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Chapter 1.

 


 


Sam Silverberg was on his fifth cigarette by
the time the limo pulled into the parking lot. He had been leaning
against his Mercedes for nearly an hour, feeling like an idiot as
he slouched there alone in his suit and tie like a guy who had
gotten hopelessly lost on his way to a big meeting. Only a few
other cars were in the lot, which was dark and gloomy and
surrounded on three sides by huge trees. A tall wrought iron fence
lined the fourth side, and behind it sat a sleek, modern one-story
building.

The limo parked beside Sam’s car and the
driver hustled around to open the rear door. “You’re late,” Sam
said as the girl climbed out. “And Jesus, why are you dressed like
that? You’re going to rehab, not a nightclub.”

Whenever Jessie Valentine got out of a car or
walked into a room, the effect was like someone screaming Free
sex! at the top of their lungs; men’s eyes glittered, their
mouths hung open, and their pulses started to race. Jessie had
dark, wavy hair, big brown eyes, a flawless face, and a voluptuous
body that was often compared to Beyoncé or Kate Upton or Kim
Kardashian. At the moment that body was clad in a red silk tank top
and designer jeans with little rips down the legs, and the clothes
were so tight they hugged the girl’s soft curves like a second
skin.

Jessie staggered on her high heels as she
took her first step, a champagne glass in one hand. “Relax, okay?
I’m here, aren’t I?” She put a hand on Sam’s shoulder and leaned in
close for an air kiss, her big tits mashing against the man’s
chest.

“Yeah, yeah,” he grumbled, trying to ignore
the tingle in his crotch. “Grab your stuff, okay? We should get in
there before they close up for the night.”

Jessie finished her drink and tossed the
empty glass into the back seat as the driver hauled two rolling
suitcases out of the trunk. As the limo pulled away, leaving Jessie
and Sam alone in the parking lot, the girl stood staring at the
tall iron gate. She finally tilted her head back, looked up at the
stars, and let out a deep sigh.

“I can’t believe you’re doing this to me,”
she muttered. “You must really hate me.”

Sam rolled his eyes and ran a hand through
his spiky gray hair. “Yeah, sure. I’m the biggest entertainment
manager in New York and I’ve got so many assistants I can’t even
count them, but I drove here myself, an hour north of the
city, to meet you in the middle of some forest in east Bumblefuck
at nine o’clock at night. And you think I did that because I
hate you?”

Jessie sat down on top of one of the big
suitcases and looked around the gloomy lot. “You’re not here
because you like me. You’re here because I’m your biggest
moneymaker.”

“For now, yeah. But not for much longer if
you don’t get your shit together.”

“For god’s sake, Sam, I just like to have a
good time, that’s all.”

“That’s what you think? You’re not even old
enough to drink and you’re already an alcoholic. And don’t think I
don’t know about the nose candy and the other stuff, too.”

“Yeah, but I can handle it, okay? I’m
only 19, my body’s gonna bounce back.”

“Oh, really? Were you handling it when
you forgot the words to your biggest hit during the show in Dallas?
Or when you nearly fell off the stage in Atlanta?” Sam took one
last drag off his cigarette and flicked the butt away. “Sooner or
later you’re gonna kill yourself, kid. Or at the very least, you’re
gonna kill your career.”

Jessie laughed. “Come on, you think the fans
will stop showing up just because I party a little too much?”

“You ever been to an AA meeting? If you want
to see 30-year-olds who look 60, that’s where you’ll find them. The
booze and the drugs do a real number on your skin, your hair,
everything.”

“Oh, so now it’s all about my looks? What
about my talent?”

Now it was Sam’s turn to let out a heavy
sigh. “You remember how bummed we all were when your first single
came out? You didn’t even sell 5,000 copies that first week. Then a
few days later the video comes out, and that week you sold
200,000 copies.”

“It just…it took a while for word to get out,
that’s all. Love You All Summer Long is a great song, and
after it got some airplay—”

“Airplay’s got nothing to do with it. When
people saw what you look like—and in a bikini, no less—that changed
the whole ballgame. Suddenly every girl in America wanted to be you
and every guy in American wanted to screw you.”

Jessie’s eyes went wide. “Oh, so you
agree with all that bullshit the magazines wrote about
me?”

Sam still remembered some of the articles
word for word. One described Jessie as having the face of an angel,
the body of a porn star, and the voice of a drunk karaoke singer.
Another one said, Jessie Valentine is an average singer, an
average dancer, she can’t play an instrument, and she doesn’t write
music; so how did she became the nation’s top entertainer? The
answer, of course, was her looks, a topic that other magazines
addressed far more directly. The article that got the most
attention started with a close-up photo of Jessie from the waist
up, clad in a thin white tank top with no bra underneath. The
girl’s big tits were practically spilling out of the low-cut top
and her hard nipples were poking at the thin fabric. The caption
below the photo read Two big reasons why Jessie Valentine is so
popular.

Sam cleared his throat. “I guess there was
some truth to it.” Hell, the only reason I listened to your demo
tape was because you stuck a photo of yourself in the envelope. And
the only reason the head of New Century Records signed you to a
deal is because he hoped you might thank him with a blow job
someday.

Jessie gave a weak little flap of her arms
then stood up and walked a slow circle around her suitcases, her
curvy ass flexing under the tight jeans with every step. “Okay,
so…whatever. It’s late and I’m buzzed and I’m too tired to fight.”
She nodded toward the building behind the gate. “But are you sure
about this place? You really think it’s gonna work?”

Sam shrugged. “The client list is
confidential, but people say this is where all the bigwigs go when
they need to dry out. Actors, musicians, pro athletes, you name it.
The place sounds like the Four Seasons for addicts.”

“Four Seasons is so fucking awesome,” Jessie
said, a dreamy smile on her face, then she glanced at the building
behind the gate again and the smile dropped to a frown. “But what
the hell. Right now I’d be happy just to have a fucking bed to lay
down in.”

Sam and Jessie each grabbed a suitcase and
rolled them to the gate’s entrance. A bronze plaque with
BORC etched into it was mounted above an intercom box. Sam
pressed the button and waited.

“Welcome to Black Oak Recovery Center, how
may I help you?” a female voice asked.

“It’s Sam Silverberg, and I’ve got Jessie
Valentine with me. We’re expected.”

“Of course, Mr. Silverberg. I’ll be right
there to fetch you.”

A tall, stocky woman came to the gate dressed
in a navy blue skirt and matching jacket. She had a square, flat
face and her brown hair was cut as short as a man’s.

“I’m Margaret Kruger, head of security,” she
announced. “Please follow me.”

Margaret led Sam and Jessie into the building
and through a deserted waiting room to a large, plush office where
a man sat behind an expansive desk.

“I’m Dr. Pennington. So happy to meet you,”
the man said, rising from his chair. Pennington was middle-aged,
average sized, and mostly nondescript except for dark, brooding
eyes that locked on Jessie the moment she entered the room. “Well
now, why don’t you take a seat so we can get the ball rolling.”

Jessie plopped down into one of the leather
chairs facing the desk and rubbed her forehead. “Yeah, sure,
whatever. But I hope this doesn’t take too long, because I’m tired
as fuck.”

Pennington gave her a tight smile then raised
his hands. “Of course. Mr. Silverberg and I have already discussed
the details, so we just need to sign the paperwork. Mr. Silverberg,
I assume you shared all the information with Miss Valentine?”

Sam shrugged and looked away. “Yeah, sure…I
mean, some of it. I thought—”

“Sam said you only take clients who are rich
and famous,” Jessie interrupted. “Is that true?”

“It is indeed,” Pennington answered. “We’re a
very small, exclusive clinic that caters to an elite clientele.
Members of the upper class have very different reasons for adopting
harmful behavior, and our treatment methods are geared specifically
to that demographic. In addition to therapists and psychiatrists,
our clinic also has nutritionists, fitness experts, and a full
kitchen staff. Our goal is to heal and nourish the client in every
way, both mentally and physically.”

Jessie pictured herself lounging by a pool
sipping fruit smoothies or lying on a massage table with new age
music playing in the background while a masseuse gently kneaded
away her tension. Hell, maybe this won’t be so bad after all.
Eat some salad, do some yoga, go to a couple of bullshit counseling
sessions each day…yeah, sure, I can handle this.

“Okay, sounds fine,” Jessie said. “I guess a
little time out of the spotlight might do me some good. Now let’s
do the paperwork so I can get to bed.”

“I have it right here,” Pennington said,
sliding two thick stacks of paper across his desk. “One copy for
you and one for us. Let’s begin on page one and I’ll explain
everything as we go.”

“For shit’s sake, I just said I’m
tired,” Jessie whined. “Do we have to go over every little
detail right now?”

Pennington glanced back and forth between Sam
and Jessie for a moment. “Well…I suppose you can sign it now then
take it to your room and read it at your leisure. Does that sound
better?”

“Much better,” Jessie said. She had
slumped down further in her chair and now her cleavage was bulging
out the low-cut tank top as if her big tits were about to pop right
out.

“Fine, then,” Pennington said as he flipped
to the last page of both stacks. “But I really must cover a few key
points. First, once you sign this paperwork and become an official
client of Black Oak, you’re legally obligated to abide by all the
clinic’s regulations. In addition to following your prescribed
treatment plan, this also means adhering to our rules of
behavior.”

“Yeah, yeah, I gotcha. Go to bed early, eat
your vegetables, no loud parties, blah blah blah.”

“We also have strict rules about visitors,
phone calls, receiving mail, and—”

“Sure, fine, whatever. Next?”

Pennington gave the girl a thin smile.
“Second, I must point out that once admitted, a client cannot be
released without our approval. If someone began treatment then left
before they were deemed healthy, it could actually worsen their
condition.”

“So I’m stuck here until you say I can go?”
Jessie asked. “How long does this shit take, anyway?”

“Most clients are ready to leave after 30
days. Some, however, require a little extra time.”

“It’s just a month, for god’s sake,” Sam told
Jessie, then he turned back to Pennington. “But don’t worry, you
can keep her as long as it takes to get her back on the right
path.”

“And I’m sure we will steer her back
to that path, which reminds me of another rule I must point out.
Because our treatment methods are unique and proprietary, they are
also legally protected. Our contract states that clients cannot
discuss details of their treatment with anyone outside the clinic,
and breaking this agreement is punishable by law.”

“That’s no problem either,” Sam told him.
“Dealing with trademarks is a big part of our business.” He reached
over and prodded Jessie’s leg. “So, you ready to do this?”

“I’m ready to hug my pillow and sleep for a
million years,” the girl muttered, yawning behind her hand.

Jessie and Pennington signed the paperwork,
with Margaret Kruger signing as a witness and notarizing
everything. Pennington promised to scan and email a copy to Sam,
who gave Jessie a quick hug before Margaret led him back out of the
building. Pennington stood and motioned to the door.

“All right, young lady, let’s get you to bed.
You’ve got a big day tomorrow.” The doctor’s mouth curled into an
oily grin as his eyes drifted down Jessie’s body. “And let me just
say how thrilled I am to have you with us. I’m a big fan.”

Jessie perked up. “Really? You like my
music?”

Pennington’s eyes lingered on the girl’s tits
for a moment. “Well…like I said, I’m just a big fan. Ah, here’s
Miss Kruger again. She’ll take care of your luggage and get you
processed. Sleep well, and I’ll see you bright and early!”

Jessie followed the other woman out of the
office and down a long hallway that ended at a closed metal door.
“What did he mean about processing? Didn’t we just sign all the
paperwork?”

Margaret opened the door and motioned for
Jessie to enter. “Yes, but this is different.”

When Jessie walked inside, her heart skipped
a beat. The room was small and drab with white walls and a gray
cement floor. One wooden table rested in the center and a few racks
and shelves lined one wall. The opposite wall was dominated by a
large window that stretched half the length of the room, and
crowded behind it was a cluster of men in security guard uniforms.
Jessie counted at least four of them, and they all stood grinning
as they pressed so close to the window that their breath nearly
fogged the glass.

“Now then,” Margaret said, plucking a pair of
surgical gloves from a box on the desk, “Please remove your
clothes.”

“W-what?” Jessie gasped.

The other woman’s face was blank as she held
up a hand and pulled one of the gloves on. “I said strip. Down to
the skin, please.”

 


 


 


 



Chapter 2.

 


 


The uniforms on the security guards looked
almost like police uniforms, and as Jessie stood in the cold, bare
room with the cluster of men staring at her through the glass, she
felt like a criminal who was about to be interrogated. What the
fuck happened to the star treatment? They sure as shit don’t do
this at the Four Seasons!

“Why the fuck do I have to strip?” she
snapped.

“We take security very seriously, Miss
Valentine. We can’t risk someone bringing in narcotics, weapons, or
anything else that could be dangerous.”

“I don’t have anything like that, I
swear!”

“It’s standard procedure,” Margaret droned, a
hint of irritation creeping into her voice.

Jessie stabbed a finger at the men behind the
glass. “Is that standard procedure, too? Why do all those
guys get to watch?”

“For liability purposes, we need a witness
during the search.”

“There’s at least four guys out there!”
Jessie wailed.

“I called the security office and asked for a
volunteer. Apparently more than one showed up.” What Margaret
failed to mention was that every man on duty had rushed down when
they heard that Jessie Valentine was about to be strip
searched.

“I’m not doing it!” Jessie huffed, crossing
her arms over her chest. “Not until you get rid of those
assholes!”

“I can’t conduct the search without a
witness, Miss Valentine.”

“Then get a fucking female guard down
here!”

“We had a female guard on duty this
evening, but you arrived so late that her shift ended and she went
home.”

“Well, maybe I’ll just leave and come back
tomorrow, then.”

“That’s not possible. Once you sign the
paperwork, you can only leave after Dr. Pennington discharges you
at the end of your treatment.”

“That’s bullshit! This whole thing is
bullshit! Just take me to my fucking room, for god’s sake!”

Margaret’s eyes narrowed. “Miss Valentine, no
treatment center in the world will admit a new client without
searching them for drugs. It’s not just standard procedure
here, it’s standard procedure everywhere. Now, Dr.
Pennington was kind enough to admit you tonight despite the fact
that you arrived very late, but I cannot take you to your room
until you’ve been processed. If you cooperate and do as I ask, this
will take no more than five minutes.”

Jessie looked around the bare room, which was
cold and drab and depressing. All she wanted to do was lie down,
and this room didn’t even have a place to sit. The girl bit her lip
and clenched her hands into fists. “Okay, fine, whatever,” she
snarled. “Just get it over with.”

Margaret nodded as she pulled the second
glove on. “Remove your clothes and place them on the table.”

Jessie kicked off her high heels then reached
for the bottom of her tank top, pausing when she saw the men behind
the glass grinning. She moved sideways so the tall, stocky body of
Margaret Kruger was between her and the window, then she pulled her
tank top over her head to reveal a lacy red bra that barely
contained her big tits. She tossed the shirt on the table then
peeled off her tight jeans which left her full, curvy ass covered
by nothing but the thin material of her red panties. Turning her
back to the window, the girl shucked off the bra and panties as
fast as she could then flung them on top of her other clothes
before she ducked behind Margaret again, hunching over with her
arms wrapped around her naked body.

“Okay, that’s everything,” she snapped. “Now
search it fast so I can get dressed again.”

Margaret lifted a plastic tray from beneath
the table and scooped all the clothes into it, then put it back.
“Oh, I will. But first I need to search you.” She moved
behind Jessie and nudged the naked girl closer to the window. “Feet
apart and arms at your sides, please.”

“What?! No way!” Now Jessie was only
five feet from the glass with nothing blocking the view of the men
behind it, whose eyes glittered as the girl stood hunched over with
one arm across her tits and the other hand thrust between her
legs.

“Please do as I say, Miss Valentine.”

“I said no! You can’t frisk me like some
fucking criminal!”

“Miss Valentine, if you don’t follow my
orders, I’ll ask two of those men to come inside and hold you while
I conduct the search. Would you prefer that?”

Jessie was shaking now, more from rage than
from fear. “This is fucking outrageous! You can’t treat me like
this!” No response from Margaret, and after a few seconds Jessie
gritted her teeth and stood up straight, thrusting both arms to her
sides. “Okay, fine! Just do it fast!”

The guards behind the glass let out one long,
collective sigh as they got their first clear look at the body
every man in America had fantasized about. Jessie’s tits were round
and heavy, with big pink nipples. Below them was a flat, lean
stomach leading to wide hips and legs that were long and toned.
Between those legs was a dark bush that had been carefully trimmed
to a small, neat triangle. The entire package was a body that was
curvy and athletic at the same time, like an Amazon warrior
princess.

Margaret started her search at the girl’s
head, and Jessie fought back tears as the other woman ran her
gloved hands through Jessie’s long, dark hair. The hands traveled
down her neck, pinching and probing, then they skimmed the tops of
both arms before sliding back toward the body along the undersides.
Margaret dug her fingers briefly into Jessie’s armpits then slid
her hands to the front of the girl’s body and gave both tits a mean
squeeze. The guards moaned even louder at that, wishing it was
their own hands groping those big, soft jugs.

“Hey, watch it!” Jessie snapped.

“Refrain from talking during the search,”
Margaret droned, sliding her hands down Jessie’s stomach and over
her hips, then the woman crouched down so that her face was only
inches from Jessie’s bare ass.

“Can’t you go faster?” Jessie wailed, trying
to ignore all the leering faces behind the glass.

“I said be quiet,” Margaret warned as her
hands slid down the outsides of Jessie’s legs then moved to the
insides.

“Hey, some of those guys have their phones
out! Tell them to stop it! They can’t—hey!” Jessie staggered
a little as Margaret’s hands raced up her inner thighs then bumped
against her exposed pussy.

“Turn around,” Margaret ordered, standing
again. She put a hand on Jessie’s neck and steered the girl toward
the table, pushing her forward until Jessie was hunched over the
tabletop with her big tits pressed into the wood. “Spread those
legs. Wider.”

“What the hell are you doing now?” the girl
snapped as Margaret grabbed a tube from the table and squeezed a
blob of clear liquid into one gloved hand. “This whole thing is
bullshit! When I tell my manager, he’ll—ow, ow, hey,
stop!”

Jessie’s whole body tensed up as Margaret
thrust a finger into her pussy, wiggling it from side to side
before yanking it out again. The girl swore and was about to push
herself up from the table when she suddenly felt that same slippery
finger probing her asshole. “No!” she barked. “No fucking way!
Don’t you dare! Ahhh!” Despite Jessie’s protests, Margaret
shoved the finger deep into the girl’s tight ass then twirled it in
little circles, her knuckle pressing into the soft flesh of
Jessie’s ass cheeks. The girl shook and trembled like she was being
electrocuted, then she let out a loud gasp as Margaret pulled the
finger out again.

“Holy shit,” Jessie rasped, raising herself
up on her elbows so that her big tits swung down from her body. “I
am so fucking suing this place! You’ve got no fucking right
to do this!”

Margaret pulled off her gloves and dropped
them in the trash. “As I said, Miss Valentine, this is all standard
procedure which was clearly explained in the contract you signed.
Now let’s get you dressed so I can show you to your room.” When
Jessie bent to fetch the tray with her clothes in it, Margaret
pushed it back under the table with her foot. “No, those still need
to be searched. I’ll make sure they’re put with your other luggage,
and anything that doesn’t violate our protocols will be brought to
your room tomorrow morning.”

“Then what the fuck am I supposed to wear?”
Jessie growled.

