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The Fertility Games

It starts with a single, stolen bottle of pills. A good deed of misguided kindness. It ends with a breeding program for the ageing elite.

Billionaire Grant Whitmore wants to live forever. Of course, he does.

But he needs somewhere to test his experimental drugs. Welcome to the Green Acres Senior Care Home.

When hot young nurse Carolina sets out to steal a new arthritis drug for three old Black men, she makes a mistake. She takes a miracle virility drug instead.

The results are bigger, harder, and more overwhelming than she could ever have imagined them to be ... and once it begins, there’s no going back.

Pinned in closets and bent over beds, she becomes the old men's free-use toy.

And that's only the start.

Because when Whitmore discovers the theft of his drug, he comes to investigate, personally.

From her secret shame in the nursing home to a secret clinic on a billionaire's private island, Carolina's life is no longer her own.

Series Themes include:

	Interracial Power Dynamics: White female submission to dominant Black men
	Age Gap: Older Men / Younger Woman
	Billionaire Domination
	Free Use
	Nurse Patient Fantasy
	Medical Clinical Fetish
	Breeding Impregnation Fantasy
	Humiliation, degradation, and psychological surrender
	No return to “normal”. Not ever


The Fertility Games is a continuation of stories in the First Time Blacked series, beginning with Nurse and Triage. You should probably read them first.


The New Girl

Gabriela’s career ended with a snap. The grind of bone on bone.

A lifetime of applause silenced by broken knees.

But on Miracle Island, a billionaire has the cure.

A treatment that can knit her shredded cartilage and take her pain away.

Miracles aren't free.

The New Girl (8,500 words) is the sixth volume of The Fertility Games. Grant Whitmore's clinic is beginning to ramp up, and his staff—Head Nurse Carolina, Trainer Jessica, and fearsome Dr Albrecht—are running a tight ship. Enter Gabriela. A broken dancer determined to trade her pain for pleasure, her dignity for dreams.

Expect cold and dark medical fetishism, the discipline of anal training, size-difference domination, and the complete corruption of a pristine ballerina. This is your front-row seat to the greatest performance of Gabriela's life.

Molly Pike

January 2026


The New Girl

The transport van hit a bump, and a sharp, familiar jolt of pain shot through my left knee. I winced, my hand instinctively going to the joint, massaging the fluid-filled swelling through my jeans.

Twenty-six years old. And my body was a wreck. Stress fractures in both tibias. Cartilage worn down to nothing. A career that had ended not with a standing ovation, but with a silent, agonizing pop in a rehearsal studio.

I looked at the woman sitting across from me. Dr. Priya Singh. Older than me. An early thirty-something. Insisting on her professional title. She was adjusting the cuffs of her tasteful silk blouse, checking her reflection in the darkened window. She looked... polished. Confident.

"You're nervous," she stated, not looking at me. It wasn't a question.

"A little," I admitted.

"Don't be," she said, waving a manicured hand. "It's a state-of-the-art facility. Dr. Albrecht is a pioneer in regenerative endocrinology. Controversial, yes, but brilliant."

She leaned forward, her voice dropping to a conspiratorial whisper.

"Look, we both know why we're here. The clients. The... arrangements. It's perfectly natural. Men of that stature have needs. And they appreciate quality."

She smoothed her skirt.

"You're here because you're beautiful," she said, offering me a tight, condescending smile. "We both are. But my medical background gives me a unique position. I’m sure I'll be consulting on the treatments as well as... participating. A sort of senior liaison."

She sat back, satisfied with her own importance.

"So don't worry, Gabriela. If you have any trouble, you come to me. I'll make sure the staff treats you properly."

I nodded, saying nothing. I touched the contract in my bag. Private Patronage Agreement. Mr. Volkov. An oligarch. A collector.

I knew what I was selling. I wasn't deluding myself that I was a consultant. I was a broken dancer in desperate need of new legs, and I was willing to trade the rest of my body to get them.

The van slowed. We passed through a heavy security gate.

"Here we go," Priya said, checking her watch. "I have a meeting scheduled with Albrecht at 1400. I hope they have my quarters ready for me."

The van stopped. The door slid open. Dr Priya’s jaw dropped.

We weren't at some grand entrance to a luxurious resort. This was a loading dock. Concrete. Steam. The smell of ozone.

A security guard in gray fatigues stood there.

"Out," he barked. "Leave the bags."

I stepped out, wincing as my feet hit the concrete. Priya followed, looking around with a frown.

"Excuse me," she said to the guard. "There must be a mistake. I'm Dr. Singh. I'm to be taken to the administrative wing."

The guard didn't even look at her. He checked a list.

"Singh. Intake 4. Cassidy is waiting for you in Decontamination."

" Cassidy?" Priya bristled. "I don't know a Cassidy. I need Dr. Albrecht."

"You'll see Albrecht when you're prepped," the guard said. He pointed to a metal door. "one at a time. IDs out."

"This is ridiculous," Priya huffed. She marched up to the guard. "I am a medical professional. I am not some... recruit. I demand to speak to the director."

The guard looked at her. Really looked at her. His eyes were flat, bored.

"You're livestock, doc," he said. "Just like the ballerina. Now get your ID out."

Priya froze. Her mouth opened, then closed. The color drained from her face.

I looked at her. The confidence was cracking. The reality of Miracle Island was seeping in.

I stepped forward. I handed the guard my ID.

"Gabriela Rossi," I said quietly.

"Intake 3," he said. "Move."

I walked through the door. I didn't look back at Priya. I couldn't help her. I had to save my legs.

I walked into the Decontamination room. It was white. Blindingly, aggressively white. The air was frigid, raising goosebumps on my arms instantly. It smelled of industrial disinfectants and fear.

