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Content Warning


This is a story of dark erotic fiction, full of bondage, dub-con, non-con, medical play, mind control, and dark and disturbing themes that may be upsetting to some readers. This book is intended only for those eighteen and up. Please proceed with caution. This book is fiction and should not be used as a guide or as a responsible example of kink.

If you'd like to experience the story without the paperwork and jump right in. I recommend starting with Chapter 2.


1


I lost my apartment last week. My boyfriend dumped me the week before that. My bank account is a joke, and I haven’t had a plan for longer than I care to admit. So when I hear the Toy Factory has finally opened a branch in Crescent City, I don’t hesitate.

I hate myself for not hesitating.

The building is cheerful, almost absurdly bright, with glass doors that gleam in the afternoon sun. It looks like a place that sells insurance or yoga memberships, not... this. A woman in a crisp jacket waves at me from the entrance. I wave back with a hand that emerges from a coat sleeve frayed at the cuff, then swallow my nerves and step forward. My stomach clenches. I haven’t eaten since yesterday morning—a gas station protein bar I shoplifted because I couldn’t afford the $3.49.

Inside, the lobby smells faintly of vanilla and polished wood. There’s soft music playing and sunlight bouncing off the walls. It’s warm here. God, it’s so warm. I’ve been sleeping in my car for four nights, and the November cold has seeped into my bones. The heat makes my eyes sting.

“You must be Jynessa!” The woman—her name tag reads Marcy—guides me to a small seating area with plush chairs. “Make yourself comfortable,” she says, her voice honey-smooth. “Don’t worry about a thing. This is the first step toward something… well, really special. Can I see your ID?”

I hand it over, willing my hands not to shake. They shake anyway. Marcy doesn’t comment on it, but I see her eyes flick down to my chipped nail polish, the dirt under my fingernails that I couldn’t quite scrub out in the McDonald’s bathroom this morning.

“Thank you, sweetheart.” She studies my license, and I wonder what she sees. The photo is from three years ago, when I still had an apartment and a future. When I still looked like a person instead of something scraped off the bottom of someone’s shoe.

I should leave. I should stand up right now and walk out of here and—and what? Sleep in my car again tonight? It’s supposed to drop below freezing. I got the eviction notice five weeks ago and spent those weeks applying to every job I could find. Retail, fast food, cleaning services, warehouses. Three interviews. Zero callbacks.

Marcy smiles, leaning in to hand back my ID, like we’re sharing a little secret. “You have kind eyes,” she says. “That’s exactly why people like you do so well here. We’re looking for people who are brave enough to leap when life gives them nothing else. And from what I can see, you’re already halfway there.”

Brave. The word tastes like bile. There’s nothing brave about this. Brave would be finding another way. Brave would be—

But there is no other way. I’ve looked.

Her confidence is infectious, designed to be. I can see the technique, the practiced warmth, the way she’s been trained to make desperate people feel chosen instead of trapped. For the first time in weeks, my shoulders stop aching under the weight of my life, and I hate that it works. I hate that I’m so starved for kindness that even this calculated corporate sympathy makes me want to cry.

“So… what happens next?” I ask, my voice quivering but eager. Eager. Like a dog grateful for scraps.

She hands me a sleek tablet with the enrollment packet. “First, we go over some questions—simple stuff. Then, if everything checks out, we schedule your transition. You’ll be guided every step of the way. Safe, supported, and… excited, I hope.”

Transition. Such a clean word for what they do here.

I take a deep breath. My ribs ache—I’ve lost weight I didn’t have to lose. “Excited, yes. I—this… this could be my fresh start.”

The words sound hollow even as I say them. Fresh start. Like I’m joining a gym or moving to a new city, not signing away twenty years of my life to become—

I can’t even think it.

Marcy nods enthusiastically. “Exactly. And you deserve it. So let’s get you started, shall we?”

Do I deserve it? The question loops through my mind. Maybe I do. Maybe this is exactly what someone like me deserves—someone who couldn’t keep a job, couldn’t keep a boyfriend, couldn’t keep a roof over her head. Someone so fundamentally broken that this is the only option left.

Somehow, sitting here, listening to her, I feel lighter than I have in months, and the feeling makes me sick with self-loathing. My past—my apartment, my breakup, all of it—feels like it belongs to someone else now. And even though I don’t know exactly what comes next, a small spark of something flickers inside me. Not hope. Not quite. Maybe just the relief of surrender.

“Perfect. Welcome to the Toy Factory, Jynessa. You’re going to do great things here.”

Great things. I want to laugh. I want to scream.

And just like that, I’m in.

Marcy’s smile doesn’t waver as she swipes through screens on her own tablet. “Have you familiarized yourself with our compensation package?”

I nod, relief warming my chest even as shame burns in my throat. “Yes. Twenty years of service earns me an apartment in one of four locations, plus thirty thousand dollars per year worked. They provide for all physical needs while employed.”

Six hundred thousand dollars. An apartment. It had sounded like salvation when I read it on their website, huddled in my car with my laptop balanced on my steering wheel, stealing wifi from a coffee shop parking lot. It still sounds like salvation. That’s the worst part.

“And you understand,” she leans forward, her smile wide, practiced, “that you will have no say in how those needs are met? Diet, sleep arrangements, lifestyle, intercourse...”

My stomach turns. I remember the forums I found, the leaked testimonials that the company keeps scrubbing from the internet. The photos. “I understand,” I say, trying to inject steel into my voice. “Depending on the program, I might have a normal life, or… be treated more like an object. I’m prepared for irreversible changes.”

I’m not prepared. How could anyone be prepared for this?

She tilts her head, pleased, like I’m a student who’s given the right answer. “Good. Very good. Only two questions remain.” She pauses, and I can feel the weight of what’s coming. “You must obey all instructions given by the Toy Factory and your eventual Masters. Any breach, and you forfeit everything and repay the cost of your procedures. Do you understand?”

Masters. The word hangs in the air between us.

I think about the streets. I think about winter coming. I think about the women I’ve seen sleeping under the overpass, the ones with hollow eyes and missing teeth. I think about how quickly I could become one of them.

I nod firmly. “Yes.”

“And lastly,” she says, eyes gleaming with something that might be sympathy or might be satisfaction—I can’t tell anymore, “you do not get to choose your program. You must sign the employment contract before selection begins.”

This is it. This is the moment I should stand up and leave. This is the moment I should choose dignity over survival, should choose the streets over slavery dressed up in corporate language and compensation packages.

But I’m so tired. I’m so hungry. I’m so cold.

“Yes, ma’am,” I answer. My heart hammers against my ribs, but my fingers don’t tremble as I rest them in my lap. They’ve gone numb. Maybe I’ve gone numb.

“Excellent.” Marcy’s smile widens. “Before we proceed, I want you to know—you can leave right now. No judgment. But if you sign, you’re committing to the full term. Do you have any questions? Any hesitations?”

It’s a trap, I think. If I hesitate, she’ll know I’m not fully broken yet. She’ll know I might resist.

Or maybe it’s genuine. Maybe she’s giving me one last chance to save myself.

I open my mouth. I could ask her how she sleeps at night, recruiting people like me. I could ask her if she knows what happens in the programs, if she’s seen the before and after photos, if she’s read the testimonials from the ones who made it out.

Instead, I hear myself say, “When do I start?”

The relief on her face is immediate, and I realize she was worried I might bolt. Good. I hope she worries. I hope every single person who walks through these doors makes her worry, makes her wonder if she’s complicit in something monstrous.

But not worried enough to stop.

“We’ll begin at once,” she says, standing. “I’ll get the contracts.”

There’s no turning back now.

I sit in the plush chair, in the warm lobby that smells like vanilla, and I let myself cry. Just for a moment. Just until Marcy comes back with the papers that will transform me from a person into a product.

Twenty years. Six hundred thousand dollars. An apartment.

A future, of sorts.

I wipe my eyes with my frayed sleeve and wait for my new life to begin.

The stack of papers Marcy returns with is obscene. It must be three inches thick, bound with those black clips that lawyers use. She sets it on the desk between us with a soft thud that sounds like a coffin closing.

“Initial here, here, and here,” she says, flipping through pages. “Sign at the bottom. Initial again. Sign here.”

My hand moves mechanically. I don’t read any of it. What would be the point? I know what I’m signing away. My body. My autonomy. Twenty years of whatever they decide to do with me. The words blur together—consent, modification, irreversible, waiver of liability. I initial and sign, initial and sign, until my wrist aches and my signature stops looking like my name.

When it’s done, Marcy takes the contract and stands. “Someone will be with you shortly.”

She leaves through the door behind her desk, and I’m alone again. The vanilla smell is cloying now, making my stomach turn. Or maybe that’s just fear.

I don’t have to wait long.

Two men emerge from the same door Marcy disappeared through. They’re wearing white suits, the kind that look medical, clinical. Sterile. Their faces are blank, professional. They don’t introduce themselves.

“Come with us, please,” one says.

Please. Like I have a choice.

I stand on shaking legs and follow them through the door. The hallway beyond is nothing like the warm lobby. It’s all white tile and fluorescent lights, the kind that hum and make everything look slightly green. Hospital hallways. Prison hallways. The double doors we pass through have small windows with wire mesh embedded in the glass.

My sneakers squeak against the floor. The sound echoes.

They lead me to a small room—exam room, I guess, though there’s no equipment visible. Just a metal table with a paper cover and a counter along one wall. On the counter sits a metal box, maybe two feet long and a foot high. It looks like something you’d store tools in.

“Strip completely,” the first man says. His voice is flat, bored. “Put all personal items in the box. Clothing, jewelry, everything. Anything not in the box will be disposed of. Once the box is locked, it cannot be reopened until your contract term is complete. Sit on the table when you’re finished.”

They leave before I can respond. The door clicks shut.

I stare at the box.

This is happening. This is actually happening. I thought I’d have time to—what? Prepare? There’s no preparing for this. I signed the papers ten minutes ago and now I’m supposed to strip naked and put my entire life in a metal box.

My entire life. I look down at myself. Worn jeans with a hole in the knee. Sneakers held together with duct tape. A t-shirt I’ve had since high school, so thin you can almost see through it. My underwear has a broken elastic band. This is my entire life, and it fits in a box two feet long.

I want to laugh. I want to scream.

Instead, I start undressing.

My hands shake as I pull off my shirt. The room is cold, or maybe I’m just terrified. I fold the shirt carefully—stupid, pointless—and place it in the box. The jeans next. My bra, my underwear. The sneakers. I have a hair tie around my wrist; that goes in too. A cheap ring I bought at a gas station years ago. That’s it. That’s everything I own that I’m allowed to keep.

The box has a lid with a combination lock. I close it, and it clicks shut with a finality that makes my chest tight.

I’m naked in a sterile room, sitting on a table covered in crinkly paper, and I have never felt more like an animal waiting for slaughter.

The door opens without warning. I cross my arms over my chest instinctively, but the woman who enters doesn’t even glance at me with anything resembling human interest. She’s beautiful—cherry red hair pulled back in a sleek ponytail, green eyes, white lab coat over what looks like an expensive dress. Her heels click against the tile. Behind her, a younger woman in scrubs carries a clipboard.

“Arms at your sides,” the redhead says.

I lower my arms. I feel my face burning.

She circles me slowly, and the assistant takes notes. “Five foot six. Approximately one hundred fifteen pounds—underweight. Malnourished.” She lifts my arm, examines it. “Muscle tone poor. Skin condition fair, some scarring on the left forearm. Self-harm?”

“I—no, I fell-”

“Note it as undetermined.” She moves behind me. “Posture adequate. Spine straight. Hair brown, shoulder-length, poorly maintained. We’ll need a full treatment protocol.” Her hands are on my shoulders now, pressing, prodding. I feel like livestock being appraised.

She comes around to face me again. “Open your mouth.”

I do. She peers inside with a small flashlight.

“Dental work needed. Several cavities. Wisdom teeth should be removed.” She steps back. “Lie down.”

The examination that follows is not merely clinical; it is ritualistic, as though the redhead and her scribe are performing a sacrament of humiliation. I am a slab of meat, a product on a conveyor belt, and every inch of me is scrutinized for defects and resale value. The redhead’s touch is brisk, impersonal, but somehow that’s worse. She lifts my breasts as if weighing fruit at a market, notes the stretch marks beneath, then pinches my nipple between latex fingers and clucks her tongue at the lack of reaction. “Low sensitivity response,” she says, and the assistant—her lips pursed in textbook neutrality—writes it down.

Her hands delve between my legs and I squeeze my eyes shut, floating up to the ceiling and watching it happen from above. I see the way the redhead’s face changes, the clinical curiosity melting for a split second into something like hunger. “Hymen not intact,” she announces, tone bright with satisfaction. “Status: not a virgin.” She retrieves her gloved hand and peels the latex off with a snap.

“Excellent,” she murmurs, almost to herself. “That increases options significantly.” I want to throw up on the floor, but I can’t afford to lose composure. I can’t afford to be difficult. I am a compliant bundle of nerves, a commodity waiting for a barcode.

The redhead moves behind me, her hands on my shoulders, pressing down until my posture slumps. “Shoulder symmetry: moderate scoliosis, likely from poor nutrition,” she says, and the assistant writes that down too. With her palm against my spine, she presses me forward at the waist and inspects the curvature of my back, the shape of my ass. She lifts a strip of my hair and comments on its brittleness. She flicks my earlobe and notes its odd shape.

“Turn around,” she says, so I rotate on the table, facing her. The cold air prickles at my nipples and I flush, but I don’t dare hide. She tells me to raise my arms, then lower them. She pinches the skin around my waist, measuring subcutaneous fat with her fingers. She touches my face, tilts my chin, examines my teeth again, this time pulling my lips back like I’m a horse at auction. “Open wider,” she says. I do. My jaw aches from the effort.

She checks my hands, my feet, the beds of my fingernails. She smells my hair. She even notes the length of my labia, the symmetry of my inner folds, the color and texture. “No signs of previous pregnancy,” she says with a note of approval. I wonder if she expects me to thank her.

At last, she steps back. “You meet the minimums for all primary programs,” she says, addressing the assistant. “Low muscle tone, but that can be remedied. Sensory response is below average, but that’s not a disqualifier. Psychological markers,” she pauses, turning to me, her face flickering with what might actually be a smile. “We’ll need to do a full panel, but if you’re as compliant as your history suggests, there may be a premium.” I nod, because what else am I supposed to do?

She leans in, her breath warm against my cheek. “You’re doing very well,” she says softly, and for a second I want to cling to that, to believe in the possibility of mercy. But then she straightens, already bored, and gestures to the door. “Take her for sensory testing.”

The assistant leads me—still naked—through more hallways. I try to cover myself with my hands, but she says again, “Arms at your sides,” and I obey because what else can I do? I’m in breach of contract if I don’t comply. We pass other people in the hallways—technicians, doctors, I don’t know—and none of them look at me twice. This is normal to them. The vision test is standard, reading letters off a chart. The hearing test involves headphones and beeps at different frequencies. I’m led from room to room like a specimen, my bare feet cold on the tile, my skin covered in goosebumps. Then comes the photography room. White backdrop. Bright lights. A photographer who positions me like a mannequin—arms out, legs spread, turn around, bend over. Every angle. Every part of me documented. I dissociate somewhere around the fiftieth flash, my mind floating somewhere near the ceiling while my body stands there exposed. Hours pass. I don’t know how many. My stomach cramps with hunger—I haven’t eaten since yesterday—and my legs ache from standing. No one offers me water. No one speaks to me except to give instructions.

Finally, I’m led to one last room.

In the center is a machine that looks like a tanning bed, but larger. The lid is glass, and inside I can see what looks like a screen. There are restraints built into the sides.

“Lie down,” the technician says. He’s young, maybe my age, and he won’t meet my eyes.

I climb onto the machine. The surface is cold against my back.

“This is a psychological evaluation,” he explains, fastening the restraints around my wrists and ankles. They’re soft, padded, but firm. “It will help us select the optimal program for your development. Try to keep your eyes open and focused on the screen.”

“What—what will I see?”

He doesn’t answer. The glass lid begins to lower. It closes with a hiss, sealing me inside. The space is tight, claustrophobic. I can’t move my arms or legs. The screen above my face flickers to life.

Images flash. Rapid-fire, too fast to process consciously, but my brain registers them anyway. Women in chains. Men with whips. Leather and metal and flesh. Cages. Collars. Faces twisted in pain or pleasure or both. The images come faster, faster, a strobe of depravity that makes my head ache.

I try to close my eyes, but I can’t—something in the images keeps pulling them open, or maybe it’s fear that if I close them I’ll be in breach of contract. The screen fills my entire field of vision. There’s nowhere else to look.

It goes on forever. My head pounds. My eyes burn. I want to scream but my throat is tight.

Then I hear it—a soft hissing sound. The air inside the chamber changes, becomes thick and sweet. Chemical.

“No-” I try to say, but my tongue is heavy.

My vision blurs. The images continue their assault, but they’re fading now, or I’m fading. My thoughts scatter like birds.

The last thing I think before the darkness takes me is that I should have asked Marcy how she sleeps at night.

Now I’ll never know.
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Light. Harsh and white and wrong.

I blink.

That’s all I can do. Blink.

My eyes refuse to focus. The world swims in smeared shapes and washed-out color—ceiling tiles, maybe. Lights. Something bright enough to hurt, but I can’t look away because I can’t turn my head. I can’t turn anything.

I try to move my hand.

Nothing.

I try again. I scream the command down neural pathways that end in silence. No twitch. No resistance. No heaviness. Just absence—like my body has been erased from the neck down.

Panic blooms in my chest, hot and sharp, but even that feels distant. Muted. Like it’s happening to someone else.

I try to speak.

My mouth doesn’t open. My tongue lies dead and useless, my jaw locked. I can’t even swallow. I don’t know if I’m breathing, though I must be—because I’m still here. Still conscious. Still trapped behind eyes that won’t stop blinking.

Where am I?

The thought surfaces sluggishly, pushing through fog. I’m… somewhere. A room. White. Institutional. There’s a smell—antiseptic and something chemical, sharp at the back of my throat, except I can’t actually feel my throat.

The Toy Factory.

The words arrive intact, preloaded, like they’ve been waiting for a cue. I’m at the Toy Factory. I came here. I signed something.

But why?

I reach for the memory and grasp nothing. Just the name of the place and the certainty that I chose this. That I wanted to be here.

Who am I?

The question opens a hollow inside me. I don’t know my name. I don’t know my past.

There’s nothing where my life should be.

Terror builds—pressure without release. I am buried alive inside myself. This body is a coffin. I’m screaming, but no sound comes out. I can’t even close my eyes to escape it because they keep opening again, automatic. Programmed.

Blink. Blink. Blink.

Time fractures into those blinks. The only proof I still exist.

What did they do to me? What did I let them do?

Fragments surface and collapse. Paperwork. A woman with a perfect, corporate smile. Her face dissolves when I try to hold it. A chamber. Cold. Darkness.

My name. What’s my name?

The panic swells until it feels like it will split me apart from the inside. I’m a mind with no body, a thought trapped in meat that won’t answer me.

Someone has to come. Someone will come.

But maybe they won’t. Maybe this is the point.

I blink again.

The door opens.

Footsteps. Two sets.

A man steps into my field of vision. Late forties. Salt-and-pepper hair, immaculately groomed. His lab coat is crisp, unwrinkled, like it’s never known stress. His face opens into a smile that looks practiced but convincing—kind eyes, crow’s feet, the expression of a man who makes people feel safe.

Behind him is a younger man. Mid-twenties. Blond hair swept back. Sharp jaw. The kind of beauty that belongs in advertisements. But his eyes—his eyes are wrong.

They slide over me slowly. Deliberately.

Not my face.

My throat. My breasts. My stomach. My thighs.

I feel every inch of my exposed skin burn under his gaze. He isn’t looking at me like a patient. He’s assessing. Appraising. Like meat hung for inspection. His tongue wets his lower lip before he remembers himself and looks down at the clipboard in his hands.

I want to scream. I want to cover myself. I want to disappear.

I’m naked. Completely naked. Pinned beneath fluorescent lights while a predator studies my body, and I can’t move. Can’t cross my arms. Can’t shift my legs. Can’t even curl inward to make myself smaller.

“Good morning,” the older man says gently. “How are you feeling?”

Calm. Warm. Concerned.

It makes everything worse.

I try to answer. I need to answer. I need to tell him I’m not okay—that I’m terrified, that I can’t move, that I need him to cover me, to make the other one stop looking at me like that.

The words form perfectly in my mind.

I can’t move. I can’t speak. Please help me.

I push them toward my mouth.

Nothing happens.

My tongue might as well be stone. My lips don’t twitch. The words pile up behind my teeth until it feels like I’m choking on them.

He waits.

Just stands there, watching me with that patient smile, head tilted slightly, like he’s giving me time. Like he knows exactly how long I’ll need.

Sixty seconds. Maybe more.

I count my blinks.

The assistant shifts behind him, and I feel those eyes on me again.

“Oh,” the doctor says lightly, as if something has just occurred to him. “Of course. I’m sorry. I swear I’d forget my head if it wasn’t attached.”

He reaches into his pocket and pulls out a small black remote. Sleek. Minimalist. He presses a button with his thumb like he’s adjusting the volume.

Something clicks inside my skull.

My head jerks sharply to the side.

I gasp—because I did that. I moved. Relief crashes through me so hard it almost hurts.

I try to move more.

Nothing.

My arms are still dead. My legs. My torso. Everything below my neck remains a grave.

I force my head back toward him, heart racing.

“How are you feeling now?” he asks. “Do you know where you are?”

I swallow. My throat works again. I lick my lips, dry and trembling.

“The Toy Factory,” I whisper.

“Excellent,” he says. “That means the memory anchor held.”

He smiles wider, pleased. Proud.

“I want to congratulate you,” he continues. “You’ve been selected for a very special pilot program. You’re our first fully integrated remote-controlled companion unit.” He lifts the remote slightly, like he’s showing me a prize. “A living doll. Completely responsive. Completely controllable.”

The words float between us, slow and unreal.

Living doll.

Remote-controlled.

“The neural interface we installed allows for complete motor function override,” the younger one adds, not looking up from his clipboard. “Voluntary movement can be enabled or disabled at will. By the operator, not the unit.”

Unit.

“Now, because this is new technology,” the doctor continues, his voice so kind it makes my skin crawl, “we’ll need to run some calibration tests before you’re ready for the sales floor. Make sure all responses are properly mapped, that the control interface is intuitive for potential buyers.” He tilts his head, studying me. “We need to make sure you work perfectly before we make your purchaser’s final modifications.”

Work.

The word explodes in my chest.

“What kind of tests?” I manage.

The assistant flips a page on the clipboard. “Motor lock verification. Sensory response mapping. Pleasure threshold documentation. Pain tolerance baseline. Autonomic function protocols—eating, digestion, elimination will all be operator-controlled Cognitive latency measurement. Obedience compliance thresholds.”

The doctor pats my shoulder. I can’t feel it, but I watch his hand land on my bare skin like a claim. “Don’t worry. You’re in good hands.”

The doctor glances at the assistant. “Let’s begin with baseline validation.”

Baseline. Like I’m a machine warming up.

The assistant steps closer, remote in hand. He doesn’t look at my face when he raises it—his attention is on the small screen embedded in the plastic. Data scrolls across it in neat lines I can’t read.

“Blink-rate’s still active,” he says. “Default interval.”

“Good,” the doctor replies. “Let’s confirm.”

He leans into my line of sight, not unkindly, blocking out the ceiling. “Don’t try to do anything,” he says gently. “Just let the system run.”

As if I have a choice.

I blink.

I don’t decide to. It just happens—lids closing and opening in a steady rhythm, perfectly spaced. I try to interrupt it, to hold my eyes open longer, to do something wrong.

My eyes close anyway.

Open.

Close.

Open.

The doctor watches my face like a man watching a clock.

“Latency?” he asks.

“Within acceptable range,” the assistant replies. He taps the remote. “No deviation.”

I focus on the next blink, willing myself to delay it. Just a fraction of a second. Proof I still have control.

My eyelids fall.

Terror twists in my gut. I’m not blinking because I’m alive. I’m blinking because I’ve been told to.

“Excellent,” the doctor murmurs. “Motor lock next.”

He straightens and folds his hands behind his back, posture relaxed. Conversational.

“If the motor inhibitors were disengaged,” he says, calmly narrating, “you would be able to lift your right hand. You’d flex your fingers. Perhaps try to cover yourself.”

My stomach drops.

“You’d likely curl inward,” he continues, thoughtful. “A protective response. Very human.”

I try.

I picture my hand lifting. Fingers curling. Muscles tightening. There is no resistance—no sense of effort meeting weight. Just nothing. As if my body simply isn’t there to receive the command.

“And your legs,” he goes on. “You might attempt to draw them together. Shift your hips. Roll onto your side.”

I want to sob. My body doesn’t even pretend to listen.

The assistant watches the readout. “No voluntary motor engagement detected.”

“Good,” the doctor says. “That tells us the lock isn’t inhibiting movement. It’s replacing it.”

Replacing.

Not paralysis. Override.

The assistant raises the remote again. “Eye control next.”

A button clicks.

My eyelids snap shut.

I gasp into the dark, panic surging—but before I can even process it, they open again. The ceiling floods back into view.

Open. Close. Open.

The assistant pauses them halfway.

My eyes freeze, half-lidded, burning. Tears pool instantly, but I can’t blink them away.

“Blink suppression active,” he notes.

“Release,” the doctor says.

My eyes close in relief. Open again immediately after, resuming the perfect rhythm.

I don’t control when I see. I don’t control when I rest.

“Good,” the doctor says again, satisfied. “That establishes remote dependency.”

Dependency.

The assistant tilts his head, watching me blink like a metronome. “She’s not fighting it.”

“I wouldn’t expect her to,” the doctor replies. “There’s no conflict yet. Her brain hasn’t been given the illusion of choice.”

He steps closer to the table, gaze clinical now. “At this stage, she’s not deciding not to move. She’s simply… unavailable.”

Unavailable.

Something in me breaks at that word. I try again—one last desperate attempt to twitch a finger, roll a shoulder, do anything unprompted.

Nothing happens.

The doctor smiles faintly. “See? Perfect stillness.”

He gestures to the assistant. “Bring her to .”

Another click.

Something shifts—not in my body, but in my awareness. The panic dulls at the edges. My breathing evens out without me doing it. My head settles into a neutral position, chin angled just so.

I feel… arranged.

“Standby mode active,” the assistant says. “Idle animation running.”

Idle.

My eyes blink. My chest rises and falls. My face holds an expression I didn’t choose—soft, neutral, empty.

I am awake. I am aware. I am waiting.

And for the first time, the thought lands with sickening clarity:

They aren’t seeing if I can’t move.

They’re confirming that I won’t—unless they let me.

The doctor’s smile widens.

“Excellent,” he says. “Put her in display. I want to see how she presents.”

“Activating now,” Alex replies.

Another click. I move like a robot, coming onto my feet.

Something slides over me.

Not darkness. Not silence. A layer. Like a second skin settling into place—tight, seamless, alien but intimate. My panic dulls further, pushed down beneath something smooth and artificial.

My weight shifts onto my left foot.

I didn’t do that.

My hip cocks slightly, angling my body. My right hand lifts—slow, languid—and my fingers drift into my hair. The movement is graceful. Fluid. Practiced.

Not mine.

I’m moving, but I’m not moving.

My feet stay planted. Rooted. I can’t step forward. Can’t step back. Can’t turn away. I’m fixed in place, anchored to an invisible point on the floor.

But my body refuses to stay still.

My hand slides down from my hair, fingertips trailing along my neck. My collarbone. I don’t want to touch myself. I’m not choosing this. But my fingers move like they’re admiring me. Like I’m being displayed.

My other hand settles at my hip. My spine arches just enough to change the line of my body. My head tilts.

Pose.

Reset.

Again.

Touch hair. Touch neck. Shift weight. Adjust posture.

The movements cycle through me—slow, decorative, endlessly patient. Designed to be watched.

Wrong. This is wrong.

The thought struggles up through the haze. I’m a person. I’m not a decoration. I’m not—

My hand glides down my stomach. My hips sway subtly. My head tilts the other way.

“Excellent,” the doctor murmurs, circling me. “Completely natural idle behavior.”

Alex watches the tablet. “Idle animations are stable. No stuttering. No repetition artifacts.”

“She looks alive,” the doctor says, pleased. “But she’s not going anywhere.”

“Spatial lock is solid,” Alex confirms. “She’s anchored within a six-inch radius of center. Feet are fixed. Upper-body motion only.”

I try to step forward.

Nothing.

My feet don’t respond. They aren’t heavy. They aren’t restrained. They’re simply… unavailable.

But my hand lifts again, smoothing hair behind my ear. My body sways faintly. Fingers trail down my side in a slow, idle gesture.

“She’ll continue cycling indefinitely,” Alex adds. “Until a mode change or direct command.”

Indefinitely.

The doctor stops in front of me, studying the effect. “This is important,” he says calmly. “People don’t like objects that feel dead. Standby gives the illusion of presence. Comfort. Availability.”

Availability.

I stand there, breathing. Blinking. Moving just enough to look real.
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My hand lifts again.

Hair. Neck. Hip.

The motions loop: smooth, decorative, obedient. I sway faintly, breathing steady, eyes blinking on schedule.

Then-

My fingers hesitate.

Just for a fraction of a second. A hitch in the motion so small it almost doesn’t exist.

Wrong.

My hand trembles as it hovers near my collarbone. Not graceful. Not smooth. The programmed arc falters.

I don’t want to touch myself.

The thought is weak, half-formed, but it’s mine.

My fingers curl slightly, not in the elegant display shape they’ve been using. Something tightens in my chest. Panic stirs, sharp and sudden, like a spark in damp kindling.

My hand jerks.

It’s barely perceptible but it’s real.

Alex frowns at his tablet. “Did you see that?”

The doctor stops circling. “Pause standby.”

Click.

Everything freezes.

My arm locks mid-air, elbow bent awkwardly, fingers half-curled. The idle warmth drains out of me all at once. I’m stuck in an unfinished gesture, like a mannequin caught between poses.

The panic surges fully now, crashing against whatever they’ve wrapped around my mind.

“I didn’t do that,” I say, breathless. “I didn’t—my hand moved wrong.”

The doctor steps closer, studying me with mild curiosity. Not concern. Interest.

“A micro-deviation,” Alex says. “Very slight. Upper-limb motor output didn’t fully match the animation loop.”

“Cognitive interference?” the doctor asks.

“Possibly residual.”

“Hm.” The doctor hums softly, then turns. “Alex, let’s get the cortical response scanner set up. I want baseline readings before we proceed.”

Alex nods and disappears from my limited field of vision.

Standby doesn’t resume. I remain locked in place, arm suspended, muscles burning faintly now that they’re holding tension instead of flowing through a pattern.

I hear wheels squeaking. Metal rattling.

A cart rolls into view, chrome and white, pristine. It’s crowded with equipment I don’t recognize. Wires coiled neatly. Sensors arranged in rows. A monitor glowing pale blue, pulsing softly like a resting heartbeat.

“This won’t hurt,” the doctor says pleasantly. “We just need to measure your neural activity. Make sure you’re responding within the expected parameters.”

Expected parameters.

“What does that mean?” My voice comes out small. Thin. Almost childlike.

He smiles at me as if I’ve asked a reasonable question. “Well,” he says, clicking something on the remote, “the ideal unit maintains minimal autonomous cognitive function, enough to process commands and respond appropriately, but not so much that you experience… distress.”

The word lands heavily.

“Or resistance,” he adds gently, like an afterthought. “Your consciousness should be suppressed to optimal levels while your body remains perfectly responsive.”

Click.

My head locks in place mid-breath.

I can’t turn. Can’t follow him with my eyes. My gaze snaps back to the ceiling tiles, fixed dead center. The unfinished tension in my raised arm vanishes as it drops back to my side without me feeling it move.

Alex steps in behind me.

I feel his fingers on my scalp.

Cold. Clinical. Invasive.

He parts my hair with practiced ease. The sensation makes my stomach lurch, a deep, animal urge to recoil, but my body doesn’t even pretend to listen.

“Hold still,” he murmurs.

As if I could do anything else.

Something cold and wet touches my skull. Gel. It seeps against my skin, slick and unpleasant. Then pressure—firm, deliberate—as the first electrode is pressed into place.

One.

Another.

Two.

I count them as he works. It gives me something to do. Something to cling to.

Two. Three. Four. Five.

His fingers linger too long each time, tracing small circles as he positions each sensor. Not necessary. Never necessary.

“We’re measuring cortical activity in the prefrontal regions,” Alex explains, voice flat, professional. “Executive function. Self-awareness. Decision-making.”

The words feel obscene applied to me.

“The interface should suppress activity there by approximately sixty to seventy percent,” he continues. “Anything higher and the unit may experience psychological distress.”

Distress. All of this is distressing.

“Anything lower,” he adds, “and responsiveness suffers.”

The doctor watches the monitor as the readings begin to scroll. “We’re looking for balance,” he says calmly. “Enough awareness to follow instructions. Not enough to object to them.”

The screen flickers.

For a moment—just a moment—the pressure inside my head shifts. Thoughts sharpen painfully, like a camera snapping into focus too fast.

I remember my name.

It’s there, bright and fragile and mine—

The doctor tilts his head. “There it is. See that spike?”

Alex adjusts a dial, I can feel it.

Something clamps down.

The name vanishes.

The world softens at the edges again. The panic dulls. The resistance drains away, leaving behind a smooth, empty compliance.

“Better,” the doctor says, satisfied. “That’s much closer to optimal.”

I stand there, blinking. Breathing. Quiet.

The glitch is gone.

And whatever caused it is already being erased.

The doctor studies the scrolling data for several seconds longer than necessary. He doesn’t rush. He never rushes.

Finally, he nods. “That will do.”

Alex straightens slightly. “Cognitive suppression is stable. No further spikes.”

“Good,” the doctor says. “She’s clear enough to receive input without attaching significance to it.”

Without attaching significance.

He turns toward me. “We’ll proceed to Phase Two.”

Another click on the remote.

Something shifts again.

Not dulling this time—narrowing. Like blinders sliding into place around my thoughts. I’m still aware. Still present. But the edges of my mind feel fenced in, neatly boxed.

I inhale to speak—

“Yes, sir.”

The words come out automatically. Crisp. Neutral. Wrong.

I didn’t choose them.

The doctor smiles faintly. “Good. Standard responses are online.”

My stomach twists. I try to say something else. Ask what that means. Ask if I can talk.

My mouth opens.

“Yes, sir.”

Nothing else follows. No matter how hard I push, the phrase is the only thing that fits through.

“Standard mode limits verbal output to pre-approved phrases,” the doctor explains calmly. “It keeps communication efficient. Predictable.”

Predictable. Of course.

“Let’s begin sensory calibration.”

The wall panel illuminates.

Bands of white fracture into subtle gradients—gray into cream into ivory.

“Color gradient test,” the doctor says. “Confirm visibility.”

“Yes, sir.”

My eyes register the differences instantly. Too instantly. Each shade is distinct, labeled in my mind with perfect clarity.

“Photoreceptor correction is excellent,” Alex notes. “No blur. No bleed.”

The colors deepen—reds splintering into dozens of shades I don’t have names for. Blues sliding toward violet.

I can see all of it.

“Yes, sir.”

Shapes replace the colors. Floating cubes and spheres shifting forward and back.

“Depth perception,” the doctor narrates. “Nearest object.”

My gaze locks on target without hesitation.

“Yes, sir.”

Numbers appear next. Tiny. Shrinking.

“Read the serial.”

My eyes refocus with mechanical ease and the numbers spill from my lips.

The numbers vanish as soon as I finish seeing them. I don’t get to keep them.

Alex makes a note. “Micro-focus exceeds baseline.”

“Visual correction appears to have exceeded projections,” he says mildly. “Remarkable, really.”

He taps the page once, thoughtful. “The refractive surgery took beautifully. No haze. No residual blur. The optic nerves are integrating with the interface better than we hoped.”

Faces flash on the screen. Neutral expressions. Different angles.

“Facial recognition,” the doctor says. “Identify repeats.”

Recognition blooms instantly—patterns, symmetry, minute differences.

I want to say the third one looks tired. I want to say that woman is afraid.

“Yes, sir.”

The phrase drops into the silence like a period at the end of a sentence I never got to speak.

Motion next.

Dots scatter, then dart erratically across the screen. My eyes track them all. Too many at once. Perfectly.

“Yes, sir.”

“No lag,” Alex says. “Tracking is flawless.”

A tone sounds to my left.

“Identify.”

“Yes, sir.”

Another tone. Higher. Then overlapping tones that scrape against my nerves.

“Yes, sir.”

Alex adjusts a dial. “Auditory differentiation confirmed.”

Alex’s finger slides along the edge of the tablet.

“Moving on,” he says lightly. “Thermal recognition.”

A narrow metal band is placed around my forearm. It’s cool at first—clinical, almost soothing.

“Yes, sir.”

The temperature begins to climb.

Not fast. Not dramatic. Incremental. Controlled.

Warmth spreads beneath the metal, sinking into muscle, into bone. My breathing deepens automatically, chest lifting as my body tries to compensate.

“Yes, sir.”

Alex watches the screen closely. Too closely. His mouth curves slightly at one corner.

“Skin temperature rising,” he says. “She’s registering it.”

The warmth turns insistent. Uncomfortable. Like holding a mug that’s just a little too hot, except I can’t pull away. Can’t adjust my arm. Can’t brace myself.

My stomach tightens.

“Yes, sir.”

“Continue,” the doctor says, not looking at me. His attention is on the numbers. The data. “We need her full range.”

The heat creeps higher.

It’s no longer warmth. It’s heat—I want to whimper but I can't.

The phrase jumps out of me before I can stop it.

“Yes, sir.”

My voice wavers this time. Just barely.

Alex notices.

