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Content Warning


This is a story of dark erotic fiction, full of bondage, dub-con, non-con, medical play, and dark and disturbing themes that may be upsetting to some readers. This book is intended only for those eighteen and up. Please proceed with caution.
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The Pleasure Pointe confirmation email is still open on my screen when the call notification pings. My pulse jumps. I click the link without hesitation. A loading screen. Then there’s a man.

He doesn’t look like anyone you'd expect from a place like this. Clean-cut, tidy hair, soft eyes the color of coffee and a sweater vest like he just left a university lecture hall. Polite. Calm. Almost unsettlingly so.

“Miss Monroe?” he asks.

“Yes,” I say, trying to sound confident. My voice comes out thinner than I want.

“Good afternoon. I’m Tanner Crawford, legal liaison for Pleasure Pointe. We want to avoid breaking immersion once you’re in our care, so we need to get this out of the way now.”

“I understand,” I say, adjusting in my chair. I feel exposed, even though I’m alone.

“This session is being recorded for liability purposes. I will ask you a series of questions. Please answer verbally—yes or no—and nod or shake your head for clarity. Do you consent to proceed under those terms?”

“Yes,” I say, nodding.

“You have enrolled in a high-intensity, force-centered fantasy experience with a medical framework. This will last twenty consecutive days. You acknowledge that once the scenario begins, you may not pause or alter it in any way unless you invoke your safeword. Doing so will immediately terminate the session, and you will be removed from the premises. No refunds. No reentry.”

“Yes,” I say. I don’t even want to think about needing a safeword.

He continues reading from a screen.

“Your experience will include physical restraint—both soft and hard—extended bondage sessions, forced positioning, and instances of forced compliance within the parameters of roleplay. This includes mock medical evaluations, sedation, sexual coercion, and power exchange interactions with staff.”

My mouth is dry.

“Yes.”

“You consent to the following: confinement, gagging, blindfolds, full-body restraints, bondage furniture, sleep control, forced undressing, medical restraints, enema use, invasive examinations, sexual interaction with one or more staff members, degradation, manipulation, diapering, limited access to toileting facilities, oral device use, chastity belt fitting, recordings, and round-the-clock surveillance.”

I can feel my heart pounding so hard it’s a wonder he can’t hear it through the laptop.

“Yes,” I whisper.

“You also consent to being transported via secure vehicle. You’ve requested sedation, in fact. Is that correct?”

“Yes.”

“You agree to receive contraceptive implantation and blood testing upon intake?”

“Yes.”

“And you acknowledge that our staff does not use condoms, and you consent to unprotected sexual contact within the scene’s context?”

“Yes.”

“Very well.” Tanner offers the faintest smile, professional but distant. “You’ve completed your pre-arrival clearance. Two of our handlers will arrive tomorrow morning to collect you. Please ensure you are alone and ready. No luggage is necessary. You won’t need anything we don’t provide.”

The call ends without fanfare. No “goodbye.” No final check-in. Just a sudden blank screen and the echo of my own shallow breath.
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Isit at my desk, hunched over my computer, typing out the last details of a marketing report. The numbers don’t add up, and I can’t seem to find the right words to pull it all together. It’s one of those slow, tedious mornings. My fingers hover over the keys as I stare at the screen, willing the data to make sense.

I’ve been living in Harbor Falls for a few months now, far away from Crescent City. Nobody knows who I am, and honestly, I’m fine with that. It means no one knows who my family is.

For the first time in my life, I’m safe.

Or so I think.

A knock at the door pulls me out of my thoughts.

I glance up, half-expecting it to be a package delivery—though that doesn’t happen often. Normally, they just leave things on the porch, but the knock is persistent. A little strange.

I glance at the clock. No deliveries that I’m expecting, but maybe it’s a neighbor with something I forgot. I get up slowly, stretching my arms above my head as I shuffle toward the door.

When I open it, two men stand there.

The first man is tall, with dark red hair and a face that looks like it belongs on a poster for some police procedural. His jaw is sharp, his eyes dark and piercing, and he wears a name tag that reads Keith. There's something unnervingly authoritative about him, like he carries the weight of something heavy on his shoulders.

The other man is shorter, with platinum blonde hair that almost looks white. He’s younger, his eyes cold and calculating, and his smile doesn’t reach his eyes. His name tag says Luke, and when he looks at me, I feel like he’s sizing me up, like I’m not just an ordinary person standing at my door but something to be studied.

“Miss Ava Monroe?” Keith asks, his voice low but firm.

I blink, surprised. Yeah, that’s the fake name I’ve been using. “Yeah, that’s me. What is this about?”

“We have a court order to take you into custody,” Keith says matter-of-factly, his expression unwavering.

I stare at him, confused. A court order? “What? I haven’t done anything! I don’t understand—what is this about?”

Luke steps forward slightly, his smile fading into something colder. “You’ve been ruled a danger to yourself and others. For your own safety, Miss Monroe, we need to take you with us.”

My heart skips a beat. What are they talking about?

“No, wait,” I stammer. “This is some kind of mistake. I’ve never even been in trouble. You must have the wrong person. I don’t understand what’s going on here.”

At least, I’ve never been in trouble under the name Ava.

Keith doesn’t even flinch. He just stares at me, unmoving. “We’re not here to discuss it, Miss Monroe. We’re here to take you in.”

“What? No—this is crazy. I haven’t done anything!” I try to step back, but Luke is already there, blocking my way.

“You don’t want to make this harder on yourself,” Luke says, his voice so calm, it sends a chill through me. “Just come with us.”

I look between them, my mind racing, my thoughts scattered. None of this makes sense. No one knows who Ava Monroe is. How could I be a danger to anyone?

“Please,” I try again, my voice cracking, “I don’t understand. What’s going on?”

Keith steps closer, his face hardening. “You don’t need to understand, Miss Monroe. We’re not here to explain. We’re here to take you into custody.”

Before I can respond, Keith moves quickly, pushing past me and into the apartment with a force that makes me stumble back. Luke grabs my arm, yanking it behind my back in one smooth motion. Panic floods through me as I try to pull away, but it’s no use. His grip is strong, unyielding.

“Let go of me!” I shout, struggling against his hold.

Keith looks down at me, his expression cold and calm. “This isn’t up for discussion. Come quietly, or we’ll sedate you.” His voice is a low warning, but it sends a wave of terror through me. I don’t want to be sedated, I don’t want to lose control.

I try to pull away, but before I can even think, I feel a sharp sting in my neck. My vision blurs instantly. My body goes limp as I gasp, trying to keep my eyes open. The world spins.

Keith watches me carefully, his cold eyes never leaving my face.

I can barely keep my eyes open as the drug takes hold, and with a sinking feeling in my chest, I realize that no matter how much I try to fight it, they’re going to take me.

I try to speak, to ask them again why they’re doing this, but all that comes out is a weak, strangled breath. I stumble back, but Luke steadies me, guiding me toward the door. My body is heavy, my legs like jelly. The cold air hits me as we step outside, but I barely feel it.

Through the haze of the drug, I catch a glimpse of the black van waiting for me outside. The doors are wide open, and I can barely make out the dark, empty interior. I want to scream, but it’s like my voice is trapped inside my throat. My mind is fighting to stay awake, to make sense of what’s happening, but it’s no use.

I see Keith’s face, blurry and distant, and then everything fades to black.
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Iwake to the sound of my own ragged breathing. The air smells sterile—too clean, too sharp—and my eyes snap open. My vision is blurry, the surrounding room an indistinct swirl of white and gray. My head pounds, and my mouth feels dry, like cotton, making it hard to focus.

I blink rapidly, trying to clear the fog, but the effort only makes the dizziness worse. Slowly, the world comes into focus.

I’m in an unfamiliar room. The walls are soft, covered in a thick, padded fabric that looks like it’s meant to keep me from hurting myself. The floor is hard beneath me, but I can’t seem to get my bearings. My body feels heavy and sluggish as if I’ve just woken up from a deep sleep that never quite ended.

I try to sit up, but the movement makes my head spin, and I groan, falling back against the padded surface. My hands instinctively go to my head, massaging my temples as I try to steady myself.

Then I notice it.

I’m wearing a hospital gown. The last thing I remember is the black van, the cold air outside... the sharp sting in my neck...

I squeeze my eyes shut for a moment, trying to remember what happened. The men. The court order. Why am I here? What did I do?

A surge of panic rises in my chest. My breath quickens, and my heart starts to race. Pushing myself into a sitting position again, I ignore the nausea that rolls through me. I need to get out of here. I have to get out.

I tug at the gown, but it’s too tight, too restricting. It feels wrong, and it makes me feel vulnerable, exposed. The harsh fluorescent lights above me buzz, casting an unnatural glow that makes the room feel even more disorienting.

I’m in a cell. A padded cell. It’s devoid of anything but a cabinet on the wall, a metal toilet, and a sink.

I set sights on the door. I scramble toward it, my legs unsteady beneath me. When I reach it, I grasp the cold metal handle, but it doesn’t budge. Of course it doesn’t. I try again, pulling at it with more force, but it’s useless. My hands shake with frustration as I step back, looking around the room for anything else, anything that could help me understand what’s going on.

There’s nothing. No windows, no way out. Just the sterile, suffocating silence.

My chest tightens as the realization sinks in. I’m trapped.

This isn’t real.

This can’t be real.

I hear footsteps—slow, measured—approaching from outside the door. My pulse spikes. Someone is coming.

I hurry back to the wall, pressing myself against it.

The door swings open with a soft click, and I look up, bracing myself for whatever comes next.

Two men step into the room, both of them exuding a kind of authority that instantly sets my nerves on edge. The first one is dressed in a white coat, his stethoscope draped casually around his neck. He looks like a doctor, but his sharp eyes and the way he carries himself suggest he’s not exactly here to help me. The other man, however, is the one who makes my stomach lurch.

I recognize him immediately.

The man’s face is as familiar to me as my own, though I never thought I’d see him this close. He’s tall, dark-haired, with sharp features and a jawline that could carve through steel. His eyes are cold, calculating.

It’s him. Antonio Moretti.

The head of the Italian mob in Crescent City. My father’s archenemy.

And now, he’s standing in front of me, like he owns the place, like he’s the one who’s calling the shots.

I take a shaky breath, but I can’t stop the rush of panic that floods me.

“I see you’re awake,” Antonio says, his voice smooth, almost mocking, as he steps forward. “I must admit, I was beginning to wonder how long you’d sleep off that sedative. You’ve always been resourceful, Caitria. I’ll give you that.”

Caitria.

The name cuts through me, sharp and unexpected. My real name. The one I’ve been hiding for months. The one I buried when I took on the name Ava Monroe to escape everything.

I try to keep my composure, but the weight of his words crushes me.

“How did you… how did you know?” I whisper, but I already know the answer.

Antonio smiles, slow and deliberate. “You’re good, Caitria. You’ve hidden yourself well, but I always find my prey, eventually. And it took me a while, but now I have you right where I want you.”

I swallow hard. “What do you want from me?”

“From you?” Antonio repeats, his voice dripping with dark amusement. “I don’t want anything from you, not yet anyway, Caitria. You’re a pawn, nothing more. A means to an end.”

His words hang in the air, and I feel my heart pounding against my chest.

“I’ve had you committed,” he continues, his voice steady, full of malicious satisfaction. “Do you think this would have worked if I’d just kidnapped you? You’d have been rescued in days. No. This? This is far more permanent. A ward of the state. Now, no one can help you. Not your father, not anyone. As long as the judge and the doctors are in my pocket, you’ll never be released.”

Horror washes over me.

“You can’t do that.”

“Oh, but I have. No one has any idea where you are. You covered your tracks so well, your father won’t even know you’ve been taken for a few weeks. And by then? Well, I doubt you’ll want to leave.”

I feel my chest tighten with the weight of his words, each one more suffocating than the last. I want to scream, to lash out, to somehow make him feel the way he’s making me feel—but I can’t. My hands tremble, and my throat is dry, but nothing comes out. Antonio’s smile widens, seeing my helplessness.

“You see, Caitria,” he says, his voice almost soothing now, “this isn’t just about me getting back at your father. This is about control. You’re going to stay here, under my watch, where my men and I can put you to good use. And trust me,” he leans in, his face inches from mine, “you won’t leave until I say so.”

A shudder runs through me, but I can’t look away from him. My mind spins in a desperate attempt to find a way out, to think of something—anything—that can undo this nightmare. But I know. I know there’s no escape.

Antonio straightens up and nods to the doctor, who has been silently observing the entire exchange with a professional detachment. The doctor’s name echoes in my mind, though it barely registers through the fog of my panic.

“Dr. Simmons, I’ll leave her in your hands,” Antonio says, giving the doctor a cold, final look. “Make sure she’s ready. I’ll be back in three days.”

Dr. Simmons gives a sharp nod, his lips twisting into a brief but unsettling smile. He turns to me, his expression unreadable, but his eyes have a glint of something darker.

“I’ll make sure she’s prepared, Mr. Moretti,” he replies, his tone as flat as his gaze.

Antonio gives me one last look, a look that seems to say, I own you now, before he turns and walks out, his footsteps fading as the door clicks shut behind him.

I’m left alone with the doctor and two men who follow him in. My stomach drops as I recognize them. Keith and Luke. The orderlies who helped drag me here. They look just as out of place in this sterile, clinical room as I feel, but they’re still here, looming over me, eyes cold and professional.

“We’ll start with an exam,” Dr. Simmons says, his voice detached as if he’s talking about something as mundane as checking blood pressure. He motions to Keith and Luke, who start setting up a chair in the middle of the room—a padded, uncomfortable-looking thing that I dread even before they pull it into place.

Keith gives me a knowing look, and Luke’s eyes flicker with a hint of something I can’t quite place. But whatever it is, it’s not comforting.

I try to keep my breathing steady as the doctor speaks again, his voice snapping me out of my thoughts.

“I’m going to need you to sit in the chair, Caitria,” he instructs. It’s not a request. I don’t respond, not because I can’t, but because the words seem pointless. What good would it do to refuse? I’m already trapped here.

Keith and Luke move toward me, and the sound of their footsteps echo in the sterile space. They reach out to guide me to the chair, but I recoil, my heart racing. I don’t want to sit. I don’t want to be at their mercy. But the look in their eyes says there’s no room for protest.

“Sit down,” Luke says, his tone calm, almost too calm, as he helps me into the chair. Keith pulls the straps from the side, one by one, and before I can react, he’s securing them around my wrists and ankles.

My body goes cold with fear as I realize what’s happening. My protests die in my throat as Keith and Luke lift my legs, forcing them into the cold metal stirrups that extend from either side of the chair. The clinical positioning leaves me exposed, vulnerable in a way that sends panic coursing through my veins.

