

Chapter One - The Choice

They don’t make the courtroom seats comfortable. My thighs pinch against the edge of the wood; my knees just barely clear the polished bench in front of me. The handcuffs dig into my wrists. I rub my left thumb over the stinging spot where the skin’s chafed raw and try to imagine I’m not here.

The courtroom’s designed to remind everyone who’s important and who isn’t. Judge Alverson, in black polyester, sits up on his perch like a crow. A pair of flags flank him—one American, one state, both faded at the corners. Above, the ceiling’s at least twenty feet high, a grid of yellowed panels and buzzing fluorescents. I catch my reflection in the chrome railings and barely recognize the stringy hair, the slack mouth, the weird, jittery light in my own eyes. The air is cold and dry, like the inside of a walk-in freezer, and the whole place smells like old coffee, floor polish, and a faint scent of body odor.

There are three other cases scheduled before lunch. The bailiff told us that in the holding cell, between rounds of clicker solitaire on her phone. They go fast. Quick guilty, quick sentencing, quick shuffle out the side door. My lawyer says it’s a good sign. It means the judge is just efficient or has an early tee time.

To my left, my lawyer fidgets with a yellow legal pad. He’s a public defender—thin and gray, but with a belly bulging under his shirt. He wears glasses with tape at the bridge and a wedding ring he keeps twisting off and on. The first time we met, he told me his name and forgot to ask mine. The second time, he smelled like barbecue sauce and mouthwash, and gave me a folder with my mugshot printed on the cover. I can still taste the worry from that day, sour and thick at the back of my tongue.

On my right is the prosecutor, a compact woman with hair in a perfect brown bob. She’s younger than my lawyer, and I can tell she already hates me. I watch as she flips through my file with her lips pursed, reading fast, and occasionally snorts as if my entire life story is some dumb running joke.

The judge raps once with the gavel. A ripple runs through the benches. I keep my head down and stare at my shoes because I know if I look up, I’ll see my husband in the first row. My cheating bastard husband, and if I see him, I’ll want to cry or rage, and that’s what got me in this mess in the first place. I reacted badly when I caught him in bed with another woman and acted impulsively. It would have been smarter to walk away with some dignity.

“Ms. Cassidy,” Judge Alverson says. His voice is just as thin as the rest of him. “You are charged with the following.” He reads from the folder: “assault with a weapon causing bodily harm, and resisting arrest.”

The cheating ass is lucky I only stabbed him in the leg and not cut off his dick.

My lawyer stands. “Your Honor, if I may—”

Alverson cuts him off with a glance. “You may not.” He turns to me. “Ms. Cassidy, you have two options before you.” He says it like he’s reading out loud to a class of third graders. “You can take the recommended twelve years’ incarceration, or you can opt for participation in the Behavioral Rehabilitation Program, as specified in the Addendum to Sentencing Guidelines.”

My stomach sinks. Twelve years is a long time. It’s more than a third of my life. I flex my wrists against the cuffs, pressing down until the edges bite into bone.

My lawyer leans in. His breath is sour, like he just sucked on a packet of mustard. “Don’t worry,” he whispers. “The program is new and much easier than jail time. You’ll probably be fitted with a monitoring bracelet, attend some tests, and maybe some counseling. You’ll be out in six months, tops. Trust me.”

The prosecutor lets out a little sigh. I wonder if she’s annoyed at how predictable this is, or just sick of my lawyer’s face.

I weigh the options. Twelve years of metal bars and cinderblock walls, or whatever the Program is. Judge Alverson folds his hands together and tilts his head. “Ms. Cassidy, the court requires your answer.”

I take a breath and let it out slowly. There’s a tremor in my hands. I try to turn it into a fist, to make myself look tough, but all it does is rattle the cuffs against the table.

“I’ll take the program,” I say. My voice comes out steadier than I expect. “I’ll do the rehab thing.”

My ex makes a sound behind me, sharp and surprised, like he’s pissed I’m getting off easy. For a second, I almost turned around, but then decide he’s no longer worth my attention.

The judge nods. “Very well. We’ll process your intake today.” He waves a hand, as if shooing away a fly. “Good luck, Ms. Cassidy.”

The next thing I know, the clerk is sliding a stack of forms toward me. I sign every page with a shaky signature. The public defender slaps me on the back and says, “You made the right choice,” then moves on to his next lost cause. The prosecutor scrawls something in her notebook and packs up without a glance.

The bailiff unlocks the cuffs but keeps a hand on my arm as she walks me out of the courtroom. Down the hall, I catch my ex-husband’s eye through the glass window. His mouth is lifted into a sneer, and I almost snort when I see the woman standing behind him. The one he cheated with. She waves with a smug look on her face, but I don’t wave back. She can have him. He’ll probably cheat on her in a few years. Karma is a bitch.

They walked me into a new waiting room. There’s a poster on the wall with a sunrise and the words IT’S NEVER TOO LATE in block letters. The clerk comes back with more forms and an ID badge.

“Let’s go.” She says.

I keep my head up and tell myself that this is the start of something new, that I’ve finally caught a break.


Chapter Two - Arrival

They come for me quickly. The first man who enters is tall, abnormally tall, with an Adam’s apple that juts from his throat like a doorknob. The second is wider, his neck the same diameter as his head. They both wear matching blue coveralls, steel-toed boots, and gloves. Their hair is cropped short, faces shaved smooth. Their eyes sweep the room and settle on me.

“Is this her?” the tall one asks the court guard standing next to me.

“It is.” He says, sounding bored and ready to move on to more important things than guarding me.

“Stand,” the wide one says. He doesn’t bother with ‘please’ or ‘now.’ Just stand.

I stand.

They each take one of my arms. Their grip is firm but not painful. I expect them to talk, maybe explain what’s next or ask if I need the bathroom first, but they don’t. We walk down a hallway and into a room. There’s a tall metal chair, a wide plastic tray, and a shelf of black boxes. The tall one gestures for me to sit.

I sit.

He cuffs my hands together, but not in front like before—he runs the chain up and over the top rung of the chair so my wrists are yanked up, elbows bent and hands almost behind my head. The wide one threads a leather strap across my chest and buckles it so tight I have to squeeze out a breath before it’s locked. Then they go to work on my feet, clamping a bracket around each ankle and bolting it to the floor. I can still wiggle my toes, but otherwise I’m going nowhere.

The wide one holds up a black mesh hood. I flinch, expecting them to bag my head, but he just puts it on the tray in front of me.

They check the cuffs and buckles one last time, then leave me alone in the room. Maybe a minute passes, maybe five. Then the door opens again.

“Stand,” says the tall one.

I don’t even try to make a joke about that. I can’t move a muscle right now.

They unbolt my ankles, but keep my hands cuffed over my head and attached to the back of the belt around my chest. The wide one holds me steady while the tall one guides me out, both of them moving in unison, like they’ve done this a hundred times.

The hallway is empty. No windows, just lights in the ceiling, and the noise of our footsteps bouncing off the cinderblock walls. The further we go, the more the air smells like car exhaust.

At the end of the hallway is a metal loading door, half rolled up. I see the back of a van, black and shiny, with no logos. There are no plates.

They helped me up the steps, and there’s a hook hanging from the ceiling. The tall one clicks my handcuffs onto the hook, so I’m forced to stay bent at the waist, arms above me. The wide one straps the mesh hood over my head. It presses my hair down and makes it hard to see, just a blur of gray light and shadow.

“Subject secured,” says the tall one, monotone.

“Ready for transfer,” says the other.

They slammed the van doors. The sound is thick, final. It’s cold and smells like bleach inside. I can’t sit, and can barely move. The metal around my wrists gets slick with sweat. My back starts to ache. My breath fogs up the inside of the hood.

Then the engine kicks on, rumbling through my ribs.

There is no window, just the whine of the engine, the lurch as we drive, and the rattle of chains every time we hit a bump.

Nobody says another word. Not even me.

The van stops moving after hours, and my back is a sheet of pins and needles; my arms numb from hanging so long. For a minute nothing happens, then a door opens and cold air slaps my legs. I hear boots on metal, the click of a ratchet.

Hands unhook my wrists from above. The relief is so sharp it almost drops me to my knees, but they catch me before I can fall, under my armpits, and drag me out of the van. The mesh hood muted the light, but I saw enough: a concrete yard, weeds growing in the cracks, and a chain-link fence topped with three strands of razor wire. Beyond that, nothing but flat yellow fields and a sky so gray it looks like dirty snow.

“Walk,” someone says. The voice is unfamiliar. Higher, maybe a woman, but hard to tell with the hood.

My left foot catches on a curb and I almost pitch forward, but they yank me roughly upright. A metal door opens with a hollow clang. Inside, everything is bright white and humming with fluorescent light. I can’t smell much through the hood, just a hint of something sharp and lemony, like hospital sanitizer.

They march me down a corridor. Every wall is the same shade of toothpaste white, and every five feet there’s a black dome camera watching.

More people in coveralls are waiting inside. They stand in doorways, hands behind their backs, faces hidden by masks with hard plastic nose bridges. I see only their eyes, cold and flat.

“Subject Two-Zero-Seven incoming,” the woman says. I realize she’s talking about me.

They steer me into a side room with a steel table and nothing else. The hood comes off, and for a second I just squint at the light, trying to get my eyes back. The two who brought me in step away after unlocking my restraints, and a new woman steps forward. She’s older, face lined around the eyes, but the mask covers her mouth so I can’t read anything else.

She holds a tablet in one hand, stylus in the other. “Name and birthdate.”

It’s written on the badge clipped to my shirt, but I say it anyway. “Cassidy Joan Mercer. January eleventh.”

She types without looking up. “You will respond to ‘207’ from this point forward. Remove outer clothing and place them on the table.”

I just stood there, not sure if I heard right.

She raises her voice. “Remove your clothing now.”

I look for some clue that this is a joke, but all I get are four more masked faces behind her, watching. I peel off my t-shirt, but my hands shake so badly I fumble the buttons on my jeans, nearly dropping them before they hit my ankles. I keep my underwear on, but she points at them with the stylus. “All clothing.”

I take them off. There’s a draft in the room, icy around my thighs, and my nipples pebble up. Nobody looks away. I want to cover myself, but it’s pointless.

“Face the wall.” She types something. “Turn around.” I turn. “Spread your feet.” I do it. “Bend at the waist.”

I flinch, expecting a gloved finger or a snap of latex, but nothing happens. I just stand there, bent over, ass out, for a count of ten.

“Stand up,” she says. “Proceed to the shower.”

The men behind her move quickly and shove me through another door into a small tiled space with a drain in the middle. The floor is so cold it burns the soles of my feet. A hose hangs from the ceiling, already dripping.

A man in a green mask steps in. He aims the hose at my chest and squeezes the trigger. The water is ice-melt cold and feels like needles all over my skin. I gasp, then gasp again as he moves the stream lower, soaking every inch of me. He gets my face, my hair, my crotch, and my feet. When I try to squirm away, the other guard presses a hand to my shoulder and holds me still.

I shiver so hard I nearly bite my tongue. The woman returns, holding a bottle. “Scrub,” she says, tossing it at my feet. The soap is so strong it stings, and the rough sponge they give me scrapes my skin until it turns red.

When I’m rinsed clean, the man towels me off. It’s not gentle. Then they fitted a new set of restraints. Plastic cuffs on my wrists, a hard white collar around my neck, and a thicker band on my left ankle. They step back to inspect their work, and for a second I catch the woman’s eyes. She doesn’t look angry, or even bored. They look empty.

“Follow,” she says, and I do because there is nothing else I can do.

