
        
            
                
            
        

    
Chapter 1: Intake

The waiting room smelled like sandalwood and something chemical underneath—maybe the leather of the chairs, maybe antiseptic masked by expensive air freshener. Claire pressed her thumbs into her palms, a nervous habit she'd developed sometime after Marcus left. Eighteen months of that now. Eighteen months of feeling nothing, not even when she tried forcing it with her own hands in the dark.

The receptionist had been professionally warm, the kind of smile that came with NDAs and liability waivers. She'd handed Claire a tablet thick with digital paperwork, her nails painted a precise burgundy that probably cost more than Claire spent on groceries. "Dr. Cross will see you shortly. Please complete all sections—initial where indicated."

Claire scrolled. Page after page of dense medical language, consent acknowledgments, experimental treatment disclaimers. Her eyes caught phrases: potential personality changes... exposure to sexual stimuli... temporary confusion or dissociative states... electromagnetic pulse technology not FDA approved for this application... She should read it carefully. She knew she should. But desperation made her sloppy, made her thumb move too fast across the screen, scribbling her signature in fourteen different places.

She was thirty-one and hadn't felt desire in a year and a half. Hadn't felt much of anything. Marcus had taken her capacity for want when he left, or maybe she'd buried it so deep after finding those texts on his phone that it had suffocated somewhere inside her ribcage. Either way, she was numb. Functional at work—her architecture firm didn't know she spent lunch breaks staring at blueprints without seeing them—but hollow everywhere else.

Neural Reset Therapy. The name sounded like science fiction, but Dr. Cross's credentials were legitimate. Stanford-trained neurologist, published research on electromagnetic stimulation and trauma response, a private practice in a building that smelled like money. The consultation fee alone had made her wince, but insurance covered nothing experimental, and she was out of conventional options.

"Ms. Reese?"

Claire looked up. The woman standing in the doorway wore scrubs the color of slate, her hair in a tight bun that pulled at her temples. Filipina, maybe, with tired eyes that suggested she'd been working since dawn. "Dr. Cross is ready for you."

The office was all dark wood and soft lighting, the kind of space designed to make you forget you were about to discuss your sexual dysfunction with a stranger. Floor-to-ceiling bookshelves, medical texts mixed with philosophy, a window overlooking the bay where fog clung to the water like gauze. Dr. Cross stood when she entered, and Claire's breath caught for reasons that had nothing to do with anxiety.

He was thirty-eight according to his bio, but he wore it well. Salt-and-pepper hair cut close on the sides, longer on top, the kind of deliberate styling that suggested he thought about how he looked. Sharp jaw, the beginning of lines around his eyes that deepened when he smiled. Broad shoulders under a charcoal button-down, sleeves rolled to his forearms. No wedding ring. She noticed that immediately and hated herself for it.

"Claire. Please, sit." His voice was warm, textured like whiskey, and she felt something flicker in her chest that might have been nerves or might have been the first spark of something she hadn't felt in eighteen months. He gestured to a leather chair across from his desk. "I've reviewed your intake questionnaire. Thank you for being so thorough."

She sat, hyperaware of how her skirt settled around her thighs, how her blouse suddenly felt too tight across her chest. Stop it, she thought. This is a doctor's appointment.

"I want to make sure you understand what Neural Reset Therapy involves," Dr. Cross said, settling into his own chair with an ease that suggested he'd done this hundreds of times. "The treatment uses targeted electromagnetic pulses combined with VR immersion to access and rewrite neural pathways associated with trauma responses. In your case, the sexual dysfunction stemming from your previous relationship."

"I read the consent forms," Claire said, though she hadn't, not really.

"Did you?" His eyes—gray-blue, she noticed, the color of winter ocean—held hers for a beat too long. "Because there are some aspects that patients find... unexpected. The VR scenarios involve explicit sexual content. The electromagnetic stimulation can cause physical arousal. Some patients experience what feels like orgasm during treatment, though it's purely neurological."

Heat crept up her neck. "I understand."

"Do you?" He leaned forward, elbows on his desk. His forearms were corded with muscle, dusted with dark hair. She wondered if he worked out, then hated herself for wondering. "Because I need you to be clear on something, Claire. This treatment works by creating new associations in your brain. We're not just removing your blocks—we're installing new pathways. That can feel disorienting. Intrusive, even. But it's temporary discomfort for long-term results."

"I just want to feel something again," she said, and her voice cracked on the last word. "Anything."

His expression softened. "Then let's begin."

The treatment room was adjacent to his office, smaller and dimmer, dominated by a chair that looked like a cross between dentist equipment and something from a science fiction film. Adjustable headrest, armrests with built-in controls, a footrest that could be raised or lowered. The walls were a soft gray, soundproofed, the only light coming from recessed LEDs that Dr. Cross could dim with a tablet.

"Make yourself comfortable," he said, and Claire climbed into the chair, hyperaware of how her skirt rode up, how exposed she felt. He didn't seem to notice, busy arranging equipment on a rolling tray—electrodes, a VR headset, something that looked like a modified TENS unit.

"I'm going to place the primary electrodes on your temples," he said, his voice dropping into what she'd later recognize as his clinical register—calm, authoritative, impossible to disobey. "Secondary electrodes on your lower back, just above the sacrum. The electromagnetic pulses are mild, you'll feel a slight tingling, maybe warmth. If it becomes uncomfortable at any point, use the control in your right hand to pause the session."

He handed her a small device, like a garage door opener with a single button. She clutched it, her lifeline.

"Good. Now, the VR component will guide you through a series of relaxation protocols. My voice will be present throughout—it helps patients stay grounded during the neural rewriting process. Just follow my instructions and let yourself relax."

He moved behind her, and she felt his fingers against her temples, cool and clinical. The electrodes were small, adhesive, placed with precision. Then his hands were at her lower back, and she had to lift her blouse slightly, feeling the whisper of air against her skin as he pressed the electrodes against her spine.

"How does that feel?" he asked, close enough that she could smell his cologne—cedar and something sharp, citrus maybe.

"Fine," she managed.

He stepped back, dimming the lights until the room was nearly dark. "I'm going to place the VR headset now. Once it's on, you'll hear my voice and see the visual protocols. Just breathe and follow along. Nothing you experience can hurt you, Claire. It's all neurological. Remember that."

The headset settled over her eyes, heavy and warm. For a moment there was only darkness, and then—

Light bloomed, soft and golden, and she was somewhere else. A room with no edges, just ambient warmth and a horizon that seemed to breathe. Dr. Cross's voice filled her ears, no longer coming from a physical source but surrounding her, inside her.

"Breathe in for four counts," he said, and she obeyed. "Hold for four. Release for four. Good, Claire. You're doing very well."

The electromagnetic pulses began. She felt them as warmth spreading from her temples down her spine, not unpleasant, almost soothing. Her body relaxed into the chair, tension bleeding out of her shoulders.

"I want you to imagine a locked door," Dr. Cross's voice continued, low and measured. "Behind that door is everything you've been holding back. Desire. Pleasure. Want. The door is heavy, rusted shut. But we're going to open it together. Do you see the door, Claire?"

"Yes," she whispered, and she did—a massive iron door, padlocked, chains wrapped around the handles.

"Good girl." The words sent a shiver through her that had nothing to do with the electromagnetic pulses. "Now, I'm going to count backwards from ten, and with each number, the door will open a little more. When I reach one, it will be fully open, and you'll let yourself feel everything you've been denying. Understood?"

"Yes."

"Ten."

The first chain fell away, clattering in the imaginary space.

"Nine."

Another lock clicked open. The warmth from the electrodes intensified, spreading down her thighs.

"Eight."

She felt her breathing quicken. Something was building in her lower abdomen, something she hadn't felt in so long she'd almost forgotten the shape of it.

"Seven."

The door creaked open an inch. Light spilled through the gap, and with it came sensation—her nipples tightening against her bra, heat pooling between her legs.

"Six."

"Dr. Cross," she gasped, not sure if she was asking him to stop or begging him to continue.

"Stay with me, Claire. You're safe. This is what healing feels like. Five."

The door swung wider. The electromagnetic pulses found a rhythm, pulsing in time with her heartbeat, and she realized with a jolt that they were centered low on her spine, sending waves of sensation forward, down, into places that hadn't responded in eighteen months.

"Four."

Her thighs trembled. She gripped the armrests of the chair, the pause button forgotten in her left hand.

"Three."

She was wet. Impossibly, embarrassingly wet, and she could feel it, her body remembering what want felt like, what arousal felt like, and it was overwhelming, terrifying, perfect.

"Two."

"Please," she heard herself say, though she didn't know what she was begging for.

"Almost there, Claire. You're doing beautifully. One."

The door exploded open, and she came.

It ripped through her without warning, without buildup, just a sudden crest that made her cry out—"ah, ah, fuck"—her hips jerking against the chair, her hands scrambling for purchase. The electromagnetic pulses seemed to amplify it, drawing it out, making her feel every contraction, every wave of pleasure that she'd thought she'd never experience again.

Dr. Cross's voice never wavered. "That's it. Let it happen. Don't fight it. Good girl, Claire. You're perfect like this."

She sobbed through it, overwhelmed, eighteen months of numbness cracking open all at once. The orgasm seemed to last forever, rolling through her in pulses that matched the rhythm of the electromagnetic stimulation, and when it finally ebbed she was left gasping, tears streaming down her face under the VR headset.

The golden room faded. Dr. Cross's voice became distant, professional again. "I'm going to remove the headset now, Claire. The session is complete. You did excellent work today."

Light flooded in as he lifted the VR equipment away. She blinked, disoriented, her body still trembling with aftershocks. Dr. Cross was standing beside the chair, his expression neutral, clinical, but there was something in his eyes—satisfaction, maybe, or assessment—that made her stomach flip.

"How do you feel?" he asked, already removing the electrodes from her temples.

"I... I don't..." She couldn't form words. Her thighs were still shaking, and she was acutely aware of the dampness between her legs, the way her underwear clung to her. "What happened?"

"Exactly what I described." He moved to her lower back, peeling away the electrodes there with efficient movements. "Your neural pathways responded to the electromagnetic stimulation. The orgasm you experienced was your brain reconnecting to pathways that had been shut down by trauma. It's a breakthrough, Claire. A very good sign."

"But I was thinking about..." She stopped, horrified.

"About me?" He said it calmly, like he was asking about the weather. "That's transference. Completely normal in therapeutic settings. Your brain needed an anchor, and I provided that through my voice. It doesn't mean anything beyond the treatment context."

She wanted to believe him. God, she wanted to believe him. But she could still feel the echo of his voice in her head—good girl—and the way her body had responded, not just to the electromagnetic pulses but to his words, his approval, his control over the session.

"The next session is in three days," Dr. Cross said, helping her sit up. Her legs felt like water. "Same time. We'll build on today's progress. By the end of your treatment cycle, you should have full restoration of sexual function."

"Okay," she managed, though her voice sounded far away.

He handed her a bottle of water, and she drank gratefully, trying to ground herself. The room still smelled like sandalwood, but now it was mixed with her own sweat, her own arousal, and she felt exposed in a way that had nothing to do with clothing.

"Claire." He waited until she looked at him. "What happened today was profound. Your body remembered how to respond. That's what we're aiming for. Don't overthink it."

She nodded, but as she stood on shaky legs and gathered her purse, she couldn't stop replaying the moment—the way she'd come just from his voice and the electrical stimulation, no touch, no visual stimuli beyond the abstract golden room, just him counting down and her body obeying like it had been waiting for permission.

Transference, she told herself as she walked to her car. Totally normal.

But that night, alone in her apartment with the city lights spilling through her windows, she replayed the session in her mind. His voice, low and commanding. Good girl. The way the door had opened in her imagination. The intensity of the release, so different from anything she'd ever felt before, even in the best moments with Marcus.

She touched herself, hesitant at first, then desperate. Her hand between her legs, her breathing quick and shallow. But nothing happened. Her body remained stubbornly unresponsive, no matter how she tried.

Until she closed her eyes and imagined Dr. Cross's voice.

Ten. Nine. Eight.

And then she was there again, the warmth spreading from her spine, her thighs opening, her fingers finding the rhythm she needed.

Good girl, Claire.

She came gasping his name, her free hand pressed against her mouth to muffle the sound, and afterwards she lay in the dark, staring at her ceiling, feeling the weight of what had just happened.

It was just therapy. Transference. Temporary.

She repeated it like a mantra, but her body knew better. Her body had learned, in one session, to respond to him. Only to him.

And she had four more sessions scheduled.

The thought should have terrified her. Instead, counting down the hours until Wednesday felt like the first real want she'd experienced in eighteen months, and she clung to it, even as a small voice in the back of her mind whispered that this wasn't healing.

This was something else entirely.

Claire spent the next two days in a fog. At work, she sat through client meetings without absorbing a word, nodded at her junior architect's questions about the Berkley project without actually listening. Her boss, Helena—a sharp-eyed woman in her fifties who'd built the firm from nothing—cornered her Wednesday morning in the break room.

"You look like shit," Helena said, pouring coffee that smelled burnt and bitter. "Also, you're glowing. What's going on?"

"Nothing. I'm fine." Claire grabbed her own mug, filling it just to have something to do with her hands.

"That's the same 'fine' you've been doing for a year and a half. Except now you keep checking your phone." Helena leaned against the counter, her tailored blazer sharp enough to cut glass. "Let me guess—you met someone."

"It's not like that." But her face heated, betraying her.

I met a neurologist who made me come with electromagnetic pulses and his voice, and I can't stop thinking about it. Yeah, that would go over well.

Helena's expression softened. "Look, I don't care what you do on your own time as long as the work gets done. But you've been walking around like a ghost since Marcus. If something—or someone—is bringing you back to life, good. Just... be careful, okay?"

Claire nodded, throat tight, and escaped back to her desk. Her phone sat face-up on the blueprint she was supposed to be reviewing, the time glowing: 10:47 AM. Session at 2:00 PM. Three hours and thirteen minutes.

She'd masturbated four times since Monday. Each time, she'd tried to do it without thinking about Dr. Cross, without replaying his voice in her head. Each time, she'd failed. Her body wouldn't respond unless she imagined him counting down, telling her she was doing well, calling her a good girl in that low, textured voice.

Transference, she reminded herself. Temporary.

But temporary didn't explain why she'd spent an hour choosing her outfit this morning—a pencil skirt instead of her usual slacks, a blouse with one button more undone than professional. She'd even worn different underwear, black lace instead of her standard cotton, and the knowledge that Dr. Cross would never see it made the choice feel both pathetic and thrilling.

By the time she arrived at the clinic, her pulse was jackrabbiting. The receptionist with the burgundy nails greeted her with the same professional warmth, handed her the sign-in tablet without the stack of consent forms this time. The waiting room smelled like sandalwood again, and Claire's body responded immediately—heat low in her belly, her nipples tightening against her bra.

Pavlovian. One session, and she was already conditioned.

Dr. Cross appeared in the doorway precisely at 2:00, and the sight of him made her breath catch. Today he wore a navy button-down, sleeves rolled to his elbows, and dark slacks that fit well enough to suggest he cared about presentation. His salt-and-pepper hair was slightly disheveled, like he'd been running his hands through it, and there was a faint shadow of stubble along his jaw that hadn't been there Monday.

"Claire. Right on time." He smiled, and she felt it in her chest. "How have you been feeling since our last session?"

"Good," she said, too quickly. "I mean, fine. Normal."

His eyes—gray-blue, she remembered, winter ocean—held hers for a beat too long. "Any side effects? Confusion, dissociation, intrusive thoughts?"

Only about you. "Nothing like that."

"Excellent. Let's continue where we left off."

The treatment room felt smaller this time, or maybe she was just more aware of the intimacy of it—the dim lighting, the soundproofing, the chair waiting for her like an altar. Dr. Cross moved with practiced efficiency, setting up the equipment while she settled into the seat, her skirt riding up her thighs. She tugged it down, then wondered why she bothered. He was a doctor. This was treatment.

"Same electrode placement as Monday," he said, approaching with the small adhesive pads. "Temples first."

His fingers brushed her hairline, and she suppressed a shiver. He was close enough that she could smell his cologne again—cedar and citrus—mixed with something warmer, maybe his skin. Her breathing quickened despite her best efforts.

"Nervous?" he asked, his voice dropping into that clinical register.

"A little."

"Don't be. You did beautifully last time. Today we're going to build on that foundation." He finished placing the temple electrodes, then moved behind her. "Lift your blouse slightly. Just to the bra line."

She obeyed, feeling the cool air against her lower back, then the pressure of his fingers placing the electrodes above her sacrum. His touch lingered a second longer than necessary, or maybe she imagined it. Everything felt heightened, her nerves firing at the slightest contact.

"Perfect." He stepped back, dimming the lights. "This session will be more intensive. The VR scenarios will include sexual content—clinical simulations designed to activate specific neural pathways. Remember, nothing can hurt you. It's all in your mind. If you need to stop, use the control."

He handed her the pause button, and she clutched it like a talisman, knowing she wouldn't use it. Knowing she wanted whatever he was about to do to her.

The VR headset settled over her eyes. Darkness, then—

She was in a bedroom. Not her bedroom, somewhere unfamiliar, high-end. A bed with charcoal sheets, floor-to-ceiling windows showing a city at night, ambient lighting that cast everything in warm gold. She looked down and saw her body—not her real body in the chair but a simulation of herself, wearing only a slip that barely covered her thighs.

Dr. Cross's voice filled the space. "This is a safe environment, Claire. What happens here is designed to help you reconnect with your sexuality. I'm going to guide you through several exercises. I need you to follow my instructions exactly. Do you understand?"

"Yes," she whispered, her real voice and her virtual voice overlapping.

"Good. Lie down on the bed."

She moved without thinking, her virtual body climbing onto the charcoal sheets. The simulation was incredibly detailed—she could feel the fabric against her skin, cool and smooth, could feel the way her pulse throbbed between her legs, already aroused just from hearing his voice.

The electromagnetic pulses began, stronger than Monday, a rhythmic warmth that spread from her temples and spine, converging low in her abdomen.

"Touch yourself," Dr. Cross said, clinical and commanding. "Start with your breasts. I want you to feel every sensation."

Her virtual hands moved to her chest, cupping herself through the slip, and impossibly, she felt it. The simulation was feeding sensation directly to her brain, or the electromagnetic pulses were creating it, or both—she didn't know and didn't care. Her nipples were hard, sensitive, and when her thumbs brushed over them she gasped.

"Describe what you're feeling," he said.

"I... I can feel it. It's warm, and—" She broke off, embarrassed.

"Don't stop. This is data, Claire. I need to know the treatment is working."

"It feels good," she managed. "Like I'm touching myself but... more intense."

"Because there's no shame here. No judgment. Your brain is free to respond honestly. Pinch your nipples. Harder."

She obeyed, and the spike of sensation made her arch off the virtual bed, her real body jerking in the chair. The electromagnetic pulses intensified, pulsing in time with her heartbeat, and she realized they were centered between her legs now, creating a throb that mimicked arousal so perfectly she couldn't tell what was real and what was manufactured.

"Good girl," Dr. Cross murmured. "Now touch yourself lower. Spread your legs for me."

She did, her virtual thighs falling open, and her hand slid down her stomach, over the slip, between her legs. The simulation made her wet—she could feel it, slick and hot—and when her fingers found her clit she cried out.