"Strip," a voice commanded.

I looked up. A woman stood by a row of plastic bins. Cassidy, I supposed. She was older, severe, wearing a lab coat. She held a tablet.

"Clothes in the bin. Jewelry in the tray. You will be issued a gown."

Behind me, Priya burst in, pushed by the guard. She stumbled, her high heels clattering on the tile.

"This is an outrage!" she hissed, straightening her blouse. "I am Dr. Singh. I have credentials. I am not stripping in a hallway!"

The woman didn't blink. "You are Intake 4. If you do not strip, security will do it for you. And they are not gentle."

I saw Priya’s resolve falter. She looked at the door, then at the guard who was leaning against it, arms crossed. She looked at me.

I was already unbuttoning my jeans.

I didn't have time for outrage. I had pain. My knees throbbed in the cold air. I needed the treatment. I needed Volkov, his patronage. If the price was getting naked, I had no problem with that.

I peeled off my jeans, my t-shirt. I unhooked my bra. I stepped out of my panties and stood naked in the center of the room. I was used to changing in crowded dressing rooms, used to costume fittings where strangers pinned fabric to my skin. This was different. This wasn't professional. This wasn’t for art. It was almost penal, I realized.

I folded my clothes neatly and placed them in the bin. I put my small gold crucifix in the tray.

"Good," the woman said, handing me a flimsy paper gown. "Examination Room 3. Dr. Albrecht is waiting for you."

I put on the gown. It offered no warmth. I walked across the room toward the marked doors opposite.

Behind me, I heard the sound of fabric tearing. A shriek of indignation.

"Get your hands off me!" Priya screamed. "I can do it myself!"

I didn't turn around. I focused on my breathing. In through the nose. Out through the mouth. The dancer's discipline. Focus on the core. Ignore the noise.

I opened the door marked Examination Room 3.

The room was brightly lit. Fluorescent lights. A gynecological table. Stainless steel counters. Medical machines.

Dr. Albrecht was washing her hands at the sink. She turned as I entered. She was imposing. Gray hair, sharp eyes, a face that didn't know how to smile.

"Gabriela Rossi," she said, glancing at a file. "Principal Dancer. Retired due to injury."

"Yes," I said.

"Sit on the table."

I climbed up. The paper crinkled.

She walked over to me. She didn't look at my face. She looked at my legs.

"Extend your left leg," she ordered.

I did. It trembled slightly.

She placed her hands on my knee. Her touch was cold, firm. She prodded the swelling. She manipulated the joint.

I bit my lip to keep from crying out. The pain was a sharp, hot knife.

"Cartilage is gone," she murmured. "Bone on bone. Patellar tracking is shot. You're a mess."

She looked up at me then.

"Mr. Volkov likes them flexible," she said. "Can you still spread them and bend from the waist?"

The question was a slap.

"Yes," I whispered.

"Good. Because those are the only parts of you he's interested in right now."

She walked to her tray and picked up a syringe. It was filled with a clear, viscous liquid.

"This is the start," she said. "Regenerative compound. Intra-articular injection. It will hurt."

She didn't wait for permission. She drove the needle into the side of my knee.

The pain was blinding. I grasped the edges of the table, my knuckles turning white. I forced myself not to scream. Pain is just information, my old ballet mistress used to say. Pain is weakness leaving the body.

"Now the other one," Albrecht said.

She injected the right knee.

When she was done, I was sweating, my breath coming in shallow gasps.

"The pain will subside in an hour," she said, disposing of the syringe. "The healing begins immediately. You'll be dancing by tomorrow." She paused and gave me the thinnest smile I had ever seen. “Well, walking without pain. Not too much pain.”

I nodded, grateful for even that small mercy. The fire in my knees was already dulling to a heavy throb.

"Lie back," Albrecht commanded. "Open the gown. Completely."

I lay back on the crinkling paper. I untied the flimsy string at my neck and let the gown fall open. I was naked under the bright fluorescent lights. I felt like a specimen pinned to a board.

Albrecht pulled on a fresh pair of gloves. She started at the top. She gripped my chin, turning my head side to side. She picked up an otoscope and peered into my ears. The cold plastic cone invaded my canal.

"Hearing intact," she muttered.

She checked my nose, pushing my head back, shining a light up my nostrils. It was invasive, absurd. I felt like a horse being vetted.

"Open your mouth."

I opened. She used a tongue depressor, pressing down hard on my tongue. She checked my throat, my tonsils. Then she tapped my teeth with a metal probe. Clink. Clink. Clink.

"Enamel is good. No cavities. Gums healthy." She pulled my lips back with her gloved fingers, inspecting my bite. "Mr. Volkov is particular about oral hygiene. He doesn't like decay."

The implication hung in the air.

She moved down. She palpated my neck, checking my lymph nodes. She pressed a cold stethoscope to my chest.

"Deep breath."

I breathed.

"Again."

She moved the stethoscope over my breasts. She didn't just listen; she touched. Her fingers prodded the tissue, checking for lumps, checking for firmness. She squeezed my nipple, hard.

I gasped.

"Sensitivity is normal," she noted. “Tiny tits, though. Good thing Mr Volkov has other interests.”

She didn't move on.

She kept her hand on my breast. Her fingers, which had been pressing deep for tumors, suddenly lightened. They grazed the underside of my breast, a feather-light touch that sent a shiver racing across my skin.

She studied my face.

"Or perhaps... heightened sensitivity?" she murmured to herself.

She circled my areola with the tip of her gloved finger. Teasing. Tantalizing. She brushed her thumb over my nipple, barely making contact. My nipple hardened instantly, betraying me, rising to meet her touch.

