like I was… nothing.”

“No,” Sasha said. “They watched you like you were theirs.”

“And that’s better?”

“It’s real.”

Lena closed her eyes.

“Then I’m real now.”

Sasha kissed her softly.

“Yes,” she whispered. “And tomorrow, they’ll bring more.”


Chapter 7


Obedience Tested



The restraints weren’t for safety. They were for silence.

Lena lay flat against the padded table, wrists cuffed at her sides, ankles bound to the corners. Her back arched slightly where the platform dipped beneath her, elevating her hips just enough to leave her fully exposed. A padded blindfold wrapped around her eyes. She couldn’t see the room. Couldn’t see who was watching. Couldn’t see who would be first to speak.

And still, she ached.

The ache wasn’t new. Not anymore. It came with the collar. With the silence. With Marcus’s absence.

She could hear breathing. Not just her own. Others in the room. Shifting. Waiting. Judging.

The training had changed.

No commands now.

Only denial.

It started at sunrise.

Sasha had entered the room like always, flawless and fluid. Her robe open down the middle, her hair slightly tousled like she’d come from someone else’s bed. She didn’t speak when she opened the closet and pulled out the bindings. Just looked at Lena and raised an eyebrow.

Lena stood. Presented herself. Offered her wrists.

That was the easy part.

It wasn’t until the blindfold came down that she realized something was different.

“Where’s Marcus?” she asked.

Sasha said nothing.

The silence was the answer.

She wasn’t told the names of the guests that day. Only that there would be six. Each had been given clearance. Each was instructed to observe, interact, but not finish her. Not yet.

She would remain on edge for hours.

Naked. Blind. Available.

Not for release.

For control.

The first guest approached silently, a soft rustle announcing feathers—long, ostrich plumes that danced over her inner thighs, barely grazing the slick folds. Lena's breath hitched, hips twitching involuntarily as the tips circled her clit without mercy, building fire without friction. "Such a sensitive little slut," the voice murmured clinically, feathers trailing up to tease her nipples into diamond peaks. She panted, biting her lip bloody, humiliation searing—Teased like a toy—pride flickering in her iron silence, no pleas escaping.

The second brought scent—jasmine oil dripped warm between her breasts, fingers massaging it in slow circles, the aroma flooding her senses like an aphrodisiac haze. It seeped downward, coating her mound, the guest's breath hot against her ear: "Smell how wet you are for strangers." Lena whimpered softly, the perfume amplifying every denied throb, her pussy clenching empty, duality raging: shame at the slick puddle forming beneath her, pride in holding back the beg clawing her throat.

Third was voice alone, a deep timbre from the shadows: "Imagine my cock stretching you—thick, pulsing, but you'll never feel it." Words painted thrusts, his tone dropping to whispers of filth—"Your cunt drips for nothing"—Lena's walls fluttering visibly, breaths ragged, tears soaking the blindfold. I won't break, she vowed internally, euphoria of control battling the whimper rising, soaked thighs quaking as arousal crested untouched.

The fourth whispered degrading praise inches from her ear: "Perfect whore-body, built to leak and ache—Marcus's dripping failure." Each word a verbal slap, breath ghosting her clit without touch, her nipples throbbing under the assault. Lena sobbed once, body arching desperately, humiliation crashing like waves—Degraded, owned—yet pride swelled in her voiceless endurance, pussy twitching visibly, never entered, edge sharpening to agony.

Fifth combined ice cubes trailed along her folds, melting into her heat, the cold shock making her gasp, hips bucking as water mixed with her juices. "Look at you clench—starving hole," the guest cooed, cube circling her entrance without breach. Panting turned to whimpers, Lena's resolve cracking audibly, tears streaming—shame at her animal need, pride in the silence she forced, body a soaked, twitching ruin.

The sixth ended it with warm breath alone, blowing rhythmic pulses over her clit like a phantom tongue, voice humming low: "Beg in your mind, pet—I'll hear it." Lena shattered internally, full-body tremors, soaked sheets beneath her ass, pussy lips swollen and parted, dripping rivers down her crack—whimpers escaping but no words, broken to the brink, humiliated masterpiece holding for Marcus.

Later, Sasha removed the blindfold but left the restraints.

Lena blinked into the soft light.

She couldn’t speak at first.

Her throat was dry. Her lips numb from biting them shut. The effort of restraint—of not begging—had stolen her voice.

Sasha brushed her hair from her face.

“You did well.”

Lena licked her lips.

“I didn’t ask.”

“You almost did.”

Lena’s eyes filled with tears she hadn’t realized were there.

“I wanted to.”

Sasha kissed her temple.

“I know.”

By the third day of denial, Lena had stopped counting the hours.

