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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.

Pleasure Pointe is a fictional adults only resort where visitors can live out their wildest fantasies. If you'd like to experience it with Callie and jump right in. I recommend starting with Chapter 2.
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Istare at the website for Pleasure Pointe as I wait for the video conference call to start. I filled out the paperwork with my requests a week ago and paid the fee. Now we just have to go over the contract before my vacation can start.

Take the vacation you deserve at our adults only all-inclusive resort. Whether you want to stay in our spacious rooms, the dungeons, the kennels, the stables, or our custom accommodations, we offer something for everyone and every kink you can imagine. For couples, groups, or solo travelers. Speak to one of our experience specialists and book your getaway today.

There’s a beep as the notification pulls up on my laptop, and I click the link, eager to get this video conference started. A man’s face comes onto scream. Dark hair and light brown eyes. He’s wearing a sweater vest. Not at all what I expected.

“Miss Hayes?” he asks.

“That’s me,” I say, sitting up a little straighter. I don’t know why I’m so nervous.

“I’m Tanner Crawford, legal liaison for Pleasure Pointe. Normally we would go over your forms upon your arrival, but because of the nature of your requests, I wanted to get it out of the way in advance to not break the immersion.”

“I appreciate that.”

“I must tell you this is being recorded for liability purposes. I’m going to ask you some questions and I just need you to say yes or no. It’s important you say your answer out loud and shake or nod your head. Do you understand?”

“Yes, I do,” I say, nodding.

“You have signed up for an extensive medical roleplay stay with us for two weeks. You understand that once you are in our custody, there will be no stopping the experience other than a single safeword, and if you do use that safe word, that will be the end. There will be no resuming the experience, you will be taken home early.”

“Yes, I understand,” I say, swarming with panic. I don’t want that. I want to see it through to the end. The whole fantasy. The idea of it ending early, considering how much money I’ve spent, makes me break out in a cold sweat.

Tanner recites the scenario I laid out in my paperwork, down to the smallest detail. The doctor. The orderly. The increasing levels of confinement.

By the time he’s done, my cheeks are burning.

“Yes, that is exactly what I want.”

“You understand your experience will include restraint, sedation, confinement, medical exams, extensive roleplay, use of toys, sex with one or multiple staff members, manipulation, sensory deprivation, humiliation, restricted restroom use, restricted diet, use of diapers, and use of chastity belts.”

“Yes, I do. I want that.” I hope he can’t tell the way my voice trembles.

“And you consent to the necessary blood tests and birth control implant on arrival?”

“Yes.”

“And you understand our staff members do not use condoms? You consent to sex without protection?”

“Yes.”

“Excellent. Two of our employees will come to pick you up tomorrow. I hope you’ll enjoy your time with us, Miss Hayes.”
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Isit down at my computer desk, a fresh cup of coffee in my hand as I eye the computer screen. A half-baked logo for a bakery stares back at me, taunting me. I have no good ideas. None. I haven’t been able to concentrate, but the deadline is looming.

Even now, I fight the urge to rub my thighs together. I put on my baggiest sweat pants in the hopes it would help deter my urges with thick, fluffy slippers. There’s seriously nothing sexy about them.

Maybe I should get a big sweatshirt too. This tank top probably isn’t helping anything. It keeps falling off one shoulder. But I try to concentrate, clicking on my color palette. This bakery just screams bright orange to me but maybe yellow would be better.

Then, there’s a knock at the door.

I don’t react at first, my mind still half-focused on the screen in front of me. It’s probably just a delivery, though I can’t think of anything I’m expecting. Maybe it’s a door-to-door salesman. Those still exist, right?

But the knock comes again, louder this time. More insistent.

I tear my gaze away from the screen, glancing over at the door to my apartment.

Another knock—harder this time, accompanied by a deep voice.

“Miss Hayes? We have a court order. Open the door.”

I freeze. My heart skips a beat. My pulse hammers in my ears, and a cold sweat breaks out across my neck. Panic shoots through me. A court order? For what?

I’ve never been in trouble before. Never anything more than a speeding ticket, a couple of parking fines. What the hell could this be? My head races, my thoughts scattering like leaves in the wind. Is this about last week? They said they’d let me off with a warning. But... no, that can’t be right.

Swallowing hard, I push myself out of my chair. My legs feel like jelly, like they’re not even mine. It takes everything I have just to stand, to shuffle toward the door. I’m not even sure I’m walking, my feet dragging in what feels like slow motion. My stomach tightens into a knot.

The pounding intensifies. If I don’t hurry, my whole building will hear them.

I reach the door. My fingers tremble as I grab the knob, hesitating before opening it.

The first thing I see are their faces.

The taller one is a man with dark hair, slick and shiny under the dim light. He has a jawline that could cut glass, sharp and cruel. His eyes are dark—almost black—and he’s staring at me with this intensity that sends a shiver down my spine. There’s something about him that feels dangerous, like a soap opera villain come to life. His presence fills the doorway, his shoulders broad, his posture imposing. A name tag reads “Riggs,” and it suits him. He has that hard, professional air about him, the kind of man who looks like he could crush your world without even blinking.

The shorter man next to him stands just a little to the side. He’s blonde—too blonde, really—like someone who’s spent too much time in the sun. His face is boyish, almost pretty enough for modeling, though there’s something cold behind his light blue eyes. He looks like he belongs on a beach, not in front of my door with a court order. His name tag says “Baker.” And the way he looks at me? He’s hungry, a predator, taking in everything about me.

Because I’m the prey.

“We’re with Fairview Psychiatric Facility,” Riggs says, his voice low and commanding. “We have a court order to take you into custody.”

I blink at him, my heart stopping. Fairview? What the hell? “What?” I gasp. “No, no, there’s been a mistake.”

“You were ruled a danger to yourself and others,” Baker says coolly, his voice calm, but there’s an undercurrent of something there I don’t like. “For your own safety, Miss Hayes.”

My head spins. “Danger? I haven’t—“ My voice cracks, and the words seem to dissolve in the air. I have no idea what they’re talking about. The incident last week… was it really that bad?

Riggs takes a step forward, his eyes narrowing as he sizes me up. “We’re not here to argue, Miss Hayes,” he says, his tone like ice. “We’re here to take you in.”

I feel the floor shift beneath me. My stomach drops. “No,” I whisper, a small, desperate sound. “Please, I haven’t done anything. Just—just leave. I’ll be fine.”

Riggs’ gaze hardens, and before I can react, he steps forward again, pushing past the door with a force that knocks me back. “Now,” he commands.

They move faster than I can blink. The next thing I know, Baker is grabbing my wrist, yanking it behind my back. I scream, my voice rising in panic as I try to pull away, fighting against his grip.

“Get your hands off me!” I shout, kicking at the air in a desperate attempt to break free.

Riggs steps forward with a cold, deliberate calmness as he grabs my chin, forcing me to stare up at him. “You don’t want to make this harder on yourself, Miss Hayes,” he says, his voice low and unyielding. “We’ll sedate you if we have to. Now be a good girl.”

I freeze, my whole body locking up. My mind races, but my body betrays me. I can’t fight back. I don’t want to be sedated, to not know what’s happening to me. So, I go limp in their grip, my chest heaving as I let out a shaky breath.

With one last glance at the safety of my apartment, I surrender. They immediately cuff my wrists behind my back, the cold metal biting into my skin. They close the door with a thud that sounds like the closing of a coffin.

Riggs gives a nod to Baker, and they begin to march me down the hall, forcing me out the door. I trip over my own feet, but they keep me upright and steady, their grip on my shoulders like iron. They guide me down the two sets of stairs, keeping me from tripping and falling. Their tight hold is sure to leave me with bruises, but I suppose that’s better than falling on my face.

The door to the outside swings open with a creak, and the sudden rush of freezing air hits my face like a slap. My breath catches, the cold biting into my skin. I didn’t get a chance to grab a jacket. The realization settles in my chest like a stone. The sharp chill prickles across my arms, goosebumps erupting. I shiver, my body unable to contain the tremor that wracks through me, and I feel Baker’s eyes on me, watching my discomfort with a subtle, almost predatory satisfaction as my nipples pebble in the cold, peeking through the thin tank top I wear.

I see him grin as he takes notice, wicked and hungry.

A dark van sits at the curb before us. Not a police car, not an ambulance, just a van. Windowless. No markings.

The streets are empty. No one to hear me if I cried out for help. It’s like the world came to a stop.

Riggs takes both my arms in his hands, holding me tight against his chest. I can feel his hard dick against my ass and a shiver runs through me… and not one borne of fear.

Before I know what I’m doing, I grind my hips back against him, rubbing against his length. He chuckles. It’s a dry, cruel sound.

“None of that. Not yet.”

Why does that sound like a promise?

Baker moves ahead, unlocking the back door of the van as Riggs holds me tighter to him. The sound of the lock clicks sharply in the air, and the door swings open, revealing the interior.

I freeze.

The van is dark, a cavernous black hole with no light to guide me. The walls are lined with thick, padded fabric. The air is thick with the scent of antiseptic, sterile and suffocating. My heart skips in my chest, and my throat tightens. There’s no way out. No windows, no escape.

“Move,” Baker snaps, his voice like ice, but the look he gives me is full of heat.

I try to take a step back, but Riggs forces me forward, shoving me up and into the van. My knees buckle under the pressure, but I can’t brace or catch my balance. With my hands chained behind my back, I have no way to catch myself. The padded floor is soft, but it feels too close, too suffocating as I fall face first. They grab my ankles and force me the rest of the way in, leaving me laying on belly.

The door slams shut behind me with an earth-shattering finality, and I hear the click of the lock sealing me inside. The sound echoes in my ears, and I can barely breathe as panic seizes me. There’s no window. No way to see out. Just the padded walls pressing in on me, and the bars that separate me from any hope of freedom. My chest tightens, the air in the van thick and stifling, and the weight of it presses down on me like a vice.

I can’t move, can’t get up. Every time I try, the motion of the van just knocks me back down again.

Eventually I give up, laying on my stomach and trying not to cry.

But with time, with every turn of the vehicle, the urge begins to pass… replaced by another impulse.

The restraints. The helplessness. The way they manhandled me. Their hungry eyes.

I think about Riggs’ cock pressing into my ass, clearly as turned on as I was, and heat begins to pool in my core.
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The van lurches to a halt, the sudden stop jolting me forward and jerks me out of the lusty haze I’ve existed in for the last hour as I dreamed about what Riggs might do to me with that thick cock I felt.

The van’s engine cuts off, and I freeze, my eyes darting toward the door. The sound of footsteps outside reaches me through the thick walls, and for a brief moment, I wonder again what this is all about. How could I be a danger to anyone?

The door creaks open.

I don’t even have time to react before I see Baker’s face looming in the opening, his eyes cold and gleaming. He doesn’t speak—just steps inside, his gloved hand grabbing the door frame for balance. My pulse spikes. My throat goes dry as my chest tightens, and instinctively, I try to push myself up on my knees, desperate to prepare myself for whatever’s coming next.

But I don’t have a chance to even process what’s happening before he’s right there in front of me, too fast, too close. My breath hitches in panic as I try to back away, but I can’t. Not with my hands bound behind me. I open my mouth to shout, to beg, but before I can do anything, I feel a sharp pain in my neck.

Only then do I see the syringe in his hand.

It’s quick, too fast for me to react, and a sharp burning sensation pulses through my skin. I gasp, trying to jerk away from him, but my body is already beginning to betray me. The needle feels like it’s injecting a cold fire directly into my bloodstream, and within seconds, the world starts to tilt. My vision blurs, everything growing hazy and unfocused. My limbs feel heavier, my head spinning as my body begins to surrender to the drug.

“No…” I murmur weakly, the word coming out slurred, like it’s not even my own voice. I try to fight it, try to keep my eyes open, but my eyelids feel like they weigh a ton. I try to speak again, to scream, but it’s like my tongue’s turned to lead.

Baker watches me, his expression unchanged, as I collapse back against the padded walls, the sedative slowly pulling me under. I feel the edges of my consciousness start to blur, the edges of my mind fraying. My head lulls to one side, and before I can even think to fight it, the darkness takes me completely.

[image: image-placeholder]


I wake with a start, gasping for air as the world around me slowly begins to come into focus. My head is heavy, clouded with the remnants of whatever they’d injected me with, and my body feels like it’s been weighed down by a thousand pounds. I blink against the dim, sterile light overhead, trying to clear the fog. My heart starts to race when I realize—again—that I’m not where I was before.

The room is tiny, smaller than I could have imagined. The walls are soft, padded, the same sterile white and thick with the smell of disinfectant. There are no windows, no way to see outside, just this… this cell. No space, no freedom, just the echo of my own breathing in the thick, suffocating silence.

I’m lying on a hospital bed, stiff and uncomfortable, the thin sheets cold against my skin. My body aches, every muscle protesting as I try to sit up. I freeze for a moment, taking in the room again—the bare, metallic sink bolted to the wall, the toilet attached in the same clinical way, a gleaming, cold fixture with no privacy. The space is cramped, barely ten feet by ten feet. I shiver as the reality of where I am sinks in. There’s no comfort here, no warmth. Only emptiness and cold, metallic surfaces.

My throat tightens as I realize my clothes are gone. My tank top and my sweatpants have been replaced with a thin hospital gown that scratches against my skin. My underwear and bra are gone, leaving me bare underneath. Upon further inspection, I realize they didn’t just change my clothes. I was sweaty and disgusting in that van. I’ve been bathed too. I run a hand through my hair and pause. My fingers slide through it easily, too easily. It’s been washed and brushed.

Panic starts to rise in my chest, a deep, burning fear that I can’t escape.

Like somehow they know I’m awake, though I can’t see any cameras, so who knows how, the door flies open moments later and two figures step through.

The first is a tall man in his mid-forties, with an air of calm professionalism that radiates from him. His dark brown hair is neatly combed back, and his face is smooth, almost too perfect. He’s attractive in a way that feels calculated, the kind of handsome that could belong on a magazine cover. He wears a white lab coat over clothes that feel too casual.

He doesn’t speak immediately, his gaze lingering on me for a long, assessing moment. When he finally does, his voice is smooth, controlled, the kind of voice that exudes authority.

“Miss Hayes,” he says, his tone neutral, but I can hear the disappointment just beneath it. “Do you know where you are?”

I blink, the words catching in my throat as I try to make sense of what’s happening. My heart beats faster, the cold sensation of fear creeping up my spine. “No,” I manage to say, my voice unsteady.

He nods, though there’s a hint of something I can’t quite place in his expression.

“I’m Dr. Huntington. You’re at Fairview Psychiatric Facility,” he says, his voice even, too controlled. “You’ve been committed into my care for your own safety. You’ve been deemed a danger to yourself and others.”

I feel a sharp spike of panic, an icy knot forming in my stomach. “What do you mean? I haven’t done anything! I don’t belong here.”

He doesn’t seem moved by my protest. In fact, there’s something almost dismissive in the way he glances at me, his eyes narrowing slightly.

“Miss Hayes, you were found masturbating in public. It’s clear your urges have become too much for you to control. It’s no longer a matter of whether you think you need help. You don’t have the luxury of denial anymore.”

The words hit me like a slap. I try to push past the fog in my mind, but the words won’t stop, tumbling one after another.

“But I-” I start to say, but he cuts me off.

“Accepting you need help is the first step, but you’ll remain in our care as long as it takes. We’re going to help you, Miss Hayes. We’re going to teach you to be a good girl again.”

Something about the way he says shoots straight to my core, my body tightening involuntarily as I clench.

He doesn’t miss my reaction. But instead of frowning, he smirks.

“I believe you just proved my point.”

Dr. Huntington turns to the nurse.

“I think it best we keep her in isolation for time being. She’s not ready for contact with other patients. Could you retrieve the exam chair please and bring it here? Get Riggs to help you.”

My heart beat ratchets up a notch at the mention of the attractive man who was turned on while basically kidnapping me.

Once again, the Doctor doesn’t mix a trick.

“See Callie. You need help.”

I shake my head, but my protests die on my tongue as the he steps forward. One hand forces me to lie flat back on the bed and the other pulls up the hospital gown, revealing my pussy. He lets me look and shame rushes over me as I take in how it glistens with arousal.

The door opens again, and the nurse reappears, this time with Riggs in tow. He’s pushing a gynecological chair on wheels and she has a tray of instruments in one hand, and she’s pushing a rolling stool with the other.

My mouth goes dry as he brings it to a stop, locking the wheels in place. Then his eyes hone in on my exposed body and he gives me a wolfish grin.

“Get up Miss Hayes.” The Doctor orders. “This is how every session will start. You’ll be inspected for signs of masturbation.”

I don’t move, not even to cover myself. I’m too in shock.

Dr. Huntington huffs.

“Riggs, put her in the chair.”

“With pleasure, sir.”

Riggs doesn’t hesitate. He reaches for me eagerly, hauling me out of the bed like I weigh nothing at all. He carries me over to the chair and deposits my ass in the seat before forcing my legs up and into the stirrups.

“Don’t make me strap you in,” he warns and I freeze, leaving my feet exactly where he put them. There’s no privacy sheet or any way to cover myself. Everyone has a full view of my bare pussy.

I stay like that, too afraid to move, as the nurse hands the Doctor a plastic instrument that is all too familiar. I stare, not taking my eyes off it, as he reaches for the lubricant, but Riggs chuckle stops him short. He hasn’t moved either, standing fixed between my spread legs.

“I don’t think you’ll be needing that, sir.”

He gives me no warning as he reaches forward, dragging his fingers through my folds. Sure enough, I’ve only gotten wetter than I was a few months ago.

Maybe there is something wrong with me.

Dr. Huntington tsks and sits down on the stool, waiting for Riggs to step out of the way as he settles between my thighs.

“Scoot down and try to relax.”

He waits for me to comply before he inserts the speculum deep inside me. There’s nothing enjoyable or erotic about it, and my arousal fades in an instant. The discomfort is unreal, and I try not to squirm as he swabs and inspects my body. It drags on far too long before he finally removes it, rolling back. I try to take my feet out of the stirrups, but hands land on me. It’s the nurse and Riggs, holding me down by either ankle.

“You will stay right there until we’re finished. I think this will be beneficial for you for your treatment. You need to learn that not everything is sexual. Exposure and shame should help you learn to curb your urges, so this is how we’ll conduct your therapy.”

Humiliation washes over me, curling deep in my gut.

“Do we need to strap you down?” The Doctor asks, and I shake my head wordlessly.

That would only turn me on more, and it would be so obvious.

“Excellent. You two may leave us to begin our first session.”

He waits until they’ve gone, the door closing behind them before he asks, “So when did your urges start to overwhelm you? When did sex start becoming a distraction?”

He says it like this is a perfectly normal session in a shrink’s office, like he didn’t just inspect my pussy that he’s now forcing me to keep on display for him.

I wonder if he’s getting off on it.

“I—I don’t know what you mean,” I mutter, my voice barely above a whisper.

He doesn’t flinch. He doesn’t seem bothered by my hesitation. His eyes never leave mine. His gaze is predatory, patient, as if he’s already knows the answers but he’s going to make me say it.

“You’re avoiding the question,” he observes softly. “Avoidance is a common coping mechanism, Miss Hayes. But it’s not going to work here. You need to be honest with yourself if you’re going to get better. Now, tell me. When did it start?”

He stares at me with a patience I can’t fully comprehend and we sit there for what feels like ages, my core clenching the longer he stares at me. The exposure is turning me on, there’s no question.

“It was last year.” I say finally.
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The silence in the room is suffocating. I haven’t spoken to anyone in hours, and the only sounds are the occasional rustle of my hospital gown against the bed and the muffled hum of the building outside. No clock. No windows. Just the soft, padded walls that feel like they’re closing in on me, making the air thick and unbreathable.

I sit up on the bed, my legs hanging over the side, the cold metal of the toilet and sink staring back at me across the room like some kind of cruel joke. They’re not even separate. The toilet is attached directly to the wall, like a fixture, like it’s always been here, part of the sterile machinery of this place. The sink’s small and cheap, a dull gray metal that almost seems to glow under the harsh overhead light.

The bed is stiff, unyielding. It’s too soft to be comfortable, but too firm to make it feel like anything other than a slab. There’s no mattress, no pillows for that matter. Just the bare, uncomfortable truth of being here, stuck in this room. The walls are thick, the padding a futile attempt to make everything less real, less harsh. But I know the truth—there’s no escaping. Not here. Not now.

“I know this must be overwhelming, so routine is important. I want you to know what to expect. You will have twice daily therapy sessions. Each one will begin with a vaginal exam just like this one did, so we can check for signs of masturbation. Three meals daily. You will eat everything you are given. And in the evening, you’ll be given a sedative to make sure you sleep through the night,” he explains. “For now, we’re keeping you in isolation. If you make satisfactory progress, I’ll consider letting you mingle with the other patients.”

I’ll be alone in this room for the foreseeable future. More of a prisoner than a patient.

Dr. Huntington’s face flashes in my mind, that fake concern, the way he made me feel like I was some sort of puzzle for him to solve. I want to tell him he’s wasting his time, but I know I won’t.

I lie back down, staring up at the padded ceiling. There’s nothing to do but think.

My life is no longer mine. It’s been reduced to a schedule, a set of rules I have no say in.

Until he comes back, all I can do is lay on the bed and think.

For someone they’re supposedly treating for a sex addiction, you’d think they give me some other way to entertain myself.

I try to be good. I really do. I make it an hour, maybe two, before my hand reaches under my hospital gown. They took my underwear, so there’s nothing in my way.

I circle my clit with my long middle finger, and a shiver runs through me. They might see me on the cameras, but I can’t take it anymore.

I close my eyes and let my mind wander to forbidden places. Images flash through my head - skin on skin, tangled limbs, gasping breaths. My finger moves faster as heat builds between my legs.

A moan escapes my lips before I can stop it. I bite down on my lower lip, trying to stay quiet. But it’s been so long, and the tension that’s been building the longer I sit here is finally finding release.

My hips start to rock against my hand as I get closer to the edge. I know I shouldn’t be doing this. I’m supposed to be getting better, learning control. But right now, all I can focus on is chasing that high.

The door flies open with a loud bang, and I jerk in surprise, my heart skipping in my chest. I wasn’t expecting anyone. Not for a while, anyway. I freeze, clearly caught with my hand in the cookie jar.

I stare at the orderly who stalks through the doorway, transfixed. Seriously, they’re treating me for a sex addiction, and this is who they send me?

He’s gorgeous. 6‘2” at least, with broad shoulders and a posture so straight it almost feels like he’s carved from stone. Bright blue eyes lock onto mine, sharp and cold, and I can’t help but feel a flicker of something. I don’t know if it’s fear or frustration, but it’s there, thick in the air between us.

His hair is strawberry blonde, cut short, and it looks like it might be soft to the touch, if I was allowed to touch anything in this place. He’s dressed in all white, the uniform so pristine it looks like it’s been freshly pressed just for me, but the way the fabric clings to his muscles, the way his biceps stretch under the sleeves like they might burst any second is too much. I stare openly.

He’s the most beautiful man I’ve ever seen.

“Bad girl,” he scolds, his voice low and steady, cutting through the air with a sharpness that sends a rush of shame flooding through me. The words hit me like a slap to the face, and I flinch, my skin crawling with humiliation.