Margaret went to the shelves along the wall
and pulled down another plastic bin, which had a label on the front
with Jessie’s name printed on it. “This is your admission package.
It’s got everything you’ll need for now.” She brought it to the
table and Jessie pulled out a long-sleeved white shirt and a pair
of pink pants with a drawstring waist. The shirt and pants were
both soft and lightweight, almost like pajamas. There was also a
pair of plain white cotton panties and a white bra, which Jessie
snatched up and scrutinized.

“There’s no way this’ll fit,” she grumbled,
pressing the cups to her tits. “It’s way too small.”

“Your manager gave us your sizes, Miss
Valentine.”

“Well, he gave them wrong, then.” She dropped
the bra back in the bin and picked up the white panties. “Holy
shit, even my grandmother would think these were ugly.”
Jessie dropped those too then grabbed the pink pants and pulled
them on.

“Miss Valentine, what are you—”

“I’m tired of those creeps staring at me,
okay?” she answered, snatching up the white shirt and pulling it
over her head. “So until I get my own things back, I’m going
commando.”

Margaret sighed and reached for her
clipboard. “I’m adding a note to your intake form that you refused
to accept our standard-issue undergarments.”

“You can add whatever the fuck you want as
long as you take me to my fucking room,” the girl hissed, tugging
on the hem of the shirt. It was a little tight, like the pants, but
at least she was covered up now. Without a bra, though, her big
tits jiggled beneath the thin fabric and her hard nipples poked
little dents into it.

“Sign here,” Margaret said, passing her the
clipboard, then she took a white plastic wristband out of the tray
and fastened it on the girl’s arm. Jessie’s name was printed on the
plastic, along with a barcode. “Now put on your shoes and follow
me.”

Jessie took the white slip-on canvas shoes
from the bottom of the tray and pulled them on, then Margaret led
her back out the way they had come, passing through a series of
sealed metal doors until they reached a long hallway with wooden
doors on either side. It had beige carpet and white walls and
looked like a hallway in a hotel, but while the doors on the right
side were numbered, the ones on the left had small plaques beside
them with names like Dining Room and Clinic
and Gym. Some of the doors with numbers were open and some
were closed, and a few girls dressed in the same white shirt and
pink pants as Jessie were milling around in the hallway, either
alone or talking in small groups. All of them stared at Jessie as
she passed, some of them smiling and others with blank looks on
their faces.

Holy shit, the girl thought, is
this what rehab is really like? It looks more like prison!

“Where are all the guys?” Jessie asked. “This
place isn’t women-only, is it?”

“Men’s rooms are on the south side of the
building, and women’s are on the north,” Margaret explained.
“Common rooms are in the center, with access from both sides. Every
room you’ll need to visit can be reached from this hallway, and
they’re all clearly labeled. Feel free to take a quick tour before
bed tonight.”

She stopped at Room 8 and touched a plastic
card to a scanner screen above the doorknob. “This is your room.
Your wristband works the same way,” she said, ushering Jessie
inside. “Just touch the bar code to the screen to unlock the door.”
She turned on an overhead light to reveal a small, simple room with
a bed, a night stand, and a dresser on one side and a sitting area
with an easy chair and a small table on the opposite side. The
colors were all shades of beige and white and the artwork on the
walls looked like something from a garage sale. Jessie walked to
the open doorway at the back of the room to find a tiny bathroom
with soap, shampoo, and a toothbrush and toothpaste lined up on the
sink.

“Are you sure I’m in the right room?” she
asked. “My manager didn’t book a suite or something?”

“All our rooms are identical, Miss
Valentine.”

“Identical to a Motel 6,” the girl muttered,
plopping down on the bed. “When did you say I get my stuff back? I
need my phone and my makeup and—”

“Your luggage will be inspected tonight, and
all approved items will be brought to your room tomorrow morning.
Now I recommend you get some rest, because you’ve got a busy day
tomorrow. Lights go out at eleven, by the way. You’re expected to
be in your room by then.”

“How do I call for room service?” Jessie
asked, looking around for a phone. “I’m fucking starving.”

“There is no room service, and food is only
served in the Dining Room during normal hours. If you have an
emergency, push the intercom button beside the bed. That will
connect you to the guard station, which is manned 24 hours a
day.”

Margaret gave a curt goodnight then left
Jessie alone in the room. The girl sat on the bed for a few minutes
looking around. No TV, no phone, no nothing. This sucks! She
stood and started pacing; she was used to crowds and music and
noise, and she hated being alone. She went back to the hallway to
see what was happening nearby, but most of the girls had gone back
into their rooms. She wandered down to the end of the hall,
studying the signs on each door. She peeked into one labeled
Activity Room and found a long room with sitting areas at
both ends and shelves stocked with books and magazines in the
center. A ping-pong table sat in one corner, along with a round
table stacked with cards and a few games. Each of the two sitting
areas had a TV playing at low volume, with one showing a nature
documentary and the other an aerobics instruction video. Both
played to an empty room, though, because not a single person was
there.

On the way back to her room, Jessie checked
out the ones on either side. The door to Room 9 was closed but Room
7’s door was open and a girl about Jessie’s age was sitting on the
bed and filing her nails. She was a small, slim Latina with a cute
face and straight brown hair that trailed down her back in a long
ponytail.

“Hey,” Jessie said, sticking her head inside.
“I just got here. You want to hang out?”

The girl looked up, surprised, and when she
saw Jessie’s face she stared for a moment, frowning. “Um…yeah,
sure, come on in.” The girl put her nail things down and stood up.
She was barely over five feet tall and had the slim, toned body of
a gymnast. “I’m Isabel. I guess we’re neighbors, huh?” The girl’s
eyes were wide and innocent and her voice was high, breathy, and a
little childlike, the way the ditzy female character on a TV sitcom
might talk.

“Yeah, it looks like it. And I’m Jessie, by
the way.”

Isabel stared again but then her mouth broke
into a huge grin. “Oh man, I knew it!” she gushed. “I mean,
I saw your face and I thought you looked just like her, but you’re
saying you actually are her? You’re Jessie Valentine? I
can’t believe it! Me and my friends love your music. If
we’re in a club and one of your songs comes on, we go totally
wild!”

“Thanks. What about you? I heard everybody
here is rich and famous, so what’s your story?”

“Who, me? Oh, I’m nobody…but my parents own
half the buildings in downtown Miami.”

“So, rich but not famous? And why’d they
stick you here? Booze?”

“No, I don’t drink that much….maybe a little
wine or champagne sometimes, but…I mean, my main problem is the
stuff they pass out at parties and clubs…ecstasy, meth, blow, stuff
like that…I get started and I just can’t stop…and when I crashed my
Jag into a tree, my parents finally said enough is enough.”

“And did it help? This place, I mean. Do they
really fix people?”

Isabel shuffled her feet and looked down at
the carpet. “Well, I…I mean, it’s hard to say. I guess the doctors
and therapists know what they’re doing, and some of the treatments
are really modern and high-tech, but…”

“But what?”

Isabel’s cheeks went slightly pink. “In some
of the sessions, you have to…you know…do stuff. Stuff you
don’t want to do. The doctors say it’s part of the program,
but—”

“Almost time for lights out,” a male voice
interrupted, and Isabel and Jessie both jumped. A plump middle-aged
guard had been passing by the open doorway, but he paused and stuck
his head inside the room when he noticed Jessie. “Well, well, well,
if it isn’t Jessie Valentine! I heard you were coming in tonight
but I was stuck down here while you were being processed. I really
wish I could’ve been there for that!” The man had thinning blonde
hair and a pink, fleshy face with chubby cheeks and a turned-up
nose, and his beady eyes glittered as they ran up and down Jessie’s
body.

“I’ll bet,” Jessie muttered. The guard didn’t
just look like a pig, he acted like one, too.

“Well, don’t worry,” the man said, chuckling.
“We’ve got plenty of time to get acquainted.”

“Who was that?” Jessie asked after the guard
sauntered off.

“That’s Pete,” Isabel said. “He’s one of the
night shift guards. Their station is down at the end of the hall,
but they usually wander around until the lights go out.”

“Pete the pig. How appropriate.” Jessie’s
stomach let out a growl and the girl looked around the room. “Hey,
do you have anything to eat? I’m starving.”

“Um…yeah, sure.” Isabel went to the
nightstand and took out a bag of sesame crackers. When she handed
it to Jessie, the other girl frowned.

“That’s it? Well, I guess it’s better than
nothing.” She popped one in her mouth and chewed. “How’d you get
these, anyway? Is there a place to buy snacks in here?”

Isabel bit her lip and looked at the floor
again. “No, they’re really strict about food and stuff. But…I mean,
you can get things if you…”

“If you what?”

Before Isabel could answer, the lights in the
hallway started blinking off and on. “Oh, it’s time already,” she
said. “We better get to bed.”

“But fill me in on everything tomorrow, okay?
I need to learn how stuff works around here.”

Isabel nodded, but she kept her eyes on the
floor the whole time.

 


 


 


 



Chapter 3.

 


 


Margaret came to Jessie’s room early the next
morning carrying the girl’s purse. Inside were her toothbrush,
hairbrush, makeup, and her birth control pills.

“What about all my other stuff?” Jessie
demanded. “My clothes, my phone, my—”

“Everything else is restricted,” Margaret
said bluntly. “The only reason you’re allowed to keep the pills is
because they were prescribed and they’re not dangerous to
others.”

Jessie snatched the purse from the woman,
fuming. She’d been so bored before bed that she’d read the fine
print of her contract and found out that pretty much
everything violated Black Oak’s policies; fancy clothes,
electronics, outside food and drinks, and even jewelry.

“What about my fucking underwear? I still
don’t have any!”

“I tried to issue you some last night, but
you refused.”

“Because I thought I’d get mine back!”

Margaret sighed. “We can address this later.
You’re late for your exams.”

“I have to eat first,” Jessie muttered. “I’m
dying from hunger. And I need a huge cappuccino, too.”

“No food until the nutritionist okays it. Now
come on, the medical team is waiting for you.”

Grumbling, Jessie followed Margaret down the
hall to the clinic, where a nurse took blood and urine samples and
measured her heartrate and pulse. The girl was then passed to the
nutritionist, who studied the test results and asked a lot of
questions before typing up a list of dietary restrictions. Jessie’s
last visit was to the exercise therapist, who asked the girl to
strip down to her underwear for a quick appraisal.

“I don’t have any underwear,” Jessie
muttered.

“Excuse me?” the woman asked, grinning. Her
name was Pam and she was in her thirties with a plain face, a slim,
toned body, and dishwater-blonde hair pulled back in a ponytail.
She wore black shorts and a grey T-shirt, no makeup or nail polish,
and Jessie guessed she had been a tomboy all her life.

“I wouldn’t take the ugly underwear they
tried to give me when I checked in, and they haven’t given mine
back yet.”

Pam shrugged, still grinning. “Well, I guess
you’re stripping down to the skin, then.”

“Why the fuck do I have to strip at all?”

“So I can see what shape you’re in before I
put together your exercise program. Come on, don’t be shy, it’s
just us girls here.”

They were in Pam’s office, which had a window
looking out into the gym. The gym was empty, though, so no one else
was in sight. Jessie grudgingly tugged off her shirt and pants then
stood there naked with her arms at her sides, biting her lip as she
stared straight ahead.

“Oh, wow,” Pam said. “You’re already in
pretty good shape. Awesome shape, actually.” Her grin got wider as
her eyes roamed up and down Jessie’s body. “And I just have to
say…and I know this might sound weird because I have a boyfriend
and I’m not, you know…I mean, I only date guys…but you are
really beautiful in person. Sometimes I don’t even recognize
famous people when they check in here, but you’re the real
deal.”

“Can I get dressed now?” Jessie muttered.

“Let’s do a little workout first so I can see
what kind of stamina you’ve got.”

Jessie pointed at herself with both hands.
“Like this? Are you kidding?”

“Well, you would be doing it in your
underwear, if you had any.”

Jessie gritted her teeth, her stomach
growling like a lion. “Fine. Let’s get this over with so I can have
breakfast.”

Pam clapped her hands. “Great! Let’s start
with some jumping jacks.”

Jessie had done jumping jacks a million
times, but she felt like an idiot as she did them in the nude with
her big tits slapping against her chest every time her feet hit the
ground. She shot glances out the window every few seconds to make
sure no one else was in the gym, and after about a minute Pam told
her to switch to running in place. Jessie obeyed, her tits jiggling
even more now. After a minute of that, Pam told her to switch to
squats. Jessie did them with her arms straight out, her curvy ass
bumping her heels each time her body sank down.

“Okay, that’s good,” Pam said. “Now let’s
check your pulse and breathing.” She held two fingers to Jessie’s
wrist for the pulse measurement, then put on a stethoscope and
pressed the little round chest-piece right between the girl’s big
tits, the back of her hand grazing a nipple as she did it. She
listened for a moment then said, “Very nice! I’ll work up a basic
wellness routine for you and we’ll start it tomorrow.”

Jessie pulled her clothes back on over her
damp, sweaty body then went down the hall to the dining room. It
was so late in the morning that the place was empty, so she sat at
one of the eight big round tables by herself. An attendant with a
handheld scanner attached to a pad computer came out and scanned
the barcode on Jessie’s bracelet then checked the information on
her screen. She disappeared into the kitchen and came back a few
minutes later carrying a tray with wheat toast, green tea, and
grapefruit juice.

“What the hell is this?” Jessie griped. “I
wanted bacon and eggs and coffee!”

“I can only serve you what you’re allowed to
have,” the attendant said, then she left Jessie to eat on her own.
The girl was so ravenous that she choked down the wheat toast even
though it tasted like cardboard, then she went back to her room to
shower. It was nearly lunchtime anyway, and hopefully they’d give
her something better then.

When Jessie went back to the dining room,
nearly a dozen people were there this time. Half of them were men,
who wore white shirts like the women but their drawstring pants
were navy blue. Everyone looked at Jessie when she came in, and a
few of them gasped or grinned when they realized who she was.
Jessie thought she recognized a few pro athletes and one or two
actors in the group.

Jessie sat down next to Isabel, who was
halfway through a big salad that was mostly lettuce. After the
attendant scanned Jessie’s bracelet, she brought her the same
thing.

“Ugh,” Jessie said after the first bite.
“This isn’t great, but at least it’s better than breakfast.” She
glanced around the room, which was plain but tasteful. The thing
was, it looked a lot more like the teacher’s lounge at a private
school than part of some ritzy resort. “So what’s up with this
place, anyway? I heard it was like the Four Seasons, but all the
rooms are totally blah and I haven’t seen a spa or a pool or
anything fancy.”

Isabel studied her salad bowl as she ate.
“You’ll have your first session with Dr. Pennington today. He’ll
explain everything.”

Jessie chewed another bite of lettuce. “What
about what you said last night about the food? There’s a way to get
other stuff if you want it?”

“Yeah, you can…I mean, the rules are pretty
strict, but the staff…some of them…”

“Jesus, girl, just spit it out. Are you
saying you can bribe some of these guys to give you extra
food?”

Isabel pushed her salad around with her fork
like she was looking for answers under the lettuce leaves. “Not
just that. I mean, not just food. And I didn’t say bribe. It’s
like…I mean, it’s complicated. The administrators and medical staff
leave by five, so at night the guards are in charge of everything
and all the rules change.”

“And what, they’re easier? They’ll give you
stuff the other people say no to?”

“Like I said, it’s complicated. You can—”

“Oh shit, I’m gonna be late for my
appointment with Pennington,” Jessie interrupted, glancing at the
wall clock. “We’ll have to finish this later.” She shoveled down a
few more bites of salad then walked to the guard station at the end
of the hall. The man on duty double-checked Jessie’s appointment on
his pad then led her through the locked doors to the doctor’s
office.

“Welcome, have a seat!” Pennington said. “How
was your first night?”

Jessie flopped down on one of the soft
leather chairs facing the desk. “Pretty lousy, actually.”

“Really? How so?”

The girl blew out a deep breath and flapped
her arms. “I don’t get it. You said this place is strictly for the
rich and famous, but it’s kind of a dump. The rooms are small and
plain, the food sucks, there’s no pool…it’s like a boarding school
or something.”

Pennington smiled as he leaned back in his
desk chair. “That’s the intention, Miss Valentine. Yes, Black Oak
is very plain and simple, and it is designed solely
for the rich and famous. Let me explain; the average citizen gets
addicted to drugs or alcohol for many reasons. Poverty, depression,
stress, anxiety…these are all conditions that can lead to substance
abuse. But many of the rich and famous get hooked on substances
just because they’re so widely available. When a person can
have anything they want and do anything they want, it
often leads to harmful consequences. Here at Black Oak, we take
away those luxuries and return our clients to a lifestyle of
simplicity. By removing the extravagance, we also remove the
mindset that provokes those dangerous choices.”

“Wow. So you make us feel poor for a few
weeks and then bang, suddenly we don’t crave the booze or the drugs
anymore?”

“Come now, Miss Valentine, this is only one
aspect of our complex treatment system. Your schedule will include
a variety of sessions including individual therapy, group therapy,
exercise, and other activities designed to strengthen overall
wellness. Before I set that schedule, however, I’d like to get to
know you a little better.” Pennington tapped some keys on his
computer then studied the screen. “Our file on you is mainly based
on public information gathered from interviews and feature stories.
Our researchers found quite a lot of information, but I’d like you
to fill in the blanks.”

Jessie yawned into her hand. Damn, I
really need that cappuccino right now. “Sure, whatever.”

“You have no musical background whatsoever,”
Pennington said, eyes still on the screen, “but in high school you
were known as an outgoing girl who loved to be in the spotlight.
You were on the cheerleading squad and the drill team, and you
always felt most at home in front of a crowd. You would cheerfully
stand on a table and sing at parties or other gatherings, and none
of your friends seemed surprised when you recorded a demo tape and
sent it out to talent agents like Mr. Silverberg. They were
surprised, however, when you signed a recording contract with a
record label within a matter of months. Quite a few magazines
claimed that was because of your looks and not your talent.”

“They can claim whatever they want. My
album’s sold five million copies so far.”

“Let’s take a look at your first video,
though,” Pennington said, swiveling his computer screen so Jessie
could see it. He tapped a few more keys and a video image of blue
sky and palm trees filled the screen, then the camera panned down
to show a group of teenagers swimming in a pool. As the music
started, Jessie’s head emerged from the crystal-blue water and she
used both hands to smooth her long, dark hair away from her face
before she started singing.

 


I’m gonna love you in the morning, love you
in the night

Gonna love you all day long and make you feel
all right

I’m never gonna stop because my love is
strong

I’m gonna love you all summer long

 


As the next verse began, Jessie climbed the
pool stairs in slow motion then stepped out of the water to reveal
her soft, curvy body packed into a tiny red bikini that barely
managed to contain her big tits. From there, the video followed
Jessie through a series of different outdoor scenes that showed her
at the beach, on a sailboat, and in a hot tub, wearing the red
bikini the whole time. The camera lingered on Jessie’s tits and ass
and there was even one shot of the girl crawling on her hands and
knees across the sand, first from the front to show her swaying
tits and then from the rear, with her curvy ass filling the screen
and just a hint of pussy hair peeking out from the edge of her
bikini bottom.

Once the video ended, Pennington shook his
head and gave a nervous laugh. “Well, then. After watching that,
it’s hard to argue that your stardom isn’t tied to your
sexuality.”

“Whatever. I mean, a pretty face and a killer
body never hurts when you’re trying to sell records.”

“But the public sees you purely as a sexual
creature. The tabloid rumors about your personal life are pretty
outrageous, so I have to ask; are any of them true?”

