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Part 1: 

Sophie couldn't shake the feeling that her world was on the brink of collapse.  

Her late father had instilled in her the belief that the D'Arville family should not and would not shed tears, no matter how dire things may have seemed. But for the first time, Sophie feared she might not live up to his teachings. The doctor's words echoed in her mind as she pushed open the grand double doors of the estate and into the expansive entryway. The possibilities of endless tests and the looming shadow of cancer gnawed at her thoughts. Her head throbbed with pain, and waves of nausea threatened her composure. It was noon, but the house felt eerily quiet as her heart bumped and her stomach tightened. Sophie climbed the stairs, each step heavier than the last. 

As she approached the master bedroom, the muffled sound of snoring greeted her. Sophie stopped at the doorway, taking a deep breath before stepping inside. The room was dim, heavy curtains blocking out the midday sun. Sebastian, her husband, lay sprawled naked across the bed, an empty bottle of whiskey on the nightstand and the faint scent of last night's revelry lingering in the air. 

"Sebastian," she called softly, her voice barely masking her frustration. He stirred but did not wake. She crossed the room and gently shook his shoulder. "Sebastian, wake up." A note of urgency crept into her voice. 

Finally, Sebastian groaned, rolling over to face her. His bleary eyes struggled to focus. "Sophie? What time is it?" He had the gall to sound annoyed, as though she had interrupted him for something frivolous. 


"It's noon. You've slept half the day away," she said, trying to keep her voice calm. 

"Shit!" He sighed. "I'm sorry, that's the last time I'm letting Henry drag me to The Blue Note."  

"I wonder when I heard that line before.” She scratched her chin. “Hmm…Oh, I remember. Last Friday." 

“I need to find another club, anyway. That place has become so popular; nowadays, it’s crawling with all kinds of weirdos. It's like walking into one of those pride parades.” 

“Maybe just tone down your nightlife, dear.” 

Sebastian rubbed his temples. "Can we save the scolding for later, Sophie Bear? My head is killing me." 

"Well, I have just the cure for a hangover." Sophie yanked the curtains aside to let angry beams of noon light slam into her husband. 

Sebastian covered his eyes. "Oh, Sophie Bear, do you have to be so dramatic? It's like the liberals, always pushing their lifestyle on everyone." He grabbed her hand and pulled her closer, searching for her lips. At first, she resisted because she really wasn't in the mood, but then she allowed him a delicate peck. 

"You know, Sebastian, it would be nice if for once you woke up at a reasonable hour like most people." 

Sebastian gave her another peck. “You know why I wake up at noon? For the same reason, a dog licks his own balls. Because it can.” 

"Well, my doggie husband, Manuela is serving lunch in twenty minutes, and I want all of you downstairs. We need to have a serious talk." She hated admitting that last part. 

"About what?" Sebastian yawned, and then his eyes widened. "I forgot all about Dr. Alex's appointment. What did she say? Did she say the 'C' word?" 

"No." 

"That's good." He nodded. 

"She didn't rule it out completely either. I'll tell you all about it soon. Okay, twenty minutes." She clapped her hands. "Chop, chop. And dear, please put on some trousers." 

Her next stop was Maximilian's den. His oak door was slightly open, and she could hear the unmistakable sounds of sexual activity taking place: the grunts, the creaking bed, the moans. It was all so gauche, so she coughed loudly and knocked. 

"Come in!" Max's voice had a vibrating bass, much lower than his father's. 

Max lay comfortably on the bed, his powerful frame taking up most of the space. His broad chest and muscular arms, the result of countless hours spent in his gym, were relaxed but still impressive. He propped himself up on one elbow, his chiseled abs partially covered by the rumpled sheets. A lump beneath the covers, with only a hint of tousled black hair visible, explained the sounds she just heard. 

Sophie felt another headache coming on and rubbed her eyes. "Aren't you supposed to be preparing for the investors' meeting this afternoon?" She pretended not to notice the lock of dark hair or the gold digger to which it must’ve been attached. 

Max scratched his golden locks sheepishly. "About that," he started. "Both Rachel and Adam canceled on me." 

"That’s harsh." 

"They were under the impression you were on board. When they found out it was only me…" He threw up his hands. "You know, Sophie, if you just lend me the money, I wouldn't have to be in this humiliating situation chasing Jew bankers who look down their noses at me. Those globalists don’t like me." He drawled across those words, and she listened right until— 

Damn! It hurt! 

A sudden and intense pain flared in Sophie's left temple, causing her to wince and clench her eyes shut tightly. She took a deep breath, hoping to alleviate the sharp discomfort that radiated through her skull. The throbbing sensation intensified with each passing moment, making it difficult for her to focus on anything else. Max's alt-right views and casual bigotry always grated on her, adding another unnecessary annoyance to her already overwhelming day. But this was different. This was worse—so much worse. 

"Are you okay?" Max searched her face, his eyes more calculating than empathetic. "The headaches again?" 

Sophie took another deep breath to steady herself. "Look, sweetie, we've been through this a million times. I shall invest in your gym network once you present a solid business plan and once that one gym you own starts making money instead of costing me money." She raised her palm as he began to respond. "I don't have the energy to deal with it right now. Manuela is serving lunch in fifteen minutes, and I want all of you downstairs, Max. We need to have a serious talk." 

"What about?" Max asked with a flicker of curiosity mixed with irritation in his eyes. 

Sophie ignored him and motioned towards the lump in the blanket. "This is a bit awkward. However, it is a private family meeting, and I can't postpone it. I'm sure your companion would understand…"   

"Who? Tina?" Max waved his hand in dismissal. "She was just about to leave, anyways." 

The lump beneath the blanket threw the covers off, revealing a brunette with cat-like dark eyes smoldering with fury and a pixie cut in desperate need of a conditioner and a hair dryer. "What the hell did you just call me, Max?"   

"Huh?" 

"What’s my name, Max?" The girl narrowed her beautiful eyes even further. 

"Yeah, I…" 

"You have no idea, do you?" 

Max scratched his head. "Something with a 'T', right? Tanya? Tessa? Tiffany? Tatiana?" He ran through the list without a hint of remorse or regret punctuating any of his wild guesses. 

"Son of a bitch!" The girl jumped off the bed wearing the clothes she was brought to this world with and stormed into Max's shower room. From there, she could be heard cursing and throwing things. The sounds of broken glass tinkled through the wall. 

Max shrugged. "Sorry about that, Sophie." He didn't look particularly sorry. "Steven dragged me last night to this stupid club…" 

"You too, eh?" Sophie sighed. "With all the dragging going on in this house, we should start a towing company." 

"Sorry." 

"Fifteen minutes, Max. This is important." 

Fifteen minutes later, Sophie made her way down the grand staircase, the pain in her temple lingering but more manageable. As she walked through the expansive hallway towards the dining room, she paused briefly by the tall mirror next to the painting of her and her late husband. Sophie adjusted a stray lock of her auburn hair, her sharp green eyes catching her reflection. The years had been kind to her; she was still in good shape at 53, though the lines of worry had deepened around her hawkish nose. 

Continuing on, she passed by the massive doorway of the mansion and saw Richard standing there. He was a towering figure, a special forces veteran who had served her family for years. His face was marked with scars from battles long past, and his presence exuded strength and loyalty. 

"Morning, ma'am," Richard greeted her, his voice gruff but warm. "How are you feeling?" 

Sophie managed a small smile. "I've been better, Richard." 

"Anything I can do to help?" His concern felt genuine. 

"Just be the pillar of certainty you've always been." 

Richard nodded, understanding. "I ran into an angry girl a few minutes ago, coming outta Max's room. She was lookin' to hitchhike from the road." 

"Ah, yes. Not Tina." 

"Sorry, ma'am?" 

"Never mind.” Sophie chuckled softly. "That's quite the walk of shame, considering the gate to the road is a mile away." 

"Yeah, I thought so too. Got Johnson to give her a ride, called her a taxi, and made sure she got in it." 

Sophie placed a hand on Richard's arm, her green eyes softening. "You're a pillar in my life, Richard. Thank you." 

He gave her a firm nod, his rugged face showing a rare hint of a smile. "Anything for you, ma'am." 

The posh dining room was a seamless blend of modern elegance and old-world charm, with sleek glass and steel accents complementing antique oak furniture and priceless family portraits adorning the walls. Sophie entered the dining room to find Adriana already seated. Her tall and lithe frame was accentuated by her perfectly tailored dress. Her blonde hair was impeccably styled, though her demeanor remained distant. Despite this, she smiled thinly and rose to meet Sophie. 

"Mom, how was the doctor's appointment?" Adriana asked.  

Though she would never admit it, Sophie was always touched by her stepdaughter's insistence on calling her Mom. Adriana wore her aloofness like a crown of thorns, an armor to keep others at bay. Still, Sophie believed that given enough time, she might eventually thaw. "That's what I want to talk about with you and your father." 

"I passed the bar exam," Adriana stated, her tone more factual than celebratory. 

"That's wonderful news, dear," Sophie said, managing a sincere smile. "A real cause for celebration." At least one of the children in the house had managed to accomplish something. 

Adriana shrugged. "I'm applying for a job at Cohen and White." 

"Ho, ho, ho. Going after the big dogs. Do you want me to drop a line for you there? My father was their biggest client." 

Adriana gave her a noncommittal smile. "Thanks, Mom, but I'd rather try on my own." This time, Sophie nodded and wanted to say something more. She wanted to praise this girl for her grit and determination. So many other members of the household seemed to lack those essential qualities. Adriana then turned to her brother, who had entered the room wearing only boxers with a wet patch at the front. "Jesus, Max, can't you take a break from being a piggish slob for one day?" 

Max smirked, unfazed. "Better than being a frigid virgin bitch." 

Adriana showed him her middle finger. 

Max mimed a blow job. 

"Kids! Behave!" The dining room was filled with the aroma of the lavish meal Manuela had prepared. Silver platters were placed under the chandelier's light, while Sebastian sat himself at the head of the table. 

"Let’s say grace," Sebastian announced, taking Sophie’s hand and signaling everyone else to follow suit. It had always surprised Sophie how Sebastian and his children were strict about certain Christian values, such as attending church on Sundays and expressing homophobic views only in the right crowd, yet remarkably flexible when those values conflicted with their desires. According to them, Christ had been very particular when he said, “Love thy neighbor”. 

"Lord, we thank you for this food and for bringing our family together. We ask for your guidance and strength, especially for our beloved Sophie in her time of need. Amen." 

"Amen," the rest of the family echoed, and they all took their seats. 

As the help served lunch, Sophie took a deep breath. "I have something important to discuss with all of you." 

Max leaned back in his chair, looking uninterested. Adriana, with her aloof demeanor, glanced up from her plate, her cold eyes showing a flicker of curiosity. Sebastian sat forward, giving Sophie his full attention. 

"I've been to Dr. Alex this morning. She ran a couple of tests and said she needs to run some more," Sophie began, her voice steady. The pain made keeping her voice steady even more difficult. "To make a long story short, my condition isn't improving. In fact, it's getting worse. I've decided I need to take it down a notch, career-wise. I'm stepping back from managing the companies. It's time for me to focus on my health." 

There. She said it. 

“Excellent!” Sebastian immediately reacted, a satisfied smile spreading across his face. "I've been telling you this for ages, Sophie Bear. The doctor just confirmed everything I've been saying. You're not twenty anymore! These symptoms are from overworking and exhaustion. It must be as simple as that. Just relax and you’ll be right as rain in no time!” 

Adriana's cool gaze softened. "If there's anything you need, Mom, we're here for you." She looked so intense as she uttered those words. 

Max grunted in agreement, his crude demeanor momentarily subdued. "Yeah, what she said." 

"You know, I never liked Dr. Alex," Sebastian said. "You go in with a sore pinkie, and she orders a CAT scan, MRI, and a dozen other tests. By the end, you're on a diet plan, and your wallet's the only thing losing weight. She's like a jackal, smiling to your face, but always circling, looking to take a bite. I've scheduled an appointment with Sam O'Brian." 

"That friend of yours with the gambling issues?" 

Sebastian nodded and smiled. "He sure is a friend. He is an excellent friend, actually. And true, he has been known to gamble from time to time, but he's also a goddamn good doctor. He'll tell you the only thing you need is to slow down, Sophie. He's not a jackal; he's good people. You can trust him just as much as you trust me!” 

What was her father's saying about jackals and smiles? "You scheduled an appointment? For me?" 

"Don't act so surprised. I'm worried about you, Sophie.” 

"You are?" Sophie asked, genuinely taken aback. "Since when?" Instinctively, she wanted to leave him. Only then, she thought of her father, his training, and the diligence with which he had taught her.

In fact, she could hear that man's words, "Remember, you are from an esteemed family. The world may have forgotten about honor and nobility, but you are special, Sophie. You are my daughter, and you will face many hardships. Sometimes, it will be difficult to see who you can trust." Right away, Sophie attempted to discard that warning. After all, part of her looked back at her husband, and she wanted to trust him. She yearned to reach out, to take his hand, to feel his reassurance, and to know that this was a man she could rely on.

"Since when?" Sebastian asked, clearly not offended in the slightest.

"Since always!"

"It's okay to lower your guard," Max told her.

She glared at him, and he flashed a sheepish smile. He didn't really mean it, of course. He had been slapped, had drinks thrown in his face, and listened to every possible insult any woman might summon to bring him down. None of it worked. None of it ever worked. After all, he had those muscles and that smile. Now, he was connected to her family, and there were plenty of girls who heard about that, and suddenly they were willing to overlook his obvious deficiencies. A sharp glare from his stepmother did nothing.

"Just promise me you will let me take you to see the doctor? Promise me? Please?" Sebastian looked right at her, and his eyes were wide, his lips pursed.

"Okay," she said.

He had taken her to see the physician. She had gone in, and Sebastian had started to follow. Her eyes had narrowed. Really? He had not only taken her to see a doctor, but now he intended to go into the office to discuss her prognosis and treatment? Something felt wrong.

Still, she had refused to take this on alone, especially when she considered the drilling pain in her stomach, the lightning bolts of agony behind her eyes, and that unsettled feeling at the back of her mind. They had gone right after lunch, and she had felt completely disoriented.

"No," she told her husband. "I appreciate the sentiment, but this is something I need to do on my own. I will tell you everything you need to hear."

"Are you sure?" Sebastian asked. "You can trust me."

You can trust me. Those words seemed so sincere. And yet, she looked back into his eyes, and there was something strange there. He didn't give her any reason to doubt. In fact, they had married, and he had vowed to stay with her through both illness and prosperity.

But she had gotten sick before. There had been those other illnesses here or there, only he had continued to go gallivanting out with his friends.

Why now? Why was this different?

With a pang, she wondered if she really looked so much worse. At the same time, she considered that meeting and how she had blanked. There had been no other word to describe it. As a manager, she needed to command the respect of her subordinates. There were other wealthy individuals spread across the planet who hoarded their assets and allowed others to make all of the vital decisions. Sophie would never make that mistake. As her father had taught her, there could be no rest. There could be no escape from toil. She had a responsibility to herself, to her family, and to society to build.

Neither Sebastian nor most people for that matter truly understood this.

"I do trust you," she told him, and meant it. Still, there was that little twinge at the base of her stomach, that little seed of doubt. "But it's going to be fine. I will speak to this doctor as you recommended, and I will take his opinion into account." She spoke primly and properly.

Sure enough, the physician told her exactly what Sebastian had predicted. "My dear, you are overworked. You've been pushing yourself far too hard. You tell me about your schedule, about getting up so early, about running into the office, and barely eating. This is unacceptable. I understand. Maybe you did this when you were a lot younger, but time catches up to us all!" The fellow seemed so jovial. He had listened to her, and she had started to open up, but now he came to his conclusion.

She didn't trust him.

Sophie couldn't help it. As far as she was concerned, a physician had to be someone who mediated test results with experience, as well as the patient's explanations. That was the point. This man, however, had listened to her and promptly made his diagnosis. Not only that, he seemed all too confident, as though there could be no question, nor any doubt.

When she came out, Sebastian rose to his feet. "What did he say?"

"He said I need to rest," she replied.

"Excellent. Then maybe you will start listening to me? Maybe you'll start listening to your beloved husband?" Sebastian brayed.

Over the last hour or so, some of the nausea had begun to fade. She could ignore it now. The pain had lessened as well.

"I'm going to take his suggestion into account."

The next morning, she awoke and she contemplated calling her assistant and informing Jessica that she would not be heading in to work today. As a manager, it was her prerogative. In fact, she understood that there were CEOs and executive officers throughout the world who routinely stayed home. In this modern day, she could have sent off any number of emails. Not only that, she had worked hard to recruit competent, capable individuals.

Technically, she didn't need to be there.

"No," Sophie whispered to herself.

She went to work, and she started to feel a little bit better. Even though Sebastian had sent her a homemade breakfast, she skipped it. Later, a homemade lunch arrived. She skipped that as well. By the end of the day, she was feeling a lot better. In fact, she must have felt like her old self.

When she returned to her office, she saw the baskets of breakfast, lunch, and dinner arrayed on her desk.

"No…" Sophie whispered even as the possibility occurred to her.

She ran her tongue along her bottom lip, and she grabbed her phone. She brought it up to her ear as the ring tone vibrated.

"I need to speak with my doctor right now," she told whichever hapless assistant or secretary happened to pick up. "My name is Sophie D'Arville. Do you understand?"

"Yes...yes, ma'am!" squeaked the young woman on the other end of the line.

"Hello?" asked her doctor within another minute.