"Slowly," he commanded. "Don't rush. I want you to stay on the edge as long as possible. Your brain needs to relearn anticipation."

She circled her clit with shaking fingers, the pleasure building in slow, agonizing waves. The electromagnetic pulses matched her rhythm, amplifying every touch, every stroke, until she was writhing on the virtual bed, gasping.

"Please," she heard herself beg.

"Please what?"

"Please let me—"

"Not yet."

She whimpered, her fingers slowing obediently. The denial was exquisite torture, her body wound so tight she thought she might shatter.

"This is important, Claire." His voice was everywhere, inside her head, wrapping around her thoughts. "You need to learn that pleasure comes from following instructions. From surrendering control. Can you do that for me?"

"Yes," she sobbed.

"Then stop touching yourself."

Her hand froze, lifting away from her clit, and the loss of contact made her want to scream. The electromagnetic pulses continued, keeping her right on the edge, throbbing between her legs, in her nipples, everywhere.

"Ten seconds," Dr. Cross said. "Then you can touch yourself again. Count with me. One."

It was the same countdown from Monday, and her body remembered, her muscles tensing in anticipation.

"Two."

The ache was unbearable. She needed to touch herself, needed to come, needed—

"Three."

"Please," she gasped again.

"Four."

Her hips lifted off the virtual bed, searching for friction that didn't exist.

"Five."

Halfway. She could make it. She had to.

"Six."

The electromagnetic pulses intensified, and she realized with horror and desperate arousal that they were doing something to her, rewiring her, making her associate obedience with pleasure, his voice with release.

"Seven."

"I can't," she sobbed.

"You can. Eight."

Her virtual body was shaking, sweat-slicked, every nerve ending screaming.

"Nine."

She was going to come just from this, just from the anticipation and the pulses and his voice counting down—

"Ten. Touch yourself now, Claire. Make yourself come."

Her hand flew between her legs, and she came instantly, violently, her real body convulsing in the chair as her virtual self shattered on the bed. The orgasm was bigger than Monday's, deeper, drawn out by the electromagnetic stimulation until she was screaming, her voice hoarse and broken.

"Ah—fuck—oh god—please—"

"Keep going," Dr. Cross commanded. "Don't stop. I want another one."

She didn't think she could, but her fingers obeyed, circling her over-sensitive clit, and the second orgasm hit before the first had fully faded, crashing through her in ruthless waves. She was dimly aware of crying, of her thighs clamped around her hand, of the way her whole body had surrendered to this—

The third one came when he said, "Good girl, Claire. You're perfect when you obey."

It destroyed her. She went limp on the virtual bed, boneless and wrecked, feeling the aftershocks roll through her in diminishing pulses while Dr. Cross's voice brought her down gently, clinically.

"Excellent work. The session is complete."

The VR faded. The headset lifted away, and she was back in the treatment room, gasping for air, her face wet with tears. Dr. Cross stood beside her, his expression neutral but his eyes dark, assessing.

"Three orgasms," he said, making a note on his tablet. "Significant improvement from Monday. How do you feel?"

"I..." She couldn't answer. Couldn't form words. Her body was still trembling, her underwear soaked through, and she was mortified, euphoric, terrified.

"Take your time." He removed the electrodes with practiced efficiency, his fingers clinical against her temples, her lower back. "You're progressing beautifully, Claire. By Friday's session, we should be ready to move to more advanced protocols."

She found her voice. "More advanced?"

"Mm. The VR scenarios will become more specific. Tailored to your subconscious responses. We're mapping your neural pathways now—by session three, I'll know exactly what stimuli trigger your pleasure centers most effectively." He helped her sit up, steadying her when she swayed. "Drink some water. Catch your breath. You did very well today."

She drank, her hands shaking, and watched him move around the room with easy confidence, packing away equipment, resetting the chair for his next patient. How many women had sat in this chair? How many had come apart under his voice and his electromagnetic pulses? The thought made something curl hot and possessive in her stomach.

"Friday, same time," Dr. Cross said, walking her to the door. "And Claire? If you experience any arousal between sessions, I want you to document it. Write down what triggered it, how intense it was, whether you acted on it. The data will help us refine your treatment."

"Okay," she whispered.

She made it to her car before the shaking turned into full-body tremors. She sat in the parking garage, gripping the steering wheel, breathing through her mouth because the smell of her own arousal was overwhelming in the confined space.

Three orgasms. From nothing but his voice and electrical stimulation. No physical touch, no visual porn, just him counting down and telling her what to do.

Transference. Temporary.

But as she drove home through afternoon traffic, her body still humming with residual pleasure, she knew she was lying to herself. This wasn't temporary. This was conditioning. He was teaching her body to respond to him, to crave his approval, to come only when he gave permission.

And God help her, it was working.

That night she tried again, alone in her bed, her fingers between her legs. But without his voice, without the electromagnetic pulses, without the countdown and the commands, her body remained frustratingly unresponsive. She tried for twenty minutes, growing increasingly desperate, before giving up.

Then she closed her eyes and imagined him standing over her bed, watching her.

Touch yourself, Claire.

Her hand moved automatically.

Slowly. Don't rush.

She circled her clit with trembling fingers.

Good girl. You're learning.

She came crying his name, her free hand stuffed against her mouth to muffle the sound, and afterwards she lay in the ruined sheets feeling the full weight of what was happening to her.

She had three more sessions.

Three more chances for him to rewrite her neural pathways, to teach her body that pleasure came only from obedience, that she was his good girl when she followed instructions.

The thought should have sent her running. Should have made her cancel Friday's appointment, demand a refund, find a different therapist with conventional methods.

Instead, she set an alarm for Friday afternoon and fell asleep counting down from ten, feeling phantom electromagnetic pulses between her thighs, hearing his voice whisper perfect in her dreams.

Thursday morning Claire woke to her alarm with her hand already between her legs, her fingers working circles against her clit while the dream dissipated—Dr. Cross's voice counting down, his hands on her thighs spreading them wider, the electromagnetic pulses thrumming through her core. She was close, so close, riding the edge of orgasm before consciousness fully returned.

Then she woke completely, and her body went cold. Dead. Unresponsive.

She tried anyway, desperate and frustrated, her fingers moving faster, pressing harder, but without his voice in her head the arousal bled away like water through a sieve. Twenty minutes of increasingly frantic effort before she gave up, throwing off the sheets in disgust. Her body only worked for him now. Two sessions. Two fucking sessions and she was already broken.

Work was impossible. She sat through the morning design review without contributing, stared at the CAD renderings for the Berkeley project without seeing them. Her phone sat on her desk, and she found herself googling "Dr. Ethan Cross neurologist" during her lunch break, scrolling through his published research papers, his Stanford credentials, photos from medical conferences where he stood with colleagues, always slightly apart, always commanding the frame.

There was a photo from three years ago—some gala event, Dr. Cross in a tuxedo with a woman on his arm. Blonde, model-thin, the kind of polished beauty that made Claire's stomach twist with inadequacy. She zoomed in on his hand at the woman's waist, possessive and casual, and felt something ugly coil in her chest.

He's your doctor, she reminded herself. This is treatment.

But her body didn't care about clinical boundaries. Her body knew his voice, his commands, the way he'd said good girl while she came apart for him.

That night she tried again to masturbate without thinking of him. Made it three minutes before she caved, closing her eyes and imagining he was there, standing at the foot of her bed with his sleeves rolled up and that assessing look in his winter-ocean eyes.

You've been thinking about me, his imagined voice said. Haven't you, Claire?

"Yes," she whispered to her empty bedroom.

Show me. Touch yourself the way you did in session.

Her hand slipped between her legs, finding herself already wet, already ready. She circled her clit the way she had in the VR simulation, slowly at first, building the anticipation.

That's it. You're learning to wait for permission. Such a good girl for me.

She came with a broken cry, her hips jerking off the mattress, her free hand twisted in the sheets. The orgasm was sharp and brief, nothing like the rolling, devastating ones from the treatment room, but it was enough to take the edge off. Enough to get her through to Friday.

Barely.



Friday's session started differently.

Claire arrived ten minutes early, too anxious to wait in her car. The receptionist smiled her burgundy-nailed smile and handed over the tablet, but this time there was an addendum to the consent forms.

Session Three: Advanced VR Protocol - Additional Consent Required

Claire's eyes skimmed the dense text. Phrases jumped out: ...more explicit sexual scenarios...potential for strong emotional responses...heightened physical sensitivity...possible feelings of attachment to the treating physician...

That last one made her pause. Possible feelings of attachment. Like they didn't already know. Like Dr. Cross hadn't seen exactly how she responded to him, how her body only worked when he was the one controlling it.

She signed anyway. What choice did she have?

Dr. Cross appeared right on time, and the sight of him made her breath catch like it always did now. Today he wore a white button-down, crisp and professional, with charcoal slacks that fit him perfectly. His salt-and-pepper hair was slightly damp, like he'd showered before the appointment, and Claire caught the scent of his shampoo—something clean and woodsy—mixing with his cologne when he stepped close to greet her.

"Claire." His eyes swept over her, clinical but thorough, and she wondered what he saw. The shadows under her eyes from two nights of restless sleep? The way her blouse clung to her chest because she'd dressed in a hurry, too distracted to care about professional appearance? "How have the last two days been?"

"Fine," she lied.

"You documented your arousal patterns like I asked?"

Heat crept up her neck. "I... no. I'm sorry. I forgot."

"That's alright. We can discuss it now." He gestured to his office, and she followed, hyperaware of how her skirt hugged her hips, how her heels clicked against the hardwood. His office smelled like leather and old books, with underlying notes of coffee gone cold in the mug on his desk.

He settled into his chair, and she took the seat across from him, smoothing her skirt over her thighs with nervous hands.

"Between sessions," Dr. Cross said, his voice dropping into that clinical register that made her stomach flip, "did you experience any spontaneous arousal?"

She wanted to lie. Wanted to preserve some shred of dignity. But he was watching her with those gray-blue eyes, patient and knowing, and she crumbled.

"Yes."

"Frequency?"

"Every night. And... mornings."

"Did you achieve orgasm?"

Her face burned. "Once each time. But only if I—" She stopped.

"Only if you what, Claire?" His tone was gentle, encouraging, like he was coaxing a confession that they both knew he'd already heard.

"Only if I thought about you," she whispered. "I tried without... but my body wouldn't respond unless I imagined your voice. The countdown. The things you said during session."

"Mm." He made a note on his tablet, maddeningly calm. "That's actually excellent progress. Your neural pathways are forming the associations we want. The dependency is temporary—once treatment is complete, you'll be able to transfer those responses to appropriate partners in your life."

Appropriate partners. The phrase felt like a slap. She didn't want appropriate partners. She wanted him.

"Let's begin," Dr. Cross said, standing. "Today's session will be more intensive. I'm going to adjust the electrode placement for better coverage, and the VR scenario will be specifically calibrated to your response patterns from Monday and Wednesday. Do you understand what that means?"

"Not really."

He smiled, and it was almost warm. "It means I've mapped what makes you respond most strongly. Today we're going to use that data to push you further. The goal is multiple sustained orgasms over the full hour session."

The full hour. Jesus Christ.

The treatment room felt smaller than before, or maybe she was just hyperaware of the intimacy of it—the soundproofing, the dim lighting, the chair waiting for her. Dr. Cross was already setting up equipment, his movements efficient and precise, and Claire climbed into the seat with shaking legs.

"Same placement to start," he said, approaching with the temple electrodes. His fingers brushed her hairline, and she suppressed a shudder. He was so close she could see the individual gray hairs threaded through the dark, the faint lines around his eyes, the way his jaw tightened slightly as he concentrated.

"Now your lower back." He waited while she lifted her blouse to the bra line, then his hands were on her spine, warm and clinical. "The advanced protocol requires additional electrode placement. Inner thighs and lower abdomen. I need you to remove your skirt and underwear."

Claire's breath stopped. "What?"

"It's in the addendum you signed. For proper electromagnetic stimulation of the pelvic nerve cluster, the electrodes need direct skin contact in those areas." He said it matter-of-factly, like he was discussing blood pressure readings. "You'll keep your blouse and bra on. I'll provide a medical drape for your lap once the electrodes are placed."

She should refuse. Should say this was too far, too fast, too fucking intimate. But her body was already thrumming with anticipation, her thighs clenching at the thought of his hands on her, and God help her, she wanted it.

"Okay," she whispered.

Dr. Cross turned away, giving her privacy, and Claire stood on unsteady legs. Her fingers fumbled with the skirt zipper, and she let it pool at her feet, stepping out of it. Her underwear was plain cotton today—she'd given up on the lace pretense—and they were already damp, evidence of how her body reacted just from being in this room.

She hooked her thumbs in the waistband and pulled them down, stepping out of them quickly before she could lose her nerve. The air against her bare skin felt like exposure, like crossing a line she couldn't uncross.

"You can sit now," Dr. Cross said without turning around.

She climbed back into the chair, acutely aware of her nakedness from the waist down, her blouse barely covering her. When Dr. Cross turned back, his expression remained professionally neutral, but something flickered in his eyes—appreciation, maybe, or hunger carefully controlled.

He approached with fresh electrodes, smaller than the ones for her back and temples. "Spread your legs for me, Claire."

The clinical command sent heat straight to her core. She obeyed, her thighs falling open, and Dr. Cross knelt between them with the electrodes, his face level with her cunt. The position was obscene, intimate, and she bit her lip to keep from whimpering.

"These go on your inner thighs, about two inches from your vulva." His fingers pressed against her skin, cool and professional, placing the first electrode high on her left inner thigh. She could feel the heat of his breath against her, could smell her own arousal mixing with his cologne. "And here."

The second electrode on her right thigh. He was so close now that if she shifted her hips even slightly she'd brush against him.

"Two more on your lower abdomen, just above your pubic bone." His hands moved higher, fingers splaying across her stomach, and she felt her muscles jump under his touch. The electrodes pressed against her skin, adhesive holding them in place, and then his hands were gone and she was left spread open, exposed, wired to his equipment like she was part of the experiment.

Which she was. She absolutely was.

Dr. Cross draped a thin medical sheet across her lap—modesty that felt absurd given what was about to happen—and returned to his control station. "I'm going to start the electromagnetic pulses on a lower setting so your body can adjust to the new placement. Tell me what you feel."

The pulses began, and Claire gasped. They were centered now, focused on her inner thighs and lower abdomen, sending rhythmic waves of sensation that felt like phantom fingers stroking her, circling closer and closer to where she was already wet and aching.

"I feel it," she managed. "It's... intense."

"Good. I'm increasing the intensity in small increments. Let me know if it becomes uncomfortable."

The pulses strengthened, and she felt her thighs start to tremble, her hips shifting restlessly in the chair. The sensation was building, waves overlapping, creating a constant throb that mimicked arousal so perfectly she couldn't distinguish manufactured from real.

"Dr. Cross," she gasped, not sure what she was asking for.

"Almost ready. Just a bit more." The pulses increased again, and she moaned—couldn't help it, the sound torn from her throat as the stimulation found the exact rhythm that made her crazy. "There. That's the optimal setting. Now we add the VR component."

He placed the headset over her eyes, his fingers brushing her temples, and whispered close to her ear, "Remember, Claire. Nothing can hurt you. Just follow my instructions and let yourself feel everything."

The darkness behind the headset exploded into light, and she was—

Somewhere else. Not a bedroom this time. A medical office, sleek and modern, with examination table and professional lighting. She looked down and saw her virtual body wearing only a medical gown, untied, hanging open to expose her breasts and stomach and the dark triangle between her legs.

Dr. Cross's voice surrounded her, inside her head, everywhere. "This is an examination, Claire. A thorough one. I need to understand exactly how your body responds. Do you consent to this exam?"

"Yes," she breathed, her real and virtual voices overlapping.

"Lie back on the examination table. Put your feet in the stirrups."

Her virtual self obeyed, climbing onto the table, the paper crinkling under her. The stirrups were wide-set, forcing her thighs apart, and she felt the electromagnetic pulses in her real body intensify the moment her virtual legs spread.

"Good girl. So obedient for me." His voice was low, pleased, and she felt a rush of warmth at the praise. "Now I'm going to touch you. I need you to describe everything you feel. Understood?"

"Yes."

She felt hands on her virtual thighs—his hands—warm and firm, sliding up from her knees toward her center. The pulses in her real body matched the movement, creating perfect sensory overlap. His thumbs stroked the creases where her thighs met her vulva, so close but not touching where she needed.

"You're very responsive today," he murmured. "Already wet for me. That's good. Your body is learning to anticipate what's coming."

His thumbs pressed inward, and she felt them part her, spreading her open for examination. The electromagnetic pulses centered on her clit, a focused throb that made her cry out.

"Ah—fuck—"

"Language, Claire. This is a clinical setting." But there was amusement in his voice, dark and pleased. "Now, I'm going to stimulate your clitoris. I want you to tell me when you're close to orgasm. But you don't come until I give permission. Clear?"

"Yes," she sobbed.

His finger—virtual but felt completely real—began circling her clit with maddening precision. Light pressure, perfect rhythm, the electromagnetic pulses amplifying every stroke until she was writhing on the examination table, her hands gripping the edges.

"Close," she gasped after maybe thirty seconds. "I'm close—"

"Too fast. Control yourself."

The finger lifted away, and she whimpered at the loss. The pulses continued, keeping her right on edge, throbbing between her legs.

"You need to learn patience, Claire. Pleasure is something you earn by following instructions. Do you understand?"

"Yes—yes, please—"

"Please what?"

"Please touch me again."

"Not yet. Ten seconds. Count."

She counted aloud, her voice shaking, her virtual body trembling in the stirrups.

"One... two... three..."

The electromagnetic pulses increased, and she nearly lost count.

"Four... five... oh god... six..."

His hand appeared in her peripheral vision, and she watched it descend toward her spread thighs.

"Seven... eight... nine..."

The finger touched her clit again, and she shouted.

"Ten!"

"Good girl. So good at following instructions." He rubbed small, precise circles, and she felt her orgasm building fast, overwhelming. "You can come now, Claire. Let me see you fall apart."

She came screaming, her real body convulsing in the treatment room chair as her virtual self shattered on the examination table. The orgasm rolled through her in waves, each one amplified by the electromagnetic pulses, and she dimly heard herself begging—"please, fuck, don't stop, please"—her vocabulary reduced to desperate fragments.

"That's one," Dr. Cross said calmly. "We have fifty-three minutes left. Let's see how many more we can pull from you."

His finger never stopped moving. The pulses never stopped. Her first orgasm bled directly into building the second, no recovery time, just mounting pressure and his voice commanding her to feel it, take it, be good for me.

The second orgasm hit harder, lasted longer, left her gasping and incoherent. Somewhere in the haze she felt his virtual hand slide lower, a finger pressing against her entrance, and she was so wet it slid in easily, filling her.

"Oh fuck—"

"That's it. Take what I give you." He added a second finger, stretching her, and the electromagnetic pulses seemed to pulse in time with the penetration, creating the perfect illusion of being fucked. "You're so responsive, Claire. So perfectly trained already. Your body knows who it belongs to now, doesn't it?"

"Yes," she sobbed, too far gone to care what she was admitting.

"Say it. Tell me who makes you feel this way."

"You—you do—Dr. Cross—"

"Good girl. Come for me again."