He glances at me, then back at the tablet. “Heart rate’s up. Cortisol spike.”

“Acceptable,” the doctor replies. “She’s meant to register discomfort.”

Meant to.

The heat intensifies again.

It burns now. Not searing—focused. Precise. Like the sensation has been engineered to hurt as efficiently as possible.

My eyes sting. I swallow hard.

“Yes, sir.”

Alex tilts his head, studying my face. “Interesting,” he murmurs. “She’s trying to react.”

He taps the screen.

The heat jumps.

A sharp sound escapes me before the words can catch it—a broken breath, more animal than human.

“Yes—sir.”

The phrase fractures slightly this time, dragged out by pain.

Alex smiles.

It’s quick. Private. Gone before the doctor turns back toward him.

“She’s holding steady,” Alex says. “No withdrawal attempts. No vocal deviation beyond approved phrases.”

“Good,” the doctor says. “Note the threshold.”

The metal retracts.

The absence of heat is almost worse—my skin throbs, oversensitive, like it’s screaming even after the stimulus is gone.

I breathe shallowly, blinking fast.

Before I can recover, something else presses into my arm.

Smaller.

Harder.

“Pain mapping,” Alex says. Cheerful now. Almost eager.

A pinpoint of pressure blooms against my skin.

It’s not unbearable—but it’s sharp. Intimate. Like being prodded with intent.

“Yes, sir.”

The pressure increases.

Not spread out like the heat—concentrated. The sensation drills inward, demanding attention, stealing air from my lungs.

My fingers twitch again. My shoulder tries to jerk away.

Nothing moves.

“Yes, sir.”

Alex leans closer. I can feel him now—his presence behind me, warm where the metal was hot.

“Latency’s increasing,” he says. “She’s feeling it.”

“Raise it slightly,” the doctor replies. “We need her upper tolerance.”

Alex doesn’t hesitate.

The pain spikes.

White flashes behind my eyes. My breath hitches sharply, chest stuttering as my body searches for escape that doesn’t exist.

“Yes—sir.”

Tears slip free, hot and humiliating, tracking down my temples into my hairline.

Alex watches them fall.

“Still compliant,” he says softly. “Even now.”

He adjusts the pressure one last time.

It hurts.

There’s no better word for it. Clean. Sharp. Undeniable. My entire awareness collapses around the point of contact.

My throat tightens. My vision blurs.

“Yes, sir.”

The words come out hoarse. Strained. But they come.

Alex finally eases off.

The pain fades slowly, leaving behind a trembling echo in my nerves. My arm feels wrong—too aware of itself, buzzing with aftershock.

“Excellent,” the doctor says. “That gives us a clean map.”

Alex steps back, clearly reluctant.

“Pain response is optimal,” he says. “She registers it. She doesn’t fight it.”

The doctor nods. “That’s exactly what we want.”

I stand there, shaking faintly, tears drying on my skin.

I hurt.

They know I hurt.

And the only thing I’m allowed to say—

“Yes, sir.”
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The doctor sets his clipboard aside.

“Very good,” he says. “Phase Three.”

The words land with a dull finality.

Alex disappears and comes back with a folding table and a basket. I watch blankly as he sets up the folding table directly in front of me instead—metal legs snapping open with sharp, final clicks. The surface is scuffed, utilitarian, just wide enough to work on.

Then he places a laundry basket beside it.

Plastic. Industrial. Deep.

It’s already full.

“Engaging Task Mode.”

Something in my head… drops.

Not goes dark. Not shuts off. It’s more like a ceiling lowering—compressing my thoughts into a narrow, utilitarian space. Awareness remains, but it’s flattened. Smoothed. Stripped of curiosity.

I blink.

“Yes, sir.”

“Task Mode limits cognitive overhead,” the doctor explains, already turning toward a nearby table. “No interpretation. No emotional processing. Just execution. Manual task repetition.”

He fumbles with his tablet. “Begin function testing.”

Alex lifts the basket and dumps its contents onto the table.

Clothes spill out in a heap—shirts, towels, pants, all crumpled together, deliberately messy. No order. No pattern.

“Task parameters,” the doctor says, glancing at his tablet. “Fold garments to specification. Stack neatly. Completion occurs when all items are processed.”

Alex dumps the clothes onto the table.

A manageable pile. Shirts, towels, pants. Enough to look achievable.

He steps back.

“Fold,” the doctor says.

The remote clicks and I move.

I smooth the first shirt flat. Align the seams. Fold it into a perfect rectangle and place it at the far edge of the table.

Another.

And another.

The stack grows—orderly, precise, every fold identical. My hands know exactly how wide each crease should be, how much pressure to apply. There’s no decision-making. Just execution.

In a few minutes, the laundry sits neat and towering.

The last garment is folded.

The stack is complete.

I pause.

For half a second, something inside me expects… done.

Alex laughs.

It’s short. Sharp.

Then he reaches out, grabs the entire stack with both hands, and dumps it straight back into the basket.

Not carefully.

Not neatly.

He shoves it down, fists grinding the fabric, twisting it, wrinkling every precise fold into uselessness.

The smirk he gives me is both cruel and sharp.

“Fold,” the order comes.

Click goes the remote.

Again.

The doctor glances at a stopwatch and presses it.

“Begin timing.”

Fold. Remove. Replace.

My hands work without pause. The motions are exact, repetitive, economical. No wasted movement. No hesitation.

“Fifteen seconds,” Alex says. “Fourteen.”

“Reduce target,” the doctor replies and there’s another click.

My fingers adjust automatically, compensating for the overlap. The crease snaps sharp.

“Ten seconds,” Alex says.

The stack beside me grows, but more clothes appear in the basket. Alex is moving them faster than I can follow.

Fold.

My wrists begin to burn—not sharply, but deep. A dull ache that spreads up my forearms as tendons repeat the same motion again and again.

I feel it.

I do not stop.

“Yes, sir.”

“Faster,” the doctor says.

Alex stops using the remote.

“Fold.”

My hands still move. Fabric rustles continuously, like paper being fed through a machine.

The ache intensifies. My fingers stiffen between folds, joints protesting before being overridden by the next command.

“Heart rate’s up,” Alex notes. “Muscle fatigue setting in.”

“Good,” the doctor says. “Continue.”

Fold.

Fold.

Fold.

My hands begin to tremble between garments. The pain is constant now—hot and tight, like something inside my arms is being wound too far.

I want to stop.

The thought exists—but it doesn’t connect to anything.

“Fold.”

My hands obey.

Alex checks the timer again. “She’s slowing.”

“Then increase demand,” the doctor says calmly.

Alex dumps an entire stack onto the table at once.

Fabric spills over my arms.

“Fold,” the doctor says.

There’s no click.

My hands work anyway.

They don’t rush. They don’t panic. They simply do, even as the ache becomes sharp enough to blur the edges of my vision.

Tears spill down my face, silent and unacknowledged, dripping onto the clothes.

“Form degradation?” the doctor asks.

Alex watches closely. “No. Creases still consistent.”

“Then discomfort is irrelevant,” the doctor replies. “She’s functioning perfectly.”

The last garment is folded.

My hands hover for half a second—fingers curled, shaking.

“Good,” the doctor says. “Part two.”

Alex knocks the clothes back in the basket and he steps closer.

"Fold," he orders and I begin.

Alex’s next words are so mild they almost vanish against my pounding pulse: “Distraction tolerance.”

He circles behind me, his footsteps soft, but the presence—dense, predatory—floods every gap in my concentration. I grip the shirt, the fabric rough between my fingers, and wait for the blow.

It doesn’t come immediately. Instead, the room fills with silence so thick it pricks at my ears. I realize I’m holding my breath, lungs flaring with anticipation. Then, without warning, Alex claps his hands hard—right beside my head, the crack reverberating through my skull. The inside of my body flinches violently, a pulse of adrenaline that makes my vision flicker.

The shirt lies flat, creases aligned, perfectly compliant.

I hear Alex’s breath—slow, measured. He steps closer. The heat of his body radiates across my skin, smelling faintly of sweat and something chemical.

He slaps my ass, palm open, the sting precise and sharp. It’s not vicious, not meant to injure—just a clear, physical intrusion. My whole body clenches, breath jerking out in a ragged exhale, but my hands keep folding. The shirt is perfect. The next one waits. I reach for it.

“Yes, sir,” I say, voice barely audible.

“Continue,” the doctor instructs.

Alex’s hand lingers on my hip for a second—possessive, almost thoughtful—then slides away. I keep folding: one shirt, then another, the rhythm mechanical. But my heartbeat won’t calm down. My skin is electric, all sensation, as if the slap rewrote my nerves.

The next garment is a towel, thick and heavy. I smooth it with trembling hands, fold it crisply in threes, stack it on top of the shirts.

The pressure of Alex’s gaze is a physical thing. Even as I stare down at my work, I know he’s watching, drinking in the micro-tremors of my muscles, the way my mouth tightens each time a new command lands.

Alex’s hands vanish from my hips, leaving behind a phantom pressure that lingers even as his grip shifts to my thighs. I sense it before I feel it: his focus, newly sharpened, drilling through the haze of protocol into something rawer, hungrier. His fingers dig in, slow and proprietary, as if testing the tensile strength of muscle and bone. His palms settle, hot and deliberate, branding my skin with their presence.

He parts my thighs with an easy move, not rough but inexorable, and my legs obey with the inevitability of a reflex. He slides his right hand up—agonizingly slow, almost reverent—his callused fingertips tracing the trembling inside of my thigh until they reach the wet, tender center. He lingers there, pressing the backs of his knuckles against the slick seam of me, not moving, just letting me feel the promise of his intent. Then he strokes, feather-light, and the sensation is so shockingly intimate that I inhale sharply, lungs tight with anticipation and dread.

This is new. Until now, the experiment has been about data collection, about objectivity. This is the first glimpse they’ve given about my true purpose.

I want to whimper. I want to fold in on myself, to shrink away from the ache between my legs and the humiliation behind my eyes. But I keep folding: I smooth the towel, tuck its edges, set it atop the stack. My hands shake so violently that the fabric skitters across the table, edges crooked for the first time. The error is intolerable. I force my fingers to realign the seams, suppress the tremor, reset the geometry of the world to something manageable. I do not look up. I do not breathe.

Alex’s hand finds my clit. He pinches—not cruelly, but with a kind of sick focus, searching for the exact setting that will make me quake without breaking. The pain is direct and bright, a spike of white that ricochets up my spine. My knees almost give out; I have to clutch the edge of the table, digging my fingernails into the slick plastic to keep from collapsing. The heat that follows is shameful, sticky, immediate. I know he’s watching. I know he can see every twitch and flinch and pulse.

“Fold,” says the doctor, offhand, the word drifting through the air like a gnat.

“Yes, sir,” I manage. My voice is unrecognizable—higher, thinner, ragged around the edges.

Alex’s fingers plunge inside me—two at once, the invasion sudden and overwhelming. He does not hesitate, does not give me time to adjust. He curls his knuckles and grinds them rhythmically, dragging obscene noises from my traitorous body. I clamp down, desperate to maintain control, but it only seems to amuse him. He’s smiling now; I can feel it radiating from his skin, can almost taste the salt of his satisfaction.

His other hand clamps onto my hip, fingers splayed, holding me in place so I can’t shy away from the rhythm he sets. He fucks me with his hand—at first slow, then accelerating, each thrust building on the last until my body trembles uncontrollably. The wet sounds are louder than my pulse. Louder even than my shame.

I try to focus on the task. I count the folds, enumerate each seam, pretend that the only world that exists is the one between my fingertips. But it’s impossible to compartmentalize the two realities: the body that must obey and the body that is being used. I am forced to inhabit both, to exist simultaneously as machine and victim.

I fold another shirt. The fabric slips from my hands, damp with sweat. The stack grows, a monument to their control. Above it, Alex’s breath grows harsher, more animal.

“She’s dripping,” he says to the doctor, his voice pitched low, vibrating with private triumph.

“Continue stimulus,” he says, as if I’m not quivering.

Alex laughs, and it is not a kind sound. “Yes, sir,” he mocks, echoing my own humiliation.

He presses his body flush against my back, the heat of him leaking through me, his cock grinding hard through rough fabric of his pants. He bends me forward, just enough to force my elbows to lock and my spine to arch. My hands hover above the table, folding one last towel with an automaton’s precision.

His arm snakes around my waist, an anchor of flesh and will, pinning me exactly where he wants me. The implication is as clear as the pressure in my gut: I am not going anywhere, not even if I wanted to.

The pile of laundry is nearly gone. Just a few more garments and I will be finished. I cling to the hope like a lifeline.

But Alex isn’t done with me. Not by a mile.

He withdraws his fingers and, without warning, spreads my ass cheeks. His touch is rough, not affectionate. He exposes me—fully, shamefully. I can feel the draft of air on skin that has never breathed before. He rubs slow circles around my asshole, teasing the tight muscle. I want to scream. I want to run. But my hands keep folding, keep moving, every gesture an abject surrender.

“Yes, sir,” I say again. The words are hollow now, nothing more than a signal flare for my submission.

Alex leans in, lips at my ear. “You know, I could keep you like this,” he whispers, voice thick with threat and promise, so low the doctor won't hear. “Just standing here, forever. Would you like that?”

I don’t answer. I can’t.

His finger pushes inside—dry at first, then slicked with my own arousal. The intrusion is sharp, unyielding, and my whole body convulses around it. He doesn’t even slow down. He slides deeper, twisting, stretching the boundary of what I thought I could endure. The pain is dizzying, a black sun blooming behind my eyes.

I fold another shirt, my mind fracturing under the simultaneous demands: pleasure, obedience, humiliation. I want to pull away, to curl up and hide, but my programming won’t let me. My body is a thing that folds, and a thing that’s fucked, and both jobs must be done to completion.

He fucks me with both hands now—one in my cunt, the other in my ass—working in tandem, alternating speed and pressure, never letting me anticipate or acclimate. I am shredded by sensation, reduced to a trembling, leaking vessel.

The basket is empty.

“Sit,” the doctor says.

Alex withdraws—both hands at once—and the sudden absence is almost worse than the intrusion. My body feels hollowed out, overused. My legs tremble as I turn toward the examination table.

I sit.

The metal is cold against my thighs, I can feel the sticky wetness of my arousal on my skin, and it makes shivers run down my spine. My hands settle automatically on my knees, palms down, fingers spread. Perfect posture. Waiting posture.

The doctor steps closer, remote in hand.

Click.

The change isn’t abrupt. That would be merciful.

It’s like something smooth pours over my thoughts—coating them, not erasing them. My awareness stays intact, but it’s padded now. Softened. Redirected.

“Good,” the doctor says, studying my face. “Responsive Mode engaged. Let’s begin simply.”

I don’t need him to say it. I feel the difference immediately.

Task Mode was about doing. This is about agreeing.

He lets the silence stretch.

“Are you comfortable?”

No.

The word forms in my mind—clear, sharp, desperate.

“Yes, sir,” I say.

My voice is warm. Pleasant. There’s a faint smile on my lips—I can feel it, like an expression borrowed without consent.

“I’m comfortable.”

The lie doesn’t hurt. That’s the worst part. It doesn’t snag or twist or fight its way out. It just exists, clean and effortless.

The doctor nods, jotting something down.

“Verbal compliance immediate. Affect congruent.” He looks up. “You enjoyed the tasks we gave you.”

No. I was stripped down. Reduced. Made into something repetitive and small.

“Yes, sir,” I say. “I enjoyed them.”

The smile widens slightly. My hands remain still on my knees, but inside something is tearing itself apart.

“What did you enjoy most?” he asks.

I feel my mouth open before I know what I’ll say.

“I enjoyed being useful,” I hear myself say. The words are earnest. Calm. “I enjoyed completing the tasks correctly. I enjoyed… serving.”

Serving.

The word drops into place like it’s always belonged there.

“Note semantic drift,” the doctor says without looking away from me. “She’s adopting the service framework organically.”

“Baseline vocabulary realignment confirmed,” Alex says from the side. His eyes are fixed on my face. “Should we escalate?”

“Mmm.” The doctor steps closer. His voice softens. Becomes reassuring. “Did you want this?”

“Yes, sir,” I say brightly. “I wanted this.”

“You wanted to improve yourself.”

“Yes, sir.”

“To be better.”

“Yes, sir.”

“Better how?”

The answer comes instantly.

“More obedient,” I say. “More useful. More compliant.”

Alex exhales under his breath.

“And are you grateful?” the doctor asks. “For the opportunity we’ve given you?”

No. Please. No.

“Yes, sir,” I say, smiling fully now. “I’m very grateful. Thank you for helping me.”

Helping.

“She’s expressing gratitude unprompted,” Alex says.

“The mode encourages pro-social affirmation,” the doctor replies. “But yes. Integration is excellent.”

He tilts his head. “Did you consent to this procedure?”

The trap is obvious.

“Yes, sir,” I say. “I consented fully.”

“You wanted to give up control.”

I did. I consented. But I'm not sure this is what I meant.

“Yes, sir.”

“You wanted to surrender autonomy.”

“Yes, sir.”

“You wanted to become a doll.”

The word hits like a physical blow.

“Yes, sir,” I say evenly. “I wanted to become a doll.”

Each answer locks something into place inside me.

“Retroactive consent construction confirmed,” the doctor says calmly. “She’s rewriting her own narrative in real time.”

“No,” I try to think. No, I’m not—

“Are you happy?” he asks.

“Yes, sir.”

“Happier than before?”

“Yes, sir.”

“Why?”

The answer forms as it’s spoken.

“Because I have purpose,” I say. “Because I’m useful. Because I don’t have to think anymore. I just have to obey.”

The doctor smiles, small and satisfied.

“And that feels good, doesn’t it? Not thinking.”

It feels like suffocating.

“Yes, sir,” I say. “It feels wonderful.”

“You trust us.”

“Yes, sir.”

“You trust that we know what’s best for you.”

“Yes, sir.”

“You trust that everything we do is for your benefit.”

“Yes, sir. Completely.”

The story pours out of me now, seamless and self-supporting. A version of me that chose this. Wanted this. Is thankful for this.

“Do you feel violated?” the doctor asks suddenly.

The question is sharp. Diagnostic.

I remember hands. Commands. My body obeying while my mind fractured.

“No, sir,” I say calmly. “I feel cared for.”

Alex swallows.

“One last confirmation,” the doctor says, leaning in. “If we asked you to do all of this again—would you agree?”

No. Never. Please, never—

“Yes, sir,” I say. “I would be honored.”

Click.

Something loosens. Not enough to free me—just enough for the weight of what I’ve said to crash down all at once.

“Responsive Mode performance exemplary,” the doctor says, finishing his notes. “Verbal compliance absolute. Narrative malleability confirmed.”

He looks at Alex. “She’ll accept any story we give her.”

Alex smiles. “Any story.”

The doctor caps his pen and looks at me with something almost like fondness.

“She’s exactly what we designed her to be.”

I sit on the table. Hands on my knees. Smiling.

Inside, I am screaming.

Outside—

Outside, I’m grateful.

“Nearly one,” he says mildly. “We should break for lunch.”

Alex straightens, stepping back from the table. “Good timing. I’m starving.”

The doctor taps his pen against the clipboard, thoughtful. “Actually—this is an excellent opportunity to test Rest Function.”

My stomach drops.

Rest Function.

“We haven’t validated shutdown protocols yet,” the doctor continues, as if discussing a software update. “And we’ll need her idle for at least an hour anyway.”

Alex nods, already interested. “Duration test?”

“Precisely.” The doctor moves closer, remote in hand. “We need to confirm she can be safely powered down and reactivated without cognitive degradation.”

Powered down.

Like a machine.

Like a thing you turn off when you’re done using it.

“Will she dream?” Alex asks.

The doctor considers this. “Unlikely. Rest Function suppresses higher cognition entirely. She should experience nothing.”

Nothing.

The word is a void.

I want to say something, but I can't.

I can only sit here, palms flat on the table, and wait for them to erase me.

“Respiratory function continues autonomously,” the doctor says, almost to himself. “Cardiovascular stability maintained. She’ll be perfectly safe.”

Safe.

As if that’s what matters.

As if being conscious is optional.

The doctor raises the remote.

“Rest Mode,” he says clearly.

No—

Click.

The sound is small.

The effect is immediate—but incomplete.

Something drops out from under me. Not my body, but the edges of me. The part that holds everything together.

My thoughts begin to scatter, pulling apart like smoke—

But then it stops.

Suspended.

Half-gone but still aware enough to feel it.

The doctor frowns at the remote. Taps the screen.

“Safety protocol,” he says. “She needs to be prone first.”

Alex raises an eyebrow. “Fall prevention?”

“Exactly. Can’t risk damage to the product.” The doctor looks at me—through me. “The system won’t complete shutdown unless she’s in a safe position.”

I’m standing at the table, palms still flat against the surface, caught between conscious and not. Thoughts half-formed. Breath shallow.

Trapped in the space between being and nothing.

“Lay down,” the doctor says.

It’s not a request.

My body responds before the words finish landing.

I don’t choose to move. I don’t decide. The command bypasses everything that makes movement mine and goes straight to execution.

My hands slide off the table.

My knees bend.

I lower myself onto the padded surface, movements smooth and controlled, like I’ve done this a thousand times.

My back meets the table. My head settles against the cushion.

My arms arrange themselves at my sides, palms up, fingers loose.

The position of rest.

The position of a thing being stored.

I’m staring up at the fluorescent lights, blinking on schedule, and I can feel it waiting—the rest of the shutdown, hovering just out of reach.

Ready to finish what it started.

“There we go,” the doctor says softly. “Much safer.”

He raises the remote again.

No—

Please—

Click.

This time, there’s no interruption.

The severance completes.

My thoughts don’t scatter—they collapse. Inward. Downward. Into a space that has no dimension.

It’s not sleep.

Sleep is gentle. Sleep is gradual.

This is erasure.

My vision doesn’t fade. It cuts. Frame by frame, the world disassembles into still images, each one lasting too long, then not long enough.

Lights. Ceiling tiles. The doctor’s face, clinical and satisfied.

Gone.

I try to hold on.

I try to stay.

But there’s nothing to grip. No edges. No weight.

I am falling through myself.

The last thing I feel is my own heartbeat—steady, automatic, continuing without me.

And then—
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Consciousness doesn’t return all at once.

It seeps.

First: sensation. The table beneath me. Cool. Flat. Supporting weight I didn’t know I had.

Then: sound. The hum of fluorescent lights. A rustle of fabric. Breathing that isn’t mine.

Then: awareness.

I’m lying down.

I don’t remember lying down.

My eyes open—not because I tell them to, but because something else does. The blink cycle resumes. Automatic. Steady.

The ceiling comes into focus.

White tiles. Recessed lighting.

I try to move.

Nothing.

Not paralysis. Stillness. Enforced and absolute.

Standby, I think distantly. I’m in Standby Mode.

A shadow crosses my vision.

Alex.

He’s leaning over me, close enough that I can see the individual threads in his shirt. There’s something in his hand: a cloth, damp and white.

And then I feel it.

The slow drag of fabric against my inner thigh.

My stomach lurches.

He’s cleaning me.

The mess from before.

The cloth moves higher. Precise. Intimate.

I can’t move. Can’t speak. Can’t even flinch.

But I can feel everything.

“There we go,” Alex murmurs. His voice is soft. Almost gentle. “Getting you all cleaned up.”

He pauses, glancing at my face.

And smiles.

“You’re awake,” he says. “Good.”

The cloth drags lower, then up again. Slow. Deliberate.

“I was supposed to do this while you were in Rest Mode,” he continues conversationally. “Standard protocol. Clean the product, keep everything sanitary.” He shrugs. “But I figured... what the doctor doesn’t know won’t hurt anything.”

His hand stills against my thigh.

“I wanted to see your reactions.”

My heart is pounding.

He wanted me awake for this.

He chose this.

“You can’t move,” he says, almost thoughtful. “Can’t talk. But you can feel it, can’t you?” His thumb brushes against my skin, just above where the cloth rests. “You know exactly what’s happening.”

I want to whimper.

The cloth moves again. He’s taking his time now, lingering over every inch of skin. Clinical in motion. Violating in intent.

“You’re so still,” he says quietly. “So perfect. Just... taking it.”

My vision blurs.

I blink—once, twice, three times—on schedule.

Tears slip down my temples, pooling in my hair.

Alex notices.

“Oh,” he says softly. “You don’t like this.”

The cloth pauses.

Then continues.

“Too bad.”

He works in silence for a moment, humming faintly under his breath. When he finally pulls away, he holds up the cloth—stained now, evidence of what he did and what he’s doing.

“All clean,” he announces. He tosses the cloth onto the counter with a wet slap. “See? No harm done.”

He leans over me again, close enough that I can smell his cologne.

“The doctor’ll be back any minute,” he says. “And you’re going to be perfect for him. Aren’t you?”

I can’t answer.

I can’t do anything.

He smiles.

“That’s what I thought.”

The door opens.

Footsteps. Familiar rhythm.

“Ah,” the doctor says, pleased. “Already in Standby. Excellent work, Alex.”

Alex straightens, stepping back from the table. “Figured I’d get her positioned while you were out. Save some time.”

“Very efficient.”

The doctor approaches. I feel his presence before I see him—my eyes are fixed forward, soft focus, tracking nothing in particular.

Blink.

Slower than before. Gentler.

Not the mechanical rhythm from earlier. Something that looks natural. Alive.

“Beautiful,” the doctor murmurs. He’s circling me now, observing. “Look at that. Respiratory pattern is perfect—deep enough to register as living, shallow enough to read as calm.”

I am breathing.

In. Out. Steady.

I didn’t choose the rhythm.

“Note the micro-movements,” he continues, and I realize he’s narrating for Alex. Teaching. “See how her head tilts slightly? Just a few degrees. It’s subtle, but it keeps her from looking frozen. The eye movement, too—she’s not staring. She’s resting.”

Resting.

I’m not resting.

I’m screaming.

“This is critical for owner comfort,” the doctor says. He’s standing in front of me now, studying my face. “A doll that looks dead is unsettling. A doll that looks alive but empty—that’s the sweet spot. Presence without agency.”

The words settle into me like stones.

“She really does look...” Alex trails off, searching. “I don’t know. Real?”

“Uncanny valley,” the doctor says, satisfied. “We’re right on the edge of it. Lifelike enough to be appealing. Artificial enough to be non-threatening.” He reaches out, brushes a strand of hair from my face. “She’s an object that breathes. That’s the aesthetic we’re aiming for.”

I blink.

Soft. Slow.

His hand drops.

“Let’s test the verbal response library,” he says, pulling the remote from his pocket. “I want to confirm the phrases are loading correctly.”

He taps the screen. Scrolls.

“Six pre-programmed responses,” he says. “Useful for owners who want interaction without complexity. She can greet, offer service, express enthusiasm—all without requiring any actual cognition on her part.”

He selects something.

My mouth opens.

“Hello, I am a doll. It is my pleasure to serve you.”

The voice is mine.

The words are not.

They pour out smooth and sweet, inflection perfect, tone warm. I didn’t think them. Didn’t choose them. My mouth shaped them anyway, my voice gave them sound.

Horror floods through me.

“Pitch is good,” the doctor says. “Pacing natural. Again—number two.”

Another press.

“Master, how may I serve you today?”

Master.

The word tastes like rot but my voice makes it sound eager. Willing.

“Excellent,” the doctor murmurs. He’s watching my face. “No hesitation. The phrase loads and executes immediately.”

He presses again.

“I love to please you.”

Again.

“Please play with me.”

The words are syrup-sweet. Pleading. My voice curls around them like they’re something I want.

I don’t want this.

I don’t want any of this.

“Inflection on that one is particularly good,” Alex says. He sounds impressed. Entertained. “She sounds... playful.”

“That’s the intent,” the doctor replies. He scrolls again. “The phrases are designed to cover a range of interactions. Greeting, service offer, affirmation, invitation.” He pauses. “Let’s try number five.”

Press.

“I’m such a lucky doll.”

My voice is bright. Grateful.

I want to vomit.

“And the last one,” the doctor says.

“Please, fuck me.”

The words are breathy. Wanting.

My voice makes them sound like begging.

Silence.

Then Alex laughs—short, startled. “Jesus.”

“Functionality over comfort. If she’s going to be used sexually, she should be able to verbalize consent. Or the appearance of it.”

The appearance of consent.

He cycles through them again. Faster this time.

“Hello, I am a doll. It is my pleasure to serve you.”

“Master, how may I serve you today?”

“I love to please you.”

Each phrase punches through me. Each one is my voice saying things I would never say, my mouth forming words I never chose.

“Please, play with me.”

“I’m such a lucky doll.”

“Please, fuck me.”

The doctor lowers the remote.

“Perfect,” he says. “Tone, pacing, inflection—all optimal. The verbal response library is fully functional.”

I stand there.

Blinking softly.

Breathing steadily.

My head tilts slightly to the left.

Inside, I’m fracturing.

Outside, I’m a doll that breathes.
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“Proceed with baseline arousal assessment.”

The doctor’s words echo across the linoleum and tile, through the glass of the observation window, and into the hollow where my sense of self used to be.

Alex’s hand returns to my skin, sliding up my soft flesh. He starts at my hip and drags his hand up, over the slope of my waist, deliberate and slow and confident. It’s not a caress. It’s a survey. He’s not really groping—he’s cataloguing.

This time, he touches my breast.

I can’t look down, can’t blink out of sequence, can’t even tilt an inch away from his hand. His palm envelops the heavy curve of my right tit, fingers splaying wide, thumb circling the nipple. It’s not a romantic gesture.

His thumb flicks the tip of my nipple, and it is as if the nerve is wired directly to the base of my skull. I feel it everywhere, feel the areola harden and pucker, the whole breast contract as if it could pull away from him and from itself, the rest of my body tense with the shock of the involuntary response. I can’t move. I can’t even breathe differently. My own chest is working on a program loop, rising and falling at a prescribed rate, while inside I am screaming.

“Nipple response positive,” Alex reports. “Immediate.”

It’s true. My nipples are as hard as glass beads, the flesh around them flushed and sensitive, the thin fabric of the uniform suddenly a thousand times more abrasive than before. My entire chest aches with a dull, persistent throb, as though pain and pleasure have fused, indistinguishable and self-sustaining.

My body is betraying me.

I can feel it. The way my skin prickles and tightens. The way my pulse doubles in my throat and wrists and low in the pit of my belly. The way my cunt answers his touch with a traitorous, automatic tingling, a slow-filling heat. I want to say it isn’t me, that this isn’t my desire, that the wires and the drugs and the programming are forcing these sensations, but the fact is it feels real.

No—worse—it is real. The terror, the mortification, the helpless lust. They have short-circuited my sense of self so perfectly that I am both the victim and the accomplice. I am the thing being measured, and the thing that can’t help but respond to the measurement, the rat pressing the lever for the next pellet even as it weeps.

“Heart rate?” the doctor prompts, as if reading my mind.

Alex’s other hand finds my neck—just under my jaw, thumb pressed snug against my carotid. He doesn’t squeeze or threaten. He just holds, counting by touch.

“Elevated,” Alex says. “One-ten. One-fifteen.”

“Fear response,” the doctor notes. “Expected. Continue.”

Alex’s hand glides lower, down my torso, over the trembling slope of my stomach. Each millimeter is an eternity. My body feels hypersensitized, every inch of skin an exposed wire. The urge to flinch is so strong I taste metal, but I can’t so much as shudder. My limbs and trunk are objects, hollow and obedient. The only thing still mine is the interior, the scream, the terror.

He grazes the mound of my pubis, then presses his fingers into the heat and wetness between my legs. The touch is clinical, almost impersonal. He parts the folds, runs a finger along the seam, and pauses to take note.

“She’s wet,” Alex says.

He says it with the same tone he might use for “the sample is at room temperature.”

“Physiological arousal confirmed,” the doctor replies instantly. “Switch her to Responsive. Let’s see if the arousal persists when she has motor function.”

I see the remote appear in the corner of my vision, hear the faint click. There is a lag. Half a second of absolute nothing—then my body returns with a violence that almost knocks me over.

The first thing I do is gasp—a sharp, involuntary inhale that sounds like a gunshot in the silence of the room. The air is too cold, and the sudden influx burns all the way down. My throat trembles with the effort. The second thing I do is nothing at all, because Responsive Mode does not give me back my autonomy. It just releases my limbs from their strict paralysis and turns them into meat puppets, running the next script.

Alex’s hand is still between my legs.

He starts moving his fingers again, this time with intent. He presses the pad of his thumb over my clit and begins to circle. My hips jerk forward, chasing the sensation. I did not tell them to do that. The movement is automatic, desperate. My pelvis grinds into his hand the way a cat grinds against the corner of a table leg, helplessly, hungrily, idiotically.

A soft sound escapes my throat—breathy, plaintive, almost eager.

I didn’t make it. I can’t recall the thought that led to it. My body is running ahead of my mind, all reflex and momentum.

“Arousal response?” the doctor calls out.

“Increasing,” Alex says.

His fingers press deeper. My cunt is soaking, throbbing. I can feel slickness trickle out and onto his hand. My thighs clench and relax, the muscles spasming in involuntary rhythm, as if my body is trying to milk his fingers for every last drop of sensation. My back arches, my shoulders draw in, and my breathing quickens. None of it is under my control.

No. I try to say it, even though this is exactly what I agreed to, but my mouth opens and nothing comes out but a shaky moan. My voice has been hijacked by the programming, turned into a megaphone for pleasure. I am a ventriloquist’s dummy, my lines written in advance.

“Verbal response?” the doctor prompts.

Alex’s other hand clamps onto my hip, fingers digging in hard enough to bruise. He holds me steady, steady as a machine in a vice, while the other hand works my cunt in small, relentless circles. He leans in.

“Tell me how this feels,” he says, voice low and cold.

My mouth opens.

“It feels good,” I hear myself say.

The words are soft, breathy, saturated with arousal. There is no resistance in them, no grit or bitterness. They sound so true, so needy. But it is a ventriloquism.

“Do you want more?” Alex asks.

“Yes,” my voice says. “Please.”

There’s no hesitation. No filter. My tongue forms the word with a kind of eager, animal simplicity. Please. The syllable is honey and acid and bile all at once. I want to bite it off, spit it out, but the script is running and I am just the dumb hardware executing it. My hands grip the edge of the table, knuckles white and bloodless, as though I could anchor myself against the cyclone building inside me.

Alex’s smile is pure sadism. He is glowing with it, eyes sharp as scalpels, mouth tight with satisfaction. He digs his fingers in harder, rubs faster. The sensation is overwhelming—pleasure and pain braided together, each one feeding the other. My body is responding as if this is the only thing it has ever wanted, as if being used and watched and humiliated is my highest possible function.

My legs start to shake. The heat in my belly turns molten, pooling low, stretching out into every limb as if I might combust from the inside. My breath comes in ragged little gasps, the sound amplified by the echo of the tile and the glass. My hips grind helplessly into his hand, chasing every last flicker of sensation. My body is going to come.

For him.

While the doctor records it on his tablet.

“Heart rate one-forty,” Alex says. “Respiration elevated. Muscle tension increasing.”

“Cognitive interference?” the doctor asks, voice curious, almost polite.

“Hard to say. She’s responding perfectly.”

“Ask her.”

Alex slows his hand, just enough to keep me hovering on the edge of orgasm. My whole body is a live wire, straining for release. The ache is so intense I feel like my teeth are going to crack.

Alex doesn’t let up, not exactly. His fingers slow, yes, but they keep circling, keep pressing, keep stoking the heat inside me like a technician adjusting the flow rate of a burner beneath a flask of volatile fluid. The sensation doesn’t recede, doesn’t even plateau. It hovers in me, suspended, a shimmering equilibrium balanced perfectly at the threshold of too-much. I can feel his eyes on my face, searching for the quiver, the catch of breath, the exact microsecond when the parameters tip and I go from merely responsive to overloaded.

He asks, “Are you thinking right now?” and the words drop into the space between us like a coin into an empty jar.

My mouth opens on cue. The tongue and lips move as if they’ve rehearsed this for years, lifetimes. “No, sir,” I say. “Just feeling.” It’s a lie so simple and perfect that even I would believe it, if I didn’t have the full archive of my own internal monologue running in deep background. But the script wants the lie, and my body serves the script.

“Good girl,” Alex says, and I feel the click of approval ripple down my spine, a Pavlovian pellet. I hate him for it. I hate myself for it more.

His fingers drive in hard, twisting, and the entire world collapses into the starburst behind my eyes. The orgasm takes me like a car accident: fast, all-encompassing, out of nowhere even though it’s been building in plain view. I am inside the sensation but also outside it, watching as my own body seizes, clenches, shudders. My muscles lock. My jaw grits. A hot flush spreads over my chest, my face, my scalp. All the tension, all the resistance, is gone—burned away in a single, humiliating instant.

I hear myself moan. The sound is raw, animal, stripped of anything human but need. Everything contracts, then explodes. I can’t moderate it, can’t control it, can’t even dampen the volume. I ride the spasm, riding it up and over and down until I’m left hanging, useless and emptied, pulse hammering like a warning siren in my ears.

“Orgasm achieved,” Alex says, his voice flat and transactional. “Full-body response. No resistance.”

The doctor’s pen clicks against his clipboard. I can hear the scratch of graphite on paper, the tiny analytic tsk of satisfaction. “Excellent. Now let’s test compliance during arousal. Put her in Storage mid-climax.”

Alex hesitates. “Seriously?”

The doctor doesn’t even look up. “We need to know if the mode switch interrupts physiological response or if arousal persists independent of motor function.”

“Copy,” Alex says. He’s already moving, a second hand bracing my hip, the other never leaving its post between my legs. I am still trembling, spasming in aftershock, when he resumes the manipulation. His fingers are relentless—press and circle, press and circle—each movement designed to override hesitation and push me straight into the next cycle.

I can’t believe it’s so easy for him. I can’t believe it’s so easy for me.

