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1 - THE GRAY COCOON

“I’m not a danger to anyone.”

Carly’s voice was flat, a dull blade against the oppressive quiet of the office. Dr. Charles Archer didn’t look up from his notepad. The scratch of his pen was the only sound for a long moment.

“You spoke of wanting to hurt your ex-boyfriend, Pete,” he said finally, his tone as cool and smooth as the glass surface of his desk. “You described fantasies of self-medication with alcohol and illicit substances. You admitted to a pervasive lack of motivation, to staying in a darkened room for days. Carly, the pattern here suggests a significant risk.”

“The pattern,” she shot back, the first spark of heat she’d felt in weeks flaring in her chest, “is that I’m sad. My boyfriend dumped me. It’s called being a nineteen-year-old.”

—

It had started three days ago, in the gray cocoon of her bedroom. The walls, once plastered with band posters and prints from art museums she’d dragged Pete to, now felt like they were pressing in. The breakup wasn’t dramatic. It was a text message. This isn’t working. I need space. After two years. Space. The word echoed in the silence until it lost all meaning.

Her parents’ worry was a constant, low-grade hum in the house. She could hear it in the too-quiet way they spoke outside her door, in the carefully balanced trays of food left on the floor like offerings to a temperamental god. Her mother’s eyes, always red-rimmed. Her father’s helpless, clenched jaw.

The ultimatum came yesterday evening. Her father, usually so gentle, had stood in her doorway, a silhouette against the hall light. “Carly, this can’t go on. We’ve found someone. A psychiatrist. Dr. Archer. He comes highly recommended.”

“I don’t need a shrink,” she’d muttered into her pillow, the smell of unwashed sheets and stale tears thick in her nose.

“You’re not eating. You’re not sleeping. You won’t talk to us.” Her mother’s voice, frayed at the edges, came from behind him. “We love you too much to watch you disappear. Please. One appointment.”

The please did it. The raw fear in it. So she’d agreed, just to make the worried looks stop. Just to buy a few hours of peace.

—

Dr. Archer’s office was nothing like she’d expected. No tacky diplomas, no cheesy motivational posters about journeys of a thousand miles. It was all sleek lines, muted grays, and a stunning view of the city skyline that felt like it was mocking her small, messy life. He was in his forties, younger than she’d imagined. Handsome in a sharp, unsettling way. Blonde hair swept back, eyes the color of glacial ice. He didn’t smile.

The session began routinely. He asked about her mood, her sleep, her appetite. She gave monosyllabic answers, painting by numbers. Depressed. Fine. Not hungry. But then he’d asked about Pete. And something in her, some dam of carefully maintained numbness, cracked.

“I’m just so angry,” she’d heard herself say, the words spilling out like poison. “Sometimes I think about getting so drunk I can’t remember his name. Or finding some pills, just to make everything quiet. And I think about… I think about keying his car. Or throwing a rock through his window. Just so he knows. So he feels something, too.”

She’d meant it as a confession of pain, a testament to how deeply he’d wounded her. She saw it as a cry for someone to understand the storm inside her head.

Dr. Archer had listened, his expression unchanging. He’d taken notes, the pen moving with efficient grace. Now, he set the pen down and laced his fingers together, leaning forward slightly. The move felt calculated, an invasion of the space between them.

“Carly, what you’re describing goes beyond situational sadness. Ideation of self-harm. Ideation of violence toward another. Coupled with your social withdrawal and anhedonia, it meets criteria for a severe depressive episode with mixed features. My professional obligation is to ensure your safety, and the safety of others.”

The clinical terms fell like stones. “What does that mean?” she asked, though a cold dread was already pooling in her stomach.

“It means I cannot, in good conscience, allow you to leave this office without a higher level of care. I’m recommending immediate admission to Horizon Wellness Center. It’s a private facility I’m affiliated with. They can provide the structured environment and intensive therapy you need.”

Horizon Wellness Center. The name sounded like a spa, not a prison. “Admitted? You mean… committed?”

“It’s not a punitive measure, Carly. It’s a lifeline,” he said, his voice a practiced calm.

Panic, sharp and electric, shot through her lethargy. “No. No way. I’m not crazy. I’m just heartbroken! You’re twisting everything I said!”

“Am I?” Those icy blue eyes held hers, and for a second, she felt utterly transparent, every dark thought laid bare. “You told me you want to obliterate your consciousness with drugs and alcohol. You told me you have fantasies of causing property damage, which is a form of violence. The intent is there. The potential for escalation is a clinical concern.”

“I would never actually do it! It’s just… thoughts! Doesn’t everyone have bad thoughts?”

“Not everyone vocalizes them to a mental health professional during an assessment,” he replied, unmoved. “The law, and my ethics, require me to take them seriously.”

The argument that followed was circular and exhausting. He was a wall of polite, implacable logic. She was a wave of desperate, chaotic emotion crashing against it. He presented the choice as if it were a choice: sign the admission forms, or he would be forced to initiate an involuntary psychiatric hold—a process that would involve police, a public hospital, and a court hearing.

The image flashed in her mind: handcuffs, maybe. A stark county facility. Her parents’ horrified faces. At least Horizon sounded… clean. Private. Maybe he was right. Maybe this was what she needed. Maybe the fact that she was even considering it proved how far gone she was.

The fight drained out of her all at once, leaving her hollow and shaky. She slumped back in the too-plush chair, staring at the perfect, soulless cityscape beyond the window. “Fine,” she whispered, the word tasting like ash. “Fine, I’ll go.”

A flicker of something—satisfaction?—passed through his eyes so quickly she wondered if she imagined it. “A wise decision, Carly.” He slid a packet of papers and a pen across the desk. “The forms are straightforward. Sign where indicated.”

Her hand trembled as she took the pen. The words on the page blurred. Admission Agreement. Release of Information. Acknowledgment of Facility Rules. She scrawled her name at the bottom of each page, a signature on her own surrender.

Dr. Archer gathered the papers with crisp efficiency. “My assistant will call your parents to inform them of the treatment recommendation.”

The finality of it hit her like a physical blow. She was really doing this. She was letting this man, this stranger with glacier eyes, lock her away.

He stood, a signal that it was time to leave. “Try to see this as a beginning, Carly. Not an end.” He walked to the door and opened it. “Come on, a car is waiting for us downstairs.”

She stood on unsteady legs, following him down a long hallway to the elevator. The reality settled over her, heavy and cold.

She was going to Horizon.

2 - ADMITTED TO HORIZON WELLNESS CENTER

The drive to Horizon Wellness Center passed in a blur of tinted windows and silent streets. Dr. Archer sat beside Casey in the back of the luxury sedan, the space between them charged with a quiet authority. He didn’t speak. He simply watched the city give way to manicured suburbs, then to a winding road flanked by tall, dark pines. Carly pressed her forehead against the cool glass, her breath fogging a small circle. She felt like a specimen being transported to a lab.

The facility emerged from the trees, a modern, low-slung building of glass and pale stone. It looked more like a boutique hotel than a hospital, all soft lighting and geometric landscaping. The car glided to a stop under a covered portico. Dr. Archer exited first, then held the door for her. His hand rested lightly on the frame, not touching her, but the gesture felt like a cage.

“This way,” he said, his voice cutting through the dense, pine-scented air.

He led her through automatic glass doors into a lobby that echoed with a profound, expensive silence. The floors were polished concrete, the furniture low and sculptural. A woman in crisp scrubs sat behind a wide, empty desk. She nodded at Dr. Archer. “Doctor. Room 4 is prepared.”

“Thank you, Linda.”

He didn’t pause. He guided Carly, his fingers now a firm press against the small of her back, down a hallway. The decor shifted. The art disappeared. The walls became a sterile, glossy white. The doors they passed were heavy-looking, with small, reinforced windows. A keypad beeped as Dr. Archer typed a code, and a magnetic lock released with a solid thunk. He ushered her through.

They were in a ward. The air smelled different here—antiseptic, yes, but underneath, something faintly metallic, like old coins and despair. The hallway was shorter, doors spaced evenly. Some were open, revealing identical, sparse rooms. At the far end, a large common area held a few chairs and a silent television. A man in pale blue scrubs—an orderly—stood there, arms crossed, watching them with blank eyes.

Dr. Archer stopped at a door marked ‘Exam 4’. He produced a key card from his pocket, swiped it, and the door clicked open. “In here.”

The room was small, dominated by a standard medical exam table covered in crackling white paper, a stainless-steel stirrup apparatus at its end. A cabinet with glass doors held supplies. A sink. A single stool on wheels. The lighting was bright, clinical, exposing every smudge and shadow.

“As part of the admission protocol, we require a full physical examination,” Dr. Archer said, closing the door behind them. The sound of the latch engaging was terribly final. He moved to the cabinet, his back to her. “It establishes a baseline. Rules out any physiological contributors to your presentation.”

Carly wrapped her arms around herself. “I had a physical a few months ago. I’m fine.”

“Not in our system, you’re not.” He turned, holding a folded square of thin, blue fabric. “Standard procedure. You’ll need to change. Everything off. Bra, panties, everything. Put this on. The opening goes in the front.” He held out the gown.

She stared at the fabric. It looked papery, insubstantial. “Can I have some privacy?”

His glacial eyes met hers. “The door remains closed and locked for patient safety. You may change behind the curtain if you prefer.” He gestured to a pale blue curtain on a semicircular track in the corner. “But I will need to confirm you have no concealed items, no contraband. Your clothes will be stored securely.”

Her throat tightened. This is part of it, she told herself. Part of being a patient. Compliance is the fastest way out. She took the gown. Her fingers brushed his. A static shock, small and sharp, jumped between them. He didn’t react.

She walked behind the flimsy curtain. The space was narrow. She could hear him moving on the other side, the soft click of a cabinet, the running of water in the sink. Her hands felt clumsy as she pulled her sweater over her head. The air was cool on her skin. She unbuttoned her jeans, shoved them down her legs, stepped out of them. Her bra clasp gave way. Her cotton panties, gray from too many washes, slid down her thighs. She stood naked, shivering, in the sterile space. She had lost weight. Her ribs were more visible. Her skin was pale, almost translucent in the harsh light. She felt like a plucked bird.

She unfolded the gown. It was as thin as she feared. She put her arms through the short sleeves, securing the small tie in the front. It barely covered her to mid-thigh. The fabric whispered against her skin, a cold, impersonal touch.

“Are you finished?” His voice came from just outside the curtain.

“Yes.”

“Bring your clothes out.”

She gathered the small pile of her discarded life—jeans, sweater, underthings—and pushed the curtain aside. He was standing by the exam table, waiting. He held out his hands. She placed the clothes in them. His fingers closed over the fabric, and for a ridiculous moment, she felt a pang of loss. He turned and placed them in a clear plastic bag on the counter, sealing it with a zip-tie. He wrote her name on a label with a sharpie.

“On the table, please,” he said, without looking at her.

She climbed onto the paper-covered vinyl. It was cold through the gown. The paper crinkled loudly under her weight. She sat on the edge, her legs dangling. He wheeled the stool over and sat in front of her, his knees almost touching hers. He picked up a clipboard.

“Name and date of birth.”

“Carly. March twenty-first.” She supplied the year.

He wrote it down. “Any history of heart conditions, epilepsy, diabetes?”

“No.”

“Current medications?”

“None.”

“Any allergies?”

“No.”

He set the clipboard aside. His full attention settled on her, a weight that made her want to shrink. “I’m going to listen to your heart and lungs first. Please untie the gown.”

Her fingers fumbled with the simple ties at the neck. She loosened them, letting the front of the gown fall open just enough to expose the upper swells of her breasts and the valley between them. She held the fabric closed over her lower body.

“A bit more, please. I need proper placement.”

A hot flush crept up her neck. She opened the gown further, baring her chest completely. The air was a cold shock on her nipples, which tightened instantly into hard, pink buds. She stared at a point on the wall above his head, her jaw clenched.

Dr. Archer didn’t comment. He picked up a stethoscope from the counter, its metal parts gleaming. He warmed the diaphragm between his palms for a moment—a practiced, clinical gesture. Then he leaned in.

“Deep breaths in through your nose, out through your mouth.”

The cold metal touched her skin just below her collarbone. She flinched. “Sorry.”

“It’s fine. Breathe.”

She obeyed. The sound of her own heart, amplified and whooshing, filled his ears. He moved the stethoscope, his movements methodical. To the other side. To the center of her chest. His knuckles grazed the sensitive curve of her right breast. A jolt, unexpected and electric, shot through her. She sucked in a breath.

“Again,” he instructed, his voice low and focused.

He moved the instrument lower, to the side of her ribcage. “Breathe deeply.”

His fingertips, this time, brushed the outer swell of her breast, just skimming the areola. The touch was fleeting, accidental-seeming. But the sensation bloomed—a warm, tingling wave that radiated out from the point of contact, spiraling down into her stomach. She felt a distinct, unwelcome clench between her legs. No. Not this. Not him.

He leaned back, draping the stethoscope around his neck. “Heart and lungs sound clear.” His eyes dropped to her chest, then back to her face. “I need to perform a breast exam. Standard screening. Lie back, please. Arms above your head.”

The command brooked no argument. She lowered herself onto the table, the paper rustling in protest. She lifted her arms, resting them on the thin pillow above her head. The position arched her back slightly, thrusting her breasts upward. The gown fell open completely, exposing her naked torso to the bright lights. She was utterly vulnerable.

Dr. Archer rolled closer. He didn’t put on gloves. His hands, clean with neat nails, hovered over her.

“I’ll be palpating for any irregularities or lumps,” he explained, his tone detached. “Tell me if you feel any pain.”

His right hand came down on her left breast.

The touch was firm, deliberate. His palm was warm, almost hot, against her cool skin. He began to move his hand in slow, concentric circles, starting at the outer perimeter. His fingertips pressed into the soft tissue, exploring, probing. It was clinical. It was supposed to be clinical. But the pressure was intimate, thorough. He worked his way inward, his circles tightening.

His thumb passed over her nipple. A rough pad against the hypersensitive peak. It wasn't an accident. He applied a slight, rolling pressure. A gasp caught in Carly’s throat. Her eyes flew open. He was watching her face, his expression unreadable, as his hand continued its methodical exploration. The pad of his index finger now circled her areola, a feather-light torment.

“Just relax,” he murmured, though his voice had lost some of its professional frost. It was warmer, thicker.

He switched to her other breast. The same slow, searching circles. His touch seemed to linger here, his fingers learning the shape and weight of her. She could feel her own blood rushing, a heated flush spreading across her chest and down her belly. The numbness that had been her constant companion for weeks was receding, burned away by this unwanted, invasive heat. Her breath came quicker, shallower. She tried to focus on the acoustic tile ceiling, the patterns of tiny holes, but all her awareness was funneled into the points where his skin met hers.

His palm cupped her fully, his fingers curling around the underside of her breast. He squeezed, gently. A soft, traitorous sound escaped her lips.

He stilled. “Does that hurt?”

She shook her head, unable to speak.

He nodded, as if confirming a diagnosis. His hand didn’t move away. His thumb swept back over her nipple, again, then again—a slow, rhythmic stroking that was no longer part of any medical exam she’d ever heard of. A direct, deliberate stimulation. A coil of tension, hot and slick, wound itself tight in her lower abdomen. She bit her lip, trying to stifle the reaction her body was screaming for.

“Good,” he said, a single word that felt loaded. “No palpable masses. Healthy tissue.” He finally withdrew his hand. The absence of his touch felt like a new kind of exposure. “Now, for the pelvic exam. Feet in the stirrups, please.”

The dreaded part. Every woman knew it. But here, now, after what had just happened, it felt like a descent into something else entirely. She swung her legs up, her gown falling away to expose her completely. The metal stirrups were cold against her heels. She placed her feet in them, letting her knees fall wide apart. The position was the ultimate surrender. She closed her eyes.

She heard the snap of latex. He was putting on gloves. The sound was obscenely loud.

She heard him move between her legs. Felt the warmth of his body there. “You’ll feel some pressure,” he said.

The cold, metal speculum touched her outer lips. She jerked.

“Try to relax your muscles. It will be easier.”

She forced a breath out, willed her thighs to loosen. The cold, lubricated metal pressed inward, parting her. A stretching, unfamiliar fullness. He worked it slowly, carefully, until it was seated. Then she heard a click, a mechanical whir, and the pressure expanded as he opened the blades. She felt spread impossibly wide, open and exposed to the core. A flush of humiliation burned her face.

A bright light clicked on, pointed between her legs. He was looking. Examining.

“Cervix appears healthy,” he said, his voice a clinical monotone. “No visible lesions or discharge.”

She felt him adjust the light. Silence. She could hear his breathing, steady and close. Then, a different sound—a soft, wet, slick noise that made her stomach drop. More lubricant.

“I’m going to remove the speculum now. You’ll feel a release.”

The pressure lessened, the blades closing, the metal sliding free. The relief was momentary.

“Now, for the bimanual exam. I need to assess the position and size of your uterus and ovaries. Tell me if you experience any sharp pain.”

She felt his gloved fingers, slick and cool, press against her perineum. Then one finger, firm and insistent, slid into her vagina.

It was a violation. A deep, physical intrusion. She stiffened, a small cry escaping her.

“Breathe,” he instructed, his voice closer now. His other hand came to rest on her lower abdomen, pressing down. “I need you to relax.”

His finger inside her moved, probing upward, pressing against the front wall. He was feeling for her uterus. It was a standard part of the exam. But his touch… it was different. It was slow. Deliberate. He curled his finger slightly, stroking a spot deep inside that made her muscles clench around him.

A sharp, bright spark of sensation shot through her. Her eyes flew open. He was watching her, his gaze intense, focused on her face as his finger moved within her. His abdominal hand pressed down, his thumb dangerously close to the junction of her thighs.

His finger withdrew almost completely, then slid back in, deeper this time. Two fingers.

She was wet. She could feel it—the embarrassing, undeniable slickness that greeted his invasion. The cool latex was warmed by her own body. The shame was instant and searing, but it was chased by a stronger, more primal current: feeling. After weeks of gray numbness, this was a lightning strike of raw sensation. Her body, betraying her utterly, arched into his touch.

A low, rough sound came from him. Not a moan, but a stifled exhale of effort or… something else.

His fingers began to move in a slow, rhythmic push and pull. In, out. Curling inside her on each inward stroke, brushing that same electrifying spot. The sound in the quiet room was obscene—the wet, intimate slide of latex against her inner flesh. Her breaths became ragged pants. She couldn’t look at him. She stared at the ceiling, her fingers clawing at the paper beneath her.

“Your uterine contour feels normal,” he said, his voice strained now, the professional façade cracking. His fingers plunged deeper, twisting.