The next hallway is longer, and my feet make a weird squeak with every step. We pass more doors, all numbered. At one point another group comes the other way, pushing a cart loaded with trays and buckets. The person at the front glances at me, then keeps walking, like it’s normal to see a naked woman when everyone else is clothed.

When the woman finally stops, she opens a door marked 14-B and points inside.

“Enter,” she says.

I go in. It’s a cell, with a cot and nothing more. The only decoration is a camera bubble above the door. The woman stands in the hall, waiting for me to step all the way in before she shuts the door. It doesn’t slam, just clicks.

I stand naked in the center, shivering and watch them walk away. I sit on the bed and wrap my arms around myself, shivering harder now that I’m alone.

I lose track of how long I sit there in silence. Eventually I lay down and cover myself with the thin sheet, but I don’t sleep, just doze and jerk awake, afraid someone is going to catch me vulnerable.

When they finally come back, it’s only two of the masked men and the older woman with the tablet. They open the door but don’t come in. “Stand by the bed,” she says.

I obey. The men step in, one on each side, and grip my arms so hard I yelp. I expect them to at least uncuff my wrists, but they don’t. “Proceed,” the woman says, and they half-carry, half-drag me into the hall.

I stumble to keep up, still naked, feet slipping on polished tile. It’s freezing; the only thing warm is the sweat in my armpits and the sting where the collar scrapes my tender skin.

At the end of the hallway is another metal door; they push me through. This room is bigger than the last one. In the center looks like a dentist’s chair bolted down, with leather straps at every joint. On the wall, a flat screen plays a looping video of a sunset, but the sound is off.

The woman nods at the chair. “Sit.”

It’s not like I have a choice because they quickly push me down. The seat is cold against my clammy skin, and before I can squirm, they’ve buckled my wrists and ankles, then add a wide strap across my chest.

The older woman stands over me with no expression on her face. She nods to the taller of the men. “Good.”

They turn and leave. The door closes behind them with a heavy thunk.

It feels like hours have passed and there is nothing to do but look at the flat screen and watch the sun rise and then set, then rise again. It’s boring but kind of soothing.

Finally, the door opens. A new person enters; this one in gray coveralls instead of blue. Their mask covers their face, but their eyes are dark and deeply lined. They kneel by the chair and inspect my collar, then look me dead in the face.

“You will remain compliant when I release you or I will have to call in reinforcements and you won’t want that.”

I nod,swallowing thickly. I’d like to avoid being manhandled.

He unbuckles me, and I half-fall out of the chair. The man is gentle as he hauls me upright and walks me to the corner of the room.

A mirror lines one wall, and I see myself in it, naked and pale as snow. My hair is stuck to my forehead, and my eyes are ringed red. I don’t recognize the face, but the body is mine.

The man brings me a beige jumpsuit. It’s too big, stiff from starch, and stamped with the number 207 in block letters on the chest. He slides it up my legs and zips it to my neck. There is no underwear or socks, and my feet are numb. My freedom is short-lived because he then grabs my hands and cuffs them behind me.

His grip is firm, but his fingers don’t dig into my arm as he leads me out of the room. The collar makes it hard to turn my head, but I check out my surroundings as we move deeper into the building, wondering if I escaped one prison for another.


Chapter Three - The Implant

The man guides me through another doorway, his grip still firm on my arm. This room is a copy of the last but larger, and the lights are brighter. The walls are lined with equipment I don’t recognize, and in the center sits another reclining chair, but this one looks like it’s from hell—all steel and open restraints. The headrest that’s more like a vise finishes out the nightmarish contraption.

My feet stick to the cold floor as I hesitate, but the man pushes me forward, his hand between my shoulder blades brooking no argument.

“Don’t give me trouble now. Sit,” he says.

I don’t move, and he sighs, grabbing the radio from his belt. “I’m going to need a hand in the implant room.” He says, and only a few seconds later the door opens behind us and two men rush in.

I don’t even think I blink and before they grab my arms and lift me into the chair. My jumpsuit scratches against my skin as they position me, the hard surface cold through the thin fabric. The chair reclines automatically, tipping me back until I’m staring at the ceiling—smooth white panels with recessed lighting so bright it hurts.

I squint against the glare. “What is this? What are you doing?”

Nobody answers, and I hear a clink as the metal cuffs snap around my wrists. They’re built into the chair, emerging from slots in the armrests like hungry mouths. Similar restraints lock around my ankles. The last one is the worst—a curved metal band that slides across my forehead, pinning my head to the rest. I can’t turn, can’t nod, can’t do anything but blink and breathe.

The lights burn into my retinas. My head starts to throb, a dull ache that spreads from my temples down my neck. I close my eyes, but it doesn’t help much—the light still penetrates my eyelids, painting the inside of my skull red.

“The subject has been subdued,” someone says. “Starting prep.”

There’s a chunk-chunk beneath the chair, and then the whole thing tilts, slow at first, then with a gut-lurching jolt. My blood rushes to my face as gravity yanks me toward the floor. The straps dig in; my hair slides over my cheek in a weird curtain. The lights disappear from view, and I’m staring at white tile, so close I can smell the lemony disinfectant wax.

I blink hard, disoriented. The impact makes my chest flatten against the support of the chair—the sudden pressure forces a grunt out of me.

I force my eyes open again when I hear footsteps. I can’t see much, but a team of people in white pants enter the room. Five of them and they move around me. I’m assuming they are checking monitors, adjusting equipment. The band on my ankle beeps as if it’s been turned on.

“Heart rate elevated,” one says, reading from a screen I can’t see. “Within acceptable parameters.”

“Blood pressure nominal,” another replies.

They talk about me like I’m not here—or worse, like I’m just a body. One of them leans down to check the restraint on my forehead. It’s a woman with blond hair, and I try to catch her eye.

“Please,” I say. “Can you tell me what’s happening?”

She adjusts something above my head, her eyes sliding past mine like I’m a piece of furniture that spoke. Her gloved fingers are icy against my skin, impersonal. I might as well be on an assembly line.

“Calibration ready,” she says to the others, completely ignoring my question.

The chair rises higher until I can see just above their waists. Someone approaches. I think it’s a man because of the size of his hips and footwear. He approaches with a tray on wheels. It’s low enough I can see what is sitting on it and the object makes my stomach clench.

It’s a metallic device that reminds me of a spider, with thin, articulated legs that end in needle-sharp points. The legs shift slightly as he sets the tray down beside me, as if the thing is alive. Under the harsh lights, the needles gleam like tiny knives.

“What the hell is that?” My voice cracks. Nobody answers.

The team moves around me in a choreographed dance, checking readings, making adjustments to machines I can’t see from my fixed position. One of them slides a finger under the collar still locked around my neck, not to check if it’s too tight, but to press a button on its underside. The collar beeps once, a small green light blinking somewhere in my peripheral vision.

“Interface aligned,” he says.

My chest tightens. It’s getting harder to breathe. I try to move my arms, but the restraints hold firm. My fingers curl into fists, nails biting into my palms. The pain helps, gives me something to focus on besides the terror building in my chest.

“Wait,” I say, louder this time. “I didn’t agree to this. Whatever this is—I didn’t agree.”

“Subject becoming agitated,” a woman says flatly. “Proceeding with sedation protocol.”

“No!” I strain against the restraints, the metal cutting into my wrists. My breathing comes in short, sharp gasps. “I have rights. You can’t just—”

“Your consent was provided upon selection of the program over incarceration,” a tall man says, addressing me for the first time. His voice is dry and academic. “Section 4, paragraph 7 of the agreement you signed specifies full compliance with all medical procedures deemed necessary for rehabilitation.”

“I didn’t read—” I start to say, but stop. Of course I didn’t read it. I was desperate to avoid prison, and my lawyer said it would be easy—just a monitoring bracelet and some tests. Six months tops, he’d said.

The spider device is lifted from the tray. I try to follow it with my eyes, but the head restraint keeps me from seeing where it goes. I feel my muscles tensing all over, bracing for something I can’t even imagine.

My pulse pounds in my ears. Sweat breaks out across my forehead, sliding down into my eyes. I blink rapidly, trying to clear my vision.

“Please,” I tried one more time, my voice barely above a whisper now. “Just tell me what you’re doing.”

A mask appears in front of me—clear plastic with a rubber seal. It presses toward my face as the woman holds it steady.

“Deep breaths,” she says, the first hint of anything like instruction or comfort I’ve heard. “This will make it easier.”

The mask presses against my face. I smell something sharp and chemical, and my nose wrinkles in response. I try to turn my head away, forgetting about the restraint until it cuts into my skin.

My lungs burn for air, but I hold my breath as long as I can, some animal part of my brain fighting to avoid whatever drug they’re giving me. Eventually, I have to breathe, and when I do, the edges of the room immediately start to blur. The lights smear across my vision like wet paint.

I expect to be knocked out, but whatever they are making me inhale seems to just dull my responses and makes my head fuzzy. I’m aware that I’m still strapped in the chair and surrounded by people. A voice speaks beside my ear. It’s the person holding the mask to my face.

“You’ll feel pressure at the base of the skull,” she says. “The sensation will be unusual but not painful.”

I try to speak, but my tongue feels thick and unwieldy. All I manage is a garbled sound that no one acknowledges.

Latex-covered fingers touch the nape of my neck, cold and impersonal. They probe with scientific precision, pressing here and there, feeling for something beneath my skin. I shiver at the touch, goosebumps racing across my flesh despite the room’s warmth.

“Mark the insertion point,” someone says.

Something wet and cold touches my neck—a marker or pen, drawing on my skin like I’m a blueprint. The fingers press harder, holding my flesh taut.

“Alignment confirmed,” the same voice says.

I try to turn my head, desperate to see what they’re doing, to understand what’s about to happen. The metal band across my forehead doesn’t budge. All I can move are my eyes, which drag lazily across the floor.

“Prepare the cranial access device,” someone says from behind me.

Cranial access. The words cut through the drug haze. They’re going to drill into my skull. They’re going to put something inside my brain. The realization hits me like a punch to the chest. I strain against the restraints with renewed panic, but it’s like trying to bend steel with my bare hands.

A mechanical whirring starts up behind me, the sound ratcheting higher until it becomes a high-pitched whine that sets my teeth on edge. The drill. It’s a drill. They’re going to drill into my head while I’m conscious.

“No,” I manage to gasp. “Stop. Please stop.”

“Elevated heart rate,” a female voice notes. “Administer additional sedatives.”

“No need,” a man replies. “The memo-tropic barrier will engage once we breach the skull. Subject awareness is required for neural mapping.”

Subject awareness. They need me awake. They need me to experience this.

The panic that floods me is primal and overwhelming. My heart hammers against my ribs so hard I think it might crack bone. My breathing comes in ragged gasps. Tears leak from the corners of my eyes, dripping onto the floor.

“Please,” I beg. “Don’t do this. Don’t do this to me.”

No one responds. No one even looks at me.

The gas mask presses against my face with more force, and the seal is tight, trapping me in with the chemical smell that grows stronger with each breath. The edges of my terror dull the faster I inhale, but the core of it remains—a hard knot of fear that no drug can touch.

“Sedation at optimal levels,” someone confirms. “Proceeding with cranial access.”

The drill whine grows closer. I can’t see it, but I feel the presence of it behind me, hovering near the base of my skull where they’ve marked my skin. My muscles tense, bracing for pain that I’m told won’t come.

The first touch of the drill is strange—pressure but not pain, a vibration that travels through my skull and sets my teeth chattering. I feel it pressing, pressing, pressing against bone. The sensation is impossible to describe—the awareness that my skull is being breached, that the barrier between the world and my brain is being violated. It should hurt. My body screams that it should hurt, but whatever they’ve given me blocks the pain while leaving the awareness intact.