"This is Sophie," she said simply. "I understand that this is going to sound unorthodox, but you know me quite well. You know what I'm capable of, and you know that I do not joke around. In this spirit, I want you to take that previous blood test, and I want you to check for every known enzyme and poison available. Please start with the most common possibilities and work your way down. I don't care how much it costs. Do you understand?"

The doctor sputtered out his agreement. Sophie hung up.

That night, she had her driver take her to a restaurant. She walked among the different tables, and she saw various individuals, mostly couples. Some of them were wealthy and were accustomed to visiting this eatery. Others had clearly splurged.

Sophie sat in one of the darkened corners, and she kept her back straight, her chin raised. Simultaneously, she wondered about something.

Where should she have placed her hopes?

In some ways, this almost felt like a game of roulette. Although she despised gambling as a frivolous and statistically detrimental activity, she had still learned to play. At the start of her career, there had been moments when she needed to impress people at various casinos. As far as she was concerned, it had all been trite and childish, but she couldn't account for the tastes of the powerful women and men around her.

Only now, she could imagine placing her bets and picking red or black. Which would it be?

Was there something genuinely wrong with her? Or had her husband tried to poison her?

Only then, she realized something.

It wouldn't just be Sebastian, that lazy ass. Her nostrils flared, and she looked down, only to realize that she had crumpled the cloth napkin underneath her fingertips. Very consciously, she forced herself to relax her grip, especially because she couldn't allow herself to lose control.

"I am Sophia D'Arville. I am Sophia D'Arville," she whispered twice. Only then, she thought of Adriana, that beautiful and capable girl. She thought of Max. Even if he could be quite the scoundrel, there had been those moments when he might smile or shrug and look so sweet and so adorable. He was a young man, and he had all of the potential in the world. On more than one occasion, she had genuinely hoped that he would be able to craft his idea for a chain of gyms into something viable and impressive. She had told herself that he understood the culture, that he knew what those clients would actually require.

Then again, there was one significant problem: he didn't actually want to work. Instead, he just wanted to fuck. Like some dog lost in the throes of heat, he chased after his bitches and bedded them, one after another, heedless of the future.

If she had confronted Sebastian, Adriana, or Max, it was all too easy to imagine them questioning her sanity.

Only now, she felt so much better.

She ordered, she ate, and she did her best to ignore the happy couples and groups around her. That night, she had her driver take her home and she waited for the spasm of pain in her stomach. If not that, then there should have been at least a sharpened ache behind her eyes and between her ears. A migraine should have formed, lightning bolts of sensation blotting her vision as she struggled through the tumult.

Instead, she took her shower, got dressed, and went to bed.

She felt better.

Perhaps there were a couple of lingering effects. Her stomach did tighten once there for a few seconds in the middle of the night, when she feared the onset of another jolt of pain.

Only then, she woke up, and she knew.

Part 2:

“What was it going to be? An accident of some kind?” Amanda Verger asked with casual indifference. These women had never been friends, so she didn’t try to pretend.

Somehow, Sophie found that attitude refreshing. All too often, she had to deal with the mewling pleas of staff and underlings who thought they might impress her with their obsequious fawning and desperate praise.

Amanda Verger didn’t engage in such behaviors.

“They intended to fake it as an illness.”

“Poison then?”

“Poison.” Sophie nodded.

Professor Amanda Verger sat in a high-backed leather chair behind an imposing mahogany desk, her white lab coat meticulously draped over the back. The soft glow of a computer screen contrasted with the towering bookcases flanking her, filled with ancient tomes and scholarly works. The atmosphere exuded a sense of medieval prestige and timeless power. Verger preferred the ancient and revered the past, creating an environment steeped in history. Sophie, though she appreciated the modern and the technological—understanding it as a form of power—could respect Verger's domain. She came from old blood herself, recognizing that true power could manifest in many forms.

“Actually, a combination of arsenic and wolfsbane,” Sophie stretched her neck. She felt so tired.

The professor smiled. “Wolfsbane? You mean aconite, slow-acting, and very difficult to detect.” She sounded vaguely…impressed. Then again, a woman in Verger’s position must have heard about many such tales.

“Yes, probably. Whatever. With every meal a small amount was added. It started with nausea, fatigue, heart palpitations. Then, one morning, over an online meeting, I forgot where I was, who I was talking to, and what I was supposed to say. Imagine my embarrassment. Me. The managers at Quantum Solutions probably thought I had a stroke or was suffering from early-onset dementia.” Her nostrils flared. She seldom allowed her emotions to slip into her comments, but she couldn’t help but snarl out those words, “It was repellent.”

“Do you have any idea who did it?”

“Max.”

“I doubt your stepson makes your meals, Sophia.” Amanda Verger removed her glasses. She looked interested, but Sophie wasn’t sure if that was a good or a bad sign.

“Max bribed one of the staff working in the kitchen. They did it over several weeks. One meal at a time.”

“So Max.”

Sophie shook her head. “All three of them.” She drew in a cold and determined breath. “Max, Adriana, and Sebastian.”

The professor arched her eyebrow.

“While Max made sure I was getting my daily dosage, Adriana, sweet little Adriana, bribed the family lawyer to change my will behind my back. Fake signatures and everything. Impressive work, all considered.”

“Go on.”

“Sebastian planted the idea that I might be overworking myself or dealing with stress-related health issues. He sent me to one doctor after another. You know me, this tough old bitch,” she pointed at herself, “is immune to gaslighting. But I was so confused. The headaches—the pain and twisting guts— I couldn’t think straight. But that was also their downfall. Since when has Sebastian cared about my health? That rat bastard traipsed through life as though illness is an inconvenience for other people. He can’t face it because he’s too much of a coward. I remember two weeks with COVID-19, and it never once popped into his head in to ask how I felt. Suddenly, he’s taking me to see doctors? One suspicion led to another. I noticed a pattern: I felt worse after lunch. I stopped eating food around the house and made inquiries.”

“I see.” Amanda Verger pulled out a three-day-old newspaper from one of the shelves. The front page showed the wreckage of a yacht and three photos of Sebastian and his children. “A real tragedy, that fire. I was so sorry to hear about your loss.” The headline read: Tragic Yacht Fire Claims Lives of Sebastian Lennox and Sons, Husband of Billionaire Sophia D'Arville. “My sources suggested that it might not have been an accident.”

“You have good sources, Amanda. Other than my husband and two step-children, two other people were caught in that fire. One a crooked family lawyer and one family cook.”

Verger snorted. “You don’t mess about. I like that. But the fact that you’re here suggests…”

“When you have connections like I do, arranging three nameless bodies that no one would miss is easy. It was a nice funeral, very touching. I actually cried.” A slow smile crept along her lips. “My associates were surprised. A few whispered that maybe I’m going soft.”

“I applaud your skills as a thespian,” Verger said. “And your husband and his kids?”

Sophie ran her fingers through her hair, smoothing out any stray strands as she spoke. “They're lounging on another yacht, completely unaware of anything. Their belongings and phones were stolen by a 'freak chance.'” She made air quotes with her fingers. “They're in vacation mode, completely disconnected.”

“And they weren’t suspicious when you sent them off on vacation during a health crisis?”

“It was a gift. Adriana, the little shit, just passed her bar exam. Max has a birthday next week. Plenty to celebrate.” She shrugged. “Maybe they were suspicious. Who knows? You can ask them yourself when they arrive tomorrow. They’re on their way here. Going to Crestwood Spa for a rejuvenating spoiling treatment. Tall models wearing transparent bikinis and cocktail glasses with little umbrellas. Plenty of time for the boys to relax. And of course, Adriana deserves a vacation after becoming an attorney.”

Professor Verger chuckled. “Your late husband was one of my favorite clients.”

“I have his money and more. Much more.”

“It’s not all about the money.”

“I have his old connections and more.”

Professor Verger placed her glasses back on and sighed. “I was always under the impression that you didn’t approve of me and what I do here.”

“So you feel like gloating now that I came asking for help?”

Amanda Verger smiled to reveal her perfect white teeth. Sophie thought of an Orca whale smiling when it saw a sea lion pup entering the water for the first time. “I think I’m entitled to a little gloating, Sophia.”

“Then by all means, do your worst.”

“Occasionally, I grow tired of moral righteousness.”

“I was smug. And I was wrong.” Sophie made the points quickly and succinctly.

Verger nodded, her body language shifting now since she understood the exact parameters. “And what do you want exactly?”

Sophie’s nostrils flared as she jabbed her finger at Sebastian’s picture in the newspaper. “I want that son of a bitch to suffer. I want him and his twisted offspring to wake up every day regretting how stupid they were and feeling sorry for themselves. I’m a goddamn D'Arville.” Her fist hit the table. “It says so on the crest above the door. ‘Honor debetur sanguine solvi.’”

"Honor is paid in blood,” the professor nodded.

“My ancestors won their fortunes by being the biggest and meanest cunts around. It’s in my blood. No one steals from me. No one tricks me—especially a trio of pompous asses!”

“I’ll need more specifics, Sophia.”

“Do what you do. I don’t care how. The dolls, your infamous orderlies, that scary Asian doctor of yours. Whatever. Do your best or your worst. Adriana, that little snake, used to call me Mom. And I pretended it didn’t affect me, but it did, Amanda. It affected me because I thought we had something. I thought it meant something.” She paused for a moment, possibly to rebuild her composure. But no, this woman released another round of vitriol, “The others were no better. Max, that sex addict. Like a Tinder wolf, swiping left, right, left, right, hunting for his next prey. And that lazy ass, good-for-nothing playboy of a husband. The man is forty-eight, and I don’t think he’s worked an honest day in his life. Do your thing, professor, just do what you do—and make it hurt.”

Verger nodded. “So a slithering viper, a horny wolf, and a lazy ass. I think I can work with that.” She smiled as she nodded again, “A lovely menagerie.”

Part 3:

"Wake him," Sebastian distantly heard.

Before he felt the product or endured the blast of electricity, Sebastian had started to smile, thinking he could wave her away. He happened to be, in all seriousness, on vacation! This was a yacht! Who could possibly have the temerity to wake him before he was good and ready to confront the world?

Only then, he felt the prongs push against his neck. The cold metal surprised him, and his eyes started to flutter open. Before he could take in his surroundings, however, the nurse pushed a button on the shock baton, and a storm of electricity exploded along those prongs and straight into his vulnerable skin.

He screamed, the reflexive sound tore from his throat as he thrashed, bucking like a wild animal against the leather straps on his wrists and ankles.

His vision blurred, but he blinked away the tears, and he turned his head to the left, then the right.

Surprisingly, he found himself facing a pair of beautiful girls. They looked like twins with long blonde hair, sleek bangs, and huge breasts. They looked like nurses, but they couldn't be, he quickly decided. There was something about their short skirts, their tight dresses, and the ridiculous little caps they wore.

Obviously, he was at some party, only when he tried to get his vision to adjust, the bright lights shined down on him. Everything was white and sterile.

That's when he saw the woman standing above him. She wore a mask, unlike her colleagues, and she held something up for him to see. In her gloved hands, she held a syringe. "Your owner has decided that you should be awake for the procedure," she said. "Additionally, she wants you to understand what is happening to you. Are you awake?" Are you cognizant of your surroundings?"

All at once, he realized he could actually talk. "What is this? Where am I? Do you know who I am?" Sebastian demanded. He jerked against his restraints again. The white, leather bands dug down into his wrists and ankles. That's when he realized he was spread out, on his back, his arms and legs stretched toward the top and bottom of the table.

At first, he thought this was some kind of deranged massage table. Only then, he saw the nurses again, and realized that the other woman who had spoken was dressed like a doctor.

No, she wasn't just dressed like a doctor. She was dressed like a surgeon…

"What is this? What's going on?" Sebastian demanded again as he shoved those words out onto the air. He was panting now, his face red. Every few seconds, he tried to rip himself free from the restraints, only now his panic doubled because he realized he was naked. And no, this didn't feel like the fun kind of naked. Instead, he breathed in the aroma of antiseptics, and those sharp fluorescent lights continued to glare down at him, making it impossible for him to get his bearings or to understand what was happening.

"This is a hospital, and my name is Dr. Chen. I'm going to be making some modifications to you. Tell me something. How do you feel about donkeys?"

"Donkeys? The dirty, stupid and disgusting animals?" He laughed. "I guess that tells you what I think about them!" Again, he glanced down at his restraints. "You know, I don't know who put you up to this. Was it William? Maybe Jacob? Come on. You know, I'm sure you have a right price, and I can pay it. Just give me a number, love. How much to let me up? I’ll double it if you give me back my clothes?"

"I'm sorry, Mr. Lennox. But no, you can't pay me because you don't have any money. Strictly speaking, your wife has seen to it. All of your assets have been taken. As far as the law’s concerned, you are deceased."

"I'm what?"

"Deceased," Dr. Chen told him. She spoke with a precise, clipped intonation. "Apparently, she is quite upset with you, so she has decided to give you to me to make some improvements. First, I'm going to give you massive tits."

"What?" he hissed.

"Don't worry. You will be asleep for most of the recovery period. By the time you come back, your breasts, ears, and ass will all have healed. After that, we can work on your behavioral modifications. The muscles in your buttocks will be shortened. Your breasts will also be capable of storing some interesting liquids. I'm thinking of brandy for the left udder and wine for the right. What do you prefer, Mr. Lennox? Red or white wine?"

As he listened, his eyes had widened, and now he glared at the surgeon. He couldn't believe this. It was a joke. It was a prank. It had to be. In fact, he listened to those words, and they sounded like nonsense. They sounded like unadulterated nonsense!

"In case you haven't figured it out, you will be remade as a fine and obedient donkey. Granted, I am sure you will attempt to disobey from time to time, but the nose ring will help with that. Once your cattle ring is in place, it will be very easy to control and direct you. And of course, let's not forget about how you are about to be neutered."

His mouth opened. At first, he couldn't speak. The moisture drained away from his tongue, and he forgot how to work his jaw. While she wore that surgical mask, he couldn't tell whether or not Dr. Chen was smiling at him. Still, he sensed something, a certain kind of glee or amusement. Clearly, this was the type of woman who enjoyed her work.

Dr. Chen. Dr. Chen? Did he know that name? It sounded vaguely familiar? Maybe he had been at a party somewhere and heard about someone whispering her name.

No, he told himself. That woman was nothing but an urban legend, something used by overly rich fools to try to scare their children into compliance and obedience.

"And of course, we will need to modify your tongue. I'm to add some bumps and ridges in strategic locations. By the time I'm done, you will be one of the best cocksuckers ever crafted."

"What? No! You can't do this! Let me up! Let me up right now!"

"Good night, Mr. Lennox. Nurse Callie, administer the sedative."

"Yes, Dr. Chen!" chirped one of the blondes. She lifted the syringe, and she squirted out just a few drops of liquid before she aimed the tip of the needle for his neck.

Frantic, he struggled. He bucked from side to side, fighting as hard as he could. He thrashed with every ounce of strength he possessed. Unfortunately for this dilettante, he didn't stand a chance. Dr. Chen understood exactly what she was doing. She and her associates had worked with many, many unwilling patients. This boy was just the latest in a long line of men who needed to be broken, remade, and tamed to suit their owner's desires.

Right before he felt the needle's bite, he called, "You can't do that to me. I’m never going to suck cock! I’m better than that! I'm not one of those filthy animals!"

Despite the drugs, he didn't fall asleep completely. Instead, he could let his eyelids droop down. For some reason, he thought he had to be a real man about this. Or maybe it was some simple rationalization, like he needed to believe he was strong enough and smart enough to figure out some way to escape.

He wasn't.

The drugs kept him from thinking clearly. He could have closed his eyes and relaxed, yet he kept hoping for some opportunity. So he watched. He watched as they spread his legs and lifted his ankles. He watched as they neutered him, cutting into his flesh. He could vaguely feel the dulled sensations from between his legs as they neutered him. Distantly, he tried to shake his head from side to side. At one point, he opened his mouth, yet a nurse took that opportunity to slide the ring gag into place.

Eventually, the doctor worked her way up. She sliced through his skin along his chest, and she inserted the implants, one on the left, another on the right, exactly as she had promised. Then she went to work on his mouth.

At that point, he distantly thought he would finally be able to fight back.

It was a lovely and beautiful notion, at least for this drug-addled patient. He lost control of his tongue. Maybe he couldn’t move his arms or legs, and maybe he hadn't been able to stop her from cutting into his genitals, but he could do this. He could push her back. Ridiculously, Sebastian even fantasized about somehow wrapping his tongue around the scalpel and grabbing it and wielding like an actual weapon. Maybe he could even stretch to his left and use the scalpel. Once he had cut through the restraints, he'd be free! After that, he could take this doctor hostage and force the nurses to release him!

These women would learn that they couldn’t mess with a man like Sebastian Lennox!

Many people thought of him as a fool, and perhaps he played the part, but he was a shrewd manipulator. He honestly believed that when things went wrong, he could double down and figure out the best strategy. For a long time, Sophie had suspected that Sebastian was too dumb to realize how dumb he actually was. If she had been able to learn of his escape plans, she would have finally enjoyed that little bit of confirmation.

"Clippers," said the doctor.

One of the nurses bounced forward it, her breasts jiggling up seemingly as she held out the tool. The doctor calmly took it from her modified creation, lifted it up, and looked down into his eyes. He kept them open as he tried to stare back at her, if only to convince her that he was so much stronger than she believed.

Lots of people had underestimated Sebastian. They didn't see him as anything but a dilettante, playboy, and fool. Often, he had been able to use that to his advantage. Only now, she smiled down at him. It was a competent and chillingly calculated smile. This was a woman who knew how to handle any obstacle that came her way. Not only that, he realized something else.