A shiver runs down my spine as he stalks closer, his presence overpowering, the room suddenly feeling smaller, tighter. I’m frozen, unable to move, caught like a rat in a trap. I want to retreat, to make myself small, but I can’t. The walls feel like they’re closing in.

I’m powerless as he grabs my wrists, his grip tight, firm, like iron as he jerks them away from my pussy. His hands are rough, controlled, and I’m struck by how easily he can move me. I barely register the sting in my skin where his fingers dig in before he steps even closer, towering over me as he pins them above my head. The motion makes my gown ride up, exposing my slick, wanting core to him.

His nostrils flare and he looks down at me, eyes raking over my exposed form. I know I’m slick with my desire, and I can’t bring myself to care. I should be ashamed, but I’m not.

He looks at me. There’s something I can’t quite read in his eyes.

“Look at you, you’re soaked,” he says. I can’t tell if he’s taunting me or scolding. “Bet it wouldn’t take much for you to come.”

I nod eagerly. I’m right on the edge. My hips roll reflexively.

“Such a bad girl. You don’t get to touch yourself.”

Disappointment floods me, but I’m like a doll in his grip as he pins them over my head.

“You only come when I say you do.”

His free hand goes to my core, and I groan as he slides one thick finger inside. It’s enough for my back to bow up off the bed.

His finger curls inside me, hitting that perfect spot, and I can’t help the whimper that escapes my lips. My hips buck against his hand, desperate for more friction.

“Please,” I gasp, not even sure what I’m begging for.

He adds a second finger, stretching me deliciously. His thumb finds my clit, circling it with maddening precision. I’m trembling, so close to the edge.

“Not yet,” he growls, his voice low and husky. “You haven’t earned it.”

He pulls his fingers out suddenly, leaving me aching and empty. I whine in frustration, tugging against his grip on my wrists.

“Patience,” he chides, but there’s a wicked gleam in his eye.

He releases my wrists and steps back, drinking in the sight of me splayed out before him.

“Take off the gown,” he orders.

I hurry to do as he says, fumbling with the tie. As soon as it’s off, he takes it out of my hands, using it to tie my wrists together and secure them to the top of the bed frame. I squirm before him, bound and helpless, and I love it.

“Look at you,” he murmurs, his voice low and husky. “So eager, so desperate. Spread those legs for me.”

I splay them wide, and that’s all the invitation he needs, crawling up on the bed and settling between my knees.

“Is this why they brought you here? Because you can’t stop touching yourself, you naughty thing?”

I nod, a rush of embarrassment flooding me.

“I’ll train that out of you, don’t worry,” he leans forward to breathe in my ear, the hot air sending chills up my skin, and I finally get a look at his nametag. Bishop. Whether it’s his first name or his last name, I don’t know. “Because only I’m allowed to touch this pussy. You’re mine now.”

His words send a shiver through me. I should be alarmed, should protest, but all I can feel is a desperate need for his touch. I want more. I want him.

Bishop’s hands roam over my body, teasing and exploring. His fingers trace the curve of my breasts, pinching my nipples until I gasp, working them into tight little peaks. He trails kisses down my neck, nipping at my collarbone.

“Please,” I whimper again, arching into his touch.

“Please what?” he asks, a wicked glint in his eye.

“Please touch me,” I beg shamelessly. “I need you.”

He chuckles darkly. “Oh, I know you do. But I decide when you get what you need.”

His hand slides down between my legs again, fingers ghosting over my sensitive flesh. He leans down, his breath hot against my inner thigh. I squirm, desperate for his mouth on me.

“Stay still,” he commands, nipping at the soft skin.

I whimper but force myself to obey, even as he places open-mouthed kisses along my thigh, inching closer to where I need him most.

When his tongue finally makes contact with my clit, I nearly come undone. He licks a long stripe up my slit before focusing on my swollen clit, alternating between quick flicks and slow circles.

I strain against my bonds, desperate to tangle my hands in his hair, but I’m held fast as he takes his time with me.

Bishop’s talented tongue works me into a frenzy. My hips buck against his face as he sucks and licks, bringing me right to the edge, over and over, before backing off. I’m trembling, covered in a fine sheen of sweat, desperate for release.

“Please,” I beg breathlessly. “Please let me come.”

He lifts his head, his lips glistening with my arousal. “Not yet, pet. I’m not done playing with you.”

Bishop crawls up my body, capturing my lips in a searing kiss. I can taste myself on his tongue as he devours my mouth. His hand slides between us, fingers finding my clit again. He rubs tight circles as he kisses me deeply.

I feel the hard length of him pressing against my thigh through his pants. I want nothing more than to feel him inside me, filling me completely.

“Bishop, fuck me.”

He laughs, low and long.

“Oh no, you aren’t anywhere close to earning that, pet.”

He continues to kiss me, fingers pumping in and out and his thumb resting on my clit as he begins to drive me back towards orgasm. My body quivers as Bishop works me closer and closer to the edge. His fingers move with expert precision, teasing me until I’m a writhing, desperate mess beneath him. I’m trembling, every muscle taut as I desperately try to hold back my release.

“That’s it,” Bishop murmurs against my neck. “Fight it. Show me how good you can be.”

I whimper, torn between the need to obey and the overwhelming urge to let go. His fingers curl inside me, hitting that perfect spot, and I cry out.

“Please, I can’t, I need-”

“Shh,” he soothes, nipping at my earlobe. “You can take it. Just a little longer.”

Tears of frustration prick at my eyes as he continues his sweet torture. My hips move of their own accord, chasing the friction I so desperately crave. I’m so close, teetering right on the brink of ecstasy. My muscles clench around his fingers as my back arches off the bed.

“Look at me,” Bishop commands. I force my eyes open, meeting his gaze. His blue eyes are dark with desire, pupils blown wide. “Good girl,” he purrs. “Now, come for me.”

With those words, the dam breaks. Pleasure crashes over me in waves as my orgasm rips through my body. I cry out, my back arching off the bed as my hips buck wildly against his hand. His free hand clamps over my mouth, muffling the sound, but Bishop doesn’t let up, his fingers working me through each aftershock until I’m a shaking, oversensitive mess. My vision blurs and my ears ring as the climax seems to go on forever.

As I come down from my high, he gently removes his fingers and brings them to my lips. Without hesitation, I open my mouth, sucking them clean and savoring my own taste mixed with the salt of his skin.

“Such a good girl,” Bishop praises, a satisfied smirk on his face. Pulling his fingers away from my mouth, he kisses me again before he unties me, throwing my gown on the ground.

Before I know what’s happening, he lifts me up, carrying me over to the toilet. He sets me down before going to the sink, wetting a paper towel. I’m too sated to move, to react, as he reaches between my legs and begins to clean me up. He’s not gentle, but he’s thorough. I recoil, my oversensitive body not ready to be touched.

“Can’t have anyone else finding out how much you enjoyed this, now can we?”

Horror washes over me as I realize he’s right, and I freeze, letting him wipe me down and erase all evidence of our time together.

“You’re not going to tell anyone about me. This is our little secret,” he orders, and I nod wordlessly. Once I’m clean to his satisfaction, he steps back, looking me over. I’m sitting naked on a toilet in front of him, and a flush of embarrassment spreads through me. I suddenly feel so exposed, bare in a way I wasn’t moments before.

“Go get your gown,” he says after a long moment. I spring to my feet and cross the room in seconds. It only takes me a moment to get it back on, straightened and smoothing out the edges.

“Get in the bed,” Bishop orders. I do as I’m told, and he stalks over to me in long, purposeful strides. He drags the covers up over me, positioning my hands on the outside of the blanket, where I can’t touch myself and he knows it.

“Good girl. Stay just like that until the doctor comes,” he says, and then leaves the room without a look back.

Fuck, I already feel the burn in my core again.
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The fluorescent lights buzz above, the sterile, white walls stretching endlessly around me. Despite what everyone thinks, I can be good. I do exactly as Bishop told me. The door creaks open, and Dr. Huntington strides in, his presence filling the tiny room like a storm cloud. But he’s not alone this time. Baker follows, pushing the exam chair. The wheels squeak against the linoleum, a sound that grates against my nerves.

I don’t get up until he gives the order, hopping into the seat and spreading my legs without hesitation and putting my feet in the stirrups. My heart is pounding so loud I can barely hear Dr. Huntington speak as I fret he’ll be able to tell. Baker is outright leering at my exposed pussy, drinking in the sight of me like I’m a feast he can’t wait to devour. He’s a wolf and I’m the lamb, just waiting for slaughter.

A long, tense moment passes before Dr. Huntington sighs, tilting his head. His frown is mild, but I feel the weight of it, heavy as iron.

“Something you want to tell me, Miss Hayes?” His voice is calm, almost kind, but it makes my stomach lurch. He leans forward, using ice-cold fingers to spread my folds as he inspects my pussy.

I swallow against the dryness in my throat. “No,” I whisper.

“Are you sure?” he asks, peering up at me, his face inches from core. I gulp.

“I’m sure.”

“You’ve been touching yourself again, Miss Hayes. I can tell. You might have tried to clean yourself up, but there are always signs of when you’ve misbehaved.”

“I didn’t!” I said, too loud, too quick, but it’s the truth. Dr. Huntington frowns at me, his disappointment clear.

“Tell me the truth, Callie.”

My stomach drops.

“I am telling you the truth,” I say. “It was one of the orderlies. His name is Bishop. He… he fingered me.”

Dr. Huntington’s brows lift, his expression almost amused. “Is that so?”

He glances at Baker, then back at me. “There is no Bishop here, Miss Hayes.”

The words hit like ice water. My body stiffens, my mind racing. No. That’s not true. I saw him. He was real. Did I read his name tag wrong?

“I’m not lying!” My voice cracks, and I can’t help it. I know I sound desperate, but I’m telling the truth. “He’s real. I swear. He came in and caught me touching myself, and he told me that wasn’t allowed. That he was the only one-”

“See, there it is. You touched yourself. You just admitted it. You’ve conjured a fiction to take the blame instead of accepting you do have a problem.” His voice rises, and I shrink back, feeling the sting of his disappointment. “You’re manipulating the truth to protect yourself, but it’s not going to work here.”

I feel the weight of his words settle on my chest, suffocating me. “I’m not lying,” I whisper, my voice barely audible. “Please. I swear I’m not.”

He looks at me for a long moment, his expression unreadable. Finally, he sighs, the sound deep and resigned. The air in the room thickens as he turns to Baker. “You leave me no choice, Miss Hayes. Baker, can you please retrieve the mittens?”

“Of course, sir,” Baker says, giving me a wicked grin before he heads out the door. He strides out, his footsteps echoing.

“The embarrassment you’re feeling? The self consciousness? It’s normal. That’s how you’re supposed to feel when you’re exposed like this. I want to you to focus on curbing your arousal.” Dr. Huntington says, sliding his fingers along my entrance. I hold back a whimper. “I want you to be dry the next time we do this. I don’t want to have to drug you to get the results we need. I want you to get there on your own. You have to want to be good.”

Shame floods me and my skin flushes.

The words slither under my skin, wrapping around my ribs like vines. My breath shudders.

The door creaks open again. Baker’s back. He holds up a pair of thick leather mittens, the kind that swallow the hands completely, sealing the fingers inside. They’re heavy, stiff, impossible to use for anything other than restraint.

He steps forward, looming over me as he takes one of my wrists in his massive hand. His grip is rough, possessive, and I feel the calluses scrape against my skin as he forces my fingers into the leather confinement.

The scent of worn leather fills my nose as he tightens the straps, buckling them snugly at my wrist. Then he repeats the same with my other hand. I’m too stunned to fight or even squirm. The weight of them is suffocating, the loss of control immediate. My fingers are useless, swallowed by the thick padding.

“There,” Baker murmurs, giving the buckle an extra tug, making sure I feel the pressure. “That’s better, isn’t it?”

I shake my head, the weight of the mittens making my movements clumsy. My breath comes fast, panic rising in my chest.

Dr. Huntington hums in approval. “Now, you’ll have a chance to reflect on your actions without temptation.”

Baker’s fingers brush against my arm, just a little too long, and his smirk deepens.

“Back in bed, Miss Hayes,” he orders, his voice smooth but firm. “I want you to stay there and think about what you’ve done.”

I don’t move at first. My body feels foreign, sluggish under the weight of exhaustion and shame. But the doctor merely tilts his head, expectant, and the silent threat lingers between us. I force myself to slide off the chair; the mittens making my movements clumsy as I push to my feet. My legs tremble as I shuffle back to the stiff, unwelcoming bed.

“Good girl,” he murmurs, watching as I lower myself onto the thin mattress.

I stare at the ceiling, forcing myself to swallow the lump forming in my throat. My fingers twitch within the restraints, useless.

Dr. Huntington sighs, almost pitying. “Of course, this does present a small problem, doesn’t it?” He glances at Baker. “She won’t be able to feed herself like this.”

Baker’s grin spreads slow and wide, his eyes gleaming with something dark. “I’d be happy to assist, sir.”

“How thoughtful of you,” Dr. Huntington muses. He turns his gaze back to me. “You should be grateful, Miss Hayes. Baker is taking time out of his busy day to care for you.”

I say nothing, my throat tightening.

Dr. Huntington gives a curt nod, then sweeps toward the door. “See that she eats,” he instructs over his shoulder before disappearing down the hall. The door clicks shut behind him, and the silence that follows is thick and suffocating.

Baker lingers for a moment, watching me like a cat with a trapped mouse. Then, without another word, he wheels the exam chair out of the room. The air feels thinner once he’s gone, but it’s a fleeting relief.

When he returns, he’s carrying a plastic bowl filled with oatmeal. A single spoon rests inside, half-buried in the mushy, unappealing slop.

He steps closer, holding the bowl up for me to see. “Hope you like oatmeal, sweetheart,” he drawls. “Doctor’s orders. You need to eat.”

I press my lips together, my stomach twisting.

He sits on the edge of the bed, far too close, dipping the spoon into the bowl. “Come on now,” he coaxes, lifting a spoonful toward my mouth. “Be a good girl and open up.”

I don’t move.

His smirk deepens. “What’s the matter? Too proud to let me feed you?” He chuckles, shaking his head. “That’s cute, Callie. Really.”

I turn my face away, but his other hand suddenly grips my chin, fingers digging into my skin as he forces me to look at him.

“You don’t wanna make this difficult,” he murmurs, his breath warm against my cheek. “Eat.”

My heart pounds against my ribs, but I have no choice. Slowly, I part my lips just enough for him to shove the spoon inside. The oatmeal is thick and lukewarm, sticking to my tongue like paste. I swallow hard, my stomach twisting with humiliation as he pulls the spoon away, only to immediately scoop up another bite.

“See?” he taunts, his voice dripping with mock sweetness. “Not so hard, is it?”

He feeds me slowly, deliberately, each bite an exercise in control. The spoon scrapes against my lips, too rough, too invasive. Every time I hesitate, his grip tightens on my chin in a silent warning.

“You’re such a mess,” he murmurs after a few more bites. He drags the edge of the spoon along my lower lip, smearing oatmeal across my skin. He hums in mock sympathy. “Guess I’ll have to clean you up too.”

He swipes a thumb across my mouth, slow and deliberate. My stomach lurches. I want to recoil, to shrink away, but I can’t.

Baker laughs under his breath, shaking his head as he stirs the spoon lazily through the bowl. “You know,” he says, “I think my favorite part of this whole thing is the imaginary boyfriend you cooked up. What’d you call him? Bishop?” He smirks. “You really went all in on that one, huh?”

I stiffen, my stomach twisting.

“Oh, don’t go all quiet on me now,” he taunts. “Your very first day and you already are giving in to your urges, touching yourself, and now you’re pulling names out of thin air?” He chuckles. “You’re stupid as well as twisted.”

Baker leans in closer, his breath hot against my ear. “I bet he’s real to you, though, isn’t he?” His voice is teasing, but there’s a sharper edge to it now. “I bet you whisper his name when you’re all alone in here, wishing he’d come save you.”

I close my eyes, willing myself not to react.

Baker just chuckles. “Poor, poor Callie,” he murmurs, brushing the edge of the spoon against my lips again, smearing oatmeal across my skin. “Stuck here with no one but me to take care of her.”

He pulls back, watching me with that same wolfish grin. “Go on, open up. Let’s get this over with.”

I swallow the next bite.

And the next.

And the next.

Until the bowl is empty, and all that’s left is the sickening weight of humiliation curling in my gut.
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Baker comes by a few hours later to force me to eat lunch. It’s soup, as tasteless as the oatmeal. I let him spoon-feed me, barely tasting it, too numb to fight back. Every time the spoon clinks against the bowl, my stomach churns, but I swallow it all anyway. I don’t give him the satisfaction of spitting it out or gagging. That would only make it worse.

When he’s finally gone, I retreat to the farthest corner of my room, curling in on myself, my back pressed against the padded wall. My fingers twitch uselessly inside the mittens, the thick leather swallowing my hands whole. I flex them, testing the resistance.

My head tips back against the wall, and I squeeze my eyes shut, forcing myself to focus, to think. Bishop is real. I know he is. I know I didn’t make Bishop up. There’s no way. Not even in my hottest fantasies have I come that hard. The memory has me flushed even now.

I close my eyes and think back to the way he touched me, how he dominated me so easily. In no time at all, I’m rubbing my thighs together and shifting awkwardly.

I stare down at the mittens and wonder if I can still use my hands. There’s gotta be some angle where I can find friction, right?

The door creaks open.

I freeze, bracing myself for Baker, for Dr. Huntington, for another round of humiliation. But when I lift my eyes, my breath catches.

Bishop stands in the doorway, his frame filling the small space, his shadow stretching across the floor toward me.

For a moment, he just looks at me, head tilted slightly, like he’s assessing me. He’s every bit as gorgeous as I remember, strawberry blond hair tousled just enough to look effortlessly perfect, sharp eyes glinting in the dim light. He’s dressed the same as the other orderlies, but there’s something different about him, something dangerous that makes my pulse stutter.

The door clicks shut behind him.

“You’ve been a bad girl, pet,” he murmurs, his voice smooth, almost amused.

My stomach tightens, but before I can respond, he crosses the space between us in two long strides.

His hand fists the collar of my hospital gown, yanking me to my feet with effortless strength. A startled squeak escapes me as I dangle for half a second before my toes find the floor.

I want to shout at the doctor.

I TOLD YOU HE WAS REAL!

His grip is firm but not painful, his other hand coming up to trail lightly over the side of my face, his fingers just brushing my jaw. It’s a mockery of tenderness, a contrast to the steel in his voice.

“You tried to sell me out,” he murmurs, his breath ghosting over my skin. “You told the doctor about us.”

My stomach twists.

“I didn’t mean to,” I whisper, my voice hoarse. “He didn’t believe me when I said I didn’t touch myself-”

He spanks my pussy, and I writhe as the arousal floods me. I’m somehow ashamed and turned on.

“You don’t even mention touching yourself. This isn’t your pussy, it’s mine.”

His words send a shiver through me. I nod meekly, accepting his claim over my body.

“I’m sorry,” I whisper, my breath shallow. “It won’t happen again.”

Bishop watches me, his gaze sharp, calculating. His grip on my collar loosens slightly, but he doesn’t let go. Instead, his other hand trails down my side, slow and deliberate, barely grazing over the thin fabric of my gown. The touch is light, like he’s testing, teasing, waiting for me to react.

My pulse thunders in my ears.

“No, it won’t,” he agrees, his voice low and dangerous, threading through the air like silk wrapped around steel. “Because I’m going to teach you a lesson you won’t soon forget.”

My breath catches as his fingers toy with the hem of my gown, brushing against my bare thigh. Every nerve in my body is on high alert, desire coursing through me.

In one swift motion, he tears the gown from my body, leaving me naked and vulnerable before him. I gasp, instinctively trying to cover myself with my mittened hands, but he grabs my wrists and pins them above my head.

“No hiding from me,” he growls. “You’re mine, remember? Every inch of you belongs to me.”

He drags me over to the bed, bending me over the edge. With my mittened hands, I can’t brace myself properly and I struggle to keep my balance. I hear the scrape of a belt buckle, and for one terrifying moment, I think he’s about to use his belt on me. Instead, he wraps it around my wrists, binding them together so they’re stretched out in front of me. There’s nothing I can do as he forces me down into the bed, face first.

“Count them,” he orders, and I barely have time to process before his hand comes down hard on my ass.

“One!” I cry out on instinct, the sting blossoming across my skin.

SMACK!

“Two!”

He alternates cheeks, each hit harder than the last. By the time we reach ten, I’m a trembling mess, tears cascading down my face.

Bishop bends over me, trapping me against the bed with his body.

“Are you sorry?” he breathes in my ear.

I nod furiously, unable to speak.

“Did you learn your lesson?”

“Yes,” I whisper. It’s all I can do to get the words out.

“Who do you belong to?” He demands, rubbing my sore ass.

“You!” It comes out a sob.

“What are you going to say to the doctors?”

“Nothing!”

“Good girl,” Bishop purrs, and his hand leaves my ass. He slides one arm under my ribs, lifting me off the bed just enough that he can bring his other hand down to my core. I gasp as slides two fingers inside my needy pussy.

“Look how eager you are,” he says, his voice a low growl in my ear. “Such a naughty little slut, getting so wet. I think you like being punished pet.”

I whimper, torn between shame and arousal. He’s right - despite the pain, or perhaps because of it, I’m dripping, soaking wet. His thumb finds my clit, circling it lazily as his fingers continue their torturous pace.

“Please,” I beg, not even sure what I’m asking for.

“Please what?” he asks, stilling his hand. “Use your words, pet.”

“Please fuck me,” I whisper, face burning with humiliation. “I need you inside me.”

Bishop chuckles darkly. “Oh, I know you do. But I need to be sure you’ve learned your lesson.”

He withdraws his fingers suddenly, leaving me aching and empty. I hear the rustle of fabric and then feel the blunt head of his cock pressing against my entrance.

“This is mine,” he growls, pushing into me in one swift thrust. I cry out at the sudden invasion, but god it’s all I’ve wanted for days. For every second I’ve been locked in this room, since the first moment I saw him.

His finger ghosts over my clit, and I moan.

“Please,” I beg, though I’m not sure what I’m asking for. More? Less? I’m lost in a haze of pain and pleasure.

Bishop chuckles darkly. “Oh no, pet. You don’t get to come this time. This is a punishment, remember?”

He grabs me by the back of the neck and pins me to the bed again. I’m trapped, unable to move, completely at his mercy. He begins to thrust, driving into me with enough force to lift my body up from the mattress.

Bishop’s hips snap against me as he pounds into me from behind. Each powerful drive sends shock waves through my body, but it’s not quite enough to push me over the edge. I whimper and squirm beneath him, desperate for more friction, more stimulation.

“Stay still,” he growls, his grip on my neck tightening. “Take what I give you.”

I force myself to obey, even as my body trembles with need. Bishop’s pace is punishing, his cock hitting deep inside me with every stroke. The sound of skin slapping against skin echoes in the small room, punctuated by my muffled moans and his grunts of exertion. It’s everything I’ve wanted, his thick length stretching and filling me perfectly, but it’s not enough. True to his word, he avoids my most sensitive spots, denying me the stimulation I crave.