"Stop! You can't do this!" I cry out, my voice breaking as I struggle against the restraints. The leather straps bite into my wrists and ankles, refusing to give even an inch.

Dr. Simmons doesn't acknowledge my pleas. He pulls on a pair of latex gloves with methodical precision, the snap of rubber against skin making me flinch. From a metal tray beside him, he lifts a speculum—cold, sterile steel that gleams under the harsh fluorescent lights.

"This is standard procedure," he says, his voice devoid of emotion. "The examination will proceed regardless of your cooperation, but it will be less uncomfortable if you remain still."

Tears sting my eyes, hot and humiliating as they streak down my face. "Please," I whisper, the fight draining from me, replaced by a cold, sickening dread. "Please don't do this."

Keith places a firm hand on my shoulder, pressing me back against the chair. "Just relax," he says, but there's no comfort in his words—only a clinical detachment that mirrors the doctor's.

Dr. Simmons positions himself between my legs, his face expressionless as he prepares to begin the examination. I close my eyes tight, unable to watch, unable to process the violation that's about to occur. My entire body trembles as I feel the cold metal approach, and a sob escapes me—the sound of my dignity shattering in this sterile, merciless room.

“No!” I cry, thrashing in the chair, but the restraints hold fast. The leather digs deeper with every movement, unforgiving, and Keith doesn't flinch when my knee jerks close to his side.

Dr. Simmons sighs, barely glancing up from his tray. “I was hoping you’d be more cooperative, Caitria,” he says evenly, then nods to Luke. “Collar and belt.”

“What?” I gasp, horror flooding my chest.

Luke moves toward a side cabinet with mechanical precision. He returns holding a wide leather belt and a thick padded collar with an attached D-ring. I flinch as he approaches.

“No, no! Get away from me!”

They don’t listen.

Keith grabs my upper arms while Luke loops the belt across my midsection, cinching it down over my lap and across the chair’s frame. My torso is pinned tight against the backrest now—no leverage, no ability to twist away.

The collar comes next.

I buck as Luke fastens it around my neck, but the pressure increases until I can only gasp. It’s not choking-tight, but it’s firm, immovable. Humiliating.

“I warned you,” Dr. Simmons says without looking at me. “The more you fight, the harder this will be.”

“You’re insane,” I snarl, straining against the belt, the collar, everything. “You’re all insane—”

“Gag her,” he orders, coldly.

Luke nods again, stepping away and returning with a thick leather and plastic ball gag. I scream as he approaches, shaking my head violently, but Keith clamps his hand against my forehead and forces my head back against the chair.

The gag slips between my teeth and presses down on my tongue, forcing my mouth wide. It’s secured tightly at the back of my head with a thick, suffocating buckle. I choke on the feeling, the intrusion, tears springing to my eyes—not from pain, but from helplessness.

Dr. Simmons finally turns to me. His eyes are clinical, not cruel—but somehow that makes it worse.

“You’ll have to learn to do as you’re told, Caitria,” he says, adjusting the gloves on his hands. “This resistance will only make things harder.”

I scream into the gag, my voice raw and incoherent. But there’s no one listening who cares.

Keith’s grip on my shoulder tightens. Luke checks the belt and collar one last time before stepping back.

Dr. Simmons picks up the speculum from the tray again.

“Let’s begin.”

I cry out in horror, terrified, ashamed as the cold metal touches me, but the sound is muffled against the gag, a desperate plea swallowed whole. I am caught in this place, caught and unable to even protest, as the examination begins. Dr. Simmons works with a methodical precision that makes me want to scream until I have no voice left. The practiced calmness of his movements, the unfeeling efficiency of his touch. They shred away at whatever my mind tries to hold on to. His face is a mask of professional indifference, a chilling detachment as if he’s more machine than man, as if my body is nothing more than a thing to be cataloged. It is all so impersonal, but no less violating. The latex-covered fingers invade with a cruel, relentless thoroughness, and steel instruments ensure there is no dignity left intact. I squeeze my eyes shut. Anything to hide from the truth of this moment, trying to escape to somewhere—anywhere—else, but the sensation, oh god the sensation, it keeps me painfully present. Every movement, every touch—a reminder that I am trapped, hopelessly trapped in both mind and body, and there’s nothing I can do to stop any of it.

A high wail echoes in my ears, and it’s only when I feel my lungs burning that I realize it’s coming from me.

Finally, after what feels like an eternity, Simmons removes the speculum, placing it back on the metal tray with a soft clink. The relief is fleeting as he pulls out his stethoscope next, the silver disc cold against my skin as he presses it to my chest.

"Your heart rate is elevated," he observes clinically. "Breathing rapid and shallow. That's to be expected under the circumstances."

He moves the stethoscope around my chest, listening to my lungs while I struggle to control my ragged breathing around the gag. Tears continue to stream down my face, but he pays them no attention, his focus entirely on his examination.

After a moment, he straightens and meets my gaze directly for the first time.

"Listen carefully, Caitria," he says, his voice level and measured. "Our job is to take care of you. That means you have to do as you’re told."

I try to protest through the gag, but only muffled sounds emerge. Dr. Simmons continues as if I hadn't made a sound.

"We will force you to obey if necessary—as you've just experienced. But things will be much easier for you if you simply go along with what's required." His expression doesn't change, but his eyes hold mine with unwavering intensity. "The amount of freedom you have, the extent of restraint we use—that is entirely up to you and your behavior."

Keith shifts beside me, his hand still firm on my shoulder. "Doctor's right," he adds, his voice surprisingly gentle despite his actions. "Don't make this harder than it needs to be."

"The gown is in the way," Dr. Simmons says out of nowhere. He gestures impatiently to Keith. "Remove it."

Keith nods and reaches for a pair of medical scissors from the nearby tray. The metal glints under the harsh fluorescent lights as he approaches me. I try to shrink away, but the restraints hold me firmly in place, leaving me no room to escape.

"Hold still," Keith warns, his voice low. "Don't want to nick you by accident."

The cold metal of the scissors slides against my skin as he cuts away the thin hospital gown. I squeeze my eyes shut, humiliation burning through me as the fabric parts beneath the blades. The snipping sound seems deafening in the quiet room, each cut exposing more of my vulnerable flesh to the cold air and their clinical gazes.

Keith works methodically, cutting along the shoulders first, then down the sides until the gown falls away in pieces, leaving me exposed and trembling. The air in the room feels suddenly colder against my bare skin, raising goosebumps across my body.

I keep my eyes closed, unable to look at them, unable to bear the weight of their stares as I sit there, stripped of both clothing and dignity.

The doctor’s hands move over my bare skin and settle on my breasts. He weighs them in his palms with a deliberate slowness, a careful scrutiny that has nothing to do with medicine. I choke on a sob as his thumb strokes over my nipple and lingers there, my body responding against my will in this terrible, shaming way. He keeps up the touch with methodical movements, with a knowing persistence, until the nipple stands out in a stiff, traitorous peak. Keith and Luke watch with hunger, no hint of empathy for my humiliation in their eyes. The heat of their stares adds to the mortification, adds to the awful, gut-wrenching cruelty of it all. I whimper behind the gag, shaking my head, trying to deny this, trying to deny them, but the restraints hold me rigid and exposed, and there is no escaping the degradation. Dr. Simmons takes his time with me, his expression cool and detached as he keeps his focus on the frantic, unwilling response of my body.

"You see that, gentlemen?" he says, glancing up at them without letting go of me. "She thinks she hates this. But she doesn’t." Luke nods, leaning closer to watch Simmons’s hands on me. Keith smirks faintly, smirks like this is exactly what he expected, like this is a confirmation of some terrible truth. The air in the room is electric with their attention, with my hysteria, with my shame. It’s unbearable, unthinkable. The collar presses tight against my throat as I try to shrink away, try to melt into the chair, but Simmons’s hands are relentless, leaving no area unclaimed by their ministrations. He looks me in the eye with that mask of professional indifference. "Do you, Caitria?"

He can see exactly how I’m reacting.

“If I touch you between your legs, will we see how wet you are?” he taunts.

I scream into my gag.

What kind of doctor are you!?

“Keith, would you like to do the honors?” Dr. Simmons asks.

“Yes, sir, I would.”

Keith, no gloves in sight, reaches between my splayed thighs.

I jerk against the restraints, but there's nowhere to go. Keith's calloused fingers find me, and the betrayal of my body is complete. His touch is rough, invasive, nothing like a medical examination should be. He probes with deliberate slowness, his eyes locked on mine as tears stream down my face.

"Just as I thought," he announces, a smirk spreading across his face. "Soaking wet."

Luke chuckles, the sound like sandpaper against my raw nerves. "They always are."

I want to die from the shame of it. My body's response has nothing to do with desire—it's biological, involuntary—but their knowing looks crush whatever remains of my dignity. I turn my face away, unable to bear their scrutiny any longer.

Dr. Simmons clicks his tongue. "Look at me, Caitria."

When I don't comply, Keith's hand moves from between my legs to my chin, forcing my head back to face them. Dr. Simmons leans in, his face inches from mine, his breath hot against my tear-stained cheeks.

"I said, look at me," he repeats, his voice soft but edged with steel. "This is important for you to understand. Your mind may resist, but your body knows what it needs. What it wants."

I try to shake my head, to deny his words, but Keith's grip is unrelenting.

"We're going to help you accept that," Dr. Simmons continues. "Your resistance is just a defense mechanism—one we'll break down, bit by bit."

His finger traces the line of my collarbone, a gesture almost tender if it weren't so violating. "Mr. Moretti has plans for you, but first, you need to learn who you are. What you are. The dildo please, Luke.”

Luke moves to a metal cabinet against the wall, unlocking it with a key from his pocket. The sound of the lock clicking open echoes in the sterile room. When he turns back, he's holding something thick and black in his hand, something that makes my stomach clench with dread.

"This is just the beginning of your therapy," Dr. Simmons explains, taking the silicone implement from Luke. It's obscenely large, ridged with veins and bumps designed for maximum sensation. "Your body needs to learn who's in control now."

I thrash against my restraints; the leather cutting into my wrists as I fight with renewed panic. The muffled sounds behind my gag grow more desperate, more frantic.

"Hold her still," Dr. Simmons instructs.

Keith's hands press down on my shoulders while Luke moves to secure my thighs more firmly against the stirrups. I can feel the metal digging into my ankles as they spread my legs wider, the position leaving me completely vulnerable to whatever comes next.

Dr. Simmons stands between my legs, examining the black silicone implement in his hands with clinical detachment. He reaches for a bottle of lubricant, squeezing a generous amount onto the tip of the dildo.

"This will help with the initial resistance," he explains, his voice eerily calm, as if he's performing a routine procedure. "Though I suspect you won't need much, given your body's natural response."

I squeeze my eyes shut, unable to watch as he positions the toy at my entrance. The cold gel makes me flinch, and I try to shift my hips away, but the restraints hold me firmly in place.

"Fighting will only make it more difficult," Dr. Simmons warns. "Relax, and your body will accept it more easily."

I feel the pressure as he begins to push the dildo inside, the unforgiving silicone stretching me in a way that makes me cry out behind the gag. Tears stream down my face, the humiliation burning through me as intensely as the physical sensation.

"There we go," he murmurs, pushing it deeper. "See how well your body takes it? This is what you need, Caitria. This is what you're here for."

Keith leans closer, his breath hot against my ear. "That's it," he whispers, his voice thick with something that makes my skin crawl. "Take it all."

Luke's eyes never leave the point where the dildo disappears inside me, his gaze hungry and unsettling. The room feels too hot, too close, as if the walls are closing in around me.

Dr. Simmons begins to move the toy in a steady rhythm, a rhythm that forces unwanted sensations to build and spread through my entire body. I hate myself for responding, hate myself for the way my hips start to twitch in spite of my frantic efforts to control them. I hate how my flesh betrays me, even as my mind screams in useless, impotent protest.

"Your resistance is psychological, not physical," Dr. Simmons says, watching my face with keen, clinical interest. "Your body knows what it wants. It's only a matter of time before your mind catches up."

The mechanical motion continues, relentless and impersonal, accelerating with each movement of his hands. My stomach roils with shame. All I want is to retreat into my mind, to find some place where this isn't happening, to find some refuge from this unbearable humiliation, but the brutal sensations keep dragging me back to the relentless, terrible reality. I can't get away from it, can't hide from it. It's consuming me. My whole body is tense and quivering; my whole body is slick with sweat.

"Moretti's information about you was accurate," Dr. Simmons says, his voice so calm, so horribly unfeeling. "You're quite responsive to this kind of stimulation."

He speeds up again, and the dildo becomes a blur between my legs, pummeling into me, making my head spin with shame and dizziness. I don't want to give them the satisfaction of hearing me, but a garbled moan escapes me despite my efforts to keep silent. It's not a moan of pleasure. It's a moan of despair.

"We'll have you fully conditioned to it in no time," he continues, his expression detached, his eyes bright with a twisted excitement. "You'll be begging for this by the time we're done."

I choke on a sob, shaking my head furiously, trying and failing to deny everything he's saying. It's impossible. The need to resist fills me with panic, but it's an empty, hopeless panic, because the rhythm is all I can focus on now, the rhythm and the looming horror of my body's imminent surrender.

"I think she's getting close," Luke observes, his voice rough.

Dr. Simmons nods. "Yes, I can see that. But we're not giving her release today." He slows the movements, then leaves the dildo buried inside me, leaving me trembling and confused.

"This is just the beginning of your therapy, Caitria," he explains, setting the toy aside. "You'll learn that pleasure, like everything else here, is earned through compliance. Today was merely an assessment. Luke, the chastity belt, please."

Luke returns to the cabinet, the same metallic click of the lock echoing through the room. When he turns back, he's holding what looks like a complex arrangement of metal and leather. The device is heavy in his hands, jangling slightly as he approaches.

My eyes widen at the sight of it. The steel gleams under the fluorescent lights, and the leather straps dangle ominously. I renew my struggles, but it's futile—the restraints hold me firmly in place, my body still trembling from the aftereffects of their "assessment."

Dr. Simmons takes the device from Luke, holding it up for me to see. "This will be your constant companion for a while," he explains, his clinical tone never wavering. "It ensures that you understand your body is no longer your own. Your pleasure, your release—these are privileges that must be earned."

The cold metal presses against my skin as he positions the belt at my hips. I flinch at the contact, another pathetic whimper escaping around the gag. The front plate of the belt has a small opening that aligns perfectly with where the dildo still protrudes from my body.

"The device stays inside you," Dr. Simmons says, answering my unasked question. "The belt keeps it in place and prevents any... unauthorized access. For your protection, of course."

Keith chuckles at that, the sound making my skin crawl.