She saw him as a piece of meat.

"You're not going to enjoy the nose ring," she said. "But this is how you're going to be trained, boy. Whenever someone pulls on it, it's going to hurt. Badly."

Sebastian had to say something! He had to thrash, to kick out, to punch or bite this woman. He didn't care how he did it, but he couldn't believe that she had gotten this far. Then again, his tongue, his chest, his cock and his balls had all been modified. She had played with him, cutting through his skin and letting the blood seep out. This woman wasn't a surgeon; she was a butcher! And even if she knew what she was doing, that didn’t change the fact that he should have been able to fight back.

Lots of people had insulted Sebastian over the course of his life, insisting that he was just a fool, a pretty idiot, someone who would never be able to handle any kind of real challenge. For the most part, he had done his best to avoid any meaningful difficulty in his life. He had succeeded, so he thought of himself as very successful. As a boy, he had acted a lot like Max: sleeping around, savoring the finer things in life, and turning seduction into a game. Eventually, he had taken those skills and aimed them right at women like Sophie.

He tried to shout.

He wanted to pull air into his lungs and scream back at this woman, insisting that he wouldn't allow some oriental to do this to him! He would never take that nose ring! He would never feel it dangle from his nostrils!

The words failed to materialize. His arms and legs didn't even twitch either. With those drugs running through his body, he had been rendered inert. He couldn't feel the cuts even as he sensed those strange buzzing sensations along his skin. He had been imprisoned, and he had to understand what was going on.

But it could be reversed. It had to be reversible!

He didn't think about that hope, however. If anything, that idea had simply become a bulwark of his existence. Ever since he had been a boy in school, he had hoped that any given mistake would be something he could correct at a later date. He didn't do his homework? He failed an exam? He insulted a teacher? With a properly phrased apology and a façade of regret, he had often been able to trick his teachers (especially the women). Consequences were something that a man like Sebastian didn’t truly understand, not when there had always been someone he could turn to to fix his mistakes.

But now, he kept his eyes open as the clippers came closer and closer. He saw the rounded points, and he knew that she could squeeze on the handle, bringing those jagged tips together to pierce his septum.

To the doctor and the nurses, Sebastian seemed to be just as insensate as before. Maybe they noticed the way his eyes moved, but they didn't worry about him. He didn't cause any trouble. He couldn't even jerk his head from side to side. Obviously, he didn't speak either.

In fact, the doctor could use him like he was nothing but a pile of meat. As an artist, she had already altered him. More than that, she contemplated what she was going to do next. With this next piercing, she could step back and allow him to recover. In a few days, in a few weeks, in a few months, he would be ready for the suit. After that, the training protocols could be initiated.

But this was her favorite part, the moment when she was almost done with the blood and cutting. Obviously, she had enjoyed the surgery. Dr. Chen savored every moment of her work, but it was that sense of completion that always buzzed through her body.

If he had been smarter, he would have closed his eyes and thrown himself into the oblivion offered by the drugs. Apparently, this devilish rake preferred to resist. Then again, he was a boy, and boys could be so ridiculously and incredibly silly.

She smirked, she came with the clippers, and she squeezed. The dual-points snapped together and pierced his septum.

"Ring," she said next.

The nurse handed him the thick, iron ring. The doctor took it, locked it into place, and held out her hand one more time. "Torch," she ordered next.

The other nurse held out the small welding torch. This ring would be permanent. The boy wouldn't be able to remove it. He wouldn't even be able to think about removing it. No one else would be able to take it out either, not unless they used a chainsaw or a welding torch just like this one.

A nurse locked the protective eyewear over Dr. Chen's face, and the surgeon started to pull on the trigger. Orange jets of heat shot out, and she sealed the ring. She pushed it off to the side, making sure that it didn't accidentally burn her patient.

Then she was done.

The doctor said something, held out her palm, and took another syringe. She reached into his mouth, and he felt another stinging bite from a needle. All at once, his tongue couldn't move. She started to insert the implants. She cut, and she worked, and there was that smell of blood soaking into the back of his throat.

After hours of this, Dr. Chen pulled back, and she looked back at her nurses. "Sedate him completely. Take him back to his room. I want him to recover. And by the time he wakes up, he should already be in his suit." Without waiting for confirmation, she turned around and walked away.

Another injection hit him. The sedatives went swimming through his bloodstream, and now his eyelids drooped down. Almost immediately, he lost himself to the black as he forgot how the rest of existence was supposed to work.

Part 4:

"This is him? This is the ass?" someone asked.

He couldn't open his eyes. Sebastian came back to awareness. Or at least, his awareness started to sharpen and crystallize into something coherent. For a very long time, he had felt like he had been floating. There were images and ideas, some vague sense of being.

He had been asleep, he realized.

Reflexively, he waited for the sense of nausea or the creeping headache to pulse behind his eyes and through his forehead, since that was what a hangover was supposed to feel like. He figured that it was going to be so fierce. The old crow was supposed to stand above him, glare down at him, and remind him that he had responsibilities as a patriarch.

Of course, he would have just snorted, insisting, "My dear, what is the point of life if we can't enjoy the finer things?" It was a conversation they had gone through many times before. She had wanted to work so hard. And yet, did she understand that she had gathered enough money? Her family was rich enough and powerful enough? Perhaps if she had relaxed, he wouldn't have tried to…

Sebastian automatically shoved that thought aside, especially because it summoned those other realities.

Instinctively, he had tried to hide from the feel of those medical grade restraints he didn't want to contemplate. Seeing that Oriental woman standing above him, his shoulders tightened, and he heard someone laughing. "That's the ass," said another man.

"Well, let's see what he can do. Starting tonight, the good doctor has given us the green light."

"Just don't break anything," said the other man. "We don't want to get in trouble."

"You're not wrong," grunted his colleague.

At this point, Sebastian opened his eyes, and he saw the two tall men standing to his left and right. Sebastian was on his side, and he needed to move. The instinct was there, buzzing at the back of his mind.

When he saw the strangers, his instincts kicked in, especially because these guys were taller than him, and brought her to him. More than that, they didn't carry themselves with the same refined sense of elegance.

Poors, he thought dismissively.

Still, there were two of them, and they were bigger, and Sebastian opened his mouth to say something. He intended to look back at them, to smile, and to perhaps play them off against one another. He wanted to start out with something eloquent like, "Hello, gentlemen. I seem to be in a little bit of a spot here. You think you could help me out? I can make it worth your while."

Instead, he started to speak, and his tongue moved against the roof of his mouth, but he just made this braying, growling sound.

Was that a donkey?

Ridiculously, Sebastian tried to sit up. He wanted to look around, thinking that there was an actual animal in the room with him.

"Stupid ass," said one of the men.

"But a hot piece of ass. The doctor has outdone herself. This time," said his comrade.

His eyes widened. Now, Sebastian didn't understand.

He expected some rush of pain, especially after…

Even though he intended to push those thoughts aside, he couldn't do it. A rush of memories flashed through his mind: the scent and taste of antiseptics along his nostrils into the back of his throat, the slender doctor standing above him, her black and shiny hair pulled back, the bimbo nurses, the giggling, the strict commands, and the shine of the blade.

The blade.

She had cut him!

Blinking faster now, Sebastian forced his head up, only then he realized that he was actually on his side, and he was wearing something. It was dark and gray, and it seemed to be lined with some kind of fur.

He tried to jump to his feet.

He had done this countless times before. Granted, he was often still inebriated, which meant he would leap to his feet and sway from side to side, wobbling on his feet as he tried to get his bearings.

But this time, he couldn't do it. Instead, he stumbled, and he did his best to extend his arms and legs, only he failed. Not only that, there was this strange thing.

"Do we get to play with those pretty udders?"

"Squeeze 'em if you want, but don't try to drink anything. Seriously, I think those are going to be reserved for his owner."

His owner? Udders?

Sebastian still didn't understand. At the same time, he could feel that aristocratic rage begin to mount inside of his chest. These men may have been taller and stronger, but those details didn't matter. They didn't have his wealth, his breeding, or his political connections.

Didn't they know who he was?

Sebastian tried to say something again. Right away, he shut his mouth. He hated it, but he heard that same braying noise from before. Seriously, was there an animal in that white, sterile room? How could a stupid donkey get into a hospital like this?

But then, the men seemed to come to their own conclusions because they worked together, leaning down and grabbing Sebastian. They forced him up. For a moment, he thought he would be able to take that opportunity to swipe some imaginary dust off his chest and to face these men and to look into their eyes and to reestablish the natural order. A man of his breeding and good taste was supposed to be in charge. He should have been able to put these laborers in their place with ease.

Instead, Sebastian found himself on his hands and knees.

When they had lifted him up, he thought he would stand. Even if he had needed to brace himself against the wall, it would have been worth it. After all, he needed to remind these laborers of their place. But now, he didn't get to bring his imperious bearing into focus. He remained down beneath them, almost at the same level as their thighs.

One of the men stepped in front of him, and he reached down, casually running his fingers through Sebastian's hair and down along his neck.

"What's that opening in his suit for?"

His colleague shrugged, "Beats me. I'm guessing it has something to do with one of the other new recruits?"

"Probably the bitch," said the other one.

A bitch? What were they talking about?

Sebastian tried to speak again, only his voice wheezed out in another braying sound. That was definitely him. He didn't want to believe it or acknowledge it, but he couldn't hide from that truth either. Why couldn't he speak? He gulped, and he pushed his tongue up against the roof of his mouth, and he felt something strange.

That wasn't his tongue. At least, it wasn't his tongue as he remembered it. But then he recalled what the doctor had told him. No, he thought passionately. He refused to consider what the doctor had told him. He didn't want to think about it at all. Instead, he forced those thoughts and ideas aside. Instead, he tried to stand. He could feel his skin rub against the contours of his suit. At the same time, he started to figure it out. He was in some kind of restrictive outfit. He couldn't extend his arms. He couldn't stand up. And now, one of those men came forward. The orderly chuckled as he reached down. "That is a nice ass," he said, reaching down and gliding his fingers along Sebastian's posterior.

Instantly, the failed aristocrat bristled.

This man had no right! He couldn't touch Sebastian like that!

Worse, there was that deep and throaty chuckle of amusement. "This is going to be nice. You sure you don't want to break him in?"

"I'm far more interested in his mouth," said the other one.

"Besides, I get to grab the chest from up here."

What were they talking about? What kind of inane blather were these men spouting?

With his heart pounding, Sebastian tried to speak again. He could feel that adrenaline course through his veins. This was unusual for him, of course. Even though he had searched for so long for so many different kinds of excitement and amusement, he didn't really contemplate what it was like to be truly afraid. After all, he had always enjoyed the benefit of money and power. Other people struggled. Other people had to fight to survive and thrive. For him, life had always been played on Easy Mode.

Only now, the orderly standing in front of him crouched down, looked into his eyes, and said, "We know you're just waking up, so you're going to be a good boy. You've already gone through the hypnotic programming, and we have this, don't we? You want to be a good boy, don't you? Yeah, I think you do. And if you aren't, this happens."

That's when the orderly lifted up the thin chain. With everything else going on and happening, Sebastian hadn't really understood that other part of his transformation. A  silver chain dangled from the ring in his nose.

The orderly tugged on it.

There was this flash of pain. It seemed to shoot straight into the meat of his brain. He whimpered, crying out. He shouted. He tried to demand that this man stop.

The other orderly came up behind him and slapped his ass. Right away, Sebastian went silent. He couldn't help it. After all, he was down on his hands and knees and felt just like an animal. But how was that possible? He had always been so competent, so capable, at least when it came to manipulating those around him. He always knew what to say. He always had a sharp retort ready.

Only now, those attributes didn't help him.

"That's right," said the orderly standing behind him. "It’s our job to break you in, and we're going to have some fun. Just look at that ass."

"I think that mouth is going to be a lot of fun. The face doesn't leave much to be desired, but that's okay." He chuckled again, obviously entertained.

His face? What had they done to his face?

The orderly seemed to understand exactly what Sebastian had wondered. That's why he looked down at him. He grabbed Sebastian by his jaw and demanded, "You want to know what the doctor did to you? You want to know what you look like?"

"Just show him," said his colleague.

The first orderly chuckled, grabbed a mirror, and lifted it up.

In that first fraction of a second, Sebastian told himself that he wasn't going to look. He promised himself, but it didn't matter because he was the same man he had always been. Even if he had fallen into the hands of some insane surgeon, he would be able to reverse it, so it didn't really matter. Besides, he had his excellent pedigree, his wit and his determination on his side. With those attributes, he could find his children, and they would be able to fight back.

At the same time, he started to think of his wife.

She had done this to him. She had done this to him because she must have figured out the truth.

The pieces went together all too easily, especially because he swallowed as he thought back to those little rumors, the whispers here and there.

Crestwood.

The name popped into his head, and it finally clicked. Before this, it had sounded like such a generic name, a random place, one that never should have warranted any special attention.

The temptation overwhelmed him, and he opened his eyes. He looked at his reflection.

But that couldn't be his reflection…

The denial welled up inside of him first. No. No way. No fucking way! Jagged heat spurted through his body as he stared, and he saw the long face, the swollen lips, the ring in his nose, and the elongated ears. His eyes widened, and he started to shout. He tried to scream as loud as he could. The noise vibrated out onto the air, only it didn't do any good.

He had to run.

That thought pulsed behind his eyes right as he shot forward, scrambling on his hands and knees. He felt ridiculous, but he didn't care. Embarrassment became a secondary concern as he rushed.

The orderly still held his chain. He yanked, and there was that other stab of pain. He thought he felt his flesh start to tear. His eyes watered, he froze, skidding to a halt instantly.

"The dumb animal didn't like that, did you? The dumb little donkey is going to learn. Asses are supposed to be stubborn, but we know how to train someone like you. Don't we?"

"Absolutely," said the other orderly.

Jerking his head from side to side, Sebastian fought so hard to get a grip on the situation. He had to understand what was happening. He had to figure this out. More importantly, he needed to strategize!

"I think you might need another tug. Is that it, boy?"

Sebastian looked up at the orderly. Raising his head like that felt like a special kind of humiliation. Still, Sophie's husband didn't see any other choice. He raised his head, and he tried to think of some other way to communicate. His lips and tongue and vocal cords had all been modified. Clearly, he no longer had access to human speech. If he could have gotten out of the suit, then he could have typed out a message or handwritten something.

Since those options were not available, instead he struggled to come up with an alternative, especially because he needed to be able to negotiate with these men. They were fools, obviously. They came from the lower classes. Not only that, there was something about the way they were watching him.

Lust, Sebastian realized.

They enjoyed the transformation. Not only that, they were checking out his modified body and his newly enhanced mouth…

Freaks, he thought.

And yet, that first thought didn't help him. He had to figure something out.

"Open your mouth, boy," said the first orderly.

Boy? How dare he?

Classist theory shot through the transformed donkey, but there was nothing he could do about it. As the anger pulsed through his body, he wanted to try to run again, but his eyes were still wet from before.

This time, Sebastian didn't even try to flee, but the orderly yanked, jerking on the chain. Another step of agony lanced through his body. It started right there at his nostrils, and it shot up into his brain before seeming to flash down into the rest of his frame. He dropped his head down. The orderly yanked a third time. Sebastian raised his head and he looked at this man. "You don't want to hear this, and you don't want to believe it either, but I'm going to make it simple for you. You are nothing but a dumb barnyard animal now. You understand? You know what that means?"

"You're too nice to them," said the other man. "Personally, I think it's a lot more fun when they figure it out on their own."

"Yeah, but that's because you're on that end. It doesn't matter what he does. You're going to fuck his ass nice and hard, and you're going to enjoy it. Personally, I'm up here, and I want to know that he's trying to work his lips on my cock."

What? No!

Sebastian didn't and couldn't and wouldn't do anything like that! Hot denial and furious negation shot up like a wall inside of his head, only then the man yanked on his nose ring again. Another jolt of pain blasted through him. And yet, the man leaned down, and he whispered into Sebastian's elongated ear, "You might not believe it, but it's true. And you know why? It's true because the doctor programmed you. It's not just about pleasure and pain, boy. It's not just about what you want. It's about how you have been reshaped on a psychological level. Don't worry if those words are too big for you. It's fine. Remember, you're just a dumb animal now."

A dumb animal.

Over the course of his life, he had been called much worse. Plenty of jilted women and angry husbands or frustrated boyfriends had called on the depths of their creativity to attack his lineage, his genitals, whatever. Only this time, there was something about the orderly's words.

He didn't sound angry or upset. Rather, this was simply a statement of fact.

To him, Sebastian was nothing but a dumb animal.

"Get ready to suck, boy. Let's see what the doctor has done with that mouth of yours."

He would fight back. He would resist. He didn't know exactly what it might take, but he was determined to deny this man the pleasure he craved.

Only then, the orderly reached down, and he unzipped his white pants. He pulled free his cock. Suddenly, the donkey boy saw the other man's length. Over the course of his adventures, Sebastian had seen plenty of naked women, but he always stayed away from the guys. Although he knew of other disaffected and hedonistic men such as himself, Sebastian absolutely refused to indulge in those degenerate behaviors. "Boredom" would never be enough of an excuse for something like that filth.

Only now, he had no choice. There was that powerful erection right in front of him. He saw the curves, the color, the veins and contours. Not only that, the orderly's tip already glistened with a half-droplet of pre-come. Locking his teeth, Sebastian was grateful that he no longer had that ring gagging his mouth from the procedures. Instead, he could keep his mouth shut. All at once, he promised himself that he wasn't even going to scream or cry out if they yanked on the chain again. A nose ring wouldn't be enough to make him do something like that.