The third orgasm destroyed her. She felt it in her toes, her scalp, every nerve ending firing at once as his fingers curled inside her virtual body and the pulses hit a frequency that felt like being taken apart at a molecular level. She screamed his name—actually screamed it—and heard it echo in the treatment room, in the VR simulation, everywhere.

He didn't give her time to recover. Didn't let her catch her breath. The fingers kept moving, thrusting now, the electromagnetic pulses mimicking the rhythm of penetration, and his voice kept commanding her to take it, feel it, come again, be perfect for me.

Number four came with his thumb on her clit and his fingers buried deep, her virtual body arching off the examination table, her real body thrashing in the chair hard enough that the electrodes nearly pulled loose.

Number five arrived when he told her she was beautiful like this, wrecked and desperate and his.

By number six she was crying, incoherent, reduced to animal sounds and broken pleas. The pleasure had crossed into something almost painful, too intense, too much, but she couldn't make herself use the pause button. Didn't want to. Wanted to give him everything, prove she could take whatever he demanded.

"One more, Claire. Just one more and we're done." His voice was rough now, strained, and some distant part of her brain recognized he wasn't unaffected. He was hard somewhere, watching her fall apart, getting off on her destruction. "You can do this. Be my good girl one more time."

She came apart sobbing his name, her seventh orgasm ripping through her with vicious intensity, and then everything went white, then black, and she was—

Floating. Somewhere beyond the VR, beyond her body. Dissociated and distant, wrapped in cotton and static.

Dr. Cross's voice brought her back. "Claire. Come back to me. Deep breath. You're safe. You did so well."

The VR faded. The headset lifted away. She was in the treatment room, her face wet with tears and sweat and probably snot, her thighs trembling violently, the sheet between her legs soaked through. Dr. Cross was leaning over her, his hand on her shoulder, his expression concerned but triumphant.

"Seven," he said softly. "That's remarkable, Claire. Truly exceptional."

She couldn't speak. Could barely breathe. Her body felt like it belonged to someone else, wrung out and hollowed.

He removed the electrodes with gentle efficiency—temples, back, thighs, abdomen—his touch clinical again now that the session was over. When he reached the ones on her inner thighs, his fingers brushed close to her cunt, and she flinched from oversensitivity.

"Sorry," he murmured. "Almost done."

He handed her the medical drape to cover herself while she dressed, turning away to give her privacy that felt absurd after what had just happened. Claire pulled on her underwear with shaking hands, her skirt, somehow got herself put back together enough to stand.

"Drink this." Dr. Cross handed her water, and she gulped it down, her throat raw from screaming. "You should take tomorrow easy. No strenuous activity. Your neural pathways need time to integrate what we've done today."

"Okay," she whispered.

He guided her to the chair in his office, settling her there while he made notes on his tablet. The desk between them felt like a chasm. She could still smell her own arousal on the air, mixing with sandalwood and his cologne.

"Monday's session will be the most intensive yet," Dr. Cross said, his eyes on his screen. "We'll move beyond VR scenarios. I'll need to calibrate the electrodes with direct observation and hands-on adjustment. It's a natural progression of the treatment."

Direct observation. Hands-on adjustment. The words made her stomach flip.

"You'll need to sign another addendum," he continued. "But I want you to go home and think carefully about whether you want to proceed. What we've done today was already quite intensive. Monday will push further."

"I want to," Claire said immediately.

He looked up, those winter-ocean eyes searching her face. "You haven't even heard what it entails."

"I don't care. I want to continue treatment."

Something flickered across his expression—satisfaction, possession, maybe both. "Alright. Monday at two. I'll have the paperwork ready."

She left the clinic on unsteady legs, her body still humming with aftershocks, and made it to her car before the shaking turned violent. She sat in the parking garage for twenty minutes, gripping the steering wheel, breathing through her mouth.

Seven orgasms. He'd pulled seven orgasms from her in an hour.

Her body had obeyed every command, had come on demand, had screamed his name while he watched her destroy herself for him.

Your body knows who it belongs to now, doesn't it?

Yes. The answer was yes.

That night she lay in bed, sore and exhausted, and tried to sleep without touching herself. Failed within fifteen minutes. Her hand slipped between her legs, finding herself still swollen, oversensitive, but desperate for one more.

She came thinking about Monday, about direct observation and hands-on adjustment, about his actual hands on her instead of virtual ones, and fell asleep with his name on her lips and the terrifying knowledge that she'd sign whatever consent form he put in front of her.

Three sessions down.

Two more to go.

And she was already gone.


Chapter 2: Conditioning

Claire spent the weekend in a fugue state. Saturday morning she woke with her hand between her legs and the phantom sensation of electrodes pulsing against her inner thighs, Dr. Cross's voice in her head counting down from ten. She came before full consciousness returned, her body executing the conditioning automatically, and lay gasping in the tangled sheets, smelling her own arousal mixed with the sandalwood room spray she'd bought Friday evening because it reminded her of his office.

Pathetic. She was pathetic.

But that didn't stop her from doing it again Saturday night, Sunday morning, Sunday afternoon. Each time she needed the fantasy more detailed, more specific. His hands spreading her thighs. His voice telling her she was perfect when she obeyed. The way his jaw had tightened when she'd come apart for him that seventh time, some crack in his clinical facade that suggested he wasn't unaffected.

By Monday morning she was wound so tight she could barely function. Work was impossible—she sat through the client meeting for the Berkeley project without absorbing a single word, nodded when Helena asked if she was feeling alright, and left early claiming a headache that wasn't entirely a lie. Her skull throbbed with anticipation, with need, with the terrifying knowledge that she'd sign anything Dr. Cross put in front of her just to feel his hands on her skin.

The clinic smelled like sandalwood and leather when she arrived fifteen minutes early. The receptionist—Marisol, her name tag read, though Claire had never bothered to notice before—handed over the tablet with a smile that felt knowing. Like she'd seen dozens of women in Claire's exact position, desperate and strung out on electromagnetic pulses and a doctor's voice.

The consent addendum was three pages long. Claire's eyes skimmed the dense legal language, catching phrases that made her stomach flip: ...direct physical contact for calibration purposes...possible nudity required for electrode placement...heightened emotional responses including attachment, obsession, or dependency...patient acknowledges treatment may alter sexual preferences and arousal patterns...

She signed it without reading the rest. What did it matter? Her sexual preferences were already altered. Her arousal patterns already belonged to Dr. Cross.

He appeared in the doorway at exactly 2:00 PM, and the sight of him made her breath stop. Today he wore black—black button-down, black slacks, the severity of it making his salt-and-pepper hair look lighter, his gray-blue eyes more intense. He'd shaved since Friday, his jaw clean and sharp, and Claire caught the scent of his aftershave mixing with his cologne when he stepped close.

Cedar and citrus and something darker underneath. Musk, maybe. Male.

"Claire." His eyes swept over her, clinical but thorough, and she wondered what he saw. She'd dressed carefully this morning—a wrap dress in deep blue that tied at the waist, easy to remove, and underneath it the black lace set she'd bought Saturday in a moment of reckless hope. "How was your weekend?"

"Long," she said, her voice steadier than she felt.

"Did you document your arousal patterns?"

Heat crept up her neck. "Yes."

"Show me."

She fumbled with her phone, pulling up the notes app where she'd tracked each incident with humiliating precision. Saturday 7:23 AM - woke aroused, imagined Dr. Cross's voice, orgasm in 4 minutes. Saturday 11:47 PM - attempted masturbation without fantasy, failed after 20 minutes, added Dr. Cross scenario, orgasm in 2 minutes. Sunday 9:15 AM...

The list went on. Eight separate entries over two days.

Dr. Cross took her phone, scrolling through the notes with an expression that gave nothing away. "Eight times in forty-eight hours. And you couldn't achieve orgasm without incorporating elements from our sessions."

"No," she whispered.

"Interesting." He handed back her phone, his fingers brushing hers, and the contact sent electricity up her arm. "That's faster conditioning than I expected. Your neural pathways are remarkably responsive."

Your body knows who it belongs to now.

"Let's begin," he said, gesturing to the treatment room. "Today will be different from Friday. No VR initially. I need to observe your physical responses directly, calibrate the electrode placement based on what I see. Do you understand what that means?"

"You're going to watch me," Claire said.

"Yes. And touch you, when necessary for calibration. The consent form you just signed covers this, but I want verbal confirmation. Do you consent to direct observation and physical contact during today's session?"

She should say no. Should run. Should find a normal therapist who'd treat her sexual dysfunction with talk therapy and maybe some gentle suggestions about vibrators.

"Yes," she said. "I consent."

Something flickered in his eyes—triumph, hunger, satisfaction. Gone so fast she might have imagined it. "Good. Undress to your underwear. Everything else off."

The clinical command sent heat straight to her core. She was already wet, had been wet since she'd woken up this morning, and the dampness between her legs felt like evidence of how far gone she already was.

Dr. Cross turned away, giving her privacy while he set up equipment on the rolling tray. Claire's fingers trembled as she untied her wrap dress, letting it pool at her feet. Her bra and panties were black lace, deliberate seduction masked as coincidence, and she felt exposed standing there in the treatment room wearing nothing else.

"You can sit now," Dr. Cross said without turning around.

She climbed into the chair, the leather cold against her bare thighs and back. When he turned back, his eyes went immediately to her body—clinical assessment that lingered a fraction too long on the swell of her breasts above the lace, the curve of her waist, the shadow between her thighs visible through the thin fabric.

"The lace will interfere with electrode placement," he said calmly. "You'll need to remove the panties. The bra can stay for now."

Claire's breathing quickened. She'd known this was coming—the consent form had mentioned possible nudity—but hearing him say it made it real. She hooked her thumbs in the waistband and pulled the panties down, acutely aware of his eyes tracking the movement. The lace caught on her thighs, and she had to shift her hips to get them off, a graceless shimmy that left her bare from the waist down.

The air against her cunt felt like exposure. She was already so wet that she could feel it on her inner thighs, slick evidence of her arousal.

Dr. Cross approached with the electrodes, his expression professionally neutral, but there was tension in his shoulders, in the way his jaw tightened slightly. "Same placement as Friday to start. Temples and lower back."

His fingers against her skin felt different without the barrier of VR, without the dissociation of the headset. Real and warm and deliberate. He placed the temple electrodes with care, his hands cradling her face, and she caught the scent of his skin up close—clean and masculine with underlying notes of coffee.

"Lower back now. Lean forward slightly."

She obeyed, feeling his hands against her spine, the press of electrodes just above her tailbone. His fingers lingered, and she felt the heat of them through the adhesive.

"Inner thighs next." He knelt between her legs like he had Friday, his face level with her cunt, and Claire bit her lip to keep from whimpering. "Spread wider for me, Claire."

She let her thighs fall completely open, exposing herself, and heard his breathing change—still controlled but faster, shallower. He was affected. The knowledge made her clench, made more wetness leak from her.

"You're very aroused," he observed, his voice clinical but rough at the edges. "That's good. It means your body has learned to anticipate treatment. To crave it."

He placed the first electrode high on her left inner thigh, his fingers cool against her flushed skin. The second on her right thigh, close enough to her cunt that she could feel his knuckles brush the crease where thigh met vulva.

"Two more on your lower abdomen." His hands moved higher, splaying across her stomach, and she felt her muscles jump under his touch. The electrodes pressed against her skin just above her pubic bone, and then his hands were gone and she was left spread wide, wired to his equipment, completely exposed.

"I'm starting the pulses now," Dr. Cross said, moving to his control station. "Lower setting first."

The electromagnetic stimulation began, and Claire gasped. Without the VR to distract her, she felt every pulse with crystalline clarity—rhythmic warmth spreading from her temples down her spine, converging in her lower abdomen and inner thighs, creating waves of sensation that felt like invisible hands stroking her.

"Tell me what you feel," he commanded.

"Warmth. Tingling. It feels like—" She broke off, embarrassed.

"Like what?"

"Like being touched."

"Where?"

Her face burned. "Everywhere the electrodes are. But especially... between my legs."

"Good. I'm increasing the intensity."

The pulses strengthened, and she felt her thighs start to tremble, her hips shifting restlessly in the chair. The sensation built in overlapping waves, each one cresting higher than the last, creating a constant throb that made her acutely aware of how empty she felt, how much she needed to be filled.

"You're responding beautifully," Dr. Cross said, watching her with those winter-ocean eyes. "Your breathing has increased, your pupils are dilated, and I can see vaginal lubrication from here. Your body knows what's coming."

The clinical observation shouldn't have been arousing. It absolutely fucking was.

"I'm going to add manual stimulation now," he said, approaching with latex gloves. The snap of rubber against his wrists made her jerk. "I need to calibrate how the electromagnetic pulses interact with direct touch. Verbal consent, Claire."

"Yes—yes, please—"

He knelt between her spread thighs again, and she felt his gloved hand cup her, palm pressing against her mound while his fingers curled against her entrance. The touch combined with the electromagnetic pulses made her cry out.

"Fuck—"

"How does that feel?"

"Intense—it's so much—"

His thumb found her clit, circling it with maddening precision, and the pulses seemed to amplify the sensation, turning simple touch into something overwhelming. She was close already, wound tight from days of anticipation and eight desperate orgasms fantasizing about exactly this.

"Please," she gasped. "Please can I—"

"No." His thumb lifted away, and she whimpered at the loss. "You don't come until I say. We've established that pattern. Your body knows this, Claire. It knows to wait for permission."

The pulses continued, keeping her right on the edge, and she felt tears prick her eyes from the frustration of it. Dr. Cross stood, stripping off the gloves, and she wanted to beg him to come back, to finish what he'd started.

"The manual calibration confirms what I suspected," he said, making notes on his tablet. "Your responses are highly sensitized to the combination of electromagnetic stimulation and direct touch. We can use that."

"Please," she sobbed. "I need—"

"I know what you need." His voice was low, commanding, the clinical facade cracking just slightly. "And you'll get it. But first you're going to learn perfect control. Do you understand?"

"Yes."

"Yes what?"

Her brain felt foggy, overwhelmed. "Yes, Dr. Cross."

"Good girl." The praise sent warmth flooding through her chest. "Now, I'm going to place the VR headset and we'll run a modified scenario. Unlike Friday, I'll be present in the simulation with you. You'll see me, hear me, and the electromagnetic pulses will sync with what I do in the VR environment. But I'll also be here, watching your real body respond. Understood?"

"Yes."

The headset settled over her eyes. Darkness, then light blooming into—

The same medical examination room from Friday, but different. More intimate. The lighting was softer, amber instead of clinical white, and the examination table was wider, more like a bed. She looked down and saw her virtual body exactly as her real body was—topless except for a black lace bra, completely bare below the waist, legs spread in invisible stirrups.

Dr. Cross materialized in front of her, and the sight made her breath catch. He looked exactly like his real self—salt-and-pepper hair, sharp jaw, those gray-blue eyes—but in the VR he'd removed his button-down. He wore only a white undershirt that clung to his shoulders and chest, revealing the corded muscle of his forearms, the strength in his build that professional clothes usually hid.

"Can you see me, Claire?" His voice surrounded her, inside and outside the simulation simultaneously.

"Yes," she breathed.

"Can you see how hard you make me?"

She looked down and saw the bulge in his slacks, obvious and obscene, and the knowledge that she'd done that—that her spread legs and desperate arousal had affected him—made her clench with want.

"Touch yourself," he commanded. "Show me what you've been doing all weekend when you thought about me."

Her virtual hand moved between her legs automatically, fingers finding her clit, and the electromagnetic pulses synced perfectly with the touch. She felt it in both bodies—virtual and real—overlapping sensation that made her moan.

"That's it. Slow circles, just like I taught you." He moved closer, standing between her spread thighs, and she could see the hunger in his eyes now, undisguised. "You've been good, haven't you? Practicing for me? Getting your body ready?"

"Yes," she gasped, her fingers working faster despite his command for slow.

"Slower, Claire. Control yourself."

She forced her hand to obey, circling her clit with maddening deliberation while the pulses built the pressure inside her. Dr. Cross reached out, his virtual hand cupping her breast through the lace, thumb brushing her nipple, and she arched into the touch.

"Do you know how many patients I've treated?" he asked conversationally, his hand kneading her breast while she touched herself. "Hundreds. And do you know how many have responded like you?"

"No," she whimpered.

"None." His hand slid under the lace, finding her bare nipple, pinching it hard enough to make her gasp. "You're special, Claire. Uniquely responsive. Your neural pathways are so eager to be rewritten that you're practically rewiring yourself."

"Please—"

"Please what?"

"Please let me come."

"Not yet. I want to see how long you can hold it." His free hand joined hers between her legs, two of his fingers pressing against her entrance while her own fingers continued working her clit. "Keep touching yourself. Don't stop."

He pushed inside her—virtual fingers that felt completely real—and the stretch combined with the electromagnetic pulses made her scream. He set a steady rhythm, fucking her with his hand while she rubbed her clit, and she could feel her orgasm building, inevitable and huge.

"Hold it," he commanded. "Don't you dare come yet."

"I can't—I can't hold it—"

"Yes you can. Ten seconds. Count."

She counted through sobs, her whole body shaking, her fingers and his moving in desperate synchronization.

"One... two... oh fuck... three..."

His thumb pressed against her clit alongside her fingers, the pressure perfect.

"Four... five... please—"

"Keep counting."

"Six... seven... I'm going to—"

"You're not. Eight."

Her thighs were clamping around their joined hands, her hips bucking, trying to take him deeper.

"Nine..."

"Almost there, Claire. One more."

"Ten—please—please—"

"Come for me. Now."

She detonated. The orgasm ripped through her with vicious intensity, her real body convulsing in the treatment room chair while her virtual self thrashed on the examination table. She felt it everywhere—her cunt clenching around his fingers, her clit pulsing under their combined touch, waves radiating out from her core to her fingers and toes and the top of her fucking skull.

"Yes—fuck—Dr. Cross—oh god—"

"Keep coming," he commanded, his fingers never slowing. "Give me another one."

The second orgasm crashed into the first before it had fully faded, longer and deeper, drawing out until she was sobbing, incoherent, reduced to animal sounds and his name chanted like prayer.

When it finally released her, she was limp, gasping, tears streaming down her face inside the VR headset. Dr. Cross's fingers slipped out of her, and she felt the loss like grief.

"That's two," he said calmly. "We're going for five this session. Catch your breath."

He gave her maybe thirty seconds before his hands were on her again—one cupping her breast, one between her legs, fingers circling her oversensitive clit. The electromagnetic pulses had never stopped, and they ramped up now, finding new patterns, new rhythms that made her writhe.

"You're so beautiful like this," he murmured, his face close to hers in the simulation. "Completely wrecked. Desperate. Mine."

"Yours," she echoed without thinking, and his eyes flared with possession.

"Say it again."

"I'm yours."

"Whose body is this?" His fingers pinched her nipple hard while his other hand pressed inside her again, three fingers this time, stretching her.

"Yours—fuck—yours—"

"And who decides when you come?"

"You do—only you—"

"That's right. You don't touch yourself at home without thinking of me, do you?"

"No—I can't—it doesn't work without—"

"Without my voice. My permission. Your body belongs to me now, Claire. Every orgasm, every desperate touch at 3 AM when you can't sleep—all of it belongs to me."