I feel a pop, a release of pressure, as the drill breaks through. My stomach heaves, but there’s nothing in it to bring up. Cold sweat breaks out across my entire body, soaking through the jumpsuit.

“Breach successful,” someone announces. “Cerebral fluid pressure stable.”

“Prepare the neural mesh for insertion,” a voice directs.

There is a motorized sound as they position a machine with robotic arms next to my head. The anticipation is almost worse than what came before—the knowledge that something is about to be inserted into my brain, and I can’t even see what it is.

“Calibrating insertion depth,” a technician says. “Five millimeters... seven... ten.”

They’re measuring how deep to go into my brain. The thought is so horrifying that for a moment, my mind simply refuses to process it. I retreat into a corner of my consciousness, trying to pretend this is happening to someone else.

The vibration against my skull pulls me back, and the robotic arms activate. The feeling of something sliding into the hole they’ve drilled. Cold metal threading its way inside me.

“Neural mesh deploying,” someone announces with the excitement of a scientist watching a successful experiment. “Branch A engaged.”

I feel it—actually feel it—spreading inside my head. Not pain, but presence. Something that shouldn’t be there, extending tendrils through my brain tissue. My fingers twitch involuntarily. My left foot jerks against its restraint.

“Motor response normal,” a woman notes. “Continue deployment.”

“Subject showing elevated theta waves,” another voice says. “Within expected parameters.”

They continue their work, exchanging data and observations, adjusting equipment I can’t see. All the while, I feel the foreign object spreading inside me, touching parts of my brain that were never meant to be touched.

“Why?” I manage to whisper through the mask. “Why are you doing this?”

A technician holding the mask hears me, and for just a second, she meets my gaze. “Rehabilitation,” she says, the word clinical and empty. “Behavior modification through science.”

The implications sink in slowly through the drug haze. They’re rewiring me. Changing me from the inside out. The program isn’t about monitoring or counseling—it’s about control at the most fundamental level.

“Can’t,” I mumble. “You can’t do this.”

“It’s already done,” she replies, turning away.

“Neural mesh fully deployed. Prepare for the activation sequence.” A voice says.

I close my eyes like that will work to block out what they are doing. The vibration in my skull continues, a constant reminder of the invasion taking place. I try to retreat into memories—the smell of coffee in the morning, the feel of sun on my face—but the foreign presence in my brain makes even thoughts feel strange and distorted.

“Starting phase two,” someone announces. “Prepare the activation serum.”

Something cold and metallic slides beneath my skin at the base of my skull. It’s not just the mesh anymore—it’s something else, something larger, inserting itself where the drill made its hole. I feel it moving, threading along my spine like a worm burrowing through dirt. My body isn’t my own anymore. It’s become a host.

“Spinal integration proceeding normally,” someone announces.

The sensation is unlike anything I’ve ever felt—a foreign object sliding inside the protective column of my spine, touching nerves that were never meant to be touched. My toes curl involuntarily. My fingers twitch. Each movement coincides with the threading sensation as it works its way deeper into my nervous system.

“Subject displaying automatic motor responses,” a technician notes. “All within expected parameters.”

The thing branches, tiny filaments spreading from the main trunk into my brain stem. I can feel them—actually feel them—like roots growing through soil, pushing aside tissue to make room for themselves. The image in my mind is vivid: invasive metallic tendrils weaving through the soft tissue of my brain, connecting to neurons, hijacking pathways that evolved over millions of years.

A sob escapes me, muffled by the mask. Not from pain—there still isn’t any pain—but from violation. From the knowledge that my most private self, the physical location of everything I am, is being colonized.

“Branching is complete in region seven,” a woman says. “Moving to region three.”

They stand around me, these masked technicians, staring at screens I can’t see. They’re monitoring the invasion in real time, watching as their device rewires my brain.

“Limbic integration at eighty percent,” a man says, his voice carrying a hint of satisfaction. “Better than expected.”

“Emotional centers are always the easiest,” another replies. “It’s the frontal cortex that presents challenges.”

They’re talking about parts of my brain like they’re discussing car parts. Cataloging my mind, breaking it down into components to be changed or controlled.

“Region three secured,” the woman announces. “All primary targets integrated.”

One technician moves to my side, checking readings on a monitor. His gloved hand adjusts a dial, and I feel the thing in my spine pulse once, sending a wave of sensation up to my brain.

“Neural mapping is complete,” he says, his voice flat. “Beginning synchronization.”

Another technician approaches with a syringe. The needle is long, and the liquid inside is clear but with a faint blue tinge that catches the harsh light. She doesn’t warn me before sliding the needle into my neck, just to the side of where the device entered.

The burn is immediate and intense—the first actual pain I’ve felt since this began. It spreads from the injection site outward, racing along my veins like fire. I gasp, the sound harsh behind the mask.

“Activation serum administered,” she says, stepping back. “Thirty seconds to neural ignition.”

The burning reaches my brain, pooling at the base of my skull where the device entered. I imagine the serum meeting the implant, activating it, bringing it to life inside me. My heart beats so fast I can barely distinguish individual beats anymore—just a constant roar of blood in my ears.

The world tilts back up with a hydraulic hiss. The restraints keep me anchored as the chair swings upright, but the sudden change in perspective doesn’t help.

The mask is removed, but still my brain is fuzzy and disoriented.

The device in my head pulses again, stronger this time. Then again. Each pulse feels like it’s rearranging something fundamental inside me, rewriting code that was never meant to be changed.

“Initial response was positive,” the man closest to me says. “Proceed to full activation.”

The next pulse is different—not just a physical sensation but something deeper. For a brief, terrifying moment, I feel my consciousness duplicate. It’s like looking in a mirror and seeing your reflection blink independently. Something else is in here with me, something that feels both foreign and eerily familiar.

“Oh God,” I try to say, but the words don’t come. My mouth doesn’t move.

I try again. Nothing. The commands from my brain no longer reach my lips. It’s like being trapped underwater, screaming for help that will never come.

The strange duplicate presence grows stronger. I feel it spreading through my thoughts, examining memories, testing connections. It’s me but not me—a version of myself scrubbed clean of anger, resentment, the urge to lash out. All the rough edges smoothed away.

My eyes widen in horror as I realize what’s happening. I’m being pushed aside in my own body. The implant isn’t just monitoring me—it’s replacing me, overriding my control, becoming the primary operator of my flesh and bone.

I fight back, throwing every ounce of will against the invasion. I focus on my right hand, trying desperately to make my index finger twitch. Just one movement, one sign that I still exist, that I haven’t been completely erased.

“Subject showing resistance,” a brown-haired technician notes, sounding mildly interested. “Unusual at this stage.”

“Increase synchronization pulse,” another responds.

The device in my spine delivers another jolt, stronger than before. The duplicate presence surges, pushing harder against my consciousness. I feel myself receding, being shoved into a corner of my mind.

No. No. NO.

I gather everything I have left—every memory, every feeling, every scrap of identity—and push back. For a brief, glorious moment, I feel my finger move. Just a twitch, but mine. Controlled by me.

“The subject is resisting,” the technician says, now sounding concerned. “Should we abort?”

“Unnecessary,” an unknown voice says—deeper, more authoritative. “Increase to maximum synchronization. This one’s stubborn, but they all yield eventually.”

One final pulse, so strong it feels like lightning striking inside my skull. The duplicate presence crashes over me like a wave, drowning my resistance, snuffing out my control.

Darkness crowds the edges of my vision, but it’s not the darkness of unconsciousness. It’s the darkness of being buried alive, of being locked in a closet while someone else wears your clothes, speaks with your voice, lives your life.

I’m still here, but I’m no longer in control. I’m a passenger in my body.

Through eyes I no longer command, I see the blond technician make a note on a tablet. Her fingers tap efficiently across the screen, recording the moment my selfhood was overwritten.

“Subject-207 integration successful,” she says, and I watch my hand raise itself at her command, fingers flexing in a demonstration of the implant’s control. “Rehabilitation protocol initiated.”

They have complete control of my body.


Chapter Four - The Awakening

A soft electronic chime cuts through the darkness, and my eyes snap open. When did I close them? I don’t remember sleeping. The last thing I recall is the technicians drilling into my skull, inserting that thing into my brain. Now my body sits upright without my command, hands folding neatly in my lap like I’m a child in Sunday school.

Then everything else comes rushing back. Inside, I’m screaming, thrashing, but outside—nothing. My face remains as still as a photograph while my mind burns with panic.

My fingers rest against the thin fabric of the jumpsuit, perfectly still. I can feel what they touch, but I try to move them—just a twitch, a tremor, anything. They might as well be carved from stone because I focus all my will on my right index finger, imagining the neural pathways, trying to force the signal through, but it’s like screaming into a void. Nothing. Not even a flicker.

I try to blink deliberately, to create some pattern—two quick blinks, a pause, two more—but my eyelids respond only to whatever program now controls them, moving in perfect, mechanical intervals that have nothing to do with me. My lungs expand and contract at a measured pace that feels too shallow, too even. Even my heartbeat seems regulated, a steady metronome indifferent to my terror.

Inside my skull, I’m clawing at the walls of my consciousness, a prisoner in the darkest cell imaginable. I want to sob, to scream until my throat tears, to pound my fists against the floor until they bleed—but I can only sit, perfectly composed, waiting for whatever comes next.

I take stock of what I can feel and hear, and smell. At least those senses have not been stripped away.

The surrounding room is small and bare. No windows, no clocks, nothing to mark the passage of time. The walls are a soft, muted gray. There’s a metal cabinet in one corner, its surface gleaming under the recessed lighting. The air smells of antiseptic. In the silence, I hear the low hum of hidden ventilation, circulating the sterile air.

I’m sitting on what feels like an examination table, covered with a thin paper that crinkles beneath me, though I didn’t make that sound—my body did, when it sat up without my permission. The air is cool against the backs of my chins where the jumpsuit rides up. It’s such a minor sensation, but I cling to it, desperate for any feeling that connects me to the physical world.

The thing in my head pulses once, sending a wave of something—not quite pain, not quite pleasure—through my consciousness. It feels like fingers rifling through my thoughts, sorting and categorizing them.

The door slides open with a pneumatic hiss. A worker in pale green scrubs enters, their face a blank canvas of indifference. They don’t look at my face, don’t acknowledge me as a person. Their eyes flick to a spot above my head where I assume a monitor displays my vital signs or perhaps the status of the thing they’ve put inside me.

“Subject 207 recovery phase is complete,” they say, though not to me. Their voice is flat, professional, addressed to the air or perhaps recorded for some unseen audience. “Neural integration at ninety-six percent. No resistance detected.”

Four percent. I still have four percent of myself they haven’t taken. The thought sparks a desperate hope that dies almost instantly. What can I do with four percent? It’s not enough to move a finger, not enough to blink out a plea for help.

The worker taps something on a tablet, and my leg muscles tense suddenly, preparing for movement, though I haven’t willed them to do so. My spine straightens even further.

They finally look at me—or rather, at the body that used to be mine. Their eyes pass over my face without seeing me, the prisoner behind the glass. They check something on their tablet, nod once, and tap the screen again.

My body rises in one smooth motion, far more graceful than I ever was. My weight shifts to my feet, balance perfect, arms hanging loosely at my sides. It’s horrifying in its perfection.

The worker turns and walks toward the door without a word, without a backward glance, confident that I—or the thing controlling me—will follow. And I do. My legs move, carrying me forward with a gait that feels alien. My arms swing slightly, a calculated pendulum that helps maintain balance.

The floor is cold beneath my bare feet, but my toes don’t curl against it as they would have before. My body simply registers the sensation and continues, unaffected by comfort or discomfort. As we reach the door, I try one more time to stop, to plant my feet, to refuse this silent command, but nothing happens. My feet continue their steady pace, carrying me over the threshold and into whatever nightmare waits beyond.