Dr. Simmons begins fastening the belt around my waist, the leather straps pulled tight and secured with small locks. The metal shield covers my most intimate areas completely, leaving only the necessary openings for bodily functions. The dildo remains locked inside me, a constant, inescapable intrusion.

"There," he says, stepping back to admire his handiwork. "Secure and proper. This will help remind you of your place here."

He nods to Keith and Luke, who begins unfastening the restraints that hold me to the chair. First my ankles, then my wrists. The leather has left angry red marks on my skin, but that's the least of my concerns now.

"Stand up," Dr. Simmons orders.

My legs are weak, shaking as I try to comply. The belt shifts with my movement, the dildo inside me pressing deeper, and I nearly collapse. Keith catches me by the arm, his grip bruising.

"You'll get used to it," he says, his voice low. "They all do."

Dr. Simmons watches dispassionately as I struggle to remain upright. "Remove the gag," he instructs Luke. "I believe she's learned her lesson for now."

Luke steps behind me, unbuckling the gag with nimble fingers. When it's finally pulled from my mouth, I gasp for air, my jaw aching from being held open for so long. My tongue feels thick, my mouth dry.

"W-why are you doing this?" I manage to croak, my voice hoarse and barely audible.

Dr. Simmons raises an eyebrow. "I thought Mr. Moretti made that clear. You're here because he wants you here. As for this," he gestures to the belt locked around my hips, "this is part of your therapy. Breaking down your resistance. Teaching you acceptance."

He steps closer, his gaze cold. "The sooner you accept your new reality, the easier this will be. Fight, and you'll only make it harder on yourself."

Luke moves silently, gathering the tray of used instruments with a grim efficiency that makes my stomach turn. The clink of cold metal against metal is the only sound in the room as he carries it away.

Keith moves to a small closet on the far wall, returning with a fresh hospital gown. "Arms up," he commands.

I hesitate, then slowly raise my arms, wincing as the movement causes the belt to shift. Keith slides the gown over my head, but the thin fabric does little to restore my dignity. If anything, it makes me more aware of what lies beneath—the cold metal pressing against my skin, the intrusion that I can't escape.

“You’ll remain in this room for the time being,” he says, as if we’ve just finished a routine appointment. “No privileges. No bedding. No privacy. You’ll earn those as you demonstrate compliance.”

I stare at him, trembling. “You’re… leaving me in here like this?”

He nods once, as if it’s obvious. “Yes, Caitria. That’s how it works. You behave, you earn. You resist, you lose.” He leans in slightly. “You’d best remember your place.”

Keith guides me to the padded wall, letting me sink slowly to the floor. The gown clings to my skin with sweat, and my cheeks burn with humiliation.

“This room is monitored,” the doctor adds as he walks toward the door. “So don’t waste your energy trying anything foolish. You’re not alone, even when it feels like you are.”

The door closes with a heavy click, locking me inside again — this time sore, exposed, and hollowed out.

I curl up on the floor, shivering beneath the bright overhead lights, surrounded by too much silence and the echo of everything they just took from me.
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Idon't know how long I've been curled up against the wall, my knees drawn to my chest, when the door clicks open again. The sound makes me flinch, my body tensing as I look up to see who's coming for me now.

It's Luke. His expression is neutral as he enters, carrying a small tray with what looks like a bowl of soup and a few crackers on the side. The smell hits me—something bland and institutional, like watered-down chicken broth—and my stomach growls traitorously despite everything.

"Lunchtime," he announces, his voice oddly cheery. He sets the tray down on the floor a few feet away from me, close enough that I could reach it without standing, but far enough that I'd have to move from my protective huddle against the wall.

I don't move. I stare at him, then at the tray, my jaw clenched tight.

Luke sighs, like he's dealing with a troublesome child. "You need to eat."

"I'm not hungry," I lie, the words scraping against my raw throat.

His eyes narrow slightly. "Don't be difficult. Dr. Simmons wants you to keep up your strength."

The mention of the doctor sends a fresh wave of revulsion through me. I can still feel the metal belt digging into my hips, the constant intrusion of the device locked inside me—a brutal reminder of my complete loss of autonomy.

"For what?" I ask, my voice barely above a whisper. "More 'therapy'?"

Luke's expression doesn't change, but something flickers in his eyes—impatience, maybe, or annoyance. "Just eat the food, Caitria."

The use of my real name ignites something in me—a spark of defiance that cuts through the fog of humiliation and fear. I'm not going to play along with this. I'm not going to make it easy for them.

"No," I say, the word stronger than I expected.

Luke takes a step toward me. "This isn't optional."

"Everything's optional," I snap back. Before he can react, I lunge forward and sweep my arm across the tray.

The bowl of soup flies through the air, its contents splattering across the padded floor with a wet slap. The crackers scatter, some crumbling under the impact. The plastic tray clatters against the wall, the sound echoing in the sterile room.

Luke takes a step back, more from surprise than fear, his shoes narrowly avoiding the puddle of soup spreading across the floor. For a moment, we just stare at each other—me, breathing hard with a wild, desperate energy; him, his face slowly hardening into something dangerous.

"That," he says, his voice deadly quiet, "was a mistake."

I want to look away, want to shrink back against the wall, but I force myself to hold his gaze. "Get. Out."

Luke's lips twist into something between a smile and a sneer. "You think this is going to help you? That little show of rebellion?" He steps over the mess, moving closer until he's towering over me. "All you've done is make things worse for yourself."

He goes over to the door and knocks twice. Like he was waiting for the signal, Keith walks in. He scowls as he sees the mess I've made.

"I knew we were being too lenient with you."

Keith's face darkens as he takes in the mess, his eyes traveling from the splattered soup to my defiant expression. He shakes his head slowly, like he's disappointed but not surprised.

"You really don't get it, do you?" he says, his voice low and measured. "This isn't a game, Caitria. There are consequences for every action here."

Luke moves to stand beside him, both of them blocking the door, trapping me in this sterile prison. I press my back against the wall, willing myself not to show fear despite the panic clawing at my chest.

"I'm not eating anything you give me," I say, my voice steadier than I feel. "I'm not cooperating with any of this."

Keith exchanges a glance with Luke, something unspoken passing between them. "We figured you might say that," he replies. "That's why we came prepared."

He reaches into his pocket and pulls out a small remote control, holding it up for me to see. My eyes fix on it, confusion momentarily overriding my fear.

"What is—"

The question dissolves on my lips as Keith's finger taps a button on the remote. A jolt of sensation detonates inside me—the device springing to life with such ferocity that I gasp, my hands clawing at the wall for support. The vibrations are merciless, immediate, and I crumple under their weight, collapsing to my knees. My breath hitches as the relentless stimulation overtakes me, each wave more punishing than the last, obliterating every thought but the raw, searing demand for it to stop. I can already feel my body betraying me, quaking with a simmering intensity that frightens me almost as much as it shames me.

"Stop!" I choke, fingers scratching uselessly at the metal belt. I'm powerless, frantic, unable to lessen its grip on my senses. It traps me in its suffocating embrace, blocking any chance of reprieve from its torturous embrace.

Keith watches me, his expression detached, the remote steady in his hand. "This can go on for hours if necessary," he says, his voice so calm it chills me. "The battery life is quite impressive."

Everything else fades—the sterile room, the bruising marks on my wrists, the two men standing over me—lost to the escalating frenzy within. The device shifts, the vibrations ratcheting up another level, each pulse sending a helpless quiver through my limbs. I fold in on myself, reduced to nothing by the jagged, insistent pleasure that I can't escape, can't even blunt. The sound that tears from my throat is raw and unrecognizable, a testament to how completely I have been unraveled.

The humiliation is scorching, gnawing into my very core. I'm reduced to this quivering spectacle, a thing to be controlled and manipulated at whim, all remnants of defiance quashed by the unrelenting assault on my senses. I want to believe I am stronger than this, but my body rebels, each fresh surge of sensation dragging me deeper into despair.

I can't endure it. I know that, as surely as I know they will make me. My resolve crumbles, the words forced from me in a desperate, broken plea: "Turn it off." I'm beyond pride, beyond resistance, everything I am laid bare beneath the intensity—and still it builds, consuming me. "Please."

The agony of it is unbearable, a humiliating surrender tethered to the condition I cannot bear. Anything to make it stop. Anything to keep from breaking entirely.

"Will you eat?" Keith asks, unmoved by my distress.

I nod frantically, desperate for it to stop. "Yes, yes, I'll eat—just turn it off!"

Keith regards me for another long moment before finally pressing the button again. The vibrations cease abruptly, leaving me trembling and gasping for breath. The ghost of the sensation lingers, my body still humming with unwanted arousal and shame.

"Luke, get another tray," Keith instructs, not taking his eyes off me. "And make sure she eats every bite this time."

Luke nods and disappears through the door, leaving me alone with Keith. The silence stretches between us, heavy with unspoken threats.

"That was just the lowest setting," Keith informs me casually, as if discussing the weather. "There are nine more. Each one worse than the last."

I swallow hard, tasting bile. "You won't break me," I whisper, though the words sound hollow even to my own ears.

Keith smiles, the expression never reaching his eyes. "Everyone breaks eventually, Caitria. The only question is how much you're willing to suffer before you do."

Luke returns with a fresh tray—identical to the first, a bowl of thin soup and a few dry crackers. He sets it down beside me, more carefully this time.

"Eat," Keith commands.

I reach for the bowl.

"No," Keith says. "On all fours. Without your hands."

"Why?" I ask, staring at him.

He gives me a wicked smile, holding up the remote.

"Because I said so."

My face burns with humiliation as I drop to my hands and knees. The hospital gown shifts, exposing my back, and I feel a rush of cool air against my skin. The metal belt digs painfully into my hips as I position myself over the bowl.

"That's better," Keith says, watching me with undisguised satisfaction. "Now eat."

I stare down at the thin, watery soup, my stomach churning with equal parts hunger and revulsion. The smell wafts up—bland and institutional, but food nonetheless. I lower my face to the bowl and take a tentative sip, the liquid barely touching my lips.

"All of it," Keith reminds me, the remote still visible in his hand. The implied threat hangs in the air between us.

I close my eyes and force myself to drink, lapping at the soup like an animal. Some of it dribbles down my chin, splashing back into the bowl. I hear Luke chuckle, and the sound makes my skin crawl.

"Such a quick learner," he comments, and Keith grunts in agreement.

The soup tastes of nothing—just salt and water with the barest hint of chicken. But I continue, desperate to avoid another demonstration of the belt's capabilities. With each humiliating lap, I feel myself diminishing, becoming smaller, less human.

When I finally finish, my face is wet with soup and silent tears. I remain on all fours, awaiting further instructions, hating myself for the automatic compliance.

"The crackers too," Keith says, nudging them closer with his foot.

I lean down and pick one up with my teeth, the dry texture scratching my throat as I chew and swallow. One by one, I consume them all, each bite a fresh surrender.

"Good girl," Keith says when I'm done, as if praising a pet. "That wasn't so hard, was it?"

I don't answer, keeping my eyes fixed on the empty bowl in front of me. My knees ache from the hard floor, and the device inside me shifts with every small movement, a constant reminder of my captivity.

"You can sit back now," Luke says, his voice falsely kind. "We're going to review the rules."

I sink back on my heels, pulling the gown down as best I can to cover myself. Neither man seems concerned with my modesty.

"Rule one," Keith begins, holding up a finger. "You do as you're told, immediately and without question. Hesitation or resistance will be punished."

He holds up a second finger. "Rule two: Your body no longer belongs to you. It belongs to us, to Mr. Moretti, to whoever we decide deserves access. The sooner you accept this, the easier things will be."

A third finger joins the others. "Rule three: Privileges must be earned through compliance and good behavior. Food, bedding, clothing, relief—these are not rights. They are rewards."

Luke takes over, his voice smoother but no less threatening. "Rule four: Attempts to escape or harm yourself will result in permanent restrictions. Trust me when I say you don't want to see what those look like."

"And finally," Keith concludes, "rule five: Everything is monitored. Everything. There is no privacy, no secret thoughts, no moments alone. Accept that you are always being watched, always being evaluated."

I stare at them, trying to process the enormity of what they're saying.

"Do you understand the rules?" Luke asks.

I swallow hard. "Yes."

"Good," Keith says. "Dr. Simmons will be by later to continue your therapy. Until then, you'll remain here. If you behave, we might consider bringing you a blanket."

They gather the empty bowl and tray, moving toward the door with the casual efficiency of men who have done this many times before. As they reach the threshold, Keith pauses and turns back to me.

"Oh, and Caitria? Don't try to remove the belt. It's tamper-proof, and the attempt would be... unpleasant." He pats his pocket where the remote sits. "I'd hate to have to show you what setting five feels like so soon."

The door closes behind them with a final, heavy click, and I'm alone again. Only now, the full weight of their words sinks in.

I curl up against the wall, drawing my knees to my chest despite the discomfort of the belt. My body feels foreign, violated, not my own anymore. The words echo in my head: Your body no longer belongs to you.

I close my eyes, searching for some reserve of strength, some ember of defiance that hasn't been extinguished. I will survive this. I have to. Somehow, someday, I will find a way out.

But for now, all I can do is endure.

The hours crawl by, marked only by the steady hum of the fluorescent lights and the occasional footsteps passing outside my door. I drift in and out of an uneasy doze, never fully sleeping, my body too tense and uncomfortable to find true rest. My pussy too full.

The sound of the door opening jolts me back to alertness. I scramble to sit up, my back pressed against the wall as Dr. Simmons enters. He carries a clipboard and wears the same clinical expression that makes my skin crawl.

"I hear you've had an eventful afternoon," he says, consulting his notes. "A bit of rebellion, followed by a lesson in compliance."

I say nothing, watching him warily as he approaches.

"Keith tells me you've been informed of the rules," he continues, unperturbed by my silence. "And that you've demonstrated at least a rudimentary understanding of consequences." He pauses, looking up from his clipboard to study my face. "That's progress."

"This isn't progress," I finally say, my voice rough from disuse.

Dr. Simmons raises an eyebrow. "Your therapy has barely begun, Caitria. What you've experienced so far is merely... orientation."

The casual way he dismisses my suffering makes my blood boil. "You can't do this to me."

"And yet, here we are," he interrupts smoothly.

He adjusts his glasses, studying me like a specimen under glass. "Now, shall we continue your treatment, or would you prefer another demonstration of the belt's capabilities?"

My hand instinctively moves to my waist, feeling the cold metal beneath the thin gown. The memory of that relentless vibration makes me shudder.

"What do you want from me?" I ask, hating the tremor in my voice.

"Cooperation," he answers simply. "Acceptance. Submission. These are the goals of your therapy."

"I won't—"

"Yes, you will," he cuts me off, his voice still calm but with an edge of steel. "Everyone does, eventually. The only variable is how much suffering you choose to endure before reaching that inevitable conclusion."