Jessie dropped her eyes and plucked at the
soft fabric of her shirt sleeve. “Okay, I did sleep with
Jason Wilder.” Jason was the lead singer of Hard Crush, the boy
band Jessie opened for during her first tour. “We were sort of
dating for a while. That is, we were hanging out during the tour
and stuff. But the rest of those rumors are all bullshit. In fact,
I’ve only slept with one other guy besides Jason, and that’s my
high school boyfriend. We were together for three years.”

“Interesting,” Pennington said, stroking his
chin. “So maybe the public’s image of Jessie Valentine really
is different from the real person. Maybe you’re just a
fun-loving, extroverted girl who got everything she ever wanted and
then took things a bit too far.” He stood and came around to the
front of his desk, sitting on the edge of it and facing Jessie so
that his knees nearly touched hers. “I think I’ve got all I need to
work up a therapy treatment. But before you leave, I’d like you to
do something for me. Lift up your shirt.”

Jessie’s jaw dropped. “What?”

“I believe you heard me.”

The girl just stared for a moment, her mouth
still open. “Why?”

“Because I asked you to.”

“You’ve got to be fucking kidding me,” she
said as she stood up. “What the fuck does this have to do with my
treatment?”

“As I said, your addiction stems from having
the power to do anything you want. To break that harmful cycle, you
need to learn to do what other people want.”

Jessie gave an ugly laugh. “Yeah, right.
That’s just psychobabble bullshit!”

“Miss Valentine—”

“You’re just some old perv who wants to see
my jugs now that you’ve got me here in person.” Jessie turned and
moved toward the door. “Well, fuck you. I’m leaving this place and
nobody’s stopping me.”

“Actually, the entire security force will
stop you. And if you resist, they might have to restrain you. Some
clients end up strapped down in their beds for hours at a
time.”

Jessie tried to yank open the office door but
it wouldn’t budge.

“That lock is electronic, and I control it,”
Pennington told her.

The girl spun around. “Let me out of here!
I’m calling Sam right now!”

“Phone calls are not allowed.”

“Then I’m fucking leaving!”

“As I said, you can’t leave until I allow you
to leave. You signed the contract, remember? You’re here until I
choose to release you.” He pulled out his phone and tapped the
screen a few times. The door made a clicking sound, and seconds
later two burly security guards entered the room. “Now then, how
shall we proceed? Will you follow my orders, or do you need
additional persuasion?”

Jessie eyed the open door. “I don’t care what
the fucking contract says. I’m breaking it.” She took a step toward
the doorway, but each guard grabbed an arm before she could move
another foot. They turned her firmly but gently around until she
was facing the doctor again, and now the girl’s eyes were wide with
panic. “Seriously? Don’t you know I’ll fucking sue you for every
penny you’ve got?”

Pennington chuckled. “On the contrary, it’s
I who will sue you if you don’t do as I say. You
did read the contract, didn’t you? You’re legally bound to
follow every order I give. If you don’t, I can take every penny
you’ve got, and every penny you make for the rest of
your life. Now then, will you do what I asked you to do?”

Jessie stood there trembling with the guards
still gripping her arms. She kept her eyes locked on Pennington’s
for a moment then muttered, “Fuck you.”

The doctor shrugged his shoulders. “All
right, then. I suppose you do need some extra persuasion.”
He rubbed his chin, thinking, then said, “Escort her to the Quiet
Room, please.” The guards nodded and led Jessie out of the office
with Pennington at their heels. They took her through a series of
locked doors into a hallway she hadn’t seen before, then paused
outside a white metal door with no number or sign on it.

“Black Oak doesn’t punish its clients, Miss
Valentine, but we do have several different ways to persuade them
to behave. I believe this one is the most appropriate for you at
this time.” He tapped his phone and the white door swung open to
reveal a room about the size of a closet, but totally bare. The
floor was rough concrete and the walls were plain and white. “We
call this the Quiet Room because it has absolutely nothing in it.
That makes it the perfect place for clients to think about their
actions and come up with better ways to address their problems. I’d
like you to stay in here until you’re ready to work out our little
disagreement. There’s a microphone in the ceiling, so just let us
know when you’d like to come out.”

“Hey, wait a—” Jessie began, but one of the
guards muscled her inside the room and closed the door before she
could finish.

The girl stood there for a moment, amazed at
how dark the little room was. She couldn’t see anything, not even
the hand in front of her face. What was she supposed to do now?
Just stand there? Hell no, she was at least going to sit. With her
back to the wall, Jessie slid down until her ass touched the
concrete. There was just enough room for her to stretch her legs
out, so she did that and also crossed her arms over her chest.
Fuck Dr. Pennington. I’ll just sit here and take a nap until
somebody comes to get me.

Most people enjoy peace and quiet, but Dr.
Pennington knew that a girl like Jessie, who craved music and
crowds and conversation, wouldn’t take long at all to start feeling
uneasy in the Quiet Room. After only 10 minutes, her ass was sore
from sitting on the concrete floor. After 20 minutes, she started
worrying that the room might have bugs in it. When half an hour had
passed, her bladder started tingling and she decided she really
needed to pee.

The girl stood up and started pacing, arms in
front of her to keep from bumping into the walls. The room was so
small that she could only take two steps in each direction, and
before long she felt disoriented and dizzy.

“Okay,” she told the darkness, “You can let
me out now.” She stood there trembling for a moment, but no one
came. “Seriously, I’m ready to come out. Can someone open the
door?” Still nothing happened, so the girl started pounding on the
door with the side of her fist. “Hello? Hello, can you hear me?” As
she pounded, her heart started beating wildly and her breathing
turned fast and ragged. Shit shit shit, what’s going on? Did
they forget about me? What if they leave me here all night?
Jessie pounded harder, then she turned her face toward the ceiling
and started yelling at the top of her lungs. “Please let me out!
I’m sorry, okay? I’ll do what you want! Please just open the
door!”

When her throat got raw from yelling, Jessie
slumped down onto the floor again. Tears were streaming down her
face now and her teeth were chattering. The room was so black that
the darkness seemed to be eating her alive, swallowing her whole.
She clutched herself and whimpered, her heart like a jackhammer in
her chest.

The girl screamed as the door suddenly opened
and light spilled into the room. Dr. Pennington and the two guards
stood outside, staring down at her.

“W-what time is it?” the girl blabbered as
she scrambled to her feet. “What day is it?”

Pennington chuckled. “Miss Valentine, you
were only in the room for two hours. I’m glad you changed your mind
in such a short time.”

“D-didn’t you hear me yelling? I’ve been
calling for someone to let me out forever!”

“Yes, I did…but I was waiting until I
was ready for you to come out, and now I am.”

Blinking and rubbing her eyes, Jessie
followed the doctor back to his office with the guards trailing
behind. Once they reached the room, Pennington dismissed the two
men and closed the door behind them.

“Now then, you say you’re ready to obey my
instructions?”

Jessie looked down at the carpet and
nodded.

“Good, because I’ve changed my mind. I don’t
want you to just lift up your shirt, I want you to take it
off.”

Jessie swallowed hard. She was hungry and
thirsty and really needed to pee, and two hours in that tiny, dark
room had drained all the fight out of her. Biting her lip, she
grabbed the bottom of her shirt, pulled it over her head, then
dropped it on the floor.

Pennington let out a deep sigh as he stared
at the magnificent pair of bare tits in front of him. “My god,
they’re even more perfect than I imagined. Put your hands behind
your back, Miss Valentine, and stay perfectly still.” The girl did
as she was told, but she did flinch when the doctor grabbed her
tits in both hands and started groping them, kneading the warm,
soft flesh and pinching the taut nipples. Soon his cock was hard as
steel under his suit pants. “Come over here,” he ordered, releasing
the girl’s tits and walking behind his desk. He collapsed into his
chair, turned it sideways, then pulled a tube of hand lotion out of
a drawer as Jessie came and stood timidly in front of him.

“On your knees,” he told her, unzipping his
pants. “And keep those hands behind your back. Yes, that’s it. Now
lean forward.” The doctor lifted his ass from the chair and shoved
his pants down around his ankles then sat down again. Jessie’s bare
tits were now dangling right above his cock, which was stiff and
twitching with excitement. He squirted lotion into his palm then
began smearing it over the girl’s jugs, using both hands to massage
the greasy stuff into her soft flesh. Jessie gritted her teeth and
kept her eyes lowered the whole time, afraid to say a word.

Once the girl’s tits were slick and shiny,
Pennington scooted forward and put a hand on her bare back,
pressing her down further into his lap. Now her warm tits were
mashed against his crotch, and the doctor grabbed one in each hand
and slid his hard cock into her cleavage.

“Oh, yes,” he moaned. “Your tits feel so
good, just like I imagined when I watched your video.” Pennington
started jerking his hips, pressing Jessie’s tits tightly together
as he worked his cock up and down between them. They felt like warm
silk against his dick, and he gasped and muttered under his breath
as he used those big jugs to jack himself off, his fingertips
buried deep in the soft flesh. Jessie was still so dazed from her
hours in the dark room that she was hardly even aware of what was
happening.

After only a couple of minutes, Pennington’s
breathing turned ragged and his balls started to tingle. The doctor
bucked his hips faster, panting wildly, then he let out a deep
groan as his cock spurted jets of cum on Jessie’s neck and tits,
thick wads of it that coated her skin and ran down her chest in
sticky white streams. The girl knelt there with a glazed look on
her face, barely flinching as the cum spattered against her.

Pennington sighed and leaned back in his
chair. He tugged a handful of tissues from the box on his desk and
handed some to Jessie, then wiped his crotch with the rest. “I
suggest you take a shower and get some rest before dinner,” he
said. “You’ll find fresh clothes in your dresser.”

Like a sleepwalker, Jessie pulled her shirt
back on then staggered back to her room. She stood under scalding
water in the shower for a full 10 minutes then got out and stared
at herself in the mirror. Her body was just as fabulous as ever,
but her face was now slack and her eyes had a vacant, haunted look
in them.

Back in the bedroom, Jessie opened the top
drawer of the dresser to find two more shirts and pairs of pants
identical to the ones she already had, plus a white T-shirt with
the Black Oak logo on it along with a pair of pink jogging shorts.
Still no panties or bras, though.

She tossed a fresh set of clothes on the bed
and walked toward the bathroom to brush her hair. Halfway there she
heard a soft click and froze in the center of the room, still naked
and damp. She gazed around the room but saw nothing, then she
noticed a flash of light coming from high up on the door, like
sunlight winking on a piece of glass. She crept over to the door
and studied it, but found nothing unusual.

Jessie went to the bathroom and brushed her
hair with stiff, mechanical motions then locked eyes with herself
in the mirror again. “What the fuck have you gotten yourself into?”
she muttered.

 


 


 


 



Chapter 4.

 


 


Jessie sat with Isabel again at dinner, and
the other girl immediately knew something was wrong. “You had your
first session with Dr. Pennington, right?” When Jessie nodded,
Isabel lowered her voice and asked, “Did he…I mean, did you…did he
make you do something?”

Jessie nodded again. They had brought her
some kind of weird vegetarian quiche and she pushed it around with
her fork as she stared at her plate. “First he wanted me to lift my
top up and I said no. So he put me in this dark room for a few
hours, and when he finally let me out, he made me do something even
worse.”

“Yeah, he likes using the Quiet Room,” Isabel
muttered. “It’s pretty scary, but it’s not the worst thing about
this place. Just pray they never use the silencer on you.”

“The silencer? What the fuck is that?”

“That’s the—” Isabel began, but she snapped
her mouth shut as the Dining Room attendant came and began clearing
their plates. As the two girls walked back to their rooms, Isabel
leaned close to Jessie and spoke in a voice barely above a whisper.
“They’ve got different ways to make people follow orders here. Some
of them are pretty tame, but some aren’t. The bottom line is, if
you want to stay sane and get out of here one day, you just have to
do what they want.”

“But shit, Isabel, this isn’t a fucking
prison! They’re supposed to help people get better!”

“Yeah, I know…and supposedly they do, but the
way they run this place sure makes it feel more like
prison.” They had reached their rooms by then, and Isabel told
Jessie to wait outside the door while she fetched something. She
went in her room and came back with her nail file. “I found out
about this by accident about a week after I got here, but I’ll show
you now so you’ll know.” She took hold of the number plate on her
door, which was about the size and shape of a playing card, and
touched the end of her nail file to a tiny slot on the side of it.
“The guards have a special key for this, but all you need is
something small and flat.” She poked the file inside the slot then
pulled on the number plate, which swung down on a small hinge like
the door of a cabinet to reveal a round metal plate about the size
of a quarter which was the same color as the door. Isabel pushed
the round plate upward with her fingertip and Jessie saw a glass
eyehole.

“I stepped out in the hallway one night and
saw Pete looking through one of these a few doors down from me. He
said it’s so they can make sure the clients aren’t violating Black
Oak policies, but I think they just like to spy on the girls when
they’re getting out of the shower or changing clothes.”

Jessie remembered the flash of light she’d
seen coming from her own door earlier that day, and her hands
clenched into fists at her sides. Those fuckers.

“Oh, crap,” Isabel muttered. She flipped the
number plate back over the eyehole then leaned casually against the
door as Pete the pig wandered down the hallway from the guard’s
station. His blue uniform shirt was so tight that his gut strained
against it, and a collection of keys and other items dangled from
his leather belt. At first Jessie thought he wasn’t carrying any
weapons, but then she noticed something that looked like a
nightstick. It was only a foot long, though, and about as big
around as a sausage; the nightsticks she’d seen on the belts of New
York cops were much bigger and heavier.

“What’re you girls doing?” Pete asked as he
stopped in front of them.

“Nothing, we just came back from dinner,”
Isabel answered quickly.

Pete shrugged, his thick lips twisting into a
grin. “Well, you got a new package from your boyfriend today.
There’s a long letter in there, and some of those weird crackers
you like, and a bunch of other stuff. I can drop it off if you
want.”

Isabel smiled, but her big brown eyes
crinkled at the corners like she’d just been jabbed with a pin.
“Oh, okay. Sure, that would be great.”

As Pete walked back to the guard’s station,
Jessie whispered, “Wait a minute! I read the contract last night
and it says clients can’t get any mail while they’re here! No
letters, boxes, nothing!”

“I know, but…it’s like I said before, when
the guards are in charge, all the rules change.”

Jessie’s eyes went wide. “So Pete gives you
the box…and then you do something for him?”

Isabel looked down and shuffled her feet.
“It’s tough to be all alone in here, okay? The extra food and stuff
is great, but what I really want is the letters. Carlos isn’t just
my boyfriend, he’s my fiancé. We’re getting married soon. That’s
one of the reasons why my folks want me to clean up my act.” The
girl went silent as Pete came back carrying a small box that had
clearly been opened and retaped, then she said goodnight to Jessie
and sort of nudged the other girl away with her head. Jessie took
the hint and went into her own room, leaving the door open as she
sat down on the bed. She heard a muttered conversation then the
click of Isabel’s door closing.

Jessie stood and started pacing. She had
thought she was tired, but now she was agitated. She didn’t want to
be alone in this stupid room with nothing to do. Maybe she’d go to
the Activity Room and stare at the TV for a while. She glanced at
Isabel’s door as she went back to the hallway, then paused and put
her ear to the wood. No voices, no sounds at all. She ran a finger
along the number plate, thinking, then went and got her own nail
file. Glancing both ways to make sure no one was around, Jessie
swung the number plate down like Isabel had then gently pushed the
round plate aside and put her eye to the spyhole.

The girl stifled a gasp. She could see most
of the room and had a clear view of Pete sprawled out in the
recliner, his uniform pants down around his ankles and his big pink
gut exposed. Isabel was on her knees in front of him, her head
bobbing up and down as she sucked his cock. The small girl was
working fast, her head darting forward each time like a bird
snatching up a worm, her lips locked tight around the man’s shaft,
her cheeks hollowed from the suction. Her eyes were shut tight and
her face was wet with tears.

Pete lay there twitching and groaning softly,
his eyes shut as well, then the guard reached down and grabbed
Isabel by the pony tail. Holding it like a handle, he started
thrusting his hips faster and the girl gagged as Pete’s cock jabbed
deeper into her mouth. Isabel tried to wriggle backward but the
guard kept a tight grip on her hair, his cock stabbing into her
mouth and causing one of her cheeks to bulge. Pete thrust faster
and faster, mouth open, panting hard, then he let out a deep moan
as he pulled Isabel’s head tightly into his groin. The girl
whimpered and batted at the guard’s legs, but he held her tightly
in place as he shot his wad into her mouth.

After about 10 seconds Pete finally let
Isabel go, and the girl coughed and sputtered as she pushed away
from him. “I t-told you not to push it so deep! I couldn’t even
breathe!”

Pete let out a deep, satisfied sigh as he
stood up, his cock still stiff as it bobbed beneath his big gut.
“You don’t tell me anything,” he said as he pulled up his
pants. “You ask me, and I usually say no.”

Isabel stayed on her knees as the guard
tucked in his shirt and buckled his belt. She moved her lips
silently and grimaced, trying to get the taste of cum out of her
mouth. As Pete turned toward the door, Jessie slid the metal piece
back over the spyhole then moved the number plate back into place
as quietly as she could. She scampered back into her room, leaving
the door open as she plopped down on the bed and started filing her
nails. Moments later Pete came back into the hallway and stuck his
head into her room. “I’ve got something for you, too,” he said, and
Jessie’s heart lodged in her throat as the guard stepped inside and
held out a sheet of paper.

“What’s this?” she asked, taking it.

“Your new schedule. Read it over tonight.
Miss Kruger will stop by tomorrow morning, just like today. If you
have any questions, ask her.”

As Jessie skimmed the paper, Pete’s eyes
roamed up and down her body. “Are you looking for something?” the
girl finally snapped.

The guard shook his head. “Nope. Just
wondering where I’m gonna put it first.”

“What did you say?”

“Relax, diva. It always takes a few days for
the new girls to loosen up, but after that, you’ll be begging me
for a visit.”

Jessie’s jaw dropped and she stood there
staring as Pete wandered off down the hallway. She muttered
asshole under her breath then went back to studying the
sheet of paper. From now on, she would have group therapy on
Monday, Wednesday, and Friday and individual sessions with Dr.
Pennington on Tuesday, Thursday, and Saturday. Exercise was
scheduled five days a week, and so were Art Therapy and something
called Holistic Therapy. She would have a physical exam and a
meeting with the nutritionist once a week. The only day that was
mostly labeled “free time” was Sunday.

Jessie dropped the paper and rubbed her face
with both hands. And how many times a week will I get a visit
from Pete the pig? How come that’s not on the schedule?

She paced around her room for a while with
her door open, wondering if Isabel would come back out, but she
never did. After a while, the girl got stir crazy and went down the
hall to the Activity Room. Three guards she hadn’t seen yet were
clustered around one of the sofas at the far end of the room,
chuckling as they counted out loud together. Their thick backs
blocked Jessie’s view, so she moved quietly along the wall until
she could see past them. She gasped when she saw what was happening
on the sofa. Two girls were sitting on opposite ends, one a young
blonde and the other an attractive Asian woman in her mid-thirties.
The Asian woman was naked from the waist up and was cupping her
bare tits in her hands. Her eyes were squeezed shut and her teeth
were chattering, and when Jessie looked closer she saw water
dripping down the woman’s stomach. The young blonde watched with a
scared look on her face as the three guards kept counting out loud,
giggling the whole time. When they got to 30, the Asian woman
yanked her hands away from her chest and several ice cubes fell to
the carpet. The woman’s small, firm tits glistened with water and
her dark nipples were as hard as rocks.