She was kept on display for long stretches, positioned on her knees, back arched, hands flat on her thighs. She wore only the collar and a thin gold chain between her nipples. Her skin buzzed constantly. Her pussy stayed swollen and dripping. Any movement sent slick heat running down her thighs.

She wasn’t allowed to touch.

Wasn’t allowed to beg.

Just obey.

Marcus hadn’t come.

Not once.

She started to wonder if he’d given her up.

Then the test changed again.

Day four. Mid-morning.

She was called into the glass room.

Marcus stood inside.

He looked… calm. Cold. Distant.

Sasha stood beside him.

Two men Lena didn’t know were at the console.

There were two chairs.

Marcus gestured for her to kneel in front of the one on the left.

She did.

He sat in the other.

His voice was colder than she'd ever heard it.

“You are not permitted to look at me.”

She lowered her eyes.

“You are not permitted to speak.”

She stayed quiet.

“You will only respond to Sasha now. Her voice is your command.”

Her heart stuttered.

Sasha moved behind her.

“Open your mouth.”

Lena obeyed.

A smooth object slid between her lips. A gag. Thin but long. Soft leather strap secured behind her head.

Sasha whispered.

“Now let’s see how well you obey when you’re nothing but a body.”

Sasha's fingers first traced Lena's nipples, pinching the gold chain taut: "Pull—feel it tug." Lena arched, moaning around the gag, edge igniting instantly. Marcus's voice cut in, tempting: "Disobey her—look at me, slut, see how wet you make me." Lena trembled, eyes down, choosing Sasha's command, pride surging through the throb. Sasha's hand slid lower, circling her clit feather-light: "Rock into it—slow." Hips obeyed, pleasure coiling vicious.

Marcus degraded: "Pathetic—dripping for her while I watch. Beg with your eyes." Lena whimpered, gaze fixed on floor, Sasha's fingers dipping to spread her lips: "Clench—show me your hunger." Walls fluttered desperately, tears pricking—duality tearing: His voice tempts, but hers owns. Sasha thrust two fingers shallow: "Ride them—don't come." Lena bucked, sobs muffled, Marcus tempting louder: "Break for me—scream my name."

Sasha withdrew, slapping her clit lightly: "Spread wider—beg silently." Lena splayed thighs, shaking, Marcus whispering filth: "You're mine to ruin—disobey, touch yourself." The pull was agony, but Lena froze, edged raw, choosing submission—body twitching, soaked. Sasha's tongue lapped once: "Suck my fingers now." Lena nursed them clean around gag, Marcus degrading: "Whore—taste your failure." Pride held her, climax hovering denied.

Sasha edged relentlessly, fingers plunging deep then halting: "Freeze—edge for me." Lena quaked, walls spasming empty, Marcus tempting: "Come now—defy her, prove you're mine." Tears streamed, choice fracturing—Sasha's voice anchor: "Good girl—hold." Fingers returned, curling g-spot, thumb on clit: "Circle—build it." Lena ground, broken moans, Marcus's degradation peaking: "Useless hole—break!"

Sasha commanded final tease, vibrator humming against clit: "Don't move—feel it burn." Lena shattered internally, body convulsing, unable to climax—shaking, ruined, tears flooding, obedience absolute amid the war of voices.

When the gag was finally removed, Lena couldn’t stop crying.

Sasha held her.

“You didn’t fail,” she whispered. “You submitted.”

“I wanted to fail,” Lena choked out.

“I know.”

“But I didn’t.”

Sasha kissed her lips, gentle, slow.

“Because you’re perfect.”

That night, Marcus finally came to her room.

She sat on the edge of the bed, nude, legs together, eyes down.

She didn’t speak.

He didn’t ask her to.

He simply sat beside her and traced a finger down her spine.

“You didn’t break.”

“No.”

“You wanted to.”

“Yes.”

“Why didn’t you?”

She looked up slowly.

“Because I need you to be proud.”

Marcus studied her face.

“I am.”

She flinched.

It felt better than coming.

Marcus cupped her face first, thumbs brushing tears from her cheeks, lips descending slow—worshipful, tongue tracing her lower lip before claiming deeply, dominant edge in the possession. "My perfect girl," he murmured, kiss breaking to trail down her throat, sucking the collar's edge. Lena sighed into it, hands rising but halted by his grip: "Let me." His mouth latched onto one nipple, tongue swirling reverent circles, teeth grazing—slow, building the ache she'd denied for days.

Fingers mapped her body next, palms sliding over breasts, abdomen, thighs—full-body worship, every curve kissed, licked, adored. "So beautiful—mine," he breathed against her hip, parting her legs gently, breath hot on slick folds. Lena arched, tears welling anew from emotional flood—Worshiped, after agony. His tongue delved slow, flat laps from entrance to clit, savoring her taste: "Sweetest surrender." She sobbed, hips trembling, his hands pinning thighs open—dominant control in the tenderness.