I see a long hallway ahead and as my body follows the worker; I retreat deeper into my mind, the only space left that still belongs to me, but even here, I feel the implant, hovering at the edges of my thoughts like a predator waiting to strike. I am not alone in my head anymore, and the thing that shares this space with me is patient, mechanical, and absolute in its control.

We walk deeper into the facility and the walls and floors shift from the antiseptic white tiles of the medical wing to bare concrete that looks worn and institutional. My feet keep moving at the same measured pace, each step perfectly timed, perfectly placed. I feel the texture change beneath my soles—cooler, rougher—but my gait doesn’t adjust. Inside my skull, I’m throwing myself against the walls of my consciousness, trying to make my heels drag, my steps falter. Nothing. My body continues forward like a well-oiled machine while I scream silently within it.

This new corridor is nothing like the clinical environment where they drilled into my skull. The walls are bare concrete, unpainted and utilitarian. Exposed pipes run along the ceiling, painted in faded colors. The lights are duller here, fluorescent tubes in wire cages that cast shadows and make my eyes—my body’s eyes—adjust automatically, pupils contracting without my command.

The worker walks slightly ahead, never looking back to check if I’m following. They don’t need to. The thing in my brain ensures perfect compliance as we progress through this concrete maze.

I try again to resist, focusing all my will on my right foot. Just drag against the floor. Just stumble, but my foot lifts smoothly, swings forward, and places itself exactly where it should be. The disconnect between intention and action is unsettling.

The jumpsuit they dressed me in is too loose around my shoulders, and I feel it rub against my skin with each step, a constant reminder of this body that is mine but not mine. Before, I would have adjusted it, tugged at the collar, shifted my weight. Now, these minor discomforts are registered but ignored, deemed irrelevant by whatever algorithm now controls my movements.

We pass a junction where another corridor branches off. Standing there is another worker, holding a tablet and guiding another person—no, another subject. A man, tall with slumped shoulders, moved with the same eerie precision that my body now exhibits. His face is blank, eyes forward, but as we pass each other, I swear there’s a flicker behind his gaze—a moment of awareness, of trapped consciousness. Or maybe it’s just my desperate hope to find someone else imprisoned as I am.

I try to call out to him with my mind, as if telepathy might work where muscle control has failed. Can you hear me? Are you in there too? But his eyes slide past mine without recognition, and then he’s gone, turning down another concrete hallway to whatever awaits him.

The worker ahead of me stops at a heavy metal door, places their palm on a scanner beside it. The door slides open with a grinding sound that vibrates through the floor. My feet stop precisely two paces behind them, my body waiting for the next command.

What are they doing to us? Where are they taking me? Will I ever regain control? The questions spiral through my mind, each more terrifying than the last. I think of my court hearing, of Judge Alverson’s thin voice explaining my options. “Participation in the Behavioral Rehabilitation Program,” he called it. My lawyer said it would be easy—just a monitoring bracelet and some counseling. Six months tops.

I fear they have no intention of letting me go.

The room beyond is dimly lit and much larger than I expected. It’s filled with identical cubicles arranged in perfect rows. My eyes scan the space as my body waits, registering details while my mind recoils at the sight.

The ceiling is lower here, pressing down with institutional fluorescent lights that operate at half-strength, casting the room in a perpetual twilight. The air is cooler, with a faint metallic taste that clings to the back of my throat.

I can only see in front of me, but count at least twenty cubicles. Each one is identical—three gray walls and an open front, just wide enough for the narrow cot inside. Opposite each cot hangs a full-length mirror, reflecting the empty-eyed inhabitants.

Some cubicles are occupied, some empty, but I can’t get a good look at them.

The worker taps something on their tablet. My legs move again, carrying me between the rows of cubicles. My head remains forward, my gaze only catching the others in brief peripheral glimpses as my body marches past.

The worker stops at an empty cubicle halfway down the third row. They tap the tablet again, and my body turns, steps inside, and sits on the cot. My hands fold themselves neatly in my lap, and my spine straightens. My knees press together, and my feet plant themselves on the floor at precisely the right angle. Directly across from me, my eyes find the mirror as my head tilted forward slightly.

For the first time, I see what I’ve become.

The face in the mirror is mine, but not mine. The features are correct—but the expression is all wrong. Blank. Empty. My eyes stare forward with none of the animation, none of the life that once made them mine. They don’t crinkle at the corners when something amuses me and don’t narrow when I’m thinking hard. They just... are.

The worker checks the tablet one last time, nods to themselves, and turns to leave. They don’t speak, don’t tell me how long I’ll be here, don’t explain anything. Their footsteps echo on the concrete as they walk away, gradually fading until the door slides closed behind them with a final, decisive thunk.

I’m alone. Except I’m not. There are others here, sitting in their cubicles, as still and silent as furniture. And something else is with me too—the presence in my head, the thing controlling my body, monitoring my thoughts.

I scream inside my mind, hurling my consciousness against the barriers it’s created. LET ME OUT! LET ME MOVE! But nothing happens. My body remains perfectly still, not a muscle twitching, not an eyelid flickering. My breathing continues its measured pace—in, out, in, out—as if I’m sleeping, though my eyes remain open, fixed on the mirror.

The cot beneath me is thin, the mattress covered in plastic that squeaked slightly when I first sat. There is a grey sheet sitting on the end.

I stare at my reflection, willing my eyes to blink in some pattern, my lips to mouth words, anything. Nothing happens. The implant maintains perfect control. I wonder if it’s recording my thoughts, my desperate attempts to break free. I wonder if somewhere, someone is watching a screen, monitoring my resistance, making notes on how long it takes before I give up.

I won’t give up. I can’t. The alternative is unthinkable—to remain trapped forever in this body that no longer belongs to me, watching the world through eyes I can no longer control.

The implant pulses in response to my efforts, sending that now-familiar wave through my consciousness. It’s not painful, exactly, but uncomfortable—a reminder of its presence, its dominance. Is it warning me? Learning from my attempts? Adapting to ensure I remain controlled?

I have no way of knowing and no way of fighting back. I can’t find a way out.

The room is silent except for the faint hum of ventilation. There are no guards, no locks on the doors. There’s no need for them. We’re prisoners inside our own bodies, controlled more completely than any chains or bars could manage.

This is the program. Not rehabilitation, but conversion. They haven’t changed my behavior—they’ve overridden it completely. And for what purpose? What do they plan to do with these empty vessels they’ve created?

Hours pass. I think they’re hours—there’s no clock, no changing light, nothing to mark the passage of time except my own thoughts. My body doesn’t shift, doesn’t even fidget. It doesn’t feel the discomfort that should come from sitting perfectly still for so long. My muscles don’t cramp, and my back doesn’t ache. My eyes don’t even dry out despite barely blinking. The body that once belonged to me simply sits, a perfect machine requiring no maintenance, while inside, I grow more exhausted from fighting against my invisible chains.

I’ve stopped trying to move my limbs. It’s useless, and each failure drains whatever energy I have left. Instead, I watch. I observe and try to understand what’s happened to me.

Occasionally, the main door slides open. Workers enter with their tablets, moving between the rows of cubicles with purpose. They never speak to us, never look us in the eyes. They check their screens, tap commands, and subjects rise, following them out.

My internal exhaustion grows, though my body shows no signs of fatigue. Fighting against the implant is like trying to swim upstream in a river that never ends. My thoughts become sluggish, my internal voice hoarse from screaming into the void.

My body is just hardware now; the implant is its operating system. I am the ghost in the machine, the vestigial consciousness they haven’t quite managed to delete.


Chapter Five - Conditioning

My body rises from the cot at precisely 0600 hours according to the digital readout above the door. I don’t tell it to—I haven’t told my limbs to do anything since they put this thing in my head. My legs swing over the edge, feet placing themselves on the cold concrete floor with perfect symmetry.

The implant pulses once at the base of my skull, sending that now-familiar wave through my awareness. My eyes scan the room without my command. The other subjects are rising too, each movement a perfect mirror of my own. Backs straight, faces empty, hands at their sides. We’re dolls, puppets on invisible strings, our limbs moving to the silent commands of the things they’ve put inside us.

A worker enters the main door with that stupid tablet in hand. They don’t look at our faces, don’t acknowledge us as people. We’re inventory to be checked, machines to be monitored. They tap their stupid screens, and a soft chime sounds throughout the room.

I stand and begin walking toward the door. The others do the same, forming a perfect line, our steps synchronized. We file through the doorway into a tiled room next to our sleeping quarters. One wall holds a row of toilet stalls without doors; the opposite wall features shower heads protruding from grey tile. The staff stand along the back wall, tablets in hand, pressing buttons.

My hands unzip the jumpsuit and pull it down to my waist with efficient movements. My body turns to the left, walks to the third toilet, and sits. I relieve myself while my face remains expressionless, my eyes fixed forward. Inside, I burn with humiliation. My most private functions are performed under the detached gaze of strangers.

When my body finishes, it rises, strips off the jumpsuit, leaving me completely naked, and moves to the shower area. The other subjects are there too, undressing with the same mechanical precision, leaving their jumpsuits in piles on the floor.

The water turns on automatically as I step under the showerhead. It’s lukewarm, and my hands move over my body, applying soap from a dispenser on the wall, rinsing it away. No washcloth, no privacy, no dignity. The staff watched with detached interest.

One of them makes a note on their tablet. Another yawns behind their mask. The third checks his watch, perhaps counting the minutes until their shift ends and they can go home to a life where they control their own movements and make their own choices.

After exactly four minutes, the water shuts off. My body steps out, reaches for a thin towel from a stack on the bench, and dries itself with the same mechanical efficiency with which it does everything else. The jumpsuit is pulled back on, zipped to the neck. My wet hair is left uncombed, dripping cold water down my back.

We file out of the hygiene room and into what serves as a cafeteria—another tiled space with long metal tables and backless stools bolted to the floor. We sit, backs straight, hands on knees, waiting. Workers in masks wheel in carts holding large half-gallon cups with straws.

One is placed in front of me, and my hand picks it up. The straw finds my lips without fumbling. I suck down a thick, grayish liquid that tastes of nothing in particular—protein and vitamins, I assume, the bare minimum to keep this body functioning. Inside my head, I gag at the texture, but my throat swallows smoothly, my face showing no reaction.

After the smoothie comes a small paper cup containing two green pills. My fingers pick them up, place them on my tongue. They’re gritty and dissolve almost instantly, burning all the way down. My stomach clenches around them, the only involuntary reaction my body still seems capable of.

The staff collect the empty cups. One checks something on a clipboard, makes a mark. “Subject 207, vitamin levels are still low,” they say to another. “Increase the dosage tomorrow.”

They talk about me like I’m not here. Because to them, I’m not. Whatever made me “me” is irrelevant now. I’m just a body to be maintained, a system to be regulated.

Back in the dormitory, my body sits on its assigned cot, hands folded in lap, eyes forward.

Days pass like this. I lose count after the first week, each one identical to the last. Wake at 0600. Hygiene routine. Nutrition. Return to the cot. Sit. Stare. Repeat at 1800. Then bed. Sometimes there are variations—blood draws, physical examinations where gloved hands probe inside and out while my body stands motionless.

Every morning, I test the control over my body. I gather whatever strength I’ve managed to rebuild during the night and hurl it against the barriers in my mind. I try to wiggle a toe, blink out of sequence, anything to prove I still exist. The implant responds each time with that pulse, that wave that seems to say: I’m still here. I’m still in control. You can’t win.

But I have to try. So I fight, and fail, and fight again, even as despair wraps around me like a shroud.