He reaches into his pocket and removes a small key. "Now, if you behave during this session, I might consider providing some relief from your current... situation." He nods toward the belt. "Would you like that, Caitria?"

Despite everything, a flicker of desperate hope rises in me at the prospect of being freed from the intrusive device. I hate myself for it, for this weakness, but my body aches for relief.

"Yes," I admit, the word barely audible.

"Good," Dr. Simmons says, pocketing the key again. "Let's begin then. Stand up and remove your gown."

I freeze, the hope instantly replaced by dread. "What?"

His expression doesn't change. "I believe I was clear. Stand up. Remove your gown. Now."

"No," I say, pressing myself harder against the wall. "I won't."

Dr. Simmons sighs, as if disappointed but not surprised. He pulls out a remote identical to Keith's and holds it up. "Must we always begin this way? I had hoped you might show more adaptability."

Before I can respond, his finger presses the button, and the device inside me springs to life. The vibrations are stronger this time, more insistent, and I double over with a gasp as pleasure spirals through me.

"This is setting three," Dr. Simmons informs me, watching dispassionately as I writhe on the floor. "Keith was quite gentle with you earlier. I'm afraid I don't share his patience."

The sensation is overwhelming, a storm of unwanted pleasure that crashes through me in relentless waves. I can't think, can't focus on anything but the brutal stimulation that refuses to let up.

"Stop," I plead, my voice breaking. "Please!"

"Stand up," he repeats, unmoved by my distress. "Remove your gown."

I struggle to my feet, legs trembling. The device shifts inside me, intensifying the feeling, and I nearly collapse again. With shaking hands, I reach for the hem of the hospital gown.

"Please," I try one last time. "Don't make me do this."

"Caitria," Dr. Simmons says, his voice surprisingly gentle now, "your resistance only prolongs your suffering. Choose wisely."

I close my eyes, swallowing back tears, and pull the gown over my head. The cool air hits my naked skin, and I stand there, exposed and vulnerable, the belt the only thing covering me.

Dr. Simmons finally turns off the device, and I sag with relief, though the aftershocks still ripple through me.

I stare at him, unable to comprehend how he's doing this to me so calmly. "Why?" I ask, my voice barely a whisper. "Why me? What did I do to deserve this?"

Dr. Simmons looks up, something almost like sympathy crossing his features before disappearing again. "This isn't about what you deserve, Caitria. This is about what Mr. Moretti wants, what he needs from you. Your father took something from him. Now he's taking something from your father."

"I'm not a thing to be taken," I protest, but even to my own ears, the words sound hollow in this sterile room where I stand naked and controlled.

"That's precisely the attitude we need to modify," Dr. Simmons says, making a note on his clipboard. "You are not defined by who you think you are, but by what you can provide to those who control you. Once you accept that, things will become much easier."

He sets the clipboard down and approaches me. I flinch, but force myself to stand my ground, refusing to retreat.

"Turn around," he orders. "Hands against the wall."

My heart pounds in my chest, but the memory of the belt's punishment is too fresh. Slowly, I turn, placing my palms flat against the padded wall.

I hear him move behind me, his footsteps soft but deliberate. Then his hands are on me, clinical and impersonal as they move across my shoulders, down my spine, assessing me like merchandise.

"Excellent physique," he murmurs, almost to himself. "Responsive to stimuli, adaptable despite resistance. Mr. Moretti chose well."

His fingers trace the edge of the belt, testing its fit, making minor adjustments that send fresh jolts of awareness through me.

"This will stay on overnight," he informs me. "The device inside you will activate at random intervals throughout the day and night. You'll never know when to expect it, or how intense it will be."

Horror courses through me at the thought. "I can't—"

"You can and you will," he cuts me off. "This is a fundamental part of your conditioning. Your body must learn that pleasure and pain come not from your own desires or actions, but from our will alone."

He steps back, and I hear the rustle of fabric. "You may face the room again."

I turn slowly, relief washing over me when I see he's holding out my gown. I take it quickly, pulling it over my head with trembling hands.

"We'll begin formal sessions tomorrow," Dr. Simmons says, gathering his clipboard.

He moves toward the door, then pauses, turning back. "If you cooperate, you'll earn small comforts—a blanket tonight, perhaps a pillow tomorrow. Eventually, maybe even a proper bed." He studies me, head tilted slightly. "The pace of these rewards is entirely up to you, Caitria."

The door opens, and Keith appears, his bulk filling the frame.

"Four bottles of water," he orders. "We need to maintain hydration."

Keith nods, stepping aside to let the doctor pass before rolling a cart into the room.

"Against the wall," he orders, and I comply, too exhausted to resist.

He checks my pulse, my blood pressure, shining a penlight in my eyes to check pupil response. His touch is impersonal, but not gentle.

"Drink," he says, holding out the first bottle. I take it with trembling hands, unscrewing the cap and taking a small sip. The water is cool and soothing on my raw throat, and despite everything, I'm grateful for it. I drink slowly, trying to make it last, to delay whatever comes next.

When I've finished about half the bottle, I lower it, my stomach already uncomfortably full. "That's enough," I whisper.

Keith's expression hardens. "The doctor said four bottles. Not half of one."

"I can't drink any more right now," I protest, my voice small but firm. "I'm not thirsty."

"This isn't about thirst," he replies, taking a step closer. "This is about following orders. Finish it."

I stare at him, clutching the half-empty bottle against my chest like a shield. "No."

His hand goes to his pocket, where I know the remote waits. "You want to do this the hard way again?"

The memory of the belt's merciless vibrations sends a shiver through me, but I hold my ground. "I physically can't drink four bottles of water at once. No one can."

"You'd be surprised what people can do when properly motivated," he says, pulling out the remote. "Last chance."

My resolve wavers, but I shake my head. "I won't."

Keith's thumb hovers over the button, but instead of pressing it, he unexpectedly lunges forward, grabbing my jaw with one hand. His fingers dig into my cheeks painfully, forcing my mouth open as he wrenches the bottle from my grip with his other hand.

"If you won't drink it willingly," he growls, "we'll do it this way."

He tilts the bottle against my lips, water pouring into my mouth faster than I can swallow. I choke, sputtering, but his grip is unyielding. Water spills down my chin, soaking the front of my gown, but most of it goes down my throat in a cold, rushing torrent.

I struggle against him, my hands pushing ineffectually at his chest, but he's too strong. My lungs burn as I fight to breathe between forceful swallows, my eyes watering from the strain.

When the first bottle is empty, he releases me momentarily. I gasp for air, coughing violently, my chest heaving.

"Three more to go," he says, reaching for the next bottle.

"Please," I rasp, still struggling to catch my breath. "I'll get sick."

"Then you'll get sick," he replies without sympathy. "The doctor wants you hydrated. Four bottles."

He grabs me again, and the process repeats. By the third bottle, my stomach is painfully distended, cramping with the excess fluid. Water drips from my chin, my gown plastered to my skin, and I'm sobbing between swallows, the discomfort nearly unbearable.

"Last one," Keith announces, twisting the cap off the fourth bottle. His grip on my jaw has left bruises, I'm sure of it, but he shows no signs of gentleness as he forces the final bottle to my lips.

I'm beyond resistance now, my body simply trying to cope with the flood. Each swallow is agony. My stomach stretched to its limit. I can feel the pressure building inside me, a different kind of humiliation looming.

When he finally empties the last drop into my mouth and releases me, I collapse to my knees, arms wrapped around my middle. The pressure is intense, painful, and I know with horrible certainty what's coming next.

"I need to use the bathroom," I gasp, looking up at him in a desperate plea.

Keith's lips curl into a knowing smirk. "Do you now?"

"Please," I beg, dignity forgotten in the face of this new, urgent need. "Please, I can't hold it."

He studies me for a long moment, watching me squirm in discomfort, before nodding toward the metal toilet in the corner. "So go ahead."

I struggle to my feet, each movement sending waves of pressure through my overfull bladder. The distance to the toilet seems impossibly far, and I take small, careful steps, afraid that any sudden movement will cause me to lose control.

When I reach it, I realize with a fresh wave of horror that there's no privacy. The toilet sits exposed in the corner of the room, in full view of Keith, who makes no move to turn away or leave.

"I can't—not with you watching," I protest, my face burning with humiliation.

"Then don't," he says with a shrug. "But that water needs to go somewhere, and I promise you, the floor is a much worse option."

The pressure intensifies. I have no choice. With trembling hands, I lift the gown and maneuver awkwardly around the belt, trying not to look at Keith as I lower myself onto the cold metal seat.

The relief is immediate and overwhelming, bringing tears to my eyes again, but this time from the physical release. The sound echoes in the small room, and I keep my gaze fixed on the floor, unable to bear the added shame of meeting Keith's eyes.

When I'm finished, I stand on wobbly legs, the exhaustion of the day catching up with me all at once. My body aches from the forced positions, the restraints, the belt that still presses uncomfortably against my hips and between my legs.

"Are we done?" I ask, not even trying to hide the weariness in my voice.

Keith nods, gathering the empty bottles. "For now." He moves to the door, pausing with his hand on the handle. "Dr. Simmons was serious about the belt activating randomly, by the way. Try to get some sleep, anyway." His smile is cruel. "You'll need your strength for tomorrow."

The door closes behind him with a final click, and I'm alone again. I sink to the floor, too tired even to cry anymore. My gown is still damp from the water, clinging uncomfortably to my skin, but there's nothing I can do about it.

I curl up on my side, trying to find a position that doesn't press the belt painfully against me. Exhaustion pulls at me, but fear keeps me teetering on the edge of consciousness. What if the belt activates while I'm asleep? What new humiliations await me?

Despite everything that's happened to me, my eyes grow heavy, exhaustion pulling me into the oblivion of sleep at last. The cold floor is unyielding beneath me, the thin gown sticking to my damp skin, but even these discomforts blur as my mind shuts down, too worn out to remain conscious any longer. Just as the haze of sleep overtakes me, a low hum begins between my legs, insidious and unrelenting. The device roars to life with sudden intensity, sending jolts of sensation through my exhausted body. The vibrations are gentle at first, teasing, but quickly grow in strength, intensifying in waves that make me gasp, that drag me back from the brink of numbness to full awareness and then beyond, to something I can't control.

I bite down hard on my lip to stifle the moan that rises unbidden in my throat, but the sound escapes anyway, a low, shameful whimper. My body responds eagerly, eagerly and against my will, to the relentless stimulation, and I realize with horror that this is what they meant—random, unpredictable, entirely outside of any control I might wish to have. A cruel reminder that even in the sanctuary of sleep, I'm not my own. I press my thighs together in a desperate attempt at relief, but the pressure only sharpens the sensation. There's no escape, no respite, just the insistent building of unwanted pleasure.

Tears slip from the corners of my eyes, hot trails of evidence that I can't hide, that I can't stop, no matter how desperately I want to resist. I choke back a sob, determined not to give them what they want. The moan that escapes is a traitor, but my body is the worst betrayer of all. It reacts as if it were not my own, as if every cell had already surrendered. My legs tremble, and my hands clench into fists. I want to fight, want to resist, but nothing is mine in this nightmare. Nothing is under my control. The humming intensifies, the vibrations pushing with ruthless persistence until I’m shaking. My whole body tenses, muscles spasming with the effort to hold on, with the hopeless attempt to fight. The release, when it comes, is not sweet or even wanted. It’s a crushing defeat, a complete and utter humiliation. Every inch of me is stripped bare, all dignity gone, and I know this is what they want. This, too, belongs to them—this final intimacy, this last shred of who I thought I was. Where nothing is my own, not even my body's most private responses.

The device winds down as suddenly as it had started. It leaves me spent and trembling, too exhausted even for tears. The silence is excruciating after the frenzy, and I lie there, panting and slicked with sweat. My limbs are heavy, useless, and the room is infuriatingly still except for the fluorescence that never goes dark, that never allows even a moment's worth of true peace. My chest heaves as I struggle to breathe, as I struggle to understand. How can I survive in this place? How can I make it through when even defeat isn't a release?

I swallow the sobs, pushing the grief and the shame and the helplessness back down. But just as I'm beginning to believe it might be over, the low hum begins again. Insistent. Unrelenting. A relentless reminder of the power they hold over me, of how little control I have. It roars back to life, dragging me from the brink of calm and forcing me into another cycle of torment.

Again and again, the belt springs to life, each jolt like a cruel reminder that I am theirs and theirs alone, every moment a carefully orchestrated torment. It’s as if my captors are daring me to resist, to hold out against the relentless assault on my body and my sanity. They want me to crumble, to beg, to lose myself completely in the sensations that build and build but never allow release. It’s as if they want to prove to me, beyond a shadow of a doubt, how little I can truly withstand. Each time I think it’s over, it begins anew, and my frail hopes are crushed under the weight of it, the vibrations consuming me entirely, leaving no part of me untouched.

I fight against the belt, against them, as long as I can, clinging desperately to some shred of myself. But with each new wave, each new rush of unwanted pleasure, my resistance dissolves. My will crumbles. My body responds eagerly, shamefully, wanting more even as my mind screams for it to stop. The bright lights above me never dim, never fade, not even for a moment. They mock me with their persistence, a constant reminder that here, in this place, there is no such thing as escape. No such thing as peace. My legs tremble, my skin is slick with sweat, and all I can do is sob with frustration as the cycle repeats, over and over and over.

There is no pause, no mercy, no relief. There is no moment of calm before it starts again, before it grips me in its ruthless claws and drags me back down into the abyss. I am constantly on the edge, teetering at the brink of what I can endure, but it never lets me fall. Never lets me breathe. The sensations go on, relentless and unending, and I cannot find a way to escape them. I cannot find a way to make them stop. Each time it activates, it feels like more than my body can take, more than my mind can endure.

I can't endure this torment any longer. My body sags under the force of unwanted pleasure, under the relentless assault that feels like it might tear me apart. The belt hums with intensity, vibrating against my most tender places, and there's no end to the cruel, calculated rhythm that pulls me apart at the seams. My mind is unraveling with it, my sanity fraying with the constant reminder of how entirely I'm at their mercy. There's no release, no reprieve, not even for a second, and I can't take it. I can't bear another moment of walking this edge. It never stops, never lets me fall into anything other than this brutal cycle.

With a last, desperate surge of will, I frantically grapple with the belt. My fingers claw with raw need, shaking violently as I try to unfasten it, try to rip it from my body with a strength I'm quickly losing. I fight through the haze of sensation, of desperation, struggling to break through the unyielding stainless steel barriers that pin me inside this hell. It taunts me, this device, a vicious trap that holds me back from the brink of release, from a moment of clarity, from my sanity. The vibrations are too much to endure, and in my desperation I fumble hopelessly, trying to loosen it any way I can so I can reach underneath, so I access the part of me they’ve locked up.

