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Disclaimer

This is a work of fiction intended for adults only. All characters depicted are 18 years of age or older. The events, names, and settings are products of the author’s imagination and are not based on any real persons, places, or situations.

This book contains explicit sexual content, graphic language, and taboo scenarios. It is written for readers who actively seek out and enjoy such material. If you are offended by themes of power exchange, humiliation, multiple partners, or interracial sex, this book is not for you.

By continuing, you confirm that you are legally permitted to read and purchase erotic material in your region.

Content Note

This novel explores:

	Humiliation, exhibitionism, spanking, and group use 

	Multiple partners, including airtight (triple penetration) 

	Rough sex, messy creampies, and cum play 

	Clean-Up 

	Interracial themes 

	Lesbian 

	Consensual but extreme BDSM-style dynamics 



⚠️ All sexual activity is consensual fantasy roleplay. Though the characters may appear reluctant at times, they explicitly choose to participate and enjoy their submission.

Reader discretion is strongly advised.
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Prologue

The sitting room smelled faintly of coffee and polished wood.

Eleanor Fairfax sat on the edge of the sofa, cup warming her hands, her posture unconsciously perfect. Opposite her, Margot Ashcombe sat with her legs crossed neatly at the ankle, a slim leather folder resting on her lap. She looked entirely at ease, as though this were an ordinary social visit rather than something that carried consequence.

Eleanor’s parents sat side by side in the armchairs, attentive and polite. Her mother smiled too often. Her father asked careful questions.

Margot answered them all.

“The Programme is intensive,” she said calmly. “It is designed to challenge participants and refine them. Eleanor was selected because she meets our criteria and demonstrated the appropriate potential during preliminary screening.”

Eleanor felt a flicker of pride at that, quickly followed by something tighter. Potential had been said more than once.

Margot opened the folder and removed a set of documents, placing them neatly on the coffee table.

“Although Eleanor is twenty two,” Margot continued, “we require parental acknowledgement. These are consent forms and a waiver.”

Her mother blinked. “Acknowledgement of what, exactly?”

Margot smiled, polite and untroubled. “That Eleanor is entering a programme that is rigorous, structured, and demanding. That she understands this, and that you do as well.”

Her father leaned forward, scanning the paperwork. “This says there are no refunds.”

“That is correct,” Margot said. “Once the Programme begins, there are no refunds under any circumstances.”

Eleanor shifted slightly.

Margot’s gaze moved to her.

“However,” she said evenly, “you are free to leave at any time.”

Eleanor met her eyes. “At any time?”

“Yes,” Margot replied. “Participation is voluntary throughout. The Programme operates on continued consent.”

A pause.

“If at any point you choose not to take part in an activity,” Margot added, “you will not be coerced. But you will be asked to leave the Programme immediately.”

Her mother frowned. “Asked to leave?”

“Yes,” Margot said simply. “The Programme cannot function around partial participation. It is all or nothing.”

The words settled heavily in the room.

Eleanor felt her parents’ attention shift toward her, concern mingling with expectation. She had told them she wanted this. That it was an opportunity. That it would be good for her.

Margot closed the folder gently.

“There will be no pressure,” she said. “But there will be standards. Eleanor is either willing to meet them, or she is not.”

Eleanor set her cup down.

“I am,” she said, more quickly than she had intended.

Margot’s smile deepened, just slightly.

The forms were signed. Initialled. Dated.

When Margot stood to leave, she shook Eleanor’s hand firmly.

“We look forward to welcoming you,” she said. “Everything that follows will be by your choice.”

As the door closed behind her, Eleanor stood very still in the quiet that followed.

She had given her consent freely.

She believed that.

What she did not yet understand was how carefully the Programme had defined what consent would mean once she stepped inside it.


Chapter One

Eleanor Fairfax arrived at the Conservatory just before noon, the gravel crunching beneath the tyres as the car swept up the long drive. The building rose ahead of her, pale stone, tall windows, orderly and severe. It was beautiful in the same way authority was beautiful, intimidating, composed, unquestionable.

She stepped out of the car and felt eyes on her almost immediately, though no one was openly staring. Eleanor was used to that. She was tall, elegant, and carried herself with unconscious confidence. Her fitted dress clung neatly to her narrow waist before flaring over her fuller hips, the fabric smoothing over her rounded bottom with every step. Her blouse sat close across her chest, her full breasts held high, the line of her bra just visible beneath the pale silk if someone looked closely enough. She knew she looked good. She had always known.

A hand reached into the boot behind her.

Eleanor turned, expecting at least a glance, perhaps a polite question, but the man lifting her suitcase did not look at her at all.

He was tall and powerfully built, broad across the shoulders, his movements efficient and practiced. His skin was dark against the pale stone of the building, his presence solid and quietly imposing. He removed her bag from the boot with ease, set it down, then reached for the second without comment. No greeting. No acknowledgement. Not even a flicker of interest.

For a brief, unexpected moment, Eleanor felt something tighten.

She was accustomed to being noticed. Not always admired but seen. Assessed. This man behaved as though she were part of the luggage, an object to be handled and moved without thought. His gaze remained fixed on his task, professional, distant, indifferent.

When he straightened, he did not meet her eyes. He simply lifted the cases and turned away, already walking toward the entrance as if it were assumed she would follow.

Eleanor hesitated, then did.

The irritation surprised her. It was small, almost trivial, yet it lingered. She told herself it was nothing, just efficiency, just staff doing their job.

Still, as she watched his broad back recede ahead of her, she was aware of something unfamiliar and faintly unsettling.

For the first time that day, her presence had not mattered at all.

And she did not like how much that stayed with her as she crossed the threshold into the Conservatory.

Inside the entrance hall, three other young women were already waiting.

The first to catch Eleanor’s attention was Phoebe Langton. Phoebe stood straight backed near the window, her posture immaculate, her arms folded lightly beneath her chest. She was slim, but not fragile, her figure clean and controlled. Her dark hair was cut just below her shoulders, glossy and precise. Her breasts were smaller than Eleanor’s but perfectly shaped, sitting neatly beneath a tailored jacket that hinted at her curves without advertising them. Phoebe’s beauty was cool and deliberate, the kind that came from restraint and intelligence. Her gaze flicked briefly to Eleanor, assessing, then softened into a polite, knowing smile.

Beside her hovered Lila Morton, who looked slightly overwhelmed by the space and the quiet. Lila was shorter, softer, with a warm, approachable prettiness that felt almost out of place in the grand hall. Her blonde hair fell in loose waves around her shoulders, and her dress clung a little tighter than she seemed comfortable with, outlining her fuller thighs and the gentle swell of her hips. Her breasts were generous, round and obvious beneath the thin fabric, rising and falling as she breathed. She kept tugging at the hem of her skirt, cheeks faintly flushed, as though suddenly aware of her own body in a way she had not been before.

The fourth woman leaned casually against a pillar, arms loose at her sides, entirely unbothered. Saskia Vane was striking in a way that demanded attention. Tall, long legged, with dark hair and sharp features, she wore her clothes like an afterthought, a fitted top stretched unapologetically across her chest, her breasts full and proud, her waist narrow above hips that curved with lazy confidence. She met Eleanor’s eyes directly, her mouth curving into a faint, amused smile, as if the entire situation already entertained her.

Eleanor introduced herself first, naturally stepping into the role without thinking. The others followed, names exchanged, hands briefly clasped. There was an immediate awareness between them, not hostility, but comparison. They noticed one another’s bodies instinctively, the way women always did in enclosed spaces. Breasts measured against breasts. Legs against legs. Confidence against softness.

Phoebe stood close enough that Eleanor could catch the faint scent of her perfume, clean and understated. Lila drifted nearer, as if drawn by Eleanor’s composure, glancing at her with a mixture of admiration and relief. Saskia remained slightly apart, her eyes moving openly over Eleanor’s figure, lingering without apology on her chest, her hips, the line of her legs.

“You don’t look nervous,” Saskia said lightly.

Eleanor smiled. “Neither do you.”

Saskia’s gaze flicked up, approving. “I refuse to be.”

Lila laughed softly, a little breathless. “I think I left my nerves in the car. Or maybe I brought all of them with me.”

Phoebe’s lips curved. “We wouldn’t be here if they didn’t want us.”

That settled something between them. Chosen. Selected. Worth looking at.

As footsteps approached down the corridor, conversation faded. The four women stood together now, a small cluster of youth and beauty framed by stone and silence. Eleanor felt a quiet thrill run through her, a sense of anticipation that had nothing to do with fear.

Whatever this place was, it had been designed to notice them.

And they, whether they admitted it or not, wanted to be noticed.


Chapter Two

They were still settling when the door opened.

Conversation stopped immediately, not because anyone had been told to be silent, but because the atmosphere changed. Eleanor felt it before she saw who had entered, a quiet tightening, a collective instinct to look up and pay attention.

The woman who stepped into the room was not young, and yet she commanded attention far more completely than any of them.

Margot Ashcombe closed the door behind her with careful precision and crossed the room without hurry. She was dressed simply, a tailored dress in a neutral tone that skimmed her body without drawing attention to it. Nothing about her was decorative. Her authority came not from display, but from control.

She was slim, poised, and composed in a way that suggested discipline rather than softness. Her dark hair was cut cleanly at her shoulders, glossy and perfectly arranged. Her face was sharp and intelligent, cheekbones defined, mouth firm. When she looked at the four young women, her gaze was calm, deliberate, and unsettling in its accuracy.

Eleanor straightened instinctively.

Margot stopped a few paces in front of them and allowed a moment of silence to pass before she spoke.

“My name is Margot Ashcombe,” she said. Her voice was low, even, and unhurried. “I am the Programme Administrator and personal assistant to the Director.”

She let that settle before continuing.

“You will see me daily. I will oversee your schedules, assessments, and conduct. If you have questions, you will bring them to me. If you have concerns, you will bring them to me. If corrections are required, they will come through me.”

Her eyes moved across the group slowly.

Phoebe sat with her back straight, attentive. Lila’s hands were clasped tightly in her lap. Saskia leaned back slightly, arms loose, her expression curious but guarded. Eleanor felt Margot’s gaze pause on her, just briefly, as if noting something already filed away.

“You have all been selected,” Margot continued. “Selection is not flattery. It is responsibility.”

She took a step closer. Not invasive. Just enough to be felt.

“You are here because something about you was worth investing in. That does not mean you are finished. It means you are unfinished.”

The word lingered.

Margot’s mouth curved very slightly, not quite a smile. “If you are expecting indulgence, reassurance, or constant praise, you will be disappointed. If you are willing to listen, observe, and adapt, you will do well.”

Her gaze settled briefly on Lila, whose shoulders drew in without her realising it. Then it moved to Saskia, whose faint smile thinned but did not vanish.

Margot turned her attention back to Eleanor.

“Confidence,” she said calmly, “is not something we remove. It is something we refine.”

Eleanor felt heat rise faintly beneath her skin, though she could not say why.

“You will be given time to settle today,” Margot said. “Your orientation will follow shortly. Until then, remain here. Observe. Learn the space.”

She stepped back, already withdrawing her presence.

“One final thing,” she added, turning at the door. “This Programme works best when you remember that you are being watched.”

Her eyes flicked once more across the four of them.

“Even when you think you are not.”

Margot Ashcombe did not linger.

She turned and crossed the hall with the same measured calm she had arrived with, heels precise against the stone. After a few steps she paused and looked back at them.

“Follow me,” she said simply.

Nothing more was needed.

The four young women gathered their bags and coats, movements suddenly careful, self-conscious. Eleanor became acutely aware of how she walked, the sway of her hips, the line of her legs, the soft weight of her breasts beneath her blouse. She noticed the same awareness ripple through the others, Lila smoothing her skirt, Phoebe adjusting her posture, Saskia slowing her stride, her confidence momentarily sharpened into something more watchful.

They followed Margot down a quiet corridor, their footsteps muted by thick carpeting, the building swallowing sound. Doors passed on either side, closed, identical, offering no clues. The air felt cooler here, more controlled.

Margot stopped outside a set of double doors.

“You are expected to be punctual,” she said without turning. “You are expected to be attentive. You are expected to remember what you are told.”

Her hand rested briefly on the door handle.

“Orientation will begin now.”

The doors opened.

And the moment they stepped inside, Eleanor understood that whatever sense of arrival she had felt in the entrance hall was over.

This was where the Programme truly began.


Chapter Three

They were seated precisely on time.

The room Margot Ashcombe led them into was long and bright, with tall windows and pale walls stripped of decoration. Chairs had been placed in a perfect line, evenly spaced, facing a narrow table and a single lectern. Nothing was random. Eleanor noticed that immediately. Even the silence felt organised.

Margot moved to the front of the room with measured steps, her heels quiet against the floor. Her dress was tailored and severe, skimming her figure without softness, her posture immaculate. She waited until all four women were looking at her before she spoke.

Her voice was calm, low, and exact. “Welcome to the Conservatory Programme.”

She let the words settle.

“This is not an academic course,” she continued. “It is not a retreat, and it is not an experience. It is a process.”

Eleanor felt something tighten in her chest at that word.

Margot folded her hands loosely in front of her. “You are here because you were selected. That selection was not based solely on appearance, background, or achievement. It was based on potential. Our role is to refine that potential.”

Her eyes moved briefly over each woman as she spoke, not lingering, not evaluating openly, but noting. Eleanor felt the sensation of being catalogued, quietly, efficiently.

“You will be given a schedule,” Margot went on. “It will tell you where to be, what to wear, and how to present yourself. You are expected to follow it exactly. Deviations are not mistakes. They are choices.”

Phoebe sat very still, her hands folded neatly in her lap. Lila shifted slightly, then stilled herself. Saskia’s mouth curved faintly, but she said nothing.

Margot continued as if she had not noticed.

“Courtesy is assumed at all times. Silence is not a punishment here. It is a skill. You will learn when to speak and when not to. You will not interrupt staff. You will not address the Director unless invited.”

At the mention of the Director, Eleanor felt a faint prickle along her spine.

“Feedback,” Margot said, “will be given regularly. Sometimes privately. Sometimes publicly. Both are equally valuable.”

Her gaze settled on Eleanor for just a fraction longer than the others. Not challenging. Not approving. Simply aware.

“You will dress according to instruction,” Margot said. “This is not about modesty or display. It is about appropriateness. Clothing communicates. We will decide what you are communicating.”

The sentence landed with quiet finality.

Margot reached for a slim folder on the table and opened it. “You will receive written guidelines today. They are comprehensive. However, you should understand this now.”

She looked up.

“Not everything that matters will be written down.”

The silence stretched. Eleanor resisted the urge to shift in her seat. She felt suddenly conscious of her body, of how she sat, how her dress fitted her, how visible she was in a room designed to watch.

Margot closed the folder.

“There will also be a strict physical exercise regime,” Margot continued. “It is compulsory. It will be followed exactly as scheduled. Sessions are not missed, delayed, or substituted.”

Her gaze moved calmly across the four of them.

“This is not about fitness for its own sake,” she said. “It is about discipline, endurance, and control of the body. Your attendance and performance will be noted.”

She paused, then added, almost casually,

“Some of you have not yet met the physical standards we expect of young ladies in this Programme.”

The words were delivered without emphasis, without judgement, and without clarification.

Margot did not expand on what those standards were.

She closed the folder in front of her and looked up, her expression neutral, composed.

“You will,” she said simply.

The silence that followed was immediate and heavy.

Eleanor became acutely aware of her own body, the weight of her breasts against her chest, the curve of her hips against the chair, the way she sat, the way she breathed. She sensed the same awareness ripple through the others. Lila’s shoulders drew in slightly. Phoebe’s jaw tightened almost imperceptibly. Saskia shifted, her confidence sharpening into something more alert.

None of them spoke.

None of them asked what was required.

And that, Eleanor realised, was the point.

Whatever the Conservatory’s standard was, they would discover it not by being told, but by being measured against it.

Her expression softened, just slightly. Enough to feel deliberate.

“If at any point you believe this Programme is not for you,” Margot added, “you may request a meeting. Requests are considered. Outcomes are not debated.”

Lila swallowed audibly. Saskia’s smile had faded. Phoebe’s gaze was fixed and thoughtful.

Eleanor felt something else beneath the unease, a low, unexpected thrill. The precision. The restraint. The sense that every word had been chosen carefully, like a hand placed exactly where it would be felt.

Margot stepped back from the lectern.

“Lunch will be at one,” she said. “You will remain seated until dismissed.”

She paused, eyes moving over them once more.

“Welcome,” Margot finished, “to the beginning.”

And just like that, the rules were in place.

Nothing overtly wrong.

Nothing they could object to.

Yet as Eleanor sat there, spine straight, hands still, she understood one thing with sudden clarity.

This place had not been designed for comfort.

It had been designed for change.


Chapter Four

After lunch, they were asked to remain in their seats.

No explanation was given. Margot delivered the instruction calmly, as if it were the most natural thing in the world, then left the room. The door closed softly behind her, and the silence returned, thicker now, weighted with expectation.

Eleanor sat with her back straight, hands resting neatly on her thighs. She felt fuller from the meal, warmer in her body, acutely aware of the way the chair supported her, the way her dress pressed against her hips. Around her, the others were similarly still, each woman contained, watchful, quietly aware of herself.

Time passed without markers.

Then the door opened.

The man who entered did not hurry, nor did he pause for effect. He simply walked to the front of the room and stopped, as though the space had always belonged to him.

Alastair Redmond was in his early sixties, tall and broad shouldered, his build still firm and powerful beneath his suit. Age had not diminished him; it had refined him. His body carried the signs of discipline rather than decline, shoulders strong, posture erect, movements controlled and deliberate. His suit was dark and understated, his shirt crisp, tailored to a frame that was still very much in command of itself. There was nothing flamboyant about him, nothing theatrical. His authority did not need decoration. It radiated from stillness, from restraint, from the certainty of a man who had spent decades being obeyed and no longer needed to impress anyone at all.

He looked at them.

Not as a group, but individually.

Eleanor felt it immediately, the sensation of being seen without being addressed. His gaze moved over her face, her posture, the line of her body, and passed on without comment. There was no approval in it, no disapproval either. Just assessment. Calm. Complete.

What unsettled her was not his attention, but its nature.

He was older than she had expected, well into his sixties, and yet there was nothing softened or diminished about him. His presence was physical in a way that felt earned rather than displayed, strength held in reserve, discipline worn lightly. The contrast jarred her. She was used to attention from men who wanted something from her, admiration, desire, reaction. Redmond wanted nothing she could offer freely.

That realisation left her faintly off balance.

She became aware, with a flicker of discomfort, that this was the same quality Margot possessed. The same restraint. The same economy of movement. The same refusal to acknowledge anything unnecessary. It was suddenly obvious that Margot had not simply adopted the Programme’s standards, she embodied them. She mirrored him, translated his expectations into daily pressure, into rules and silences and watchful correction.

Eleanor felt a quiet chill settle beneath her skin.

This was not a place run on impulse or appetite.

It was run on control.

And for the first time since arriving, she understood that whatever was being shaped here had been designed with men like Alastair Redmond in mind, men who did not need to touch in order to dominate, and who could unmake confidence simply by refusing to respond to it at all.

“This Programme exists for a reason,” Redmond said at last. His voice was steady, unraised, carrying easily in the room. “It exists because potential without structure is wasted.”

He folded his hands loosely in front of him.

“You have been invited here,” he continued, “because something about you suggested promise. Promise, however, is not entitlement.”

Phoebe’s gaze was fixed on him, attentive. Lila sat very still, breathing shallowly. Saskia’s expression had gone neutral, her earlier confidence carefully banked.

Redmond’s eyes moved again, unhurried, observant.

“You will find that we do not explain ourselves often,” he said. “We do not debate expectations. We do not negotiate standards.”

A brief pause.

“Those who adapt will benefit. Those who resist will discover very quickly that resistance is exhausting.”

Eleanor felt a subtle tightening in her stomach, not fear exactly, but awareness. She had the distinct sense that he knew precisely how she was reacting, even without looking at her directly.

“I do not involve myself in daily matters,” Redmond went on. “You will not see me often. When you do, it will be intentional.”

His gaze returned to Eleanor then, just for a moment. Long enough to feel deliberate.

Long enough to feel personal.

“I expect you to listen,” he said simply. “I expect you to observe. I expect you to learn.”

He straightened, as if concluding a meeting rather than beginning a relationship.

“That is all.”

Redmond turned and left the room without another word.

The door closed behind him with quiet finality.

No one spoke.

Eleanor remained seated, her pulse steady but heightened, her skin faintly warm. He had not addressed her. He had not singled her out. Yet she was certain of one thing, with a clarity that unsettled her more than any overt attention could have.

Alastair Redmond knew exactly who she was.

And whatever this Programme intended to make of her, it would not be accidental.


Chapter Five

After lunch, they were not dismissed so much as collected.

The young woman who appeared at the doorway looked only a few years older than them, perhaps twenty-seven at most, and was striking in a quiet, unmistakable way. She was tall and slim, her figure neat and balanced, the simple skirt and fitted blouse outlining her body without softness or excess. Her hair was pulled back tightly, exposing a clean, elegant face with high cheekbones and calm, observant eyes. She was clearly beautiful, the kind of beauty shaped by discipline rather than indulgence. There was nothing girlish or inviting about her presentation. When she smiled, it was polite and restrained, offering acknowledgment rather than warmth, a reminder that she belonged to the Conservatory in a way they did not yet understand. “This way,” she said, already turning.

They followed her through the building, corridors unfolding in quiet order, carpet muffling their footsteps. Eleanor became aware of how quickly movement itself began to feel regulated, walking at the same pace, stopping when the woman stopped, speaking only when necessary. No one had instructed them to be silent, yet they were.

As they walked, the young woman spoke without turning.

“You will have noticed physical training scheduled for six thirty each morning,” she said calmly. “Attendance is mandatory. You are expected to be prompt.”

She paused briefly, as if allowing no misunderstanding.

“You will wear only the gym outfit provided. No substitutions. No additions.”

Her tone suggested this was not a preference, but a fact.

Eleanor felt a small, involuntary tightening in her stomach. Six thirty. Observed. Uniformed. She imagined the others reacting the same way, bodies already being accounted for, scheduled, standardised.

The woman continued walking, heels quiet against the carpet.

“Further instructions will be given before your first session.”

Nothing more.

No explanation of why. No reassurance. Just expectation, delivered as calmly as direction.

By the time they reached the stairs, Eleanor understood something she had not articulated before.

Here, even movement was a form of obedience.

They were shown to their rooms one by one.

Eleanor’s room was spare but immaculate. A single bed with crisp white linen. A desk. A wardrobe already stocked with neatly hung garments she had not brought with her. Her suitcase sat at the foot of the bed, placed precisely, as if it had always belonged there.

What struck her first was the door.

There was no lock.

She checked instinctively, fingers brushing the handle, then stilled herself when she realised the others were doing the same in their own rooms. The absence felt deliberate rather than careless.

Their guide gestured down the corridor. “Bathroom facilities are shared.”

The bathroom itself was larger than Eleanor had expected, tiled in pale stone, bright and echoing. Two showers stood side by side behind clear glass. A deep bath occupied one end of the room. Two sinks were set beneath a wide mirror. Two toilets stood in separate cubicles, their doors solid but, again, unlocked.

Eleanor felt a flicker of discomfort she could not immediately place.

She had never shared a bathroom in her life. Not truly. Not like this.

Saskia stood beside her, arms loosely folded, eyes flicking around the space. “That’s… efficient,” she said lightly, though her tone was sharper than before.

Phoebe was already assessing the layout, practical, composed. Lila lingered near the doorway, cheeks faintly flushed, suddenly very aware of her body and its routines.

Eleanor caught her own reflection in the mirror, standing there among the others, her figure unmistakable even in stillness. She felt exposed in a way that had nothing to do with nudity. This was about proximity. About being seen in moments that were usually private.

As the afternoon wore on, structure asserted itself quietly.

Schedules were delivered to their rooms, placed neatly on desks. Times were precise. Wake up. Meals. Movement between sessions. Periods marked simply as silence. Dress codes outlined in calm, neutral language. Posture notes included as suggestions rather than commands, shoulders back, chin level, hands relaxed, weight evenly distributed.

Eleanor surprised herself by how easily she followed them.

Standing straighter felt natural. Knowing where she was meant to be, and when, settled something restless inside her. Silence, when it was instructed, felt different from silence chosen out of awkwardness. It felt purposeful.

She noticed the same changes in the others.

Phoebe adapted almost immediately, movements sharpening, confidence channelling itself into precision. Lila tried hard, glancing often at Eleanor for reassurance, correcting herself quickly when she forgot. Saskia resisted more openly, but even she softened around the edges, her defiance becoming quieter, more contained.

That evening, as Eleanor prepared for bed, she paused again at her door.

No lock.

Down the corridor, she could hear movement, the low rush of water from the showers, the sound of another woman’s footsteps on tile. Intimacy without invitation. Presence without permission.

She should have found it intrusive.

Instead, she felt a strange sense of calm settle over her.

Structure was everywhere now. In the walls. In the schedules. In the absence of barriers, she had always assumed necessary. The Conservatory did not ask her what she wanted. It told her what was expected.

And to her surprise, Eleanor realised she did not resent that at all.

She lay back on the bed, hands folded neatly over her stomach, already anticipating the next day, and felt something unfamiliar but steady take hold.

Relief.

Discipline, she thought, might be easier than freedom.


Chapter Six

The alarm sounded at six sharp.

Eleanor woke instantly, the sound clean and insistent, leaving no room for indulgence. For a moment she lay still, aware of the unfamiliar quiet of the building at that hour, then pushed herself upright. The schedule lay on her desk, exactly where it had been placed the night before. Gym. 6.30 am.

She dressed quickly enough to leave her room, then paused, remembering the shared facilities.

The bathroom lights were already on.

She moved quietly across the tiled floor, used the toilet, washed her hands, aware of other doors opening and closing, the soft sounds of movement around her. Everything felt exposed and yet oddly normal already, as if privacy had been recalibrated overnight.

Back in her room, Eleanor opened the wardrobe.

Her breath caught, just slightly.

Hanging neatly at the front was the gym outfit. A short white pleated skirt, cut to mid-thigh. A tight white crop top, small and unyielding. Beneath it, folded with care, a white sports bra in her exact size and a pair of very brief white cotton panties.

She held them for a moment, weighing them in her hands.

There was nothing indecent about the clothes. They were clean, simple, almost innocent in colour. Yet as she undressed and pulled them on, Eleanor became acutely aware of her body in a way she usually controlled. The panties were startlingly brief when she drew them up over her firm, rounded bottom, the thin cotton offering only the barest coverage, hugging her curves without mercy. The sports bra held her breasts firmly, lifting them high against her chest, compressing and shaping them into a smooth, full line. The crop top left her midriff bare, exposing the gentle curve of her stomach, while the skirt skimmed her hips and barely covered her backside at all, the pleats shifting and fluttering with the slightest movement.

She looked at herself in the mirror.

White from shoulder to thigh. No layers. No choices.

She did not dislike what she saw. That surprised her.

When she stepped into the corridor, the others were emerging too.

They looked… identical.

Phoebe’s controlled elegance was softened by the uniform, her slim figure precise and balanced. Lila looked flushed and nervous, her curves more obvious in the tight fabric, her breasts rising visibly beneath the crop top. Saskia wore the outfit with open confidence, her long legs bare, her posture defiant even now.

And Eleanor knew how she must look among them. Tall. Composed. Her full chest held firmly, her hips and thighs unmistakable beneath the skirt. Four different bodies rendered suddenly comparable.

No one commented.

They simply fell into step and followed the corridor down, the soft sound of trainers on carpet replaced by the faint echo of rubber soles as they entered the gym wing.

The gym itself was bright and immaculate. Mirrors lined one wall. Equipment stood in orderly rows. Everything smelled faintly of disinfectant and effort.

The beautiful young woman from the day before stood waiting, dressed identically to them, though she wore the uniform with a familiarity that marked her as different. Staff.

“Stand here,” she said, indicating a line on the floor.

They obeyed.

Eleanor took her place, shoulders back, chin level, heart steady. She felt warm already, awake in a way she had not expected. The discipline, the uniformity, the early hour, it sharpened her focus rather than dulling it.

As she looked at their reflections in the mirror, four young women in white, bodies aligned and waiting, Eleanor felt something settle quietly into place.

This was structure.

And she was beginning to understand how quickly the body learned to accept it.

The door at the far end of the gym opened.

Eleanor felt the change before she fully registered what she was seeing.

Four men entered together, all of them big, solid, and unmistakably physical. They looked to be in their late thirties, perhaps early forties, bodies built by years of deliberate training rather than vanity. Broad shoulders stretched the fabric of their fitted tops, arms thick with muscle, forearms corded and powerful. Their movements were unhurried, confident, each step grounded, as though the floor existed to support them rather than the other way around.

They were not smiling.

They did not speak.

They took their places behind the line of women with quiet certainty, close enough for Eleanor to sense the heat of a body at her back, the subtle smell of clean sweat and soap. She became suddenly, painfully aware of how small and lightly dressed she was by comparison, white fabric against dark, solid mass.

The young woman who had shown them to their rooms stepped forward.

“You have each be assigned a personal trainer,” she said calmly. “They are responsible for your physical conditioning during your time here.”

She gestured subtly toward the men.

“Your trainers already have your individual regimes. They will explain what is required and will take you through it step by step.”

Her gaze moved across the four women, impersonal and precise.

“The objective is simple. To meet the physical requirements of the Programme.”

She paused.

“And to maintain them.”

The men stepped forward one by one, each positioning himself behind a different woman. Eleanor felt the presence settle at her back, tall and unyielding. The man assigned to her did not touch her, did not speak yet. He simply stood there, arms folded loosely, as if assessing her stance, her balance, the line of her shoulders and hips.