“Nice job,” one of the guards said. “Here you
go.” He tossed a tiny bottle of shampoo onto the sofa then he and
the others turned to leave, but they stopped when they saw Jessie.
“Oh hey, it’s the pop star!” the man said, and the group approached
her. The guard who had spoken was tall and skinny and his name tag
read Stan. The second man was short and chubby with a red
crewcut, and his name was Randall. The third guard was a stocky
blonde woman whose name tag said Bridget.

Stan looked Jessie up and down. Most of his
dark hair had fallen out and only a few wispy strands were still
stuck to his skull. With his bony frame, dark eyes, and his big
toothy grin, he looked like a perverted skeleton. “So, you finally
came down for some fun! You want to play a little game, too?”

“N-no, I’m just looking around. I’m going
back to my room in a minute.”

Stan shrugged. “Suit yourself. But if you
change your mind, we’re here all night.”

After the guards left, Jessie went over to
the sofa. The Asian woman had pulled her shirt back on but she was
still shivering, and the waistline of her pants was wet.

“What the hell was that about?” Jessie
asked.

The Asian woman frowned at Jessie, her teeth
still chattering. Her shoulder-length black hair was sleek and
shiny, and she had perfect cheekbones and plump, pouty lips. “If
you don’t know, you must be new,” she said with no trace of an
accent in her voice.

“Yeah, I am. I’m Jessie.”

“Sarah,” the other woman muttered, hugging
herself tightly. “You’re the singer, right? I’m a lawyer with
Davis, Carlyle, and Stevens. My firm handled your overseas royalty
contracts.”

“Oh, okay. Um, cool.” Jessie nudged one of
the ice cubes with her foot. “So what’s the deal with this
shit?”

Sarah let out a sigh then snatched up the
bottle of shampoo. “Sit down.”

Jessie plopped down between Sarah and the
young blonde, who gave a shy smile and slid over to make more
room.

“You just got here?” Sarah asked.

“It’s my second day.”

“And the guards have left you alone until
now?”

“I’ve had a pretty busy schedule, and this is
the first time I’ve come down here.”

“Wait a minute, I saw you eating dinner with
Isabel. She didn’t fill you in on everything?”

Jessie flashed back to the image of Isabel on
her knees with Pete’s greasy cock in her mouth. “I know you can
bribe the guards to get extra stuff, but what you were doing looked
pretty fucked up.”

Sarah nodded and swiped a lock of hair
angrily away from her face. “Oh, it’s definitely fucked up.
Isabel’s right, you can bribe these assholes to do just about
anything. But that’s not the only dirty thing they do. After the
medical staff leaves for the night, these guys take over and start
playing little games with all the women. They use food and
cosmetics and other stuff as prizes, then they make us do stuff to
earn it. Sometimes it’s a dare. Other times they’ll set up some
kind of contest to make us compete against each other.”

“So that thing with the ice cubes…that was
like a dare or something?”

“Yeah. I’ve been complaining about how cold
this place is ever since I got here, so they thought it would be
funny if I held those ice cubes to my bare tits for 30
seconds.”

“And you went along with it to get, what,
some shampoo?”

Sarah grimaced. “I know it sounds vain, but
the shampoo they put in our rooms is pure crap and my hair’s been
dry as a bone.”

“So…it was shitty and mean, but nobody
made you do it.”

“The guards don’t make you to do
anything, but if you don’t play by their rules, this place is
fucking miserable. Trust me, I’ve been here for two weeks and I’m
about to lose my mind.”

“I kissed Candy,” the blonde girl said
abruptly.

Jessie frowned and turned to face her. “Huh?
You what?”

“Candy’s a girl,” Sarah clarified. “She’s not
saying she kissed a fucking lollipop or something. And she’s
Heather, by the way.”

“Candy was my best friend in here,” Heather
continued. She was small, slim, and wore her blonde hair in a
braid. “We were watching TV and the guards heard us say how much we
wished we had some popcorn, so they brought out a bag of it and
said we could have it if we kissed for one minute. At first we
didn’t think it would be so bad, but they didn’t just want us to
kiss. They made us use our tongues, then they made me touch Candy’s
boobs and they told her to put her hand down my pants.”

“And you did it? All for a fucking bag
of popcorn?”

“You’re still new,” Sarah snapped. “You don’t
know how bad it gets in here. We’re all used to having anything we
want, but after a week or two of crappy food and no frills or perks
at all, people get desperate. A month ago I was getting my hair
styled in the most expensive salon in New York, and tonight I just
tortured myself with ice cubes for a fucking two dollar bottle of
shampoo. That was Bridget’s idea, by the way. The male guards
normally ask for sex stuff, but Bridget gets off on seeing the
women squirm.”

“Shit,” Jessie muttered. “That’s harsh.”

“Yeah, tell me about it. And the crazy thing
is, they do most of that shit right out here in the open with no
fear at all.”

“And nobody gets in trouble for it?”

Sarah barked out an angry laugh. “You’ve had
your first session with Pennington, right? Then you know how he
feels about the patients here. We’re just raw meat to be used and
abused however they want.”

The three women stared at the floor in
silence for a while until Jessie finally murmured goodnight and
left. She was halfway to her room when she heard whistling in the
hallway behind her, and when she turned around she saw tall, bony
Stan strolling in the opposite direction with a small box in his
hand. He ducked back into the Activity Room, and Jessie followed
him then peeked through the doorway. Stan stood in front of the
sofa again, the box held in front of him.

“Somebody left some chocolate in the break
room,” he said in a song-song voice. “Who wants a piece?”

Heather and Sarah glanced at each other, then
both stood up.

“Come on, you know the drill,” Stan
urged.

Heather stuck her thumbs in the sides of her
drawstring pants then pushed them and her panties down to her knees
to reveal a neatly-trimmed blonde bush. Sarah stood gritting her
teeth for a moment then she shoved her pants and panties down too
until her thick black pubic hair was visible. Stan grinned wickedly
as the two women each picked a piece of chocolate out of the box
and started chewing it, their pussies still exposed.

Jessie had to admit that the chocolate looked
delicious, but as she padded silently back to her room, her stomach
churned so badly that she thought she might throw up.

 


 


 


 



Chapter 5.

 


 


Margaret Kruger showed up bright and early
the next morning. “Any questions about your schedule? No? Good. You
should know where all the rooms are by now. And I assume your new
clothes were delivered?”

“Yeah, but no underwear,” Jessie
muttered.

“We’ve been over this already. Since you
refused the ones I tried to issue you, you’ll need to fill out a
request form. But we don’t have time for that now. Your group
therapy session starts soon, and you should stop by the Dining Room
first.”

After choking down another miserable
breakfast of wheat toast and green tea, Jessie made her way down
the hall to the Therapy Center. It was the biggest room she’d seen
so far, at least 50 feet long. In one half of the room, 20 chairs
were arranged in a rough circle. The other half of the room had a
stage at the end with an enormous screen behind it, nearly the size
of a movie theater screen. At the moment, blue sky and fluffy
clouds were being projected on the screen. The clouds drifted as
men and women entered the room and took their seats in the circle
of chairs as Dr. Pennington stood in the center and greeted each
one with a smile. Bridget and Randall, two of the security guards
from the previous night, stood on either side of the stage.

Heather and Sarah were there but they didn’t
pay much attention to Jessie so the girl waited for Isabel to
arrive. “What the hell’s the stage for?” Jessie muttered after they
sat down together.

“It’s part of the therapy. See those boxes
and other stuff off to the side? They—”

“Let’s begin, shall we?” Pennington said,
taking the last empty seat. “And I’d like to introduce a new client
today. Everyone, please welcome Jessie Valentine.”

Most of the men and women smiled and said
hello or welcome or nice to meet you, and the
men looked especially happy to see Jessie. A few faces looked
really familiar, and Jessie wondered how many of these people she
had seen on TV or in magazines.

Pennington rubbed his palms together. “Now
then, since this is Jessie’s first session, I’ll explain how things
work as we go along. The main purpose of group therapy is to
discuss issues that affect everyone, but we also tackle the
problems of individual clients and try to solve them with peer
feedback. For example, our last session ended with Shawn trying to
work through his guilt about losing the Super Bowl. Shall we
continue with that?”

A good-looking, muscular black guy started
talking and Jessie remembered right away who he was; Shawn
Jefferson, the star quarterback whose team lost the last Super Bowl
by just one point. Shawn took a lot of heat afterwards for staying
out late and partying the night before the game, and some fans said
Shawn’s drinking had cost the city its first championship. Shawn
talked about his feelings for a while, with Dr. Pennington and a
few of the other clients chiming in with comments and
suggestions.

“Well, that was constructive, but now I think
it’s time for a Learning Scene,” the doctor said, motioning toward
the stage. Shawn looked a little nervous as he stood and walked
toward it, where Randall was waiting with a large shopping bag. He
gave the bag to Shawn, who took it then disappeared through a
doorway beside the stage. “This is a revolutionary part of our
treatment plan,” Pennington said, turning to Jessie. “Using modern
technology, we simulate a real-life situation which teaches a
valuable lesson about our behavior and its consequences. And by
putting the scene on a stage, with an audience, that negative event
is literally in the spotlight. The client realizes they can’t hide
the problem any longer and must confront it.”

Shawn came out on stage wearing a full
football uniform, complete with helmet and cleats. The jersey was
red, just like his real one, with his last name across the back. He
climbed the steps and stood in the center of the stage, waiting.
The huge screen behind him had gone blank, but suddenly it blazed
to life again and showed a backdrop of an outdoor stadium packed
with fans whose cheers blared from hidden speakers. Pennington
pulled a slim wireless microphone from his jacket pocket and began
speaking.

“It’s the night of the big game,” he said,
his voice joining the crowd noise from the speakers, “and the fans
are betting that Shawn Jefferson can bring home the trophy. He’s
the league’s top quarterback, and after three years he’s finally
carried his team to their first Super Bowl.” Shawn turned and
looked up at the screen, the scene so lifelike that he nearly
raised a hand to wave to the fans. “The fans are cheering now,”
Pennington continued, “because they don’t realize that Shawn is
hung over from a hard night of partying. But what if they
had known that in advance? And what if they knew Shawn would
end up losing the big game because of it?” The huge screen faded to
black, then a different video appeared. Now the fans were angry,
waving their fists and booing. Shawn hung his head as the crowd
screamed and cursed, his shoulders slumped.

Pennington let the video run for several
minutes before he turned it off, and Shawn was nearly in tears as
he climbed down from the stage.

“Wow, that was pretty intense,” Jessie
muttered to Isabel.

“Believe me, it gets worse. Some of the
Learning Scenes are really humiliating, especially for the girls.
Sometimes the doctor brings actors on stage, and then things get
really brutal. See that chubby girl over there? Last week
she had to act out this scene where she was fighting with her mom,
and the actress playing her was yelling her head off and even
slapped her around.”

“Holy shit,” Jessie whispered as Shawn came
back in his regular clothes and sat down again. “And that’s
supposed to be therapy?”

“So, Shawn,” Pennington began, “how did it
feel to hear boos instead of cheers from the Super Bowl crowd?”

“Pretty crappy,” he muttered, staring at the
floor. “It was really depressing and humiliating.”

Someone barked out a laugh, and everyone in
the group turned to look at a slim blonde woman sitting hunched
over with her arms resting on her legs. She was about 40 with blue
eyes and sharp, delicate features, and her straight hair was cut in
a chin-length bob.

Pennington asked, “Do you have something to
add, Mindy?”

Now Jessie knew why the woman looked
familiar; she was Mindy Ludgate, a news anchor for New York’s most
popular TV station. She was beautiful, talented, and had won tons
of awards for her reporting, but she had been off the air for weeks
now because of what the station called “personal issues.”

“Yes, I do,” Mindy snapped. “I’d like to add
that Shawn here is a fucking crybaby if he gets that upset by a few
boos.”

“Now Mindy, let’s all be supportive. We—”

“This is bullshit, and everybody knows it,”
she interrupted. “When you put a man up on that stage, you
handle him with kid gloves. But when it’s a woman, you drag
her through the fucking mud. This isn’t therapy, it’s just a way
for you to get off!”

Jessie guessed Mindy had been at Black Oak
for a while. Some of the other clients were still fresh-faced and
energetic, but Mindy’s limp posture and the dark circles under her
eyes made her look tired and worn-down.

“Hey, new girl, you know what he made
me do a few days ago?” Mindy said to Jessie. “I had to sit
on that stage stark naked and pretend I was anchoring my news show.
They put a desk up there and made the background look just like my
newsroom. And as if that wasn’t bad enough, the doctor here
kept telling me to spread my legs wider and wider until everybody
could see my—”

“That’s enough, Mindy,” Pennington said, an
edge in his voice now.

Mindy suddenly shot out of her chair. “No,
it’s not enough!” She pointed at another woman. “You tell
her! Or you! He’s done it to all of us!” Mindy looked around then
pointed at a pretty teen with long black hair. “And you, for
god’s sake! What he made you do was fucking unbelievable!”

“Sit down, Mindy. I won’t ask you again.”

“Fuck you, I’ll sit down when I feel like it!
I’m tired of keeping my mouth shut while you do whatever you want!
I’m tired of it and sick of it and everybody else should be, too!
You can’t treat us like this! You’re supposed to be a doctor, not
some fucking porn director!”

As Mindy ranted, flailing her arms and
shaking her fists, Pennington motioned for the two security guards.
Once they got closer, Jessie heard him mutter the silencer
to Bridget. The woman nodded and the corner of her mouth curled up
in a grin. She was young and tough-looking with dirty blonde hair
and a sturdy body dominated by heavy tits and a big ass. She also
had muscled arms and large, rough hands, like some farm girl who
spent her days doing heavy labor.

The two guards seemed to know this routine
well. They looked at each other and nodded, then Randall grabbed
Mindy by the shoulders and pushed her down on her knees as Bridget
pulled one of those weird-looking black batons from her belt. She
then took out a little foil packet, ripped it open, and pulled out
a lubricated wipe that she used to rub down the baton as the male
guard tugged Mindy forward until she was on her hands and knees.
Now the woman was blabbering so badly that no one could understand
her, her voice getting high-pitched and hysterical as Bridget
yanked down Mindy’s pants and panties to reveal a smooth white ass.
Jessie watched the whole scene in awe, her jaw dropping when
Bridget placed the tip of the skinny black baton against Mindy’s
asshole and gave it a sharp shove.

The effect was instantaneous. Mindy stopped
blabbering as her neck snapped back and she stared at the ceiling
with her eyes and mouth wide open, like a wolf howling silently at
the moon. Her whole body trembled and tears leaked from the corners
of her blue eyes as she stared upward at nothing, her firm ass
cheeks clenched around the handle of the baton as the other eight
inches of it sat lodged in her rectum.

Jessie had never seen anything like it; one
second Mindy was yelling and thrashing and the next she was still
as a statue, like she’d gone into an instant coma. The scene was
awful but she couldn’t tear her eyes away from Mindy as the
normally proud, confident woman knelt on the floor with that long
black baton up her butt. All the other clients were staring at her
too, especially the men. Some lowered their heads to get a look at
the woman’s blonde snatch while others let their eyes wander over
Mindy’s smooth, tight ass.

“Mindy, are you ready to calm down and rejoin
the group?” Pennington asked.

At first the blonde didn’t respond, but then
her head jerked up and down a few times in a frantic yes.
Pennington motioned to the guards and Bridget yanked the baton out
with one swift motion, making Mindy gasp. She then collapsed onto
her side, moaning and clutching her ass for a moment before she
finally reached down and fumbled her panties and pants back up to
her waist. She rose slowly, still trembling, and when she
delicately sat back down, she let out a little hiss of pain.

Pennington smiled at the group. “Now then,
where were we?”

“That was insane,” Jessie said to
Isabel later at lunch. After the group session was over she’d had
an hour of art therapy followed by an hour of stupid meditation,
but she’d spent the whole time replaying Mindy’s punishment in her
mind. “I mean, how the fuck can they get away with stuff like that?
It’s fucking torture!”

“Dr. Pennington explained it one time,”
Isabel murmured, looking around the lunchroom. “He said that thing
works so well because it’s both mental and physical. Something
about people not liking their asses messed with, and just the
thought of it makes them tense up. He also said there’s some muscle
up there that makes people freeze if you poke it. So I guess they
call it the silencer because once they stick it in, everything just
stops.”

“So they’ve never done that to you?”

Isabel shook her head furiously. “God no. I
just…I mean, I learned pretty quick that it’s best to do what they
say. They only use that thing if someone’s really out of
control.”

After lunch, Jessie changed into her shorts
and T-shirt then went to the gym for her exercise session. A few
other clients, both men and women, were working out when she got
there and the girl was especially self-conscious about the way her
big, braless tits jiggled under the thin material of the white
T-shirt.

“Still no underwear?” Pam asked, chuckling.
She wore a gray shirt and black shorts, her hair in its usual
ponytail. “Oh well, at least they gave you gym clothes. Okay, let’s
start you off with some warmups.”

Pam led Jessie through a series of stretches
and light aerobics, and afterwards the girl’s damp, sweaty clothes
stuck to her like a second skin. Pam told her to run a few laps,
and Jessie felt ridiculous as her big tits flopped like crazy under
her shirt. The other patients in the gym grinned at her as she
jogged past them, and the men stopped their own exercise routines
to watch the girl’s soft curves jiggling under the thin, wet
material.

After a half-hour workout, Jessie was panting
so hard she had to sit on the ground while Pam checked her pulse
and heartrate.

“You know, you’re really in great shape
physically,” Pam said. “Some of the people in here need the
exercise, but for you, this is kind of a waste of time.”

“Well, this waste of time is probably gonna
make me feel like shit for the rest of the day,” Jessie muttered,
still panting. “Do I really have to do this five times a
week?”

Pam stroked her chin. “Tell you what…let me
think about it, and maybe I can come up with something a little
less stressful.”

Jessie showered then took a long nap before
dinner. Isabel was trembling with excitement when Jessie sat down
at the table, and she gripped the other girl’s wrist and said,
“Guess what? In my session with Dr. Pennington today, he said I can
leave soon!”

“Really? Like when?”

“Probably not tomorrow, but maybe the next
day. Isn’t that great?”

Jessie mumbled I guess, but she was
secretly depressed that her only friend in the place was about to
vanish. When Isabel went to her room after dinner, Jessie walked
down to the Activity Center. She was exhausted, depressed, and
dying for a drink, and it was about damn time to find out if she
could get one. Heather and another girl were there watching TV, and
Mindy the blonde news anchor was sulking by herself in a corner.
Jessie nodded at Heather then wandered around the room looking for
something interesting. She grabbed a fashion magazine off the rack
and plopped down in an easy chair to skim through it, and a few
minutes later Bridget and Randall came in.

“You look bored,” the tough blonde guard
said, crossing her arms over her big tits.

“I am bored,” Jessie said, “and I’m
also thirsty. Any way to get a drink in here?”

Randall chuckled, his soft belly jiggling.
“That’s a good one. You expect to find a bar in a rehab
center?”

“Well…I heard people can get things in here
if they’re willing to pay for them. So how about I flash my tits
and you bring me a little something?”

Randall let out a sigh and ran a hand over
his red crewcut as his eyes dropped down to Jessie’s chest. The
girl saw the feverish look on the guard’s face and knew she had
him; after all, every man in America had been dying to get a look
at her tits since her first song hit the charts. While Randall
stared, Jessie grabbed the bottom of her shirt and yanked it up to
her chin then quickly pulled it down again.

“There, now you’ve had a free peek at what
some magazines offered me a million bucks to show. So how about
that drink?”

“That was too fucking quick! I didn’t even
get a good look!”