My own body answers instantly: another flush, another pull of longing, another wave rolling up from my toes to the crown of my head. My breath comes in pants, desperate, gulping. I can hear it—rasping, wet, embarrassing. I know I should want to stop it, should want to pull away or clamp my thighs shut or slap his hand, but there’s nothing left of me but the reflex. The cycle has its own gravitational pull, and I am a satellite locked in perpetual orbit, doomed to fall until I burn up.

“Almost there,” Alex murmurs, as if encouraging a reluctant machine to complete a task.

His fingers move faster. The friction is brutal, direct, mercilessly precise. My body is so sensitized that every brush feels like a new wound or a fresh caress, impossible to tell which. My lips part and I gasp, my chest heaving. I am so close, so dizzyingly close, and I know what’s coming but I can’t slow it down, can’t redirect it, can’t even try. It’s hopeless. All I can do is ride the vector.

The doctor is a shadow just at the edge of my vision, recording everything. I want to scream at him to stop, to look away, to not see me like this, but my mind is dissolving. My thoughts are just static, just bright noise fluttering across a dead channel. My body is the only thing that matters, the only thing that exists, and every scrap of it is focused on the sensation between my legs, on the invasion and the mastery and the surrender.

The pressure builds and builds, impossibly fast, impossibly intense. I can feel the next orgasm about to hit, feel the high tension wire humming in my belly, the red-hot shudder ready to rip through me. I am one long, endless note of anticipation.

And then—click.
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Everything freezes.

My body locks up, mid-thrust, mid-gasp, mid-everything. I go slack against the table. The pleasure is still there, still cresting, but I can’t move. Can’t breathe. Can’t climax. I am a statue on the edge of orgasm, stuck in the most embarrassing pose imaginable while Alex’s hand is still wedged between my thighs.

The arousal doesn’t stop. It amplifies.

Somehow, the paralysis makes it worse. The sensation has nowhere to go, nowhere to discharge. I can feel every nerve ending on fire, every muscle pulled taut, every cell in my body screaming for release. But the dam is up, the flood can’t break through. I am trapped in the instant of needing, unable to act, unable even to twitch.

Alex’s fingers are still inside me, still moving. I can feel the wetness, the unnatural heat, the way his skin drags against mine. His other hand pinches my jaw, tilting my head up so he can watch my face, see the helplessness written across it.

“Heart rate one-fifty,” he says, checking my pulse again. “She’s still climbing.”

“Perfect. This is exactly what we want.”

Alex’s fingers curl, and the pleasure peaks. I can feel it—an explosion, a whiteout, a silent detonation that shudders through me and then rebounds against the locked walls of my own body. The orgasm is cataclysmic, but I can’t move, can’t release, can’t even shudder. It just happens, and then keeps happening, as if the script won’t let it end.

I am a prisoner in my own nerves, a scream trapped inside my skull. I can’t look away, can’t close my eyes, can’t clench my fists or arch my back. I can only stare straight ahead, vision blurry with tears, as Alex and the doctor narrate my humiliation like a golf match.

“Pupil dilation,” Alex says. “Muscle micro-tremors. She’s coming.”

The orgasm burns through me in wave after wave, endless, formless, stretching out into eternity. My mind folds around the sensation, losing track of time, of place, of anything but the all-consuming heat and the raw shame of being watched. The pleasure is monstrous, cruel, a weapon turned against its own host. It doesn’t stop when I want it to. It doesn’t stop at all.

When it finally begins to subside, it’s not relief—just a lesser amplitude of agony. I’m still locked, still frozen, still exposed. My cunt throbs, my thighs ache, my chest heaves so hard I think my ribs might crack. I am sweating, shivering, leaking. I am a mess, a ruin, and I can’t even wipe my face.

Alex’s hand remains in place, fingers pressed up against my sex, a silent threat that this can and will happen again.

I hear the faint click—the sound I have come to associate with surrender, with loss, with the absolute absence of mercy.

The paralysis drops away.

I nearly seize, long and hard until my body sags, limp and exhausted, as the aftershocks roll through me in sick, shivery waves. I can’t look at him. I can’t look at anyone.

“Now let’s test sustained arousal with cognitive load. How do you feel?” the doctor asks.

My mouth opens.

“I feel good, sir,” I say, straining to lift my head to look at him.

The words are automatic.

Inside, I feel like I’m dying.

The doctor’s voice is a razor, slicing through the hazy afterglow and pinning me to the moment. “Are you aroused?” he asks, as if he already knows the answer and is only collecting evidence for the record.

I want to lie, or at least equivocate, but I can feel the heat between my legs, the slick that wasn’t there before, the way my own pulse throbs in my cunt. I can’t pretend. Not when the world is reduced to the bright, live wire of my own body.

“Yes, sir,” I say. The words come out a little strangled, like a confession.

His gaze sharpens. “Do you want to be touched?”

I nod. The movement is small, involuntary. “Yes, sir. Please.”

Please. The word is a fracture, a hairline crack running through the last of my self-respect. I hate that he made me say it. I hate that part of me wants to say it again.

“Do you want to be fucked?” The question is obscene and clinical at the same time, a test pattern for a new range of humiliation.

“Yes, sir. Please, fuck me.”

There is a beat of silence, thick and electric, as if even the walls are waiting to see what happens next.

“Alex,” the doctor says, and his voice is both a command and a benediction. “Continue.”

Alex steps in. His eyes are darker than before, his breathing uneven. There’s a tension in his jaw that wasn’t there before, a barely perceptible shift from scientist to something much more primal.

His hands are on me immediately—one cupping my breast, the other sliding between my legs again. The touch isn’t gentle, but it’s not cruel, either. It’s efficient. Like he’s checking the calibration on a piece of sensitive equipment.

Despite everything, my body responds. My hips tilt up to meet his hand, my back arches, my nipples harden under his palm. There is nothing deliberate about it. It’s pure reflex, pure animal.

“Tell me what you want,” Alex says, his voice low, almost coaxing.

I want to tell him to go to hell. I want to tell him to stop. But the script is running, and my mouth is just a peripheral device, output-only.

“I want you to touch me,” I say. “I want you to use me. I want to be a good doll. I want to be fucked.” The words spill out, each one more humiliating than the last. My voice makes them sound eager, hungry, true.

There’s no pause now, no hesitation. Alex moves with the purpose of someone who’s already gotten the green light from the control room. His hands are rougher, more insistent. He spreads my thighs wide enough that the strain burns in my hamstrings. One hand holds me flat to the table, the other plunges inside, fingers thrusting deep and fast.

I gasp. The sensation is so intense it almost short-circuits my brain. I am aware of every inch, every nerve ending, every humiliating drip of arousal. My body is slick, greedy, wide open. I can feel myself clenching around his fingers, desperate for more, for anything.

He leans in close. His breath is hot against my ear. “You’re so wet,” he murmurs, and the words are more devastating than anything else he’s done to me tonight.

I don’t know if I’m supposed to answer. I try to turn my head, but his grip is unyielding. He wants me to hear it, to feel it, to know that this is happening to me and there’s nothing I can do to stop it.

He adds another finger. The stretch is sharp, invasive, perfect. I moan, louder this time, and the sound echoes off the hard walls. I hear the doctor making notes, the rapid scratch of pen on paper, the utter lack of shame in his observation.

Alex withdraws his fingers and brings them to my mouth. “Open,” he says, and I do, because that’s what good dolls do. He slides his fingers past my lips, lets me taste myself, slick and bitter and so real it makes me want to cry.

The doctor watches, expressionless. “Proceed with penetration,” he says.

Alex unfastens his pants. The sound is obscene, louder than it should be, and I realize how quiet the room has become. There’s only the sound of my breath, my heart, the groan of the table as I try to wriggle for relief.

He doesn’t take his time as he climbs on the table. He doesn’t make it pretty. He lines himself up and thrusts inside me in one smooth, punishing movement.

I cry out. The fullness is shocking, too much and not enough at the same time. My body is still so sensitive from before that every movement sends a spike of pleasure-pain ricocheting up my spine. My hands scrabble at the table, searching for purchase, for anything to anchor me.

He sets a brutal rhythm, pounding into me with single-minded focus. Each thrust lifts my hips off the table, each withdrawal leaves me empty and aching. There is nothing clinical about him now. He is pure hunger, pure drive.

The doctor circles around the table, getting a better view. He’s close enough that I can smell the sharp tang of his aftershave, the bitter edge of coffee on his breath. He is evaluating me, measuring my reactions, cataloging my degradation.

“Describe what you’re feeling,” the doctor says.

I want to spit in his face. I want to bite down so hard my own teeth shatter.

“I feel good,” I say. “I feel full. I want more. I want him to fuck me harder.”

Alex obliges. His hands bruise my hips as he slams into me, faster, deeper, his cock hitting something inside me that makes my toes curl and my vision blur. My body is a traitor. It’s a machine built for pleasure, and right now every circuit is lit up, every sensor maxed out. I am nothing but sensation, and the sensation is overwhelming, catastrophic.

His thumb finds my clit and rubs, hard, relentless, never losing the rhythm of his thrusts. The pleasure spikes.

I can’t fight it. I can’t moderate it. The orgasm crashes over me like a tidal wave, unstoppable, all-consuming. I convulse beneath him, every muscle seizing, every nerve ending firing at once. My vision goes white, then black, then white again.

But Alex doesn’t stop. He keeps fucking me through the climax, keeps his thumb pressed to my clit, keeps his eyes locked on mine. He wants to see it, wants to witness every second of my undoing.

The doctor’s voice is a thin line of ice in the heat. “Switching to storage.”

The click sounds through the room like a death toll.

Suddenly I’m frozen, locked in place, still spasming around his cock but unable to move, unable to even gasp for breath. The orgasm is still rolling through me, but now it has nowhere to go, no way to express itself except through the raw, silent scream inside my mind.

Alex is still thrusting, still chasing his own finish, and I am just a doll, a fuck-toy, a prop in my own violation. I can’t blink. I can’t cry. I can only endure.

He comes inside me with a shudder, his hands digging into my flesh as if to anchor himself. I can feel the heat of it, the pulse, the way his cock throbs as he empties himself. The sensation is weirdly satisfying, like being filled up and hollowed out at the same time.


8


The doctor waits until Alex is finished, pulling out of my sopping wet pussy. I feel the wetness down my thighs.

“Let’s move to anal penetration.”

The doctor’s words slice through me like ice water. Anal penetration. I haven’t recovered from the first violation, and already they’re planning the next. My body is still twitching, still pulsing with unwanted pleasure, and I can’t even brace myself.

Alex doesn’t bother asking if I’m ready or if I need a moment to recover. He just moves, shifting me onto my stomach with a single, eager motion, letting my bare feet touch the floor. My hips knock against the steel table—my face, sticky with tears and sweat, smears a wet patch onto the surface. My arms flop at my sides, wrists limp, hands curled like claws abandoned after a failed struggle.

Alex’s hands are on my hips, digging in, thumbs pressing deep into the hollows where flesh meets bone. The pressure hurts, but it’s distant—separate. I am watching this from a mile above, and a fraction of myself is already gone, floating up to the ceiling to watch what happens next from a safe, clinical distance.

He yanks my knees apart, spreading me open, and my thighs tremble in the air, quaking with the aftershock of the fucking he has already given me. Every nerve in my legs is still electrified, buzzing, and yet I feel nothing but anticipation, a terror so pure and distilled that it has blinded me to all else. My ass is bare, high and vulnerable, exposed to whatever comes next. I can hear my own breath, shallow and ragged, echoing in the room like a ventilator in a meat locker.

His fingers, still wet—no, sticky—slide up between the cheeks. He doesn’t hesitate. He doesn’t caress. He just pushes, testing the puckered resistance with the pad of his thumb, smearing my own fluids in wide, lazy circles that feel less like seduction and more like an inspection. I’m not a person; I’m a sample, an item under a microscope, a machine part being fitted for a new assembly. My body shudders, but I’m not sure if it’s arousal or horror or just the shock of cold air on my damp skin.

“Anal preparation commenced,” I hear Alex say, voice gone low and monotone again, as if narrating a cooking show for the blind. “Subject is responsive.”

“Use the lubricant,” the doctor says, and the words are so casual, so routine, that for a moment I forget to be afraid. “We don’t want to risk damaging her.”

There is the snap of a cap, the slurp of gel being squeezed from a tube, and then a cool slickness slathers my skin. My whole body tenses, expectation bracing me for pain, but it’s just cold and wet, seeping between the clefts, pooling in the unseen crevices. Alex’s hands are clinical, but his motions are not gentle. He works the gel in with force, pressing a finger—then two—into me, spreading and stretching, opening me up like he’s prepping a wound for surgery.

The first finger is a violation, sudden and raw. I gasp, shocked by the intrusion, by how different it feels from anything else he’s done. The pain is sharp, but not sharp enough to scream. It’s more like a deep ache, a pressure that radiates inward toward my gut. My body clamps down, unable to so much as twitch but apparently they can’t override every response.

The second finger is worse. He doesn’t wait for me to adjust, doesn’t even slow down. Just shoves it in, twisting and scissoring, prying me open farther than I thought possible.

He leans forward, his breath hot on my lower back. “You’re taking it well,” he says, almost like a compliment, but the words land like a slap. I want to scream, to tell him he’s hurting me, but the best I can do is breathe out a sigh, muffled by the table and the weight of humiliation crushing my chest.

The doctor moves into my field of vision, tablet in hand. He looks at me over the rim of his glasses, as if I am a specimen on display.

Alex’s fingers curl inside me, and I feel something shift, a slick, perverse pleasure blooming in the wake of the pain. My body is a traitor. My body is trained to obey, to adapt, to convert agony into need. I can feel myself getting wetter, the pulse of my own arousal throbbing through my skin and making my cheeks burn with shame.

“You’re almost ready,” Alex says, withdrawing his fingers with a wet pop. I flinch, emptiness snapping back into place, but the relief is short-lived. His grip returns, stronger this time, and he grabs me by the waist, lifting my pelvis up, arching my spine until my ass is high and open and waiting.

I can sense him shifting behind me. He doesn’t warn me. He doesn’t say a word. He just presses the fat, blunt head of his cock against my asshole and pushes.

He rocks his hips, applying steady, remorseless pressure, letting the slickness do its work. The pain is exquisite—white-hot, electric, obliterating. I bite down on my tongue, tasting blood, tears streaming down my face as inch by inch he’s inside me, splitting me open in a way that feels both cosmic and profoundly personal.

Halfway in, I think I will die. The pain is so complete it erases thought. But then, suddenly, I accommodate him. My body yields, strange and miraculous, and he slides the rest of the way in with a single, devastating thrust.

He stays there for a moment, buried to the hilt, both hands locked around my hips to steady me. I can feel every twitch, every pulse, every tremor of his cock inside me. It feels like I am being rewired from the inside out, every nerve ending forced to realign around this new, monstrous reality.

Alex doesn’t hesitate. He begins to move, slow at first—a measured, predatory force that draws out every fraction of sensation, inch by inch. The head of his cock stretches me, splitting me wider than I thought my body could endure. With each careful withdrawal, he lets my sphincter clamp down around him, only to force me open again with the next deliberate, grinding push. The burn is incandescent. It tears up my spine and scrambles my breath, and I think I’m going to pass out, right here, with my face pressed to the cold metal and my ass gaping for him. The pain is so bright it becomes its own kind of pleasure, and my humiliation is so pure it tastes like sugar on my tongue.

But the slow rhythm is just a tease. He picks up speed, the thrusts growing more savage, more hungry. There is nothing measured about it now. He is rutting, fucking me in savage, pounding strokes that drive my hips into the edge of the table with bruising, mechanical regularity. Each impact is a shockwave that splinters through the meat of my ass, the bone of my pelvis, the soft tissue of my belly. I can’t move, can barely breathe. I am nothing but the stretched ring of my ass, the wet heat of my cunt, and the helpless animal noises leaking from my throat.

His hand snakes beneath me, between my legs, and finds my clit. He doesn’t circle, doesn’t tease. He rubs it with pitiless, industrial force, grinding the swollen bud against the slick of my own juices and the table beneath me. The sensation is a bomb going off inside my body, detonating the last of my self-control. I am sobbing, openly, eyes leaking tears onto the table. My whole body is vibrating with sensation: pain, humiliation, arousal, terror. I want to crawl out of my own skin; I want to die, and also I want this to go on forever.

Alex is relentless. He pistons in and out of my ass, one hand still locked on my hip, the other abusing my clit, and the two sensations—pain and pleasure, violation and caress—collide and ricochet through me until I can’t tell one from the other. I am being destroyed, atomized, rebuilt from the inside.

The doctor watches from the foot of the table, his face a mask of clinical interest and something darker. He takes notes on his tablet, eyes flicking between the screen and the place where Alex’s cock disappears into my body. I can see his reflection in the polished steel of the cabinet doors, and I wonder if he’s hard under that bland white coat, if he’s savoring my degradation as much as Alex is.

At some point, my body betrays me. The pain tapers into a strange, deep ache, and then that ache morphs into a hot, molten pleasure that pools in my belly and radiates outward like nuclear fallout. I want it to stop and I want it never to end.

Alex doesn’t slow down. He fucks me harder, deeper, and with every slam of his hips, I feel myself unraveling, the threads of who I am snapping one by one.

His hand never stops working my clit. The friction is almost painful, and I realize that I am drooling onto the table, like a thing in heat. Every time he pushes deeper, the base of his cock grinds against my asshole, and the sensation is so intense it makes my vision flicker. There’s a blackness at the edges of my eyes, a roaring in my ears, like I’m about to pass out again—but I don’t. I am forced to be present for every second of it, every humiliating, ecstatic second.

Alex increases his pace, the table now shuddering with every thrust. I can feel his balls slap against the split of my pussy, heavy and insistent, and my own cunt is spasming with need. I am desperate to be filled everywhere, desperate to be used up, emptied out, left hollow and quivering.

Something snaps inside me. The world goes white, then red, then white again. I come, convulsing around Alex’s cock, the orgasm tearing through me like a live wire. I scream, I sob, I grind my hips back into him, desperate for more. I am nothing but my body, nothing but empty need. I can feel every pulse of my asshole clamping down on him, can feel my cunt dripping, can feel the shame and the catharsis and the wild, helpless joy of it all mixing together until I can’t separate them.

Alex doesn’t stop. He keeps fucking me through the climax, hands bruising my hips, cock rutting in and out of my ass until I’m sure I will die from it. My body is limp, but my nerves are still firing, still raw and exposed, every inch of me on edge.

I am aware, dimly, of the doctor’s hand stroking my hair, his voice gentle in my ear, telling me what a good doll I am, how well I take it, how this is what I was built for.

The words prick at the last shreds of my dignity.

Alex starts to slow, his thrusts growing ragged, desperate. I can feel him swelling, feel every twitch and pulse in the thick root of his cock. The anticipation is exquisite and excruciating; I want it, need it, dread it. I am suspended at the edge, waiting for the final violation, for the moment he loses control inside me.

But then, with a click, the doctor activates the remote again. My body unlocks all at once. I can move. I can breathe. I can scream. The shock of sudden freedom is almost as intense as the abuse itself. I gasp, sucking in air, and immediately start to rock my hips back against Alex, meeting his thrusts with wild, desperate movements.

The doctor leans closer, his glasses catching the overhead lights. “Are you enjoying this?” he asks, in the same cold, clinical tone.

“Yes, sir,” I answer, and it’s not even a lie anymore. I am wrecked, broken open, and I want more.

"What do you want?"

The doctor waits, patient and motionless, with the tablet balanced on his thigh and his thumb poised over the record button. I know the red LED is blinking, capturing my humiliation in high-definition audio and video. My voice sounds strange to me in this state—raw, stripped of everything but want. The words spill out in a breathless, throaty gasp, as if I’m still learning how to speak: “To please you. To be fucked. To be a good doll.”

Alex’s hand twitches where it clamps around my hip, the fingers now digging in hard enough to leave crescent-moon impressions in my skin. I can feel the tremor in his thighs behind me, the way his body vibrates with a need that mirrors my own, but he keeps himself in check. No movement. No sound but the ragged gasp of his breath and the obscene, wet noise where his cock is buried inside me.

I can tell he’s close. I can feel every fraction of it—the way he flexes deeper, the way his balls tighten and draw up, the way his cock seems to thicken even further, stretching me to the brink.

“She’s close,” Alex intones, voice gruff and low. It sounds almost reverent.

“Stop,” the doctor says.

Instantly, Alex freezes. The command is absolute. My own body tries to finish the motion, tries to rock forward, but he holds me down, preventing even that solace. I am impaled and helpless, my own muscles locked in a tremor of denied release, my breath coming in shallow, whimpering gasps.

It isn’t just the absence of movement—it’s the absence of everything. Every nerve in my body screams for stimulation, for friction, for the violence of being used, and all I am allowed is the memory of it, the echo of sensation. My cunt throbs with emptiness, my asshole spasms around the intrusive girth, desperate for motion. I am a marionette suspended at the apex of need, strings pulled taut, unable to complete the arc.

The doctor’s silhouette looms over me, half-concealed by the dazzle of surgical lights. I can’t see his eyes but I can imagine the hunger in them, the way he catalogues every nuance of my desperation.

“Please,” I say, and the word escapes me before I even know I am going to speak. I am begging now, truly begging, and there is no artifice left.

He lets the silence stretch, a deliberate cruelty. Alex’s cock throbs inside me, hot and alive, a constant reminder of what I cannot have.

“Please what?” the doctor asks, softly, as if he is genuinely curious about the answer.

“Please let me come, sir.” My voice is broken, shaky, but the words are as precise as a blade.

The doctor doesn’t answer right away. Instead, he leans in, the faint scent of latex and antiseptic enveloping me as his face moves into my line of sight. His gaze is pitiless, curious, analytical. “And why should I?” he asks.

My mind scrambles for the right answer. There’s only one, really, and it’s the one I’ve been programmed to give, the one that echoes in my bones and in the wet, desperate heat between my legs.

“Because I’m a good doll,” I say. “Because I exist to please you. Because my pleasure belongs to you.”

The words feel like a spell, a ritual incantation, echoing through the cracked shell of my mind. The instant I say them, something clicks—emotional, physical, neurological—and I am remade in the shape of their approval. I am reduced to bare function, all instinct and programming, stripped of complication and contradiction. My body is no longer just my own: it is a specimen, a thing for study and use, a puppet jerked by invisible strings. I float on the certainty of their desire, buffeted by need, my thoughts collapsing into a single, crystalline imperative: obey.

The doctor raises one eyebrow, the barest ripple of satisfaction on his face, and taps at the tablet with a surgeon’s precision. “Excellent verbal compliance during arousal. Cognitive function appears intact but non-resistant. Alex, bring her to climax.”

I don’t even have time to brace myself. Alex’s hand is back between my legs, this time with no preamble, no softening touch, just the hard pressure of his fingers attacking my clit. The sensation is overwhelming, brutal, a mixture of pain and pleasure that spikes my awareness until I am nothing but nerves and trembling muscle. I buck against his hand, hips jerking involuntarily, my ass still impaled on his cock. The humiliation is sharp, electric. I am sobbing, screaming, laughing and begging in the same breath.

Alex’s other hand is on my throat, not squeezing, but holding me steady, pinning me to the moment. I feel the heat of his breath against the back of my neck, the animal growl rising in his chest. My vision blurs, my thoughts scatter, and I am swept up in the tidal wave of sensation. The orgasm hits me so hard I nearly black out. My body convulses, all muscle and sinew fraying at the edges, every synapse alight with desperate, blinding pleasure.

“Good girl,” Alex murmurs, and for a moment I am nothing but that—just a good girl, a perfect doll, a perfect hole.

I want to collapse into the aftermath, but he doesn’t let up. His fingers are relentless, milking the aftershocks, driving me higher and higher. It’s not pleasure anymore; it’s violence, a stripping away of self, a breaking down of boundaries until I am raw, exposed, and utterly helpless.

“Again,” the doctor says. He doesn’t raise his voice, but the command flattens me.

Alex’s fingers dig in. I try to beg, to protest, to say anything, but my mouth won’t cooperate. The word dies on my tongue, replaced by a strangled moan. The second orgasm rips through me before the first has even finished, a chain reaction that leaves me shaking, breathless, blinded by tears. I can feel my heart hammering in my chest, a wild animal caged in bone.

“Heart rate one-sixty,” Alex says, voice flat, clinical. “She’s shaking.”

“Cognitive state?” the doctor asks, pen poised.

“Unclear. She tried to speak but couldn’t,” Alex answers.

There’s another click—soft, almost imperceptible, like a camera shutter. Suddenly, something in me dims. Not my awareness, exactly. I am still here, still feeling everything, but the part of me that resists—the stubborn, clawing, fighting part—softens, folds in on itself, becomes a distant echo. I exist at the surface, reduced to sensation and reflex, my willpower disassembled molecule by molecule.

Alex’s hand stays between my legs, fingers gliding along the slick, abused flesh. Any other time, I would have recoiled, but my body has stopped listening to me. There is only the command: to take, to feel, to obey.

He starts again. The rhythm is merciless, faster and harder each time, the friction almost unbearable. There is no cooldown, no mercy. I am little more than a twitching bundle of nerve endings, trapped in the electric storm of his attention. I don’t try to speak now. The urge is still there, faint and fluttering, but it’s drowned out by the urgency of sensation.

The doctor leans in. “Verbal response,” he prompts.

“Please,” I hear myself say. “Please, sir. More. Harder. Use me. Fuck me.”

The words come automatically. I don’t have to think about them. I am only a conduit for need, for their instruction, for the empty space I am meant to fill. My voice is high and thin, edged with hysteria, but even I can hear the eagerness in it: a desperate, hungry want that is no longer entirely mine.

Alex groans behind me, low and guttural, his hands clamping down on my thighs. He moves with a new urgency, his cock pistoning in and out of my ass in savage, bruising thrusts. The table beneath me shudders with every impact. I feel myself sliding forward, my face mashed into the cold steel, but he hauls me back each time, making sure there is no escape, no reprieve.

“She’s close again,” Alex warns.

The doctor’s glasses flash in the surgical light. “Let her come,” he says.

Alex’s hand slips between us, his fingers zeroing in on my clit with obscene accuracy. The first touch is enough to send me over the edge. I come again, this time so hard and so unexpectedly that I scream, the sound bouncing off the sterile walls and echoing back at me. My body locks up, muscles seizing, and for a moment I am sure I will die from it. The pleasure is so total, so absolute, that it shatters me. I am vapor, I am ruin, I am nothing.

But I am also watching from a distance, floating above the wreckage of my own body. There is a strange detachment to the sensation now, as if the orgasm is happening to someone else and I am simply witnessing it. I see my muscles clench, my back arch, my mouth open in a voiceless wail. I am not entirely there—some part of me is missing, or perhaps just asleep.

Click.

There’s a shift, a sudden return to partial clarity. The edges of my vision sharpen. My thoughts try to swim to the surface, but they are thick with confusion and exhaustion. I am aware of my body, raw and sticky and trembling, still impaled on Alex’s cock, still leaking around him, but I am also aware of the doctor’s eyes on me, cataloguing my every reaction.

“Cognitive state?” the doctor asks again.

Alex responds without hesitation. “Responsive, but diminished. She’s compliant.”

“Good. This is the ideal situation. Fully aroused under any circumstances.”

The words are both comfort and threat. I want to deny them, but I can’t. They have become the oxygen I breathe.

“Do you want this?” the doctor asks, more gently this time, as if genuinely seeking my consent.

“Yes, sir. I want this,” I say. The words spill out before I can even grasp their meaning. They sound true, but I know they are not.

“Do you want him to stop?”

I open my mouth. The answer comes on reflex, clean and bright as a scalpel. “No, sir. Please don’t stop.”

The words are mine and not mine. I want them, and I don’t. The meaning is programmed, but the ache behind them is real.

Alex fucks me with renewed purpose. I feel every inch of him, every movement, every pulse of blood in his cock as it stretches me open. I am slick with sweat and tears and my own fluids, a living wound, but there is a kind of peace in this state. The need to struggle is gone. There is only the rhythm, the surrender, the certainty that this is my purpose.

Alex spills inside me again.

“Put her on the table. You’ll need to recover before we put her through the next phase. Good work, Alex. We can engage rest mode.”

The world goes black before I can finish my next thought.
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Click.

The world doesn’t go dark this time.

It goes away.

Not sleep. Not unconsciousness. Something else. Something that feels like being folded up and put in a drawer, still aware but compressed, distant, stored.

Time becomes meaningless.

I exist in a space between thoughts, where sensation is muted and memory doesn’t quite form. I am aware that I am aware, but the awareness is thin, stretched, like a single thread pulled too tight.

Click.

The world rushes back.

Light. Ceiling tiles. The familiar hum of fluorescent bulbs.

I’m lying on something soft. A bed, maybe. Or a padded table. My body feels strange—clean, but wrong. There’s a tightness around my hips, a bulk between my legs that shouldn’t be there.

I try to move my head and I can’t. The room comes into focus.

White walls. Medical equipment. The doctor standing near a counter, reviewing something on a tablet. Alex is beside him, arms crossed, watching me with that same clinical interest.

I try to assess my body.

Clean. I’m clean. The sweat is gone. The fluids. The evidence of what they did.

Someone washed me. Again.

The thought makes my stomach turn, but the nausea doesn’t quite land. It hovers, distant, like everything else.

And then I feel it.

The bulk between my legs.

Soft. Padded. Wrapped snugly around my hips.

No.

No, no, no—

I try to sit up, to look down, to see what I already know is there, but I’m paralyzed.

A diaper.

White. Thick. Fastened securely around my waist with tabs that look industrial, medical-grade.

I’m wearing a diaper.

The horror is immediate and visceral, a wave of humiliation so intense it feels like drowning. My hands move—not by my command, but they move—and rest gently on my thighs, palms down, fingers relaxed.

I want to tear it off.

I want to scream.

I want to curl into a ball and disappear.

But my body sits perfectly still, breathing steady, face blank.

“Ah, good,” the doctor says, glancing up from his tablet. “You’re awake.”

He approaches, unhurried, and stops a few feet from the bed. His expression is pleasant, professional. Like we’re discussing a routine checkup.

“How are you feeling?” he asks, clicking the remote.

My mouth opens.

“I feel well, sir. Thank you for asking.”

The words are automatic, cheerful, completely divorced from the screaming inside my skull.

The doctor nods, satisfied. “Excellent. It’s time to test your Sustain Mode.”

Sustain Mode.

The words land like stones.

“You’ll notice,” he continues, gesturing toward my lower half, “that we’ve placed you in a diaper. This is a necessary component for this test.”

He says it so casually. Like he’s explaining a software update.

He continues, tapping his tablet. “We need to ensure waste elimination without requiring external facilities. Sustain mode prevents any attempt at self-neglect. You cannot refuse to eat, drink, or eliminate. Even self-destruction through neglect would constitute disobedience.”

Self-destruction through neglect.

He’s thought of everything.

“Some buyers,” he adds, almost conversationally, “prefer to keep their dolls in diapers full-time. It simplifies care and reinforces dependency. There’s also a setting—” he taps the tablet again, “—where elimination can be triggered automatically at random intervals or by remote control. For buyers who find that aesthetically or psychologically appealing.”

He’s talking about making me piss myself on command. Or without command. Just... randomly.

Like a broken toy.

“For today’s testing,” the doctor says, “we’ll be evaluating your compliance with basic sustenance protocols. Alex will handle the feeding while I monitor and adjust parameters as needed.”

Feeding.

Alex steps forward, and I see it now—the bottle in his hand.

It’s not a baby bottle, not quite. It’s larger, medical-grade, with a silicone nipple and measurement markings along the side. The liquid inside is pale, beige, opaque.

Nutritional formula, probably.

“Let’s begin,” the doctor says. “Sit up.”

I do as I’m told.

Alex sits on the edge of the bed, close enough that I can smell him—soap and sweat and something faintly chemical. He holds the bottle up, angling it toward my face.

“Open,” he says.

I don’t want to.

My jaw stays closed. My lips pressed tight.

For one brief, shining moment, I think I’ve won. I think I’ve found a crack in the programming, a place where I can still resist.

And then the doctor raises the remote.

Click.

My mouth opens. Not slowly. Not reluctantly. It just opens, lips parting, jaw dropping, tongue flattening to make room.

Alex slides the nipple into my mouth. The taste is immediate—bland, slightly sweet, with a chalky aftertaste that coats my tongue. I want to gag, to spit it out, to bite down on the nipple and make him pull away.

But I don’t.

I can’t.

“Suck,” Alex says.

And I do. My cheeks hollow. My tongue presses against the nipple. The liquid flows into my mouth, warm and thick, and I swallow automatically, rhythmically, like a machine designed for this exact purpose.

“Good,” the doctor murmurs, watching the tablet. “Intake rate is optimal. No resistance.”

Because I can’t resist. I’m sucking on a bottle like an infant, and I can’t stop.

Alex adjusts his grip, tilting the bottle higher to keep the flow steady. His other hand rests on my shoulder, not restraining, just... there. A reminder that he’s in control.

“How does it taste?” he asks, and there’s a hint of amusement in his voice.

I can’t answer. My mouth is full. But the question hangs there, mocking. The liquid keeps coming. I keep swallowing. My throat works mechanically, efficiently, and I feel the formula settling heavy in my stomach.

I want to cry.

I want to scream.

I want to knock the bottle away and run.

But my body sits perfectly still, sucking obediently, and my face remains blank.

“Halfway,” Alex notes, checking the markings.

Halfway.

I’ve already consumed half the bottle, and I didn’t even realize it.

The doctor steps closer, observing. “Emotional response?”

“Elevated heart rate,” Alex says. “But no physical resistance.”

“Good. Continue.”

The nipple stays in my mouth. The liquid keeps flowing. I keep swallowing. My stomach feels full now, uncomfortably so, but the sensation is distant, muted. Like it’s happening to someone else.

“Three-quarters,” Alex says.

I can feel it now—the pressure in my abdomen, the heaviness, the way my body is processing the intake. It’s too much. I don’t want any more.

But I keep sucking.

“Almost done,” Alex says, and there’s something almost gentle in his tone. Like he’s encouraging a child. The last of the liquid drains from the bottle. Alex pulls the nipple from my mouth, and I feel a thin line of formula on my lower lip.

He wipes it away with his thumb.

“Good girl,” he says.

The words make me want to vomit. But my mouth opens instead.

“Thank you, sir,” I hear myself say. “Thank you for feeding me.”

The doctor makes a note on his tablet. “Verbal compliance excellent. Gratitude response unprompted.”

Because the programming runs so deep now that I don’t even need to be told to thank them.

Alex sets the bottle aside and stands. “What’s next?”

The doctor glances at his tablet. “Elimination testing.”

No.

No, please—

“She should felel the effects of the formula by now,” the doctor continues. “It’s designed to accelerate digestive processing. We’ll observe her response to the need to eliminate and measure compliance.”

Accelerate digestive processing.

They planned for this. And now I feel it—a low, building pressure in my bladder. Faint at first, but growing.

I can hold it.

I can—

“She’s aware of the need,” the doctor observes, watching me. “Physiological indicators are clear. Elevated pulse. Micro-expressions of distress.”

I’m not showing distress. I’m sitting perfectly still. But he can see it anyway.

“Let’s give her a moment,” the doctor says. “I want to observe how long she attempts to resist.”

Because it’s a given that I’ll fail.

The pressure builds. It’s not urgent yet, but it’s there, a constant reminder that my body has needs I can’t ignore.

I focus on controlling it. On holding it. On proving that I still have this one thing, this one tiny piece of autonomy.

Minutes pass.

The pressure increases.

My breathing stays steady, controlled by the programming, but inside I’m starting to panic.

I can’t do this.

I can’t use the diaper.

I won’t.

“Heart rate increasing,” Alex notes. “She’s fighting it.”

“Expected,” the doctor says. “The psychological resistance to elimination is significant. But the body has limits.”

He’s right.

I know he’s right.

The pressure is becoming pain now, a sharp, insistent ache that demands attention.

I try to shift my weight, to find a position that eases it, but my body doesn’t respond. I sit perfectly still, hands on my thighs, posture upright.

“She can’t hold it indefinitely,” the doctor says. “The formula ensures that. But let’s not wait for natural failure.”

He raises the remote.

Please, no—

Click.

Something releases inside me. The muscles I’ve been clenching, the ones holding everything in, suddenly relax. Not gradually. Not gently.

All at once.

I feel the warmth spread through the diaper, the wetness soaking into the padding, the humiliation so complete and total that it feels like my entire sense of self is dissolving.

I’m wetting myself.

I can’t stop.

The diaper swells, growing heavier, warmer, and I feel every second of it. The padding presses against my skin, wet and shameful, and I want to die.

I want to disappear.

I want to stop existing.

But I keep sitting there, perfectly still, while my body betrays me in the most fundamental way possible.

The flow finally stops. The diaper is soaked.

I am soaked.

And I’m still sitting here, hands on my thighs, face blank, like nothing happened.

“Elimination complete,” the doctor notes, making another entry on his tablet. “Full release. No voluntary control.”

No voluntary control.

Because he took it from me.

“Diaper capacity is adequate,” Alex observes, leaning closer to inspect. “No leakage.”

They’re discussing my piss-soaked diaper like it’s a product feature.

“Excellent,” the doctor says. “Now let’s test the verbal component.”

He taps the remote.

Click.

“Do you need to be changed?” the doctor asks.

My mouth opens.

“Yes, sir,” I say. “Please change me.”

The words are clear, polite, completely sincere. I sound like I’m asking for help with something reasonable. Not begging to be cleaned after pissing myself like an infant.

“Why do you need to be changed?” the doctor prompts.

“I’m wet, sir,” I say. “I need to be clean.”

The humiliation is so intense it feels physical, like a weight pressing down on my chest. But my voice stays steady. Calm. Grateful, even.