Eleanor’s pulse quickened, not with desire, but with a sharp, unfamiliar awareness of vulnerability. She felt displayed, measured, and very clearly outmatched.

The woman finished her instructions without raising her voice.

“You will listen carefully. You will follow instruction exactly. Corrections are part of the process.”

She stepped back.

“Begin.”

The gym fell into a new kind of silence, one filled with expectation and weight. Eleanor stared ahead at her reflection in the mirror, four young women in white, bodies aligned and exposed, each now paired with a man whose strength was impossible to ignore.

This was not encouragement.

This was preparation.

And Eleanor understood, with a sudden clarity that made her stomach tighten, that the Programme was no longer interested only in how she looked.

As the exercises began, that awareness deepened.

The movements were simple at first, controlled stretches, balance work, slow repetitions that required precision rather than speed. Yet each position made her acutely conscious of her body. The short skirt lifted with every bend. The brief fabric beneath it offered no real concealment. When she leaned forward, when she widened her stance, when she held herself still under instruction, she was painfully aware of how exposed she was.

Not just to the man behind her.

The mirrors reflected everything. The room was open. The other trainers moved around their assigned women, correcting posture, adjusting stance with clipped verbal instruction. Eleanor could feel their presence as much as she could see it in the glass, broad figures pacing, stopping, observing.

She knew, intellectually, that she was not the focus of their attention.

That almost made it worse.

Her own trainer spoke quietly, efficiently, never raising his voice. “Straighten your back.” “Hold.” “Again.” His eyes were on alignment, balance, control. When he circled her, it was to assess, not to admire. He never lingered. Never reacted. Never acknowledged the obvious intimacy of proximity.

The others were the same.

Four powerful men in the room, and none of them looked at her the way men usually did. There was no appreciation in their faces, no flicker of interest, no indulgence. They treated her body as an object to be trained, measured, corrected. A tool.

Eleanor felt heat rise beneath her skin anyway.

Not because she was being desired, but because she was being ignored.

She was used to awareness, to reaction, to the subtle confirmation that her body had an effect. Here, in her minimal white uniform, she was more visible than she had ever been, and yet utterly stripped of power.

She caught her reflection again, cheeks faintly flushed, breasts lifted and compressed by the bra, thighs tensed, skirt barely containing her movement, and realised how completely the situation had been engineered.

Exposure without acknowledgement.

Visibility without validation.

Control without touch.

Her trainer gave another instruction. She followed it immediately.

And as she moved, Eleanor felt the truth settle in her bones.

This was not humiliation delivered loudly or cruelly.

It was something far more effective.

It was being made aware of herself, constantly, while being denied any reassurance that it mattered at all.

It was interested in what her body could be made to endure.


Chapter Seven

After the session ended, they were dismissed without comment.

Eleanor’s skin was warm and damp, her muscles humming with effort as they were guided through a side door into a changing area she had not yet seen. The space was open and tiled, functional rather than private. Benches lined the walls. At the far end, a wide communal shower area waited, multiple shower heads set into the wall, no partitions, no curtains.

The implication was immediate.

The young woman who had overseen them that morning stood to one side, arms folded loosely, her expression neutral.

“You will shower here,” she said. “Together.”

Eleanor hesitated.

The pause was instinctive, automatic, the kind that rose before she could stop it. She had never been asked to do something like this. Not openly. Not without choice being offered as an illusion rather than a reality.

The woman’s gaze flicked to her, calm and unruffled.

“If you wish to seek alternative instruction,” she said evenly, “you may request a meeting with Ms. Ashcombe.”

The words were delivered without threat. Without encouragement.

Just procedure.

Eleanor felt the heat rise in her face, then settle. She understood immediately what that detour would mean, attention drawn, explanation required, her hesitation noted and recorded.

She shook her head once, almost imperceptibly, and reached for the hem of her top.

Around her, the others were already undressing.

Fabric slipped away. Trainers were set neatly beneath benches. White skirts folded with care. Bra and panties neatly placed on the wooden bench. The room filled with the quiet sounds of movement, the subtle awareness of bodies in proximity. Eleanor stripped quickly, efficiently, refusing to linger on the unfamiliar exposure of it, the way her skin cooled as air touched places usually covered.

They stepped beneath the showers together.

Warm water began to fall in steady streams, steam rising quickly to fill the space. A plain bar of soap was placed on the ledge, unbranded, scentless, utilitarian.

“Use only what is provided,” the woman said. “Clean thoroughly. Every area. You are expected to be spotless.”

She paused.

“Care for your body is part of the Programme.”

Eleanor took the soap and passed it along. She washed herself carefully, deliberately, the routine grounding her even as her cheeks remained warm. The others did the same, movements quiet and contained, eyes lowered or fixed on nothing in particular. There was no laughter, no embarrassment voiced aloud. Only compliance.

As the water ran over her skin, Eleanor felt a strange sense of dislocation settle in.

This was not how she had imagined refinement. There was no instruction here about grace or poise, no mirrors angled to flatter, no indulgence. The process was stripped down, functional, impersonal. Efficient. She realised, with a flicker of unease, that it felt less like preparation and more like processing.

For the first time, the thought formed fully in her mind.

This was closer to a prison than a finishing school.

The idea unsettled her, not because it felt dramatic, but because it felt precise. The shared space. The lack of privacy. The rules delivered without emotion. The way resistance had been offered a path that was clearly not meant to be taken.

As she stood there, water running steadily over her shoulders, Eleanor began to connect the details she had noticed since arriving. The bare bedrooms, identical in layout and stripped of anything personal. The shared bathroom, designed for efficiency rather than comfort. The absence of locks, the absence of choices. Nothing here was accidental.

It felt as though the Programme was not simply organising their days but stripping them back.

Individual habits. Personal rhythms. The small private indulgences that made a life feel like one’s own. All of it was being removed quietly, without confrontation, without explanation. In its place came routine, uniformity, and expectation.

They were not being encouraged to express themselves.

They were being standardised.

Eleanor realised, with a faint chill, that the Programme did not yet need to tell them what they were being shaped into. That would come later. For now, it was enough to erase the excess, to soften edges, to make them pliable. To teach their bodies and minds to respond before they questioned.

Standing there among the others, skin clean and bare, she felt the truth settle uncomfortably into focus.

This was not about becoming better versions of themselves.

It was about becoming something else entirely.

Something precise.

Something decided for them.

And the most unsettling part of all was how easily she had already begun to cooperate with that process, telling herself it was temporary, that she was still in control, that she could step back whenever she chose.

Even as the Programme quietly worked to make sure she wouldn’t want to.

And yet, standing there under the warm water, following instructions she had not questioned aloud, Eleanor felt the thought slip away as quickly as it had come.

Cleanliness was the task.

Compliance was the method.

And whatever this place truly was, it was already teaching her one of its most important lessons.

Thinking too much only made things harder.

Water ran over shoulders, down backs, over skin flushed from exertion. The mirrors outside the shower reflected nothing of this space, as if the Conservatory preferred some things to exist without commentary.

Eleanor focused on the instruction. Clean. Thorough. Methodical.

As the water continued to fall, she felt the shift again, subtle but unmistakable.

Another boundary crossed. Another private act made communal. Another moment where hesitation had been offered a formal route and quietly declined.

Eleanor let her gaze move, briefly and without embarrassment, over the other three women sharing the space with her.

Phoebe stood nearest. Her body was slim and disciplined, narrow hips, long lines, her smaller breasts sitting high and contained against her chest. Everything about her looked restrained, efficient, as if her body, like her mind, took up only the space it strictly needed.

Lila Morton was the opposite. Softer. Fuller. Her thighs touched lightly when she stood, her hips rounded and feminine. Her breasts were generous and round, rising and falling visibly with each breath, her body carrying warmth and vulnerability she made no attempt to hide. There was a faint self-consciousness in the way she held herself, shoulders slightly drawn in, as though aware of being seen.

Saskia Vane stood apart without trying to. Tall and long legged, her body was all confidence and contrast. Her breasts were full and unapologetic, her waist narrow above hips that curved with an almost careless assurance. She held herself loosely, as if nudity did not register as exposure but as fact.

Eleanor became aware, then, of her own body by comparison. The balance of it. Her full chest held high, her waist defined, her hips and bottom unmistakably rounded. She did not feel superior or inferior. Just visible. Just measurable.

It struck her how easily the Conservatory had created this moment. Four different bodies, stripped of clothing, hierarchy erased, comparison unavoidable.

No one commented. No one reacted.

They were simply there, together, being observed if not actively watched.

Eleanor understood then that this, too, was part of the design.

Not humiliation. Not praise.

Just awareness.

And awareness, she was beginning to learn, was one of the Programme’s most effective tools.

When they finally stepped back out, skin clean, hair damp, bodies bare and unremarked upon, Eleanor understood something new.

Here, even cleanliness was not personal.

It was procedural.

And the more she followed the procedure, the easier it became to stop asking herself why.

Four towels waited on a bench by the exit.

They were simple cotton, white and identical, folded with the same precise care as everything else in the Conservatory. Eleanor took one and dried herself methodically, aware again of how quickly even this had become procedural. No one lingered. No one rushed. The room remained quiet, filled only with the soft sound of fabric against skin and the steady drip of water on tile.

Beside the towels lay four dressing gowns.

They were plain and unadorned, light cotton, all the same size and cut, designed to cover rather than flatter. A pair of simple flip flops sat neatly beneath each one, aligned perfectly.

No choice.

No variation.

Eleanor slipped the gown on and tied the belt at her waist. It concealed her body completely now, but the sense of exposure did not fade. If anything, it sharpened. She felt contained rather than hidden, wrapped in something that did not belong to her.

The others dressed in silence.

Phoebe moved efficiently, already composed again. Lila seemed grateful for the covering, pulling the gown closed a little tighter than necessary. Saskia tied hers loosely, as if refusing to let even uniformity dictate how she stood.

They were guided back toward their rooms without conversation, flip flops whispering softly against the floor as they walked. The corridors felt different now, narrower somehow, more intimate after what had just taken place.

When Eleanor reached her door, she paused again, eyes flicking to the handle.

She stepped inside and closed it gently behind her.

As she sat on the edge of the bed and untied the belt of the gown, Eleanor understood that the Programme had not rushed anything. It had not forced or shocked or threatened.

It had simply removed layers.

Clothing. Privacy. Choice.

And it had done so with such calm inevitability that resistance already felt not only pointless, but faintly unreasonable.

She folded the gown neatly and placed it on the chair as instructed, every movement measured, already careful to do things correctly.

Structure was no longer something imposed from outside.

It was beginning to live inside her.


Chapter Eight

The days settled into shape quickly.

Morning always began in the gym.

Six thirty, without exception.

The four of them arrived together, dressed in the brief, revealing little outfits laid out for them each night, short skirts, tight tops, bare skin exposed to the cool morning air. The fabric cut close to the body, designed for movement and visibility rather than comfort.

Each of them stood beside her assigned personal trainer.

The routines changed every morning. Strength one day, balance the next, endurance, control, repetition. Eleanor never knew exactly what would be required until it began, and she learned quickly not to anticipate, only to respond. Her body warmed, muscles waking, breath falling into rhythm under instruction.

There was comfort in the repetition of it, even as the exercises shifted.

The time was fixed. The place was fixed. The expectation was fixed. What changed was only how far she was pushed, how long she was made to hold, how precisely she was corrected.

What to wear had already been decided. Where to be was unquestionable. Even how to stand, how to move, how to breathe at certain moments was no longer hers to choose.

Eleanor realised, with faint surprise, that starting each day this way steadied her. Being seen, measured, worked, and corrected before the rest of the day unfolded stripped away hesitation. By the time she left the gym, sweat cooling on her skin, she felt emptied of excess thought.

Structure did that.

It took her body first.

And by the time the rest of the day began, her mind followed willingly behind.

After the gym, there was no pause, no chance to drift back into individuality. They were led directly from the workout space to the communal shower, bodies still warm, skin damp with sweat, breathing only just settling. The routine was already familiar. Undress. Shower. Dress again.

The same young woman was always there.

Her name, they learned quickly, was Hannah.

Hannah stood to one side of the tiled space, clipboard in hand, posture immaculate. She did not hurry them, did not rush them, did not need to. Her presence was enough. She watched without staring, supervised without comment, ensuring the process unfolded exactly as intended. Cleanliness. Efficiency. Order.

Eleanor became aware that Hannah noticed everything. Who hesitated. Who rushed. Who lingered too long under the water. Who followed instruction precisely. Nothing was remarked on in the moment, but nothing was missed.

The showers ran. The room filled with steam. The four women moved through the routine together, still, quiet, increasingly accustomed to the shared exposure. What had felt confronting on the first morning now felt expected. Required.

Hannah’s voice broke the silence only when necessary.

“Thorough,” she reminded them calmly. “Every morning.”

There was no judgement in it. Just procedure.

Eleanor noticed the change in herself gradually.

At first, she had been acutely conscious of every movement, the way she stepped out of her clothes, the angle of her body as she reached for the soap, the sensation of being observed even when no one was overtly looking. Her skin had felt too exposed, too present.

Now, the awareness softened.

Standing unclothed among the others no longer sparked the same internal tightening. Their bodies were familiar to her in a neutral, almost administrative way. Phoebe’s clean lines. Lila’s softness. Saskia’s relaxed confidence. They were simply facts of the space, like the tiled walls or the running water.

Her own nudity began to feel the same.

She no longer crossed her arms instinctively or angled herself away. She moved with efficiency, washing, rinsing, stepping aside when needed. The body she had once managed carefully now felt like something she inhabited more fully, less self-consciously.

Hannah’s presence stopped registering as scrutiny.

Hannah did not avert her gaze, but neither did she linger. She watched with the same quiet attentiveness she applied to everything else, posture, timing, order. Eleanor realised that being seen this way, without judgement, without reaction, stripped nudity of its usual charge.

It became functional.

Expected.

By the time Eleanor stepped out of the shower each morning, water trailing down her legs, towel taken and wrapped without haste, she felt composed rather than exposed. Calm rather than flustered.

The Conservatory was teaching her something subtle but profound.

Her body did not need to be hidden.

It only needed to be normalised.

And Eleanor was beginning to understand just how quickly the extraordinary could become routine.

By the time they stepped out again, skin clean, hair damp, wrapped in identical towels, Eleanor felt the shift complete. The day no longer began with thought or choice. It began with her body being used, cleaned, and prepared.

They were accustomed to it now.

Cleanliness had become exacting, almost ritualised. Hannah’s instructions were clear and thorough, and her quiet presence ensured they followed them precisely. Nothing was rushed. Nothing was skipped. Each morning reinforced the same expectation, that every part of the body was to be washed properly, methodically, without exception.

Privacy no longer factored into it.

There were no allowances for modesty, no gestures made to preserve personal boundaries. The process was communal, observed, and unembarrassed. Even areas Eleanor had once considered deeply private were treated as simply another part of the routine, subject to the same standards as everything else.

Under Hannah’s steady gaze, the idea of concealment lost its relevance.

Clean was clean.

And Eleanor understood that the point was not exposure for its own sake, but compliance. The acceptance that nothing about them, not even their most intimate physical care, belonged solely to them anymore.

It was just another way the Programme ensured they were ready for the day ahead.

And Hannah was always there to make sure it happened properly.

Not as a threat.

Not as a comfort.

Simply as part of the structure that now framed everything.

Dress codes were enforced without comment.

Different parts of the day required different uniforms, each laid out for them in advance, clean, identical, unadorned. There was no room for interpretation. Jewellery was removed. Hair was worn as instructed. Shoes were chosen for them. Eleanor found herself checking her reflection less for attractiveness and more for correctness.

Posture was corrected constantly.

Sometimes by Margot herself, a quiet instruction delivered in passing. Sometimes by the younger women who assisted, a fingertip hovering near a shoulder blade without touching, a low voice reminding her to straighten, to balance her weight evenly, to hold still. The corrections were never sharp. Never unkind. That made them harder to resist.

Silence was introduced in blocks.

Certain meals. Certain corridors. Certain hours of the evening. At first, Eleanor found it strange, even awkward, sitting with the others without speaking, aware of shared breath, shared presence. But silence had a way of smoothing things out. Without conversation, there was nothing to perform. No cleverness. No reassurance. Just stillness.

She noticed how quickly she adapted.

Her body responded before she thought about it. She straightened automatically when entering a room. Lowered her voice without being told. Walked at the expected pace. Even her thoughts seemed to quiet, focusing on the immediate task rather than the larger picture.

And beneath the awareness of control, there was something else.

Relief.

Eleanor had not expected that.

The discipline suited her more than she cared to admit. The structure gave her something to lean into, something solid. She slept better. Ate what was given without fuss. Moved through her day with purpose instead of choice.

She watched the others change as well.

Phoebe became sharper, more precise, almost polished. Lila relaxed into obedience, visibly calmer when instructions were clear. Saskia resisted in small ways, but even she complied when it mattered, her defiance folding inward rather than disappearing.

Eleanor noticed something else as the days passed.

Men moved through the background of the Conservatory, always at the edges of the women’s routines. Carrying equipment. Cleaning floors. Maintaining the grounds. They rarely spoke and never lingered. Their presence was practical, functional, almost deliberately unobtrusive.

What struck Eleanor was the uniformity.

They were all tall, powerfully built, their physiques shaped by physical work and strength. Most of them were Black, almost without exception. They worked efficiently, eyes down or focused on the task at hand, never acknowledging the women beyond what was strictly necessary. No looks. No reactions. No recognition.

It was not threatening.

If anything, it was oddly impersonal.

Yet Eleanor found herself noting the contrast without consciously intending to. The women were dressed, scheduled, corrected, observed. The men worked silently around them, solid and contained, part of the structure but clearly separate from it.

She could not quite articulate why it unsettled her.

It was simply another quiet pattern in a place built entirely from patterns, another reminder that nothing here was accidental. Roles were defined. Boundaries were enforced without explanation. Presence did not equal access.

And as with everything else at the Conservatory, Eleanor sensed that understanding would come later, if it came at all.

For now, it was enough to notice.

And to keep moving forward as instructed.

By the end of the week, Eleanor realised she was no longer counting hours.

She was counting routines.

And when Margot’s gaze lingered on her a fraction longer one afternoon, not in correction but acknowledgement, Eleanor felt a small, surprising sense of satisfaction.

Structure was no longer something imposed on her.

It was something she was beginning to crave.


Chapter Nine

It happened without warning.

They were assembled in one of the smaller instruction rooms, standing in a loose line as Margot spoke through the next phase of the afternoon schedule. The atmosphere was calm, procedural, almost relaxed. Eleanor stood as she had learned to stand now, shoulders aligned, weight balanced, chin level. Her body responded automatically, posture settling before she consciously thought about it.

Margot stopped speaking mid-sentence.

The pause was subtle, but absolute.

Her gaze shifted, precise and unhurried, and came to rest on Lila.

Lila did not notice at first. She was standing slightly off balance, her weight resting on one hip, her shoulders drawn in just enough to break the line they had been taught to hold. It was a small thing. Almost invisible.

Almost.

“Lila,” Margot said calmly.

The name landed like a bell.

Lila straightened instantly, cheeks colouring as she realised, she had been seen. “Yes, Ms. Ashcombe.”

Margot crossed the room with measured steps and stopped directly in front of her. She did not raise her voice. She did not frown. She did not touch.

“Stand as you were,” she said.

Lila hesitated, then returned to her previous posture, uncertainty flickering across her face.

Margot inclined her head slightly. “That,” she said, “is incorrect.”

The room was silent.

“Your weight is uneven,” Margot continued, tone instructional rather than reprimanding. “It suggests uncertainty. It suggests distraction. Neither is appropriate here.”

She stepped half a pace to the side so everyone could see.

“Correct posture is not decorative,” Margot said. “It communicates readiness. It communicates discipline.”

She looked back at Lila. “Adjust.”

Lila shifted again, carefully this time, shoulders back, stance aligned, her body visibly working to hold the position.

Margot watched for a moment longer, then nodded once.

“Better,” she said.

And that was all.

She returned to the front of the room and resumed speaking exactly where she had left off, as if nothing of note had occurred.

But Eleanor felt the release in her own body immediately.

A quiet, involuntary loosening of tension. Relief. Sharp and unmistakable.

It had not been her.

She became acutely aware of how closely she had been watching, how fully she had absorbed the correction meant for someone else. She replayed it silently, checking her own stance, adjusting without being told.

Around her, the others did the same.

No one spoke. No one smiled. No one offered comfort.

Lila remained standing, posture perfect now, eyes forward, her earlier warmth replaced by focused stillness. She had not been humiliated. She had not been punished.

She had been corrected.

And Eleanor understood, with a clarity that settled deep in her chest, why that was more effective than anger or discipline ever could be.

The room had watched.

The lesson had been delivered.

And everyone, especially Eleanor, had learned exactly what was expected without another word being said.


Chapter Ten

The first day of the second week started just as the others had.

But after the gym, after the communal shower, after drying under Hannah’s familiar, unblinking supervision, they expected the usual quiet return to their rooms. The routine had settled into their bodies. Undress. Wash. Dry. Dress.

Instead, Hannah did not dismiss them.

She stood by the door, clipboard held neatly against her side, and waited until they were wrapped in their small, tight gowns, flip flops aligned beneath the bench.

“Follow me,” she said.

It was the first deviation.

They exchanged brief glances, instinctive and searching, then fell into step behind her. The corridor she led them down was unfamiliar, longer and narrower than the others, the light dimmer, the air cooler. Their flip flops whispered against the floor, the thin fabric of their gowns brushing their thighs as they walked. Eleanor felt suddenly aware of how little separated her from the space around her, how exposed she felt outside the usual rhythm.

At the very back of the building, Hannah stopped and opened a door.

The room beyond was plain and clinical. No windows. Pale walls. A long table. Several chairs arranged with careful symmetry.

Margot Ashcombe was already there.

She stood near the table, hands loosely folded, composed as ever, her expression unreadable. Beside her was Alastair Redmond.

He looked exactly as he had before. Tall, solid, immaculate. Stillness radiated from him, the quiet certainty of a man entirely at ease with being in control. His presence filled the room without effort.

There was a third man Eleanor did not recognise.

He was shorter than Redmond, softer in build, slightly overweight, his hair thinning at the temples. He wore glasses and a white coat; the fabric creased with use rather than display. He looked to be in his mid-forties, his expression neutral, professional.

Margot spoke first.

“This is Dr. Whitaker,” she said calmly. “He is responsible for medical oversight of the Programme.”

The word oversight landed heavily.

Hannah stepped aside and gestured to the centre of the room.

“Stand here,” she said.

They did.

The four women formed a line, shoulder to shoulder, facing Margot, Redmond, and the doctor. Eleanor felt the familiar settling of posture, spine straightening automatically, chin level, hands resting still at her sides beneath the thin cotton of the gown.

Hannah remained to one side, silent, watchful.

For a moment, no one spoke.

Eleanor felt the weight of being looked at, not individually yet, but collectively. Four bodies. Four forms. Clean. Aligned. Waiting.

“This is a routine assessment,” Margot said at last. “Nothing here is unexpected.”

Redmond’s gaze moved slowly along the line, his attention impersonal, complete. When it passed over Eleanor, she felt the same unsettling awareness she had before. Seen without being engaged. Not appraised for attraction. Simply noted.

Dr. Whitaker adjusted his glasses and glanced down at a clipboard.

“You will remain where you are,” he said mildly. “You will follow instructions as they are given.”

His voice was calm, clinical, almost reassuring in its neutrality.

Eleanor’s pulse quickened anyway.

This room felt different from the others. More deliberate. More final.

She stood still, the thin gown hanging lightly from her shoulders, the cool air brushing her calves, and understood that the Programme had reached a new phase.

The routines had shaped them.

Now, they were being measured.

Margot did not raise her voice.

“Remove your gowns,” she said evenly. “You will be inspected and assessed. This will take place weekly.”

The instruction landed heavily in the room.

For a moment, none of them moved.

They were accustomed now to nudity in front of one another, to the quiet supervision of Hannah in the showers, to exposure framed as routine. This was different. Redmond stood a few feet away, silent and immovable. The doctor watched with professional detachment, pen poised above his clipboard.

Eleanor felt the hesitation ripple through the line. Not panic. Not refusal. A brief recalibration.

Margot’s gaze sharpened.

“Quickly,” she said.

Saskia moved first.

She untied the belt of her gown and let it slip from her shoulders without ceremony, stepping out of it and placing it neatly at her feet. She stood tall, arms at her sides, expression carefully neutral.

Phoebe followed almost immediately. Her movements were efficient, controlled, the gown folded with precision before she straightened, posture perfect, eyes forward.

Eleanor’s turn came next.

She untied the belt and let the fabric fall away, feeling the familiar cool air against her skin. She did not rush, but she did not delay either. She stepped free of the gown and stood as she had been taught, shoulders aligned, chin level, arms relaxed at her sides. She was aware of Redmond’s presence without looking at him, aware of the doctor’s gaze moving methodically along the line.

Last was Lila.

Her hands trembled slightly as she loosened the belt. There was a brief pause, then she followed the others, the gown slipping to the floor. She swallowed once and straightened, copying Eleanor’s stance, her breathing shallow but controlled.

All four now stood unclothed, aligned, silent.

Hannah stepped forward and gathered the discarded gowns, removing them from the space without comment.

Margot walked slowly along the line, her attention precise, unhurried. She did not touch. She did not react. She observed.

“This is an assessment,” she said calmly. “Not a judgement.”

Redmond said nothing.

Dr. Whitaker began to make notes.

Eleanor stared ahead, pulse steady but present, and understood that another threshold had been crossed. Not through force. Not through humiliation.

Through instruction.

Through compliance.

And through the quiet understanding that this, too, was now part of the Programme.

Redmond stepped forward.

The room seemed to contract around him as he moved, his presence drawing focus without effort. He walked slowly down the line, stopping in front of each woman in turn, his gaze deliberate, unhurried.

“Yes,” he said quietly. “The gym work is paying off.”

His tone was neutral, almost conversational.

He stopped first in front of Saskia.

He raised his hand and cupped her breast, as though weighing proportions rather than looking at a person. His gaze lingered where her body was fullest, longest, strongest. Saskia held herself rigid, chin lifted, arms straight at her sides.

“Improved control,” Redmond said calmly, as if dictating notes. “Better tone.”

He moved on.

Phoebe was next.

Redmond’s eyes traced the clean lines of her posture, he ran a finger down the flat plane of her stomach held tight and disciplined. He circled her slowly, forcing her to remain still as his presence passed behind her, then returned to stand directly in front again.

“Excellent restraint,” he said. “You respond well to structure.”

Phoebe did not blink.

Then he stepped in front of Eleanor.

She felt it immediately, the familiar sensation of being seen without being addressed, intensified now by proximity. His gaze moved over her with the same calm precision, measuring, comparing, cataloguing. Not desire. Not approval.

Assessment. His hand moved between her thigh, she gasped.

“You will return to the bathroom before dressing. Ensure you are thoroughly shaved. Every area.”

The instruction was delivered as fact, not command.

Eleanor was startled by her own reaction.

She had expected shock. Outrage. A flare of resistance.

Instead, heat pooled low in her body, sudden and unwelcome, a flush of awareness that made her thighs tense reflexively. The humiliation did not repel her, it sank inward, sharp and intimate, settling somewhere beneath her breath.

That frightened her more than the order itself.

She kept her face neutral, posture perfect, even as her pulse betrayed her. She was acutely aware now of her own body, not as something private, but as something that had been found lacking. Something that would be corrected.

Redmond held her there with his gaze a moment longer.

“Better discipline will follow,” he said calmly.

Then he stepped away.

Eleanor remained standing, arms at her sides, skin prickling, mind unnervingly quiet.

She realised, with a clarity that made her stomach tighten, that the Programme was no longer just shaping how she moved or stood.

It was reaching inside her reactions themselves.

And she had not recoiled.

She had responded.

Redmond moved on at last, stopping before Lila, whose breathing had grown shallow. He did not comment immediately. The silence stretched, heavy and instructive.

“Still adapting,” he said finally. “But progressing.”

Dr. Whitaker continued to write.

Margot watched without expression.

Hannah stood motionless to one side.

Eleanor realised then what made the moment so unsettling.

They were naked, exposed, and completely vulnerable, everything about the assessment was intimate. And yet no indulgence. No warmth. No curiosity.

Their bodies were being evaluated the same way everything else in the Programme was evaluated.

For usefulness.

For compliance.

For how well they could be shaped into whatever Redmond had already decided they were meant to become.

Redmond stepped away from the line and moved behind them.

The sound of his shoes against the floor was quiet, unhurried. Eleanor felt his presence pass behind her without touching, close enough to register as pressure rather than contact. She kept her eyes forward, shoulders set, aware of her own breathing.

As he walked, he spoke to the room as a whole.

“There will be no body hair,” he said evenly. “All of it is to be removed. This morning.”

The words were delivered with the same neutrality as every other instruction.

“Hannah,” he added, without turning, “see to it.”

“Yes, sir,” Hannah replied immediately.

Redmond completed the circuit and returned to stand in front of them. Only then did he look at Margot.

“Arrange for a specialist,” he said. “Waxing. I want consistency. I want uniformity.”

Margot inclined her head slightly. “Of course.”

Redmond’s gaze returned briefly to the women.

“In all other respects,” he continued, “we will maintain the weekly assessments as scheduled.”

Nothing more was said.

Eleanor stood motionless, arms at her sides, her body still reacting in ways she did not fully understand. She had expected the order to feel shocking, invasive, unbearable.

Instead, she felt a strange, inward heat, contained rather than explosive, the humiliation settling into her rather than pushing her away. It disturbed her how quickly she adapted, how easily the instruction slid into the same mental category as posture, silence, routine.

This was not about sexuality, she told herself.

It was about standards.

About removal.

About being made uniform.

And yet, as Redmond stepped back and Margot prepared to dismiss them, Eleanor was forced to acknowledge something she did not want to examine too closely.