I can feel the heat building inside me, my body betraying me as it responds to his rough treatment. But without direct stimulation to my clit, a climax remains frustratingly out of reach.

“Please,” I sob, tears of frustration streaming down my face.

“This is what happens when you disobey me,” he pants, his free hand coming down to smack my already tender ass. “You don’t get to come. You don’t deserve to.”

Bishop’s thrusts become more frantic as he nears his own climax. His grip on my neck tightens, pushing my face harder into the mattress. I can barely breathe, but the lack of oxygen only heightens the rush I feel. Everything is somehow more.

“Remember this,” he growls through gritted teeth. “Remember who you belong to.”

With a roar, Bishop slams into me one final time. I feel the hot splash of his release deep inside me as he pulses and twitches. He collapses on top of me, his weight pinning me to the bed as we both pant heavily.

After a long moment, he pulls out and steps back, leaving me bent over the bed. I whimper at the loss, feeling empty and unsatisfied. His seed trickles down my bare thighs. I’m too turned on to move, too afraid to so much as twitch.

Bishop grabs my bound wrists and pulls me to my feet, leading me over to the toilet just like last time. I sit with my legs splayed as he cleans me up again, rougher this time, telling me my punishment isn’t over yet. When he finishes, I try to stand, but he pushes me back down.

“Not a word to anyone. In fact, in your next session with the doctor, I don’t want you to say a word. Let him make his own conclusions and decide what to do with you. If you do that, I’ll let you come next time. Understand, pet?”

I nod eagerly.

“Stay there,” he orders. He retrieves my shredded gown and puts it over my head, freeing my hands from his belt but leaving them sealed inside the mittens.

“I want you to stay right there until someone comes back in. Don’t move a muscle. Sit. Show me how well you obey.”

Then he’s gone, and I’m too afraid to move.
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Idon’t move.

I barely breathe.

The weight of Bishop’s command lingers, pressing down on me like an invisible force. I can still feel his touch, the heat of his presence, the way his voice curled around me like smoke.

Not a word.

So I stay exactly as I am, waiting on the toilet for someone to find me.

When the door opens, I don’t flinch.

Dr. Huntington enters first, his polished shoes clicking against the floor with measured precision. Riggs follows behind, pushing the exam chair inside with a practiced ease.

The Doctor’s eyes go wide as he takes me in, but I don’t move.

“Really Miss Hayes, aren’t you finished?”

I sit there, unresponsive. He frowns and shakes his head.

“How are we feeling now? Have you reflected on what we talked about this morning?”

I don’t answer.

I don’t even blink.

He exhales sharply, stepping closer. “I asked you a question.”

Still, I say nothing.

His eyes narrow. “Embarrassed you were caught in your lies?”

I keep my gaze fixed on the floor, my pulse thudding against my ribs.

Dr. Huntington tilts his head, studying me like a specimen under glass. I can feel his irritation curling beneath his carefully controlled exterior.

“Put her in the chair,” he says flatly.

Riggs steps forward, and before I can react, his hands are on me, rough and impatient. He grips my upper arm and hauls me upright, the world tilting as he drags me toward the chair.

I don’t resist.

I don’t struggle.

I’m a pliant mess in his arms as he positions me in the exam chair. My legs are guided apart, feet slipping into the cold metal stirrups. Despite my best efforts, a whimper slips out as my sore ass meets the hard plastic. Bishop left me bruised, no doubt.

Dr. Huntington steps closer, peering down at me with something like amusement. “Silent treatment, is it?” He clicks his tongue. “Childish, Miss Hayes. You’re only making this harder on yourself.”

He peers at my spread legs, taking in my bare pussy with keen interest.

“What do you think Riggs? I think she’s been touching herself again.”

Riggs bends over to join him, staring at my core. I flush, heat rolling through me again.

“Looks like you’re right, sir. But with the mittens? I thought she wouldn’t be able to get a good angle.”

The Doctor frowns.

“I don’t think she cares. I think she’s just a desperate little slut.”

Dirty shame washes over me, my toes curling. Hearing the doctor use such a word feels all sorts of wrong… and all sorts of right.

He grips my chin, forcing my head forward until my eyes meet his.

“You’ve been a bad girl, Callie. And you know it.”

I keep my expression blank, unblinking.

His fingers tighten, frustration seeping into his features.

“Riggs, please retrieve the restraint belt.”

“Of course, sir.”

Riggs gives a low chuckle, a predatory glint flashing in his eyes as he turns to leave. The sound of his footsteps, the clink of metal, feels like a countdown.

“How did you manage to touch yourself through the mittens, Miss Hayes? I’m almost impressed,” Dr. Huntington says once we’re alone.

My hips shift ever so slightly as he eyes me hungrily. “So needy. You’re still not thinking of anything else, are you?”

I don’t respond, but we’re interrupted by Riggs returning. There’s a thick leather belt clutched in his hand. Rings dangle off the side and fear rolls through me, making my body clench and my pussy flutter.

Riggs grins at me, his eyes gleaming with malicious delight. “Ready to behave, princess?”

I’m frozen in place as he steps toward me, gripping my upper arm and yanking me roughly to my feet. My feet slip slightly against the tile, my balance wobbly.

“Stand still,” he growls. “This will be easier if you don’t make it harder on yourself.”

Riggs smooths my gown down before he wraps the belt around my waist as tight as it will go. He cinches it in place before strong hands grab my wrists. He slides the straps through the rings, leaving me unable to move my hands at all. I try to shift, but there’s no room to do anything.

Every time I think I’m helpless, they show me how wrong I am, and they take it to a new level. I have no use of my hands or arms at all now, no way to catch my balance, to do anything.

There will be no touching myself now.

Riggs stands back for a moment, admiring his work, his grin widening as he watches me struggle, watching the helplessness seep into my expression.

“You look so much better like this,” he says with dark satisfaction. “All trussed up.”

The words sink into me like a heavy weight, pressing down on my chest. But I stay silent. I won’t give him the satisfaction of hearing me beg or whimper. Not while I still have some shred of control over my thoughts.

Dr. Huntington watches with an unreadable expression, his gaze flicking between me and Riggs. “Good. This should help,” he says, the coolness in his voice sharper than before. “We need you to understand the consequences of your actions, Miss Hayes. You must learn to control yourself.”

I flush again, afraid to make eye contact.

“Riggs,” Dr. Huntington orders, his voice clipped, “please put her to bed.”

Before I can react, Riggs steps forward and pulls me towards him with by one bound arm, like I’m nothing more than a rag doll. I can’t resist. He grips me tightly, his fingers pressing painfully into my side, and with little effort, he hoists me up. I feel like a child in his grasp, completely powerless.

I flinch, but the motion is too slight to be noticed. He carries me over to the bed and unceremoniously deposits me onto the mattress.

“Good girl,” Riggs sneers, adjusting the thin blanket over my lap. The mockery is evident in his voice. “Just stay there.”

Dr. Huntington doesn’t even glance in my direction as he leaves. “Riggs, please bring her dinner,” he says, his voice as detached as ever. He doesn’t look at me, not even a flicker of remorse in his eyes. “Make sure she eats it all.”

Riggs grins, his eyes lighting up with a cruel gleam. “Of course, sir,” he says, before walking out of the room, leaving me alone in the oppressive silence once again.

Riggs returns a short while later, carrying a plastic bowl and a bottle of water. The moment I see the contents—a bland, unseasoned mound of rice—I turn my head away. My stomach twists in knots. I don’t want to eat, not after everything, not with him sitting here, watching me like a predator who’s already won.

But Riggs isn’t interested in what I want.

“Come on, princess,” he croons, sitting down on the edge of my bed, far too comfortable in his control over me. He scoops up a spoonful of rice and holds it in front of my lips. “Open up.”

I keep my mouth shut.

His smirk widens. “Playing hard to get, huh? That’s cute. But you and I both know you don’t get what you want.”

I glare at him, but it only amuses him more. He shifts closer, one arm snaking around behind my head while the other presses the spoon to my lips. “Open,” he repeats, his voice sharper.

I shake my head.

The amusement fades from his expression, and in a swift motion, his fingers grip my jaw, squeezing just hard enough to make my lips part. Before I can twist away, he shoves the spoon into my mouth. The dry, tasteless rice sticks to the roof of my mouth, and I nearly gag.

“That’s a good girl,” he taunts, withdrawing the spoon. “You can fight it all you want, but in the end, you always give in.”

I manage to swallow, my throat working against the lump of food.

“See, this is what I don’t get about you.” He scoops up another bite. “You act like you hate this, but you love it don’t you? Knowing you’re not in control?”

I don’t respond, but I feel my core clench. The walls of my pussy flutter, telling me he’s right.

“You can’t stop yourself,” he continues, pressing another spoonful of rice past my lips. “You like being tied up and stripped bare, don’t you? I saw the way you looked at me before. You wanted me to touch you, didn’t you?”

I shake my head, trying to deny it, but he only chuckles.

“Liar,” he murmurs, feeding me again.

My throat tightens as I force down another bite.

Riggs takes his time, drawing out the humiliation with each spoonful. He wipes a stray grain of rice from my lips with his thumb, and I flinch at the casual intimacy of the gesture. “There we go,” he purrs. “That wasn’t so hard, was it?”

I swallow the last bite, my stomach twisting in discomfort.

Then he lifts the water bottle.

“This,” he says, unscrewing the cap. The liquid inside is murky, faintly chalky in color, “will help you sleep.”

I freeze.

He sighs in mock exasperation. “Come on, don’t make this difficult. You do want to sleep, don’t you?”

I hesitate. He presses the bottle to my lips.

“Open,” he says again, his tone leaving no room for argument.

I don’t have a choice. I let the liquid slide into my mouth, the bitterness coating my tongue. I want to gag, to spit it all out, but he won’t let me. His grip is unyielding, pushing me to drink even as my body fights it.

I feel the back of my throat start to spasm, a desperate resistance rising, but he won’t stop. With a cruel smile, he tilts the bottle further back, his eyes fixed on mine, watching the struggle play out on my face.

I can’t breathe, can’t swallow fast enough, my body shaking as I try to hold it all in. He presses harder, forcing me to take more, until my throat is raw, my chest tight with the effort.

Finally, the last drop is in. I swallow it down in one long, forced gulp, my head spinning as the drug settles in.

Riggs pulls the bottle away, his smirk never leaving his face as he watches me struggle to breathe, my body still trembling from the force of the ordeal.

By the time he sets the bottle aside and stands, my limbs are already growing heavy, my vision hazy around the edges.

Riggs leans down, his breath hot against my ear. “Sleep tight, Callie.” Then he kisses me on my temple.

The last thing I hear before the darkness takes me is his low chuckle, filled with satisfaction.
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Adull haze lingers in my head when the door creaks open. The sedative hasn’t fully worn off, leaving my limbs sluggish, my thoughts tangled.

Baker steps in first, rolling the exam chair with him, a smug grin curling his lips, followed by Dr. Huntington, who eyes me with measured scrutiny.

“Good morning, Miss Hayes,” the doctor greets, his voice smooth, controlled. “Let’s not waste time. Up you get.”

I try to move, but the belt keeps my hands locked at my sides, my wrists trapped against my waist. I can’t use them to push myself up, to steady myself, nothing. My arms are useless. I shift my weight, trying to roll onto my side to give myself leverage, but without my hands, it’s awkward, slow.

Baker leans against the wall, arms crossed, watching me with a smirk. I know he’s enjoying this. He loves seeing me weak, helpless.

Dr. Huntington stands beside him, his expression blank, clinical.

“The sooner you get in the chair, Miss Hayes, the sooner we can get started.”

I grit my teeth, forcing my legs to swing over the edge of the bed. My feet hit the cold tile floor, but I nearly stumble forward. I catch myself at the last moment by shifting my weight, wobbling like a newborn fawn. Without my hands or arms to balance me, I feel vulnerable, off-kilter.

Baker chuckles under his breath. “Come on, sweetheart,” he taunts. “Don’t keep us waiting.”

Heat burns my cheeks, a mix of frustration and humiliation twisting in my gut. I hate that I’m giving him a show, but there’s nothing I can do. I have to get in the chair.

I shuffle forward, struggling to maneuver. Every movement is slow, deliberate. The belt is tight around my waist, keeping my arms pinned, and the mittens keep my fingers uselessly curled within the thick leather. I have to brace myself against the chair using my body alone, twisting awkwardly to position myself.

A sharp breath escapes me as I try to lower myself down, nearly missing the seat as my balance wavers. For a moment, I think I might fall, might land hard on the floor and humiliate myself even further, but at the last second, I manage to slide into the chair, my body stiff with effort. I haul my feet up into the stirrups with a groan, splaying my legs for them.

Baker’s hungry look sends a rush through me as the Doctor pulls my gown up, exposing my pussy. His touch is clinical and detached as he examines me.

“Good girl, Miss Hayes. You’re still aroused, but you haven’t been misbehaving. The restraints are working. Now let’s talk about how we can get you under control without them.”

The silence stretches. My heartbeat thuds louder in my ears.

Dr. Huntington’s expression shifts subtly, as though he’s testing the waters, trying to gauge my reaction. He takes a step closer, his eyes narrowing slightly. “Miss Hayes, I said, let’s talk about it. You’re not being difficult, are you?”

I keep my mouth shut.

He looks at me, then at Baker, who stands off to the side, still watching me like a predator. His eyes flicker with a hint of amusement.

“Well?” Dr. Huntington presses. “No answer?”

I look at the floor, focusing anywhere but on him.

The doctor’s lips tighten. “You refuse to cooperate,” he murmurs, a small frown tugging at his brow. “Again.”

Baker’s smile widens, his eyes glinting with something darker. He leans in slightly, as though he enjoys seeing me struggle under the pressure. “Maybe she’s too stubborn for her own good,” he says, his tone light, mocking. “I’m sure another day in those mittens will loosen her tongue.”

Dr. Huntington’s gaze flicks between me and Baker, clearly weighing his options. “You think so?”

“I think in another day she’ll be so needy she’ll do anything to get out of them. Won’t you, Callie?”

I refuse to meet their gazes. I won’t give them the satisfaction. Even if I could touch myself, I wouldn’t. Bishop told me I wasn’t allowed.

Dr. Huntington clears his throat, his voice tightening. “You may not speak now, Miss Hayes. But you’ll understand soon enough that this silence will only delay your progress.” He turns away, his tone no longer as friendly as before. “The longer you refuse to communicate, the longer you’ll be stuck in those restraints. Do you understand?”

I look away, my silence thick and deliberate.

Dr. Huntington exhales sharply through his nose, the sound laced with irritation. “Put her back in the bed, and get her breakfast,” he orders.

Baker doesn’t need to be told twice. His hands clamp onto my shoulders, firm and unyielding, as he yanks me out of the chair. The belt around my waist digs into my ribs as he moves me, my arms still useless at my sides. I stumble slightly, my balance off, but he catches me, only to toss me onto the bed like I weigh nothing at all.

The mattress creaks under me as I land awkwardly on my side. I try to push myself up, but the restraints make it impossible. I feel ridiculous, helpless. Baker chuckles, watching me struggle for a moment before reaching down, gripping my shoulder, and shoving me onto my back.

“There we go,” he murmurs. “Nice and cozy.”

Dr. Huntington doesn’t linger. He watches for a moment, his expression unreadable, then nods once. “I expect more from you next session, Miss Hayes.” His disappointment clings to the air even as he turns on his heel and leaves the room, taking the exam chair with him. The door clicks shut behind him.

Baker stays, his eyes hungry.

I swallow hard as he steps back to the door, cracking it open to call down the hall. “Bring in her breakfast,” he says to someone outside. Then, turning back to me, his grin stretches wider. “Guess I get to play babysitter again.”

He comes back over to the bed, pulling my gown up so he can stare at me. My hips roll instinctively as he drinks me in, and he smirks.

“None of that, you bad girl.”

A few moments later, there’s a knock at the door, and someone hands Baker a tray. A bowl of oatmeal. More of the same bland, sticky paste he forced me to eat yesterday.

Baker dismisses the other orderly with a nod, then turns back to me, cracking his knuckles. “Alright, sweetheart,” he says, lifting the bowl with one hand while grabbing the spoon with the other. “Let’s get you fed.”

I keep my lips pressed together as he scoops up a spoonful, thick and dripping.

“Oh, don’t give me that look,” he says, waving the spoon mockingly close to my mouth. “You think this is bad? You could be on a feeding tube, you know. Some of the real crazies in this place? They get strapped down and pumped full of nutrients like little baby birds. That what you want?”

I glare at him, refusing to answer.

He sighs dramatically, balancing the bowl in his lap. “Alright, we can do this the easy way or the hard way, but either way, you’re gonna eat.”

I don’t move.

Baker’s patience snaps in an instant. His free hand moves fast, fingers pinching my nose closed, cutting off my air. My body betrays me almost immediately, my lungs burning as they demand breath.

I try to hold out, but he doesn’t let up. My chest spasms, and when I finally gasp for air, he shoves the spoon into my mouth, forcing me to eat the disgusting paste like substance.

“There’s my good girl,” he coos mockingly as he pulls the spoon away.

I cough, but he’s already scooping up another bite.

“Swallow.”

I do, my throat working against the sticky texture.

He feeds me every bite like this, cruel and methodical, forcing each spoonful past my lips until the bowl is empty. My stomach churns, sick with humiliation.

“Gonna sit here and think about how bad you are? How much you want your hands free so you can reach between your thighs?” he taunts.

A shiver runs through me.

He laughs.

“You’re never getting out of here, sweetheart.”
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Hours pass, dragging in slow, unbearable stretches of silence.

I had struggled to the toilet earlier, the process humiliating, exhausting, leaving me panting by the time I collapsed back onto the mattress. I couldn’t use my hands, could barely balance myself, and every motion was a reminder of how trapped I was.

Now, I lay on my back, staring up at the ceiling, boredom gnawing at me, restlessness creeping under my skin. The belt holds my hands firm against my hips, the mittens still wrapped tight around my fingers. Every attempt to shift, to stretch, reminds me of my helplessness.

I hate this. I hate the silence. I hate the waiting.

Then, the door opens.

I brace, expecting Baker or Riggs, expecting another forced meal or a smug remark, but when I lift my head, my heart lurches.

It’s him.

Bishop.

He stands in the doorway, his frame filling the space, his dark eyes settling on me with that same intensity that always makes my stomach twist. The door clicks shut behind him, sealing us in together, and I swear I can feel the air shift around me.

I breathe out, the tension in my chest unraveling all at once.

He came back.

I hadn’t imagined him.

I hadn’t made him up.

He’s real.

And he’s here.

His lips curl into a smirk as he takes slow, deliberate steps toward the bed. “Poor little thing,” he muses, his voice smooth, teasing. “Look at you, they got you all ready for me, didn’t they?”

I nod eagerly, unsure if I’m allowed to speak yet.

“I brought you a present,” Bishop says. He holds up a bright red ball gag, and I flinch, but my core clenches in expectation. He gives me a wicked smile.

“It’s so no one can hear you when I make you scream.”

A shiver runs through me.

“Open wide,” Bishop orders. I obey instantly, not moving as he fastens it around my head. It’s thick in my jaw, holding my tongue down and muffling my cries. It’s tight, uncomfortable, but it feels right. He looks me over, a wicked grin spreading over his face.

“I like the belt. I think we’ll keep that.”

He undoes my gown, working it out from under the leather to leave me naked.

“Now, where shall we start?” he asks.

Bishop’s eyes roam over my exposed body, a predatory gleam in his gaze. I shiver under his scrutiny, a mix of fear and anticipation coursing through me.

“Stand up,” he orders simply.

I hesitate for only a second before I try, shifting my weight and planting my feet as best I can. But with the belt cinched around my waist and my hands trapped at my sides, there’s nothing to push off of, nothing to grab onto.

I rock forward, attempting to gain momentum, but my balance is off. My legs tremble as I try again, my muscles straining, my breath coming in sharp, frustrated puffs through my nose around the gag.

Bishop chuckles darkly. “Come on, pet. You can do better than that.”

Heat rises in my cheeks, a mix of exertion and embarrassment. I want to please him; I need to. I shift again, digging my heels into the mattress and forcing myself up, wobbling unsteadily. My legs nearly buckle, but I manage to stay upright, panting softly.

Bishop tilts his head, admiring me like I’m something he created. Something he owns. “There you go,” he murmurs.

Bishop moves around me slowly, his eyes never leaving my form. I can feel his gaze like a weight, a constant pressure on my skin, making every nerve in my body hum with awareness. My heart beats in time with his footsteps.

He stops behind me, his breath hot against the back of my neck, sending a shiver down my spine. I can’t move, can’t escape, even if I wanted to. And a part of me knows I don’t want to.

His hand trails lightly over my shoulder, brushing my skin with the softest of touches, but the effect is electric. My body tenses, a low, involuntary breath escaping me. He moves lower, his fingers grazing my side, feeling the fabric of my gown as though it’s nothing more than an obstacle to be dealt with.

Bishop circles around to the front of me, moving with that slow, deliberate grace, like a predator closing in on its prey. His gaze never leaves me, his eyes dark, hungry. He stops right in front of me, and for a long moment, all I can hear is the sound of my own shallow breathing, muffled by the gag in my mouth.

His hands come up, large and strong, and gently cup my face, tilting it upward, forcing me to meet his eyes. I can feel his touch on my skin, firm but possessive, as if he’s claiming me, reminding me of just how helpless I am in his presence. His thumb brushes across my lips, stretching them wide around the ball gag, the rough texture of his skin making me flinch slightly.

“Such a pretty little slut,” he murmurs, his voice low and dangerously smooth, as his thumb traces the outline of the gag. “And all mine to play with.”

“I’ve been thinking about what to do with you,” Bishop says, his voice low and dangerous. “How to reward you for being such a good, obedient girl.”

He circles me slowly, dragging his fingers along my body. Goosebumps erupt in the wake of his touch, and my hips shift ever so slightly, more than ready for what’s coming. When he reaches my front again, he cups my breasts, thumbs brushing over my nipples. I whimper around the gag as he plays with them, turning them into stiff little peaks.

“So responsive,” he murmurs approvingly.

Bishop’s hands continue to explore my body, teasing and tormenting. He pinches my nipples, twisting them until I squirm. His fingers trail down my stomach, dancing along the waistband of the leather belt.

“Spread your legs,” he orders.

I comply immediately, widening my stance as much as I can without losing my balance. Bishop’s hand dips between my thighs, and I gasp around the gag as his fingers brush against my hot core. I’m dripping for him, it’s so obvious.

“Already so wet for me,” he purrs. “Such an eager little slut.”

He slides two fingers inside me easily, curling them to hit that perfect spot. My hips buck involuntarily, seeking more already. Bishop’s other hand grips my hip, holding me still.

“Ah ah,” he chides. “You take what I give you, remember?”

I nod frantically, desperate for more.

“Don’t move,” Bishop orders. “But I want to hear you. Show me how bad you want it.”

I whimper and moan around the gag as Bishop’s fingers work me into a fever, a needy, desperate mess. He alternates between slow, teasing strokes and quick, precise movements that have me trembling. My legs shake with the effort of staying still, desperate to grind against his hand.