He was his own man. And no matter what they did to his body, or what they made him wear, he would fight back. He would resist, and he would show them just how stubborn he could be. They wanted to call him an ass? They wanted to treat him like a donkey? Fine. He would live up to all of the stereotypes with his newfound stubbornness.

Next, the orderly grabbed Sebastian by one of his ears, he jerked the boy’s head back, and suddenly his mouth opened. Not only that, the orderly shoved forward, his cock sliding neatly into Sebastian's mouth, all the way up to the back of his throat. "Suck. Suck like a good little donkey. Show us what you can do, boy."

No, no, no! This couldn't be happening! That frantic denial washed over him even as he kept his eyes open. He could taste the pre-come. Worse, his throat tightened, and he felt like he might start to gag at any moment. His lips tightened, and he started licking. He started sucking.

He wasn't supposed to do that! These weren't conscious decisions on his part. He didn't make any kind of logical choice.

What was happening to him?

The programming.

When Sebastian thought about how long he had been unconscious, he didn't think about the intubation, the tubes, or the sounds he had heard. He didn't think about anything except floating, only now he understood that some kind of hypnotic program must've been implanted within his mind.

At least, that was the only explanation he could come up with.

Even if Sebastian didn't want to believe it, he found his head moving forward and back. The orderly held onto the chain with one hand. With the other, he kept his fingers locked in the soft embrace of Sebastian's hair. He pumped that boy’s face, thrusting forward, drawing back, going again and again as he enjoyed the sensations dancing along his skin.

"Did the doctor give you some injections? Did she give this donkey some pillow lips?"

Sebastian moaned out an answer. He tried so hard to snarl and shout back like a wild beast. He needed these men to understand who he was and what he could do. He was dangerous! He was powerful!

Or at least, he had been powerful when he had Sophie on his side. But now, she had turned her wrath towards this boy, and he was getting used hard.

It got worse.

"Let me join in," said the other orderly with a throaty chuckle of his own.

In the next instant, even as he tried to block out the sensations coming from his mouth, Sebastian could feel those powerful hands on his hips. Then he realized something. The suit had an opening. There was an opening for his ass, and his backside was partially exposed.

No!

In other man wasn't gentle. He pushed forward. Maybe he had applied some lubricant to the length of his mammoth cock because he slid forward. Instantly, Sebastian automatically tried to clench down, thinking could block that invasion. He was wrong. He got penetrated. Now, both of these men were using him, taking him hard from both sides all at once.

Eyes wet, Sebastian did his best to come up with some explanation. This was a nightmare. It wasn't happening. It was a delusion. It was some drug-induced hallucination. And yet, he couldn't ignore the reality of his senses. He knew what was happening.

One of these men fucked his mouth while the other took him hard from behind.

He was getting used. He was getting taken. They were claiming him and there was nothing he could do about it.

Worse, he closed his eyes, and he thought of the different women he had fucked. There were those cute brunettes, the sexy redheads, those women with black hair, the blonds, and those who had dyed their manes even more elaborate colors and hues. He thought of girls with red hair, pink, blue, or vibrant orange. And yet, he couldn't remember their names. Each time, he had told them whatever they wanted to hear.

If they were looking for a bad boy, he could be the bad boy. If they were looking for someone to save them, he could save them. Those were the promises he made as he flirted and kissed them.

As far as he had been concerned, it had all been just a game, and if they were too dumb to understand that, then they deserved whatever they got.

He slept with them, and he moved on. He rarely slept with them more than once.

As far as he had been concerned, it was all a game. He could grab them and hold them down, especially in those moments when they might decide to change their minds. He loved laughing, the sound of his own chuckling vibrating against her eardrums as he said, "You said yes. You wanted this, so we're going to finish this right." He always tried to make those words sound like a lesson.

The orderlies didn't bother as they penetrated him. One came in his mouth. The other shoved hard into his opening.

Pretty soon, there were the grunts, the growls.

Eyes widening, he understood what was about to happen.

In those first seconds, Sebastian tried to deny it again. He couldn't believe this. Again and again, he wanted to embrace the idea that this was a trick or a game or some hallucination. It wasn't actually happening.

His denial changed nothing, of course. This boy remained there, in his donkey suit, his modified body on display as these orderlies enjoyed themselves.

In the next moment, he heard the door open. Sebastian forced his eyes open, and he could see one man right in front of him as another took him hard from behind. Then he tried to tilt his head, and he saw that there were other orderlies in there now. All were dressed in white with their snug shirts and pants, black bowties clipped to the collars of their shirts. They were chuckling, laughing, and watching. They enjoyed the show as their compatriots got to take advantage of this spoiled rich man.

They were cheering, waving their fists in the air, pointing and laughing.

It happened from behind first.

Despite all of those other noises, the man behind him grunted. He growled. Suddenly, the others were laughing twice as loud. For his part, Sebastian didn't want to believe it, but the orderly started to pump, his cock thrusting as his shaft pulsated. He was throbbing, his member practically vibrating as he shot his load. The donkey boy had no choice. He had to take it.

In that instant, Sebastian actually thought of the women he had been with and what it had been like for them, especially the drunk ones who had foolishly changed their minds right after he climbed on top of them. When he pushed down into them, did they experience the same kind of humiliation? No, probably not. This was worse! This was so much worse!

He endured it, only then he heard the man in front of him shout, "My turn."

His turn? What? No!

Frantic, Sebastian tried to pull away. If nothing else, he wished he could just bite down. He couldn't. The programming Dr. Chen had implanted within his mind made it impossible, as though that muscle memory no longer existed. The psychological block held. Instead, he licked and sucked, his lips tight around the orderly's huge member as the man kept thrusting, working his hips forward as he pushed the tip of his cock all the way to the back of the donkey's eager mouth.

Then he was coming.

The orderly laughed twice as hard as all of his friends. They were cheering, but he was the red-faced one who got to enjoy those streams of pleasure as they throbbed through his body, kicking and hammering along with his pulse.

Sebastian had to taste it.

Worse, he wasn't going to hold that ejaculate at the back of his mouth until he could spit it out. Instead, he began to gulp it down!

Summoning up every ounce of will power and strength he possessed, Sebastian did his best to fight back that impulse. He needed to overcome that instinct. He did his best, but it wasn't enough. It wasn't anywhere near enough!

Throughout his life, Sebastian had been told that he was a loser. Despite his good looks, charisma, charm, and access to other people's wealth, so many exes and enemies had cursed him with incompetence, assuming that he wouldn't amount to anything. Along the way, Sebastian may have secretly wondered whether or not they were right. After all, he watched as classmates and friends decided to start businesses or work on grand projects. Some of them succeeded; others failed. Along the way, he simply enjoyed himself. As a hedonist, he savored women and good drink and amazing food. He spent money, and he didn't worry about making any more of it. As far as he had been concerned, he would always be able to find something else.

But more than that, he had secretly believed, when the time actually came, he would have the strength to do whatever was necessary. Like so many other guys, he watched movies about dystopias and post-apocalyptic settings, and Sebastian had been foolish enough to believe he would have what it took to fight back. Whatever was necessary, he honestly thought he could handle it.

But now, he found himself transformed and modified, powerless and used.

There was no brilliant insight, no flash of inspiration.

His best efforts failed him completely.

And now, both of these orderlies finished with him. He tasted the ejaculate. He could feel it splashed against the back of his throat, all while he gulped it down.

Both of the men jerked back, having finished with him.

"Don't worry, boys. The rest of you will get a chance to play with him. But right now, I think this boy is going to need something of an exercise."

An exercise?

Part 5:

The other orderlies filed out of the room, but the two men who started with him weren't done. They didn't bother to introduce themselves. As far as they were concerned, they were people, while he was just a dumb animal. Consequently, he didn't need to know anything about them. Telling him their names would have implied something: that he was a person, that he could understand it, that he would be able to use the information for something productive.

Instead, they forced him to confront a different kind of truth. As a dumb barnyard animal, he didn't need to know their names. They were people and trainers. He was just a service animal, a beast of burden…

Sebastian didn't know where those thoughts came from. At first, he assumed they came from some masochistic sense of martyrdom. But then, he thought about the taste of the ejaculate along his tongue and at the roof of his mouth, and at the back of his throat. He had sucked.

He had actually given a blowjob!

From one adventure to another, Sebastian had been with plenty of girls. Oftentimes, he would be drinking with someone, and they would retire to his private chamber, and the girl would say something about how she wanted to get intimate. Almost every time, he would reach up, gliding his fingers through her hair. Then he would take a firm grip, and he would push the girl down onto her knees exactly where she belonged. Like so many other men of wealth and privilege, Sebastian truly believed he understood how the world worked. A man of his class and caliber deserved the finest. That's why he usually hit on those young women, especially the ones who were so eager to please. They heard his name and saw his bearing and understood that he was superior to them.

Obviously, those girls often indulged in silly little fantasies about seducing him, and perhaps one day marrying him.

That wasn't how it worked, of course. He went after wealthy women, women who were so busy that they hardly understood what he was doing. He chose women like Sophie.

Sophie. He started think of her. He pushed that idea aside. Instead, he crawled, and the orderly held onto the chain leading down to his nose ring. If he fell behind, they yanked. If he paused or hesitated, or even just glanced too far to one side or the other, they pulled up, delivering another sharp spasmodic pain.

It was so much easier and far more pleasant to think of the girls he had seduced and how they had eagerly sucked his cock. He had loved the power, of course. Had loved knowing that those gorgeous girls were down on their knees, one after another. Occasionally, they looked up at him. Sometimes, he just grabbed onto their hair and pumped, thrusting away as he enjoyed using them. At the same time, he had occasionally wondered whether or not they understood the truth. They were being used as toys. He turned them into fuckdolls.

But now it was his turn...

It wasn't going to happen again.

Sebastian did his best to cling to that idea. The past was the past, he couldn't change it. He couldn't alter how helpless he had been. But if he saw an opportunity, he would be able to take it. He would be able to fight back and to show these people that Sebatian Lennox couldn't be defeated or broken!

Better yet, he would break out, he would burn this entire place to the ground. He didn't care if that meant he had to wander for miles through stretches of wilderness. He would do whatever it took to destroy everything these people held dear. And even if they escaped, he would track them down. He would hire the best lawyers, bounty hunters, and assassins…

It was a nice idea, and it almost worked to make him feel better.

As he crawled along, feeling helpless and pathetic despite those violent vows, he zoned out from time to time. His thoughts wandered, and he wasn't really paying attention. As always, he couldn't concentrate on one particular task or goal. As Sophie had told him, he lacked drive. He lacked purpose. Instead, all he had ever been able to do was deceive that woman, convincing her that he had fallen in love with her.

More often than not, he had resisted the urge to snort and laugh. A woman like Sophie? In theory, he could recognize her accomplishments. In actuality, he knew what he really wanted: a cute girl who knew how to suck his cock and make him a sandwich whenever he liked. Sophie had money, of course. That was why he chased after her in the first place.

He could get back to his old life, he promised himself as he walked from one hallway to another.

The doors opened. The orderly jerked again, and Sebastian fought hard not to whimper or grimace and mostly succeeded. Even so, Sebastian made the mistake of looking upward. He saw the snide smirk on the orderly's face. To make it worse, the employee said, "What's wrong? You didn't understand what could happen? Is that it? You thought you were invulnerable? Was that it?"

That was exactly it, but Sebastian wasn't about to say anything.

With a shrug, the orderly decided he didn't care. He tugged again, and Sebastian had to crawl forward into this large, empty chamber. He saw the rubber mats against the walls, the skylight overhead, and different sets of double doors.

Then his eyes locked onto something strange. This bizarre robot came with rubber wheels and elongated hooks. It sat there in the middle of the room, inert, almost as though it was waiting for something.

"This is a horse walker," said the orderly. "You know what that is?"

Since he still couldn't speak, Sebastian didn't bother trying. Only now, the orderly turned around, crouched down, and looked right into Sebastian's eyes. "Basically, this is a piece of training equipment. Dr. Chen built it herself. You should be grateful. You're going to get to crawl around. It's going to be so good for you. And don't worry. You don't need to think. Just crawl. Follow. Follow and learn to haul, boy."

Haul?

He didn't understand, but he still couldn't ask, so he tried to convince himself that it didn't matter one way or the other.

The orderly grabbed the thin chain and hooked it up onto the horse walker. Then he grabbed the controller, hit a button, and set the device back in place.

As an electric piece of equipment, the horse walker didn't rumble to life. Instead, the lights appeared, and then it started to roll toward the other side of the room. With his chain hooked onto the machine, Sebastian had no choice. He didn't have to think about it, and he wasn't surprised either.

"Have fun, boy. I’m sure one of the nurses will be around later to help load you up." Then he smiled and chuckled. "Or maybe you're going to get the chance to rest. I'm thinking you would look good with your face down, and your ass up."

The doors closed, and Sebastian remained right there, braced in position with as much dignity as he could manage. If he had been allowed to wear one of his suits, he could have stood tall and glared out of the rest of the world like some domineering commander. For the most part, he had been willing to play the part of the fool. That usually meant that others underestimated him. But at this point, the frustration mounted, and he watched as the slack between his nose ring and the horse walker started to disappear.

There it was, that painful jerk. There was the blast of pain up through his septum and into the core of his brain. His eyes watered, and he started to scamper forward without even thinking.

They had left him alone, he realized.

Sebastian opened his mouth, and he wanted to try to speak.

This time, he embraced the temptation. He did his best to call out. He wanted something humble and tentative. He just needed to explore the limits of his newly modified body.

Even when he concentrated with as much willpower as he possessed, he couldn't force his mouth to obey him, not any longer. Instead of uttering a perfectly reasonable and sensible sentence, he made the braying noises of a donkey all over again. He whimpered. He mixed those sounds in with animalistic growls.

It was frustrating. It was so humiliating!

Before this, he could have walked into any bar or club, or sidled up next to a pretty girl, touched her lightly on the arm, looked into her eyes, and convinced her to go home with him. He could always pick out the right words. He knew instinctively how to adjust his approach for any woman.

As he crawled behind the horse walker, he refused to give up.

At one point, he looked around, thinking he would be able to pick out a pair of doors, get up, and stride away. For so long, that had been a given. If he didn't like something, he could just walk away. Unlike the plebs who had to worry about their bosses and what their managers thought of them, Sebastian had been an independent fellow, someone capable of making his own decisions. He could make his way in the world because he knew how to deal with other people.

And now, that ability had become utterly irrelevant.

As the frustration mounted, he decided to rip himself free from the donkey suit. If he could just get out of that restrictive outfit, then he would be able to remove the nose ring. From there, he could escape!

Initially, that sounded like an excellent idea. There was just one problem. As he crawled behind the horse walker, he couldn't rip himself free from his suit. He crawled, moving around again and again. He did this for long minutes. The minutes turned to hours. No one came for him. Worst of all, he still couldn't get out.

So he crawled and crawled.

A while later, one of the doors opened. A woman came trotting in. She was cute with her blonde hair, her bright blue eyes, and those enormous breasts. "Hello, Sebastian," she chirped. She rushed for him, and he turned his head for just a moment. Then he saw that she was carrying something, some sort of harness. She walked right over to him, her high heels clicking. She dropped down, and she slid the harness around his chest, up between his legs, and to the small of his back. She secured the straps, one after another. They clicked into place.

Feeling petulant and disagreeable, Sebastian trotted forward as much as he could. With plenty of slack for a few seconds on his side, he tried to shake the harness off. He wasn't going to wear this!

No matter what these people said, he wasn't actually a domesticated animal. He was no beast of burden, and he wouldn't allow them to embarrass him like this.

But then, the woman reached down, and she patted his ass. She squeezed for just a moment, laughed, turned around, and skipped away.

He watched her go. Even as the door closed after her, he stared.

Then the horse walker moved beyond the easy range of the chain. It tugged again, and he sensed that force. His eyes watered with frustration and hurt.

Whether he liked it or not, he had to keep crawling.

A while later, the doors opened again.

He hoped it would be one of the nurses.

It wasn't.

Instead, two orderlies came in; together, they carried a pair of jars. One of them turned off the horse walker. The other grabbed Sebastian and forced him onto his back. Then he poured the liquid down into a small aperture.

Horrified, Sebastian could only watch as his chest expanded. His breasts grew, the curves stretching outward.

The moisture drained away from his mouth, but the men laughed.

Sebastian tried to say something. He failed. The men laughed again, and one of them told him, "If you want us to stay, sure, we could have some fun with you."

Frantic now, Sebastian jerked his head from side to side.

Before they left, the orderly turned the horse walker back on. At that same languid and lazy pace as before, it rolled ahead. Turning to the left, the right, tracing random little patterns all over the room.

He crawled. He moved his way forward, and he could feel the sloshing liquid in his chest cavities. At the same time, Sebastian tried to resist the temptation, but he couldn't. At one point or another, he surrendered to that urge, and he glanced down. He could see the curves along his chest, and he could feel the sloshing liquid underneath the surface.

Someone could walk in there, hold a glass underneath one of his breasts, squeeze, and drain him.

They really had turned him into just a pack animal.

Worse, he could feel the exhaustion and fatigue begin to pump through his body. Hours had already gone by.

How long could he take something like this.

After all, Sebastian may have been a good-looking man, but he wasn't like his son, Max. Sebastian had never poured his time and attention into sculpting his body or working on developing truly impressive muscles. Rather, this man had relied on good genetics to keep him lean, firm, and trimmed.

But now, he had to carry the weight of his harness, and he had to keep moving, and the added pressure from his chest only made it that much more difficult. He bit down, and he tried to think of what he could do.