The Programme was no longer just telling her what to do with her body.

It was teaching her how to receive instruction without flinching. How to remain still while being assessed. How to stand through exposure without protest.

What unsettled her most was her own reaction.

She had expected to feel violated, angry, or ashamed. Instead, she felt a low, disorienting warmth settle in her body, a response she could not immediately name or control. The assessment, delivered with such clinical detachment while she stood exposed, had affected her in a way that frightened her precisely because it was not what she had anticipated.

There had been no intimacy. No indulgence. No desire in Redmond’s gaze.

And yet her body had reacted anyway.

That realisation left her unnerved. Not because of what had been done to her, but because of how quickly she had adapted to it. How easily exposure had turned inward, becoming something private and difficult to resist.

She remained standing, posture perfect, face composed, while something inside her quietly shifted.

The Conservatory was not simply removing her resistance.

It was teaching her body to answer before her mind could intervene.

And Eleanor understood, with a clarity that made her chest tighten, that this was the most dangerous lesson of all.


Chapter Eleven

They were taken back to the bathroom immediately.

No discussion. No pause to dress.

Hannah led them in silence, the familiar tiled space already prepared. The showers were running again, steam rising softly as the door closed behind them. The routine was efficient now, stripped of novelty. Undress. Rinse. Stand where directed.

They showered quickly, methodically, under Hannah’s supervision. There was no room for lingering, no opportunity to retreat inward. Cleanliness had already been redefined as a standard rather than a choice.

When the water was turned off, Hannah stepped forward with a small tray.

Each woman was handed a simple razor and a bottle of plain lotion, unbranded, scentless, utilitarian. No explanation was given at first. None was needed.

“You will groom yourselves to the required standard,” Hannah said calmly. “Remain where you are. Take your time. Ensure consistency.”

The implication was unmistakable.

Eleanor felt the heat rise in her face, then settle. The four of them stood together, unclothed, performing an act that had always been private, now rendered procedural and communal. There was no attempt at modesty. No effort made to turn away. Hannah’s presence made avoidance pointless.

She focused on the instruction rather than the meaning.

This was not framed as punishment. It was not framed as degradation. It was framed as preparation.

Hannah watched with the same careful attentiveness she applied to everything else. She did not comment unless necessary. She did not rush them. She did not look away. Her supervision was clinical, precise, impersonal.

When they were finished, lotion was distributed.

“Apply,” Hannah said simply. “You are required to be smooth and soft.”

Eleanor obeyed, hands steady despite the unfamiliar exposure of it, aware again of how thoroughly the Programme had collapsed the boundary between private and permitted. What had once been hidden was now managed. What had once been personal was now overseen.

What shocked her was not the instruction, but her own response to it.

Standing there, exposed in a way that stripped the act of all privacy, Eleanor felt a sudden, disorienting warmth move through her, a physical reaction she had not invited and did not understand. The intimacy of the moment, made public, procedural, and watched, unsettled something deep inside her. Her body reacted even as her mind recoiled.

That frightened her.

She had expected embarrassment. Resistance. A sense of violation.

Instead, she felt an unwanted awareness of herself, sharp and internal, brought on not by touch or desire, but by being observed so clinically while carrying out something so personal. The humiliation did not push outward. It turned inward.

Eleanor focused on her breathing, on completing the task exactly as instructed, refusing to let her expression change. Yet the realisation lingered, heavy and difficult to name.

The Programme was not simply taking control of what she did.

It was reaching into how her body responded.

And the fact that it had succeeded, even briefly, left her deeply unsettled.

When Hannah was satisfied, she nodded once.

“That is the standard,” she said. “It will be maintained.”

They were handed towels. Dressing gowns followed.

As Eleanor wrapped herself and stepped back from the tiled floor, she felt the change register fully. Not just on her skin, but deeper than that. Something had been removed. Not violently. Not dramatically.

Systematically.

She understood now that the Programme did not need to shock them anymore.

It had already taught them how to comply.

And Eleanor knew, with quiet certainty, that from this point on, there would be no going back to how things had been before.


Chapter Twelve

Eleanor knew something was wrong the moment she opened the wardrobe.

The gym outfit hung at the front as always, laid out with deliberate care. The short white skirt. The tight vest top.

Nothing else.

She stood very still, scanning the rail again, then the shelf beneath it. No sports bra. No panties. Nothing folded, nothing hidden. The absence was unmistakable, intentional.

Her stomach tightened.

This was not an oversight. The Conservatory did not overlook things.

Eleanor closed the wardrobe slowly and sat on the edge of the bed, staring at the outfit. The fabric looked the same as every other morning. Clean. Innocent. Minimal. Only now she understood what it meant.

There would be nothing beneath it.

No barrier. No buffer. No private layer between her body and the world.

She dressed carefully.

The skirt slipped over her hips, settling high on her thighs as always. The vest top pulled snug across her chest, holding her breasts close without support, the thin fabric doing little to conceal movement. She paused when it was done, standing still, acutely aware of the unfamiliar sensation of fabric directly against skin. IN the mirror her nipples stood out like two sharp points.

Completely exposed.

Her pulse was steady but louder than usual as she stepped into the corridor. The others were emerging too, and she saw it immediately in their faces. The same realisation. The same absence.

No one spoke.

In the gym, the air felt cooler.

The men were already there.

Eleanor took her place beside her personal trainer, feeling the difference immediately. Every movement was magnified. Every step reminded her of what she was not wearing. When she lifted her arms, when she bent, when she adjusted her stance, there was nothing to shield her from awareness.

She felt seen in a way she had not before.

Not looked at.

Exposed.

The trainers remained professional, as they always were. No comments. No reactions. Their focus stayed on alignment, repetition, correction. That, somehow, made it worse. The lack of acknowledgement stripped the situation of any relief.

Eleanor’s body responded anyway.

Not dramatically. Not visibly. But internally, she felt the heightened sensitivity of it, the sharp awareness of her own movement, the way the fabric shifted with her breath. She found herself concentrating harder than ever on stillness, on precision, on control.

This was not accidental.

The Programme had removed another layer.

She was almost naked, her ass and pussy, at times, certain positions or exercises fully visible to the others, to the men, her personal trainer.

As Eleanor held a position under instruction, muscles trembling slightly, she understood something with chilling clarity.

This was not about humiliation delivered loudly.

This was about making her function while exposed.

About proving she could comply without covering herself, without reacting, without asking.

And as the session continued, Eleanor realised the most unsettling truth of all.

She was doing exactly that.

Standing. Moving. Obeying.

Completely unshielded.

And learning, far faster than she wanted to admit, how to endure it.

After the gym session ended, Hannah gathered them without comment.

They followed her in silence to the showers, bodies still warm, awareness still heightened from the exposure of the workout, and Eleanor was acutely conscious of the low, unwelcome warmth lingering inside her, a response her body had betrayed her with even as her face remained composed. She knew she was wet, and she knew her personal trainer had seen how wet her little pussy had become.

The tiled room was already prepared.

“Undress,” Hannah said calmly.

They did.

Water began to run, steam rising as it always did, but today Hannah did not step back to her usual place by the wall. Instead, she remained close, clipboard in hand, eyes attentive.

“You are expected to maintain grooming standards at all times,” she said. “This includes shaving all pubic hair.”

One by one, she moved along the line.

There was no commentary. No expression. Hannah’s inspection was brief, professional, and exacting. She did not linger, but she did not rush either. Her gaze dropped only long enough to confirm compliance, then moved on. In turn she made each young woman turn and bend at the waist, “Reach back pull your ass cheeks apart.”

Eleanor stood still, arms relaxed at her sides, heart beating steadily as Hannah paused in front of her. The moment was impersonal, almost clinical, yet Eleanor felt the familiar heat of awareness flare beneath her composure. She did not move. She did not react.

“Acceptable,” Hannah said quietly, making a note, “Now turn and show me your ass.”

She continued down the line, repeating the process with the others, correcting nothing aloud, acknowledging nothing beyond completion of the standard.

“Shower,” Hannah instructed when she was finished. “Thoroughly.”

As the water fell again, Eleanor felt the shift deepen. The inspection had been very intimate, yet it had stripped away another layer of assumption. Grooming was no longer private. Cleanliness was no longer self-defined. Even the most intimate part of her body was no longer private.

By the time she stepped under the water, Eleanor understood that the Programme was not escalating through shock.

It was escalating through normalisation.

And what unsettled her most was how quickly she had accepted that nothing about her body was exempt anymore.


Chapter Thirteen

As with the day before, the routine did not end in the bathrooms.

Once they were dry, wrapped again in the same small gowns, Hannah instructed them to follow her. No explanation was offered. Eleanor felt the familiar tightening in her stomach as they walked the long corridor toward the back of the building, the same route as the previous day.

Was this to be another inspection?

She wondered if this was the point of the grooming, whether they were to be examined again now that they met the newly imposed standard. The thought sat heavily with her as they approached the door.

Hannah opened it.

Margot Ashcombe was inside, standing exactly where she had stood before. Alastair Redmond was with her, hands folded loosely in front of him, posture relaxed, watchful.

There was no doctor.

The absence was immediately noticeable, and somehow more unsettling than his presence had been.

The four women were guided into position and lined up once more, shoulder to shoulder, facing Margot and Redmond. Hannah took her place to the side, silent, observant.

Margot’s gaze moved along the line, cool and precise.

“You know the procedure,” she said.

There was no pause this time.

“Remove your gowns.”

The instruction was delivered without emphasis, as if it were no different from standing straight or remaining silent. Eleanor felt the briefest flicker of hesitation pass through her, then disappear. Her hands moved automatically to the belt, fingers steady.

One by one, the gowns fell away.

No one rushed. No one delayed. They stepped out of the fabric and stood as they had been taught, arms relaxed at their sides, eyes forward, bodies aligned.

Eleanor felt the air against her skin, cool and exposing, and realised how much had changed in such a short time. What had felt shocking before now felt… expected. Required. She felt her nipples tighten in the cool air.

Redmond said nothing at first. He watched them in silence, his presence filling the room, his attention unbroken.

Margot spoke calmly.

“Remin in your position,” she said. “Do not cover yourselves. Keep your posture.”

The words settled with quiet weight.

The door at the side of the room opened quietly.

Four men entered.

Eleanor recognised them immediately. They were the same men she had seen throughout the Conservatory, moving silently through corridors, lifting equipment, maintaining the grounds. Always present. Always peripheral.

Up close, their physicality was unmistakable. All four were tall and powerfully built, their bodies broad and solid, strength evident even in stillness. Their faces were calm, unreadable, their movements controlled and deliberate.

What unsettled Eleanor most was how they were dressed.

Each man wore a short white gown, identical in cut and fabric to the women’s. The same light cotton. The same minimal design. The same deliberate exposure of legs and shoulders. No uniforms. No work clothes. No distinction.

The symmetry was impossible to ignore.

They took their places along the opposite wall without being directed, standing evenly spaced, hands at their sides, eyes forward. No one spoke. No one acknowledged the women directly.

Redmond did not look at them immediately.

Margot did.

“This is part of your ongoing conditioning,” she said calmly, addressing the room rather than the line of naked women. “Presence is instructional. Observation is mutual.”

The words landed quietly, but heavily.

Eleanor felt her awareness sharpen. The room now held eight bodies arranged with careful intention. Different roles. Different expectations. The same enforced stillness.

The men did not move.

They did not look at the women directly, yet their presence altered the space immediately. Their physicality was undeniable, contained strength held in check, made more conspicuous by the fact that they were not dressed as they normally were. The short white gowns stripped away the familiar markers of staff and labour, replacing them with something deliberately ambiguous.

Eleanor’s pulse began to race.

Standing exposed before them, she felt a new kind of vulnerability take hold. This was no longer the controlled observation she had grown accustomed to. No longer just assessment or correction. The balance of the room had shifted, and she could feel it in her body before she could fully articulate it in her mind.

This was not about comparison.

It was about pressure.

It was not simply about being unsettled anymore. Eleanor felt it with sudden clarity, the deliberate placement, the altered balance of the room, the way the situation had been constructed without explanation. This was a new test, one she had not been prepared for, because preparation would have weakened its effect.

They were there to change the meaning of her exposure.

Their presence reframed everything, the silence, the stillness, the fact of her nakedness. Eleanor felt the shift register deep in her body before her mind could organise it into thought. Her pulse quickened, breath tightening in her chest as a low, traitorous warmth stirred inside her, an involuntary response she had neither invited nor wanted.

That frightened her.

She had endured scrutiny before. Correction. Assessment. Even humiliation. But this was different. This reached past discipline and into reaction. Into sensation. Into the part of her she had believed remained private, untouched by instruction.

Eleanor understood then that something darker was unfolding.

The Programme was no longer satisfied with teaching her how to be seen.

It was testing how she would hold herself when being seen began to provoke something inside her, when composure and control were no longer just physical, but internal. When the rules were no longer fully articulated, and her own responses threatened to expose her more completely than her body ever could.

She remained perfectly still, posture exact, face composed, even as her heartbeat thudded loudly in her ears.

Whatever this test was, she knew with sudden certainty that it was not designed for her comfort.

It was designed to see whether she could endure not just exposure, but herself.

The air in the assessment room was cool and still, carrying the scent of lemon polish and something else, anticipation. Eleanor stood in line, her bare feet flat on the polished wood, the echo of Redmond’s last command still ringing in her ears. She stared straight ahead, focusing on a single grain in the panelling of the far wall. Beside her, she could feel the subtle tremor in Lila’s arm, hear the sharp, controlled breath Saskia was holding, sense Phoebe’s rigid stillness. They were a line of four, naked and exposed, the final vestige of their old selves stripped away in this sterile, silent space.

Margot Ashcombe’s voice cut through the silence, calm and precise. “Maintain your positions. Eyes forward.”

Eleanor’s gaze, against every instinct, flickered. Along the opposite wall, the four men stood at attention. They were figures she’d seen in the gym, in the corridors, powerful, silent enforcers of the Conservatory’s physical regime. Now, they were dressed in the same short, white linen gowns the women had worn earlier. The symmetry was unnerving. A mirror. A pairing.

Alastair Redmond took a single step forward, his shoes clicking softly. He did not look at the women. His attention was on the men.

“Disrobe.”

The command was quiet, absolute.

Four hands moved in unison. The linen gowns were untied and let fall. The fabric whispered to the floor.

A collective, sharp inhale came from the line of women. Eleanor’s breath caught, her carefully maintained composure fracturing. Her eyes, wide and helpless, were dragged from the grain of wood to the reality before her.

The men were utterly naked. Their bodies were sculptures of disciplined muscle, but that was not what held the room captive. It was the heavy, soft weight of their cocks, resting against powerful thighs. They were thick, even in their flaccid state, a blatant, shocking testament to a different kind of power. Lila made a small, choked sound. Saskia’s jaw tightened, a muscle ticking in her cheek. Phoebe’s eyes narrowed, analysing, but the rapid flutter of her pulse at her throat betrayed her.

“You will observe,” Redmond said, his voice washing over the women. “You will not look away.”

Margot glided along the line of women, her heels the only sound. “You are being presented with the natural state. There is no shame in it. The shame lies in your reaction. Control it.”

But Eleanor could not control the heat that flooded her stomach, a treacherous, unwelcome warmth that pooled low and deep. Her nipples, already taut from the cool air, tightened further, a traitorous physical echo of the shock rolling through her. She felt seen in a way she never had before, her own nakedness suddenly feeling different, not just exposed, but anticipatory.

Redmond gestured. One of the men, the tallest with shoulders like carved oak, took a single step forward. He approached their line. He stopped directly in front of Eleanor.

Her heart hammered against her ribs. She could smell him, clean soap, faint sweat, something musky and male. He was so close she could see the fine texture of his skin, the dusting of hair across his chest. His cock hung mere inches from her, a dormant threat.

“Place your hands on him,” Margot instructed, her voice devoid of inflection. “Palms flat on his pectorals. Learn the structure you are meant to complement.”

Eleanor’s hands trembled as she raised them. The act of reaching out felt monumental. Her fingertips touched warm, firm skin. She pressed her palms flat, as ordered. The heat of him seared her. The solid, living reality of his body under her hands sent a jolt through her that was part terror, part something else entirely. She felt the strong, steady beat of his heart under her left palm.

“Good,” Margot murmured. “Now, the others.”

The other three men stepped forward in unison. Saskia got the one with the fierce, focused eyes, whose cock twitched as he stood before her. Phoebe’s was broad-chested and still, a statue awaiting a command. Lila’s man was slightly younger, his expression not quite as impassive, a flicker of something in his eyes as he looked down at her soft, trembling form.

“You may proceed with the assessment,” Redmond said.

The man before Eleanor, her man, brought his hands up. They were large, capable. He did not grab her. He placed them gently on her waist, his thumbs resting on the crests of her hips. His touch was shockingly warm, grounding and invasive all at once. His thumbs began to move, stroking small, slow circles on her hip bones.

A soft, helpless sound escaped Eleanor’s lips. The touch was not rough, but it was profoundly intimate. It claimed. Her skin prickled everywhere. The heat in her core, that shameful warmth, ignited into a sharp, aching pulse.

To her left, she heard a wet, soft gasp. She dared a glance. Saskia’s man had his hands on her shoulders, his thumbs stroking the line of her collarbone. Saskia’s head was tilted back, her eyes closed, her earlier defiance melted into something taut and receptive. Her breath came in shallow pants.

Phoebe stood rigidly, but her man was tracing the line of her spine with a single finger, from the nape of her neck down to the very base. Each vertebra was a punctuation mark in a sentence of surrender. A shudder ran through her, her analytical composure cracking.

Lila’s man had cupped her face, his thumbs stroking her cheekbones. She was crying, silent tears tracking down her cheeks, but she was leaning into his touch, her body softening, yielding.

The man’s hands on Eleanor’s waist slid around to the small of her back, pulling her forward, just an inch. The head of his soft cock brushed her lower abdomen. The contact was electric. A full-body shudder wracked her. He was so hot. She felt herself melting against him, her hands sliding up to his shoulders for balance, her head falling forward until her brow rested against the solid wall of his chest. The scent of him filled her senses.

“Observe the responses,” Redmond’s voice came, clinical. “Note the physiological readiness. The body does not lie.”

One of the man’s hands left her back. She whimpered at the loss of heat. But then that hand, those clever fingers, trailed down the centre of her body, through the valley between her breasts, over the quivering plane of her stomach, and lower. He did not rush. He was measuring her reactions, the way her stomach muscles clenched, the way her breath hitched.

His fingers finally, finally, brushed the smooth, shaven skin at the juncture of her thighs. Eleanor jerked, a bolt of pure sensation shooting through her. She was wet. Profoundly, embarrassingly wet. The evidence of her body’s betrayal was slick on his exploring fingers, his touch gliding effortlessly over her bare flesh.

To her left, Saskia’s breath hitched as her man’s fingers traced the same clean, hairless expanse. Her hips twitched involuntarily, and a low, desperate sound escaped her lips. Phoebe, ever the stoic, hissed sharply through her teeth as her man’s calloused palms slid down her sides, grazing the sensitive, exposed skin of her inner thighs before settling daringly close to her core. Lila, already trembling, let out a soft, almost imperceptible whimper as her man’s thumb brushed the soft, bare curve where her thigh met her pelvis, her body arching subtly into the touch.

The room seemed to hum with the quiet, stifled sounds of their reactions, the air thick with the heady scent of arousal and surrender. Redmond’s voice cut through the tension, calm and clinical. “Observe the responses,” he repeated. “The body does not lie.” His words hung in the air like a verdict, stripping away any pretence of control or resistance.

Eleanor’s face burned with shame as the man’s fingers dipped further, teasing at her entrance. Her hands clutched at his shoulders, her nails digging into his skin as she fought to keep herself upright. She was exposed, not just physically, but in every way that mattered. Her body had betrayed her, and there was no hiding it now.

Eleanor’s breath hitched, her body trembling as the coil inside her unravelled. She was acutely aware of the man before her, his presence, his touch, his scent, all of it overwhelming in its intensity. This wasn’t someone she would have ever chosen for herself. He wasn’t one of the polished, wealthy suitors who had vied for her attention in the glittering halls of high society. No, this was a man of a different world entirely. His dark skin gleamed under the sterile light, his broad shoulders and muscular frame a testament to hard labour and raw power. His hands, calloused and strong, moved with a precision that spoke of confidence and command.

She had been raised to see men like him as beneath her, as part of a class she was never meant to interact with in anything but the most superficial ways. And yet, here he was, holding her captive with his touch, his hands on her bare skin, his breath mingling with hers as he brought her to the edge of something she couldn’t name.

She wanted to resist, to pull away, but her body betrayed her at every turn. Her hips moved of their own accord, seeking out the pleasure he offered, her breath coming in shallow, desperate gasps. His strength, his dominance, it was nothing like she had ever experienced before, and yet it felt right in a way that terrified her.

He was everything she had been taught to avoid, and yet here she was, needing him in a way she had never needed anyone before. The shame of it burned through her, mingling with the pleasure that coiled tighter and tighter in her core.

He made a low, approving sound in his chest, the first human noise she’d heard from any of them. It vibrated against her forehead. “Yes,” he murmured, just for her.

His finger slid lower, finding her heat, and with a single, slow, deliberate motion, he parted her. He traced her opening, gathering the slickness there, and then circled the tight, desperate bud of her clit.

Eleanor cried out, a sharp, broken sound. Her knees buckled. He held her up easily, his other arm banding around her back, holding her flush against him. His finger worked her with a devastating, knowing rhythm. It was not rough. It was exact. It was an assessment of her most intimate responses, and she was failing it spectacularly, her body arching into his touch, her hips beginning to move against his hand.

Around the room, the other women were falling into their own silent surrenders. Soft, choked moans mixed with the sound of skin on skin. Saskia’s head was thrown back, her mouth open as her man kissed her throat. Phoebe was panting, her hands now gripping her man’s biceps as he cupped her breast, his thumb flicking over her nipple. Lila was whispering “please” over and over, her man’s hands roaming her curves with a possessive gentleness.

The man’s finger pushed into Eleanor, just the first knuckle. She gasped, the stretch intense, the fullness shocking. He began to move it, in and out, a shallow, maddening rhythm, while his thumb continued its relentless circles on her clit. The dual sensations coiled a spring of tension low in her belly, tightening with every stroke.

His words were the final push. The coil snapped.

"Stop," Redmond commanded, his voice slicing through the thick tension in the room like a blade. The four men stepped back immediately, their hands leaving the women’s trembling bodies with deliberate precision. Eleanor stumbled slightly, her legs wobbly beneath her, her breath coming in shallow, uneven gasps. Beside her, Lila nearly collapsed, her knees buckling until she caught herself with a shaky exhale. Saskia’s jaw was clenched, her body still rigid with defiance, though her chest heaved as if she had been running. Phoebe stood frozen, her hands clenched into fists at her sides, her usually composed demeanour fractured by the intensity of what had just transpired.

Margot moved forward, her heels clicking sharply against the polished floor. "Composure and posture," she instructed, her voice as calm and precise as ever. "Straighten your spines. Shoulders back. Eyes forward." Her gaze swept over them, assessing, correcting. "Control your breathing. You are not animals."

The women obeyed silently, though their movements were stiff, their bodies still reeling from the men’s touch. Eleanor forced herself to straighten, her hands trembling as she pressed them to her sides. She could still feel the heat of the man’s fingers on her skin, the ghost of his touch lingering like a brand. She stared at the wall ahead, willing herself not to look at him, not to let her gaze betray the storm raging inside her.

Redmond stepped forward, his presence filling the room with a heavy, unyielding authority. His voice was calm but cutting, each word delivered with the precision of a scalpel. "There will be a test of your oral skills," he began, his gaze sweeping over the women like a judge assessing the unworthy. "Each of you will attempt to satisfy these men with your mouths. Failure is unacceptable." He paused, letting the weight of the task settle over them like a suffocating blanket. 

"Before you begin," he continued, his tone darkening slightly, "you will each receive three hard strokes of the cane across your buttocks." The words hung in the air, their implication clear and unrelenting. Redmond’s eyes narrowed, watching for any flicker of reaction. "Afterward, if you fail to satisfy your man, if you fail to bring him to completion, you will receive a further twelve strokes." 

He allowed another pause, the silence stretching taut as a wire. “The one who satisfies their man first will receive no further punishment."

Margot, standing to the side, gave the slightest nod of approval, her expression as composed and unreadable as ever. The room felt colder now, the air tinged with dread and something else, the sharp, metallic edge of anticipation. Eleanor’s stomach tightened as she absorbed the instructions. The cane was new; it was an instrument she had only seen in passing, hanging ominously on the wall in Redmond’s office. None of them had ever been punished, least of all bent over and struck with it. Her mind raced, trying to process the reality of what was about to happen, a deliberate act of humiliation far beyond anything they had experienced before.

She glanced sideways at the others. Lila’s eyes were wide, her lower lip trembling as the colour drained from her face. Saskia stood rigid, her jaw clenched so tightly it looked as though it might crack, while Phoebe’s usual composed demeanour wavered, her hands twitching subtly at her sides. The fear was palpable, a shared understanding that this was no longer just about discipline or control. This was breaking. 

The cane was not just a tool; it was a statement. It would strip away whatever fragile illusions of dignity they had left, bending them not just physically but emotionally. Eleanor’s breath hitched as she imagined the sting, the burn, the way it would mark her skin, and her soul. This wasn’t training. This was punishment, and it was designed to hurt in ways far deeper than the flesh. 

Redmond’s voice cut through the tension once more, calm and exacting. "You will submit," he said, his tone leaving no room for defiance. "The cane is the first step. What comes after will depend on your obedience." 

Eleanor’s hands trembled at her sides, her nails digging into her palms as she fought to keep her composure. The sharp crack of the cane striking bare skin loomed ahead, and with it, the undeniable truth: there was no escape.


Chapter Fourteen

Redmond’s voice cut through the silence, cold and unyielding. “Lila, come forward.” Her name hung in the air like a sentence, and the room seemed to grow stiller, heavier. Lila stepped out of the line, her legs trembling visibly as she moved to the centre of the room. She stood before Redmond, her face pale, her soft brown eyes wide with fear. He gestured with a flick of his hand. “Turn. Face them.”

Lila obeyed, her movements stiff and mechanical. She turned to face the other three women, her back now fully exposed to Redmond and the four men who stood silently along the far wall. The men’s gazes raked over her, taking in the soft curves of her body, the fullness of her round ass, and the delicate arch of her lower back. There was a collective stillness in their expressions, a predatory focus that made the air feel even more charged.

“Bend at the waist,” Redmond commanded, his tone leaving no room for hesitation. Lila hesitated for only a fraction of a second before obeying, her hands reaching out to brace herself on her knees as she bent forward. The position left her utterly exposed; her body offered up for inspection, or punishment. The men’s eyes lingered on the soft, round swell of her buttocks, the natural dip of her spine leading down to her most intimate parts.

Eleanor’s gaze flickered away from Lila’s trembling form to the line of men along the wall. Despite their stoic expressions, there was no hiding the subtle shifts in their bodies. Their cocks, already heavy and thick, began to stir with unmistakable interest, growing more pronounced with each passing second. The sight of Lila bent over, her soft, round ass bare and vulnerable, seemed to ignite something primal in them. Eleanor could see the tension in their thighs, the way their hands twitched slightly at their sides as if restraining themselves from touching, from acting.

The anticipation in the room was palpable, a low hum of barely contained energy. The men’s eyes were fixed on Lila, their gazes raking over her exposed curves with an intensity that made Eleanor’s stomach clench. Even Redmond’s voice, cold and commanding, couldn’t entirely mask the undercurrent of arousal that now permeated the air. It was as if Lila’s punishment was not just for her but for them as well, a spectacle designed to provoke, to test, to remind everyone present of the raw, unspoken power dynamics at play.

Eleanor’s breath quickened, her own body reacting traitorously to the charged atmosphere. She hated herself for it, but she couldn’t deny the heat that crept through her veins, the way her pulse raced as she watched. The men’s cocks, now fully erect, stood as undeniable proof of their dominance, their readiness. It was a silent rebuke, a wordless assertion of control that left her feeling both exposed and unnervingly aware of her own vulnerability.

Lila’s soft whimper brought Eleanor back to the moment, but the image of the men’s arousal lingered, burning itself into her mind. This was no longer just about Lila, it was about all of them.

Margot Ashcombe stepped forward, the cane in her hand catching the light. It was a thin, wicked-looking instrument, its polished surface gleaming ominously. She moved with her usual precision, positioning herself behind Lila. Without a word, she laid the cane across Lila’s bare buttocks, the coolness of the wood making the young woman flinch ever so slightly.

Margot’s voice was calm, almost clinical. “This will be three strokes. Maintain your position.” She paused, letting the weight of the moment settle over the room. Then, with a practiced motion, she drew the cane back and swung it forward with all her strength. The sharp crack of rattan against skin echoed through the room, a sound that seemed to reverberate in every corner.

The cane struck dead centre across Lila’s full ass cheeks, leaving an angry red line in its wake. Lila gasped sharply, her body jerking in response, but she held her position, her fingers digging into her knees as she fought to stay still. A faint whimper escaped her lips, though she tried to stifle it.

Margot raised the cane again, her movements unhurried and precise. The second stroke landed just below the first, the impact drawing another gasp from Lila. Her thighs clenched instinctively, her breath hitching as she struggled to endure the pain. The third and final stroke came swiftly, striking just above the crease where her buttocks met her thighs. Lila’s body shuddered violently this time, and a single tear slipped down her cheek, though she managed to remain silent.

The men watched impassively, their expressions unreadable. The women in line, Eleanor, Saskia, and Phoebe, stood rigidly, their own bodies tense with shared dread. The lesson was clear: this was not just about Lila. It was about all of them. 