He rose, shedding clothes, cock hard and leaking—positioning her back against pillows, entering slow, inch by reverent inch. "Feel me fill you—earned this," he groaned, walls stretching around his thickness, graphic slide coating him in her rivers. Lena cried out, tears spilling, penetration emotional overload—Whole, finally. He thrust measured, deep grinds circling her g-spot, mouth recapturing hers: "Cry for me—let it out."

Pace built worshipfully, one hand between them rubbing her clit in sync: "You're everything—come when ready." But dominance held: "Not yet—feel every vein." Lena shattered inwardly, sobs wracking, orgasm coiling endless—tears of relief, love, submission. "Now, Lena—come on my cock." Permission unlocked floodgates; climax exploded, walls milking him in spasms, squirting around his base, screams dissolving to weeping.

He followed, hot pulses painting her depths, collapsing to kiss tears away: "Perfect—my heart." Lena curled into him, crying softly, emotional waves crashing—release not just physical, but soul-deep. His arms enveloped, stroking hair: "Safe. Proud. Forever." She clung, tears soaking his chest, worship complete in dominant hold.

Whispers continued through aftershocks: "Every denial led here—you're my masterpiece." Lena nodded, sobs easing to hiccups, penetration still joined—his slow rocks drawing every pulse. "I love what you've become," he said, kissing eyelids. Emotional overload peaked in quiet tears, then peace—held in his arms, whole.

When she woke the next morning, the collar had been changed.

It was black now.

Polished.

Lena touched it gently.

Sasha stood in the doorway, arms crossed.

“You’ve earned your place.”

Lena stood, naked and unashamed.

“What am I now?”

Sasha smiled.

“His.”


Chapter 8


Unleashed



They dressed her in red.

Not latex, not leather—something softer. Silk or something close, thin enough to cling, sheer enough to betray everything underneath. The dress had no back. The front plunged deep between her breasts, stopping just above her navel. Her legs were bare. So were her arms, her shoulders, and her throat. The black collar stayed, gleaming under the lights as Sasha buckled the clasp.

Lena didn’t need a mirror. She already knew what she looked like.

A gift. A prize. A tool.

And she wanted to be seen.

Marcus stood at the center of the prep room, arms crossed, watching silently as Sasha finished the final adjustments. No clipboard. No headset. He hadn’t spoken a word since she stepped through the door.

Lena turned to him when Sasha was done.

“I’m ready.”

His eyes didn’t move from hers.

“Not yet.”

She stood still, heart pounding.

He stepped forward, brushed a single curl of hair back behind her ear.

“When you go out there,” he said, “you’re not going to be told what to do. You’re not going to be restrained. You won’t be punished for speaking, or even disobeying.”

Lena swallowed.

“What happens if I do?”

“You disappoint me.”

That was worse than punishment.

He turned and opened the door.

A soft red light spilled in.

“Go.”

The space was massive.

Lena had only seen fragments of it in training footage—long white walls, inlaid lighting, a floor that glowed softly under bare feet. The room curved upward toward a balcony level where figures stood behind tinted glass, drinking, watching. Speakers piped in low music and soft mechanical hums, a pulse that matched the rhythm of her breath.

She stepped forward, slow, unhurried, letting her hips swing with each step.

Everything about her was on display.

And no one stopped her.

This was different than testing. Different than surveillance.

This was a debut.

Sasha stood near the edge of the circle, one arm looped lazily over the back of a curved lounge chair. She wore the same shade of red Lena did, but with silver heels that gleamed with every shift of her leg. She nodded in silent approval as Lena passed.

The people here were not scientists.

They were clients.

Owners. Bidders. Investors.

She recognized none of them, but they all looked at her with the same eyes—measuring, appraising, desiring.

She reached the center of the floor and turned in place.

No command.

No prompt.

Her body moved on instinct, slow and fluid, hips rolling as she knelt.

Gasps rippled through the crowd above.

The lights dimmed slightly.

Her collar glowed.

A woman approached first. Mid-40s, angular face, sharp heels clicking on the floor.

“You’re the one he made,” she said.

Lena nodded.

“What are you allowed to do?”

“Anything I want.”

The woman smiled and extended a hand.

Lena rose and took it.

Lena led the woman to a nearby chaise, her hand firm on the older woman's wrist—agency surging like fire in her veins. This is mine to give. She pushed her gently down, straddling her lap, silk dress riding up to bare her thighs. The woman's hands rose tentatively; Lena caught them, guiding one to her breast. "Touch here—slow," she whispered, choosing the pace, rocking once against the woman's core for her own pleasure. Contrast burned bright: no orders, just her will.