Bishop’s thumb finds my clit, circling it lightly. I cry out, my head falling back, the sound muffled by the gag. Pleasure builds rapidly, coiling tighter and tighter in my core.

“That’s it,” he murmurs. “Let me hear how much you want it.”

His fingers curl inside me, hitting that perfect spot over and over. I’m right on the edge, so close to tumbling over. My whole body quivers with need.

Suddenly, Bishop withdraws his hand completely. I whine in frustration, hips jerking forward involuntarily to chase his touch.

“Ah ah,” he scolds, landing a sharp smack on my ass. “I told you not to move. For that…”

His hands come up to play with my breasts again, brushing his thumb over my nipples. I whimper and whine as he pinches and twists. I can’t stop myself, I come up on my toes.

Bishop’s eyes narrow at my movement.

“I said. Don’t. Move,” he growls, punctuating each word with a harsh pinch that makes me cry out around the gag, tears springing to my eyes from the mixture of pain and frustration.

He steps back, studying me with a critical eye. “I think you need a lesson in self-control, pet.”

Before I can process his words, Bishop spins me around and pushes me face-first against the wall. The soft padding cushions the impact, but I still gasp at the impact.

“Spread your legs,” he orders. I obey immediately, widening my stance as far as I can.

I feel him press up against my back, his clothed body a stark contrast to my nakedness. His scrubs are rough against my skin. His breath is hot on my ear as he speaks. “You’re going to stand here, just like this, until I say otherwise.”

Bishop’s hands grip my hips, holding me firmly in place against the wall. I can feel the heat of his body behind me, so close, but not quite touching.

“Don’t move a muscle,” he whispers in my ear. “If you’re very, very good, maybe I’ll let you come.”

I whimper around the gag, my body trembling with need. Bishop’s hands leave my hips, trailing up my sides and around to cup my breasts. He kneads them roughly, pinching and rolling my nipples between his fingers.

“Such sensitive little things,” he murmurs. “I bet I could make you come just from playing with these.”

His words send a jolt through me. I press my forehead against the padded wall, trying desperately to stay still as he continues his sweet torture.

One of Bishop’s hands slides down my stomach, fingers ghosting lower and lower. I whimper around the gag as he teases me, never quite giving me the pressure I crave.

“Remember,” he warns, “don’t move.”

With that, he steps back. I hear rustling behind me but force myself to stay still, not daring to look. Suddenly, something cool and smooth presses against my entrance. I gasp as Bishop slowly pushes a toy inside me. I’m slick enough that there’s no resistance. It’s not large, but it fills me perfectly, settling deep inside.

“There we go,” Bishop says, his voice low and husky. “Now, let’s see how well you can follow instructions.”

There’s a soft click, and the toy comes to life inside me. It starts with a low, teasing vibration that sends shivers through my body. I bite down on the ball in my mouth, gritting my teeth against it, and struggling to stay still as the pleasure builds.

Bishop’s hand comes to rest on the small of my back, pushing me into the wall in a steady pressure, reminding me not to move. “Good girl,” he murmurs. “Just like that.”

The vibrations increase in intensity, and I whimper around the gag, my legs trembling with the effort to stay still. The toy inside me pulses and throbs, sending waves of pleasure coursing through my body. I press my forehead against the padded wall, desperately trying to ground myself.

Bishop’s hand trails up my spine, coming to rest at the nape of my neck. He applies gentle pressure, holding me in place. “That’s it,” he murmurs. “Take it all. Show me how good you can be.”

The vibrations ramp up again, and I let out a muffled cry. My hips twitch involuntarily before I can stop them and Bishop immediately lands a sharp smack on my ass.

“I said don’t move,” he growls. “Or do you need more motivation to behave?”

I shake my head frantically, tears of frustration leaking down my face. My inner walls clench around the toy, seeking more friction, chasing release despite my best efforts. I’m panting heavily through my nose, drool escaping around the edges of the gag.

“I think you do. I think you need to remember what happens when you’re a bad girl.”

Bishop’s hand comes down hard on my ass again, the sharp sting mixing with the relentless pleasure from the vibrator. I cry out around the gag, my body spasming.

“Every time you move,” he growls, “I’m going to spank you. And each time, I’ll turn up the vibrations. Let’s see how long you can last.”

True to his word, Bishop increases the intensity of the toy. The vibrations become almost unbearable, sending shockwaves of pleasure through my core. I whimper and squirm, unable to keep still under the onslaught of sensation.

SMACK! His hand connects with my other cheek, the pain blossoming across my skin.

“That’s one,” he says, turning up the vibrations another notch.

I’m trembling now, sweat beading on my skin as I struggle to remain still. The vibrations are relentless, pushing me closer and closer to the edge. My legs shake with the effort of staying in place, muscles quivering.

Bishop’s hand trails down my spine, a deceptively gentle touch. “You’re doing so well,” he murmurs. “But I wonder how much more you can take.”

He increases the intensity again, and I let out a strangled cry around the gag. My hips roll before I can stop them.

SMACK! SMACK! Two quick strikes land on my already tender ass.

“That’s two and three,” Bishop says, his voice low and dangerous. He turns up the vibrations again, and I’m certain I’ll lose my mind. I can’t take much more. I want to move, I need to.

Tears stream down my face as I fight against my body’s natural reaction. I whimper into the gag as Bishop puts a hand on my hip, the other coming up to play with my breast again, almost lazily this time.

Bishop’s hand on my hip holds me firmly in place as he teases me. His fingers roll and pinch my nipple, sending jolts of pleasure-pain straight to my core. The vibrations inside me continue their maddening pace, pushing me closer and closer to the edge.

“You’re trembling,” Bishop observes, his voice low and husky in my ear. “Are you close, pet? Do you want to come?”

I nod frantically, whimpering around the gag. My entire body feels like a live wire, every nerve ending on fire with need. I’m going out of my mind trying to fight it.

“Too bad,” he chuckles darkly. “I don’t think you’ve earned it yet.”

His hand leaves my breast, trailing down my stomach. I hold my breath, anticipating his touch where I need it most. But instead, his fingers dance along the edge of the leather belt, teasing but never quite reaching my aching pussy.

“I’ll give you a choice, pet. I can fuck this pussy, and if you can stay completely still, I’ll let you come. Or I can fuck you up the ass, and I’ll let you come when I’m finished.”

Fear and arousal barrel through me like a freight train. I stumble, earning me another spank.

“Oh, pet? Has no one ever fucked you here before?” Bishop palms my ass hard. “Then I’ll save that for next time. We’ll make that something special. In that case…”

He slams me up against the soft surface of the wall, so hard I come up on my toes. I whimper as Bishop pulls the toy out, only to replace it with his cock, filling me in one smooth thrust so fast I barely process what’s happening. He holds the vibrator against my clit and I scream.

“Hold it back. Show me what a good girl you are.”

I bite down hard on the gag, my entire body trembling with the effort to stay still as Bishop fills me completely. His thick cock stretches me out, hitting spots deep inside that the toy couldn’t reach. The vibrator against my clit sends shocks of pleasure through my core, and I’m not sure how much longer I can last.

“That’s it,” Bishop growls in my ear. “Take it all. Don’t you dare move.”

He starts to thrust, slow and deep at first, each stroke pushing me closer to the edge. The vibrator never leaves my clit, driving me wild. I let my forehead rest against the padded wall, tears of frustrated pleasure streaming down my face.

Bishop’s pace increases, his hips snapping against my ass with each thrust. The sound of skin slapping skin fills the room, punctuated by my pants and moans.

“That’s it. Let go. Let me hear you,” he orders before pinching my nipple again.

I let out a muffled wail around the gag, no longer able to hold back the sounds of my pleasure. Bishop’s thrusts become harder, faster, driving into me with bruising force. The vibrator on my clit feels like an electric shock, pushing me closer and closer to the edge. I’m trembling, every muscle taut as I fight to stay still.

Bishop’s free hand grips my hip so tight I know he’ll leave marks, holding me in place as he fucks me. His thrusts become harder, faster, more erratic. I can feel the tension building in his body, mirroring the coiling pressure in my core. Each drive of his cock lifts me from the ground, forcing me to the balls of my feet.

“Such a good girl,” he growls in my ear. “Taking it so well. But don’t you dare come yet.”

I whimper in frustration, the tears streaming down my face now. I’m so close, teetering right on the edge of oblivion. Every fiber of my being is screaming for release, but I force myself to hold on.

Bishop continues to drive into me, slamming me into the wall with every thrust. I’m going to be black and blue and I don’t care.

“Okay, pet. Be my good little slut and come for me.”

His words are all it takes to send me over the edge. The dam breaks and pleasure crashes over me in waves. My body convulses as the orgasm rips through me, more intense than anything I’ve ever felt before. I scream around the gag, my vision whiting out as ecstasy floods every nerve ending. I’m lost in a sea of pleasure.

Bishop doesn’t let up, fucking me through my climax. The continued stimulation prolongs my orgasm, sending aftershocks coursing through my body. I’m dimly aware of him grunting behind me, his thrusts becoming erratic.

With a final, brutal thrust, Bishop buries himself deep inside me. I feel the hot splash of his release as he pulses within me. He collapses against my back, pinning me to the wall as we both pant heavily.

After a long moment, Bishop pulls out slowly. I whimper at the loss, feeling empty and oversensitive as his cum and my desire spill down my thighs. My legs tremble, barely able to support my weight. Bishop’s arms wrap around me, holding me upright against his chest.

“Such a good girl,” Bishop murmurs, his lips ghosting against my temple. His voice is like velvet, both soothing and commanding. “You did so well.”

He reaches up, his fingers working the buckle of the gag with practiced ease. As he pulls it away, a thin string of saliva clings to it before breaking, and I gasp softly at the sudden relief. My jaw aches, stiff and sore, and I work it slowly, swallowing hard.

“Thank you,” I whisper hoarsely, my voice raw from the restraint.

Bishop turns me in his grip, his large hands framing my face, thumbs stroking over my cheekbones. His piercing blue eyes lock onto mine, dark with satisfaction, with hunger. There’s something softer there too, something possessive.

“You’re mine,” he says, his voice low but absolute. “Do you understand?”

The weight of his words settles deep in my chest, pressing down, curling around my ribs like a vice. I nod, breathless, tilting my head into his touch, craving more even while still riding the high of my orgasm.

“Yes,” I murmur. “I’m yours.”

A wicked smile tugs at the corner of his lips before he crashes them against mine. The kiss is deep, claiming, laced with a kind of possessiveness that makes my knees weak. His fingers tighten in my hair, keeping me exactly where he wants me. I melt into him, drowning in the way he devours me.

When he finally pulls away, I’m gasping, dizzy. He looks me over, satisfaction gleaming in his gaze as he takes in the flushed mess he’s made of me. His marks linger on my skin. The way he admires them makes heat coil low in my stomach.

“Perfect,” he murmurs, his eyes roaming over me like I’m a masterpiece he’s just finished painting.

Then, just as quickly, his expression shifts, calculating, precise. “Now,” he says, all business. “Let’s get you cleaned up before anyone comes looking.”

He leads me to the small sink in the corner, wetting a rough paper towel. I stand perfectly still as he wipes me down, the movements almost tender, though I know better than to mistake them for kindness. His touch lingers in certain places, just enough to remind me of who I belong to, just enough to make me shiver.

“Remember,” he murmurs as he works, voice smooth as honey but laced with steel, “not a word to anyone. I want you to just stare at the doctors, let them wonder what’s going on in that pretty little head of yours.”

I nod again, still caught in the haze of him.

Bishop discards the paper towel before helping me back into my hospital gown. My breath hitches as he takes my wrists, fastening the mittens back into place, locking them back into the belt. The brief taste of freedom disappears in an instant.

His hand cradles the back of my neck as he leans in, pressing one last lingering kiss to my forehead.

“I’ll be back soon,” he promises, his lips brushing against my skin. His grip tightens just slightly. “Be good for me, pet.”

Then, with deliberate care, he guides me back to the bed, settling me down with an ease that makes my stomach twist. He lingers for just a moment longer, brushing his knuckles over my cheek before finally stepping back.

And just like that, he’s gone, leaving me bound, breathless, and aching for more.
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The door swings open with a heavy creak, and I brace myself.

Riggs steps in, carrying a tray, but he barely makes it two steps before he stops dead. His eyes rake over me, and I see it—the moment he knows.

The flush on my skin. The slight parting of my lips. The remnants of something I shouldn’t have: afterglow.

His smirk spreads, slow and wicked. He sets the tray down with a clatter, rolling his shoulders like he’s getting comfortable.

“Well, now,” he murmurs, dragging the chair closer so he can sit right in front of me. “Aren’t you a sight?”

I keep my face still, my body rigid.

His gaze flicks down to my neck, his smirk widening. “Somebody’s been very, very bad.”

I don’t respond.

Riggs clicks his tongue, feigning disappointment. “And after all the doctor’s done for you.” He leans in close, his voice dropping. “But you just can’t help yourself, can you?”

His fingers snap out, gripping my chin roughly. I flinch, and his grin sharpens.

“You like being bad, don’t you?” he whispers, tilting my head this way and that like he’s inspecting his handiwork. “You like being a naughty little girl.”

I jerk my chin out of his grasp, and his amusement vanishes in an instant. His eyes darken.

“Oh, that’s real cute,” he says, standing up. “Let’s see if you’re still cute when the Doctor gets in here.”

He strides out.

My stomach knots. My heart pounds against my ribs.

I barely have time to take a breath before the door slams open again.

Dr. Huntington storms in, Riggs right behind him, and the moment the doctor’s eyes land on me, his expression darkens with fury.

His hands curl into fists at his sides. His nostrils flare. He knows.

“Miss Hayes,” he says, voice tight, simmering. “Would you care to explain yourself?”

I meet his gaze, my expression blank, my body still. I don’t say a word.

His jaw clenches. He takes a single step closer, looming over me, his sharp gaze dissecting every inch of my silence.

“You were alone in this room all morning,” he continues, his voice sharpening. “And yet, somehow, you look like this. Tell me, Miss Hayes, how did that happen?”

I don’t blink. I don’t react. I just sit there, silent, my hands uselessly bound to my sides.

Huntington’s lips press into a thin, furious line.

“I warned you,” he says coldly. “I told you what would happen if you refused to cooperate. And yet, here we are.”

Riggs chuckles under his breath, his amusement cutting through the tension like a blade.

“She’s a bad, bad girl, doc,” he says.

Huntington exhales slowly, a controlled breath, before turning to Riggs.

“Sedate her.”

I barely have time to process the words before Riggs is on me.

He grabs my shoulder, forcing me still as I thrash, but my movements are useless, my bound hands giving me no leverage. There’s nothing I can do.

“Hold still now,” Riggs croons, his grip tightening as he pulls something from his pocket. A syringe.

“No,” I gasp, trying to twist away.

“Shh, sweetheart,” he coos mockingly. “This is for your own good.”

The needle bites into my neck, and the sting is immediate, sharp and burning.

I gasp, my body tensing, but the drug works fast. My muscles slacken, the fight draining out of me as warmth spreads through my limbs, heavy and inescapable.

My vision blurs, Riggs’ grin swimming in front of me.

“There you go,” he murmurs, patting my cheek. “Much better.”

Darkness creeps at the edges of my vision, swallowing me whole.
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Islowly regain consciousness, a thick, dizzy fog clouding my mind as I come back to myself, blinking blearily at my surroundings. Familiar pale walls in a bare, sterile space. Everything feels strange, like a dream that’s just out of reach. My body feels heavy, and instantly I know they’ve drugged me again.

I try to sit up and I can’t. I only make it a few inches before I realize my lower half is held tightly in place.

The mittens are still there, attached to the thick leather belt at my waist, but now the belt is firmly attached to the bed rails. Thick cuffs are around my ankles, holding my legs in place so they’re open, tied to the edges of the bed. The restraints are tight, cutting into my skin painfully. There’s a clean hospital gown, smelling heavily of antiseptic, but there’s something else. Something strange.

Confusion washes over me in waves as I try to shift, feeling something else pressing against me between my legs. It’s thick, almost cushioning, like nothing I’ve ever felt before. The texture is… strange. As I try to focus, my mind finally starts to clear enough to put the pieces together. It’s something plastic, crinkling under my slightest movement. Thick and almost… fluffy?

The horror hits like a comet as I figure it out. It’s a diaper. They’ve got me restrained to the bed and have no plans of letting me out, so they’ve put me in a diaper like a child.

My face grows hot as the shame burns. This isn’t fair! I’ve been good! I haven’t touched myself once! It’s been Bishop. I’ve only done exactly as I’ve been told.

There’s nothing I can do but lie there. Every shift, every movement reminds me of the thick plastic between my legs, of the humiliating situation I’ve found myself in. Time ticks onward, the minutes turning to hours.

It starts slowly, but it begins to build. And not the good kind of build. My breathing quickening as the need to relieve myself intensifies. The pressure in my bladder is unbearable. I can’t ignore it, but there’s nothing I can do. It burns as I try to put it off. Telling myself I can wait until someone comes. I am not going to use the diaper. I’m not.

My body betrays me, like it always does. Soon, the urge to pee is all I can think about.

I start to tug frantically at my restraints, but they’re too tight. I’m not going anywhere. Even though I know it will know it will do no good, I shout for a nurse, for anyone to come let me up so I can use the toilet.

No one comes.

The need is all-consuming. The helplessness, the isolation, it all weighs on me. My heart races, and my face flushes with the heat of my humiliation. I tremble from the effort to hold back, but there’s no escaping it. It’s too much. My body can’t fight it anymore.

I can’t hold on. I let go, tears of frustration and shame coursing down my cheeks as I wet myself. The warmth spreads, the diaper becoming thick and heavy. My face burns with a shame that feels deep in my soul. It burns at me. I close my eyes, tears escaping from the corners of my lids. I can’t bear to look at myself.

Eventually the wet warmth turns to cold warmth, and disgust roils in my belly. For once, I’m not thinking about sex. All I can think is how ashamed I am, how humiliated.

The door opens with a soft creak, followed by the quiet shuffle of shoes across the floor. My body stiffens instinctively, my heart rate quickening. I don’t want anyone to see me like this

The nurse enters, the one I haven’t seen since the first day, and I almost breathe a sigh of relief, but the emotion is fleeting. Her eyes quickly assess the room with a practiced, disinterested glance. She looks at me, her gaze clinical, cold. Her lips twitch into a faint, disapproving frown, then tighten into a line. She doesn’t even need to say a word; her silence is enough. Her gaze cuts through me like a blade, stripping away whatever dignity I had left.

“Look at this,” she says, her voice flat, lacking any hint of emotion. “A complete mess.” She pauses, her eyes lingering over the situation with a sterile, judgmental gaze. “You should be ashamed.”

I swallow, the tightness in my throat choking me. The words hit harder than any physical blow. My skin burns with the humiliation, but I can’t respond. I can’t even look at her face. All I can do is lie there, exposed, the weight of her judgment suffocating. My eyes flick around the room desperately, looking for an escape, but of course there isn’t one. The heat in my face spreads, scorching my skin as my body trembles in defeat as I take in what she has in her hands: a fresh diaper and wipes.

“Please,” I whisper, my voice weak and pleading. “I don’t need this. Please, just let me up.” I sound so small, so desperate.

She ignores my plea, the harsh click of her shoes echoing in the sterile room as she steps closer. I feel the weight of her presence pressing down on me, her shadow looming large as she reaches for the side of the bed.

“Shh,” she interrupts with a curt, dismissive gesture. “You’ve been a problem since the moment you arrived. You can’t be trusted not to masturbate, so you’ve left us with no choice. So this is your reality now.” She’s already at the side of the bed, hiking my hospital gown up to expose the swollen, soaked diaper. “This is how it will be from now on. Restrained and in diapers until you can learn to behave.”

I bite my lip to stifle the tears threatening to spill. I hate this. It’s not my fault, but I can’t tell her that. I want to close my eyes and disappear, but I can’t. She’s right here, her hands moving with cold efficiency, removing my last shred of dignity, one motion at a time. Her fingers are rough as they begin their work, stripping away what little control I had left.

I hear the rustle of plastic as she pulls the soiled diaper away from my skin, the sound unnervingly loud in the silence. The sensation of exposure makes my stomach turn. It feels like a thousand needles against my body, every inch of my exposed skin screaming with humiliation. I squeeze my eyes shut, trying to block it out, but the scent of antiseptic and the sickly, overpowering stench of urine fills the air.

“Hold still,” she commands, her voice icy and detached, as if this is just another mundane task. “You’re lucky I’m not going to make you sit in it longer. But you’ll learn next time, won’t you? How to be a good girl.” The words sting, cutting deeper than any physical restraint could.

Her fingers are rough as they shift me, forcing my hips off the bed. My body feels so small, so vulnerable in her hands, and I want to shrink away from her touch, but I can’t. The cuffs around my wrists and ankles bind me to the bed like an animal being prepped for slaughter. There’s no escape from this. No escape from the shame.

I’m left there, naked and exposed, as she stares down at my most private parts with disapproval before she pulls the wipes out. I close my eyes, unable to look, but she slaps the inside of my thigh so they fly wide open again.

“You’re going to watch,” she orders. “You need to understand what you’ve become.”

Her hands move like she’s done this a thousand times, but she still manages to be disgusted by it. She brings the wipes over my skin, cleaning me with brutal, uncaring efficiency. With quick, cruel swipes, she removes all evidence of my accident. And then she does it again, just to remind that she can.

The clean diaper crinkles as she opens it up, the soft, white fabric stark against the grim reality of the situation. She lifts my hips again, forcing the new diaper underneath me with no gentleness, as if I’m nothing more than a task to be completed. Then she produces a bottle of baby powder from her pocket, coating me in a generous layer of white powder. She fixes me with a cold smile.

“Can’t have you chaffing, now can we?” she taunts. “After all, you’re going to be spending a lot of time in it.”

The soft crinkle of the fabric is the only sound in the room, punctuating the cold indifference of her touch. I can feel the coolness of it against my skin before she starts taping the diaper securely into place, sealing me in. Each movement of her hands feels like a slow, deliberate reminder of my helplessness.

“There,” she says, her tone unchanged, as if this were the most ordinary task in the world. “Cleaned up. You can stay like this until you remember how to act properly. Maybe next time, you won’t make such a mess.”

I close my eyes, trying to block it all out. The tears come despite my best efforts to hold them back. My face burns with shame, but I can’t hide from the reality. There’s no escape from this humiliation. Not when she’s here, her hands moving with the kind of precision that comes with detachment, with disregard.

She adjusts the gown around me with a practiced flick, as if I’m nothing more than a doll in her hands, before she steps back, surveying me one last time with a look of thinly veiled disdain.

“Behave,” she says, her voice clipped. “Next time, I might just let you sit in it longer. Maybe that will teach you some humility.”

With that, she steps back, her eyes scanning me one final time, almost bored as she surveys the result of her work. The door clicks open, and she leaves without another word. The sound of the door closing behind her is like a final judgment.

And with that, she turns on her heel and leaves, the door swinging shut behind her with a finality that shakes me to my core. I’m left there, alone, trapped in the cold, sterile room, the overwhelming scent of antiseptic and humiliation clinging to me like a second skin. My body aches, my soul aches, and all I can do is lie there, paralyzed by the shame of it all.
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Minutes feel like hours. I can’t move.