Eventually I can’t take it anymore, I finally black out.
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Iwake to the sound of the door opening, my body aching from a night spent on the hard floor. The belt is mercifully silent now, but the lingering effects of its torment leave me trembling, exhausted beyond words.

Luke and Keith enter, their expressions businesslike as they survey my crumpled form. Luke is rolling an exam table.

"Good morning, Caitria," Luke says, his voice falsely cheerful. "Time for your next exam."

I try to sit up, wincing as my stiff muscles protest. "Please," I whisper, my voice hoarse from last night's ordeal. "I can't... not again."

Keith's face remains impassive. "Up," he commands. "Now."

When I don't move quickly enough, they exchange a glance before approaching. Luke grabs my upper arms while Keith takes hold of my legs. They lift me effortlessly, as if I weigh nothing at all, and carry me toward the table they brought, metal and clinical, with leather restraints dangling ominously from each corner.

"No!" I twist in their grip, a sudden surge of adrenaline giving me strength. "Don't touch me!"

"Still fighting," Keith mutters, tightening his hold until it bruises. "Didn't learn much last night, did you?"

They slam me onto the cold metal surface; the impact knocking the breath from my lungs. Before I can recover, Luke flips me over and pins me to the table, letting me struggle underneath his harsh grip.

"I'll get the frame," Keith mutters, sounding disgusted with me. I continue to squirm helplessly even as the door slams shut.

"I'm starting to think you want to be forced," Luke sneers, his voice dripping with mockery as his breath brushes against my skin. The words are a taunt, a cruel twist of the knife meant to break my defenses, and my chest clenches tight with shame. How can I survive this new humiliation? How can I withstand another assault on what little dignity I have left? He licks the side of my face without warning, a wet stripe of humiliation that makes me squeal. I freeze in place, too shocked to retaliate, too stunned to fight back. My mind spins with the horror of it, and I feel myself shutting down again, fragmenting under the ruthless force of their control. My skin crawls, but I’m helpless to stop them. I barely have time to recover before Keith is back, and then I'm being forced up onto my knees. They grab me from either side, a coordinated attack that tells me they've done this before, probably to countless others. My wrists and ankles are locked into metal cuffs attached to the frame, forcing me to stay on all fours like an animal. The position is degrading, my whole body exposed and vulnerable to their gaze, to their touch. My back is arched, my gown pulling indecently tight and then riding up to expose me from behind. I burn with shame, but there's no escaping, no relief from the mortification plain on their faces and on mine.

The leather collar comes next, thick and unyielding as Keith fastens it around my neck, clicking a padlock into place to secure it. I gasp as it tightens, as the weight of it presses against my throat, a brand that tells me exactly what I am to them.

"Perfect," he says, stepping back to admire their handiwork.

The frame holds me immobile, my limbs stretched and secured at such precise angles that they prevent even the smallest movement. I try to shift, to find some relief from the strain that is already pulling at my muscles, but the restraints hold fast, keeping me displayed and vulnerable. Panic wells up inside me at the thought of what they will do next, at the thought of what fresh torment they’ve planned. How long will they keep me here, trapped like this with no hope of escape? They might leave me for hours, might activate the belt again just to watch me suffer—

"Let's get this off," Luke says, and I flinch as he pulls a pair of shears from his pocket.

He bends over me and begins to cut through my sweat-soaked gown, slicing the fabric apart with deliberate, practiced motions. The sound is like a death knell, another reminder that I have nothing, not even the thin, useless gown that had been mocking me with its false promise of cover.

The fabric falls away in pieces, scraps of humiliation that flutter to the floor, and I am totally naked by the time the doctor arrives.

"Excellent," the doctor says as he opens the door. I can hear the rolling wheels of the cart. "Just in time for her enema." The word freezes my blood. It hangs in the air like the sharp tang of antiseptic, long enough for me to register its full horror. The meaning is clear, the intention ominous. For a moment, I can’t even process it. It’s too much. Too humiliating. But I am locked into the frame, exposed and vulnerable, with no way to resist whatever fresh torment they have planned. Panic floods through me. A dizzying wave of disbelief mingled with dread.

"For my what!?" I spit wildly, the words tearing from my throat in a furious, disbelieving shriek.

"Get the gag on, please, gentlemen," the doctor replies coolly, without even a hint of emotion in his voice. "I don't feel like listening to her today." It’s a simple instruction, and I feel the sting of it in my chest. I’m nothing. Less than nothing.

The men are already approaching, moving with a single-minded efficiency that tells me this is routine, that they've done this before.

I want to scream. I want to fight them. But I can do neither as they close in, as they ready themselves to silence me like I’m too stupid to understand, like all my protesting is nothing more than meaningless noise. My heart thunders in my chest, a frantic drumbeat of desperation, of terror. I twist my head to the side, catching a glimpse of grim smiles on their faces, of echoing amusement at the doctor's words. My humiliation delights them, feeds them, and I'm helpless to stop them as they follow their orders, as they make me suffer.

"You heard him," Luke says with a smirk, a vicious sort of pleasure in his eyes.

"Shut her up," Keith agrees, reaching for the gag with a look of anticipation.

I open my mouth to protest again, to spit more words that I know will do nothing, and that's when they strike. Keith's hand clamps over my mouth, silencing my scream before it can fully form. His fingers dig into my cheeks, forcing my jaw open as Luke approaches with the gag.

It's larger than before, a ball of solid rubber that stretches my mouth painfully wide. I try to resist, to twist my head away, but the collar around my neck restricts my movement, leaving me no escape. The rubber tastes bitter, clinical, as it's forced between my teeth. Luke secures the straps behind my head, pulling them tight enough to bite into my skin.

"There," Keith says, stepping back to admire their work. "Much better."

Dr. Simmons approaches, snapping on a pair of latex gloves. The sound makes me flinch, memories of yesterday's "examination" still raw in my mind.

"Now," he says, his voice detached and professional, "we need to ensure you're completely clean before we proceed with the next phase of your treatment." He moves behind me, out of my sight, but I can hear him preparing something on the cart. "This is a standard procedure, Caitria. The more you relax, the less uncomfortable it will be."

I make a muffled sound behind the gag, a desperate attempt at protest that emerges as nothing more than a pathetic whimper.

"Hold her steady," the doctor instructs, and I feel Keith's hands on my shoulders, pressing me down against the frame.

Something cold and slick touches me, and I jerk instinctively, earning a tighter grip from Keith.

"I said hold steady," the doctor repeats, his voice sharper now. "She needs to learn to accept what's happening to her body without resistance."

I feel the pressure again, firmer this time, insistent as it pushes against me. The sensation is alien, invasive in a way I've never experienced before. I try to clench, to resist the intrusion, but the doctor's hands are steady and unrelenting.

"Fighting only makes it worse," he says calmly as he works the nozzle inside me. "Your body needs to surrender to this, Caitria. That's the point of these sessions—teaching you that resistance is futile and ultimately self-defeating."

Tears spring to my eyes as I feel the nozzle slide deeper, the sensation of being filled, of being invaded, overwhelming in its intensity. A whimper escapes around the gag, a sound of pure humiliation.

"The solution will feel warm at first," the doctor explains, his clinical tone at odds with the intimate violation he's performing. "Then you'll feel pressure, and an urgent need to expel. You will not be released from the frame until the process is complete, so I suggest you focus on relaxing your muscles."

I hear a click, and then the warm rush begins. The liquid flows into me, an unstoppable tide that fills me with a building pressure. It's uncomfortable at first, then swiftly becomes unbearable. My stomach distends, cramps forming as the solution continues to pump into me relentlessly.

I moan against the gag, my body instinctively trying to expel the invasive fluid, but there's nowhere for it to go. The nozzle seals me shut, forcing me to take it all, to hold it inside until they decide I've had enough.

"You're doing well," the doctor says, though there's no warmth in his praise. "Just breathe through it. The urge to expel will be strong, but you must control it. This is part of your training—learning to endure discomfort when required."

The pressure builds until I'm trembling with the effort to hold it in. Sweat breaks out across my skin, and tears stream down my face. The pain is intense, a cramping agony that makes me want to curl into a ball, but the frame holds me rigidly in place, exposed and vulnerable.

"That's enough for now," the doctor finally says, and I feel the flow stop. But the nozzle remains in place, keeping the solution trapped inside me. "We'll let that work for about fifteen minutes."

Fifteen minutes. It might as well be forever. The cramping intensifies, waves of pain that make me whimper and strain against my restraints. My stomach is visibly swollen now, distended with the solution they've pumped into me.

"Look at her," Luke comments, his voice filled with mocking amusement. "Almost looks pregnant."

Keith laughs, the sound cruel in its casual dismissal of my suffering. "She does, doesn't she? Maybe Moretti should knock her up for real. Give her daddy something to think about."

Their words barely register through the fog of discomfort that envelops me. All I can focus on is the cramping, the pressure, the desperate need for release that consumes my entire being.

Dr. Simmons ignores their banter, checking his watch periodically as if timing a simple lab experiment rather than overseeing my torment. His face remains impassive, unconcerned with my distress.

The minutes crawl by, each one an eternity of pain and humiliation. I'm crying openly now, tears and sweat mingling on my face, dripping onto the cold metal beneath me. My entire body shakes with the effort to hold in the solution, to fight against the most basic physical urge.

"Time," the doctor announces eventually. He moves behind me again, and I feel his gloved hands on my body once more. "Now comes the most important part, Caitria. When I remove the nozzle, you must continue to hold everything in until I give you permission to release. Otherwise, we’ll have to do this again. Do you understand?"

I nod frantically, desperate for this ordeal to end, willing to agree to anything if it means relief from this torment.

I feel the nozzle being withdrawn, and it takes every ounce of willpower I possess not to release immediately. My body screams for relief, but fear of further punishment keeps me clenched tight, trembling with the effort.

"Very good," the doctor says, sounding almost impressed. "Now, I'm going to count to ten. Only when I reach ten do you have permission to release. If you fail, we start the entire process over again. One..."

I whimper, my entire being focused on holding on just a little longer.

"Two... three..."

My muscles are screaming, the pain nearly unbearable.

"Four... five... six..."

I'm not going to make it. I can't hold on. The pressure is too intense, the need too great.

"Seven... eight..."

Tears stream down my face as I fight against my body's desperate demands. I feel him lift a bucket and press it to my legs.

"Nine..."

A low, animal sound escapes me, muffled by the gag but audible in the silent room.

"Ten."

The relief is immediate and overwhelming as I finally release, the humiliation of doing so in front of them nothing compared to the physical relief that floods through me. I sob around the gag, my body sagging against the frame, utterly spent.

"Well done," the doctor says, his voice betraying a hint of satisfaction. "You passed your first test of compliance."

He signals to Luke, who steps forward with a hose. The cold water hits my sensitive skin without warning, washing away the evidence of my humiliation but adding a new layer of degradation to the experience.

"Clean her thoroughly," the doctor instructs. "Then prepare her for the next procedure."

Next procedure. The words send a fresh wave of dread through me, but I'm too exhausted, too broken to even wonder what it might entail. All I can do is hang in the frame, water streaming over my naked body, and wait for whatever new torment they've planned.

The water stops eventually, leaving me shivering and dripping. Luke approaches with a towel, but there's nothing gentle in the way he dries me, his motions rough and impersonal, as if he's handling an object rather than a person.

"Remove the belt," the doctor orders, and I feel a momentary surge of hope at the prospect of being freed from the device that has caused me so much torment.

Keith unlocks it with a small key, and the relief as it's pulled away is immediate. The device that has been inside me for what feels like forever slides out with it, leaving me empty and sore. My body sags in the restraints, grateful for even this small mercy.

But the relief is short-lived.

"Now," the doctor says, moving into my field of vision, "we have you on camera. We know you tried to get the belt off last night. You tried to touch yourself. Did we not make it clear that was not allowed?"

"I—" The gag makes my attempted protest unintelligible. I shake my head frantically, but Dr. Simmons just sighs, as if my denial is merely another tedious aspect of his job.

"The cameras don't lie, Caitria. This behavior demonstrates you haven't accepted the fundamental truth of your situation." He steps closer, his clinical gaze examining me like I'm a specimen in a jar. "Your body is no longer yours to touch. Your pleasure is no longer yours to control."

His words cut through me like a knife, sharp and precise. I want to argue, to scream that he's wrong, but the gag muffles any protest I might make.

"To reinforce this lesson," Dr. Simmons continues, his voice coolly professional, "we'll be implementing some additional training."

He steps aside, and I see Keith approaching with something in his hands—something that glints under the harsh fluorescent lights. Metal. Small. When he moves closer, I can finally see what it is, and my blood runs cold.

Clamps. Two small, vicious-looking clamps connected by a delicate chain.

"These," Dr. Simmons explains, taking them from Keith, "will help you remember that your body responds to our will, not yours." He adjusts them slightly, the metal catching the light. "Pain and pleasure are tools of your conditioning, Caitria. You'll learn to associate both with obedience."

I thrash against the restraints, panic surging through me, but the frame holds me immobile. Dr. Simmons approaches, the clamps dangling from his fingers like a threat.

"The more you struggle," he says calmly, "the more this will hurt."

His gloved fingers find my breast, and I flinch at the clinical touch. He pinches my nipple, rolling it between his fingers until it hardens against my will. The shame burns hot across my skin as my body betrays me once again.

"You see?" he murmurs. "Even now, your body responds. It knows what's coming."

The first clamp closes around my sensitized flesh with a sharp, biting pain that makes me cry out behind the gag. Tears spring to my eyes as the metal teeth dig in, sending waves of agony through my chest. Before I can recover, the second clamp follows, and I nearly black out from the intensity.

"There," Dr. Simmons says, stepping back to observe his handiwork. The chain connecting the clamps sways slightly with my ragged breathing, each tiny movement sending fresh ripples of pain through me. "These will stay on for the duration of your next procedure."

I whimper, my head hanging low, utterly defeated by this new torment. What more could they possibly do to me?

Dr. Simmons moves behind me, out of my sight, and I hear him retrieving something from the cart. "Since you're so interested in touching yourself," he says, his voice taking on an edge of cruelty I haven't heard before, "we'll give you something to think about."

I feel something cold and unyielding pressing against me, larger and more intrusive than the device from the belt. The surface is textured in a way that makes me squirm in the restraints, my body's reaction only increasing the pressure as it tries to force its way inside. With a relentless insistence, the doctor pushes it against me, the pressure building until my body can no longer resist and begins to relent. "This is a training device," he explains, his voice detached and clinical as he continues to work it deeper. Each push makes me gasp beneath the gag, my mind swimming with the horror of what he is doing. "More sophisticated than what you've experienced so far," he continues. "It responds to your muscle contractions—the more you tighten around it, the more intense the stimulation becomes." Horror washes over me as I understand the implications. It's a trap—a cruel, inescapable trap designed to use my body's own responses against me.