And then his thumb, from the hand on her abdomen, found her clit.

The contact was direct, unerring. He didn’t rub. He simply pressed the pad of his thumb against the swollen, exposed nub, holding it there as his fingers worked inside her.

It was too much. The dual assault shattered her last shreds of control. A wave of heat, blinding and intense, crashed through her. Her back left the table. A raw, choked sound was torn from her throat. Her hips bucked against his hand, her internal muscles clamping down hard on his invading fingers in rhythmic, pulsing spasms. The release was violent, a flood of sensation that wiped every thought clean. For a few seconds, there was only the white-hot crest and the uncontrollable rush of wetness—a gush that soaked his glove, the exam table paper, her own thighs.

She collapsed, boneless and trembling, waves of aftershock making her twitch. The room swam back into focus. The bright light was still on between her splayed legs. Dr. Archer’s fingers were still inside her, now still, buried to the knuckles.

Slowly, he withdrew them. The sound was wet, final. He held his gloved hand up, examining the glossy, translucent evidence of her climax. He said nothing. He peeled the glove off with a slow, deliberate snap, dropped it into a biohazard bin. He took a towel, dampened it with warm water from the sink.

“Here,” he said, his voice back to its controlled calm, though a faint huskiness lingered.

He didn’t hand it to her. Instead, he moved between her legs again and began to wipe her clean himself. The warm cloth moved over her swollen folds, over her thighs, mopping up the mess she’d made. The touch was now oddly gentle, almost possessive. The intimacy of it, after what had just happened, was worse than the exam.

He finished, tossed the towel into a laundry bin. “You can close your legs and sit up.”

She pulled her knees together, her body feeling used and strangely hollow. She shuffled to the edge of the table, pulling the thin blue gown around herself as a pathetic shield. She couldn’t meet his eyes.

Dr. Archer walked to the counter, his back to her. He took a small paper cup and a sealed pill blister pack from a drawer. He popped a single, pale blue pill from the foil and placed it in the cup. He filled another cup with water from a cooler.

He turned and offered them to her. “Bovinol. A new-generation SSRI. It will help stabilize your mood, take the edge off the anxiety. Part of your treatment protocol.”

Her hand shook as she took the cups. The pill looked innocuous. A tiny blue disc. After what he’d just done, taking a pill from him felt like another kind of surrender. But what choice did she have? Refusal would be noted. Non-compliance. She placed the pill on her tongue, bitter and chalky, and chased it with the lukewarm water. It stuck in her throat, but she forced it down.

“Good.” He took the empty cups from her and discarded them. “An orderly will take you to your room. Get some rest. We’ll begin therapy tomorrow.”

He walked to the door, knocked twice. It opened from the outside. The large, silent orderly from the common area stood there.

“James, please escort Miss Carly to room 7B.”

The orderly, James, nodded. He had a placid, empty face. He stepped aside, waiting for her.

Carly slid off the table, her legs wobbly. She clutched the gown closed, feeling the draft on her bare skin. She walked past Dr. Archer without a glance. As she passed the threshold, his voice stopped her, low enough that only she could hear.

“Sleep well, Carly.”

The words slithered down her spine. James led her down the hall, his heavy footsteps a contrast to her silent, barefoot shuffle. He stopped at a door marked 7B, swiped a card, and pushed it open.

The room was a cube. A single, narrow bed with a thin blanket. A stainless-steel sink and toilet in one corner. A small, bare desk. A window, but it was made of thick, frosted glass that showed only blurred light. No curtains. The door closed behind her with a solid, heavy sound. She heard the lock engage.

Alone.

She stood in the center of the room, the blue gown her only possession. The pill felt like a lead weight in her stomach. The phantom sensations of his hands—on her breasts, inside her—flared across her skin, a haunting echo. Shame and a sick, confused arousal churned in her gut. She had climaxed. Under his touch. In a medical exam. What did that make her?

She walked to the bed and sat on its edge. The mattress was firm, unforgiving. She lay down, staring at the ceiling. The silence was absolute, a vacuum that pressed in on her ears. Her mind replayed the events in jagged fragments: the cold speculum, the slick sound of his fingers, the shocking, undeniable peak he’d wrung from her body.

I just have to convince him I’m not crazy, she thought, the plan forming through the fog of shock. I have to be the perfect patient. Agreeable. Stable. Then he’ll let me go.

But another, darker thought whispered underneath. He had seen her, all of her. He had pulled a response from her body she hadn’t known was still possible. He had power over her in ways she was only beginning to understand. And he knew it.

The overhead light was controlled by a switch outside the room. It stayed on. She turned on her side, facing the blank wall, pulling the thin blanket over her. The blue gown chafed against her sensitized skin. Sleep was a distant country. She lay in the perpetual twilight of the room, listening to the hum of the facility, feeling the ghost of his touch between her legs, and wondered, with a dread that was slowly turning into something else, what tomorrow would bring.

3 - RESETTING THE SYSTEM

The morning alarm was a harsh, electronic bleat that tore through the thin veil of sleep Carly had managed to find. The overhead light had finally shut off sometime in the night, plunging the room into a deep, unsettling dark. Now, it was back on. She blinked, disoriented, the events of the previous day crashing down on her like a physical weight. The exam. His hands. The pill. The humiliating, overwhelming climax.

A different orderly, a woman with a bored expression, brought in a set of pale green scrubs and slip-on canvas shoes. “Day room is down the hall to the left after the common area. Breakfast is from seven to eight. Don’t be late.” She left without another word.

The scrubs were soft, worn thin from countless washes. They felt like a costume. Dressing in the sterile room felt like shedding the last of her identity. She pulled her long brown hair into a messy bun, catching her reflection in the stainless steel sink. Her eyes were shadowed, her skin too pale. She looked like a patient.

The hallway was quiet. She followed the sound of muffled voices and the clatter of trays. The common area was larger than it seemed last night. A few patients sat in chairs, staring at a morning news program on the wall-mounted TV. Their movements were slow, medicated. A woman in the corner was muttering to himself, rocking gently. The air smelled of disinfectant and overcooked eggs.

The day room was brighter, with large windows that actually showed a view—a manicured courtyard with benches and empty flower beds, surrounded by the high, institutional fence. Long tables were arranged in rows. About a dozen people sat eating. The vibe was less tense than the ward, but the undercurrent of institutional control was still there. Orderlies stood at the periphery, watching.

Carly took a tray from the stack. The food was bland: scrambled eggs that were too yellow, a slice of toast, a small cup of orange juice. She found an empty spot at the end of a table and sat, picking at the eggs with a plastic fork.

“First day?”

The voice was bright, female. Carly looked up. A girl about her age, maybe a little older, with sharp, pretty features and choppy blonde hair, slid onto the bench opposite her. She had lively green eyes that seemed out of place here.

“Is it that obvious?” Carly asked, her voice rough from disuse.

“The deer-in-the-headlights look is a dead giveaway. I’m Lauren.” She took a bite of her own toast. “Been here two weeks.”

“Carly.”

“Welcome to the Horizon Hilton,” Lauren said with a wry smile. “It’s not so bad once you get with the program. The key is Dr. Archer’s methods. He’s… revolutionary.”

Carly’s fork stilled. “Dr. Archer?”

“Oh, you’ve met him? Of course you have.” Lauren’s eyes lit up with something like reverence. “He’s the reason I’m still here. And the reason I’m getting better. I was a mess when I came in. Panic attacks, couldn’t leave my apartment. Now? I feel… clear. His treatments are intense, but they work.”

“Treatments?” Carly echoed, the eggs turning to paste in her mouth.

“Yeah. He doesn’t just throw pills at you. He gets to the root. Physically, emotionally. It’s a full-system reset.” Lauren leaned forward, lowering her voice conspiratorially. “He’s a genius. And seriously, have you seen him? It doesn’t hurt that he looks like that.”

Carly felt a strange, cold ripple in her stomach. Lauren’s fanaticism was unsettling. Before she could respond, a movement caught her eye. A young man in pale blue housekeeping scrubs was mopping the floor near their table. He had dark, curly hair and warm brown eyes. He glanced up, caught Carly looking, and offered a small, genuine smile. It was a startling burst of normal human kindness in the sterile environment. He gave a slight nod before moving on with his mop.

“That’s Jared,” Lauren said, following her gaze. “He’s sweet. One of the good ones.”

The conversation drifted. Lauren talked about the routine, the group therapy sessions, the art room that no one used. Carly listened with half an ear, her mind churning. Act compliant. Get out. That was the plan. But Lauren’s description of Dr. Archer’s ‘treatments’ sent a prickle of dread down her spine that felt dangerously close to anticipation.

At precisely 8:30, an orderly appeared at her side. “Carly. Dr. Archer is ready for you. Follow me.”

Lauren gave her an encouraging thumbs-up. “You’re in for a life-changing experience. Trust the process.”

Carly stood, her legs unsteady. She was led back through the main ward, past her room, to a section of the hallway she hadn’t seen. The doors here were unmarked except for numbers. They stopped at Room 17. The orderly swiped a card, the lock clicked, and he opened the door, gesturing for her to enter.

Dr. Archer was inside, waiting.

He stood beside a piece of furniture that was not a standard exam table. It was a chair, but like no chair she’d ever seen. It was upholstered in smooth, black vinyl, with high armrests and a raised footrest. Thick, padded straps with heavy buckles hung from the arms, the leg supports, and across where the chest would be. It looked like something from a dystopian film.

The room itself was warmer than the exam room. Softer lighting. A cabinet with wooden doors. A small cart covered with a white cloth.

“Carly. Good morning.” Dr. Archer’s voice was calm, welcoming even. He wore a white lab coat over a charcoal gray shirt, his blonde hair perfect, his glacial eyes taking her in. “I trust you slept?”

“Fine,” she said automatically, her eyes locked on the chair.

“This is where we begin your active treatment,” he explained, moving to stand beside the imposing chair. “The conventional talk therapy and pharmaceuticals are one component. But depression, especially of the profound, somatic variety you’re experiencing, lives in the nervous system. In the body’s inability to feel pleasure. The system needs recalibration. My methods are unconventional, but I have a documented high success rate in relieving treatment-resistant depression.”

Carly’s mouth was dry. “What do I have to do?”

“It’s simple. You sit in the chair. The goal is to guide your body to a state of profound neurological release—a reset, if you will. It can be intense. But it is effective.” He gestured to the chair. “Please, remove your scrubs and get in the chair.”

The command, delivered so reasonably, hung in the air. Remove your scrubs. Nakedness again. In front of him. In that thing.

A spark of her old defiance flared. “No.”

Dr. Archer didn’t frown. He didn’t get angry. He simply tilted his head, a clinician observing a symptom. “The resistance is part of the illness, Carly. The self-sabotage. The refusal of help.”

“I’m not refusing help. I just don’t want to get in that… thing. Naked.”

“The restraints are for your safety. The process can induce powerful, involuntary muscle contractions. We wouldn’t want you to injure yourself.” He took a step closer. His presence was a wall of calm authority. “Remember, Carly. My assessment determines your progress. I decide when you are well enough, stable enough, to go home. Every instance of non-compliance is noted. It extends your stay. Do you understand?”

The threat was velvet-wrapped, but its edges were sharp steel. He decides when I go home. The walls of the room seemed to inch closer. The memory of her blank, empty bedroom at her parents’ house flashed—a prison of her own making. This was a different prison, but maybe the only exit was through it.

Compliance is the fastest way out.

The fight drained from her shoulders. Without a word, her fingers went to the hem of the scrub top. She pulled it over her head. It puddled on the floor. She pushed the pants down her hips, stepped out of them, then hooked her thumbs into the waistband of the simple cotton underwear they’d provided and slid them down. She stood naked before him, in the middle of the room, the air cool on her skin. She felt exposed, but also a strange, numb detachment. This was just a procedure. A means to an end.

“Good.” There was a subtle shift in his voice, a darkening of approval. “Now, in the chair. Sit back, place your arms on the rests, your feet on the supports.”

The vinyl was cool against her bare skin. She sat back, her heart hammering against her ribs. He moved with efficient grace. First, the chest strap. He leaned over her, his body brushing against her bare shoulder as he pulled the wide strap across her torso, just below her breasts. The buckle clicked, snug but not painfully tight. His fingers, warm and sure, brushed the side of her breast as he checked the fit. A tremor went through her.

Next, the wrist straps. He took her left arm, lifted it, and secured her wrist to the armrest with a padded cuff. Then the right. Her arms were pinned, palms up, vulnerable. The ankle cuffs followed, securing her legs to the raised footrests, leaving her knees bent and parted. She was spread open, utterly immobilized. The vulnerability was total, a thousand times more intense than the exam table. She was tied down. For him.

He stepped back, surveying his work. A faint, almost imperceptible smile touched his lips. “Comfortable?”

She couldn’t answer. She could only stare at the ceiling, focusing on a small, hairline crack in the acoustic tile.

He turned to the cart and pulled the white cloth away.

The array of objects made her breath catch. A sleek, black vibrator, about the size of a remote control. A series of silicone attachments. And, prominently displayed, a large, flesh-toned dildo, veined and imposing, with a flared base.

Dr. Archer picked up the vibrator. It hummed to life in his hand, a low, potent buzz that filled the quiet room. He turned it off.

“We begin with peripheral nerve clusters,” he said, as if lecturing. “The nipples are highly erogenous.” He rolled the stool close, sitting between her splayed legs. He was so close she could smell his clean, soapy scent, see the precise cut of his jaw.

He reached out with his free hand. His fingertips, dry and warm, found her right nipple. He circled it, a slow, teasing orbit that made the peak tighten instantly into a hard, desperate point. A jolt of sensation, sharp and electric, shot straight to her core. She gasped.

“The body remembers pleasure, even when the mind forgets,” he murmured. He flicked the vibrator on again, but didn’t touch her with it. He held it near, letting the faint, audible buzz tease her senses. Then he touched the rounded, smooth tip of it to the underside of her breast, just below the swell.

The vibration was deep, rumbling. It wasn’t the high-pitched buzz of a cheap toy. It was a seismic tremor that traveled through her tissue, making her whole breast hum. He moved it in slow circles, warming the skin, building a deep, internal heat. He worked his way upward, millimetre by agonizing millimetre, until the vibrating head was just a breath away from her nipple.

He paused. Her entire body was tense, straining against the straps. Her breath came in shallow pulls. She was staring at him now, her eyes wide, pleading without words.

With a deliberate slowness, he brought the humming device to her nipple.

The sensation was blinding. It wasn’t just contact; it was a concentrated, rhythmic pounding of sensation directly into the hypersensitive nerve bundle. A broken cry tore from her throat. Her back arched as much as the chest strap allowed, her hips lifting off the chair. The vibration seemed to tunnel into her, a direct line of fire that connected her nipple to a deep, aching hollow between her legs. He held it there, his eyes watching her face, studying the contortions of pleasure-pain that she couldn’t control.

He switched to the other nipple, repeating the torture. The dual assault sent waves of frantic need crashing through her. The numbness was incinerated. Every cell in her body was screaming, alive with a desperate, humiliating hunger. She was wet. She could feel the slickness gathering, betraying her. A warm, slippery pulse had begun to throb in time with the vibrations.

After an eternity, he pulled the vibrator away. The sudden absence was its own agony. Her nipples felt swollen, oversensitive, throbbing with the ghost of the sensation.

“The clitoral network is next,” he stated, his voice still calm, though a faint flush had appeared on his neck. “The epicenter of the female pleasure response.”

He didn’t use the vibrator. Instead, he set it aside and, with two fingers, gently parted her outer lips, exposing the swollen, glistening flesh beneath. The air was cool on her wetness. She flinched.

His thumb came down, not on her clit, but just beside it, pressing into the soft, slick flesh. He began to move it in slow, maddening circles, slick with her own arousal. Each rotation sent shivers of unbearable tension up her spine. He was building her up with an expert, cruel patience, avoiding the very spot she needed him to touch.

“Please,” she heard herself whisper, the word ragged and raw.

“Please what, Carly?” His thumb continued its lazy circles.

“Touch me… there.”

“Where?”

“My… clit.” The word felt filthy, debasing in this context.

“You need to be specific. This is about reclaiming your body’s voice. Its needs.”

“Please… touch my clit. I need it.” The admission broke something in her. Pride, resistance, it all crumbled to dust.

His thumb shifted, a fraction of an inch. The pad landed directly on the exposed, aching nub.

A full-body shudder racked her. He didn’t vibrate. He just pressed, then began a slow, relentless, circular massage. The pressure was perfect, unyielding. It was a focused point of exquisite torment that radiated out in concentric waves of heat. Her hips strained against the ankle restraints, trying to grind against his hand, but he held her still, controlling the pace, the pressure, everything.

“You may climax when your body is ready,” he said, as if granting a permission she hadn’t asked for.

It was too much. The hours of numbness, the shock of yesterday, the relentless teasing, the utter helplessness of being strapped down—it coalesced into a tidal wave of need. The coil in her abdomen, wound so tight she thought it would snap, suddenly did.

“I’m… I’m going to…” she panted, her vision blurring.

“Then do it.” His command was soft, absolute.

The orgasm tore through her with a violence that stole her breath. It was a convulsive, shuddering release that made her cry out, a raw, guttural sound that echoed in the small room. Her back bowed off the chair, her thighs trembling violently against the straps. The pleasure was so intense it bordered on pain, a white-hot detonation that left her gasping, seeing stars behind her eyelids. A flood of wetness, more than she’d ever produced, gushed from her, soaking the vinyl beneath her and his hand.

He kept his thumb moving, gently now, milking the last aftershocks from her until she was a trembling, oversensitive mess, whimpering with each tiny stroke.

When she finally stilled, spent and gasping, he removed his hand. He picked up a towel and wiped his fingers with a clinical neatness, then carefully blotted between her legs. The touch was impersonal again, which somehow felt worse.

But he wasn’t done.

He reached for the large dildo.

“The final phase involves deep, rhythmic stimulation to trigger an intense release of tension.”

He applied a clear gel to the silicone length. It glistened under the lights. He positioned himself between her legs again, one hand guiding the blunt, broad tip to her entrance.

Her eyes widened in fresh panic. “No, that’s… it’s too much. I just…”

“The body can handle more than the mind believes. This is for your therapeutic benefit, Carly. Relax.”

The tip pressed against her, insistent. She was swollen, sensitized, but also slick and open from her climax. With a firm, steady pressure, he pushed.

It was an invasion of a different order. It stretched her, filled her with a thick, unyielding fullness that stole the air from her lungs. She was so tight around it, the sensation overwhelming. He pushed deeper, inch by relentless inch, until the flared base was seated against her.

“Breathe,” he instructed, his own breathing slightly uneven now.