There’s no way to shift, no way to get comfortable.

And the diaper… it’s impossible to ignore. Soft, thick, humiliating. The final piece of my complete helplessness.

I keep my eyes locked on the ceiling, breathing slowly, willing myself not to cry. It won’t help. Nothing will.

Then the door creaks open.

My stomach twists as Baker steps inside, holding a tray. He doesn’t notice at first, too busy balancing the food as he kicks the door shut behind him. But when he looks up—when he really sees me—he stops short.

A slow, wicked grin spreads across his face.

“Oh-ho, look at you.”

He takes a step closer, his eyes raking over me, lingering on every restraint, drinking in my complete and total vulnerability.

“Someone must have been bad.”

He sets the tray down on the rolling table beside the bed, but he’s not in any rush to start feeding me. No, he’s having too much fun just looking.

And his gaze drops lower.

The moment he sees it, his grin stretches impossibly wider.

“Oh, and is that a diaper?” His tone is mockingly sweet, dripping with amusement. “I guess you really have no self-control.”

I grit my teeth, trying to look away, but there’s nowhere to turn.

Baker chuckles, shaking his head. “Wow. And here I thought you were just a brat. But this?” He nudges the thick padding between my legs with two fingers, just enough to make my skin crawl. “This tells me you’re something else entirely.”

I squeeze my eyes shut, humiliation burning through me like fire.

Baker laughs again. “I think I’m gonna enjoy this.”

He picks up the spoon and the bowl from the tray, stirring the food absently as he watches me squirm.

“Now,” he says, lifting the first bite, his voice practically purring with amusement. “Let’s get you fed, baby girl.”

Baker scoops up a spoonful of whatever bland mush they’ve given me, his grin never fading. He leans in close, the sickly sweet scent of his breath filling my nose.

“Open up,” he coos, tilting the spoon toward my lips.

I press them tightly shut.

Baker chuckles, shaking his head. “Oh, don’t be like that. You don’t want me to force it, do you?”

I keep my mouth closed, breathing through my nose. I don’t want to give him the satisfaction.

Baker sighs theatrically. “You always have to make things difficult, don’t you?”

Then, before I can react, his free hand grips my jaw, squeezing hard. My lips part involuntarily with a small gasp, and in an instant, the spoon is shoved inside.

The cold, tasteless mush fills my mouth. I choke as Baker pulls the spoon back and clamps a hand over my lips, forcing me to swallow.

“There you go,” he murmurs mockingly. “See? That wasn’t so hard.”

I barely have time to recover before he’s scooping up another bite.

“Silly little girl,” Baker continues, his tone almost affectionate. “You keep fighting, but it’s useless. You don’t get to make choices anymore.” He presses the spoon to my lips again. “Now open up like a good girl.”

Tears sting my eyes, but I do as he says. There’s no point in resisting.

Bite after bite, he forces the food into my mouth, taking his time, drawing it out.

Every few spoonfuls, he pauses to talk, to humiliate me further.

“You must really be out of control if they’ve got you strapped down like this.”

He wipes a bit of food from my chin with his thumb, then presses it to my lips.

“Go on. Suck it clean.”

I hesitate, and he grabs my jaw again, applying just enough pressure to remind me who’s in charge. I obey, my tongue flicking out against his skin. He hums approvingly.

He sets the empty bowl aside with a satisfied sigh, then stretches, rolling his shoulders like he’s considering something. Then, suddenly, his grin widens, and I see the exact moment a wicked thought crosses his mind.

“Oh,” he breathes, eyes lighting up. “Oh, I just had the best idea.”

My stomach twists.

Baker gets to his feet and dusts his hands off, like he’s finishing a task. “Sit tight, sweetheart,” he says with a wink. “I’ll be right back.”

As if I have any other option.

He saunters out of the room, leaving me alone with nothing but the steady thrum of dread building in my chest.

Minutes stretch on, too long, too quiet, and then-

The door swings open again, and Baker steps inside, holding up two bottles of water in one hand and something else in the other. It takes a second for me to register it. Soft. White. Thick.

A fresh diaper.

Heat floods my face, my whole body flushing in horror.

Baker sees it. He revels in it.

“Oh, would you look at that,” he coos, stepping closer, setting the bottles down on the tray beside me. “All that fuss, all that fighting, and now look where you are. Belted down like a little doll. Wearing a diaper.”

He tsks, shaking his head in mock sympathy.

“Tell me, sweetheart, did you cry when they put it on you? Did you beg?” He crouches next to the bed now, his grin sharp as a knife. “Did you whimper?”

I turn my head away, refusing to let him see the fresh wave of shame in my eyes.

But he won’t have that.

Fingers grip my chin, yanking my face back toward him.

“Don’t get shy on me now,” he croons, tilting his head. “You know, I’ve seen girls like you before. All proud, all stubborn, trying so hard to keep their dignity.” His fingers tighten slightly, nails digging into my skin. “And you know what? You all break the same.”

He releases me with a little shove, like I’m beneath his interest, then grabs one of the bottles.

“Here’s how this is going to go,” he says, twisting off the cap with a quick pop. “You’re going to drink both of these. Every single drop. And then,” he lifts the fresh diaper, wiggling it slightly, “we’re going to see just how much control you really have.”

I stiffen, my pulse roaring in my ears.

Oh, no. No, no, no.

“Come on now,” Baker drawls, tapping the bottle against my lips. “Open up.”

I hesitate for a fraction of a second too long.

He doesn’t like that.

“Don’t make me force you, sweetheart,” he warns, all mockery gone from his voice. “I will make this harder for you.”

There’s no winning. No escaping. I know this.

So, with shaking breaths, I part my lips.

Baker grins.

“Good girl.”

And then he tilts the bottle up.

The first rush of water fills my mouth too fast, and I almost choke, but he doesn’t let up.

I swallow, again and again, my throat working furiously to keep up as he forces the liquid down. The water is ice-cold, making me shiver as it fills my stomach, stretching it tight.

“Keep going,” he urges, his free hand ghosting over my throat, feeling the way I swallow.

I hate it. Hate the way he touches me like I’m his to handle, his to control.

Halfway through the first bottle, I start to squirm.

It’s too much.

I try to turn my head, to shift away, but Baker catches my chin again, holding me still.

“Uh-uh,” he chides. “No stopping. Finish it.”

He tips the bottle higher, forcing a final rush of water into my mouth. I gag, my body resisting, but he doesn’t let up until I swallow every last drop.

When he finally pulls the bottle away, I gasp for air, panting, my stomach aching from the sheer amount of liquid.

Baker just chuckles, tossing the empty bottle aside. “One down,” he says, picking up the second. “Hope you’re thirsty.”

I want to plead, but I know it won’t do anything.

So when he presses the second bottle to my lips, I force myself to take it, to gulp down every humiliating mouthful as he watches.

By the time I finish, my stomach feels heavy, stretched too tight. The pressure is unbearable.

Baker, of course, loves it.

“Now that,” he murmurs, brushing damp strands of hair from my forehead, “was a good little girl.”

I hate the warmth in his tone. The way he speaks to me like I belong to him.

I hate even more how my body reacts, heart hammering, breath shaky, something dark and deep and terrible unfurling inside me.

Baker doesn’t miss a thing.

“Ohhh,” he laughs, low and delighted. “You like this, don’t you?”

I shake my head violently, but he just laughs harder.

Baker dangles the thick white diaper between two fingers, his grin stretching wider as he watches my reaction.

“Now we just wait until you need changing,” he says, his voice rich with amusement. He cocks his head, pretending to consider. “Shouldn’t be long now.”

I freeze. My whole body locks up, my breath catching in my throat.

He sees it. Sees the horror settle in my bones.

“Oh,” he breathes, eyes gleaming. “Oh, you really don’t like that idea, do you?”

I stare at him, wide-eyed, my pulse pounding.

Baker smirks, letting the diaper drop onto the tray beside me with an almost careless motion, like it’s inevitable, like my humiliation is already decided.

“You’re thinking about it now, aren’t you?” he murmurs, leaning down, so close his breath fans against my cheek. “Thinking about how it’s going to feel. How helpless you’re going to be.”

I shake my head, small and frantic.

He laughs.

“Poor thing,” he coos, reaching out to tap a condescending finger against the tip of my nose. “Filling up with all that water, and nothing you can do about it.”

I can’t do this. I can’t let this happen.

But I feel it already, the way my stomach is stretched tight, the way the liquid sits heavy inside me, pressing, building.

And he knows it too.

Baker settles onto the foot of the bed, stretching out comfortably, like he has all the time in the world.

“Go ahead and fight it, sweetheart,” he murmurs, propping an elbow on the armrest, resting his chin in his palm as he watches me. “I like watching you squirm.”

I’m glad you liked that part! Here’s the continuation with the added teasing during the change:

“Oh?” Baker hums, pressing again, just a little firmer. “Feeling it yet?”

I hate him.

But my body is weak. And I can’t stop this.

The pressure builds, unbearable, an unrelenting tide that swells inside me. My whole body tenses, every muscle locked in desperate resistance. But I know I’m losing the fight. I know it’s already over. I just can’t stop it.

Baker leans in close, his breath hot against my ear, whispering with cruel amusement.

“Go on, sweetheart,” he breathes. “Let go.”

His words cut through me like a knife, and with them, the dam inside me breaks. I can feel everything inside me release. The warmth spreads, shame floods through me, and I freeze, completely humiliated, completely exposed.

He watches me closely, that sickening gleam in his eyes. He knows what I’ve done. He knows that I’ve finally broken.

“Look at you,” Baker murmurs, his voice thick with satisfaction. “Making such a mess.” His fingers trace the edge of the diaper, gently tugging at it as if inspecting the damage. “You didn’t even try to hold it in, did you?”

I can’t answer. My face is burning, my body trembling with the weight of it all.

“Such a little girl,” he continues, voice teasing, cruel. “Can’t even control yourself. Look what a mess you’ve made. All over yourself.“ His voice drips with mock pity. “It’s so cute though. You really are helpless, aren’t you?”

I want to die. The humiliation, the helplessness—it’s suffocating. My whole body quivers with the need to escape, to disappear, but there’s nowhere to go. I can’t move. I can’t hide from this.

Baker laughs softly, a deep, dark chuckle, as he reaches for the fresh diaper.

I tremble, the heat of my shame rising higher. He takes his time, clearly enjoying the moment, before he begins to gently pull the soiled diaper away. The fabric sticks, and the sound of it makes me feel even more exposed. My stomach twists in dread, but I can’t do anything to stop him.

“Shh, sweetheart,” he hums, seeing my face twist with embarrassment. “I’ll clean you up. Don’t worry.”

With one hand still holding my legs up, he pulls a damp cloth from the side, carefully wiping away the mess. I can feel the coolness of it, the contrast to the heat still rising in my cheeks. He moves slowly, methodically, making sure to press the cloth gently against every part of me. Each swipe is like another layer of humiliation being added to my skin.

“You really did a number on yourself, didn’t you?” Baker taunts, his voice soft and sickeningly sweet. “I told you this was coming. You couldn’t even control your own body, not even for a minute. What a shame.”

The cloth moves over me with his deliberate touch, scrubbing away the remnants of my loss of control. I can’t look at him. I close my eyes, focusing only on the feeling of the damp cloth, and the sickening sense of helplessness that’s growing with every swipe.

Once he’s satisfied that I’m clean, he tosses the cloth aside with a slight smile and reaches for the fresh diaper. I can’t move. I can’t protest. I can only feel the weight of his hands as he adjusts the thick padding between my legs.

“Here we go,” he murmurs as he slides the clean diaper under me. “Much better, isn’t it?”

I wince, feeling the coolness of the fresh diaper press against my skin, followed by the soft rustling of Baker securing it snugly around my waist. It feels too tight, too restricting, but I can’t say a word.

He takes a moment to look me over again, admiring his work. I want to hide, but there’s no place to go. I am completely exposed to him.

“You must really hate me, don’t you?” Baker asks, his voice low, taunting. “But I think you secretly love it. You need this, don’t you? You need me to make you this pathetic. I can see it in your eyes.”

I don’t answer. I can’t. My throat is tight with shame, with the sting of everything happening, but I can’t escape.

“No need to thank me, sweetheart. I won’t even sedate you tonight so you can think about your… situation. Sweet dreams.”
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The next morning, the door opens with a soft creak, and I barely react, still caught in the haze of humiliation from the night before. The fluorescent light flickers above me, its cold hum filling the silence.

Dr. Huntington steps inside, his expression unreadable. The nurse follows behind him, clipboard in hand, her gaze scanning me with practiced detachment. I stay perfectly still, heart pounding, unsure of what fresh torment the morning will bring.

“Let’s check on her,” the doctor says simply.

The nurse steps forward, gloved hands reaching for the waistband of the diaper wrapped around me. I stiffen, my breath catching as she prods, her fingers pressing against the thick material. There’s nothing I can do but endure it. She’s clinical, methodical, but the humiliation still burns through me.

After a moment, she nods and looks up at the doctor.

“She’s been good,” she reports. “Still clean.”

A slow smile spreads across Dr. Huntington’s face.

“Well, Miss Hayes, it seems you are capable of control after all,” he muses, pleased. “Perhaps you’re learning.”

I don’t respond. I keep my face blank, knowing any reaction will be picked apart.

The doctor tilts his head, watching me closely, before sighing.

“I think you’ve earned a small reward.”

My stomach twists. His idea of a reward never means what I want it to.

“I’m going to allow you three minutes out of your restraints,” he continues, his voice calm, measured. “You may use the toilet. But don’t mistake this for freedom. This is a give and take.”

A flick of his wrist, and the nurse moves quickly, unfastening the thick straps binding my legs to the bed and then releasing the belt from the bed rails. She leaves the mittens encasing my hands, but she peels the diaper off. My body aches from being restrained, stiff and sluggish, but I manage to sit up.

I push myself off the bed slowly, unsteady on my feet. The nurse keeps a careful eye on me, but she doesn’t help. They want me to struggle. This isn’t freedom. It’s another form of punishment.

“Three minutes,” the doctor reminds me, stepping back toward the door. “Use them wisely.”

The lock clicks behind them, leaving me alone. Three minutes. That’s all I have. I stumble over to the toilet, and it takes more control than I really have to lower my body onto the cold metal. The hiss and scent of urine fill the air and shame burns in my belly as I do my business.

I have just enough time to finish and stand up before the Doctor and nurse return, this time accompanied by Riggs.

“Back on the bed, I think, Riggs. If you please.”

Riggs grins, stepping forward without hesitation. “With pleasure.”

Before I can react, his hands are on me, rough and unyielding. He grips my arm, forcing me around, his strength making resistance pointless.

“Come on, little girl,” he taunts, his voice dripping with amusement. “Don’t make me carry you.”

I grit my teeth, but I don’t fight. Fighting only makes it worse. My legs are shaky from disuse, and I barely manage a step before Riggs tightens his grip, guiding me none-too-gently back to the bed. The moment I sit, he presses a hand to my chest, shoving me down onto my back.

“Good girl,” he coos mockingly.

He attaches the belt back to the railings, leaving me upended like a turtle on my back.

Riggs moves to my ankles next, fastening the thick straps around them, tugging them down just a little too hard, making me wince.

When he’s done, he steps back, arms folded over his chest, surveying his work with satisfaction.

The doctor finally moves closer, standing over me with that same calm, unreadable expression.

“You had your moment of freedom, Miss Hayes,” he says smoothly. “Now let’s see if you’ve earned more.”

I stare up at him, saying nothing.

His expression hardens.

“I expect answers from you today,” he continues, voice cool. “I expect cooperation. Because if I don’t get it, well…”

He gestures toward the nurse, who holds up something familiar.

A thick, white diaper.

My stomach plummets.

The doctor sighs, shaking his head. “Your answers will determine how the rest of this day goes.”

Riggs chuckles beside me. “Oh, I hope she refuses to talk.”

I press my lips together, my mind racing.

I know what they want.

But I also know what he wants.

And I don’t know which choice is worse.

I don’t dare open my mouth.

“You know this will only get harder for you if you don’t cooperate. You’ve seen how the restraints feel. How much more difficult do you want to make this for yourself?” Dr. Huntington asks. “You’re making this harder than it needs to be, Miss Hayes. I’m offering you a chance to make this easier, to show me that you’re willing to cooperate. But if you continue to withhold, I’ll have no choice but to escalate things further.”

Behind him, I can see Riggs’ eyes on me, a smug grin barely hidden on his face. He’s loving this. The nurse stands off to the side, arms crossed, watching the entire thing with disdain. They’re all waiting for me to break, to give in.

But I won’t.

Dr. Huntington straightens up, folding his arms. “Do you want to spend the whole day in those restraints, Miss Hayes? Do you want to go back in a diaper?” He doesn’t wait for an answer. “You can make this stop. All you have to do is speak. Answer me. Give me one answer. Tell me one reason you keep lying to us and yourself.”

I remain silent, my heart pounding. The pressure in the room feels suffocating.

“You’re making a big mistake by not answering,” he warns. “I don’t want to have to punish you again. But I will, if I have to.” He pauses, then adds coldly, “The choice is yours.”

My heart hammers in my chest, but I keep my lips sealed. I can feel the weight of their eyes on me, every second stretching longer than the last. Riggs’ grin is practically glowing with anticipation, and the nurse is tapping her foot impatiently, like she’s already had enough of this. They all want me to crack.

But I won’t. I won’t break my promise to Bishop.

“Do you think this will stop on its own? That you’ll just wake up one day and everything will be better? It won’t, Miss Hayes. It will only get worse. And if you keep refusing to cooperate, I will make it worse. I’ll make you wish you’d said something when you had the chance.”

I don’t flinch. I don’t even blink. The more he talks, the more I feel the pressure closing in on me. My hands are still bound, but the real restraint is in my chest, the panic and fear building with each word he speaks. But I still won’t give in.

“Nothing? Nothing at all?” His tone is sharp now, his patience thinning. He leans in closer, almost nose-to-nose with me, his voice a whisper that feels like a threat. “Fine, if you won’t cooperate, we’ll do this the hard way.”

Dr. Huntington lets out a slow breath through his nose, his disappointment sharp as a knife. “Very well,” he says, straightening his coat. “Riggs.”

A thrill of fear shoots through me, but I keep my expression blank. I won’t let them see it.

Riggs steps forward immediately, eager, cracking his knuckles as he moves closer to the bed. “Gladly, Doc,” he says, grinning.

Dr. Huntington turns back to me, his voice controlled but edged with frustration. “This is your last chance, Miss Hayes. Speak now, or we escalate.”

I meet his gaze. Silent. Defiant.

He sighs and gestures to Riggs.

“Put her back in the diaper.”

My stomach drops.

Riggs’ grin stretches wider as he takes the diaper from the nurse, giving it a little shake before unfolding it completely. “You just don’t learn, do you?” he muses, moving back toward me. “Could’ve saved yourself this humiliation. But I think you like it.”

I can’t move, can’t fight him, so he takes his time, savoring my humiliation.

The padding slides under me with ease, the crinkle deafening in the tense silence.

Riggs lets out a pleased sigh. “There we go. Perfect fit.”

I clench my teeth as he secures the tapes snugly against my hips, patting the front almost mockingly.

He grins like a wolf as he leans over me, his voice thick with condescension and hot against my face.

“I was hoping you’d be stubborn.”

Dr. Huntington turns to leave, his eyes cold as he gives a final glance over at me. “You’re going to regret this, Miss Hayes,” he says, his voice low and controlled. “But it’s your choice. Riggs, feed her breakfast. Nurse, she is not to be changed until after lunch. Let her make a mess and sit in it.”

Horror washes over me, but I hold back any response.

Riggs smirks at me, and I can feel the weight of his gaze like a physical presence. He looks pleased with himself, his eyes lingering on my restrained form as if savoring the moment. The nurse, for once, says nothing. She simply nods and turns to leave.

Dr. Huntington’s eyes narrow as he watches me for another moment, as if he’s expecting something. But I just stare back, silent.

With a final glance toward Riggs, he turns toward the door. “I’ll be back to check on you later. You better start thinking carefully, Miss Hayes.” And with that, the door clicks shut behind him, leaving me alone with Riggs.

He steps closer, looking down at me with that same smug grin plastered across his face. I hate the way he looks at me, like I’m some object to be played with, broken, and remade. But there’s nothing I can do.

“I’ll be right back,” he says, his voice dripping with amusement. “You just sit tight, sweetheart.”

I barely have the energy to acknowledge him, but he doesn’t wait for me to respond. He opens the door and steps out, leaving me alone in the room. It’s quiet, too quiet. My mind is racing, my stomach still a little queasy from the humiliation of the diaper change, but it’s the waiting that gets to me most of all. The silence of the room feels oppressive, heavy, like it’s closing in on me.

A few minutes later, Riggs returns, a plastic bowl of the same bland, mush that has been served to me every day for what feels like forever. He carries it with a smug look on his face.

“Look what I’ve got for you,” he says, his voice mockingly chipper. “Tasty oatmeal.” He sets the bowl down in front of me, the smell of it barely masking the sterile, clinical atmosphere of the room.

I feel the familiar resentment bubble up inside me as I look at the bowl, the mushy, flavorless oatmeal mocking me as I’m forced to eat it. I wish I could refuse, but I know better than to try. If I make him angry, it’ll just be worse.

Riggs leans in close, a taunting glint in his eye as he grabs the spoon and dips it into the bowl. “I hope you’re hungry, because we’re going to make sure you finish this,” he says with that same sickening grin. He brings the spoon to my lips, and I can’t stop myself from opening my mouth, even though every part of me wants to refuse.

“Good girl,” he says again, his voice laced with condescension. “Just like that. Keep eating. Don’t make me tell you twice.”

The spoonful slides into my mouth, and I chew slowly, trying to hold back the wave of nausea. The oatmeal is the same: bland, unseasoned, thick and pasty. It’s as if they want to make it as unpleasant as possible, just to break me further.

I swallow, the taste lingering, and wait for him to offer me another bite. I don’t say anything. I don’t want to give him the satisfaction of seeing me struggle.

Riggs watches me carefully, savoring my discomfort. “You know,” he muses, “this could all be so much easier if you just listened.” He dips the spoon back into the bowl, scooping up another mouthful. “But you just love making it hard on yourself, don’t you?”

I clench my jaw, refusing to answer. I can’t give him the satisfaction.

He presses the spoon against my lips again, and I reluctantly open my mouth to take another bite. I try to ignore him, to block out the sound of his voice, the way he’s enjoying this.

I hate him.

But there’s nothing I can do. I just swallow, bite after bite, the tasteless food making me feel more and more small with each mouthful.
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The next time the door opens, it’s Bishop.

My cheeks flush with heat, a mix of shame and something far more dangerous curling in my stomach. I hate that he’s seeing me like this: trapped, humiliated, reduced to something small and powerless.

His sharp blue eyes scan over me, taking in every humiliating detail. The belt still locked around my waist. The mittens keeping my hands useless. The thick, crinkling diaper strapped snugly around my hips.

I expect him to sneer, to taunt me like the others. But instead, his lips curve into something else entirely—something knowing. Something pleased.

A shiver runs through me.

“Well, well,” Bishop muses, stepping into the room and shutting the door behind him. “Look at you. What have they done to you, my dirty girl?” His voice is soft, almost teasing, but there’s an unmistakable edge of approval beneath it.