I held my breath.

She smiled, a thin, cold expression.

"Interesting," she said. "The tissue responds almost instantly to minimal stimulus."

She pinched. Not hard, but sharp. A stinging twist.

I gasped.

Then she soothed it, rubbing the soreness away with her palm, only to pinch again, harder this time. It was a game. Pain and relief. Cruelty and care.

She used both hands now. She kneaded my small breasts, squeezing them, pulling at them. She rolled my nipples between her fingers, stretching them out.

I felt a flush heat my chest. My breathing grew shallow. The clinical setting, the cold air, the woman in the lab coat tormenting my breasts... it was confusing my wiring. A sick, treacherous warmth began to pool in my belly.

I bit my lip, trying to suppress a moan.

She leaned in close.

"You like that, Gabriela?" she whispered, her voice losing its clinical detachment for a split second. "Does it make you feel... alive?"

She tweaked my nipples one last time, a sharp, twisting pull that made my back arch off the table. I was right on the edge of... something. A breakdown. A surrender.

Then, she stopped.

She pulled her hands away abruptly. The loss of contact was a physical shock.

"Assessment complete," she said, her voice snapping back to crisp professionalism. "Breast tissue is healthy. Highly responsive to tactile manipulation."

She moved to my abdomen, pressing deep, as if the last two minutes hadn't happened. As if she hadn't just played me like an instrument.

I lay there, chest heaving, nipples aching and hard, feeling more violated by her game than I would have by a slap.

She moved to my abdomen. She pressed deep, checking my liver, my spleen, whatever. Like she was taking inventory.

Finally, she moved to the end of the table.

"Feet in the stirrups," she ordered. "Slide down."

I obeyed. I put my heels in the cold metal cups. I slid my hips to the edge. I let my knees fall open.

This was the part I had dreaded. The part where I stopped being a dancer and started being... whatever this was. But after what she had just done to me, after the way my body had responded to her... the dread was mixed with something darker.

Expectation, perhaps.

She adjusted the light. It shone directly between my legs, illuminating everything. I felt heat rising in my cheeks again.

"Let's see the rest of the equipment," she said.

She sat on her stool and rolled closer until her face was level with my spread thighs. Looking down, I could see the fine lines around her eyes, the stark white of her coat against the clinical backdrop.

She reached out with gloved hands and grabbed my thighs, forcing them wider, exposing me completely to the harsh light.

"You're a dancer," she observed, her voice devoid of admiration. "Tight muscles. Pelvic floor is likely overdeveloped. That can be a problem. We need you pliant, Gabriela. Not armored."

She placed her thumbs on my inner thighs and pressed down, hard, stretching me, testing my limits. I winced.

"Relax," she commanded. "Just let go."

She moved her hands inward. She used her fingers to part my labia, spreading the lips wide. She leaned in, inspecting me with a terrifying intensity.

"Clean," she muttered. "Pink. Undamaged." She glanced up at me, a smirk playing on her lips. "Mr. Volkov prefers them... pristine. I imagine he'll enjoy breaking this in."

The words hit me like a punch. Breaking me in.

She picked up a speculum. It was cold steel. She didn't warm it. She inserted it with a deliberate slowness, letting the cold metal slide against my warm, sensitive flesh. I gasped at the cold and the intrusion.

"Does that hurt?" she asked, not sounding concerned.

"A little," I whispered.

"That’s good. Sensation is important."

She cranked it open. Click. Click. Click. I felt myself stretching, opening wider than I thought possible. The pressure was intense, bordering on painful.

She spent a long time looking inside me. She swabbed my cervix, the rough cotton scraping against the delicate tissue. It sent a cramp through my belly.

Then she withdrew the instrument. The relief was short-lived.

"Now," she said, reaching for a bottle of clear gel. "We need to assess responsiveness. And endurance."

She coated two fingers in the gel. She looked me in the eye.

"This part of the exam is critical, Gabriela. I need to know how your body reacts to... sustained stimulation. I need to know if you will respond to Mr. Volkov in the appropriate way."

She pushed her fingers inside me.

It was a shock, again. Cold. Slippery. Deep. She didn't stroke; she probed. She pressed against the walls of my vagina, measuring the tone, searching for trigger points.

"Relax," she commanded again. "You're fighting me. If you fight him, he'll break you."

I tried to breathe. In. Out.

She found a spot. Deep inside. She pressed it.

A jolt of sensation shot through me. My hips bucked.

"There," she said.

She began to move her fingers. A rhythmic, circular motion. It was mechanical. Clinical. But my body... my body betrayed me. The friction created heat. The pressure created a dull, confusing ache.

"You're getting wet," she observed, her voice flat. "Good. That’s promising."

She increased the speed. She used her thumb to press against my clitoris. Not rubbing it, just pressing it down, pinning it against the bone.

The sensation spiked. It was intense, overwhelming. I gasped, my head thrashing on the pillow.

"Don't fight it," she said. "Let it happen. Show me how prettily you come."

She worked me like a mechanic tuning an engine. Like a research scientist, trying to extract a required reaction. And God help me, she was succeeding.

The tension coiled in my belly. The shame was a hot fire. I was being masturbated by a doctor in a cold room, and I was going to come. There was no stopping it.

"Please," I whimpered. "Stop."

"Not yet," she murmured, her eyes fixed on my face, watching my pupils dilate, watching the flush spread across my chest. "You're close. I can feel you clenching."

She pressed harder. She pumped her fingers, mimicking the thrust of a cock.

"Come for me, Gabriela," she whispered. "Show me you're functional."