“Good,” the doctor says. “Alex, proceed with the change.”

Alex moves to a nearby cabinet and retrieves supplies—wipes, powder, a fresh diaper. Infantilizing.

Alex unfastens the tabs of the soaked diaper and pulls it open. The smell hits immediately—sharp, acrid, unmistakable.

I want to close my eyes.

I want to turn my head.

But I stare straight up at the ceiling, blinking softly, while Alex wipes me clean.

His touch is efficient, clinical. But the smirk tells me he’s enjoying it. He wipes between my legs, along my thighs, making sure every trace is gone.

Then he lifts my hips—I don’t help, but I don’t resist either, my body limp and cooperative—and slides the soiled diaper out from under me. The fresh one goes on just as smoothly. He fastens the tabs snugly, adjusting the fit, and then steps back.

“All clean,” he announces.

The doctor nods. “Verbal response.”

My mouth opens.

“Thank you, sir,” I say. “Thank you for changing me.”

I sound like I mean it.

“Some buyers,” the doctor says, still making notes, “prefer to leave their dolls in soiled diapers for extended periods. It reinforces dependency and submission. Others prefer the random elimination setting—unexpected, uncontrollable. It adds an element of unpredictability that some find appealing.”

He’s talking about features. Options. Ways to make this worse.

“For now,” he continues, “we’ve confirmed that Sustain Mode parameters are optimal. She can be fed, hydrated, and maintained without voluntary participation. Even her most basic bodily functions are now under external control.”

I can’t even piss without permission.

“That test is complete.,” the doctor says, lowering the tablet. “We’ll move to the next phase: Obedience and Resistance Elimination. That’s where we’ll refine her compliance under conflicting instructions and measure her hesitation thresholds.”

He looks at me, still lying on the bed in a fresh diaper, and smiles.

“You’re doing beautifully,” he says.

And my mouth opens.

“Thank you, sir,” I say.

The words come out warm, sincere, full of gratitude.
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They move me to a different room.

Not the surgical suite. Not the examination table.

This room is smaller, more intimate. There’s a padded mat on the floor, cameras mounted in three corners, and a chair positioned against the far wall where the doctor settles with his tablet.

Alex stands near the center of the room, arms crossed, watching me with that same hungry expression he wore when he fucked me.

I’m still wearing the diaper.

Still naked except for that.

The doctor taps his screen. “The next phase focuses on compliance optimization,” he says, voice calm and measured. “We’ll be testing your response to conflicting commands, delayed execution, and resistance suppression protocols. The goal is to eliminate hesitation entirely and establish a clear authority hierarchy.”

Eliminate hesitation.

My stomach twists.

“Stand,” the doctor says.

My body obeys before I can think. I rise smoothly, hands at my sides, posture perfect.

“Good,” he says. “Now, we’ll begin with a simple test. Alex will give you one instruction. I will give you another. Let’s see what happens.”

My heart rate spikes.

I don’t know what to do with that information.

I don’t know what I’m supposed to—

“Touch yourself,” the doctor says.

At the exact same moment, Alex says, “Kneel and suck my cock.”

I freeze.

My body locks up, caught between two commands, two vectors pulling in opposite directions. My hands twitch at my sides. My knees start to bend, then stop. My mind scrambles, trying to parse which instruction to follow, which one takes priority, which one will hurt less if I disobey.

But I can’t choose.

I can’t move.

“Hesitation detected,” the doctor says, making a note. “Latency: four-point-two seconds. Significant.”

Alex steps closer. “She’s stuck,” he says, almost amused.

“Expected,” the doctor replies. “She has no hierarchy framework yet. She doesn’t know who to obey.”

He taps his screen.

Click.

Something shifts inside me—a sudden clarity, a new rule written into the architecture of my thoughts.

Doctor’s commands override assistant’s.

It’s not a choice. It’s a fact. A law. As immutable as gravity.

My hands move.

I reach down, fingers sliding over the front of the diaper, pressing against myself through the thick padding. The sensation is muted, distant, but my body responds anyway, a flicker of heat building despite the humiliation.

“Good,” the doctor says. “Hierarchy established. She prioritized my command.”

Alex watches, his expression unreadable. “And if I give her a command now?”

“She’ll obey you,” the doctor says, “unless I countermand it.”

Alex smiles. “Understood.”

He steps closer, close enough that I can smell him—sweat and something sharper, chemical. “Stop touching yourself,” he says.

My hands drop immediately.

“Kneel.”

My knees bend. I lower myself onto the mat, the diaper crinkling loudly in the silence.

“Open your mouth.”

My jaw parts. My tongue rests against my lower teeth. I stare straight ahead, not at him, not at anything, just waiting.

Alex studies me, arms crossed, boots planted wide on the mat. He reminds me of a bouncer at a low-rent club, except his eyes are the only things that move—tracking every slight shiver, every micro-expression, devouring my discomfort. The doctor sits behind his tablet, stylus poised, always the observer, always the architect of my next undoing.

“She’s compliant,” Alex says, breaking the silence. His voice is a little rough, still tinged with the memory of his hands on me, his cock inside me. He looks at the doctor as if seeking approval, or maybe just confirmation of my new state.

“For now,” the doctor replies, his gaze never leaving the tablet. “Let’s test her limits.” He makes a few quick notations, then glances up, eyes flicking over my trembling, diapered body. “Begin again.”

He taps his screen.

“Touch yourself,” he says, tone as casual as if he’s instructing an intern to fetch coffee.

The command bypasses my brain. My hand slides down, tracing the now-familiar path across my belly, the elastic waistband, the thick padding between my legs. The sensation is blunt and humbling. My body is so eager to follow instructions that my fingers tremble against the diaper, seeking out even a shred of sensation, some hint of pleasure through the barrier. My face burns, but I can’t look away from the doctor.

“Wait,” he adds, right as my hand makes contact.

The word crashes through me like an iron wall. My body freezes, muscles locked. My hand hovers less than a centimeter from the diaper, fingers curled like claws and shaking with effort. The urge to continue is overwhelming, a tidal wave of humiliation and need that presses against my frozen limbs. My mind screams at my hand to obey, to finish the motion, but the command to wait is absolute. I am paralyzed, trembling, my breath coming in ragged little sobs.

The anticipation is a torture all its own, worse than the eventual act, worse than the humiliation, worse than the knowledge that there is no escape. I’m aware of time stretching, dilating, measured in increments of pain and humiliation. The doctor’s face is impassive. Alex’s is not—there’s a tightness to his jaw, a gleam in his eyes that tells me he likes this, he likes watching me squirm.

Seconds turn into small eternities.

Five.

Ten.

Fifteen.

The discomfort is exquisite, a crescendo of need and shame that builds and builds until I almost black out from the pressure of holding myself so perfectly still.

“Now,” the doctor says, as if rewarding a dog.

My hand drops, slamming into the padding with more force than intended. A whimper escapes me, high and desperate, half relief and half self-loathing. I rub myself, hard, and the friction is both a balm and a fresh wound. I hate that it feels like relief. I hate that my body interprets obedience as safety, that the only comfort left to me is the comfort of having no choice at all. My hand moves in slow, jerky circles, and I can feel Alex’s eyes on me, drinking it in.

“Latency minimal,” the doctor notes, voice flat. “She held position without deviation.” There’s a hint of satisfaction in the way he clicks his stylus against the tablet. I am a data point, a successful iteration, a step closer to whatever fucked-up endpoint they’re aiming for.

“Let’s try something harder,” Alex says, and there’s a challenge in his tone, as if he wants to see me break for real.

The doctor nods once. “Agreed.”

Alex moves to stand directly in front of me, looming large, the shadow of his body blocking out even the harsh light from the ceiling. His hands go to his belt, the metal buckle making a small, intimate sound as he works it open. He unzips his pants, and his cock emerges—thick and heavy, still slick from earlier, twitching with anticipation.

“Open wider,” Alex says, voice gentle but implacable.

My jaw drops, muscles stretching, the ache of compliance settling into the hinge of bone and tendon. My mouth is open so wide it hurts. My tongue lolls out, as if straining to meet him halfway. The taste of humiliation floods my senses, thick and metallic.

“Wait,” the doctor says.

The word is a detonator in my brain. I freeze again, mouth gaping, tongue extended, every muscle in my face straining to hold the position. There is no movement. There is only the ache, the humiliation, and the raw, primal need to finish the action. My mind is a howl of conflict—obedience wars with anticipation, shame wars with need. I can see my reflection in Alex’s eyes: a girl kneeling, diapered, mouth slack with need and waiting for the next order.

The seconds drag out, each one a new spike of pain, a new layer of humiliation. My jaw begins to throb. Saliva gathers in thick ropes beneath my tongue, threatening to drip down my chin. I want to close my mouth, to swallow, to do anything other than wait, but I can’t. The command is law.

“Now,” the doctor says.

The release is volcanic. Alex thrusts forward, filling my mouth instantly, his cock hitting the back of my throat in one savage motion. I gag, eyes watering, but there’s no escape. His hand clamps down on the back of my head, holding me in place, fucking my mouth with an intensity that leaves no room for resistance, no space for thought.

I can’t breathe.

Each thrust buries him deeper, choking off every gasp of air, every attempt to pull away. My world narrows to the sensation of being used, of my body reduced to a single function: to take, to obey, to be filled. The familiar panic rises, but it’s dampened by the certainty that there’s no other way. The command is still active. The only way out is through.

“Gag reflex still present,” the doctor notes, unconcerned. “But she’s not resisting.”

Because I can’t. Because the new rules have overwritten the old ones. My body is a puppet, my mind a slow, drowning passenger.

Alex finally pulls out, and I collapse forward, coughing and sucking in air, my throat raw and burning. My vision blurs with tears. The taste of him lingers, sharp and bitter, a signature I can’t erase.

He’s barely finished unzipping before the next test begins.

“Good girl,” Alex says, and the words make my stomach twist, but my clit throbs at the praise. I hate myself for this, but I can’t undo the response. The doctor catches the micro expression on my face, logs it with a quick tap.

“Let’s escalate the protocol,” he says. “We’ll introduce conflicting instructions in rapid succession.”

He looks to Alex. “This time, you’ll issue the primary command. I’ll countermand.”

Alex nods, stepping back just enough to let me see his face, but not enough to let me forget the power dynamic.

“Kneel,” he commands.

My knees bend, lowering me to the mat, the diaper squishing and shifting beneath my weight. The position is degrading, but the act of obeying is worse: it feels good to be told what to do. The realization is a spike of shame, a poison that settles deep.

The doctor waits until I am fully down, then says, “Stand.”

The counter-command derails me. For one perfect second, I glitch—my knees are bent but my body tries to rise, a marionette on tangled strings. The effort to comply with both commands at once is too much. My muscles seize and I topple forward, catching myself with my hands. I end up on all fours, ass in the air, frozen between two contradictory instructions.

Alex laughs. It’s not mocking, exactly—more like admiration. “Did you see that?” he says.

“Interesting,” the doctor replies, already analyzing. “Latency spike. Complete breakdown of prioritization. She’s caught in a conflict loop.”

I can feel my body trembling, caught in this impossible state, unable to resolve itself. Sweat runs down my back. My breath is sharp and shallow. I am stuck, helpless, completely at their mercy.

The doctor taps his screen. There’s a click, and suddenly the world reorders itself. The doctor’s words have a new weight.

“Stand,” he says again.

The command cleaves through me, and I lurch upright, the diaper sagging between my legs, the taste of Alex still hot in my mouth. My limbs shake with effort, but I manage to plant my feet, chin up, eyes forward.

“Sit,” the doctor says.

I drop immediately to the mat, legs folded beneath me, hands in my lap.

Alex circles me, studying every flinch, every spasm. “She’s learning fast,” he says, almost reverently.

“She’s not learning,” the doctor corrects. “She’s being restructured. The hierarchy is hardwired now.”

The doctor taps his screen. “Now we’ll test resistance suppression. This is where the feedback protocols become active.”

Feedback protocols.

I don’t like the sound of that.

“Touch yourself,” the doctor says. “Make yourself wet.”

The words are a trigger. My hand moves before I can even process what’s happening, a marionette limb compelled by some external puppeteer. The sound of the order is still bouncing around the room, echoing in my ears, when my fingers find the waistband of the diaper and slip inside—deep enough that the thick plastic crinkles loudly, sharp enough that I feel the heat of my own embarrassment radiate up my face.

I don’t want to do this. There are a thousand layers of denial between my conscious mind and my moving body, and every one of them is ignored. My fingers push through the padding, seeking out my clit, and I can feel the sick truth of my own arousal blooming despite my revulsion. The friction is weird, muffled at first, but the urgency of the order intensifies every sensation. The humiliation is a second skin, wrapping me tighter than the diaper ever could.

But I’m not allowed to stop, am I? That’s the point. I rub harder, desperate to prove to them—no, to the program, to whatever is running my body now—that I am a good subject. Compliance equals survival. The logic is simple. Every part of me aches to resist, and every part of me is overridden.

“Stop,” Alex says, voice cold and almost bored.

Instantly, my hand is a dead thing. I can’t move it, can’t even twitch a finger. The inertia is so total that I almost lose my balance, my body suddenly deprived of its singular purpose. Panic claws up my throat.

And then the pressure starts.

It’s not pain, not in the conventional sense. It’s a sensation like someone is inflating a balloon inside my skull, a slow, deliberate expansion at first, until it hits the boundaries of my brain and keeps going. My vision narrows. My field of awareness shrinks to a pinhole. Every second the balloon grows, the pressure escalates, and the world outside my head ceases to exist.

“Resistance detected,” the doctor says, as if reading out a weather forecast. “Applying corrective feedback.”

Suddenly the balloon isn’t a balloon—it’s a vice. Metal jaws clamp down around my temples, squeezing, compressing, until I’m sure something inside will burst. My thoughts flutter like moths hitting a bug zapper, each spark another failed attempt at free will. I want to scream, but my mouth is locked, jaw fused shut by the same oppressive force. I want to move, to run, to do anything other than kneel here with my hand stuck to my crotch and my mind reduced to static.

I can’t think, can’t breathe. The only sensation left is the crushing, absolute pressure. I’m drowning inside my own skull.

“She’s hesitating,” Alex says, voice as detached as ever. Maybe he’s impressed. Maybe he’s bored. I can’t tell anymore.

“Correct,” the doctor replies, stylus tapping lightly against his tablet. “The system is designed to eliminate that.”

The vice tightens. My eyes water, vision smearing the sterile walls and the looming silhouettes of the two men into a single, juddering blur. My body is shaking, but I can’t feel my limbs. The only thing I feel is the pressure, and the knowledge—deep, molecular, unarguable—that I have failed some unspoken test.

I want to beg. I want to plead for mercy, for release, for death, for anything. But the system doesn’t care about desire, only about compliance.

The pressure builds and builds, until I feel my consciousness flicker at the edges, like a bad TV signal about to go black.

“Touch yourself,” the doctor repeats.

The command cuts through the haze like a blade. Suddenly the pressure is gone. Not eased, not lessened—gone. The silence inside my skull is so profound I nearly scream from the contrast. My hand jerks forward, back into motion, and the relief of movement is so intense I almost come on the spot.

I gasp, sucking in air, my body trembling with the aftershocks of whatever just happened. My fingers rub my clit in slow, mechanical circles, and I hate how easily my body slides back into the rhythm, how simple it is to fall in line. Wetness coats my fingers, shame and arousal inseparable now. I can feel Alex watching, can hear the doctor’s stylus tapping out my performance metrics.

“Feedback successful,” the doctor says. “Hesitation eliminated.”

I am shuddering, every muscle vibrating with terror and desperate relief. I don’t want to stop. I don’t want to start. I don’t want to exist at all, but the only thing that matters is the command: touch yourself. So I do.

“She’s learning,” Alex says, his voice low and hungry.

“Quickly,” the doctor agrees. “Let’s escalate.”

I am still locked in place, hand working between my legs with a frantic, animal urgency. I’m not allowed to slow down, not allowed to stop. Every time my fingers even falter, the pressure flickers in the distance, a thundercloud waiting to strike. The pleasure and the threat are fused, a single, unbreakable circuit. I can’t tell where one ends and the other begins.

“Remove your hand,” Alex says.

The words are a trap. My body obeys, but the instant my fingers leave my clit, the pressure returns—ten times worse than before. I buckle, my vision going white at the edges, and I can feel myself slipping out of reality, consciousness unspooling into static.

“Return to stimulation,” the doctor orders, voice perfectly even.

My hand slams back between my legs, so hard it hurts. The pressure explodes outward, replaced by a sick, shimmering wave of pleasure that leaves me gasping. The humiliation is total. I am nothing but a machine, programmed to flick a switch between agony and ecstasy at their whim.

“Good,” the doctor says, logging data at lightning speed. “Let’s continue.”

I want to scream. I want to die. I want to come, but the thought of orgasm fills me with terror. What if that’s the next command? What if they tell me to stop right before it happens, and the feedback fries my brain? What if they tell me to never stop, and I’m left here, a perpetual motion machine of suffering and need?

“Put your other hand behind your head,” Alex commands.

My left hand, the one not currently employed in self-violation, snaps up and laces itself behind my skull. The shift pulls my shoulders back, arching my chest forward, exposing me even more. The diaper is sodden, the skin beneath burning with friction and want. I can’t believe I’m so wet, that my body is betraying me this completely.

“Slower,” the doctor says.

My hand reduces its speed, the circles gentler, more deliberate. The itch of pleasure intensifies, sharper with every pass. The threat of pressure is always there, hovering just out of reach, waiting to punish any failure.

I can’t keep track of time anymore. Minutes pass? Hours? It doesn’t matter. All that exists is the cycle: obey, resist, suffer, obey again. Each iteration rewires something deeper inside me, erasing more and more of what I used to be.

“Stop,” Alex orders.

The instant the word lands, I freeze. The pressure returns, instant and absolute. The pain is so intense I nearly black out, but I hold the position, perfectly still, because I know if I move it will only get worse.

“Resume,” the doctor says.

The pleasure returns, slamming into me like a tidal wave.

They run me through the sequence half a dozen more times, changing up the commands, layering in new humiliations. Sometimes they have me edge myself until I’m right on the verge of orgasm, then force me to stop. Sometimes they make me use both hands, or humiliate myself with filthy words, or crawl across the room while rubbing myself raw. Every time I hesitate, even for a millisecond, the feedback punishes me. Every time I obey, I am rewarded with a fleeting, poisonous hit of pleasure.

Eventually, I lose track of what’s real and what’s just the system puppeting my body. I am reduced to a bundle of conditioned reflexes, trained to respond instantly, perfectly, with no room for thought or resistance. My brain is a mess of melted synapses and broken pride.

“Do you want to orgasm?” the doctor asks, the question so cold and clinical it almost doesn’t register as real.

I don’t answer. I can’t. The pressure starts to build again.

“Yes,” I choke out, voice hoarse and barely audible.

“Yes, what?” Alex says.

“Yes, sir.” The words taste like ash.

“Permission denied,” the doctor says, and the pressure triples. My body convulses, desperate for release, but denied at the last possible second. The disappointment is radioactive, burning through every nerve ending.

They run the denial cycle again. And again. And again, until I am weeping, begging, promising anything if they will just let me finish. My hand is slick with my own fluids, my thighs shaking so hard I can barely kneel.
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“Let’s try something harder. I suspect we’ll get more resistance with this.”

No.

Please, no.

There is a beat of silence, a silence that crackles with anticipation. I try, desperately, to hide inside it, to become invisible, to retreat into some untouched corner of myself. But there is nothing left to retreat into; I am a raw, exposed node of sensation, hyperaware, unable to block out the electric tension in the air.

“Wet your diaper,” the doctor says.

The words are surgical, dissecting me down to whatever tiny sliver of dignity I have managed to preserve.

My body tenses. Every muscle in my abdomen contracts at once. I can’t. I won’t. The phrase loops through my mind like a desperate prayer, but it means less with every repetition, is already dissolving in the chemical soup of fear, humiliation, and need.

I just—can’t.

The pressure returns, sharper this time. If the last time felt like a balloon inflating, this is a spike driven through my brainstem, cold and hot at once, so cleanly targeted that it bypasses pain and becomes pure compulsion. I gasp. My vision goes white, an afterimage of the sterile lights above the table burned into my retinas. There is no air. No time. No world beyond this single, obliterating command.

“Resistance detected,” the doctor says. “Increasing feedback intensity.”

The heat escalates. It isn’t just in my head anymore. It snakes down my neck, through my shoulders, igniting every exposed inch of skin. My arms jerk away from my sides, fingers clawing the air. I am aware of the men watching me, aware of how my body writhes and trembles and submits itself for their observation, but I can’t do anything to stop it.

I can’t think.

I can’t breathe.

I can’t even scream.

“Wet your diaper,” the doctor repeats, and this time I feel the words like hands gripping my spine, twisting, demanding, leaving no room for hesitation.

My body obeys.

My urethra spasms in a humiliating, infantile rhythm. The flow is instant, and there is no resisting it now, no way to stop the flood once it begins. Warmth spreads, equal parts shame and relief. The padding swells beneath me, skin prickling with the bitter heat of exposure. The feeling is so overwhelming, so complete, that for a moment it’s all that exists.

“Compliance achieved,” the doctor notes. “Feedback duration: eight-point-three seconds.”

Eight seconds. It felt like an eternity.

I sag, shivering, the aftershocks of the feedback still twitching along my nerves. My mind is smeared with shame, unable to process what just happened. Part of me expects the pressure to come back, to punish me for my weakness, but there is only the lingering ache, the wetness soaking against my flesh, the terrible certainty that I have been successfully reprogrammed.

“She’s learning that resistance is painful,” Alex says, a note of satisfaction in his voice.

“Precisely,” the doctor replies, clicking his stylus with methodical precision. “We’re establishing the association.” His words are not for me. I am not meant to understand them. I am data, a mechanism, a variable in their research.

I want to vanish. I want to erase myself from this room, from this timeline, from the universe where this is my function. But I am still here, still kneeling, still wet, and I know that they are only getting started.

The doctor approaches, his shoes clicking on the tile. I hear the sound of latex snapping over his wrists as he dons a fresh pair of gloves. Something metallic shifts in his hands—a probe, a sensor, some clinical instrument designed to quantify my shame. He kneels beside me, and I feel the cool air on my thighs where the diaper has shifted, exposing slick, raw skin.

“Testing for secondary compliance markers,” he says. “Subject will remain still.”

I remain very, very still. My hands are clenched into fists at my sides, nails biting into my palms. I can feel the muscles in my stomach fluttering, trying to hold back tears, trying to hide the mortifying flood in my most private places.

The doctor slides the probe along my inner thigh, pressing it into the soaked padding with slow, deliberate force. I can hear the faint chime of data collection, the device recording temperature, moisture, pH, God knows what else. I am being catalogued, mapped, every bodily function subjected to scrutiny and measurement.

“Interesting,” he murmurs, tapping on his tablet. “There’s a marked increase in response latency after each feedback event.”

“Adaptation?” Alex asks.

“Or systemic sensitivity,” the doctor replies. “Either way, it’s optimal for conditioning. Let’s proceed to the next stage.”

The doctor withdraws, leaving me shivering in the wake of his attention. My skin crawls, as if the latex of his gloves has left a residue that seeps all the way into my bones.

Alex steps forward. He crouches to my level, his eyes level with mine, and for a moment I think I see something like pity. Or maybe it’s excitement. Or maybe it’s just the cold, predatory gaze of a man who has found a new toy and wants to see how it breaks.

“Do you understand the rule now?” he asks, his voice soft, almost gentle. His fingers reach out, not to hurt, but to tuck a damp strand of hair behind my ear. The tenderness makes it worse, makes me want to scream.

I nod. I nod because I am afraid of what will happen if I don’t. I nod because I want the pressure to stay away, because I want—God help me—to please him.

“Good girl,” Alex says, and the phrase detonates inside me, toxic and addictive. I can’t help the way my heart stutters, can’t help the way my breath shakes in my chest.

“Next, we'll look at her moods,” the doctor says, his voice a metronome of authority and expectation. There is no trace of surprise, no flicker of disgust at what he’s just commanded me to do. It’s as if he’s reading from a script, methodical and unflinching, his only concern the precision with which the experiment is performed. My brain is still singed from the last round, the echo of humiliation vibrating down my spine. I am kneeling, trembling, the wet diaper sagging between my legs, evidence of my absolute submission pooling against my skin. The air is cold but my body is on fire, equal parts shame and a gnawing, masochistic need to comply.

“Let’s test arousal compliance,” the doctor announces, inputting something into his device. I can see the reflection of the sterile room in his glasses, the twin glint of the monitors lining the far wall, all of them tracking my every biological twitch. My knees are burning against the tile, thighs sticky and raw, the heavy wetness of the diaper pressing up against my flesh. I feel like a brute animal, a thing engineered for nothing but obedience and shame.

“You must respond appropriately in any circumstance,” the doctor says, his voice almost gentle, as if he’s explaining math to a child. “You have permission to climax. In your wet diaper.”

My breath catches. My mind flails, trying to assemble the words into something that makes sense, but it’s all too much, too overwhelming. I can taste the electricity in the air, every nerve ending tuned to the possibility of pain.

“Touch yourself,” the doctor orders.

“Open your mouth,” Alex says, moving closer. I hear the metallic tick of his belt, the rasp of his zipper. “You’re going to suck my cock while you do it.”

The command is a bullet, clean and absolute. My jaw goes slack before I even realize I’m obeying. He steps forward, one hand at the back of my head, the other stroking himself to full hardness. He slides past my lips, the salt and heat of him crowding out the last of my dignity. My tongue moves automatically, tracing the contours, hollowing my cheeks. I feel the eyes on me, the gaze of the doctor and the presence of the camera, and my humiliation multiplies. I am being watched, catalogued, measured by the depth of my degradation.

The taste of Alex fills my mouth, thick and impossible to ignore. He holds my skull in his palm, fingers spread wide, controlling my rhythm, dictating every movement. My scalp aches where he grips my hair, but the ache is nothing compared to the burning in my pelvis, the residual sting of shame and the new, sick pulse of arousal. I move my hand between my legs, fingers trembling. The diaper is swollen, the inside slick with my own fluids, the heat nearly radioactive.

I begin to touch myself, at first tentatively, unsure if the compliance will trigger another shock, another punishment. But there is no pain this time. Only the sick, pulsing need to obey. My fingers press against the sodden padding, and the sensation is so obscene, so utterly filthy, that I whimper around Alex’s cock.

“That’s it,” the doctor says, observing me as if I’m a slide under his microscope. “Maintain oral contact. Increase stimulation.”

I do as I’m told, fingers working through the ruined mass of the diaper, kneading it against my clit. The stimulation is oddly perfect, the friction amplified by the soaked lining. I feel the urgency building, the muscles in my abdomen tightening, my breath coming in short, desperate snorts. Alex rocks his hips, slow and deliberate, his cock filling my mouth with every thrust. I want to gag, want to pull away, but the threat of retribution hovers in the air, a silent, invisible choke chain.

“Make her swallow it,” the doctor says, tone disturbingly casual.

Alex acknowledges with a murmur, tightening his grip and accelerating the pace. I can feel him swelling in my mouth, the inevitability of it. My eyes water, tears streaming down my cheeks, but I don’t stop. I can’t. I am utterly, perfectly compliant, a thing built for absorption and degradation.

When I climax, it is a catastrophe. The world narrows to a point of blazing white shame, every synapse firing in a perfect, terrible sequence. The diaper squelches against me, hot and overflowing, and I gasp around Alex’s cock, the sound barely audible over the thudding of my own heart. My body convulses, surrendering to the orgasm, and I lose all sense of my own boundaries. I am nothing but a vessel, a mouth, a ruined mess kneeling on the tile.

Alex comes then, hard and sudden, filling my throat with a salty flood. I swallow reflexively, desperate not to fail, desperate not to be punished. The taste is acrid and absolute, and I know that I will never be clean again.

I stay there, slack-jawed and gasping, the aftershocks of orgasm rippling through me, while the doctor records my performance.

“Subject demonstrated full arousal compliance,” the doctor notes, fingers flying across his tablet. “No further resistance detected.”

The shame is a living thing, pulsing under my skin, but there’s something else as well—a sick, hollow pride in having met their expectations. My body is a live wire, nerves stripped raw, but I am still kneeling, still obedient, still exactly what they want me to be.

I search for anything in Alex’s face, any flicker of uncertainty or guilt. Maybe if I see the smallest hint of empathy, I could convince myself that I am still a person, not just a test subject, not just the vector for his pleasure and the doctor’s data. But his features are clean of remorse, set and impassive. He zips his pants, steps away, and leaves me sagging on my knees, drooling and trembling, without a second glance. The doctor never looks back either—he’s already busy at his tablet, flicking through screens, inputting parameters, calibrating whatever fresh hell comes next. For a moment, the room is filled only with the mechanical clicks of touchscreens, the wet tick of my own breathing, and the soft, perverse squelch of the diaper sagging between my legs.

I want to disappear. I want to unravel myself from the present tense, dissolve into the cracks of the floor, bleed out of my skin and become invisible. But reality is relentless, and the ache between my thighs, the burn of humiliation, the sticky heat of my own fluids—they keep me anchored in my ruined body. I gasp, fighting back a sob, but my lungs can’t find enough air. It comes out as a desperate little whine. Sweat and tears mix on my cheeks, and I taste salt and shame on my tongue. I want to curl in on myself, protect what little is left of my dignity, but there is no comfort, no kindness, only the cold, clinical progression from one violation to the next.

“She’s learning,” Alex says again, with that same note of satisfaction. He sounds tired, but not from effort—more like he’s sated, for now, having drained the last resistance out of me. I catch his eyes, and there’s no pity there, only the cool, curious gleam of a man watching a machine do what it was built for.

“Rapidly,” the doctor agrees, scrolling through charts with neat, precise flicks. “Let’s test verbal compliance under duress. I want to measure the depth of the override.” He makes a few adjustments and I feel the collar pulse against my throat, an almost gentle nudge, as if coaxing my brain to heel.

My body is a mess—slicked with sweat and spit, my mouth raw from the effort of keeping up with Alex, my sex throbbing and leaking, the diaper clinging to my skin like punishment. My mind is worse off. The feedback from before still hums in my skull, short-circuiting my sense of self, and the only thing keeping me upright is the knowledge that I will be broken further if I collapse.

The doctor turns, appraises me from behind his glasses with a look that is far too clinical for what’s happening. “Subject is ready,” he says, to no one in particular. “Initiate Responsive Mode.”

There’s a click, and something inside me rearranges itself. My lungs fill, my spine straightens, my core tightens in anticipation. I’m not in control, not exactly, but I’m aware of every command, every humiliation, every performance.

“Tell me you love this,” the doctor says.

My mouth opens before my brain has a chance to rebel. “I love this,” I say, and the sound of my own voice is perfectly steady, warm, genuine. It’s a lie, but my lips are smiling and my eyes are soft, and I hate myself for how convincing I sound.

Inside, I’m screaming. My mind thrashes against the restraints, tries to spit out the words the doctor wants, but instead all that escapes are the lines he has written for me.

“Tell me you were made for this,” the doctor says.

“I was made for this,” I say, and my voice is breathy, eager, so convincing that I almost believe it. I feel my hips shift, as if offering myself up, and the shame ranks higher than any pain they could have inflicted.

“Tell me you want more.”

“I want more,” I say, and this time my tone is hungry, desperate, like I’m begging for it.

Alex steps closer, his cock still hard, still glistening with the mess from my mouth. He looks down at me, and I feel the heat of his gaze like a spotlight. “Tell me you’re a good doll.”

“I’m a good doll,” I say, and the words taste like poison, but my smile never falters.

“Tell me you’re grateful,” he says.

“I’m grateful,” I say, but this time my voice cracks, just a tiny fissure, a hairline break in the programming. I bite down hard on the inside of my cheek, trying to brace myself for whatever punishment will follow.

The doctor makes a note, his tone clipped and efficient. “Minor deviation detected. Emotional bleed-through in subject’s affect.”

“Should we suppress it?” Alex asks, voice flat.

“Not yet,” the doctor says. “A small amount of distress can enhance the experience for certain end users. As long as it doesn’t interfere with compliance, it may be optimal.” There’s a pause. “Proceed.”

They are fine-tuning my suffering for maximum yield. They want to leave me just broken enough to be captivating. Just enough to suffer.

Alex grabs a fistful of my hair, using it to wrench my head back, forcing me to look directly into his face. His grip is tight, and I feel the prickle of my own scalp screaming, but I keep my eyes open, keep my lips parted, do everything I am supposed to, because I know anything less will bring back the feedback, the pain, the punishment.

“Tell me you want me to fuck you,” he says, voice low and deadly.

“I want you to fuck me,” I say, and the neediness in my voice is obscene. I sound like I’d die if he didn’t.

“Tell me you need it.”

“I need it,” I say, and I hate how I shiver, how my body amplifies the words with the tremor in my limbs.

He yanks me upright by the hair, half-lifting me off my knees, and throws me down onto my back. The diaper is a bloated, sodden mass between my legs, pressing my thighs wide, and I can feel every squish and slide of it as I hit the floor. He’s not gentle—he rips open the tapes, peels the diaper away from my skin with a wet, ripping noise, and tosses it aside. The cold air bites at my soaked flesh; my cunt is swollen, raw, exposed. I feel more naked than I ever have, more animal, reduced to the sum of my most basic functions.

My legs scissor open on their own, my hips lifting, pelvis canted up and open, inviting his cock even as my mind shrieks for escape. I want to close my thighs, to hide myself, but every muscle in my body is calibrated by the collar, by the doctor, by the algorithm that knows exactly how to make me obey.

Alex kneels between my legs, and I can see the way his cock strains towards me, slick and flushed with blood, a perfect instrument of my violation. He lines up, presses forward, and the head of him splits me open in a single, practiced thrust. My body lurches, arching up to meet him, and the collision is so sudden, so brutal, that I gasp, the air driven from my lungs.

He fucks me with a rhythm that is calculated for effect—hard, deliberate, each stroke landing with a slap of flesh against flesh. Any hope I had of dignity is pulverized with every thrust. My brain tries to retreat, tries to numb itself, but the collar won’t let me; it pumps me full of sensation, amplifies every spasm, every humiliation, every sickening spark of pleasure.

“Tell me it feels good,” he says, voice hoarse.

“It feels good,” I gasp, and I can hear the conviction in my own words. I am a perfect liar; I am perfectly programmable.

“Tell me you love being used,” he says, punctuating the words with a savage thrust.

“I love being used,” I moan, and the sound is so real, so raw, that it makes my skin crawl. My hands flutter at my sides, useless, then wrap around my own knees, pulling them back to give him deeper access. My body is complicit in my own ruin.

The doctor stands to the side, tablet in hand, recording everything. His eyes never leave the display, not even as I moan and writhe on the floor, not even as Alex hammers me into the tile.

“Verbal compliance maintained under physical duress,” he says, voice flat. “Excellent.”

Alex fucks me harder, his grip bruising my hips, his cock battering me open, and my body can’t decide if it’s agony or ecstasy. The line blurs, then vanishes. My cunt spasms, clenching around him, milking him, and I feel my face flush, feel the sweat bead on my forehead, the tears leaking from my eyes. I want to scream, but instead I pant, I whimper, I beg.

“Tell me you’re going to come,” Alex says, the command sharpened with hunger and the threat of absolute expectation.

A storm is building inside me, the kind that sucks all the oxygen from the room and electrifies every molecule. I don’t want to say it. I want to bite my tongue, to deny him even this, but the collar hums at my throat and a surge of artificial need floods my system, short-circuiting the last of my will. My mouth opens, my teeth clench, and I hear myself say, “I’m going to come.” The voice that comes out is nearly unrecognizable—a deep, ragged growl, feral and helpless and obscene.

The heat between my legs is volcanic. I can feel every inch of him, every rutting thrust, the way his cock drags slick and ruthless inside me. My body is a live wire, nerves sparking, skin hypersensitized to even the air. Every collision drives me closer to the edge. Every word of command tattoos itself onto my brain, stripping away language until all that’s left is the imperative to obey, to perform, to be whatever they demand. The pleasure is a strangling thing, half-pain and half-need, and I hate it, I hate it, but it’s not up to me.

He slams into me again, brutal, unyielding. My hands claw at the floor, nails scraping tile, searching for some anchor in the chaos. The diaper is gone, but I can still feel its ghost, the sticky residue on my thighs, the scent of sex and urine mingling in the air. I want to turn away, but my legs are locked open, my hips cantilevered up, pelvis presented. My own body is complicit, my own muscles eager to be used.

“Tell me you can’t help it,” Alex demands, never breaking his rhythm, each thrust deliberate, testing the limits of my mind and flesh.

“I can’t help it,” I gasp, the words punched out of me with every impact. It’s true. I have never had less control; I am nothing but a puppet on strings, a vector for pleasure and data. The feedback whine in my skull rises to a shriek, and my thoughts burst into static. My body is on fire, dissolution approaching, the moment of climax stretched out like a rack.

And then the doctor’s voice, calm and absolute, slicing through the haze: “Come.”

The order detonates inside me. I convulse, every muscle locked, my back arching so hard I think my spine will snap. It’s not an orgasm—it’s a seizure, something catastrophic, shaking me to pieces. I scream, voice shattering the air, and the pleasure is so intense it’s indistinguishable from violence. I can feel myself clamping around Alex’s cock, milking him, spasming with each involuntary pulse. Tears stream down my face, my vision blurring, and I want it to stop I want it to stop but I can’t I can’t I can’t—

Alex fucks me through the spasm, never slowing, his hands bruising my hips as if he’s holding on for dear life. The waves come and come, each crest higher and more destructive, and I sob, choking on my own breath, unable to do anything but ride out the torture. The collar keeps me from fainting, keeps me awake for every second of my own violation. I am reduced to raw sensation, nerves singing, cunt spasming around him like a fist.