I turn my face away, staring hard at the wall. I don’t want him to see the way my body reacts to him, the way my breath catches, the way I can’t help but tense in anticipation.

But Bishop isn’t the kind of man you can ignore.

He moves closer, slow and deliberate, until he’s standing at the side of my bed. His fingers trail along the belt strapped around my waist, testing the restraints with an amused hum.

“They’re really taking good care of you, aren’t they?” he murmurs.

I squeeze my eyes shut, mortified. I don’t want to hear this. I don’t want him to see me like this.

But then his fingers brush against my cheek, tilting my face back toward him.

“Look at me, pet.”

I don’t want to. But I do.

His expression is unreadable, his gaze searching mine. And then, slowly, he leans in, his voice a whisper against my skin.

“I think you like this.”

“Please, you can’t let them keep me like this,” I plead. “You have to let me up.”

“Why would I do that when you’re right where I want you?” Bishop says with a wicked grin. He goes to work removing my gown, leaving me in nothing but the restraints and the diaper. I squirm under his gaze as he slides his hand over my belly.

“If I touch you, are you going to be wet for me?”

I whimper and nod, ashamed but unable to deny the effect Bishop has on me. Even in this humiliating situation, my body responds to his touch.

“Please,” I whisper. “Don’t... not like this.”

Bishop’s eyes glitter dangerously as he looks down at me. “Oh pet, you don’t get to decide. Remember? You’re mine to do with as I please.”

His hand slides lower, cupping me through the thick padding of the diaper. I gasp and arch into his touch despite myself.

“Look how eager you are,” Bishop purrs. “Such a dirty girl, getting turned on while wearing a diaper. What would the Doctor say if he knew?”

Tears of shame and frustration prick at my eyes. “Please, Bishop. I can’t... not in this.”

Bishop’s breath is hot against my ear as he whispers, “Oh, but you can, pet. And you will.”

His hand presses firmly against me through the diaper, the friction maddening even through the thick padding. I whimper and squirm, torn between shame and desire.

“Look at you,” Bishop murmurs. “So desperate for my touch, you don’t even care that you’re wearing a diaper like a naughty little girl.”

His words send a shiver through me. I want to protest, to maintain some shred of dignity, but my body betrays me. I can feel myself getting wet, my hips lifting slightly to press against his hand.

Bishop chuckles darkly. “That’s it. Show me how much you want it.”

He increases the pressure, rubbing me through the diaper in slow, deliberate circles. The friction is both too much and not enough. His free hand settles on my breast, kneading the soft flesh.

“Bishop, please,” I whisper, not even sure what I’m asking for.

“Please what?” Bishop asks, his voice low and dangerous. “Please touch you? Please let you up? Or please humiliate you further?”

My hips buck involuntarily, and he grins.

“Oh, we like that, do we? You want to come in your diaper like a dirty girl?”

Bishop’s words send a shock of arousal through me, mingled with shame. I whimper and squirm against my restraints, conflicted by my body’s response.

“N-no,” I stammer, but my hips betray me, pressing up against his hand.

“Your mouth says no, but your body says yes,” Bishop purrs. “Such a naughty girl, getting so wet in your diaper.”

His hand continues its maddening circles, the friction building despite the padding between us. My breath comes in short gasps as pleasure coils tighter in my core.

“I bet I could make you come just like this,” Bishop says, his voice low and husky. “Rubbing you through your diaper like the dirty little girl you are.”

I shake my head frantically, tears of frustration and arousal streaming down my face. But I can’t deny the heat building in my core, the way my hips shift frantically.

“I bet you love this, don’t you? Being completely at my mercy, unable to even use the bathroom without permission.”

His hand increases its pressure and speed, continuing to drive me towards the edge. The friction is maddening, not quite enough but still sending jolts of pleasure through me. His other hand pinches and twists my nipple, adding to the pleasure arousal coursing through my body.

“You love this, don’t you pet?” he taunts.

I hate myself for nodding, for gasping, “Yes, yes, I love it.”

“You want to come in your diaper?”

“Please,” I sob, begging as my hips buck again.

Bishop’s hand slides under the diaper against my hot, wet center and I gasp aloud, my whole body bowing up off the bed.

Bishop’s fingers slide easily through my slick folds as he slips his hand under the diaper. I gasp and arch into his touch, my body desperate for more direct stimulation, shame and arousal warring within me.

“So wet,” he murmurs approvingly. “Such a dirty girl, getting this worked up in your diaper.”

His thumb finds my clit, circling it with maddening precision as two fingers push inside me. I cry out, my hips bucking against his hand.

“That’s it,” Bishop encourages. “Let me hear how much you want it.”

His fingers curl inside me, hitting that perfect spot as his thumb continues its relentless assault on my clit. I’m trembling, teetering right on the edge of release.

“Please,” I whimper, not even sure what I’m begging for anymore.

“Please what?” Bishop asks.

“Please let me come,” I rasp out.

“Oh no, pet. Not yet,” Bishop says with a wicked gleam in his eye. His fingers slow their movements, keeping me right on the edge but denying me release.

I whimper in frustration, my hips bucking against his hand. “Please, Bishop,” I beg shamelessly. “I need it.”

“I know you do,” he purrs. “But not until you admit what a dirty girl you are,” he purrs. “Tell me how much you love this.”

His thumb leaves my clit, and I cry out at the loss. Bishop’s fingers slow their pace inside me, no longer hitting that perfect spot. He’s deliberately keeping me on edge, denying me release.

“I’m a dirty girl!” I gasp. Shame burns through me, but the need to climax overwhelms everything else. “I love being at your mercy! Please let me come!”

The truth is, the restraints only fuel my desire. I’m more turned on than I’ve ever been in my life. Even the burning humiliation of being forced into a diaper somehow heightens the experience.

“Look at you,” he murmurs, his free hand trailing down my body. “All tied, begging me to let you come in your diaper. What would the doctors say if they could see you now?”

I flush with shame, but it only seems to fuel my arousal. My hips roll, trying to get more friction, but Bishop’s hand moves with me, denying me what I need.

“Tell me more,” Bishop commands, his fingers still teasing me mercilessly. “Tell me how much you love being my dirty little girl.”

I whimper, torn between shame and desperate need. “I love it,” I gasp out. “I love being your dirty girl. I love that you can do whatever you want to me.”

“And what do you want me to do to you?” Bishop asks, his voice low and dangerous.

“Anything,” I moan. “Everything. Please, Bishop, I’m yours. Use me however you want.”

“Anything?” Bishop asks, his voice low and dangerous. “Are you sure about that, pet?”

I nod frantically. “Yes, anything. Please!”

Bishop’s fingers curl inside me, hitting that perfect spot again. His thumb returns to my clit, circling it with maddening precision.

“That’s my good girl,” he purrs. “Such a dirty, needy little slut. Do you want to come for me?”

“Yes!” I cry out. “Please, Bishop, please let me come!”

Bishop’s thumb returns to my clit, circling it with maddening precision. “Alright then. Come for me, dirty girl. Come in your diaper like the naughty little slut you are.”

His words, combined with the increased pressure on my clit, send me over the edge. The orgasm crashes over me in waves, more intense than anything I’ve ever felt before. I cry out, my back arching off the bed as far as my restraints will allow.

Bishop’s fingers work me through my climax, prolonging the waves of pleasure that roll through me. The restraints bite into my wrists and ankles as I strain against them, lost in ecstasy.

“That’s it,” Bishop purrs. “Let it all out. Show me how good it feels.”

My vision blurs, tears of shame and pleasure streaming down my face. I’m vaguely aware of the wetness spreading in the diaper, a mix of my arousal and release. The realization sends another jolt of humiliation through me, but it only seems to heighten the sensations.

As the aftershocks begin to subside, I collapse back onto the bed, panting heavily. Bishop slowly withdraws his hand from under the diaper, making me whimper at the loss.

“Such a good girl,” he murmurs, bringing his glistening fingers to my lips. Without hesitation, I open my mouth, sucking them clean and savoring my own taste once more. It’s starting to get addicting.

Bishop’s eyes darken with desire as he watches me. “I think you’ve earned a reward, pet.”

I watch, eyes wide and mouth open as he rises up on his knees, settling them on either side of me. He takes his cock out, only inches from my face. He doesn’t let me up, keeping me trapped on my back underneath him.

“Open wide, dirty girl,” he orders.

I obediently open my mouth as wide as I can, my heart racing with anticipation. Bishop grips the base of his cock, guiding the tip to my waiting lips.

“That’s it,” he murmurs approvingly. “Be a good girl and take it all.”

He pushes forward slowly, filling my mouth inch by inch. I struggle to relax my jaw and throat, fighting against my gag reflex as he sinks deeper. Tears prick at the corners of my eyes, but I’m determined to please him.

Bishop’s free hand tangles in my hair, holding me in place as he begins to thrust shallowly. “Look at me,” he commands.

I force my eyes open, meeting his intense gaze. The lust and dominance I see there sends a shiver through me.

“Such a perfect little cocksucker,” Bishop praises. “You love this, don’t you?”

I moan around his length in my mouth, nodding my head.

Bishop’s grip on my hair tightens as he begins to thrust more forcefully into my mouth. I struggle to breathe through my nose, relaxing my throat as much as possible to take him deeper.

“That’s it,” he growls. “Take it all like a good little slut.”

Tears stream down my face as I gag slightly, but I don’t pull away. I want to please him, to be his good girl. My tongue works along his shaft as best I can from this angle.

Bishop’s thrusts become more erratic, his breathing ragged. “Fuck, I’m close,” he pants. “Are you ready for your reward, pet?”

I moan in affirmation, eyes locked on his. With a roar, Bishop pushes deep into my throat as he comes. I gulp reflexively, choking slightly as his release floods my mouth. I struggle to swallow it all, gasping and coughing as he pulls out. I end up covered in drool, tears, and bits of his seed.

“Such a dirty little slut,” he praises before he climbs off the bed. He returns with a wet paper towel and cleans my face, but doesn’t move to touch my diaper. Instead, he fixes me with a smirk as he puts my gown back on.

“I’m not going to clean you up. Not this time. If you don’t want the Doctor to know what you’ve been up to, you’re going to have to get rid of the evidence yourself.”

My eyes widen in horror.

“How?” I whisper as he sits down on the edge of the bed.

“You’re going to wet your diaper. Right now. So when the nurse changes you, they don’t see how you squirted all over yourself.”

I stare at Bishop in shock, my cheeks burning with humiliation. “You can’t be serious,” I whisper.

His eyes narrow dangerously. “I’m always serious, pet. You don’t want them to know what a dirty little slut you’ve been, do you?”

I shake my head frantically. “No, please. I can’t...”

“You can and you will,” Bishop says firmly. “Unless you want the doctors to see what a naughty slut you’ve been?”

Tears of shame burn in my eyes as I realize I have no choice. I close my eyes, trying to relax enough to let go. It’s harder than I expected, my body resisting the unnatural act.

“Having trouble?” Bishop asks mockingly. “Here, let me help.”

His hand presses firmly on my lower abdomen, increasing the pressure on my bladder. I whimper, squirming against my restraints.

“Come on, dirty girl,” he coaxes. “Let it all out for me.”

I whimper, torn between shame and the desperate need to please him. But the thought of deliberately wetting myself makes me cringe.

Bishop’s other hand strokes my hair soothingly. “Shh, it’s okay. Just let go.”

I squeeze my eyes shut, trying to block out the reality of what I’m about to do. Bishop’s hand continues to press on my lower abdomen, the pressure becoming almost painful.

“That’s it,” he murmurs. “Just relax and let go. Be a good girl for me.”

His words, combined with the increasing pressure, finally break my resistance. With a pitiful sob, I feel the warmth spreading through the diaper as I release my bladder. The sensation is both horrifying and oddly relieving.

“Good girl,” Bishop praises, stroking my hair. “Such an obedient little slut.”

I keep my eyes closed, unable to look at him as I let it all go. The diaper grows warm and heavy between my legs, a constant reminder of my shame.

When I’m finally empty, I open my eyes, blinking back tears. Bishop is looking at me with a mix of approval and hunger that sends a confusing shiver through me.

“Good girl,” he says, kissing me on the forehead before he leaves.

I sit in my wet diaper for what feels like hours before the nurse comes in to change me.
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Istay perfectly still when the door opens again, my body tense beneath the fresh diaper and the thick straps holding me in place. The belt around my waist, the mittens over my hands—everything is secure. There’s no getting out of this.

Dr. Huntington steps inside alone this time. No nurse. No Riggs. Just him.

The door clicks shut behind him, and for a moment, he simply looks at me, his expression unreadable. Then he sighs and moves toward the bed. He sits beside me; the mattress dipping slightly under his weight.

“Miss Hayes,” he begins smoothly, his tone composed, measured. “We need to talk.”

I don’t respond.

He doesn’t seem surprised.

“I want to understand you,” he continues, his voice softer now, almost patient. “But you make that very difficult when you refuse to communicate.” He tilts his head slightly. “Why do you insist on lying to me?”

Silence.

Dr. Huntington exhales through his nose, watching me. He begins to stroke my leg, the action strangely intimate and highly inappropriate. “You tell stories, Miss Hayes. You create people who aren’t real. You build a world in which you’re not responsible for your actions.” His voice lowers just slightly. “Why?”

I turn my head away, staring at the far wall.

He watches me for a long moment before he speaks again.

“Why can’t you admit you have a problem?” His tone remains even, but there’s an edge to it now. “Why can’t you be honest about your urges?”

I squeeze my eyes shut.

He sighs, shifting slightly on the bed. “I can keep asking, Callie.”

I know. And I know he will.

So he does.

For what feels like forever, he keeps going, his voice unwavering, his patience endless. He asks the same questions, over and over, rewording them, pressing, prodding, refusing to let the silence settle.

“Why do you make things up?”

“Why won’t you take responsibility?”

“Why do you refuse to cooperate?”

I don’t break. I don’t even move. But inside, I can feel the pressure building, my heartbeat hammering faster, my stomach twisting itself into knots.

Then, after a long pause, his voice drops lower, quieter.

“You think this is as bad as it gets?” he says. “You think you can’t sink lower than this?”

My breath catches in my throat.

He leans in slightly, his tone heavy with warning. “But you can. And I don’t want to have to take such drastic action with you.”

An icy shiver runs down my spine.

I press my lips together, breathing slowly through my nose, forcing myself to stay still, to stay silent.

But the fear is creeping in now, curling around my ribs, tightening its grip.

Because I know he means it.

The Doctor stares at me for a long moment, and then he sighs.

“You give me no choice, Miss Hayes.”

He gets up from the bed and strides to the door, opening and calling down the hall.

“Riggs, Baker, come in here, please. We need to go to the next phase.”

I stiffen.

The words hang in the air, heavy, suffocating.

Next phase.

Dr. Huntington doesn’t even look at me as he steps away, his voice calm, collected, like he’s ordering a cup of coffee and not deciding my fate.

Footsteps echo down the hall, steady, unhurried.

I hear Riggs first, a quiet chuckle under his breath. Like this is the best news he’s heard all day. Then Baker, his usual swagger in every step as they enter the room.

“You rang, Doc?” Riggs drawls, amusement lacing his voice.

Huntington closes the door behind them and finally looks at me again. His gaze is unreadable, but I can see it in the set of his jaw, in the slight crease of his brow.

He’s disappointed.

“You give me no choice, Miss Hayes,” he repeats, softer this time.

I swallow hard.

He glances at Riggs and Baker, giving them a small nod.

“Let’s begin.”

Riggs moves first, cracking his knuckles like he’s been waiting for this. Baker lingers near the door, his grin widening as he watches me squirm against the restraints.

Dr. Huntington remains where he is, his gaze never leaving mine. “I hoped you’d make this easy,” he says, almost regretful. “I hoped you’d see reason.”

I shake my head, pressing back into the mattress as Riggs approaches. “Oh, don’t start that,” he chides, placing his hands on either side of me, leaning in until I can feel his breath on my cheek. “You were given plenty of chances.”

Baker laughs from behind him. “And she blew every single one of them.”

Dr. Huntington exhales, running a hand over his face like he’s already exhausted. “Miss Hayes, you need to understand—defiance only leads to consequences. I don’t want to keep escalating this, but you refuse to give me a choice.”

I squeeze my eyes shut.

Riggs hums thoughtfully. “So, Doc… how bad are we making it for her?”

Huntington considers me for a moment before answering. “She thinks she’s hit rock bottom. That she’s got nothing left to lose.” His voice drops, and I feel it like a weight in my chest. “She’s wrong.”

The room goes still.

Then the doctor nods once, decisive. “She’ll learn that soon enough.”

Riggs chuckles, his fingers already reaching for the restraints. “Oh, sweetheart,” he murmurs, voice laced with cruel amusement. “You’re really not gonna like what happens next.”

Baker is gone for less than a minute, but it feels like an eternity. I can’t move, can’t fight, but my heart pounds so hard it makes me dizzy. When he returns, he’s grinning ear to ear, the stark white of the straightjacket draped over his arm like a prized possession.

“Look what I found,” he announces, holding it up for me to see. “Specially ordered just for you.”

Riggs doesn’t waste time. As soon as the doctor gives his order, he’s on me, unlocking the restraints with practiced efficiency. The belt is the first to go, followed by the mittens, leaving my arms weak and tingling as blood rushes back into them. But before I can even think about using them, Riggs grabs me by the upper arm and yanks me upright.

My legs tremble beneath me. My knees threaten to buckle, but Riggs doesn’t care. He drags me off the bed with brutal ease, my bare feet hitting the cold floor.

“C’mon, princess,” he taunts. “You wanted to be difficult, right? Let’s see how tough you really are.”

I squirm, trying to wrench free, but it’s useless. His grip is iron, unyielding.

“Hold her,” he tells Baker, who steps in immediately, grabbing my other arm with a delighted little chuckle.

“Oh, I got her.”

The moment I feel Baker’s hands on me, I thrash harder, my panic spiking. “Let go!”

“Now, now,” Baker coos, gripping me tighter. “You know better than that.”

Riggs clicks his tongue. “Looks like someone still hasn’t learned.”

Before I can react, he grabs the hem of my hospital gown and yanks it upward. I twist, trying to stop him, but Baker holds me steady, keeping me trapped in place.

The fabric is ripped over my head in one swift motion, leaving me exposed in nothing but the thick bulk of the diaper strapped around my hips. The air is cold against my bare skin, and my face burns hot with humiliation.

Baker lets out a low whistle. “Damn. That’s a sight.”

“Arms out,” Riggs commands.

I shake my head. “No.”

“Wrong answer.”

Riggs moves first, grabbing one of my wrists and twisting my arm outward. I try to yank it back, but Baker grabs the other, forcing both arms in front of me.

“Quit squirming,” he scolds. “You’re only making it worse.”

I fight, kicking, struggling with everything I have left, but they’re both stronger, bigger, and they’re enjoying this too much to let me win.

Baker tightens his grip, keeping me pinned while Riggs shoves my arms into the heavy sleeves of the straightjacket. The canvas is thick, rough against my skin, and the weight of it settles like a death sentence.

“There we go,” Riggs mutters, yanking the sleeves across my chest.

Baker laughs, breathless from the struggle. “Took a little work, but we got her.”

Straps tighten, one by one. Buckles click into place, sealing me inside the unrelenting fabric. My arms are pinned tight, crossed over me, pulled flush against my body. The more I strain, the more futile I realize it is.

Baker’s grip is unrelenting, his hands digging into my arms as he keeps me upright. My legs are weak, trembling, but I have no choice except to stand as Riggs crouches in front of me, securing the final straps of the straightjacket.

He loops the thick leather between my legs, pulling the front of the jacket to the back, and yanks it tight. I let out a strangled sound as the pressure intensifies against the thick padding of the diaper, forcing it snug against me in a way that makes my skin burn with shame.

Riggs glances up, a slow, smug grin spreading across his face. “Nice and secure,” he murmurs, giving the strap one final, unnecessary tug before stepping aside.

Dr. Huntington moves in next, his eyes flicking over me with that same detached scrutiny, as though I’m nothing more than a problem to be evaluated and corrected. His fingers trail over the fabric, pressing along the buckles and straps, ensuring there’s no give, no escape.

“Good,” he finally says, straightening. “Put her back in bed.”

Baker doesn’t wait. He half-drags, half-shoves me toward the mattress, forcing me down as the restraints are pulled from beneath the bed. The thick straps are drawn tight across my chest and hips, pinning me in place, ensuring I can barely shift an inch. My ankles are secured next, the familiar cold bite of leather pulling my legs wide open, leaving me exposed. The first thing anyone will see when they walk in is my diaper on full display.

I hear the doctor exhale, a disappointed sigh, before he speaks again. “This is what disobedience gets you, Miss Hayes.” His voice is calm, cool. “I expect you to think about that while you lie here.”

He turns to leave, but pauses at the door. “No lunch or dinner for you tonight,” he adds, finality in his tone.

Baker chuckles, stepping closer to the bed. “Don’t worry, sweetheart,” he says, voice full of mock sympathy. “I’ll be by later to tuck you in.”
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Hours pass and all I can do is lay there and think, regretting the choices that brought me this low. The only upside is if I shift just right, I can get a little friction out of the straps rubbing against the diaper. I amuse myself with the occasional shift. I’m afraid to take it too far, fearing Bishop’s punishments far more than I fear the Doctor’s.

The nurse comes by to change my used diaper after a few hours. She doesn’t comment or taunt me this time, simply undoing the straps so she can remove the diaper, and then replacing it with a clean one. The only reaction I get from her is the gleam in her eyes as she tightens the straps between my legs so I feel nothing but pressure.

I barely have a moment to process before the door opens again.

My heart stops.

Bishop.

He steps inside with the slow, deliberate movements of a man who knows he has all the time in the world. His eyes sweep over me, taking in every restraint, every sign of my helplessness. A slow smile tugs at his lips.

“My, my,” he murmurs, circling the bed. “Look at you, little girl. All wrapped up so tight. Like a present just waiting to be unwrapped.”

His voice is smooth, but there’s an edge to it, something dangerous lurking beneath the surface.

I shudder. “Bishop…”

Bishop’s eyes roam over my restrained form, a predatory gleam in his gaze. I shiver under his scrutiny, a confusing mix of shame and arousal coursing through me.

“Look at you,” he purrs, circling the bed. “All trussed up with nowhere to go. How does it feel, pet? Being so helpless, so dependent?”

A lump rises in my throat. “Humiliating,” I whisper.

His grip shifts, fingers tilting my chin up, forcing me to meet his gaze. His eyes are dark, searching. He wants something from me. He always does.

I swallow hard, unable to meet his eyes. “It’s... humiliating,” I whisper.

His hand trails down my side, over the canvas of the straight jacket. I shiver at his touch, unable to stop my body’s reaction. “But you love it, don’t you? Being at my mercy, unable to do anything without permission.”

I bite my lip, torn between denial and the truth. Bishop’s hand moves to my face, gripping my chin and forcing me to look at him.

“Answer me, pet.”

“Yes,” I breathe, shame burning through my core as I stare up at him.

“Good answer,” Bishop says. He makes quick work of undoing the restraints that have held me down for so long. His hand fists in the collar of the straightjacket, hauling me up and out of the bed like a doll.