He began to move it. A slow, deliberate withdrawal, then a deep, penetrating thrust. The friction was incredible, a rough, delicious drag against her overstimulated inner walls. He established a rhythm, deep and paced, each thrust punching a soft, wet sound from her body. He wasn’t just using the toy; he was fucking her with it, his wrist flexing, his arm muscles corded with the effort of the deep, measured strokes.

The fullness, the relentless, pounding rhythm, began to stoke a new fire. The first orgasm had been a sharp, clitoral explosion. This was building deeper, a heavy, mounting pressure in her pelvis. He adjusted the angle slightly, and on the next inward drive, the thick head of the dildo brushed a spot so deep and electric she screamed.

He found a rhythm that hammered that spot with every thrust. In, out. In, out. The world dissolved into that primal, pounding cadence. The vinyl squeaked beneath her. Her own wet, slapping sounds filled her ears. She was babbling, begging, though for what she didn’t know—more, less, to never stop, for it to end.

The second climax didn’t crest; it erupted. It was a volcanic, full-body convulsion that felt like her very core was being ripped open and rewired. A guttural shout was torn from her throat. Her body bucked against the restraints with such force the chair legs rattled on the floor. And then, a hot, gushing release—a jet of fluid that wasn’t just arousal, but something more, something that spurted from her with the force of the contraction, soaking the dildo, his hand, the chair, with a translucent rush.

Squirting. She’d heard of it. Never experienced it. The intensity of it, the sheer loss of control, was terrifying and magnificent. The orgasm seemed to go on and on, wave after wave of pulsating, draining release, until she was utterly empty, boneless, her vision swimming.

Dr. Archer slowly withdrew the dildo. The sound was obscenely wet. He set it aside on a tray. For a long moment, he just looked at her, strapped down, glistening with sweat and her own release, her chest heaving. His icy blue eyes held a dark, possessive satisfaction.

Without a word, he began to unbuckle the straps. The chest strap first, then the wrists. The blood rushed back into her hands with a prickling sensation. Finally, the ankles. She couldn’t move. She lay in the chair, a wreck.

“You can get dressed,” he said, turning to the cabinet. He took out another small paper cup and the familiar blister pack of pale blue Bovinol pills.

Mechanically, she slid off the chair. Her legs nearly gave out. She stumbled to her pile of scrubs, pulled them on with clumsy fingers. The fabric felt alien against her sensitized skin.

He held out the cup with the pill and a cup of water. She took them, her hand shaking so badly the water sloshed. She swallowed the pill without hesitation this time. The bitter chalkiness was a familiar anchor in the surreal aftermath.

He took the cups. “James will take you back to your room. Rest. You did very well today, Carly. You’re making excellent progress.”

The words were a mockery. Progress. She felt hollowed out, used, and yet… alive. Terribly, vibrantly alive. The depressive fog felt miles away, burned off by the nuclear heat of what he’d done to her.

The orderly, James, appeared at the door. She followed him out, walking like a marionette with cut strings. Back in her room, she lay on the bed, staring at the ceiling. Her body hummed with residual energy, every nerve ending singing. The memory of the sensations played on a loop behind her eyes. The vibration. The penetration. The shocking, gushing climax. Shame warred with a deep, unnerving gratitude. He had made her feel something, anything, after weeks of nothing.

Compliance, she thought again, but the thought had a new, twisted flavor. Compliance brought that. And a part of her, a part she despised, wanted more.

She spent the afternoon in the day room, as instructed. Lauren was there, chatting animatedly about a new puzzle she’d started. Carly nodded along, not really hearing. Her body felt different. Heavy. Full. Her breasts, in particular, felt tender, swollen. She chalked it up to the violent stimulation.

That night, after a silent dinner and being locked back in her room, she finally stripped off the scrubs to wash her face at the small sink. As she bent over, a strange, warm pressure built in her chest. She straightened, frowning, and looked down at herself in the dull metal reflection.

Two small, dark droplets beaded at the tips of her nipples.

She stared, uncomprehending. She touched one with a fingertip. It was warm, wet. She brought her finger to her nose. A faint, sweet, milky scent.

A cold wave of understanding washed over her, followed by a surge of pure, undiluted terror. It wasn’t sweat. It wasn’t left-over lubricant.

She was lactating.

4 - A SHOCKING SIDE EFFECT

The morning alarm was the same harsh bleat, but this time Carly woke with a strange, heavy ache in her chest. The memory of the two dark droplets on her nipples slammed into her before she even opened her eyes. She lay still, afraid to move, as if motion might trigger another leak. The room was the same. The scratchy sheets were the same. But her body was fundamentally, terrifyingly different.

She dressed slowly in the pale green scrubs, her movements cautious. When she pulled the top over her head, the soft fabric brushing against her nipples sent a sharp, twin pang of sensation through her—not entirely painful, but a deep, resonant thrum that seemed to echo in her lower belly. She could feel them, swollen and sensitive beneath the cloth.

The breakfast hall smelled of grease and weak coffee. She took a tray, her eyes scanning for a familiar face. Lauren waved from a corner table, her choppy blonde hair bouncing.

“Over here!” Lauren called, her voice too bright for the sterile room.

Carly slid onto the bench opposite her. The eggs looked like yellow foam. She poked at them with her plastic fork.

“You look freaked,” Lauren observed, sipping her juice. “First overnight jitters?”

Carly shook her head. She put her fork down, her appetite gone. She leaned forward, lowering her voice to a tense whisper. “Something’s wrong with me.”

Lauren’s lively green eyes narrowed with interest, not concern. “Wrong how?”

“My… my breasts.” The word felt absurd. “They’re leaking. Like… milk.”

To her shock, Lauren didn’t look surprised. A knowing smile played on her lips. She leaned in conspiratorially. “Oh, that. Yeah, that’s the Bovinol.”

“The what?”

“The little blue pill. Bovinol. It’s Dr. Archer’s special cocktail for treatment-resistant depression. It’s a miracle drug. Saved my life.” Lauren’s tone was reverent. “The lactation is just a side effect. A weird one, but it means it’s working. It stimulates certain… hormone pathways.”

Carly stared at her. “Leaking breast milk is a side effect? That’s not normal.”

“What’s normal?” Lauren shrugged, her expression serene. “Before I came here, I couldn’t get out of bed. My heart would race for no reason. I felt nothing, for anyone or anything. Now?” She gestured to herself. “I’m here. I’m talking. I feel clear. And other things…” She gave a sly, secretive smile. “Let’s just say my sex drive came back with a vengeance. The drugs, the treatments… they wake you up. All of you. The leaking is a small price to pay.”

Carly sat back, trying to process this. She had noticed a difference. The crushing, leaden despair that had pinned her to her bed at home felt… diluted. It was still there, a gray fog on the horizon, but it wasn’t smothering her. In its place was a strange, buzzing awareness of her body—the ache in her breasts, the lingering phantom echoes of yesterday’s violations, a low-grade hum of something that wasn’t quite anxiety, but wasn’t peace either. It was a state of heightened, nervous sensitivity.

“See?” Lauren said, noting her silence. “You’re calmer already. That’s progress.”

Before Carly could respond, she saw him. Jared, the housekeeping staff member with the dark curls and warm eyes, was pushing a cart of clean linens along the far wall. He glanced up, his gaze finding hers across the room. That same small, genuine smile appeared. It was a lifeline. He gave a slight nod, then looked away, continuing his work.

“He’s cute, right?” Lauren murmured, following her gaze. “Sweet. Harmless. One of the few people here who doesn’t look at you like you’re a specimen.”

Carly didn’t answer. She watched Jared’s retreating back, a fleeting thought of normalcy, of a boy who might just see a girl, not a patient.

The moment shattered with the smooth, authoritative voice that now lived in her spine.

“Carly. A word, please.”

Dr. Archer stood at the entrance to the dining hall, impeccable in a navy suit today, no lab coat. His blonde hair was swept back, his glacial blue eyes fixed on her. The quiet chatter in the room dipped noticeably.

Lauren shot her an encouraging look. “Go on. Tell him how you’re feeling.”

Carly stood, her legs unsteady. She followed him out into the quieter hallway, the door swishing shut behind them, muting the clatter of trays. He didn’t lead her to an office. He simply turned to face her, his posture relaxed, hands in his pockets.

His calm demeanor ignited a spark of anger in Carly’s chest. “Dr. Archer, I’m lactating. I’m nineteen. I’m not pregnant. What the hell did you give me?”

He didn’t flinch. “Bovinol. A neuro-hormonal regulator. The galactorrhea—the milk production—is a known, benign side effect in a subset of patients. It indicates the medication is effectively stimulating your pituitary and hypothalamus, key regions that regulate mood.”

“Benign?” The word burst from her. “It’s not benign, it’s horrifying! You didn’t tell me this would happen!”

“Informed consent covers the potential side effects, Carly. You were in significant distress during your intake. The priority was stabilizing your condition.” He took a half-step closer, his presence shrinking the hallway. “Look at yourself. Are you curled in a ball, weeping? Are you consumed with thoughts of harming yourself or your ex-boyfriend? The agitation, the despair you presented with—it’s muted. You’re standing here, advocating for yourself. That is the Bovinol working.”

She wanted to scream. She wanted to throw something. But the fiery panic she expected was banked, a simmer instead of a boil. He was right, and that was the most maddening part. The numbness was receding, but what was replacing it was this confusing swirl of anger, fear, and a treacherous, humming physical awareness that centered on the very man causing it.

“I don’t want it,” she said, but the words lacked conviction.

“The alternative is a return to that black hole. Is that what you want?” He studied her face, his gaze like a physical touch. “The treatment is working. Today’s session will build on that progress. It will address the lactation, help regulate the flow.”

Her heart stuttered.

“Follow me.”

He turned and walked down the hall, not waiting to see if she complied. After a frozen second, she did. The pull was stronger than her fear. Compliance is the way out, she reminded herself, but the mantra was getting tangled up with the memory of the chair, the vibrations, the shocking, gushing release.

They arrived at Room 17. He swiped his card. The lock clicked.

The room was different.

The black vinyl chair was there, straps dangling. But now, parked beside it, was a piece of equipment that looked like it belonged in a dairy farm, not a medical office. It was a compact, stainless-steel console on wheels. On top sat two large, graduated glass jars. From it snaked two long, clear plastic tubes, each ending in a broad, bell-shaped suction cup with a soft, silicone flange. A small digital screen glowed with a soft blue light.

A milking machine.

Carly stopped in the doorway, her blood running cold.

“Come in, Carly,” Dr. Archer said, already moving to the console. He tapped the screen, and a low, rhythmic whirr-thump, whirr-thump filled the room, the sound of a gentle, mechanical pulse.

“What is that?” Her voice was a thin thread.

“A clinical-grade breast pump. It’s part of today’s treatment protocol. The mechanical stimulation will help express the excess milk, relieving the uncomfortable pressure you’re undoubtedly feeling. More importantly, the suction mimics a natural, nurturing stimulus, which triggers the release of oxytocin and endorphins—your body’s natural antidepressants. It’s a direct, physiological mood enhancement.” He spoke as if reading from a textbook. “The collection is for analysis, to monitor your hormone levels.”

He turned to her. “Remove your clothes and get in the chair.”

The command, so familiar now, landed differently. This wasn’t about sensors or biofeedback. This was about milk. Her milk. A hot flush of shame crawled up her neck. She didn’t move.

“Carly.” His voice held a warning. “The faster we begin, the faster you experience relief. The pressure will only build.”

Her breasts did ache, a dull, full throbbing. The idea of relief was a siren song. The fight drained out of her, replaced by a numb, procedural acceptance. This was the treatment. This was the price for not feeling dead inside.

Her fingers went to the hem of her scrub top. She pulled it over her head. The pants followed. The simple cotton underwear was last. She stood naked before him and the machine, her arms crossed instinctively over her chest.

“The chair,” he prompted.

The vinyl was cool. She sat back, the position already feeling perversely familiar. He didn’t rush. He moved with a deliberate, almost ritualistic slowness. The chest strap first, buckling it snugly below her breasts, lifting them slightly. The sensation of the strap against her swollen flesh made her gasp. Then the wrists, secured to the armrests. Then the ankles, fastened to the footrests, leaving her knees bent and parted. Spread open. Exposed. The center of her felt naked and vulnerable, but all his attention was on her chest.

He rolled the machine closer. The whirr-thump was a steady, patient rhythm. He picked up one of the suction cups, his fingers deft. He squeezed a clear, cool gel from a bottle onto the inner silicone flange.

“This will ensure a proper seal and minimize discomfort.”

Discomfort. The word was so clinical for what was about to happen.

He leaned over her, his body blocking the overhead light. His scent, clean and sharp, filled her space. His hands were sure, impersonal. He took her right breast, lifting it, his thumb brushing the underside. A jolt of sensation, sharp and deep, arced through her. Her nipple hardened instantly, pebbling into a tight, dark peak.

He positioned the flange. The silicone was cool against her areola. He centered her nipple, then pressed the cup into place. A sudden, tight seal formed as he released the air from the cup. The sensation was strange—a firm, constant pressure.

Then he flipped a switch on the tube.

The machine’s rhythm changed. The whirr-thump became a sharper click-hiss. A powerful, rhythmic suction grabbed her nipple, pulling it deep into the tunnel of the cup.

“Oh!” The cry was punched out of her. It wasn’t pain. It was an intense, startling pull, a deep, internal tugging that felt like it was connected to her very core. The suction released, then immediately pulled again. Click-hiss. Click-hiss.

A warm, tingling rush flooded her breast. She watched, mesmerized and horrified, as a thin, white stream suddenly appeared in the clear tube, snaking its way toward the glass jar. Her milk. It was real. It was happening.

He applied the second cup to her left breast. The dual suction was overwhelming. The rhythmic pull was insistent, demanding. It created a deep, resonating ache in her breasts that echoed in her empty belly and between her legs. A low, helpless moan escaped her lips. Her head fell back against the chair.

“The body’s response is fascinating,” Dr. Archer murmured, watching the streams of milk now flowing steadily into the jars. “The let-down reflex is tied to the parasympathetic nervous system. To relaxation. To pleasure.”

Pleasure. The word hung in the air. Because despite the shock, the humiliation, there was a undeniable, perverse relief in the pulling. The painful pressure in her chest was easing, leaving behind a strange, warm emptiness. And the rhythmic tugging… it was stimulating nerves that had no business being stimulated. A warm, heavy pulse began to beat in time with the machine’s rhythm, low in her abdomen. She felt herself growing wet, the slickness gathering at her opening, betraying her yet again.

He watched the digital readouts, making a small adjustment. The suction intensified slightly. The pull became deeper, more insistent. Her back arched, pushing her breasts further into the cups. The milk flowed faster.

“Sexual stimulation will increase production,” he stated, as if commenting on the weather. “Oxytocin release is multimodal. We will enhance the effect.”

He moved then, stepping between her splayed legs. From the cart, he picked up the large, flesh-toned dildo from yesterday. It was clean, gleaming. He coated it generously with clear gel.

Her eyes widened. “No… not while…” She gestured weakly with her head toward the machines pumping at her breasts.

“Especially while,” he corrected, his voice darkening with a hint of something that wasn’t clinical at all. He guided the broad, blunt tip to her entrance. She was already slick, open. The first touch of the cool, gel-slick silicone against her heated flesh made her jerk against the restraints.

“Relax, Carly. Let the treatment work.”

He pushed.

The fullness was shocking, a thick, stretching invasion that made her cry out. The machine’s click-hiss seemed to sync with the pounding of her heart. He seated the dildo fully, the flared base pressing against her. The deep stretch, combined with the relentless suction on her nipples, created a feedback loop of sensation that short-circuited her thoughts. She was just a body, a collection of nerve endings being played like an instrument.

He began to move it. A slow, deep withdrawal, then a firm, penetrating thrust. The drag was exquisite, friction on over-sensitized flesh. Each thrust jostled her body in the chair, making the suction cups tug with a different rhythm. Milk continued to stream into the jars, a visible, humiliating proof of her body’s betrayal.

He established a pace, deep and measured. In, out. In time with the machine. Click-hiss, thrust. Click-hiss, thrust. The world narrowed to those two sensations: the deep, pulling emptiness at her breasts and the thick, filling fullness below. Her moans became continuous, a ragged soundtrack to the mechanical sounds. She was babbling, words she didn’t understand, pleas that had no direction.

“Good,” he breathed, his own composure fraying. A sheen of sweat glistened at his temple. His knuckles were white where he gripped the base of the dildo. “Your body is accepting the treatment beautifully.”

He shifted his stance, altering the angle. On the next deep drive, the head of the dildo brushed a spot so deep and electric it triggered a sudden, fierce gush from her breasts. The milk streams turned into spurts for a moment, hitting the sides of the jars with a splatter. Carly screamed, her vision whiting out at the edges. The dual stimulation was too much, a sensory overload that tipped into a kind of madness.

She was hurtling toward a climax, but it felt different—deeper, slower, a mounting tsunami rather than a lightning strike. The pressure built in her pelvis, a coiling, molten tightness that owed as much to the pulling on her nipples as to the pounding inside her.

“I can’t… it’s too…” she sobbed.

“You can. Let it happen. It’s the release you need.”

He fucked her with the dildo harder, deeper, his rhythm becoming urgent. The machine hummed and pulled. And then, from the cart, he picked up a second dildo, slightly smaller but still substantial. He coated it, his eyes never leaving her face.

No, she thought, but her body was screaming yes, every muscle taut, every nerve alight.

He pressed the tip of the second dildo against her other entrance, the tight, forbidden pucker beneath the first.

The shock of that new, intimate pressure made her freeze. Her eyes flew open, locking with his. His glacial blue gaze was dark, intense, full of a possessive hunger that stripped away the last pretense of therapy.

“Deep, rhythmic stimulation,” he whispered, his voice rough.

He pushed the second toy into her ass.

The stretch was blinding, a searing, impossible fullness that stole the air from her lungs. She was filled beyond capacity, stretched in two directions at once. The dual penetration created a pressure so intense, so complete, it blurred the line between pleasure and pain into a single, white-hot continuum. The machine pulled at her breasts. He worked the two dildos in a staggered, devastating rhythm, one sliding out as the other pushed in, keeping her perpetually, overwhelmingly full.

It was too much. It was everything. The coil in her belly snapped.

Her climax didn’t build; it detonated. It was a cataclysm that ripped through her with violent, convulsive force. A raw, shattered scream tore from her throat. Her body bowed against the straps, every muscle locked in a rigid arc. The sensation was a triple-point explosion: deep, clenching pulses around the dildos in her vagina and ass, and simultaneous, fierce, aching releases from her nipples as the milk sprayed in frantic, short bursts into the tubes.