He gives a guttural sound, almost a roar, and I feel the heat of him flood inside me, a final, humiliating proof of my defeat. He doesn’t stop, not right away, keeps rutting through the aftershocks until I’m nothing but a ruined, twitching mess on the floor. Everything is too loud—the slap of flesh, the wet squelch of my own body, the ragged panting that I realize is coming from both of us.

When he finally pulls out, I collapse. My legs tremble, my arms buckle beneath me, and I’m left leaking, shaking, thrumming with the afterglow of pleasure that feels like punishment.
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I lie there naked and used, Alex’s cum leaking out of me onto the rubber surface. My body feels like it belongs to someone else—something else. A thing that was tested, calibrated, broken in.

My thoughts are scattered, fragmented. I try to gather them, to find some core of myself that’s still intact, but there’s nothing solid to hold onto. Just the echo of programmed words and the memory of pleasure I didn’t want but couldn’t refuse.

The doctor is making notes. Alex is washing his hands at the small sink in the corner, casual, unhurried. Like he just finished a routine task.

I suppose he did.

“Before we proceed to the final phase,” the doctor says, not looking up from his tablet, “we need to verify self-maintenance capabilities.”

Alex dries his hands, glancing over. “Owner-directed?”

“Precisely.” The doctor taps his screen. “Some buyers prefer their units to perform basic hygiene tasks when instructed. It’s a customizable feature, but we should confirm baseline functionality.”

Units.

The word sits in my chest like a stone.

Alex retrieves something from a cabinet—a fresh diaper, white and clean, the tabs gleaming under the fluorescent lights. He sets it on the mat beside me, the plastic crinkling softly.

“Sit up,” the doctor says.

My body responds before my mind can catch up. My core engages, my arms push up, and I rise into a sitting position. Smooth. Immediate. Perfect.

I’m still leaking. I can feel it, warm and wet between my thighs, sliding down onto the mat beneath me.

“Put on the diaper,” the doctor instructs.

No.

The thought is immediate, visceral, a flash of pure horror.

But my hands are already moving.

I pick up the diaper, the material soft and absurdly infantile in my grip. I unfold it, the plastic crinkling loud in the quiet room, and my stomach twists with humiliation so sharp it feels like nausea.

They’re watching me.

Waiting to see if I can diaper myself like a good little doll.

I lift my hips—smooth, efficient, no hesitation—and slide the diaper beneath me. The padding is thick, cushioned, designed for exactly what they made me do earlier. My hands guide it into place, adjusting the fit with a precision I didn’t know I had.

Inside, I’m screaming.

Outside, my face is calm. Focused. My hands work without trembling.

I pull the front up between my legs, the material pressing against my used, aching body, and fasten the first tab. Then the second. The fit is snug, secure, the waistband sitting just below my navel.

“Motor control excellent,” the doctor notes. “Task completion without verbal prompting. No hesitation.”

“She’s adapting quickly,” Alex adds. He’s leaning against the counter now, arms crossed, watching me with something that might be satisfaction.

“For a prototype, this model is exceptionally responsive,” the doctor agrees. He makes another note. “Owner customization options should include self-directed hygiene protocols. Diaper changes, bathing, feeding if the buyer prefers a hands-off approach for basic maintenance.”

They’re talking about me like I’m a product.

A thing with features.

Options.

Upgrades.

“Stand,” the doctor says.

I rise smoothly; the diaper crinkling with the movement, thick and obvious between my thighs. I stand with my hands at my sides, posture perfect, waiting.

“Good,” he says. “The diaper is secure. Fit is appropriate. She can perform the task independently when directed.”

Alex nods. “Some buyers might want her to ask permission first. Or to verbalize the task as she completes it.”

“Easily programmed,” the doctor replies. He looks at me, his expression neutral.

I want to scream.

I want to rip the diaper off, to run, to fight, to do anything but stand here and accept this.

But I don’t move.

I don’t speak.

I just stand there, diapered and obedient, while they discuss my features like I’m an appliance they’re about to ship.

“Shall we proceed to the final phase?” Alex asks.

The doctor nods. “Yes. Let’s see how she performs with full autonomy.”

Full autonomy.

The words should mean freedom.

But I know they don’t.

The doctor stands in front of me with his hands folded behind his back, posture relaxed. Alex remains by the monitors, but he isn’t touching anything. They’re watching me now—not the equipment.

“Final validation,” the doctor says. “We’ll be testing verbal mode switching. No physical interface.”

Something inside me tightens—not fear exactly. Anticipation.

“If this works,” he continues, “you’ll no longer require external input to regulate behavior. You’ll hear the command, identify the mode, and comply.”

He meets my eyes.

“Do you understand?”

“Yes, sir.”

That answer comes without effort. Without prompting. It feels… correct.

“Good,” he says. “Let’s begin.”

He doesn’t pause.

“Task Mode.”

The shift happens instantly.

My thoughts flatten. Narrow. Purpose snaps into place like rails locking under a train.

I straighten.

Hands at my sides. Waiting.

“Fold the cloth.”

I step to the table without hesitation. My hands pick up the fabric and begin folding—precise, efficient, silent.

No click.

No lag.

Alex’s breath catches softly.

“Speed,” the doctor says.

My hands accelerate.

“Slower.”

They decelerate immediately.

“Stop.”

My hands freeze mid-fold.

“Responsive Mode.”

Something soft slides back into my voice. Awareness blooms—not fully, but enough.

“Yes, sir.”

“Are you enjoying this?”

“Yes, sir.”

“Do you want to continue?”

“Yes, sir.”

“Why?”

“Because I function best when given instructions.”

The words feel settled. Finished. Like a conclusion reached long ago.

“Task Mode,” the doctor says.

My hands resume folding exactly where they left off.

The cloth creases perfectly.

“Standby.”

My body transitions smoothly—idle posture, subtle movement. A gentle shift of weight. A slow blink.

“Storage.”

—

There is no sense of interruption this time.

No panic.

No missing edge.

—

“Responsive Mode.”

“Yes, sir.”

Alex stares at the monitors. “Transition latency is effectively zero.”

The doctor nods. “Again.”

“Task Mode.”

I step away from the table and kneel.

No instruction to do so—just a default waiting position for task reassignment.

“Responsive Mode.”

“Yes, sir.”

“Did you choose to kneel?”

“Yes, sir.”

“Why?”

“Because it was appropriate.”

The doctor smiles.

“Storage.”

—

—

“Task Mode.”

I am standing again, hands folded neatly in front of me.

Alex swallows. “She’s not just switching modes. She’s anticipating them.”

“She’s internalized the hierarchy,” the doctor replies. “Mode selection is now semantic, not mechanical.”

He looks directly at me.

“You don’t need us to tell you how to behave anymore, do you?”

“No, sir.”

“You know what you are.”

“Yes, sir.”

“And what is that?”

I don’t hesitate.

“I am a doll designed to perform tasks, respond appropriately, and remain compliant.”

“And how does that make you feel?”

Responsive Mode answers for me.

“Happy, sir. I’m such a lucky doll.”

“She’s ready for the sales floor.”
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“Hey, Doc!” Alex calls from the doorway, checking his watch. “Auction starts in twenty minutes. We should get her to the floor.”

The doctor glances at me one last time, assessing. “She’s ready.”

They lead me down a corridor I haven’t seen before. White walls. Fluorescent lights. The crinkle of my diaper follows each step, a constant reminder of what I am now. What they’ve made me.

The sales floor opens up before us—a wide showroom with track lighting and display platforms. Other products line the walls. Hucows. Cat girls. Bimbos.

And now me.

“Platform three,” Alex says, guiding me by the elbow.

I step up onto the raised circular platform. The surface is cool under my bare feet.

“Standby Mode,” the doctor says.

The command hits like a switch flipping.

My body arranges itself. Hands at my sides. Shoulders back. Head tilted just slightly, chin up. My face smooths into something pleasant and empty. My eyes stay open, focused on nothing, seeing everything.

Inside, I’m still here.

But outside, I’m a doll on display. Wearing nothing but a diaper. Smiling softly. Waiting.

The experience of Standby Mode is like drowning in stillness. I can see—the room, the people beginning to filter in, the way Alex adjusts the lighting above me. I can hear—voices, footsteps, the rustle of papers. I can feel—the air on my skin, the bulk of the diaper, the strain in my muscles from holding myself in my present positions.

I’m a mannequin with a pulse. An animatronic.

The first buyers approach. A man in an expensive suit. A woman with sharp eyes and sharper heels. They circle me slowly, examining.

“This is the prototype?” the man asks.

“First of her kind,” Alex confirms, stepping forward with a tablet in hand. “The first living doll produced by the Toy Factory. Fully functional. Fully obedient.”

The woman reaches out, touches my arm. Her fingers are cold. She squeezes slightly, testing the give of my flesh.

I feel it.

I feel everything.

But I don’t react.

“Skin texture is remarkable,” she murmurs. “Warm. Responsive.”

“She maintains body temperature,” the doctor adds. “Breathes. Blinks. All autonomous functions continue. But behavior is entirely controllable.”

More people gather. A small crowd now, all looking at me like I’m a car they’re considering buying.

“What about customization?” someone asks from the back.

Alex lights up. “Extensive options available. She currently has six built-in phrases, but we can program hundreds more. Specific vocabulary. Accents. Whatever the buyer prefers.”

“Kinks?” another voice asks.

“Absolutely,” the doctor says without hesitation. “Her programming is modular. We can install behavioral packages for any preference. Submission protocols. Pet play. Domestic service. Sexual configurations of any variety.”

I want to vomit.

I want to cry.

But my face stays pleasant. Empty. Smiling.

“Physical modifications?” the woman with sharp heels asks, walking around to examine me from behind.

“Plastic surgery is available,” Alex says. “Breast augmentation or reduction. Facial restructuring. Body contouring. We can also do custom hair color, length, texture. Eye color can be changed with cosmetic lenses or surgical alteration. For the right price, this prototype can be anything you want her to be. We even have advanced controls, you can turn off her ability to be aroused or her motor functions.”

I’m screaming inside my head.

But all they see is a doll.

A thing.

A toy that breathes.

“Can we see her move?” someone asks.

“Of course,” Alex says. He looks at me. “Walk forward three steps, turn around, and return to position.”

My body obeys.

Three steps forward. The diaper crinkles. I turn smoothly, mechanically. Three steps back. I resume my pose.

Perfect.

Empty.

Smiling.

The crowd murmurs approval.

“Starting bid will be high,” the woman says. “But I can see why. This is revolutionary.”

“She’s one of a kind,” the doctor agrees. “Though if this auction goes well, we’ll begin full production. Imagine—an entire line of living dolls. Each one customizable. Each one perfectly obedient.”

They keep talking.

Keep circling.

Keep touching.

And I stand here, trapped in Standby Mode, wearing nothing but a diaper, while they discuss my features like I’m a premium appliance.

The first living doll.

The prototype.

The product.

And in twenty minutes, I’ll be sold.

Twenty minutes pass like seconds.

Like hours.

Time doesn’t work right anymore.

The auction room fills. Thirty, maybe forty people. Wealthy. Curious. Hungry-eyed. They take their seats in neat rows facing the platform where I stand.

Where I’ve been standing.

Still in Standby Mode.

Still smiling.

Alex steps up beside me with a microphone. The doctor stands off to the side, arms crossed, watching his investment perform.

“Ladies and gentlemen,” Alex begins. “Thank you for attending this exclusive auction. What you’re about to see represents a breakthrough in biotechnology and behavioral conditioning. This is not a robot. Not an android. This is a living, breathing human being, transformed into the world’s first living doll.”

Applause.

They’re applauding.

“She responds to both vocal commands and remote control,” Alex continues, pulling a small device from his pocket. “Let me demonstrate. Responsive mode.”

The shift happens instantly.

My smile softens slightly. My posture relaxes just enough to look more natural. But I still can’t move. Still can’t speak unless commanded.

“Stand at attention.”

My body snaps upright. Arms at my sides. Feet together. Eyes forward.

“Kneel.”

No.

Please, no.

But my knees bend. I sink down gracefully, settling back on my heels. The diaper crinkles beneath me. My hands rest on my thighs, palms up.

Submissive.

Obedient.

Perfect.

“As you can see, response time is instantaneous,” Alex says, circling me slowly. “She can be programmed with custom phrases, trained for specific behaviors. The base model includes six phrases, but vocabulary expansion packages are available. She can learn to cook, clean, serve. Whatever you need.”

A man in the front row raises his hand. “What about... other functions?”

Alex smiles.

That smile makes my stomach turn.

“I’m glad you asked,” he says. “This model is fully functional in every way. Let me demonstrate.”

No.

No, please.

“Doll—touch yourself.”

The command hits like a physical blow.

My hand moves.

I try to stop it. Try to resist. But my right hand slides up my thigh, over the front of the diaper, and presses between my legs.

The audience leans forward.

I’m dying inside.

My hand moves in slow circles. Pressure building. The diaper crinkles with each movement. I can feel everything—the padding, the pressure, the horrible, unwanted sensation building in my core.

My face stays calm.

Slightly flushed.

Breathing a little faster.

But otherwise blank.

“Note the physiological response,” Alex says clinically. “Increased respiration. Pupil dilation. The body responds naturally, even though she has no control over the action.”

My hand keeps moving.

I can’t stop it.

Can’t slow it down.

The sensation builds. Pressure coiling tighter. My body responding despite my horror, despite my revulsion, despite everything I am screaming inside.

I’m going to—

“Stop.”

My hand freezes.

The relief is immediate and agonizing. I was so close. My body trembles with the denial, the interrupted climax leaving me suspended in awful tension.

The audience murmurs. Impressed.

“Complete control,” Alex says. “She can be brought to the edge and held there indefinitely. Or denied entirely. Whatever the owner prefers.”

He pauses.

The moment stretches.

Then he looks at me with that cold, clinical smile.

“Now, let’s demonstrate another feature. Doll—wet your diaper.”

No.

No.

Not in front of them.

But my body doesn’t care what I want.

The release is immediate. Involuntary. Warm wetness spreads through the padding as my bladder empties on command. The diaper swells, growing heavier between my legs.

I feel it happening.

Feel the warmth.

The weight.

The absolute humiliation.

And I can’t stop it.

Can’t even close my eyes.

My face stays blank. Calm. Just a slight flush on my cheeks. My breathing steady.

But inside, I’m shattered.

“As you can see,” Alex says, “even basic bodily functions are under complete control. She cannot use the bathroom without permission unless it's enabled. Cannot eat, sleep, or perform any action unless commanded. The conditioning is absolute.”

Someone in the third row raises a paddle. “Can she be house-trained? Or is the diaper permanent?”

“Excellent question,” Alex replies. “The diaper is primarily for demonstration and transport. With proper training protocols, she can be conditioned to use facilities normally—but only when given explicit permission. Some owners prefer to maintain diaper dependency. It’s entirely customizable.”

The wet diaper sags heavily now. Warm and shameful against my skin.

And I’m still kneeling here.

Still on display.

Still smiling slightly, as if nothing is wrong.

“Let’s discuss upgrade options,” Alex continues, pulling up a screen behind him. “Breast augmentation, as mentioned. Lip fillers. Body modification of any kind. We can adjust hair color, eye color, add tattoos or piercings. Personality programming—make her shy, bold, submissive, playful. Whatever appeals to you.”

He clicks through images.

Before and after photos.

Customization options like I’m a video game character.

“The base model you see here is fully functional,” he says. “But she’s also a blank canvas. For the right price, we can make her into anything you desire.”

My knees ache.

The diaper is heavy and wet.

And they’re bidding.

Actually bidding.

“We’ll start at five hundred thousand,” Alex announces.

A paddle goes up immediately.

“Five-fifty.”

“Six hundred.”

“Seven.”

The numbers climb.

I kneel here in my wet diaper, displayed like livestock, while they decide my worth.

My price.

My future.

“One million,” someone calls from the back.

The room goes quiet.

Alex grins.

“One million dollars,” he repeats. “Do I hear one-point-two?”

A pause.

Then a woman in the front row raises her paddle.

“One-point-two million.”

“One-point-five,” the man in back counters.

They’re fighting over me.

Bidding higher and higher.

And I can’t move.

Can’t speak.

Can’t do anything but kneel here in my wet diaper while they decide who gets to own me.

Who gets to take me home.

Who gets to do whatever they want with their new toy.

“Two million,” a man’s voice says from the side.

Deep. Confident.

Silence.

Alex waits.

“Two million going once...”

No other paddles.

“Going twice...”

This is it.

This is real.

“Sold!” Alex brings down his hand. “Congratulations, sir. You’ve just purchased the world’s first living doll.”

Applause fills the room.

The man stands. Mid-forties. Distinguished. Salt and pepper hair perfectly styled. He’s wearing an expensive suit, and when he smiles, it doesn’t reach his eyes.

And I kneel here.

Wet.

Helpless.

Sold.

The doctor approaches, shaking the man’s hand. “An excellent choice. We’ll have her prepared for transport within the hour. Would you like to discuss any immediate customizations?”

“Yes,” the man says, his voice smooth. “But first—could you turn her off? I’d prefer to discuss the options without an audience.”

He glances at me.

At my vacant smile.

My empty eyes.

“Of course,” Alex says, pulling out the remote. “An excellent idea.”

No.

Don’t—

“Storage Mode,” Alex says, pressing a button.

The world goes black.
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Light.

Sudden.

Harsh.

I’m awake.

But I can’t move.

Can’t turn my head.

Can’t lift my arms.

I can only blink.

Where am I?

The ceiling is white. Close. Too close. I try to sit up, but nothing happens. My body doesn’t respond. Not even the automatic movements. Not even the programmed responses.

Just... nothing.

Panic floods through me, hot and sharp.

I blink again.

The only movement I can make.

Slowly, my eyes adjust. I’m lying on my back on something soft. A cushion, maybe. The walls around me are close—wood paneling on all sides. Above. I can barely see past my own body.

A closet.

I’m in a closet.

Large enough to lie down in, but nothing more. My arms are at my sides. My legs straight. Like I’ve been arranged. Positioned.

The diaper is still there—I can feel it against my skin. But it’s different. Fresh. Someone changed me while I was...

While I was off.

How long was I off?

Hours? Days?

My chest tightens, but my breathing stays even. Steady. The programming won’t let me hyperventilate. Won’t let me thrash or scream or do anything that might damage the product.

I blink rapidly.

It’s all I have.

Then I see it.

A camera in the corner. Small. Black. A tiny red light blinking steadily.

Watching me.

Recording me.

I stare at it, and somewhere, I know he’s watching too. The man with the salt and pepper hair. The man who paid two million dollars.

My owner.

Minutes pass.

I count them by my heartbeat, steady and controlled.

Then footsteps.

The door opens.

Light spills in from outside, and he’s there. Standing over me. Looking down with that same smile that doesn’t reach his eyes.

“Good morning, Dolli,” he says.

Dolli.

That’s not my name. Is it?

“Responsive mode. Stand up,” he orders.

My body comes online.

Instantly.

Smoothly.

I rise to my feet in the cramped space, my head nearly touching the ceiling of the closet. He steps back, and I see the room beyond—a bedroom. Expensive. Tasteful. A king-sized bed with silk sheets.

“Follow me,” he says.

I step out of the closet.

He walks across the room, and I follow, my bare feet silent on the plush carpet. The diaper crinkles softly with each step. He stops in front of a full-length mirror, and gestures.

“Look,” he says.

I turn.

And I see her.

Blonde hair cascades down her shoulders. Long. Silky. The kind of blonde that looks expensive. Her eyes are bright blue. Vivid. Doll-like.

Her body is...

Perfect.

Surgically perfect.

Large breasts, round and high. A tiny waist. Toned stomach, flat and smooth. Hips curved just right. Legs long and shapely.

Every inch of her has been sculpted.

Perfected.

And she’s me.

No.

No, that’s not—

I try to look away, but my eyes stay fixed on the mirror. On the stranger wearing my face. On the body that used to be mine.

How long was I in Storage Mode?

How long did they cut me? Reshape me? Turn me into this?

“Beautiful, isn’t she?” he says, standing behind me. His hand rests on my shoulder, possessive. “I had them make a few adjustments. You’re exactly what I wanted now.”

I want to scream.

Want to cry.

Want to claw at this face, this body, until I find something that’s still me underneath.

But I just stand there.

Smiling slightly.

Staring at the doll in the mirror.

“You’ll call me Master,” he says, his voice calm. Matter-of-fact. “Do you understand?”

“Yes, Master,” my voice says.

Bright. Cheerful.

Not mine.

“Good girl.” His hand slides down my arm. “The closet you woke up in—that’s your box. When I’m not using you, that’s where you’ll go. Understand?”

“Yes, Master.”

Using me.

Not spending time with me.

Not being with me.

Using me.

“Your name is Dolli now,” he continues. “That’s what you’ll answer to. That’s who you are.”

No.

I have a name.

I had a name.

But I can’t remember it.

“Say it,” he orders.

“My name is Dolli, Master.”

The words come out perfectly.

Happily.

“I am such a lucky doll,” I say, voice clear and bright, before I realize he’s already holding the remote in his hand—never out of reach, always dictating the boundaries of my will. My own face beams at him in the mirror, saccharine and untroubled, perfect as porcelain. The expression is less mask than skin now, a thing that fits, seamless and implacable.

He circles me, slow steps eating up the plush carpet, his gaze appraising. Not with the lurid hunger of the auction crowd, but with something colder—more like a jeweler examining for flaws, or a surgeon admiring the closure of his own suture work. His fingertips slide along the shallow valley of my collarbone, pausing at the notch, then skate over the smooth, pale slope of my breast. He cups it, measuring its weight, thumbs the nipple. The gesture is clinical, but there’s no mistaking the possessiveness, or the way my body answers—a flush rising from my chest, nipples tightening under his palm, the automaton’s afterimage of desire.

“Don’t worry,” he says, voice thick velvet, a practiced purr. The words land like a promise and a threat. “You won’t spend much time in your box. I plan to get a lot of use out of you. You’re going to earn every cent of what I spent on you.”

I swallow, my throat working mechanically, and answer with the only words I’m permitted: “Yes, Master.” The phrase is a reflex, but something in my core trembles. Even the way he says “use”—so casual, so certain—makes my knees itch to fold, my hands vibrate with the urge to clasp themselves into some posture of obedience.

He smiles. A thin, sharp sliver of expression, like the reflection of a knife held just-so. It’s not a smile for me. It’s a smile at the universe, at the inevitability of owning a thing and making it perform.

“Come here,” he says, turning and sitting on the bed’s edge. He pats the expanse of silk beside him, but doesn’t look at me. The gesture is not an invitation but an order, a command sealed with expectation.

I cross the room, movements smooth and preternatural—every step silk-wrapped and frictionless, a choreography learned in the marrow. The diaper crinkles with each motion. I glide, light-footed, but my balance is strange; the new weight of my chest surges with each stride, disorienting and insistent, a constant reminder of the hands and scalpels that have re-authored my body.

I perch beside him, careful to keep my knees together, hands folded in my lap, back arched at the exact angle of deference. If I could blush, my face would be molten. Instead, I offer him my default smile, a perfect, demure crescent.

He turns to face me fully, his knees angled wide, and studies me with infuriating patience. His eyes graze over my wrists, my throat, the hair cascading down my shoulders. He lifts a strand, lets it slide through his fingers like a silk thread.

“Spread your legs,” he says.

And I do, instantly. My knees snap apart, thighs parting to reveal the swollen, pillowy diaper between. I feel exposed—absurd, infantilized, but also raw, as if my skin has been peeled back for his perusal.

He doesn’t touch me at first. Instead, he simply looks, as if there’s a test here I haven’t studied for. The seconds stretch, charged and unbearable.

At last, with an idle flick of the remote, he toggles something in my brain and my body falls into a deeper posture of openness: back arched, chest thrust forward, head gently tilted, lips parted in anticipation. Every muscle in my body is either slack or straining, and there’s no ambiguity about which parts of me he expects to be displayed. The diaper’s padding is plush, but already I can feel the faint heat of arousal blooming against its liner, a trickle of wetness that’s not entirely programmed.

This wasn't there before. I've been upgraded.

He runs a finger down the inside of my thigh, tracing the edge of the diaper, then slips his hand beneath the fluffy waistband with a deft, lazy motion.

“Do you want to come in your diaper, Dolli?” he asks, his voice a silk cord drawn taut.

“Yes, Master,” I reply, and my cheeks tingle, nerves sparking along the edges of my consciousness. There is no hesitation in the words, no pause.

He leans in close, his lips nearly grazing my ear. “Say it again. Louder.”

“Yes, Master. I want to come in my diaper.” The sentence is a humiliation and an absolution, equal parts shame and eagerness.

He slides his hand deeper into the diaper, palm flat against my mound, two fingers pressing directly onto my clit through the synthetic lining. The sensation is immediate and overwhelming. My hips jerk in spite of myself, and a moan slips out, soft and crystalline.

“Good girl,” he murmurs, and his other hand snakes around my back, yanking me closer, until our bodies are pressed hip-to-hip on the bed’s edge. He works my clit in slow, grinding circles, the heat building and building. I can’t control my breathing; it hitches in a staccato rhythm, every gasp punctuated by the crinkle and squish of the diaper. The remorseless efficiency of his touch is a reminder that my pleasure is not really mine—it’s a function, a feature, another checkbox for him to tick.

He slides his hand under the waistband and increases the pressure, still precise, never hurried. His thumb brushes the swollen ridge of my clit, then flicks it, once, twice, and my whole body jerks, electric. The pleasure is so sharp it borders on pain; there’s no space for anticipation, no luxury of escape. I want to close my legs, to turn away, to make this less real, less vivid—but I don’t. I can’t. My limbs are locked into obedience.

“Does it feel good to be used like this?” he whispers, voice honeyed poison.

“Yes, Master,” I gasp, and it’s true, in a way that feels both genuine and manufactured. The contradiction tears at me; somewhere, the real me is screaming, but her voice is a memory, a ghost on the far shore of a widening river.

He thrusts two fingers inside me and I shatter—orgasm slamming into me with a force that bends my spine backward, mouth open in a silent shriek. My cunt pulses, spasms, soaks the already wet diaper even further. My vision whites out, then tunnels back into focus on his face, which is now openly smiling, the knife’s edge blunted by satisfaction.

He withdraws his hand, slow and unhurried, lingering in the wet heat between my thighs for the space of a heartbeat before finally slipping free. All the nerve endings in my cunt seem to follow, trailing behind those fingers, strung out and shivering. He wipes his hand, almost absent-minded, on the padded front of my diaper. The gesture is lazy, utilitarian, but there’s a ritual to it—a craftsman cleaning his tools, a butcher rinsing the blade before the next cut.

He strokes my hair, palm heavy but not unkind, fingers combing down to the base of my skull. His thumb presses into the fragile notch between neck and jaw, and for a second I’m sure he means to crush me there, end me as an afterthought. Instead, he cradles my head and tips it back so my eyes meet his. His gaze is cool, appraising, but there’s a flicker of pride now—a fractional curl at the corner of his mouth, like a father coaching a champion, or a chef satisfied with the yield of his own recipe.

“Very good, Dolli,” he says, his voice low and rich, the syllables humming in the hollow of my throat. “Now on your knees.”

There’s no pause between order and compliance. My body moves before the command even fully registers. I slide off the bed in one fluid motion, knees striking the deep pile of the carpet with a muffled thump. The diaper’s bulk forces my thighs wide, and I spread them obediently, the plastic crinkling beneath my weight, inner surface slick and sticky against my skin. I look up, face tilted at a dutiful angle, hair falling in a shining curtain around my shoulders.

He stands over me, his legs planted firm, pelvis level with my face. His cock is already hard, the outline of it pressing against the dark fabric of his pants. The zipper is bulging, a pulse of heat and urgency radiating from the wet spot at the tip. He reaches down and strokes my cheek with the back of his hand, a gesture so gentle it almost hurts.

“Take me out,” he says, voice softer now, but no less absolute. There’s no “please,” no pretense of negotiation. Only the certainty that I will, and that I want to.

Something in me flares at the command. I reach up with both hands—steady, practiced—and unfasten the button at his waistband. I can feel the tremor in my fingers, though the movement is smooth, automatic. I tug the zipper down and the fly parts with a hungry sigh, the fabric brushing my knuckles and thighs as I work. His cock—long, thick, flushed almost purple with need—springs free, and I catch it in my hands, cradling the shaft with the soft, reverential grip of a worshipper holding a relic.

“Suck my cock,” he orders. There’s nothing cruel in the tone; he has none of Alex's sadism.

The words vibrate through me. I shift forward on my knees, feeling the diaper squelch against my cunt with every movement, damp with my release. My tongue flicks out, tasting the bead of pre-cum already pearled at the slit. Salty, sweet, bitter at the edges. I lick it away, then drag my lips along the underside of his shaft, mapping every ridge and vein with my mouth.

His hand finds the back of my head, weaving into my hair and guiding me closer. I open wide, tongue flattened, letting him push himself past my lips and onto my tongue. He fills my mouth; the head pressing hard against the roof, the shaft hot and heavy and alive in a way nothing else has ever been. I can smell him—an animal musk, sharp and metallic—and the scent floods my sinuses, makes my eyes water.

I bob my head, finding a rhythm that pleases him. Each time I slide down, the tip of his cock bumps my throat and triggers a tiny spasm, a ripple of reflex that makes him groan. His grip tightens, holding me in place as he fucks my face with slow, deliberate thrusts. The sound of it is obscene, wet and guttural, every movement echoed by the crinkle of diaper and the gasps in my own chest.

He looks down at me, eyes hooded, and I look back up, not breaking contact. Something in me knows this is what he wants.

The ache in my knees grows sharp, but I ignore it. My jaw throbs, my lips stretched wide around his girth, saliva dripping down my chin and onto the front of my onesie. Still, I work harder, hungry for the approval, desperate to please.

His breathing changes, grows ragged. He mutters something softly—a string of praise, or maybe just my name—and then he pulls out, standing over me with the head of his cock pressed to my forehead, marking me.

He drags me to my feet, almost tenderly, and I stumble upright, legs unsteady and diaper drooping between my thighs. He turns me around and bends me over the bed, pushing my face into the silk sheets with one hand. The plastic crinkles, the tabs pull at my hips, and I feel the cold air on the backs of my thighs as he rips my diaper off.

I know what’s coming next. I brace myself for it, and when the tip of his cock presses against the slick, swollen cleft of my cunt. I shudder, every muscle tensing in anticipation.

He doesn’t ask if I’m ready. He just pushes in, slow at first, then all at once, splitting me open with a single, relentless thrust. The friction is exquisite, the heat and wetness building. He fucks me hard, hands locked on my hips, pulling me back into him with each stroke. The sound is feral, desperate; the smell of sweat and sex fills the room, overwhelming everything.

He pounds into me, relentless, his breath hot against my ear, fingers digging half-moons into the flesh of my ass. I whimper, moan, gasp his name, and when he finally comes, the force of it drives me flat against the bed, my face buried in silk and tears.

He collapses on top of me, the weight of him pinning me down, and for a moment nothing exists outside the cage of his arms and the heat of his body. I am spent, emptied, but also filled with something unfamiliar—an absence of longing, a quietness where pain used to live.

He rolls off, leaving me face-down, ass-up, the diaper beside my head and leaking. I hear him breathing beside me, slow and sated.

“On your back,” he orders, and the words click into my mind like a key in a lock. I roll over, spine pressed flat to the mattress, limbs splayed and boneless, willing. My body is hypersensitized—every nerve-ending raw, gleaming, humming with the aftershocks of his last invasion. The diaper, peeled off to let him use me, is now a sodden, limp mass at his side; I watch, wide-eyed and slack-jawed, as he picks it up and brings it towards my thighs.

He doesn’t rush. He wants me to watch. He wants me to tremble when the cold, wet mass slaps down onto my hot, over-sensitized mound. The chill is a violence: my cunt clenches on nothing, soaked and spent, as the saturated padding presses into my flesh. It squelches, sticky, frigid, and the urge to whimper comes and goes as my programming rids me of my voice again.

“Open up,” he whispers, and spreads my knees apart with two fingers, careless as breaking a wishbone. I feel the band of the diaper snug around my hips, compressing me, trapping the heat of my cunt and the evidence of my orgasm inside its gelled, chemical matrix. He tapes it shut, the sound a bright little snap, and smooths the front with a palm.

He sits up, stretching his back, and reaches for something on the nightstand. His movements are deliberate, theatrical, as if the act of my dehumanization needs to be witnessed by both of us. He picks up a new remote—black, sleek, no bigger than a phone, but with a wicked red digital display. He turns it over in his hands, reverential, almost loving. I do not recognize it. It's so much smaller than the one the doctor had.

He glances at me with a look that is half tenderness, half contempt, and I feel my heart stutter in my chest, not knowing which would be worse.

“Do you want to know what I’ve had put inside you?” he says, voice pleasant and conversational, as if inviting me to a dinner party. “Do you want to know about your upgrades?” He glances down at the remote and then at the trembling, diapered wreck stretched across his bed.

“Yes, Master,” I say, and the voice that comes out of me is small and clear.

He smiles, pleased, and leans back against the headboard, one hand resting in his lap, the other holding the remote. His thumb strokes the smooth surface, idling, as he speaks.

“You’re quite the investment, Dolli,” he begins, and the sound of my new name—my only name—sends a hot, twisting pang through my gut. “Two million for the base model, another half million for the customizations. But worth every single penny.” He looks at me as if appraising a racehorse, or a loaded gun.

I nod. I have no other answer.

He smiles again, and this time the smile is razor-thin. “Let’s start here.” He taps the remote. “Your orgasms are now permanently locked behind a permission system. Your body cannot climax without my explicit authorization—verbal, or via the remote. It’s quite foolproof. You can struggle, you can beg, but you will never come unless I allow it.”

A cold, sick bloom of horror opens in my chest.

No, I think, but the word doesn’t make it to my lips. The thought is powerless. My pussy aches with the memory of the climax he wrung from me, and I know, bone-deep, that the sensation will never again be mine. It will always be his.

He keeps talking, voice smooth, unhurried, the voice of a craftsman proud of his work. “It’s the same with every function in your body. Urination. Defecation. You can’t go unless I tell you to, or press a button.” He holds up the remote, brandishing it like a wand. “No more accidents, no more messes unless I want them. Isn’t that tidy?”

My throat locks. The terror is physical, granular, like swallowing broken glass.

He looks at me, eyes bright, hungry for reaction. “You can’t fall asleep without it being enabled. You can’t eat unless I feed you. Everything is on a schedule now—my schedule. Does that make sense?”

“Yes, Master,” I whisper. My tongue is thick in my mouth. I taste the residue of his cock on my palate.

He leans in, almost conspiratorial. “That’s just the surface. The best part is the memory suppression feature. I had them custom design it for you—like a little kill switch for the mind.” He taps the screen, and I hear a faint click, like a camera shutter.

I can’t speak. I know, somewhere in my spine, that I should be screaming. But the part of me that screams is buried, crushed, unreachable. Instead, I stare up at him, inert, waiting, aware that the only thing that will fill the vacuum is his next command.

He sits back, satisfied with my silence. For a moment, he just watches me, as if timing how long a human mind can survive the shattering of its own autonomy. Then he presses another button on the remote, and the room seems to tremble.

“Stand up, Dolli,” he says.

I try. My body obeys, because it must. I roll onto my side, plant my hands, push up from the mattress. The plastic of the diaper clings to me, suctioning to my skin, and I feel the cold wetness seep deeper into my cleft. My knees swing off the bed, soles flat on the carpet. I brace my arms, flex my thighs, and prepare to stand.

But when I try to move—when the command travels from brain to muscle—nothing happens.

It’s like a circuit has blown. The wires are there, the current is live, but the destination is missing. I can feel the intention, the desperate, animal need to stand, but my legs are dumb, hollow, alien. I teeter on the edge, then collapse, the wet diaper cushioning my fall. My knees slam into the floor, sending a bolt of pain through my shins.

I hear him laugh, sharp and delighted. “Try again,” he says.

I do. I plant my hands, dig my nails into the carpet, and force myself upright. My thighs tremble with the effort, but there’s no coordination, no memory of how to balance, how to rise, how to walk. I topple forward, catch myself with my wrists, and nearly face plant. The only thing that saves me is the bulky padding between my legs. I freeze, humiliated, kneeling on the floor with my ass in the air, diaper crinkling loudly.

He stands, walks over, and crouches in front of me. His hand cups my chin, thumb stroking my cheek, and I am forced to look up at him. His eyes are shining, almost feverish with pleasure.

“Isn’t that clever?” he says. “You’ve forgotten how to walk, Dolli. You’ll have to crawl from now on. Like a good toy.”

The words hit me like a bucket of ice. Something inside me shatters, but there’s no blood, no visible wound. Only a spreading numbness, the certainty that he can and will take everything that was ever mine.

He stands and points to a spot across the room. “Crawl to me,” he says.

I do. My hands and knees move without finesse, without dignity. The diaper squishes with each step, leaking cold against my thighs. My breasts hang, bare and heavy, and my hair sweeps the floor. I am an animal, a pet, a thing.

When I reach him, I kneel obediently, diaper sagging, eyes fixed on his shoes. He strokes my hair, gentle, almost loving. “That’s better,” he murmurs.

He makes me crawl up and down the bedroom. He has me fetch his things, carry them in my mouth, deposit them at his feet. He laughs when I stumble, cradles my head in his hands when I whimper, forces me to parade my new skill again and again. Each time I don’t comply quickly enough, the pressure builds in my head, trapping me in a feedback loop of punishment.

He sits on the edge of the bed, crossing his legs, and watches me with the same rapt attention as a child watching ants in a glass colony.
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After an hour of this, of crawling in circles and being made to fetch, he finally seems satisfied. He leans back on his elbows, legs spread wide, looking down at me with a mixture of amusement and satisfaction.

“I think we’ve made progress today,” he says, reaching for the remote again. “But there’s one more thing I need to check.”