She came again just from the words, from the dark possession in his voice, her third orgasm rolling through her while he fucked her with his fingers and told her she was perfect, obedient, his.

Number four came when he bent his head in the simulation and put his mouth on her breast, sucking her nipple through the lace while his fingers found that spot inside her that made her see stars. She screamed so loud she'd be hoarse tomorrow, thrashing against the examination table, the chair, both spaces at once.

"One more," Dr. Cross said, his voice rough now, strained. "Give me one more and we're done."

His fingers curled inside her, pressing that perfect spot with ruthless precision while the electromagnetic pulses hit a frequency that felt like being electrocuted in the best way. Claire's vision whited out, her fifth orgasm building from somewhere deeper than the others, something that felt like it might tear her apart.

"I can't—it's too much—"

"You can. You will. Come for me, Claire. Let me see you break."

She broke.

The orgasm was transcendent, destructive, the kind of full-body release that felt religious. She felt herself fragment, consciousness scattering, and for a long moment there was nothing but white light and the pulse of her cunt and Dr. Cross's voice anchoring her, bringing her back.

"Good girl. Perfect. So fucking perfect for me."

The VR faded slowly, his image dissolving last, and when the headset lifted away she was back in the treatment room, destroyed. Dr. Cross was standing over her, his hand on her shoulder, his other hand noticeably adjusting himself through his slacks.

He was hard. Actually hard. The clinical facade completely shattered.

"Five," he said, his voice rough. "Excellent work, Claire."

He removed the electrodes with shaking hands—the only sign that he was as affected as she was—and handed her the medical drape. She couldn't move. Could barely breathe. Her thighs were soaked, the chair beneath her wet with her release, and she felt wrung out, hollowed, perfect.

"Get dressed," Dr. Cross said, turning away. "We need to discuss Wednesday's session."

Claire pulled on her clothes with trembling hands, her body feeling like it belonged to someone else. The black lace panties were soaked through, obscene, but she put them on anyway. The wrap dress. Her shoes. When she finally made it to the chair in his office, Dr. Cross was sitting behind his desk, his composure mostly restored, though his jaw was still tight and there was a flush high on his cheekbones.

"Wednesday's session is the third of five," he said, his voice almost normal. "Based on your responses today, I think we should escalate to full therapeutic intervention."

"What does that mean?"

His eyes met hers, dark and hungry. "It means I touch you directly. No VR. No gloves. Just my hands on your body, teaching it exactly how to respond."

Her breath stopped. "That's... allowed?"

"The consent form you signed covers it. Hands-on calibration for optimal treatment outcomes. It's necessary at this stage, Claire. Your neural pathways need direct reinforcement."

"Okay," she whispered.

"You're agreeing very quickly."

"I trust you."

Something flickered across his face—guilt, maybe, or triumph. "You should go home. Rest. Document your arousal patterns between now and Wednesday. I need comprehensive data."

She nodded and stood on shaky legs. At the door, she paused. "Dr. Cross?"

"Yes?"

"Earlier, in the VR, you said... you said I was yours."

"I said your body believes that. It's a common phenomenon in this type of therapy. Temporary transference."

"It didn't feel temporary."

His jaw tightened. "It is. When treatment concludes, you'll be able to transfer these responses to appropriate partners. That's the goal."

Appropriate partners. The phrase hurt more than it should.

"Of course," she said, and left before he could see her face crumple.

That night she lay in bed, sore and exhausted, and tried to sleep. Failed. Her hand slipped between her legs, finding herself still swollen, still wet, still desperate despite five orgasms that afternoon.

She came thinking about Wednesday, about his actual hands on her skin, no VR between them, and fell asleep whispering his name into her pillow.



Wednesday morning she woke at 6 AM and couldn't get back to sleep. Her body thrummed with anticipation, with need, with the terrifying knowledge that in eight hours Dr. Cross would touch her. Really touch her. No gloves, no barriers, just his hands teaching her body exactly how to respond.

She called in sick to work—couldn't face Helena's knowing looks or the pretense of caring about architecture when all she could think about was the way his fingers had felt inside her in the VR simulation, how they'd feel for real.

The hours crawled. She showered twice, changed outfits three times, settled finally on a simple black dress that buttoned down the front. Easy access. She was already wet when she left her apartment, had been wet since waking, and by the time she reached the clinic at 1:45 PM she was trembling.

Marisol the receptionist handed over the tablet with a smile that definitely knew. Another addendum to sign, more dense legal language that Claire didn't read: ...advanced therapeutic contact...possible nudity required...patient acknowledges emotional attachment may intensify...

She signed it without hesitation.

Dr. Cross appeared at exactly 2:00 PM, and the sight of him made her breath catch. Today he wore gray—charcoal button-down, darker slacks, and his salt-and-pepper hair was slightly damp like he'd showered before the appointment. She caught the scent of his shampoo when he stepped close, cedar and something clean.

"Claire." His eyes swept over her, and this time the clinical assessment was thin veneer over naked hunger. "No VR today. Just you, me, and the electromagnetic stimulation. Do you understand what that means?"

"You're going to touch me."

"Yes. Extensively. Intimately. Teaching your body the exact responses we want to install. Last chance to back out."

She met his eyes. "I'm not backing out."

"Then follow me."

The treatment room felt different without the promise of VR dissociation. Smaller. More intimate. Just the chair and his equipment and the knowledge that whatever happened next would be real, unfiltered by screens or simulation.

"Undress completely," Dr. Cross said. "Everything off."

Her fingers trembled as she unbuttoned the dress, letting it fall. She'd worn matching black lace again—bra and panties that cost too much and made her feel desired—but they came off too, pooling at her feet, leaving her completely bare.

Dr. Cross watched. Didn't pretend not to. His eyes traveled over her body with clinical thoroughness that couldn't quite hide appreciation underneath—the swell of her breasts, the curve of her waist, the dark triangle between her thighs. His jaw tightened, his hands flexing at his sides.

"Sit."

She climbed into the chair, hyperaware of the leather against her bare ass, her bare back. Cold and exposing.

"Same electrode placement," he said, approaching. "But I'm adding two more today. Nipples."

Her breath caught. "What?"

"For optimal neural pathway reinforcement, we need stimulation at multiple erogenous zones simultaneously. The nipple electrodes will pulse in rhythm with the others." He held up two small circular pads, adhesive backed. "Verbal consent, Claire."

"Yes."

He leaned over her, his face close, and pressed the first electrode to her left nipple. The contact made her gasp, her nipple hardening instantly under the cool adhesive. He placed the second on her right breast, taking his time, his fingers lingering against her skin.

"There. Perfect." He stepped back, and she saw the bulge in his slacks, obvious now. He wasn't hiding it anymore. "Temples next."

His hands cradled her face, placing the temple electrodes with care, and she felt his thumb stroke her cheek—tender, possessive. Lower back. Inner thighs. Lower abdomen. By the time he finished, she was wired everywhere, trembling with anticipation.

"I'm starting the pulses," Dr. Cross said, moving to his control station. "Tell me when you feel them."

The electromagnetic stimulation began, and Claire cried out. The sensation was everywhere at once—temples, spine, thighs, abdomen, nipples—overlapping waves that created full-body arousal so intense she thought she might come just from this.

"I feel it—everywhere—fuck—"

"Good. Now I'm going to touch you while the pulses run. I need you to tell me exactly how it feels. Understood?"

"Yes."

He approached, and she saw he'd removed his button-down. Just the white undershirt now, sleeves pushed up his forearms, and she could see the definition in his shoulders, his chest, the strength he usually hid under professional clothes.

"Spread your legs wider," he commanded.

She obeyed, letting her thighs fall completely open, and he knelt between them like he had before. But this time there were no gloves. This time his bare hands settled on her inner thighs, warm and rough with calluses she hadn't expected.

The touch combined with the electromagnetic pulses made her arch off the chair.

"Sensitive," he observed. "Very good." His hands slid higher, thumbs stroking the creases where her thighs met her vulva, and she was already so wet that she could feel it on her skin. "You're dripping, Claire. Your body knows what's coming."

"Please—"

"Not yet. First I'm going to make you beg."

His thumb pressed against her clit, and the combination of touch and electromagnetic pulse was devastating. She cried out, her hips bucking, and his free hand splayed across her lower stomach, holding her down.

"Stay still. Let me work."

He circled her clit with maddening precision, reading her body's responses, finding the exact pressure and rhythm that made her crazy. The pulses on her nipples intensified, and she felt the sensation arc between her breasts and cunt, creating a feedback loop of pleasure that built and built.

"I'm close," she gasped.

"I know. I can feel your clit swelling under my thumb. Can feel how wet you are. But you don't come yet."

His thumb lifted away, and she whimpered. He slid two fingers inside her instead—bare skin, no gloves, nothing between them—and the stretch made her see stars.

"Fuck—yes—"

"You take my fingers so well," he murmured, setting a slow rhythm. "So eager. So perfectly trained." His thumb found her clit again, circling it while he fucked her with his hand. "Tell me what you want."

"I want to come—please—"

"Beg prettier than that."

"Please, Dr. Cross—please let me come—I need it—I'll do anything—"

"Anything?" His fingers curled inside her, finding that spot that made her scream. "Would you let me use you however I wanted?"

"Yes—"

"Would you spread your legs for me whenever I asked?"

"Yes—god—yes—"

"Would you come to my house for private sessions? Let me fuck you until you couldn't remember your own name?"

She was too far gone to register what he was saying, what he was offering. "Yes—anything—please just let me—"

"Come, Claire. Come on my fingers."

She shattered. The orgasm tore through her with brutal intensity, her cunt clenching around his fingers, pulsing in time with the electromagnetic stimulation. She screamed his name—actually screamed it—feeling herself gush around his hand, making a mess of the chair and his forearm.

He didn't stop. Didn't give her recovery time. Just kept fucking her through it, his thumb merciless on her clit, drawing out the orgasm until she was sobbing.

"Another one," he commanded. "Give me another."

The second one hit before the first fully faded, and she felt something break inside her, some final barrier crumbling. She was his. Completely, irrevocably his, and the knowledge made the orgasm more intense, more devastating.

"That's it. That's my good girl. So perfect when you surrender."

Number three came when he added a third finger, stretching her, filling her, while the pulses on her nipples synced with his thrusts. She couldn't form words anymore, just broken sounds and his name and please please please.

"You want more?" Dr. Cross asked, his voice rough. "Want me to make you come until you pass out?"

"Yes—"

He stood abruptly, and she heard the clink of his belt buckle, the rasp of his zipper. Her eyes flew open—when had she closed them?—and she saw him freeing his cock, thick and flushed and hard, pre-come glistening at the tip.

"This is what you do to me," he said, wrapping his hand around himself. "Every session, watching you come apart, and I have to go home and jerk off thinking about you."

He fisted his cock with rough strokes while his other hand returned between her legs, fingers pushing back inside her. The visual of him getting off while he fucked her with his hand made her clench, made fresh wetness leak around his fingers.

"You like watching me?" he asked.

"Yes—fuck—yes—"

"Tell me what you want."

"I want you inside me—please—I want to feel you—"

"Not yet." His hand moved faster on his cock, his breathing ragged. "You have to earn that. One more orgasm, Claire. Give me one more and next session I'll fuck you properly."

His fingers curled inside her, his thumb crushing against her clit, and the pulses hit a frequency that felt like being torn apart. Her fourth orgasm built from somewhere primal, something beyond pleasure into total surrender.

"Come with me," Dr. Cross commanded, his fist flying over his cock. "Come for me right fucking now—"

They came together—her cunt pulsing around his fingers while his cock jerked in his hand, spilling across her stomach and thighs in hot ropes. She screamed through it, feeling him mark her, claim her, own her, and when the orgasm finally released its grip she was floating, dissociated, gone.

His voice brought her back. "Claire. Stay with me. Deep breath."

She blinked, focusing on his face. He looked wrecked—flushed and panting, his cock still half-hard in his hand, come dripping from his fingers. The clinical facade was completely shattered.

"That was..." He trailed off, seeming at a loss for words for the first time. "That was beyond protocol."

"I don't care," she whispered.

"You should. That was—I shouldn't have—"

"I wanted it. I want you."

He stared at her for a long moment, something warring in his expression. Then he grabbed tissues from the counter, cleaning her stomach and thighs with gentle efficiency, tucking himself away, restoring some semblance of professional distance even though they both knew it was too late.

"Friday's session will be the most intensive yet," he said, removing the electrodes with shaking hands. "If you want to continue treatment, I need you to understand what that means. I'm going to fuck you, Claire. Properly. With my cock inside you while the electromagnetic pulses run. It's the final stage of neural pathway reinforcement."

Her breath caught. "Okay."

"There's an addendum you'll need to sign. And you should think carefully about whether you really want to continue."

"I want to."

"You don't know what you're agreeing to."

"I don't care. I want you. However I can have you."

His jaw tightened, his hands flexing. "Get dressed. Go home. I'll see you Friday."

She pulled on her clothes with trembling hands, feeling his come drying on her skin under the black dress, and left the clinic in a daze.

That night she lay in bed and couldn't even touch herself. She was too wrung out, too overwhelmed, too completely destroyed by what had happened. She fell asleep with the phantom sensation of his fingers inside her, his cock marking her stomach, his voice commanding her to surrender.

Two sessions left.

And she knew with terrifying certainty that by the end of them, she'd belong to him completely.

No appropriate partners.

No transference.

Just Dr. Ethan Cross and the neural pathways he'd rewritten to make her his.


Chapter 3: Dependency

Thursday morning Claire woke at dawn to find she'd soaked through her sheets. Her hand was between her legs, fingers working frantically, her hips grinding against nothing while the dream faded—Dr. Cross above her, inside her, his cock stretching her while the electromagnetic pulses made her convulse. She was right on the edge, desperate, so close she could taste it.

Then consciousness fully returned, and her body went dead.

She tried anyway. Circled her clit with increasing desperation, her fingers slipping in her own wetness, but without his voice the arousal bled away like water through a sieve. Fifteen minutes of frantic effort before she gave up, throwing the ruined sheets to the floor in frustration.

Her phone sat on the nightstand. 6:47 AM. Thirty-one hours until her Friday session. Thirty-one hours until Dr. Cross would fuck her—actually fuck her, his cock inside her while the pulses ran and he told her she was perfect when she surrendered.

The knowledge made her clench around nothing, made fresh wetness leak between her thighs.

You're pathetic, she told herself. He's your doctor. This is supposed to be treatment.

But treatment didn't explain the ache low in her belly, the way her body only responded to memories of his hands, his voice, his come marking her stomach Wednesday afternoon. Treatment didn't explain how she'd stood in the shower last night trying to wash away his scent and had ended up pressing her face against the tile, crying from the loss of it.

Work was impossible. She sat through the morning staff meeting without absorbing a word, nodded when Helena cornered her in the break room with concerned questions about her "sick day" Wednesday. The coffee in the pot smelled burnt and bitter, nothing like the expensive dark roast Dr. Cross kept in his office, and she left it untouched.

"Claire." Helena's voice cut through the fog. "I'm worried about you. You've been somewhere else for weeks now. Is this about a guy?"

"It's complicated."

"Complicated like he's married, or complicated like you're fucking your therapist?"

Claire's face must have betrayed her because Helena's eyes went wide. "Jesus Christ, Claire. Tell me you're not actually—"

"It's not like that. It's treatment. Neural Reset Therapy for my—" She stopped, realizing how insane it sounded.

"For your what? Your broken heart? Marcus fucked you up, I get it, but sleeping with your shrink isn't the answer."

"He's not a shrink. He's a neurologist. And we haven't—" Technically true. Fingers and come on her stomach wasn't the same as fucking. "It's complicated."

Helena stared at her for a long moment, something like pity crossing her face. "Be careful. Men like that—doctors, therapists, the ones with power over you—they know exactly how to make you think it's your idea. Your choice. When really they've been pulling strings the whole time."

The words settled in Claire's chest like stones. Your body knows who it belongs to now. Had that been conditioning, or had she wanted it? The original Claire, the one who'd walked into his office three weeks ago—would she have wanted this?

She didn't know anymore.

That afternoon she sat at her desk pretending to review the Berkeley project renderings while actually googling "Neural Reset Therapy ethical violations" and "patient-doctor sexual contact malpractice." The results were predictably damning. Every medical ethics board condemned it. Every case study showed power imbalance, exploitation, patients who'd felt they had no choice.

But she did have a choice. Didn't she?

The consent forms had been clear. Explicit, even. Advanced therapeutic contact... possible sexual contact for treatment purposes... patient acknowledges emotional attachment may intensify...

She'd signed them all. Had practically begged for it.

Claire closed her browser and opened the notes app on her phone instead, documenting her arousal patterns like Dr. Cross had requested. Thursday 6:47 AM - woke aroused from dream of penetrative sex with Dr. Cross, attempted masturbation without fantasy, failed after 15 minutes. Thursday 11:23 AM - spontaneous arousal during staff meeting thinking about Friday session, vaginal lubrication, lasted approximately 8 minutes...

The clinical language felt obscene. Turned her desperate need into data points for him to analyze, to use, to refine his conditioning.

By evening she was climbing the walls. She tried watching TV—some mindless reality show about rich people with fake problems—but couldn't focus. Tried reading—Baldwin's essays that usually grounded her—but the words slid off her brain without sticking. Ended up in the bath with her laptop balanced on the toilet seat, searching for Dr. Ethan Cross the way she'd started doing obsessively.

There were photos from medical conferences, his published research on electromagnetic stimulation and trauma response. A few personal details buried in Stanford alumni newsletters—he'd been married once, divorced six years ago, no kids. The ex-wife was a surgeon, beautiful in that austere way, and Claire felt that same ugly twist of inadequacy she'd felt seeing the blonde from the gala photo.

Had Dr. Cross used Neural Reset Therapy on other patients the way he was using it on her? Had there been other women in that chair, spread wide while he calibrated electrode placement with his fingers inside them?

The thought made her physically sick. Or aroused. She couldn't tell the difference anymore.

She closed the laptop and slid deeper into the bath, the water lavender-scented and too hot, and tried to relax. Her hand drifted between her legs almost automatically, fingers finding her clit, and she thought about Friday. About his hands on her skin. His cock inside her. The way he'd look at her while he fucked her, those winter-ocean eyes dark with possession.

She came gasping his name, the bathwater sloshing over the sides, her free hand pressed against the tile for balance. The orgasm was brief and sharp, nowhere near the devastating ones he pulled from her with the electromagnetic pulses, but it took the edge off enough to get through the night.

Barely.



Friday morning she woke at 5 AM and couldn't fall back asleep. Her body thrummed with anticipation, every nerve ending already firing, and by the time she gave up and got out of bed at six she was trembling.

She called in sick to work again—fuck Helena's concerned looks, fuck the Berkeley project, fuck architecture entirely. None of it mattered compared to 2 PM, compared to Dr. Cross's hands, compared to the final stage of neural pathway reinforcement.

The hours crawled. She showered twice, shaved everywhere with meticulous care, chose her outfit with the same deliberation she'd use for a wedding. A simple wrap dress in deep green—his favorite color, though she had no way of knowing that, just a guess based on the art in his office. Underneath, nothing. No bra, no panties. What was the point when they'd just come off?

By 1:30 she was in her car, too anxious to wait. By 1:45 she was in the clinic waiting room, her palms sweating, her pulse jackrabbiting in her throat.