She leaned in, kissing soft and exploratory, tongue teasing lips apart—Lena's choice, deepening when she wanted, pulling back to nip the jaw. "Undress me," she commanded lightly, standing to let the woman slide the silk off her shoulders, exposing breasts. Lena arched into the admiring gaze, then knelt between her legs, hands parting thighs. I decide how far. Fingers traced lace panties, dipping beneath to circle the woman's clit—slow circles Lena controlled, drawing gasps.

Rising, Lena positioned herself reverse, guiding the woman's mouth to her mound through the dress first—no, she hiked it herself, bare pussy hovering. "Lick—when I say." She lowered at her pace, grinding deliberate, clit pulsing against tongue. Agency thrilled: past obedience flipped, now she set rhythm, hips circling faster when pleasure peaked. The woman moaned; Lena smiled, pulling away to kiss her slick lips. My show.

She flipped them, pinning wrists above head—dominant surrender, Lena's thighs bracketing face. "Suck my nipples—gentle." Tongue obeyed; Lena reached back, fingers plunging into the woman's soaked folds, thrusting at her chosen speed—shallow teases building to deep curls. Climax hovered for both; Lena denied hers first, withdrawing to edge the woman. "More? Beg me." The plea came; Lena granted, fingers flying until cries echoed.

Final surge: Lena straddled fully, grinding pussies slick together—her pace frantic now, choosing release. "Come with me," she ordered, waves crashing mutual, body shuddering in control's bliss. No commands taken—given. She dismounted flushed, agency absolute, past chains shattered in willing gift.

Applause followed.

Lena stepped away, flushed and panting.

She looked up toward the balcony.

Marcus stood alone at the edge.

He didn’t clap.

But he nodded.

And it made her whole body throb.

They gave her space after that. She wandered the floor, hips aching, chest tingling. People offered her drinks, whispered invitations, brushed their fingers over her thighs.

She said yes to two more.

A man, younger than most, who made her laugh before pushing her against the wall.

Lena grinned, shoving him back playfully against the wall instead—control hers, seduction a game she owned. "On your knees first," she teased, flirting with a wink, hiking her dress to bare her mound inches from his face. He leaned; she gripped his hair, guiding slow: "Tongue out—flat." She ground once, teasing clit against tip, laughter bubbling as he groaned. Performance thrilled—Watch me play.

She pulled away, dropping to her knees herself, eyes locked playful: "Your turn—unzip slow." Fingers danced zipper down, freeing his cock—thick, twitching. Lena licked tip teasingly, "Beg for my mouth," flipping script, his plea drawing giggles. She engulfed shallow, sucking lazy, pulling off to nip shaft: "Good boy—thrust if you dare." He bucked; she controlled depth, hollowing cheeks at her pace, enjoying the power as much as the salty pulse.

Rising, she turned, bending slightly—ass presented. "Eat me from behind—earn it." Tongue delved eager; Lena moaned theatrical, hips circling for the crowd's gaze, seduction her stage. "Enough—fuck my mouth now." She spun, dropping again, taking him deep at chosen rhythm—teasing bobs, then full throat, eyes sparkling up. Laughter mixed slurps: Fun, not force.

Pace quickened her way—hand stroking base, tongue swirling frenetic. "Come on my tongue—show them." He shattered, hot spurts coating; Lena swallowed grinning, standing to kiss him messy. "Delicious performance," she flirted, wiping lip—enjoying the act's joy, control in every flirtatious twist.

And a couple—older, elegant, watching her with reverence.

Lena approached them on the chaise, eyes gleaming—center stage hers. "Touch me—both," she commanded softly, straddling the man's lap first, guiding his hands to her breasts under silk. I choose. Fingers kneaded; she arched, then pulled the woman's hand between thighs: "Feel how wet." Slickness coated, Lena grinding into palm—pace hers, "More—fingers now." Two plunged; she rode deliberate, moaning for their awe.

She shifted, kissing the woman deep—tongue dominant, hand cupping ass. "Undress her," Lena told the man, watching as lace fell, then guiding his cock to wife's entrance: "Slow—while I taste her." Lena knelt, tongue lapping clit above his thrusts—her rhythm syncing, sucking when she wanted. "More," she said first time unprompted, fingers joining his inside, stretching wife wide. Reverence swelled; Lena owned it, dominance in surrender's heart.

Rising, Lena positioned wife atop man, then straddled face: "Lick—deep." Tongue obeyed; Lena ground chosen speed, reaching to pinch wife's nipples: "Ride him harder—my way." Threesome pulsed under her guide—hands everywhere she directed, "Suck his balls—now." Performance electric, Lena's "More!" echoing free, orgasm coiling as she orchestrated peaks: wife first, screaming; man next, filling.