Margot stepped back, her gaze sweeping over Lila’s trembling form with a detached kind of approval. “Maintain your composure,” she instructed, her voice as calm as ever. “You are being refined.”

Redmond’s voice broke the brief silence that followed. “Return to your place.” Lila straightened slowly, her movements stiff with pain and humiliation. She wiped hastily at her face with the back of her hand, trying to erase any trace of tears before she rejoined the line.

As she took her place beside Eleanor, her breathing still uneven, Redmond’s gaze shifted to the next in line. The room seemed to hold its breath, waiting for what would come next. The test had only just begun.

"Phoebe," Redmond’s voice cut through the silence, cold and precise. The name hung in the air like a verdict, and Phoebe stepped forward without hesitation, her usual composure masking the tension that tightened her shoulders. Her spine was straight, her chin lifted just enough to suggest defiance, but Eleanor could see the faint tremble in her hands as she moved to the centre of the room.

Redmond gestured with a flick of his hand, and Phoebe turned to face the line of women. Her back was now fully exposed, the smooth curve of her buttocks glinting under the harsh light. She hesitated for only a fraction of a second before bending at the waist, her hands bracing on her knees. The position left her utterly vulnerable, her body offered up as if for inspection, or punishment.

The men along the far wall watched with the same predatory stillness they had shown with Lila. Their cocks, already heavy and thick, stirred with unmistakable interest, growing more pronounced as their eyes raked over Phoebe’s slender frame. There was something almost clinical in their gaze, a detached intensity that made the air feel heavier, thicker.

Margot stepped forward again, the cane glinting in her hand. She positioned herself behind Phoebe, her movements as precise and unemotional as ever. “Three strokes,” she said, her voice calm but carrying the weight of inevitability. The cane tapped lightly against Phoebe’s pale skin, a silent warning before the first strike.

The crack of rattan against flesh was sharp and unyielding, echoing through the room like a gunshot. Phoebe’s body jerked forward involuntarily, her breath hitching, but she held her position, her fingers digging into her knees. A faint flush spread across her skin where the cane had struck, a vivid red line marking the impact.

Margot raised the cane again, her rhythm steady, unhurried. The second stroke landed just below the first, striking with the same brutal precision. Phoebe’s jaw tightened, her lips pressing into a thin line as she fought to suppress any sound. Her thighs clenched instinctively, her body trembling as the pain radiated through her.

The third stroke came swiftly, hitting just above the crease where her buttocks met her thighs. This time, Phoebe couldn’t entirely stifle the sharp gasp that escaped her lips. Her body shuddered violently, but she remained bent over, her posture rigid even as her breathing grew uneven.

The men watched in silence, their expressions unchanged, their cocks now fully erect, undeniable symbols of their dominance and control. The room felt charged, the tension so thick it was almost suffocating. Even Margot’s composure seemed to take on a sharper edge, her gaze lingering on Phoebe’s trembling form with a kind of detached approval.

“Maintain your composure,” Margot instructed, her voice as calm and clinical as ever. “You are being refined.”

Phoebe straightened slowly, her movements stiff with pain and effort. She returned to the line without a word, her face pale but expressionless, her usual stoic demeanour restored, at least on the surface. Yet Eleanor could see the way her hands clenched at her sides, the faint tremors that still ran through her body.

Redmond’s gaze shifted once more, and the room braced itself for what would come next. The test was far from over.

Redmond’s voice cut through the heavy silence, cold and precise. “Eleanor,” he commanded, her name ringing out like a sentence handed down. Eleanor stepped forward, her legs moving on their own, her body obeying even as her mind recoiled. She could feel the weight of every gaze in the room, the men’s predatory stillness, Margot’s clinical observation, the other women’s shared dread. She took her place in the centre, her heart pounding so loudly she was certain everyone could hear it.

“Turn,” Redmond instructed, his tone leaving no room for hesitation. Eleanor complied, her movements stiff and mechanical, her back now exposed to him and the line of men along the wall. The cool air prickled against her skin, amplifying her vulnerability. “Bend at the waist.” 

Her stomach churned as she obeyed, leaning forward until her hands braced on her knees. The position left her utterly exposed, her buttocks bare and vulnerable, the curve of her spine dipping low. She could feel the heat of their stares on her skin, their collective attention like a physical weight pressing down on her. The men’s cocks, already heavy and thick, stirred with undeniable interest, their arousal a silent assertion of dominance that made her throat tighten.

The humiliation was intense, undeniable. Eleanor’s body trembled as she stood bent at the waist, her shaved little pussy on full display, vulnerable and exposed to the room. She could feel the weight of their gazes, Redmond’s cold, assessing stare, the men’s dark, predatory intensity. Her cheeks burned with shame, but there was no hiding the evidence of her arousal, no denying the slickness that glistened between her thighs. They could see it. They could all see it.

Margot stepped forward, the cane glinting in her hand. Three strokes. The words echoed in Eleanor’s mind, a grim reminder of what was to come. She clenched her teeth, steeling herself against the inevitable pain. 

“Maintain your composure,” Margot said, voice calm but carrying the weight of inevitability. The cane tapped lightly against Eleanor’s skin, a brief warning before the first strike.

The crack of rattan against flesh was sharp and unyielding, the pain searing across her buttocks like a white-hot brand. Eleanor gasped, her body jerking forward, but she forced herself to stay in position, her fingers digging into her knees. A faint whimper escaped her lips, though she tried to stifle it.

The second stroke landed just below the first, striking with the same brutal precision. Eleanor’s breath hitched, her thighs clenching instinctively as the pain radiated through her. She could feel the heat spreading across her skin, the sting intensifying with every passing second.

The third stroke came swiftly, hitting just above the crease where her buttocks met her thighs. This time, Eleanor couldn’t entirely suppress the sharp cry that escaped her lips. Her body shuddered violently, but she held her position, her posture rigid even as her breathing grew uneven.

The men watched in silence, their expressions unchanged, their cocks fully erect, undeniable symbols of their dominance and control. The room felt charged, the tension so thick it was almost suffocating. Even Margot’s composure seemed to take on a sharper edge, her gaze lingering on Eleanor’s trembling form with a kind of detached approval.

“Maintain your composure,” Margot repeated, her voice as calm and clinical as ever. “You are being refined.”

Eleanor straightened slowly, her movements stiff with pain and effort. She returned to the line without a word, her face pale but expressionless, her usually composed demeanour restored, at least on the surface. Yet inside, she felt raw, exposed, as if the cane had stripped away more than just her dignity. 

The test was far from over.

The process was repeated with Saskia, who managed to maintain greater composure than the others.


Chapter Fifteen

Redmond’s voice sliced through the silence, cold and unyielding. “You now know the sting of the cane,” he said, his tone carrying the weight of an unspoken threat. “If you fail this test, you will receive twelve strokes. No hesitation, no leniency.” His gaze swept over the trembling women, lingering on each of them as if to imprint the severity of his words into their minds. “The one who succeeds first will be spared. The others… will face the consequences appropriate to their failure.”

The room seemed to shrink under the pressure of his words. Eleanor’s stomach churned, her skin still burning from the three brutal strokes she had just endured. She could feel the weight of the men’s gazes, their undeniable arousal a stark reminder of what lay ahead. Her pulse quickened, her breath coming in shallow gasps as the reality of Redmond’s command settled over her like a suffocating fog.

“Kneel,” he ordered, his voice sharp and absolute.

The women obeyed without hesitation, their movements stiff and mechanical as they lowered themselves to the polished floor. Eleanor’s knees pressed into the cool wood, her hands resting lightly on her thighs. She kept her eyes fixed ahead, though she could feel the presence of the men as they stepped forward, their heavy footsteps echoing in the stillness.

Her man, his towering figure looming over her, stopped directly before her, his broad chest blocking out the light. Eleanor’s breath hitched as her gaze was drawn downward, her eyes widening at the sight of him fully erect. His cock; she had never seen anything like it outside of porn. It was thick and long, the deep purple head glistening with a bead of pre-cum that caught the light. Her stomach tightened, a mix of fear and something else swirling inside her. This was no longer abstract or distant; it was real, and it was happening to her.

Redmond’s voice broke through her thoughts, precise and cutting. “Begin.”

Eleanor swallowed hard, her throat dry as she leaned forward, her mind racing even as her body moved on its own. The air felt thick, charged with tension and the sharp scent of anticipation. She could hear the soft, muffled sounds around her, Lila’s quiet whimpers, Saskia’s sharp inhale, Phoebe’s controlled breaths, but her focus narrowed entirely to the man before her. 

This was the test. This was where obedience proved itself. And failure… failure would be unbearable.

She reached out tentatively, her fingers trembling as they brushed against the velvety heat of his shaft. He let out a low, approving growl, the sound vibrating through her like a jolt of electricity. Eleanor hesitated for only a fraction of a second before wrapping her hand around him, her grip tentative at first but growing firmer as she began to move. 

Margot’s voice sliced through the room, sharp and unwavering. “No hands! Only mouths.”

The command landed like a whip crack, jolting the women into action. Eleanor’s hands, which had been tentatively wrapped around her man’s thick erection, dropped to her sides as if burned. She hesitated for a fraction of a second, her breath hitching, before leaning forward. The scent of him was overwhelming, musky, primal, and utterly male. Her lips brushed the velvety head of his cock, and she flinched at the heat radiating from it.

Around her, the other women moved with varying degrees of hesitation and determination. Saskia’s jaw tightened as she opened her mouth, her lips parting to take in the first inch of her man’s length. Phoebe’s movements were precise, almost clinical, though her cheeks flushed with the effort. Lila, trembling visibly, leaned forward with a soft whimper, her doe-like eyes wide with fear and something else, a flicker of resignation.

Eleanor’s tongue darted out tentatively, tracing the ridge of his head. He made a low, approving sound, his hand tightening slightly in her hair. The taste of him was salt and musk, a heady combination that made her stomach tighten. She opened her mouth wider, taking him in slowly, the stretch of her jaw already uncomfortable. His grip on her hair guided her pace, steady, unrelenting.

The room filled with the muffled sounds of their efforts, soft gasps, wet suction, the occasional choked whimper. The men stood motionless except for the subtle shifts of their hips, their expressions stoic but their bodies betraying their arousal. Their cocks glistened under the light, slick with saliva and pre-cum, an undeniable testament to their dominance.

Eleanor’s throat constricted as he pushed deeper, the tip hitting the back of her mouth. She gagged reflexively, tears welling in her eyes, but he didn’t pull back. Instead, he murmured a soft command, a single word that made her pulse race.

“More.”

Her heart pounded as she forced herself to relax, to accept the intrusion. The bitter tang of him coated her tongue, the weight on her palate undeniable. Her hands clenched at her sides, her nails digging into her palms as she fought against the urge to pull away.

This was the test. And failure was not an option.

The reality of what she was doing, what they were all being forced to do, settled over her like a suffocating weight. Naked on the floor, with Redmond and Margot’s cold, unyielding gazes fixed upon them, and the other men equally exposed, watching the humiliating spectacle or lost in the sensation of their own cocks being serviced. It was a private act on public display, a deliberate stripping away of dignity that left her breathless. Yet, to her horror, the humiliation ignited something deep within her, a faint, traitorous spark of arousal that grew with every stroke of her tongue, every muffled gasp around her. She hated it, despised herself for it, but her body betrayed her, heating under the scrutiny and the shame. Obedience wasn’t optional; it was survival. And survival, she was beginning to realize, came at a cost far greater than she had anticipated.

And so, she complied.

Eleanor’s jaw ached, her throat raw as she worked to bring her man to completion. The room was thick with the sounds of their efforts, soft gasps, muffled whimpers, and the wet, rhythmic suction of mouths moving over thick, heavy cocks. She kept her gaze lowered, focusing only on the task at hand, though her peripheral vision caught the faint movements of the others. Phoebe, ever composed, moved with precise efficiency, her lips and tongue working with a determination that bordered on mechanical. Lila, trembling visibly, seemed to be doing her best to keep pace, though her inexperience showed in her uneven rhythm. Saskia, defiant even now, clenched her jaw as she took her man deeper, a flicker of frustration in her eyes as she fought against her body’s limits.

As she worked her mouth over his cock, Eleanor was acutely aware of the shame coursing through her. This act wasn’t about connection or desire, it was raw, humiliating submission. She barely knew this man. He was one of the workmen, his dark skin gleaming under the sterile light, his body a testament to labour and strength. He wasn’t a suitor or a lover; he was a stranger, a symbol of power and dominance in this twisted environment. And yet, here she was, on her knees, her lips wrapped around his thick, black cock, her body betraying her with a heat she couldn’t ignore.

The humiliation was palpable, a burning flush that spread from her cheeks down to her chest. His hand in her hair was firm, guiding her rhythm, but it was the weight of his presence, the sheer otherness of him, that made her feel so exposed. She had been raised to see men like him as beneath her, as part of a world she was never meant to touch. And yet, here he stood, towering over her, his cock filling her mouth, his dominance undeniable.

Her body’s response was a traitorous thing. The shame, the degradation, it ignited something deep and primal within her. Her thighs clenched together, the slickness between them undeniable. She hated herself for it, despised the way her pulse quickened, and her core tightened with every stroke of her tongue. This wasn’t supposed to feel like this. It shouldn’t feel like this. And yet, it did.

She could hear the wet sounds of his cock sliding past her lips, the soft grunts he made when she took him deeper. She could smell him, soap and sweat and something musky, something undeniably male. It overwhelmed her senses, leaving her dizzy and disoriented. Her jaw ached from the stretch, her throat protested as he pushed deeper, but she forced herself to continue. This was the test. This was what obedience looked like. And failure was not an option.

As she worked, a thought pierced the haze: This is who I am now. Naked, on her knees, servicing a man she didn’t know, her body responding in ways she couldn’t control. The realization was a knife to her dignity, and yet, it only made her wetter. The shame and the arousal were inseparable, a cruel reminder that even in this degradation, her body would betray her.

She closed her eyes, focusing on the rhythm, on the feel of him in her mouth, on the way his grip tightened in her hair. She could do this. She had to do this. And somewhere, deep down, a part of her wondered if this was what it meant to be broken, if this was where obedience ended and something darker began.

It was Phoebe who finished first. Her man let out a low, guttural grunt, his hips jerking slightly as he reached his climax. Margot’s voice cut through the tension, sharp and commanding. “Swallow,” she instructed, her tone leaving no room for hesitation. Phoebe complied without protest, her throat working as she obeyed. She straightened slowly, her face flushed but otherwise composed, her usual stoic demeanour intact.

Lila was next. Her man’s breath hitched, his body tensing as he came, and Margot’s command echoed once more. “Swallow.” Lila’s eyes fluttered shut for a moment as she obeyed, her soft whimper barely audible. When she pulled away, her cheeks were streaked with tears, but she held herself together, her hands trembling slightly at her sides.

Eleanor felt her man’s cock twitch in her mouth, the telltale sign of his impending release. Her stomach churned, but she forced herself to continue, her movements steady and deliberate. When he finally came, the bitter taste flooding her mouth, Margot’s voice was there again. “Swallow.” Eleanor obeyed, her throat working as she fought back the urge to gag. She straightened slowly, her body still trembling from the effort, her skin flushed with a mix of shame and exertion.

Saskia was last. Her man took longer, his slow, deliberate thrusts pushing her to her limits. Her jaw tightened with frustration, her eyes flashing with defiance even as tears welled at the corners. When he finally came, Saskia’s breath hitched, but she didn’t hesitate. “Swallow,” Margot commanded, and Saskia complied, though her expression hardened as she did so. She straightened with a jerk, her posture rigid, her earlier defiance tempered only by the faint tremor in her hands.

The room fell silent except for the sound of the men’s breathing and the women’s quiet gasps as they regained their composure. Phoebe stood tall, her usual calm restored, though her chest rose and fell a little faster than usual. Lila wiped at her face with the back of her hand, trying to erase any trace of her tears. Eleanor’s hands clenched at her sides, her nails digging into her palms as she fought to steady herself. Saskia’s jaw was set, her earlier defiance now tinged with something darker, a flicker of resentment that burned in her eyes.

The test was over. But the consequences, and the lessons, would linger long after the moment had passed.


Chapter Sixteen

Phoebe stood rigidly to the side, her composure a cold, hard shell. Margot’s instruction had been clear. Watch. Her intelligent eyes, usually so analytical, were now forced to observe, to catalogue every flinch and cry.

Lila was led forward first, her delicate frame trembling. The earlier welts across her full, round ass were a stark, rosy pink against her smooth skin.

“You made your man cum second,” Margot stated, her voice devoid of malice, simply factual. “You will receive three strokes of the cane.”

Lila bent over without a word, presenting herself. The soft curve of her back dipped, her shoulders hunched. A quiet sob hitched in her throat.

Crack.

The cane landed with a sickening, precise sound. A vivid, livid red line bloomed instantly across the previous marks. Lila’s whole body jolted, a sharp cry tearing from her lips.

Crack.

The second stroke overlapped the first, the flesh already inflamed seeming to pulse with the new impact. Lila’s knuckles were white where she gripped her own thighs.

Crack.

The third and final stroke landed lower, just where the curve of her cheek met her thigh. A choked wail echoed in the silent room. Phoebe watched, unblinking, as Lila straightened, tears streaming down her face, her beautiful, wide eyes shattered. The three new welts stood out, angry and raised, a map of her failure.

“Return to the line,” Margot said.

Then it was Eleanor’s turn. Her heart hammered against her ribs, a frantic drum against the cage of her composure. She stepped forward, her slender, curvaceous body feeling terribly exposed.

“You,” Margot said, her gaze lingering on Eleanor’s intense, inviting eyes, now wide with dread, “will receive six.”

Six. The number echoed in the hollow of her stomach. She bent, mimicking Lila’s posture, the cool air of the room kissing her heated skin. She focused on the grain of the floorboards.

Crack.

Fire. A line of pure, incandescent pain etched across her flesh. Her breath seized.

Crack.

Another, parallel, the pain compounding, spreading like a wave. A gasp escaped her, her fingers digging into her own skin.

Crack.

The third landed, and the pain transformed. It was no longer just sharp, but deep, a throbbing ache that radiated through her whole pelvis. Her hips gave an involuntary, tiny jerk.

Crack.

The fourth stroke broke her. A ragged cry, half-sob, tore from her throat. The shame of it burned hotter than the cane. Her body was betraying her, the stinging heat morphing, twisting into something else, a low, unwanted thrum deep in her core.

Crack.

The fifth was agony. She saw stars, her vision blurring. The welts felt enormous, swollen, each pulse of her heart sending a fresh, hot jolt through her.

Crack.

The sixth, and final, stroke landed with finality. For a moment, there was only the ringing silence and the all-consuming fire in her backside. She stayed bent, trembling, sweat beading on her brow. The unwanted arousal was a humiliating counterpoint to the pain, a treacherous, warm flush between her legs. Surrender, a voice in her head whispered. It’s easier.

“Return to the line, Eleanor.”

She straightened slowly, the movement pulling at the tortured skin. She caught Phoebe’s gaze from across the room. There was no pity there, only that unsettling, analytical calm. It felt like a judgment worse than Redmond’s.

Then, Saskia.

The fiery-haired woman walked forward, her toned, athletic body held with defiant tension. Her sharp features were set in a mask of contempt, but a faint tremor in her jaw betrayed her.

“Nine strokes, Saskia,” Margot announced, a subtle, chilling relish in her otherwise flat tone.

Saskia bent, her posture rigid, her back a taut line of resistance. The earlier welts on her own ass were a muted background to what was coming.

Crack.

The first stroke landed. Saskia stiffened, a sharp hiss of air through her teeth.

Crack. Crack.

Two more in quick succession. Her fists clenched. A low groan escaped her.

Crack.

The fourth broke her silence. A strained, guttural sound. Her shoulders began to shake.

Crack. Crack.

Five and six. The defiance was cracking. Her body swayed, her knees buckling slightly before she locked them. The welts were a chaotic, angry red latticework.

Crack.

Seven. A full, pained cry. Her head dropped.

Crack.

Eight. She was sobbing now, deep, racking sobs that shook her entire frame. The pain was absolute, obliterating.

Margot paused, the cane held aloft. The entire room held its breath. Redmond’s unyielding gaze was fixed on Saskia’s broken form.

Crack.

The ninth stroke landed with a terrible, wet-sounding thud on the already brutalized flesh. Saskia collapsed forward onto her hands and knees, a broken animal, her fiery hair spilling around her face as she wept openly, the sound raw and helpless in the silent room.

No one moved.

Then, Redmond’s voice, calm and absolute, cut through the tension. “Phoebe. Approach.”

Phoebe, who had watched it all without a flicker, now stepped forward, her strong, elegant physique moving with grace. She stopped before the Director.

“Your compliance was adequate,” Redmond stated, his eyes assessing her. “But adequacy is not excellence. You observed. You learned nothing. You felt nothing.” He gestured to the man she had serviced earlier, who stood now, his cock semi-erect once more. “You will demonstrate your understanding. On your knees. You will bring him to completion again. This time, you will do it slowly. You will show the others what focused dedication looks like. And you will not stop until I am satisfied with what I see.”

Phoebe’s piercing eyes met his for a fraction of a second before she lowered them. Without a word, she sank to her knees on the hard floor, positioning herself before the man. Her hands came up, not with haste, but with deliberate, almost clinical purpose. She took his length in one hand, her other cupping him beneath. She leaned forward, her intelligent gaze fixed on her task, and her tongue traced a slow, torturous path from base to tip.

Eleanor, standing in line with the weeping Saskia and trembling Lila, could only watch, the throbbing pain in her own body forgotten for a moment, replaced by a dizzying, horrifying fascination. Phoebe’s mouth closed over the head, and she began a slow, deep, rhythmic motion, her eyes sliding shut not in passion, but in intense, analytical concentration. The only sound was Saskia’s fading sobs and the soft, wet, agonizingly deliberate sounds of Phoebe’s obedience.


Chapter Seventeen

Phoebe’s mouth released the man with a soft, final pop. She sat back on her heels, her expression one of detached completion, a sheen on her lips the only evidence of her work. The room was thick with the aftermath, Saskia’s ragged breaths, the scent of sweat and salt and shame.

Margot’s voice sliced through the silence. “Hannah.”

The junior staff member stepped forward instantly, her beautiful face a mask of polite attentiveness.

“Take them back to their rooms. They will administer to each other’s… soreness. They will remain naked from this point onward. Day and night. The gowns are no longer required.”

The command landed with a fresh wave of humiliation. Naked. Not just for assessments, but always. Eleanor’s skin prickled, a full body flinch she couldn’t suppress. The cool air of the assessment room now felt like a permanent caress, an inescapable exposure.

“You will walk in pairs,” Hannah stated, her voice cool and instructional. “Phoebe with Lila. Eleanor with Saskia. Now.”

Moving was agony. Each step sent a jolt of fire from the welts on Eleanor’s ass. She moved to Saskia’s side, reaching out instinctively to help the other woman up from the floor. Saskia’s arm was slick with sweat, her muscles trembling as she got to her feet. Her face was a wreck of tears and stubborn pride, but she didn’t shake off Eleanor’s touch.

The walk was a gauntlet.

The corridors of the Conservatory were not empty. One of the big muscular black male staff members carrying linens paused, his eyes sweeping over the four naked, marked women with detached curiosity before moving on. A female attendant polishing a table didn’t even look up, her indifference more crushing than any leer. The humiliation was in the normalcy of it. Their state was now simply a fact of the environment, unremarkable.

Eleanor focused on the feel of Saskia’s arm under her hand, the solid reality of another person’s warmth. She could feel the heat radiating from Saskia’s own punished skin, see the brutal, cross-hatched welts standing in angry relief with every step. Ahead, Lila walked stiffly, her soft body trembling, her hands fluttering uselessly at her sides before clasping in front of her sex, a futile gesture for modesty. Phoebe walked beside her, back straight, head high, her own strong, elegant physique a statement of unbroken composure, the marks on her ass a stark contradiction.

Hannah led them without a backward glance, her own clothed form a reminder of the hierarchy. She was once where you are, Eleanor thought, the idea a chilling possibility.

They reached their wing, a hallway of plain, numbered doors. Hannah stopped at the first. “In here. You have twenty minutes. Use the salve on the nightstands. Be thorough.”

The room was identical to their individual cells, but with two narrow beds instead of one. A single jar of pale salve sat on the small table between them.

The door shut, leaving the four of them in a brittle silence.

Phoebe was the first to move. She picked up the jar, unscrewed the lid. A clean, herbal scent filled the air. “Lila. Lie on your stomach on the bed.”

Her tone wasn’t unkind, but it was utterly factual. Lila obeyed, her movements slow and pained as she lowered herself onto the thin mattress. The full, round curves of her ass were a landscape of pain, the older pink welts now overlaid with three fierce, crimson stripes.

Phoebe dipped her fingers into the salve. She knelt beside the bed. “This will cool it.”

Her touch was, as expected, methodical. She began at the top of Lila’s right cheek, her fingers spreading the slick, cool ointment in a slow, deliberate circle. Lila flinched, a tiny gasp escaping her.

“Breathe through it,” Phoebe instructed, her voice low. Her fingers worked downward, tracing the angry ridge of a welt. The salve did cool, a numbing relief that followed the initial shock of contact. Phoebe’s touch was firm, clinical, covering every inflamed inch. As her fingers smoothed over the lowest welt, the one that curved near Lila’s thigh, her knuckles brushed the outer lips of Lila’s sex.

Lila jolted, a different kind of gasp this time. Her hips gave a tiny, involuntary press into the mattress. Her wide eyes flew open, looking over her shoulder in confusion and shame.

Phoebe didn’t pause. “The inflammation is extensive. The nerve endings are overloaded.” Her explanation was sterile, but her fingers continued their work, now venturing dangerously close to the crease where ass met thigh, where the skin was most sensitive. She pressed the pad of her thumb against the hot, swollen flesh just beside Lila’s entrance. Lila whimpered, her body tensing, then melting into the bed, a soft, surrendering sigh leaking from her lips. Her delicate frame seemed to sink into the thin mattress, her earlier tension dissolving under the combination of relieving coolness and illicit, intimate touch.

Eleanor watched, transfixed, her own pain forgotten in a rush of dizzying heat. She felt Saskia shift beside her.

“Your turn,” Saskia muttered, her voice hoarse from crying. She gestured to the other bed.

Eleanor lay down, the rough cotton of the cover scraping her tender skin. She buried her face in the pillow, bracing herself.

Saskia’s hands were nothing like Phoebe’s. They were not clinical. They were rough, shaking slightly with residual emotion. She scooped a glob of salve and slapped it directly onto the worst of Eleanor’s welts.

Eleanor cried out, her back arching. “God!”

“Shut up,” Saskia hissed, but her hands began to move, smearing the salve in hurried, chaotic strokes. There was no technique, just desperate, clumsy pressure. The pain was sharp, intense, but beneath it, the salve began its work, a soothing chill seeping into the burning flesh. Saskia’s palms were hot, her fingers digging in as if trying to erase the marks through force.

As she worked lower, her breathing hitched. Her thumbs, slick with salve, slid along the sides of Eleanor’s throbbing cheeks, pushing them apart slightly in her haste. The air hit Eleanor’s most intimate, untouched skin, making her gasp. Saskia’s hands stilled for a second. Eleanor could feel the other woman staring at the exposed, vulnerable place between her legs, at the slickness that had gathered there despite everything.

Then Saskia’s touch changed. The rough smearing stopped. One hand spread more salve over a welt, but the other… the other hand rested at the very top of Eleanor’s thigh, her fingertips a whisper away from the damp, heated folds. Her thumb stroked, once, a slow, tentative pass over the swollen, aching flesh just beside Eleanor’s core.

A bolt of pure, electric sensation shot through Eleanor. She muffled a moan into the pillow. It wasn’t pain. It was a shock of raw, undeniable pleasure, amplified a thousand-fold by the pain that surrounded it, by the humiliation of the walk, by the sheer wrongness of it all. Her hips pressed down into the bed, seeking friction.

Saskia’s breath was hot on her lower back. “You’re… you’re wet,” she whispered, the defiance in her voice fractured by awe and a dark, mirrored hunger.

The others looked over, their faces flushed with a mixture of shame and something darker, something that twisted the humiliation into a forbidden thrill. Phoebe’s gaze met Eleanor’s, her usually composed expression now fractured by a flicker of vulnerability. “You… as well,” she said softly, her voice barely above a whisper. “It was humiliating, but… such a turn on.” The confession hung in the air like a secret too heavy to keep, yet too dangerous to ignore.

Eleanor’s breath hitched. She could see it now, the subtle tremor in Phoebe’s hands, the faint sheen of perspiration on her skin, the way her thighs pressed together for a moment, betraying the same unspoken hunger. Even Saskia, who had been so rough, so defiant, now stood frozen, her fingers still glistening with Eleanor’s wetness, her eyes wide with a dawning realization that they were all caught in the same web of conflicting desires.

Her exploring thumb grew bolder, circling that hypersensitive nub without quite touching it directly, the salve making her movements slick and maddening. Eleanor’s world narrowed to that point of contact—the punishing fire on her ass and the building, coiling inferno between her legs, both fed by the same shameful source.

From the other bed, they could hear Lila’s soft, steady moans now, rhythmic and pleading. Phoebe’s clinical administration had evidently progressed; the sounds were of slick fingers moving with purpose, not just applying salve. “There… oh, please, right there…” Lila begged softly, her voice thick with tears and something else entirely.

Saskia’s finger finally, finally dipped lower, sliding through Eleanor’s folds, gathering the wetness there. Eleanor choked on a cry, her body bowing off the bed.

“You like this,” Saskia breathed, a statement of stunned discovery. Her own resistance was crumbling, her touch becoming less an act of care and more one of shared, desperate exploration. “You want this.”

Before Eleanor could answer, could even think, the door opened.

Eleanor and Lila now knelt beside Saskia, their fingers slick with salve as they tended to the raw, inflamed stripes across her backside. The air was heavy with the scent of herbs and sweat, mingling with something deeper, something forbidden.