More and more, his thoughts started to fade.

Then it only got worse because another nurse came into the room. She hopped over to this boy, and then she loaded some kind of backpack into his harness. She secured the straps, and he tried to shake the rig off once again. The nurse laughed at him. "That isn't how it works, donkey boy. You haul the stuff around as long as the doctor wants! She gave you this prescription, and she's in charge, so you crawl. You crawl, you carry everything like a good boy!"

Before she even finished, the other doors opened, and another nurse came hopping into the room. She carried her own pack. When he saw it, Sebastian jerked his head from side to side. He couldn't speak, but at least he could communicate that simple idea: no, no more! He couldn't take any more! Even if they wanted to treat him like a pack animal, he couldn't tolerate this.

Even if he hated admitting it, he knew he wasn't strong enough.

They added to his load, and then they turned around and they walked away.

For a moment, Sebastian experienced this dreadful pang deep within his gut. It wasn't a physical sensation, he realized after just two or three seconds. He turned his head, first the left, then the right. He called out after those girls.

He needed them to stroke him, to touch him, to tell him that he had been a good boy. He needed them to reassure him, to insist that he was capable of this.

Those girls belonged to Verger and Chen. They wouldn't help him. They wouldn't offer any kind of condolence or kindness. Instead, one of them paused at the doorway, she turned around, and she waved, her fingers darting through the air as she grinned at him.

He loved that expression on her face; he hated it, the joy playing across her features.

And then the horse walker rolled forward and pulled on his nose ring. Another snap of pain flashed along his nerves, forcing him forward. Only now, he had the liquid in his boobs, the weight of his packs, and that the heavy frustration of knowing that he had failed completely.

Part 6:

Max was having such a pleasant dream. First, he imagined Claire, one of his favorite blonde "girlfriends". Granted, he never used that term. Well, he would tell the girls whatever they needed to hear to get them back home and into his bed, but they were usually the ones who liked to think of their dynamic as a "relationship”.

If he was being completely honest, he would have called those girls "fun" and nothing else.

He thought of Claire, her sleek panties, her flat stomach, her big breasts, and her long blonde hair. He thought of grabbing her tresses and pulling. They were just disconnected images now, the blonde on her back, her legs raised and her knees bent, her wet pussy practically begging for it. He wanted to thrust down into her, to pump her hard. He wanted to make her come and moan as he came! But those were just part of a fantasy.

He thought of Terri too, the redhead with the small breasts, tight ass, and gorgeous legs. She was more athletic, but there was something else about her. Although she knew better than to argue with a man like Max Lennox, she still had this certain expression. He didn't know how to name it, not exactly.

In truth, Max didn't usually worry about the language for things. As long as he could get his dick wet in the right girl at the right time, he would be a happy boy.

Still, he could recognize that delicious ecstasy that could come from grabbing Terri and looking into her eyes. He remembered the first time he had done that, back behind closed doors. He had slid his hand up into her short hair, taken a firm grip, and yanked, making her eyes widen. "I'm a powerful man. You don't want to mess with me, do you?" It hadn't been a threat, not technically. And yet, he remembered seeing that look of fear flash across her face.

It had been so delicious, so utterly and completely delectable! Normally, she was a defiant young woman, the kind of girl who had no problem jabbing boys in the chest with her fingertips or insisting that she was a "feminist" (whatever the hell that was supposed to mean). That's why he loved thinking about that girl down on her knees, her slick lips parting slightly right before he shoved his cock deep into her mouth. He wanted to pump her pretty head and to use her like she was nothing but a plaything. She could have been a sex doll, only he loved that awareness behind her eyes, as though she truly understood what she was losing.

He groaned and growled and savored those sensations right up until the moment when the lights came on.

He blinked rapidly and did his best to comprehend what was going on.

Was it Sophie again? Was she there to tell him that he was wasting his life or to remind him that he needed to get back to work? It wasn't his fault that the gym memberships hadn't taken off. It was the economy, or maybe there was something wrong with the advertising. Obviously, the idea of a new chain of gyms made sense! She just didn't see the potential.

He groaned, and he tried to raise his hands to rub at his eyes. For some reason, he couldn't. His hands remained trapped at his sides. The light was different from what he had expected; it wasn't the warm glow of the sun. Instead, there was something cold and antiseptic about the white illumination slamming down against his pupils. He kept his eyes clenched shut for a long time.

"Administer the next rounds of sedatives," came a voice.

Not only that, he could feel something: cool air washing along his naked body.

Finally, Max managed to get his eyes open. That's when he saw a black haired woman of Asian descent standing near his feet. Then there were two other girls to his left and right, both of whom had long red hair. The first woman wore a dark blue mask and a surgical gown...but it was already covered by smears of blood.

His eyes widened, and he tried to sit up. He couldn't. Before, he had barely paid any attention to the fact that he couldn't rub at his eyes, only now he jerked his head up as he tried to understand what was going on. His thoughts were sluggish, but the adrenaline helped. It sprinted into his veins as he lifted his head, and he saw the white medical restraints around his shoulders, his wrists, and his ankles. His legs were spread and there were a couple of inches between his wrists and his thighs.

Instantly, he started to jerk from side to side, desperate to get up.

In truth, he had been with plenty of girls and he could remember holding them down. There were those moments when they decided to change their minds or whatever. Or more than that, they were probably just playing with him. Girls loved to play hard to get, after all. Sometimes, they wanted a firm hand.

Then again, he had never really imagined what it would be like to have strong hands hold him down. He never envisioned what it might feel like to be trapped like that, on his back, spread out, his naked body vulnerable as...

"What is this? What's going on?" Max started to demand.

"Paralyze his vocal cords for me, will you? I have no interest in anything the patient has to say," said the doctor.

Paralyze his vocal cords?

His eyes widened.

"What is this? Who do you think you are? You know who I am?" Inevitably, he asked those questions, making one demand after another as his voice boomed against the air.

Tall and lean and beautifully muscled, this was a young man who was at the peak of his physical condition.

Consequently, Max always assumed he would be able to fight.

Only now, he was on his back and spread out. He didn't even remember how he got there! What? Did he pick up a girl, and maybe she drugged him? Or maybe someone had hit him on the back of the head as he came out of a club?

It didn't matter, he quickly realized.

Finally, he managed to snarl, "I am Max Lennox! Do you know who my stepmother is? Do you know what I can do to you? Unless you let me up right now, you are going to be in a world of hurt! I will tear down your company, your career, everything you care about! I will break you!"

Perhaps those words would have been more daunting and intimidating if he wasn't already spread out, naked, and tied down.

One of the cute nurses skittered forward, and then he glanced to his left and saw the syringe.

"Get that away from me," he demanded, pumping as much raw aggression as he could into those simple words.

Surprisingly, the nurse smiled at him. There was that curve of her lips, the pretty blush on her cheeks, and the rounded contours of her incredible breasts. She looked amazing, exactly like the kind of dumb bimbo he would have loved to take home and play with. He recognized all of this through the haze of fear-tinged anger.

Only now, he grunted at her like a wild animal, determined to scare her off.

If he found a girl like her at a club or in a bar, it would have been so easy to corner her, to lift his hand to brace her against the wall just above her shoulder. He could have leaned forward languidly, wolfish and hungry, as he looked into her eyes. At the same time, a girl like her probably would have been excited, intrigued, and just a little bit scared. That combination always worked with the girls he went after.

Only now, he snarled, and he revealed his teeth. He had his fangs out, but the nurse didn't care. Instead, she had that playfully cheerful expression on her face right as she pressed the needle to the base of his throat. She pushed it in, penetrating his skin. His eyes widened.

That hurt!

Max wasn't used to this kind of pain. He had gym muscles, after all. He was the kind of guy who didn't know how to fight. Maybe he was tall and well built, but that came from hours of work at different exercise machines. He lifted weights, he ran, and he pushed his body to the extreme. He gulped down pounds of protein every day, even as he forced his body into a shape that pleased him.

Still, he did not fight. He didn't have any of those kinds of experiences.

At best, he could growl at others when they insisted on leaving their gear on a machine they had just been using.

He tried to talk again. He tried to say something. Instantly, he could feel this cool sensation thread along his throat, directly from the injection site.

His voice failed him.

"No more talkies for you," said the nurse. "But don't worry! You're in great hands! Dr. Chen has worked on so many boys, and you're going to be so happy in your new suit. What kind of suit is it going to be, Dr. Chen?"

The black-haired woman narrowed her eyes as she kept her gaze locked on Max. He stared back at her, determined to show this woman that he wouldn't be intimidated. If anything, he needed to believe he could scare her.

There was just one problem.

Although Max wasn't aware of this, Dr. Chen had already contended with so many aristocratic brats just like him. These were older men and women, younger individuals, the rich and powerful who had once held onto the levers of power throughout society. Journalists, celebrities, and politicians had all fallen underneath her knife. And now, Max Lennox would be no exception.

"Inject the additional sedatives," Dr. Chen said simply. She didn't bother to answer the nurse’s question.

The other girl held up another syringe.

At this point, he shook his head from side to side as the girl told him, "Don't worry. This will just dull your pain receptors while also acting as a mild paralytic."

A mild paralytic? What was that supposed to mean?

Who were these people? How could they do this to him? Did they know who he was?

Since they had stripped him of his ability to speak, Max found himself asking those questions anyway, only the ideas just bounced around behind his pretty face.

Before they injected him, he had to break free.

All at once, he told himself that he had been training for this. Without even knowing it, he had built up his muscles. He had those impressive pectorals and those daunting biceps. When he flexed, people paid attention.

This was it, his chance to show the world. On some level, he had known that both his father and his stepmother looked down on him. Even his little sister saw him as a wastrel. Since she was always so focused on her studies, she looked down on him, thinking that he wasn't smart enough or good enough to compete with her. Maybe she never said it. She didn't have to. There was something in her sneer, in those dismissive glances. Just because she went to law school, that didn't mean anything. He could have gone to law school. He could have been just as book smart if he had wanted to.

But he preferred to focus on his physical development instead.

And now, it was about to pay off.

If Adriana was in the facility as well, he could break her out, and he would be able to hold this over her head forever and ever.

He loved those thoughts even as he strained his muscles. He grunted, biting down. His paralyzed vocal cords didn't make any kind of coherent sound, but he didn't care. The surgeon and her to assistants could see what he was doing.

He waited for the fear to flash across their faces. Instead, the masked surgeon remained impassive, like she didn't really care what he attempted. Still, she paused, and she watched him, her appraising gaze sliding along his naked body.

The bimbos were grinning, giggling to themselves as they waited and watched. Apparently, they enjoyed seeing his muscles tighten and flex as he jerked from side to side, fighting to break free.

He was panting now, his heart hammering faster.

His first attempt failed.

He didn't care.

He could do this. He had no choice. He concentrated, drawing on that disassociated focus he used at the gym. He pulled with his arms. He tried to kick out with his feet.

Unfortunately for this boy, he didn't get to hear any of the threads strain or pop. The white, medical grade restraint held him down, keeping him trapped there with his arms at his sides, his legs slightly spread, and now one of the nurses injected him.

The nurse slipped in fast while he was panting and distracted by his best efforts. With his eyes closed, he didn't even notice what she was doing, not until he felt that next bite of the needle as it punctured his skin. She pushed down on that little plunger, and the medicine shot right into his body.

She had injected him. She had poisoned him!

Knowing that he only had a few more seconds before the chemicals kicked in, Max tried one more time. He jerked, yanking with every ounce of strength he possessed. He channeled his very best efforts, knowing that this would be it. It was the final moment.

Nothing.

His body settled back, his eyelids drooped, and there was this warm, fuzzy sensation that washed over him.

It only took a few minutes, but his pulse slowed, and his breathing became slow and even. He tried to start panting. He tried to concentrate.

Only now, the doctor had her scalpel, and she looked down at him. "Let's start with his genitals, shall we?" Dr. Chen began.

The mechanics were cruel and clever at the same time. She worked hard, offering injections, cutting away skin, and making the alterations as far as her experimental imagination allowed. His balls were artificially enlarged so they could carry various materials beyond seminal fluid. She also inserted a cock ring, one that encircled his member and could be used for specific injections. The ring at the base of his cock could be used with a remote to inject various stimulants, almost all of which would act as aphrodisiacs. This boy had always been so horny? That was fine with Dr. Chen. Unlike some of her other patients, she had no interest in "curing" him. Rather, she intended to test the limits of biology by taking him to his most logical extreme.

This boy had been dumb and horny like some bitch in heat? He had been controlled by his biological impulses? That was fine with Dr. Chen.

Those chemicals could cause him to be aroused, his shaft stiff, for more than a full day. During that time, he'd have no choice but to seek constant relief by using anything he could get his paws on.

As she worked, his cock was modified with a soft membrane that sprouted out and hardened when his member filled with blood. The effect could be a little painful to the individual on the receiving end, especially if he ruthlessly plowed (which would probably be inevitable considering his lack of self-control). The worst effect was that his cock could get stuck when it became hooked in the recipient’s body. Just like natural dogs, fucking would occur when the gland at the end of the Max's shaft swelled and would be gripped by the contracting muscles of the recipient's opening, preventing the two from being separated. The only way to separate and deflate him was by waiting the time it took for the drug to wear off or using the remote that caused the ring at the base of his member to painfully inject a relaxing neurotransmitter.

The doctor was quite proud of herself for these new designs.

They took hours, of course. She cut, she inserted, she sewed, and she continued to work. She had started out with the patriarch of the family, but turning that man into a braying jackass had been easy enough. Max's modifications required some extra work.

That was fine with her.

When she finally finished, she had one of her nurses wipe the sweat from her brow. She pulled off her surgical gown and she left the room. She was done with him, but the nurses would continue their work. They would implant the different psychological profiles, and they would make sure this boy got everything he needed. Dr. Chen might not have been there when he woke up, but she would review the footage. It was going to be fun to watch.

A groan left his throat as he started to wake up. When he made that sound, Max instantly thought of the nightmare. He remembered waking up, staring at a surgeon, seeing a pair of cute nurses, and…

He tried hard not to remember the dull pain and that helpless frustration.

A dream...it had only been a bad dream.

Only now, he intended to open his eyes, stretch his arms and legs, and maybe give some cute girl a call. Yeah, spending the morning riding a dumb slut would be a great way to reset his thoughts.

That's when he tried to extend his arms. He did his best to push out.

He met some kind of resistance.

Max didn't understand what was happening. He pushed outward as best he could, only his arms were bent with his forearms pushed up against his biceps. He tried again and again, and now he really woke up. That's when he looked down along the length of his body, and he saw the restrictive leather suit. His balls and cock were free, his shaft hard. Although he didn't understand how or why he would be aroused at that moment, it didn't matter. He didn't examine his genitals, either. Instead, he tried to stand. With the aggravation mounting, he did his best to kick out.

In that moment, he only had to get up onto his feet. That was it.

He couldn't do it.

He thrashed around and felt that soft padding beneath him, as he finally made it up onto his elbows and knees. With his head down, he looked around.

Then he felt the roof of his mouth, and he realized something.

His teeth were different. His tongue was different.

He tried to say something.

"Wruff!" jumped from his mouth. Before he could continue the sentence, he stopped, frozen in place.

Focusing and working on articulating a real word, he tried to speak, but the noises came out wrong, almost as though actual language had been stripped away from him, only to be replaced by animalistic growls.

This isn't happening. There's no way this is happening, Max tried to reassure himself.

Before he could look around, the door opened, and a girl stepped inside. "Oh, it looks like good news. You and your sister are waking up on the same day. Don't worry. You can see her later. Oh, and I'm sure your father would love to spend some time with you. I bet you have some urges to work out, don't you?"

Jerking his head up, he looked back at that woman, and he tried to speak again, only for those piteously animalistic sounds to jump from his mouth, "Wruff...wruff, wruff...wruff!" He shouted those words now, his face turning bright red.

At the same time, the woman looked down at him. "Here. Let's get you leashed, boy."

She leaned in, and he tried to pounce. He couldn't help it.

Max didn't really understand what was happening. He looked at that beautiful woman, he saw her breasts, her lips, the contours of her legs, and he breathed in. All at once, he could envision the center of his arousal. It seemed to buzz along his senses, as though he couldn't possibly control himself. She was beautiful, and the desperation grabbed him. His stiffened cock strained even more.

As she lifted up the leash, he rushed toward her.

Max didn't even think about the fact that he was scampering on his elbows and knees. With his arms raised, and his knuckles locked underneath some kind of restrictive padding, he couldn't actually use his hands. But in that moment, he didn't care. He just needed to plunge his hard cock deep into this girl!

She casually reached into her pocket, pulled out some kind of device, pointed it at him, and hit a button. It happened almost instantly.

A jolt of electricity exploded through his body. He stumbled and crashed into an undignified stop.

Wet heat swarmed his vision, but then he jerked his head up, and he glared at her again, revealing his teeth. He tried to say something. He barked.

The nurse leaned forward, and she put her hands on her knees as she looked at him. "What's wrong, boy? Did you think you were going to be a bad little doggie? Sorry. That's not how this works. No, no," chattered the nurse. "I'm a person. But don't worry. We have certain ways to help you relieve some of that stress. We know what it's like for a dog."

That's when the door opened again, and another nurse came in. She was carrying something, something that was almost as tall as she was. It looked like a blank figure...it was something like a sex doll.

The next nurse threw the doll onto the floor. He saw the cartoonish features, the smooth latex skin, and the openings.

He snorted. Apparently, he could still do that at least.