“That’s not my fault. Now you—”

“He doesn’t even have any booze,” Bridget
interrupted. “But I’ve got a flask of vodka in my purse, so
if you want a sip, you have to make a deal with me.” The
guard rubbed her chin for a moment then grinned wickedly. “You
know, whenever I see one of your videos, I think about what a
naughty girl you are…and most naughty girls could use a good
spanking.”

Jessie coughed out a laugh. “Seriously? You
want to spank me?”

“Let’s say…five little whacks for one shot of
vodka. Deal?”

Jessie shook her head and laughed again. She
couldn’t believe she would even consider saying yes to something so
dumb, but now that she knew about the vodka, she could practically
taste it on her tongue. Besides, her first boyfriend had smacked
her ass a few times when they were fucking, and it hadn’t been that
bad. After all, she had plenty of padding back there.

The girl dropped her magazine and stood up.
“Okay, deal. But where…”

“Over here,” Bridget said, pointing at the
ping pong table. “It’s tall enough for you to bend down right on
top of it.”

Jessie felt like an idiot as she walked to
the table and leaned over it with her arms and her tits pressed to
the surface. The other women in the room watched, knowing something
was up. “Just make it quick,” the girl muttered. “I don’t
want…hey!” Without warning, Jessie’s drawstring pants were yanked
down to her ankles, leaving her bare ass exposed. And in this
position, the guards could probably see her pussy, too!

“Be still and be quiet,” Bridget warned as
she snatched one of the paddles from the top of the table.

“No!” Jessie barked. “You didn’t say—ow!” The
skin on Jessie’s ass stung as Bridget brought the paddle down with
a sharp smack, first once, then again, then three more times. After
she was done, Jessie’s skin was burning and she slumped forward
with her red ass cheeks still exposed. By the time she caught her
breath and managed to push herself upright, Bridget was gone.
Randall watched with glee as Jessie struggled to pull her pants
back up, and the guard’s dick got rock hard as he stared at
Jessie’s exposed bush and her round, curvy ass.

Bridget came back with one of the tiny
plastic cups the doctors gave out pills in. “Here’s your reward,”
she said, grinning, “but you might want to drink it standing
up.”

The two guards chuckled as Jessie drained the
sip of vodka, which was barely enough to wet her tongue. “Th-that’s
it?” she whined. “I don’t even get a full cup?”

“You’re lucky you got that much, so I
hope it was worth it,” Bridget told her. “I know I enjoyed
it, though.”

 


 


 


 



Chapter 6.

 


 


Jessie had to sleep on her stomach that
night, but by the time she woke up her ass was finally a little
less tender. She kept shifting in her chair at breakfast, but
Isabel was too excited about leaving to notice. And when Jessie got
to Dr. Pennington’s office for her appointment, she sat sideways in
the big leather chair to keep the weight off of her sore
cheeks.

Pennington went through his usual
psychobabble about the pressures of the entertainment industry,
with Jessie mostly nodding along in silence. After a while, he
stood up and came to sit on the front of his desk. His legs were
spread wide as he grinned and reached for his zipper.

“Seriously?” Jessie snapped, tears stinging
her eyes. “So this is how all the sessions are gonna be from now
on? A few minutes of talk and then you whip out your dick?”

Pennington smirked as he lowered his pants
and did just that. “As I told you, Miss Valentine, a large part of
your therapy involves learning to do things you don’t want to do.
It’s a key element in breaking the bad habits you’ve adopted by
living a lifestyle where everything you ever wanted was delivered
on a silver platter.”

“Well, go fuck yourself, because I’m
not touching that thing,” Jessie snapped, trying not to look at the
stiff cock bobbing just a few feet in front of her.

“You’ve seen how affective the silencer is,
Miss Valentine, and you’ve already spent time in the Quiet Room.
Sometimes a patient is given both, back to back. And those are only
two of the many methods we use to maintain order here.”

Jessie’s lip trembled and her knees began to
shake because she knew she had no choice. It didn’t matter if she
screamed and fought or just got down on her knees and did it; one
way or another, Pennington was going to use her to get off. The
mental picture of that black rod going up her butt was a hell of a
lot worse than rubbing her tits over the man’s scrawny dick.

The doctor smiled as Jessie slid off the
chair and onto her knees. Now his dick was only a foot in front of
her face. “W-what do you want? The same thing as before?”

“No, this time I want you to lick it. Not
suck, but lick, like a cat cleaning itself. Start with my
balls.”

Jessie grimaced as she inched forward. The
doctor’s crotch smelled musty and his meaty, dangling balls were
covered in stiff dark hair. Cringing, she stuck out her tongue and
licked one of them, making it swing. Yuck! It’s soft and spongy
and tastes like sweat! The girl took one more small lick then
Pennington put a hand on the top of her head and pulled her face
forward until her nose was buried in his smelly crotch.

“Lick harder and faster, Miss Valentine. Get
those filthy balls clean.”

Jessie did as she was told, trying not to gag
as she lapped at the doctor’s nuts. She squeezed her eyes shut and
tried not to think about what she was doing, but every time she got
a pube in her mouth she had to stop and cough it out. Gross,
gross, gross! Pennington got impatient whenever she pulled her
head away, yanking her forward again by the hair and mashing his
cock and balls against her face. He kept a tight grip on her hair
and used it to steer her mouth around his crotch as she licked,
moving it from his balls to his shaft and then to the head of his
cock. After a few minutes Jessie’s tongue got tired, and soon the
girl was panting with exhaustion. Every time the girl’s hot breath
blew across Pennington’s crotch, the doctor moaned a little louder.
His cock was twitching and tingling now and he knew he was
close.

After a dozen more licks, the doctor yanked
Jessie’s face away from his crotch and groaned as his cock started
spurting. Thick wads of jizz splattered onto Jessie’s face, coating
her nose and cheeks and chin. She tried to pull away but the doctor
kept a tight grip in her hair to hold her in place until his balls
were finally empty and Jessie’s face was coated with white, sticky
goo.

Pennington let out a deep sigh and released
Jessie’s hair, then he stood and pulled his pants back up. The girl
stayed on her knees, crying and trembling, as the doctor went to
his desk drawer and came back with a handheld mirror. He held it in
front of Jessie’s face, and the girl cringed when she saw the ugly
mess staring back at her.

“This is what addiction does to a person,
Miss Valentine,” Pennington murmured. “Remember that as you walk
the path to recovery.”

 


* * *

 


The arts and crafts class and meditation
session went by in a haze, with Jessie spending most of her time
staring at the floor. Even though she had scrubbed her face in the
sink for five minutes, she could still feel trickles of warm cum
dripping down her skin. She shuddered every time she remembered the
experience, and was still obsessing over it as she ran her daily
laps in the gym.

Jessie wasn’t a prude. She had fucked her
first boyfriend hundreds of times during their years together. But
she wasn’t crazy about sucking dick and always made her boyfriend
pull out of her mouth when he was about to cum. That sticky, sleazy
stuff had always grossed her out, and she hated the way it smelled.
Seeing her face covered with it in the mirror had almost made her
puke.

By the end of her workout routine, Jessie was
even more miserable. She asked Pam if she had come up with another
solution, and the woman smiled and said she was still working on
it.

At dinner that night, Isabel had suddenly
gone from ecstatic to miserable.

“What’s wrong?” Jessie asked. “I thought you
were thrilled about getting out of here tomorrow.”

“I am, but…but Pete came to see me today
and…and…” The girl’s eyes were bright with tears and her words
seemed stuck in her throat.

“But what? You’re almost free, Isabel, You
don’t have to give in to him anymore!”

Isabel shook her head slowly. “No, you’re
wrong. Because now…now it’s d-different.”

“What the fuck do you mean? What’s
different?”

“He knows all about my f-fiancé. Since he saw
the letters, he’s got his name and address. He knows how to get in
touch with him. And today he told me…he told me…that if I don’t do
what he wants tonight, he’ll tell my fiancé everything. He says he
even used his phone to take pictures of me with his…his
thing in my mouth. He says he’ll show them to my fiancé if I
don’t give him a really good time tonight.”

“Damn, that sucks, but…I mean, come on,
Isabel, you’ve already blown the guy more than once. Is one more
time gonna hurt?”

Isabel was crying harder now. “He wants more
than that now. I always told him I would never let him do anything
else because I’m engaged, but now he doesn’t care. He s-says I just
have to l-lay there and take it, no matter what.”

Jessie didn’t know what to say. She was too
worried about her own situation to help Isabel with hers, plus the
girl only had one day left. Jessie had no idea how much longer
she would be stuck in that hellhole. So she patted Isabel’s
hand and tried to make her feel better, but the girl was still in
tears when she got up to leave. Jessie sat by herself in the dining
room for a few minutes then went back to her own bedroom, where she
laid on the bed and hugged her pillow. Her stomach grumbled and she
was still starving after the measly little salad they had given her
for dinner. Should she go down to the Activity Center and beg for
more food? What would they make her do this time, and would
it be worth it?

After a while, Jessie heard little noises
coming through the wall from Isabel’s room. At first she thought
someone was laughing, but it was different from that, lower and
uglier, almost like a dog growling. Jessie got her nail file from
the bathroom and went into the hallway, where she quietly popped
the number plate on the door so she could look through the spyhole.
When she did, her breath caught in her throat.

Isabel was lying naked on the bed, face down,
with Pete on top of her. The guard’s pants were off and his big
belly made a meaty slapping sound against Isabel’s ass cheeks every
time he slammed his hips forward. The girl was crying, and the
sounds Jessie had heard were coming from her twisted mouth; one
sharp, deep grunt of pain each time Pete thrust into her. Based on
the girl’s expression and the way her whole body was tensed up,
Jessie guessed Pete’s cock was up the girl’s butt.

Jessie’s hand trembled as she slid the number
plate back in place and returned to her room. She sat on the edge
of the bed and fidgeted for a while, her mind racing. There was no
question about it; she had to get free. She needed to find a phone,
call Sam, and tell him to come and get her the hell out, even if he
had to bring the cops with him.

The girl went back to the hallway and padded
to the guard station at the end of it. The guard at the desk was a
big black guy she had never spoken to before. He was messing with
his cell phone when Jessie walked up, but he put it down and smiled
when he saw her.

“What can I do for you?”

The girl glanced at the man’s nametag then
gave him her biggest smile. “Hi, Marcus. I was…um…that is, I was
wondering…could I borrow your phone real quick?”

The guard’s smile vanished. He was stocky,
broad-shouldered, and his head was shaved bald. “No, ma’am.
Patients aren’t allowed to make phone calls.”

“But, I mean…Dr. Pennington said it would be
okay…”

“If Dr. Pennington said you could make a
call, he would let you use the phone in his office.”

Jessie tried smiling and batting her
eyelashes and even wiggling her tits a little, but Marcus wouldn’t
budge. The girl finally gave up and walked to the Activity Center;
she knew the guards had a break room nearby, and maybe it had a
phone in it as well. The big room was empty, and Jessie was about
to leave when Stan and another guard walked in. This one was a
short Latino man named Fernando who was built like a fire hydrant;
broad chest, stubby arms and legs, and a big bald head with a
fringe of dark beard around the mouth.

“Hey, it’s the pop star,” Stan said. “You
looking for some fun and games?”

“Damn, girl,” Fernando muttered, his eyes
glued to Jessie’s chest. “You got some serious titties under that
top.”

Jessie blushed red as both guards chuckled.
“Um, I was wondering…is there a phone I can use?”

Stan stopped laughing. “I’m sure you know the
rules by now. Patients aren’t allowed to make phone calls.”

“But I really want to call my boyfriend, just
to say hello. I only need a minute, that’s all.”

Stan started to say no again, but Fernando
stopped him. “And just how much would you pay for a minute of phone
time, sugar?” One hand wandered down to his crotch and he squeezed
the bulge that was growing beneath his pants.

Jessie took a step backward, fidgeting
nervously. “Look, I’m not…nobody’s touching me, okay? I might play
one of your silly little games if that’s what it takes, but that’s
all.”

Fernando sneered. “Just go back to your room,
then. We can’t do nothing for you.”

“No, hang on,” Stan said. He motioned to the
other guard and the two stepped away, talking in hushed voices.
Then Fernando started chuckling and said sure, sure, that sounds
good. They came back to Jessie and Stan said, “Okay, you can
have your minute of phone time if you’re willing to work for
it.”

“What kind of work?”

“We’ll show you.”

The guards led Jessie out of the room and
down the hallway to a locked door. Stan opened it with a key card
and the girl followed the men into a second hallway. She could see
the break room straight ahead, and off to the side was a bathroom
with the door open. Stan clicked on the bathroom light and waved
Jessie inside. It was a big room, about ten feet square, with plain
white walls and a white tile floor. A lone toilet sat in one corner
with a sink and trash can beside it. Some wadded paper towels were
scattered on the floor and the tile was streaked with water stains
and dirty footprints. The toilet smelled bad and had a dark ring
around the inner rim.

“Here’s the deal,” Stan said. “You clean this
bathroom and you can make your call.”

Jessie looked around. “Seriously? You want me
to clean?”

“What’s the matter, princess? Worried about
messing up your nails?”

Jessie grew up in a house where maids did all
the cleaning, and she had one now who cleaned her place from top to
bottom twice a week. Still, how hard could it be? Just spray some
bleach and rub it around with a sponge, right? But why did these
idiots want her to do it? Just to knock the high and mighty
celebrity down a few notches?

The girl shrugged. “Okay, fine. If that’s
what you want, I’ll do it.”

“Great! Just one thing, though. You have to
strip first.”

“What??”

“You gotta clean in the buff, girl,” Fernando
said, grinning.

Jessie stood there fuming while Stan fetched
a bucket, a mop, some rags, and a spray bottle. She thought about
telling the guards to fuck off and forget it, but then her mind
flashed back to Isabel face-down on the bed with Pete grunting on
top of her. As weird and gross as this bathroom chore was, it could
be a lot worse. And if she didn’t get out of this place soon, it
could be Pete’s cock up her ass before too long.

The guards stood with their arms folded on
their chests as Jessie nervously peeled off her shirt and pants.
Both men sighed when they saw those big tits, the long legs, and
the juicy ass, and Jessie instinctively shrank back against the
wall with one arm over her body and the other hand clutching her
clothes. She looked around for a clean place to lay them, but Stan
said Here, I’ll take care of them and snatched them from her
hand. Jessie picked up a rag and the spray bottle, staring at them
like they were alien objects that fell out of the sky from
space.

“Ain’t never cleaned a bathroom before?”
Fernando asked. “It’s easy, just spray and wipe. Do the sink and
toilet first, then mop the floor last.”

“And you two are gonna stand there and watch
the whole time?”

Stan grinned, his thin face looking even more
skeletal. “A show this good has to have an audience. Besides, you
love performing in front of a crowd.”

Gritting her teeth, Jessie turned around and
got to work. There was no way to cover her body as she cleaned, and
she was painfully aware of how exposed she was. When she leaned
over to scrub the sink, her big tits swayed like mad as they hung
down from her body. And when she got down on her knees to clean the
toilet, her bare ass was pointing at the men with her naked pussy
peeking out from between her thighs. Her tits were mashed against
the toilet seat as she hunched over, scrubbing madly and wrinkling
her nose at the smell.

The girl did her best to ignore the guards
while she worked, but she heard them snicker and whisper to each
other from time to time. Cleaning the whole bathroom took her
nearly half an hour, and once she finished mopping the floor she
turned and gasped when she saw that both men had their phones out
and pointed at her.

“Y-you assholes!” she blurted. “What the fuck
are you doing?”

“Just recording this for posterity,” Stan
said. “This might be the only time the great Jessie Valentine
cleans a shithouse in her whole life!”

“I can’t believe you!” she spat, flinging the
mop aside. “Okay, I’m done. Now where’s the damn phone?”

The guards led her down the hall to the break
room, which had a table and chairs in the middle and a desk against
one wall. Stan pointed to the desk and looked at his watch.
“There’s the phone. You’ve got exactly one minute, starting
now.”

“Wait! Give me back my fucking clothes
first!”

“After you’re done. We need to speed this up
and get you out of here in case somebody else comes in.”

“But I—”

“You just wasted 10 seconds. You’ve got 50
left.”

Jessie flapped her arms in frustration and
snatched the phone up. Thank god Sam’s number was the only one she
knew by heart. She stabbed the keys and waited, but the phone
stayed silent.

“Nothing’s happening! It’s not ringing!”

“You have to press 8 to get an outside
line.”

“Fuck! Why didn’t you—”

“Just 30 seconds left.”

Jessie tapped the cutoff button, dialed 8,
waited for the tone, then dialed Sam’s number again. After a few
agonizing seconds, she finally heard the first ring….then the
second…

“Time’s up,” Stan announced, snatching the
phone from her hand.

“No! That’s not fair!”

“A deal’s a deal.” He thrust her clothes at
her. “Here, put these on quick.”

“You fucking cheater!” she wailed, swatting
the clothes out of his hands then slapping at the man’s face. “Let
me make my fucking call! I did what you said, now give me the
fucking phone back!”

Jessie flailed and kicked at Stan until
Fernando ran up behind her and wrapped his thick arms around her
waist, grabbing a tit in each hand as he tried to wrestle her under
control. The nude girl kept thrashing and yelling, swinging her
arms and kicking her legs as she tried to make contact with one of
the guards.

“Somebody’s gonna hear this,” Stan told
Fernando. “We’ve got to shut this down fast.”

Fernando nodded and motioned to the table.
“I’ll hold her while you do it.”

Groaning, the guard lifted Jessie’s feet off
the ground and swung her body around until she was facing the break
table. Then he kicked one of the chairs out of the way, grabbed
Jessie by the neck, and pressed her down until her tits were mashed
flat to the tabletop. He kept one hand on her neck and the other on
her back as Stan pulled the long black baton from his belt, greased
it down with a wipe, then touched the tip to Jessie rectum.

“No!” the girl barked. “Don’t
you—noooooooo!”

The yell came as the first inch of the
silencer went up her ass, but when Stan crammed another six inches
up her butt, the girl’s voice was suddenly choked off and she lay
sprawled there with her head back and her eyes and mouth wide open,
her body trembling like she was locked in a freezer. Jessie
couldn’t think or speak or move; the only sensation she felt was
the thick, hard baton up her ass, with her aching rectum clenched
painfully around it. Tears leaked from her eyes as the girl
shuddered violently for a moment before her head dropped to the
table with a dull thump.

A few seconds went by while Stan kept his
grip on the baton and Fernando kept his grip on the girl. When
Jessie didn’t move or speak, the two men looked at each other and
nodded. Stan yanked the baton out with one swift motion and Jessie
gasped as her knees went weak and dark spots swam in front of her
eyes until the whole world vanished in one black, inky puddle.

 


 


 


 



Chapter 7.

 


 


The burning pain in her ass was what woke
Jessie up. She rolled over in bed, confused. What happened? How
the fuck did I get here? She got up and staggered to the
bathroom, walking gingerly because her ass was still on fire. When
she saw herself in the mirror, she cringed. Her hair was a tangled
mess, her shirt was on backwards, and she still smelled like bleach
and sweat from cleaning the bathroom. As she took a hot shower,
vague images came back to her of Stan and Fernando wrestling her
into her clothes and half-dragging her down the hallway to her
room.

God, what a fucking nightmare. And those
assholes probably never planned on letting me make an actual phone
call, because they would’ve gotten in huge trouble if Sam or the
cops had shown up. That means you’re most likely stuck here until
they decide to let you go, so all you can do is try your best to
make it out of here without losing your mind.