And then, the gush. From her core, a hot, copious flood of fluid—not milk, but her own arousal—erupted around the dildo buried in her pussy, soaking the vinyl beneath her with a translucent gush that dripped onto the floor. Squirting again, but more voluminous than before, a helpless, humiliating torrent that seemed to go on and on, wringing itself from her with each convulsive clench.

The orgasm seemed endless, a seismic event that left her trembling, gasping, utterly spent. Her vision swam, dark spots dancing at the edges. The machines continued their gentle whirr-thump, now pulling weakly at breasts that felt drained, empty.

Dr. Archer slowly, carefully, withdrew the dildos. The sounds were obscenely wet. He placed them on the tray. He then turned off the breast pump. The sudden silence was deafening. He released the suction seals and removed the cups. Her nipples were reddened, elongated, glistening with a few last drops of milk. He wiped them gently with a warm, damp cloth, the touch almost tender.

He unbuckled the straps, starting with her ankles. The blood rushed back in painful pins and needles. She couldn’t move. She lay in the chair, a vessel that had been filled and emptied, trembling with aftershocks.

“You can get dressed,” he said, his voice back to its calm, professional tenor. He turned to the console, examining the two glass jars, now each holding a significant amount of her milk. He made a note on a digital tablet.

Mechanically, she slid off the chair. Her legs held, barely. She gathered her scrubs, pulled them on. The fabric felt alien, abrasive against her sensitized skin. She watched him as he carefully detached the collection jars, sealed them with lids, and placed them in a small refrigeration unit she hadn’t noticed before.

What was he doing with it? The question cut through the post-coital haze. Analysis, he’d said. But the way he looked at it… it wasn’t clinical curiosity. It was appraisal. Satisfaction.

He turned, holding a paper cup with the familiar pale blue Bovinol pill and a cup of water. She took them, her hand steady now, hollowed out. She swallowed the pill, the bitterness a familiar anchor in the surreal wreckage of her body and mind.

The door opened. James, the tall, broad-shouldered orderly, stood there, his stern face impassive. But his eyes, as they swept over her disheveled hair, her flushed skin, the damp patches on her scrubs top where her nipples had leaked through, held a dark, hungry gleam that was gone in a blink.

“Take Carly back to her room,” Dr. Archer instructed. “She needs to rest.”

James nodded. “This way.”

Carly followed him out into the hall. The journey back was a blur. Her body felt used, hollow, but terrifyingly alive. The depressive fog was a distant memory. In its place was a sharp, crystalline clarity. This wasn’t a normal hospital. That wasn’t a normal treatment. And her milk… he was collecting it for a reason.

As James swiped his card to let her into her room, his hand brushed against the small of her back. It wasn’t an accident. The touch lingered, possessive, before he pulled away.

“Rest up,” he said, his voice low.

The door locked behind her. She stood in the center of the sterile room, the silence pressing in. She looked down at her chest. Two small, dark circles were already forming on the pale green fabric.

She was determined to find out what was going on at Horizon Wellness Center.

5 - A WEALTHY DONOR

The day room held a false, fluorescent calm. Sunlight tried and failed to penetrate the thick, wire-mesh glass of the windows, casting a pale, sickly glow over the mismatched furniture and the handful of patients scattered like forgotten toys. Carly sat at a small, laminate table, a half-finished coloring book open between her and Lauren. The page showed an elaborate garden maze. Her crayon, a dull green, hovered over a hedge.

Lauren’s focus was intense, her tongue poking from the corner of her mouth as she carefully shaded a rose with a crimson crayon. Her choppy blonde hair fell across her forehead. She looked peaceful, almost childlike. It was this normalcy that felt most grotesque to Carly.

“You’re going outside the lines,” Lauren said softly, not looking up.

Carly glanced down. The green wax had bled over the black outline, smudging the neat geometry of the hedge. Like everything else here, she thought. Nothing stays within the lines.

“Doesn’t really matter, does it?” Carly’s voice was flat. She put the crayon down. The silence between them stretched, filled only with the distant hum of a vending machine and the soft scribbling of Lauren’s coloring.

“It matters to me,” Lauren finally said, finishing her rose with a final, precise stroke. She looked up, her lively green eyes meeting Carly’s. “It’s about control. You focus on this one small, stupid thing you can control. The lines. The color. It keeps the big, scary stuff at bay.” She smiled, but it didn’t reach her eyes. “That’s what Dr. Archer says, anyway.”

The name landed between them like a stone. Carly felt a familiar, treacherous warmth stir low in her belly, a phantom echo of the machine’s rhythm. She swallowed, the memory of her milk flowing into those glass jars a fresh brand of shame.

“Lauren,” Carly began, her voice dropping to a conspiratorial whisper. She leaned forward, elbows on the sticky table. “What’s really going on here?”

Lauren’s hand stilled. She set the crimson crayon down with deliberate care. Her gaze flicked toward the door where an orderly, not James, stood with his back to them, then back to Carly. The serene mask she usually wore slipped, just for a second. A tiny fracture appeared in her devotion.

“What do you mean?” Lauren asked, but her voice had lost its bright, rehearsed quality.

“You know what I mean. The exams. The… the milking. The chair. This isn’t therapy. This isn’t a hospital.” Carly’s heart began a slow, heavy thump against her ribs. “You’re not stupid. You have to see it.”

Lauren looked down at her perfectly colored rose. She traced a petal with her fingertip. For a long moment, she said nothing. The false sunlight glinted off the pale green of her scrubs. When she spoke, her voice was so quiet Carly had to strain to hear it.

“I see it,” she admitted. The words were a bare exhale. “I didn’t at first. I was so… broken. And he made me feel alive again. The treatments, they wake you up. They make you feel. Even the bad feelings are better than being numb, right?” She glanced up, her expression searching, as if begging Carly to agree.

Carly nodded slowly. She understood that desperate bargain all too well.

“But now…” Lauren continued, her fingers curling into a loose fist on the table. “Now I feel everything. And some of it… it’s not just waking up. It’s something else. He looks at us sometimes… not like patients.” She shook her head, as if trying to dislodge the thought. “But he’s helping us. The Bovinol works. I’m better.”

“Are you?” Carly pressed gently. “Or are you just… more useful?”

Lauren flinched. The crack widened. Her eyes glistened with a sudden, unshed sheen of tears. She opened her mouth, but no sound came out. The conflict was raw on her face—the ingrained worship of her savior warring with a dawning, terrifying suspicion.

The moment shattered.

“Carly.”

Dr. Archer’s voice was a smooth, cold current cutting through the room’s stale air. He stood in the doorway, a silhouette of authority in a tailored steel-gray suit, his blonde hair gleaming under the fluorescents. All other sound in the day room ceased. Lauren’s face snapped shut, the mask of reverent serenity slamming back into place so fast it was chilling. She dropped her gaze to her coloring book, picking up a blue crayon with trembling fingers.

Carly’s spine straightened of its own accord. That simple utterance of her name carried the weight of a command. The humming awareness in her body spiked, a low-voltage current that made her skin feel too tight. She pushed back from the table, the chair legs scraping harshly on the linoleum.

“Time for your session,” he said. It wasn’t a question.

Without a word to Lauren, Carly crossed the room. She felt the eyes of the other patients on her, a mixture of pity, curiosity, and fear. She followed him into the hall, the door sighing shut behind them, sealing her away from the fragile normalcy of crayons and paper.

He didn’t speak as they walked. His polished shoes made soft, precise taps on the gleaming floor. The route was familiar now: past the nursing station, down the west corridor, to the door of Room 17. The site of her humiliation. The source of her confusing, electric vitality.

He swiped his keycard. The lock disengaged with a solid thunk.

The room had been reconfigured again.

The black vinyl chair remained, its straps coiled and waiting like sleeping serpents. The milking console was gone. In its place, parked directly in front of the chair, was another machine. This one was more compact, all black metal and polished gears. From its base protruded two thick, flesh-toned silicone shafts, mounted on articulated arms. They were positioned at hip height, one slightly higher than the other, their tips menacing in their realism. A control panel with a digital readout and several dials glowed with a soft, amber light.

A man stood beside the machine.

He was older than Dr. Archer, perhaps in his fifties, with silver threading through his dark, expensively cut hair. He wore a cashmere sweater the color of charcoal over tailored trousers. He had the relaxed, bored posture of immense wealth, but his eyes—a pale, assessing hazel—were intensely alert as they tracked Carly’s entrance. They swept over her from head to toe, not with medical curiosity, but with the frank appraisal of a connoisseur examining a new acquisition.

“Carly, this is Mr. Bryce Warner,” Dr. Archer said, his tone introducing someone important, not a patient. “Mr. Warner is a generous benefactor to Horizon Wellness Center. His contributions fund much of our innovative research and treatment.”

Bryce Warner offered a slim, cool smile that didn’t touch his eyes. “A pleasure, Carly. Charles has told me so much about your… progress.”

The way he said “progress” made the skin on her arms prickle. This wasn’t a donor here to see his money at work. This was something else. The realization was a cold trickle down her spine, but beneath it, that traitorous warmth pulsed again, stronger.

“Remove your clothes and get in the chair,” Dr. Archer instructed, his voice devoid of inflection. He was already moving to the machine, adjusting a dial with a faint click.

The presence of the stranger changed everything and nothing. The command was the same. The outcome felt preordained. Her compliance was a worn path in her mind. Act compliant. Get out. But the mantra was a weak whisper against the roaring reality of Bryce Warner’s gaze. This wasn’t a private violation anymore. It was a performance.

Her fingers felt thick, clumsy as she untied the drawstring of her scrubs pants. She let them pool at her feet. She pulled the top over her head. The cool air of the room kissed her skin, raising goosebumps. Her breasts felt heavy, full again despite yesterday’s pumping. She didn’t look at either man. She kept her eyes on the chair, a fixed point in the shifting horror.

She walked to it on unsteady legs and sat. The vinyl was cool, unforgiving. Dr. Archer approached. The ritual began. The chest strap first, snug below her breasts, lifting them, presenting them. The sensitive flesh ached at the pressure. Then the wrist restraints, buckled tight, her palms facing up in a posture of helpless surrender. The ankle cuffs last, spreading her legs wide, bending her knees, exposing the dark triangle of curls and the vulnerable pink folds beneath to the sterile air and the two pairs of watching eyes.

Bryce Warner took a step closer. He made a soft, considering sound in his throat. “Her breasts look so full. The Bovinol really seems to be working. Doesn’t it, Charles?”

“Yes. She’s quite productive,” Dr. Archer replied, as if discussing engine tuning.

He picked up a bottle of clear lubricant from a tray. He squeezed a generous amount of gel onto his fingers. The sound was obscenely wet in the quiet room. He didn’t touch her yet. He lubricated the two silicone shafts on the machine, coating them until they shone under the lights. Each was substantial, veined, with a pronounced, rounded head. The higher one was slightly thicker.

He moved to her side. His fingers, slick and cool, found the entrance to her vagina first, smearing gel over her folds, dipping briefly inside. She gasped, her hips jerking minutely. She was already damp, her body’s pathetic eagerness preceding any conscious desire.

His other hand, equally slick, pressed against her other hole. The tight, puckered ring of muscle clenched instinctively at the foreign touch. He worked the gel around it, a slow, invasive circles that made her breath catch in a ragged hitch. No, not there, her mind screamed, but her body was already softening, betraying her, the gel and his insistent finger creating a shocking, slick heat.

“Relax, Carly,” Dr. Archer murmured, his breath near her ear. “This is an advanced treatment. Deep acceptance is required.”

Bryce Warner watched, his hands now clasped loosely behind his back, his expression one of detached fascination. “Fascinating.”

Dr. Archer guided the machine forward on its silent casters. The two lubricated shafts hovered, aligned with her exposed openings. The higher, thicker one nudged against her slick, parted labia. The lower one pressed its blunt tip firmly against her anus.

Carly’s world narrowed to those two points of imminent pressure. Shame was a fire in her cheeks. Fear was a cold stone in her gut. But beneath it all, coiling like a serpent, was a dark, thrilling current of anticipation. She was being prepared for use, displayed for an audience, and the sheer wrongness of it was somehow… electrifying. It cut through the numb despair more sharply than anything else had.

“Beginning stimulation,” Dr. Archer announced. He turned a dial on the control panel.

A soft, mechanical whirr filled the room. The shafts began to move.

They didn’t thrust immediately. They rotated slowly, the heads grinding against her entrances with a firm, insistent pressure. The sensation was maddening—a promise of penetration that was withheld, drawing her nerves taut. The thicker shaft parted her outer lips, the slick silicone rubbing over her clit in a slow, deliberate pass that made her back arch off the chair.

“Oh god,” Carly whimpered, the sound torn from her.

Then, with a synchronized precision, they pushed forward.

The invasion was simultaneous, inexorable. The thicker shaft filled her vagina in one smooth, deep glide, stretching her, a familiar-yet-always-shocking fullness. At the same instant, the higher shaft breached her ass. The stretch was tighter, more burning, a searing sensation of being opened in a place never meant for this. She cried out, a raw, guttural sound. Her body seized, fighting the restraints, but the machine was relentless. It seated both shafts to their bases, burying her under a devastating, complete fullness.

For a heartbeat, there was only the shock, the overwhelming sense of being stuffed, impaled. Then the machine whirred again.

It began to fuck her.

The rhythm was slow at first, a deep, withdrawing drag that made her feel hollowed out, followed by a firm, penetrating push that filled her to bursting again. The movements were perfectly synchronized, one sliding out as the other pushed in, creating a ceaseless, rocking tide of sensation. The stretch in her ass was a bright, constant ache that melted into a strange, deep pleasure as her muscles were forced to relax, to accept. The friction in her vagina was more direct, the textured silicone dragging over her inner walls, stoking a fire that built with each mechanical stroke.

Dr. Archer observed the digital readout. “Cardiac and respiratory rates are elevated.” He looked at Bryce. “Her milk should be at peak production.”

Bryce Warner’s detached fascination had shifted. A keen, hungry light had entered his pale eyes. He licked his lips, his gaze fixed on her breasts, which were rising and falling with her ragged breaths, the nipples hard and dark against the pale skin.

Dr. Archer moved to stand by her left side. He unbuckled the chest strap just enough to free her breast, lifting it gently in his palm. He looked at Bryce and gave a slight nod.

Bryce needed no further invitation. He stepped forward, his expensive scent of sandalwood and clean wool enveloping her as he leaned over her right side. His movements were no longer those of an observer. They were purposeful, possessive.

Dr. Archer lowered his head. His mouth, warm and wet, covered her left nipple.

At the same moment, Bryce Warner’s mouth closed over her right.

The dual sensation was catastrophic. The warm, suctioning pull on her nipples was a direct, visceral shock that resonated deep in her womb, a primal trigger that had nothing to do with therapy and everything to do with a biology she couldn’t control. The machine pistoned into her, stretching both holes with its mechanical rhythm. The men drank.

A thin, sweet stream of milk released into Dr. Archer’s mouth. She heard him swallow, a soft, satisfied sound. On the other side, Bryce suckled harder, his technique less clinical, more greedy. He drew a longer pull, and she felt the let-down reflex trigger a gush, the milk flowing more freely. The sound of their swallowing, wet and intimate, mixed with the soft mechanical whirr and her own choked, helpless moans.

The shame was incandescent. She was being milked like livestock while being fucked by a machine, watched, used. But the shame was inextricably tangled with a pleasure so profound it felt like madness. The pulling on her nipples sent bolts of pure, electric sensation straight to her core, amplifying the already overwhelming friction of the dildos. Each suck, each swallow, seemed to pull the climax from deep within her, drawing it up and out.

“Increase tempo,” Dr. Archer said, his voice slightly muffled against her breast.

Bryce released her nipple with a soft, wet pop. “The flavor is… remarkably clean. Sweet, with a subtle herbal note from the Bovinol, I presume?”

“A documented side effect,” Dr. Archer confirmed before resuming his drinking.

Bryce returned to her breast, his mouth latching on with renewed hunger. The machine’s rhythm changed. The dial turned. The whirr pitched higher. The thrusts became faster, harder, more punishing. The dildo in her ass plunged deeper, the burning stretch transforming into a deep, radiating pleasure that made her toes curl. The one in her pussy hammered against her cervix, then angled to drag brutally over her G-spot with every inward stroke.

The combined assault was too much. The lines blurred—pain and pleasure, humiliation and ecstasy, therapy and exploitation. Her body was no longer her own. It was an instrument played by master musicians, tuned to a symphony of degradation and release. The men drank her milk, fueling her arousal with every pull, their sucking in rhythm with the machine’s pounding.

Her moans became continuous, a desperate, sobbing litany. “Please… oh god… I can’t… it’s too… oh!”

“She’s approaching threshold,” Dr. Archer observed, lifting his head, a faint trace of white at the corner of his mouth. He watched her face, his glacial blue eyes dark with a fierce, possessive satisfaction.

“Magnificent,” Bryce breathed, also pulling away, his lips glistening.

The machine pounded. The men watched. Carly shattered.

Her orgasm didn’t build; it erupted from the very center of the triple-point stimulation. A convulsive, full-body seizure ripped through her, so violent the chair creaked. A raw, animal scream tore from her throat, ripped from a place deeper than shame or reason. Her back arched impossibly, every muscle locking taut. Her channel clenched in a rapid, milking rhythm around the thick shaft buried in her pussy, and simultaneously, her ass spasmed around the invader there, the tight muscles fluttering wildly.

And then, the gush. A hot, copious flood of fluid—not milk this time—erupted from her core, soaking the dildo, spattering against the machine’s base with a sound like rain, dripping in a translucent cascade onto the floor beneath the chair. She squirted again, a helpless, humiliating torrent that seemed to drain her of everything—fluid, will, thought.

The orgasm went on and on, waves of electric pleasure mixed with the deep, aching pulls from her nipples as the men, seeing her peak, returned to her breasts for a final, drawing pull, swallowing the last of the sweet release her body offered.

Slowly, inexorably, the convulsions subsided. The machine’s rhythm slowed, then stilled, leaving the shafts buried deep within her. The men lifted their heads, wiping their mouths with the backs of their hands with identical, disturbingly casual gestures.

Bryce Warner let out a long, satisfied sigh. He adjusted his cashmere sweater, the image of a man finishing a fine meal. “Charles, that was… exceptional. Truly. The data must be fascinating.”

“Yes, it is. I wouldn’t dream of studying anything else,” Dr. Archer said, his composure fully restored.

He moved to the control panel and initiated the withdrawal sequence. The shafts slid from her body with a wet, slick sound, leaving her feeling horrifically empty, gaping. He then unbuckled her restraints, starting with her ankles. The blood rushed back in painful stings.