The implant pulses again, stronger this time, and my consciousness dims around the edges. It’s learning, adapting, and suppressing even my thoughts. Each day, the space where “I” exist grows smaller, and I wonder how long before there’s nothing left at all.

The first week, I was too consumed with fighting the implant to notice the changes, but now, as days blur into what must be weeks, I see it. My body is changing, transforming.

The first changes were subtle. A softness to my face that wasn’t there before. A fullness to my cheeks that made me look younger, somehow more vulnerable. I thought it was my imagination, or maybe a side effect of the bland nutrition they pump into me by the gallon now, but then I noticed my breasts.

They’re swelling, growing visibly day by day. Not dramatically at first—just a slight roundness that pushes against the thin fabric of my jumpsuit. I feel a tenderness when my body moves, a heaviness that wasn’t there before. The sensation registers in my consciousness even as my body ignores it completely, moving with the same mechanical efficiency regardless of the discomfort.

As I sit here, unable to raise my hands to touch or examine what’s happening to me, I try to make sense of it. Is this some side effect of the implant? A reaction to those bitter green pills they feed me twice daily? Or is it deliberate—are they doing this to me on purpose?

My body rises for the morning hygiene routine, and I notice the jumpsuit pulls tighter across my chest than it did yesterday. In the shower room, when my hands robotically strip off the jumpsuit, I see the red marks where the fabric dug into my skin. My breasts have swollen to the size of small grapefruits, the skin stretched and shiny, veins visible beneath the surface.

A worker notices and makes a note on their tablet. They don’t speak to me, don’t explain. Why would they?

Days pass, and the changes speed up. My hips widen painfully, bones shifting in ways that would have me curled in the fetal position if I had any control. Instead, my body stands straight, walks normally, while inside I scream at the grinding sensation.

My face in the mirror changes too. My lips plump, my eyelashes thicken. The jumpsuit grows tighter by the day until the zipper is pulling at its limits. My body, now carrying more weight in strange new places, moves awkwardly. My center of gravity has shifted dramatically, but the implant forces me to maintain the same robotic gait, resulting in a strange, stumbling walk that would be comical if it weren’t so terrifying.

One morning, as I’m led to the shower room, I notice the other subjects. Many have undergone similar transformations.

In the shower, my hands undress as they always do, mechanical and precise. The jumpsuit pulls against my skin; the zipper stuck halfway because of the pressure of my ballooning breasts. For the first time, the implant seems to recalculate. My hands pause, then pull harder, forcing the zipper down with a jerk that would be painful if I could control my reaction. The fabric tears slightly as my body yanks it away.

When the shower ends, my body simply leaves the torn jumpsuit on the floor and walks, naked, back toward my cubicle.

I scream inside my mind, horrified at this new indignity, but my face remains blank as I walk naked through the facility. The workers don’t react. Why would they? We’re not people to them.

Back in my cubicle, I sit naked on my cot, exposed to anyone who passes by, and the cameras that never stop watching. The mirror shows me what I’ve become—breasts now swollen to the size of melons, heavy and taut, stretching the skin to a painful-looking tightness. My nipples have changed too, darkening to an angry red, growing larger and more prominent by the day.

I try to make sense of it, to understand what they’re preparing us for, but no explanation comes. There’s just the steady progression of these unwanted changes and the constant, maddening feeling of my body no longer being mine.

The pressure in my chest builds with each passing day. My breasts continue to swell, growing heavier and more sensitive. They ache constantly, a dull throbbing that occasionally sharpens to a stabbing pain when my body moves wrong. Inside my mind, I feel it all and I curl up in a ball.

My body still follows the daily routine—rising, showering, eating—but now it does so naked, the jumpsuit apparently deemed unnecessary. My movements grow increasingly awkward as my proportions change, my balance affected by the weight now pulling at my chest.

One morning, I notice a thin, clear liquid beading at my nipples. My body doesn’t react, doesn’t reach up to wipe it away, just continues its programmed routine while the droplets run down the curve of my impossibly swollen breasts. Inside, I feel a wave of horror as understanding begins to dawn. Is that milk?

The pressure in my chest intensifies. My breasts feel tight, stretched to their limit, almost feverish with heat. The clear droplets become more frequent, and the workers notice. One of them speaks into a comm device: “Subject 207 is showing initial production. Notify Processing immediately.”

The main door opens, and a man enters, taller than the others, and wearing not the usual green scrubs but a white lab coat that reaches his knees. His shoes click against the concrete as he walks. He doesn’t carry a tablet, which makes him stand out.

He stops at my cubicle, and the workers step aside, giving him space. Whoever he is, he outranks them.

My body stands and turns to face him, arms at my sides limp like noodles. Inside, I cringe, wanting to cover myself, to hide the grotesque changes they’ve forced on me. But my hands remain motionless, my face expressionless, as the man stops just inches away.

“Subject 207, previous baseline: 34B cup. Current measurement...” He looks up, eyes moving over my chest with scientific detachment. “Approximately 38F, with signs of active production.” He reaches out with a gloved hand.

His fingers touch my right breast, and I scream inside my skull, throwing myself against the barriers of the implant’s control. Nothing happens. My body stands perfectly still as he kneads the swollen flesh, checking its firmness, its weight. His thumb brushes across the nipple, and I’m appalled by the pleasurable sensation that passes through me. My nipples pebble and immediately leaks more of the thin, clear fluid. He catches a drop on his gloved finger, brings it to his nose, and sniffs.

“Colostrum production is visible,” he notes aloud, and the worker with the tablet records his words. “I’m proceeding with the full assessment.”

His examination continues, methodical and thorough. He weighs each breast in his palm, squeezes to check sensitivity, presses his fingertips into the flesh to test for lumps or abnormalities. All the while, my consciousness recoils in humiliation and arousal.

Why am I feeling this way? His touch should disgust me, but I hold my mental breath in anticipation of more.

Without warning, the man’s gloved hand glides down, pressing two fingers against my inner thigh, then abruptly into me. The sensation is clinical, brisk, but I feel the heat bloom out from the contact. His fingers enter, first one, then two, quick and efficient. I expect a chill, but my body’s traitorous response shocks me: I am wet, slicker than I should be, and his fingers slide in with barely any resistance.

He says nothing, but the pressure of his fingers against my pelvic wall, the curling motion as he examines, makes my insides clench. I can’t move, can’t shift away from the sudden invasion, can only watch in the mirror as my face remains perfectly still as my body betrays me. My nipples tighten further, more fluid leaking, and my legs tremble with a tension that is not disgust but something else, something dark and humiliating.

The man withdraws his hand and inspects the wetness glistening digits.

“Sensitivity response optimal,” he says as a drop of fluid beads on my nipple after his probing. “No signs of mastitis or blockage.” His fingers pinch harder, and more fluid streams out. “Flow rate acceptable.”

He straightens, then he looks at the worker standing nearby. “This one is ready,” he announces.

The man in the lab coat leaves without another word, without ever acknowledging that I might be more than flesh to be examined. The door closes behind him with a soft pneumatic hiss.

The workers move quickly after that; they simply tap commands into their tablets. My body lurches forward, following them out of the room, down a corridor I haven’t seen before.

This hallway is longer than the others, sloping gradually downward. The air grows cooler as we descend, carrying an unfamiliar smell—something industrial, a mix of disinfectant and machinery oil.

We pass through a set of double doors marked “PROCESSING” in block letters. The sound hits me first—a steady, rhythmic whooshing and pumping, like dozens of mechanical hearts beating in imperfect unison. Then the smell—stronger now, antiseptic with an undertone of something organic and sweet.

The doors close behind us, and I see it.

The room is vast, easily the size of an airplane hangar, with a high ceiling crossed by metal catwalks where more workers move back and forth, checking gauges and adjusting valves. But it’s what fills the floor space that freezes my consciousness with horror.

Rows upon rows of women—at least a hundred, maybe more—kneeling on specialized benches that support their torsos while leaving their swollen breasts and bellies hanging freely beneath them. Each woman is naked and has the same vacant expression. They all have transparent tubes attached to her nipples, running to pumping machines that extract a thin whitish fluid into collection tanks.

It’s a milking factory. A human milking factory. And I’m about to join the production line.

My body walks forward, guided by the workers, while inside I scream and thrash against the implant’s control with renewed desperation. Not this. Not this ultimate degradation, this complete reduction to animal function, but my feet keep moving, one in front of the other, carrying me toward an empty bench at the end of the nearest row.

Up close, the horror only deepens. The women’s breasts are even larger than mine, stretched and distended by whatever chemicals they’ve been fed, nipples elongated by the constant suction of the machines. Some have reddened patches where the skin has become irritated, but their faces show no pain, no awareness. The implants keep them perfect still except for their chests, which rise and fall with each slow breath.

A worker directs my body to kneel on the vacant bench. It’s padded with some kind of foam, shaped to support my torso at precisely the right angle. My knees find the indentations to cushion them correctly. My arms are guided to supports that extend from the sides, and my head is positioned to rest in a curved cradle, so that my neck doesn’t strain.

There are no straps or restraints needed, and once I’m in position, a different worker approaches with what looks like a harness made of clear plastic tubing and soft silicone cups. I want to close my eyes, to block out what’s coming, but the implant keeps them open, keeps me watching as they fit the cups over my swollen nipples. The material is cool against my skin, the fit snug but not painful.

“Subject 207, starting first extraction,” a worker announces, tapping something on a control panel beside my bench.

The machine hums to life. There’s a moment of suction, gentle at first, then stronger. The pressure that’s been building in my chest for days begins to release as the machine pulls the milk from my body. It hurts, but my face shows nothing as the tubes fill with thin, bluish-white liquid that pulses along the clear tubing toward a central collection tank.

A worker makes a note on their tablet. “Initial yield promising. Approximately 120mL in the first minute.”

They speak about my milk production like farmers discussing a prize cow. And that’s what I am to them: livestock, a resource to be harvested. The program was all a lie. It was recruitment for this grotesque dairy.

Through the haze of horror, questions form. Why? Why go to such lengths to turn humans into milk producers? What is this for? Who consumes this? But there are no answers, only the steady pumping of the machine as it drains my transformed body of the milk it’s been changed to produce.

As my consciousness tries to retreat from this new reality, I notice something on the collection tank—a logo, small but distinct. A stylized drop of milk inside a triangle, and beneath it, the words: “PHARMALAC INDUSTRIES: HUMAN-DERIVED THERAPEUTICS.”

They’re harvesting us for medicine. For pharmaceuticals. Breast milk has healing and therapeutic properties. We’re not just milk producers—we’re living drug factories. The realization brings no comfort, only a deeper understanding of how completely we’ve been commodified.

The machine continues its work; the suction creating a rhythm that my body automatically syncs with. My breathing adjusts to match the pumping cycle. Even in this, the implant ensures perfect compliance and maximum efficiency.

Around me, dozens of women kneel in identical positions; our bodies no longer our own, our purposes no longer human.


Chapter Six- The Milking Floor

The machine pulls at my flesh with rhythmic insistence. My milk flows through the clear tubes, bluish-white under the lights. The suction creates a dull pain that radiates through my chest, but my face remains expressionless, my body perfectly still as they stand around me, watching the yield with the detached interest of farmers inspecting their livestock.

“Flow rate stabilizing,” says a female technician in a green mask. She makes a note on her tablet. “Quality appears consistent with initial projections.”

Another one leans closer, studying the tubes where my milk pulses toward the collection tank. “Good fat content,” he observes.

A third technician approaches, carrying what looks like a clear plastic mask connected to a thin tube. The tube runs back to a machine on the floor, a squat metal box with digital readouts on its face. My eyes track the object without my permission; the implant guiding my gaze as if even my attention is no longer my own.

“Attaching the nutrition delivery system,” the technician announced, holding the mask up to my face without actually touching it yet.