Jessie put on clean clothes and headed to
breakfast. Isabel’s door was open, and her room was already empty
except for a maid who was changing the sheets. Jessie sat next to
Heather and Sarah in the Dining Room, hoping to form new alliances
now that her one friend was gone.

“Looks like you’re having a hard time sitting
down,” Sarah remarked.

“Yeah, I got a little loud last night and the
guards decided to shut me up.”

“The silencer?” Heather asked in a whisper,
her face going pale.

“Yeah. Did they ever do it to you?”

“Oh, god no. I’ve seen them use it on some of
the other women, though. I just keep quiet and do what they tell
me.”

While they ate, Jessie learned that Heather
came from a wealthy family and got hooked on pain killers after a
ski accident. Sarah’s vice was speed, which she took in order to
make it through the 80-hour work weeks her firm demanded.

“Honestly, I thought rehab might be like a
vacation,” the lawyer said, “until I learned what actually happens
in here.”

“But how do these fuckers get away with it?”
Jessie asked. “The doctors, the guards, all of them? Why don’t
people sue their asses once they get out the door?”

“Didn’t you read the contract? It’s fucking
iron-clad. Since Pennington claims his treatment methods are all
secret and proprietary, he could sue your ass if you say
anything to anybody. Seriously, he could wipe a person out. I’ve
gone over that contract with a microscope and there’s no way to get
around it.”

“But this is fucking abuse. It’s fucking
sexual assault.”

“And we all paid a ton of money to go through
it, didn’t we? And when those guards dangle something nice in front
of us, we get down on our knees and do whatever they want.” Sarah
rubbed her hands roughly over her face then looked at her watch.
“Okay, enough griping. It's time for group therapy.”

The Therapy Center was nearly full when they
got there. Once everyone was seated, Dr. Pennington announced that
since Jessie was the newest member of the group, they should start
the session by focusing on her issues. He began by asking questions
about her life and career, which the girl answered with brief
mutters as she sat hunched in her chair with her legs crossed and
her arms wrapped around herself.

“I think Miss Valentine’s body language is
telling us something,” Pennington said. “See how she’s built a wall
around herself with her arms and legs? Once the body comes out in
the open, the feelings come out in the open. Miss Valentine, please
stand up.”

Jessie did it grudgingly, but then the doctor
made her stand in the middle of the big circle, in full view of
everyone. That still wasn’t enough, though, so the doctor then told
her to undress.

“What?? Why??”

“Because you’re still afraid to reveal
yourself fully to the group. This way, you’ll truly be baring your
soul.”

Jessie knew it was just more psychobabble
bullshit designed to get her naked and humiliated, but Dr.
Pennington wouldn’t let up and the two guards on duty seemed ready
to “persuade” the girl if they needed to. Jessie finally gave in
and stripped off her clothes, her cheeks glowing bright red as she
stood in the center of the room with dozens of eyes crawling up and
down her naked body as she talked about the struggles of being a
pop star. Most of the men didn’t hear a word she said because they
were too focused on her tits and ass and pussy, their cocks stiff
under their drawstring pants. The girl whose face had been on every
TV screen and magazine cover over the past year was suddenly
bare-ass naked in front of them, with every inch of her soft,
supple skin fully exposed. Even Pennington seemed more interested
in the girl’s body than her confessions, merely nodding while she
spoke. The only time he interrupted was to bark at Jessie to drop
her hands to her sides if she tried to move an arm over her tits or
her crotch.

After half an hour of rambling, Jessie was
finally allowed to get dressed and sit down. She pulled her clothes
on in a huff and hugged her body tightly again, trying to make
herself invisible as Dr. Pennington started talking with other
members of the group.

By the time Jessie got to the Exercise Room
that day, she was in no mood for her workout. She was exhausted,
humiliated, and her ass was still so sore that it hurt when she
walked, which meant jogging would be unbearable. Pam could tell the
other woman was in an awful mood so she ushered her into her office
and closed the door.

“Rough day, huh?” she asked.

“Yeah, you could say that. So did you come up
with a way for me to skip my workouts? I am so not in the
mood today.”

Pam grinned shyly, fidgeting. “Well…actually,
yeah, I did.” She closed the blinds on the window that looked out
onto the gym, then perched on the edge of her desk. “So like I
said, you don’t really need the workouts. But Dr. Pennington
wants all the patients to do some physical activity five times a
week, so…”

“So what? You figured out something
else I can do?”

Pam fidgeted even more now, then she started
to blush. “Yeah, well…the thing is, I could get in big trouble for
breaking the rules…but as long as you report here for your
workouts, maybe nobody’ll ever find out that you’re actually doing
something else.”

Jessie flapped her arms in frustration. “But
what the fuck will I be doing? Just spit it out!”

“Um…I want you…to use your tongue on me.”

Jessie’s jaw dropped. “Are you fucking
serious? You want…but you’re not even gay! You said you have a
boyfriend!”

“I do, but the thing is…I mean, it’s kind of
embarrassing to talk about it, but…you see, I have a hard time…you
know, going all the way. Climaxing, I mean. I’ve always been that
way, ever since I started having sex. It’s just tough for me
to…orgasm.” She giggled and covered her face. “Jeez, I can’t
believe I’m saying all this. But anyway…so, one time while I
was…you know, taking care of myself, I found out that my…my butt is
super-sensitive. If I rub my finger or, you know, something else
around the outside of it, I can…come pretty fast. And it feels
really good. So one night when we were in bed and my boyfriend
was…you know, using his mouth on me, I asked him to go a little
lower. He didn’t really want to, but he did it anyway and when
I…you know, came, it was like a million fireworks going off at
once. But afterward, he said it was gross and told me he never
wants to do it again.”

Jessie wanted to laugh, but she was too
exhausted. Instead she shrugged her shoulders and stared at the
floor. “So now you want me to do it? You don’t just want me
to go down on you, you want me to lick your fucking
asshole?”

Pam squealed with embarrassment. “Yeah, I
know, it’s just…well, a girl’s tongue feels the same as a boy’s
tongue, and…I mean, I’m really not gay or anything, but you’re so
beautiful and…well, you’re Jessie Valentine, for god’s sake!
Just knowing it was your tongue on me would probably make it feel a
hundred times better!”

Jessie sat there staring at the floor, her
mind going numb, but then she glanced up at Pam’s desk and noticed
the phone. “If I…so, listen, if I do that for you, would you let me
make a call? Just one, and a really quick one?”

Pam stopped giggling and shook her head
somberly. “Oh no, I couldn’t do that. If anyone found out, they
would fire me. Phone calls are totally forbidden.”

“Please, Pam? Seriously, I just—”

“No, I can’t.” The exercise coach stood from
her desk and walked toward the door. “That deal I told you about is
your only offer. You have to come here five days a week no matter
what. You can either spend an hour out on the track, or you can
spend 10 minutes in here with me. It’s your choice.”

Jessie hung her head. Once again, the Black
Oak staff was waving a reward in front of her face but then handing
her a steep bill to pay for it. She wasn’t gay either, but she
didn’t get grossed out by girl-girl stuff. She had kissed one or
two girls when she was high, and had secretly wondered what it was
like to be with one. But like Pam’s boyfriend had said, butt stuff
was just gross.

“Would you…is there any way I could…just do
it the normal way? Lick your pussy, I mean? Maybe we could…you
know, do it for each other.”

“No, that wouldn’t work. My boyfriend would
lick me there all day long, but that’s not what does it for
me.”

Jessie’s shoulders felt so heavy that she
couldn’t even shrug them. She finally just nodded and said okay,
her voice coming out in a rough whisper.

Pam beamed with delight as she peeked through
the blinds then checked to make sure the office door was locked.
“Do you mind if I turn out the lights? I’m a little shy.” Once the
room was dim, she sat down on the couch beside Jessie then lifted
her hips and slid her shorts and panties off. “I guess…I mean, I
think it would work best if you got down on the floor.”

Jessie dropped to her knees in front of the
other girl, who spread her legs wide and inched her ass to the
front of the sofa. Jessie had caught glimpses of other girls’ pubic
hair in locker rooms or when she was changing clothes with friends,
but this was the first time she had seen a pussy wide open like
this. Pam’s blonde pubic hair was wild and unshaved, and her pussy
lips were already slick with excitement. Below, her asshole looked
like a tiny wrinkled flower.

I can’t fucking believe I’m doing
this, Jessie thought as she leaned forward. Now her face was
only inches from Pam’s crotch, and the combined smell of the girl’s
pussy and ass was nearly overwhelming. She opened her mouth and
moved closer, and Pam shuddered as the girl’s warm breath touched
her skin. Jessie stuck out her tongue but realized she didn’t
really know what to do, so she just poked Pam’s asshole with the
tip of it. The girl let out a little moan, so it must have felt
good. Jessie did it again, but then Pam grabbed the back of
Jessie’s head and pulled her forward.

“Stick it up there!” she said in a harsh
whisper. “Get it inside! Use it like a dick!”

Now Jessie could barely breathe and just
wanted to get her face out of Pam’s crotch as soon as possible. She
shoved her tongue inside the girl’s ass, gagging at the bitter
taste. Pam squealed and bucked her hips, jerking them up and down
as Jessie kept working her tongue in and out. Then Pam took one
hand off Jessie’s head and stuck a finger deep into her snatch,
rubbing her clit as Jessie tongued her butthole. Soon Pam was
quivering like crazy, and seconds later she let out a strangled cry
as an orgasm rocked her body from head to toes. She held Jessie’s
head in place as she moaned and shook, finally releasing it as she
dropped her arms and sighed.

“Oh my god,” she moaned. “Oh my freaking
god, that was awesome.”

Jessie looked around for something to clean
her face with. Both sweat and pussy juice were smeared over her
mouth and cheeks, and she needed to wipe it off before she puked.
Pam gave her a box of tissues and she grabbed a handful and
scrubbed her skin with it as she tried to swallow enough spit to
get the bad taste out of her mouth. It was bitter and smoky and
made her want to guzzle a whole bottle of mouthwash.

“So, same time tomorrow?” Pam asked
cheerfully when she unlocked the door and ushered Jessie out. The
girl stared at the floor, shoulders slumped, as she plodded down
the hallway toward her room. She had been a winner all her life;
prettiest girl in school, head of the cheerleading squad, and a
world-famous singer. But after all that success she finally knew
the taste of failure, and it tasted just like another girl’s
asshole.

 


 


 


 



Chapter 8.

 


 


Jessie could barely get out of bed the next
morning knowing what was in store for her that day; another session
with the pervy Dr. Pennington, then a second private meeting with
Pam, and who knew what other disgusting things she’d have to do
before the day was over?

She sat with Heather and Sarah again at
breakfast, but the slim blonde left for a session right after
Jessie sat down.

“She’s lucky,” Sarah remarked after the
blonde left. “Heather’s so plain that they don’t mess with her
much, but every guard in this place has had their eyes on you since
day one. Most of these guys have old, fat wives and some aren’t
married at all. Having you locked in here is like a dream come
true.”

“But for me, it’s a nightmare,” Jessie
muttered.

“Look, just do what you have to do to get
through the program. Don’t be a Mindy.”

“You mean Mindy Ludgate, the news
anchor?”

“Yeah, her. They’ve let a few women out since
I got here, but Mindy’s been here fucking forever. I don’t know if
their bullshit treatment really works, but Mindy’s not even trying.
She fights them every step of the way. And the crazy thing is,
she’s so desperate for all the things she can’t have that the
guards have got her wrapped around their little fingers. She looks
like such a little princess on TV, but I’ve seen her do things even
cheap whores won’t do.”

“Holy fuck.”

“Holy fuck is right. So just suck it up, do
your time, then get the hell out of here.”

Sarah’s words were still echoing in Jessie’s
mind as she sat through her session with Dr. Pennington. The doctor
droned on about self-esteem, self-worth, self-love, self self self,
blah blah blah, while the girl stared blankly ahead and nodded. She
knew he would want to do more than just talk, though, and at the
end of the session he told Jessie to rest her arms on his desk and
bend over. When the girl didn’t move, Pennington said, “I
understand you’ve already shared a personal experience with the
silencer. I assume you wouldn’t like a second encounter.”

Don’t be a Mindy, don’t be a Mindy the
girl told herself as she swallowed hard and obeyed; she had
wondered how long it would take before the doctor tried to get
between her legs, and today was obviously the day.

Pennington tugged Jessie’s drawstring pants
down to her ankles and admired her full, round ass. “What a lovely
sight,” he said, stroking her soft skin, then his hand moved lower
and he probed her pussy with one finger. “And how fortunate for all
of us that you take birth control pills. It would be a shame to
miss the full experience.” The doctor dropped his own pants and
rubbed his stiff dick between Jessie’s legs, parting her slick lips
with his cockhead. “I can only imagine…” he began as he inched
himself inside of her, “…how many of your fans…would give
everything they have…for the chance…to do this!”

Jessie gasped as Pennington thrust himself
all the way inside her, burying his dick to the root. He stood
there for a moment with his knees shaking, savoring the hot, wet
feel of the young girl’s cunt, then he grabbed her hips and
starting pounding. Jessie’s body shook as the doctor rammed into
her, his thighs smacking her ass with each deep thrust. He had gone
from zero to sixty in two seconds, fucking her wildly like a high
school kid in the back of a car on prom night. The girl bit her lip
and held the desk tighter; Pennington was fucking her so hard that
her tits were jiggling like mad and his pens and paperwork were
sliding all over the place.

The doctor was panting and sweat was
trickling down his sides. He dug his fingers into the girl’s soft
hips as he pistoned into her over and over, her smooth, tight cunt
gliding over his cock like wet silk. He rarely engaged in such
simple, savage fucking with any of his patients, but he couldn’t
help himself; when he’d watched Jessie’s music video for the first
time and seen her emerge from that pool in her tiny wet bikini,
he’d instantly wondered what it would be like to fuck someone who
was such an icon of sex.

And now I know, he thought, breathing
harder as his balls began to tingle. He slid his hands up her sides
and grabbed her sweaty tits, kneading them. Christ, those jugs
are amazing! He pinched her nipples then grabbed both tits
firmly again and used them as handles while he fucked her so
roughly that his papers flew everywhere and the legs of his desk
scraped across the floor. Then he finally let out a wild, strangled
cry as his dick started spurting, filling Jessie’s twat with hot
cum. The doctor jerked and moaned as he squirted again and again,
at least a dozen shots, until he finally let out a long sigh and
collapsed onto the girl’s back with his cock still inside her. He
lay there with his heart hammering and Jessie’s sweaty ass cheeks
pressed into his stomach until his dick finally softened and slid
regretfully out of her dripping cunt.

“Well, then,” he muttered, looking down at
his damp, wrinkled shirt. “I’d say it’s time for us both to clean
up.”

Jessie washed off in the sink in Pennington’s
private bathroom, but she still looked haggard when she entered
Pam’s office for her daily “workout.”

“Wow, looks like you’ve already run a hundred
laps today!” the woman remarked, locking the door. “Good thing you
don’t have to do any more exercise, right?”

But as Jessie sank to her knees and Pam
spread her ass cheeks wide, part of her wished she was out
there on the track. After the manic fucking in Pennington’s office,
the last thing she wanted was to bury her face in another girl’s
butt. But she did it anyway, pressing harder with her tongue and
moving it faster than last time, and in less than two minutes Pam
was shaking and sobbing as an orgasm racked her.

Jessie sleepwalked through the rest of the
day, sitting quietly through her other sessions. She skipped her
meals and barely spoke to anyone, and by bedtime she was so
frazzled that all she wanted was to climb into bed and hide under
the covers. But as she tried to sleep, a gnawing deep in her
stomach wouldn’t let her relax. She knew she should’ve eaten
something, but she was sick to death of those bowls of lettuce and
boiled vegetables and other gross things they gave her in the
Dining Room.

The girl rolled out of bed and sat on the
edge. She really was starving, and she had absolutely nothing to
eat. The gnawing in her stomach was so bad now it was almost
painful; there was no way she could go another 10 hours until
breakfast.

She wandered down to the Activity Room, but
it was already locked up for the night. No guards were in the
hallway, either. Jessie walked to the guard station at the end of
the hall and found Pete and Marcus there.

“Um…can I talk to you?” Jessie asked
Pete.

Grinning, the guard got up and followed her
as she moved a few yards away.

“Isabel told me you can get things the
patients aren’t supposed to have,” she said, keeping her voice
low.

“Yeah, that’s right.”

“Then…okay, listen, I’m starving. Can
you get me something from the Dining Room?”

“Kitchen’s all locked up, sweetheart.”

Jessie bit her lip. “Come on, I’m begging
you. Isn’t there any food lying around somewhere?”

“We ordered pizza this afternoon. There might
be some left in the break room.”

Oh my god, pizza. Cheese and sauce and
meat…real fucking food! Just picturing it made Jessie’s mouth
water. “That would be amazing. Can you check for me?”

A wicked smile spread across Pete’s face.
“Sure, I’ll check. Go to your room and wait.”

Jessie sat perched on the edge of her bed and
a few minutes later Pete came in carrying a paper plate. The girl
launched herself at him to see what he had, and her heart raced
when she saw the two big slices.

“All that’s left was pepperoni,” the guard
said, “but I didn’t figure you’d be picky.”

“No, that’s perfect! Oh my god, thank you so
much!”

“Hold it,” Pete barked as the girl reached
for the plate. “If Isabel told you what I do, I’m sure she also
told you what I charge for it.”

Jessie stood there panting with hunger. Yes,
she had known Pete would want something in return, but at this
point she was so damn starving that it barely seemed to matter. She
hadn’t had real food in nearly a week, and right now those two
slices of pizza looked better than a steak and lobster dinner.

“You know what you have to do?” the guard
asked, slow and cautious.

Jessie just stared, hoping he wouldn’t want
the same thing Isabel did for him.

“Before you eat this pepperoni…” Pete began,
then he pointed to his crotch. “…you have to eat this sausage.”

Shit. The girl fidgeted, plucking at
her shirt. “Um…listen, what if I did a strip tease for you? I’m a
really good dancer and I can do it slow and sexy. I’ll take off
everything, and—”

“I already saw that video Stan took of you
cleaning the bathroom,” Pete interrupted. “And yeah, that’s a
fucking amazing body you’ve got. But if you really want this food,
you’ve got to pay more for it.”

Jessie wanted to cry. She had hoped she could
talk the guard into taking something else, but he obviously knew
how desperate she was. Desperate and starving, actually. After a
week with no real food, the smell of the pizza was almost making
her drool.

“C-can I eat first?” she asked timidly. “I’m
so damn hungry.”

“Yeah, right. If you do that, what’s to stop
you from welching on the deal afterward?”

“I won’t, I promise!”

“If you keep stalling, it’s gonna get cold.
Don’t you want it while it’s still nice and hot?”

She did. She did so bad. Oh my god, I
can’t believe I’m doing this.

“Okay, okay,” she said, lowering herself to
the floor. “But I—”

“No, strip first,” Pete commanded. “I want
the whole experience.”

Jessie knew it was pointless to fight him.
Fingers trembling, she pulled her shirt over her head. Pete let out
a deep sigh when he saw those big, soft jugs in person for the
first time, and when the girl pushed her pants down and stepped out
of them, his eyes devoured her pussy and that firm, round ass.

The girl got on her knees and Pete unfastened
his pants and shoved them to the floor. His big dick was already
hard, bobbing in front of her face.

“Holy fucking shit,” he muttered, looking
down at Jessie. “I bet I’ve jacked off to this scene a thousand
times since I saw your first video. This is fucking unreal.”