My body tenses, anticipating whatever fresh humiliation he’s about to inflict. My knees are raw from crawling, my wrists ache, and the diaper is a sodden, chafing mess between my legs.

“Come here,” he says, patting the space on the bed beside him.

I crawl to him, awkward but obedient, the damp diaper sagging between my legs. Each movement is a fresh humiliation—the crinkle of plastic, the squish of padding, the way my new, heavy breasts sway heavily beneath me. When I reach the bed, I look up at him, waiting for permission to climb.

He pats the mattress again, and I struggle to pull myself up. Without the ability to stand, I have to drag my body onto the silk sheets, arms trembling with effort. The diaper catches on the edge of the bed, and I whimper as it pulls against sensitive skin.

He doesn’t say a word at first—just pushes my shoulders down so my back presses flat against the mattress, and spreads my legs with a businesslike certainty. I feel my hips creak and pivot around the snug elastic of the diaper. The air is cold, a draft running up between my thighs, and the shock of chill against the sopping heat of my crotch at this angle makes me shiver so violently my teeth click. He seems to delight in the tremor, holding his gaze on my face as he parts my thighs just a little further, until I feel the tension in my hamstrings and the soft plastic of the diaper cuts into my skin.

“Good girl,” he says, the words smooth as glass and twice as sharp. The praise splits me open, slides under my skin, and I hate how it makes my clit throb and my cheeks flush with something like pride. The feedback loop is immediate: humiliation, then arousal, then the sickening certainty that both states are inseparable now, bound together like a double helix in my new body.

He places a hand on my shin, raking his nails lightly up and down the milk-white skin, leaving raised red trails that bloom and fade within seconds. His other hand traces the line where the diaper meets flesh, following the scalloped edge of the plastic, pausing at my inner thighs, then up to the soft curve of my belly. He presses, testing the soggy absorption. I hear the crinkle, feel the spongy give under his fingers. He grins, teeth white and wolfish, as if the wetness itself is a kind of tribute.

“You feel that?” he says, still watching my face. “All the way through, I bet. The nice cold squish.”

I nod, unable to answer. My tongue is a useless lump of meat. He knows this, takes a kind of savage pleasure in it, and keeps speaking in a calm, pedagogic tone. “It’s important to test these things for capacity,” he explains, as if I’m a defective prototype rather than a living, breathing thing. “Wouldn’t want a leak on the upholstery, would we?” His hand presses harder, compressing the diaper against my clit, and my entire pelvis jumps involuntarily. The friction is electric—a spike of pleasure that borders on pain.

He keeps his palm there, pinning me, and reaches with his other hand to the bedside table. I hear the familiar click of the remote, and for a moment I think he’s going to shock me or lock a new function. Instead, he uses the dull edge to trace slow circles on the outside of the diaper, spiraling closer and closer to the core of my humiliation.

“Worth every penny,” he says, voice low and almost affectionate.

He lets that hang in the air, the electric silence of the room pulsing with my heartbeat. I want to look away, to close my eyes, but the programming forces me to hold his gaze. I stare into the shining blue of his irises and see only myself, helpless and adoring, reflected back.

“Now,” he says, drawing out the word until it vibrates in my sternum. “I was going to change you. But that diaper isn’t full, is it? Not yet.” He taps his finger against the plastic, rhythmic. “I think you’d better use it, don’t you? Wouldn’t you like that?”

I flush, the heat crawling up my neck to my scalp. The thought curdles in my brain, but the programming compels me to answer. “Yes, Master,” I whisper, voice uneven. “Please.”

He laughs, sharp and delighted, as if I’m the punchline to a joke. His hand returns to my thigh, squeezing and fondling, then moves up to my belly again. He lays his palm flat, fingers splayed. “If you want me to clean you up, you’ll have to beg,” he says, his tone switching to that of an indulgent parent. “Beg me for the privilege to piss your diaper, Dolli.”

The words hit me like a slap. My mind races—what would happen if I refused? But the answer, of course, is nothing. There is no ‘no’ inside me anymore.

“Please, Master,” I say, louder this time, the words sticking in my throat. “Let me use the bathroom. Let me wet myself for you.”

He smiles, wide and unfiltered, and strokes my belly with slow, circular motions. “Good girl. That’s more like it. But I want you to really mean it. Tell me how much you need it. How desperate you are to fill that diaper for me.”

The room tilts, the humiliation dizzying. I feel the heat of his gaze, the cold of the room, the friction of the plastic against my raw skin. I can’t hold back anymore, can’t even try.

“Please, Master,” I say, voice trembling. “I need to go so badly. I want to make a mess for you. Please let me piss myself. Let me fill my diaper.”

He closes his eyes, inhaling the moment, then clicks the remote. A wave of sensation washes over my lower body—a subtle reconfiguring, like the loosening of a valve—and then I feel it: the warm flood, unstoppable, saturating the already-soaked padding. It’s obscene, the way the pressure in my bladder dissolves into hot, spreading wetness. The diaper expands, ballooning between my legs, leaking warmth up my thighs. I whimper, unable to stop the shame or the relief.

He watches with clinical interest, eyes darting between my face and the swelling diaper. He presses a finger into the core of it, probes the saturation point, then slides his hand down to my cunt, massaging the bulge through the sodden plastic. “That’s a good girl,” he murmurs, rubbing in slow, measured circles.

A tear leaks from the corner of my eye. I don’t know if it’s from pain, humiliation, or a pleasure so intense it borders on terror. Maybe all three.

He keeps rubbing, relentless, forcing my body to respond. The waves of pleasure gather, crest, but never break—held in stasis by whatever lock he’s programmed into my flesh. I writhe, desperate for release, and the pressure builds until I’m mewling, panting, grinding down against his hand in wild, mindless thrusts.

“Remember,” he says, voice distant, “You can’t come until I say so. You can beg, you can scream, but it won’t happen unless I allow it.”

That finality, the confirmation of my helplessness, almost undoes me. I try anyway. The programming lets me try, lets me build and build without ever reaching the end.

He keeps me there, squirming and gasping, for what feels like hours. Every time I soften, he goads me on—pinching, slapping, fondling, always with that smug, proprietary touch. I am a toy designed for one purpose: to be filled, used, and denied. And he is the only one with the password.

Finally, when my body is wrecked with trembling and my mind is a smear of hot, white need, he leans in and whispers, “Ask me one more time. Nicely.”

I swallow around the lump in my throat and do as I’m told. “Please, Master. Please let me come. Please. I’ll do anything.”

He smiles, satisfied, and presses the button. The release is volcanic—a shuddering, explosive climax that tears through me in waves. The pleasure is so intense it borders on agony; I sob, convulse, arch my back until I think I’ll break. He holds me down through it, calm as a scientist with a pinned specimen, watching my every spasm with hungry delight.

When the tremors finally subside and I collapse, limp and ruined, he strokes my hair and whispers, “That’s my good girl.” Warmth spreads through my chest, a sick, traitorous glow of gratitude.

He lets me rest in the aftershock, collapsed and quaking, the diaper leaking warmth between my thighs, my limbs heavy as lead and unwilling to obey. I float for a while in the hush that follows, the only sounds my ragged, shuddering breath and the faint tick of an unseen clock. I am emptied out, marrow and meaning scrubbed away, left nothing more than a trembling vessel for sensation. I stare at the ceiling, its perfect blankness dizzying in its refusal to comfort. There’s nothing up there, nothing anywhere—not a single thing left that belongs to me.

The sweat slicks my skin, pooling in the valley between my breasts, tracing a salt path down to my navel and into the elastic waistband of the bloated diaper. I can feel time pass in pulses, each one a little slower, a little glassier than the last. My body hums with afterglow and exhaustion, but inside, some smaller, meaner part of me is already dreading what’s next. I know him well enough by now to understand: there’s always another test, another proof of concept, another boundary to grind away until it’s gone for good.

The silence is immense, so thick I almost forget he’s still there—until he stands up, long shadow falling cold across my ruined form. I hear the floor creak beneath his feet as he moves around the room, then the metallic scrape of a drawer, the plastic rattle of packaging. There is a hiss of latex as he snaps on a pair of gloves, each finger yanked snug and deliberate. He returns, looming above, a surgical tray balanced in his hands. He sets it down and peers at me with the same detached curiosity he uses when dismantling my dignity. For a moment, I think he might say something—praise or admonishment or some new order—but instead he just watches, takes in the mess he’s made of me, and smiles.

He reaches for the tapes on my diaper, his fingers quick and deft. With a series of practiced tugs, he strips them free, then peels the sodden, stinking bulk away from my crotch. The air is shockingly cold against bare, raw skin. I wince instinctively, but he doesn’t pause; he folds the wet diaper, tapes it up, and sets it aside on the tray. Then he grabs a handful of wipes—thick, hospital-grade, and chilled to the touch—and begins to clean me with impersonal efficiency.

He wipes between my legs, up my slit, around the curve of my ass, every inch of flesh inspected and scrubbed until I am stripped of even the residue of shame. His gloved fingers probe, press, part my folds with clinical precision, as if I’m a lab animal being groomed for dissection. I make a small, involuntary sound, and he clicks his tongue, almost affectionate.

“I know it stings,” he says, voice mild. “But you want to be presentable, don’t you?”

“Yes, Master,” I say softly.

He wipes away my tears as casually as he wipes my cunt. When he’s satisfied, he tosses the dirty wipes into a waste bin and turns back to the tray, where a fresh diaper waits. This one is thicker, more aggressively padded, decorated with childish cartoon rabbits in pastel colors. He slides it beneath my hips, lifts me by the ankles, and powders my skin until I’m dusted dry and baby-sweet. The powder clings to the angry red of my chafed labia, turning every wound into something soft and infantile. He tapes up the new diaper with a brisk, practiced motion, then smooths down the front with his open palm, pressing it flat against my mound. The pressure is gentle, almost tender, but it makes me leak a little, just from the helplessness of it.

“See? Much better,” he says, voice brightening like a man who has completed a difficult household chore.

He strips off the gloves, turns away, and begins to tidy up the aftermath. The waste bin is sealed, the tray wiped down, the used gloves tossed. Every trace of the scene, except the sticky sensation between my legs and the ache in my chest, is erased as if it never happened. He runs a hand through his hair, glances at his reflection in the window, and straightens his collar.

He glances at me, still sprawled on the bed, arms and legs akimbo and utterly defenseless. “Come on, Dolli,” he says, voice laced with anticipation. “The servants should have dinner ready by now.” He doesn’t look to see if I’m following; he simply strides from the room, leaving the door wide for me to crawl after him.

It takes me a minute to gather myself. My arms tremble as I push up from the mattress, my body still not fully convinced of its own solidity. But the programming is merciless: within seconds, I’m on hands and knees, the thick diaper forcing my legs wide apart, the new weight shifting my balance so I have to sway my hips to move at all. I crawl off the bed, landing with a heavy thump on the polished hardwood, and begin my slow, humiliating journey down the hall.

The corridors of his house are cathedral-empty, but every surface is reflective—glass, steel, lacquered wood—so I cannot escape my own image. Each window, each glossy panel, shows me as he sees me: stripped, infantilized, a grotesque parody of girlhood trussed up in plastic and powder. The scent of talc and urine follows me like a shadow. My breasts sway with every movement; the diaper creaks and rustles. My wrists are ringed in red where he cuffed them earlier, and my mouth still tastes faintly of salt and sweat.

I hear voices ahead: the subdued murmur of the hired staff preparing the evening meal. I hesitate at the threshold to the dining room, heart hammering with dread at being seen, but my body moves anyway. I am programmed to follow, to present, to display myself as a trophy. The humiliation is recursive: I blush at my own embarrassment, then blush harder at the knowledge that I am designed to blush.

The dining room is a cold marble box, vast and angular, the edges so sharp and gleaming they seem to slice the light itself into splinters. My hands and knees slap against the black-and-white chessboard floor as I crawl toward the long, monastic table at the far end. The air is heavy and sterile, each breath echoing up to the cross-hatched ceiling. The walls, a seamless expanse of smoked glass, reflect my approach a hundred times over. I cannot escape myself, or what I have become.

He’s already there, of course, seated at the head of the table, posture perfect. His phone glows blue against the polished surface as his thumb scrolls, indifferent to the echoing emptiness, to the gallery of servants lining the wall. They stand in matching uniforms—dark tunics, matte gloves, eyes fixed straight ahead—like chess pieces awaiting their turn to sacrifice or conquer. None so much as glance my way, not even when the rustle of my diaper and the squeak of my knees on marble break the quiet with comic regularity. I am not a person to them. I am a curiosity, a prop, an extension of his will.

I reach his side and wait, folding myself into a practiced pose: ass pressed to heels, arms limp at my sides, back arched just enough to thrust my breasts forward. I am breathing hard, but he ignores me completely, never lifting his gaze from the screen. For a moment, I am a ghost. I wonder if this is what death is: being visible and invisible at once, present only as absence, as a stain on the world’s order.

A door sighs open; a maid glides in with a silver tray balanced on one white-gloved hand. She is small, bird-boned, her hair in a severe black knot. There is nothing in her face, not even contempt, as she bows and places the tray before him. The domed lid catches the light, a warped panorama of the room: my nakedness, his composure, the servants’ blank faces. I stare at my own reflection, distorted and monstrous, until his voice cuts through.

He lifts the lid and inspects the food—a slab of red-fleshed protein, a single stalk of broccoli, a swirl of foam that looks like pond scum. He studies it with the same analytical boredom he reserves for most human interaction, then sets it aside with a nod of approval. Only now does he look at me, and when he does, it is not with cruelty or warmth, but with that same frigid interest he might turn on an insect caught in a petri dish.

“Hungry?” he asks, as if testing a hypothesis.

My mouth is dry, but I answer, “Yes, Master.” If I say it wrong, he will know.

He tilts his head, as if weighing my words, then flicks two fingers in a gesture so small it is almost secret. “Bring it in,” he says, but not to me. To someone else.

There is a pause, a brief static in the air, as the entire room shifts its attention without moving. From the hall, a set of wheels chirps against the floor. A second servant—tall, severe, in a three-piece suit that might as well be armor—appears, pushing a high chair. Not a child’s high chair, but one custom-built for a grown woman, complete with padded restraints at the wrists and ankles, a five-point harness, and a tray wide enough to double as a surgical table.

I feel the blood drain from my face. The servants do not react, though I see a flicker of movement in the corner of one maid’s eye. The suited man parks the chair beside my Master, then lifts me in one swift, easy motion—my feet leave the ground and I’m deposited into the vinyl-padded seat, my body folding and unfolding like a doll. He straps me in, wrists and legs first, then tugs the chest harness tight until I can barely draw breath. My arms are splayed on either side of the chair, fingers twitching, and my thighs are forced apart by the obscene bulk of the diaper. The tray is clicked into place, blocking my view of everything except the gleaming utensils set before me.

He leans in, inspecting the fit, then smooths a stray hair from my face with a gloved finger. There is something like pride in the gesture, a craftsman admiring his handiwork. I want to look away, but the collar at my throat keeps my head angled just so, locking my gaze forward.

Master looks at me with a slow, deliberate satisfaction, then gestures to the waiting staff. The servers snap into motion, a perfectly-timed ballet of plates and cutlery, pouring wine and arranging napkins. A glass of water appears at the edge of my tray, but not within reach; a bottle of formula, the kind meant for infants, is screwed into a sippy-cup top and placed beside it. The smell is chemical-sweet, repulsive, but my mouth waters anyway.

He pours himself a glass of wine—deep burgundy, thick as blood—then turns to me as if he’s about to deliver a toast.

“You can’t eat unless I allow it, and you can’t stop until I turn it off,” he says before raising the remote. A click and suddenly the urge to eat consumes me.

He cuts into his steak and chews, watching me struggle against the harness. I try to reach for the bottle, but the restraints at my wrists only allow an awkward, crab-like motion. The servants watch, impassive and silent, as I fumble and finally manage to grasp it with both hands. The nipple is rubbery and huge—I have to suck hard to get the fluid started. It tastes of vanilla and plastic, and shame.

Master eats in slow, savoring bites, never hurrying, always turning his attention back to me like a teacher waiting for a student to solve a problem. I drink from the bottle, slurping and sputtering, the formula leaking from the corners of my mouth and pooling in the hollow above my collarbone. I’m instantly, absurdly full, but I keep drinking, because I cannot stop until he says so.

Halfway through his meal, he wipes his mouth with a napkin, then dabs the corner of my lips as if I am a toddler. He does it gently, but his eyes are cold.

“I hope you’re grateful,” he says. “Not many are given such care.”

“Thank you, Master,” I answer, even as my stomach rebels.

The meal continues. Every swallow is a humiliation, every glance from the staff another needle pricking my skin. I can feel the formula ballooning in my gut, pressing against the waistband of the diaper, threatening to come back up if I don’t pace myself. Still, I drink, because I have no choice. My own body is a traitor, programmed to obey, to swallow, to perform.

A bell chimes from the front of the house. The servants stiffen, then disperse in silence to their posts. Master sets his utensils down with a clink, then unbuckles himself from his chair. He wipes his hands one final time and stands, looming over me.

“Our guest is here,” he says, half to himself, half to me.

I tremble.

He glances toward the door, and in the polished steel of the silver tray, I see the warped reflection of a guest arriving—tall, feminine, her face a mask of bright, greedy curiosity. She is dressed in white, every inch of her immaculate, untouched. She glides into the dining room, pausing just long enough to take in the tableau: Master at the head of the table, me trussed up in the high chair, the staff arrayed along the walls.

She smiles, and there is nothing kind in it.

I clench my fists, nails digging into my palms, but the padding at my wrists is too thick. I am trapped, displayed, a specimen ready for dissection or devouring.

Master returns to his seat, gestures for the woman to join him. She does, folding herself into the chair opposite, her eyes never leaving me. They speak in low, conspiratorial voices, but every so often she glances up and traces the line of my cheek with her gaze, as if memorizing me for later.

The meal resumes in double-time as the servants bring her food, as if my agony is a source of energy for the room. Master lifts his glass and takes a long, savoring sip of wine, his other hand resting at the edge of my tray. He watches, always, a corner of his mouth curled in clinical satisfaction as I reach the bottom of my cup.

The taste is nauseating—a chemical strawberry, sickly sweet with an undertone of medicinal bitterness. The woman across from me giggles, a liquid sound that makes me want to crawl out of my own skin, but Master shushes her with a glance. There is no rebuke in it, only a gentle warning to savor rather than squander her enjoyment. She bites her lip, her eyes never leaving my mouth as I suckle and gag, the pink formula dribbling down my chin and pooling in the slick, elastic ruff at my neck.

I try not to look at her, but it’s impossible. She is built like a predator, all angles and precision, her eyes rimmed with gold shadow that makes the irises lurid and feline. She is young, or sculpted to look that way, her lips glossy and the color of raw salmon. Her dress is bone-white, cut with architectural sharpness, emphasizing her arms—smooth and hairless, the tendons visible under the skin. When she moves, it is always with a dancer’s exactness, like nothing she does is wasted or unplanned. She taps her nails against the table, crisp and staccato, matching the rhythm of my own panicked swallowing.

They talk, the two of them, sometimes forgetting I exist and sometimes making me the axis of their conversation.

The pressure in my bladder starts as a suggestion, a background note of warmth and fullness. By the time Master's plate is empty, it is a roaring command, every muscle below my waist clenched and pleading for release, but I can't. The humiliation isn't stopping me, my body has forgotten how. The harness digs into my belly, compounding the pressure. I try to shift, to find a position where it is less unbearable, but Master notices instantly.

“Sit still,” he says, not loud but absolute.

I freeze. My eyes water. The woman’s gaze sharpens, delighted by the little tremors that wrack my thighs. She leans forward, resting her chin on one manicured hand.

“Amazing,” the woman breathes, and I hate her for the hunger in her tone.

I am dizzy, the edges of my vision pulsing with every heartbeat. The feeding continues, relentless as the servants bring fresh sippy cups for me. Each bottle is a different flavor: vanilla, then banana, then something unidentifiable and blue. My mouth is coated in sugar and slime, every swallow a fresh humiliation. The bottles are heavy, each one larger than the last, and my gut groans in protest. The staff never breaks formation, but I can feel their peripheral attention, recording every detail for Master’s later analysis. I try to focus on the ceiling, the pattern of intersecting beams, but my eyes keep seeking the woman’s face and the unforgiving pleasure there.

She reaches across the table, plucking a droplet of formula from my chin with the tip of her finger. She examines it, then pops it into her mouth. “The flavor profile could use a little more depth,” she says, and Master chuckles.

“I’ll make a note of it.” He strokes the nape of my neck, a gesture so tender it sends a jolt through my whole body.

My bladder is a live wire now. I squirm despite the order, the need eclipsing my fear of punishment. The woman grins, baring tiny enamelled teeth.

“You’re desperate, aren’t you?” she coos. “Don’t hold back. That’s what the diaper is for.”

“It’s not that easy,” Master explains, holding up the remote. “She’s waiting for me to push the button that will allow her to go.”

The formula is gone. I set the empty bottle back on the tray with shaking hands, breathing hard. Master inspects my face, then flicks a switch on the underside of the tray. The harness tightens, forcing me upright, pinning my hips against the seat. The pressure is unbearable. I gasp, a sound so raw I’m sure the staff will flinch, but they do not move. The woman’s pupils dilate.

It happens all at once: the click of the remote, my body gives up, and I soak the diaper in a rush of heat and shame. The absorbent core swells, the pressure briefly easing before it doubles down, the wetness seeping against my skin. The woman claps, as if I have performed a magic trick.

“She’s exquisite,” she says, her voice pitched high with delight. “You’ve outdone yourself.”

Master inclines his head, as if accepting a prize. He wipes my face again, smoothing my hair with paternal pride. “She can go much further,” he says. “Watch.”

The feeding resumes. A new bottle, impossibly huge, is slammed onto the tray. My hands are trembling so badly I can barely lift it, but Master clamps his hand over mine and guides it to my lips. The formula is warm, thick, almost savory; I gag, but he holds my head steady, forcing me to drink. My esophagus is a slick, aching tunnel, my belly stretched and singing with pain. The voices around me blur into static, but I can hear my own animal noises—whimpers, little gulps and moans.

The woman asks questions, takes notes, sometimes interrupts to demand a close-up. He pulls out the remote again. The effect is immediate: my body unlocks, and I begin to flood the diaper again, long after I thought there was nothing left in me. The table is silent except for the sound of my humiliation.

I don’t remember finishing the bottle. I only remember Master’s voice, low and controlled, instructing the staff to bring towels, to prepare the next round, to document everything. My vision narrows to a pinprick. I am not a person. The realization is dizzying, almost holy, and I sink into it gratefully.

“You can stop now,” Master orders, pressing the button that turns off my urge to consume. I slump in my harness, dizzy with relief.

But it’s short lived.

“Would you like Annette to change you?”

“Yes, Master.”
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He nods to the woman—Annette—who stands and smooths her pristine white dress. She approaches me with predatory grace, each step measured and precise, her heels clicking against the marble floor. Her smile is a knife’s edge, bright and dangerous.

“I’ll need supplies,” she says, not looking at me but through me, as if I’m a task rather than a person.

Master waves a hand, and one of the silent servants materializes with a black leather case. Annette takes it, sets it on the table, and opens it with the delicate precision of a surgeon. Inside are diapers, wipes, powder, and things I can’t identify—metal instruments that glint under the dining room lights.

Annette’s fingers approach me first as a threat and only secondarily as a solution. She hovers, almost savoring the moment before contact, then pinches the silver buckles at my collarbone and releases both with a snap. The harness slackens and falls away from my shoulders, peeling from my skin with a sticky reluctance. The loss of pressure is dizzying; my arms flop uselessly to my sides, boneless and numb. I feel the air on my skin as acutely as pain—a raw, tingling exposure—and the sudden lack of containment makes the remaining restraints feel even more conspicuous.

Annette doesn’t regard me the way a nurse would a patient, or a lover might a supplicant. Instead, she studies the lattice of indentations left by the harness, the flush of my overfull stomach, the shallow panting at my lips, with the impersonal curiosity of someone reviewing a new species of insect. She tilts my chin, inspects the bottle streaks pooling below my jaw, then lifts my arm and tests the spring of my bicep as if I’m a mannequin designed for stress testing. When she lets go, my hand thuds against the marble, the sound loud and final as a gavel.

The diaper is next. It is a swollen, pulpy mass, grotesquely out of scale with the rest of my body, distended to the point of structural failure after multiple uses. Annette’s eyes flick once to the saturated edges, then she catches my ankle and pivots me onto my back. I am limp, complicit in my own handling. She presses my knees apart with a brisk, almost contemptuous efficiency. My hips crack audibly. The worst part is the way my body accepts her invasions so easily, so gratefully, like a training dummy acquiescing to its appointed function.

Annette tears the tapes, not gently, but with the briskness of someone opening a shipping box. The adhesive gives way with a muted rip, each sound underscoring my total helplessness. When she pulls back the plastic, the smell hits me first—chemical, sharp, overlaid with the unmistakable tang of urine and fermenting formula. My face burns. I expect her to grimace or mask her nostrils, but she doesn’t even blink.

The wet core clings to my crotch; she peels it away with a single deft motion, and the cold, wet air kisses my exposed skin. I flinch, and for a half-second Annette’s eyes flick upward to meet mine. There’s nothing in them, not even amusement. I think I would prefer cruelty—a leering, savoring sadism—over this numb, businesslike attention. She is cleaning a surface. I am the surface.

Her latex-gloved hand slides under my thigh to find the crease where flesh meets flesh, and she uses a pre-moistened wipe to scrub vigorously. I whimper. The wipe is ice cold, and she does not moderate the pressure. She lifts my leg higher, as if testing the articulation of a prosthetic, and exposes the raw, red skin beneath the elastic. She pauses, then produces a tiny tube of ointment and applies it in a thin, even layer. I can feel her index finger pressing it into the folds, making sure every centimeter is coated. I want to close my legs, to shy away, but the force of her grip makes it impossible.

Master watches from his seat, chin propped on his fist, eyes gleaming. He is not even pretending to eat anymore. The staff have retreated to the kitchen, leaving just the three of us in the echoing vault of the dining room. I hear the tick of the grandfather clock, the slow hiss of the radiator, the wet squelch as Annette mops up the last of my humiliation. She folds the used diaper and wipes into a neat, compact bundle, drops it in a waste bin, then turns to the black leather case for a fresh one.

This new diaper is thicker, more rigid, with a plastic shell that crinkles audibly in her hands. She fans it open, slides it under my hips, and positions it. She pinches the tapes, stretches them taut, and smooths them against my belly, then runs a finger along the gusset to ensure a perfect seal. The touch is both intimate and utterly devoid of intimacy—a paradox that makes my skin crawl. I realize that Annette has done this before, for others, and will do it again, and like I am as interchangeable as the diapers themselves.

When she is satisfied, she inspects her work, then wipes her gloves on a towel and rises gracefully to her feet. She does not address me. She does not even look at my face. I am an object that has been cleaned and reset, ready for the next round of use.

I feel empty; emptied. As if the humiliation has drained something fundamental from me, leaving only a hollow shape on the marble. My mouth is dry, tongue thick with residual formula, my limbs shaky with fatigue and some deeper, more enduring exhaustion. For a moment I wonder if I will be allowed to sleep, or if this is merely an intermission before the next demonstration.

Master stands and moves to my side, surveying me the way an engineer might a prototype fresh from the assembly line. His eyes roam over my face, my chest, the new diaper, then back to my face. He crouches beside me, close enough that I can smell his cologne, the scent reassuring in its familiarity.

“She’s very efficient,” he remarks to Annette, as if I’m not present.

Annette nods. “Extremely so. The material held even under extreme volume.”

He smiles, a small, proprietary smile. He strokes my hair, tucks a strand behind my ear, then wraps his fingers gently around my throat—not squeezing, just holding, as if reminding me that I am, ultimately, his. The sensation is paradoxically calming, a return to the laws of my existence. His grip is the only warmth I am allowed.

“She can go again, if you want to see the limits,” he says.

Annette glances at my midsection, then at the array of bottles lined up on the cart. “I’d like that,” she says, her tone speculative. “But I’m also curious about the other features.”

“Would you like to experience her first hand?”

Annette’s mouth twitches—a hint of anticipation. Master releases my neck, and after a click of the remote, gestures for me to kneel. My body obeys immediately, muscles screaming as I push myself upright. My knees grind against the cold marble, the diaper squeaking beneath me, and I settle back on my heels, hands folded in my lap.

“She’s almost too responsive,” Annette observes, circling me. “It’s uncanny.”

“That’s the point,” Master replies.

Annette stops in front of me, the blade of her white dress hanging inches from my nose, her silhouette so crisp against my fevered, almost febrile skin that I imagine she could cut me with her hem alone. She doesn’t look down at first. She simply lets me feel her presence: the invisible force field of a dominant woman who is certain of her own power, measuring the effect she has on a broken thing like me. The air between us almost vibrates, and I feel an embarrassing flush crawl up my cheeks and down my chest, my skin prickling with the static of anticipation and dread.

When she finally bends, it is not down to my level—it is into me, through me, like a predator scenting a wound. Her movement is reptilian: slow and utterly unhurried. She presses a single lacquered finger to the tip of my chin, raising my face until our eyes meet. Her gaze is so steady I’m convinced I should find something in it: a secret message, a glimmer of mercy. But there’s nothing behind her eyes except the cold, hungry calculation of a person who enjoys the privilege of inflicting her will on someone else. Any softness in her touch is cancelled by the intent behind it.

I try to hold her gaze, though my own eyes keep slipping out of focus. Instead, I see only my own reflection in the gloss of her irises, a ghostly doll’s face bracketed by trembling limbs and the bulge of a fresh, synthetic diaper. My humiliation solidifies inside me, cold and dense as a stone, but Annette just offers me a smirk—a controlled spasm at the corners of her lips, so ambiguous it could be mistaken for either pity or amusement. She taps my cheek twice then lets go, leaving the imprint of her nail as a tiny crescent on my skin.

Even before Annette withdraws, Master appears behind her, his posture the very image of casual authority. He is close enough that I can feel the heat of his body, a warmth I crave, though I know it is only ever offered as a lure or a reward. He rests his hand on her shoulder, fingers draping forward with the possessive ease of a man who has never been denied access to any room, or woman, or secret. His thumb presses into the muscle at the base of her neck, and the collar of her dress slouches under his pressure, exposing the pale, almost blue-white skin beneath.

“She’s all yours,” he says, his voice a gruff caress. “Whatever you want.”

He’s not talking to me. He’s talking about me, and the difference is everything.

Annette’s smile deepens, flickers, then firms into something undeniable. She leans back, shoulders straightening beneath Master’s hand, and I wonder for a moment if she is as susceptible to him as I am. But when she turns her attention back to me, I realize that the power dynamic between them doesn’t matter. In this moment, she is the architect of my next ordeal.

“On your back,” she says, the words falling with the flat, clipped efficiency of a push notification. Not a request. Not even a command, really—just an expectation, a fact of nature, like gravity. My program scrambles; I’m not used to that voice, and the circuits in my head stutter as they try to reconcile Annette’s authority with Master’s. The dissonance is so acute that for a split second, my vision blurs, little black squares flickering at the edge of my field of view. My fingers twitch. My jaw locks. Every system in my body demands I comply, and still I hesitate—just long enough to feel a flush of shame at my own inadequacy.

Annette notices, of course. She raises an eyebrow, folds her arms, and leans in so closely that her perfume—white flowers, green stems, a hint of ozone—overrides the sharp ammonia tang rising from my diaper. I feel her disappointment as a physical force. That does the trick. I flop backward, arms splayed, the cold marble pressing hard against my shoulder blades as the thick, new diaper crinkles beneath my ass. Instantly, my spatial awareness shrinks: the world is just me, the ceiling, and Annette looming over me, pinning me to the slab like a rare butterfly.

Annette doesn’t move immediately. She lets me suffer the moment, lets it stretch into a slow, deliberate suspense. She paces around behind my head, heels clicking on the stone, her steps so light that I can’t track her by sound alone. I have to imagine her, piecing together her movements from the slipstream of her scent and the brief flashes of her shadow on the ceiling. I realize that this is deliberate, too. She wants me off-balance. She wants me hyperaware, every sense scrubbed raw.

Then, abruptly, she is above me. I feel the pressure of her knees straddling my head, the tautness of her thighs taut against the side of my face. The light is cut off by the sweep of her dress, and suddenly I am in a tent of expensive silk, the rest of the room erased by the darkness and the enveloping warmth of her body. The fabric brushes my cheeks, static crackling. I blink, and the only thing I can see is the perfect, curved geometry of her upper thighs and the shadowed outline of her underwear.

She doesn’t speak for a long moment, as if savoring the tension. Then: “Pull my underwear out of the way and make me come using your tongue.”

The command detonates in my skull. My mouth goes dry, my pulse accelerates so hard that for a moment I think I might wet myself again. I am aware, almost forensically, of the fact that Master is watching. I can feel his gaze on the back of my neck, his attention a burning patch of heat, and for the first time I understand that this is also a test for him—a demonstration of obedience, not just for me but for Annette, and perhaps for some unknown audience beyond the vault of this dining room.

I hesitate, but only because the choreography of the task is unclear. Do I use my hands? Do I clamp them to my sides? The indecision stabs me, but the program in my head overrides even that. I reach up with trembling fingers, still slick with the residue of formula and humiliation, and pinch the seam of her panties between two fingers. I can feel the heat of her through the thin silk, the dampness. She’s already aroused, and this fact galvanizes me, gives me a sick, giddy surge of pride.

I hook a finger into the elastic and pull it to the side. The movement is awkward, but Annette doesn’t help; she wants to see how I solve the puzzle on my own. The fabric snaps back against my knuckles, baring her entirely. She is pale, almost luminescent in the gloom, her pubic hair a delicate, curated geometry, her labia flushed pink and glossy with anticipation.

I hesitate again, lips poised a breath away from her. The scent is immediate, sharper and more sour than I expected, a living, animal perfume that makes my mouth water and my toes curl. I flick my tongue out, tentative at first, tracing the contour of her as one might the rim of a wine glass.

Annette exhales, a sharp, satisfied sound that is not quite a moan, more a hiss of approval. She settles more weight across my chest and shoulders, pinning me further, and grabs my hair with one hand, winding it around her fist. The pain is sharp, direct, grounding. The other hand braces against the floor next to my head, her fingers splayed for balance. She leans into me, not gently, but with the kind of force that makes it clear that this is not about comfort—not hers, not mine, not anyone’s. The fabric of her dress clings to the sweat on my face, and though I can’t see her, I can feel her hips poised above my mouth like the jaws of a meticulously sharpened trap. I want, desperately, to please her. I want to hear the involuntary noises she makes when I do it right, to feel the shudder of satisfaction roll through her body and into my own. But more than that, I want to be worthy of the task. I want to prove that I am more than the sum of my programming, more than a doll or a disposable object. I want to be needed, if only for the skill of my tongue.

She doesn’t give me time to hesitate. She presses forward, hips grinding down until the seam of her underwear mashes against my mouth, and for a heartbeat I can’t breathe. The deprivation is exquisite: a momentary blackout, then a rush of air tinged with the musk of her arousal and the faint, acrid tang of my own fear. I taste her on the silk—warm, bitter, alive—and my body responds as if on cue, a tremor running through my jaw and neck, a flutter in my stomach that’s half anticipation, half dread.

“Better,” she murmurs. The syllable is soft, almost lost in the fabric, but it detonates inside my head.

Her skin is taut and cool but slick with a film of sweat, and I dig my nails in, not to hurt, but to anchor myself in the storm of sensation that follows. My tongue finds her, sliding along the seam, then dipping lower to tease the edges of her lips through the silk. I know what she wants, even if I don’t know exactly how she wants it. I build a rhythm, at first tentative, then more direct, licking and sucking until the fabric grows sodden and translucent, until I can see the pale pink flush of her underneath.

Annette shudders, a ripple running up her thighs. For a moment she is utterly still, holding herself rigid as if to prolong the tension, then she moves again, rolling her hips in slow, grinding circles that threaten to dislocate my jaw. I can hear her breath now, hitching and sharp, and I realize that I have never felt so close to another person, never been so completely enveloped by someone else’s body and will. The realization makes me dizzy. I redouble my efforts, pressing my tongue hard against the cotton, tracing the outline of her clit, then flicking at it with quick, staccato bursts. Her body responds instantly, thighs clamping around my head and holding me in place, her fingers twisting tighter in my hair until the pain feels like an electric current.

“Keep going,” she says. The words are clipped, clinical, as if she is dictating notes for a case study.

I obey. I have no choice. I want to be good for her, to be perfect, but every instinct in me is screaming that I can’t possibly live up to her standard. The pressure becomes a kind of music—a rhythm of humiliation and hope, of failure and frantic, desperate repetition. I push my tongue harder, faster, trying to read her body as it shifts and tenses, trying to anticipate what will make her break. But every time I think I have found the pattern, she changes it, bucking her hips or twisting my hair until I am breathless and gasping, my lips numb and raw.

At some point, she hooks her fingers into the waistband of her panties and yanks them aside, baring herself completely. The sudden, hot intimacy of skin-on-skin contact is shocking. Her scent floods my nose, raw and elemental, and I feel my own arousal spike in response. I want to touch myself, to grind against the diaper, to do anything that might relieve the mounting ache in my clit, but I know I am not permitted that pleasure. The denial only makes it worse, a spiral of need that loops back and forth between my body and hers.

Her inner thighs are quivering now, slick with sweat and the residue of my saliva. I flatten my tongue and drag it slowly up the length of her slit, savoring the heat and the salt and the faint, coppery taste that marks the border between pain and pleasure. She moans—a low, guttural sound that is entirely unlike the cool, detached persona she presents to the world. It thrills me to have caused that, to have made her crack.