“My sincerest thanks for the demonstration,” Bryce said, extending a hand to Dr. Archer. They shook, a business transaction completed. “I’ll be in touch regarding the next quarter’s endowment. I see my funds are being put to… profoundly effective use.”

With a final, lingering look at Carly’s trembling, sweat-sheened, milk-damp body, Bryce Warner turned and left. The door clicked shut behind him, leaving her alone with Dr. Archer.

Silence, broken only by her ragged, shuddering breaths. He handed her the pile of her scrubs. His touch was impersonal. “Get dressed.”

She moved like a robot. Every muscle protested. She felt raw, open, drained. The fabric of the scrubs felt like sandpaper against her sensitized skin. She couldn’t meet his eyes.

From a drawer, he produced the familiar blister pack. He squeezed the pale blue Bovinol into a small paper cup. It sat like a tiny, poisonous jewel. A second cup held water. Carly took them, her hand steady now in its utter exhaustion. She placed the pill on her tongue, the bitter-chalk taste an anchor, and swallowed it down.

“Come with me,” he said, his voice low. “I want to talk to you in my office about your treatment plan.”

He didn’t wait for a response. He walked to the door, held it open. Numb, her mind a white-noise roar of fragmented thoughts—What was that? Who was he? Why my milk? What is this place?—Carly followed him out into the hall.

He led her away from the treatment rooms, down the long, silent corridor towards the administrative wing. Towards his private office. Her damp scrubs chafed with every step. The afterglow of the brutal climax still hummed in her veins, a sickening counterpoint to the icy dread now solidifying in her chest. He had shown her off. He had sold a performance. And she had, shamefully, spectacularly, delivered.

6 - THE TERRIFYING TRUTH

The walk to Dr. Archer’s office felt different this time. The corridors of Horizon Wellness Center no longer seemed like a sterile maze of unknown terrors. They felt like a path. A path out. Carly focused on that idea, clutching it to her chest like a secret talisman as she followed the sharp line of his shoulders. Her body still hummed with the ghost of the machine, a dull, shameful ache between her legs and a faint, persistent heaviness in her breasts. But she locked those sensations away in a mental vault. Act compliant. Get out.

The silence in the room was as heavy as the furniture, pressing in on Carly until she felt the air itself thinning. His office was an exercise in old-world authority—dark wood, shelves of imposing textbooks that looked as if they hadn't been touched in decades, and a large mahogany desk that seemed to absorb the light from the single brass lamp, leaving the corners of the room in deep, shifting shadows.

Carly’s gaze flickered to the window behind him, which showed a cruel slice of manicured lawn, surrounded by the high, chain link fence. It was freedom, taunting her from behind double-paned glass, a world that felt a thousand miles away despite being just a few feet from her reach.

“Sit, Carly,” Dr. Archer said, gesturing to the patient chair as he moved around to his own high-backed leather seat. His voice was calm, measured. The same voice that had coaxed her darkest thoughts into the open before trapping her here.

She sat, folding her hands in her lap, willing them to be still. She kept her gaze lowered, a picture of meek submission. The pale green scrubs felt like a uniform of her captivity.

“I wanted to discuss your treatment progress,” he began, steepling his fingers on the blotter. His glacial blue eyes scanned her face, reading every micro-expression. “You’ve been through several intensive sessions. How are you feeling?”

This was her cue. She lifted her eyes, meeting his with what she hoped was a look of earnest gratitude. “Better,” she said, her voice soft but clear. “Much better, Doctor. The… the treatments. They’re intense. But I feel like they’re working. The numbness… it’s gone.” It wasn’t entirely a lie. The brutal, overwhelming sensations had scorched away the gray fog of her depression, replacing it with a crackling, live-wire awareness that was equal parts terror and a horrifying, addictive vitality.

A faint, approving smile touched his lips. It didn’t reach his eyes. “I’m pleased to hear that. You’ve been remarkably receptive. Your somatic and neurological responses are aligning beautifully with our protocols.” He leaned back, the leather creaking. “Your compliance has been noted. It’s the first, most crucial step toward wellness.”

Her heart gave a painful thump of hope. This is it. He’s going to say it.

“You’re doing well, Carly,” he continued, his tone shifting to one of gentle condescension. “Very well. But.” He let the word hang in the air. “You’re not ready to go home yet.”

The hope curdled in her chest, sinking into a cold, heavy sludge. She kept her expression placid. Don’t react. Don’t let him see.

“The progress you’ve made is fragile,” he explained, his voice a smooth, clinical river. “Premature reintegration into a stressful environment could trigger a catastrophic regression. We need to be sure you’re ready.” He leaned forward again, his gaze intensifying. “But if you continue to improve at this rate, if you maintain this level of cooperation and positive response, discharge will be the natural and desired outcome. Do you understand?”

She nodded, swallowing around the lump of bitter disappointment. “I understand. I want to get better. I’ll do whatever you say.”

Suddenly, a sharp, insistent buzzing interrupted their conversation.

Dr. Archer pulled a pager from his belt, glanced at it, and his composed facade tightened almost imperceptibly. He looked from the pager to Carly, then to the phone on his desk. “Excuse me,” he said, his voice clipped. “An emergency with another patient. I need to attend to this immediately. Stay here. Do not move from that chair.”

“Of course,” she whispered.

He was already striding out, pulling the door shut behind him with a firm click.

Silence.

Carly’s eyes flew open. She was alone. Truly alone, for the first time since she’d arrived in this place. The door was shut. The window beckoned. Her heart hammered against her ribs, a frantic drumbeat of rebellion. He told you not to move.

But the computer.

His sleek, black monitor was dark, but the tower hummed with a low, inviting vibration. The screensaver was a simple, shifting pattern of blue and gray. He left in a hurry. He didn’t log off.

Every instinct screamed at her to stay put, to be the good, compliant patient. But a deeper, more desperate instinct took over. This was a crack in the door. A chance to see the man behind the curtain.

In one fluid, terrified motion, she pushed herself out of the chair. The floor was cold through her socked feet. She took two steps to the desk, her breath coming in short, silent gasps. She reached out, jiggled the mouse.

The screensaver vanished. The desktop appeared, unnervingly normal. A few folder icons, a recycling bin, a web browser. And one open document, minimized at the bottom of the screen. Its title was a string of numbers and letters: HWInvoice042_BWarner.

Her finger trembled as she moved the cursor and clicked.

The document filled the screen. It was a sales agreement. The header bore the Horizon Wellness Center logo. Her eyes scanned the dense text, picking out phrases that leaped out like neon signs.

…contractual agreement for the exclusive purchase of harvested lactation product…

…product specification: ten (10) gallons, human source, Grade AA…

…purchaser: Bryce Warner, of Warner Holdings LLC…

…total payment: fifty thousand dollars ($50,000)…

…source identifiers: Patient C-19, Patient L-21…

The words blurred. A high-pitched ringing started in her ears. She read the line again. Ten gallons. Fifty thousand dollars. Patient C-19. That was her. She knew it in her bones. C for Carly. 19 for her age. L-21 was Lauren.

He wasn’t just treating them. He wasn’t just… enjoying his dominance. He was farming them. Bottling their milk, their bodies’ forced, humiliating production, and selling it for a fortune. To that man. The one who had watched, who had drunk from her with greedy, connoisseur lips. This was a business transaction. She was livestock. A premium dairy cow in pale green scrubs.

Nausea rose, sharp and acidic, in her throat. Her knees felt weak. She stumbled back from the desk, her hand flying to her mouth. He’s never letting us go. The thought was a crystal-clear dagger of truth. Why would he? They were a renewable resource. As long as he pumped them full of Bovinol, as long as he stimulated them with his machines and his procedures, they would produce. And he would profit. All he had to do was keep them docile, keep them believing his lies about treatment and progress and eventual freedom.

The door handle rattled.

Panic, pure and electric, shot through her. She lunged for the patient chair, dropping into it just as the door swung open. She snatched her hands back into her lap, forced her breathing to slow, and stared blankly at the wall opposite the desk.

Dr. Archer entered, his expression a mask of mild irritation. “Apologies for the interruption. A medication incident. Now, where were we?” He rounded the desk and sat, barely glancing at the computer screen. The screensaver had already come back on. He didn’t seem to notice anything amiss.

Carly’s blood was roaring in her ears. She felt dizzy. He didn’t see. He doesn’t know.

“You seem unsettled,” he observed, his eyes narrowing slightly.

“Just… thinking about what you said,” she managed, her voice a dry rustle. “You’re right. I want to make sure I’m ready before I go back home.”

He studied her for a long, uncomfortable moment, then nodded, apparently satisfied. “Good. That’s the correct attitude. Come. I’ll walk you back to your room. You should rest before dinner.”

The walk back was a blur. The gleaming floors, the muted pastel walls, the occasional orderly passing by—it all felt like a diorama of a nightmare. Her mind churned, replaying the words on the screen. Fifty thousand dollars. Ten gallons.

He left her at the door to her small, sterile room. “Remember, Carly. Cooperation is the key to your future.”

She nodded, not trusting herself to speak, and slipped inside. The door clicked shut, locking automatically from the outside. She stood in the center of the room, trembling, until the footsteps faded away.

Then she slid down the wall to the floor, hugged her knees to her chest, and rocked silently. The tears were hot and silent. Not tears of sadness now, but of furious, incandescent betrayal. The last shred of hope that this was some twisted road to healing evaporated. She was a commodity. Lauren was a commodity. They were being milked for a rich man’s fetish.

I have to tell Lauren.

Dinner was a quiet affair in the large, echoing cafeteria. Patients shuffled through the line, collected trays of bland food, and sat at long tables. Carly found Lauren already seated, methodically cutting a piece of baked chicken into perfect, tiny squares. Her serene mask was firmly in place.

Carly sat beside her, her own tray untouched. She leaned in, her voice a thread of sound. “Lauren. We need to talk. For real.”

Lauren’s fork paused. Her green eyes flicked to Carly, then around the room. James was on duty, leaning against the far wall, his arms crossed. “What is it?”

“I saw something. In his office.” Carly’s throat tightened. “A document. A sales agreement.”

Lauren put her fork down slowly. “What kind of sales agreement?”

Carly told her. The ten gallons. The fifty thousand dollars. Their patient codes. Bryce Warner’s name. She watched as the color drained from Lauren’s face, as her serene mask fractured and fell away completely, revealing the raw, terrified young woman underneath.

“He’s… selling it?” Lauren’s whisper was strangled. “Our milk? For money?”

“For a lot of money,” Carly hissed. “And Bryce Warner. He’s not a benefactor, Lauren. He’s a customer.”

Lauren’s hand trembled as she lifted her water cup. She took a small sip, her gaze distant, horrified. All her talk of treatment, of feeling alive, of Dr. Archer’s genius… it collapsed under the weight of this ugly, commercial truth. “He said… he said the Bovinol was to help us. To balance us.”

“It’s to make us produce,” Carly said flatly. “And he’s never letting us go. Why would he? We’re his product line. As long as he says we’re sick, we stay. As long as we stay, he gets richer.”

The realization dawned in Lauren’s eyes, bringing a new kind of fear. It was the fear of a trapped animal finally seeing the true shape of its cage. “Oh god. You’re right. All this time… the sessions… he was just… using us.” She looked ill. “What do we do?”

Carly leaned closer, their heads almost touching. “We have to get out of here. Not when he decides. Not on his paperwork. We have to escape.”

Lauren’s eyes went wide. “Escape? How? The fences, the locks, the orderlies…”

“I don’t know yet,” Carly admitted. “But we have to try. We have to start thinking. Looking for a way. Are you with me?”

Lauren looked down at her perfectly cut chicken squares. The symbol of her obsessive control. She nodded, once, a sharp, decisive motion. “I’m with you.”

A fragile alliance, forged in betrayal and fear. They ate in silence after that, each lost in plans and dread.

Later that evening, back in her room, Carly’s toilet made a sickening gurgle and then, with a helpless sigh, began to overflow. Cloudy water seeped over the rim, spreading across the tile floor. She hit the nurse call button.

Minutes later, a knock. It wasn’t a nurse. It was Jared, the young housekeeping staff member with the kind brown eyes and the gentle demeanor. He carried a mop and bucket.

“Blocked again,” he said with a sympathetic wince, his voice a warm rumble. “Happens sometimes. Don’t worry, I’ll get it.”

He worked efficiently, plunging the toilet, then sopping up the water with practiced moves. Carly stood by the door, watching him. He was different from the orderlies. There was no predatory gleam, no clinical detachment. Just a guy doing a messy job.

“You’re Jared, right?” she asked softly.

He glanced up, a lock of dark curly hair falling across his forehead. “Yeah. You’re Carly.”

She nodded. The silence stretched, filled with the slosh of water. The memory of the invoice burned in her mind. This man moved through the belly of this beast. He might see things.

“Jared…” she began, her courage faltering. “Does… does anything here ever seem… strange to you?”

He paused, the mop handle going still. He didn’t look at her. “It’s a psychiatric facility. ‘Strange’ is relative.”

“I mean wrong,” she pressed, her voice dropping. “Not therapy wrong. Something else.”

Now he looked up. His warm brown eyes held hers. They were serious, deeply so. He glanced at the door, then back at her. He spoke so quietly she almost didn’t hear. “I clean the rooms. After. I see the machines. I empty the… collection units.”

Her breath caught. He knows.

“It’s not my place,” he continued, wringing out the mop with more force than necessary. “I need this job. But… my advice? To anyone who asks?” He finally met her gaze again, his expression etched with a pained earnestness. “Do what he says. Be the perfect patient. Get out of here as fast as you can. This place is bad news.”

He was warning her. But he was also telling her to play the game. He knew the horror, but he saw compliance as the only exit. Carly bit her tongue, the weight of her secret escape plan burning in her chest; she couldn't risk trusting him, no matter how much his kindness felt like a lifeline. In the end, he was still a cog in Dr. Archer’s machine.

He finished mopping, the floor gleaming wetly. “It’ll dry in a bit. Try not to flush anything unusual.” He offered a small, strained smile that didn’t reach his eyes. “Goodnight, Carly.”

“Goodnight, Jared,” she whispered.

He left, pulling the door shut, the lock engaging once more. Carly stood in the center of her damp room, Jared’s words echoing. The only way. But she’d seen the invoice. Compliance wasn’t a path out; it was a down payment on a permanent stay. She hugged herself, the full weight of her isolation settling upon her. She had an ally in Lauren, but they were two scared girls against a fortified, profitable enterprise. And the one staff member who seemed to possess a shred of decency had just told her, in no uncertain terms, to lie down and take it.

7 - AVAILABLE FOR ACQUISITION

The morning light filtering into the cafeteria was a pale, watery gray, doing nothing to lift the gloom that clung to the patients. Carly picked at her rubbery scrambled eggs, her mind churning like the industrial dishwasher humming in the kitchen. Across from her, Lauren stirred her oatmeal into a uniform paste, her movements precise, her eyes shadowed.

“We need a plan,” Carly murmured, keeping her voice below the clatter of trays and the low murmur of medicated conversation.

“I’ve been thinking,” Lauren said, not looking up from her bowl. “The fences are twelve feet tall. There are cameras everywhere. The ward is locked, and only staff members have keycards to get out.”

“So we need a card,” Carly said, a spark of desperate hope flickering.

“We can’t just walk out of here. Someone will see us. They’ll know we’re patients, because of our green scrubs.” Lauren finally looked up, her green eyes bleak. “Every window that opens is reinforced with wire mesh. They think of everything.”

The spark died. Carly’s fork clinked against her plate. “There has to be a weak point. A person. Someone who’s sloppy, or… sympathetic.”

Lauren’s gaze flickered toward the kitchen door, where Jared was hauling a bag of trash toward a service exit. He met her eyes for a fraction of a second, then looked away, his shoulders tense. “He’s afraid,” Lauren whispered. “He knows things, but he needs his job. He won’t risk it.”

“Everyone has a breaking point,” Carly said, but it sounded hollow even to her. They were trapped in a sleek, silent machine designed to contain them and harvest from them. The scale of it was suffocating.

“Good morning, Carly.”

The voice, calm and smooth as polished stone, came from behind her. Dr. Archer stood there, having approached without a sound. He wore another impeccable suit, this one a deep charcoal that made his blonde hair seem brighter, his icy eyes sharper. He held a digital tablet loosely in one hand.

“It’s time for your morning treatment,” he said. His tone left no room for discussion. “Come with me.”

A cold dread, familiar now, pooled in Carly’s stomach. She glanced at Lauren, who had immediately dropped her eyes back to her oatmeal, her posture rigid with a fear that looked like reverence to anyone who didn’t know better. Carly pushed her chair back, the legs scraping harshly on the linoleum. She followed Dr. Archer out of the cafeteria, feeling the weight of Lauren’s terrified stare on her back.

He led her down a different corridor, one she hadn’t been in before. He stopped at Room 12, swiped a keycard, and ushered her inside.

The room was larger than the previous treatment rooms. It was dominated by two pieces of equipment. Against the far wall stood the now-familiar milking machine, its stainless steel frame gleaming, two clear plastic suction cups dangling from articulated arms, tubes coiling down to empty collection jars on a shelf. But in the center of the room, suspended from a heavy-duty ceiling track, was a sex swing. It was made of black leather and padded straps, a complex web of supports designed to hold a body in a seated, spread position a few feet off the ground.

Carly’s mouth went dry. The clinical purpose of the machine was one thing—a horrible, violating thing. This… this was something else. This was unambiguous.

“Remove your clothes and get into the swing,” Dr. Archer instructed, placing his tablet on a small counter and washing his hands at a sink with methodical efficiency. He didn’t look at her as he spoke, as if the command was as routine as asking for a blood sample.

Her fingers felt numb. The scrubs, her only covering, suddenly felt like a precious shield. But the memory of the invoice—fifty thousand dollars—flashed behind her eyes. Compliance was survival. For now. She pulled the top over her head, shivering in the cool, conditioned air. She pushed the pants down her legs, stepped out of them, and stood naked in the center of the room. Her skin prickled with goosebumps, her nipples tightening into sensitive peaks. The faint, sweet scent of her own milk, a constant humiliating reminder, tinged the air.

Dr. Archer turned, drying his hands on a paper towel. His gaze swept over her, a clinical inventory that nonetheless felt like a physical touch. “The swing. Now.”

She walked to the contraption, her heart hammering. The leather was cool and slightly yielding. She had to maneuver awkwardly, sitting back into the main sling, putting her legs through the thigh supports. The straps cradled her, held her securely, leaving her utterly exposed. Her back was suspended, her hips tilted forward, her legs spread wide apart and raised. The position was profoundly vulnerable, lewd. She gripped the support straps at her sides, her knuckles white.