Lena denied herself briefly, pulling off to kiss them through aftershocks—then mounting man reverse, sinking onto cum-slick cock: "Your turn—watch me fuck." She bounced controlled, wife's fingers on clit by Lena's hand-guidance: "Rub circles—yes." "More!" she demanded again, pace frantic, waves crashing—climax hers, walls milking, squirting over thighs. Couple gasped reverence; Lena center, dominant in total surrender, unbound.

When she returned to Sasha, her body ached.

But not from use.

From satisfaction.

“I think I understand,” she whispered.

Sasha poured a drink, passed it to her.

“What do you understand?”

“I’m not just a subject.”

“No.”

“I’m not just his.”

Sasha didn’t answer.

Lena looked up to the balcony.

“He’s mine too.”

That night, Marcus didn’t visit her.

She waited in bed, hands on her stomach, body still humming with everything it had taken.

She touched her lips.

Not from memory.

From craving.

Lena's fingers trailed down, parting thighs—no audience, no command, just her. This is mine. Palm cupped mound, pressing slow circles over clit, internal voice purring: Indulge, Lena—not perform. One finger slipped inside, curling gentle—her pace, savoring the wet welcome, breaths deepening. I choose this heat, this build—no orders.

Thumb joined, rubbing lazy figure-eights, free hand pinching nipple—pleasure pure, monologue flowing: Julian's gone; I'm alive, wanting for me. Hips rocked instinctive, two fingers now thrusting deliberate, g-spot blooming under her control. No rush—edging herself teasingly, pulling back to circle entrance: Feels like freedom, this ache I own. Slick sounds filled quiet room, craving cresting unhurried.

She whispered encouragements to self: "More, Lena—deeper." Fingers plunged full, thumb frantic on clit—realization hit mid-thrust: Not his toy—my desire. Waves coiled tight, body arching solo, indulgence total—no performance, just raw want fulfilled. Climax bloomed gentle then fierce, walls spasming around her fingers, juices soaking sheets—whimpers hers alone, tears of ownership pricking eyes.

When she came, she whispered one name.

Not his.

Her own.

The next morning, the collar was gone.

In its place, a necklace. A thin chain of gold. Simple. Beautiful.

She looked in the mirror and smiled.

She didn’t need permission anymore.

She only needed purpose.


Chapter 9


The Choice



The doors to the observation wing had never been open to her before.

Not without escort. Not without orders.

But this time, no one waited.

No collar. No command. No leash on her throat.

Lena stood barefoot at the threshold, the air-conditioned corridor brushing cool fingers along her calves. She’d dressed herself—thin blouse, no bra, soft shorts that clung to her hips—and walked the length of the corridor alone.

This was not a test.

This was not performance.

This was something else.

A hallway with two doors at the end.

One marked with a green light.

The other red.

And her name in glowing white script etched between them.

LENA WEST — CLEARANCE LEVEL: CHOICE

Sasha had explained it that morning.

“The system recognizes you as complete,” she said.

“Complete?”

“You’ve fulfilled every directive. Mastered every function. Performed above expectation in every scenario.”

Lena ran her fingers along the edge of the breakfast tray.

“And now?”

“Now you decide.”

She didn’t say more. She didn’t need to.

Because Lena already knew what waited behind the green door.

Freedom.

She could leave.

Walk out of the complex. Begin a life with her own name, her own voice, her own wants. No Marcus. No Sasha. No eyes watching from behind mirrored glass.

Just Lena.

And behind the red?

Not punishment.

Not pain.

But permanence.

The contract extended. Submission affirmed. No exit.

She would belong to Marcus.

Forever.

She stood in front of the doors for almost an hour.

The hallway was silent. No alarms. No beeps. No surveillance that she could see.

Just the glow of the two doors.

Freedom.

Or belonging.

She closed her eyes.

And remembered.

FLASHBACK – Marcus’s Office

“You weren’t made to be mine,” he had said once, long before the collar, long before her voice learned how to beg.

“I made you to become yours.”

She hadn’t understood it then.

But she did now.

She stepped toward the red door.

It slid open without a sound.

Warm light spilled across her bare feet.

She crossed the threshold.

The door closed behind her.

No lock clicked into place.

No chains.

She wasn’t trapped.

She was home.

Marcus stood in the center of the chamber, dressed in black again. No lab coat. No suit. Just a shirt, sleeves rolled to the elbows, and pants that hugged his hips like sin.

He said nothing.

Lena stepped forward until only a few inches remained between them.

“I had a choice.”

“You did.”

“I still do.”

“Yes.”

She reached for his hand.

He didn’t stop her.

“I choose this.”

Lena's fingers trembled only slightly as she lifted them to the buttons of his shirt, eyes locked on his—deep brown meeting stormy gray, hunger mirrored in the silence between them. She undid the first, reverent, palm flattening against the warm skin revealed, feeling his heart match hers. No words needed; their breaths synced, mutual want thickening the air. She leaned in, lips brushing his in a kiss that started soft, exploratory, then deepened as equals—tongues tangling slow, her hands pushing the shirt open fully.