“I know exactly what I’m going to do with you today,” he says, giving me a wicked grin. He settles himself on the edge of the bed. I watch eagerly as he frees his cock from his pants before lifting me and settling me over his lap, so his hard dick grinds up against my diaper.

Bishop’s hands grip my hips, grinding me down against his hard length. Even through the thick padding of the diaper, I can feel the heat of him. A whimper escapes my lips as pleasure and shame war within me.

“Look at you,” he growls. “So eager, even like this. Such a dirty little girl.”

His words send a shiver through me. I try to move my arms, to touch him, but the straight jacket holds me firmly in place. I’m helpless. A puppet and he holds the strings. I’m completely at his mercy, and the realization only makes me burn hotter.

Bishop’s hands slide around to cup my ass, kneading the flesh through the diaper. “I bet you’re soaked already, aren’t you, pet? Wet and ready for me, even in your dirty diaper.”

I nod frantically, beyond words. Bishop chuckles darkly and begins to rock me back and forth, grinding me against him. The friction is maddening, even through the thick plush material between my legs.

“That’s it,” he encourages. “Show me how much you want it. Rub that diaper all over my cock.”

I moan, shame and desire warring within me as I grind against him. The straps of the straight jacket dig into my thigh.

“I’m going to take that diaper off so I can fuck you, but first, you’re going to climax just like this. You’re going to work yourself through the diaper on my cock until you come.”

I whimper at Bishop’s words, a confusing mix of shame and need flooding through me. The thick padding of the diaper creates a maddening friction as I grind against his hard length. It’s not enough.

“That’s it,” Bishop growls, his hands guiding my hips. “Work that diaper against me. Show me what a dirty girl you are.”

I can’t help the moan that escapes me as pleasure builds. The straight jacket keeps my arms pinned, leaving me completely at his mercy. All I can do is roll my hips, seeking more stimulation.

“Look at you,” Bishop taunts. “So desperate you’ll hump anything. Even your own diaper.”

His words send a jolt of humiliation through me, but it sends pleasure spiraling through me as well. I’m panting now, grinding harder and faster against him.

“Please,” I gasp, not even sure what I’m begging for.

Bishop’s hand comes down hard on my ass, the impact muted by the diaper but still stinging. “No talking,” he orders. “Just move those hips. Be a good girl and work yourself harder.”

A whine slips out, but I obey, grinding myself against Bishop’s hard length with renewed intensity. The friction of the diaper against my sensitive flesh sends waves of pleasure through me, mingled with shame.

Bishop’s hands grip my hips tightly, guiding my movements. “That’s it,” he growls. “Faster. Harder. Show me how badly you need it. Fuck yourself on my cock like the dirty little slut you are.”

I’m panting heavily now, my hips moving frantically as I chase my climax. The straight jacket keeps me off balance, forcing me to rely on Bishop’s strength to stay upright as I rock.

I’m trembling now, so close to the edge but unable to quite get there. Frustrated tears prick at my eyes as I grind desperately against him.

“Aww, is my little pet having trouble?” Bishop taunts. “Do you need more?”

He plunges one hand into the front of the diaper, and he laughs as he finds me dripping with arousal.

“What a little slut. You’re soaked, you dirty girl.”

Bishop’s skilled fingers circle my clit, sending jolts of pleasure through my body. I cry out, my hips bucking wildly against his hand and his cock beneath me.

“That’s it,” he growls. “Let go. Show me what a dirty little slut you are.”

His words, combined with his touch, finally push me over the edge. The orgasm comes like a tidal wave, sweeping me away with the intensity. I scream, my body convulsing as pleasure rips through me.

Bishop doesn’t let up, his fingers working me through the climax as I grind frantically against him. The straight jacket keeps me from collapsing, forcing me to stay upright as aftershocks wrack my body.

“Good girl,” Bishop purrs as I finally start to come down. “Such a perfect little whore.”

I slump against him, panting heavily. Bishop’s hand leaves my diaper, and I whimper at the loss.

“Oh, don’t worry, pet. We’re not done yet.”

Supporting me with one hand, he keeps me settled on his lap as he uses the other to tear the diaper off. He holds it up for me to see, showing me how wet it is.

“See what a dirty girl you are,” he taunts before tossing it to the floor. Bishop puts both hands on my hips, lifting me like a toy and bringing me back down on his cock. I gasp as Bishop impales me on his hard length in one swift motion. Even after my intense orgasm, I’m still slick and ready for him. He fills me completely, stretching me in the most delicious way.

“Fuck,” Bishop growls. “So tight and wet for me. Such a perfect little slut.”

He begins to move me up and down on his cock, using me like a living sex toy. The straight jacket keeps my arms pinned, leaving me completely at his mercy. All I can do is moan and take what he gives me.

“Look at you,” he taunts. “So eager for my cock. You love this, don’t you? Being used like the dirty little whore you are?”

I cry out as he hits that perfect spot deep inside me. Pleasure builds rapidly, my oversensitive body responding eagerly to his rough treatment. The humiliation of being manhandled like this only seems to heighten my desire. Bishop increases his pace, bouncing me roughly on his lap. The sound of skin slapping against skin fills the room as he fucks me. There’s nothing I can do, I’m his to do what he wants with, and I moan as another climax steals over me. My inner walls clamp down on him as I convulse, and I think I catch Bishop by surprise. With a cry of his own, his hips punch up, beginning to spill. At the last second, he lifts me from of his cock so he sprays all over my pussy and thighs, coating my body in his seed.

We both pant and strain to catch our breath as our heart rates return to normal.

“You,” he says with a sigh. “Are a bad girl. You almost messed up my plan, milking my cock like that.”

He lifts me off of his lap, balancing me on my feet. My legs feel like jelly and barely support me. I stand there in a daze as Bishop retrieves the used diaper, replacing it around my burning core. I whimper as the coldness of the drying arousal and a shudder runs through me as I realize he didn’t clean me up first. I’m still covered in his cum. He pulls tape from his pocket, securing the diaper once more. Then Bishop lifts me again, putting me on my back on the bed again. He replaces the ankle restraints and fastens me down.

Bishop gives me a wicked smile again, looking down at my messy diaper.

“You know what you need to do.”

I shake my head, pleading.

“Please, no. Not again.”

He puts his hand on my belly, putting pressure on my bladder again.

Bishop’s hand presses firmly on my lower abdomen, sending a jolt of urgency through me. I whimper and squirm, trying to resist the pressure.

“Come on, dirty girl,” he coaxes. “You know what you need to do. Unless you want the nurses to find you covered in my cum?”

Tears of shame burn in my eyes as I realize I have no choice. The thought of the nurses discovering the evidence of our encounter sends a wave of panic through me. I close my eyes, trying to relax enough to let go. It’s even harder this time, not wanting to embarrass myself in front of him again.

“Having trouble?” Bishop asks mockingly. “Here, let me help.”

His hand increases the pressure on my bladder, almost painfully. I gasp and writhe against my restraints.

“That’s it,” he murmurs. “Just let go. Be a good little slut for me.”

I sob pitifully as I feel the warmth begin to spread through the diaper. The sensation of wetting myself while Bishop watches is mortifying, but a small part of me feels relieved to be obeying him. To be his good girl.

“That’s it,” Bishop praises, his hand still pressing on my bladder. “Let it all out. Such an obedient little pet.”

The diaper fills again, warm and heavy between my legs, a constant reminder of my humiliation. When I’m finally done, I lie there trembling, tears leaking from the corners of my eyes.

Bishop’s hand leaves my abdomen, moving to stroke my hair instead. “Good girl,” he murmurs. “You did so well for me.”

I finally open my eyes, blinking back tears as I look up at his retreating form. He leaves me alone in a dazed mess.
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Hours pass, the room silent except for the occasional creak of the bed beneath me and the muffled footsteps of staff in the hallway. My body aches from being held in the same position for so long, and my mind twists itself in circles, replaying every decision that led me here.

Then the door opens.

Baker.

His eyes sweep over me, and his lips curl into something between a smirk and genuine amusement. He steps closer, tilting his head, as if truly studying me.

“Well, well,” he muses, folding his arms. “I knew you’d still be here, nice and snug, but I wasn’t expecting… this.”

The way he says it, low and knowing, sends heat crawling up my neck.

His fingers ghost along the edges of the straps pinning me down, his touch light, almost casual. But it’s not. It’s deliberate. Just enough pressure to remind me of how completely restrained I am.

“I know you can’t move,” he continues, his voice dripping with mock concern. “So tell me, sweetheart… how did you manage to be bad this time?”

I keep my mouth closed, refusing to give him the satisfaction of admitting what I’ve done.

Baker's fingers trail over the taut straps keeping me pinned to the bed, his touch just barely there, like a whisper. He tilts his head, eyes flicking over me, reading every humiliating detail of my current state.

“You know,” he says, almost thoughtfully, “I could just leave you like this. Let you marinate in your own mess until morning.”

My stomach rolls as horror hits me like a freight train.

He leans in, his voice lowering to something conspiratorial. “I bet that’d teach you a real lesson, huh? Lying here all night, helpless, stewing in it.” He exhales sharply, like the thought alone entertains him. “Might even do you some good,” he muses, tilting his head. Then he pauses, as if considering something, before his gaze settles back on me.

“Unless… you beg.”

My stomach knots.

I just stare at him, my throat tight, refusing to give him what he wants.

His grin stretches wider. “Oh? Nothing to say?” He leans in, his voice dripping with mock sympathy. “Unless you want to sleep like this, you’ll beg me to change you.”

I clench my jaw. The heavy warmth pressing against me, the thought of spending the entire night like this fills me with horror.

Baker sighs, shaking his head as he stands back up. “Alright then,” he drawls. “I guess I’ll be on my way-”

“Wait!” The word rips out of me before I can stop it.

He stops mid-step, turning back with a knowing smirk. “Something you wanna say, sweetheart?”

I swallow hard, my pulse pounding in my ears. “Please…” I whisper.

He raises an eyebrow. “Please what?”

I squeeze my eyes shut, mortified. “Please change me.”

His fingers trace over the strap keeping the diaper pressed snugly against me. “Not good enough.”

A shudder runs through me, and I force myself to look at him. “Please, Baker,” I breathe, every word burning with shame. “Please don’t leave me like this. I don’t want to sleep in it. I need you to change me.”

His grin is pure satisfaction. “That’s more like it.”

He lets me stew in my humiliation for a beat longer before he goes to retrieve a fresh diaper from outside the room. He comes back with a wicked grin, undoing the straps that run between my legs. It’s quick work as he removes the soiled diaper, shaking his head at me as he does.

“Wait until the Doctor finds out you’re willing to talk when you want something. He’s going to be so disappointed in you, Callie.”
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The next morning, the doctor enters the room, his expression unreadable as he moves to stand at the edge of the bed. Baker stands off to the side, hands clasped behind his back, watching with interest.

“You spoke last night,” the doctor begins, his voice calm. “You asked for something. You proved you can communicate when it benefits you.” He pauses, tilting his head. “So why is it that when I ask you simple questions, you suddenly lose your voice?”

I keep my lips pressed together.

“You’re capable of control,” he continues smoothly. “You just choose not to exercise it when it matters.”

Baker lets out a quiet chuckle. “Almost like she wants to be here.”

The doctor doesn’t acknowledge him, but his next words hit like a hammer.

“What if Bishop isn’t real, Callie? What if you created him because you needed to justify your behavior? If you admit that he’s real, you absolve yourself of guilt. But if you admit he isn’t real…” He trails off, watching me closely. “Then you have to finally admit all of your misbehavior has been your own doing.”

The doctor studies me, his eyes sharp with something I can’t quite name. He exhales slowly, as if considering his next words carefully.

“I don’t think you want to get better, Callie.”

The statement lands like a slap. My breath catches, my fingers twitch inside the restraints.

“If you did,” he continues, his voice calm, measured, “you wouldn’t fight me at every turn. You wouldn’t resist therapy. You wouldn’t choose silence over progress.” He tilts his head, watching me like I’m a puzzle he’s close to solving.

“You begged last night,” he reminds me. “You had no problem speaking when it was something you wanted. So what does that tell me?”

I don’t answer.

He leans in just slightly. “It tells me you can communicate. That you could participate in therapy if you truly wanted to.” A pause. “But you don’t.”

My heart pounds.

He shakes his head, sighing. “Do you know what that tells me, Callie?”

I don’t respond, but I know he’ll tell me anyway.

“It tells me that you like being here.” His voice is soft, like a secret. “That this place, these rules, these consequences, they comfort you.” His eyes darken. “That deep down, you want to be controlled. That you want to be punished. You get off on being controlled. Being here isn’t a punishment. You’re enjoying it. Every sordid moment.

I shake my head, a sharp, frantic movement.

“Then prove me wrong,” he challenges, his voice turning cold. “Speak. Tell me I’m wrong.”

The room is suffocating. My throat is dry, my muscles rigid.

I can’t.

His silence is heavier than his words, and I feel it pressing down on me, filling the spaces inside my chest.

Then, softer, almost gentle: “If you won’t fight for yourself… why should I?”

My stomach twists.

Baker shifts beside him, an amused smirk tugging at his lips. “Guess that means she stays right where she is.”

The Doctor sighs and says, "Yes, she does. Will you please feed her breakfast?"

Baker chuckles, clearly entertained by the turn of events. “Gladly.”

The doctor doesn’t spare me another glance as he turns and heads for the door, leaving me alone with Baker.

Baker moves with a lazy sort of ease, strolling over to the door. Clearly he expected this because he doesn’t leave, he just retrieves a tray from right outside the door. “Oatmeal again,” he muses, lifting the lid. “Would’ve thought you’d get tired of this by now, sweetheart.” He grabs the spoon, giving the mushy contents a slow stir. “But I suppose you don’t really get a say, do you?”

I just glare at him.

He sighs theatrically as he sits down on the edge of the bed, sitting beside me. “You know, it’d be easier if you’d just open your mouth when I tell you to,” he says, scooping up a spoonful. “Unless you like when I have to be a little more… persuasive.”

I clamp my lips shut.

Baker just smirks. “That’s cute.”

Then, without warning, he grips my jaw, his fingers digging into my cheeks until my mouth is forced open. He doesn’t give me a second to resist before shoving the spoon inside.

“There you go,” he murmurs, his voice mockingly sweet. “What a good girl.”

I want to scream. To spit it out. But I can’t. I can only swallow if I don’t want to make things worse.

Baker hums in satisfaction. “See? Isn’t it easier when you don’t fight?”

I fix him with an icy stare again.

He grins. “You’re adorable when you’re angry.”

The spoon dips back into the oatmeal, another bite already prepared.

“We’ve got a whole bowl to get through,” he says, tapping the spoon against the rim. “And I’ve got all the time in the world.”
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Idon’t know how long I lie there, lost in the weight of my own mind, before I hear it—the door clicking open.

My breath catches.

His voice. Smooth. Familiar.

“Well, well. There she is.”

Bishop.

He steps into my view, his sharp eyes scanning me with something unreadable.

“I was wondering when you’d show up,” I whisper, my throat dry.

He chuckles, moving closer, his presence filling the room like a shadow. “You always miss me when I’m gone, don’t you?”

I don’t answer, but he knows he’s right.

Bishop tilts his head, watching me. Then, after a pause, he lets out a slow sigh.

“I overheard something interesting,” he says casually, like we’re two strangers in a supermarket or coworkers, like I’m not tied down and he’s not possibly a figment of my imagination. “Something about you.”

A chill runs down my spine. “…What?”

He leans over me, hands braced on either side of the bed. His next words are almost gentle.

“They’ve decided you’re beyond help.”

The world seems to tilt off its axis.

Bishop nods, watching me carefully. “Doctor’s orders. They’re sending you home tomorrow.”

Home.

The word slams into me like a physical blow.

I should feel relief. I should be grateful.

But all I feel is terror.

My chest tightens, and I shake my head, panic creeping in. “They can’t.”

“Well, they are, so all that remains is what we’re going to do with our time together.”

The heat in his gaze makes my toes curl. A rush shoots right to my core.

“You want to come in your diaper again like a naughty girl?”

Wordlessly, I nod.

He reaches over the bed, undoing the restraints that hold me down but leaving me in the straightjacket.

“How long have you been laying there? Waiting for me to come and touch you?”

He lifts me up off the bed like I’m a rag doll, limp and helpless in his arms. I whimper.

“Are you aching?”

I nod as he sits down on the bed, positioning me in his lap. He spreads my legs over his thighs.

“Are you wet?” He asks again, his tone filled with concern and heat.

“Yes,” I whimper, my breaths coming out short and ragged.

“Good girl,” he says, his breath warm on my ear as he leans in. His touch is gentle yet firm as he rubs his fingers over my diaper-covered crotch, eliciting small moans from me. His other hand stays fixed on my chest, holding me by the straps of the straightjacket.

“Do you want me to touch you there?” Bishop whispers, his voice sending shivers through my body.

“Yes,” I plead.

“Good girl,” he says softly, his hand drifting lower. The sensation of his fingers grazing over the soft material of the diaper and then against my sensitive skin sends a surge of pleasure through me. I arch into his touch, wanting more.

“You’re such a naughty girl,” he murmurs, rubbing me gently through the plush fabric. “Always wanting more, always eager for attention.”

His words send a thrill through me. I moan quietly, my hips bucking against his hand with each pass.

“Are you going to be good for me?” Bishop whispers, his breath hot against my ear. “Are you going to listen to everything I say, no matter how hard it is?”

I nod hurriedly, unable to form words as his touch continues to build the warmth inside me.

“You’re going to work yourself on my hand until you come in that diaper,” he says, removing the two straps that run over the diaper. It gives me just a little more freedom, enough to rock my hips. He readjusts me in his arms, so I’ve got a good angle on his palm where I might just be able to do what he asks.

“And if you do it quickly, I’ll fuck you instead of punishing you when you’re done.”

I gasp and start to rock against him, rolling my hips. I have so little leverage, my legs dangling in the air, my arms strapped to my side. It’s all I can do to move back and forth. The pressure isn’t enough. The padding on the diaper is too thick. But I keep going.

Bishop’s voice is low and growly. “That’s it, pet. You’re doing so well. Keep trying.”

My body shakes, my hips rocking back and forth against his palm as I strain for release, my brain hazy with lust. “I’m trying,” I whimper, my voice barely audible.

Bishop’s grip tightens around the waistband of the diaper and he grinds me against his hand harder. “That’s it, pet. Just a little more,” he growls into my ear, sending a shiver down my spine.

I whimper again, my eyes squeezed shut as I keep moving against him. My body begins to hum with anticipation as my climax grows nearer. “I’m so close,” I cry out softly.

Bishop leans in and whispers hotly in my ear, “That’s it, pet. You’re doing so well.”

The sound of the diaper rustling fills the air as I come, waves of pleasure washing over me. It’s not my strongest orgasm, but I’m severely lacking in the stimulation I need. Bishop waits until I come down before he lifts me, setting me on my knees in front of him.

“Open wide,” he orders, unzipping his pants to take his cock out.

I open my mouth obediently, feeling a rush of anticipation at the thought of having him inside me again. His cock slides smoothly into my mouth and down my throat as I swallow reflexively. I begin to suck and worship him, knowing that this is what he wants from me.

Bishop groans above me, his hands tangling in my hair as he thrusts into my mouth. “That’s it, pet,” he growls. “Show me how much you want it.”

I moan around his cock; the vibrations making him shudder. I reach up with one hand, massaging his balls gently as I suckle on him. I know that this is what he wants from me. This is what he needs from me.

“Fuck, yes,” he hisses, pulling my hair slightly as he thrusts deeper into my throat. “You’re such a good girl.”

His words send a rush through me.

“You want me to come in your throat? You want me to fill that belly with my seed?”

I groan in response, desperate as I work my tongue over his hard length. That is exactly what I want.

“Show me how much you want it. Fill your diaper up for me,” he groans out between thrusts. “I want to see you wet yourself.”

I whimper. He’s made me use my diaper twice before, but never like this. It’s such a forbidden desire, and the idea of doing it on his command makes me feel so dirty and degraded.

“That’s it, let go,” he growls, thrusting into my mouth harder as I start to let go, feeling the warmth spread through the thick material. “You’re such a dirty little slut.”

I can feel my cheeks flushing with embarrassment at his words, but it only adds to the intensity of the moment. He continues to thrust into my mouth as I fill my diaper, moaning around him as the pleasure builds within me.

I moan around his cock, pleased by his dirty talk as I feel the hot liquid leaking down my thighs. Apparently, my diaper is too full. He watches me with heated eyes, his grip tightening in my hair as he pumps into my mouth.

“Fuck, yes,” he gasps out, eyes locked on mine as he comes. “Watching you leak all over yourself like that... it’s-”

His words cut off just as he releases down my throat. I savor the taste, feeling the warmth as it fills me until he pulls out at the last second, spraying the end of his climax across my face, marking me as his.

“Stay still, show me you can be a good girl,” Bishop says as he tucks his cock back into his pants.

The diaper is quickly growing heavy and cold between my legs, and it’s all I can do not to squirm. The silence hangs heavy in the air as he stares down at me.

“You have two choices now, pet,” he says. “I can put you back in bed just like this, and you can wait for a nurse to come change you, or I can take the diaper off and fuck you up the ass like the dirty slut you are.”

It’s no choice at all, and he knows it.

“Fuck me up the ass,” I plead.

A wicked grin spreads over his face. He knew I was going to say that. Bishop grabs me by both arms, hauling me to my feet so he can remove the soiled diaper. He pulls a cloth from his pocket, using it to wipe me clean with brutal efficiency.

“You dirty little slut,” he growls, tossing the cloth aside. It lands somewhere near the diaper.

His finger slides in easily, the lubricant making it glide effortlessly. Bishop adds a second finger, scissoring them inside me as he stretches me open. I moan at the sensation, my body instinctively pushing back against his hand.

“Such a tight ass,” he murmurs, adding a third finger and causing me to gasp. “You want my cock in here, don’t you?”

I can only nod in response, my body craving the fullness that only he can provide. Bishop removes his fingers and positions himself behind me, slowly pushing into my ass. I let out a cry of pleasure mixed with pain as he fills me completely, his hand snaking around to play with my clit.

He sets a punishing pace, thrusting into me with forceful strokes that leave me breathless. I can’t brace myself on the bed. All I can do is take it as he pummels me.

“Such a good little whore,” he grunts between thrusts. “Taking my cock like it’s meant for you.”

I can only moan in response, lost in the pleasure coursing through my body. He pinches and swirls on my clit, his hips snapping against mine hard enough to leave bruises. Every movement of his hips sends waves of ecstasy through me, pushing me closer and closer to the edge.

Bishop’s breathing becomes shallow and ragged, his thrusts growing more frantic as he nears his own release. “That’s it, pet,” he whispers hoarsely into my ear. “Come for me. Let me feel you milking my cock dry...”

His words are the final push I need, the permission. I cry out in pleasure as I climax, my body tightening around him and pulling him deeper inside me. It feels like every nerve in my body is alight with pleasure.

Bishop groans, his voice rough and strained as he pumps into me with renewed intensity. “Fuck, yes,” he gasps. “You’re such a good girl...”