He gives the device another push, and I moan as it slides further inside. "It also administers small electrical shocks when you approach climax," he adds, his tone almost bored as he seats it fully within me. "Teaching you that pleasure without permission leads to pain." A fresh wave of panic crashes over me. I sob against the gag, overwhelmed by the intrusion, by the knowledge that my own body has become the instrument of my torture.

"Now," Dr. Simmons says, stepping back to admire his handiwork, "let's test it, shall we?" He presses a button on a small remote, and the device whirs to life with a suddenness that takes my breath away. The vibrations start low, almost gentle, but quickly escalate to something more insistent, more demanding. I try to remain still, to keep my muscles relaxed as he instructed, but it's impossible. Each pulse triggers an involuntary contraction, which in turn increases the intensity, trapping me in an escalating cycle I can't escape.

"You see the dilemma," the doctor observes, watching my struggle with clinical interest. "Fighting it only makes it worse. Surrender brings you closer to climax, which triggers the shock. There is no winning strategy except complete acceptance of your powerlessness." The vibrations intensify further as my body responds instinctively, pleasure building despite my desperate attempt to resist it. The chain between the clamps sways with my movements, each tug a reminder of the pain waiting to complement the unwanted pleasure. "Your training will continue throughout the day," Dr. Simmons informs me, moving toward the door. His indifference to my suffering is absolute. "Luke and Keith will monitor your responses and adjust the settings as needed. I'll return this evening to evaluate your progress."

He pauses at the door, looking back at me with cold eyes. "Remember, Caitria—this is just the beginning. Your resistance only prolongs your suffering." The door closes behind him, leaving me alone with Luke and Keith, the device pulsing mercilessly inside me. I hang in the frame, shaking with the effort to control my body's responses, knowing it's futile but unable to surrender completely to what they want from me.

"Look at her fight it," Keith comments, circling me slowly, his eyes never leaving my trembling form. "Still trying to maintain control." Luke chuckles, leaning against the wall. "They always do at first. Give it time." As if prompted by their words, the device shifts inside me, changing its pattern, becoming more insistent, more demanding. I can feel the pressure building, the inevitable climb toward a climax I both dread and can't prevent.

"Getting close," Keith observes, his voice thick with cruel anticipation. "Watch her face when it happens."

The pressure continues to build, mounting steadily, until I feel like I might shatter from the strain. My body tenses, every muscle tightening as my senses swim with the overwhelming force of it. I know what's coming; I can't stop it. The vibrations increase relentlessly, driving me closer to the brink, and I know the humiliation of release is only moments away. I fight against my body's instincts, trying desperately to hold it off, but the need is too intense, too consuming. It crashes over me like a wave, dragging me under, pulling me toward an inevitable climax that I can't prevent.

Just as I teeter on the very edge, right at the precipice between humiliation and release, it happens. A shock, sharp and vicious, rips through me with merciless precision, timed perfectly to hit at my most vulnerable moment. The pain is excruciating, searing through the core of me like white-hot lightning. For a split second, my mind goes blank with the sheer intensity of it, a blinding agony that burns away every other thought or sensation. It feels like my body is being torn apart from the inside, the transition from pleasure to pain so sudden and brutal that I can't even comprehend it.

I scream behind the gag, my voice raw and primal, a choked and strangled sound that echoes my complete and utter defeat. My body convulses violently, jerking in the restraints, as if trying instinctively to escape the inescapable. The tears come hard and fast, streaming down my face in hot, humiliating floods, blurring my vision but not my awareness of the torment. The clamps bite cruelly into my skin as I writhe against them, each movement triggering new explosions of agony that intertwine with the electric pain radiating through me. I'm caught in an endless second of anguish, stretched impossibly long by the intensity of my suffering.

Finally, the shock begins to subside, leaving me gasping and exhausted, but not relieved. The device inside me is still active, its relentless vibrations already starting to push me toward another unwanted crest. The speed with which it resumes is a cruel reminder that this is only the beginning.

"That's it," Luke says with satisfaction. "First lesson delivered."

The device resets, beginning its cruel cycle again. This time slower, more deliberate, as if allowing me time to fully comprehend the hopelessness of my situation. I hang in the frame, gasping around the gag, my mind fragmenting under the assault of sensation and the crushing weight of the knowledge that I am truly trapped—not just by the restraints, not just by the room, but by my own body.

"We'll leave you to think about your options," Keith says, moving toward the door. "There's really only one, of course: surrender. Accept what you are now. What you'll be forever."

They leave me there, secured in the frame, the clamps biting into my sensitive flesh, the device working relentlessly inside me, trapped in an endless cycle of building pleasure and punishing pain. There's no escape, no relief, nothing but the knowledge that this is my reality now—minute by minute, hour by hour, stretching into a future I can no longer imagine.
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Idon't know how much time passes—hours, perhaps, though it feels like days. The cycle of pleasure and pain continues without mercy, my body jerking reflexively with each shock, my throat raw from screaming behind the gag. The tears have long since dried on my face, leaving salty tracks that pull at my skin.

My mind drifts in and out of lucidity. In the clearer moments, I try to think of escape, of rescue, of anything beyond this room and the agony that fills it. But such thoughts are quickly swept away by the next wave of sensations, the next shock that tears through me like lightning.

Eventually, the door opens again, and Dr. Simmons returns, Luke and Keith beside him. His face is as impassive as ever as he approaches, clipboard in hand, observing me like a specimen in a laboratory.

"How are we feeling?" he asks. I moan into the gag in response, which prompts him to chuckle.

He turns to Luke and Keith, who have been standing silently by the door, watching the proceedings with barely concealed enjoyment.

"Remove the clamps and the training device," he instructs.

Luke approaches first, his hands moving to the clamps still attached to my tender flesh. "This is going to hurt," he warns, though there's no sympathy in his voice—only anticipation.

The pain when he removes the first clamp is blinding, blood rushing back to the compressed tissue with a burning intensity that makes me cry out. The second follows immediately after, doubling the agony until I'm gasping for breath, tears streaming down my face once more.

Keith moves between my legs, his fingers finding the base of the training device. He withdraws it slowly, the textured surface dragging against my sensitized flesh, making me shudder with a confused mix of relief and unwanted stimulation.

"Remove the gag. I want two bottles of water in her before we move to the next phase."

The gag comes off, leaving my jaw aching and my mouth painfully dry. I work my tongue, trying to restore some moisture, but my throat feels like sandpaper, raw from hours of muffled screaming.

"Water," Dr. Simmons reminds Keith, who produces a bottle from somewhere behind me.

Keith holds it to my lips, and I drink greedily, desperately, not caring how pathetic I must look. The cool liquid soothes my parched throat, and I drain almost the entire bottle before he pulls it away.

"Slowly," Dr. Simmons cautions. "We don't want you getting sick."

The concern sounds almost genuine, but I know better now. Everything they do, every small kindness, is calculated to serve their purpose—my complete and total submission.

Keith opens a second bottle, and I take smaller sips this time, my mind clearing enough to wonder what "next phase" Dr. Simmons had mentioned. The very thought sends a chill through my exhausted body.

"That's good enough," Dr. Simmons says after I've consumed almost the entire second bottle. "We'll see if she can hold her tongue. Move the frame to the floor, gentlemen."

Like I’m a piece of luggage, Keith and Luke lift the metal frame to the floor.

“I think she’s had enough training for now. Who would like to fuck her first?”

My heart stops. The world narrows to a horrifying point, and I can't breathe.

"What?" I gasp, the word barely audible through my raw throat.

Dr. Simmons doesn't even look at me as he makes a note on his clipboard. "This is the next phase of your treatment, Caitria. Integration therapy. Your body needs to learn its purpose."

"No," I whisper, shaking my head frantically. "No, you can't—"

"I believe I've made it clear that 'can't' doesn't apply here," Dr. Simmons interrupts, his voice amused. "This will happen whether you accept it or not."

Keith steps forward eagerly, already unbuckling his belt. "I'll go first," he says, his eyes raking over me with undisguised hunger.

“No,” I try to say again.

“Well, that didn’t last long. Would you mind gagging her again, Luke?”

The look Luke gives me is predatory as he squeezes my jaw painfully, forcing my mouth open again so he can put the rubber ball back in as Keith positions himself behind me.

Keith's fingers dig into my hips as he positions himself behind me, his grip bruising and possessive. I try to squirm away, but the frame holds me immobile, leaving me no escape from what's about to happen. The metal digs into my wrists and ankles, a cold reminder of my complete helplessness.

"She's been waiting for this all day," Keith says to the others, his voice thick with anticipation. "Haven't you, sweetheart?"

I shake my head frantically, tears streaming down my face as I strain against the restraints. The gag muffles my protests, reducing them to pathetic whimpers that seem to only excite him more.

"I love it when they fight," he continues, running his hands over my exposed skin. His touch is rough, possessive, claiming every inch of me without permission. "Makes it so much better when they finally break.”

I feel him pressing against me, hard and insistent, and I try to pull away, to find some escape that doesn't exist. The restraints hold me firmly in place as he positions himself. His hands grip my hips with bruising force, fingers digging into my flesh as he holds me steady for his assault. Then he drags one hand over my core.

"Look how wet she is," Keith announces, his fingers probing between my legs without warning. "All that training paid off."

The first thrust is brutal, a savage invasion that tears a scream from my throat, muffled by the gag but still audible in the sterile room. Pain radiates through me, sharp and immediate. I haven't recovered from the device, from the hours of torment, and my body isn't ready for this new violation. But Keith doesn't care. He pushes deeper, grunting with satisfaction as he forces his way inside.

"Tight," Keith breathes, his voice thick with pleasure as he pushes deeper. "So fucking tight."

I sob into the gag, the sound raw and broken. Each thrust feels like a knife twisting inside me, but the physical pain is nothing compared to the crushing weight of degradation that presses down on me. My body, already sensitized from hours of torment, responds against my will, and that betrayal cuts deeper than anything else.

"Look at her take it," Luke comments, circling around to watch my face. His eyes gleam with a dark hunger that promises I'll soon know his touch as well. "She's fighting it, but her body knows what it's for."

Keith’s hand moves roughly to my clit, landing like a jolt of electricity. The touch, so certain and possessive, forces my body to respond in spite of my frantic attempts to resist it. I begin to spiral toward another climax, humiliation mixing with unwanted pleasure as he presses harder, stroking me as if he knows exactly how to push me over the edge. I feel myself racing toward it, the crescendo building unbearably, a cruel reminder that I have no control—that they've taken even this from me. I hate myself for my body's betrayal, for how easily it responds when every part of my mind screams against it. I am drowning in the shame of it, the raw and brutal awareness that this is all I am to them—something to be used, to be broken, to be remade in the image they desire. But there's no escaping, no holding back. The orgasm crashes through me like a tidal wave, obliterating everything but my screams. My body convulses around Keith, tightening, releasing, a sickening parody of pleasure as he grunts with satisfaction. The tears stream down my face as I fight desperately against the restraints, against the sensations, against the despair that threatens to consume me.

Keith's fingers twist viciously in my hair, yanking my head back as he thrusts harder, deeper. The pain blurs with the aftermath of my unwilling release, creating a nauseating cocktail of sensation that makes me dizzy, disoriented.

"That's it," he growls against my ear, his breath hot and damp. "Taking it like you were made for this."

I squeeze my eyes shut, trying to find some mental escape, some corner of my mind they haven't invaded yet. But there's nowhere to hide. Each brutal thrust drags me back to this moment, to this reality I can't escape.

"Fuck, I'm close," Keith grunts, his rhythm growing erratic. His fingers dig deeper into my hip, sure to leave more bruises among the constellation already marking my skin. With a final, savage thrust, he stiffens behind me, a guttural moan slipping out as he empties himself inside me.

I go limp, the restraints the only thing keeping me up as he pulls himself free from my wet heat. I’ve barely had a moment to recover as Luke takes his place.

Luke doesn't wait for me to recover. He steps behind me while Keith moves to my side, watching with a satisfied smirk on his face. I feel Luke's hands on me, different from Keith's—more deliberate, methodical, as if he's savoring every second of my degradation.

"My turn now," he murmurs, and there's something in his voice that makes me shudder, something almost worse than Keith's raw aggression. "I like to take my time."

His fingers trail down my spine, a feather-light touch that makes my skin crawl. I try to steel myself for what's coming, but nothing could prepare me for the slow, calculated way he enters me. Unlike Keith's brutal assault, Luke's approach is almost gentle—and somehow that's more devastating. He wants me to feel every inch, to be acutely aware of what's happening. He wants me to remember.

"Keith rushes through everything."

Keith laughs from somewhere behind him. "She's not going anywhere."

"Precisely my point," Luke replies. I feel his hands on my breasts now as he leans over me. "Why hurry something that should be... appreciated?"

His fingers find my nipples, pinching them hard enough to make me gasp into the gag. The pain radiates through my chest, sharp and insistent, a cruel reminder of the clamps that had tortured me for hours. Luke seems to sense my discomfort, his touch becoming deliberately gentler, more insidious.

"See? She responds better to this," he says, his voice low and conversational, as if discussing a mundane topic rather than my violation. "It's about finding the right balance—enough pain to keep them afraid, enough pleasure to confuse them."

I hate him for this insight, for understanding how much more devastating this approach is. Keith's brutality was straightforward, something I could mentally armor myself against. But Luke's calculated tenderness breaks through defenses I didn't know I had, forcing responses I can't control.

He continues his methodical assault, each thrust deliberate and measured. Each thrust is timed perfectly to drag through me, somehow finding angles that make my body respond even as my mind rejects everything happening. His rhythm never falters, never speeds up, maintaining that torturous pace designed to prolong my suffering. I try to retreat into my mind, to find some corner where I can hide from this, but Luke seems determined to keep me present, to force me to experience every second of my violation.

Then, his pace quickens, his breathing becoming more ragged as his self-control begins to slip. His fingers dig into my flesh, holding me steady as he drives deeper, harder. The frame creaks with each impact, metal joints protesting under the strain of our forced coupling.

"That's it," he murmurs, his voice thick with satisfaction. "Break for me."

I refuse to give him that final victory, clenching my teeth around the gag and squeezing my eyes shut. I won't let him see whatever's left of me shatter. I'll hold onto this one small defiance, even as my body betrays me in every other way.

Luke seems to sense my resistance, and it only spurs him on. His thrusts become more determined, more precise, angled to draw out the responses I'm trying desperately to suppress. One hand snakes around to find my oversensitive clit.