Marisol handed over the tablet with a smile that absolutely fucking knew. The consent addendum was a single page this time, no dense legal language, just brutal clarity:

Session Four: Full Therapeutic Intervention Consent

I, Claire Reese, consent to penetrative sexual contact with Dr. Ethan Cross as part of my Neural Reset Therapy treatment. I understand this intervention involves vaginal intercourse while electromagnetic stimulation is active, for the purpose of reinforcing neural pathways associated with sexual response. I acknowledge this is experimental treatment and that I am entering into this contact of my own free will.

Below it, a single line for her signature.

Claire stared at the words. Penetrative sexual contact. Vaginal intercourse. The clinical language couldn't disguise what this was—she was consenting to let her doctor fuck her.

She signed it without hesitation.

Dr. Cross appeared at exactly 2:00 PM, and the sight of him made her breath stop. He wore black again—black button-down, black slacks—and his salt-and-pepper hair was slightly damp like he'd showered. When he stepped close she caught his scent, cedar and citrus and clean male skin, and felt her thighs clench.

"Claire." His eyes swept over her, and this time there was no pretense of clinical assessment. Just naked hunger, barely controlled. "Last chance to back out."

"I'm not backing out."

"Then follow me."

The treatment room felt different. Smaller, more intimate, charged with the knowledge of what was about to happen. The chair waited, but there was something else too—a crash cart in the corner with supplies she couldn't identify, medical equipment that made her stomach flip with nervous anticipation.

"Undress completely," Dr. Cross said, his voice already dropping into that commanding register that made her stomach flip. "Everything off."

She untied the wrap dress, let it pool at her feet. Stood before him completely naked, her nipples already hard from anticipation, wetness already gathering between her thighs.

Dr. Cross's jaw tightened, his hands flexing at his sides. "You came prepared."

"Was I supposed to wear underwear?"

"No. You did exactly right." He approached the crash cart, pulling on latex gloves with precise snaps against his wrists. "Lie down in the chair. I need to conduct a preliminary examination."

Claire climbed into the chair, the leather cold against her bare ass and back. Dr. Cross moved between her legs, and she let them fall open automatically, shameless now, too far gone for modesty.

"Good girl," he murmured. "So eager. So perfectly trained."

His gloved hand cupped her, palm pressing against her mound while his fingers curled against her entrance, and she was already wet enough that they slid in easily. Two fingers, then three, stretching her.

"Ah—"

"Relax. I need to make sure you can take me." He set a clinical rhythm, fucking her with his fingers while his thumb found her clit. "You're very responsive today. Already soaked. Have you been thinking about this?"

"Yes—all night—couldn't sleep—"

"Did you touch yourself?"

"Once. In the bath. But it wasn't—" She broke off on a moan as his fingers curled, finding that spot inside her.

"Wasn't what?"

"Wasn't enough. I needed you."

"And you'll have me. But first I'm going to make you desperate." His fingers slipped out, and she whimpered at the loss. He stripped off the gloves and approached with the electrodes. "Same placement as Wednesday, plus two additional."

He placed the temple electrodes first, his fingers gentle against her hairline. Lower back. Inner thighs. Lower abdomen. When he pressed the adhesive pads to her nipples she gasped, the contact sending sparks straight to her clit.

"Two more," he said, and held up electrodes she hadn't seen before—smaller, more targeted. "These go on your labia. They'll stimulate the nerve clusters directly."

Her breath caught. "That's—"

"Intense. I know. Verbal consent, Claire."

"Yes."

He knelt between her spread legs, his face level with her cunt, and pressed the first electrode against her left outer labia. The adhesive was cool, foreign, obscene. The second on her right side, bracketing her.

"There. Perfect." He stood, adjusting himself through his slacks—he was already hard, the bulge obvious. "I'm starting the pulses now. Lower setting first."

The electromagnetic stimulation began, and Claire cried out. The sensation was everywhere—temples, spine, nipples, thighs, abdomen, and now directly on her labia, creating overlapping waves that felt like dozens of hands touching her simultaneously.

"Fuck—"

"Tell me what you feel."

"Everything—I feel it everywhere—it's so much—"

"Good. I'm increasing the intensity."

The pulses strengthened, and she felt her whole body start to tremble, her hips shifting restlessly. The stimulation on her labia was devastating, creating the sensation of being licked, sucked, spread open and devoured.

"I'm already close," she gasped.

"I know. I can see your clit swelling, see how wet you are. But you don't come until I'm inside you. Understood?"

"Please—"

"Answer me, Claire. You don't come until my cock is buried in you. Say it."

"I don't come until you're inside me," she sobbed.

"Good girl." He moved to the crash cart, and she heard the clink of his belt buckle, the rasp of his zipper. "Keep those legs spread for me."

She watched him free his cock—thick and flushed and hard, bigger than she'd realized Wednesday when he'd jerked off on her. Pre-come glistened at the tip, and she licked her lips unconsciously, wanting to taste him.

"Next session," he said, reading her expression. "Next session I'll fuck your mouth while the pulses run. But today you get my cock in your cunt."

The crude language sent heat flooding through her. He wasn't pretending anymore, wasn't hiding behind clinical terminology. This was just fucking now, pure and simple.

Dr. Cross rolled a condom down his length with practiced efficiency, then positioned himself between her spread thighs. The head of his cock pressed against her entrance, and the contact combined with the electromagnetic pulses made her arch off the chair.

"Look at me," he commanded. "I want to see your face when I take you."

She met his eyes—winter-ocean gray-blue, dark with hunger—and he pushed inside her.

The stretch was immediate, overwhelming, perfect. He was bigger than the VR simulation, bigger than his fingers, filling her completely. The electromagnetic pulses seemed to intensify the sensation, making her feel every ridge, every vein, the exact shape of him inside her.

"Oh fuck—oh god—" She couldn't form coherent words, just broken sounds as he sank deeper.

"That's it. Take all of me." He bottomed out, his hips flush against hers, and held there. "Feel how perfectly you fit around my cock? Like your body was made for this."

"Yes—yes—"

He pulled back and thrust again, harder, setting a rhythm that matched the pulses. The dual stimulation was devastating—electromagnetic waves on her temples, spine, nipples, labia, all synchronizing with the physical sensation of being fucked. She felt it build everywhere at once, a full-body orgasm that threatened to tear her apart.

"Not yet," Dr. Cross commanded, his voice rough. "Hold it. You come when I say."

"I can't—it's too much—"

"You can. You will." He angled his hips, hitting that spot inside her that made her see stars, and she screamed. "That's it. Feel me taking you. Feel your body surrendering."

His hand wrapped around her throat—not squeezing, just holding, a collar of possession—and the contact made her clench around him. She heard him groan, felt his rhythm falter slightly before he regained control.

"You like that?" he asked. "Like being owned?"

"Yes—"

"Say it. Tell me who you belong to."

"You—I belong to you—"

"That's right. Your body, your orgasms, every desperate thought at 3 AM—all mine." He thrust harder, faster, the electromagnetic pulses matching his pace. "You'll never come for anyone else again, Claire. I've made sure of that."

The words should have terrified her. Instead they pushed her higher, closer to the edge, her whole body wound so tight she thought she might shatter.

"Please," she sobbed. "Please let me—"

"Not. Yet." Each word punctuated by a brutal thrust. "I want you mindless. Want you so desperate you'll beg me for anything."

He fucked her like that—right on the edge of orgasm but not allowed over—for what felt like hours. The electromagnetic pulses never stopped, the sensations building and building until she was crying, incoherent, reduced to animal sounds and his name chanted like prayer.

"Please—Ethan—please—I'll do anything—"

"Anything?" He stilled inside her, buried deep, and she felt him throbbing against her inner walls. "You'll come to my house twice a week for maintenance sessions? Let me use you however I want?"

"Yes—yes—"

"You'll stop seeing other people? Stop dating? Your body belongs to me exclusively?"

Some distant part of her brain recognized she was agreeing to something insane, something that crossed every professional boundary. But she was too far gone to care.

"Yes—only you—please—"

"Come, Claire. Come on my cock right fucking now."

The orgasm detonated. She felt it start deep in her core and radiate outward, wave after wave of devastating pleasure amplified by the electromagnetic pulses until she couldn't tell where her body ended and the sensation began. She screamed his name—"ETHAN"—her cunt clenching around him in rhythmic pulses, gushing wetness that soaked his thighs and dripped onto the chair.

He kept fucking her through it, his rhythm never faltering, and she felt the second orgasm building before the first had fully faded. The pulses on her labia intensified, creating the sensation of being devoured while he took her, and she came again, harder, longer.

"That's two," Dr. Cross said, his voice strained. "Give me one more."

"I can't—"

"You can. I know your body better than you do, Claire. I built these responses. Now give me what I want."

He changed angles, hitting that perfect spot with every thrust, and his hand left her throat to find her clit. The combination was too much—his cock inside her, his fingers on her clit, the electromagnetic pulses everywhere—and she felt the third orgasm building from somewhere primal, something that felt like it might kill her.

"Come," he commanded. "Let me feel you break."

She broke.

The third orgasm was transcendent, religious, the kind of release that felt like dying and being reborn. She felt herself fragment, consciousness scattering, and somewhere in the white-out she felt him follow her—his rhythm stuttering, his cock jerking inside her as he came with a sound that was half groan, half growl.

When awareness returned, she was floating. Dissociated and distant, wrapped in static. Dr. Cross's voice brought her back.

"Claire. Come back to me. Deep breath."

She blinked, focusing on his face. He was still inside her, his forehead pressed against hers, both of them gasping for air. The electromagnetic pulses had stopped, leaving only the echo of sensation and the feeling of him softening inside her.

"Three," he said roughly. "Fucking perfect."

He pulled out slowly, and she whimpered at the loss. She felt empty, used, owned. He disposed of the condom efficiently and began removing the electrodes with shaking hands—the only sign that he was as affected as she was.

Temple electrodes. Back. Nipples. Thighs. Abdomen. When he reached the ones on her labia, his fingers brushed close to her oversensitive clit and she flinched.

"Sorry," he murmured. "Almost done."

He handed her the medical drape to cover herself, but she didn't take it. Just lay there naked and wrecked, watching him restore order to the room. After a moment he gave up the pretense and sat on the edge of the chair beside her, his hand settling on her thigh with casual possession.

"That was beyond protocol," he said finally.

"I don't care."

"You should. What I've done to you—the conditioning, the dependency I've installed—that's not ethical treatment, Claire. That's me using experimental technology to make you mine."

"I know."

His eyes snapped to hers. "You know?"

"I've known since Wednesday. Maybe longer. You've been rewriting my neural pathways to make me respond only to you. To need you. To—" Her voice cracked. "To belong to you."

"And you're okay with that?"

She should say no. Should report him to the medical board, sue him for malpractice, run before she lost herself completely. Instead she reached up and touched his face, feeling the rasp of stubble under her palm.

"I think I wanted it," she whispered. "Maybe from the first session. Maybe I walked into your office already wanting to surrender, and you just gave me permission."

Dr. Cross—Ethan, she corrected mentally—caught her hand, pressed a kiss to her palm. "The final session is Monday. One more, and the treatment arc is complete."

"What happens Monday?"

"I introduce you to my other patients. The ones who've completed the program." His thumb stroked her wrist, feeling her pulse race. "We have group maintenance sessions twice a week at my house. All of you together."

The words should have horrified her. Instead she felt a dark thrill, imagining other women just as wrecked as her, just as conditioned to need him.

"How many?" she asked.

"Three. You'll be the fourth." He stood, pulling her up with him. "Get dressed. Go home. I'll send you the address for Monday's session. Seven PM."

"That's not 2 PM."

"Group sessions are evening. And they're not at the clinic." His eyes held hers, dark with promise. "They're at my home. Considerably more... intimate."

Claire pulled on her dress with trembling hands, feeling his come still inside her despite the condom, her body marked and claimed. At the door she paused.

"Ethan?"

"Yes?"

"Earlier you said my body belongs to you exclusively. Did you mean that?"

His jaw tightened. "Yes."

"Good." She met his eyes. "Because I don't want anyone else. I haven't since the first session."

She left before he could respond, but she felt his eyes on her all the way to her car.



That night Claire lay in bed and tried to masturbate without thinking of him. Failed within thirty seconds. Her hand slipped between her legs, finding herself still swollen, still wet, still desperate despite three devastating orgasms that afternoon.

She came thinking about Monday, about group sessions and other women and Ethan's hands on all of them, and fell asleep whispering his name into the dark.

Saturday morning she woke to a text from an unknown number.

My address: 2847 Pacific Heights. Monday 7 PM. Wear something easy to remove. - E

She saved the number immediately, labeled it "Ethan" instead of "Dr. Cross," and spent the rest of the weekend in a fugue state of anticipation.

Sunday afternoon her phone buzzed again.

Thinking about Friday. About how perfectly you took my cock. How you begged so pretty. I'm hard right now remembering it. - E

Claire's breath caught. She was at the grocery store, standing in the produce section with a basket of things she didn't need, and reading his text made her clench, made wetness leak into her underwear.

She typed back: I'm wet remembering it. Haven't stopped thinking about you inside me.

The response came within seconds: Good girl. Save it for Monday. I want you desperate.

She didn't touch herself the rest of the weekend. Barely slept Sunday night, too wired with anticipation. Monday morning she called in sick to work again—Helena would probably fire her, but she didn't care—and spent the day in restless preparation.

She shaved everywhere. Showered twice. Tried on six different outfits before settling on a simple black dress that buttoned down the front—easy to remove, like he'd requested. Underneath, black lace. Not for modesty, just because she liked how it made her feel. Desired. Owned.

By 6:30 PM she was in her car, too anxious to wait. The drive to Pacific Heights took twenty minutes through evening traffic, the city lights glittering through the fog that clung to the hills.

2847 was a Victorian townhouse, elegant and expensive, with bay windows and architectural details that suggested serious money. Claire stood on the front steps at exactly 7:00 PM, her heart jackrabbiting, and rang the bell.

Ethan answered. He wore dark jeans and a black t-shirt, casual in a way she'd never seen him, his salt-and-pepper hair slightly damp like he'd showered. The sight of him in his home—not the clinic, not his office, just him—made her stomach flip.

"Claire. Right on time." He stepped aside, letting her enter. "The others are already here."

The interior smelled like sandalwood and wine and something cooking—garlic, basil, tomatoes. The front hall opened into a living room decorated in dark wood and leather, masculine and tasteful, with floor-to-ceiling bookshelves and art that suggested he had culture beyond his medical credentials.

Three women sat on the couches, wine glasses in hand, and they all turned when Claire entered.

The first was petite and Asian, maybe mid-twenties, with long black hair and delicate features. She wore a red dress that hugged her curves, and her eyes tracked over Claire with assessment that felt territorial.

The second was taller, athletic build, dark skin and natural hair pulled back in a bun. Late thirties, maybe, with an intensity that suggested she wasn't easily impressed. She wore slacks and a silk blouse, professional even in this setting.

The third was a redhead, curvy and soft, probably early forties, with the kind of beauty that came from confidence rather than symmetry. She smiled when she saw Claire, warm and welcoming.

"Everyone," Ethan said, his hand settling possessively on Claire's lower back. "This is Claire. She's just completed session four. Claire, this is Yuki, Simone, and Rebecca. They've all finished their treatment arcs."

"Hi," Claire managed, feeling suddenly out of place.

"Don't be nervous," Rebecca said, her voice warm with understanding. "We've all been where you are. That first group session is overwhelming."

"You get used to it," Yuki added, though her tone suggested she still found it overwhelming herself.

Simone just studied Claire with those intense eyes, then smiled slightly. "You're the architect, right? Ethan mentioned you."

Claire's stomach flipped at the casual use of his first name, at the knowledge that he'd discussed her with these women. "Yes. I work for—worked for—a firm downtown."

"Worked?" Ethan's hand tightened on her back.

"I think I'm about to be fired for all the sick days." She met his eyes. "Don't care."

Something dark and pleased crossed his expression. "Good. You won't need that job anyway. I have a proposition for all of you, actually."

He guided Claire to the couch beside Rebecca, then settled into the chair across from them, commanding the space with easy authority. The four women oriented toward him automatically, and Claire recognized the dynamic immediately—they all belonged to him, all orbited around him like moons around a planet.

"I've been thinking about the maintenance structure," Ethan said, swirling wine in his glass. "Twice weekly sessions here are working, but I think we can do better. I want to offer you all positions as live-in research assistants."

The room went very quiet.

"Live-in?" Simone asked carefully.

"Here. With me. You'd each have your own rooms, full access to the house, and your responsibilities would involve helping me refine the Neural Reset protocols. Testing new electrode configurations. Documenting your responses." His eyes swept over all of them. "In exchange, unlimited access to the treatment technology. And to me."

Claire's breath caught. He was asking them to move in with him. To make this arrangement permanent.

"That's insane," Yuki whispered, but her eyes were hungry.

"Is it?" Ethan leaned forward, his intensity focused. "You've all experienced what happens when you try to be with other partners. How your bodies only respond to me now. How you spend your nights desperate and unsatisfied unless you're here. I'm offering you a solution."

"A harem," Simone said flatly. "You're offering to keep a harem."

"I'm offering to take care of you. All of you. To give you what you need." His voice dropped into that commanding register. "But only if you choose it freely. No pressure. No conditioning. Just the honest acknowledgment that we've created something here that none of you want to walk away from."

He was right. Claire knew it with bone-deep certainty. She'd tried imagining going back to normal life, dating appropriate partners, having vanilla sex with men who didn't own her neural pathways. The thought made her physically ill.

"I'm in," Rebecca said immediately.

Yuki bit her lip, then nodded. "Me too."

Simone was quiet longer, her analytical mind clearly working through the implications. Finally she smiled, sharp and knowing. "Fuck it. I'm in."

They all turned to Claire.

She looked at Ethan—at the man who'd systematically reconditioned her body to respond only to him, who'd made her come seven times in an hour just from his voice and electromagnetic pulses, who'd fucked her Friday while telling her she belonged to him.

"I'm in," she said.

His smile was pure possession. "Good. Then let's begin tonight's session."

He stood and pressed a button on the wall. A panel slid open, revealing a room beyond that made Claire's breath catch. It was set up like a treatment room but larger, more elaborate, with four medical chairs arranged in a circle, electromagnetic equipment between them, and restraints that suggested this was about more than just therapy.

"Everyone undress," Ethan commanded. "Completely. Then take your assigned chairs."

The women obeyed without hesitation, and Claire watched them strip with clinical fascination. Yuki was petite everywhere, small breasts with dark nipples, completely bare between her legs. Simone was all lean muscle and strength, her body a temple of discipline. Rebecca was soft curves and confidence, comfortable in her skin.

Claire unbuttoned her dress, let it fall, removed the black lace. Stood naked among these other women who belonged to Ethan just like she did.

They filed into the treatment room, and Ethan directed them to chairs—Yuki on the far left, then Simone, then Claire, then Rebecca. He moved between them, placing electrodes with practiced efficiency. Temples, backs, inner thighs, abdomens, nipples, labia. By the time he finished, they were all wired to his equipment, all waiting for his command.

"Tonight we're testing synchronized stimulation," Ethan said, moving to the control panel. "All of you will receive the same electromagnetic pulses at the same frequency. I want to observe how your bodies respond in parallel."