He continues to thrust into me, his hips slapping against my wet ass as he kisses the back of my neck, whispering filthy things into my ear that send shivers down my spine. He holds me tight against the bed, unable to move as he finds his release, filling my ass to the brim.

I whimper as he pulls out of me, leaving a feeling of emptiness in my core. He rolls me over so I’m on my back, legs splayed out. Helpless and spent before him.

Bishop grins down at me, a wild and wicked look in his eyes. He grabs a nearby cloth and wipes his cock clean, then tosses it aside with an arrogant toss of his head. “You’re such a filthy little slut,” he murmurs, running his fingers over my wet inner thighs.

He walks over to the discarded diaper and holds it up.

“I guess I better get you a fresh one. You made quite the mess, pet.”

I nearly sigh with relief. I did not want the soiled one back. The thought made my skin crawl.

“I’ll be right back. Don’t move.”

Like I could.

Bishop returns a moment later, a fresh wet diaper in his hands.

He carefully lifts my legs, spreading them wider as he positions the diaper beneath me. I feel his fingers brush against my wet inner thighs as he aligns the diaper with my soaked slit. The sensation is both intimate and degrading, knowing that he’s the one changing me like a baby.

He secures the tabs around my waist and thighs, pulling them tight to hold the thick padding in place. The feeling of being confined and contained is strange but oddly arousing. This is the first time he’s changed me into a fresh one, and I sort of love it. I watch as Bishop disposes of the dirty diaper in a bin just outside the door, his eyes never leaving mine.

“There you go, pet,” he says softly.

I nod, unable to find words to describe the swirl of emotions rushing through me. He leans down, his lips brushing against my forehead in a tender gesture that only serves to heighten the conflicting arousal.

Bishop firmly repositions me on the bed so he can strap me down again, pinning me in place helplessly. He grins down at me, enjoying my mild distress at being so totally restrained again.

“Are they really sending me home?” I ask.

“Yes. Tomorrow. I’m sure the Doctor will be in to tell you soon,” he says. “Don’t worry. I’ll come back one more time to say good-bye.”
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The door opens with a sharp click.

This time, it isn’t Bishop.

Dr. Huntington steps inside, his expression unreadable, the usual calm detachment in his eyes. Behind him, Riggs and Baker follow, their presence looming like shadows.

Something cold settles in my stomach.

“Miss Hayes,” the doctor begins, voice smooth, practiced. “I’ve come to discuss your future here at Fairview.”

My fingers twitch inside the confines of the straightjacket. My pulse thuds against my ribs.

He steps closer, hands clasped behind his back. “After careful evaluation, I’ve come to a conclusion.”

I don’t blink. I don’t breathe.

“You’re beyond help.”

The words hit like a hammer, shattering through me, even though I already knew they were coming.

“You refuse to take part in treatment. You resist every intervention. You won’t even try to get better. No matter what we do, you find a way to misbehave.” His voice is calm, as if he’s simply stating facts, as if this decision is as obvious as the color of the walls. “Baker told me all about the state he found you in last night.”

I stare at him, my throat so tight it hurts.

Riggs smirks from where he stands near the bed, arms folded across his chest, watching me squirm. Baker, on the other hand, just looks at me like I’m interesting, like I’m some puzzle he’s still piecing together.

The doctor sighs. “So, I’m left with no choice.” He tilts his head, studying me like a specimen under glass. “You’re being discharged. Tomorrow. That gives us one last night to help you. Riggs and Baker are going to show you what happens to bad girls who give into their urges.”

The sudden gleam in their eyes fills me with dread… and heat.

They move without hesitation.

The new straps across my chest and hips are undone with practiced efficiency, my ankles unfastened, and before I can process what’s happening, hands are gripping me.

Riggs is the first to grab me, his fingers digging into my arms through the thick canvas of the straightjacket. “Come on, sweetheart,” he coos, yanking me forward.

I stumble as my feet hit the floor, my legs weak from hours of immobility. Baker’s grip tightens on my other side, keeping me upright when my knees threaten to buckle.

“You’re still a mess,” he mutters, tilting his head as he studies my expression. “I thought you’d be happy about this, Callie.”

Riggs peels my diaper off, exposing my bare pussy to him.

“Who wants to go first?” The Doctor asks.

“I will,” Baker purrs. He moves faster than I can register what’s happening, pinning me to the bed on my back. The only thing holding me now is the straight jacket and the force of his arms, but it’s more than enough as he forces my legs apart.

He drags down his zipper, freeing his hard cock and making my mouth water as I take in the sight.

“You know what happens to bad little girls who can’t stop touching themselves? They get fucked.”

He positions the head of his cock at my entrance and pushes in, stretching me wide open. I gasp, feeling the sheer size of him as he enters me completely. My eyes water, but I don’t want him to stop.

Riggs watches from the side, his own erection evident through his pants. “That’s it, Baker,” he urges. “Fuck her hard.”

Baker begins to move, thrusting into me with a rhythm that makes my heart race. The bed creaks under our combined weight as he pounds into me, his cock hitting a sweet spot inside me that sends waves of pleasure coursing through me.

“Oh god,” I moan, writhing beneath him. “Please don’t stop.”

“Now she talks,” Riggs says with a laugh.

Baker grunts, his breath coming in short gasps as he fucks me. “You won’t have to ask twice,” he growls, picking up the pace.

I cry out in a mix of pleasure and pain, my body arching against him as he thrusts into me. The wet sound of our bodies slapping together fills the room, along with my whimpers and moans.

The Doctor’s voice comes from beside me, so close he’s whispering in my ear.

“This is what you wanted, isn’t it? You knew this would happen when you defied me. This is what you deserve, you bad girl.”

Baker keeps thrusting, his hand snaking between us. He pinches my clit, making me see stars. I cry out, coming on a scream as my body clamps down around him. That’s all the encouragement he needs before he erupts inside me, emptying himself into my waiting pussy. He gives one last thrust before he pulls out, leaking arousal all over my spread thighs.

“Your turn,” he says to Riggs as he climbs off the bed. In a flash, Riggs kneels over me. He drags his knuckles down my cheek almost tenderly.

Then he spears me on his cock.

The sensation is intense, even more so than before. Riggs is thicker, stretching me further. My breath hitches, and I whimper, unable to control my reactions.

“You like that, huh?” Riggs growls, leaning down to kiss me roughly on the lips. His tongue invades my mouth, tasting me, dominating me. I melt against him, my body craving his touch.

“You want it,” he says, pulling back slightly so he can look into my eyes. “You want it hard. Rough.”

I nod, unable to speak as he begins to move inside me. He’s rough, almost violent in his movements. It’s unlike anything I’ve ever experienced before, but it feels right. I’m helpless beneath him.

“That’s it, take it,” he growls, grabbing my hips and thrusting deeper into me. “You know you need this.”

As Riggs continues to pound into me, his roughness matching the wild desperation I feel, the Doctor watches from a distance.

“Is this what you want?” He asks, his voice cold and mocking. “To be a slut? To know that you’re just a hole for men to use?”

I don’t answer, my breath coming in short gasps as Riggs moves faster, his hips slapping against me with each thrust. The wet sounds of our bodies connecting fill the room, as well as our heavy breathing and the occasional moan.

“That’s right,” he says, smiling sadistically. “You don’t need to say anything. I can see it in your eyes. You love this. You love being used. Having no control. Feeling helpless.”

The Doctor paces around the room, circling us like he’s waiting for a moment to strike.

Riggs keeps pounding into me. The bed creaks under us with the force as he destroys my pussy.

The Doctor’s eyes gleam with cruel satisfaction as he watches Riggs go. He’s right, I do love this. I love feeling so out of control, so used and unwanted. It’s a feeling that I can’t get enough of, one that makes me feel truly alive.

Riggs thrusts deeper, his breath coming in ragged gasps. He leans down, whispering in my ear as he continues to move inside me.

“You want it rough,” he growls, his voice low and sexually charged. “You want to feel it. You want to be taken. You need to be controlled.”

I moan, arching my back, meeting his every thrust. I can feel the orgasm building deep inside me, growing stronger with each passing second. It’s almost too much to bear, but I don’t want it to end. I want more. More of this intense pleasure, more of him owning me. Another climax is bearing down on me like a freight train, and I can’t possibly get out of the way. It spirals through me and my head falls back, tears rolling down my cheeks at the intensity.

Riggs groans, emptying himself deep inside me as the orgasm crashes through me. I cling to him, my body trembling with the force of it all. He slows his pace, his breath coming in ragged gasps.

The Doctor watches on, a cruel grin on his face as he sees me come apart at the seams. He waits until Riggs pulls out and collapses beside me, his chest heaving with his own labored breaths.

“Bend her over the bed for me, Riggs. I think I want a turn with her.”

The look of shock on his face tells me this is not something that normally happens, but Riggs does as told. He grabs me by the collar of my straightjacket and hauls me up. With ease, he bends me over the bed just like Bishop did hours before.

“I want to hear you scream, Miss Hayes,” he says, coming to stand behind me. He lines his cock up with my entrance.

“You’re going to get what you deserve,” he growls, thrusting into me with a force that makes me cry out. I can feel the remnants of Riggs’s release inside me, mingling with the Doctor’s as he starts to take me.

The Doctor doesn’t hold back. His rough hands grip my hips as he slams into me. His breath is hot on my neck as he moves, his body slapping against mine with each thrust. The pain and pleasure mix together in a way that leaves me breathless, unable to resist him.

“Take it, you bad girl,” he growls, his voice low and threatening. “You knew this would happen when you defied me.”

He continues to pound into me, his pace increasing with his anger. I can feel the intensity building, my body clenching around him in response.

“That’s it,” he snarls. “You’re just a dirty little slut. I should have known you didn’t want help. You wanted fucked.”

The Doctor’s words make a fire ignite deep within me, and I start to match his pace, meeting his thrusts with my own desperate movements. My body yearns for more as I grind against him, urging him on.

“You like it rough, don’t you?” he growls, slapping my ass in time with each thrust. “You want it all, don’t you? You want to be fucked hard.”

I moan in response, unable to control the sounds that escape my lips. Each word and action only fuels the fire he has started within me.

He pinches my clit, hard, too hard, continuing to drive into me until he gets exactly what he wants.

I scream and scream as I come. But the Doctor doesn’t let up. With shocking stamina, he keeps going until I’ve climaxed twice and I’m completely limp in his arms. Only then does he finish, flooding me with his release. He pulls out and leaves me slumped on the bed. Useless. Helpless. Spent.

Sated.

“Get her back in her restraints and put a fresh diaper on her, but don’t clean her up. She needs to feel how dirty she is,” he orders before he leaves us.

“Up you go,” Riggs grunts, shoving me backward and onto the bed. My body collapses onto the mattress. I’m limp and pliant.

I hear the clinking of restraints before I feel them.

Baker takes my ankles first, fastening the thick straps back into place, locking me down. The straightjacket stays on, keeping my arms locked tight against me, utterly useless.

I barely react when Baker steps back and sighs.

“I’ll miss this.”

I try to shift, but it’s useless. Riggs and Baker are efficient, practiced. They lift my hips up off the bed before a fresh one is slid under me, the soft padding pressed snugly into place. Riggs secures the tapes with firm, methodical movements, his fingers pressing a little too long against the front in mock approval.

“There we go,” he murmurs, almost to himself. “Fresh as can be for your last day here.”

Baker chuckles, patting my hip as he steps back. “One final taste of hospital hospitality.”

They run the straps between my legs, pulling them nice and snug before the belts come across my hips and chest, pinning me in place.

Baker sighs, stepping back to admire their work. “There. Good as new.”
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When the door opens, I know it’s him before I even see him. The air shifts, the weight of his presence filling the room like a storm cloud.

“Can’t sleep, pet?”

I turn my head just enough to see Bishop standing at the foot of my bed, his sharp eyes glinting in the dim light. He looks… pleased. But there’s something else there, too. Something colder.

I swallow. “What are you doing here?”

His lips twitch. “Saying goodbye.”

A rock lodges itself in my throat.

Bishop moves closer, his fingers ghosting over the strap across my chest, his touch barely there. “They think you’re beyond help,” he muses, voice smooth. “A lost cause. And you know what?”

He leans down, his breath warm against my ear.

“They’re right.”

The smile he gives me is wicked.

“One last choice, pet. I’ll give you this one. Do you want to come in your diaper? Or do you want to take me down your throat?”

I swallow hoarsely. I want both. But if he’s only going to give me one.“The first one,” I whisper.

“You have to say it, pet. Use your words. Tell me what you want.”

“I want to come in my diaper.”

He moves with the speed of a predator, pressing into my space. He doesn’t undo a single restraint. He simply reaches between my spread legs, under the diaper. One thick finger pushes inside me, finding me wet and waiting.

“Such a naughty girl. Sitting here getting turned on by your own thoughts,” he growls. “I bet you’re dripping wet, aren’t you? You’re desperate to come. Just waiting for me. Hoping I’d come and touch you.”

He wiggles his finger inside me, making me moan in spite of myself. I close my eyes, trying to lose myself in the pleasure and ignore the shame.

Bishop pulls his finger out, leaving me wanting more. He smirks, enjoying my discomfort. “Patience, pet. You have to earn it.”

He steps back out of my reach, his eyes never leaving mine. The tension builds between us, the air thick with anticipation. I can feel my arousal pulsing, begging for release.

He takes a step closer, and I hold my breath, trying to will him to touch me again. But he just stands there, watching me squirm under his gaze.

“Say it,” Bishop demands, his voice low and commanding. “Beg.”

He smirks, enjoying my desperation. “You want it so bad, don’t you? You want to come in your diaper like the naughty little girl you are?”

I moan in response, unable to form any coherent words as the pleasure consumes me.

Bishop’s fingers continue their relentless assault, pushing me closer and closer to the edge. My body trembles with need, my hips bucking against his hand.

“Please,” I gasp, my voice barely audible. “Please make me come.”

Without warning, he pulls his hand away, leaving me feeling empty and unsatisfied. I whimper at the loss of contact.

“Not until I say so,” Bishop chastises, his tone laced with amusement. “But maybe if you beg hard enough...”

My cheeks flush with embarrassment at his words. But the need for release is too strong, and I find myself begging shamelessly.

“Please,” I plead. “I’ll do anything.”

Bishop’s smirk widens as he leans in close, his breath hot against my ear. “Anything?”

I nod frantically, desperate for him to touch me again.

“Then tell me what you really are,” he murmurs.

The question throws me off guard for a moment before realization dawns on me. I know exactly what he wants to hear.

“I’m a dirty little girl,” I whisper breathlessly.

His hand returns to my center, his fingers finding their way inside me once more. I moan in pleasure, my body arching towards his touch.

“That’s right,” Bishop breathes, his voice low and husky. “You’re a dirty little girl, aren’t you?”

I nod eagerly, unable to form any words as he picks up the pace, driving me closer and closer to the edge.

“Tell me how much you want it,” he demands, his fingers never slowing down.

“I want it so badly,” I cry out, my voice filled with need and desire. “Please make me come.”

Bishop smirks, enjoying the power he holds over me. “Good girl. Now beg for it.”

“Please,” I plead shamelessly. “Please let me come.”

He chuckles darkly at my submission before finally giving in. His fingers push me over the edge into a mind-blowing orgasm that rips through my body like wildfire.

I cry out in ecstasy as wave after wave of pleasure washes over me. My body trembles and convulses as I ride out the intense release.

Bishop pulls his hand away, leaving me feeling weak and sated. He leans in close, his lips hovering just above mine.

“I’m going to miss you,” he whispers before pressing a soft kiss to my forehead.

I nod weakly, still catching my breath from the intense orgasm. I don’t get to say goodbye, because he’s gone, and the door is closed before I can form words.
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The door creaks open, and I don’t even have to look. I know it’s him. Only one person comes this late at night.

“Time for bed, sweetheart,” Baker says.

I don’t respond. I just lie there, staring at the ceiling, my body sinking into the mattress beneath the weight of the restraints.

He strolls closer, the soft shuffle of his shoes against the floor filling the quiet room. “Last night in the big, bad hospital. Bet you’re excited, huh?”

I say nothing.

He chuckles. “Oh, don’t be shy now. I heard all about what a little chatterbox you can be when there’s something you want.”

He slides his hand up the inside of my thigh, a reminder of just how intimate we’d been only hours ago.

“I brought you a surprise.”

He holds up three bottles of water. Two perfectly clear and one chalky, the one I knew would put me to sleep.

“You want me to change you one more time, don’t you?”

I do, I hate it, but I do. I’m not ready for this to end.

I stare at the ceiling. Anywhere but at his face.

“You want me to force you, don’t you?” His voice is smooth, knowing. “Want me to make you take it, just like always?”

I don’t answer. But I don’t have to.

He steps closer, looming over the bed. “You could fight. You could say no. But you know I’ll win.”

I turn my head away, but Baker just laughs, low and deep. “That’s what I thought.”

A hand grips my jaw, tilting my face back toward him.

Baker smirks, watching the flicker of resistance in my eyes, the kind that isn’t real. The kind he sees right through.

“You want me to force it,” he says, his voice quiet, almost soothing. “You don’t want to make the choice to ask for what you want.”

My breathing stutters, but I don’t move.

He presses the bottle more firmly against my lips, but still doesn’t tip it. “That’s why you’re just lying there. Because you don’t want to ask. You don’t want to admit it.”

His fingers squeeze my jaw, not hard enough to hurt, just enough to remind me who’s in control. “You want me to make the decision for you. You want me to take it out of your hands so you don’t have to feel bad about wanting it.”

I squeeze my eyes shut, heat prickling at my skin.

“But that’s the thing, sweetheart.” His thumb strokes over my cheek, slow, deliberate. “I already know you want it. That’s why I’m here.”

He leans in, his breath warm against my ear.

“So just let me give it to you.”

Baker hums in approval as I part my lips just enough for the bottle to slip inside. The cool water rushes over my tongue, and he tilts it slow at first, letting me take small sips.

“See? That’s a good girl,” he murmurs, stroking his fingers along my jaw as I swallow. “You just needed a little push, didn’t you?”

The words send a shiver through me, but I keep drinking. His hand never leaves my face, his touch light, calculated. He’s watching every flicker of emotion, every unconscious response I give him.

He pulls the bottle away before it’s empty, his lips curling into a knowing smirk. “You don’t even fight it. You never really do. You just wait for me to take over.”

Baker tilts the bottle in his hand, watching the remaining water slosh inside. Then, slowly, he brings it back to my lips, pressing it against them again.

"More?" he asks, his voice thick with amusement. "Or should we just put you to bed now?"

My stomach clenches. He’s teasing me, dragging it out. Making me acknowledge what’s coming, what I’m waiting for.

What I want.

“More,” I whisper, but it’s barely audible.

Baker’s smirk widens, satisfaction gleaming in his eyes. He tilts his head, as if he hadn’t quite heard me.

“What was that, sweetheart?”

I hesitate, but only for a second. “More.”

His chuckle is low and rich, like he’s savoring the sound of my surrender. Without another word, he switches out the bottle, bringing the second one to my lips.”

I swallow, my throat working automatically, my body following his lead without question.

His hand stays on my jaw, fingers resting lightly against my skin.

“That’s a good girl. Drinking it all down so you can make a mess, so I’ll have no choice but to change that diaper.”

He keeps it elevated until I finish every last drop. Then Baker gives me a predatory smile.

“Now we wait.”

He continues to stroke my thighs, just little, light touches, as he teases me. We wait for my bladder to fill, for the pressure to become unbearable.

Baker gets impatient, and he starts to press on my stomach.

“Come on, you naughty thing. You have to let go and wet yourself if you want me to change that diaper.”

He pushes again on my swelled stomach, and I feel myself letting go before I’m ready. Moisture floods the diaper and Baker gives me a wicked smile.

“That’s my good girl. Making a mess so I can change her.”

He reaches for me, undoing the tape so he can pull the soiled diaper loose, but he doesn’t remove it. Not yet. He produces a fresh one instantly. He knew this was going to be the outcome as soon as he walked in here.

Bastard.

“You want me to change you?”

"Please," I beg, feeling the heat rise in my cheeks. "Please change me."

He slides the soaked diaper away, tossing it in the floor. Then he undoes the strap holding my hips to the bed so I can lift my ass for him, allowing him to slide the clean diaper under me.

He pats my ass gently, making sure I’m firmly in place before securing the tabs around my waist. He’s more forceful than he needs to be, making sure I know who is in control.

“Now it’s time for you to go to sleep. You know what’s next, don’t you?” His voice is softer now, almost coaxing. He lifts the last bottle, the one with the chalky, laced water, and gives it a little shake.

“Say the word, sweetheart.” I nod. Baker clicks his tongue, shaking his head. "Ah-ah. That’s not good enough," he chides. "You know better than that."

He lifts the bottle just out of reach, watching me intently. "I want to hear you say it. Tell me what you want."

My throat tightens. I can feel my pulse hammering, my body sinking deeper into the mattress beneath the weight of the restraints.

His voice drops lower, almost a whisper. "Or… should I just leave you like this? Wide awake. Alone. Thinking about how this could’ve been so much easier if you’d just used your words."

My lips part, and I force the word out, barely audible. "Please."

Baker smiles, slow and satisfied. He tilts the bottle just enough for a drop to hit my lips, but then he stops, watching me squirm.

"Please… what?"

"Please… put me to bed."

Baker tilts the bottle to my lips, and the thick, chalky liquid coats my tongue. The taste is awful, I won’t miss this, even if I miss the dreamless sleep. I swallow slowly, my body already heavy beneath the restraints, but I don’t resist.

"That’s it," he murmurs, his voice smooth and low. "Drink it all down like a good girl."

The first few sips settle uneasily in my stomach, the sedative creeping its way through my system. My limbs feel heavier. My eyelids flutter, but Baker doesn’t let up. He tilts the bottle again, urging me to take more.

"You’re slowing down," he taunts. "But you’re not done yet."

I force another mouthful down. My head lolls slightly to the side. The edges of my vision blur, the sterile glow of the overhead lights softening into a haze. My body is warm, sinking deeper into the bed, but Baker’s fingers press against my jaw, keeping me focused.

"Almost there," he says, voice thick with amusement. "Come on, sweetheart. Just a little more."

My tongue feels too heavy in my mouth. My breath comes slower, deeper. The world feels distant, Baker’s voice like a tether holding me in place as the drug wraps itself around my senses.

He tilts the bottle one last time. The final swallow drags down my throat, thick and inescapable.

"There we go," he coos, brushing a hand over my cheek. "All ready for bed."

I can barely keep my eyes open. The warmth spreads, tugging me down, deeper, deeper…

"Sweet dreams, sweetheart."

Then he’s gone.
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Icome to slowly, my senses filtering back in at a snail’s pace. I roll over under the covers, and that makes me bolt upright.

For the first time in what feels like weeks, I can move.

I’m back in my apartment. In my bed. Wearing the same sweats and tank top I was wearing when they took me.

Was… was it real?

I swallow hard, my throat dry, my body sluggish as I shift beneath the blankets. And that’s when I feel it.

The thick padding between my legs. The unmistakable crinkle beneath my sweatpants. I’m still encased in a thick diaper. The plush material strangely comforting and humiliating at the same time.

I don’t hesitate. I lay on my back, and I reach my hand under the diaper to play with my clit.
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