He approached, his shoes whispering on the tile. He didn’t speak. First, he took the two suction cups. They were cool and slick with a thin layer of medical-grade lubricant. He placed one over her left breast, his fingers deft, ensuring a perfect seal. Then he attended to her right breast, the process the same. A strange, pulling sensation began as he activated the machine with a remote. A soft, rhythmic whirr-thump filled the room. The pull intensified, a deep, internal tugging that went straight to her core. She watched, a detached horror mixing with a traitorous, building pressure, as the first drops of pearly white liquid appeared in the tubes, snaking their way down toward the waiting jars.

“Good,” he murmured, more to himself than to her. “Excellent let-down response.”

He stood back for a moment, observing the machine’s work, watching her milk flow. The humiliation was a live wire, sizzling under her skin. She was a spectacle. A functioning piece of equipment. She closed her eyes, trying to retreat into herself.

The sound of a zipper cut through the mechanical rhythm.

Her eyes flew open. Dr. Archer had undressed from the waist down. His cock, already fully erect, jutted out from a thatch of blonde hair. It was thick, veined, a blunt instrument of possession. He stepped forward, between her widely parted legs. The head of his cock brushed against her inner thigh, leaving a smudge of moisture. He didn’t ask. He didn’t coax. He simply grabbed her hips, slightly adjusting her angle.

And then he filled her.

It was a slow, inexorable invasion. The thick crown pressed against her entrance, which was already slick—from fear, from the insistent pull on her breasts, from her body’s vile, automatic betrayal. He pushed forward, a steady, unstoppable pressure that stretched her, filled a hollow space she hated to acknowledge was there. A choked sound escaped her lips, not quite a moan, not quite a gasp.

Whirr-thump whirr-thump went the machine. Drip… drip… drip went her milk into the jars.

He slid deeper, until his hips met the backs of her thighs, until he was fully sheathed inside her. The feeling was overwhelming. It was not tender. It was not loving. It was a claiming, a utilization. His hands gripped the straps near her hips, his knuckles white, his forearms corded with tension. He held himself there, buried to the hilt, for a long moment, his eyes locked on her face, watching her absorb the full, brutal reality of his penetration.

Then he began to move.

His strokes were long, deep, and measured at first. A clinical fuck. Each withdrawal was almost complete, each thrust a deliberate, full-length re-occupation. The friction was intense, a hot, building drag that ignited nerves she wished were dead. The swing moved with them, a gentle, swaying counterpoint to his powerful drives. Her breasts jiggled with the motion, the suction cups maintaining their relentless pull, the sensation echoing weirdly in her groin.

“Your somatic response is accelerating,” he noted, his voice a low, controlled rumble. “Heart rate elevating. Pupils dilated.”

She couldn’t speak. She could only feel. The shame was a fire, but the physical sensation was a flood, threatening to drown it. Her body, starved for any feeling to chase away the numbness, latched onto this. The fullness. The friction. The deep, internal massage of his cock. A coil of tension, sickeningly sweet, began to wind tight in her lower belly.

He changed his rhythm, abandoning the measured pace. His thrusts became harder, faster, more demanding. The swing jolted with the force. The sound of skin meeting skin, a sharp, wet slap, joined the mechanical chorus. His breath grew harsh in her ear. One of his hands left the strap and cupped the back of her neck, not choking, but holding her in place, forcing her to look at him.

“This is part of the treatment, Carly,” he gritted out, his composure fraying at the edges, revealing the raw hunger beneath. “Give up control. Surrender to me.”

His words were a poison that somehow fed the coil inside her. She hated him. She feared him. And her body, her treacherous, lonely body, was climbing toward a peak. The dual sensations were too much—the deep, rhythmic fucking and the persistent, milking suction on her breasts. They intertwined, became one overwhelming wave of stimulus. Her hips began to move of their own accord, meeting his thrusts, seeking more friction, more depth.

A low, guttural moan was torn from her throat. She couldn’t stop it.

“That’s it,” he encouraged, his voice dark with triumph. “Give in to it. Let the treatment work.”

The coil snapped.

Her orgasm wasn’t a gentle release. It was a violent seizure of pleasure that ripped through her, merciless and absolute. Her back arched against the leather sling, a strangled cry escaping her lips as her inner walls clenched and fluttered around his driving cock in rapid, involuntary pulses. The sensation seemed to amplify the pull on her breasts, and for a bizarre, transcendent moment, the climax felt like it was radiating from both points, merging into one excruciatingly intense whole. Her vision whited out. The world narrowed to the pounding of his hips, the clenching of her sex, the whirr-thump of the machine.

He groaned, a raw, unfiltered sound, and his thrusts lost all rhythm, becoming frantic, stuttering. With a final, deep plunge, he held himself inside her, and she felt the hot, sudden rush of his release flooding her depths. He shuddered against her, his grip on her neck tightening momentarily before going slack.

For a long minute, the only sounds were their ragged breathing and the relentless machine. Then, with a sigh that seemed almost disappointed, he pulled out of her. She felt empty, used, a vessel drained. He stepped back, his cock glistening, and methodically wiped himself clean with a towel from the counter.

He then turned his attention to the machine. He switched it off. The suction released with soft pops, and her breasts felt oddly heavy, sore, and tingling. He carefully removed the cups, wiping the residual moisture and lubricant from her skin with a cool, damp cloth. His touch was impersonal, efficient. He helped her—weak-kneed and trembling—to step out of the swing. Her legs nearly buckled. A trickle of fluid, a mix of him and her, traced a path down her inner thigh.

“Get dressed,” he said, turning to wash his hands again.

She moved automatically. The scrubs felt alien against her sensitized skin. As she pulled the pants up, the rough fabric brushing her throbbing flesh, she saw him check the collection jars. Nearly a full quart in each. A satisfied, almost imperceptible nod.

His phone, on the counter beside his tablet, buzzed with a sharp, insistent vibration. He glanced at the screen, and his expression shifted—a flicker of focused attention. He held up a finger to her. “Stay. Do not move.”

He took the phone and stepped out into the hallway, pulling the door almost shut but not latching it.

Alone. Adrenaline, sharp and clean, cut through the post-coital haze. The door. It was cracked. And he was distracted. She crept forward on silent, socked feet, her ear straining toward the narrow opening.

His voice was low, but the hallway’s acoustics carried it.

“Yes, Mr. Warner, L-21 is still available for acquisition. Her volumes are lower than C-19’s, but of exquisite quality. A different flavor profile, more delicate… There are several interested buyers… A constant supply of fresh milk… Two million? That’s quite an offer… Shall we meet tomorrow to finalize the bill of sale and discuss the transfer terms?”

Carly’s blood turned to ice in her veins. He wasn’t just talking about selling milk anymore. He was talking about selling Lauren. Selling her to be a live-in milk cow for Bryce Warner. Available for acquisition. The phrase echoed in her skull, monstrous.

The doorknob began to turn. She scrambled back to the center of the room, assuming a stance of weary compliance just as Dr. Archer re-entered. His face was a mask of calm calculation again.

“My apologies,” he said, though he sounded anything but sorry. “Business matters.” He walked to the door and opened it fully. In the hallway stood James, the broad-shouldered orderly, his expression impassive. “James will escort you back to your room. Rest. You’ll need your strength.”

Carly walked out, her mind reeling. James fell into step behind her, his presence a silent, looming pressure. As they turned a corner toward the residential wing, they passed a janitor’s closet. The door was open. Jared was inside, restocking a cart with cleaning supplies. As she passed, their eyes met.

His warm brown eyes took her in—her disheveled hair, the shell-shocked expression she couldn’t hide, the faint smell of sex and milk that probably clung to her. His gaze dropped for a second, then snapped back to hers. In that instant, she saw it. Not just sympathy. Not just fear. A flash of something harder. A recognition of her horror. A shared, silent understanding of the abyss they were in. Then he looked away, busying himself with a bottle of disinfectant, his jaw tight.

James led her to her room, opened the door, and waited for her to enter. The lock clicked behind her.

She stood in the sterile quiet, the overheard conversation playing on a loop. Available for acquisition. Several interested buyers. Two million. Lauren.

At dinner, the terror had congealed into a cold, hard resolve. She sat beside Lauren, who was pushing peas around her plate.

“We have to get out. Now,” Carly whispered, her voice trembling with urgency. “He’s not just selling the milk anymore, Lauren.”

Lauren looked up, her face pale. “What do you mean?”

“I heard him on the phone. With Warner. They’re talking about… about selling you. To be his live-in milk cow.”

All the color drained from Lauren’s face. Her fork clattered onto her tray. For a moment, she looked like she might be sick. Then, a fierce, desperate light ignited in her green eyes. All her conflicted devotion to Dr. Archer evaporated, burned away by the pure flame of survival. “Okay,” she breathed, the word fierce. “Okay. No more waiting. No more planning. We go. The next chance we get, whatever it is, we take it. We run.”

Carly nodded, her own fear mirrored and magnified in her friend’s eyes. “As soon as possible.”

8 - A DANGEROUS PLAN

The silence after lights-out at Horizon was a thick, suffocating thing, broken only by the distant hum of industrial cooling units and the occasional, muffled sob from another room. Carly lay on her thin mattress, staring at the acoustic-tiled ceiling, tracing the faint grid lines with her eyes. They had to move. There had to be a way.

A soft, almost inaudible knock at her door shattered the monotonous quiet.

Her heart stuttered. It wasn’t the heavy, authoritative rap of an orderly. This was tentative. Cautious. She sat up, the sheets rustling. “Who is it?”

“It’s Jared.” The voice was low, muffled by the steel door.

A jolt of adrenaline, sharp and clean, shot through her. She swung her legs off the bed, the concrete floor cold through her socks. She crossed the small room in two strides and pressed her face close to the door’s narrow gap. “Come in.”

The lock disengaged with a quiet, metallic snick—not the loud electronic buzz of a master key, but the subtle turn of a manual override. The door opened just enough for him to slip inside. He stood with his back against the wall, his housekeeping uniform a darker shadow in the dim room. The only light came from the pale blue emergency strip along the baseboard.

He looked at her, his warm brown eyes searching her face. “I walked past you earlier. You looked… upset. I just wanted to see if you were okay.”

The simple concern, so alien in this place, made her throat tighten. She wrapped her arms around herself, the thin cotton of her scrubs top offering no warmth. Trust is earned, a voice inside her warned. But what other currency did she have? “I’m not okay,” she whispered, the words raw. “I’m terrified.”

He took a step forward, then stopped, as if remembering where he was. “I know. I see it. In you. In Lauren.”

This was the chance. The only one she might get. She took a breath, the air cold in her lungs. “Lauren… Dr. Archer is going to sell her. To a client. Like… like a pet. A live-in milk cow.” The words felt absurd, monstrous. Saying them aloud made them real. “We have to get out. Soon. We need help.”

Jared’s expression shifted. The sympathy didn’t vanish, but it was overlaid by a stark, palpable fear. He glanced nervously at the door, as if expecting Dr. Archer to materialize from the shadows. “Carly… you don’t understand what you’re asking. Dr. Archer… he’s not just a doctor. He’s connected. He’s dangerous. If he caught me…”

“He’s going to sell her!” Carly hissed, desperation fraying her voice. “What’s more dangerous than that? For her? What happens when he decides to sell me, or decides I’m not ‘productive’ enough?” She took another step toward him, close enough to see the conflict warring in his eyes. “Please, Jared. I have no one else to ask.”

He was silent for a long moment, his jaw working. He looked at her—really looked—taking in her desperate eyes, the tremor in her hands, the faint, lingering scent of milk and antiseptic that marked her as one of Archer’s projects. He let out a slow, ragged breath, the sound of a man stepping off a cliff. “Okay,” he breathed. “Okay. I’ll help.”

Relief, so potent it made her dizzy, washed over her. “How?”

“The laundry,” he said, his voice dropping to the barest whisper. He moved to the center of the room, away from the door, gesturing for her to follow. “Every Wednesday afternoon, I collect the dirty clothes and linens from the residential wing. I wheel a large cart—a big canvas hamper on wheels—to the industrial laundry in the sub-basement. There’s a staff exit in the laundry room. It’s supposed to be locked, but the bolt is old. Sometimes, if you jiggle it hard, it pops. The orderlies use it for smoke breaks.”

A plan, actual and tangible, began to form. It was Monday night. They had two more days. Would Lauren be safe until then? “You want us to hide in the cart.”

He nodded. “You and Lauren. You’ll have to be still. It’s a five-minute walk. I’ll take you down, hide you in the laundry room behind a stack of boxes. After nightfall, when the shift changes and security is thinner, you go out that door. You’ll have to climb the fence. Once you’re over, you’re in the wooded area behind the property. You run.”

It was almost too simple. Which meant there were a thousand ways it could go wrong. “Cameras?”

“In the halls, yes. But if you hide under the dirty linens… it might work. The laundry room has blind spots.” He ran a hand through his dark curls, a gesture of acute stress. “You’ll have to move fast at the fence.”

“Thank you,” Carly said, her voice trembling with the first genuine spark of hope she’d felt in weeks.

“Look, I’m not doing this to be a hero. I just don’t want to see anything bad happen to you or Lauren,” Jared admitted. “And, Carly… don’t tell anyone, except Lauren. Not a soul.”

“I won’t. I promise.” She wanted to hug him, to pour out her gratitude, but the space between them crackled with too much tension, too much risk. He gave her one last, long look—a look that held an apology and a plea for her to be careful—then turned, opened the door, and slipped back into the darkened hallway, silent as a ghost.

The lock clicked shut.

Carly stood in the center of her cell, her heart pounding a frantic rhythm against her ribs. A way out. A real way out. She had to tell Lauren as soon as possible.

Sleep was impossible. She lay awake, watching the clock on her wall tick from 1:00 AM to 2:00, to 3:00. Every creak of the building, every distant footstep, felt like a prelude to discovery. She rehearsed the plan in her mind, over and over, imagining the feel of the rough canvas cart, the smell of dirty linen, the final, desperate scramble over the fence.

Just as a faint, gray pre-dawn light began to seep around the edges of her window blinds, the door buzzed loudly, startling her into a sitting position.

It was 5:45 AM. Before breakfast.

The door swung open. Dr. Archer stood there, backlit by the harsh corridor lights. He was already immaculate in a navy suit, his blonde hair perfect, his expression one of calm purpose. He didn’t enter. “Carly. Come with me.”

Her blood ran cold. No. Not now. I have to see Lauren. “It’s… it’s early. I haven’t—”

“Now.” The single word brooked no argument. It was the voice that had commanded her onto exam tables, into swings, onto benches. The voice of her captivity.

The escape plan, so fragile and new, trembled in her mind. Compliance is survival, she reminded herself, the mantra bitter on her tongue. She had to get through this, whatever this was, and get to Lauren. They just had to make it until Wednesday.

She stood, her legs unsteady, and followed him into the hall. He didn’t speak as he led her through the silent, gleaming corridors. They went to the treatment wing. Room 12.

A fresh wave of dread, oily and familiar, coated her insides. He swiped his keycard. The lock released with a thud.

Bryce Warner was already inside.

He stood by the milking machine, which was humming softly, its tubes and suction cups prepared. He wore a different cashmere sweater, a deep burgundy, and tailored trousers. He turned as they entered, a slow, pleased smile spreading across his handsome, silver-threaded features. His pale hazel eyes traveled over Carly from head to toe, a connoisseur appraising a vintage he was about to uncork.

The room was different. The sex swing was gone. In its place was a padded bench, upholstered in the same easy-clean vinyl as the exam tables. It was wide, low, and angled slightly upward. A set of leather restraints dangled from its sides.

“Carly’s volumes have been exceptional,” Dr. Archer said conversationally, as if discussing the weather. He walked to the machine, checking the settings. “A certain resilience in her, despite the emotional volatility. It translates to a richer product.”

“I’m looking forward to… sampling the product,” he said, his voice a smooth, rich baritone. He didn’t take his eyes off her.

“Remove your clothes. Lie on the bench,” Dr. Archer instructed, his back to her as he calibrated a dial.

This was the ritual. The stripping away of dignity, the prelude to violation. Her fingers, clumsy with cold and fear, went to the knot of her scrubs top. She untied it, let the thin fabric fall open. She shrugged it off her shoulders. The air in the room was cool, raising goosebumps on her arms, making her nipples contract into tight, sensitive buds. She pushed the drawstring pants down her hips, stepped out of them. Naked, she walked to the bench. The vinyl was cold against the backs of her thighs as she sat, then leaned back, lying down as instructed. Her head rested on a padded crescent. Her arms fell naturally to the sides.

Dr. Archer approached. He attended to her breasts. The suction cups were there, cool and lubed. He placed them with practiced efficiency, one after the other, sealing them to her skin. The familiar, deep pulling sensation began almost immediately as he switched the machine on. The soft, rhythmic suction filled the quiet room. Whirr-thump whirr-thump. Her milk, obedient to the mechanical demand, began its journey through the clear tubes, a steady stream of white against the plastic.

“Excellent,” Dr. Archer murmured, watching the flow.

Bryce moved then. He came to the side of the bench, his gaze raking over her restrained form. His scent reached her—expensive sandalwood soap, a hint of fine whisky, underlying musk. He unbuckled his belt, the sound loud in the clinical space. He unzipped his trousers, pushed them and his boxer briefs down just enough to free his cock.

It was already fully erect, thick and heavy, the head flushed a deep purple. He stroked himself slowly, his eyes fixed on the suction cups working on her breasts, on the milk flowing. “Beautiful,” he breathed, not to her, but to Dr. Archer. “The color is a perfect snow white.”

He didn’t ask. He didn’t say a word to her. He simply moved between her legs, which were spread by the width of the bench. His hands, large and warm, gripped her hips, pulling her lower body toward the edge of the padding, adjusting her position for his access. The head of his cock nudged against her entrance. She was dry, clenched tight with fear.

Dr. Archer, observing, reached for a squeeze bottle of clear lubricant. He applied a generous, cold dollop between her legs, smearing it over her and onto Bryce with a clinical touch. The cold made her flinch. Bryce used his fingers, spreading the slickness, pushing a thick digit inside her briefly to coat her inner walls. The intrusion was impersonal, a preparation of a tool.

Then he replaced his finger with the broad crown of his cock.

He pressed forward. There was resistance, a tight, burning stretch. He grunted, a sound of effort and pleasure, and pushed harder. Her body gave way, accepting the invasion with a sickening, full feeling. He sank into her in one long, steady stroke, until his hips met the backs of her thighs, until he was buried to the root inside her. A sharp gasp was punched from her lungs.