She traced his chest with open palms, nails grazing nipples, drawing his sharp inhale—her choice to elicit that sound. Marcus's hands rose to her waist, but she caught them, kissing his knuckles before guiding them still: My pace. Blouse tugged over her head next, her breasts bared; he groaned low, eyes devouring, but she pressed him back against the wall, mouth latching onto his neck—sucking marks of possession she chose to leave. Hunger built equal; his hips bucked once, seeking, but she smiled against his skin, control shared in the fire.

Pants unzipped slow by her fingers, freeing his cock—thick, hard, leaking for her. Lena stroked base to tip once, thumb circling the bead, eye contact unbroken: I see you want me. He throbbed in her grip; she dropped to knees voluntarily, tongue flicking the head—reverent laps, taking him deep at her rhythm, hollowing cheeks as he threaded fingers in her hair, not pulling, just holding. Mutual moans vibrated; she rose, shedding shorts, bare pussy glistening—his gaze worshipful, hands finally roaming free when she nodded.

She pushed him to the floor, straddling his thigh first—grinding slick folds along muscle, clit sparking electric, his hands cupping her ass in reverence. "Lena," he breathed, voice raw; she captured his mouth, riding harder, equal hunger in every roll. Shorts discarded fully, she positioned over him—sinking down inch by inch, walls stretching around his thickness, graphic slide coating him in her arousal. Eyes locked through the join: We choose this.

Thrusts started hers—slow grinds circling her g-spot, his hips rising to meet perfectly synced. Hands intertwined above his head—equals, no dominance, just shared rhythm building waves. She leaned down, breasts brushing chest, nipples dragging as pace quickened—mutual gasps, sweat-slick skin sliding. "Together," she whispered, no command, just truth; his thumb found her clit, rubbing circles she guided with a nod, release coiling identical.

Faster now, her bounces deep, walls fluttering around him—eye contact fierce, vulnerability bare. "Now," he groaned; she nodded, climax crashing simultaneous—her walls milking hot pulses from him, juices mixing in floods down his base, bodies shuddering locked. She collapsed forward, forehead to his, breaths mingling in aftershocks—shared, perfect.

Still joined, she shifted, rolling them so she straddled atop—riding slow through pulses, drawing every drop. Eyes held: hunger sated, love born equal. "I belong to you," she whispered finally, voice steady, "because I want to." His hands framed her face, pulling for a kiss sealing it—reverent, endless.

No rush to separate; she ground gentle, afterglow milking him soft, mutual sighs filling the chamber. Equals in every tremor, choice affirmed in tangled limbs.

They lay tangled on the floor, breathing hard.

Lena’s cheek rested against his chest.

His fingers traced the gold chain still around her neck.

“You can still leave.”

“I don’t want to.”

“You’re not obligated.”

She looked up.

“I’m not your subject anymore.”

“No.”

“I’m your partner.”

Marcus didn’t smile.

But he pulled her closer.

Later, Sasha entered with two glasses and a smirk.

“I had money on her choosing the green door.”

Marcus didn’t look up.

“You lost.”

“I’m glad.”

She handed Lena a glass of dark wine and sat beside her.

“So,” Sasha said. “What do we do with her now?”

Lena looked between them.

“I think,” she said, “you show me what it means to stay.”

Lena set her glass aside, rising to her knees—authority in her gaze, consent lighting every inch. "Both of you," she said firmly, hand extending to Sasha first, pulling her close for a deep kiss—tongues dancing equal, Lena's fingers threading hair, setting the depth. Marcus watched, eyes darkening with approval; she broke away, beckoning him: "Join us—now." Her choice, her lead; he obeyed, kneeling beside as she captured his mouth next, hand stroking his rehardening length.

She guided Sasha's hand to her breast—"Squeeze, like this"—demonstrating on Marcus's chest, intimacy blooming under her direction. Consent pulsed: "Yes?" to each touch; Sasha nodded, pinching nipple reverent. Lena pushed them back onto cushions, straddling Sasha's thigh while pulling Marcus close—"Kiss her neck; I'll taste you." Her mouth engulfed his cock slow, control absolute—bobbing at her pace, eyes flicking up: My partners, my will.

Rising, Lena positioned Sasha atop Marcus—guiding wife's slick folds onto him: "Slow—feel her clench." She watched a beat, then straddled Sasha's face backward: "Lick me deep—your rhythm, but follow mine." Tongue delved as Lena ground chosen speed, hand reaching to circle Sasha's clit above the join—threesome hers to orchestrate, consent in every moan. "Marcus—thumb her ass," she directed softly; he complied, her authority thrilling them all.