I broke. My body convulsed, a sharp, jagged climax that brought no relief, only a blinding flash of pure, white light and a desperate, keening cry.

She kept her fingers inside me through the spasms, as if she were measuring the contractions, her face impassive, scientific throughout.

When I finally went limp, she withdrew her hand. "Response time: three minutes," she said, marking the chart. "Volume: high. Intensity: severe."

She looked at me. I was panting, tears leaking from my eyes, my body still trembling from the forced release.

"Your vagina is perfectly functional," she said, her tone dismissing my climax as a mere data point. "However, the intake is not complete. Mr. Volkov has... specific requirements."

She peeled off her soiled gloves and reached for a fresh pair. The snap of the latex was loud in the silent room.

"Roll over," she commanded. "On your stomach. Knees up."

I froze. "What?"

"You heard me. Roll over. I need to assess the anal sphincter tone and elasticity."

My blood ran cold. "No. That's not... I'm a dancer. I don't..."

"You were a dancer," she corrected, her voice sharpening. "Now you’re just a girl. And Mr. Volkov is a thorough man. He likes options. Now, assume the position, Gabriela. Or are you having second thoughts?"

I thought of my knees, finally free of pain. I thought of the alternative—being thrown off the island, broken and useless.

I rolled over and pulled my knees under me, raising my hips. I rested my forehead on my crossed arms. I felt the cool air on my exposed ass. I had never felt so vulnerable. So degraded.

"Spread your cheeks," Albrecht ordered.

I reached back with shaking hands and pulled myself open.

I heard the squelch of lubricant. A lot of it.

"Relax," she said. "This will be uncomfortable at first."

She didn't wait. She pressed a gloved finger against my tight, trembling pucker. She circled it, coating me in cool gel. Then, she pushed.

It was a violation. A sharp, burning intrusion. I gasped, my body tensing, trying to reject her.

"Breathe," she instructed, pushing deeper until her finger was buried to the knuckle. "Don't clamp down. Open for me."

She began to rotate her finger, stretching me. It felt wrong. Unnatural.

"Tight," she noted. "Very tight. Virgin territory?"

"Yes," I whispered into my arm.

"Good. He'll like that. He enjoys breaking seals."

She added a second finger. The stretch became a burn. I whimpered.

"Does that hurt?" she asked, sounding almost bored.

"Yes."

"I told you would."

She pumped her fingers in and out, simulating fucking me. It was horrifying. My body, confused and overwhelmed, began to betray me again. The fullness... the pressure... it was hitting nerves I didn't know I had. A strange, heavy heat began to radiate from somewhere deep inside.

"You're responding," she murmured. "Even here. Interesting."

She withdrew her fingers. The emptiness was almost worse.

"Anal tone is excellent," she said. "Elasticity is sufficient. With proper preparation, you will accommodate him."

She stripped off the gloves.

"Get dressed," she said. "Report to the training office. Jessica Taylor is waiting for you."

She walked out.

I collapsed onto the table, burying my face in the paper sheet. My ass throbbed. My cunt ached. I felt hollowed out, inspected, and approved for use.

I was functional. Front and back.

I sat up and reached for my clothes. I had passed the audition.

Now I had to perform.

**

I walked out of the Medical Wing, my body a map of fresh sensations. My knees throbbed with a dull, chemical heat where Albrecht had injected me. My cunt felt swollen, oversensitized from the exam. My ass ached with a phantom fullness.

I followed the signs to "Training."

The room was a converted dance studio. Mirrors lined one wall. A barre ran along the other. But instead of the smell of rosin and sweat, the air smelled of expensive candles and lemon oil.

Standing in the center of the room, looking at her tablet, was another woman. She was striking. Maybe even beautiful. Olive skin, dark hair pulled back in a severe ponytail that mirrored my own bun. She wore a black tunic and pants, tailored to perfection. She looked like authority.

She looked up as I entered. Her eyes were dark, flat, and terrifyingly calm.

"Gabriela Rossi," she said. Her voice was smooth, cultured. "I'm Jessica. I oversee training and conditioning."

"Conditioning," I repeated, the word tasting strange.

"Yes. You're a dancer. You understand discipline. You understand that the body is a tool."

She walked around me, circling me like a shark. She didn't touch me, but I felt her eyes assessing me.

"Dr. Albrecht says your structure is compromised," she noted. "But repairable. You've had the first dose?"

"Yes."

"Good. Here is the second."

She walked to a small table and picked up an auto-injector. She didn't ask. She simply pressed it against my thigh, right through the fabric of my jeans. Hiss.

"That will accelerate the knitting process. But it won't be painless. Nothing here is painless."

She set the injector down.

"Mr. Volkov," she said, saying the name with a peculiar weight, "is a connoisseur. He loves the ballet. He loves the lines. The fragility."

She stopped in front of me.

"He specifically requested you because you are small. He likes to feel big. He likes to feel... dangerous."

She reached out and touched my shoulder. Her grip was firm.

"He is undergoing his own treatment this week. He won't be ready for you until Friday at the earliest. That gives us five days."

"Five days for what?" I asked.

"Preparation," she said. "Conditioning. You have free rein of the grounds. The beach. The spa. Massage therapy is mandatory twice a day to help the drugs circulate."

It sounded like heaven. It sounded like the retreat I had been promised.

Then she reached under the table and pulled out a small, black velvet bag. It clinked heavily.

"However," she said, holding it out to me. "There is homework."

I took the bag. I opened it. Inside were three silicone shapes. Butt plugs. Ranging from small to... significant.

"He wants the back door, Gabriela," Jessica said, her voice matter-of-fact. "And he doesn't like resistance. You need to be ready to take him. Fully."