He was bigger than Dr. Archer. Thicker. The fullness was immense, a brutal occupation that left no space for anything else. He held himself there, embedded deep, and let out a satisfied sigh. “Tight. Perfect.”

Then he began to fuck her.

His pace was not clinical. It was not measured. It was possessive, greedy. He pulled back almost all the way, then drove back in with a force that rocked her body on the bench. The wet, slapping sound of their joining filled the air, a counter-rhythm to the milking machine. Each thrust was a jarring impact that traveled up her spine. Her breasts, trapped in the suction, jounced with the violence of his movements, the sensation a weird, echoing pull deep in her groin.

“Look at that,” Bryce grunted, his eyes on her bouncing breasts, on the milk streaming. “Fucking incredible.”

He leaned over her, bracing his hands on the bench near her shoulders. His face was close to hers. She could see the faint lines around his eyes, the pores on his nose, the fervent hunger in his hazel gaze. His breath smelled of mint and coffee. He fucked her harder, deeper, his rhythm becoming punishing. The bench creaked with the strain. The pleasure was a non-entity for her; it was all overwhelming sensation, a brutal physics of friction and fullness. But her body, that traitorous organism, began to respond. The heat of the friction, the relentless internal stimulation, the bizarre connection between the tug on her nipples and the pounding in her core… it began to weave a net of unwanted sensation.

A low, aching warmth started to build beneath the humiliation. She tried to stifle it, to retreat into a numb corner of her mind, but Bryce’s thrusts were too insistent, too perfectly aimed. He shifted his angle slightly, and the next drive brushed a spot inside her that sent a shocking jolt of electricity through her nerves.

A soft, involuntary sound escaped her lips—a moan, choked and brief.

Bryce heard it. A triumphant, wolfish grin spread across his face. “There it is,” he panted. “You like that, don’t you? Being used. Being full.”

She shook her head, a weak denial, but her hips gave a tiny, betraying jerk upward, meeting his next thrust.

“She does,” Dr. Archer observed from his post by the machine. His voice was calm, analytical. “Note the increased lactation rate.”

Bryce’s fucking became more focused, more deliberate. He was chasing his own pleasure now, using her body as a means to that end. His strokes were shorter, harder, faster. The slapping sounds merged into a continuous, wet rhythm. His groans grew louder, more ragged. She could feel the tension coiling in his body, in the iron-hard muscles of his thighs where they pressed against hers.

The unwanted warmth in her own belly was coiling, too, a tight spring wound by the relentless, deep pounding. It was separate from her mind, a biological inevitability her disgust could not stop. Her breath came in short, sharp gasps. Her fingers clawed at the cold vinyl of the bench. The dual sensations—the deep, stretching fullness of his cock and the persistent, rhythmic pull on her breasts—began to fuse into one overwhelming wave of stimulus. It was too much. Her body, starved for any release from the constant tension of fear, began to surrender to it.

Her inner muscles fluttered around his invading length. A fresh gush of her own wetness mingled with the lube.

“She’s close,” Dr. Archer stated, like a commentator at a sporting event.

Bryce redoubled his efforts, pounding into her with a frenzy that bordered on violence. “Cum for me, you sweet little cow,” he growled, his voice guttural. “Cum while I fill you up.”

The coil snapped.

Her orgasm wasn’t a choice. It was a seizure, a violent, racking convulsion of pleasure that tore through her with no regard for her shame. Her back arched off the bench, a raw, broken cry tearing from her throat as her channel clenched and spasmed around his driving cock in rapid, frantic pulses. The sensations seemed to magnify a hundredfold; the milking suction felt like it was pulling the climax directly from her womb, a bizarre and terrifying synergy of function and exploitation. White light exploded behind her eyelids. For a few seconds, the world was reduced to the pounding of his hips, the clenching of her sex, the hot rush of her own release, and the steady whirr-thump of the machine.

Her climax triggered his. With a final, deep, grinding thrust, Bryce buried himself to the hilt and held. A rough, animalistic roar tore from his lips. She felt the hot, sudden jet of his release flooding her depths, pulse after pulse, marking her, filling her. He shuddered violently against her, his full weight pressing her into the padding as he emptied himself inside her.

He collapsed on top of her for a moment, his sweat-slicked chest heaving against her sensitized skin, the smell of his exertion and climax thick in the air. Then, with a groan of satiation, he pushed himself up and off her. His spent cock slid out of her, followed by a trickle of warm fluid. He turned away, tucking himself back into his trousers, fastening his belt with steady hands.

Dr. Archer stepped forward. He hadn’t touched himself, but the front of his tailored trousers was visibly tented. His glacial blue eyes were dark with a focused intensity. “A successful sampling, Mr. Warner?”

“Exquisite,” Bryce said, wiping his brow with a handkerchief. He looked at Carly, who lay trembling and spent, milk still flowing from her breasts. “I’m sure the product will be… delicious. You’ve outdone yourself, Charles.”

“Thank you,” Dr. Archer said modestly. He moved to the bench. “If you’ll excuse me, I must complete her treatment.”

Bryce gave a gracious nod. “Of course. I’ll await the finalized proposal for the other matter.” He cast one last, lingering look at Carly’s prone form, then let himself out of the room, the door sighing shut behind him.

Silence, save for the machine. And Dr. Archer’s controlled breathing.

He looked down at her. Her eyes were open, staring at the ceiling, tears of shame and overstimulation leaking from their corners. He said nothing. He simply unzipped his own trousers, freeing his erection. It was thick, long, and gleaming with his own pre-cum. He didn’t bother with more lube. She was already slick—with Bryce’s release, with her own, with the lubricant.

He moved between her legs, which were still sprawled wide. He gripped her hips, his fingers biting into her flesh, and guided himself to her well-used entrance. He pushed in.

The feeling was different. Familiar. A re-occupation. She was loose, sensitive, sore from Bryce’s pounding, but he slid into her soaked channel with ease, a smooth, full glide until he was fully seated. A broken sob escaped her.

He began to move. His rhythm was different from Bryce’s. It was controlled, deep, and relentless. Each stroke was a calculated reassertion of ownership. This is mine. He watched her face, studied her reactions as he fucked her. The machine continued its work, her milk flowing, a tangible product of his control.

She hated him. She feared him. And yet, her freshly fucked, overstimulated body was responding again. The sore, stretched feeling was transforming into a deep, throbbing sensitivity. His cock, rubbing her internally, reignited embers of the climax she’d just had. A fresh, pathetic warmth began to stir. Her hips gave a tiny, involuntary undulation.

He smiled, a thin, cold curve of his lips. “Yes.”

He increased his pace, his control slipping minutely. His thrusts became harder, faster. The bench shook. He leaned over her, one hand moving to her throat, not squeezing, just holding, a collar of possession. His other hand went to one of the suction cups, pressing it more firmly against her breast, adjusting the pull. The sensation was electric, a direct line to her clit.

“Now, Carly,” he commanded, his breath hot against her ear. “Give it to me.”

It was useless to fight. Her body was a separate entity, humming with a need for release he had engineered. The second orgasm built quickly, a wave rising from the wreckage of the first. It crashed over her with less violence but more depth, a rolling, consuming release that made her cry out, a hoarse, surrendering sound. Her inner walls fluttered and clenched around his driving length, milking him.

He followed her over the edge. With a guttural groan that was the most human sound she’d ever heard from him, he drove deep and held, flooding her with his own hot release. She felt it, a second filling, mixing with Bryce’s inside her. He shuddered through his climax, his grip on her throat tightening for a second before relaxing.

For a long minute, he stayed inside her, draped over her, his weight heavy. Then, with a sigh that seemed to signify the end of a task, he withdrew. He stood, tucked himself away, zipped his trousers. He was perfectly composed again, save for a slight sheen of sweat on his temples.

He switched off the milking machine. The suction released. Her breasts felt heavy, sore, empty. He removed the cups, wiped her skin clean with a cool, damp cloth. His touch was impersonal. He then wiped between her legs, cleaning away the mingled fluids with a few efficient swipes.

“Get dressed,” he said, turning to wash his hands at the sink.

Every muscle ached. Her sex throbbed with a raw, used feeling. She pulled her scrubs back on, the fabric abrasive against her sensitized skin. As she pulled up her pants, she saw him check the collection jars. They were nearly full. He gave a small, satisfied nod.

From his suit pocket, he produced a small plastic cup with a single blue pill—Bovinol. He handed it to her with a paper cup of water. “Your dose.”

She took it, placed it on her tongue, swallowed it down with the tepid water. The act of obedience was automatic now.

He picked up a small walkie-talkie from the counter. “James to Room 12 for patient return.”

Minutes later, the door opened. James stood there, his stern face impassive. Dr. Archer gave a slight nod. “Take her back to her room. She is to rest until dinner.”

Carly walked out, her gait slightly unsteady. James fell into step behind her. The walk back to the residential wing was a blur. She passed the janitor’s closet. It was closed. Her mind, fogged with exhaustion and violation, could only latch onto one clear thought: Find Lauren. Tell her the plan.

James deposited her in her room. The lock engaged.

She sat on the edge of her bed, staring at the wall, waiting for the lunch call. She’d missed breakfast. When the electronic chime finally sounded, she moved with a newfound, desperate purpose. She entered the cafeteria, her eyes scanning the room. She found Lauren already at their usual table, picking at a bowl of fruit. Carly slid onto the bench beside her, her body screaming with every movement.

Lauren looked at her, and her eyes widened slightly. She could see it—the fresh trauma, the lingering haze. “What happened?” she mouthed.

Carly shook her head minutely. She leaned in, her lips almost touching Lauren’s ear, her voice a breath so faint it was barely audible. “Jared is helping us. Escape. Tomorrow.”

Lauren’s breath caught. She didn’t move.

“In the afternoon. He collects laundry. We hide in the cart. He takes us to the laundry room. We wait until dark, go out a staff exit, climb the fence, and run into the woods.”

Lauren’s green eyes were wide with terror and hope. She gave a tiny, almost imperceptible nod. “Okay,” she breathed back.

“Be ready,” Carly whispered.

9 - THE LAST DAY

The next morning, the cafeteria air smelled of weak coffee, overcooked eggs, and antiseptic. Carly pushed a rubbery square of scrambled egg around her plastic tray, her appetite non-existent. Every nerve in her body was a live wire, vibrating with a mix of terror and desperate hope. Across from her, Lauren mimicked the motion, her own food untouched. They didn’t speak. Words were too dangerous. Their communication was a language of glances, of minute shifts in posture.

Carly’s eyes scanned the room, over the other patients in their identical scrubs, over the orderlies standing like statues by the exits. Then she found him. Jared, pushing a cleaning cart along the far wall, mopping a spill. His movements were slow, routine. But as he straightened, his gaze lifted and met hers across the crowded space. It was only for a second. A direct, intentional look. He gave the barest nod, so slight it could have been a twitch, before he bent back to his work.

The plan is on. Today.

The confirmation was a shot of pure adrenaline that made her fingers tremble against her plastic fork. She looked at Lauren, widened her eyes just a fraction. Lauren’s shoulders rose and fell in a quick, shallow breath. She understood.

They just had to make it until the afternoon when Jared collected the laundry. Act normal. Be invisible.

The chatter in the day room died as if on command. Carly looked up; Dr. Archer was there, looming in the doorway like an omen.

He was a study in controlled authority in a tailored steel-gray suit, his blonde hair catching the fluorescent lights. His glacial blue eyes swept the room and landed, with unnerving precision, on their table. A cold fist closed around Carly’s heart.

He began walking toward them, his polished Oxfords clicking a measured rhythm on the linoleum. The room seemed to hold its breath.

He stopped at their table, looking down at them. His expression was pleasant, professional. “Carly. Lauren. Good morning. Please come with me.”

Lauren’s fork clattered against her tray. Carly’s stomach plunged. No. Not now. Not when we’re so close.

“We… we haven’t finished breakfast,” Lauren said, her voice thin.

“It’s fine,” Dr. Archer said, his tone leaving no room for argument. “This won’t take long.” He smiled, a thin curve of his lips that didn’t touch his eyes. “Come along.”

Compliance is survival. The mantra echoed in Carly’s skull, brittle but necessary. If they resisted, if they showed any sign of panic, he would know. He would lock them down, and the fragile escape plan would shatter. She caught Lauren’s terrified gaze and gave a tiny, almost imperceptible nod. Play along.

She stood, her legs feeling like water. Lauren, after a heartbeat of paralysis, did the same. They left their trays on the table and fell into step behind Dr. Archer as he led them out of the cafeteria. Carly didn’t dare look back for Jared. She kept her eyes on the back of Dr. Archer’s suit jacket, on the perfect line of his shoulders.

They didn’t speak as they moved through the sterile corridors. The route was familiar. Toward the treatment wing. Room 12. The site of her violation by Bryce Warner just hours before. Nausea churned in her gut.

He swiped his keycard. The lock thudded open.

The room was as she remembered, yet transformed. The air was cool, scented with the sharp tang of disinfectant and the faint, sweet-metallic odor of machine lubricant. The padded bench was there, the vinyl gleaming under the bright clinical lights. But now, flanking it, were two milking machines. They were identical to the one she knew, with their clear collection jars, their loops of tubing, their arrays of suction cups resting in sterile trays. The machines hummed with a low, waiting power.

Dr. Archer closed the door. The sound was final. He turned to face them, his hands clasped loosely in front of him. “The mind and body are not separate entities,” he began, his voice taking on the lecturing tone he used when explaining his methods. “Depression manifests as a numbness, a retreat from sensation. To break that cycle, we must reintroduce sensation in a controlled, intense manner. Physical pain, when properly administered, can act as a powerful circuit-breaker. It forces the nervous system to engage, to feel something unequivocal. The aftermath often creates a… receptive state.”

He walked to a small stainless steel cart beside the bench. On it lay a leather flogger, its falls thick and neatly trimmed.

“Remove your scrubs. Fold them neatly on the chair there,” he instructed, nodding toward a simple plastic seat in the corner. “Then position yourselves over the bench. Bent at the waist. Forearms and chest on the padding. Your backsides presented.”

Carly’s mouth went dry. Lauren stood frozen beside her, a statue of dread.

“Now, please,” Dr. Archer said, not raising his voice. The quiet command was more frightening than a shout.

They moved like robots. Their fingers fumbled with their clothes. The soft rustle of cotton was obscenely loud in the quiet room. Carly pulled her top over her head, letting it fall to the floor, the air cool on her skin. She pushed her pants down, stepped out of them. Naked, she felt a thousand times more vulnerable than she had just moments before. She glanced at Lauren, who was doing the same, her movements jerky. Lauren’s body was slender, pale, her breasts smaller than Carly’s, the nipples tight from fear and cold. They avoided looking at each other’s faces, a mutual, unspoken pact to preserve some sliver of dignity.

They walked to the bench. The vinyl was shockingly cold against her forearms and the soft skin of her lower belly as she leaned over it. The position arched her back, lifting her rear into the air. She heard Lauren settle into place beside her, their hips almost touching. The bench was wide enough for them both, but the proximity was intimate, exposing. She could feel the heat radiating from Lauren’s body, could hear her quick, shallow breathing.

Dr. Archer picked up the flogger. He ran the falls through his fingers, a soft, whispering sound. “The goal is not to injure. It is to stimulate. To awaken. Try to breathe through it. Focus on the sensation itself.”

He moved behind them. Carly tensed, every muscle in her back and thighs clamping down. She stared at the vinyl grain an inch from her nose, her world reduced to that textured surface and the sound of his footsteps.

The first strike landed on Lauren.

It wasn’t a slap. It was a heavy, thudding impact, the leather falls spreading the force across the swell of Lauren’s buttock. A sharp gasp tore from Lauren’s lips.

Before Carly could process it, the flogger moved. It landed on her own right cheek. The sensation was a bright, shocking bloom of pain—hot and immediate. It stole her breath. A second later, a deeper, throbbing heat spread out from the point of impact.

Thwack. Lauren again, on the other side.

Thwack. Carly’s left cheek. The twin pains began to resonate, a fiery symmetry.

He established a rhythm. Not fast, but relentless. A blow for Lauren, a blow for Carly. The sounds filled the room: the soft swish of the falls cutting the air, the dense thump of contact, their sharp, bitten-off yelps. The pain was acute, a stinging, biting sensation on the surface that quickly melted into a deep, radiating warmth. It was overwhelming. There was no space for thought, only for feeling each impact, the way it shuddered through her flesh, the way her body clenched and jumped in response.

But then, something shifted.

After the first dozen strikes, the sharp edge of the pain began to blur. The nervous system, flooded, started to reinterpret. The heat became a blanket. The thudding impact began to feel less like an assault and more like a profound, physical recognition. Each blow drove her deeper into the bench, grounding her in her body in a way her depressive fog never had. A strange, unwanted vitality sparked in its wake.

Lauren’s cries changed. The initial sounds of pure shock became mingled with something else—a low, guttural moan on the next strike. Carly heard it, and it echoed in her own throat. Her next yelp emerged as a choked sob that held a tremor of something that wasn’t agony.

Dr. Archer saw it. His rhythm changed. The blows became more targeted, alternating between their buttocks and the sensitive backs of their thighs. The pain was sharper there, more intimate. Carly’s body bucked, her hips giving an involuntary jerk. A slickness that had nothing to do with sweat began to gather between her legs. The humiliation of that—of her body betraying her in front of Lauren, under the lash—was a fire of its own.

The flogging stopped.

The sudden absence of impact was a shock. The air felt cool on her scorched skin. Her entire backside throbbed with a unified, glowing ache. She was panting, her breath fogging the vinyl beneath her. She could hear Lauren gasping beside her.

“Good,” Dr. Archer’s voice was calm, approving. “Very receptive.”

He set the flogger down. The sound of his movements was clinical now. She heard the soft click of a machine switch, the low hum intensifying. Then his hands were on her, his touch impersonal and sure. Cool lubricant was smoothed over her breasts, her nipples already peaked and sensitive. He lifted one suction cup, positioned it, and sealed it over her left nipple and areola. The deep, pulling sensation was immediate and profound, a familiar invasion that now felt different against the backdrop of the fiery pain on her rear. The machine’s rhythm began: whirr-thump whirr-thump.

He did the same to her right breast. The dual suction was intense, a deep, internal drawing that seemed connected to the throbbing in her core. She moaned, the sound helpless.

He moved to Lauren. She heard Lauren’s soft, shuddering inhale as the cups were applied, the wet sound of the seal. Then the second machine clicked on, its rhythm syncing with the first. A duet of mechanical demand.

Their milk began to flow. Twin streams of white traveled through the clear tubes, curling down into the waiting collection jars. The sight of it, so functional and obscene, was a fresh layer of shame. Yet, her body sang with the release. The full, heavy pressure in her breasts eased with each rhythmic pull.