Eleanor’s hands trembled slightly as she smoothed the cool ointment over Saskia’s skin, her touch cautious yet purposeful. The other woman winced at first, her muscles tensing under Eleanor’s fingers, but then she exhaled sharply, her body relaxing into the soothing rhythm. As Eleanor worked her way down, her knuckles brushed against the curve of Saskia’s thigh, and she felt a jolt of heat surge through her own body. 

Lila, on the other side, was more tentative, her fingers moving in small, nervous circles. But as she neared the sensitive crease where Saskia’s bottom met her thighs, her breath hitched. Her hand lingered there just a moment too long, and Eleanor could see the faint flush spreading across Lila’s cheeks. 

Then it happened. As Eleanor’s fingers dipped lower, tracing the edge of Saskia’s most intimate flesh, she felt it, the unmistakable slickness that mirrored her own. Her heart raced, her stomach tightening with a mix of shock and arousal. She was wet. The realization sent a sharp, electric thrill through her, one she couldn’t ignore.

Saskia let out a low, shuddering breath, her body arching slightly into Eleanor’s touch. “You…” she started, her voice hoarse, but the words caught in her throat. Her eyes met Eleanor’s, wide and dark with a mixture of surprise and something else, something that made Eleanor’s pulse quicken even more.

From across the room, Phoebe watched silently, her composed mask slipping for just a moment. There was a flicker of understanding in her gaze, as if she, too, recognized the unspoken truth that was unravelling between them. 

Hannah’s voice cut through the tension like a knife. “Enough,” she said, her tone firm but still devoid of judgment. “On your feet. It’s time to go.”

Reluctantly, Eleanor pulled her hand away, her fingers still glistening. She stood on shaky legs, acutely aware of the heat blooming in her core and the weight of what had just transpired. Saskia rose as well, her movements stiff but deliberate, her eyes never leaving Eleanor’s face. 

The lines between pain and pleasure, shame and desire, were no longer clear. And as they filed out of the room, naked and exposed in every sense of the word, Eleanor couldn’t shake the feeling that something fundamental had shifted, something they could never take back.


Chapter Eighteen

Eleanor woke to the alarm and knew something was wrong before she even opened her eyes.

There was no fabric against her skin.

No sheet tangled around her legs, no gown to reach for, no instinctive movement toward clothing. Cool air touched her shoulders, her stomach, her thighs, uninterrupted. The sensation was immediate and undeniable.

Naked.

She lay still for a moment, the reality settling in with slow, creeping weight. Margot’s words from the night before surfaced with brutal clarity. They will remain naked from this point onward. Day and night.

This was not temporary.

She pushed herself upright and moved quietly toward the bathroom.

The shared space was lit already, bright and unsoftened, the mirrors reflecting her without mercy. Saskia stood at one of the sinks, naked as Eleanor was, brushing her teeth with slow, deliberate strokes. As Eleanor came to stand beside her, she caught sight of the other woman’s reflection more fully.

The welts across Saskia’s bottom had changed overnight. The harsh, angry red had dulled to deeper shades, bruised and tender rather than raw, the skin softened slightly where the swelling had gone down. The marks were still unmistakable, but no longer as violent as they had been, as if the body had already begun the quiet work of adapting.

Saskia glanced up briefly, met Eleanor’s eyes in the mirror, then returned her attention to the task. There was no embarrassment left between them.

Just awareness.

Eleanor stepped inside fully and stopped.

Something was wrong.

The toilet cubicles were still there, but the doors were gone.

Both of them.

The hinges were visible, the outline of where the doors had been unmistakable, but nothing remained to shield the space. The toilets now stood completely exposed, open to the room, to the sinks, to anyone who entered.

Eleanor felt a slow chill move through her.

Even this, she realised, had been taken.

Not just nudity, but the final assumption of privacy. There would be no closed door, no moment unobserved, not even for the most basic, human needs. The realisation landed quietly, but heavily.

Saskia rinsed her mouth and spat into the sink. “They didn’t even tell us,” She said flatly.

Eleanor shook her head once. “They didn’t need to.”

She crossed to the other sink and picked up her toothbrush, standing beside Saskia, their bare reflections side by side in the mirror. Two bodies rendered ordinary by repetition, yet still profoundly exposed. Eleanor brushed her teeth carefully, aware of how quickly the shock was giving way to grim acceptance.

This was not about humiliation in moments.

It was about removing the idea of privacy altogether.

Saskia caught Eleanor’s eye again, just for a second. There was anger there. And something else. Resignation, perhaps. Or understanding.

Neither of them spoke further.

They finished in silence, standing naked in the open bathroom, already learning how to exist without doors, without barriers, without anywhere to retreat.

When footsteps sounded in the corridor, Eleanor did not flinch.

She already knew what was coming.

And she knew, now with certainty, that there would be no part of the day, or night, that would ever belong solely to her again.

Neither of them spoke.

There was nothing to say.

Footsteps approached in the corridor, measured and unhurried.

Hannah knocked once before entering, fully dressed as always. Skirt. Blouse. Flat shoes. Her composure was immaculate, her appearance unchanged, a sharp contrast to the four naked women standing in the room.

“Good morning,” she said calmly. “Follow me.”

No acknowledgment of their state. No explanation. Nudity was already assumed.

Phoebe and Lila emerged from the adjoining space, equally bare, moving with varying degrees of stiffness and resolve. Eleanor noted, with a distant part of her mind, how quickly her gaze had adjusted. Bodies were becoming facts rather than spectacles.

They stepped into the corridor together.

Walking naked through the Conservatory felt different in daylight. The building was awake now. Doors opened and closed. Staff moved with purpose. No one stopped. No one stared. Their nudity was neither concealed nor commented on. It simply existed.

The gym doors opened.

The men were already inside.

Their personal trainers stood waiting, rugged, middle aged, powerfully built, dressed for work, grounded and solid. Eleanor felt the familiar tightening in her chest as she took her place beside her assigned trainer, acutely aware, like the other young women, she was naked in front of these older men. Not only naked, but her pussy now shaved and smooth. Totally exposed.,

Hannah gestured them into position.

“Begin,” she said.

Eleanor straightened automatically, posture settling into place, feet aligned, shoulders back. Naked, marked, exposed in every sense, she stood ready.

This was no longer a deviation.

This was the new structure.

And as the first instruction was given, Eleanor understood with quiet certainty that the Conservatory had crossed a final threshold.

There would be no return to covering herself.

Not her body.

Not her reactions.

Not the part of her that was learning, day by day, how to endure being seen.


Chapter Nineteen

After the gym session, they were led directly to the showers.

The transition was seamless now, almost unconscious. No hesitation. No exchanged looks. Their bodies still carried the warmth of exertion, muscles loose, breath steady, as they moved together into the tiled space. What had once felt confronting had settled into familiarity. Standing naked among one another no longer sparked the same internal resistance. It was simply how things were done.

Hannah was already there.

She stood to one side, fully dressed as always, clipboard in hand, her presence calm and supervisory. The showers were turned on, steam beginning to gather, softening the sharp lines of the room.

“Begin,” she said.

They did.

Water ran over skin, washing away sweat and the last traces of the workout. The four women moved with quiet efficiency, accustomed now to the shared space, to the lack of division, to the fact that nothing about this process belonged to any one of them alone.

When the water was turned off, Hannah stepped forward.

“You will ensure grooming standards are maintained,” she said evenly.

The instruction required no elaboration. Razors and the same plain, scentless products were set out on the ledge, arranged neatly. The women took them without comment. The act itself had lost its earlier charge. It was no longer loaded with shock or self-consciousness. It had become maintenance.

Eleanor noticed how automatic her movements were now. Careful. Thorough. Unhurried. Around her, the others did the same, each focused on the task rather than its meaning. Hannah observed closely, her gaze moving from one to the next, ensuring consistency, ensuring compliance.

No one rushed.

No one questioned.

When Hannah was satisfied, she nodded once. “That is sufficient.”

They rinsed, stepped back, and reached for towels together. Eleanor wrapped herself in the familiar cotton and felt the strange calm that followed completion. Another requirement met. Another expectation fulfilled.

As they prepared to leave the shower room, Eleanor was aware of how far things had shifted.

Exposure no longer felt like an event.

It was routine.

And the most unsettling part was not that the Programme demanded it.

It was that she no longer needed to be told to accept it.

They were led once again down the long corridor toward the back of the building.

Eleanor recognised the route immediately. The same measured pace. The same quiet anticipation settling into her chest. Whatever awaited them now was not improvised. It had been planned, staged, prepared.

The door opened.

Margot Ashcombe stood where she always did, composed and immaculately dressed. Alastair Redmond was beside her, hands folded loosely, his posture relaxed, his expression unreadable.

But the room itself had changed.

Along the far wall stood eight muscular black men.

Eleanor’s breath caught before she could stop it.

They were the same men she had seen around the Conservatory, tall, broad, powerfully built, the physical presence of them undeniable even in stillness. Like before, they wore short white gowns, identical in cut and fabric, falling to mid-thigh, deliberately minimal. The implication was obvious. There was nothing beneath them.

Eight instead of four.

The increase was unmistakable. Deliberate.

They stood evenly spaced, silent, eyes forward, their bodies arranged with the same precision demanded of the women. No one spoke. No one moved. The room felt suddenly crowded, not with noise or action, but with weight. With intent.

Eleanor became acutely aware of her own nakedness again, the way the air touched her skin, the way her posture mattered now more than ever. This was not the same test as yesterday. This was an escalation.

Margot’s voice cut through the tension.

“Positions,” she said simply.

The word carried no explanation, but Eleanor understood its meaning instantly. Whatever was about to happen had been expanded, intensified. More witnesses. More pressure. More opportunity to fail.

Redmond’s gaze swept the room slowly, taking in the arrangement with quiet satisfaction.

“This is a continuation,” he said calmly. “Not a repetition.”

The phrase landed heavily.

Eleanor felt her pulse quicken, not from surprise, but from recognition. The Programme was no longer easing them into discomfort. It was increasing the load deliberately, testing limits by adding presence rather than instruction.

Eight men. Four women. Fully exposed.

She realised then that the Conservatory was no longer asking whether she could endure being seen.

It was testing how she would hold herself when being seen became overwhelming.

And as she stood there, naked and aligned, Eleanor understood with chilling clarity that this was only the beginning of a far more demanding phase.

Margot stepped forward slightly.

“You will now learn how to present,” she said evenly. “This is a skill. It is taught, practised, and expected.”

She turned her head. “Hannah. Demonstrate.”

Hannah moved to the centre of the room without hesitation.

She lifted the hem of her skirt just enough to allow full freedom of movement, the gesture practical rather than performative, and lowered herself smoothly to the floor. Her posture changed immediately. She spread her knees as far as she could, grounding herself, then straightened her spine until her back arched in a controlled, deliberate line. Her shoulders rolled back, breasts pushed forward, head lifted.

Finally, she placed her hands behind her head, elbows angled outward, exposing her posture fully.

The position was unmistakably intentional.

A soft, involuntary sound moved through the line of women, a collective intake of breath they could not quite suppress. Eleanor felt it herself, the sudden, visceral comprehension of what the posture communicated, not in theory, but in practice. Seeing Hannah hold it so calmly, so deliberately, stripped the abstraction away.

This was how it would look.

This was how it would feel to be seen.

The realisation settled heavily in Eleanor’s body, tightening her chest, quickening her pulse. It was not embarrassment that caused the reaction, but recognition. The posture removed ambiguity. It left nothing to interpretation, nothing to hide behind.

For the first time, Eleanor understood that “presentation” was all about being displayed.

It was about being positioned.

And once positioned, there would be no pretending she did not understand exactly what was being asked of her.

“This,” Margot said calmly, “is presentation.”

Hannah held the posture without strain or embarrassment, her expression neutral, her breathing steady. There was no hesitation in her body, no uncertainty in her stance. She looked neither submissive nor defiant.

She looked trained.

“Presentation,” Margot continued, “is not about invitation. It is about availability. It communicates compliance, openness, and readiness without a word being spoken.”

Redmond watched in silence.

Eleanor felt the meaning settle heavily in her chest. This was not about movement. It was about surrender expressed through form. About learning how to hold the body in a way that removed resistance before it could be spoken.

Hannah rose smoothly back to her feet and stepped aside, the demonstration complete.

Margot’s gaze returned to the four women.

“You will learn this,” she said. “You will practise it. And you will understand when it is required. Now.”

For a moment, no one moved.

The hesitation was brief, but unmistakable, a shared pause as the weight of the instruction settled. Then, one by one, they lowered themselves to their knees. The movements were awkward at first, uncertain, each woman trying to recall Hannah’s demonstration, trying to arrange her body correctly without guidance.

Eleanor felt the cool floor beneath her knees, the vulnerability of the position immediate and undeniable. She adjusted instinctively, straightening her spine, widening her stance, lifting her head. Beside her, Saskia moved with tense precision, jaw set. Phoebe followed carefully, analytical even now. Lila’s movements were slower, tentative, her breathing shallow as she tried to hold herself steady.

Margot stepped forward.

She walked along the line slowly, inspecting each woman in turn. She did not raise her voice. She did not hurry them.

“Wider,” she said to one, calm and exact. “No. Straighter. Hold it.”
To another, “Your shoulders. Back. You are collapsing.”
A pause. “Better. Maintain that.”

She corrected with words alone, guiding posture inch by inch until each woman had been adjusted to her satisfaction. When Margot finished, all four knelt in the same position, aligned, still, their bodies arranged with deliberate uniformity.

“Do not move,” Margot said.

Redmond watched without comment.

Eleanor held the posture, muscles beginning to strain, heart pounding. There was no doubt now about what this was meant to teach. The position itself was only part of it. The real lesson lay in how quickly they had obeyed, how completely they had allowed their bodies to be arranged.

Margot stepped back at last, surveying the result.

“This,” she said calmly, “is correct.”

And Eleanor understood, with chilling clarity, that correctness here had nothing to do with comfort.

It had everything to do with submission made visible. Each of the young women had never felt more exposed.

The air in the assessment room was a held breath. Eleanor knelt, her knees forced wide, the cool floor biting into her skin. Her back ached from the arch, her breasts pushed forward, nipples tight from the chill and the exposure. Her hands were laced behind her head, fingers trembling slightly. To her left and right, she sensed the others in the same tortured pose: Lila’s soft whimpers, the rigid tension in Saskia’s athletic frame, the unnerving stillness of Phoebe.

Alastair Redmond stood before them, a monolith of silent authority. Margot, poised beside him, held a tablet. Hannah watched from the periphery, her beautiful face impassive.

Eleanor’s eyes, intense and unguarded, flicked to the back wall. Eight men. Tall, muscular, their dark skin gleaming under the lights. The flimsy white gowns did nothing to hide the powerful outlines of their bodies. Her throat tightened.

Redmond’s voice, when it came, was calm and absolute. “Step forward.”

Eleanor’s mind raced, a flicker of confusion cutting through the haze of submission. Eight men. Twice the number of women. What did that mean? The air seemed to grow heavier, the weight of their collective presence pressing down on her. She couldn’t help but wonder if this was another layer of the test, a greater challenge, a deeper demand. Would they be expected to handle more than one man at a time? Or was this simply a show of excess, a reminder of how outnumbered and outmatched they truly were?

Her eyes darted briefly to Redmond, searching for some hint of what was to come. His expression betrayed nothing, his icy composure unshaken. Margot’s fingers tapped lightly on her tablet, her focus sharp and calculating. Even Hannah’s stillness felt heavier, as though the stakes had been raised without warning.

Eleanor’s pulse quickened, her body taut with anticipation and dread. The scent of the men around her, musky, primal, overwhelming, wrapped itself around her senses, making it almost impossible to think clearly. She could feel the heat radiating from their bodies, the faint tremors of muscle and sinew as they stood poised and waiting. What are they expecting from us this time? she thought, her stomach twisting.

Her gaze flicked back to Redmond, and for a fleeting moment, she imagined she saw the faintest glimmer in his eyes, a cold satisfaction, as though he revelled in their uncertainty. The realization sent a shiver down her spine. This wasn’t just about obedience or skill anymore. It was about breaking them, reshaping them into something entirely new. And the addition of these men, their presence, their power, was a stark reminder of how little control they really had.

Eleanor’s hands tightened slightly behind her head, her nails digging int as if to ground herself. The voice inside her whispered again, soft and insistent. Whatever they ask, you’ll do it. You have no choice. She hated how easily it came to her now, that quiet surrender.

The men shifted slightly, their movements deliberate and unhurried. She could feel their eyes on her, on all of them, assessing, waiting. The tension in the room was electric, a coiled spring ready to snap. And Eleanor knew, with a sinking certainty, that whatever came next would be harder, deeper, and far more consuming than anything she had faced before.

The men moved in unison, the soft shuffle of bare feet on polished wood. They stopped a few paces behind the kneeling women. The silence deepened, charged with anticipation.

“Remove the gowns.”

Hands went to the simple ties. The fabric whispered as it fell, pooling at their feet. A collective, sharp intake of breath hissed from the four women.

They were utterly naked. Powerful shoulders, tapered waists, heavily muscled thighs. And between them, their cocks hung heavy and soft, thick lengths of dark flesh against taut skin. They were imposing, a display of pure, dormant potency.

Eleanor’s mouth went dry. Her heart hammered against her ribs, a frantic counter-rhythm to the slow, sick curl of heat in her belly. Shame warred with a terrifying, unwelcome fascination.

“Two per subject,” Redmond said, as if arranging furniture. “Positions.”

The men moved with quiet efficiency. Two positioned themselves directly in front of each kneeling woman. Eleanor stared at the forest of muscular legs now blocking her view of the room. The scent of clean male skin and something earthier filled her space.

Her gaze was level with their groins. Two thick, soft cocks hung before her face, so close she could feel the faint heat radiating from them. One was slightly longer, the other thicker, a prominent vein tracing its length. Her breath hitched, fogging lightly against the nearest skin. The man did not flinch.

Redmond circled them, his footsteps measured. “You have been assessed on your obedience. On your endurance. Now, you will be assessed on your skill. On your ability to elicit.” He stopped behind Eleanor. She could feel his gaze on the back of her neck. “You will use your mouths. You will use your hands. You will use whatever means you intuit to transform this…” he paused, “potential into functional readiness. You will not stop until both men before you are fully, undeniably erect. Is that understood?”

A ragged chorus of “Yes, sir” echoed in the room. Eleanor’s was a whisper.

“Begin.”

For a second, nothing. Then, movement.

To Eleanor’s left, Lila was the first to move. With a soft, surrendering sigh, the delicate woman leaned forward, her wide eyes filled with a vulnerable determination. She nuzzled gently at the base of one man’s cock, her lips pressing a timid kiss to the soft skin. Her small hand came up to cradle the other, her thumb stroking tentatively along the side. A faint, shuddering breath came from above her.

To Eleanor’s right, Saskia’s approach was all defiance. Her sharp features were set in a scowl, but her hands shot out with purpose, grasping both men at once. Her touch was rough, almost aggressive, as she began to pump her fists in a hard, demanding rhythm. She didn’t look up, her fiery hair a curtain hiding her expression, but the flush on her neck betrayed her.

Phoebe, ever analytical, was methodical. She turned her head slightly, examining both members with her piercing gaze. She leaned to her left first, opening her mouth just enough to take the head of one cock inside, her tongue swirling in a precise, experimental circle. Her other hand worked the second with a steady, measured stroke, her thumb pressing and releasing just under the tip.

Eleanor was frozen. The two heavy weights before her seemed to pulse with a life of their own. The craving, the deep-seated need for surrender she fought so hard to suppress, roared to the surface. It was horrifying. It was undeniable.

Just touch it, the voice inside her whispered. It’s easier.

Her arms, still behind her head, trembled. Slowly, she brought her hands down. The movement felt monumental. She reached out, her slender fingers brushing the warm skin of the nearer man’s thigh. He was solid as marble. She let her fingertips trail upward, her touch feather-light, until they brushed the soft hair at the base of his cock.

A low, almost inaudible groan rumbled from his chest. The sound went straight through her, sparking a fresh wave of wet heat between her own thighs.

Emboldened, she wrapped her hand around him. He was soft, but so full, the skin like velvet over solid core. She gave a tentative squeeze, then began to stroke, a slow, lingering pull from root to tip. With her other hand, she reached for the second man, her palm sliding up the inside of his thigh.

Then she leaned in.

She didn’t take him in her mouth, not yet. She pressed her lips to the side of his length, a kiss that was part apology, part worship. She inhaled his scent, musky, clean, profoundly male. Her tongue darted out, tasting the salt of his skin. The flavour was dark and addictive.

Above her, his breath hitched. The flesh in her hand began to stir, a subtle thickening, a slight increase in weight. A thrill, sharp and electric, shot through her. She was doing this.

She turned her head, taking the tip of the other into her mouth. She swirled her tongue around the broad crown, tasting a bead of pre-seed that had gathered at the slit. It was bitter and sweet. She sucked gently, hollowing her cheeks.

A hand came down, not to force her, but to rest heavily on the back of her head. The man’s fingers tangled in her hair, not pulling, just holding. The possessiveness of it, the assumption of control, made her moan around him. The vibration earned her another, deeper groan.

She lost herself in the rhythm. One hand pumping steadily, her mouth working with growing confidence, sucking, licking, taking him deeper with each bob of her head. The cock in her mouth was hardening beautifully, stretching her lips, filling her throat. The one in her hand was a rigid, hot column, the skin pulled taut, the vein beneath her thumb throbbing in time with her own pulse.

The sounds in the room became a symphony of shameful arousal. Lila’s soft, pleading whimpers as she lavished attention with a desperate, grateful mouth. The wet, slick sounds of Phoebe’s efficient, deep-throated ministrations. The ragged, furious breaths from Saskia, whose aggressive strokes had become something else entirely, a furious, hungry claiming.

Eleanor’s world narrowed to sensation. The stretch of her jaw. The heavy, living weight on her tongue. The salty-bitter taste flooding her mouth. The firm grip in her hair, guiding her pace just slightly. The aching, empty throbbing between her own legs became a second heartbeat. She was painfully wet, her moisture slicking her inner thighs. Every pull of her mouth, every stroke of her hand, echoed in a needy clench deep inside her.

She opened her eyes, glancing sideways. Lila had both men fully erect now, their thick, dark lengths standing proud. Tears streamed down Lila’s face, but her mouth was a blur of devoted motion, taking one deep while her hand frantically worked the other. Phoebe’s men were similarly hard, and she was alternating between them with cool, devastating precision, her intelligent eyes noting every twitch and tremor.

Saskia… Saskia was staring right at her. Their eyes locked over the muscular thighs of the men they serviced. Saskia’s defiance was gone, burned away. In its place was a raw, unveiled hunger. Her mouth was stretched wide around a thick cock, her cheeks hollowed. She held Eleanor’s gaze as she sucked, a challenge and a confession in one.

It was a sight to see the beautiful white Saskia, her mouth full, her lips stretched around the thick black rod, her little white hand pumping another black erection. It was so primal, so lewd, it made Eleanor even wetter, her own arousal a slick, shameful heat between her thighs. The contrast of skin tones, the sheer physicality of it, was intoxicating. Saskia’s defiance had melted into something far more dangerous, a raw, unguarded hunger that mirrored Eleanor’s own.

The room seemed to shrink, the air thicker, heavier with the sounds of mouths working, of low groans and choked gasps. Eleanor’s focus narrowed to the cock in her mouth, the way it pulsed against her tongue, the way his grip in her hair tightened as he neared release. She could feel Saskia’s eyes on her, watching, learning, as if this moment was a lesson in surrender. She hated how much it turned her on.

Redmond’s voice cut through the haze. “Adequate.”

Eleanor flinched, but the hand in her hair held her in place, keeping her mouth sealed around the now-rigid length. She didn’t stop.

Redmond’s voice cut through the room like a whip, sharp and commanding. “STOP!” 

The four women froze, pulling back from the men’s thick, saliva-slick erections. Their chests heaved, their lips swollen and glistening. The room was a tableau of tension, the air thick with the scent of arousal and submission. 

Redmond stepped forward, his presence casting a dark shadow over the kneeling women. “The test now shifts,” he said, his tone cold and deliberate. “You will move onto all fours. One man will take your mouth, while the other takes you from behind. The first of you to orgasm will be spared punishment. The other three...” He paused, letting the weight of his words sink in. “The other three will suffer the cane as you did yesterday. Enjoy.” 

The command hung in the air, heavy and unyielding. 

Eleanor’s stomach twisted as she moved, her body obeying before her mind could fully process the instructions. She lowered herself onto her hands and knees, her heart pounding in her ears. To her left, she heard the soft rustle as Lila and Saskia assumed the same position. Phoebe, ever composed, followed silently. 

The men moved with practiced efficiency. One knelt in front of each woman, his erection bobbing heavily, slick with saliva and pre-seed. The other positioned himself behind, the blunt head of his thick cock pressing against Eleanor’s wet folds. She gasped at the sensation, her body trembling with a mix of dread and anticipation. 

Redmond stood at the centre of the room, his gaze sweeping over them like a predator assessing its prey. The men waited, their bodies taut with restraint, for his signal. 

Finally, he spoke again, his voice sharp and final. “Fuck.” 

In unison, the men thrust forward, their cocks sinking into the women with a single, forceful motion. Eleanor bit back a cry as the man behind her filled her completely, stretching her to the limit. At the same time, the man in front guided his length back into her mouth, his grip firm on the back of her head. 

The room erupted into a cacophony of sounds—the slick slap of flesh against flesh, the low groans of the men, and the muffled whimpers of the women. Lila’s soft cries were the loudest, her delicate frame trembling under the force of the men’s rhythm. Saskia gritted her teeth, her fiery defiance replaced by a desperate need to endure. Phoebe remained eerily silent, her body moving with mechanical precision, as if she could detach herself from the act entirely. 

Eleanor’s world narrowed to the sensations burning through her body. The cock in her mouth throbbed with each thrust from behind, the salty taste of pre-seed flooding her senses. The man behind her moved with a steady, relentless pace, each stroke sending waves of heat coursing through her. Her body betrayed her, clenching around him, her own arousal a slick, shameful heat between her thighs. 

This is the test now, a voice inside her whispered. The ultimate surrender.

She glanced sideways, catching a glimpse of Saskia’s face. Her eyes were closed, her brow furrowed in concentration. Lila’s tears streamed down her cheeks, her small frame shaking with every thrust. Phoebe’s expression was unreadable, her focus entirely inward. 

Redmond’s voice broke through their shared haze. “Remember,” he said calmly, “the first to finish is spared. The rest... will pay.” 

The words lit a fire under Eleanor. She redoubled her efforts, her mouth working furiously on the cock before her while her hips pressed back against the man behind her. The room seemed to blur around her, the world reduced to the ache in her jaw, the fullness between her legs, and the rising pressure building deep inside her. 

And then it happened—a sharp, involuntary gasp from Lila, followed by a shuddering cry as her body convulsed in release. She slumped forward, her mouth still working feebly on the cock before her, her eyes wide with a mix of relief and dazed satisfaction. 

Redmond’s gaze snapped to her. “First,” he declared, his voice devoid of emotion. 

The realization hit Eleanor like a blow. She and the others were still in the game, and the consequences for losing were all too real.

To Eleanor’s left, Phoebe was next. Her methodical precision paid off as her body shuddered with an intense orgasm, her hips bucking involuntarily against the man behind her. Her sharp gasp echoed in the room, her usual composure shattered for a single, breathless moment. Redmond’s gaze flicked to her briefly, but he said nothing.

Saskia followed soon after. Her defiance had dissolved into raw need, her body convulsing as she reached her climax. She let out a low, guttural cry, her nails digging into the floor as she rode out the waves of pleasure. Her fiery curls clung to her damp forehead, her chest heaving as she struggled to catch her breath.

Eleanor was last. The realization hit her like a blow, but it only fuelled her desperation. With the cock in her mouth and the thick, black rod thrusting in and out of her sopping wet pussy, she felt herself hurtling toward the edge. Her body clenched around him, her inner walls fluttering as the pressure built to an unbearable peak. And then she was there, her orgasm crashing over her with brutal intensity, her muffled scream vibrating around the cock in her mouth.

Redmond’s voice sliced through the haze. “Don’t stop,” he commanded coldly. “If you have a second orgasm before both men cum, you halve your punishment.”

The words sent a jolt through Eleanor. She couldn’t stop, not now. She redoubled her efforts, her mouth working furiously on the cock before her while her hips pressed back against the man behind her. The room seemed to blur around her, the world reduced to the ache in her jaw, the fullness between her legs, and the rising pressure building deep inside her once more.

Next to her, Eleanor heard the man filling Lila’s mouth groan, the sound low and guttural. Lila responded with a muffled whimper, her lips sealed tightly around him as she fought to swallow every drop. The sight of it, her delicate features strained, her throat working desperately, sent a jolt of heat through Eleanor, even as she focused on her own task.

Then it happened. The cock in her own mouth swelled, pulsing with undeniable force. She felt his release surge into her, thick and heavy, flooding her throat. Some spilled past her lips, dribbling down her chin, but she swallowed furiously, determined to take it all. The taste was overwhelming, bitter and salty, yet it only deepened her arousal.

Behind her, the man’s pace never faltered. His thick cock stretched her to the limit, each thrust driving deeper, harder. The dual sensations were all-consuming, the weight of him inside her, the fullness in her mouth. Her body betrayed her, clenching around him as she teetered on the edge.

And then it crashed over her. Her second orgasm tore through her with brutal force, waves of pleasure radiating from her core. She cried out around the cock in her mouth, her body trembling with the intensity of it. 

Just as she was recovering, she felt the man behind her stiffen. His rhythm grew erratic, his breathing ragged. With a final, powerful thrust, he buried himself deep inside her, his release spilling into her willing body. She shuddered, feeling every pulse of his climax, her own core still throbbing in the aftermath.