The mask is a grotesque thing. It covers the lower half of the face from my nose to my chin. A small tube extends from the center where the mouth would be, presumably to deliver whatever “nutrition” they deem appropriate.

“Proceed with attachment,” says the one with the tablet.

The technician presses the mask to my face; the tube sliding between my teeth to the back of my mouth. Its silicone edge is cool and clammy against my skin. The edges tighten as the tech secures it behind my head.

“Mask secured,” the technician confirms. “Starting the hucow feeding protocol now.”

A button is pressed on the machine behind me. There’s a whir, a gurgle, and then liquid flows through the tube into the mask. It’s a thick, milky substance that flows into my mouth.

The implant forces my throat to swallow, one gulp after another, steady and mechanical. The liquid coats my mouth and throat as it goes down.

The only outward sign of my struggle comes when the first tear slides down my cheek, slipping beneath the edge of the feeding mask.

They move away, leaving me to the machines. The pumping device continues its rhythmic suction at my breasts. The feeding mask delivers its steady flow of nutrients directly to my throat. My body processes it all without complaint, a perfect component in their industrial system.

From my fixed position, I take in the full horror of my surroundings. The room stretches farther than I first realized, the rows of women seemingly endless. The ceiling is a grid of harsh fluorescent panels and exposed metal ducts, painted a dull industrial gray. Walkways crisscross above, where more technicians move back and forth, checking gauges and making adjustments to unseen equipment.

The air is warm and artificially circulated, carrying the smell of disinfectant and machinery lubricant, with an undertone of sweet milk, I realize, being pumped from hundreds of women simultaneously like cows. Human cows. The combined output flows through a network of larger tubes that converge at massive stainless-steel tanks along the far wall, each bearing the Pharmalac Industries logo.

The soundscape is a constant background of mechanical operation—the hiss and pulse of hundreds of pump machines working in concert, the hum of ventilation systems, the occasional pneumatic whoosh as a tank is sealed or a door opened somewhere in the facility. Beneath it all is the soft, wet sound of suction, of flesh being manipulated by machinery, multiplied by every woman in the room.

Technicians move between the rows in their green masks and scrubs, checking readings, adjusting settings, and occasionally stopping to examine us more closely. They speak to each other in clipped, professional tones, using subject numbers instead of names, technical terms instead of human language. The words “yield,” “hucow,” “production,” “output,” and “efficiency” float through their conversations.

The scale of the operation is staggering. From what I can see without moving my head—which is fixed in place by both the implant’s control and the headrest’s design—there must be at least two hundred women in this room alone. And this is just one room in one facility. How many other facilities are out there? How many women have been processed, implanted, transformed into living milk factories?

I’m no longer a person. My former life—my job, my apartment, the crime that landed me here—seems like a distant dream, a fiction I invented to comfort myself. This is reality now. This is what I’ve become.

Hours pass. The tubes beneath me have filled with my milk, each drop pulled from my body with each suction. The initial pain has faded, replaced by something worse—a sensation I don’t want to name, a warmth spreading through me that makes my shame burn hotter than my rage.

The suction of the machine continues its relentless rhythm—pull, release, pull, release—a mechanical mimicry of a hungry mouth. My breasts have gone from tender to hypersensitive. Each pull sends a jolt through my chest that travels lower, settling between my legs like an unwelcome visitor. I try to focus on anything else, but my body’s response isn’t mine to control anymore.

The implant keeps me perfectly still as the warmth builds. My nipples, stretched by the constant suction, pulsed with each draw of the machine. The sensation should be clinical, medical, but it’s not. I don’t want this, but my flesh responds anyway, a betrayal orchestrated by chemicals and the device in my brain. It’s making me respond positively to the milking.

A technician passes by, glancing at the readout on my machine. “The hucows oxytocin levels are elevated,” she notes. “Production increased by fourteen percent.”

Of course, it is. They’ve designed it this way—built the system to exploit the body’s natural responses. The milk flows more freely when the body is aroused. It’s biology, simple and manipulable. They’ve turned my own hormones against me, made me complicit in my exploitation.

The heat between my legs intensifies. If I could move, I’d press my thighs together, seeking pressure or perhaps trying to deny the sensation. But the bench holds me open, knees spread, hips tilted at the precise angle for optimal milking. The implant keeps my muscles relaxed.

My pulse quickens, my breathing deepens slightly—the only external signs of what’s happening inside me. The feeding mask continues to deliver nutrients, but I barely taste them now. My awareness has narrowed to the points of contact between my flesh and the machine, to the electric sensation building with each pull of the suction cups, each pulse of milk drawn from my body.

The moisture between my legs is undeniable now. I feel it gathering, a slick heat that would be visible if anyone bothered to check—which they might, for all I know. Perhaps there are sensors monitoring that too, measuring my arousal as just another data point in their clinical assessment of my production value.

The rhythm of the machine seems to change, or perhaps it’s just my perception shifting as my body approaches a threshold I don’t want to cross. The pulling sensation at my breasts synchronizes with the pulse between my legs, creating a circuit of unwanted stimulation. My toes would curl if they could; my back would arch, and my breath would catch. But the implant keeps everything controlled, regulated, even as the pleasure builds to an unbearable pressure.

When it happens, it’s not like any orgasm I’ve experienced before. There’s no crescendo, no release in the traditional sense. Instead, it’s like a switch flipping inside me—a sudden flush of chemicals, a wave of sensation that has nowhere to go. My body doesn’t shudder or shake; the implant prevents that. But inside, I’m simultaneously shattering and drowning, pleasure and horror mingling until I can’t separate them anymore.

The milk flows faster in the aftermath; the tubes carrying more white fluid toward the collection tanks. A technician makes a note without comment.

I want to cry, to scream, to tear myself away from this nightmare, but all I can do is exist within it, a consciousness trapped in a body that no longer belongs to me. More tears slip down my cheeks, joining the earlier tracks that have dried to salt on my skin.

It’s then, in this moment of utter vulnerability, that I notice the woman kneeling across from me. She’s positioned at the same angle, her body a mirror of my own—naked, breasts swollen and attached to the same mechanical milking apparatus, face empty of expression. But there’s something about her eyes.

Different from her neighbors, whose breasts are massive, with eyes that hold no light. She seems completely checked out, more than some others, and I wonder why.

I focus on the first woman and catch the small movement of her eyes. Not the mechanical scanning that the implant sometimes directs, but something else—a deliberate, if tiny, shift. Her gaze, which had been fixed forward like all of ours, slid ever so slightly to the side.

It only lasts a second, but in that moment I see everything I need to know: she’s still in there. Behind the blank face and perfect posture, behind the vacant eyes and regulated breathing, there’s still a person, fighting just as I am.

I’m not alone. The knowledge brings no practical comfort—we can’t help each other, can’t even communicate beyond that moment of eye contact.

We’re all in here, dozens—maybe hundreds—of women, each locked in our private hell, unable to move or speak or resist in any meaningful way, but still aware, still feeling, still human despite everything they’ve done to deny us that humanity.

My body continues to respond to the milking, another wave of pleasure building. The machine at my breasts continues its rhythm, already building toward another forced climax. The duality is maddening—pleasure and violation, sensation and exploitation, existing simultaneously in the same flesh.

The machines detach with a hiss sometime later with a wet pop that echoes through the cavernous room as it happens to all of us simultaneously. The suction cups release, leaving my nipples throbbing and raw in the open air.

At the same time, the food stops, switching to water. My body doesn’t move. It remains perfectly still, kneeling on the bench, even as relief mingles with discomfort in my newly liberated flesh.

I wait for the workers to return to lead me back to the cubicle where I’ve been kept, but minutes pass, and the facility grows quieter. The footsteps of technicians fade, and the tapping of fingers on tablets diminishes. The day is ending, and no one comes.

Suddenly the overhead lights shut off with a series of heavy clunks. The vast room plunges into near-darkness, with only red emergency lights glowing at intervals along the walls and exit signs casting a crimson haze over portions of the space. The sudden dimness is disorienting after hours under harsh fluorescents. My pupils dilate automatically, adjusting to gather what light remains.

In the new darkness, the horror of my situation crystallizes with terrible clarity. We are stuck here. This is it. This is where I’ll stay. The milking bench is not a temporary station—it’s my new home, my permanent place in this industrial nightmare. There will be no return to the cubicle, no relief from this position. I have been installed here like a piece of equipment.

The thought of remaining here all night—and presumably every night from now on, sends a wave of despair through me so intense that for a moment, I think I might pass out, but the implant keeps my consciousness steady, and my breathing regulated.

Across from me, in the dim red glow, I can just make out the silhouettes of other women, all kneeling as I am, all perfectly still. In the darkness, they look like sculptures, a grotesque art installation of female forms frozen in position.


Chapter Seven- The Procedure

Five monotonous days pass on the milking floor. My body kneels in position, perfectly still while the machines pull and pull and pull. Inside my skull, I’ve retreated to a corner of my consciousness, building walls around what’s left of me as the implant continues its relentless control.

When the suction cups finally detach from my raw nipples with a wet pop, I expect the usual brief respite of evening. Instead, something different happens. A tech removed the feeding tube from my mouth, leaving a ring of irritation around my lips.

This is new, and my body responds to whatever the tech is commanding it to as she types away on the tablet, but when the command comes to stand, my muscles fail. My legs, held in the same kneeling position for five days straight, have forgotten how to bear weight. They tremble and collapse beneath me. I fall forward onto the hard floor on my hands and knees.

The implant pulses at the base of my skull. The most I can manage is a crawling position, on hands and knees like an animal.

My breasts hang beneath me, swollen to an impossible size after days of constant stimulation and chemical enhancement. They’re so heavy that they pull my spine into an unnatural curve. The skin is stretched tight and shiny, veins visible beneath the surface like rivers on a map of a country. The nipples are dark and distended, perpetually erect from the suction, leaking milk in a steady drip onto the floor.

I feel the implant’s command once more, and my body begins to crawl forward. Each movement sends jolts of pain through my joints. My knees scrape against the concrete, but the implant doesn’t care about pain—it only cares about compliance.

Behind me, I leave a trail—tiny smears of milk that drip from my breasts with each forward movement.

My progress across the floor is observed by two staff members in pristine white coats. They stand near a doorway, watching with the detached interest of scientists. One holds a tablet, occasionally tapping notes with a stylus. The other simply watches, arms folded across their chest, head tilted slightly in clinical curiosity.

“It’s mobility significantly reduced after five days,” the one with the tablet says. “Note for future extractions. It may need a transport trolley.”

“Muscle atrophy within expected parameters,” the other replies. “And expected to decline.”

“It,” they call me. Not even “she” anymore—just “it.” A thing.

My direction is set toward a doorway at the far end of the milking floor. The distance seems impossible at this pace, with each movement sending fresh pain through my weakened body, but the implant is patient. It doesn’t care how long the journey takes, only that it is completed.

The milk continues to drip as I crawl, my breasts swaying with each movement. The sensation is maddening—the constant awareness of my altered body, the reminder of what they’ve done to me.

When I finally reach the doorway, the staff members step closer. One presses a panel, and the door slides open with a soft pneumatic hiss. The air beyond is noticeably cooler, raising goosebumps on my naked skin.

My body crawls forward into the room. The floor here is different—still hard, but smoother, with a slight give that speaks of some rubber-like material rather than bare concrete.

I’ve entered a surgical suite. Monitors hang from articulated arms attached to the ceiling. In the center of the room stands a metal table, its surface covered with a thin layer of padding that does little to disguise its rigid nature.

One of the staff members moves ahead of me, pressing a button that lowers the table to floor level. The other steps behind me, hands suddenly gripping beneath my armpits. Together, they lift me—my body remaining limp and compliant under the implant’s command—and place me on the table, rolling me onto my back.