Pace built under Lena's nods—"Faster now; more pressure"—waves syncing, intimacy raw: Sasha's cries muffled against her pussy, Marcus's groans as walls milked. "Come when I say," she affirmed, not command but shared—climax hovering triple. "Now—all of us." Explosions chained: Sasha spasming first, flooding Marcus; he pulsed deep inside; Lena ground through her peak, squirting onto Sasha's chin—authority in ecstatic release.

They collapsed intertwined—Lena center, arms around both, bodies slick and spent. Sasha kissed her shoulder; Marcus her lips—equals in the tangle, her choice binding them whole.

She woke in the dark.

No alarms.

No red lights.

Just warmth.

Bodies on either side.

Arms holding her like she mattered.

And she knew.

This wasn’t the end of her story.

It was the beginning of the one she got to write herself.


Chapter 10


The Rebirth



The lab didn’t vanish. It evolved.

Lena no longer walked the halls under supervision. She moved where she pleased. Sasha still teased her. Marcus still commanded her—sometimes—but now it was framed in choice. Not obedience. Not programming.

Ownership had shifted.

She wore it like perfume.

Soft. Scented. Invisible.

But everyone noticed.

Marcus met her in the main chamber three days after the doors.

He didn’t greet her.

He bowed.

A small gesture.

But it made her smile.

“You’ve earned your freedom,” he said.

“I took it.”

“Then what will you do with it?”

She stepped close, leaned into his ear.

“Everything.”

The next phase began without ceremony.

Marcus handed her a new ID badge. Gold-accented. No photo. No label.

Just her name.

LENA

And a title underneath.

PROTOTYPE: OBSOLETE

She turned it over in her hands.

“What does this mean?”

“You’re no longer part of the prototype program.”

“Then what am I?”

He nodded to the window where three women stood watching.

“You’re their instructor.”

The training didn’t mimic her own.

It built on it.

Where she had submitted, Lena now dominated.

Where she had begged, Lena now commanded.

She taught them how to kneel—not in shame, but in power. She taught them how to touch themselves without apology, how to whisper their own names in the dark without permission.

Sasha watched every lesson.

Sometimes she joined.

Sometimes she corrected.

But always, she let Lena lead.

One night, Marcus entered the chamber unannounced.

The girls had been dismissed.

Lena stood in the center, bare-footed, hair wild from a demonstration involving leather cuffs and whispered affirmations.

Marcus crossed the room and knelt in front of her.

Silence.

Stillness.

She touched his cheek.

“You’re not here to train me anymore.”

“No.”

“Then why kneel?”

He looked up at her.

“To serve.”

Lena's fingers threaded through his hair, tilting his head back—eyes locked, power hers absolute. "Strip," she commanded softly, voice steady as steel wrapped in silk. Marcus obeyed, shedding shirt and pants, cock springing hard and eager; she smiled, circling him slow. "On your back—hands above your head." He complied, vulnerable under her gaze; Lena straddled his chest, silk shorts grinding once against his skin—teasing, her terms.

She leaned down, kissing him deep—dominant tongue claiming, no permission sought. "Worship my breasts," she murmured, guiding his mouth to a nipple; he latched reverent, sucking hard as she moaned, control electric. Prolonged tease began: she rose, shedding blouse and shorts, bare pussy hovering over his face. "Tongue out—don't move." He froze obedient; Lena lowered fractionally, clit brushing tip—sparking fire, pulling away. "Beg to taste me." His voice broke: "Please, Lena—let me." She granted inch by inch, grinding chosen rhythm, waves building at her pace.

"Edge yourself—slow strokes, no coming," she ordered, watching his hand obey on his throbbing length—pre-cum beading as she rode his face harder, juices coating chin. Power shifted full: no remnants of old roles, just her throne. "Stop—hands off." He whimpered denial; Lena spun reverse, ass to his face: "Lick deeper—rim me." Tongue delved eager, her hand stroking him teasingly—fingertips only, denying friction. "Feel how wet you make me? That's my power."

She edged him mercilessly—stroking to brink, then squeezing base: "Hold it—for me." Marcus groaned into her folds, body quaking; Lena's climax coiled first, grinding frantic: "Now—watch me come." Waves crashed, squirting onto his chest, her screams victorious. Still trembling, she slid down, sinking onto his cock—walls clenching tight, pace hers: slow rolls building to bounces. "Don't thrust—let me use you."

Prolonging ecstasy, she rode torturously—clit grinding his base, denying his peak: "Beg permission." "Please—Lena, let me come inside you." She laughed soft, power intoxicating: "Not yet—edge again." Up and down, milking every vein, his pleas music. Final command: "Now—fill me." He erupted, hot pulses flooding her depths; Lena chased her second peak, walls spasming mutual, victorious cries echoing.