She pointed to the smallest plug.

"Start with this one today. Wear it for an hour. Tomorrow, two hours. Work your way up. By Friday, you need to be able to take the large one and walk across this room without wincing."

I stared at the objects. My stomach turned.

"And Gabriela?" Jessica said, leaning in close. "He likes to feel like he's breaking you. Don't let him actually break you. Bend. Use your core. Use your training. Because if you snap... you're useless to him. And useless things don't fare well on this Island."

She stepped back, dismissing me.

"Go to your quarters. Start your prep. Welcome to the company."

**

I clutched the velvet bag to my chest as I walked down the hall to the Staff Quarters.

I pushed open the door to Room 4. It was a dormitory, simple and clean. Four bunks.

Priya was sitting on the bottom bunk.

She was unrecognizable. The polished, confident doctor from the van was gone. In her place was a woman wearing a thin, wrinkled white tunic, her hair messy, her makeup streaked. She was hugging her knees to her chest, staring blankly at the wall.

"Priya?" I whispered.

She looked up. Her eyes were red-rimmed, wild.

"They..." she croaked. Her voice was raw. "They used me."

I set my bag on the empty bunk opposite her. "What happened?"

"Albrecht," she spat the name like a curse. "She didn't just examine me. She... she brought them in. The interns. Five of them."

She shuddered, wrapping her arms tighter around herself.

"She used me as a teaching aid, Gabriela. 'Observe the vaginal atrophy.' 'Note the pelvic floor tone.' She had them touch me. All of them. One by one. While she lectured."

Tears streamed down her face.

"I am a doctor," she sobbed. "I went to Harvard. I saved lives. And she treated me like a cadaver. Like a piece of meat on a slab."

I watched her cry. I should have felt sympathy. I should have been outraged for her.

But all I felt was a cold, distant pity. And something harder. Contempt.

She still didn't get it. She was clinging to a world that didn't exist anymore. Her degree, her status... they were gone the moment she messed up whatever she messed up, the moment she signed that contract.

I thought about my own exam. The pain. The forced climax. Albrecht’s cold hands. It had been humiliating, yes. But I hadn't broken. I had survived it. I had performed.

And now, my knees were throbbing with a healing fire. I had a patron. I had a purpose.

Priya was fighting the current. I was learning to swim in it.

"You have to let it go, Priya," I said quietly.

"Let it go?" she laughed, a hysterical sound. "How can I let it go? They broke me."

"No," I said, standing up. "They processed you. Now you have a job to do. Just like me."

I walked to the bathroom. I needed to insert the first plug. I had homework.

I left Priya weeping on her bunk, a relic of a woman who thought she was too good for her fate.

I knew better. I wasn't too good. I was just good enough to survive.

I locked the bathroom door. It was small, functional. A toilet, a sink, a shower.

I placed the velvet bag on the counter. I opened it and took out the smallest plug. It was pink silicone, tapered, about the size of two fingers. It looked innocent. A toy.

But I knew what it was. And what it meant for me.

I stripped off and stood naked in front of the mirror. My body looked the same—lean, muscular, scarred—but it felt different. Charged.

I applied a generous amount of the lubricant Jessica had provided. I coated the plug, making it slick and shiny.

I turned around, bending over the sink, watching myself in the mirror. I pressed the tip against my asshole, which clenched instinctively, rejecting the intrusion.

Relax, I told myself. Breathe. Just breathe.

And then I pushed in. It slid in easily at first, then the stretch began. A burning, filling sensation. It wasn't pain, exactly. It was fullness. A constant, undeniable pressure that signaled entry. Or maybe surrender.

I pushed it until the flared base rested against me.

I straightened up.

The entire sensation was completely bizarre. I felt... wide. Open. Every time I moved, I could feel the bulk of it inside me.

I looked back over my shoulder at myself in the mirror. I was wearing a butt plug. So that an old Russian oligarch could use me.

I should have felt shame. I should have felt disgusted.

Instead, I felt... focused. This was my rehearsal. This was my barre work.

I put on the white tunic Jessica had given me. It fell to my thighs. I was naked underneath, save for the silicone stopper in my ass.

I walked out of the bathroom. The plug shifted with every step, a secret inner friction. A constant reminder of who I had become.

I walked past Priya, who was still crying. I felt a strange sense of superiority. She was broken by the idea of being used. I was preparing for it.

**

The next day, we were on the beach taking in the sun on plush loungers. The ocean was a strip of impossible turquoise, the sound of the waves a hypnotic rhythm meant to lull you into forgetting where you were.

But I couldn't forget.

Inside me, the pink silicone plug was a constant, stretching presence. It filled me. Every time I shifted my weight, I felt it move against my inner walls. It still wasn't painful, not exactly—I had used plenty of the numbing lube Jessica provided—but it was undeniably there. A secret fullness that made me feel exposed even though I was wearing a bikini bottom.

Next to me, Priya was applying sunscreen with frantic, jerky movements. She was wearing a white one-piece swimsuit that looked too big on her now. She had lost weight in just twenty-four hours. Or maybe she had just shrunk.

"It's just a misunderstanding," she muttered, rubbing lotion onto her arm. "Once I speak to Albrecht, this will all be sorted. I'm a specialist. They can't waste me on... general population."

She looked at me, her eyes pleading for validation. "Right, Gabriela? It doesn't make sense."

I adjusted my sunglasses, staring out at the water. "I don't know, Priya."

"Of course it doesn't," she insisted, her voice rising in pitch. "I’m a fucking doctor, just like her. I am not... I'm not... I am not like you."