“L-look, do me a favor. Please don’t…do it in
my mouth. Tell me when you’re almost there, and—”

“You don’t make the rules,” Pete interrupted.
“I do. And here’s what’s gonna happen. You’re gonna suck my
dick hard and fast, like a fucking five-dollar whore, and when I
come, you’re gonna swallow every damn drop. You spit it out and I’m
eating that fucking pizza myself. We clear on that?”

All Jessie could do was nod. Pete was right;
he was in total control, and she had no bargaining power
whatsoever. The gnawing in her stomach had become a sharp, painful
cramp, and if she didn’t get some food inside her pretty soon, she
thought she might pass out.

The girl opened her mouth and leaned forward
with her tongue poking out, but Pete didn’t waste any time. He
grabbed a handful of Jessie’s hair and rammed his cock straight
into her mouth, making the girl gag. She flinched and tried to pull
back, but he kept a firm grip on her head as he started fucking her
face with short, rapid strokes. The girl didn’t know what to do;
her other boyfriends wanted her to go slow, licking and kissing
their dicks before she started sucking, but Pete didn’t seem
interested in any of that. He was at full speed right from the
start, jamming his cock in and out of her mouth like it was a
cunt.

“Oh yeah, baby,” he breathed. “That’s right,
just like that. You’re mouth is so hot and wet.”

Jessie wasn’t doing anything. She had let her
lips go slack and Pete was doing all the work. All the girl could
do was steady herself and try not to fall over as he thrust into
her again and again. Soon he started pumping harder and deeper, his
cockhead hitting the back of her throat with each thrust. She tried
not to gag, but her throat clenched and her lips tightened up in
reflex every time Pete’s dick raced across her tongue to the back
of her mouth. That only excited the guard more, and soon he was
panting as he fucked the girl’s mouth in rapid-fire strokes with
his meaty balls slapping her chin each time.

Pete looked down in a daze, taking in the
entire scene; Jessie on her knees with his cock buried in the
middle of that perfect face, the girl’s tits jiggling like crazy,
her bare pussy and toned legs down below…his head started swimming
and soon it felt like a tiny fist had grabbed his balls. He
shuddered and barked out a series of grunts as his cock exploded in
Jessie’s mouth, spurting thick wads of cum onto her tongue. She
coughed and gagged as she tried to swallow it, but it was so thick
and greasy that she couldn’t gulp it down all at once. She tried to
swallow a little at a time, but Pete kept on spurting and making
more so her mouth remained full. Yuck, it’s as rancid as old
fish and as thick as glue! Jessie fought the urge to puke as
she kept gulping it down until eventually it was all gone except
for a sticky film coating the inside of her mouth.

The guard finally eased his cock out and
said, “Shit, that was amazing!” He let out a harsh sigh and tucked
it back in his pants as Jessie smacked her lips and grimaced,
trying to get the residue out of her mouth. “Okay, I guess it’s
dinner time,” Pete said, nodding at the pizza as he zipped up then
headed for the door. Before he left, he turned around and gave
Jessie one last grin. “But I hope you enjoyed your appetizer.”

Those two slices of lukewarm pizza were the
best thing Jessie had ever tasted, and she ate every crumb and even
licked the plate afterward. But even after the spicy Italian food
and two bottles of water, the nasty taste of Pete’s cum still
lingered in her mouth. As she plodded to the bathroom to brush her
teeth for the second time, she got the feeling she’d get used to
that taste before her time at Black Oak was up.

 


 


 


 



Chapter 9.

 


 


By the end of Jessie’s second week, her
routine was so predictable that she went through the motions in a
haze, with her mind detached from what was going on even as her
body took the punishment. Every session with Dr. Pennington ended
with something physical, with the day’s activity varying with his
mood. One day he might fuck Jessie savagely while the next day he
was content for her to jerk him off while she whispered dirty
things in his ear. Pam’s desires, on the other hand, never varied.
All she wanted was Jessie’s tongue on her asshole, which never
failed to send her into a quivering orgasm within minutes.

Pete stopped by Jessie’s room two or three
nights a week with some tasty leftovers from the kitchen or the
break room, and Jessie always sank to her knees to pay for it. If
she was desperate for something Pete wasn’t offering, she would go
to the Activity Center and participate in the cruel games and
contests the other guards sponsored. She suffered through another
spanking and a tit slapping at Bridget’s hands, and once when
Jessie was craving alcohol, the guard offered an airline bottle of
rum if Jessie would perform an especially disgusting dare: after
pulling her pants to her knees, the singer had to stick her finger
into her own twat then suck on it, then she had to repeat the
action with her asshole. The guards laughed their heads off as
Jessie cringed at the taste of her own ass, and the girl had
chugged the tiny bottle of rum in one gulp to try to wash the awful
taste away.

What fascinated Jessie most about the routine
at Black Oak was the Learning Scenes. Not only did the center have
the huge projection screen and plenty of props, but they also had a
costume designer, a set builder, and a stable of actors on call.
Most of the scenes were so carefully planned and orchestrated that
they looked like short plays put on by a professional theater
company. But like Mindy had said during her meltdown on Jessie’s
first day, all the scenes for the female patients ended with the
woman naked and humiliated.

Pennington staged one scene where a teenage
patient who had been shoplifting to pay for her drug habit had to
pretend she had been caught in the act. The fake security guards in
the fake store had stripped the girl naked and frisked her in front
of the other “customers,” with the girl sobbing her eyes out as the
actors groped her tits and pinched her ass. For Sarah, Pennington
staged a scene where the lawyer was arguing a case in court when
her smart business suit suddenly fell to pieces, thanks to some
careful rigging by the costume department. Sarah had to finish her
argument in front of the judge stark naked as he and the rest of
the “legal team” ogled her firm tits and the black patch of hair
between her legs.

“The crazy thing is, I’m not even a
litigator,” Sarah said afterwards. “I make phone calls and type up
paperwork at a desk. That asshole just wanted to embarrass me as
much as possible.”

Jessie always wondered when her day to take
the stage would come. When she had just logged her third week and
felt like Dr. Pennington might let her go soon, the doctor told her
that she would have her Learning Scene during the next group
therapy session. He gave her a page of notes and dialogue to study
the night before, and Jessie’s heart sank when she read them. The
scene involved her trying to buy cocaine from a street dealer who
berated Jessie for being such a “worthless junkie” then humiliated
her before he finally gave her the drugs. There were very few
action cues, and the notes simply told Jessie to “follow the
actor’s lead and obey his commands.”

When the next group therapy session started,
Jessie sat fidgeting nervously until Pennington told her it was
time. The costume designer gave her a sleeveless white minidress
and high heels to put on, which was the same outfit she had worn on
her first album cover. When she walked out on stage, she was amazed
at how it had been transformed to look like some dirty back alley.
The projection screen showed a nighttime scene of shadowy buildings
and brick walls scrawled with graffiti, and the stage was crammed
with wooden boxes and overflowing garbage cans with random pieces
of litter scattered everywhere. Jessie felt like she had just
wandered behind a seedy strip mall in the bad part of town.

Before the scene began, Pennington stood up
in front of the group. “Celebrities seem to have everything they
want,” he began. “We imagine them living lives of luxury, with
every decadent desire at their fingertips. But addiction changes
all that. Addiction can drive those in the highest places down to
the lowest levels. It can make millionaires do things that even
beggars would refuse to do.” He paused and pointed at the stage.
“Jessie Valentine sought help for her addiction, but just imagine
what might have happened if this world-famous singer had continued
down her dark path. She might have found herself in a situation
just like this one.”

The lights dimmed and Jessie followed the
cues from her script, looking right and left as she cautiously made
her way down the dirty alley. She jumped when a short, stocky man
suddenly appeared from behind a tall stack of boxes.

“Hey, whatcha doing here?” he barked. “Whatta
you want?” The man was about 50 with dark, stringy hair and a
patchy beard. He wore jeans and a grubby white tank top, which
showed off the tattoo of a grinning devil’s face on one arm.

“Holy shit,” one of the male patients
mumbled, nudging the man beside him. “Is that Rod Jenkins?”

The other man just nodded and smiled. Rod
Jenkins, also known as Big Rod, had been one of the top male porn
actors for years. He was an ugly, surly guy but he’d become famous
for his huge dick and the rough way he treated his female costars.
He had supposedly retired a few years earlier, but he still
performed “private shows” at New York sex clubs and fetish
bars.

Jessie shrank away from the man; she had
never watched porn and didn’t recognize him, but his scowling face
and the devil tattoo were enough to frighten her. “I j-just need a
fix,” she mumbled. “I’ve got a concert tonight, and I need
something to get me going. Someone told me you could—”

“What kind of fix?”

“I…I need some blow.”

Rod chuckled and crossed his arms on his
chest. “Sure, I got coke. You got the cash?”

Jessie looked down at her empty hands. “I do,
but not here. I can bring you the money later, however much you
want.”

“Later? You fucking kidding me? If you want
the coke now, you got to pay now.”

The girl stood there trembling, not sure what
to do. Even though she knew the man was acting, he was so rough and
scary that her knees had gone weak. She had also reached the point
in the script where the directions told her to follow the actor’s
lead and obey his commands, so she had to wait to see what happened
next.

Rod moved closer, his eyes roaming over the
girl’s body. “How about you pay me with these,” he said, grabbing
one of her tits through her dress and giving it a mean squeeze.
“And this,” he added, sliding his other hand down Jessie’s back and
giving her ass a hard pinch.

“H-hey!” she squeaked, trying to back away,
but now Rod’s hands were crawling all over her like a couple of
wild animals. They groped and prodded her, then they slid to
Jessie’s shoulders and grabbed the straps of her dress. With one
hard pull, Rod yanked the girl’s dress all the way down, leaving
her naked.

Jessie stumbled on her high heels, the dress
snagging around her ankles. She waved her arms wildly as she fell
sideways, landing on a heap of overflowing garbage bags. The other
patients in the audience snickered as the nude girl thrashed around
for a moment in the newspapers and food wrappers and other trash
before she pushed herself to her knees.

“Yeah, that’s perfect,” Rod said, reaching
for his zipper. “Now it’s time to put your money where your mouth
is.”

Jessie gasped as he tugged out his thick,
hard cock. She had known she would probably be stripped and maybe
even pushed around a little, but none of the other learning scenes
had gone this far. She looked out at Dr. Pennington, expecting him
to end the scene, but he only sat watching with a wicked grin on
his face.

“Ow!” Jessie blurted as Rod grabbed a handful
of her hair and jerked her face toward his crotch. He took
advantage of her open mouth and rammed half his dick inside, the
girl coughing and choking as the big slab of meat poked at her
throat. Rod kept his fist clenched in the girl’s hair as he fucked
her mouth roughly, and all Jessie could do was swat at his legs and
do her best not to vomit.

Rod finally pulled his cock out of Jessie’s
mouth, and the girl sucked in a deep breath and clutched her
throat. Is that it? Is it over? Oh my god, oh my god…that
was awful, but at least he didn’t come! Her relief was
short-lived, though, because then Rod grabbed her by the arm and
spun her around so she was lying face down on the pile of garbage
bags with her tits mashed against the sticky plastic and her face
only inches from all that smelly trash. The girl flailed and tried
to push herself upright, but then Rod’s full weight was crushing
down on her as his stiff cock probed between her ass cheeks.

“Now for the final payment,” he muttered, his
breath hot on Jessie’s neck, and the girl’s mouth opened in a
silent scream as she felt his dick nudge her asshole. No, no,
no! Not there! Not—

“Aaaaghhhh!” the girl wailed as Rod pushed
the first inch of dick into her tight ass. She thrashed and clawed
at the garbage bags, trying to crawl away, but the man was too
heavy. All she could do was tremble and cry as he wriggled his hips
and slowly crammed more dick inside her.

The patients in the audience watched in awe.
They had seen other women stripped and humiliated plenty of times,
but there had never been any actual sex on the stage. The men all
had hard-ons as they watched a scene most of them had visualized
dozens of times since Jessie became famous; the hottest singer on
the planet down on her hands and knees with some big-dicked stud
giving it to her from behind.

Rod’s cock was now halfway up Jessie’s butt,
and the girl had stopped fighting. The pain was so blinding that
all she could do was lie there shaking and crying. Her ass felt
like it was on fire, and the burning stabs of pain shot down both
legs and made her toes clench. With no lube, Rod’s big cock had to
fight its way into her rectum and every inch of dick felt like
sandpaper as Rod forced it inside her aching asshole.

“Oh, yeah,” the man muttered once most of his
meat was crammed inside the singer. Just like every other man in
America, he had been fantasizing about Jessie Valentine for months
but never dreamed he’d get the chance to actually fuck the spoiled
little bitch. Now his cock was deep inside that soft, warm ass and
the fit was so tight that even the slightest movement sent ripples
of pleasure through his cock and balls.

Jessie’s head jerked up as Rod started
bucking his hips, fucking her ass with short, fast strokes. Each
thrust felt like a stab with a hot poker, and the girl gasped in
pain every time the big man rammed forward. Rod was gasping too,
because Jessie’s asshole had such a tight grip on his cock that he
could barely move it more than an inch. He grabbed one of the
girl’s tits and squeezed tight as he kept on fucking with those
little rabbit strokes, his meaty balls flattening against Jessie’s
ass cheeks each time he rammed forward.

A few minutes was all he could last. Soon
Rod’s balls were zinging with electricity and he let out a low
groan as his dick erupted and started shooting hot cum into the
girl’s ass. Jessie quivered and cried as spurt after spurt of the
stuff pumped deep into her asshole while the big, sweaty man
crushed her with his weight and smothered her with his stench. Rod
finally let out one last moan as he collapsed on top of Jessie, his
chest pressing into her sweaty back. He lay there chuckling for a
moment then he pushed himself upright again and eased his
still-hard dick out. Jessie wailed in pain until it popped out of
her clenched butt, then she lay there sobbing as Rod stuffed his
greasy dick back into his pants and stared down at her.

“Here you go, bitch,” he snickered, tossing a
little baggie of white powder down beside her. “Hope it was worth
it.” Then, as Jessie continued to cry, Rod knelt down and thrust a
hand between her ass cheeks, which were now wet and sticky with
cum. “And just so you don’t forget me, here’s a little reminder.”
He grabbed Jessie by the shoulder and spun her around, then he
smeared the cum all over her face with his big hand. The girl
gasped then cried harder as Rod stood up again. “Have fun at the
concert tonight,” he said, then he laughed and walked away as the
stage lights slowly dimmed, leaving Jessie lying alone on the sacks
of garbage with cum on her face and in her hair.

 


 


 


 



Chapter 10.

 


 


Everything changed after Jessie’s Learning
Scene. The girl had come into Black Oak with tons of attitude,
daring anyone to mess with her. After a few weeks, she realized she
had to give in to some of the cruel and disgusting demands in order
to get a few perks and keep herself sane. But the rough ass fucking
from Rod had broken her, both mentally and physically. Her butt had
ached for days, and she was so embarrassed that she couldn’t look
any of the other patients or Black Oak staff members in the eye.
Dr. Pennington made her shame even worse when he showed her a video
of the Learning Scene during their next session.

“Oh my god,” she muttered as she watched Rod
assaulting her on Pennington’s computer screen. “Y-you
record those things?”

“Of course. Experiencing the event is
powerful, but watching it afterwards and seeing it from an
outsider’s perspective can be even more compelling. Imagine if your
family saw this, Jessie. Imagine if your friends and your millions
of fans saw it. This is what your addiction could eventually drive
you to. Do you understand now how serious your problem is?”

Jessie had only nodded dumbly, and she didn’t
resist at all when Pennington pushed her down on her knees in front
of his desk chair. He kept the video playing as Jessie sucked him
off, blowing his load in her mouth at the same moment Rod started
spurting inside the girl’s ass.

The guards noticed the change in Jessie just
like Pennington did. They had been cautious in their demands and
advances at first, but they recognized the look of a patient who
had finally given up and could be toyed with and exploited without
much resistance. Some of them started openly groping the girl’s
tits or pinching her ass when they passed her in the hallways. The
games in the Activity Room got bolder and more wicked, too. One
night the guards made Jessie strip naked and crawl on her belly
across the entire room, wincing in pain as her big tits scraped
across the carpet. Another night they shoved a popsicle from the
kitchen up the girl’s ass and laughed their heads off as she stood
there shivering and crying. They also made her pose for naked
selfies with every single guard, which made Jessie shiver for
different reasons.

“Y-you can’t post these anywhere or show them
to anybody!” the girl had blubbered. “Please, you have to swear
it!”

“Don’t worry,” Stan assured her, “these are
just for us. I mean, come on, how often does a guy get his picture
taken with the hottest singer in the country?” He held out his
phone and smiled, one arm draped over Jessie’s shoulders, his hand
resting on one of her big, bare tits.

Exactly one week after her Learning Scene,
Jessie got the news she had been dying to hear. During that day’s
session, Dr. Pennington told her that she was finally ready to
leave Black Oak. The girl nearly cried with joy, and she managed
her first smile in weeks when she left Pennington’s office that
day.

“Congratulations,” Pete said as he passed her
in the hallway. “I heard you’re getting out. Did the doc say when
they’re letting you go?”

“Day after tomorrow,” Jessie mumbled, her
eyes on the floor. “He said it takes a while to process the
paperwork.”

“That’s right,” Pete said, grinning. “And it
also gives us time to throw you a farewell party.”

Jessie nodded nervously then scurried back to
her room, and Pete kept grinning as he watched her leave. The
guards had been planning something special for weeks now, and it
was finally time to put those plans into motion.

As she sat on the edge of her bed, Jessie’s
heart beat a mile a minute. She couldn’t believe she was finally
getting out of this place. It had only been 26 days, but it felt
like 26 years. Her first thought was that once she got back to her
penthouse apartment, she was going to throw the biggest fucking
party of her life with plenty of food, booze, music, and a million
friends. Someone would probably have a little coke with them, and
that was fine, too. Or was it? Did she really need that stuff
anymore? Did she even want it? During their session that
day, Dr. Pennington had said I feel certain you won’t be going
back to your old ways again. Why was he so sure? For the past
couple of weeks, he had spent more time fucking her than fixing
her.

Oh well, whatever. The important thing
was that she was about to get her freedom back. All she had to do
was suffer through one more day. She would keep her head down, stay
away from the guards, and hide in her room whenever she wasn’t in a
session or a class.

Jessie slept well and stuck to her plan the
next day, doing her best to avoid being noticed. But after dinner,
when the patients were all wandering back to their rooms for the
night, Pete stopped Jessie in the hallway again.

“Here you are,” he said, grinning. “I’ve got
a little surprise for you. We came up with a perfect way for you to
end your stay at Black Oak.”

Jessie cringed, because she could imagine the
awful, perverted things the guards would want to do to her now that
she was nearly out the door. But when Pete spoke again, the girl’s
jaw dropped.

“We want you to sing us a song.”

“You…you what?”

“Just one song, that’s it. A little private
performance for all your fans here.”

The girl didn’t know what to say. She was
shocked and relieved and also a little flattered. “But I…I mean, I
haven’t sung in nearly a month. I’m seriously out of practice.”

“Yeah, well, we thought about that, so we
came up with an idea. We’ll play one of your songs over the
speakers, and you can just lip-synch to it. It’ll be easy, all you
have to do is move your mouth.”

Jessie cringed again, because the guard had
once said the same thing when Jessie was down on her knees blowing
him. Move that mouth, girl. Yeah, that’s it. Suck it like you
mean it.

“Um…okay. I mean, sure, I guess I can do
that.”

“Great! Come on, we’ve got everything
ready.”