He pressed a button, and Claire felt the pulses begin. From the sounds around her—gasps, moans, broken whimpers—the other women felt it too.

"Beautiful," Ethan murmured, watching them. "All of you so responsive. So perfectly trained."

The pulses intensified, and Claire felt her body start to climb toward orgasm automatically, conditioned to respond to this specific frequency. Around her, the other women were writhing too, their breathing quick and shallow.

"Don't come yet," Ethan commanded. "I want you synchronized. When I count down from ten, you'll all come together."

Claire bit her lip, fighting the sensation, hearing the other women struggling too. The pulses were relentless, building and building, and holding back felt impossible.

"Ten."

A collective moan from all four chairs.

"Nine."

Yuki sobbed something in Japanese, desperate and pleading.

"Eight."

Simone's hands gripped the armrests, her whole body trembling.

"Seven."

Rebecca was crying, tears streaming down her face, her hips grinding against the chair.

"Six."

Claire felt herself start to splinter, the orgasm inevitable.

"Five."

"Please," someone gasped—maybe her, maybe all of them.

"Four."

The pulses hit a frequency that felt like being electrocuted, and Claire screamed.

"Three."

"Two."

"One."

"Come. All of you. Now."

They detonated simultaneously. Four women coming at once, their cries overlapping, the sound of surrender filling the room. Claire felt it rip through her in waves, amplified by knowing the others were experiencing it too, that they were all Ethan's, all his to command.

She came back to awareness slowly, hearing the others gasping around her, and looked across to see Ethan watching them with dark satisfaction, his hand on his cock through his jeans, clearly affected.

"Fuck," Simone breathed. "That was—"

"That was session one," Ethan interrupted. "We have all night."

He smiled, and Claire felt a thrill of terrified anticipation.

This was her life now. This house, these women, this man who'd systematically rewritten her neural pathways to make her his.

And God help her, she'd never wanted anything more.


Chapter 4: Collective

The electromagnetic pulses ebbed slowly, leaving all four women gasping in their chairs, trembling from synchronized orgasms that had felt like being struck by lightning. Claire's vision slowly cleared, the white-out fading to reveal the treatment room—Yuki to her left, hands still gripping the armrests, her small breasts rising and falling rapidly. Simone beyond her, head thrown back, throat exposed, sweat gleaming on her dark skin. Rebecca to Claire's right, tears still wet on her cheeks, a smile playing at her lips.

And Ethan standing at the control panel, watching them all with predatory satisfaction.

The room smelled like sweat and arousal and ozone from the electromagnetic equipment, thick enough that Claire could taste it. Her thighs were wet, the chair beneath her soaked, and she could hear the other women's ragged breathing mixing with the hum of machinery.

"That's one," Ethan said, his voice rough with desire. He was still fully clothed, still in control, but Claire could see the bulge straining against his jeans, evidence that watching them destroy themselves affected him. "We're going for three rounds tonight. Then I want to discuss living arrangements."

"Three?" Yuki's voice was small, disbelieving. "I don't think I can—"

"You can." Ethan approached her chair, his hand settling on her inner thigh, and Claire felt a dark spike of jealousy watching him touch another woman. Get used to it, she told herself. This is the arrangement you agreed to. "Your body is trained for this, Yuki. You know that."

His thumb brushed close to Yuki's cunt, and the petite woman whimpered, her hips shifting toward the contact. Claire watched the interaction with fascination and possessive hunger—this was her position, she should be the one receiving his attention, his touch.

But then Ethan's eyes flicked to her, reading her expression, and he smiled. "Jealous, Claire?"

Her face heated. "No."

"Liar." He moved to stand between her spread legs instead, his hand cupping her face. "You want me all to yourself. Want to be my only one."

"Yes," she admitted, voice breaking.

"Can't have that. But you can have this." He leaned down and kissed her—the first time his mouth had been on hers, and the contact was electric. His tongue swept against hers, claiming, possessive, tasting like wine and want. When he pulled back, she was gasping. "You're my newest. That makes you special. But they all belong to me too."

They all belong to me. The words settled in Claire's chest, and she realized she'd have to share him. These three women—Yuki with her delicate beauty, Simone with her intensity, Rebecca with her warmth—they all had claim to him just like she did.

"I'm increasing the pulse frequency," Ethan announced, returning to the control panel. "This round, I want to test individual responses within the group dynamic. You'll all feel the base stimulation, but I can target specific intensification to each of you."

He pressed buttons, and the pulses began again. Lower intensity than before, a gentle throb that made Claire's sensitized nerve endings sing. Around her, the other women shifted in their chairs, small sounds of pleasure escaping.

"Simone," Ethan said. "You first."

The pulses targeting Simone's chair intensified, and Claire watched the tall woman's eyes go wide, her back arching. The electromagnetic stimulation on her nipples and labia must have ramped up dramatically because she cried out, a sound of shocked pleasure that made Claire clench with vicarious arousal.

"Fuck—Ethan—"

"That's it. Show the others what you look like when I single you out." His voice was pure command, and Simone responded like she was hardwired to obey, her thighs falling wider, her hands moving to her own breasts, pinching her nipples to amplify the sensation.

Claire felt the base pulses continue on her own body—not enough to make her come but enough to keep her aroused, desperate, watching Simone climb toward release with hungry fascination.

"Tell them what you're feeling," Ethan commanded.

"It's—ah—it's everywhere," Simone gasped. "The pulses on my clit feel like—like being licked, and the ones on my nipples—fuck—I'm going to come—"

"Not yet. Hold it."

Simone sobbed, her whole body trembling with the effort of control. Claire watched her fight it, watched the way her stomach muscles clenched, the way her thighs shook, and felt her own arousal spike in sympathy.

"Now, Simone. Come for us."

The tall woman detonated with a scream that echoed off the walls, her body convulsing in the chair, and Claire felt the base pulses on her own body intensify slightly in response, as if the equipment was synced to amplify collective arousal.

Before Simone had fully recovered, Ethan was already targeting Rebecca. "Your turn."

Rebecca's pulses ramped up, and the redhead's eyes rolled back, her soft body arching beautifully. She was less inhibited than Simone, more vocal, her moans rising in pitch as the stimulation built.

"Yes—oh god—yes—"

"Touch yourself," Ethan commanded. "Show Claire how you learned to perform for me."

Rebecca's hand flew between her legs, fingers working her clit while the electromagnetic pulses amplified every stroke. She was completely unselfconscious, lost in sensation, and Claire watched the way her breasts bounced with her movements, the way her face flushed with arousal, feeling her own need build.

She's beautiful like this, Claire thought, then felt shocked at herself. She'd never been attracted to women before, but watching Rebecca pleasure herself while Ethan orchestrated it was undeniably hot.

Rebecca came with a full-body shudder, her fingers still moving frantically, drawing out the orgasm until she collapsed boneless in the chair.

"Yuki."

The petite Asian woman's pulses intensified, and she gasped, her small frame seeming too delicate for the intensity of sensation. Her hands gripped the armrests, knuckles white, and Claire could see fresh wetness leaking from her.

"I can't—I'm too sensitive—"

"You can." Ethan approached her chair, and Claire felt that spike of jealousy again watching him kneel between Yuki's legs. "You're my sweet one, aren't you? So responsive. So eager to please."

She's always been his favorite, some instinct told Claire. That's why she looks territorial. She's had him longest.

Ethan's hand settled on Yuki's inner thigh, and the contact combined with the pulses made the small woman cry out. "Come for me, sweetheart. Let the others see how perfect you are when you surrender."

Yuki came with a sound like a sob, her whole body trembling, and Ethan pressed a kiss to her inner thigh—tender, possessive, claiming. Claire felt jealousy twist in her gut, sharp and ugly.

Then Ethan was standing before her chair, and she forgot about the other women entirely.

"Claire." His eyes were dark, hungry. "My newest acquisition. So fucking desperate to prove yourself."

"Yes," she breathed.

"You want to be my favorite."

"Yes."

"Can't promise that. But I can promise this." He nodded to the control panel, and Claire's pulses ramped up so intensely she screamed.

The sensation was overwhelming—every electrode firing at maximum intensity, creating overlapping waves of pleasure that felt like being electrocuted in the best way. Her nipples, her clit, her labia, all stimulated simultaneously while the pulses on her temples and spine amplified the neural response.

"FUCK—"

"That's it. Show them what fresh conditioning looks like. How desperate you are." Ethan's hand wrapped around her throat—not squeezing, just holding, claiming. "You're mine, Claire. Newest, hungriest, most perfectly responsive. And you're going to come harder than any of them."

His thumb pressed against her pulse point, and the possession in the gesture combined with the electromagnetic onslaught pushed her over the edge. She came screaming his name, feeling herself gush wetness onto the chair, her body convulsing so violently the electrodes nearly pulled loose.

The orgasm seemed to last forever, wave after wave amplified by the pulses, and when she finally came down she was sobbing, wrecked, perfect.

Ethan released her throat and stepped back, surveying all four women with satisfaction. They were all destroyed—trembling, gasping, soaked with sweat and arousal.

"Round two," he said calmly. "This time, synchronized again. But I want you touching each other."

The words hung in the air. Claire's breath caught.

"Claire and Rebecca," Ethan continued. "Yuki and Simone. Pair up. I want hands on each other while the pulses run."

Rebecca stood on shaky legs and approached Claire's chair, her green eyes warm with understanding. "Don't be nervous," she murmured. "It's intense, but it's good. Trust me."

Claire nodded, throat tight. She'd never touched another woman sexually, never even considered it. But Rebecca's hand settled on her thigh, sliding higher, and the contact sent electricity through her already sensitized nerves.

"May I?" Rebecca asked, her fingers brushing close to Claire's cunt.

"Yes," Claire whispered.

Rebecca's fingers slid through her wetness, finding her clit with practiced ease, and Claire gasped. The touch was different from Ethan's—gentler, more intuitive, reading her body's responses with feminine understanding. Claire's hand moved hesitantly to Rebecca's breast, cupping the soft weight, feeling the hardened nipple against her palm.

Across the room, Yuki had moved to Simone's chair. The petite woman was straddling the taller one's lap, their bodies pressed together, hands exploring. Claire watched them kiss—deep and hungry—while Rebecca's fingers continued their work between her legs.

"You can touch me too," Rebecca murmured. "However you want."

Claire's hand slid down Rebecca's soft stomach, finding the heat between her legs. She was soaked, her clit swollen and sensitive, and when Claire circled it experimentally Rebecca moaned.

"Yes—like that—"

Ethan was watching from his position at the control panel, his hand on his cock through his jeans, stroking slowly. "Beautiful," he said. "All of you so eager to please. I'm starting the pulses now. When I say come, you all come together. Understood?"

A chorus of breathless agreement.

The electromagnetic stimulation began again, and Claire felt it everywhere—her nipples, her clit, her spine—amplified by Rebecca's fingers working her cunt and her own hand on Rebecca's wetness. The dual sensation was overwhelming, pleasure feeding back on itself.

She looked across and saw Yuki grinding on Simone's lap, the two women moving together, their hands everywhere. The sight was obscenely hot, and Claire felt her arousal spike watching them.

"Faster," Ethan commanded. "All of you. I want to see desperation."

Rebecca's fingers moved faster, and Claire matched the rhythm on the redhead's clit. They were both gasping now, their breathing synchronized, climbing toward release together.

"Please—" Claire didn't know if she was begging Ethan or Rebecca or both.

"Not yet," Ethan said. "Hold it. All of you, hold it."

The room filled with desperate sounds—moans, whimpers, pleas. Yuki was crying in Japanese, Simone cursing under her breath, Rebecca making small wounded noises that went straight to Claire's cunt.

"Ten seconds," Ethan announced. "Nine."

Claire's hand on Rebecca's clit moved frantically, and the redhead's fingers matched her desperation.

"Eight. Seven."

The electromagnetic pulses intensified, and Claire felt her orgasm building, inevitable and huge.

"Six. Five."

"I can't hold it—" someone gasped.

"You can. Four."

Claire looked at Ethan and saw him stroking himself faster, his control fracturing.

"Three. Two."

"Please—"

"One. Come. All of you. Now."

They exploded simultaneously. Four women, two pairs, all coming together in a chorus of screams and sobs. Claire felt Rebecca's cunt pulse under her fingers while her own orgasm ripped through her, amplified by the pulses and the knowledge that they were all experiencing this together, all Ethan's, all surrendering at once.

When awareness returned, Claire found herself collapsed against Rebecca, both of them trembling, their hands still between each other's legs. Across the room, Yuki had her face buried in Simone's neck, the taller woman's arms wrapped around her protectively.

"Fuck," Ethan said roughly. He was breathing hard, his hand still on his cock, clearly affected. "That was—" He stopped, seeming at a loss for words.

"Intense," Simone finished for him.

"Yeah."

He gave them a moment to recover, then pressed a button that released the electrodes. All four women peeled them away from sensitive skin, wincing at the sting of adhesive on sweat-damp bodies.

"Get cleaned up," Ethan said. "There are robes in the bathroom. When you're ready, meet me upstairs in the bedroom. We'll discuss round three and living arrangements."

He left the treatment room, and the four women looked at each other—wrecked, exposed, bound together by what they'd just experienced.

"Welcome to the family," Rebecca said to Claire with a tired smile.



The bathroom was larger than Claire's bedroom, all marble and chrome with a rainfall shower and a soaking tub. The four women crowded in, reaching for the stack of white robes Ethan had mentioned, helping each other tie them closed with shaking hands.

Claire caught her reflection in the mirror—flushed face, wild hair, eyes dark with satisfaction and residual arousal. She looked thoroughly fucked despite Ethan never actually touching her tonight. Just his commands and his equipment and his eyes watching her destroy herself.

"First group session is always overwhelming," Simone said, finger-combing her natural hair. "You get used to it."

"Do you?" Claire asked.

Simone met her eyes in the mirror. "No. But you stop minding."

Yuki was quiet, washing her hands with meticulous care. She's been his favorite, Claire thought again. And now I'm here, threatening that position.

"How long have you been with him?" Claire asked her.

"Two years. I was his first successful Neural Reset patient." Yuki's voice was soft, accented. "I came to him with severe PTSD from sexual assault. Couldn't be touched without flashbacks. He... fixed that. Made me feel desire again. And then—" She gestured vaguely.

"And then he made you his," Rebecca finished gently. "Same with all of us. We came broken, and he rewired us. Made us functional. Just... tethered to him in the process."

"Do you regret it?" Claire had to know.

Rebecca considered for a long moment. "Sometimes. When I think about who I was before, what I wanted from my life. I was a professor, you know. Philosophy. Had a career, a reputation. Now I'm a neurologist's live-in research subject who can only come when he gives permission." She smiled, but it didn't quite reach her eyes. "But then I remember how I felt for the three years before I found him. Numb. Broken. Terrified of intimacy. And I think... maybe this is better. At least I feel something."

"Even if what you feel is his," Simone added.

Claire absorbed this, feeling the weight of it. These women had traded autonomy for function, independence for pleasure. Was she making the same trade? Had she already made it?

"Come on," Rebecca said, heading for the door. "He's waiting."

They filed upstairs in their white robes, a procession of claimed women, and found Ethan in the master bedroom. It was massive—king-sized bed with charcoal sheets, floor-to-ceiling windows showing the city lights, minimalist furniture that screamed expensive taste. And in the corner, more equipment—a smaller electromagnetic setup, portable, with restraints attached to the bedframe.

Ethan had changed into lounge pants, no shirt, and Claire felt her breath catch seeing him like this. His chest was defined, scattered with dark hair silvering at his sternum, his shoulders broad and powerful. He looked like he belonged here, comfortable in his own domain.

"Sit," he said, gesturing to the bed.

They arranged themselves on the charcoal sheets—Yuki tucked herself into the corner nearest him, territorial, while Simone sprawled in the center, Rebecca settled near the foot, and Claire took the remaining space, hyperaware of how the robes gaped open, showing skin.

"Let's talk logistics," Ethan said, leaning against the dresser. "I'm offering you all live-in positions starting next week. You'd each have your own room on the third floor—the whole floor is yours, four bedrooms, two bathrooms, shared living space. But you'd sleep up here with me on rotation. Two nights a week each, plus group sessions every Monday and Thursday."

Claire's mind spun. Two nights a week alone with him. Two nights watching someone else have him.

"What about work?" Simone asked practically. "I have a job. Responsibilities."

"Quit. I'll pay you a salary—$150,000 a year each, plus room and board. Your job is helping me refine the Neural Reset protocols, documenting responses, participating in research. It's legitimate employment, complete with contracts and tax documentation."

"And the sex?" Rebecca's voice was wry. "How do we document that?"

"Therapeutic intervention. All covered in the consent forms." Ethan's eyes swept over them. "I'm not forcing anyone. You're all free to walk away, find other therapists, try to have normal relationships. But you know how that works out."

He was right. Claire had tried imagining it—dating someone normal, explaining why she couldn't come unless they talked like Dr. Cross, touched like him, commanded like him. It was impossible. He'd made sure of that.

"I'm in," Yuki said immediately, surprising no one.

"Me too," Rebecca agreed.

Simone was quiet longer, her analytical mind clearly working through implications. Finally she nodded. "Fuck it. My job was making me miserable anyway."

They all looked at Claire.

She thought about her apartment—empty and lonely. Her job—Helena's concerned looks and projects she didn't care about. The eighteen months before Ethan when she'd felt nothing, wanted nothing, been nothing but functional emptiness.

Versus this. This house, these women, this man who'd systematically rewritten her neural pathways to make her his. Twice weekly nights in his bed. Group sessions where she'd surrender alongside the others. Unlimited access to the electromagnetic pulses that made her feel alive.

"I'm in," she said.

Ethan's smile was pure possession. "Good. Then let's seal the arrangement properly. Round three."

He approached the bed, and the four women shifted automatically, making space for him in the center. He settled against the headboard, and they arranged themselves around him—Yuki curled against his left side, Rebecca against his right, Simone at his feet, Claire between his legs with her back to his chest.

His arms came around her, possessive, and she felt his cock hard against her ass through the thin lounge pants. His breath was warm against her ear when he spoke.

"For round three, I want to try something new. Direct stimulation while you're all touching me. No electromagnetic pulses this time. Just your hands and mouths on me while I get you off manually."

Claire felt her stomach flip. They were going to touch him. All of them, simultaneously.

"Robes off," Ethan commanded.

Four robes hit the floor, and suddenly Claire was naked again, surrounded by three other naked women, all of them pressed against Ethan's body. His hands moved to her breasts, cupping them, thumbs brushing her nipples, and she gasped.

"Yuki," he said. "My cock. Rebecca, help her. Simone, I want your mouth on my neck. Claire stays right here where I can play with her."

The women moved to obey. Yuki's small hands pulled down his lounge pants, freeing his cock—thick and hard and already leaking pre-come. Rebecca's hand joined hers, both of them wrapping around his length, stroking in tandem. Simone pressed kisses to his throat, her tongue tracing his pulse.

And Ethan's hands never stopped moving on Claire. One kneading her breast, the other sliding down her stomach, finding her wetness, two fingers pushing inside her.

"Ah—"

"That's it," he murmured against her ear. "Let them hear you. Let them know what I do to you."