Redmond’s voice cut through the haze. “Adequate,” he said coldly, his gaze lingering on the mess of cum and sweat that marked her submission.

Eleanor’s breath came in ragged gasps, her body trembling as she knelt there, utterly spent. The room seemed to spin around her, the sounds of the others blurred and distant. She had given everything, her mouth, her body, her dignity. And yet, deep down, she knew this was only the beginning.


Chapter Twenty

As Eleanor’s senses slowly returned, she noticed the men stepping back, retreating to their positions along the far wall. They remained naked, their cocks gradually softening, still glistening with the evidence of their release. The air in the room was thick with the scent of sex and sweat, a lingering reminder of what had just transpired.

Margot’s voice cut through the heavy silence, crisp and commanding. “Now, it’s your turn. You will clean each other. Use your tongues and mouths. Clean every drop from the other woman’s spunk-filled cunt. If you make her cum, you halve your punishment.”

The command sent a jolt through Eleanor. She glanced at Saskia, her stomach twisting with a mix of dread and something darker, something she didn’t want to name. Across from her, Lila and Phoebe exchanged a brief, unreadable look before shifting into position. Slowly, almost mechanically, the women moved, pairing off as they had been instructed.

Eleanor turned to Saskia, her breath hitching as they settled into the 69 position. Saskia’s fiery hair brushed against Eleanor’s thighs as she positioned herself between her legs. Eleanor hesitated for a moment, her heart pounding, before lowering her head to Saskia’s slick, swollen folds. The scent was overwhelming, musky, salty, and utterly foreign, but she forced herself to press forward.

Saskia didn’t wait. Her tongue darted out, lapping at Eleanor’s sensitive flesh with a desperation that made Eleanor gasp. The sensation was electric, sending sparks of pleasure radiating through her body despite the humiliation burning in her chest. Eleanor responded in kind, her tongue flicking tentatively at Saskia’s core. The taste was bitter and tangy, but she didn’t stop. She couldn’t.

Across the room, Lila and Phoebe were already locked in their own rhythm, the wet, obscene sounds of their mutual ministrations filling the air. Lila’s soft whimpers mingled with Phoebe’s measured breaths, creating a symphony of shameful arousal that only heightened the tension in the room.

Eleanor’s tongue worked with increasing urgency, probing deeply into Saskia’s slick heat. She could feel Saskia trembling beneath her, her breath hitching with every swipe of Eleanor’s tongue. The humiliation of the act was almost unbearable, being forced to perform such an intimate service, to taste another woman so openly and shamelessly. And yet, there was an undeniable thrill in it too, a dark, twisted pleasure that made her stomach clench and her body pulse with need.

Saskia’s mouth was relentless, her tongue flicking and swirling with a skill that made Eleanor writhe. She sucked gently on Eleanor’s clit, drawing a sharp moan from her lips. The pressure built quickly, coiling tight in Eleanor’s core until she was teetering on the edge. She tried to hold back, to resist the wave threatening to overtake her, but it was no use. Saskia’s lips sealed around her, sucking hard, and Eleanor shattered, her orgasm crashing over her with brutal intensity.

Her hips jerked involuntarily, pressing against Saskia’s mouth as she rode out the waves of pleasure. Saskia didn’t stop, her tongue working to draw out every last shudder. When it was over, Eleanor collapsed back, her body trembling with exhaustion and shame.

Saskia pulled away slightly, her breathing ragged. Her eyes met Eleanor’s for a brief moment, and in them, Eleanor saw something unexpected, a flicker of reluctant admiration, or maybe even gratitude. It was fleeting, gone as quickly as it appeared, but it left Eleanor feeling even more unsettled.

Margot’s voice broke the silence once more. “Enough,” she said crisply. “Back to your positions.”

The women obeyed, moving stiffly but without hesitation. Eleanor’s legs felt weak beneath her as she knelt back into place, her body still tingling from the aftermath of her release. She glanced at the others, Lila’s flushed cheeks, Phoebe’s composed expression, Saskia’s fiery gaze, and felt a cold knot of dread settle in her stomach.

This was far from over.

All four women were back in the 'Present' positions, knees spread, exposed to every prying eye, their backs arched and breasts thrust forward. Eleanor could feel the aftermath of the men’s release still leaking from her abused, sodden pussy, warm trails trickling down her trembling thighs. The humiliation burned like fire, but worse was the undeniable awareness of the men’s gazes fixed upon them, eight pairs of eyes drinking in their vulnerability. She glanced up and saw their cocks twitch, already hardening again at the sight of the women’s lewd, open displays.

The air in the room grew heavier, thick with the scent of sweat and sex. The men’s arousal was palpable, their collective breath hitching as they watched the women kneel, utterly vulnerable. Eleanor’s skin prickled under their scrutiny, her own body betraying her with a flicker of heat between her legs. It was sickening, this involuntary response to being stripped of dignity, yet it clawed at her like an insidious craving.

Margot’s voice cut through the tension. “Wait for the next command,” she said, her tone sharp and clipped. The women remained frozen, their bodies trembling with exhaustion and shame. The men shifted restlessly, their growing erections a testament to the unspoken power dynamic at play.

Eleanor’s mind raced, a whirlwind of dread and strange, twisted pride. She had done what was asked of her. She had surrendered completely. But the way the men stared, their cocks hardening, their eyes hungry, made it clear this was far from over. This was just another layer of the test, another step deeper into the abyss she was being forced to navigate.

Redmond’s voice cut through the heavy silence, calm and unyielding. “You have all performed adequately,” he began, his gaze sweeping over the kneeling women with cold precision. “All of you, except for Saskia, achieved a second orgasm while being penetrated. And with your mouths, you each succeeded in bringing your partners to completion.” He paused, letting the weight of his words sink in. 

“Today, however,” he continued, his tone almost conversational, “I will be lenient. No punishments will be administered. Consider this a reprieve, not a reward.”

Margot stepped forward, her sharp presence like a blade cutting through the tension. “On your feet,” she commanded crisply. “Hannah will take you to the showers, and then to lunch. At all times, you will remain naked.”

The women obeyed stiffly, their bodies trembling with exhaustion and lingering shame as they rose from the floor. Eleanor’s legs wobbled beneath her, the aftermath of submission still coursing through her veins. She glanced at Saskia, whose normally defiant expression was now clouded with something darker, envy, perhaps, or resentment at being singled out.

Hannah moved silently, her efficient steps guiding the group toward the door. The men remained along the far wall, their eyes following the women’s every move. Eleanor could feel their gazes burning into her bare skin, a reminder that even in this small act of mercy, there was no escape from their scrutiny.

As they filed out of the room, Eleanor’s mind churned with conflicting emotions. Relief warred with humiliation; pride tangled with disgust. She had survived, no, thrived, under Redmond’s demands, but at what cost? Her body still hummed with the echoes of her submission, a lingering ache that felt simultaneously foreign and familiar.

The hallways passed in a blur, the cool air brushing against their exposed skin as Hannah led them to the showers. The routine was mechanical, almost comforting in its familiarity, but there was no escaping the weight of Margot’s command: At all times, you will remain naked.

It was a final, unspoken reminder that even in moments of reprieve, they were not their own. They were tools, shaped and moulded by the Conservatory’s relentless hand. And as Eleanor stepped under the warm spray of water, she couldn’t help but wonder how much more of herself she would lose before this was over.


Chapter Twenty-One

The next day followed the pattern without deviation.

Eleanor woke before the alarm, her body already anticipating the rhythm of the morning. There was no moment of confusion now, no instinctive reach for clothing. Nakedness had become the default state, the absence of fabric no longer registering as a disruption.

Hannah arrived on schedule.

“Gym,” she said simply.

They moved through the corridors together, bare feet against the floor, posture already settling into place. The Conservatory was awake, staff moving through their tasks with quiet efficiency. No one reacted to the women’s nakedness. It was neither remarked upon nor avoided. It had become part of the environment.

In the gym, the personal trainers were waiting.

Middle-aged, solidly built, dressed for work, they took their places beside the women without comment. Eleanor noticed, distantly, how little self-consciousness remained. The exposure that had once dominated her thoughts had faded into the background, replaced by focus, by habit, by the familiar demand of movement and instruction.

They worked.

Muscles warmed. Breath steadied. Corrections were given and followed. Eleanor moved through the routine with practiced precision, her body responding automatically, stripped of hesitation.

Afterward, they were led to the showers.

The process unfolded smoothly. Rinse, wash. Standing unclothed together no longer carried weight. It was simply efficient. Hannah supervised as always, her presence calm, exacting, impersonal.

Hannah handed out the razors, and they shaved to ensure their pussy were smooth and bare. It was done without pause.

Eleanor noticed how automatic her movements had become; how little emotion accompanied the act now. What had once felt intimate had been reduced to maintenance, another task to be completed correctly.

Then, as expected, Hannah directed them back down the corridor.

The same room.

The door opened.

Inside, the space was arranged as it had been before. Margot Ashcombe stood near the centre of the room, composed and immaculate, her attention already fixed on the women as they entered. Alastair Redmond was beside her, hands loosely folded, his presence calm and authoritative.

Along the back wall stood four of the black workmen Eleanor recognised, tall, broad, and silent. They wore short cotton gowns, plain and utilitarian, their posture disciplined, their presence controlled and deliberate.

Only four today.

The reduction did not bring relief.

If anything, it sharpened the tension.

Eleanor took her place with the others, posture straight, expression neutral. She felt the familiar quiet awareness settle in her chest. Whatever was about to happen would not be explained in advance. It never was.

The Programme no longer relied on surprise.

It relied on expectation.

And as Eleanor stood waiting, she realised that the most unsettling change was not in what they were being asked to endure, but in how easily she now accepted the waiting itself.

Still.

Silent.

Ready.

It was then that Eleanor noticed the table.

It had been placed deliberately between the women and the men at the back of the room, low and narrow, its surface arranged with careful symmetry. Four identical objects stood upright in a precise line, evenly spaced, accompanied by four small, unlabelled bottles.

Four average sized butt-plugs.

The meaning of the arrangement was not immediately clear, and yet it carried an unmistakable weight. These were not tools for instruction or correction. Their presence alone altered the atmosphere, shifting it from assessment to anticipation.

Eleanor felt her breath tighten.

There was no confusion.

All four women recognised the objects immediately. The shape, the number, the careful arrangement left no room for misunderstanding. Eleanor felt her breath catch as the realisation settled, not slowly, but all at once. Whatever distance she had been keeping from the meaning of the Programme collapsed in that instant.

She did not need it explained.

Neither did Saskia, whose jaw tightened visibly. Nor Phoebe, whose composure faltered for the briefest moment before she mastered it again. Lila swallowed hard, her chest rising and falling too quickly, eyes fixed on the table as the implication dawned fully.

The silence in the room deepened, heavy with shared understanding. No one spoke, because there was nothing left to clarify.

They all knew exactly what this meant.

Redmond did not look at the table.

Margot did, briefly, as if confirming everything was in place.

The men at the back of the room remained still, their expressions unreadable, their presence now reframed by what stood between them and the women.

The fact that no one had yet spoken made it far worse than if they had.

The air in the assessment room was perfectly still, charged with a new and terrible understanding. On the low table between the line of women and the silent men lay the objects of their next instruction: four average-sized, dark silicone butt plugs, each with a flared base, and four small bottles of clear lubricant. There was no mystery, no room for misinterpretation. The purpose was clinical and blatant.

Eleanor’s stomach hollowed out. This wasn’t observation. This wasn’t about their mouths or their hands. This was an interior claiming.

Margot Ashcombe’s voice cut through the silence, clean and sharp as a scalpel. “You will turn. You will bend forward at the waist, placing your hands flat on the floor for support. You will then reach back with both hands and pull your buttocks apart, fully exposing yourselves. You will hold that position until instructed otherwise.”

The command landed, a physical weight. For a heartbeat, no one moved. Then, with a shuddering breath that was more surrender than sigh, Lila moved first, her soft frame folding obediently. Phoebe followed with her usual precise economy of motion. Eleanor felt her own muscles lock, a final, futile rebellion, before she forced herself to turn, the welts on her ass tingling in anticipation. She bent, the world tipping upside down, the floor cool against her palms. From the corner of her eye, she saw Saskia’s fiery hair swing down as she, too, complied, her movements stiff with bottled rage.

Eleanor reached back. Her fingers found the curves of her own flesh, still tender from the cane two days ago. She pulled. The cool air of the room touched places never meant to feel it. The exposure was total, a vulnerability that went beyond skin. She heard a small, choked sound from Lila’s direction.

“Prepare them,” Redmond’s voice stated, not to the women, but to the four workmen.

The men moved from their posts. The sound of a cap twisting open was obscenely loud. Eleanor flinched as cold, slick liquid dripped onto the small, tense pucker between her spread cheeks. The man behind her, she couldn’t see which one, worked the lube with a clinical, thorough finger, circling, pressing just at the entrance. The sensation was shocking, invasive, a cold, slippery promise of what was to come. A whimper escaped her throat before she could bite it back.

This is it. This is the line.

But her body, traitorously, was clenching not just in fear, but in a strange, deep recognition. The cold gave way to a spreading warmth from the friction. Her heart hammered against her ribs.

Redmond’s voice cut through the tension like a blade, his words deliberate and laced with a cruel triumph. “This is it, ladies. Your rear hole—your most intimate place, is prepared. Fingered. Penetrated by men whose names you don’t even know. Not men from high society, not rich suitors. Black workmen who carry your bags, who clean the floors and the toilets.” He paused, letting the degradation sink in, his lips curving into a dark, satisfied smile. “And now, with their fingers and then with their big cocks, they will clean you from the inside.”

The room seemed to constrict around them, the air heavy with humiliation and something darker, more primal. Eleanor’s breath hitched, her body trembling as the words burrowed into her like a second intrusion. The plug inside her felt heavier now, a crude symbol of the control being exerted over her, over all of them. Her cheeks burned, not just from shame but from the awful, searing truth of his words. The men who had prepared them were not strangers; they were fixtures of their daily lives, men they had passed without a second thought. And now, those same hands, those same fingers, had claimed a part of her she had never dared to imagine exposed.

Lila let out a soft whimper, her delicate frame shaking as if the weight of Redmond’s words was too much to bear. Saskia’s jaw clenched tighter, the muscles in her neck corded with suppressed fury, but even she couldn’t hide the way her thighs quivered, betraying the involuntary response of her body. Phoebe stood rigidly still, her analytical mind no doubt dissecting the layers of degradation, but her flushed skin and rapid breathing told another story.

Redmond’s gaze swept over them, lingering on each woman as if savouring their discomfort. “You are being remade,” he said, his voice low and deliberate. “Strip away the pretence, the privilege, the illusion of control. This is who you are now. This is what you are for.”

Eleanor felt the words settle deep inside her, a truth she could not escape. Her tight little rear hole clenched around the thick digit that was pushing inside, she swallowed hard, a reminder that her body was no longer hers to command. And somewhere, beneath the shame and the fear, a treacherous spark of awareness flickered, a realization that this was only the beginning.

She heard Phoebe’s sharp, controlled inhale as her plug was prepared. She heard Saskia’s grunt of protest, instantly silenced by a sharper, wetter sound of preparation.

Then, the pressure.

The blunt, rounded tip of the plug pressed against Eleanor’s entrance. The man behind her didn’t hesitate, didn’t coax. He applied steady, inexorable force. Her body resisted, a tight ring of muscle clenching in blind panic.

“Breathe out,” Margot instructed, her tone devoid of sympathy.

Eleanor gasped, exhaling in a rush. As her muscles loosened for that split second, the plug pushed inward. There was a burn, a stretching sensation so intense and foreign it stole the air from her lungs. It was a slow, relentless invasion, an inch, then another, filling a space she’d never considered fillable. The stretch bordered on pain, a bright, sharp signal flaring in her nerves.

Then, a sudden, shocking pop as the widest part passed the tightest ring of muscle.

And everything changed.

The sharp burn melted into a deep, radiating fullness. The plug settled inside her, a solid, unignorable presence. The flare of the base rested snugly against her, a seal. The initial shock receded, replaced by a throbbing, heavy awareness. Every slight clench of her abdomen, every beat of her heart, sent a new pulse of sensation through her core, echoing strangely against the foreign object within her. A flush of heat, completely separate from shame, bloomed low in her belly.

To her left, Lila let out a soft, shuddering moan as her plug seated home, a sound that held as much confused pleasure as distress. Her delicate body trembled, but she kept her cheeks spread, her submission absolute and somehow eager.

To her right, Saskia was silent, but Eleanor could see the tight cord of muscle in her thigh, the violent tremble in her hands where they gripped her own flesh. Saskia’s breath came in ragged, furious hitches, but she didn’t move, holding herself open with a defiance that was crumbling into something else entirely.

Phoebe, ever the analyst, had taken the intrusion with a series of measured, panting breaths. Now, she was preternaturally still, as if assessing the new data from her body. A slight, experimental flex of her hip made her eyes screw shut for a second, a faint sheen of sweat on her temple.

“Hold your position,” Margot said.

They stayed bent, spread open, the plugs a shared, intimate burden. The initial violation was morphing, second by second. For Eleanor, the sheer fullness was becoming a focal point. The dull ache was still there, but it was intertwining with a low, gathering warmth. It was a constant, humiliating reminder of her state, yet her body was softening around the intrusion, accepting it, responding to it. A treacherous trickle of arousal slicked her inner thighs. The shame of that was hotter than any cane stroke.

Redmond began to walk slowly behind the line of their bent, presented forms. His footsteps were quiet on the floor. He was inspecting their work. He stopped behind Lila. “The smallest accepts it most readily,” he observed, his voice a low rumble. “Note the lack of tension. A natural compliance of the body.”

He moved to Eleanor. She felt his gaze like a physical touch on her exposed, plugged flesh. Her face burned against her forearms. “This one fights it, even now. The body resists, but the pulse… see it here, at the inner thigh? The resistance is merely a precursor.”

He paused longest behind Saskia. “And here. The defiance is strongest, which means the eventual yielding will be most instructive.” He moved on before Saskia could even form a retort, leaving her quivering with unspent fury and the unbearable, growing pressure inside her.

He finished his circuit behind Phoebe. “Precision. Control. Even here.” It sounded like the highest praise.

“Present,” Margot commanded, her voice as sharp and unyielding as ever.

The word hung in the air, a demand that brooked no hesitation. Eleanor felt her body move before her mind could fully process the instruction. The four women turned in unison, their movements deliberate but laden with tension. They sank to their knees on the cool floor, their thighs parting, their bodies opening in a gesture of submission that felt both intimate and degrading. Their backs arched reflexively, thrusting their breasts forward in a display that was as much about exposure as it was about surrender. Their hands interlaced behind their heads, fingers weaving together in a rigid cradle, forcing their shoulders back and their chests high.

Eleanor’s breath hitched as the plug shifted subtly inside her, the movement sending a jolt of sensation through her lower body. The fullness, already unbearable in its intensity, seemed to intensify with each movement, pressing against hidden, sensitive places she had never acknowledged before. Her thighs trembled as she remained in position, insidious warmth pooling deep within her. She could feel herself growing wetter, the slickness between her thighs betraying the arousal she hated but could not deny.

The plug was no longer just an intrusion, it was a part of her now, claiming her in a way that went beyond the physical. Her body, traitorously, was responding, the initial shock and resistance giving way to a low, pulsing awareness that made her cheeks burn with shame. Each shift of the plug sent a ripple of sensation through her core, a relentless reminder of her vulnerability. She tried to focus on the cool air against her skin, the distant sound of footsteps, anything to distract herself from the insistent, humiliating ache that spread through her lower body.

But it was no use. Her body had become its own enemy, betraying her at every turn. The more she tried to suppress the sensations, the more they seemed to grow, until she was fighting not just the plug itself, but the undeniable heat building inside her. She felt exposed, not just to the others in the room, but to herself, forced to confront the truth of her body’s response. The shame of it was a hot, searing weight in her chest, but beneath it, a darker, more primal current stirred, a whisper of something she could not name and did not want to acknowledge.

And yet, as she moved, the plug shifted again, and Eleanor’s breath caught in her throat. She felt herself clench involuntarily around it, the motion sending a sharp, electric spark of sensation through her. Her eyes fluttered shut for a moment, and she bit down hard on her lower lip to stifle the moan that threatened to escape. This was torture, but it was also something else entirely, a test she was failing in the most humiliating way possible. And as much as she hated it, she knew, with a sickening certainty, that this was only the beginning.

The room was silent except for the soft rustle of fabric and the faint sound of breathing. Eleanor’s heart pounded in her ears, her every nerve alive with the weight of what was happening. She felt exposed, not just physically but in a way that cut deeper, to the core of who she thought she was. The plugs inside them were an unignorable reminder of the control being exerted over them, a constant, humiliating presence that seemed to echo every beat of her pulse. 

Redmond’s voice cut through the stillness, addressing the men with a calm authority that sent a shiver down Eleanor’s spine. “Remove your robes.” 

The command was obeyed without hesitation. The men stepped forward, their movements smooth and practiced, shedding the short white gowns they had worn. The women gasped, or at least Eleanor did, though the sound caught in her throat, as their eyes were drawn to the thick, soft cocks that hung heavily between the men’s muscular thighs. The sight was impossible to ignore, a visceral reminder of the imbalance of power in the room.

Redmond’s next words settled over them like a heavy cloak. “Place your cocks in their mouths to harden.”

Eleanor’s stomach twisted, a surge of panic rising in her chest. Her breath hitched as one of the men approached her, his presence looming and undeniable. She could smell him, a mix of soap and something earthy, and it made the reality of the moment even more inescapable. Her gaze flicked up to his face, but he didn’t meet her eyes, his expression blank and focused on his task. 

The man gripped himself firmly, guiding his cock toward her mouth. Eleanor’s lips parted instinctively, a reflex born of fear and conditioned obedience. The tip brushed against her mouth, and she felt the warmth of him, the softness of his skin against hers. Then he pushed forward, and she choked back a gasp as her lips stretched around him. Her tongue pressed against him involuntarily, the taste of him unfamiliar and overwhelming.

To her left, Lila let out a muffled whimper, her delicate frame trembling as she took her first tentative taste. Saskia’s jaw clenched visibly, defiance warring with the inevitable submission of her body. Phoebe, ever controlled, adjusted her posture slightly, her lips parting with a precision that felt almost clinical.

The men worked their lengths slowly, their hands guiding their cocks into the warm, tight confines of the women’s mouths. The room filled with the sound of shallow breathing and the wet, slick sounds of penetration. Redmond watched with a detached satisfaction, his gaze lingering on each woman in turn as they knelt before him, their bodies presented and pliant, their mouths forced to serve.

Eleanor’s mind reeled, her thoughts fracturing under the weight of what was happening. Her body moved almost of its own accord, her tongue circling the invading length as she sought to accommodate him. The fullness in her mouth mirrored the fullness inside her, a duality of violation that left her feeling split, exposed, claimed. 

Redmond’s voice broke through the haze of sensation, calm and commanding. “Good. This is where you belong now. Not as society’s darlings, but as vessels for service. Remember this moment. It will define you.”

The words settled like a weight in Eleanor’s chest, a truth she could not escape. Her body trembled, her cheeks flushed with shame and something else she couldn’t name. Yet even as she knelt there, her body violated and her pride shattered, she could feel the traitorous stirrings of arousal deep within her—a response she hated but could not deny.

This was only the beginning.

The order was its own new torture. Moving made the plugs shift inside them. 

The room was thick with tension, the air heavy and charged. Eleanor's heart hammered in her chest; each beat a deafening reminder of her vulnerability. She felt exposed in a way that went beyond the physical, cutting to the core of who she thought she was. The plugs inside them were a constant, humiliating presence, a relentless reminder of the control being exerted over them.

Margot's voice cut through the silence, sharp and unyielding. "Now, on all fours," she commanded, her tone leaving no room for hesitation. "You will need to breathe and push back."

The women moved as one, their bodies trembling with a mix of fear and something darker, more primal. They dropped to their hands and knees, the cool floor pressing against their palms. The plugs shifted inside them, a sensation that was both invasive and undeniably arousing. They breathed in unison, their breasts rising and falling in a rhythm that seemed to echo the pounding of their hearts.

Then, the men stepped forward. Eleanor could hear the soft rustle of their movements, the barely audible sound of their breath. She felt their presence behind her, large and imposing, a stark contrast to the vulnerability of her position. Her body tensed in anticipation, every nerve alive with the weight of what was about to happen.

The room seemed to tighten around them, the air thick with anticipation and the sharp scent of lube. On all fours, the women trembled, their bodies braced for what was coming next. Behind them, the men stepped forward, their presence large and unyielding. Eleanor could hear the faint rustle of movement, the soft sound of breath, and then— 

four loud, wet plops, as the men pulled the plugs from their slightly gaping rear entrances. The sensation was jarring, a reminder of the invasion already begun. 

Then, the men squirted more lube in and around their loosened little holes, the cold, slippery liquid spreading with a clinical thoroughness that made Eleanor flinch. Her breath hitched as she felt the blunt head of a cock press against her entrance, the sheer size of it an impossible contradiction to the tightness she still felt. 

Margot’s voice cut through the tension, calm and precise. “Breathe, relax, and push back. It won’t hurt as much.” 

Eleanor obeyed, her body moving on instinct, though her mind reeled. She inhaled deeply, forcing her muscles to loosen, and pushed back against the pressure. The thick head began to stretch her, a slow, inexorable burn that blurred the line between pain and something darker, more primal. 

To her left, Lila let out a soft, shuddering moan, her delicate frame trembling as she followed Margot’s instruction. Saskia’s jaw clenched visibly, her hands gripping the floor hard enough to turn her knuckles white, but even she couldn’t suppress the faint, involuntary gasp that escaped as her own body yielded. Phoebe, ever composed, controlled her breathing with practiced precision, though her flushed skin and rapid pulse betrayed the storm beneath her calm exterior. 

Eleanor’s world narrowed to the sensation of being filled, inch by relentless inch. The stretch was overwhelming, a claiming that went beyond the physical. Her body betrayed her with a traitorous warmth that pooled low in her belly, a response she hated but couldn’t deny. The shame of it burned hotter than the intrusion itself. 

And then, with a final, inevitable push, the widest part of him passed through, and the fullness became a heavy, undeniable reality. Her breath came in ragged gasps, her body adjusting to the impossible size of him. The men began to move, their thrusts slow and deliberate, each one sending a shockwave of sensation through her core. 

Margot’s words echoed in her mind, a cruel reminder of her position. “Breathe, relax, and push back.” But it was no longer just about obedience. It was about survival, about finding some way to endure the impossible without breaking completely. 

Yet even as she knelt there, her body claimed and her pride shattered, Eleanor could feel the traitorous stirrings of arousal deep within her, a response she hated but could not deny.

As each man pushed deeper, the room filled with a symphony of stifled gasps and low, involuntary sounds. The women’s bodies, once rigid with resistance, began to betray them in ways they could neither anticipate nor control. 

Eleanor felt the relentless stretch as the man behind her worked his way deeper, the friction igniting a heat that bloomed in her core despite her shame. The fullness was unbearable, yet it was also undeniably arousing, a duality that left her trembling. Her breath came in shallow, ragged hitches as her body adjusted to the rhythm of his thrusts, each movement sending shockwaves through her. The lewdness of it, being exposed, used, watched by Redmond, Margot, and Hannah, the other men, only intensified the sensations, her humiliation twisting into something darker, more primal. She felt herself edging closer to a precipice she had never dared to approach, her body betraying her with a traitorous warmth that pooled low in her belly.

To her left, Lila’s soft whimpers grew louder, her delicate frame trembling as she arched her back, unconsciously pushing back against the man behind her. Her submission was complete, her arousal undeniable as her breaths turned into soft, shuddering moans. The sensation of being filled, stretched, and claimed was overwhelming, and soon a sharp cry escaped her lips, her body convulsing as she reached her first anal climax. It was a release she had never imagined, one that left her gasping and trembling, her cheeks flushed with both shame and pleasure.

Saskia, ever defiant, fought the sensations with every fibre of her being, but even she couldn’t suppress the faint, involuntary gasp that escaped as the man behind her found a rhythm that sent sparks racing through her nerves. Her hands clenched into fists on the floor, her knuckles white with tension, but her body betrayed her, responding with a warmth that she hated but couldn’t deny. When her climax hit, it was sharp and unexpected, tearing through her defences and leaving her trembling, her pride shattered but her body sated.

Phoebe, always composed, focused on controlling her breathing, dissecting the sensations with her analytical mind. Yet even she couldn’t escape the mounting pressure, the fullness and friction overwhelming her careful composure. Her climax was quieter, a series of rapid, shallow breaths that betrayed the storm beneath her calm exterior. Her body yielded completely, the intensity of the moment breaking through her carefully constructed walls.

Eleanor felt it too, the final push over the edge. Her body tightened around the man inside her, the friction and fullness merging into a wave of pleasure that washed over her in relentless waves. She gasped, her vision swimming, her mind fracturing under the weight of it. The shame of it, of being so thoroughly claimed, so utterly exposed, only heightened the intensity, leaving her trembling and spent.

The room was thick with the sounds of their release, the air heavy with the scent of exertion and arousal. The men continued their rhythm, unyielding and deliberate, their movements a reminder of their control. Redmond watched with quiet satisfaction, his gaze lingering on each woman in turn as they knelt before him, their bodies claimed and their boundaries obliterated.

This was only the beginning. Their first anal climaxes marked a turning point, a surrender not just of their bodies but of their ability to resist what was to come. The Conservatory had begun its work in earnest, reshaping them from the inside out.

Margot’s voice cut through the heavy silence, calm and precise, a blade slicing through the haze of humiliation that clung to the women. “You will pair up again,” she instructed, her tone brooking no argument. “This time, you will clean each other as you did before, but with one crucial difference.” Her pause was deliberate, letting the weight of her words settle. “You will lick everything from the other woman’s used arse.”