Pete led the girl to the huge Group Therapy
room, which was normally locked up tight this late at night. Over a
dozen heads turned to look at her when she entered; Stan, Fernando,
Bridget, and nearly every other guard at Black Oak was there. So
was Pam, and a couple of Latina women who worked in the kitchen.
All of them smiling and leering at Jessie, whose jaw dropped again
when she looked around and saw how the room had been decorated.

Dozens of potted palm trees had been arranged
in clusters near the stage, and they looked so lifelike Jessie
couldn’t tell if they were real or fake. Huge bolts of beige fabric
had been draped over the floor there to make it look like sand, and
an above-ground pool the size of a hot tub had been placed in the
center of the stage. The huge screen overhead showed an image of
blue sky and clouds with seagulls darting and swooping.

Holy shit. It looks just like the set of Love
You All Summer Long.

“Pretty impressive, huh?” Pete asked. “The
set designers had to work fast, but I think they really nailed it.”
He handed Jessie a red bikini, exactly like the one she had worn in
the video. “You can put this on backstage, and we’ll start the show
as soon as you’re ready.”

Jessie had no time to protest before Bridget
took her by the arm and led her to the dressing area at the rear of
the stage. The guard told Jessie to change, saying she’d be right
back, so while she was alone the girl shucked off her clothes and
squirmed her way into the bikini. It fit just like the one from the
video; a little too small and a little too tight, which left plenty
of Jessie’s soft flesh hanging out in the open. Bridget came back
and put a glass of champagne in Jessie’s hand.

“Here’s something to loosen you up,” she
said.

Jessie gulped down half the glass at once. It
was cold and delicious and the bubbles went straight to her head.
“So how…I mean, what am I supposed to do?”

“We’ll get you in the pool, and once the
music starts, you just follow along with the words. Climb out just
like you did in the video, then go down the steps and do the rest
of the song under the palm trees. We’ll have the music up loud, so
you can even sing along if you want.”

“But it’s really late. The other
patients—”

“Won’t hear a thing,” Bridget interrupted.
“This room is soundproofed, so don’t worry your pretty little head
about it.”

Jessie nodded and chugged the rest of the
champagne. The stage lights had been dimmed and the girl stumbled a
little as Bridget led her out to the pool, partly from the darkness
and partly because her head was already spinning a little. The pool
was shoulder-height, with a short ladder at the rear. Jessie
climbed it and lowered herself down into the water, which was only
room temperature. Her nipples got hard as rocks as her tits sank
below the surface.

“Just be careful climbing out,” Bridget
warned her. “We’ve got non-skid pads leading from the pool to the
stage stairs, but you’ll be wet so it might be a little slippery.
Good luck, and have fun!” The guard climbed down and rejoined her
colleagues, who had pulled the group therapy chairs closer to the
stage for a better look.

“She drank it?” Pete asked.

“Yep. Didn’t say a word about the taste.”

“What did you put in it? Ecstasy?”

“A little of this, a little of that. Don’t
worry, her head’s gonna be in the clouds.”

“What about the bikini? Did the girls in the
costume department have any trouble?”

“Nope, they said once those threads hit the
water, it should take about five minutes. Maybe less, depending on
how much she’s moving around.”

Pete grinned as he took out his phone and got
ready to record. “All right, then. Let’s get this show started.” He
motioned to Stan, who was working the lights and music, and the
other guard nodded.

Everyone jumped, including Jessie, as the
spotlights blazed to life and the opening guitar riff of Love
You All Summer Long suddenly blasted from the overhead
speakers, loud enough to make the furniture vibrate. Once the bass
and drums kicked in, the water in the small pool actually rippled
from it. Jessie swallowed hard as she got ready to perform; thank
god she had sung this song a million times and knew the words by
heart.

The girl had planned on just moving her lips
and going through the motions, but once the vocals began she
actually belted out the words at the top of her lungs. After nearly
a month of cringing and crying and hating her life, she was finally
back in her element again. She loved being in front of a crowd,
even one as sleazy as the Black Oak staff, and she found herself
bobbing her head to the music as she clung to the front edge of the
pool and sang with her big tits hanging over the lip, jiggling like
mad inside the wet bikini top. Little stars were buzzing around in
the air and the whole event seemed weird and unreal, like one of
the crazy dreams she used to have after she passed out from the
booze and the coke.

As the first verse ended, Jessie climbed out
the back of the pool and made her way off the stage. Water streamed
down her legs, which were already wobbly, but she managed to make
it down the stairs in one piece. As the second verse began, the
girl waved her arms and wiggled her hips in an awkward dance. Her
body seemed to be moving on its own, writhing and shaking in time
to the pulsing dance beat. The tiny red bikini barely covered her
curves as she gyrated in front of the guards, but Jessie realized
she didn’t even care. Her head was spinning and the palm trees, the
people, and everything else in the room was bathed in a soft silver
glow. The music was so strong, so powerful that she felt like a
giant puppet whose arms and legs were being jerked by invisible
strings. As the drums exploded in a fast roll before the chorus
started, Jessie shook her ass even faster.

“Here we go,” Pete muttered, his cell phone
locked tight on the girl as he recorded her every move. Most of the
other guards had their phones pointed at her too, and all of them
grinned as the girl’s bikini bottom started to sag. At first the
red fabric just slid a few inches down her hips, but as the girl
danced more wildly, the dissolving threads at the seams snapped in
two and the bikini bottom dropped with a damp splat, leaving Jessie
nude from the waist down. The singer didn’t even notice, though,
still dancing and belting out her song as the guards stared at the
strip of brown hair between her legs. It only took a few moments
for the bikini top to loosen as well, and with the weight of
Jessie’s huge jugs causing it to flop up and down, the fabric soon
split into two pieces as the girl’s tits sprang out. The two damp,
loose cups swung crazily like some ugly necklace until Jessie
yanked them off and flung them away, leaving herself stark
naked.

The male guards moaned as the nude girl sang
and danced in front of them. This exact scenario had been every
man’s wet dream ever since Jessie’s first video was released, and
now they were all experiencing it in person. Some of them zoomed in
on their phones and others moved closer to get a better look, their
cocks hard as steel under their uniform pants.

“Fuck this,” Pete told Bridget. “I’m not
waiting anymore.” He stood and hustled over to Jessie, who was
singing and dancing under one of the palm trees. Pete grabbed her
around the waist and wrestled her to the ground until Jessie was
sprawled out on her stomach, a dazed look on her face as her arms
and legs still twitched in time to the music. Pete fumbled his
pants down to his ankles and the girl’s expression barely changed
as he jammed his dick into her cunt, going balls-deep until his
stomach was mashed against Jessie’s ripe ass. Pete groaned but the
singer didn’t make a sound; her eyes stared at nothing as she kept
mouthing the words to the song while Pete thrust into her from
behind.

The other guards and Black Oak workers had
gathered around now, some of them cheering Pete on while others
watched silently with glittering eyes, waiting their turn. After a
few minutes Pete gritted his teeth and snarled as he shot his cum
into Jessie, then he rolled off so someone else could take his
place. Fernando, the short, stocky Latino, had already unzipped and
his stiff cock was poking out the front of his pants, which he
hadn’t even loosened. He grabbed Jessie by the shoulder and rolled
her over, then jumped on top of her and started fucking her wildly
while he squeezed her big tits with both hands. Soon he was nearly
wailing with pleasure, but he shoved himself upright before he came
and scooted up onto Jessie’s chest, sitting on her tits and jerking
his cock until he shot a huge load all over her face.

The singer frowned and tried to wipe the
sticky stuff off her cheeks, still staring at nothing, but then
Fernando moved away and Marcus, the bald black guard, grabbed a
handful of Jessie’s hair and yanked her up onto her knees. He
shoved his pants down then thrust his big, hard dick between the
girl’s lips, using her hair like a handle to pull her head forward
and back as he fucked her mouth. Jessie sputtered and coughed, her
big tits jiggling with every stroke, but she didn’t even try to
resist. Her arms dangled limply at her sides as Marcus thrust his
hips again and again until he finally unloaded in Jessie’s mouth.
He had even more cum than Fernando, and the girl gagged as the
white stuff oozed out the sides of her mouth and dribbled down onto
her tits.

Love You All Summer Long had ended
long ago, but Stan had left the rest of the album playing and now
Jessie’s second hit, Take It All The Way, was blaring from
the speakers. “Take it all the way up your ass,” Stan muttered with
a grin as he rolled Jessie over and probed her anus with his cock.
The girl was so slick with cum and sweat that his skinny dick slid
in without much resistance, and Stan howled as he bucked his hips
awkwardly while he reamed the girl out. Jessie’s eyes shot open
wide at the beginning of the anal intrusion, but then her head
lolled down and she lay staring at the floor as Stan pounded into
her again and again. It took less than a minute of fucking the
singer’s tight butthole before the guard arched his back and came
inside her aching ass.

Everyone wanted a turn, and most of them
wanted to go twice. They also got sick of waiting and started
doubling up on Jessie, with one dick in her mouth and another in
her cunt or her ass. They wadded up some of the beige fabric on the
floor and made a mound of it under Jessie’s tits so the girl was
propped up with her head raised and her ass jutting out, all her
holes waiting for whomever wanted to fill them. Some of the men
shot their loads inside her while others pulled out and sprayed
their cum on her face or in her hair or onto her back and ass. By
the time Jessie’s album finished playing, the girl was limp and
sweaty and streaked from head to toe with cum.

“Okay, it’s our turn now,” Bridget told Pete.
Pam and the two women from the kitchen were standing behind her,
looking anxious.

“Hell, get those clothes off and jump on in!”
he said chuckling. “The more the merrier!”

“Yeah, right. First of all, the ladies are
shy about stripping in front of you perverts. Second, they’re
worried you guys will think they’re up for grabs, too.”

Pete flapped a hand in the air. “Okay,
whatever. But we still get to watch.”

“Sit over there and jack off to those videos
you just took,” Bridget said, playfully shoving the other guard
away. “Because any man who comes within 10 feet of me is gonna get
a kick in the nuts, understand? And tell Stan to dim the lights,
too. We girls like things a little more romantic.”

Once all the men were seated, the women
huddled around Jessie. The singer had rolled over onto her back and
was writhing on the floor and moaning softly. “That’s just
perfect,” Bridget said, unbuckling her belt. She unfastened her
pants and slid them down her wide hips, shooting a glance over her
shoulder at the male guards. They were all staring in her
direction, but with the distance and the dim lighting, Bridget
figured they couldn’t see much. “Aw, fuck ‘em,” she muttered,
shoving her panties down too. She stood over Jessie’s face with one
leg on either side of the girl’s head, her wide ass and curly
blonde pubes directly over the singer’s mouth.

Jessie struggled weakly as Bridget sat down
on her face, the guard’s musky cunt pressed firmly to her mouth.
“Come on, get that tongue out,” the guard urged, but Jessie was
still so dazed that she couldn’t control her own body even if she
wanted to. She only mumbled and tried to turn her head, but Bridget
was too heavy. “Okay, whatever,” the guard muttered. “Guess I’ll do
all the work then.” She started bucking her hips back and forth,
sliding her wet pussy over Jessie’s lips. She ground her ass down,
mashing her cunt into the other woman’s mouth, then she started
bucking faster until her pussy was dragging all the way across
Jessie’s face, from her nose to her chin. The singer could only lie
there helplessly until Bridget started shivering, the orgasm
ripping through the guard’s body as she clenched her thighs and
clamped her damp pussy to Jessie’s face.

“Wow, that was awesome,” Bridget said with a
sigh. “Who wants the next ride?” She rolled off and Ana, one of the
kitchen workers, took her place. The woman already had her pants
off and she sat facing Jessie’s feet as she planted her plump,
middle-aged ass on the other woman’s face. “Look at these fat
things,” she said, slapping at Jessie’s tits. “Can you believe the
men get so worked up over these?” The woman kept on mauling
Jessie’s jugs as she ground her black-haired pussy against the
singer’s mouth, squeezing Jessie’s tits and pinching her nipples
while she dragged her heavy ass back and forth over the girl’s
face.

Bridget glanced at the two women who were
sitting patiently nearby, still waiting their turn. The other
kitchen worker was watching the action with a look of mild disgust
on her face, but Pam had shucked off her gym shorts and had one
hand thrust between her legs, with her middle finger stuck up her
ass and her thumb buried deep in her pussy. Pam humped her own hand
as Ana humped Jessie’s face, the exercise coach panting so hard
that her mouth was open as wide as her eyes. She watched,
enraptured, as Ana dug her fingers into Jessie’s soft tits and
started bucking her hips faster and faster, shutting her eyes and
moaning yes, yes, yes! until she let out a wail and
collapsed onto Jessie’s chest, her dripping cunt still fastened to
the singer’s mouth. Then Pam let out a wail of her own, clutching
her fingers tightly into her two holes as she stared down at
Jessie’s spread legs and the wide-open pussy between them. The
exercise coach sat shuddering in her chair for a solid 30 seconds
until she finally opened her eyes to find the three other women
staring at her and grinning. Pam’s face went beet red as she
snatched her shorts from the ground and fumbled them back on.

“That was a nice show,” Pete said with a
chuckle as he walked over. The other women were all dressed and
only Jessie was still nude, the singer lying like a rag doll on the
floor. Her tits were now streaked with angry red marks and her face
glistened with pussy juice. The rest of the girls body was no
better off, and the reek of sweat and cum was enough to wrinkle
Pete’s nose.

“It’s getting late,” he told Bridget. “We
better finish up then get her to bed.”

“I’ve got everything ready, but you guys need
to carry her. She probably can’t walk.”

Pete chuckled again as he motioned for Marcus
and Fernando. “Shit, after the fucking we just gave her, she won’t
walk for a week.”

 


 


 


 



Chapter 11.

 


 


Jessie’s eyelids fluttered. Cool air from the
ceiling vent licked at her hair, which was still slightly damp. The
room was silent except for the soft hiss of the air conditioning.
The girl opened her eyes and saw her bedroom, same as always. She
rolled over to check the clock on the nightstand and winced. Her
whole body ached, like she’d just run a marathon. Ow, what the
fuck? She pushed away the covers and climbed out of bed then
walked to the bathroom in her pajamas. As she sat on the toilet and
peed, she cradled her face in her hands. Her mouth was bone-dry and
she had a dull, throbbing headache. All this from one lousy
glass of champagne? Seriously?

What Jessie didn’t realize was how much worse
she would be feeling if the guards hadn’t given her a “hangover
helper” shot of pain killers, anti-nausea meds, and B-12 vitamins
before they showered her and put her to bed. But she had been
passed out by that point, and didn’t even remember the hours
leading up to it.

As the girl got dressed, she tried to recall
how the night had ended. Did she drink more champagne after all?
Shit, she had no clue. She remembered draining one glass then going
out on stage to perform for the guards, then the music started…and
then nothing. She couldn’t remember singing, or coming back to her
room, or anything. Weird. Was her tolerance so low now that she
couldn’t even handle a single drink?

Jessie jumped as the door opened and Margaret
Kruger came in, dragging Jessie’s two suitcases behind her. Holy
fuck, she was so out of it that she totally forgot she was going
home today!

“Good morning,” Margaret said. “Please change
into your own clothes, then I’ll escort you to Dr. Pennington’s
office for your final meeting.”

The girl did as she was told, feeling like
her old self as she pulled on her ripped jeans and a tight black
tank top. Once she was dressed, Marcus came in to take her bags to
the lobby. The large black man gave Jessie a smile, but something
about his face sent a cold chill down her spine. She was still
trying to figure out why as she followed Margaret down the hallway
for her last session.

Dr. Pennington was also all smiles that
morning. “Well then, I suppose this is goodbye.” He shuffled some
papers on his desk, arranging them into a neat stack.

“Um…yeah, I guess,” Jessie replied. “So…does
this mean you think I’m cured?”

Pennington grinned as he turned his computer
monitor around so the girl could see it. “I prefer not to use that
term, Miss Valentine. You see, our goal is not to cure
people…our goal is to keep them from repeating their bad
behavior.”

“But isn’t that the same thing?”

“No, not really. If a person is cured, they
no longer want to perform the bad behavior. But a person can
also be convinced to stop the bad behavior whether they want to or
not. And that is what we specialize in here at Black Oak;
convincing our patients to act a certain way once they leave our
facility.” Pennington clicked his mouse and the video of Jessie’s
Learning Scene began to play. “Remember this? Of course you do. It
looks terribly realistic, doesn’t it? A viewer might believe you
had been caught by a security camera as you allowed yourself to be
sodomized by a drug dealer in some filthy back alley. And here’s
another video that you haven’t seen yet.” Jessie gasped as
Pam’s office appeared on the screen, and she cringed as the other
woman peeled down her shorts before Jessie buried her face in the
woman’s crotch. “We have cameras everywhere, Miss Valentine. In the
bedrooms, the treatment rooms…even the bathrooms.” Another mouse
click, and now Jessie was watching herself clean the bathroom in
the guards’ break room, scrubbing the toilet in the nude as her big
tits rubbed all over the stained seat.

“Oh my god,” she muttered as she watched
herself bend over to clean the floor, her ass pointed at the camera
and her pussy clearly visible between her legs.

“This, however, is my favorite,” Pennington
said, clicking again, and Jessie’s jaw dropped when she saw herself
on stage, her big tits spilling over the edge of the small pool as
she sang her biggest hit song. She watched in awe as she climbed
out of the pool and danced her way off the stage, shaking her ass
in the tiny bikini. Holy fuck, I don’t remember any of this! How
is that possible?

“Nice, isn’t it?” Pennington asked. “But
wait, it gets even better.” He fast-forwarded a little and a cold
fist hit Jessie in the chest when she saw herself on the ground
with Pete fucking her from behind. Pennington let the video roll
for a few seconds, then he advanced to Fernando coming on Jessie’s
face…then Marcus fucking her mouth…then two guards drilling her
from the front and back at the same time. Jessie had a death grip
on the arms of her chair, her heart racing, then she gasped when
she watched Bridget lower her big ass onto her face and start
riding it.

“W-what the…what the f-fuck!” she blabbered,
tears in her eyes. “How did you…but I…”

“You don’t remember your farewell party? What
a shame. I’m sure our staff will remember it fondly for quite a
while.” Pennington stopped the video and folded his hands. “Here’s
the deal, Miss Valentine. Do whatever you like in the privacy of
your own home, but if the cameras catch you drunk or stoned at a
restaurant, or at a party, or on stage, these videos will be
released to every news agency in the country. Every friend and
family member will see this footage, which will then be part of the
public domain for the rest of your life. That is what will keep you
from repeating your bad behavior. That is your cure, as you
put it. And if any of this footage does get released and you try to
reveal where it came from, remember the contract you signed on your
first day. Revealing any details about the practices or treatment
methods at Black Oak will result in the legal forfeiture of
all your assets. You’ll then be both disgraced and
bankrupt. Do we have an understanding?”

Jessie nodded dumbly. Her head was spinning,
her heart was racing, and the dull ache between her legs, which
she’d been feeling since she woke up, hurt even worse now that she
knew what had caused it.

“I th-think I’m gonna barf,” she
muttered.

“Then please do it outside,” Pennington said,
pressing a button on his phone. Margaret Kruger came back in, and
Pennington asked her to escort Jessie to the door. “Oh, and Miss
Valentine, it really was a pleasure meeting you,” the doctor said
as Jessie was leaving. “I’ve come to admire your music and truly
look forward to your next official video. But until then, I’ll
amuse myself with the unofficial ones.”

Pennington was still chuckling as Jessie
shuffled out the door, her eyes blank and her legs trembling.
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