His fingers curled, finding that spot inside her, and Claire cried out. She could feel him getting harder between Yuki and Rebecca's combined efforts, could hear Simone's breathy sounds as she kissed his neck, could smell all of their arousal mixing together in the confined space.

"Claire's the newest," Ethan said conversationally, his fingers fucking her steadily. "Still learning the rules. Still figuring out her place. But she's so responsive. Aren't you, Claire?"

"Yes—*fuck—*yes—"

"You love having an audience. Love knowing they're watching me take you apart."

He was right. The knowledge that Yuki and Rebecca could see his fingers disappearing into her cunt, that Simone could hear every desperate sound she made, amplified the arousal to unbearable levels.

"I'm close," Claire gasped.

"I know. I can feel your cunt getting tighter. But you don't come until I do. All of you—when I come, you come. Understood?"

A chorus of desperate agreement. Yuki and Rebecca's hands moved faster on his cock, their fingers slick with pre-come. Simone bit down on his neck, marking him, and Ethan groaned—the first crack in his control.

His fingers in Claire's cunt moved faster, harder, his thumb finding her clit. She was going to come whether he gave permission or not, the pleasure building beyond her control.

"Please—Ethan—I can't hold it—"

"Yes you can. Just a little more." His breathing was ragged now, his hips thrusting up into Yuki and Rebecca's combined grip. "Fuck—I'm close—"

"Come for us," Yuki whispered. "Please, we need you to come—"

"Fuck—" Ethan's whole body went taut, and Claire felt his cock jerk in the women's hands, felt his fingers inside her press harder against that perfect spot. "Now—come now—all of you—"

They exploded in unison. Claire felt Ethan's cock pulse between Yuki and Rebecca's hands, felt his come spill across their fingers and her stomach, felt his fingers inside her curling viciously as her orgasm ripped through her. Around her, the other women were crying out too, all of them experiencing release simultaneously, bound together by his command.

When it faded, they collapsed in a tangle of limbs—four women draped across one man, all of them gasping, trembling, perfect.

Ethan's hand stroked through Claire's hair, tender and possessive. "Mine," he murmured. "All of you. Mine."

"Yours," they echoed, and Claire felt the weight of truth in it.

This was her life now. This house, these women, this man who owned her neural pathways and her orgasms and her complete surrender.

And she'd never wanted anything more.



They fell asleep in a pile—Ethan in the center with Claire still against his chest, Yuki curled on his left, Rebecca on his right, Simone sprawled across their legs. The room smelled like sex and sweat and sandalwood, thick and warm and perfect.

Claire drifted off to the sound of synchronized breathing, feeling Ethan's heartbeat against her back, and dreamed of electromagnetic pulses and belonging.

She woke in darkness to find Ethan gone and Yuki sitting at the foot of the bed, watching her with unreadable dark eyes.

"He went to clean up," Yuki said softly. "He'll be back."

Claire sat up, pulling the sheet around herself. "You've been with him the longest."

"Yes."

"Are you worried I'm going to replace you?"

Yuki was quiet for a long moment. "I was. When he first mentioned a fourth patient, I was terrified. But watching you tonight, I realized something." She smiled, small and knowing. "You're not replacing me. You're joining me. There's room for all of us in his collection."

"Collection." The word should have been insulting. Instead it felt accurate.

"That's what we are. His collection of perfectly conditioned women. Each of us broken in different ways, each of us rewired to need only him." Yuki shifted closer. "I've made peace with it. You will too."

"How long did it take you?"

"To accept that I'd traded my autonomy for function? About six months. To stop caring? About a year." Yuki's hand settled on Claire's knee, warm and understanding. "You're three weeks in. You'll get there."

Simone stirred, mumbling something in her sleep. Rebecca remained dead to the world, sprawled diagonally across the bed.

"Does it bother you?" Claire asked. "Sharing him?"

"Sometimes. When I'm feeling territorial. But then I remember that I only get him because he's generous enough to want multiple women. If he was monogamous, it wouldn't be me." Yuki's smile turned wry. "Better to be one of four than none at all."

The logic was twisted, but Claire understood it. Better to share him than lose him. Better to be part of his collection than face the world alone with neural pathways that only responded to his voice, his touch, his commands.

Ethan returned wearing fresh lounge pants, his hair damp from the shower. He took in the scene—Claire and Yuki talking softly, the other two still sleeping—and smiled.

"Bonding already. Good." He climbed back into bed, and both women shifted automatically to make space. "Claire, you start moving in Wednesday. Yuki will help you pack. Your first solo night with me is Friday."

Claire's breath caught. "Solo?"

"Just you and me. The full treatment. Every technique I've developed, every frequency that makes you scream. I'm going to spend eight hours making you come until you can't remember your own name." His eyes were dark with promise. "By Saturday morning, you'll understand exactly what it means to be mine."

The words should have terrified her. Instead, Claire felt heat pool low in her belly, felt wetness leak between her thighs.

"Okay," she whispered.

Ethan pulled her against his chest, his arm a collar around her waist. "Sleep now. You'll need your strength."

Claire closed her eyes, feeling his heartbeat against her spine, and fell asleep counting down from ten in her head, feeling phantom electromagnetic pulses between her thighs, already anticipating Friday.

Already anticipating the moment when she'd surrender completely and finally understand what she'd become.

His. Completely, irrevocably, perfectly his.

And somewhere in the settling dark, she heard her own voice whisper the truth she'd been avoiding since that first session three weeks ago:

She wouldn't have it any other way.


Chapter 5: Belonging

Wednesday afternoon Claire stood in her apartment surrounded by half-packed boxes and felt nothing. No nostalgia, no grief, no attachment to the space she'd called home for four years. The furniture looked generic, the walls blank, the whole place sterile as a hotel room. Like she'd never really lived here at all.

Yuki sat cross-legged on the couch, wrapping Claire's books in newspaper with meticulous care. The petite woman had arrived at noon with coffee—good coffee, the expensive dark roast Ethan kept in his kitchen—and had been quietly efficient ever since.

"You don't have to take everything," Yuki said, her accented voice soft. "Ethan's house has anything you need. Clothes, toiletries, books. I left most of my stuff when I moved in two years ago."

"What happened to it?" Claire asked, taping up a box of kitchen items she'd probably never use again.

"Donated it. Felt cleaner that way. Like closing a chapter." Yuki looked up, her dark eyes knowing. "You're thinking about backing out."

It wasn't a question. Claire sat on the floor beside the boxes, pulled her knees to her chest. "Am I insane? Moving in with my doctor who's systematically conditioned me to only respond sexually to him? Joining his collection of women who can't function without his electromagnetic pulses and his voice telling them when to come?"

"Yes," Yuki said simply. "You're absolutely insane. So are the rest of us."

"That's not reassuring."

"It's not supposed to be reassuring. It's supposed to be honest." Yuki set down the book she was wrapping—one of Claire's Baldwin collections—and moved to sit beside her. "You want to know what I think? I think you've been looking for permission to surrender since long before you met Ethan. That breakup with your ex, the numbness, the eighteen months of feeling nothing—you were already broken. He just gave you a framework for the breaking."

The words settled in Claire's chest like stones. You were already broken. Was that true? Had she walked into Ethan's office already wanting this, already craving someone to take control, to tell her when to feel and how much and exactly how to surrender?

"Does it matter?" Claire asked. "Whether I wanted it before or whether he created the want?"

"No. Either way, you're his now. The only question is whether you accept that or spend the rest of your life fighting something that's already done."

Claire thought about Friday. About eight hours alone with Ethan, about him promising to make her come until she couldn't remember her own name, about the moment when she'd finally understand completely what she'd become.

"I'm not fighting it," she said quietly.

Yuki smiled and squeezed her hand. "Good. Then let's finish packing."

They worked in companionable silence, boxing up Claire's life, and by evening the apartment looked abandoned. Ready for the next tenant who'd fill it with their own forgettable furniture and sterile decorations.

Helena called while Claire was wrapping her grandmother's china—the only items she actually cared about keeping. She let it go to voicemail, listened to her boss's concerned voice asking if everything was okay, if Claire needed time off, if there was anything the firm could do to help.

I'm quitting to become a neurologist's live-in research subject, Claire thought. To join his collection of women whose neural pathways he's rewritten so we can only come when he gives permission.

She deleted the voicemail and sent a text instead: Resigning effective immediately. Personal reasons. Thank you for everything.

Helena's response came within seconds: Claire, please call me. I'm worried about you.

Claire turned off her phone.

"Ethan will handle the professional stuff," Yuki said, watching her. "Employment contracts, tax documentation, all of it. By next week, you'll officially be a research assistant studying Neural Reset Therapy applications. Very legitimate. Very legal."

"And the sex?"

"Therapeutic intervention. Covered in the consent forms you've been signing." Yuki's smile was wry. "He's thought of everything. That's what makes him so dangerous."

They loaded Claire's boxes into Yuki's car—a sleek black Tesla that screamed money—and drove to Pacific Heights as the sun set over the bay. The city looked beautiful in the golden light, fog rolling in from the ocean, the Victorian townhouses glowing warm against the gathering dark.

2847 looked like home in a way Claire's apartment never had. Warm light spilled from the windows, and she could smell dinner cooking—something with garlic and basil and red wine. Simone answered the door, wearing yoga pants and an oversized sweater, her natural hair pulled back with a silk scarf.

"Welcome home," Simone said, and the words felt like an incantation.

The third floor was Claire's now. Four bedrooms, two bathrooms, a shared living space with comfortable couches and bookshelves already half-full. Yuki's room was at the far end, decorated in minimalist Japanese aesthetic—low bed, rice paper screens, calligraphy art. Rebecca's room was warm chaos—books everywhere, plants on every surface, tapestries covering the walls. Simone's was precisely organized, everything in its place, her law degree framed above her desk.

Claire's room was empty, waiting. Hardwood floors, large windows overlooking the street, a queen bed with white linens, built-in bookshelves begging to be filled. It smelled like fresh paint and lemon wood polish and possibility.

"You can decorate however you want," Rebecca said from the doorway. She'd appeared with wine—a good Pinot Noir in expensive glasses. "Ethan doesn't care. This space is ours."

"What about his room?" Claire asked. "Upstairs?"

"That's his domain. And ours when he invites us up." Rebecca handed her the wine. "Two nights a week each, plus group sessions Monday and Thursday. The rest of the time, this floor is home base."

They spent the evening unpacking Claire's boxes, the four women working together with easy efficiency. By ten PM, Claire's room looked lived-in—books on the shelves, her grandmother's china in the built-in cabinet, clothes hanging in the walk-in closet, photographs on the nightstand showing a version of herself that felt like a stranger now.

Ethan appeared at midnight, leaning in the doorway with his sleeves rolled up and his salt-and-pepper hair disheveled. "Settling in okay?"

The sight of him made Claire's breath catch. She hadn't seen him since Monday's group session, and the three days felt like withdrawal. Her body knew his presence immediately—nipples tightening, wetness gathering between her thighs, that familiar ache low in her belly.

"Yes," she managed.

His eyes swept over her, reading her response, and he smiled. "Good. Friday at six PM, come up to my room. Bring nothing. I'll have everything you need."

"Okay."

He pushed off the doorframe, approached her slowly. The other women had tactfully disappeared, leaving them alone. When he was close enough to touch, his hand came up to cup her face, thumb stroking her cheekbone.

"You're nervous about Friday," he observed.

"Eight hours is a long time."

"I know what your body can handle. Trust me." His thumb brushed her lower lip, and she felt herself lean into the touch automatically. "I'm going to take you apart slowly. Make you come so many times you lose count. Push every limit you thought you had. And by the end, you'll understand exactly what you are to me."

"What am I to you?"

His eyes went dark. "Mine. Completely, irrevocably, permanently mine. Just like the others. But you're the newest, which makes you special. Makes me want to prove what I've built in you."

He kissed her then—deep and claiming, his tongue sweeping against hers, tasting like wine and possession. When he pulled back, she was gasping.

"Friday," he said. "Six PM. Don't be late."

He left, and Claire stood alone in her new room, touching her lips where he'd kissed her, feeling the phantom press of his thumb, already counting down the hours.



Thursday was the second group session since Claire had agreed to move in. She spent the day restless, unable to focus, pacing her new room like a caged animal. Simone found her at noon and dragged her to the home gym—a fully equipped space in the basement that Claire hadn't even known existed.

"You need to burn off energy," Simone said, already on the treadmill. "Otherwise you'll spiral."

Claire climbed onto the machine beside her, set it to a challenging pace, and ran. The physical exertion helped, sweat and endorphins replacing anxious anticipation with something cleaner. They ran side by side in silence, just breathing and movement, until Claire's legs burned and her lungs ached.

In the shower afterward—the third-floor bathroom was all marble and rainfall heads and expensive products—Claire let the hot water beat against her shoulders and thought about what was happening to her. A month ago she'd been a functional architect with emotional numbness and dead sexual responses. Now she was a live-in research subject whose body only worked when her neurologist gave permission.

And I chose this, she reminded herself. I signed every consent form. I agreed to move in. I want this.

But did she? Or had Ethan's conditioning made her want it? Was there even a difference anymore?

The group session that night was different from Monday's synchronized spectacle. This time Ethan set them up in pairs—Claire with Simone, Yuki with Rebecca—and had them work on "partner calibration."

"I want you learning each other's responses," Ethan explained, moving between the chairs in his treatment room. "Claire, watch how Simone's breathing changes when she's close. Simone, feel how Claire's thighs start trembling. You need to be able to read each other's bodies as well as I can."

The electromagnetic pulses began, lower intensity than Monday, just enough to heighten sensation without overwhelming. Simone's hand settled between Claire's legs, fingers exploring with clinical precision, reading her responses.

"You tense your stomach muscles right before you come," Simone murmured, her dark eyes focused. "And your breathing gets shallow. Here—" Her fingers curled inside Claire, finding that spot. "Right there. That's your trigger."

Claire gasped, her hips shifting, and her own hand found Simone between her spread thighs. The tall woman was soaked, her clit swollen and sensitive, and when Claire circled it Simone's breath hitched.

"Fuck—yes—like that—"

They worked each other slowly, learning, mapping responses. Across the room, Yuki and Rebecca were doing the same, their soft sounds mixing with Claire and Simone's breathing.

"Don't come yet," Ethan commanded. "I want you right on the edge for twenty minutes. Learn what sustained arousal feels like in your partner."

Twenty minutes of torture. Claire kept Simone hovering right on the edge of orgasm while the tall woman did the same to her, both of them gasping, whimpering, desperately holding back. The electromagnetic pulses amplified everything, turning simple touch into overwhelming sensation.

"Now," Ethan finally said. "All of you. Come together."

They exploded simultaneously, four women across two pairs, and Claire felt Simone's cunt pulse around her fingers while her own orgasm ripped through her. The release after twenty minutes of sustained arousal was devastating, and she heard herself screaming alongside the others.

When it faded, Simone was shaking, tears streaming down her face. Claire pulled her close instinctively, and they held each other through the aftershocks, both understanding that this was intimacy born from shared surrender.

"Good work," Ethan said, satisfaction evident in his voice. "You're learning. Tomorrow, Claire gets me solo. I want the rest of you to know that your role is support. She'll need it afterward."

The words sent a thrill of nervousness through Claire. Afterward. Like Friday's eight-hour session was going to fundamentally change her.

Maybe it would.



Friday arrived with agonizing slowness. Claire spent the morning pacing, the afternoon trying unsuccessfully to read, and by 5:30 PM she was climbing the walls with anticipation. She showered, shaved everywhere, put on the simplest dress she owned—black, easy to remove—and at 5:55 PM stood outside Ethan's bedroom door with her heart jackhammering.

She knocked at exactly 6:00 PM.

"Come in."

The bedroom smelled like sandalwood and something darker—leather, maybe, or the ozone scent of electromagnetic equipment already warming up. Ethan stood by the window, backlit by the sunset over the bay, wearing only black lounge pants. His chest was defined, scattered with dark hair silvering at his sternum, and when he turned to face her fully, his eyes were already dark with hunger.

"Claire. Right on time." He approached slowly, predatory. "Are you ready?"

"I think so."

"You think so, or you know so?"

"I don't know what eight hours of this entails. How can I be ready for something I can't imagine?"

His smile was sharp. "Smart answer. Strip. Everything off."

She unbuttoned the dress with shaking hands, let it fall. She'd worn nothing underneath, and standing naked in the golden light filtering through the windows made her feel exposed, vulnerable, perfect.

Ethan circled her slowly, assessing. "Beautiful. Terrified, but beautiful. Do you trust me, Claire?"

"Yes."

"Even knowing I'm going to push you beyond anything you've experienced? That you'll beg me to stop, and I'll keep going? That by the end you'll be a sobbing mess who can't remember her own name?"

Her breathing quickened. "Yes."

"Then lie down on the bed. Arms above your head."

She obeyed, climbing onto the charcoal sheets, stretching her arms toward the headboard. Ethan followed, producing soft restraints from the nightstand—medical-grade, padded, designed for exactly this.

He secured her wrists to the headboard, then her ankles to the footboard, spreading her wide. The vulnerability was overwhelming, her whole body exposed and immobilized. The room smelled like cedar and her own nervous arousal.

"The restraints are necessary," Ethan explained, attaching electrodes with practiced efficiency. "Eight hours is long enough that you'll try to pull away from the stimulation reflexively. This ensures you can't."

Temples. Lower back. Nipples. Inner thighs. Abdomen. Labia. He placed them all with clinical precision, and Claire felt the adhesive cool against her flushed skin. When he finished, she was completely wired, vulnerable, his.

"We'll work in cycles," Ethan said, settling into a chair beside the bed where he could watch her. "Forty-five minutes of electromagnetic stimulation bringing you to orgasm, then fifteen minutes rest. Repeat for eight hours. I'll vary the frequencies, the intensities, the combinations. By the end, your neural pathways will be so deeply conditioned that you'll come just from hearing my voice."

"I already do that," Claire whispered.

"Not like this. Not reliably. Not every single time." His hand settled on her thigh, possessive. "When we're done tonight, I'll be able to make you orgasm with three words. No touch. No equipment. Just my voice and your perfectly trained brain."

The promise was terrifying and arousing in equal measure. "Okay."

"Last chance to back out."

"I'm not backing out."

"Good girl." He moved to the control panel—more sophisticated equipment than the treatment room downstairs, with multiple screens showing biometric readouts she couldn't decipher. "Then let's begin."

The electromagnetic pulses started low, gentle warmth spreading from the electrodes. Claire felt her body respond immediately, nipples hardening, wetness gathering between her legs, that familiar ache building.

"This first cycle, I'm going to let you come relatively quickly," Ethan said, his voice dropping into that clinical register. "Just to establish baseline. Later cycles will be much longer."

The pulses intensified, finding the frequency that made her crazy. She felt it everywhere—temples, spine, nipples, labia—overlapping sensations that created full-body arousal. Her hips shifted against the restraints, seeking friction that didn't exist.

"Ah—"

"Tell me what you feel."

"Warm. Tingling. Like—like being touched everywhere at once."

"Good. I'm increasing intensity."

The pulses strengthened, and Claire felt her first orgasm building fast. The stimulation on her labia was focused, precise, creating the sensation of being licked and sucked simultaneously. Her breathing quickened, her thighs trembling against the restraints.

"Close," she gasped.

"Come whenever you're ready. This first one is yours."