The insult hung in the hot air. I didn't react. I just squeezed my glutes slightly, feeling the plug shift. I knew exactly what I was. I was a broken dancer who was trading her ass for a pair of working knees. Priya was the one who didn't know the score. Who still refused to accept what she had come to Miracle Island for.

Before I could say anything, we both heard the crunch of boots on sand.

A shadow fell over us. I looked up. It was the security guard from the loading dock. The one with the dead eyes.

He ignored me completely. He stopped at the foot of Priya's lounger.

"Singh," he said.

Priya sat up, a hopeful smile plastered on her face. "Yes? Is Dr. Albrecht ready to see me?"

"They’re preparing Mr. Volkov for his assessment intake," the guard said. "Ms Brooks has assigned you to work with Ms Taylor."

Priya's smile faltered. " But... I don’t do assessments. I haven't been trained. This isn’t on my schedule."

"This is training," the guard said, reaching out. "Now come on, Singh, please."

"No," Priya whispered, shrinking back. "I'm a doctor. I don't do intakes. That's for the ordinary girls."

The guard grabbed her wrist. He didn't wrench her arm, but his grip was absolute. "You are an ordinary girl. Now move. Otherwise, you’ll have to speak with Carolina Brooks."

He hauled her up. She stumbled, her feet kicking up sand. She looked back at me, her eyes wide with terror. "Gabriela!" she cried. "Tell him! Tell him this is wrong!"

I watched her. Watched the panic on her face. I felt the plug inside me, stretching me open. "You should go with him, Priya," I said quietly. "Don't fight it. You signed the contract."

She stared at me, betrayed. Then the guard pulled, and she was gone, half-dragged up the path toward the facility, her protests fading into the sound of the surf.

I was alone on the beach.

I lay back down and closed my eyes.

Mr. Volkov’s intake. My sponsor was here. And his treatment was about to begin.

I touched my knee. It throbbed with a dull, chemical heat. The drugs were working on me, and Priya was going to the slaughterhouse so I could heal. She was my sponsor’s appetizer today.

I squeezed my eyes shut against the sun and guilt.

I listened to the waves and tried to enjoy the peace.

**

The week blurred into a rhythm of pain and pleasure, of healing and stretching.

Day Two:

I lay on a massage table in the spa. The room smelled of eucalyptus. A woman with strong, silent hands worked oil into my legs. She massaged my muscles and kneaded my joints, working the regenerative compound deep into the damaged tissue.

"Relax," she murmured, digging her thumbs into my calf.

I gritted my teeth. The pain was sharp, electric—the feeling of nerves reconnecting, of cartilage knitting. It hurt, but it was a good pain. A healing pain.

Inside me, the medium plug—blue, slightly thicker—acted as a counterpoint to the pain in my legs. A fullness that made me feel heavy and anchored.

That evening, when Priya returned to the barracks, she walked slowly, wiping her mouth with the back of her hand. Her lips were red, swollen. She didn't speak. She just climbed into her bunk and curled into a ball, facing the wall.

Volkov was waking up.

Day Four:

Jessica came to the gym. I was at the barre, testing a plié. My knees held. No grinding. No sharp stab. Just a dull ache that was fading by the hour.

"Good," Jessica said, her eyes critical. She handed me the velvet bag. "Time to upgrade."

I went to the bathroom. The largest plug was black. Daunting. Thick. And heavy.

I used almost half a bottle of lube. I pushed. I stretched. I gasped as it slid inside, filling me completely. It felt like I was being split open.

I walked out, my gait slightly wide. Jessica nodded.

"Keep it in," she ordered. "He's big, Gabriela, and he’s getting bigger. You need to be ready."

That night, Priya came back limping. There were dark bruises on her hips, fingerprints stamped into her flesh. She looked haunted.

"He's getting stronger," she whispered to the darkness of the room. "He... he threw me around like a doll."

Day Six:

I was on the beach, the large black plug a permanent resident in my ass. I felt... ready. Stretched.

Priya returned late. She looked like a ghost. Her eyes were hollow, her skin pale. She walked gingerly, as if every step was an agony.

She sat on the edge of my bunk. She smelled of sex and musk and fear.

"He didn't stop," she whispered, her voice trembling. "He... he's a monster, Gabriela. He came three times. Three times. And he just kept going."

She looked at me, her eyes wide with a terrifying realization.

"He's not human anymore. Whatever they gave him... it turned him into something else."

I looked at her ravaged face. I felt the plug inside me.

Priya had taken the brunt of the incoming storm. She had absorbed the violence of Volkov’s awakening.

But tomorrow... tomorrow morning, the storm was coming for me.

And I had to be the eye of the hurricane.

I reached out and touched Priya's hand. It was cold.

"Sleep," I said. "It's almost over."

For her, maybe. For me, it was just beginning.

**

The knock on the door was sharp, precise. 0800 hours.

I had been waiting for ten minutes, standing in the center of the room, my hands shaking. I was wearing the black tunic Jessica had given me. Underneath, I was naked, save for the heavy, stretching fullness of the large black plug. It was a constant pressure, a reminder that I was being prepped like a turkey for Thanksgiving.

I opened the door. Jessica stood there, immaculate. She didn't say a word. She just looked at me, her eyes dropping to the faint bulge at the base of my spine.

"Bathroom," she ordered.

I followed her into the small, sterile room. The smell of bleach made my stomach turn.

"Take it out," she said. "He wants you fresh. But open."

I turned my back to her and bent over. The humiliation was a cold wash over my skin. I lifted my tunic. I reached back, my fingers grasping the flared base of the silicone plug. I took a breath and pulled.