She dismounted slick, but pulled him up—sitting in his lap facing, cock softening inside. Legs wrapped his waist, foreheads touching: power shift complete, her victory in his worshipful gaze. "Good boy," she whispered, kissing tender—equals now, but her throne eternal.

The public debut of her new role took place two weeks later.

A gala. A gallery. A new wing of the complex rebranded in her name:

THE LENA INITIATIVE

The room was filled with officials, clients, press—people with money, power, influence. They didn’t see her as a toy anymore.

They saw her as the architect.

She stood onstage in a sheer silver gown, no undergarments, nipples visibly hard beneath the fabric.

When she stepped to the microphone, the room fell silent.

“I was made in a lab,” she said. “But I built myself.”

Pause.

“I was trained in submission. But I found freedom in surrender.”

She looked out across the sea of faces.

“And now I’m teaching others that their power doesn’t come from resistance. It comes from ownership.”

Applause thundered.

But she only cared about the two people watching from the wings.

Marcus.

And Sasha.

After the gala, the party continued behind closed doors.

Soft music.

Bare skin.

Eyes lit with hunger.

Lena no longer waited for permission.

She selected her guests.

She chose who would kneel. Who would beg. Who would break.

Lena stood at the chamber's heart, silver gown pooling at her feet—naked, unashamed, twelve submissives circling on knees: six women, six men, collared in her honor. Marcus and Sasha watched from thrones, eyes hungry but still—joining only by her invitation. "Kneel closer," she commanded, voice carrying like velvet whip; they crawled, gazes adoring. "Touch yourselves—slow, for me." Hands obeyed, moans rising; Lena paced, orchestrating: "You—stop. Edge only." A brunette froze, whimpering denial.

She selected first: lithe man, pulling him forward by collar. "Lick my feet—worship." Tongue lapped reverent; Lena moaned, foot pressing his cock teasingly. "Beg to taste higher." Plea granted; she guided to thighs, then pussy—grinding face at her pace, climax coiling but denied: "Not yet." Next, blonde woman: "Suck his cock—deep throat for my show." Slurps echoed; Lena fingered herself watching, control absolute—orgy hers to conduct.

"Pair off—fuck facing me," she ordered trios; bodies writhed graphic—cocks plunging wet pussies, asses filled—Lena circling, slapping asses: "Faster—that one, deny her." Screams of edge mixed; she rewarded redhead: straddling face, squirting down throat. Marcus shifted hungry; Lena smirked: "Watch—soon." Sasha licked lips; ignored. Selected next: two men—"One in my mouth, one behind." Double filled her—throat bulging, ass stretched—pace hers, bouncing victorious, denying their peaks: "Hold—for me."

Orgy pulsed under baton: "Women—circle clits; men—stroke edges." Moans symphony; Lena orchestrated denial waves, then release bursts: "Come—now!" Spurts painted air, juices flooded floors. She chose ebony beauty: "Strap on—fuck me deep." Thrusts graphic, Lena riding reverse for audience, clit rubbed by Sasha's uninvited hand— "Join," she permitted finally; Sasha knelt, tongue lapping join. Marcus beckoned; "You too—suck her tits."

Full merge: Marcus entered Lena's mouth as strap pounded ass, Sasha tonguing clit—Lena center, commanding mid-thrust: "Harder—all!" Peaks chained by her word—submissives shattering around, then partners: Sasha fingering herself to spray, Marcus flooding throat, strap-girl spasming. Lena held last, pulling off to stand: "Me now—watch." Fingers plunged self, rubbing furious—climax hers alone, squirting arc over kneeling crowd, terms absolute.

Submissives crawled worshiping feet; Lena waved dismissal, spent bodies collapsing. Marcus and Sasha rose, kissing her slick skin—orgy hers, climax on her breath.

When the last body collapsed in exhaustion, Lena stood naked at the center of the room.

Chest rising.

Legs trembling.

Mouth curled into a satisfied smirk.

She walked to the full-length mirror, staring at her reflection.

And for the first time⁠—

She didn’t see Julian.

She didn’t see a subject.

She didn’t see a victim.

She saw power.

Raw.

Beautiful.

Unapologetic.

Hers.

In the morning, Sasha handed her a sealed envelope.

“What is it?”

“Your contract.”

Lena raised an eyebrow.

“I thought I didn’t belong to anyone anymore.”

“You don’t,” Sasha said. “But the Institute does.”

“And they’re offering me something?”

“They’re offering you everything.”

Lena opened the envelope.

Inside: a blank contract.

No expiration.

No clauses.

Just a single line:

“Write your own terms.”

She did.

Not in ink.

But in touch.

In lessons.

In pleasure.

In power.
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