I buck helplessly against his expert touch, unable to stop the unwanted pleasure from building again. My whole body is a traitor, responding to Luke's manipulations with a shameful eagerness that makes me want to disappear completely. His fingers work with cruel precision, circling and pressing until I'm trembling on the edge of another climax I don't want, can't bear to experience again.

"There it is," Luke whispers, his breath hot against my ear. "Your body knows what it wants, even if your mind hasn't caught up yet."

I shake my head frantically, denying his words even as my body tightens around him, even as the pressure builds to an unbearable peak. The rubber gag catches my scream as I come apart beneath him, convulsing with a release that feels like surrender, like defeat.

Luke groans in satisfaction, his rhythm finally breaking as he chases his own release.

The orgasm hits me with devastating force, a tidal wave that crashes through every defense I've tried to maintain. My body convulses around him, muscles clenching involuntarily as pleasure and shame blur together into something I can't comprehend. Luke groans, his rhythm finally faltering as he follows me over the edge, spilling himself inside me with a shuddering gasp.

"There it is," he says, his voice thick with satisfaction. "That's what I wanted."

“I think it’s what she wanted too,” Dr. Simmons comments.
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The men release me from the frame, my limbs trembling as circulation returns to my wrists and ankles. I slump to the floor, unable to support my own weight, too exhausted to even attempt covering my nakedness. The heavy collar remains locked around my neck, a constant reminder of my captivity.

"Clean her up," Dr. Simmons orders, making a final note on his clipboard. "Then dinner and bed. We have a full schedule tomorrow."

Luke approaches with a wet cloth, and I flinch away instinctively, earning a sharp look from Keith who hovers nearby. Luke's touch is impersonal as he wipes me down, removing the evidence of what they've done to me. The cloth is cold against my skin, raising goosebumps along my arms and legs.

"Can you stand?" Keith asks after Luke finishes. When I don't respond immediately, he sighs with exaggerated patience. "We can drag you if necessary."

I manage to push myself up on shaking legs, swaying slightly as the room spins around me. Keith grabs my arm to steady me, his grip tight enough to bruise.

"Here," Luke says, returning with a fresh hospital gown. I take it silently, pulling it over my head with awkward, painful movements. The thin fabric provides minimal comfort, but I cling to it nonetheless, desperate for any barrier I can get.

"Dinner time," Keith announces, steering me toward the metal toilet in the corner. "Sit."

I obey, too broken to resist, and he places a plastic tray on my lap. The meal is institutional—a tasteless mush that might be mashed potatoes, a small portion of gray meat, and overcooked vegetables. A paper cup of water sits beside it.

"Eat," Keith commands. "All of it."

My stomach turns at the sight of food, but I force myself to pick up the plastic spoon. Each bite is a struggle to swallow, my throat tight with unshed tears. Keith watches impassively as I mechanically work through the meal, his presence a silent threat ensuring my compliance.

When I finish, he takes the tray.

"Relieve yourself," he orders. "You'll regret it if you don't. Trust me." He gives a wicked grin that makes me fear what comes next.

I hesitate, humiliation burning through me at the thought of using the toilet while he watches. The shame is absurd after everything that's happened, but this small dignity feels like the last thing I have to cling to.

"I'm fine," I whisper, the words barely audible. I can't do it again. Not with both of them watching.

Keith shrugs. "Your choice. But fair warning—you won't like what happens if you make a mess tonight."

and nods to Luke, who produces a small pill from his pocket.

"What is that?" I ask, my voice barely a whisper.

"Just something to help you sleep," Luke replies, holding it out to me along with the cup of water. "Doctor's orders."

I hesitate, eyeing the pill with suspicion.

"You can take it voluntarily," Keith says, "or we can make you take it. Your choice."

I take the pill with trembling fingers, placing it on my tongue and washing it down with the last of the water. Luke checks my mouth afterward, making sure I've swallowed it.

"Good girl," he says, as if praising a pet. "Time for bed. Stand up and spread your legs."

I swallow roughly, my muscles shaking with effort as I obey. Luke holds up a fresh dildo, and I recoil. This one is thinner than the last, but longer. Keith holds up the now familiar chastity belt.

"Don't," I whisper, backing away until I hit the wall. "Please, I can't... not again."

"It's this or the training device," Luke says, his voice maddeningly reasonable. "Trust me, this is the better option. No shocks, no vibrations. Just a reminder of who you belong to."

Keith steps forward, the belt dangling from his hands. "Hold still. Make this difficult, and we'll add the clamps too."

The threat is enough to freeze me in place. I close my eyes as Luke positions the dildo, unable to bear watching as he pushes it inside me. My body, still raw and aching from the day's violations, protests the intrusion, but I bite my lip to keep from crying out. Showing pain only seems to encourage them.

Keith fastens the belt around my hips, the metal cold against my skin as he adjusts it to fit snugly. The familiar click of the lock seals it in place, trapping the dildo inside me, a constant presence I can't escape.

"There," Luke says, stepping back to admire their handiwork. "All secure for the night."

Keith produces a thin blanket from somewhere behind him, tossing it carelessly onto the floor. "Your reward for good behavior," he explains with mock generosity. "Don't get used to it."

My legs buckle beneath me, the combination of exhaustion and whatever drug they've given me making it impossible to stand any longer. I sink to the floor, pulling the blanket around my shoulders with shaking hands.

"Sweet dreams, Caitria," Luke says, his voice sickeningly gentle. "Tomorrow will be fun."

The door closes behind them with a final, heavy click, leaving me alone in the sterile, too-bright room. The fluorescent lights remain on, harsh and unforgiving, offering no reprieve even in darkness.

I curl into a ball on the hard floor, the belt digging into my hips, the dildo a constant reminder of my captivity. The blanket provides little warmth or comfort, but I clutch it to me nonetheless, desperate for any shred of security.

The drug begins to take effect, pulling me toward unconsciousness despite my fear of what tomorrow might bring. My thoughts grow sluggish, disconnected, a merciful numbness spreading through my battered body.

As I drift on the edge of sleep, a single thought anchors me: I have to survive this. I have to find a way out. No matter what they do to me, no matter how they try to break me, I can't let them win. Not completely.

With that fragile resolve, I surrender to the artificial sleep they've forced upon me, knowing that when I wake, it all begins again.

My last coherent thought before darkness claims me is of my father. Does he know I'm missing yet? Is he looking for me? Or has Antonio's plan worked perfectly, leaving me truly and utterly alone?

The darkness swallows me before I can find an answer.
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When I wake up, something is wrong. My blanket is wet. Soaked. I lift it to my face and give a sniff, and the horror washes over me. I recoil hard, throwing the blanket across the room.

I wet myself in my sleep. I shudder in disgust, the acrid smell of urine filling my nostrils as I push away from the soaked blanket. My hospital gown clings to my thighs, damp and cold against my skin. Humiliation burns through me, hot and consuming, as I realize what's happened.

The pill they gave me—it wasn't just to make me sleep. It did this.

They knew this would happen. They planned it.

I scramble to my feet, wincing as the belt shifts with my movements, the dildo pressing painfully inside me. The fluorescent lights expose everything, leaving no shadows to hide my shame. My hands shake as I try to peel the wet gown away from my skin, but it's useless—I have nothing else to change into.

The sound of the door clicking open freezes me in place. Keith enters, his face breaking into a cruel smile as he takes in the scene before him.

"Looks like someone had an accident," he says, his voice thick with mock concern that doesn't reach his eyes. "What did I tell you about using the toilet when you had the chance?"

My face burns with humiliation as I stand there, unable to hide what's happened. "You did this on purpose," I whisper, my voice trembling with rage and shame. "You drugged me."

"Now, now," Keith chides, stepping closer. "Blaming others for your mistakes isn't going to help your therapy progress. Dr. Simmons will be very disappointed."

Luke appears in the doorway behind him, pushing a cart with what looks like cleaning supplies. His eyes scan the room, lingering on the discarded blanket and my wet gown.

"Tsk, tsk," he says, shaking his head. "And after we were so generous with the blanket, too. Such ingratitude."

I wrap my arms around myself, trying desperately to maintain some shred of dignity. "Please," I say, hating the pleading note in my voice. "I need to clean up."

"Yes, you do," Keith agrees, his tone sharpening. "On your hands and knees."

I stare at him, not comprehending.

"You made the mess," he explains slowly, as if speaking to a child. "You clean it up. Hands and knees. Now."

The order hits me like a physical blow. "What?"

"Hands. And. Knees," Keith repeats, each word edged with warning. "Or would you prefer another session with the training device?"

The memory of yesterday's torment—the relentless vibrations, the searing shocks—makes me tremble. Slowly, I sink to my hands and knees, the wet gown pressing coldly against my skin.

Luke sets a bucket of water and a cloth on the floor beside me. "Clean it. All of it. Including the blanket."

I reach for the cloth with shaking hands, dipping it into the cold water. The hospital gown hangs from my body, exposing me as I scrub at the floor where I had been sleeping. Tears blur my vision, but I blink them away, refusing to give them the satisfaction of seeing me cry again.

"She needs a shower after this," Luke comments to Keith, watching me work with undisguised amusement. "Can't have her stinking up the place."

"Agreed," Keith replies. "Dr. Simmons wants her ready for the next phase by nine anyway."

I keep my head down, focusing on the task at hand, trying not to think about what "the next phase" might entail. My muscles ache from yesterday's ordeal, and the belt digs painfully into my hips with every movement. The dildo shifts inside me, a constant reminder of my captivity.

When I finish cleaning the floor, I move to the soiled blanket, my hands trembling with exhaustion and humiliation. The fabric is heavy with urine, and the smell makes my stomach turn. I press it against the bucket, wringing out as much liquid as I can before scrubbing it with the cloth.

"Thorough job," Keith instructs, his foot tapping impatiently. "If we can't use it again, there won't be another."

I redouble my efforts, washing the blanket as best I can with the limited supplies they've provided. My knees ache from the hard floor, and my back throbs from bending over the task. But I keep going, desperate for any small mercy they might grant—even if it's just a damp blanket to sleep with tonight.

Finally, I sit back on my heels, the cleaning as complete as I can make it. "I'm done," I say quietly, not looking up at either of them.

"Let's see," Luke says, inspecting my work with exaggerated care. "Floor looks acceptable. Blanket..." He picks it up, examining it closely before dropping it back into the bucket. "It'll need to dry. Maybe you'll get it back tonight if you behave."

"Stand up," Keith orders, and I struggle to my feet, my legs stiff and painful from the awkward position. "Time to get you cleaned up."

Luke collects the bucket and cleaning supplies, moving them back to the cart. "I'll take these. You handle her shower."

Keith nods, grabbing my arm with bruising force. "Let's go."

He marches me toward the door, his grip unyielding as he leads me into the hallway outside my cell. For the first time, I see more of this place—sterile white corridors stretching in both directions, doors identical to mine spaced evenly along the walls. I wonder briefly if there are others trapped here, other victims of Antonio's vengeance or twisted desires.

We reach another door, and Keith pushes it open, revealing a tiled room with several shower heads protruding from one wall. There are no curtains, no privacy, just an open space designed for utility rather than comfort.

"Strip," Keith commands, releasing my arm.

I hesitate, my hands going to the hem of the wet gown. Despite everything they've done to me, despite the violations I've already endured, this casual exposure still fills me with dread. "Can I have some privacy?" I ask, knowing the answer before the words leave my mouth.

Keith laughs, the sound echoing against the tile walls. "Privacy? You still don't get it, do you? Nothing about you is private anymore. Nothing." He steps closer, his presence looming over me. "Now strip, or I'll do it for you."

With trembling hands, I pull the soiled gown over my head, letting it fall to the floor at my feet. I stand naked before him, save for the belt locked around my hips.

Keith produces a key from his pocket, unlocking the belt with practiced efficiency. The relief as it comes away is immediate, the dildo sliding free, leaving me empty and sore. I resist the urge to cover myself, knowing it would only invite mockery or worse.

"Into the shower," he directs, pointing to the farthest showerhead. "You have five minutes. Make them count."

I step under the showerhead, and Keith reaches past me to turn it on. The water hits me in a cold, shocking spray that makes me gasp. There's no time for it to warm up—if it even can—before Keith hands me a small bar of industrial soap.

"Four minutes," he reminds me, stepping back to watch.

I wash quickly, methodically, trying to ignore his gaze as it follows my hands over my body. The soap is harsh, drying, but I scrub everything, desperate to feel clean again. The water stings the marks left by the restraints, the bruises from their hands, the soreness between my legs. I close my eyes, trying to imagine I'm alone, that this is just an ordinary shower and not another form of control.

"Two minutes."

I rinse frantically, making sure no soap remains. My hair clings to my neck and shoulders, dripping water down my back. The cold makes me shiver, my skin erupting in goosebumps.

"Time's up." The water shuts off abruptly, leaving me dripping and shivering in the center of the shower. Keith throws a thin towel at me. "Dry off."

I pat myself dry as best I can with the inadequate towel, which is barely large enough to wrap around my body. It's rough against my skin, more like sandpaper than terrycloth, but I use it gratefully nonetheless.

"Hand it over," Keith says when I finish, extending his hand for the towel. I give it to him reluctantly, immediately feeling exposed again without even that small covering.

He examines me critically, circling me as if inspecting merchandise. "Turn around. Bend over."

My blood runs cold at the command. "Why?"

"Because I said so." His hand connects with my backside in a sharp slap that makes me yelp. "Now."

I turn slowly, trembling as I bend at the waist, exposing myself completely to his gaze. I feel his hands on me, clinical and invasive as he checks the areas the dildo had occupied. The humiliation burns through me, hotter than any water from the shower could have been.

"Looks good," he pronounces, as if evaluating livestock. "Stand up straight."

I straighten, wrapping my arms around myself in a futile attempt at modesty. Keith smirks at the gesture but says nothing, instead reaching for something on a shelf nearby. He returns with a fresh hospital gown, holding it just out of my reach.

"Ask nicely," he instructs, his eyes glittering with cruel amusement.

I stare at him, disbelief momentarily overriding my fear. "What?"

"Say 'please may I have my gown, sir.'" His voice leaves no room for argument. "Or you can walk back to your room naked."

I swallow hard, struggling to keep my voice steady. "Please may I have my gown... sir." Each word is a small defeat, another piece of myself surrendered to their control.

Keith's smile widens as he hands over the gown. "Good girl. You're learning."

I pull the gown on quickly, grateful for even this thin barrier between my skin and his gaze. The fabric is stiff and scratchy, but at least it's dry.

"Come on," Keith says, grabbing my arm again. "Dr. Simmons is waiting."

We leave the shower room, returning to the sterile corridor. But instead of taking me back to my cell, Keith leads me further down the hallway to another door, this one marked simply "Examination Room B."