It slid out with a wet, sucking sound that echoed in the silence. The relief was immediate—the pressure gone—but it was replaced by a terrifying feeling of emptiness. As I straightened up, I felt cavernous. Wide open. Vulnerable. A tunnel waiting for a fucking train.

Jessica stepped closer. "Bend over again."

I bent at the waist again, this time grabbing the edge of the sink. I felt the cool air hit my gaping asshole.

She inspected me. I could feel her breath on my skin. She was checking me like a mechanic checking an engine. "Good," she murmured. "You're dilated, I guess. No tearing. Yet."

She handed me a wipe. "Clean yourself up. Then let's go."

The walk to the VIP wing felt like a march to the gallows. My ass felt loose, strange, every step a reminder of the space waiting to be filled. But my knees... my knees felt different. The injection this morning had been potent. They felt numb, yes, but also... strong. Capable.

We stopped outside the double oak doors. Jessica scanned her hand.

The doors swung open.

Music spilled out.

It hit me like a physical blow. Tchaikovsky. Swan Lake. Act II. The exact variation I had danced two years ago in Paris. The one where my knee had finally given out.

I stepped inside. The suite was opulent, heavy with Russian antiques and velvet.

And there, standing in the center of the room, was Mr. Volkov.

He wasn't the frail old man I expected. He wasn't a bag of bones in a powered wheelchair.

He was a titan. Tall, broad-shouldered, wearing a bespoke suit that strained across his chest. His hair was white, yes, but thick. His face was lined with age, but his skin was flushed with a vibrant, unnatural health. He radiated power. Chemical, raw, terrifying power.

He turned as we entered. His eyes were blue ice, sharp and predatory.

"Ah," he boomed, his voice deep and resonant, filling the room. "Odette returns."

He walked toward me. He moved with a heavy, powerful grace. No limping. No hesitation.

"Strip," he commanded.

I pulled the tunic over my head. I stood naked in the center of the room, the music swelling around me.

"Dance," he said. "Show me what I bought."

My body reacted before my mind could. I assumed the position. I began to move.

A plié. Deeper than I had gone in years. A relevé. I rose onto my toes, waiting for the stab of pain.

It didn't come.

I extended my leg into an arabesque, high and straight. My muscles held. My joints were silent.

Tears sprang to my eyes. Not of sadness, but of shock. I was dancing. Really dancing. I spun, a pirouette, then another. I was flying. For a moment, just a moment, I forgot where I was. I forgot the plug. I forgot the man. I was just the music and the movement.

Then the music stopped. abruptly.

"Enough," Volkov said.

I froze, landing heavily, my chest heaving.

He walked up to me. He circled me. He reached out a large, heavy hand and ran it down my spine, over my hip, stopping at my ass.

"Perfect," he growled. "Strong. Flexible."

He stepped back. He unbuckled his belt. His trousers dropped.

He wasn't wearing underwear.

His cock sprang free. It was monstrous. Thick, dark red, veined like a map of hell. It stood straight out from his body, throbbing with a vitality that seemed too big for any human man. It was a weapon.

My breath caught in my throat. The plug had been big. This was... impossible.

"Come here," he ordered, pointing to a heavy chair. He sat down, spreading his legs, his erection twitching.

"Sit," he commanded. "Ride me."

The moment of truth.

I walked toward him. My legs, which had just carried me through the air, felt heavy now. I looked at the chair. It was dark leather, wide and sturdy. Volkov sat in it like a king on a throne, his legs spread wide, that monstrous, throbbing cock jutting up from his groin.

It looked angry. The head was swollen, a deep purple mushroom cap glistening with a drop of clear fluid. The shaft was thick as my wrist, corded with veins that pulsed in time with his heartbeat. It was a battering ram.

I stopped in front of him. The smell of him hit me—expensive cologne, leather, and the raw, metallic scent of the drug sweating out of his pores.

"Turn around," he said. "Face away. I want to see your back arch."

I turned. I was facing the room, facing Jessica who stood by the door, her face impassive. I stepped backward until the back of my calves hit the front of the chair.

"Spread your legs," Volkov growled. "Wide."

I obeyed. I spread my feet, my thighs trembling.

He reached out. His hands were hot, heavy. He grabbed my hips, his fingers digging into my flesh. He pulled me down.

I felt the heat of him against my ass. The blunt head of his cock pressed against my sphincter. Even with the week of preparation, even with the dilation, the sheer size of him was terrifying.

"Guide it," he ordered. "Put it in."

I reached back with both hands. My fingers brushed his cock. It was hard as steel, hot as fire. I found the head and lined it up with my hole. I took a breath.

I lowered myself.

The first inch was a burning, tearing shock. I gasped, my body instinctively trying to lift away. But his hands on my hips held me down.

"Sit," he hissed. "Take it."

I pushed down. He stretched me. He filled me. It felt like I was being split in two. The pain was sharp, white-hot, radiating from my asshole out to my hips and dancing up my spine. Tears sprang to my eyes.

"Breathe," Jessica said from the corner. "Use your core."

I focused on my breathing. Slowly in. And out. I relaxed my sphincter, fighting the urge to clamp down. I sank lower. Inch by agonizing inch, he disappeared inside me. The fullness was overwhelming. It was a heavy, suffocating pressure that made me feel like I couldn't breathe.

When I finally bottomed out, my ass resting on his thighs, I let out a ragged sob. I was impaled. Full to bursting.

Volkov groaned, his hands tightening on my hips. "Tight," he grunted. "So tight."

He waited a beat, letting me adjust to the intrusion. Then he slapped my thigh.

"Move," he commanded. "Dance for me."

I had to move. I had to lift myself up off that monster and then slide back down.