She came within seconds, her back arching off the bed, a cry torn from her throat. The orgasm rolled through her in waves, amplified by the electromagnetic pulses, and when it faded she was gasping.

"That's one," Ethan said calmly, making notes on his tablet. "Twelve minutes to first orgasm. Good baseline. Now I'm going to push you faster."

The pulses never stopped. Before she'd fully recovered from the first orgasm, he was already building her toward the second. This time he added manual stimulation—his gloved hand between her legs, fingers pressing inside her while the electromagnetic pulses continued their work.

"Fuck—I can't—it's too soon—"

"Yes you can. Your body is designed for multiple orgasms. I'm just training it to produce them on command."

His fingers curled, finding that spot inside her, and the combination of touch and pulses was overwhelming. She came again—harder, faster—her cunt clenching around his fingers, gushing wetness onto his hand.

"Two. Nine minutes between orgasms." He withdrew his fingers, stripped off the glove. "I'm going to aim for eight minutes by cycle three."

He brought her to four orgasms in the first forty-five-minute cycle, each one faster than the last, until she was sobbing from overstimulation. When the pulses finally stopped, the fifteen-minute rest felt like mercy.

Ethan gave her water, wiped the sweat from her face with a cool cloth, and let her catch her breath. But the restraints stayed on. She remained spread wide, vulnerable, his.

"How do you feel?" he asked.

"Overwhelmed."

"Good. That's the point." He checked the biometric readouts, seemed satisfied. "Cycle two will introduce delayed gratification. I'm going to bring you right to the edge repeatedly without letting you come. When I finally give permission, the orgasm will be much more intense."

The second cycle was torture. Ethan would build her close—so close she could feel the orgasm cresting—then dial back the pulses, leaving her hanging. Over and over, forty-five minutes of sustained arousal without release, until she was crying, begging, completely mindless.

"Please—Ethan—please let me come—I'll do anything—"

"I know you will. That's the point. You're learning that pleasure comes from obedience. That I control when and how you experience release." His hand stroked her inner thigh, not quite touching where she needed. "Beg prettier."

"Please—I need it—I need you—please—"

"Better. Come now, Claire."

She exploded so violently the restraints creaked, her whole body convulsing. The orgasm after forty-five minutes of denial was transcendent, endless, devastating. She felt herself splinter, consciousness scattering, and Ethan's voice brought her back.

"Good girl. So perfect when you break."

The fifteen-minute rest wasn't enough. Her body was already oversensitive, every nerve ending raw. But Ethan was relentless, starting cycle three right on schedule.

This time he introduced new frequencies—pulses that felt like penetration, like being fucked by invisible force. Claire's mind couldn't distinguish simulation from reality, and she came screaming, feeling phantom thrusts deep inside her.

By cycle four, she'd lost count of orgasms. They all blurred together—some sharp and quick, others slow and rolling. Ethan documented everything, adjusting frequencies, trying new combinations, mapping her responses with scientific precision.

"You're doing beautifully," he murmured during one rest period, his hand gentle on her face. "Halfway done. How do you feel?"

"I don't—I can't think—"

"Good. That's ego dissolution. Your conscious mind is shutting down, letting your body take over. This is where the deep conditioning happens."

Cycle five was the worst. Ethan set the pulses to a frequency that brought her right to the edge but wouldn't let her tip over. Sustained arousal for the full forty-five minutes, her body desperate, straining, begging for release that never came. She was crying, incoherent, reduced to animal sounds.

"Please—god—fuck—Ethan—please—"

"Not yet. I want you here. Completely desperate. So conditioned to need my permission that your body won't let you come without it."

It worked. By the end of cycle five, her body had learned to wait. Learned that orgasm only happened when he commanded it. The knowledge settled into her neural pathways, permanent and unshakeable.

Cycle six, he finally gave permission, and she came so hard she blacked out momentarily. When consciousness returned, Ethan was removing the electrode on her labia, replacing it with his mouth.

"AH—FUCK—"

His tongue was warm and wet and perfect, circling her clit with precise pressure while the remaining electrodes continued their work. She came against his mouth, then again when he added fingers inside her, then again when he growled against her that she was perfect, his, exactly what he'd built.

By cycle seven, she was floating. Dissociated and distant, wrapped in endorphins and submission. Ethan brought her down gently, his voice an anchor.

"Last cycle, Claire. You're going to give me one more. Just one, but it's going to be the biggest yet. Everything we've built tonight, all coming together in one release."

He adjusted the frequencies, layering them, creating complex overlapping patterns. The sensation was unlike anything before—every electrode firing in precise synchronization, building something huge in her core.

"This is what complete conditioning feels like," Ethan said, his hand on her stomach, feeling her muscles clench. "Your body is mine now. Every pathway wired to respond to my command. You'll never be free of this, Claire. Never be able to come for anyone else. I've made you mine permanently."

The words should have terrified her. Instead they pushed her higher, the surrender complete.

"Come," he commanded. "Give me everything."

She shattered.

The final orgasm was something beyond pleasure—transcendent, religious, the kind of release that felt like dying and being reborn. She felt every nerve ending fire at once, felt her consciousness fragment and scatter, felt herself dissolve into pure sensation.

When she came back, the restraints were off. The electrodes were gone. Ethan was holding her, his arms a cage of safety, his voice low and soothing.

"You're okay. I've got you. You're safe. You did perfectly."

She couldn't speak. Could barely process where she was. Her body felt like it belonged to someone else, wrung out and hollowed.

"How many?" she finally managed.

"Thirty-seven. Thirty-seven orgasms in eight hours. That's a new record."

Thirty-seven. Jesus Christ.

"Can you tell me your name?" Ethan asked gently.

She had to think about it. The answer felt distant, unimportant. "Claire."

"Good. What day is it?"

"Friday."

"Where are you?"

"Your room. Your house. With you."

"Perfect. Your conscious mind is intact. The dissociation is just temporary." He pressed a kiss to her forehead. "I'm going to take care of you now. Just relax."

He carried her to the bathroom—when had she become light enough to carry?—and settled her in the massive tub. The water was already drawn, lavender-scented and perfectly hot, and she sank into it with a sob of relief.

Ethan washed her gently, his hands clinical but tender. Cleaned between her legs where she was swollen and oversensitive. Shampooed her hair. When he lifted her out and wrapped her in a towel, she was half-asleep, boneless.

He carried her back to bed and settled her against the pillows, pulling the charcoal sheets up to her chin. The room smelled like sandalwood and sex and something deeper—ownership, maybe. Belonging.

"Sleep now," Ethan murmured. "I'll be right here."

"What did you do to me?" Claire whispered.

"I completed your conditioning. Your neural pathways are permanently wired to respond to me now. To my voice, my touch, my commands. You're mine, Claire. Completely and irrevocably mine."

She should have been terrified. Instead, she felt peace settle over her like a blanket.

"Yours," she echoed, and fell asleep to the sound of his breathing beside her.



Claire woke to sunlight and the smell of coffee. Good coffee, expensive dark roast, and when she opened her eyes she found Ethan sitting beside the bed with a mug, watching her.

"How do you feel?" he asked.

She took inventory. Sore everywhere—thighs, stomach, even her face muscles from crying. Exhausted. But underneath the physical discomfort was something else. Contentment. Belonging. Peace.

"Different," she said.

"Different how?"

"Like I finally understand what I am to you. What I've become."

"And what have you become?"

Claire sat up slowly, accepting the coffee he offered. It tasted like cedar and dark chocolate and home. "Yours. Not just my body—that was already yours weeks ago. But my whole self. You've rewritten every pathway, every response, every part of me that used to be independent. I can't separate who I was before from who you've made me. And I don't want to."

Ethan's eyes searched her face. "You're not upset about that?"

"No. I think I've been looking for this my whole life. Someone to make the decisions for me. Someone to take control so completely I don't have to think about who I am or what I want. You've given me that." She met his eyes. "You've given me purpose. Even if that purpose is just being yours."

He set down his coffee and pulled her against his chest, his arms tight around her. She's further gone than even I expected, he thought. Three weeks and she's completely rewired. Perfect.

"The others are waiting downstairs," he said against her hair. "They want to make sure you survived your first solo session. But first, I want to test something."

"Test what?"

He released her and settled back in his chair, his expression clinical. "Last night I told you that by the end, I'd be able to make you orgasm with just three words. No touch. No equipment. Just my voice and your conditioning. Let's see if that's true."

Claire's breath caught. "Now?"

"Right now. Spread your legs."

She obeyed automatically, letting her thighs fall open under the sheets. She was already wet—her body responding to his presence, his voice, the memory of thirty-seven orgasms that had rewritten her neural pathways permanently.

Ethan's eyes tracked to the movement, watching her expose herself, and she saw his jaw tighten. But he didn't touch her. Didn't move. Just sat in his chair and met her eyes with that winter-ocean gaze.

"Come for me," he said.

And she did.

The orgasm hit without warning, without buildup, just pure neural response to his command. Her back arched, her hands twisted in the sheets, and she came hard—cunt clenching around nothing, clit pulsing, waves of pleasure radiating from her core. She heard herself cry out—"ah—fuck—yes—"—and felt wetness leak between her thighs.

When it faded, she was gasping, shocked, perfect.

Ethan's smile was pure possession. "Perfect. You're completely conditioned now. I can make you orgasm on command, anywhere, anytime. No touch required."

The knowledge should have been terrifying. Instead, Claire felt something like pride. She'd achieved what he wanted. Become exactly what he'd set out to create.

"Get dressed," Ethan said, standing. "The others are making breakfast. Group debrief on your first solo session."



Downstairs, the kitchen smelled like bacon and fresh bread and coffee. The three women looked up when Claire entered, and she saw concern, curiosity, and knowing sympathy in their expressions.

"Thirty-seven," Yuki said softly. "He told us. That's... that's a lot."

"I don't remember most of them," Claire admitted, accepting the plate Rebecca handed her. Scrambled eggs, bacon, toast with butter and jam. Normal breakfast after an abnormal night. "It's all kind of a blur."

"That's the dissociation," Simone said. "Happens when he pushes you past conscious thought. Your ego shuts down, lets your body take over. It's intense."

They ate together at the kitchen table, sunlight streaming through the windows, and talked about Claire's session with clinical detachment that gradually warmed into shared understanding. They'd all been through this. All experienced Ethan pushing them beyond limits they thought they had. All emerged on the other side changed.

"Did he do the three-word test?" Rebecca asked.

"Yes. It worked."

A collective intake of breath. Yuki looked impressed, Simone analytical, Rebecca warm with sympathy.

"He's never gotten it to work that fast before," Yuki said. "It took me six months of conditioning before I could come on command without touch. You did it in three weeks."

"Is that good?" Claire wasn't sure she wanted the answer.

"It means you're extraordinarily responsive. More malleable than the rest of us. Or—" Simone paused, choosing words carefully. "—or it means you wanted this so desperately that your brain was already primed for conditioning. Either way, you're his perfect subject."

His perfect subject. The phrase should have felt clinical, objectifying. Instead, Claire felt warmth bloom in her chest. Pride at being what he wanted.

"What happens now?" she asked.

"Now you settle in," Rebecca said. "Learn the routines. Group sessions Monday and Thursday. Solo nights on rotation—you've got Fridays, I've got Tuesdays, Yuki Wednesdays, Simone Saturdays. The rest of the time, we're family. Weird, unconventional, probably deeply dysfunctional family, but family."

"And our job?" Claire asked. "The research assistant thing?"

"Mostly documenting our own responses," Simone explained. "Journaling about arousal patterns, rating intensities, tracking how long we can go without sessions before we get desperate. Ethan uses the data to refine his protocols. Plus we help with his academic papers—research assistance is actually research assistance."

"And in exchange, we get room and board and $150k a year and unlimited access to the man who's systematically rewired our brains to only respond to him," Rebecca added with dark humor. "Not a bad deal, all things considered."

Ethan appeared in the kitchen doorway, fully dressed now in jeans and a black t-shirt, his hair still damp from the shower. All four women oriented toward him automatically, like flowers tracking the sun.

"Claire survived," he said with satisfaction. "I'm proud of you. How do you feel this morning?"

"Sore. But good."

"Sore is expected. You'll need a few days to recover fully. No sexual activity until Monday's group session." His eyes swept over all of them. "I want to add a fifth patient to our study. There's a woman who reached out about Neural Reset Therapy—similar profile to all of you. History of trauma, sexual dysfunction, desperate for help. I'm thinking of accepting her case."

Claire felt a spike of jealousy, sharp and immediate. A fifth. He wants a fifth woman.

But looking around the table, she saw the same possessive hunger in the other women's faces. They all wanted to be his only one. They all had to settle for being part of his collection.

"What do we think?" Ethan asked, reading the room. "Five feels like a sustainable number. I can handle five solo nights a week, plus two group sessions. But I want your input."

"Will she live here?" Yuki asked, her voice tight.

"Eventually, yes. If treatment is successful."

Simone was the first to relent. "If she needs help like we did, we shouldn't stand in the way. Just because we're territorial doesn't mean she should suffer."

Rebecca nodded slowly. "Agreed. Though I reserve the right to be petty and jealous when she gets her first solo night."

Yuki bit her lip, clearly struggling. "Fine. But I want it noted that I'm not happy about sharing you further."

They all looked at Claire. The newest. The most recently conditioned.

"If you think she needs this," Claire said carefully, "then yes. But—" She met Ethan's eyes. "I want to be there when you first bring her in. I want to see what we all looked like at the beginning."

Ethan smiled, pleased. "Deal. Her first session is next Thursday. You can all observe from the monitoring room. See how far you've come."



The following Thursday, Claire stood in the monitoring room beside the other three women, watching through one-way glass as a new patient walked into Ethan's office. Her name was Amara—tall and striking, with dark skin and natural hair in tight coils, wearing professional clothes that couldn't quite hide her nervous energy.

"She's beautiful," Yuki murmured, and Claire heard the jealousy underneath.

"She looks terrified," Rebecca observed.

Through the glass, they watched Ethan greet her with that clinical warmth he'd perfected. Watched him explain the treatment, the consent forms, the experimental nature of Neural Reset Therapy. Watched Amara's hands shake as she signed the paperwork, desperate and hopeful and having no idea what she was agreeing to.

"That was us," Simone said quietly. "Four months ago, two years ago, three weeks ago. All of us sat in that chair and signed those forms thinking we were just getting treatment for sexual dysfunction."

"Were we wrong?" Claire asked.

The other women were silent for a long moment.

"No," Rebecca finally said. "We got treatment. It worked. We just didn't realize the side effects would be permanent."

They watched Ethan guide Amara to the treatment room. Watched him place the electrodes with clinical efficiency. Watched the woman's body respond to the first electromagnetic pulses, her breathing quickening, her thighs shifting.

And they watched Ethan's face—the satisfaction there, the hunger barely controlled, the possessive gleam when Amara came for the first time just from his voice and the pulses.

"He's doing it again," Yuki whispered. "Building another one of us."

"Should we stop him?" Claire asked, though she already knew the answer.

"No," Simone said. "Because we all needed this. And so does she. We just have to accept that we're part of a collection now. That he's never going to be satisfied with just one."

They stood together in the monitoring room, watching Ethan systematically condition a new patient, and Claire felt the weight of understanding settle over her.

This was her life now. Not temporary. Not experimental. Permanent.

She was one of Ethan's collected women—neural pathways rewritten, sexual responses conditioned, completely and irrevocably his. And she'd share him with however many others he decided to bring into the fold, all of them bound together by their dependence on his voice, his equipment, his permission to feel pleasure.

It should have been devastating.

Instead, watching Amara come apart for the first time in Ethan's chair, Claire felt only acceptance.

This was who she was now. Who she'd always been meant to be. The broken architect who'd walked into a neurologist's office seeking treatment and emerged transformed into something new.

His. Permanently, completely, perfectly his.

And she wouldn't have it any other way.



That night, after Amara had left with shaking legs and the stunned expression of someone whose reality had just shifted, the five of them—Ethan and his four collected women—gathered in the living room. The city lights glittered through the windows, fog rolling in from the bay, wrapping the Victorian townhouse in soft obscurity.

Ethan sat in his usual chair, and the four women arranged themselves around him—Yuki at his feet, Rebecca against his left side, Simone against his right, Claire on the couch across from him, close enough to touch.

"She'll be back Monday," Ethan said. "Three times this week, then twice next week. By week three, she'll be ready for her first group session."

"And then she moves in?" Claire asked.

"If she wants to. If the conditioning takes." His eyes swept over all of them. "Not everyone responds like you four did. Some patients complete treatment and move on. Find normal partners, live normal lives."

"Do you want that?" Simone asked. "For us to move on eventually?"

Ethan was quiet for a long moment. No, he thought. I want you here, collected, mine forever. But I can't say that. Can't admit how much I need this arrangement.

"I want you to be happy," he said instead. "If that means staying here with me, good. If it means leaving eventually, I'll support that."

They all heard the lie underneath. Heard what he wasn't saying.

He needs us as much as we need him, Claire realized. Maybe more.

"We're not leaving," Yuki said softly. "None of us. You know that."

"You can't know that. People change. Circumstances change."

"Our neural pathways don't change," Rebecca countered. "You made sure of that. We're bonded to you permanently. Literally, neurologically bonded. Where would we go?"

Ethan's jaw tightened. He knew she was right. He'd built this—a collection of women who couldn't function without him, who'd given up careers and independence and autonomy to live in his house and participate in his research.

It should have felt like exploitation.

Instead, it felt like family.

"Stay or go," he said finally. "Either way, you're always welcome here. This is your home as much as mine."

Claire stood and crossed to his chair, settling on the armrest. His arm came around her waist automatically, possessive. The other women shifted closer, creating a tight circle, all of them orbiting around him.

"We're not going anywhere," Claire said with certainty. "You built us. Now you're stuck with us."

Ethan pulled her into his lap, his hand cradling her face, and kissed her—deep and claiming. When he released her, he did the same to each of the others in turn. Marking them. Claiming them. Reinforcing the bonds he'd built.

"Then let's make this official," he said. "Not marriage, not traditional relationship. But a commitment. All of us. I'll provide for you, protect you, give you everything you need. And in exchange, you're mine. Exclusively mine."

"We already are," Simone pointed out.

"I know. But I want you to choose it consciously. Not just because I've conditioned you, but because you want this life."

The room was quiet for a long moment. Then, one by one, they agreed.

Yuki first: "I'm yours."

Rebecca: "I choose this. I choose you."

Simone: "Fuck it. I'm in."

Claire looked at Ethan—at the man who'd systematically rewritten her neural pathways, who'd taken her from numb dysfunction to complete surrender, who'd built this strange family of collected women.

"I'm yours," she said. "Completely and permanently yours."

And she meant it.

Not because the conditioning forced her. Not because she had no other choice. But because for the first time in eighteen months—maybe in her whole life—she felt like she belonged somewhere.

Here. With him. With them.

In this unconventional household where pleasure came from obedience and surrender was celebrated and four women shared one man because they were all too broken to exist anywhere else.

It was insane.

It was dysfunctional.

It was perfect.

And as the fog settled over Pacific Heights and the city lights blurred into soft focus, Claire Reese—former architect, current research subject, permanently collected woman—closed her eyes and felt peace wash over her.

She was home.

Finally, irrevocably, perfectly home.
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