He rolled his eyes, and he was about to lift his head as imperiously as possible. Maybe he was stuck down on the floor and trapped in that dog suit, but he wasn't going to give these women the satisfaction of seeing him beg. He could glare at them. Instead, his entire body radiated aristocratic disdain.

"Go on," said the second nurse. "You want have some fun, don't you? You can't help yourself, can you, horny boy?"

His nostrils flared again, and his lips pulled back.

Then, that first nurse lifted up the controller again. "Let's see if this changes anything," she said.

She pushed a button, and then the small implant built into his body activated, injecting him.

He blinked.

Before this, the arousal had remained. He had been able to sense it like an ache deep within his body. Only now, that urge morphed into something even more powerful. It became completely and utterly uncontrollable!

He gulped, and the moisture rushed into his mouth and along the curves of his elongated tongue. He tried to think. His heart pounded in his chest, the blood booming against his eardrums. He dropped his head down for just a second.

He had never been this hard before! His cock strained, and he needed relief! He had to get it! If he didn't, he thought he might go insane!

The frustration swarmed him, washing over him and crashing down into his psyche like some kind of unstoppable avalanche. The heat gathered, pulsating from his heart into his shoulders and down along his arms and legs. He needed this! He needed this so badly!

That horny dog lost control, and he found himself moving without making any conscious decision. Scampering forward, Max let his long and flat tongue loll out from his bottom lip. He was drooling and droplets of saliva hit the floor, but he couldn't worry about any of that. Before he had been taken, this was a young man who believed in designer outfits and the finest workout gear. But now, he was just a dumb and horny beast as he rushed forward.

He couldn't help it. The injection drove him wild! And the implant worked perfectly…

Dr. Chen would observe the transformation. She would watch as the intelligence seemed to fade from his eyes. (Granted, this boy had never been especially introspective or intelligent anyway.)

He cut the distance between them in half. That's when the nurse hit the button, the signal jumped, and his collar activated again. Those electrodes came to life, and the shock collar delivered the jolt of pain he needed. He yelped, that pathetic little sound jumping from his throat.

He skidded to a stop. He couldn't believe it.

Only then, she snapped her fingers, and she commanded, "Use this toy, use the toy like a good boy!"

She was just a nurse. She was a stupid bimbo, and he wasn't supposed to have to listen to her. Despite those deeply held beliefs, he looked back down at the toy. It was a fuck doll.

He looked back at the women, and he had that pleading look on his face. With the last of his self-control, he was practically begging them to leave, to just give him a little bit of privacy. On some level, he probably knew that there were cameras pointed at him, so it wasn't like he would be able to hide what was about to happen.

The women laughed at him. Their sounds of amusement stepped into his ego, leaving him feeling stripped and helpless.

But it didn't matter.

How could a dumb and horny dog possibly control himself? He rushed over to be doll. While those beautiful bimbos watched, he stuck his dick down into the doll's opening. It felt so good! There was that tension! Maybe it wasn't hot or wet, but he didn't care! He shoved his shaft down, and he started to climax almost immediately. Ecstasy and relief washed over him.

As he shut his eyes, he could forget about the dog suit, the surgeries, the modifications, and everything else.

Throughout his life, this boy had been able to hide in the warm embrace of different girls. In high school, and his first and second and third attempts at college, Max had dated different women. Whenever something went wrong, he could go off and start flirting with some girl. He could flex, show off his muscles, smile, flirt, and tell them whatever they needed to hear. Maybe he wasn't as smart as his little sister, but at least he knew how to communicate. He had inherited his father's charm, and he used it eagerly.

This time, there wasn't a girl beneath him. Instead, it was just an inanimate object. At the same time, he pushed in, jerking his hips forward and back like a desperate animal. He had lost every sense of dignity, every ounce of self-respect. He wasn't strong enough or smart enough to do anything but fuck that toy right in front of his audience.

At some corner of his mind, maybe could hear those women talking. He could hear them laughing and tittering about how it could have been worse. Maybe they had been turned into stupid sluts, but at least they still understood what was going on. Clearly, this boy was nothing but an animal now.

Part of him wanted to shout back that he wasn't an animal. He still knew what he was doing. He just had that urge, it was about to be relieved, and after that, he could focus on escape! Yeah…

If he could just clear his head of those urges, then he would be able to think clearly and rationally. Adriana always said that the most important facet of modern survival came down to understanding how the world worked. Once he satisfied his cock, this boy would be able to do just that. Then he would make these women, he would make everyone who worked at that facility, regret the day they had chosen him. He was a fighter. He was a warrior. That was what he had always told himself whenever he worked out and pushed his body to the limit.

That first orgasm dissipated, but the urges didn't go away.

He blinked, uncomprehending. He clenched his eyes shut, he waited for that other sensation, the one he had seldom considered after sex: relief.

It didn't arrive.

He waited for that clarity. It didn't come to him either. Instead, Max found himself braced against that doll, and this ridiculous sense of helpless subjugation overwhelmed him.

"How's the doggie doing? You know, if you want the antidote, you're going to have to be a very good boy. Get over here, boy," called out a nurse. He jerked his head up.

He couldn't clear his thoughts. He couldn’t put the ideas together. Normally, he lost himself to storms of arousal, only for the desperation to fade once he had enjoyed his orgasm. But now his shaft had been throbbing, yet he remained stiff. The desperation clawed at him in a way he couldn't comprehend.

This wasn't the easy-going sense of power and satisfaction that came from sex. It was something else, like an addiction planted deep within his brain. The craving wouldn’t go away. He opened his mouth, sucked in a breath, and could feel the cool air at the back of his throat. He gulped it down even as he tried to think.

He tried to pull away from the doll. He couldn't! His cock was stuck in that opening. Hot frustration surged through him again. He barked. He growled and whined, desperate for escape.

Finally, the girl laughed.

He jerked again, and he could feel something tear. He didn't care. He pulled away and he rushed over toward the bimbo nurse. He scampered as fast as he could, desperation gripping him. That girl grabbed him by the top of his head, and she jerked his head back. At the same time, she lifted a controller and pointed it at him. "Let's see what kinds of tricks the dog boy can do," she said.

Even if she tittered with the playful trill of a dumb bimbo who couldn't really think for herself, she still sounded like a person. Consequently, she outranked him. He was just a mutt, a dumb animal, some wild beast who couldn't think past his own desperation.

Gasping again, he stuck out his tongue, and he tried to cool down his body. "Roll over, boy," said the nurse.

His nostrils tightened, and the exasperation morphed into a snarl on his face. Only then, she lifted the controller, pointed, aimed, and clicked the button. That was enough to deliver a sharp jolt of electricity. The voltage stepped into him, lancing across his skin and flaring down along every inch of his body. It stepped into his neck, down his chest, along his shoulders and forearms. It shot into his thighs, hips, knees and toes.

He was whimpering, making those silly little mewling sounds.

"Roll over, boy," she said.

She was pretty. She was pretty and probably dumb. She was the kind of girl, he would have hit on at a club and seduced within the span of a few minutes. Just to test himself, he might have played some game where he would see whether or not he could shove her up against a trash container outside. When would her ego kick in? When would she decide she was too good for that kind of degrading treatment? If he had his way, she would accept all of it since she would start to hope that maybe she could fall in love with him. Maybe she could do something and marry him and get the kind of lifestyle she truly deserved.

Dumb slut.

Those thoughts didn't carry the same weight, not when this girl looked down at him like he was nothing but a stupid stray.

She watched him. She could shock him again, and so something prompted him to obey. "Don't worry," she said. "I will let you go play with your doll some more when you obey. Or maybe I could bring in someone else? Would you like that? Would you like a nice fresh, wet hole?"

On some level, he hated that description. Again, it reinforced his new, primitive nature. At the same time, however, he still yearned for it. "Go on, boy. I mean, you don't want to be punished, do you? Do your trick. Do your trick like a good little doggie."

He wasn't a dog!

And yet, he still behaved like some tamed animal.

That woman gave her command, and he obeyed. He rolled over, thrusting his momentum to the left, dropping onto his shoulder, rolling the rest of the way, and coming back up again, all while she watched.

That idiot nurse clapped, hopped up and down, and her hair bouncing against her shoulders. Fresh embarrassment gripped him, but he still couldn't escape it.

"Now, come over here and nuzzle my shoes like a good boy."

She was doing this because of Dr. Chen, he had to assume. The nurse was just playing with him. This was part of the prescription. This was part of the game. They were playing with him and messing with him.

Worst of all, it was working…

Even if he didn't want to believe it, he found himself crawling forward. At the same time, he looked at this woman, and he wished he could just howl and take her.

Right as his body started to move, she shocked him once, twice, three times. The painfully sharp bolts of electricity snapped into his body, shredding his perceptions. He whimpered again, crying out. The world became pain for those few seconds.

"You don't get your toy back until I decide," she told him.

When he glanced up at her, he glared at that smug smile on her face. Then again, she had already been programmed. She had already been trained.

He didn't focus on that kind of empathy, however. Rather, he just knew that she was beautiful with those lips and those breasts and he wished he could come at her hard.

When he blinked, he envisioned this scenario where she would be down on her elbows and knees so he could come up and grab onto her, his elongated fangs digging down into the nape of her neck as he pumped her, thrusting hard and fast like a desperate beast lost to the sense of arousal and breathing.

And yet, he wouldn't get that opportunity, he knew.

He no longer counted as a man. Max no longer counted as a person. He hated how that reality seemed to soak into his mind, but he couldn't shrug it off, either. The reality of his situation persisted. It had dripped into the fabric of his being.

In that instance, he had to wonder whether or not Dr. Chen had actually programmed him. Had she used to some kind of hypnotic program to alter the architecture of his mind? Normally, he would have assumed that this was some sci-fi BS. No, he wanted to tell himself. No way.

Even so, everything seemed different from his new vantage down on the floor.

He bowed his head down, and he nuzzled her white shoes.

"Lick them, boy," she ordered.

His nostrils flared, his whole body tensing. He wouldn't. He couldn't!

Despite that silent promise, he broke once again. With his head bowed down, he licked her shoes.

"Good boy," she said. "At this rate, you aren’t going to need a lot of punishment, but I think this is still going to be good for you." She raised the controller, and he braced himself for another bout of electricity. Instead, she had something much, much worse planned for him. Or rather, the surgeon had already told her assistant what to do, and now this girl simply followed orders.

Either way, Max didn't like it. She hit the button, and there was that next injection. His body tensed, and his arousal doubled. He didn't know he could be this hard. Yes, he had experienced the raw intensity from before, but this was somehow more powerful! His mouth watered, and he was slobbering like a dumb dog, yet he couldn't help himself.

He rushed back toward the doll, and he jumped forward, bracing himself, spreading his legs, and biting into the nape of that inanimate figure's neck as he fucked the toy with everything he had. He was being observed; he was being watched.

Still, Max couldn't make himself care. Before his capture, he had always worried about how people perceived him. That was one reason why he had always adored his time at the gym. When he worked out, he could focus on making himself look good. He didn't learn any special skills, nor did he actually master the art of combat. Still, people would be intimidated by him. They saw his impressive size, and they instinctively stepped back, assuming he was some wild predator.

Trapped in his dark suit like an animal, he kept rutting with wild desperation. His heart pounded, the adrenaline burned across his skin, and he kept going, thrusting hips forward, jerking back, only to pump into that opening over and over again.

It itched!

It felt like this bizarre burning along his cock.

He whimpered, and he redoubled his efforts, like he needed to achieve that orgasm and somehow scratch that new sensation. The itch crawled across the length of his dog-cock as he worked furiously.

As he humped through the desperation, he embraced that next orgasm. Although it felt like it took several torturously long minutes, that wasn't true. He came almost immediately. With his eyes clenched shut, he lost all track of time. The pleasure flooded through his system, only when he started to slow down, the burning itch remained. It felt like sandpaper grinding against his nerves, waking them up in ways he had never imagined.

Itches had been bad over the course of his life at one point or another. He could remember mosquito bites, allergies, that sort of thing. Only now, someone had injected a degrading stimulant straight into his skin. And now, his flesh cried out for attention. Unfortunately for this boy, he didn't have hands. He didn't have fingers or fingernails. His limbs remained trapped within those leather sleeves. With his forearms trapped against his biceps, there was nothing he could do.

But if he rubbed against that toy, if he pumped again, and worked furiously, maybe he would be able to…

Max didn't even get to finish the thought. The idea refused to coalesce behind his eyes or between his ears.

Instead, he worked again, thrusting as hard and as fast as possible. He channeled every ounce of vigor he possessed into those movements as his hips bucked forward, jerked back, and worked that same motion over and over.

"Who would you like to see first?" asked Amanda Verger, proprietor of the Crestwood Asylum.

"My husband," Sophie replied.

Amanda casually reached over, touched the mouse, and clicked on one of the icons. The projector built into the bookshelf came to life, and Sophie only had to tilt her head slightly to the side as one wall became dominated by a detailed image.

There he was, stripped of his humanity.

"He really does look like a braying ass," she said.

"Here at Crestwood, we aim to please," Amanda replied with a knowing smile.

"What are those things on his back?"

"Weights," Amanda told him.

"So he really will be turned into a pack animal?"

"That was your request, so our surgeon has done her best to give you what you wanted. If you decide to take him home, you'll be able to use him to move whatever you want. He won't be able to think. He won't be able to resist either. Then again, if you would like to, that would certainly be a possibility.

"Perhaps," Sophie said. At the same time, she nibbled on the inside of her mouth. "What about you, Amanda? What do you think I should do with him?"

"Are you truly interested in my perspective?"

"I wouldn't ask if I wasn't curious," Sophie replied.

"You might be surprised," Amanda said. "Then again, I suppose you and I can be honest with one another, can't we?"

"You know me," Sophie said. "I'm not like the others."

"I suppose that's true," Amanda said as she watched the brilliant heiress. "Perhaps you're wondering whether or not this is all worth it?"

"You're charging me quite a bit, are you not?"

"That depends on what you decide to do," Amanda said. "If you give them to me, I can sell them off, and that will obviously defray most of the costs associated with their treatment."

"Money doesn't mean much," Sophie replied. "When you have as much as I do, other priorities seem more important."

"Like revenge," Amanda said with a nod. "I have seen that kind of attitude before. In truth, I can see the appeal. I understand why a woman like you would want this, especially considering what they tried. Your husband will never be the man he once was. In fact, I don't think it will take very long before the intelligence, or whatever was there, starts to fade from his eyes. Eventually, he really will be nothing but a stupid animal, and you will be able to rest assured that this was all because of you."

"Wasn't it mostly you and your associates?"

"We did the work," Amanda said. "But you found us, and you brought them here. That's what counts. So again, it comes down to that question of revenge. How badly do you want it?"

Sophie said nothing for several long seconds. Instead, she contemplated the different possibilities. When she finally spoke, Amanda Verger couldn't even be sure that this woman was really addressing her. After all, the words sounded diffused and strange; this was a matter of meditation. "I want to see the dog."

"Of course," Amanda replied as she brought up the next recording.

There he was, scampering around, bowing his head down, and licking about the nurse's shoes.

"The woman with him, is there any chance she would succumb to his charms?"

Normally, Amanda made a point of not laughing at her guests. But again, she had a more unique relationship with Sophie D'Arville, one where honesty could be a bigger priority. "No," she said between those bouts of amusement. "There is absolutely no chance. My nurse there will not succumb to his so-called charms."

"Is that because she was one of your victims?"

"Yes," Amanda said, without any hint of resentment in her voice.

"Who was she?"

"Accountant," Amanda said without hesitating. "If I recall correctly, she was responsible for auditing one company in particular, and the CEO decided that he didn't like having this girl snoop around. First, he tried to bribe her. When she decided to stick to her principles, he opted to instead have her sent here. We took her, and we enhanced her. This way, she can be happy as a stupid slut, rather than some dreary office worker."

"What about her family?"

"As far as they're concerned, she was a selfish brat who simply wandered off."

"You're kidding," Sophie said.

"No," Amanda replied with a curt shake of her head. "That's the thing about family, isn't it? We hold onto these bonds, and we insist that they are so important. But in actuality, all it takes is a few messages here were there to make a person disappear. I mean, her family is convinced that she simply decided to wander off. At first, she said it was a vacation. Then she insisted that she wanted to take some time and explore the world. She still sends an occasional text message. If they ever get worried about her, they can try to contact her, and automated system will reply."

"And they can't tell the difference?"

"They were never as close as they initially suspected."

"So you could really make these three disappear as well?"

"The protocols are already in place," Amanda said. "If you like, I can remove them, but I must stress that this might be a bad idea, especially considering that discretion is always my top priority."

"Of course," Sophie said with a sly smile. She recognized the tacit threat for what it was.

"May I offer you a piece of advice?"

"Please," Sophie said.

Amanda reached up, and she touched her fingertips together. “Obviously, there is a little bit of a conflict of interest when I say this. But still, I think you can hopefully acknowledge that I have been successful enough that one subject here or there, makes little difference to me. Still, I like to be honest with women like you."

"Because you think we are kindred spirits?"

"Something like that," Amanda replied coolly. "We were born into similar societies, and we received the same kinds of training. We were taught similar expectations. There are differences, of course, but we can both feel that pressure. We both understand the hope; I believe we both understand just how toxic it can be. After all, you trusted him, didn't you? You trusted all of them?"

In a smaller voice, Sophie answered, "I did." Although she looked down, her sharpened determination remained. Amanda wasn't foolish enough to see that expression on Sophie's face and mistake it for weakness. On the contrary, she admitted how she felt, and that made her even more dangerous, almost like a wounded or cornered predator. A hunter might think they had the advantage, but that would prove to be a mistake.

"And your instincts told you to bring them here. Follow those instincts to their logical conclusion."