Above, bright surgical lights blind me momentarily as they switch on, creating a halo effect that turns the faces of the staff into featureless silhouettes. My breasts, freed from the pull of gravity, spread slightly to either side, still leaking slow drops of milk that run down my ribs to pool on the table beneath me.

The surgical team entered. Six of them each dressed identically in pale blue scrubs, faces hidden behind surgical masks, hair concealed under tight caps.

“Subject 207 is scheduled for the reproductive modification procedure,” announces the tallest one, presumably the lead surgeon. His voice is muffled behind his mask, but the words come through with terrible clarity. “Its milk production has exceeded baseline projections by sixteen percent over the initial five-day period, making it a suitable candidate for this procedure.”

“Hormone levels are stable,” adds a woman to his right, consulting a tablet. “Prolactin elevated, as expected. Oxytocin response consistent with high-yield subjects.”

They speak about me in the third person, though I’m lying right here, eyes open, mind aware, but I don’t think they know that or they just don’t care.

Around me, the surgical suite comes to life. Machines hum and beep as they’re activated. Monitors display scrolling data—my vital signs, I assume, though I can’t turn my head to see them clearly. Metal instruments clink against trays. Gloved hands move efficiently, preparing surfaces, arranging tools, and adjusting lights.

Someone wipes my abdomen with a cold antiseptic solution that stings the skin and fills my nostrils with a sharp, chemical scent. The surgeon’s hands press along my lower abdomen.

“Mark the incision sites,” he directs, and another pair of hands appears with a purple marker, drawing lines on my skin where it stretches across my pelvis. I can feel the tickle of the marker tip, but can’t see what pattern they’re creating on my body.

A technician approaches from my right, pushing a cart topped with a squat metal canister. A clear mask is connected to it by a spiraling tube. The mask is large, designed to cover both nose and mouth completely, with a black rubber seal around its edges to prevent gas from escaping.

“Anesthesia prepared,” she announces. “Flow rate calibrated for the hucow’s weight and metabolism.”

“Proceed with sedation,” the surgeon replies, stepping back from the table. “Estimated procedure time: ninety minutes. I don’t expect any complications.”

The technician positions herself at the head of the table. Her face appears above mine, upside down from my perspective. For a moment, she looks into my eyes, and I search hers desperately for some recognition of my humanity, some acknowledgment that I’m more than just “Subject 207.” But her gaze remains steady and empty, seeing through me rather than at me.

The mask descends toward my face, and I can’t turn away—the implant holds my head perfectly still on the table. All I can do is watch it come closer, inch by inch, until the rubber edge touches my skin. It presses down, creating a seal around my nose and mouth.

“Mask is secured,” the technician announced. “Starting gas flow now.”

A valve turns with a soft click. There’s a hissing sound as the gas begins to flow through the tube. The first breath brings a sweet, chemical smell that reminds me of overripe fruit left too long in the sun. My lungs draw it in automatically, courtesy of the implant.

The effect is almost immediate, and the edges of my vision blur and soften, the harsh lights above taking on halos of diffused brightness. The sounds in the room begin to distort, some growing louder while others recede, as if someone is randomly adjusting volume controls on different channels.

My thoughts, which had been racing with panic, began to slow. It becomes harder to hold on to them, like trying to grab smoke with my fingers. The walls I’ve built around my consciousness—my last defense against the horror of my situation—begin to dissolve, leaving me vulnerable.

Through the growing fog, I hear the surgeon’s voice, now sounding distant despite his proximity. “Subject entering appropriate sedation state. Vital signs are stable. Proceed with the initial incision.”

I try to focus, to maintain some awareness, but the darkness grows at the edges of my vision, creeping inward with each breath. The ceiling above me swims and shifts.

The metallic clink of surgical tools cuts through the haze momentarily. With tremendous effort, I direct my gaze toward the sound. Through the narrowing tunnel of my vision, I see the surgeon approach. In his hand, he holds a scalpel, its blade catching the harsh light from above. Then darkness claims me completely.

Consciousness returns in fragments, like pieces of a jigsaw puzzle tossed carelessly onto a table. First comes sensation—pressure on my knees, the familiar pull at my breasts, a dull ache deep in my pelvis. Then sound—the rhythmic hum of the milking machines, the hiss of the feeding tube, the distant footsteps of workers moving between rows. Finally, awareness—I’m back on the milking floor.

The suction cups pull at my nipples with their relentless rhythm, the familiar tug-release-tug that I’ve endured for days, and the feeding tube delivers nutrients directly to my throat.

But something feels different.

The hollow ache in my pelvis pulses with each heartbeat, and my breasts feel heavier than before, the skin stretched even tighter. Milk flows freely through the clear tubes attached to my nipples, uninterrupted by whatever procedure they performed on me. The machine’s readout, visible in the corner of my eye, shows higher numbers than before, though the units of measurement mean nothing to me.

How long was I unconscious?

Footsteps approach from behind me, and my heart rate increases slightly, though the implant keeps my breathing steady and my face expressionless.

“Subject 207 is recovering well from the procedure,” a male voice says. “Its milk production resumed within two hours of reinstallation and is already increasing."

“Good,” replies a female voice. I hear the tap of a stylus on a tablet. “The hormone adjustment is working perfectly.”

They move into my field of vision: a man and a woman in white lab coats. The man is tall with steel-gray hair cropped close to his skull. The woman is shorter, with dark hair pulled back in a severe bun. Both wear the same expression of professional interest, devoid of empathy or recognition of my humanity.

“Reproductive capacity has been removed, but the uterus remains intact,” the man says, consulting his tablet. “It has been scheduled for routine breeding from here on out. The chemical supplements in the hucow food will trigger hormonal responses after each breeding cycle to maximize production.”

My mind reels at the words. Reproductive capacity removed. They’ve taken my uterus, my ovaries—the parts that made me biologically female, that would have allowed me to bear children someday. They’ve gutted me like an animal, removing what they deemed unnecessary for my new purpose.

“Subject 207 should show a 43% increase in milk yield once the first simulated pregnancy cycle completes,” the woman adds, studying the readout on the milking machine. “The absence of actual fetal development allows for continuous production without the inefficiencies of real pregnancy.”

The truth crashes down on me, each word a blow. I will still experience the hormonal cycles of pregnancy—artificially induced by whatever chemicals they pump into me through the feeding tube—but without the “inefficiency” of actually growing a child. My body will be repeatedly tricked into producing milk at maximum capacity, cycle after cycle, with no end in sight.

And the “routine breeding” they mentioned—I can only assume it refers to sexual contact designed to trigger the natural hormonal responses that comes with pregnancy, even though actual conception is now impossible. My body will be used, stimulated, manipulated to produce the right chemical cocktail for optimal milk production, then pumped full of synthetic hormones to complete the simulation.

I’ve been permanently altered to serve as nothing more than efficient livestock.

The woman reaches out, places her hand on my swollen breast, checking the tissue. Her fingers press into my flesh, testing its firmness. “The supplementary calcium has prevented structural degradation despite the increased production load.”

The man makes a note on his tablet. “Excellent. We should consider moving Subject 207 to the permanent production wing once the first artificial cycle completes. Its response metrics suggest it could be a long-term high-yield asset.”

This isn’t a sentence to be served; or a rehabilitation program with an end date. They never intended to release me. The “Program” was always a one-way journey to this existence—a living milk factory.

The scientists move on, and in their wake, they leave only the terrible knowledge that this is my forever—an endless cycle of artificial hormones, forced arousal, and milk production. A mockery of motherhood without the possibility of ever becoming one.


Chapter Eight - Breeding

I’ve been hiding in my head for a while, letting the implant do whatever it wants to my body. It’s hard to say how much time has passed as I wallow, but I feel as my body slowly heals, and the milking has returned to being pleasurable. The only moments I let affect me are the times I give into the mounting pleasure. It feels like I’m surrendering every time I let myself enjoy the climaxes that periodically wreck my body, but I need to find some enjoyment or I will go crazy.

Movement at the far end of the milking floor catches my attention. Two staff members enter through the double doors, flanking a tall figure between them. It takes me a moment to realize it’s a man—naked, muscular, and moving with the same robotic precision that now defines my body’s movements. His face is blank, eyes fixed forward, and I know instantly that he has the same implant controlling him that controls me.

They guide him through the rows of kneeling women. There’s something unnaturally fluid about his movements. The muscles in his thighs flex with each step, revealing the strength that once belonged to a person with free will.

As they draw closer, I can see more details. His body is well-maintained, like a prize bull kept in optimal condition for breeding. His skin has the same institutional pallor as mine, the same lack of sun exposure, and his hair is cropped short against his skull. The implant at the base of his neck catches the light as he turns, a small metal disc that contains the technology that has erased his will.

His eyes are open but empty, staring without seeing. He doesn’t swallow nervously or lick his lips. There is nothing behind those eyes except the mechanical compliance enforced by the thing inside his head. The male is completely gone.

The staff members stop directly behind my milking station. One of them taps something on their tablet, and the male subject halts precisely two feet behind me. I can’t turn my head to look at him, but I can feel his presence. The heat of another body in proximity to mine, and the soft sound of his regulated breathing.

“Subject 016 is prepared for the breeding procedure with Subject 207,” one of the staff announces in that same flat, professional tone they use for everything. “Beginning hormonal stimulation before insertion.”

Something inside me coils tight with need. My heart thuds against my ribs like a trapped bird, while my face remains perfectly calm and my breathing steady. Inside I feel confused and detached, like this is not happening to me.

I’m positioned perfectly for what they have planned—my torso supported by the padded bench, my back arched slightly, my hips elevated.

I hear another tap on the tablet. Then footsteps as the male subject moves behind me. His bare feet appear in my peripheral vision as he positions himself directly behind my kneeling form. I can’t see his face, can’t turn to look at him, can only stare straight ahead.

There’s no warning, no preparation. I feel his hands on my hips, fingers pressing into my flesh with calculated pressure. Then he thrusts forward, his thick cock entering me in one smooth motion. The invasion is sudden and complete. A sound tries to escape my throat—a gasp, a cry, something—but the implant locks it down, keeps my breathing regular, my vocal cords silent.

He begins to move inside me, each thrust perfectly timed, perfectly angled. There’s no passion in his movements, no desire, no humanity. He might as well be a piston in an engine, programmed for optimal performance. His rhythm never falters, never speeds up or slows down, and his fingers maintain a constant pressure on my hips, never tightening in passion or loosening in fatigue.

My body begins to respond, and my flesh warms and slickens around him. The implant ensures that I’m physically receptive. My nipples tighten further, and the milk flows faster through the collection tubes. The machine registers the increased output and adjusts its suction accordingly.

His thrusts continue relentlessly, and the pressure builds inside me, a tide I can’t control. My body’s response has nothing to do with desire and everything to do with biology, with the chemicals they’re pumping into both of us, with the precise stimulation the implant ensures.

The rhythm continues, a perfect machine-like tempo that never varies, never falters. My body tightens around him, internal muscles contracting in waves that signal an approaching climax I want, but don’t at the same time.

When it comes, my inner walls pulse around him, gripping and releasing in the unmistakable pattern of orgasm. The only visible sign is this subtle internal flexing.

The male subject falters for the first time—just a tiny hesitation, a break in his perfect rhythm as his own climax approaches. Then he slams forward one final time, harder than before, burying himself completely. I feel the pulse inside me as he ejaculates; the warmth spreading. His breathing has increased slightly, the first sign that he’s affected at all by what’s happened.

And then, like a machine completing its function, he withdraws and steps back. His cock, still half-hard, glistens in the harsh light. Without acknowledgement, without looking at me, he turns and walks away.