Dr. Archer moved back to the cart. When he returned, he held something in his gloved hands. Carly twisted her head to see.

It was a double-ended dildo. Substantial, made of smooth, flesh-toned silicone. Each end was realistically shaped, with a pronounced head and a thick shaft. It was longer than any toy she’d seen him use, designed to bridge a significant gap.

“The next phase emphasizes mutual stimulus,” he explained, as if discussing a physiotherapy technique. “On your hands and knees, please. Position yourselves on the bench, facing away from each other. Ass to ass.”

The command was so bizarre, so dehumanizing, that for a second, Carly’s mind refused to parse it. Then Lauren moved, slowly, awkwardly pushing herself up onto her knees, then onto her hands and knees on the wide bench. She shuffled backward, her movements hampered by the tubes connected to her breasts.

Carly followed, her own body protesting. The shift made the suction on her nipples tug differently, sending a bright spark of sensation straight to her clit. She crawled forward, then backward, until she felt the firm press of Lauren’s rear against her own. The contact was startlingly intimate. The hot, sensitized skin of their flogged buttocks pressed together. She could feel the tremors running through Lauren’s body.

“Arch your backs slightly. Present yourselves,” Dr. Archer said.

They obeyed. The position raised their hips, opening them. Carly felt hideously exposed, knowing Lauren was just as vulnerable an inch away. She stared straight ahead at the blank wall, her face burning.

She heard the squirt of lubricant.

Dr. Archer moved to Carly first. His hands were warm on her hips, positioning her. She felt the slick, blunt tip of the toy press against her entrance. She was already wet—a humiliating, traitorous dampness born of fear and the relentless conditioning of her body. He pushed forward.

The initial stretch was familiar yet shocking. The silicone was unyielding, thicker than a finger, invading her with a steady, impersonal pressure. She gasped as it slid deeper, filling her, a solid, foreign presence. He worked it slowly, inch by inch, until she felt the middle of the toy snug against her opening.

Then his hands were on Lauren. A sharp, hitched breath escaped Lauren as Dr. Archer pushed the toy into her. Carly felt it—a subtle shift, a deepening pressure inside her own body as the toy seated fully in Lauren. They were connected now, joined by this artificial bridge. The feeling was profoundly intimate and utterly violating. Carly could feel the faint, involuntary clench of Lauren’s internal muscles through the rigid silicone, a ghostly echo in her own core.

Dr. Archer stepped back, observing. “Now,” he said. “You will move. Together. Find a rhythm.”

For a moment, they were frozen, a tableau of shared shame. Lauren gave a tiny, almost imperceptible forward roll of her hips. The movement drove the toy deeper into Carly. A jolt, sharp and electric, shot through her. In response, Carly pushed back.

It began.

A slow, tentative rocking. Forward and back. The toy slid within them, a shared instrument of penetration. The sensations were bizarre, disconnected from any partner’s touch yet intensely direct. Each push forward meant feeling Lauren’s body accept more of the length; each pull back dragged the silicone through her own sensitized channel. The lubricant made every motion smooth, a wet, sliding friction that quickly stoked a low, creeping heat in Carly’s belly.

Their breathing synchronized, becoming ragged pants that filled the quiet room. The only other sound was the soft, wet sounds of their joined motion. Their milk began to fill the collection jars faster.

“Good,” Dr. Archer murmured. He didn’t touch them. He only watched, his icy blue eyes missing nothing. “Increase the pace.”

Lauren’s hips jerked forward, harder this time. The thrust was sharper, deeper. A broken moan fell from Carly’s lips. She pushed back with equal force, needing to give as good as she got, needing to exert some control in this helpless exchange. The rocking became fucking. Proper, desperate fucking. They were using each other, driving the toy back and forth, their bodies slapping together in the middle with soft, rhythmic thuds.

The heat in Carly’s core became a blaze. It was an obscene physics: the pressure of the toy against her inner walls, the sight of Lauren’s flushed, sweating face, the smell of sex and milk, the knowledge that Dr. Archer was witnessing every second of their mutual degradation. Her body, that well-trained animal, embraced it. Pleasure coiled, tight and agonizingly urgent, deep in her womb while the machine’s rhythmic suction continued its work, drawing more than just milk from her hypersensitive flesh.

Lauren’s movements became frantic, uncoordinated. “Carly,” she whimpered, the name a plea.

Carly couldn’t speak. She could only fuck back, meeting Lauren thrust for thrust, the connection between them now a circuit of raw sensation. The double stimulation was too much, too perfect. The toy rubbed a spot inside her that made stars burst behind her eyelids. She felt Lauren’s internal tremors through the silicone, a feedback loop of impending release.

“I’m… I can’t…” Lauren choked out.

“Let it happen,” Dr. Archer said, his voice a low command.

It tipped them both over the edge.

Carly’s climax tore through her with a silent, seismic violence. Her back arched, her mouth opened in a soundless scream as her channel clamped down viscously on the silicone shaft, milking it in rapid, convulsive pulses. At the same instant, she felt Lauren’s body lock up, felt a gush of wet heat around the toy as Lauren came, her own climax triggering a secondary, echoing wave in Carly’s overstimulated nerves.

But it didn’t stop there. The intense, grinding pressure of their mutual orgasms, the violent clenching, did something more. A hot, sudden jet of fluid—not just her usual wetness—squirted from Carly, spraying the table beneath them with a shocking, forceful release. A matching gush came from Lauren, splashing against Carly’s thighs. They were squirting, their bodies betraying them in this final, humiliating display.

The toy, slick and now loose in their spasming channels, slipped out. It fell onto the wet table with a soft, dull thud.

They collapsed forward, foreheads touching, panting, dripping with sweat and their own release. The connection was broken. The emptiness that followed was profound.

Dr. Archer approached. He removed the breast pumps. He wiped them both down with clean, damp cloths, his touch brisk and efficient. He handed them their scrubs. “Get dressed.”

The fabric of Carly’s scrubs felt like sandpaper. When they were covered, he produced two small cups, each holding a single blue Bovinol pill. He gave them each a paper cup of water. They swallowed without protest, the ritual complete.

A knock came at the door. James, the orderly, entered. “Return them to their rooms,” Dr. Archer said. “They are to rest.”

James nodded, his stern face impassive.

As they walked out into the corridor, Carly’s legs were weak. James walked behind them, a silent escort.

In the empty hallway, just before they would turn toward their separate rooms, Carly’s hand found Lauren’s. She squeezed, hard. A pulse of desperate promise. Lauren squeezed back, her fingers cold but strong.

A few hours, Carly thought, the plan solidifying again through the haze of satiation and dread. Just a few more hours.

10 - COMING HOME

The clock on the wall of Carly’s room read 2:58 p.m. Each second was a lifetime. She and Lauren sat side-by-side on the edge of the bed, both still wearing the pale green scrubs that had become their second skin. The air in the small room felt thick, charged with a nervous electricity that made Carly’s scalp prickle.

“He’s late,” Lauren whispered, her voice a frayed thread of sound. Her fingers were laced together, knuckles white.

“He’ll come,” Carly said, the words more a prayer than a statement.

She could still feel the ghost of the double-ended toy inside her, a phantom fullness that made her shift uncomfortably on the thin mattress. The memory of their shared, violent climax was a fresh bruise on her mind—a confusing blend of shame and a dark, undeniable thrill. She pushed it down. Focus. The fence. The highway. Home.

The low rumble of cart wheels in the hallway was the most beautiful sound she had ever heard.

It grew louder, accompanied by the steady, shuffling footsteps of someone pushing a heavy load. Carly and Lauren shot to their feet, their eyes locked. This was it. No turning back.

The cart stopped outside her door. The handle turned. Jared stood there, his dark curls damp with sweat, his warm brown eyes wide with anxiety. The laundry cart was heaped with a mountain of rumpled sheets, towels, and pale green patient scrubs. It smelled of bleach and stale sweat.

“Now,” Jared hissed, his gaze darting up and down the empty corridor. “Quickly.”

There was no time for thanks, for second thoughts. Carly moved first, climbing over the side of the large, wheeled bin and burrowing into the center of the soiled linens. The fabric was still warm in places, damp in others. Lauren scrambled in after her, their bodies pressing together in the cramped, dark space. They pulled armfuls of laundry over themselves, covering their heads, until the world was reduced to muffled sound, stifling heat, and the coarse texture of cheap cotton.

The cart jolted into motion.

Every bump over a tile seam, every turn, was magnified in the dark. Carly’s heart hammered against Lauren’s back. She could feel her friend’s rapid breathing, the frantic beat of her heart echoing her own. The cart rolled on, the wheels squeaking a monotonous song. Don’t stop. Don’t stop.

Voices filtered through the laundry. A nurse, laughing. The distant blare of a television from the day room. James, the orderly, asking Jared a question about a supply delivery. Jared’s reply was calm, bored. “Just taking this down to the basement. Back in twenty.”

The cart stopped. Carly held her breath. A soft bing, the sound of elevator doors sliding open. The cart rolled forward again, and the atmosphere changed—the air grew cooler, carrying the sharp, chemical scent of industrial detergent. The basement. The laundry room.

The cart stopped. Jared’s voice, low and urgent, came from right above them. “Stay down. Don’t move. I’ll stack boxes in front of you. Wait until full dark. The staff exit is the gray door to the left of the big washers. It should be unlocked. Got it?”

“Got it,” Carly whispered into the fabric.

“Godspeed,” Jared murmured, and then he was moving away. They heard the thud of heavy cardboard boxes being placed around the cart, shielding it from casual view. Then, his footsteps receded. A door clicked shut.

Silence.

It was a heavy, profound silence, broken only by the hum of distant machinery and the drip of a leaky pipe. They lay there, entangled in the sheets, for what felt like hours. Slowly, cautiously, Carly pushed the laundry away from her face. They were in a vast, concrete-walled room. Industrial washers and dryers lined the walls, silent and dormant. Flickering fluorescent tubes cast long, stark shadows. Stacks of cardboard boxes filled with soap pods and fabric softener created a labyrinth around their hiding place.

Carly wriggled out of the cart, helping Lauren. They crouched behind the boxes, their scrubs now smudged with dust. Lauren’s face was pale, her choppy blonde hair sticking to her temples with sweat. “We made it,” she breathed.

“Not yet,” Carly said. She peered through a gap in the boxes toward a high, grimy window. The light outside was softening from afternoon gold to the long, blue shadows of evening. “We wait.”

The wait was agony. Every sound was Dr. Archer coming for them. Every shift in the light was a guard being posted. They didn’t speak. They just sat on the cold concrete, knees drawn to their chests, listening to the frantic chorus of their own hopes.

Finally, the square of the window faded to deep indigo. Night.

“Now,” Carly said.

They moved like ghosts, skirting the edges of the massive machines. The gray metal door was where Jared said it would be.

She pushed the door open.

Cold, fresh night air washed over them, so shocking and sweet it made Carly’s eyes water. They were in a narrow, dimly lit service alley behind the main building. A high chain-link fence stood about fifty yards away, marking the boundary of the property. Beyond it, freedom was a dark line of trees.

“Run,” Lauren said.

They ran. The damp grass soaked through their thin scrub pants instantly. Their soft-soled shoes made no sound. The fence loomed larger, a monstrous silhouette against the star-dusted sky. There was no graceful way over, only a desperate scramble.

Carly reached it first, digging her fingers into the cold metal links. She hauled herself up, the fence rattling with a noise that seemed deafening in the quiet night. Lauren was right behind her. Carly swung her body over, dropping to the other side. She landed hard on her hands and knees, the impact jarring her teeth. Lauren followed, a choked cry escaping her as the wire caught her scrub top, tearing it before she tumbled down beside Carly.

They were out.

A floodlight snapped on, bathing the back of the facility in harsh, white light.

“STOP! PATIENTS, STOP RIGHT THERE!”

Dr. Archer’s voice, amplified by rage and a handheld megaphone, shattered the night. He stood at the staff exit, his figure a sharp, dark cut-out against the bright rectangle of the doorway. Two orderlies, James and another bulky man, were beside him, starting to sprint across the lawn.

“Ignore him!” Carly screamed, grabbing Lauren’s hand. “Run!”

They fled into the woods, branches whipping at their faces, roots grabbing at their ankles. They didn’t look back. They ran until their lungs burned like they were full of ground glass, until the shouts faded into the rustling of leaves and the pounding of their own blood in their ears. They ran until the trees thinned, and the hum of tires on asphalt replaced the sound of pursuit.

A two-lane highway stretched before them, a ribbon of black under the moon. They stood at the shoulder, panting, hugging themselves against the chill. Carly’s torn sleeve flapped in the wind. Lauren’s scrub top was ripped at the shoulder, revealing a pale slice of skin.

A set of headlights appeared in the distance. Without a word, Carly stepped forward and stuck out her thumb.

The old pickup truck slowed, then stopped. A grizzled man with a kind face peered out. “You girls okay? You’re a long way from anywhere.”

“We… we had car trouble,” Carly said, the lie coming easily, fueled by desperation. “Our ride left us. We need to get to Elmhurst. Please.”

He looked them over—their matching scrubs, their wild eyes, their heaving chests. Something in his expression softened. “Hop in the back. It’s not warm, but it’s a ride.”

The twenty-minute drive was a blur of cold wind and dizzying relief. Carly watched the familiar landmarks of her hometown appear: the gas station with the broken sign, the old movie theater, the turn onto her tree-lined street. When the truck rolled to a stop in front of the tidy, two-story colonial with the warm glow in the front window, a sob finally broke from her chest.

She thanked the driver, her voice thick, and stumbled out with Lauren.

Walking up the front path felt like moving through a dream. She raised a shaking hand and rang the doorbell.

The door opened. Her mother stood there, framed by the hallway light, her face etched with the same worry Carly had found so suffocating just weeks ago. Now, it was the most beautiful sight in the world.

“Carly?” her mother gasped.

Then, the dam broke. Carly fell into her arms, weeping uncontrollably, clinging to her as if she were the only solid thing in a dissolving universe. Her father appeared, his face a mask of shock, and wrapped them both in a fierce, wordless hug.

Later, in the warm, yellow light of the kitchen, with mugs of hot chocolate untouched on the table, the story spilled out in fractured, painful pieces. The involuntary admission. The Bovinol. The milking. Dr. Archer. She left out the most graphic, the most humiliating details—the shared orgasms, the squirting, the specific mechanics of her degradation—but the horror was plain enough. Lauren sat silently beside her, confirming it all with a pale, haunted nod.

Her parents listened, their faces moving from confusion to dawning horror to a gutted, furious guilt. Her father’s hands clenched into fists on the tabletop. Her mother wept quietly, reaching across to hold Carly’s hand, her touch infinitely gentle.

“We’re so sorry, baby,” her mother whispered, over and over. “We only wanted you to get help. We never… we didn’t know.”

“It’s not your fault,” Carly said, and in that moment, she meant it. The monstrous figure was Dr. Archer, not her worried, ordinary parents.

“Lauren is welcome to stay here as long as she needs,” her father said, his voice rough with emotion. “We’ll call the police in the morning. We’ll get that place shut down.”

The promise of action, of justice, was a balm. They showed Lauren to the guest room, gave them both soft, clean clothes—sweatpants and old t-shirts that smelled of fabric softener and home. Carly led Lauren to her own childhood bedroom. The familiar lavender walls, the faded band posters, the clutter of her former life felt like a museum exhibit of a person she no longer was.

“We’re safe,” Lauren said, sitting on the edge of Carly’s bed, as if testing the concept.

“We are,” Carly replied.

That night, after a long, hot shower that scalded her skin but couldn’t seem to reach the cold place inside her, Carly lay in her own bed. The mattress was softer than the one at Horizon. The blankets were heavier. The silence was complete, not the tense, listening silence of the institution, but the peaceful quiet of a sleeping house.

She was home. She was free. She had her life back.

So why did she feel so hollow?

She closed her eyes, and instead of the relief she expected, a cascade of unbidden sensations flooded her. The cold pressure of the speculum. The deep, rhythmic tug of the milking machine. The intense, shocking vibrations on her nipples. The solid, filling stretch of the double-sided toy, and the way Lauren’s climax had echoed inside her own body, a shared, shameful symphony. The clinical look in Dr. Archer’s icy blue eyes as he watched her fall apart.

A slow, unwelcome heat kindled low in her belly. Her skin felt too tight. Her nipples peaked under the soft cotton of her t-shirt, a faint, familiar ache beginning there. She squeezed her thighs together, a reflexive motion that only amplified the empty, yearning throb between them.

No. She was safe. She was clean. She was loved.

Yet, a treacherous, whispering part of her brain replayed the moments of utter surrender. The moments where she had no choices, no thoughts, only sensations. The moments where her body, so traitorously, had sung with a pleasure so intense it blurred the lines between violation and ecstasy. That part of her missed the simplicity of it. The awful, degrading, arousing simplicity of being used. Of being nothing but a body, reacting.

A cow to be milked.

She turned over, pressing her face into the pillow, trying to suffocate the thoughts. But as she drifted into an exhausted, unsettled sleep, the last conscious feeling was not fear or gratitude, but a dark, secret pulse of longing for the very hands she had just escaped.

BACK COVER

At Horizon Wellness Center, the patients are a product to be sold.

Nineteen-year-old Carly’s world collapses under the weight of a crushing breakup and a spiraling depression. To appease her frantic parents, she agrees to one session with the prestigious Dr. Charles Archer. It’s supposed to be a fresh start, but in Dr. Archer’s office, her words are twisted into a cage. Labeled a danger to herself and others, Carly is whisked away to the Horizon Wellness Center, a high-security sanctuary where the "treatments" are far from conventional.

In this gilded prison, Carly discovers that her recovery is tied to a regimen of Bovinol, a drug with a startling side effect: lactation. The medication turns her into a source of exquisite, high-priced liquid gold. As she and her fellow patient Lauren are subjected to the doctor’s intense "therapy" sessions, Carly uncovers a dark truth hidden in the hospital’s ledgers. They aren't just patients to Dr. Archer; they are highly profitable livestock being groomed for the highest bidder.

With Lauren’s very freedom on the auction block, Carly must navigate a web of illicit desire and clinical betrayal to find a way out. Enlisting the help of a sympathetic staff member, she prepares for a desperate escape that will force her to confront the ultimate taboo. Can she break free from the man who claims to own her body and soul, or will the addictive rush of her own surrender keep her bound to the Horizon forever?

Themes include daddy dom, hucow, age gap, medical fetish, gyno exam, lactation, milking, bdsm, bondage, impact play, group sex, and more.
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