"Thank you for your time," Sophie said as she pushed her chair back and rose to her feet. "I look forward to further updates."

"If you don't mind my saying so, I noticed that you didn't want to see the girl?"

Sophie paused, her lips tightened into a thin line, and then she forced herself to speak. "No. I didn't."

At some point, the dumb wolf actually passed out.

He finished, and the nurse hit a button, and he could sense that next injection.

By now, sweat had been dripping down his face. His hair was soaked, and the exhaustion seemed to permeate every inch of his body. His muscles, his joints, his limbs, everything felt utterly spent, as though he couldn't possibly move. He collapsed onto that doll, his eyes drifted shut, and he fell asleep.

Eventually, he woke up when someone poked him. "Wake up," said the nurse. She nudged him with the tip of her shoe. "Wake up, doggie."

When he opened his eyes, he didn't really understand what was going to happen. Only now, she crouched down, and she asked, "How are you feeling? How are you feeling, doggie?"

As he attempted to speak, he flinched, all because he heard that sound once again. It wasn't the smooth, deep voice of a young man capable of making his own decisions or seducing the girls around him. Instead, he barked. He barked like a dumb animal all over again. Instantly, he knew that this wasn't a dream. He remembered the surgery, the doll, and the frustrating humiliation from before.

"We have something for you," she said. "But first, you're going to have to earn it. Are you ready for some exercise?" asked the nurse. She attached his leash, and he glanced at her again. Just looking at her was enough to trigger something powerful.

He needed to pounce, to grab her, to break through her skirt and to tear down her panties. He wanted to plunge his cock deep into her waiting sex and to make her cry out, moan, and scream. He wanted to feel her as she struggled to get away, her fingernails digging into the floor as she attempted to crawl from him. Of course, she wouldn't be able to escape because he was an animal, a dangerous predator, and could have whatever he wanted, including that girl.

He didn't know if this was the same nurse from before, yet it hardly mattered because the corners of her eyes crinkled. "The surgeon told me what I need to do. So I'm going to leash you and take you out of here, and if you misbehave, you know what you get, don't you? Maybe it will be the shock. Maybe it will be the itches. What do you want, boy?"

His impulses didn't quite evaporate or dissolve. Still, her threats were enough to drill into his bestial mind and remind him of what the consequences could be.

Without effort, he could recall the jagged pain from the shock collar. Simultaneously, he remembered what that burning itch had felt like. It had driven him to a different kind of frenzy, one that exhausted him.

Somewhere deep down, he still wanted to try to escape. And yet, he had only been out of surgery for a couple of hours. They had forced him to fuck that doll, and... Wait. Did it even count as "forced"? It wasn't as though he had been restrained. Rather, he had crawled over to that toy, and he had yielded to his instincts.

"That's right," she said, grabbing his leash now.

His leash. Max didn't want to think about it. He had played around with a couple of girls. More often than not, he liked the idea to shoving them down to their knees before he pumped his cock into their mouths (eager or otherwise). Occasionally, he remembered different Halloween celebrations, costume parties, and the like. He would seek girls dressed as sexy cats, and maybe they would be wearing collars with little bells. Each time, he wanted to leash them, to hold them down, to tie them up, and to penetrate them hard.

Only now, he was the one crawling, and there was that girl right in front of him. His mouth watered some more, and it was only the threat of punishment that forced him to comply.

She escorted him into the facility, down one long corridor after another, and then she brought him into a small blank room.

What were they doing there?

He was about to find out.

Another pair of doors faced them.

The nurse turned back, she looked down at the collared dog boy, and she asked, "How are you feeling right now?"

Max lifted his head, and he glared at her with as much human intelligence as he could muster.

It wasn't much, especially because she lifted the controller, and then he could only watch as she tapped one of the buttons. Immediately, he felt the injection. He didn't really notice the micro-needles. Rather, something else triggered it. It was that flash of heat, the desire, and the desperation.

His mouth watered, his lips pulled back, and he needed to rush forward, lunge at that beautiful bimbo. All at once, he couldn't think of anything else.

His dignity? His self-respect? All of his ambitions for his chain of gyms? It all vanished, and instead his heart started pounding and the heat flooded his body. He saw that girl, and he had to have her.

She shocked him.

She didn't warn him. She didn't wag her finger from side to side. Instead, she punished him instantly, and the pain exploded along his body, making him twitch back right as the doors opened.

He couldn't believe it, and he didn't want to accept it, yet there was no escape for him. He couldn't get away from that blast of miniaturized agony.

And now, he saw a treadmill waiting for him. His brows tightened, and he looked at her again. This time, there was that eager desire glowing along his eyes. "Don't worry," she said. "After a while, we will give you some release. Right now, get on the treadmill."

His mouth opened, and his muscles tightened again.

He looked up at her, and it was strange because there was that desperation to jump, to leap on her, to shove his cock down and take everything he wanted.

That wasn't going to happen, however. The programmed instinct for obedience, especially while that woman held her controller, shined bright deep within him. His mouth opened, and he needed to act, only he couldn’t make himself do it. His cock throbbed, desperate for attention. This wasn't an orgasm; it wasn't anything close to that sort of relief.

He had been horny before as a man, only this was worse, so much worse! He didn't know how to contend with that looming tsunami of need.

The nurse made it easier for him because she grabbed onto his leash, and she yanked, pulling him over to the treadmill. She locked the leash in place, and suddenly he was on a conveyor belt. She turned it on, and now she looked down at him. "A couple of hours of exercise should help, don't you think?” She smiled at him, and he grimaced, his face turning red even as he wished he could snap back at her, grab her, and hold her down.

The woman stepped behind him, and she used the controller to turn up the speed. Suddenly, the belt underneath his hands and knees started to speed.

"By the way, you're going to get shocked every time you tug on your leash, boy," she said. "So be good and run hard."

It was torture!

It was everything he loved, only twisted and mutated into something horrible and horrifying. His heart hammered, and he initially tried to lose himself to that same exercise-high he'd experienced on so many different occasions back at his favorite gyms. It didn't work. At the same time, he once loved his own arousal. He remembered being back at clubs and bars and dipping his head down slightly as he scouted out the different women available to him. It wouldn't matter if they were with other guys, on their own, or out with friends. When he picked a girl, he would go after her, teasing her, flirting with her, telling her anything and everything that might work to get her to go home with him.

But now, he scurried forward, rushing on all fours. He ran as hard as he could like a quadruped. There was the heat dancing along his skin, plus the arousal pumping through his body. His cock was so hard!

Normally, when he worked out, he could relax and let go of those desires. Even if there was some cute girl in a tight pair of yoga pants, he might stare for a minute or two, but he always knew the importance of concentrating on the repetition of movement. He had to lift, push, pull, or run. Sculpting his body had always been a hugely important priority.

He couldn't focus on exercise, nor could he ignore the desperation ripping through him. If anything, his pounding heart and the heat cascading along his flesh only added to the arousal.

Behind him, she understood, and she watched, and she had to be enjoying this.

That little bitch!

He wished he could grab her and hold her down. He wished he could just get away from that conveyor belt as he ran forward. Besides, he didn't have his workout mix, nor could he watch any kind of TV. Instead, there was just the babbling ramp in front of him, almost as though this dog needed the training.

The strength started to fade.

He couldn't help it. At first, he didn't even notice as he started to drift further and further back from the control panel and handles. But now, there was almost no slack in his leash. He dipped his head down, drawing it even tighter.

The sensors activated, and his collar snapped, sharp, electricity jabbing into him from every angle all at once.

Instantly, he rushed forward. Behind him, the nurse laughed again. He heard that teasing, playful titter.

Still, the exhaustion started to pump into his limbs. He could feel the weight of his body as he rushed ahead. Normally, exercise felt so light and easy. Often, he could run on a treadmill for more than an hour. Yes, the sweat would be dripping from his body, but it didn't require this kind of effort.

Moving on all fours had become far more difficult than he ever would have expected. He rushed ahead, crawling and scampering as the woman watched. At the same time, he glanced up, and he saw some of the cameras built into the corners of the room. This was being recorded, he knew. He hated that idea. Someone would get to see him like this, in his altered state, and they would know that he wasn't the powerful young man he had been. Instead, they were turning him into a dog, and he had to run ahead like some stupid animal.

At first, his furious exasperation mounted, only then it started to feel like it was getting left further and further behind. This boy couldn't help it as he struggled to keep up.

"I think you can do better than that," said the nurse. Whether she had previously received these instructions or acted on her own initiative, he couldn't tell. Either way, he let out a pathetic little yelp. He didn't need to do it, but he definitely sounded like a dog when he squeaked, desperate to get her to change her mind.

The nurse didn't. She wouldn't.

With his stiff cock flopping from side to side while he ran on the belt, she lifted the controller and increased the speed. He could hear the whine from the motor as he was forced to rush ahead with as much strength as he still possessed. It wasn't much. It wouldn't be enough for long…

The treadmill stopped.

He didn't know what had changed.

It didn't matter. He couldn't think.

As Max dropped down onto his elbows and knees, his head bowed down against the treadmill's warm conveyor belt, he gasped, panting. His tongue lolled out, as he did his best to cool his body down. Droplets of sweat ran down his skin, and the nurse came up to him. She touched the underside of his chin, and she smiled at him. "I know. I know. It’s hard, isn't it? You don't like getting trained this way, do you? That's okay. You don't get a choice, do you? No, you don't! But you don't need to get a choice, do you? You want to be a good boy for your owner, don't you? You want to be good and obedient."

His eyes narrowed, and he looked back up at her.

That raging inferno of desire continued to spin and swirl. He hated the conflicting feelings. Part of him was exhausted. On a physical level, he didn't have anything left. And yet, his cock still strained as the aphrodisiacs pumped through his body.

"You're having bad thoughts, aren't you?"

He was! He wished he could leap forward and grab her. That instinct remained. If anything, it grew even stronger. "I think some more running time would be good for you," she said. This probably wasn't her decision. Rather, this had been prescribed by the doctor.

The nurse stepped back, lifted the controller, and he yelped again. Jerking his head from one side to the next, he desperately tried to get that young woman to change her mind.

At some other place or time, he would have had complete control over that dumb bimbo. She was just some servant, an employee, and she wasn't supposed to be able to do this to him!

But she could.

In that moment, she outranked him. Even if she was property of the Crestwood Asylum, she still counted as a person (whatever that meant). He, however, had been turned into a dog. As a stupid animal, he could only follow the commands he was given. He didn't even get to talk. At best, he could whimper or wag or panic and hope that the people around him decided to treat him well.

Still, he knew what he needed. He what he craved.

She secured the leash, hit the button, and suddenly the conveyor belt was rolling again, shifting underneath him.

At first, he seriously considered simply remaining right there, braced in place. He didn't care if he got hurt. He didn't care if the leash tugged on his collar and sent another blast of agony racing across his skin.

Although he tried to cling to those ideas, he failed almost immediately.

The fear pumped through him, and he knew how badly it would hurt.

At the last instant, he scrambled back up, and he started to scurry forward, rushing along and back into place. His heart started kicking, his panting came with frantic need, and he managed to hold out for a little while.

A few seconds, a few minutes, he couldn't tell…

He forced his muscles to obey. As much as he wanted it, he couldn't enjoy that exercise ecstasy that had motivated him for so long. Instead, he trudged along, knowing that he wasn't in control. More than that, this wasn't about developing something that he could use. Rather, another person (his doctor) had decided he needed this, and now he was taking it.

Helpless fury pumped through his veins. At several points, he locked his muscles, like he thought he would be able to break the leash.

He couldn't. He wasn't strong enough. He would never be strong enough. And even if he somehow got off of that treadmill without permission, the nurse could still use the shock collar.

He was just a dumb dog, almost a wild animal, and so she would be careful with him. She would control him, and…

The treadmill came to another stop.

He dropped down again. At the same time, he bleated for some escape. His eyes were wet, he hated this.

"You didn't like that, did you? I bet you're an angry puppy now. Is that right? Are you an angry puppy?"

Slowly and tentatively, he lifted his head. His eyes narrowed. Fresh droplets of sweat ran down his back.

The nurse didn't seem upset were offended since he didn't respond. Then again, she saw him as nothing but a beast, which made sense.

"Are you angry? Are you an angry little doggie?"

Ridiculously, he snapped his teeth together.

"I think I have something fun for you," she said. She took him by the leash, and she escorted him out of the room.

Part 7:

"Something fun," she had said.

Max didn't know what that might mean. If he had been permitted to think clearly, then he might've sneered at this dumb slut. She wore a sex costume...not a real uniform. He had no reason to respect her!

Even so, she could take him, tug on his leash, and force him to go wherever she liked. If he fell behind, he got zapped. If she simply felt like it, she could yank on his leash, compelling him to scurry forward. He hated it. He hated every second of it. Consequently, he did his best to focus on that frustration and fury.

With every movement of his arms and legs, this dog-boy concentrated on breaking free. As far as he was concerned, there had to be something he could do.

Strangely enough, those stops required almost all of his concentration. After all, another part of him wanted to lift his head, peer at this woman, and study the milky white of her tights, the hem of her skirt, and the way her uniform squeezed against her waist and butt. More than that, it was so easy for him to lose himself to those fantasies. His mouth watered, and he wanted to grab her, to hold her down, and to come at her from behind.

At one point, he had done his best to consider some other fantasy. Before he arrived in this facility, Max had routinely indulged and explored different dynamics. He could have been on top. Or maybe he would shove a girl up against a wall. He considered the joys of shower sex, rolling around on the living room floor, or simply coming at a girl when she was busy in the kitchen, making him a sandwich. That last one was probably one of his favorites. He loved knowing that he could get hard, find the right girl, lift her skirt, yank down her panties, and take her. Perhaps she would squirm. Maybe not. Either way, it would be so much fun.

Only now, Max kept drifting back toward the same image. He kept salivating as he envisioned climbing up behind her, grabbing her by the nape of her neck, holding her down, and thrusting forward with his limbs trapping her, compelling her, keeping her right where he needed her.

He wished he could have pumped into that girl so badly! He needed those thrusts, those movements. Although he understood the importance of strategizing for escape, part of him also wished that he could just be rescued. He thought of his father or maybe his little sister. Obviously, he had gotten jealous of Adriana on more than one occasion, yet he still loved the concept of his lawyer-sibling showing up with some kind of complicated document. After that, everyone who had worked here would get thrown out on their asses. And with his wealth back under his control, Max would be able to punish them. He loved the idea of seeing this nurse with a collar around her neck and a leash leading up to his hand.

Since he had charm and the joys of questionable consent on his side, Max had never really fantasized about taking a girl against her will. But now, he wanted to see that bimbo bawl in front of him, especially if she had a shock collar locked around her throat. He wouldn't need to use it...not much anyway.

She opened another door for him as they walked.

And now, he saw something strange.

The nurse leaned down, and she whispered into his ear, "See that? That's just a dumb donkey. Are you horny? Are you ready?"

An unconscious growl thrummed at the base of his throat. He knew what he wanted. He knew what he needed. More importantly, he knew that he was about to take it.

When he saw the other beast, Max knew he was supposed to think about this. He had heard that warning again and again throughout his life. He didn't remember exactly who had told him: friends or family members, maybe a coach back in high school, perhaps a teacher here or there. Either way, the message had been clear. All too often, guys thought with their dicks, and Max needed to be better than that. He couldn't throw himself into those fantasies or images. He had to contemplate exactly what he was going to do and what the consequences might be.

In some shadowy space in his mind, those warnings still persisted and echoed. Only now, the nurse released him from his leash. His eyes widened, and his throat tightened as his mouth watered. Instantly, he saw something in front of him, and he knew what he had to do.

That donkey was prey. That donkey was a wet opening, something Max could use.

The nurse hit a button on her controller and suddenly the injection flared. The arousal overwhelmed him. That primal need gripped him, he stopped thinking with anything resembling intellect. Instead, he embraced those primitive drives as he trotted forward before breaking into a run. He scurried as fast as he could, desperate.

Sebastian still hated this, but he had discovered something. If he let go of his thoughts, he could lose track of time. He didn't know why they made him carry around those heavy weights. He didn't like thinking about his storage-udders or how he had followed that horse walker around for countless hours. Still, he could find something close to escape simply by letting go of his thoughts.

Once or twice, Sophie had teased him about that. She had looked at him and asked him what he had been thinking, but Sebastian always knew that she wouldn't like the truth, so he would shrug and say something disarming like, "Nothing, my dear. I wasn't thinking about anything at all." When they first got together, she had narrowed her eyes, watching and studying him to decide whether or not she actually believed him.

Eventually, however, she decided that this man didn't have any great depths. She had said as much, and he simply shrugged, knowing full well that he would prefer to be underestimated.

Besides, he wasn't actually a threat, or at least he hadn't been until he decided that he should be more aggressive and ambitious. That's when he started thinking about the poison, and…

Only now, the doors opened, and Sebastian hardly paid any attention. At first, he had learned to glance up, instantly terrified that it would be a couple of the orderlies. But now. It wasn't. He saw the outline of the nurse in his peripheral vision, and those women usually left him alone. Perhaps they would say something to him, teasing him or mocking him for his new status, yet that wasn't an issue Sebastian really cared about.

He should have focused on escape. He should have focused on how he was going to break out of this facility. After everything that had happened, that seemed impossible. It was easier to haul around those loads, to crawl, to remain down on the floor and to let his mind wander.

When the nurse laughed this time, something new seemed to slip into her voice. Jerking his head up, Sebastian turned, and then he saw the other boy.

Max?

Could it be?