The command landed like a blow, the air in the room thickening with tension. Eleanor felt a fresh wave of shame crash over her, her body trembling as the reality of Margot’s words sank in. The men’s thick gooey cum, still inside them were a constant reminder of their degradation, and now, this. To kneel before another woman, to taste the evidence of their violation, was a new kind of humiliation, one that cut deeper than any cane stroke or forced exposure.

The women moved slowly, reluctantly, their bodies aching from the relentless intrusion they’d endured. Eleanor found herself paired with Saskia, whose fiery defiance had been tempered but not extinguished. Saskia’s eyes burned with a mixture of anger and resignation as she turned to face Eleanor, her movements stiff and deliberate.

“On your knees,” Margot commanded, her voice sharp and unyielding.

Eleanor obeyed, her legs folding beneath her as she lowered herself to the floor. She felt a trickle of the man’s cum leak form her, a subtle but insistent reminder of everything that had just happened. Saskia mirrored her position, her jaw clenched tightly, but she didn’t resist. The room was silent except for the soft sound of their breathing and the faint rustle of movement.

Eleanor’s stomach churned as Saskia leaned forward, her breath warm against Eleanor’s skin. The intimacy of the act was unbearable, the shame of it making her cheeks burn. She felt Saskia’s tongue press against her, tentative at first, then more insistent, the sensation both alien and undeniable. The taste was acrid, a bitter reminder of what had been left behind, and Eleanor fought the urge to pull away, her body trembling with the effort of staying still.

The room seemed to close in around them, the air heavy with the scent of sweat and something darker, more primal. Eleanor’s thoughts fractured under the weight of it, her mind struggling to reconcile the violation with the strange, traitorous warmth that pooled low in her belly. The humiliation was excruciating, but beneath it, there was something else, a raw, unfiltered connection that stripped away all pretence, leaving only the stark reality of their shared degradation.

Saskia’s hands tightened on Eleanor’s hips, her grip firm, almost possessive. Her tongue worked methodically, exploring every inch, claiming her in a way that was both invasive and intimate. Eleanor’s breath hitched, her body betraying her with a traitorous flush of heat that spread through her core. The shame of it was suffocating, but even as she wanted to scream, to fight, to escape, she knew there was no turning back.

This is who you are now, Redmond’s voice echoed in her mind. This is what you are for.

And as much as she hated it, as much as she despised herself for the involuntary shiver that ran down her spine, she knew he was right. The Conservatory had planted its seed deep within her, its roots spreading through her body, her mind, her very soul. And now, with Saskia’s tongue lapping at her most intimate place, that seed began to bloom.

When it was Eleanor’s turn, she hesitated for only a moment before leaning forward, her lips brushing against Saskia’s taught skin. The taste was overpowering, a mix of salt and bitterness that made her stomach churn, but she didn’t stop. She circled Saskia carefully, furtively watching for signs of distress or protest. But Saskia didn’t stir. In fact, if anything, Saskia relaxed in her state of open vulnerability.

Ah, she thought, there must be some kind of pill or drug in that lube.

Her tongue pressed against Saskia’s entrance gently, taking just enough for Saskia to feel it but not so much so to stir a reaction from anyone else in the room. Still facing away from her, Saskia tensed ever so slightly in response to Eleanor’s prodding touch.

“Enough.” Margot’s voice stopped them both in their tracks. Eleanor froze as Margot entered into view behind Saskia.

Margot walked toward Saskia until she stood directly behind her solid frame, placing both hands-on Saskia’s bare shoulders; pressing downward while stroking forward — directing her further down into Eleanor’s mouth. 

Margot’s fingers dug into Saskia’s soft shoulders while she continued driving downward, pushing Saskia toward an arch where Eleanor’s tongue plunged deep into her quivering hole.

Eleanor found herself suddenly mesmerized by this new act they were performing together, and their unity was beginning to feel strangely natural. Was this submission? Or power? Or perhaps something else entirely?

But perhaps those were just questions best left unanswered… for now…


Chapter Twenty-Two

The day began as it always did.

Gym first. Naked as usual. Movement without hesitation. Instruction followed without comment. Eleanor’s body responded automatically now, posture settling, breath finding rhythm. The absence of clothing no longer registered as disruption. It was simply the state in which things were done.

Afterward, the communal showers.

Steam rose, water ran, and the routine unfolded with practiced efficiency. Standing naked together no longer carried the charge it once had. Hannah supervised as always, calm and exacting, ensuring standards were met without elaboration. The now standard requirement to ensure they were cleanly shaved and smooth.

Then came breakfast.

They were led directly from the showers to the dining room, still naked. The space was bright and orderly, the table already set. Staff moved around them with quiet indifference, plates placed, instructions given, eyes sliding past their bodies as if nothing about their state was unusual.

Eleanor ate in silence, acutely aware of the new normal. Nakedness had extended beyond controlled rooms and specific routines. It had followed them into the day itself.

After breakfast, Hannah did not lead them back inside.

“Outside,” she said simply.

They were guided through a side door and into the grounds.

The air was cool, the light sharp. Gravel pressed against bare feet as they walked in a loose line, posture maintained, heads forward. The Conservatory grounds stretched around them, manicured and open, offering no shelter.

Men were working nearby.

The same broad-shouldered staff Eleanor had seen throughout the property moved through their tasks, lifting, carrying, maintaining. Some glanced up briefly as the women passed. Others did not. There was no comment, no pause in their work. She recognised that some of the men were ones that had used them in front of Redmond and Margot.

Eleanor felt the weight of it settle differently this time.

This was no longer contained exposure. This was visibility.

They were not being presented for assessment or correction. They were simply being seen, openly and without ceremony, their nakedness folded into the everyday functioning of the place.

As they walked, Eleanor understood the intention clearly.

They spent a couple of hours walking in the warm weather, feeling the sun on their skin. It was actually surprisingly liberating to be outside, naked, enjoying the beautiful gardens and then men who got to see their bare breast, their round undulating asses and their shaved smooth little pussys.

By the time they turned back toward the building, Eleanor felt the quiet certainty take hold.

This was not just an exception, something else was planned for today

And whatever came next would not be hidden behind walls at all.

After lunch, they were taken not to another assessment room, but to a large drawing room at the front of the house.

The space was elegant and old fashioned, tall windows letting in pale afternoon light, shelves lined with books, a low table set with a record player and neatly stacked vinyl. Soft chairs and sofas were arranged in small groups, inviting rest rather than inspection.

Hannah gestured them inside. “You may relax here,” she said. “Remain as you are.”

As they entered, Eleanor felt the dissonance immediately. This was not a controlled space like the gym or the assessment room. This was a place designed for comfort, for leisure, for quiet pleasure. And yet they were naked, their bodies entirely unshielded against the gentleness of the room.

They settled slowly.

Phoebe chose a chair near the window and picked up a book, crossing her legs with deliberate composure. Saskia sprawled back on a sofa, arms stretched along the back, her posture almost defiant in its ease. Lila perched at the edge of a cushion, shoulders drawn in at first, before gradually relaxing. Eleanor sat upright, fingertips resting on her thighs, absorbing the strangeness of being allowed stillness without instruction.

Staff came and went.

A woman entered carrying a tray of tea and cups, setting them down without comment. She did not acknowledge their nakedness any more than she acknowledged the furniture. Eleanor accepted a cup, the warmth of it grounding, the normality of the gesture almost more unsettling than any order she had been given.

Music played softly.

Pages turned.

Time passed.

Nakedness, Eleanor realised, had fully detached itself from ordeal. It was no longer a prelude to something, nor a consequence of it. It had become simply the condition under which life at the Conservatory continued.

And as she sat there, tea warming her hands, sunlight on her skin, Eleanor understood that this was perhaps the most effective lesson yet.

Not that she could endure exposure.

But that she could exist within it.

Late afternoon, Hannah returned.

“You will prepare,” she said evenly. “Wash. And dress.”

The last word landed hard.

Dress.

For a moment, Eleanor wondered if she had misheard. Clothing had ceased to be part of their existence. The idea of being allowed to dress felt almost unreal, a privilege restored after being deliberately withdrawn.

They were led back to their rooms in silence.

Inside, Eleanor found the garment laid carefully across the bed.

It was called a gown, though the word felt generous.

The fabric was impossibly light, sheer to the point of transparency, pooling like mist when lifted. It caught the light as it moved, clinging and drifting at once, revealing far more than it concealed. When Eleanor held it up, she could already see the outline of her own hands through it, her body waiting beneath.

This was not modesty returned.

It was exposure refined.

She slipped it on slowly after washing, the material sliding over her skin, cool and weightless. The gown fell to her ankles, but it hid nothing of consequence. Every curve, every line, her breasts clearly visible, her shaved little pussy, her legs and her ass, all remained visible beneath the shifting fabric, softened only by illusion.

In the mirror, she barely recognised herself.

She looked dressed.

She was still naked.

In the corridor, the others emerged one by one.

Phoebe’s composure returned instantly, her posture immaculate even as the gown revealed her form in full. Saskia wore it with a sharp, defiant elegance, daring the world to look. Lila hovered uncertainly at first, then lifted her chin, the transparency making her vulnerability unmistakable.

Hannah surveyed them once, satisfied.

“This is appropriate for the evening,” she said.

No reassurance. No apology.

As they were led away, Eleanor felt the truth settle quietly but firmly.

The Conservatory had not given clothing back.

It had simply found a way to make nakedness permanent, even when dressed.

They were led into the ballroom through tall double doors.

The space beyond was vast and luminous, chandeliers casting warm light over polished floors and high ceilings. At the centre of the room stood a raised platform, broad and unmistakably intentional, positioned so that nothing placed upon it could be overlooked.

Around the perimeter of the room stood the Programme’s guests.

There were perhaps twenty of them in total, seated at round tables arranged around the room, linen laid, glasses already poured. Well dressed. Well fed. Comfortable in their wealth. Most were middle aged or older men, their tailored suits and relaxed postures betraying confidence born of entitlement rather than effort. A handful of women sat among them, elegant and observant, their expressions cool and appraising as they waited, eyes lifting in unison as the young women were brought into view.

Conversation faltered as the four young women entered.

Margot Ashcombe met them just inside the doorway.

Her expression was serene, almost welcoming.

“Follow me,” she said softly.

She led them slowly around the room, guiding them along the outer edge first, allowing the guests a clear, uninterrupted view. The sheer gowns moved with each step, catching the light, clinging and parting, leaving nothing truly hidden. Eleanor felt every gaze settle on her skin, not sharply, but with the steady attention of people accustomed to being allowed to look.

No one touched.

No one spoke directly to them.

That, Eleanor realised, was the point.

They were not being interacted with. They were being presented.

Margot paused briefly at intervals, turning the women slightly, adjusting a shoulder here, a stance there, ensuring they were seen from every angle. Her movements were minimal, practiced, efficient.

“These are participants in the Conservatory Programme,” Margot said calmly, addressing the room rather than the women. “You are seeing them at an advanced stage of development.”

The words development and seeing hung in the air together.

Eleanor’s heart beat steadily, her posture immaculate despite the exposure. She felt the strange dissonance of it, standing nearly naked in a room of clothed strangers, while being treated as an exhibit rather than a person.

When the circuit was complete, Margot guided them toward the platform at the centre of the room.

“Here,” she said.

Margot made a small adjustment.

Lila and Phoebe were guided onto the centre of the platform, positioned side by side where the light fell most directly. They were arranged carefully, turned just enough to be fully visible to every table.

Eleanor and Saskia were directed to seats at the edge of the platform. Still elevated. Still exposed. Close enough to be seen but clearly set apart.

The distinction was unmistakable.

Some were being presented.

Others were being made to watch.

Margot stepped back.

The four women remained.

On display.

And Eleanor understood, this was all about presenting the success of the Programme.

About demonstrating what the Programme produced.

And as the room settled into expectant silence, she knew that whatever came next would be designed not for her benefit, but for theirs.

Redmond stepped forward to the front of the room, the low murmur of conversation fading as his presence took hold. He did not raise his voice, yet it carried easily across the ballroom.

“You will see two presentations this evening,” he said calmly. “One before dinner, and one afterward.”

A brief pause.

“Please,” he added, almost pleasantly, “enjoy.”

He stepped back.

Margot turned toward the platform, her attention settling on Phoebe and Lila. Her expression was composed, her tone polite.

“Please,” she said, “remove your gowns.”

The words landed with quiet finality.

Phoebe did not hesitate. She reached for the sheer fabric and let it slip from her shoulders, the gown pooling soundlessly at her feet. She straightened immediately, posture immaculate, face composed, as though this were simply another instruction followed correctly.

A soft sound moved through the room.

Not loud. Not crude. A collective intake of breath, a hushed ripple of appreciation that passed from table to table as eyes lifted and lingered. Conversation stilled completely. Cutlery paused. Even those who had clearly expected this moment reacted to it.

Phoebe stood motionless beneath the chandeliers, her calm only sharpening the effect. The contrast between her nakedness and her composure was striking, her body presented without apology, without hesitation, as though she were perfectly aware of how she looked and entirely uninterested in seeking approval.

Eleanor felt the weight of the attention shift, felt it settle fully on Phoebe, and understood that this reaction was exactly what had been intended.

Not shock.

Not outrage.

Appreciation.

Measured. Controlled.

And unmistakably hungry.

Lila’s hands shook for a moment before she did the same. The gown fell away, leaving her standing exposed beneath the chandeliers, her breath shallow but controlled as she lifted her chin and held herself still.

Eleanor watched from her seat at the edge of the platform, her body taut, every sensation sharpened by proximity. She was still on display, still visible to every table, but now made to observe as well. Saskia sat beside her, jaw set, eyes fixed forward.

The guests watched in silence.

Cutlery paused. Glasses hovered mid-air. The room held its breath.

Margot took a step back, satisfied.

The presentation had begun.

A door at the side of the ballroom opened.

Six men entered.

They were the same workmen the women had seen throughout the Conservatory, tall, broad shouldered, physically imposing even in stillness. Each wore only a short, brief cotton gown identical to those used elsewhere in the Programme, the fabric plain and utilitarian, offering formality rather than concealment.

They moved in without hesitation and took their places along the edge of the room, evenly spaced, hands at their sides, eyes forward. No one spoke. No one acknowledged the guests directly.

The effect was immediate.

The room’s attention shifted, the earlier hush deepening into something taut and expectant. This was no longer a single presentation. It was an arrangement, deliberate and unmistakable, bodies positioned to be seen in relation to one another.

Redmond remained still at the front, observing.

Margot watched the placement, satisfied.

Eleanor felt the balance of the room settle into a new configuration, one that made the platform feel smaller and the audience closer. Whatever was to follow had been carefully staged, not for spectacle alone, but to demonstrate the Programme’s reach.

This was not improvisation.

It was design.

The air in the grand ballroom was perfectly still, chilled to the point where every exposed inch of skin prickles. Eleanor feels the cold marble of the platform’s edge through the thin, shimmering fabric of her gown. It was a cruel mockery of modesty, the see-through material hiding nothing, only softening the harsh lines of her body into a blurred suggestion for the watching eyes. Beside her, Saskia sat with rigid stillness, the tension in her jaw visible even in profile. They are ornaments. Witnesses.

At the centre of the platform, beneath the glittering cascade of chandeliers, stood Phoebe and Lila. Utterly naked. The light caught the subtle sheen of nervous sweat on Lila’s delicate collarbone, glints off the defined planes of Phoebe’s stomach. Their feet are placed precisely on a dark velvet runner, a stage within a stage.

Around the perimeter, at elegantly set tables, the audience observed. Twenty of them, perhaps. Older men in dark suits, a few severe-looking women. Their silence is a palpable weight. They do not whisper. They do not smile. They simply watch, their gazes crawling over the displayed flesh with a clinical, proprietary interest.

Redmond’s voice cut through the silence, calm and clear, amplified slightly in the vast space. “The presentation continues. Bring forward the attendants.”

A side door opened. Six men entered, the same workmen from the grounds and gym, their powerful builds unmistakable even beneath the simple, knee-length cotton gowns they wear. They moved with a disciplined quiet, forming a line at the foot of the platform. Their presence shifts the energy in the room, charging it with a raw, masculine potential.

“Step up,” Redmond commands.

As one, the six men ascended the three shallow steps to the platform, surrounding Phoebe and Lila. The symmetry is deliberate, brutal. Four exposed women. Six clothed men. The audience leans forward, a unified, subtle rustle.

“Remove your gowns.”

The command hung in the air. Eleanor’s breath catches. She watched, helpless, as the men’s hands went to the simple ties at their shoulders. The cotton shifts, then fell away in a whisper of fabric.

A collective, hush inhalation swept the room.

They were magnificent. Sculpted by labour, each torso a landscape of muscle and sinew. And between their powerful thighs, their cocks hung heavy and soft, a stark, intimate display of flesh that completed the circle of exposure. There is no hiding now. This is not a one-sided humiliation. It is a pairing. A statement.

Phoebe’s eyes flicked, analysing, her composure a thin shell. Lila trembled, a fine shiver that ran from her shoulders down to her thighs. The men stood impassive, their faces neutral, but the sheer, vulnerable reality of their nakedness changed everything.

Margot’s voice, sharp as a scalpel, addressed the two women in the centre. “Phoebe. Lila. You will kneel. You will take three men each  and bring them to full, ready erection. You will use your mouths and your hands. You will do so with focus and without hesitation. Begin.”

For a heartbeat, nothing moved. Then Phoebe sunk down, her movements precise, controlled. She knelt before the man directly in front of her, her gaze fixed on the thick, soft shaft before her face. Lila followed a moment later, her descent less graceful, more a collapse onto her knees.

Eleanor could only watch, her own body humming with a traitorous awareness. The see-through gown felt like a second skin, offering no protection from the gazes she knew were also touching her and Saskia.

Phoebe’s hands came up first. Her touch methodological, almost scientific. She wrapped her fingers around the base of the man’s cock, feeling the weight, the warmth. She leaned in, her breath ghosting over the tip, and her tongue darted out for a testing lick at the soft head. The man’s stomach muscles tensed. She does it again, longer this time, a slow, flat stroke that coaxed a bead of moisture to the slit. Then she took him into her mouth, just the head, her lips forming a tight seal as she began to suck with a gentle, persistent rhythm. Her other hand cupped his balls, her thumb stroking the sensitive skin beneath.

Beside her, Lila was less assured. Her hands shaking as she reached for the man before her. She wrapped her whole hand around his shaft, her touch tentative. She looked up at him, her wide eyes seeking… something. Permission? Instruction? He looked down, his expression unreadable. She leaned forward, pressing her face into his groin, nuzzling the soft hair, then planted a soft, almost apologetic kiss on the side of his shaft. A quiet, desperate sound escaped her as she opened her mouth and took him in. She doesn’t have Phoebe’s technique; she simply envelops him, her mouth hot and wet and pleading, her tongue laving clumsily at the underside as she began to bob her head.

The sounds were obscenely intimate in the silent ballroom. The wet, soft sounds of suction. The sharp, quiet intake of breath from one of the men. The faint, rhythmic creak of the platform as Lila moves.

Eleanor’s own mouth went dry. She could feel it. The phantom pressure of a thick shaft against her own tongue, the weight of a man’s balls in her palm. She watched Phoebe’s efficient, devastating work, sees the man’s cock begin to swell and darken, rising steadily under her ministrations. Phoebe had found a rhythm, one hand pumping the base in time with the deep, taking pulls of her mouth. Her cheeks hollow. A low groan rumbles from the man’s chest.

Lila’s man is responding exactly the same. Her clumsy, heartfelt desperation is its own potent aphrodisiac. His hands, which had been at his sides, twitch. One rose, hovers near her head, then settled, fingers tangling gently in her hair. Not forcing, just holding. The contact made Lila whimper around his flesh, and the vibration seemed to trigger something in him. His cock jumped in her mouth, thickening rapidly, the veins standing out. She gags slightly, pulls back with a wet pop, and stared at the now-engorged head, glistening with her saliva. A dazed, fascinated look crossed her face before she dived back down, taking him deeper, her throat working.

The other four men stood at attention, their own cocks began to stir, to thicken in response to the visual and auditory feast before them. The air grows thick with the scent of musk and salt and arousal.

Phoebe’s man now fully erect, a proud, rigid column of flesh disappearing between her expert lips. She pulls off slowly, letting him slip from her mouth with an audible, wet sound. She looks up at Redmond, her lips slick and swollen. “Sir,” she says, her voice surprisingly steady. “He is ready.”

Redmond nods, his eyes glinting with satisfaction. “Next.” Pheobe moved to the man next to him.

Lila’s man was thrusting now, small, involuntary movements of his hips into the warm, willing cavern of her mouth. Her eyes streaming, her nose pressed into his pubic bone. One of her hands stroked his thigh, the other cradled his sac, her fingers learning the tight, heavy weight of him. She’s lost in it, in the giving, in the sheer physical reality of serving this need.

Eleanor forced herself to look away, to look at Saskia. Her friend’s face is a mask of stormy conflict, her eyes burning as they watch Lila. But Eleanor sees the rapid rise and fall of Saskia’s chest beneath the transparent gown, sees the way her own thighs press tightly together. They were not just witnessing. They were participating. Their own hunger being meticulously stoked by the display.

Redmond’s voice cut through again, smooth as oil. “Observe the efficiency of purpose. Observe the surrender to function.” His gaze swept over Eleanor and Saskia, pinning them in place.

The implication hit Eleanor like a physical blow. This was just the prelude. As Phoebe resumed her skilled, relentless sucking and Lila choked softly around the length filling her throat, Eleanor understood with chilling clarity that she and Saskia were not here merely to watch.

The platform seemed to shrink, the air thickening with the heavy scent of male musk and female exertion. Phoebe and Lila knelt, their mouths working diligently, the wet sounds echoing in the silent hall. The six men were now fully, imposingly erect, a circle of hardened flesh surrounding the two naked women.

At a near-imperceptible nod from Redmond, the silent choreography began.

The two men being serviced, the ones with their cocks buried in eager throats, placed steadying hands on Phoebe and Lila’s heads. Another pair of men stepped forward. Their movements were economical, practiced. Strong hands closed around Phoebe’s upper arms, pulling her gently but inexorably off the cock she was sucking. A soft, wet gasp escaped her as she was lifted to her feet. She was turned, facing away from the audience, and guided forward until she stood over the first man, who had now laid himself down on the velvet runner, his erection pointing straight up towards the chandeliers.

Eleanor watched, her heart a frantic drum against her ribs. Phoebe’s face was a blank mask, but her breath came in sharp little hitches as the man behind her, his own cock jutting proudly, slid a hand between her thighs from behind. He rubbed, his fingers finding her slickness, and a shudder ran through Phoebe’s disciplined frame. He’s checking, Eleanor thought, the realization burning through her. He’s checking she’s ready.

He was. He coated his fingers generously with clear lubricant from a bottle offered by Hannah, then pressed them against Phoebe’s other entrance. Eleanor saw Phoebe’s back arch minutely, a sharp intake of breath hissing through her teeth. The man worked a finger inside, slowly, his eyes on Redmond. Phoebe’s head dropped forward, her hair shielding her face. A second finger joined the first, stretching, preparing. A low, strained sound, part discomfort, part something else entirely, vibrated in Phoebe’s throat.

Then, the man behind her lifted her effortlessly, his hands under her thighs. He guided her down, aligning her body over the man on the floor. Phoebe’s hands came up, bracing on the chest of the man beneath her as she was lowered. The swollen head of his cock pressed against her sodden opening. For a suspended second, she hovered there, impaled on the man’s fingers from behind, filled with the promise of what was to come.

He lowered her the final inch.

A sharp, choked cry was torn from Phoebe. Her body sank down, taking the man beneath her fully into her pussy in one slow, devastating descent. Her inner muscles clenched visibly around the intrusion, her thighs trembling. The man on the bottom groaned, his hands coming up to grip her hips, holding her firmly in place as she was filled.

Beside them, the same ritual unfolded with Lila. Her preparation was quicker, her desperate wetness making the fingers slide in easily, but her reactions were louder. A high, broken whimper escaped her as she was lifted, and a full-throated sob of overwhelmed sensation ripped from her as she was seated onto the waiting cock of the man on the floor. Her body convulsed, her head thrown back, her slender neck corded with strain.

They were both astride now, speared on one man, held aloft by another. The audience was utterly still, a gallery of rapt statues.

Then the men behind them moved.

The one behind Phoebe, his fingers now slick with her moisture and lube, positioned himself. The thick, blunt crown of his erection pressed against the tight, stretched ring of muscle his fingers had just occupied. Phoebe went rigid. Her analytical composure shattered, her eyes flying wide open, staring at nothing. The man on the bottom beneath her shifted his grip, holding her steady.

With relentless, slow pressure, the man behind her pushed forward.

It was an invasion of a different order. Eleanor could see the resistance, the incredible tightness, then the gradual, impossible yielding. Phoebe’s mouth opened in a silent scream, her body bowing backwards against the man’s chest as he sunk inch by devastating inch into her rear passage. She was stretched to an unimaginable fullness, a dual penetration that left her gasping, her body vibrating with the shock of it. The man beneath her began to move in a shallow rhythm, his thrusts into her wetness meeting the steady, deep pressure from behind.

Lila’s experience was less controlled. The man behind her sheathed himself in one firm, deep stroke, and she screamed, a raw, ragged sound of utter surrender. Her body went limp between them, held up only by the two men now joined to her. Tears streamed down her face, but her hips gave a tiny, involuntary jerk, taking the man beneath her deeper. A look of dazed, shattered ecstasy blurred her features.

The final act. The third man for each woman, the ones whose cocks still wept with neglected need, stepped forward. They moved to the front, crouching down.

Phoebe’s man grasped her jaw, his thumb pressing against her chin until her mouth fell open. He guided the head of his cock to her lips. She stared at it, her eyes glazed, breath puffing against the slick skin. Then, with a helpless, mechanical obedience, her tongue darted out, licking the bead of moisture from the tip before she opened wider and took him in.

Lila’s man didn’t wait for an invitation. He slid his cock past her sobbing lips, filling her mouth, silencing her cries with a thick, relentless weight.

Airtight.

The term slammed into Eleanor’s mind with brutal clarity. That’s what they were. Each woman was now a vessel, utterly and completely filled at every point of entry. Phoebe, her body a taut bridge of strain, moving in a tiny, trapped rhythm between the three relentless paces. Lila, sobbing around the cock in her mouth, her body jolting with each synchronized thrust from the men occupying her front and back.

The sounds were obscene, primal. The wet slap of flesh, the choked gags, the deep, guttural groans of the men as they moved. Phoebe’s breathing was a ragged pant through her nose; her cheeks hollowed around the shaft in her mouth. Her eyes were squeezed shut, but a furious blush covered her chest, her nipples hard and pointed. Every thrust from behind rocked her forward onto the cock in her mouth, then back onto the one below, a continuous, overwhelming circuit of sensation.

The sight was mesmerizing, a tableau of raw power and submission. Two young women, their pale bodies glistening under the chandeliers, were impaled on thick, imposing black cocks: three each. Their every hole filled, their every breath controlled. Phoebe, with her disciplined composure barely holding, and Lila, her reactions unfiltered and visceral, were a study in contrasts. Yet both were united in their utter surrender. The men moved with precision, their thrusts synchronized, their dominance absolute.

Eleanor’s gaze flickered to the audience, twenty or so guests, silent, rapt. Their eyes glinted with a mix of fascination and hunger, their stillness belying their arousal. This wasn’t just a display; it was a spectacle, a performance of control and conquest. The sheer eroticism of it was overwhelming yet laced with an undercurrent of something darker. Something inescapable.

Saskia shifted beside her, her breathing shallow. Eleanor could feel the tension radiating from her, the way her hands clenched and unclenched in her lap. The air between them was charged, a shared awareness of what was to come. The platform, the velvet runner, the chandeliers, it all seemed to close in, the setting as much a trap as the bodies entangled before them. They both knew it would be their turn later this evening.

Phoebe’s choked gasp snapped Eleanor back to the scene. The man behind her was thrusting deeper now, his pace relentless, while the one beneath her rocked her body in time. Her mouth worked dutifully around the third cock, her cheeks hollowed, her eyes glazed with a mixture of pain and pleasure. Lila, meanwhile, was lost in a haze of sensation, her sobs punctuated by bursts of ecstasy as her body was used with brutal efficiency.

Redmond’s voice cut through the heavy air once more, deliberate and commanding. “Observe. This is the standard. This is what it means to serve wholly and without reservation.” His gaze lingered on Eleanor and Saskia, a silent reminder that they were next.

Hannah stepped forward, her movements elegant and precise, holding fresh vials of lube. Her eyes met Eleanor’s, then Saskia’s, and the message was clear: Your turn is coming.

Eleanor’s heart pounded, her stomach twisting with dread and anticipation. The stage was set, the players in place. All that remained was for the performance to begin anew.

Lila was lost. Her whimpers were constant, a muffled melody of overstimulation. Her hands fluttered, then settled on the thighs of the man she rode, her nails digging in. Her hips began to move of their own accord, meeting the thrust from below, pushing back against the one behind, a messy, desperate rhythm of pure need. Her climax, when it hit her, was violent and obvious. Her body seized, a strangled scream trapped around the cock filling her throat, her inner walls clamping down hard on the man inside her pussy. He grunted, his pace faltering, then becoming rougher, spurred on by her convulsing tightness.

Eleanor couldn’t look away. Her own body was on fire, a liquid ache pooling between her thighs that was equal parts horror and fierce, undeniable hunger. She felt raw, exposed, every nerve ending screaming. Beside her, she heard Saskia’s breath, a harsh sawing sound. She dared a glance.