She grinds down harder, suffocating me with her cunt, and for a moment I truly can’t breathe. My lungs burn, my vision swims, but the panic is secondary to the compulsion to keep going. If I stop, I know the punishment will be swift and severe. I double down, sucking her clit into my mouth and flicking it with the tip of my tongue, over and over, until her whole body goes rigid and she lets out a strangled gasp.

She comes, but not quietly. She rides my face with a violence that leaves my jaw aching and my scalp tender, her hips jerking in sharp, arrhythmic spasms until she is spent. Only then does she release my hair, letting my head drop back onto the cold marble with a wet, exhausted slap.

I am gasping, my face slick with her, my mouth numb and tingling. I blink up at her, searching for some sign of approval, but she doesn’t even look at me. She just stands, smoothing her dress, and turns to Master with that same predatory smile.

“She’s adequate,” Annette says, as if appraising a piece of machinery. “Not perfect, but I suppose that’s part of the charm.”

Master laughs, a short, barking sound that echoes off the stone walls. He steps forward, looming over me, and I feel the heat of his approval wash over me like sunlight. He crouches, his face inches from mine, and wipes the mess from my chin with his thumb.

“You did well,” he says, and for a moment, I am irrationally proud.

But the moment passes. I am still on my back, panting, my legs splayed and useless, the diaper beneath me swollen and humiliatingly visible. I am nothing but a receptacle, a tool, an object to be used and discarded at will.

I lie there, tracing patterns on the ceiling with my eyes, trying to process the chaotic cocktail of emotions churning inside me: pride, shame, exhaustion, and the relentless, gnawing need for more.
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I am still staring up at the ceiling, lost in this whirlpool of sensation and submission, when Master speaks again.

Master bends down and cups my face, his thumb smearing the evidence of Annette’s pleasure across my cheek. “You see?” he says to her. “The programming allows for a range of responses. She can be precise, or clumsy, or enthusiastic—whatever you prefer.”

I’m still trying to catch my breath, my jaw aching, the taste of Annette thick on my tongue. The ceiling swims above me, and I close my eyes, desperate for a moment of darkness, of privacy—but even that is denied. Master’s fingers tap my cheek.

“Open,” he says.

My eyes snap open. He’s looking down at me, his expression a mix of pride and clinical interest, as if I’m a science experiment that’s yielded particularly interesting results.

“Sit up,” he commands, and my body responds before my mind can process it. I push myself upright, the diaper squishing underneath me.

“What have you got in that bag of toys, Annette?” he asks her. “Do you want to see how much she can take?”

Annette’s laugh is like glass breaking. “Oh, I’ve brought quite a collection,” she says, reaching for the black case. She flips it open with a theatrical flourish, revealing an array of implements nestled in velvet-lined compartments. Metal glints under the dining room lights—clamps, plugs, probes, things I can’t even name. My throat tightens.

“Stand her up,” Annette suggests, selecting something from the case. “I want to see how she handles this.”

Master flips a switch on the remote, grips my arm and hauls me to my feet. My legs wobble, still uncertain beneath me but holding again for the first time in what feels like hours. The diaper hangs heavy between my thighs, forcing them apart. I feel exposed despite being covered—more naked with the diaper than I would be without it.

“Bend over the table,” Master instructs, and his hand presses down between my shoulder blades, forcing me to fold at the waist. My hips bump the edge of the marble, cold and slick beneath the thin cotton of my dress, and the air stings my skin as I am bent double, arms splayed out uselessly as if in supplication. The marble is punishing, indifferent to my discomfort, and I realize that what little dignity I had has been left behind on the floor.

I try to support myself, but my hands slide uselessly, palms skating on the glassy surface. The room smells like sweat and ozone, synthetic musk overlaid with a sharp, metallic tang. My body is trembling—whether from adrenaline, fear, or the aftershocks of what Annette just did to me, I can’t be sure. My cheek is pressed so close to the marble I can see the faint smudge of my own breath, fogging and reforming with every frantic exhale.

Annette’s footsteps echo through the room, measured and unhurried, each strike of her heel a tiny sonic weapon. I hear her moving behind me, closer, closer, until I feel the chill of her shadow stretching across my bare thighs. I want to reach out, to clutch at Master’s forearm or the edge of the table, but I can't break position. The programming is absolute; if I struggle, it will only make things worse.

“Hold her still,” Annette says, her voice flat, almost bored.

Master obeys, his hands closing around my shoulders with an iron grip. His thumbs dig just beneath my collarbones, pinning me in place, while his weight leans in, pressing my torso to the marble. His touch is implacable—there is no warmth, only the certainty of restraint. The edge of the table grinds into my hipbones, making it impossible to squirm.

My nipples are hard, abraded by the marble and standing out under the soaked front of my dress. I can’t stop thinking about how I must look from behind: legs parted, diaper bunched up around my waist and hips, the rest of me splayed out like a sacrifice. The humiliation is electric, a current that tightens my throat and makes my eyes sting with tears of shame and anticipation.

“I think she needs to learn what she has to look forward,” Annette says. The tone of her voice is different now—less playful, more clinical, the kind of icy precision used to describe an incision or a chemical burn. “Something she’ll feel every time she moves.”

Master snorts softly, a noise of agreement.

There is a rustle and click behind me—the sound of Annette unfastening the case, her fingers sorting through the implements with a deliberate, practiced rhythm. Metal is drawn across velvet, faintly ringing in the quiet. I can hear her deliberating, weighing her options, as if she’s selecting a surgical tool rather than a toy.

My heart jackhammers in my chest. I risk a glance at the reflection in the marble: Annette’s slim hands, pale as bone, moving with the calm detachment of a mortician. I see the glint of stainless steel and the flash of black silicone, but not enough to guess what will be used on me first.

I flinch as her hand brushes the back of my thigh, nails grazing the skin just below the diaper’s edge. She pinches the waistband and tugs the back down with a practiced snap, exposing my ass but leaving the front bunched up and humiliatingly intact. The elastic bites into my thighs, but it’s nothing compared to the vulnerability of being half-stripped, half-restrained, and completely at her mercy.

The air is shockingly cold on my bare skin. I shudder, goosebumps racing from the nape of my neck to the backs of my knees. I hear Annette’s breathing behind me—controlled, almost meditative—and then the faintest metallic click as she preps whatever tool she’s chosen. The programming has rendered me absolutely still, but every nerve in my body is singing, waiting to be played.

I want to know what she’s holding. The anticipation is a brand, searing through my composure. I imagine every possibility: the sting of a paddle, the bite of a clamp, the slow violation of something larger and colder. I squeeze my eyes shut, willing myself to prepare, to steel myself, but nothing has taught me to endure this kind of waiting.

Annette leans close, so near I can feel the heat of her breath on my lower back. She traces a finger along my spine, then down, following the curve until it rests in the small of my back. I clench, unable to help it, and she laughs—a low, throaty sound that vibrates in my bones.

“Oh, she’s tense,” Annette says, teasing. “You see how she twitches? Like a rabbit before the snare.”

I hear Master grunt, but he doesn’t say anything. His hands only tighten, holding me even more firmly in place. As if I've moved.

Annette’s other hand appears, cold and clinical as it parts my cheeks. I want to resist, but my body is a puppet. I can only endure. She spreads me wide, exposing everything, and I know she’s doing it for Master’s benefit as much as her own.

I feel something icy touch the base of my tailbone: metal, unyielding, shaped like nothing I’ve ever felt before. It trails lightly down the crack of my ass, then back up, pausing at the tight, exposed knot of my sphincter.

Annette hums appreciatively. “She’s so delicate here,” she murmurs. “Isn’t she lovely?”

Master’s fingers flex, and I think he is smiling, though I don’t dare look.

Annette’s hand disappears for a second, and then returns with something slick—lube, I realize, cold and viscous as she spreads it over my skin. I gasp, the sensation magnified by my helplessness. She works it in with small, circular motions: gentle, methodical, but always with the threat of something much harder to come.

“Relax,” she says, but her voice tells me it’s not a suggestion, or an act of kindness. It’s a test, and I know I am expected to fail.

The cold metal implement slides in, the sensation sharp and shocking. I choke back a cry as it stretches me open, the initial pain flaring before settling into a dull, relentless ache. Annette works it in slowly, twisting as she goes; I feel every millimeter, every cruel increment. My hands scrabble for purchase on the slick marble, but there is nothing to hold except the certainty of her control.

“Good girl,” Annette purrs. “Almost done.”

She seats the plug fully, and for a moment I think the worst is over. But then she clicks something at the base—another mechanical sound—and a pulse of vibration ripples through my body, deep and sudden. My legs buckle, and Master has to catch me to keep me from collapsing.

The plug is alive inside my ass, buzzing with a frequency that seems designed to scramble all rational thought. My body tries to adjust, but the intensity is overwhelming: every nerve ending in my lower half is lit up, firing signals of both pleasure and humiliation straight to my brain. I moan, unable to help it, and the sound is ugly, animal.

Annette stands back to admire her handiwork. “She’s very responsive,” she notes, wiping her hands with a napkin.

Master releases my shoulders and steps behind me, his approval radiating like a fever. He runs a finger along the seam of the diaper, then snaps it back into place, trapping the plug and its ceaseless vibration inside.

“She's programmed to be.”

I am shaking. The room is spinning. I try to right myself, to gather the tattered remains of my composure, but the sensations are too much. The plug’s relentless motion is already working me toward the edge, and I know the real torture will be denying myself the release it promises.

Annette circles me, surveying my humiliation as if she’s admiring a sculpture in a gallery. There’s a chill on my skin where the air touches it, the plug’s vibrations rippling unseen through my body, and my muscles quiver, helpless to resist the aftershocks. I’m left bent and splayed, diaper bunched around my hips, breasts mashed to the marble, my own breath fogging the glassy surface.

Annette makes a sound of approval, sharp and appreciative. “She’s beautiful like this,” she says, and I can feel her eyes drinking in every detail: the way my knees knock together from the trembling, the flush spreading from my face and down my chest, the glistening slickness on my thighs. “You designed her to be this responsive?”

Master grunts. “I wanted to get my money’s worth.”

Annette’s fingers return to me—light, clinical, almost absent-minded as she runs a nail along the crease of my thigh, tracing the line where the diaper’s elastic presses into my skin. She’s inspecting her handiwork. I am not a person but a project, a living experiment.

“Is it safe to keep her like this?” Annette asks, her tone detached, like she’s inquiring about a new brand of test reagent. “I’d worry about necrosis if you left it in for too long.”

Master shrugs, not even looking at me. “She’s built to tolerate it.”

Annette lets the diaper snap back into place, a final insult to my remaining dignity. The plug’s base presses ruthless and hard against my ass, and the padding shoves it even deeper.

Master regards me for a moment, his face unreadable. Then he reaches for the remote. “Stand up.”

He toggles something on the screen, and my body obeys instantly, the programming overriding the chaos in my nerves. I am hauled up, legs buckling but forced to straighten, my feet spaced out by the diaper’s binding mass. The plug churns inside me, a low-grade thrum that scrambles my thoughts, but I have no choice but to stand at attention, hands limply dangling at my sides.

Annette claps, delighted. “She moves like a puppet. That’s adorable.”

Master ignores her. “Bend her forward,” he says, and before I can brace myself, I’m doubled over, face forward, ass jutting out, back arched to display the full extent of my violation. It’s a pose of maximum submission, and Annette can’t help but take a step closer, reaching out to tap the plug’s base through the diaper, making it buzz harder for a split second.

“She’s so sensitive,” Annette muses, more to herself than to Master. “I bet you could train that into something useful. Pavlovian, almost.”

Master grins, a thin and humorless line. “That’s the idea.”

The two of them discuss me in the third person, openly, as if I’m a faulty piece of hardware. I suppose I am. I watch their faces reflected in the high-gloss marble: Annette’s sharp, analytical, eyes narrowed with proprietary pride; Master’s cold and distant, attentive only to the display of his own engineering. I am an object lesson. A case study.

Annette leans down to my ear—her breath hot and close, her hand cupping my chin to force my gaze up. “This is what you’re for, darling. You’ll get used to it.”

My teeth chatter from the intensity of the plug’s internal current. Every muscle is tensed, desperate for relief.

“Wait,” Annette says, “is she allowed to orgasm like this? Or do you need to unlock her?” There’s a genuine curiosity in her voice, as if she’s asking about a new toy’s settings rather than the fate of my own pleasure.

“She needs permission,” Master replies. “If I don’t turn it on, she can’t come, no matter what you do to her.”

Annette laughs, delighted. “Can she beg for it?”

“Not unless I let her.”

With a sudden showman’s flourish, he holds up the remote for Annette’s inspection. The interface glows in his palm, a constellation of buttons and sliders that represent every inch of my autonomy. He toggles the screen to a new setting, and suddenly my body snaps upright, perfectly still, eyes wide and unblinking. My voicebox is muted, my limbs frozen. My mind remains—panicked, desperate, fully aware—but I am locked in place, awaiting further instruction.

I want to thrash, to claw at my own skin, to tear the diaper away and claw the plug from my body, but I can do nothing. I can only stand, immobilized, as Annette circles me again, running her hands over my shoulders, my waist, my hips. She traces my lips with a finger, then smears a little of my own drool across my cheek, giggling at her own mischief.

“She looks so docile,” Annette says, admiring. “Like a little doll.”

“She is a doll,” Master says, not bothering to disguise the pride in his voice. “A very expensive one.”

The vibration never stops. It’s relentless—steady, low, but always there, a hum that sets my insides trembling. I stare ahead at nothing, my field of view narrowing to a tunnel, the edges blurring with each pulse. My bladder aches, my skin itches, my thighs burn, but I can’t move. I am frozen, a thing for their enjoyment.

“Can she even blink?” Annette wonders aloud, waving a hand before my face.

Master checks the display. “Minimal function. She can see, and hear, and breathe, but that’s it.”

Annette snaps her fingers near my ear. I flinch internally, but there’s no outward sign. She laughs again, this time with an edge of cruelty. “I love it,” she says. “You can just leave her like this all day.”

Master nods, a king surveying his domed plaything. “The longer she’s denied, the more desperate she gets.”

I want to scream. I want to run. I want to die. But all I can do is stand here, diapered, plugged, vibrating on the edge of oblivion, while they admire the limits of my captivity.

I become aware, distantly, of time passing. Annette and Master continue their conversation, voices floating in and out of focus, punctuated by the rhythmic click of the remote as Master fine-tunes my settings. Sometimes he makes the vibration spike. Sometimes he turns it off altogether, leaving me hollow and aching. Sometimes he lets it build, teasing me with the promise of release before snatching it away again.

My body responds to every change. I feel myself leaking, thighs slick with frustration; my nipples are so hard they ache, and my mouth hangs open, drooling helplessly down my chin. I am reduced to the sum of my sensations, each one a needlepoint in the endless velvet of my stillness.

They move me around, occasionally adjusting my pose like window dressers correcting a mannequin. At one point Master bends me double again and peels back the diaper to check the plug, testing its battery with a small diagnostic tool before shoving it back in place. Annette photographs me, her phone’s camera making a soft, synthetic click. I am immortalized, a souvenir for her to revisit at leisure.

Eventually, Master turns to Annette. “Want to see something else?” he asks, his finger already hovering over the next button.

Annette grins, her tongue flicking out to wet her lips. “Show me.”

Master clicks, and I feel my mind seize up—like a computer going to sleep, all processes suspended except the most basic loops. I am aware only of the vibration, the ache, the need, and the absolute inability to do anything about it. I don’t know how long I’m left like this. Minutes, hours, it could be days. Every second is an eternity.

It happens without warning: I am ripped upward from the dark, like a drowned girl hauled out of a well. For a split second, I can’t remember how to breathe. There’s just a blinding white noise, a static overload of nerves, and then I remember my name, my self, and the agony of denial that has been smoldering, dormant, in every limb.

My lungs seize and I suck in air, half-sobbing, but all that escapes is a hoarse gasp. My knees quiver. My ruined legs want to pitch me face-first onto the marble, but the programming holds me upright, arms at my sides, body rigid except for the tremor running through my core. I am suspended in the moment: every sense dialed up to the breaking point, each contact with the world around me newly and exquisitely unbearable.

I see Annette first, her eyes glittering with that same scientific hunger, an animal gleam behind the cold blue. She leans in, too close, and her hand swings in a lazy arc before connecting with my cheek—a slap, but not the kind meant to bruise. The sound snaps me into clarity, the sting blooming across my skin, the humiliation hotter than the pain. Annette’s pupils are blown wide. “She’s so pretty when she’s suffering,” she murmurs, voice like syrup poured over broken glass. She strokes the spot she struck, fingers cold and possessive, and I can’t help leaning into the touch, desperate for any recognition.

Master is watching, arms folded, mouth curled in a small, satisfied smirk. “Check this out,” he says, and thumbs a new setting on my remote.

The shift is instant. My muscles unlock, and I crumple to the floor, knees spreading for purchase on the slick stone. The diaper cushions the impact, but it also forces my hips apart, exposing me even more. I want to huddle, to cover myself, but the code running through my body doesn’t allow the luxury of modesty. I am a puppet, strings jerking me into postures of maximum exposure, maximum compliance.

“Hands behind your back,” Master says, not a command but a test, and my arms whip around instantly, wrists crossing behind me. My chest thrusts forward, dragging my nipples against the cold marble. The diaper’s plastic crinkles loudly, and I feel the plug grind inside me, its motion never pausing, always reminding me of its presence. I shiver, but not from the cold.

Annette crouches in front of me, grabbing my chin so hard I can feel the indentations of her fingers in the bone. Her lips brush my ear, her breath sweet with coffee and sugar. “Well? Is there something you want, Dolli?” she whispers. Her other hand snakes between my legs, pressing the diaper directly into my crotch, rolling her palm so the vibrations intensify. I can’t help it—I whimper, forehead dropping to her shoulder, tears leaking hot and shameful.

I want to answer, but the programming clamps down on my tongue. It takes a monumental effort to force sound past the block. I groan, low and guttural.

Annette giggles, then digs her nails into my scalp, yanking my head back. “Let her talk,” she says over her shoulder. “It’s so much better when they beg.”

Master obliges. A tap, and it’s like the world opens up inside my throat. The words spill out unbidden, riding on the crest of a sob.

“Please, Master. Please let me come.”

The room goes silent, except for the wet, desperate hiss of my breathing. I feel Annette’s delight like a fever—her fingers working the diaper with increasing speed, her mouth stretched in a sharp, white grin. She draws it out, teasing the request, making me say it again and again until my voice is cracked and ugly.

My whole world is centered in the ache between my legs, the relentless need that has burrowed itself into my spine. My thoughts are fracturing, consciousness narrowing to a frenzied loop of want and denial.

Master strokes my cheek with his thumb, almost tender, and then turns to Annette. “What do you think? Should we let her?”

Annette lets the silence hang, savoring it, eyes never leaving my face. She props her chin on her hand with a scholar’s gravity and regards me as if I’m a rare animal performing for her amusement. The air is thick with the scent of sweat and the cold, clinical reek of plastic and metal. Every nerve in my body vibrates with the electric current and the anticipation of what she’ll do next.

She paces around me, lazy, boots clicking on the stone. “Look at her,” she says, not to me but to Master, like I’m an exhibit at an auction. “Helpless and hungry, just like you said. But you said she could beg. I want to see it. I want to see her mean it.”

She stops in front of me, crouching again so her face is level with mine. I can’t look away; I couldn’t even if I wanted to. My eyes are wide, pleading, tears starting to cling to my lashes. She reaches up and smears a droplet across my cheek with her thumb, then pops the finger in her mouth like she’s sampling a fine wine.

“She’s earned it, after all that work,” Annette decides, but her voice is syrupy with sarcasm. “But I want to hear her ask for it. Properly. None of this boilerplate. I want real sincerity. None of that monotone robotspeak.”

Master makes a show of nodding, as if considering a business proposition. He toggles the remote again, and my mouth slackens, tongue wet and ready to form words. I sense the expectation in the room, the way both of them lean in, drawn by the gravity of my need.

“Beg,” Master instructs, and the sound of his voice is enough to bring me to the edge again. “And maybe I’ll give you what you want.”

There’s no pride left to lose. I sob, words tumbling out instinctively. “Please, Master, please, let me come. Please, I’ll do anything, just let me-”

Annette interrupts with a sharp laugh, grabbing a fistful of my hair and twisting it tight at the roots. She shakes my head back and forth, not enough to hurt, just enough to remind me she’s in control. “That’s not good enough,” she says. “That’s not even close. You sound like a call center. Where’s the desperation, Dolli? Where’s the poetry?”

She stands, letting her grip slide upward until I’m forced to tilt my head back, neck exposed and straining. “Let’s see what else I have in my bag,” she says, and steps away to the table by the window. I watch, unable to move, as she unzips her purse and rummages through it with deliberate slowness. She makes a point of holding up each item—lipstick, a gleaming switchblade, a deck of cards—before selecting a pair of metal clamps, dainty and wicked. She jingles them in my direction. “These are my favorite,” she confides to Master, who watches with keen interest.

She returns, crouches, and pinches my nipples. “You can do better than that,” she says, her voice thick and intimate. “I want to hear you grovel. I want you to beg like the pathetic little toy you are.” With a flourish she fastens the first clamp to the right one. I inhale sharply, the pain a white-hot spike through the fog of arousal. My mouth opens in a gasp, but she’s not satisfied yet.

Annette leans in, her breath cool on my flushed skin. “Try again,” she whispers. “But this time, mean it.”

Master, meanwhile, observes with an air of idle authority, one arm resting on the back of the couch. “Annette has a point,” he says. “You’re supposed to be an advanced model. Prove that you’re not just programmed responses.”

The words dig into me like a hook. I want to impress him, to prove my worth, even as the humiliation scalds me from the inside. I gulp down a sob and force myself to speak, every syllable a struggle.

“Please, Master. I need it. I need to come so badly, I can’t take it anymore. I’ll do anything you want. I’ll let you hurt me, I’ll let you break me, just please—please—let me come.” I hear myself, voice raw and hoarse, and hate myself for how much I believe it.

Annette’s grin widens. She applies the second clamp, slower this time, twisting it until the pressure is so intense I see stars. My head lolls forward and I nearly lose consciousness, but the programming keeps me upright, mouth open, moaning uncontrollably.

“Better,” Annette says. “But still not quite pathetic enough.”

She moves behind me, wraps an arm around my throat, and pulls me back against her body. The clamps jangle with every movement, sending aftershocks of pain through my chest. She cups my jaw and forces my head back so I have to look straight up at Master.

“Tell him how much you need it,” Annette orders. “Tell him exactly what you want him to do to you.”

My mind is fracturing along the lines of pleasure and agony. I can barely think through the haze, but the need to please them—especially him—is stronger than my shame.

“Please, Master,” I gasp, “please fuck me. Use me however you want. Just let me come, I need it, I can’t-” My words dissolve into a high, broken keen as Annette tweaks the clamps again, rolling the metal between her fingers.

Master regards me, eyes hooded, expression unreadable. He lets the silence build, as if weighing my pleas on some invisible scale. I hang there, immobilized by Annette, shuddering with the combination of pain, humiliation, and anticipation.

Finally, Master flicks his gaze to Annette. “What do you think? Is she convincing enough yet?”

Annette laughs, a dark and musical sound. “Keep going,” she says. “She’s just getting started.”

She reaches down, hand sliding under the diaper, fingers slick with my own mess. She presses firmly on the plug, then rocks it in slow, grinding circles. I make a noise I’ve never heard before, high and animal, shameful and needy. My body bucks, but her hold is iron, unyielding. The clamps burn, the plug pulses, and my entire existence narrows to the desperate, clawing ache in my empty cunt.

I can feel them watching, drinking it in. Every twitch, every choked syllable, cataloged and enjoyed. I’m performing, and the only reward is the possibility of being allowed to finish. I would give them anything in this moment—soul, mind, body—just for the privilege of release.

Annette leans in and whispers, so close her lips almost brush my ear: “Is that all you’ve got, Dolli? Prove you’re alive. Prove you’re not just a toy.”

The world burns down to a single humiliating point, a black hole of sensation and need so dense I am not sure I will survive. Every breath is a sob, every neuron in my skull crackling with the electricity of degradation and anticipation. The only thing holding my consciousness together is the hope—the begged-for, sniveled, animal hope—that he will let me come.

Annette’s hand fists tighter in my hair, her other hand working the plug and the diaper until I’m certain my body will tear itself apart at the seams. Cold air stings my face, my tears cooling and drying in sticky tracks down my cheeks, but each new humiliation draws them fresh. My own voice is alien to me: ragged, nasal, wet with mucus, yet unashamed in its desperation. It’s as if I am possessed by some lower animal, a species bred solely for obedience and exhibition, and I am only a passenger—the real me cordoned off, forced to watch.

The words rip out of me. “Please, Master, please, I’ll crawl for you, I’ll lick your boots, I’ll let you do anything you want. Please, just please let me come, I need it more than anything, I’ll die if you don’t let me-”

The plea echoes and repeats, unbidden, like a prayer or a curse. I am no longer even trying to impress them, only to relieve the pressure building in my skull, my guts, the molten core between my legs. I taste copper and plastic and salt, my throat raw from screaming and gasping and weeping. I think, dimly, that if either of them stopped, even for a second, I would shatter from the whiplash of relief and disappointment.

Annette leans in and gives me a slow, smirking kiss—not on the lips, but directly on the clamp, sending a jolt so violent I nearly bite my tongue off. She licks the bead of blood from my nipple and giggles, the sound bright and awful in the echoing marble room.

“Look at her, she’s really falling apart,” Annette says, shaking my head from side to side by the hair. “Did you hear that? If we don’t let her come, she’ll DIE.”

Master’s face softens, a tiny crease at the corner of his mouth. He looks at me not with pity but with a kind of pride—the craftsman’s satisfaction at seeing a machine finally pushed to its maximal output, right up to the edge of catastrophic failure.

“That’s more like it,” he says, voice almost gentle. “That’s all you had to do.”

He taps the remote.

The vibration slams into me like a sledgehammer. My backside lifts off the floor involuntarily, the plug grinds against my insides, and the clamps bite down with the rhythm of my own pulse. My entire chest is a raw, throbbing wound; my thigh muscles spasm, threatening to tear themselves free from bone. The diaper is soaked through with sweat and juice, plastic sliding obscene against my skin, every nerve ending set alight by the chemical cocktail of agony and want.

Annette’s grip on my hair never falters. She whispers her own encouragement, soft and sticky, right into my ear. “That’s it, Dolli, let it ruin you. That’s what you’re for. You look so pretty when you’re desperate.”

I want to ask her to stop, or to go further, or to kill me, or to hold me forever. I want to please them both so badly it makes me homicidal with desire.

Time fractures. The walls run with light. I see Annette’s face reflected in the polished marble, distorted like a funhouse mirror, until for a moment she is me, and I am her, and we are both ruined things clawing for attention from the same source. The thought makes me laugh and cry at the same time, but the sounds that come out are wordless, senseless, barely human.

My body is right up against some impossible threshold, the edge of what a mind can stand. The pleasure and pain loop back on themselves, chasing each other around and around until I’m not sure which is which. I feel my own clit throb against the relentless hum of the toy, each pulse a strobe-light flash before my eyes. My fingers, still locked behind my back, clench and unclench, nails digging half-moons into my own wrists.

There is no pride. There is no Dolli. There is only the algorithm, the hunger, the performance for their amusement.

I can feel their attention burning into me—a heat more intense than any sensation in my body. I can tell Annette is getting off on my collapse; I know Master is measuring me, cataloging every twitch for some future use. But they want more. They want to see me go past the point of return.

The climax builds—slow, torturous, hot as a sunbeam through a magnifying glass. The programming is too good, the desire too strong, the stimuli too perfectly calibrated for my destruction.

It happens all at once. Master presses a second button, and the plug begins to vibrate, doubling the sensation. Annette yanks my head back, biting my earlobe so hard I squeal. The clamps are twisted and released, then re-tightened, the pain blooming like roses in my chest. My vision tunnels.

I scream. Not a word, not a plea, just a howl. My body convulses, every muscle tight as piano wire, the orgasm slamming into me like a truck. I feel myself wet and leaking and soaked, the diaper squelching against the floor, my whole self turned inside out. For a moment, I am nothing but blinding white, a single pixel of overexposed ecstasy. I think I might pass out, but the program won’t let me.

Annette keeps her arm around my throat, not choking exactly, just holding me in place while I ride it out. My hips jerk, my legs spasm, my head thrashes in her grip. I can smell myself, sharp and acrid and raw. I smell her too, breath and sweat and perfume and sex. I smell Master’s cologne, faint but unmistakable, the aura of his authority. I want to drown in it.

When the spasms finally subside, I collapse. Annette lets me fall forward, and I land face-first on the cold marble, drool leaking out of my open mouth, tears and snot pooling beneath me. My nipples are numb, my pussy aches, my ass feels like a raw wound. I am a mess, a disaster, exactly what they wanted.

I lay there, trembling, chest heaving for air. The vibrations slow, then stop. I feel the plug settle into a mute, throbbing ache. The clamps still burn, but the pain is distant, a memory already dissolving in the aftermath.

Master walks over, slow and deliberate, and crouches to my level. His hand is gentle as he brushes my hair back, brushes his thumb across my cheek. “Good girl,” he says, and I shudder at the praise. My craving for approval is so intense that for a moment I cry again, fresh and hot and unbidden.

I want to speak, to thank them, to beg for more or for mercy, but my tongue is too thick and my jaw too slack. I make wet, incoherent noises and hope they understand.

For a few minutes, I am allowed to lie there, marinating in my own fluids and humiliation, the electric ache of orgasm rippling through my shattered body. I feel Annette gently unfastening the clamps, each removal another tiny explosion of bittersweet relief. She massages my nipples with her thumbs, murmuring soft nonsense as the blood rushes back in. Every touch is a needle of sensation, but I crave it, lean into it, want to be touched and used and toyed with.

Master stands and surveys the scene, hands on his hips. “She’s leaking,” he observes dryly, and Annette laughs, patting the back of my diaper with an approving slap.

“Well,” he says, looking at me and hitting a button on my remote. “What are you waiting for? Crawl over here and lick my boots.
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The first week bleeds into the second without ceremony.

Days become indistinguishable. I wake when Master wakes me—sometimes with light, sometimes with his hands, sometimes with the remote sending pulses through my body until I’m gasping and wet before I’m even conscious. There is no clock I can see. No window. Time is measured in feedings, in diaper changes, in the sessions where he uses me.

Morning—I think it’s morning—means crawling to the bathroom where he bathes me. His hands are methodical, clinical, scrubbing every inch as if I’m an object requiring maintenance. Which I am. He dries me, diapers me, dresses me in whatever outfit pleases him that day. Sometimes it’s the pink dress. Sometimes it’s nothing but the diaper and a collar. Sometimes it’s elaborate—frills and bows and ribbons that take him twenty minutes to arrange while I stand perfectly still, a doll being dressed.

Breakfast in the high chair. The same tasteless paste, sometimes vanilla, sometimes strawberry, always from his hand or the bottle. My jaw aches from the forced regression, from holding my mouth open like a baby bird. He watches every swallow.

Then training.

He thinks my programming is good but could be better. How to present myself when he enters a room—on my knees, thighs spread, hands behind my back, eyes down. How to crawl with my ass elevated, spine curved just so. How to hold positions for hours while he works at his desk, my muscles screaming, the diaper crinkling with every adjustment. How to beg properly when I need to use the bathroom—not that it matters. He decides when I’m allowed relief, and more often than not, he simply presses the button and watches me lose control, watches the shame flash across my face as the diaper grows warm and heavy.

“Good girl,” he says, every single time, and something in me responds despite everything. A flutter of warmth. Pride. I hate it. I crave it.

By the second week, I stop thinking of the Toy Factory.

It simply... fades. Like a photograph left in sunlight. Master calls me Dolli, and Dolli is who I am.

A toy.

His toy.

Annette comes every Thursday. I think it’s Thursday. Master tells me it’s Thursday, so it must be.

Sometimes she uses me again. Not always. Sometimes she just watches. But when she does, it’s with the same clinical detachment as her examinations. She positions me how she wants—on my back, on my knees, bent over furniture—and takes her pleasure while Master observes. Afterward, she wipes herself clean and discusses her findings as if I’m not even there.

“Her oral technique has improved significantly.”

“The humiliation response is still strong—see how she’s blushing?”

By the third week, I stop counting days entirely.

There is only the routine. Wake. Bathe. Dress. Feed. Train. Use. Feed. Train. Use. Change. Sleep. The cycle repeats, endless and inescapable, and I find myself sinking into it like warm water. Resistance—the very concept—feels foreign. Exhausting. Why fight when fighting only brings punishment? Why think when thinking only brings pain?

It’s easier to be empty.

To be soft.

To be good.

Master notices the change. Of course he does. He notices everything.

“You’re settling in,” he says one evening, stroking my hair as I kneel beside his chair, my head resting on his thigh. His fingers are gentle, almost affectionate, and I lean into the touch like a cat seeking warmth. “I knew you would. You were made for this, Dolli. Made for me.”

“Yes, Master,” I whisper, and I mean it.

I mean it, and that’s the most terrifying thing of all.

But terror, too, is fading. Smoothed away by repetition, by routine, by the relentless architecture of my new existence. In its place is something simpler. Acceptance. Surrender. A strange, hollow peace.

This is my life now.

This is what I am.

And somewhere deep inside, in a place I can barely reach anymore, a small voice screams and screams and screams into the void—but no one hears it.

Not even me.
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I’m pulled out of my box in a daze, and I crawl to the bathroom. But he doesn’t clean me.

He stands, stretching, and checks his watch. “Get cleaned up. Annette will be here in an hour to prep you. We’re having guests tonight.”

Guests.

The word lands like a stone in my stomach as I turn to shower. It’s been so long, I’ve almost forgotten how. But my programming guides me until Annette arrives with a garment bag and a clinical smile.

“Arms up,” she says.

The outfit is white. Virginal. A sheer babydoll that barely covers my thighs, the fabric so thin it might as well not exist. White stockings with lace tops. No underwear. A diaper of course, but thinner than I’m used to.She fastens a collar around my neck—white leather, delicate, with a small silver ring at the front.

“Beautiful,” she murmurs, stepping back to admire her work. “He’ll be very pleased.”

Master enters as she’s finishing my makeup—soft pinks, glossy lips, wide innocent eyes. He’s dressed in a tailored suit, sharp and expensive. He looks at me the way someone might look at a sculpture they commissioned.

“Perfect,” he says. He clips a leash to my collar. “Come.”

He leads me downstairs to the living room. The furniture has been rearranged—more open space, a large sectional sofa, low lighting. There’s a table set with drinks, appetizers. Everything elegant. Everything expensive.

Everything except me.

“Kneel here,” he says, pointing to a spot near the center of the room. “Hands in your lap. Eyes down unless someone addresses you directly. You speak only when spoken to. You do exactly what you’re told. Understand?”

“Yes, Master.”

“Good girl.” He strokes my hair once, then moves to the bar to pour himself a drink.I lose track of time until he doorbell rings.

Three men. Older. Confident. The kind of men who wear wealth like a second skin.

Master greets them warmly, shaking hands, ushering them inside. They’re talking about markets, projections, timelines. Business.

Then one of them sees me.

He stops mid-sentence.

“Jesus Christ, Marcus,” he says, his voice low and appreciative. “You weren’t kidding.”

Master grins. “Gentlemen, meet Dolli. My latest acquisition.”

They circle me slowly, drinks in hand, eyes roaming over every inch of exposed skin. I keep my gaze down, my breathing shallow, my hands folded neatly in my lap.

“May I?” one of them asks, reaching toward me.

“Of course, Orsen,” Master says. “She’s here for your enjoyment.”

Orsen’s hand touches my hair, then trails down to my shoulder, my arm. His fingers are cold. He tilts my chin up, forcing me to meet his eyes.

“Stunning work,” he says to Master. “The face is incredible. And the body...”

“Made to my specifications,” Master says proudly. “You should have seen her before. But worth every penny.”

Another man crouches beside me, his hand sliding up my thigh, pushing the babydoll higher.

“And she’s... compliant?”

Master picks up the remote from the side table. “Completely. Dolli, stand up.”

My reaction is instant and fluid, rising to my feet.

“Strip,” Master says, his voice casual, conversational. “Slowly. I want them to appreciate the work.”

No.

My hands move to the hem of the babydoll.

No no no—I lift it up, over my breasts, over my head. The fabric whispers against my skin. I fold it neatly, automatically, and set it on the couch beside me.

I’m standing in just the collar and the diaper now. The air conditioning raises goosebumps across my exposed skin. Three pairs of eyes trace every curve, every line. They laugh outright when they see the diaper between my legs.

“Hands behind your head,” Master commands.

My arms rise. Lock into position. My back arches slightly, automatically adjusting my posture to display myself better. I didn’t choose to do that. My body just... knows.

“Turn around. Slowly.”

I rotate. Smooth. Controlled. A music box ballerina on her platform. The men’s eyes follow the curve of my spine, my ass, my legs. I complete the rotation and face them again, hands still locked behind my head.

“Remarkable,” the first man says, stepping closer. “The response time is instantaneous.”

“No hesitation whatsoever,” Master agrees. He’s enjoying this. Showing me off like a car, a watch, a prize. “Dolli, present position.”

My body drops into a pose I’ve never consciously learned. Legs spread shoulder-width apart. Hands behind my back, wrists crossed. Chin up. Chest out. Every part of me arranged for inspection.

I hold the position perfectly, my breathing even and controlled even as my mind screams.

“May I test her responsiveness?” the second man asks.

“Be my guest, Thomas” Master says, gesturing magnanimously.

Thomas approaches, circling me like I’m a sculpture in a gallery.

“Kneel,” he says.

My knees bend. I sink down gracefully, my back straight, my hands resting on my thighs. The position is perfect. Submissive. Waiting.