The tech follows the male subject, leaving me alone now that the deed is done. And minutes after the male subject walks away, a strange warmth floods through my bloodstream. It starts at the base of my spine where the implant connects, then radiates outward—a hot flush that travels through my veins like liquid metal. The sensation isn’t painful, exactly, but overwhelming—my body registering the chemical cocktail they’re pumping into me, designed to convince my biology that I’m pregnant even though they’ve removed the organs that would make this possible. The simulation has begun.

My breasts begin to ache almost immediately. The dull, constant discomfort I’ve grown accustomed to sharpens, intensifies, becomes something new. The tissue seems to swell beneath the skin, growing fuller, heavier with each passing minute. Stretch marks that have formed since my transformation deepen, tiny red lightning bolts spreading across the taut surface. The pain builds at the same pace as the swelling—a heavy, throbbing sensation that radiates from my nipples outward.

The milk flows faster through the clear tubes attached to my nipples. What was a steady trickle becomes a rush, the white liquid pulsing through the lines with new urgency. The collection containers, designed to handle my previous output, begin to fill at nearly twice the rate. The digital counter on the milking machine ticks upward rapidly, registering the increased production in cold, numerical terms.

Staff in pristine lab coats approach my station. They stand in a semicircle around me, tapping notes with plastic styluses, occasionally murmuring observations to each other.

“The hormone response has been successful,” the woman says.

“Initial yield increased already. Now forty-eight percent and climbing,” one man replied. “The new formula is significantly more effective than previous versions.”

There’s a subtle satisfaction in their voices—not excitement or happiness, but the cold pride of scientists whose experiment is yielding better results than expected. They exchange small nods.

My perception of time becomes distorted as my body undergoes changes more dramatic than any I’ve experienced since my initial transformation. The milking machines remain attached, collecting the ever-increasing flow. The feeding tube delivers different nutrients now—thicker, with a faint metallic taste that lingers at the back of my throat.

By the third day, my belly had begun to visibly swell. It’s not the rounded protrusion of actual pregnancy—there’s no fetus growing inside me—but a bloating that spreads across my abdomen, pulling the skin tight. It’s as if my entire midsection is inflating, pushed outward by the chemical reactions taking place inside. The skin itches as it stretches.

My breasts undergo the most dramatic transformation. Already swollen beyond what I once would have thought possible, they now grow to truly monstrous proportions. The skin becomes so taut it appears almost translucent in places, blue veins visibly pulsing beneath the surface. The nipples darken further, stretching to accommodate the increased flow.

The milking equipment can barely keep pace with my production now. On the fourth day, a team of technicians arrived.

“Subject 207’s production has tripled since the breeding,” a technician announces as they install the new pump system. “At current rates, it will produce seventeen liters per day.”

Seventeen liters. Over four gallons of milk are produced by my body every day. The numbers feel impossible, yet the evidence flows through the new, thicker tubes they’ve attached to my painfully distended nipples.

On the fifth day, a medical team examines the changes to my body. They surround me, hands touching my swollen abdomen without warning or explanation. Fingers press into the taut skin, testing its firmness.

“Excellent peritoneal expansion,” says a woman with gray-streaked hair as she measures the circumference of my abdomen. “We’re seeing almost perfect simulation of second-trimester distension.”

“Mammary productivity exceeds all previous subjects in this protocol,” adds a man with thick glasses as he inspects the flow rate on the new equipment. “We should consider genetic sampling for the next generation of hucows.”

The word strikes me like a physical blow. Genetic sampling. They want to replicate whatever makes my body so efficient at this perverse task.

“I want to know the peak production potential.”

They huddle together, analyzing charts and graphs that represent the expected trajectory of my milk production. Their voices drop to technical murmurs, filled with percentages and projections and terms I don’t understand.

“The hucow will maintain peak production for approximately sixty days before requiring re-breeding,” one of them announced after reviewing the data. “With the modified hormone regimen, we can expect a consistent output of eighteen to twenty liters daily during that period.”

The team completes their examination, confirms the success of the procedure, and packs away their equipment. They leave without a backward glance, without any acknowledgment of the person trapped inside this productive body.


Chapter Nine - Permanent Hucow Mode

My swollen belly begins to shrink day by day, the unnatural bloating of my false pregnancy slowly receding. I feel it happen with a strange detachment, as if observing changes to someone else’s body. The staff noticed too, circling my milking station with their tablets, measuring and recording every subtle change with cold precision.

“Subject-207  is entering the post-production phase,” a technician announces, pressing cold fingers against my abdomen. “Hormonal decline progressing at the expected rate.”

My milk production decreases gradually, but it’s still more than when I was first hooked up. The pressure in my breasts eases, though they remain unnaturally large.

The feeding tube delivers different nutrients now—less dense, with a subtle shift in flavor that barely registers on my dulled taste buds. The implant maintains perfect control of my body throughout this transition. I don’t fidget or slouch, and remain perfectly poised on the milking bench.

Time becomes abstract, measured only by the changing faces of technicians who monitor us. Inside my mind, I retreat further. I can feel my mind getting weaker.

Eventually, my belly flattens completely, returning to normal. My breasts deflate slightly, though they remain grotesquely large compared to their original size.

“Subject-207 has returned to baseline,” a woman in a white coat says, tapping at her tablet. “Hormone levels stabilized. It has been cleared for re-breeding procedure.”

The words penetrate my mental retreat, sending a spike of anticipation through the dissociative fog I’ve built around myself. Re-breeding. It will happen again: the false pregnancy, the relentless extraction. An endless cycle with no escape.

The double doors at the end of the milking floor swing open. Two guards enter, flanking another naked male between them. This one is different from the last—taller, with broader shoulders and darker skin. His muscles are rigid, face blank, eyes as empty as mine.

There’s no hesitation, no resistance—just the perfect compliance that comes from having your will surgically removed. They positioned him behind me, where I can’t see him.

“Subject-025 is prepared for breeding,” the second guard announced. “Starting stimulation.”

I feel the man’s presence behind me, the heat of his body like a furnace against my back. His breathing remains perfectly controlled, even as his hands find my hips.

Warmth pools between my legs, a slick readiness preparing my body for what comes next. He enters me in a single thrust, the invasion so sudden it would make me gasp if the implant allowed it.

My body responds, arousal builds with each precisely calculated thrust, a hot coil tightening inside me. The suction cups attached to my nipples adjust their rhythm, syncing with his thrusts. My milk production, which had slowed to almost nothing, suddenly spiked—tiny droplets forming at the tips as my body responded to the stimulation.

A pressure builds between my legs, a climax approaching. When it hits, my mind blurs as I sink into the sensation, slipping further away. My internal muscles contracting around him, added by the implant to make him climax inside me.

He finishes with the same robotic precision as the last male, a last thrust that holds him still until he’s emptied before he withdraws.

The guards lead him away immediately, and moments after they leave, I feel it—the rush of chemicals flooding my veins, hot and immediate. The artificial hormones work instantly, convincing my body it’s pregnant again.

My breasts ache almost immediately, the tissue swelling beneath the skin. Milk production kicks into overdrive; thin streams suddenly thickening in the collection tubes.

The bloating returns to my abdomen, a gradual inflation that stretches my skin. Every nerve in my body seems to betray me at once, responding to the chemical deception with mindless biological enthusiasm.

Another cycle begins. My body once again becomes a factory, producing milk for their mysterious pharmaceutical purposes, while my mind retreats further behind thicker walls.

Time dissolves as I endure one breeding procedure after another, each indistinguishable from the last except for the number I keep in my head.

Six, I think, as they remove a male subject with a scar running down his left shoulder blade. Six breeding cycles.

The lead scientist strode into the dairy one morning. I recognize him from the early days, when they drilled into my skull and inserted the implant. Unlike the technicians with their identical tablets, he carries something sleeker, thinner, with a glowing blue edge that casts strange shadows on his face as he approaches.

He doesn’t wear a mask. His face is exposed—clean-shaven, with deep lines around his mouth. His eyes are the palest blue, almost colorless, and they sweep over the milking floor with the detached interest of someone surveying livestock.

He consults his tablet, then walks directly to my station. The regular technicians step aside, creating space for him to work.

“Subject-207,” he says, his voice smoother than I expected, almost pleasant. “Show me the production metrics for the last six cycles.”

The scientist studies them, occasionally making notes on his own device. He reaches out and places a hand on my swollen breast. He moves his hand to my abdomen, pressing against the artificial swelling of my current production cycle.

His fingers tap against his tablet, scrolling through more data. “Cognitive function?” He asks a nearby technician.

“Diminishing steadily,” the woman replies. “The latest scans show minimal activity outside the regulated pathways.”

He crouches beside me, bringing those pale eyes level with mine. For a moment, I think he’s looking for me, searching for some sign of the person still trapped inside. My hope surges, desperate and irrational.

Instead, he’s examining my pupillary response, checking how my eyes dilate in reaction to his proximity. It’s just another measurement, another data point. He makes a note on his tablet.

“Run a complete neural scan,” he instructed.

A technician approaches with a handheld device that emits a soft blue light. She passes it slowly across my forehead, down the sides of my face, and finally, around to the base of my skull where the implant connects. The device beeps softly, transferring its readings to the scientist’s tablet.

He studies the results, nodding to himself. Then he looks up at the assembled staff.

“Cognitive erasure confirmed,” he announces, tapping the screen with finality. “Implant integration at 99.9 percent.” His voice carries no emotion, just the satisfaction of a project proceeding on schedule. “Subject-207 is now ready for long-term usage.”

Long-term usage. The words echo through my consciousness like a death sentence. There will be no end to this, no release, no escape. Just an eternity of breeding and milking, of having my body used while my mind fades away completely.

I marshal every fragment of will I have left, focusing it into a single, desperate attempt to move just one finger, to blink in an irregular pattern, anything to prove I’m still here.

Nothing happens. Not even a tremor.

The scientist stands, brushing invisible dust from his immaculate coat. “Prepare to engage permanent hucow mode,” he says.

A technician approaches with another device, this one with a narrow probe extending from one end. She positions it against the back of my neck, directly over the implant. The metal is cold against my skin.

“Engaging in three, two, one...” She presses a button.

A crisp click resonates inside my skull, like a lock turning or a switch flipping. The implant pulses once, harder than ever before, sending a wave of something—not quite pain, not quite pressure—through my entire consciousness.

“Permanent mode engaged,” the scientist states, watching my face for any reaction. There is none, of course. The implant maintains perfect control.

But inside, I feel it immediately—a darkness seeping in from the edges of my awareness, like ink dropped in water, spreading in tendrils through my thoughts. The small room I built in my mind, the sanctuary where I kept my memories and sense of self, begins to fill with this darkness.

I try to push it back, to wall it off, but it’s too strong, too pervasive. It flows around my defenses, through them, dissolving them like acid through paper. Memories begin to blur and fade—the smell of coffee, the sound of rain, the feeling of sunshine—all becoming indistinct, then disappearing entirely.

My final coherent thought surfaces with bitter clarity: I should have taken jail time. Years locked in a cell, but still myself, still human, still in control of my own thoughts and movements. It would have been infinitely better than this.

Then even that thought dissolves into the spreading darkness. Everything becomes just sounds, then nothing at all.

The darkness is complete now, filling every corner of my consciousness. There is no more struggle, no more resistance. No more me to resist with.

The thing or hucow that kneels on the milking bench continues functioning. Its breasts produce milk at the expected rate. The hucow’s body will respond to breeding procedures as programmed. Its lungs draw breath in perfect, measured intervals.

But there is no one home behind its eyes anymore. Just empty flesh, functioning as designed, producing as required, until its body finally wears out.

The End
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