My steps falter as we approach. "What's happening now?"

Keith's grip tightens on my arm, propelling me forward. "Group therapy. Don't worry—I think you might actually enjoy this part."

The way he says it fills me with dread, more terrifying than any explicit threat could have been.
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He pushes open the door, and I see Dr. Simmons waiting inside, clipboard in hand as always. The room contains what looks like a padded table, with various anchor points.

Dr. Simmons gestures to the table, the clipped efficiency of his tone sending a shiver through me. "Face down please, Caitria," she directs, as if it's the most natural thing in the world. I hesitate, my body resisting even as my mind screams the futility of defiance.

"Well?" he prompts, eyebrow raising in expectation. Keith's scoff cuts through the air, sharp and contemptuous, and I flinch instinctively from the sound. His hands clamp down on my shoulders with bruising force, dragging me toward the table. Panic surges through me, hot and electric, and I struggle uselessly in his grip.

Luke emerges from a shadowed corner, a predatory smile on his face. I hadn't even seen him lurking there, waiting for my resistance, like a cat with a mouse. Together they shove me forward, my legs buckling beneath me as they force me over the padded surface. It fits under my torso with sickening precision, as if custom-made for my body's betrayal.

"Face down," Keith mutters, emphasizing each word as they pin me against the table. My cheek presses into the vinyl covering, the material cold and unyielding. Their hands are a flurry of activity, fingers working efficiently to bind me in place. Straps tighten around my wrists and ankles, fastening me spread-eagle, leaving nothing undisturbed by their invasive touch. The table feels like an altar, and I am the unwilling sacrifice, bound and exposed for their amusement and Dr. Simmons' inscrutable purpose. Even my hair is pushed aside, clearing their view of every inch of me.

I'm breathing hard, the straps cutting into my skin, but I can't move. Can't resist even a little.

Dr. Simmons watches from the corner, his clinical gaze assessing me with that same detached interest that makes my skin crawl. He approaches slowly, circling the table, taking in my restrained form from every angle.

"Good morning, Caitria," he says, his voice calm and measured, as if we're meeting for a routine check-up rather than another session of torture. "I trust you slept well?"

His mockery cuts deeper than his cruelty. I say nothing, turning my face away as much as the restraints allow.

"The silent treatment?" he asks, a hint of amusement coloring his tone. "That's perfectly fine. You won't need your voice for this part of your therapy, anyway."

He moves to a small table nearby, where several instruments are laid out in neat, terrifying rows. I can't see what he's selecting, and that uncertainty sends fresh waves of panic through me.

"Today," he continues, his back to me as he busies himself with whatever implements he's chosen, "we focus on acceptance. Accepting pleasure when it's given to you, regardless of the source."

My stomach drops at his words, dread pooling like ice in my veins. "Please," I whisper, my resolve crumbling under the weight of anticipation. "Don't do this."

Dr. Simmons turns, a small device in his gloved hand. It's not immediately threatening—just a small, curved object with a switch on one end—but something about it makes me tremble.

"Your cooperation is not required," he reminds me gently. "Only your body's response."

He nods to Keith and Luke, who stand at either side of the table, watching with predatory anticipation. "Remove the gown and prepare her."

Keith's hands are rough as he tears the hospital gown down the middle, leaving me naked and exposed on the table. The cool air raises goosebumps across my skin, and I shiver, as much from fear as from cold.

"Good," Dr. Simmons approves, stepping closer. "Now, Caitria, this first device will stimulate nerve endings you likely didn't know you had. The sensation might be... overwhelming at first."

Before I can process his words, he presses the device against my clit, activating it with a soft click. The vibration that surges through me is unlike anything I've felt before—more intense, more focused, more insistent than even the belt's cruel ministrations.

I gasp, my body arching as much as the restraints allow. The sensation is immediate and overwhelming, pleasure spiraling outward from where the device touches me, radiating through my entire body in waves that leave me breathless.

"Interesting response," Dr. Simmons notes, as if observing a lab experiment rather than a human being. "Much more sensitive than average. Increase the intensity by twenty percent."

The vibrations intensify, and I cry out, unable to contain the sound. My body betrays me instantly, responding to the stimulation with shameful eagerness. I fight against it, against the rising tide of unwanted pleasure, but it's useless. The restraints hold me immobile, helpless to escape the sensations that consume me.

"Please," I gasp between involuntary moans. "Stop—"

"Why would I stop when your body is clearly enjoying this?" Dr. Simmons asks, his voice maddeningly reasonable. "This is what I've been trying to teach you, Caitria. Your mind may resist, but your body knows what it wants."

He adjusts the device slightly, finding an angle that sends fresh waves of sensation crashing through me. I bite my lip until I taste blood, desperate to hold back the sounds that threaten to escape, to deny them the satisfaction of hearing my response.

"Fighting it only prolongs the inevitable," Dr. Simmons observes, watching my struggle with clinical interest. "Your resistance is futile and, frankly, counterproductive to your treatment."

I shake my head frantically, the only movement the restraints allow. "This isn't treatment," I manage to choke out. "This is torture."

"Such dramatic language," Dr. Simmons sighs, as if disappointed by my lack of understanding. "Your father would understand—he's done similar work in his interrogation methods, hasn't he?"

The mention of my father sends a fresh wave of pain through me, different from the physical sensations still building within my body. The thought of him searching for me, or worse, not knowing I'm missing at all, brings tears to my eyes.

Dr. Simmons notices, his expression softening in a way that's somehow more terrifying than his clinical detachment. "Ah, thinking of daddy? Don't worry. He'll know exactly where you are soon enough. Mr. Moretti has plans to send him proof of life... in a manner of speaking."

Horror washes over me at the implication. "No," I whisper. "Please, don't—"

"That's not up to me," Dr. Simmons cuts me off. "My job is simply to prepare you for whatever role Mr. Moretti has in mind." He increases the intensity of the device again, and my protest dissolves into a strangled moan as pleasure crashes through me with renewed force.

"I think she's almost there," Luke observes, his voice thick with anticipation. "Look at her face."

I try to hold back, to fight against the rising tide, but it's impossible. The sensations build and build, a relentless pressure that can't be denied. My body tenses, hovering on the brink, every muscle straining against the inevitable.

"Don't fight it," Dr. Simmons instructs, his voice hypnotic in its calm authority. "Accept what your body wants. What it needs."

The orgasm tears through me with devastating force, a tidal wave that obliterates everything in its path. I scream, the sound raw and broken, as my body convulses against the restraints. Pleasure and shame blend together into something I can't comprehend, something that threatens to shatter my very sense of self.

Dr. Simmons continues his relentless stimulation through the aftershocks, prolonging the sensation until it borders on pain. Only when I'm gasping, pleading incoherently for mercy, does he finally withdraw the device.

"Very good," he says, his tone suggesting I've passed some kind of test.

"Please," I whisper, my voice hoarse from screaming. "I can't—"

"You can," Dr. Simmons interrupts gently. "And you will. Your capacity for pleasure is far greater than you realize, Caitria. By the end of today's session, you'll understand that your body belongs to us in ways you never imagined possible."

He turns to Luke, who stands nearby, watching with undisguised hunger. "Go get the others. We're ready for them."

Fresh horror washes over me.

OTHERS!?

"Keith, if you'd take over for a moment, please."

"Glady," Keith says, and he positions himself between my spread legs. I only get a moment's warning before he's holding the probe against my clit again, dragging his free hand through my sopping folds.

My back arches involuntarily at Keith's touch, body still hypersensitive from the first orgasm. The vibrations feel different in his hands—crueler somehow, less clinical and more personal as he grinds the device against me with sadistic precision.

"That's it," he murmurs, his free hand continuing its exploration, fingers tracing my entrance with maddening slowness.

I whimper, trying to twist away from his touch, but the restraints hold me firmly in place. The vibrations continue relentlessly against my oversensitive flesh, sending painful aftershocks through my body.

"Still fighting? Let's see how long that lasts."

The door opens, and I crane my neck as far as the restraints allow, desperate to see who's coming. My blood turns to ice when I realize it's not just one person but several—three men I've never seen before, all dressed in the same white uniforms as Keith and Luke. Their expressions range from clinical curiosity to undisguised lust as they enter, eyes immediately fixing on my restrained, naked body.

"Gentlemen," Dr. Simmons says, “This is Caitria. You’ll be helping with her first group therapy session.”

Keith shifts the angle on the wand and I groan, my hips shifting helplessly as much as I try to resist.

“Who wants to fuck her first?” Luke asks.

My breath catches in my throat as the men step closer, their eyes hungrily roaming over my restrained body. Each face is a mask of calculated desire, clinical in its assessment of me as nothing more than flesh to be used.

"I'll go first," says one of them, a tall man with cold gray eyes and close-cropped dark hair. His voice is deep, almost gentle, which somehow makes it worse. He approaches the table with an unhurried confidence that tells me he's done this many times before.

"This is David," Dr. Simmons introduces, as if we're at a business meeting rather than... this. "He specializes in breaking particularly stubborn cases."

David smiles, the expression never reaching his eyes as he circles the table, inspecting me from every angle. "She's exquisite," he comments, running a finger down my spine. I shudder at his touch, my skin feeling like it’s on fire.

He begins unbuckling his belt while Keith finally removes the vibrator. The momentary relief is short-lived as panic sets in. Five men. They're going to take turns with me like I'm nothing but a toy to be passed around, a thing to be used and discarded. Behind me, I hear the zipper of David's pants and the rustle of clothing. My heart slams against my ribs, each beat a desperate protest that no one will hear.

"Look at her," one of the other men comments. "Already wet and ready."

A chorus of chuckles fills the room, the sound more terrifying than any threat. These men see nothing wrong with what they're doing. To them, I'm just another subject, another body to break.

"Group therapy serves two purposes," Dr. Simmons explains, his clinical tone a grotesque counterpoint to the violation about to happen. "First, it teaches your body to respond regardless of who's using it. Second, it breaks down your psychological resistance through overwhelming stimulation."

David positions himself behind me, his hands gripping my hips with bruising force. I feel him pressing against me, hot and insistent, and I squeeze my eyes shut, bracing for the invasion.

"Look at me, Caitria," Dr. Simmons commands. When I don't comply, he nods to Keith, who grabs my hair and yanks my head up painfully. "He said look at him," Keith growls against my ear.

I force my eyes open, meeting Dr. Simmons' cold, analytical gaze as David pushes inside me with one brutal thrust. The pain is sharp, immediate, tearing a scream from my throat that echoes off the sterile walls. David groans behind me, his fingers digging into my flesh as he establishes a punishing rhythm. He's larger than Keith or Luke, and my body, though wet from the forced stimulation, isn't prepared for his size or ferocity.

"I want you to understand something fundamental," Dr. Simmons says, leaning closer, his face inches from mine as David pounds into me. "Your body is now property. Not yours. Not even truly Mr. Moretti's. It belongs to whoever we decide deserves access."

"Jesus, she's tight," David grunts, his fingers digging deeper into my flesh as he establishes a punishing rhythm. Each thrust drives me against the padded table, the restraints cutting into my wrists and ankles as I instinctively try to escape.

David's thrusts become more forceful, each one driving the air from my lungs. I try to retreat into my mind, to find some corner where this isn't happening, but I can’t.

Hands land on my breasts, though I can’t see who they belong to. Fingers twist and pinch and pull at my nipples.

I gasp in shock as pain radiates from my sensitive flesh. Through tear-blurred vision, I see one of the other men has moved beside me, his hands claiming my breasts while David continues his relentless assault from behind.

"She responds well to pain," this new tormentor observes, his voice clinical despite the cruelty of his touch. He twists harder, and I bite back a scream.

"That's Marcus," Dr. Simmons explains conversationally, as if introducing colleagues at a conference. "His background is in pain response therapy."

Marcus smiles down at me as if dissecting a specimen. His eyes are cold and assessing, the eyes of a scientist observing a particularly interesting experiment. My tortured reactions only seem to encourage him, as if each whimper is a confirmation of his theories. "The intersection of pain and pleasure," he notes clinically, pinching my nipples with calculated precision, the searing ache sending violent spasms through my body, "is where the most profound behavioral modification occurs. When the subject can no longer distinguish between the two sensations, that's when real progress begins." His words are as sharp and invasive as his touch, each syllable deliberate and merciless.

David's rhythm falters, and I feel his thighs tense against me. His breathing is ragged and uneven, a gasping counterpoint to my own desperate cries. He's close to finishing, and panic flares within me, even more intrusive than his brutal thrusts. I clench involuntarily around him, and his voice breaks into a guttural groan. He shoots hot streams inside me, filling me up, and I choke on the humiliation as it spills over into every part of me.

Marcus watches David's climax with clinical interest, his fingers continuing their cruel exploration even as his eyes follow the other man's every shudder and gasp. To him, this is just another data point, another step in the process of breaking me down until there's nothing left of the person I once was.

“Marcus,” I hear Dr. Simmons say above the rush of blood in my ears. “Would you like to go next?”

Marcus gives a slight nod, his eyes never leaving my face. "With pleasure, doctor."

David withdraws from me, leaving me empty and used, his seed leaking from between my thighs. The momentary reprieve does nothing to calm my racing heart as Marcus circles around behind me, his clinical detachment somehow more terrifying than David's raw aggression.

"Interesting physiological responses," Marcus comments, his fingers tracing the curve of my spine. "Elevated heart rate, pupil dilation, involuntary muscle contractions. Classic signs of terror... and arousal."

His touch is gentle, almost tender, as he positions himself behind me. This false gentleness is worse than violence—it creates confusion, makes my body respond in ways that shame me to my core.

"I prefer to take my time," he informs the room, his hands spreading me open with methodical precision, each finger placed with deliberate precision to maximize my discomfort.

I feel something cold and hard pressing against me. Not flesh, but some kind of implement. "The body responds more honestly to alternating stimuli."

The object pushes inside me, wider than David was, unyielding and cold. I gasp at the intrusion. Then I feel something else… somewhere else. His thumb traces over my tight, puckered asshole, and I whimper.

The pressure of his thumb makes me jerk against my restraints, a panicked sound escaping my throat. "No," I manage to gasp, "not there—please."

Marcus chuckles, the sound devoid of warmth. "Resistance only heightens the experience," he informs me, as if imparting wisdom. His thumb continues its insistent circular motion, applying more pressure with each pass. "The tighter you clench, the more intense the sensation when you finally yield."

Dr. Simmons moves into my field of vision, watching my face with that same detached curiosity. "This is an important aspect of your conditioning, Caitria. Total access. No boundaries. No control."

I feel something cold and slick being applied where Marcus's thumb had been, and fresh terror courses through me. The artificial phallus inside me continues its relentless invasion while Marcus prepares me for something I never considered.

TO BE CONTINUED
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