Saskia’s face was turned toward the spectacle, her expression one of furious, captivated shame. Her lips were parted, her chest heaving beneath the sheer gown. One of her hands was clenched in the fabric of her own thigh, knuckles white. The other hand had drifted, almost unconsciously, to her own stomach, pressing low as if to quell a deep, internal tremor.

Redmond’s voice cut through the heavy air, smooth and satisfied. “Observe the totality of service. The complete surrender of aperture and function.” His gaze, heavy as stone, shifted from the entangled bodies on the platform to where Eleanor and Saskia sat, frozen in their translucent gowns. “You see the standard. You understand the geometry of use.”

He paused, letting the wet, rhythmic sounds fill the grand space.

One by one, the men came, their releases timed with brutal precision. The first was the man buried in Lila’s tight little arse, his thrusts growing erratic before he stilled with a guttural groan, pumping his seed deep inside her. Lila shuddered, her body trembling as she took it, her cries muffled around the cock in her mouth.

Next came the man beneath Phoebe, his hands tightening on her hips as he bucked up into her pussy, his release hot and thick. Phoebe’s breath hitched, her body arching as she was filled, her own climax threatening to overtake her.

The man in Lila’s mouth followed, his fingers tangling in her hair as he pulled her head down, forcing her to take every last drop. She gagged, tears streaming down her face, but she obeyed, swallowing obediently.

Then it was the man in Phoebe’s arse, his thrusts slowing as he emptied himself inside her, his breath heavy and laboured. Phoebe’s body clenched around him, a low moan escaping her lips as waves of pleasure rippled through her.

The man in Phoebe’s mouth came next, his fingers tightening on her jaw as he forced himself deeper, his release spilling down her throat. Phoebe’s eyes fluttered shut, her chest rising and falling rapidly as she struggled to keep up.

Lastly, the man in Lila’s sloppy wet pussy released, his thrusts becoming shallow as he filled her completely. Lila’s body convulsed, her inner walls clamping down on him as she was overwhelmed by the sensation.

The room was filled with the sounds of ragged breathing, soft whimpers, and the slick, wet noises of release. The air was thick with the scent of sex, a heady mix of sweat and musk that clung to every surface.

Hannah stepped forward once more, her gaze cool and assessing. “Clean them,” she instructed, her voice cutting through the haze. The men withdrew slowly, their cocks glistening with a mix of fluids, leaving Phoebe and Lila trembling and spent on the velvet runner.

Each man stepped down from the platform, their imposing figures casting long shadows over Eleanor and Saskia. They stood in a line, their cocks still slick with a mix of fluids, glistening under the chandeliers.

Hannah’s voice was cold and commanding. “Clean them. Every last drop.”

Eleanor’s heart raced as the first man approached her. He was broad-shouldered, his chest heaving from exertion, his cock jutting but now in a semi-erect state. She hesitated for a fraction of a second before dropping to her knees, her pale hands trembling as they reached out to steady him. His skin was hot against her palms, the musky scent of sweat and sex overwhelming. She leaned forward, her lips brushing the tip before taking him into her mouth. The taste was salty, bitter, and she fought the urge to pull away, forcing herself to swallow around him. His fingers tangled in her hair, guiding her rhythm, and she obeyed, her cheeks hollowing as she worked to clean him.

Beside her, Saskia was on her knees as well, her face a mask of reluctant submission. The man before her thrust shallowly into her mouth, his grip on her head firm. Tears welled in Saskia’s eyes but did not fall, her movements dutiful as she licked and sucked, her tongue working over every inch to ensure no trace remained.

One by one, the men took their turn, stepping before Eleanor or Saskia, their dominance absolute. The women knelt obediently, their mouths and hands working to clean each cock until it was spotless. The air was thick with tension, the only sounds the soft wet noises of their labour and the occasional grunt of approval from the men.

On the platform, Phoebe and Lila lay sprawled and spent, their bodies glistening with sweat, spunk leaking from their well-used holes. Their chests rose and fell rapidly; their faces flushed with exertion and shame. They were utterly broken, yet a strange, almost serene expression lingered on their faces, a testament to the totality of their surrender.

Hannah watched the scene with a cool detachment; her arms relaxed by her side. When the last man stepped back, his cock now clean and softening, she nodded in satisfaction.

Hannah’s voice cut through the heavy air, cold and precise. “The standard has been met,” she declared, her gaze flickering over Phoebe and Lila’s spent forms before settling on Eleanor and Saskia. Her tone left no room for hesitation, no illusion of choice. “Now,” she continued, her words measured and deliberate, “drop your gowns and mount the platform. While dinner is served, you will clean the other two girls.”

The command hung in the air, its weight pressing down on Eleanor and Saskia like a physical force. Hannah’s expression was unreadable, her beauty as sharp and cutting as her instructions. The implications were clear, this was not merely a continuation of their lesson, but an escalation. A demand for total submission, for the erasure of any remaining boundaries.

Eleanor’s hands trembled as they moved to the ties of her gown, her fingers fumbling against the delicate fabric. Beside her, Saskia hesitated, her jaw tightening in defiance before the weight of the moment forced her compliance. Slowly, agonizingly, they undressed, the thin gowns pooling at their feet like discarded remnants of their former selves.

Eleanor’s skin prickled under the weight of the audience’s gaze, every inch of her exposed body suddenly feeling hypersensitive. The air seemed to press against her bare flesh, a tangible reminder of her nakedness in front of the silent, watching crowd. Her hands trembled as they fumbled with the ties of her gown, the fabric slipping away to reveal her pale, unblemished skin. She felt raw, vulnerable, like a creature stripped of all defences. The room seemed to hold its breath, the chandeliers casting a shimmering light that made her feel as though she were on display under a microscope.

She glanced up briefly, her eyes flickering across the faces of the guests. Their expressions were a mix of cold detachment and barely concealed hunger, their gazes raking over her body with an intensity that made her stomach churn. Every look felt like a violation, like a touch she couldn’t escape. She dropped her gaze quickly, focusing on the floor, her cheeks burning with shame. Yet even as she tried to shut out the awareness of their scrutiny, she couldn’t ignore the way her nipples tightened in response, betraying the traitorous heat pooling low in her belly.

Beside her, Saskia’s movements were stiff, her defiance tempered by the inevitability of the moment. Their nakedness was no longer just physical, it was a state of being, a surrender that went beyond flesh. Eleanor’s breath came in shallow gasps, her heart pounding as she stepped onto the platform, her bare feet sinking into the plush velvet. The scent of the other women’s ordeal clung to the air, a visceral reminder of what awaited them.

The platform loomed before them, its velvet runner still damp with the remnants of Phoebe and Lila’s ordeal. The two women lay sprawled and glistening, their bodies marked by the unmistakable traces of their submission. Hannah stepped aside, her arm extended towards the platform in a gesture that was both invitation and command.

“Move,” she said, her voice a whip-crack of authority. “They are yours to clean. Every drop, every trace.”

Eleanor’s stomach churned as she climbed onto the platform, her bare knees sinking into the soft velvet. Saskia followed, her movements stiff with reluctance, her eyes burning with a mix of fury and shame. The scent of sweat and sex filled their nostrils, a visceral reminder of what awaited them.

Hannah stood at the edge of the platform, her arms crossed, her presence a silent enforcer of Redmond’s will. The guests began to take their seats; their eyes fixed on the scene unfolding before them. The clink of cutlery and the murmur of conversation barely masked the tension in the air.

Eleanor knelt beside Phoebe, her heart pounding as she stared at the mess staining her companion’s trembling body. The warmth radiating from Phoebe’s skin, the glistening trails of seed pooling between her thighs, was almost too much to bear. Her mind screamed in protest, but her body moved with a strange, mechanical obedience. She leaned forward, her breath hitching as her tongue darted out to lick the first bead of moisture from Phoebe’s inner thigh. The taste was bitter, salty, and metallic, a visceral reminder of what this act demanded of her.

She worked in silence, her tongue pressing against Phoebe’s slick skin, lapping up every trace of the men’s release. She moved lower, her face inches from Phoebe’s well-used pussy, the scent of sex and sweat overwhelming her senses. Her tongue dragged through the sticky mess, her cheeks hollowing as she sucked gently, ensuring no drop remained. Phoebe shuddered beneath her, a low whimper escaping her lips as Eleanor’s tongue explored her tender flesh.

Then, Eleanor turned her attention lower still, her stomach turning as she positioned herself behind Phoebe’s trembling form. Her breath ghosted over the tight, stretched ring of muscle that was still glistening with remnants of its earlier violation. She hesitated for only a moment before leaning in, her tongue flicking out to clean the sticky residue from Phoebe’s arse. The taste was more intense here, the bitterness sharper, and she fought the urge to gag as she pressed deeper, her tongue probing insistently to ensure every trace was gone.

Beside her, Saskia worked in furious silence, her face a mask of reluctant determination as she used only her tongue to clean Lila’s trembling body. Her movements were swift and efficient, her jaw tight with barely suppressed rage, but she obeyed without question. The sight of them both, kneeling and licking with practiced precision, was a stark reminder of the Programme’s absolute control.

The room hummed with a dissonant symphony of sounds, the soft, wet rhythms of Eleanor and Saskia’s labour, their tongues lapping meticulously at every exposed surface of Phoebe and Lila’s trembling bodies, mingled with the clink of cutlery and murmur of conversation from the audience. The twenty guests, seated at their tables, indulged in their meal with an air of detached indulgence, their eyes flickering repeatedly toward the platform where the scene unfolded. Silverware scraped against fine china, glasses clinked as they were raised to lips, and low, appreciative remarks floated through the air like the aroma of roasted meat and wine. 

Eleanor’s body burned, shame searing her skin, but beneath it, something else stirred, a traitorous heat that coiled deep in her belly despite her best efforts to suppress it. Her tongue moved relentlessly, working over Phoebe’s slick, used flesh with a diligence that felt almost mechanical. The taste was bitter, metallic, and utterly inescapable, yet she pressed on, driven by the unyielding standard set before them. Beside her, Saskia’s movements were sharp and efficient, her jaw tight with fury even as her tongue obeyed without hesitation. 

The task was intimate, invasive, a final erasure of dignity. Eleanor’s breath hitched as she wiped away the evidence of Phoebe’s use, her own body betraying her with a traitorous heat between her thighs. Saskia’s hands moved with a clinical precision, yet her jaw remained clenched, her eyes avoiding Lila’s tear-streaked face.

The diners watched with a mix of fascination and appetite, their gazes lingering on the two women kneeling on the velvet runner, their nakedness a stark contrast to the opulence of the room. The chandeliers above cast a shimmering light over the tableau, highlighting every bead of sweat, every glistening trail left behind. A fork clattered against a plate, drawing Eleanor’s attention for a fleeting moment. She caught the glint of a man’s eyes as he chewed slowly, his gaze locked on her with a cold, appraising hunger. 

There was no turning back now. The meal continued, the spectacle persisted, and Eleanor and Saskia laboured on, their submission woven seamlessly into the fabric of the evening. The juxtaposition was jarring, elegance and debasement, pleasure and control, all unfolding in tandem under the watchful eyes of those who had come to consume more than just their dinner.

Hannah watched without comment, her gaze assessing. The lesson was clear: this was not just about cleaning flesh, but about accepting the totality of their new role. As dinner was served and the guests began to eat, Eleanor and Saskia worked in silence, their bodies bare and vulnerable, their submission complete.


Chapter Twenty-Three

Eleanor helped Phoebe down to the two chairs at the side of the platform. Saskia helped Lila. Both were very shaky on their legs, their bodies glistening and spent, leaning heavily on the offered support. Then, with a final shared glance of dread, Eleanor and Saskia took their place, standing naked on the platform, the velvet still warm and damp beneath their feet.

As the final courses of dinner were cleared, Redmond gestured. Six more of the big, muscular black workmen filed in. They wore the same flimsy short cotton robes, the material doing nothing to hide the powerful cut of their physiques, broad shoulders, thick chests, corded arms. They surrounded the two young women on the platform, a wall of silent, imposing masculinity.

They dropped their robes.

The air left Eleanor’s lungs. Six of them. All fully nude, all powerfully built. Their cocks hung thick and heavy between muscular thighs, already beginning to stir with interest at the sight before them. The sheer size was daunting, a forest of dark, formidable flesh.

“Kneel.”

Margot’s command was crisp, absolute. Eleanor’s knees hit the velvet, the impact a dull shock. Beside her, Saskia followed a heartbeat later, her posture rigid with resistance even in submission.

Eleanor’s stomach clenched as she lowered herself to her hands and knees, the plush velvet pressing into her palms. Across from her, Saskia mirrored the movement, their eyes locking in a shared moment of dread and reluctant anticipation. Having watched Phoebe and Lila endure this very act before dinner, they knew what was coming, knew the weight, the intrusion, the helpless submission it would demand.

Yet, despite the anxiety tightening her chest, a raw heat simmered low in Eleanor’s belly. It was an unwelcome sensation, shameful and undeniable. Her body betrayed her, responding to the charged atmosphere, to the sight of the men looming around them, their cocks impossibly big. She felt the slickness between her thighs, the ache of her nipples, the trembling weakness in her limbs.

Saskia’s expression was a storm of defiance and arousal, her lips still glistening from her work, her breathing shallow but deliberate. Her gaze flickered momentarily to the men, then back to Eleanor, as if daring her to show fear. But Eleanor could see the faint tremor in Saskia’s hands, the flush that spread across her chest. They were in this together, bound by circumstance and their own traitorous bodies.

“You will use your mouths to make these six men hard.”

The instruction was simple. The reality was overwhelming.

The men stepped closer, forming a tight circle. The scent of them, clean sweat, soap, raw male, enveloped her. The first man stood directly before Eleanor. His cock was at her eye level, soft but impressively thick, the skin dark and smooth. Her heart hammered against her ribs. She looked up, meeting his neutral gaze for a fleeting second before focusing on the task.

Her hands trembled as she reached out. Her fingers wrapped around the base. The skin was warm, surprisingly soft over the firmness beneath. She leaned in, her lips parting.

Her first touch was a tentative press of her closed mouth against the soft crown. Then, she opened. She took the head into her mouth, her tongue flattening against the underside. The taste was clean, faintly salty. She began to work, her mouth sliding down, taking more of him in. Her cheeks hollowed as she sucked gently, her tongue swirling around the sensitive ridge.

A low, approving hum vibrated from the man’s chest. His hands came to rest on her head, not forcing, but anchoring. The weight was undeniable. She felt him begin to change, the flesh in her mouth thickening, lengthening, growing inexorably harder. The softness became a firm, insistent pressure against her palate. A spark of something, trepidation, awe, a traitorous thrill, shot through her. She was doing this. She was making this powerful man react.

She increased her pace, bobbing her head, using her hand to stroke what her mouth couldn’t reach. His fingers twined in her hair, guiding her rhythm now, a little deeper, a little faster. Pre-cum beaded on the tip, a salty-sweet flavour that made her suckle harder. He was fully erect now, a heavy, solid weight on her tongue, stretching her lips wide.

To her right, she heard wet, rhythmic sounds. Saskia. Out of the corner of her eye, she saw Saskia’s fiery head moving with a furious, relentless energy. Her jaw was set, but her mouth was a wet, pink oasis, devouring the big black cock before her with a savage focus that was more challenge than submission. The man above her had his head thrown back slightly, his abdomen taut.

Eleanor’s man gently pulled her off. “Swap,” Margot instructed, her voice cool.

Eleanor turned on her knees to the next man. This one was already semi-hard, his cock jutting proudly. She didn’t hesitate this time. She took him in deeply, gagging slightly at the immediate fullness. He was bigger. She fought her reflex, relaxing her throat, letting him slide deeper. His hands were rougher, gripping her head, setting a demanding pace. She surrendered to it, letting him use her mouth, a slick, tight vessel for his arousal. The sounds were obscenely loud, guttural groans, wet suction, her own ragged breathing through her nose.

The swaps continued. The third man. Each cock was a new landscape, different in girth, length, taste. Her jaw ached. Her lips felt bruised and swollen. Saliva dripped from her chin. The world narrowed to heat, and pressure, and the overwhelming musk of male arousal. A desperate, shameful heat pooled between her own thighs. Her nipples were hard, painful points. With each new cock she serviced, each new low groan of pleasure she elicited, the coil of arousal within her wound tighter.

She glanced at Saskia during a swap. Sweat plastered strands of red hair to Saskia’s forehead. Her eyes were clenched shut, but her mouth worked with a frenzied, skilled intensity. A thin trail of spit and pre-cum glistened from her lips to the thick shaft she was currently riding with her mouth. Their eyes met for a fractured second, a flash of shared, furious, aroused understanding.

Eleanor was flagging, her movements becoming sluggish. The man was relentless, his hips pumping shallowly into her mouth. “Use your hands, girl,” he grunted, his first words. She obeyed, one hand joining her mouth, stroking in time, her other hand cupping his heavy sac, rolling the tight spheres gently. He cursed, his thighs tensing. “Good. Just like that.” The praise, gruff and direct, sent a jolt straight to her core. She redoubled her efforts, wanting to hear it again.

This man was the largest. Eleanor’s body was thrumming with exhausted arousal. Her pussy was slick, an aching, empty hollow. She looked up at him, her eyes pleading, overwhelmed. He simply looked down, his expression unreadable.

She used her hands, both of them, stroking him fiercely, licking and sucking at the swollen head. She nuzzled and kissed the length of him, her movements growing sloppy, desperate. She was a mess of need, her own desire now a screaming thing inside her, tangled up with the shame of her performance.

Eleanor’s body trembled, her hands still gripping the thick, throbbing cock of the final man. She could feel his pulse, the tension in his muscles as if he were on the edge. She barely had a moment to process her own tangled emotions—the shame, the arousal, the exhaustion, before Redmond’s voice cut through the room like a blade.

"Stop."

The command was sharp, final. Eleanor froze, her lips parting from the man’s length as she looked up instinctively. Beside her, Saskia froze too, her chest rising and falling rapidly. Their eyes met briefly, a flicker of uncertainty passing between them.

"Hands and knees," Redmond ordered, his tone leaving no room for hesitation. The words hung in the air, heavy with implication.

Eleanor’s heart pounded as she obeyed, shifting onto her hands and knees on the velvet platform. The plush fabric beneath her palms felt damp, cool against her overheated skin. Across from her, Saskia mirrored the movement, her body tense with defiance even as she complied.

Two men stepped forward. One knelt behind Eleanor, the other behind Saskia. Eleanor’s breath hitched as she felt the cold drizzle of lube against her lower back, the liquid trickling down to her ass. The man’s fingers followed, spreading the slickness, probing and stretching with a clinical precision that made her stomach tighten. She bit down on her lip, her body instinctively clenching, but his touch was unyielding, preparing her with a deliberate efficiency that left her feeling both exposed and vulnerable.

Beside her, Saskia let out a low hiss, her back arching slightly as she endured the same treatment. Her hands clenched into fists against the velvet, the muscles in her arms taut with restraint.

Once the men were satisfied, they withdrew their fingers. Eleanor’s body felt oddly hollow, her breath shallow. She glanced up to see two more men lying down on the platform, their massive frames relaxed but undeniably ready. Her stomach lurched as she was lifted by strong hands and lowered onto one of the men, the blunt head of his cock pressing against her entrance. 

The intrusion was immediate, overwhelming. Her body stretched to accommodate him, her slickness making it easier but no less intense. A low moan escaped her lips, part protest, part surrender. Across from her, Saskia was similarly positioned, her expression a storm of defiance and resignation as she sank onto the man beneath her.

Then came the second pair of men. Eleanor felt the press of a thick, blunt head against her rear entrance, and a whimper caught in her throat. She braced herself, her body trembling as he pushed in slowly, the stretch searing yet bearable. Her vision blurred, her focus narrowing to the sensation of being filled so completely, so utterly.

As if sensing her need for distraction, another man stepped in front of her. He gripped her chin firmly, tilting her head up. Her lips parted instinctively, and then he was there, his cock pressing into her mouth. The weight of him was suffocating yet somehow comforting in its inevitability. She closed her eyes, surrendering to the rhythm, to the fullness that seemed to consume every part of her.

Airtight.

The word echoed in her mind, a stark reminder of her position, totally on show, a large audience, utterly used, utterly controlled. Her pussy clenched involuntarily around the man beneath her, her ass stretched impossibly tight by the one behind her, and her mouth filled to capacity by the one in front of her. She was surrounded, overwhelmed, and yet something deep within her quivered with a traitorous thrill.

Saskia’s muffled groan reached her ears, mingling with her own sounds of submission. Their eyes met briefly, a flicker of shared understanding passing between them. There was no escape, no resistance. Only this, the raw, unfiltered reality of their surrender.

And in that moment, despite the shame, despite the violation, Eleanor felt something else. Something dark and primal stirring within her, a hunger she could no longer deny.

The breath left Eleanor in a sharp, startled gasp. The cock in her arse, he was big, thick and stretching, a slow, inexorable invasion that burned in the most exquisite way. Her internal muscles fluttered, trying to accommodate him, and the sensation sent a bolt of pure, undiluted pleasure straight to her clit. A whimper escaped her lips.

Across from her, she saw Saskia’s eyes slam shut as her own penetration began, a strangled moan tearing from her throat.

For a moment, there was only the feeling of being filled, utterly and completely. Then the man behind Eleanor withdrew, almost completely, and slammed back in.

Oh god.

The rhythm was set instantly, deep, punishing, purposeful. Each thrust drove her forward on her hands, making her sway. The slap of flesh on flesh, wet and loud, echoed in the grand room, accompanied by the soft, appreciative murmurs of the watching patrons. The sounds painted the air, a symphony of their degradation.

A second man moved in front of Eleanor. He gripped her hair, not gently, and guided his cock to her lips. “Open,” he grunted. She did, her mouth surrendering as easily as her body had. She was split, impaled at both ends, a vessel in perfect use. The taste of him, salt and skin, mixed with the scent of her own arousal and the musk of the man taking her from behind. The dual sensation was overwhelming, a feedback loop of fullness and violation that ignited every nerve.

She gagged slightly, tears springing to her eyes, but the man at her mouth held her head steady, fucking into her throat with shallow, insistent strokes. Her world dissolved into pure sensation: the hard length in her mouth, the brutal pistoning behind, the rough velvet beneath her palms, the heat of Saskia’s panting breath on her face.

Saskia was in the same position, her mouth stretched around another cock, her body jolting with each powerful drive from behind. A thin line of spit connected her lips to the shaft. Her eyes were open now, locked on Eleanor’s. In them, Eleanor saw the same shattered, rapturous understanding. This is what we are for.

The men swapped. The one at Eleanor’s mouth stepped back, glistening and hard. Another took his place, his angle different, hitting the back of her throat. A broken, continuous moan vibrated around the cock in her mouth.

Her own arousal was a crescendo, a tight, screaming coil in her belly. The friction of each inward stroke rubbed her clit against nothing, a maddening tease. The fullness was a pleasure so intense it bordered on pain. She was losing herself, piece by piece, in the rhythm.

She saw one of the patrons, an older man in a dark suit, lean forward, his eyes gleaming as he watched the sweat-drenched small of her back flex with each thrust.

The humiliation was total. The exposure was absolute. And it fuelled her. Every lewd sound, every gaze upon her splayed and used body, every grunt from the men using her, wound the coil tighter.

The men changed again. A fresh, huge cock filled her from behind, stretching her sore, sensitive tissues anew. A hand snaked between her and Saskia, a thick finger finding her clit, rubbing rough, urgent circles.

That was it.

The touch was the final key. The coil snapped.

Eleanor’s orgasm detonated through her with violent, shocking force. It was not a wave but a rupture. Her back arched violently, her internal muscles clamping down in rhythmic, milking spasms around the two invading length. A raw, guttural scream was muffled by the cock in her mouth, the sound vibrating around it. Pleasure, white-hot and all-consuming, electrocuted her from core to fingertips. She saw nothing, heard nothing but the roar of her own blood and the pulse of her climax.

Across from her, Saskia’s body went rigid a second later. Her eyes rolled back, a silent scream on her lips as her own release tore through her, her hips bucking against the man holding her.

For a long moment, they hung there in the shattered aftermath, bodies trembling, connected only by their shared, devastated gaze.

The men did not stop.

The rhythm resumed, if anything, fiercer. Eleanor was boneless, a rag doll between the three men, her consciousness a distant thing. The orgasm had melted her resistance, leaving only raw, oversensitive nerve endings. Every thrust now was a direct line to that spent, throbbing core, a relentless overstimulation that made her sob around the cock in her mouth. It was too much. It was everything.

The men moved in unison, their thrusts hard and deep, jarring her body with every stroke. She couldn’t think, couldn’t breathe. Her moans were muffled around the cock in her mouth, her body trembling under the onslaught of pleasure and pain. The men grunted above her, their hands gripping her hips, her shoulders, her head, holding her in place as they took what they wanted.

The audience watched, their clinical interest now tinged with something hotter, hungrier. The clink of a glass. A low, murmured comment.

The man in her mouth began to falter, his rhythm turning jagged and desperate. Eleanor felt it before she tasted it, his cock swelling, the telltale pulse that signalled his release. Then it came, hot and thick, flooding her mouth in spurts. Some of it spilled down her chin, a sticky mess she tried to swallow, her throat working around the invasion. He pulled out with a grunt, leaving her gasping and sticky, her lips glistening.

Before she could recover, the man beneath her, pumping into her sodden, overstimulated pussy, let out a low, guttural groan. His thrusts turned erratic, and then he was coming, his release triggering her own orgasm. Her body convulsed around him, a weak, shuddering climax that left her trembling, her nerves raw and oversensitive.

And then there was the man behind her, his pace ragged now, each stroke deep and unrelenting. She felt him tense, his grip on her hips tightening as he buried himself to the hilt. He came with a harsh cry, his release firing deep into her bowels, a final, searing invasion that left her breathless and spent.

The men pulled away one by one, their seed spilling from her violated holes. Eleanor collapsed onto the velvet floor, her body a wrecked, trembling mess. There was no thought, no dignity, only the lingering heat of their use and the faint echo of her own fractured moans still hanging in the air.

She was slick with sweat, with saliva, with the spend of the three men. The air was thick with the pungent, primal smell of sex.

Finally, the movements slowed. The last man withdrew from her with a wet, slick sound. She collapsed forward, her cheek pressing into the damp velvet. She heard a similar exhausted sigh from Saskia beside her.

Silence descended, broken only by the heavy breathing of the men and the soft rustle of the audience.

Redmond’s voice cut through the haze, calm and satisfied. “Clean them.” The command was clipped, leaving no room for hesitation. Almost instantly, Lila and Phoebe moved onto the platform, their movements precise and obedient, as if they had been waiting for this moment. 

Lila knelt first, her soft lips brushing against Eleanor’s trembling, abused folds. She began to lap at the slick mess left behind, her tongue working with a gentle, almost reverent thoroughness. Eleanor shuddered, her oversensitive body reacting to the touch, but she didn’t protest. There was no point. 

Phoebe mirrored Lila’s actions, positioning herself between Saskia’s splayed thighs. Her tongue darted out, lapping at the sticky, spent remnants that dripped from Saskia’s gaping hole. Saskia let out a low, ragged groan, her head falling back as Phoebe’s meticulous cleansing sent ripples of sensation through her wrecked body. 

The sound of their slurping filled the room, wet and obscene, mingling with the faint gasps and whimpers of the two women being cleaned. Lila and Phoebe worked diligently, their tongues probing every inch, every crevice, until there was nothing left but the raw, overstimulated flesh beneath. 

Redmond watched with quiet satisfaction, his gaze lingering on the scene. “Observe,” he said to the patrons, his voice carrying a note of triumph. “This is the result of pure utility. They are ready for the next phase of conditioning.” 

He paused, letting the sight sink in, the glistening bodies, the trembling forms, the complete surrender etched into every movement. “Remove them,” he added finally.

Lila and Phoebe stepped back, their task completed, as the staff moved in to carry Eleanor and Saskia away. The air hung heavy with the aftermath, thick with the scent of sex and submission. The women were limp, hollowed out, and utterly broken, ready for whatever came next.


Epilogue

London felt louder than she remembered.

Eleanor sat at a small round table outside a café on the King’s Road, sunlight catching the rim of her cup, the low hum of conversation and traffic folding neatly into the background. The place was expensive in an effortless way, white linen, polished steel, menus that didn’t bother with prices.

Across from her, a friend spoke animatedly about work, about people Eleanor barely remembered. Eleanor nodded at the right moments, smiled when expected. She had learned that skill well.

The waiter approached.

He was a tall, impeccably dressed young black man, his suit cut close to a powerful frame. His movements were economical, confident, practiced. When he set the coffee down, his hand steady, their eyes met.

Just for a moment.

There was no smile. No recognition that could be named.

Only awareness.

Something old and immediate settled in Eleanor’s body, a quiet shift she didn’t resist. She thanked him softly. He inclined his head and turned away, moving back inside the café with the same composed ease.

Eleanor watched him go.

Her friend was still talking.

“I’m sorry,” Eleanor said suddenly, already reaching for her bag. “I’ll just be a moment.”

She stood, the chair whispering against the pavement, and followed him through the glass doors into the cool interior. The café felt different from inside, calmer, controlled. He was near the counter now, speaking briefly to another member of staff.

He sensed her before she spoke.

When he turned, his expression didn’t change, but his attention sharpened.

Eleanor stopped a respectful distance away.

“Excuse me,” she said.

The words were ordinary.

The meaning was not.

For a moment, neither of them moved. Then, almost imperceptibly, he stepped aside, clearing a path deeper into the café, toward a corridor marked STAFF ONLY.

Eleanor followed without hesitation.

As the door closed softly behind them, Eleanor felt the final truth settle, not with fear, but with calm certainty.

She had graduated.

The Programme had ended.

But what it had given her, what it had taught her to recognise, to choose, to step toward willingly, that would never leave her.

And this time, she was not being led.

She was following.
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