I engaged my quads. My knees, freshly injected, responded instantly. I pushed up. The friction was intense, a burning drag inside me. I rose until just the tip was inside, then sank back down.

He groaned again.

I found a rhythm. Up. Down. Up. Down. It was a plié. A deep, weighted squat. My legs burned with effort, but the joints... the joints were silent. Fluid. Strong.

A sick, twisted euphoria began to bloom in my chest. I was doing it. I was riding this monster, taking this impossible cock, and my body was holding. My legs were working.

"Arch your back," he ordered. "Show me those tiny tits."

I threw my head back, arching my spine. My breasts thrust out, bouncing with the rhythm. I looked at the ceiling, dissociating from the pain in my ass, focusing on the power in my legs.

He reached around and grabbed my breasts, squeezing them hard. He pinched my nipples.

"Faster," he growled. "Harder."

I picked up the pace. The slapping sound of my ass against his thighs filled the room. The friction inside me turned from pain to a dull, throbbing heat. My body, confused and overwhelmed, began to respond. The fullness... the stretch... it was hitting nerves deep inside.

"Yes," I gasped, the word torn from me. "Yes."

I wasn't just surviving. I was performing. I was the ballerina whore, dancing on his cock, using my healing body to repay my sponsor for his investment in me.

He drove his hips up to meet me, adding his own force to the collision. He was relentless. A machine.

"Take it," he snarled. "Take every fucking inch."

I squeezed my eyes shut, lost in the rhythm, lost in the pain, lost in the terrifying realization that this... this was the price of my new legs. And I was paying it. Gladly.

The rhythm became a frenzy. Volkov’s hands were bruising weights on my hips, guiding me, forcing me down harder, faster. He was no longer the sophisticated patron; he was an animal, grunting with every thrust, his breath hot and ragged against my back.

"Don't stop," he roared. "Don't you fucking dare stop."

My legs were screaming now, the muscles burning with lactic acid, but the joints—the precious, rebuilt joints—held firm. I was a piston. I was a machine. I pushed through the pain in my ass, which had dulled to a white-hot throb of pure intensity. The fullness was everything. It consumed me.

I felt him tense beneath me. His thighs went rigid as stone. His hands clamped down so hard I knew I would be marked for days.

"I'm gonna fill you," he told me. "Fill your tight little ass."

He thrust upward, a violent, bucking motion that drove him so deep I thought he would spear my heart. He held it there, pinning me, impaling me.

And then he erupted.

The first jet hit deep inside me, a thick, searingly hot blast of fluid that seemed to expand my insides. It was followed by another, and another, a relentless, high-pressure flood.

I cried out, my head thrown back, my mouth open in a silent scream. The sensation was overwhelming—the heat, the pressure, the sheer volume of him pouring into me. I felt heavy. Stuffed. Bloated with his cum.

My own body, pushed past the point of endurance, shattered. The orgasm hit me from nowhere, a dark, jagged lightning bolt that ripped through my belly. My ass clenched around his throbbing cock, milking him, my hips twitching in spasms I couldn't control.

It was my surrender. A physical acknowledgment that I belonged to him.

And he kept coming. It felt almost endless as wave after wave of hot, thick fluid filled my bowels, claiming me from the inside out.

When the last shudder finally passed through him, he slumped back in the chair, his grip loosening slightly. But he didn't pull out. He stayed buried inside me, a heavy, pulsing anchor buried in my ass.

I collapsed forward, my forehead resting on the back of the chair, panting, weeping silent tears. I was gaping. Leaking. Used.

But my legs... my legs were still strong.

"Good girl," Volkov whispered, his voice thick with satisfaction. He ran a hand down my sweaty back. "My little ballerina."

He waited a moment, then tapped my hip. "Up."

I forced myself to move. I lifted myself off him. The sensation of him sliding out was a slow, wet drag that left me feeling hollow and stretched. A gush of his semen followed him out, running down my legs.

I stood there, trembling, a mess of sweat and fluids.

Volkov looked at me. He looked at the mess he had made of me and smiled.

"Acceptable," he said. He waved a hand. "Go."

Jessica stepped out of the shadows. She looked at me, her face impassive, but her eyes sharp.

"Come, Gabriela," she said softly.

I walked toward her. My gait was wide, unsteady. But I walked.

We left the suite. The heavy doors closed behind us, muffling the sound of Volkov’s satisfied sighs.

We walked down the hallway in silence.

"You did well," Jessica said finally. "Your sponsor was obviously pleased."

I nodded. I couldn't speak.

We reached a door. It wasn't the barracks. It was a suite. Like hers.

"Your new quarters," she said, swiping a card.

I walked in. It was beautiful. Ocean view. King bed.

I turned to her. "What about Priya?" I asked, the question automatic. "I can't leave her alone down there."

Jessica smiled. It was a cold, thin expression.

"Don't worry," she said. "She won't be alone. We have four more recruits arriving tomorrow. The clinic is gearing up. Soon we’ll be running at half capacity. Mr Whitmore is pleased."

She closed the door, leaving me alone in my hard-earned luxury.

I walked to the mirror. My hair was wild. My body was marked. There was semen and God-knows-what drying on my thighs.

I took a breath. I assumed the position.

I bent my knees. Deep. Deeper.

I leaped.

A grand jeté. Perfect form. Maximum height. I landed silently, absorbing the impact.

No pain.

I stood up, looking at my reflection. I touched my healed knee. I touched the bruise on my hip.

I was a whore for an old Russian monster. A cumdump for his unnatural virility.

But I was dancing again, and there was no pain.

And as I looked at the dark eyes staring back at me, I knew and accepted the undeniable truth.

It was all worth it.
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