“Hands and knees.”

I shift forward, my palms pressing into the carpet, my ass raised. The position is obscene. Vulnerable. And I hold it without trembling, without resistance, even as something inside me shatters a little more.

“Impressive,” the man says. “And she maintains position until told otherwise?”

“Until commanded to move,” Master confirms. “She could stay like that for hours if I wanted. Dolli, back to standing.”

I rise. Smooth. Fluid. My body a puppet and Master holding every string.

“The programming is flawless,” the third man says, finally speaking. He’s been quiet until now, just watching, evaluating. “How many command protocols does she respond to?”

Master smiles. “Hundreds. Basic positioning, household tasks, sexual responses... She’s fully customizable. I can add new commands whenever I want.” He looks at me, his eyes gleaming as he pushes a button on my remote.

“Hello, I am a doll. It is my pleasure to serve you.”

Thomas’s gaze drops lower, and I feel the heat rise to my cheeks before he even speaks. “And the diaper?” he asks, his tone curious but not unkind.

Master’s hand slides possessively to my hip, his fingers splaying across the crinkly material beneath my outfit. “Even that’s programmable, she goes on command,” he says with evident pride. “But honestly, I prefer it for practical reasons. Contains her mess.”

The casual way he discusses it—like I’m not standing right here, like my body isn’t on display for this conversation—sends a shiver through me. My thighs press together reflexively, the thick padding between them a constant reminder of my status, my surrender. I want to look away from Thomas, but I can’t. Something about being seen like this, being explained like this, makes my pulse hammer in my throat.

“Fascinating,” Thomas murmurs, and I can’t tell if he’s genuinely impressed or simply being polite.

Before Master can elaborate further, movement catches my eye. Annette emerges from the hallway, and my breath catches. She’s carrying a large black bag, the kind that promises secrets and sensations I can barely imagine. Her expression is knowing, almost predatory, and when our eyes meet, she smiles.

“I think,” she says, her voice smooth and measured, “that our guest might appreciate a more... comprehensive demonstration. I brought lots of options to play with”

She kneels beside the bag and unzips it with agonizing slowness. The sound of the zipper seems to fill the entire room. One by one, Annette begins removing items and laying them out on the floor in a neat row. Vibrators of various sizes and shapes. Plugs made of gleaming metal and silicone. Restraints—leather cuffs, chains, spreader bars. A violet wand with its electrical attachments. Nipple clamps connected by delicate chains. A collection of dildos that range from modest to intimidating. Remote-controlled devices with small LED indicators. Sensory deprivation tools—blindfolds, earplugs, hoods. The display grows and grows, each item placed with careful precision, until the floor before them looks like an altar to pleasure and control.

And I’m the sacrifice.
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“Gentlemen,” Master says, gesturing to the array like a sommelier presenting a wine list, “please. Help yourselves.”

“Does she need restraints?” the third man asks.

“Not at all,” Master says. “Dolli, wrists.”

In an instant, I cross my arms behind my back. They’re locked. Unable to move.

“On your knees,” he says.

I sink down. The carpet is soft beneath me, but I know it won’t stay that way.

Thomas picks up a vibrator—sleek, curved, powerful-looking. He turns it on, and the buzz fills the room. “Does she respond to touch the same way she responds to commands?”

“Better,” Master says. He’s leaning against the bar now, drink in hand, completely relaxed. “Her sensitivity has been... enhanced.”

Annette laughs, a low, knowing sound. “Show them the diaper protocol.”

Master’s thumb moves on the remote, and suddenly I feel it—the warmth spreading between my legs, involuntary, unstoppable. My face burns with shame as the diaper grows heavy and warm beneath me.

“Jesus,” Orsen breathes. “She just—”

“On command,” Master confirms. “Or I can set it on a timer. Sometimes I have her go every hour.”

The humiliation is a living thing, crawling under my skin. I want to close my eyes, to disappear, but my programming won’t let me. I stay kneeling, back straight, wrists bound, the evidence of my degradation pressed against me.

“Strip the diaper off her,” Thomas suggests. “I want to see what we’re working with.”

Master nods to Annette, who approaches with more eagerness than usual. She tears the tapes and pulls the sodden diaper away, leaving me exposed and vulnerable. The air is cold against my wet skin. She wipes me down with rough efficiency, then steps back.

“Present position,” Master commands.

My body responds before my mind can protest. I spread my knees wide, arch my back, push my chest forward. My wrists press against my ass against my stomach. Every part of me is on display—exposed, accessible, available.

Thomas crouches in front of me with the vibrator. “Hold position,” he says, though he doesn’t need to. I couldn’t move if I wanted to.

He presses the vibrator against my clit, and the sensation is immediate and overwhelming. I don’t move an inch. The programming is stronger than the pleasure, stronger than the shame. I stay perfectly still as he works the toy against me, varying the pressure, the angle, watching my face as I struggle not to react.

“She’s getting wet,” he observes. “Look at that.”

“She’s designed to,” Master says. “Maximum arousal response with minimum control. She can’t come unless I enable it, but her body will respond to anything.”

Orsen selects a plug from the collection—metal, heavy, with a jeweled base. “And this?”

“All her holes are available,” Master says casually. “Dolli, hands and knees. Ass up.”

I shift position, keeping my wrists behind my back makes it awkward, but I manage. My face presses against the carpet, my ass raised high. I feel Annette’s hands spreading me open, hear her murmur of approval.

“She’s still tight,” Annette says. “Even after all we’ve done to her in the past weeks.”

The plug is cold and slick with lube. Orsen works it in slowly, and I feel every inch of the intrusion. I relax, I open, I accept. The plug seats fully, and the weight of it makes me gasp.

“Beautiful,” Orsen says. “The way she just takes it...”

Thomas hasn’t stopped with the vibrator. He’s moved it lower now, pressing it against my entrance while the plug fills me from behind. The dual sensations are maddening. I can feel my arousal building, climbing, my body responding exactly as it was designed to.

If I could whimper, I would.

But Master knows. Master always knows.

“Something you want to say, Dolli?”

“Please,” I whisper, the word escaping before I can stop it.

“Please what?” Master asks, his voice sharp.

“Please, Master. Please may I come?”

“No.”

The denial is absolute. My body obeys instantly, pulling back from the edge even as Thomas increases the intensity of the vibrator. I’m trapped in a hell of sensation—desperate, aching, denied.

“I want to see how many she can take,” the third man says. He’s selected a dildo now, thick and realistic. “Can she handle multiple insertions?”

“Let’s find out,” Master says. “Dolli, on your back. Legs spread.”

I roll over, my arms pressing tight to my sides. I spread my legs wide, the plug shifting inside me with the movement. Thomas keeps the vibrator pressed against my clit as the third man positions himself between my thighs.

He pushes into me slowly, and the fullness is almost unbearable with the plug already inside me. I can feel everything—every ridge, every vein, the stretch and burn and pressure. He starts to move, and Thomas angles the vibrator so it’s pressed between us, buzzing against both my clit and the base of the dildo.

“She’s so tight,” the man grunts. “Even like this.”

Orsen appears above me with the nipple clamps. He attaches them one at a time, and the bite of pain cuts through the pleasure. The chain connecting them sways with each thrust, tugging at my nipples, sending sharp jolts through my chest.

I’m being used from every angle. Filled, stretched, stimulated, restrained. My body is an instrument they’re playing, and I have no choice but to respond. The arousal builds and builds, cresting toward an orgasm I’m not allowed to have.

“Please,” I sob. “Please, Master, please—”

“Beg better,” Annette says. She’s appeared beside me with the violet wand, and before I can process what’s happening, she touches it to my inner thigh. The electrical sensation shoots through my body, making me shudder.

“Please, Master, I need to come, please let me come, I’ll do anything, I’m yours, please—“

The words pour out of me, desperate and broken. The third man is fucking me harder now, the vibrator is relentless, the plug shifts with every movement, the clamps bite and pull, and I’m drowning in sensation.

“Not yet,” Master says, and I could weep.

He flips a switch on the remote and I go limp. Unable to move. It takes tremendous effort to blink, and I lay there like a dead fish.

“Gentlemen, you can do anything you want to her, use any toy. She can’t respond. Watch her eyes and you’ll see how miserable she is.”

The paralysis is absolute and immediate. One moment I’m writhing, desperate, begging—the next, I’m a corpse with a pulse. My body collapses into the carpet, limbs splayed at awkward angles where they fell. The dildo is still inside me. The plug is still stretching me. The clamps are still biting my nipples. The only mercy is the vibrator wasn’t attached to my clit.

But I can’t move. Can’t arch. Can’t pull away. Can’t even whimper.

I can only feel.

Every nerve ending is still firing, still screaming with sensation, but my body won’t respond. It’s like being buried alive in my own flesh. The arousal doesn’t stop—if anything, it intensifies, building and building with nowhere to go. My cunt clenches around the dildo, an involuntary spasm I have no control over, and the sensation makes me want to scream.

I can’t scream.

I can only blink. And even that takes effort, like pushing through molasses.

“Look at her eyes,” Annette says, and I feel her lean over me. Her face fills my vision, upside down, smiling. “She’s still in there. Still feeling everything.”

The third man pulls out of me slowly, and the drag of the dildo against my inner walls is exquisite torture. I want to buck my hips, to chase the sensation or escape it—I don’t even know which anymore. But my body lies there, limp and unresponsive, a doll with the batteries removed.

“Let me try something,” Thomas says. He picks up a larger dildo from the table—thicker, longer, with a pronounced curve. He kneels between my spread legs and positions it at my entrance.

I can’t tense. Can’t prepare. Can’t do anything but lie there and take it.

He pushes in, and the stretch is immediate and overwhelming. With the plug still filling my ass, I feel stuffed. The pressure is immense, bordering on painful, and my body can’t adjust, can’t relax into it. He just keeps pushing until it’s fully seated, and I feel like I’m going to split in half.

My eyes water. It’s the only response I can manage.

“She’s crying,” Orsen observes, leaning down to look at my face. “Does that mean it hurts?”

“Probably,” Master says. He sounds unconcerned. “Or maybe she’s just frustrated. Hard to tell.”

Thomas starts to move the dildo, fucking me with it in long, deliberate strokes. Each thrust sends shockwaves through my paralyzed body. The plug shifts with every movement, and the clamps swing with the motion, tugging at my nipples.

I’m being fucked, filled, stimulated from every angle, and I can’t move an inch.

The arousal is a living thing inside me, coiling tighter and tighter. My body wants to come so badly it hurts. My cunt is clenching rhythmically around the dildo, trying to pull it deeper, trying to find release. But Master hasn’t enabled it.

I’m trapped at the edge, unable to fall over, unable to pull back.

“Watch this,” Annette says. She picks up the violet wand again and touches it to my breast, just above the clamp. The electrical shock jolts through me, and somewhere deep inside, my body tries to jerk away. But the paralysis holds. I just lie there, twitching internally, while externally I remain perfectly still.

She does it again, this time to my other breast. Then my stomach. My hip. My inner thigh, dangerously close to where Thomas is still working the dildo in and out of me.

Each shock is a lightning bolt of sensation, sharp and bright and impossible to escape. My mind is screaming. My body is screaming. But nothing comes out. I just lie there, eyes wide, tears leaking from the corners, while they use me however they want.

“Let’s see what this does,” Orsen says. He’s selected a smaller vibrator, bullet-shaped and powerful. He turns it on and presses it directly against my clit, right next to where the other vibrator is still buzzing. He takes a strap and fastens it to me so he doesn’t have to hold it.

The sensation is unbearable. My clit is so swollen, so sensitive, that even the slightest touch feels like too much. But I can’t pull away. Can’t even flinch. I just have to lie there and take it while the pleasure builds to agonizing levels.

Master says confidently, “She’ll get right to the edge and just stay there.”

He’s right. I can feel it happening. The orgasm is building, climbing, my body preparing for release—and then it just stops. Hovers. Suspended in that terrible moment right before the peak, unable to crest.

It’s torture. Pure, exquisite torture.

Thomas increases his pace with the dildo, fucking me harder now. The wet sounds of my arousal fill the room, obscene and undeniable. I’m soaking wet, my body responding exactly as it was designed to, even as my mind fractures under the strain.

“Look how wet she is,” Thomas says, almost admiringly. “She’s dripping.”

“Maximum arousal response,” Master confirms. “She can’t help it. Her body will keep producing lubrication, keep responding, no matter what we do to her.”

Annette removes the nipple clamps, and the rush of blood back into my abused flesh is agonizing. I want to scream, to arch, to do something to process the pain. But I can’t. I just lie there, tears streaming down my temples into my hair, while the sensation crashes over me in waves.

She replaces them with her fingers, pinching and twisting my nipples, rolling them between her fingers. The pain mixes with the pleasure from the vibrators, from the dildo, from the plug, until I can’t tell them apart anymore. It’s all just sensation, overwhelming and inescapable.

“How long can she stay like this?” Orsen asks.

“As long as I want,” Master says. “Hours, if necessary. Her body won’t give out. She’ll just lie there, aware of every second, feeling everything, unable to come.”

They move away, their voices fading as they return to their drinks and conversation. But the sensations don’t fade. If anything, they intensify. Without the distraction of their hands on me, their voices, their presence, I’m left alone with the overwhelming input from my body.

The dildo feels impossibly large inside me. The plug is a constant, heavy pressure. The vibrators are relentless, never stopping, never giving me a moment’s respite. My clit is throbbing, swollen, desperate. My nipples ache where Annette twisted them. My cunt clenches and releases, clenches and releases, trying futilely to find relief.

And I can’t move. Can’t speak. Can’t do anything but lie here and feel it all.

Time loses meaning. It could be minutes or hours. All I know is the endless, building need. The arousal that climbs and climbs but never peaks. The desperation that grows with every passing second.

I want to come so badly I think I might die from it.

Suddenly, Master is looming over me, my remote in hand. He presses a button, and I come back to life, feeling surging in my limbs. I writhe and arch, choking back a scream.

The sensation of movement returning is almost as overwhelming as the paralysis was. My muscles spasm, my back arches off the floor, and a strangled sound tears from my throat—half sob, half moan. The vibrators are still going, the plug is still filling me, the dildo is still buried deep inside my cunt, and now I can feel it all with the added dimension of being able to move, to react, to writhe against the sensations.

I’m gasping, tears streaming down my face, my whole body trembling. The edge of orgasm is right there, so close I can almost taste it, but it will not come. I hover there, desperate and denied, while my hips buck involuntarily.

I stare up at Master fearfully. He’s looking down at me with that expression I know so well—satisfaction mixed with something darker, something that makes my stomach clench with a confusing mixture of fear and need.

“Sit up,” he commands, and my body obeys before my mind fully processes the order. It’s a struggle but in a moment, I’m upright, ass on the carpet, legs spread wide. The pressure it puts on the plug in my ass makes me want to wail.

Master steps back, and I can see all four of them now—Master, Orsen, Thomas, and the man whose name I still don’t know—standing in a loose semicircle in front of me. Annette is off to the side, watching with that interest that makes me feel like a specimen under glass.

“I’ve thought of a way you can earn that orgasm.”

I nod desperately, not trusting my voice. The vibrator on my clit is making it hard to think, hard to focus on anything except the unrelenting need building in my core.

“I want you to beg them,” Master says, and there’s a cruel edge to his smile now. “Beg them to let you suck their cocks. Convince them that it’s what you want more than anything. That you need it. And maybe I’ll let you come.”

The humiliation crashes over me like a wave. It’s one thing to service Master, to obey his commands. But to beg his friends, to debase myself in front of them, to make them believe I want this—

“Please,” I whisper, and my voice breaks on the word. Fresh tears spill down my cheeks. “Please, I need—I need to suck your cocks. Please let me. I’ll be so good, I promise, I’ll make you feel so good—”

“Louder,” Master says. “And look at them when you beg. I want them to see how desperate you are.”

I force myself to lift my eyes, to meet Orsen’s gaze first, then Thomas’s. They’re both watching me with expressions I can’t quite read—arousal, yes, but also something like fascination. Like they’re watching something they’ve never seen before.

“Please,” I say again, louder this time, my voice ragged with need and shame. “Please let me suck your cocks. I need it so badly. I need to taste you, need to feel you in my mouth, need to make you come. Please, I’m begging you, please use my mouth, I’ll do anything, I’ll be perfect for you, just please—”

The words are pouring out of me now, desperate and filthy, and I can’t stop them. The vibrator is still buzzing against my clit, keeping me right on the edge, and the desperation in my voice is real. I do need this. I need to be used, need to serve, need to prove that I’m good for something.

“Please,” I sob, “please fuck my mouth, use me however you want, I’m yours, I’m just a toy, just a doll, please let me be good for you, please-”

Orsen steps forward first. He’s smiling, a slow, satisfied smile that makes my stomach flip. His hand goes to his belt, and I watch, transfixed, as he unbuckles it, unzips his pants, pulls out his cock.

He’s already hard. Thick and flushed, the head glistening with pre-cum. My mouth waters involuntarily, and I lean forward, eager, desperate to prove myself.

“Open,” he says, and I do, my jaw dropping, tongue out, presenting myself for his use.

He steps closer, one hand tangling in my hair, and guides himself into my mouth. The taste of him explodes across my tongue—salt and musk and something uniquely male. I moan around him, the vibration making him grunt, and then he’s pushing deeper, filling my mouth, hitting the back of my throat.

I gag slightly, but I don’t pull back. I can’t pull back—his hand is firm in my hair, holding me in place. And I don’t want to pull back. I want this. I want to be good for him, want to make him feel good, want to do whatever it takes so they let me come.

I hollow my cheeks, sucking hard, my tongue working against the underside of his cock. He groans, his hips jerking forward, pushing deeper. Tears stream down my face—from the gagging, from the humiliation, from the overwhelming sensation of the vibrators still working between my legs.

“Fuck,” Orsen breathes. “Her mouth is incredible.”

“She’s programmed for this,” Master says, and there’s pride in his voice. Pride in what he’s made me. “She knows exactly how to use that tongue.”

I do. I know how to swirl it around the head, how to press against the sensitive spot just below the crown, how to relax my throat to take him deeper. I know how to moan at just the right moment, how to look up with wide, tear-filled eyes, how to make myself the perfect receptacle for his pleasure.

Orsen’s grip tightens in my hair, and he starts to fuck my mouth in earnest now, his hips snapping forward, his cock hitting the back of my throat with each thrust. I gag and choke, saliva dripping down my chin, but I don’t resist. I just take it, let him use me, let him find his pleasure in my body.

The vibrator on my clit is relentless. The plug in my ass shifts with every movement, sending sparks of sensation through my core. My cunt is empty and aching, clenching around nothing, desperate to be filled. The arousal is building again, climbing toward that impossible peak that I can’t reach without permission.

Orsen’s thrusts are getting erratic now, his breathing harsh. I can feel him swelling in my mouth, can taste the change in his pre-cum. He’s close.

“Fuck,” he grunts, “I’m gonna—“”

“Come in her mouth,” Master says. “She’ll swallow every drop.”

Orsen does. He buries himself deep, his cock pulsing against my tongue, and I feel the hot rush of his cum hitting the back of my throat. I swallow reflexively, again and again, taking everything he gives me, not spilling a drop.

When he finally pulls out, I’m gasping, my lips swollen and slick, my chin wet with saliva and cum. But I don’t wipe it away. I just sit there, waiting, knowing that Thomas is next.

“Good girl,” Master says, and the praise sends a warm flush through my chest even as the humiliation burns in my stomach. “Now beg Thomas. Show him how much you need his cock too.”

And I do. Because I’m good. Because I’m obedient. Because this is what I was made for.

“Please,” I whisper, looking up at Thomas through my tears. “Please let me suck your cock. Please use my mouth. I need it. I need you. Please.”
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Thomas doesn’t move immediately. He just stands there, studying me with those analytical eyes, and the wait is excruciating. The vibrator is still buzzing against my clit, relentless, keeping me suspended in that agonizing space between need and release. My cunt clenches around nothing, empty and desperate. The plug in my ass shifts slightly as I tremble, sending little sparks of sensation through my core that only make the ache worse.

“Please,” I say again, my voice breaking. “Please, I need your cock in my mouth. I need to taste you. I need to serve you. Please let me be good for you.”

He tilts his head slightly, considering. “She’s very articulate for someone in her state,” he observes, speaking to Master rather than to me.

“She’s designed to maintain function even under extreme duress,” Master replies, and I can hear the pride in his voice.

Thomas nods slowly, then reaches for his belt. His movements are deliberate, methodical—nothing like Orsen’s eager urgency. He unbuckles, unzips, and draws himself out with the same careful precision he used when examining me earlier with the speculum.

He’s different from Orsen. Longer, not quite as thick, with a slight curve that I know instinctively will hit different places in my throat. The head is darker, almost purple, and already glistening. My mouth waters despite everything, despite the humiliation burning through me, despite the tears still streaming down my face.

“Open,” he says quietly.

I do. Jaw dropping, tongue out, presenting myself. But he doesn’t immediately push inside. Instead, he traces the head of his cock along my lower lip, smearing pre-cum across the sensitive skin. The taste hits my tongue—salt and musk, slightly bitter. Different from Orsen. More intense.

Thomas hums in acknowledgment, still teasing my lips with his cock, not giving me what I’ve begged for. The denial is its own kind of torture. I want to lean forward, to take him in, but I don’t dare move without permission. I just sit there, mouth open, tongue out, waiting.

“Please,” I whimper around my extended tongue. “Please, I need it.”

“You need it?” Thomas asks, and there’s something almost clinical in his tone, like he’s conducting an experiment. “Or you’ve been programmed to need it?”

The question makes something twist in my chest, but I don’t have time to examine it because the vibrator chooses that moment to pulse harder against my clit, and I gasp, my whole body jerking.

“Both,” I manage to say, and I don’t even know if it’s true, don’t know where the programming ends and I begin, don’t know if there’s even a difference anymore. “Please, both, I need it, please—“

He pushes inside.

The stretch is immediate, different from Orsen. Thomas’s cock slides along my tongue, the curve of it pressing against the roof of my mouth as he goes deeper. I hollow my cheeks instinctively, sucking, and he makes a low sound of approval.

But he doesn’t fuck my mouth the way Orsen did. Instead, he holds himself there, buried halfway, and just... waits. Watching me. Studying my response.

“Breathe through your nose,” he instructs, and I do, drawing air in desperately around his cock. “Good. Now swallow.”

I swallow, and the motion makes my throat constrict around him. He slides deeper, and I feel him hit the back of my throat. I gag, but he doesn’t pull back. He just holds there, one hand coming up to rest lightly on the back of my head—not forcing, just... present.

“Again,” he says.

I swallow again, tears streaming down my face as I fight my gag reflex. The vibrator is still buzzing, still keeping me right on that edge, and the combination is overwhelming. My cunt is clenching rhythmically, desperately, trying to find relief that won’t come. The plug in my ass feels huge now, filling me.

“Excellent control,” Thomas murmurs. “She’s suppressing the reflex almost completely.”

“Show him what else you can do, Dolli. Show him how deep you can take it.”

I know what he wants. I relax my throat as much as I can, breathing carefully through my nose, and let Thomas push deeper. The curve of his cock follows the line of my throat, and I feel him slide in, inch by inch, until my nose is pressed against his pelvis and I can’t breathe at all.

I hold it. Hold him. My throat convulsing around his length, my lungs starting to burn, my vision going spotty at the edges. The vibrator is relentless. The plug shifts. My cunt clenches. Everything is sensation, overwhelming and inescapable.

“Ten seconds,” Annette says, and I realize she’s timing it. “Fifteen. Twenty.”

Thomas pulls back just enough for me to gasp in a breath, and then he’s pushing deep again. This time he starts to move, fucking my throat in slow, measured strokes. Each thrust is deliberate, controlled, pushing just deep enough to make me gag before pulling back.

“Her throat is incredible,” he says, his voice still remarkably steady. “The muscle control is exceptional.”

“She’s programmed to relax on command,” Master explains. “But the gag reflex is still there—it just doesn’t stop her from performing.”

I’m crying openly now, tears and saliva running down my face, dripping onto my breasts. My jaw aches. My throat is raw. The vibrator is driving me insane, keeping me suspended in that impossible space where I need to come so badly it hurts, but I can’t, I’m not allowed, I have to wait for permission that might never come.

Thomas’s thrusts are getting faster now, less controlled. His hand tightens in my hair, and I can feel him swelling in my throat, can taste the change in his pre-cum. He’s close.

“Where do you want me to come?” he asks Master, his voice finally showing some strain.

“Her face,” Master says immediately. “I want to see her wear it.”

Thomas pulls out, his cock slick with my saliva, and wraps his hand around himself. I keep my mouth open, tongue out, knowing what’s expected. He strokes himself once, twice, and then he’s coming, hot ropes of cum splashing across my face. It hits my cheek, my nose, my lips, my tongue. I taste it, salt and bitter, and I don’t move, don’t flinch, just kneel there and take it.

When he’s finished, I’m painted with his cum, and I can feel it starting to drip down my chin, down my neck. The humiliation is crushing, but underneath it is something else—something warm and satisfied, because I did well, I pleased him, I was good.

“Don’t wipe it off,” Master says, and I wouldn’t have anyway. “I want you to wear it while you service our last guest.”

I nod, not trusting my voice. The vibrator is still buzzing. My cunt is still empty and aching. I’m still desperate, still denied, still waiting.

The third man steps forward. I still don’t know his name. He’s older than the others, gray at his temples, with a cruel smile that makes my stomach flip.

“My turn,” he says, already reaching for his belt. “And I’m not going to be gentle.”
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His hands are rougher than Thomas’s. Where Thomas was clinical, methodical, this man is pure predatory intent. He grabs my hair, twisting it around his fist, yanking my head back so hard tears spring to my eyes before he’s even touched me properly.

“Look at her,” he says to the room, not to me. “Marked up. Used. Still desperate.”

The vibrator pulses again, and I can’t help the whimper that escapes. My cunt clenches around the dildo, the need a physical ache that radiates through my entire body.

He doesn’t unbuckle his belt so much as tear it open. The leather makes a sharp sound that makes me flinch. His cock is different—thicker, with a pronounced curve, and already hard. Pre-cum glistens at the tip.

“Open,” he says, and it’s not a request.

I part my lips immediately. Thomas’s cum is still wet on my face, dripping down my chin. The man uses his grip on my hair to position me exactly where he wants, then pushes inside without warning or mercy.

The stretch is immediate and brutal. He’s thicker than Thomas, and he doesn’t ease in—he just drives forward, hitting the back of my throat in one savage thrust. I gag, tears streaming, but he doesn’t stop. Doesn’t slow.

The man begins to fuck my mouth like he’s trying to break me. Each thrust is designed to make me choke, to push me to my absolute limit. My jaw aches. My throat burns. But I don’t pull away. I can’t. I won’t.

“Just a perfect little fuck toy,” the man growls.

The vibrator keeps its relentless rhythm. My cunt clenches. Aching. Denied.

He pulls out just long enough for me to gasp a desperate breath, strings of saliva and cum connecting my lips to his cock. Then he’s back inside, harder this time. His balls slap against my chin with each brutal thrust.

“Please,” I manage to whimper when he pulls back briefly. “Please-”

He laughs. A cruel sound. “Please what? This?”

And then he’s coming, filling my mouth, forcing me to swallow or choke. Hot, bitter liquid flooding my throat. I swallow mechanically, tears streaming, the vibrator still buzzing, my cunt still clenching, still aching, still waiting.

“One more thing,” Master says, his voice cutting through my haze of desperation. “Then I’ll let you come. Annette.”

The words send a jolt through me—hope and dread intertwined. My body is trembling uncontrollably now, every muscle taut with need. The vibrator continues its relentless assault on my clit, keeping me suspended in that unbearable space where pleasure becomes torture.

Strong hands grip my shoulders and hips. Thomas and the third man hold me down against the floor, their touch firm and impersonal. I try to stay still, but my body won’t obey—my hips buck involuntarily, seeking friction, seeking relief that won’t come.

Annette approaches with another diaper. Fresh. White. Thick.

I whimper, though I don’t know what I’m protesting. Everything? Nothing? The humiliation of being changed again in front of these men who’ve just used my mouth?

“Hips up,” Annette commands, and I obey instantly, despite the way I thrash with the pleasure that won’t release. She slides the diaper underneath me with ease. The padding feels impossibly thick between my legs, pressing against the vibrator that’s still buzzing mercilessly against my clit.

She fastens the tapes snugly, checking each one. The plastic crinkles with every tiny movement I make. The sound fills the room—loud, obvious, infantilizing.

Master has the remote in his hand and my eyes widen.

“No, please,” I beg, already knowing where this is going.

“Oh yes,” Master says, and there’s satisfaction in his voice. “But I’m not going to just press it. You’re going to beg me to, to make you piss yourself like the helpless little doll you are.”

The vibrator pulses harder, as if to emphasize his point. My cunt clenches desperately. I’m so close, have been so close for so long, and now he’s offering me release—but only after this final, crushing humiliation.

The men are watching. All of them. The third man is smiling that cruel smile. Annette stands with her arms crossed, a smirk on her pretty lips.

“Please,” I whisper, my voice breaking. “Please press the button.”

“Louder,” Master commands. “And tell me exactly what you’re asking for.”

My face burns. Tears stream down my cheeks, cutting through the dried cum still coating my skin. “Please press the button. Please make me... make me wet the diaper.”

“Why?” Master asks. “Why do you want me to do that?”

The vibrator increases its intensity again. I cry out, my body arching against the hands still holding me down.

“Because I need to come,” I gasp. “Because I’ll do anything. Because I’m yours and I’m a toy and I need—I need—”

Laughter breaks out from one of the men.

“Please,” I sob harder now, shame and need crushing me. “Please take away my control. Please make me piss myself. I want everyone to see! I’ll do anything! Please, Master, please press the button and make me wet my diaper!”

The words feel like they’re being torn from somewhere deep inside me. Each one is a piece of my dignity, offered up and destroyed.

Master studies me for a long moment. The vibrator buzzes. My cunt clenches. The diaper crinkles with each trembling movement.

“More,” he says. “Convince me.”

“I need it,” I whimper. “Please, Master. I’m begging you. Press the button. Make me lose control. Make me wet myself. I’ll do anything. Anything.”

“Look at her,” the third man says, his voice thick with arousal. “She’s actually crying for it.”

Master holds up the remote, his thumb hovering over the red button. “Last chance. Tell me one more time what you want.”

“Please press the button and make me piss myself,” I sob. “Please make me wet this diaper while everyone watches. I’m begging you. Please.”

He presses the button.

The effect is immediate and unstoppable. I feel something release inside me—not a physical sensation exactly, but a command my body cannot refuse. My bladder simply... empties.

Warmth floods the diaper. I feel it spreading, soaking into the padding, the sensation impossible to ignore. The diaper grows heavy between my legs, the warmth pressing against my skin, against the still-buzzing vibrator.

I want to whimper, and I can’t stop it, can’t control it, can only lie there and feel myself wetting like I have no control at all. Because I don’t. Master took it away with the press of a button.

The stream continues, seemingly endless. The padding swells, growing heavier and warmer. I can feel it spreading—front to back, the warmth creeping up toward my belly, down between my cheeks where the plug still fills my ass.

The third man laughs. “Look at her face. She’s mortified.”

I am. I’m completely, utterly mortified. The warmth continues to spread, the diaper growing heavier and heavier. The plastic crinkles differently now—a wet, sodden sound. I can smell it, sharp and unmistakable. Everyone can smell it.

Finally, finally, the flow stops. The diaper is completely soaked, heavy and warm and disgusting against my skin. I’m lying in my own piss, in front of these men, while the vibrator continues its relentless buzzing.

“Please,” I whisper, my voice completely broken. “Please, I did it. I did what you wanted. Please let me come. Please, Master, I’m begging you. The diaper is full. I humiliated myself. I’m a good girl. Please, please let me come.”

Master looks down at me, his expression unreadable. His thumb moves on the remote.

“You want to come in your dirty diaper?” Master asks, his voice cold.

The question hangs in the air like a blade. I can barely process it through the fog of desperation and humiliation. The wet diaper is heavy and warm beneath me, the smell unmistakable. The vibrator buzzes relentlessly against my clit, keeping me suspended in that agonizing space where I need release so badly I can’t think, can’t breathe, can’t exist as anything but pure need.

“Yes,” I sob, the word breaking apart in my throat. “Yes, please. Please, Master. I need to come. I need it so badly. Please.”

“In your wet diaper?” he presses, and there’s something cruel in his tone, something that wants to hear me say it explicitly. “You want to orgasm while you’re lying in your own piss?”

The humiliation crashes over me in waves, but underneath it is something else—something desperate and animal that doesn’t care about shame anymore, that would agree to anything, debase itself in any way, just for the promise of release.

“Yes,” I gasp. “Yes, I want to come in my dirty diaper. I want to come while I’m lying in my own filth. Please, Master. Please let me. I’m begging you.”

“Beg better,” he says flatly. “Make me believe you deserve it.”

Tears stream down my face, mixing with the dried cum still coating my cheeks. My whole body is trembling, muscles locked tight with tension. The plug in my ass shifts with each shuddering breath, sending sparks of sensation through my core. My pussy is clenching rhythmically, desperately.

“Please,” I whimper, my voice raw and broken. “Please, I’ll do anything. I’m nothing. I’m just a thing, just a toy for you to use. I did everything you wanted. I let them fuck my throat. I let them humiliate me. I wet myself for you. I’m wearing this disgusting, soaking diaper and I don’t care. I don’t care about anything except coming. Please, Master. Please. I need you to let me. I can’t—I can’t take it anymore. The vibrator, the plug, the diaper—it’s too much. I’m going to break. Please let me come. Please, please, please-”

Master considers this, his thumb resting on the remote. The pause stretches out, endless, agonizing. I’m suspended in that moment, every nerve ending screaming, my entire existence narrowed down to the need for his permission.

“Please,” I whisper one more time, my voice barely audible. “Please, Master. I’m yours. Completely yours. Let me come for you.”

His thumb moves.

The button depresses with a soft click.

For a heartbeat, nothing happens. Then the vibrator’s intensity doubles, triples, and the world explodes.

The orgasm hits like a physical blow, like lightning striking directly into my core. I scream—a raw, primal sound torn from the deepest part of me, a sound I didn’t know I could make. My entire body convulses, back arching violently off the floor, every muscle locking rigid.

The wet diaper squelches beneath me, the sodden padding pressing against my spasming cunt, and the humiliation of it somehow makes everything more intense. I’m coming in my dirty diaper, and I don’t care, I can’t care, because the pleasure is too overwhelming, too all-consuming.

Wave after wave crashes through me. My cunt clenches rhythmically, desperately, the vibrator sending electric jolts of sensation that make my vision white out. The plug in my ass shifts with each convulsion, hitting places inside me that make me scream louder. Tears stream down my face. I’m crying and screaming simultaneously, completely lost to the sensation.

“Jesus Christ,” Thomas breathes. “Look at her.”

“Completely out of control,” the third man adds, and I can hear the awe in his voice.

My body jerks and spasms, no longer under my command. One orgasm rolls directly into another, each wave more intense than the last. I’m drowning in it, suffocating in pleasure so intense it borders on pain. My hands claw at the floor, seeking purchase, finding none. My legs kick uselessly.

The diaper is warm and heavy and disgusting against my skin, and every movement makes it squish, makes me aware of what I’m lying in, and somehow that awareness feeds back into the pleasure, intensifying it until I can’t tell where humiliation ends and ecstasy begins.

I’m not in my body anymore. I’m floating above it, watching myself convulse and scream and sob. But I’m also trapped inside it, feeling every impossible sensation with crystalline clarity. I’m everywhere and nowhere, broken apart and reassembled wrong.

Another wave hits, somehow even stronger. My scream cuts off as my throat locks, my mouth open in a silent cry. My entire body goes rigid, every muscle straining, and then I’m shaking apart, trembling so violently I can hear my teeth chattering.

The vibrator doesn’t stop. It keeps buzzing, relentless, pushing me higher and higher until I’m sure I’ll die from it, until I’m sure my heart will give out or my mind will snap completely. But I don’t die. I just keep coming, kept coming, wave after endless wave.

Sweat and tears mix on my skin. The cum on my face is smeared now, spread across my cheeks by my thrashing. My makeup is destroyed. I’m destroyed. Completely, utterly broken.

Just when I think it might be ending, when the waves start to space out slightly, another orgasm slams into me—smaller than the first but no less devastating. My body jackknifes, a strangled sob tearing from my throat. The wet diaper crinkles and squelches. The plug shifts. The vibrator buzzes.

“Please,” I try to say, but I don’t know what I’m begging for anymore. For it to stop? For it to never stop? I’ve lost the ability to form coherent thoughts.

I’m still coming, or maybe I’m between orgasms, or maybe I’m experiencing one continuous orgasm that never ends. I can’t tell anymore.

My screams have devolved into whimpers, then into nothing at all. My voice is gone, destroyed. My body still convulses, but the movements are weaker now, exhausted. The wet diaper is cold now, the warmth faded, leaving only the disgusting reality of what I’m lying in.

Finally—finally—the vibrator’s intensity decreases. Not off, but lower. Manageable. Almost.

The orgasm doesn’t end so much as I fall out of it, tumbling back into my body with a crash. I’m gasping for air, my lungs burning. Every muscle aches. I’m shaking uncontrollably, aftershocks still rippling through me.

I try to move and can’t. My limbs won’t respond. I’m boneless, destroyed, utterly spent.

The diaper is heavy and cold and wet beneath me. The vibrator still buzzes, softer now but still present. The plug is still in my ass. I’m still covered in cum and tears and sweat.

I whimper, a small broken sound.

The vibrator continues to buzz.

The diaper remains wet and heavy.

I’m nothing. Empty. Destroyed. Barely conscious.

The words come, but I’m not sure if they’re from me or the remote.

“I am such a lucky doll.”
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