Sebastian didn't understand, and he tried to open his mouth, only to stop himself because he knew he couldn't actually speak. The words wouldn't work; he wouldn't be able to push them out onto the air, no matter how hard he tried. Instead, he'd just wheeze or growl out through his mangled vocal cords. As far as he knew, both his teeth and tongue had been modified, making it impossible for him to communicate. Even if he still held onto that distant hope that he might be able to get these procedures reversed, he knew he wouldn’t be able to do anything right then or there.

Even so, Sebastian recognized Max, so the boy would see him as well.

Only then, the nurse let that boy off his leash.

Max. His son. His favorite.

That young man had always been so impressive, winning those numerous awards. (In truth, Adriana had also been very successful, but her achievements had always struck him as bookish and kind of boring. Yes, she had been a national scholar and earned several impressive scholarships, but he didn't see the point of going to college, so…)

Sebastian started to smile.

If they could work together, they could escape.

That boy didn't recognize him.

Sebastian hit on that reality almost immediately as the wolf pulled his lips back and smiled, revealing his modified teeth. There were those things, those dangerous incisors, and there was something else. The dog pushed himself up onto his knees for just a moment, his legs spread, and now Sebastian saw that enormous cock.

Eyes widened, Sebastian jerked his head from side to side. Panic splashed across his features, and he tried to call out to that boy. With his heart hammering, he attempted to figure out what this was, what it meant, and what might happen next. All too easily, he came to one unthinkable conclusion.

Frantic now, Sebastian started to scurry. He rushed, desperate for escape!
 

The prey ran.

Good.

Prey. Prey...Prey!
It wasn't a word inside his head...instead, it became this urge...an impulse, something he had to do! Max's flattened tongue slipped out along his bottom lip as he rushed forward, scampering as fast as he could. He yipped, letting out those animalistic noises as he rushed toward his target. All he knew in that moment was that he saw another four-legged creature, and he had to get that relief. He had to get that satisfaction!

Nothing else counted. Nothing else mattered.

Back in his previous existence, Max had been horny before, and maybe he even joked about the importance of "post-nut clarity," only this was completely different. It overwhelmed him in a way that he couldn't understand. Then again, he didn't really care. Notions like language and articulation became irrelevant. There was just the pounding of his heart, the need between his legs, and that hunger deep within the center of his being.

He rushed forward, and his prey tried to escape. The other creature rushed away, desperate for escape.

It wasn't good enough. It wasn't going to work. His target couldn't get away!

And yet, watching that other beast try to run only excited Max even more. He could race after the creature, grab it, and shove it down.

Not only that, Max saw those legs, and he knew they could be spread. He knew he could thrust his cock down in deep and take exactly what he wanted, thrusting again and again as he embraced those desires.

He lost himself to the storm of desire, the need, the pulsating ache that seemed to cry out for him to take exactly what he wanted.

Within seconds Max annihilated the distance between them. That donkey-thing tried to flee, but Max needed this. He rushed ahead, lunged forward, and grabbed onto the donkey.

The donkey didn't know it, but there was an opening near the back of his neck, one perfectly designed for sex just like this.

Eyes wide, Sebastian jerked his body from side to side as he frantically tried to escape. Not only that, he cried out, shouting those bleating little noises as he did his best to break free. He scurried, kicking out, flailing, fighting, but now he was on his stomach, his limbs spread. He felt it as his breasts squeezed down against the floor.

The beast behind him grunted. He growled. Not only that, he struck, sliding his cock forward. With the perfect confidence born of animalistic needed, he shoved, and Sebastian had no choice.

As a playboy, Sebastian had been with many women. He was the kind of guy who could charm and finagle his way into most beds. He knew how to smile and what to say. He understood that women had their sensitivities, their psychological buttons, and their primal weaknesses.

In that moment, however, Sebastian didn't get to be the languid dilettante. He was just a dumb animal, only now he couldn't escape into that stupidity from before. As he followed the horse walker, he had allowed his mind to drift and wander.

This time, he found himself locked in that moment, trapped as this monster penetrated him!

That wild cock shoved up into him, taking him hard. The donkey bleated again, crying and screaming. He shouted desperately as he tried to fight his way out of this, but there was no escape, not for him. He kept struggling; lightning bolts of effort ran along his limbs, but he couldn't get any purchase. He couldn't grab onto anything. The wolf was behind him, shoving down, thrusting.

And then he felt it. There was that stabbing, the tearing and ripping.

The dog was in position, thrusting forward, drawing back, frantic little movements as he humped his target.

For his part, Max panted. He panted and growled, desperate for more. With every eager breath, he exhaled, his nostrils flaring as the heat from his lungs splashed down against the donkey's exposed neck.

The spikes extended, and Max got tangled and stuck, only he didn't care as that first orgasm washed over him. It shot into the center of his being as he pushed down deeper. He couldn't yank free. At this point, he didn't care. He had been with those toys and those dolls, but this was better. It was so much better.

There was something intoxicating about having his target squirm and flail underneath as the donkey tried to break free. Then Max thought he saw something. He thought he might have recognized something, but it was all too easy to ignore it. When he had been with different girls, there may have been ethical concerns here or there, little debates that might have exploded online. Max had never allowed himself to worry about the niceties, and he didn't now either.

Instead, he threw himself into that storm of wild pleasure. He was panting, grunting, and savoring all of it.

The first orgasm washed over him. Then a second fluttered through his psyche. At this point, the exhaustion was growing intense, but he didn't care because he couldn't stop!

More than that, he didn't want to stop!

Amanda Verger sat in her beautifully appointed office as she considered the screen. "And how long does this go on for?" She watched as the wolf claimed the donkey. As she enjoyed the show, she couldn't help but smirk. She had muted the recording, but the images continued to play out in front of her.

"Three hours," Dr. Chen said.

"And is it pleasurable for either of them?"

"For the canine, I believe, so, at least initially. After a while, it probably becomes something more akin to an addiction. He can't stop, but he still wants to do it. He still has to continue."

"Perfect," Verger said. "I'm sure his sponsor will be happy to hear it."

Part 8:

Adriana panicked as she realized something; she hadn't been thinking.

Through most of her life, she had always been acutely aware of her surroundings, her needs, desires, and a variety of different priorities. She had always been so competent and capable, largely because she focused.

At some early age, she had realized that she wasn't like the other kids because her mind always needed to be in motion. She had to be calculating different equations, considering various precedents, reviewing history, or reconsidering what she had already memorized. Apparently, there were other people who could simply zone out. She suspected her father may have been like this.

As a little girl, then a young woman, she had attended some of the best schools. While her brother happily failed one course after another, bouncing from boarding school to boarding school, Adriana had no problem impressing her instructors. If anything, they only became annoyed with her because she refused to slow down. Her hand was always in the air, she asked questions, and she ignored the snide glares from her classmates.

Only now, she hadn’t been thinking. She emerged from the dark, and it wasn't like sleep. Even when she slept, she dreamed, and she contemplated different scenarios, strategies, opportunities and options.

But now, there had been darkness. There had been this quiet black, but she emerged from it, and there was that sense of panic.

Adriana quickly forced it down, acknowledging her feelings while also reminding herself that they served no real purpose right then or there.

Instead, she needed to figure out what had happened.

Tentatively, she opened her eyes, only to feel the bright glare of lights overhead. At the same time, her body felt strange...it felt heavy and disconnected, like she needed to explore and remind herself how to wiggle her toes, tense her feet, tighten her muscles, and move her mouth.

Little by little, her vision adjusted.

Other girls her age would have started to panic immediately, instantly assuming that they had been kidnapped for trafficking or something like that. Adriana, however, quickly took in her surroundings, and she decided that she hadn't been picked up by gangsters, or other criminals. This was something else, something different.

First, she considered the fact that she was in a bed. Her legs were spread, her ankles strapped down. Immediately, she tried to flex her arms, only to realize that she wore something different. It was a straitjacket. She lifted her head, and she looked down at the white, thick and heavy canvas. Her muscles twitched, and she tried to pull free, only to sense the restrictive fabric around her limbs. Uncertainty nibbled at the back of her mind as she tried to understand where she was.

Pretty soon, she came to the only viable conclusion: this was some kind of hospital or other medical facility. She was on her back, in a hospital bed, her legs had been stretched and strapped down. There was just the door, a counter off to her left, and a couple of cabinets.

Tentatively, Adriana opened her mouth. "Hello? Is anyone there? What is this? What's going on?" When she spoke, her voice cracked slightly, but she coughed and cleared it. Then she called out again, her voice clear this time.

Other girls had awoken within these walls, and they almost always started to panic. Adriana was different. She was calm, rational, and utterly cool. She refused to allow her emotions to overwhelm her. She wasn't going to scream or thrash. Instead, she watched the door intently as she waited.

Simultaneously, she tried to figure out what might have happened. She quickly assessed different scenarios.

Perhaps she had been in some kind of car crash? No, she reasoned right away. That didn't make sense. Even if she had been injured and couldn't remember the accident, that wouldn't explain the straitjacket.

Maybe there had been some kind of issue, as though she had been drugged? Her brows tightened as she tried to remember what had happened last. First, her mind drifted to the exam. She thought about studying, working herself, and getting ready for the grueling ordeal of proving herself as a potential attorney. Only then, she remembered passing, getting the notification, seeing her rank among the test takers, and feeling that slight tug at the corners of her mouth. Obviously, she had known she would be the top student and would score highest. Even so, there had always been that little tickle of nervousness in the pit of her stomach because something could go wrong. She studied, learned, and had all of the right answers, but she was wise enough to recognize that other variables might get in the way.

It hadn't been some kind of stress-induced psychological break.

So what then? What did that leave?

If she had already started practicing as an attorney, then she would have "her potential explanations. If she had been part of some important case, then it made sense that someone might decide to take her for information she had. Even then, she assumed that she wouldn't end up in any place as nice or as clean as this. Rather, she would end up in some warehouse, tied to a chair, her hands locked behind her back with a blindfold over her eyes as they attempted to intimidate her.

There had been no accident, it wasn't a psychological break, and she didn't know anything especially useful.

A kidnapping? Ransom?

Those options actually seemed like the most viable.

Only then, she came back to that other conclusion. If they wanted to take her, she wouldn't end up in a straitjacket. She probably would have been handcuffed to a bed somewhere out in the middle of nowhere. Again, this was a hospital. What did that leave?

Another phrase popped into her head. It was something she had heard whispered as a young woman. Teenage girls and wives had sometimes whispered about it. It had just been an urban legend, of course, something that people could share and gossip about without really understanding. It was a dumb conspiracy theory, nothing more…

The Crestwood Asylum.

Adriana was cold, brutal, and dangerously efficient. Although she had often sensed that she was different compared to so many other people, she had to be reminded. This girl had never yearned to be something else. If anything, she had recognized her gifts, assets, and talents. While her classmates had fretted over the ethics of their decisions, the choices they made and the direction of their lives, Adriana had always been able to see the truth. She knew what she wanted and she went for it. If that meant studying hard, then she could do it. If it meant lying or manipulating someone, she could do that as well.

Only now, she couldn't see a clear path forward.

If her brother or father had awoken in this kind of situation, then either one would have thrown a tantrum. It was all too easy to imagine them waking up, making their demands, thrashing, kicking, and fighting as hard as they could, thinking stock, animalistic strength would be enough to let them win. As boys, they probably could get whatever they wanted.

Perhaps they would have been able to maintain some decorum for a few minutes, especially since they both thought of themselves as modern-day gentlemen, but Adriana knew they would have broken.

For her part, Adriana stayed quiet.

She waited for someone to come in to talk to her. Clearly, there was an agenda at play. She refused to allow her emotions to spiral out of control. So instead, she remained fairly sedate and serene.

When it became apparent that no one would approach her in the foreseeable future, she tentatively decided to explore her limited surroundings. Obviously, she looked around. She didn't see anything beyond what she might have expected in a hospital room where someone might have recovered.

She had breathed in, taking stock of her own body as well. She couldn't sense any injuries. She flexed her muscles, and then she decided to try to push out.

Some small part of her hoped that maybe someone had made a mistake. If an error had been committed, then maybe the straitjacket wasn't tight enough. Perhaps she would be able to slip free from those ties.

After a few seconds, she redoubled her efforts, pushing and pulling. She tried to kick her way free. Unlike her brother or father, however, Adriana didn't lose control of herself. Instead, she absorbed the new information.

The straitjacket was secure. The straps wouldn't break.

Although she didn't like knowing this, she had to acknowledge her own helplessness here.

She was a captive, and fretting or getting upset wouldn't change that. Consequently, she exhaled slowly, stared straight ahead, and waited.

Then the door opened.

She wasn't sure what she expected, but it wasn't that person.

Unlike the rest of her family, Adriana had been perfectly aware of what the assassination attempt meant. Working together, they had tried to commit a murder. Was that what this was about? It became far more likely when Sophia D'Arville stepped in front of Adriana's hospital bed.

"Mom?" Adriana asked. Instantly, her expression softened. She let her eyes water, and her bottom lip start to tremble. "What's going on here? What happened? Was there an accident? Is everyone okay?" She let the words spill out from her mouth. She did it automatically. And even as she started to play that role, Adriana savored that cool, calculating sense of satisfaction that always came around whenever she needed to feign these kinds of feelings.

Sophie watched her. At first, she maintained a completely neutral expression as she stayed silent.

Only then, Adriana's stepmother answered with a quick shake of her head. At the same time, her fingers tightened, her nails digging into her palms. "Sebastian seduced me, and Max badgered me for money, but it's very possible that you have hurt me the worst, Adriana."

"What, what are you talking about?" Adriana asked. "Please. Please, just tell me what's going on here. "Mom? Please!" Her eyes were wet and shining with those tears now. Obviously, she couldn't wipe them away, not while her hands remained trapped within the straitjacket. "Please. Please, I'm scared…"

"Don't do that," Sophie said simply.

"Do what? What are you talking about? What's going on?" Adriana asked, her pitch shifting. Within her law classes, she had been so adept at maintaining that cool veneer, while simultaneously analyzing the different premises and illusions of any given argument. She had discussed precedents without ever allowing her emotions to overwhelm her. They had discussed the most heinous murders, the most vicious deaths, and the cruelest exploitations, yet Adriana had always been able to stay professional. It was only when she needed to perform (like when they practiced for open arguments in front of juries) that she allowed herself to seem like a regular girl. She drew on those skills now, instinctively lying.

Only there was a problem.

Sophie didn't believe her.

"Don't pretend that we are related. Don't pretend that you care about me," Sophie said.

Initially, Adriana honestly believed that she would be able to convince this woman, only now her stepmother added the key detail, the one that finally made Adriana stop.

"Don't pretend like you didn't try to murder me."

She knew.

Other people, when confronted with that kind of truth, might have started blubbering. Their defenses would have crumbled, and they would have started begging or pleading for mercy now that the truth had come out. All too often, individuals thought they were tougher than they really were. She had watched videos of different trials where ruthless criminals suddenly started crying while confronted by a judge, jury, the lawyers and more.

Adriana didn't break.

Instead, she allowed that cool detachment to spread across her features once again. Her eyes narrowed, and she asked a simple question, "What do you think you know?"

"All of it," Sophie said.

"Can you prove it?" Adriana asked with that chilled demeanor. Simultaneously, she tried to run through the different calculations, especially as she considered the legal implications. Like so many other attorneys, she always focused on the law. Within her mind it had become the cornerstone of every choice and decision. Yes, she and her brother and father had technically broken the law, but they weren't supposed to get caught.

Now that this woman seemed to understand what they had been planning, Adriana considered how she would defend herself, what she might be able to do and say and how she could proceed forward. She was even considering whether or not she should make a deal with the police to get a lighter sentence. She had plenty of evidence, after all. And if she volunteered to testify against Sebastian and Max…

"My dear, you seem to be under a mistaken impression," Sophie told the girl. "This isn’t a legal issue."

Adriana's eyes narrowed again, even as she tilted her head to the side.

"This is about punishment. This is about control. This is about power. Your father and brother are too stupid to really understand all of that, but I'm willing to tell you the truth."

"And what is that?" Adriana asked. She had blinked, and the tears had disappeared. Simultaneously, she sat up a little more, as much as the straitjacket allowed.

"I know what you did, and so I am going to respond in kind. I'm going to give you what you all deserve," Sophie said, turning those words into a promise. Adriana opened her mouth, but Sophie raised one finger, silencing the insolent girl. "Your father is a jackass. Fine. That's easy enough. Your brother is nothing but a horny dog. You, however, are going to be a much more interesting specimen."

Specimen? Adriana tried to understand what that meant, in that moment, only her thoughts blinked. Maybe, somewhere deep down, there was even a little tickle of fear. If so, she suppressed it easily. Rather, she focused on her options. She contemplated exactly what she might be able to do or say to minimize the damage. Initially, she thought she would negotiate with the police. Instead, she had a different target now. What could she offer Sophie? What could she say?

"He tried to kill me. You want to end my existence. And now, I'm going to end all of yours. Adriana, you are a cold-blooded creature. You're nothing but a snake. With your brother and father, it's easy for me to see my response as one based on retribution. For you, it might be protection instead." She smirked and shook her head gently from side to side. "Perhaps I need to protect the world from you."

"Mom, I just did the paperwork. I didn't want to do it. I…" Adriana hadn't been able to think of anything else. She went back to that old trick.

"Silence," Sophie demanded.

The young woman went quiet. She couldn't help it. There it was again, that flicker of fear, only now it seemed to grow stronger. It pulsed out from the base of her stomach and up into her flanks, along the curves of her breasts, down her shoulders and arms. Her toes curled, and she did her best to remain impassive.

Someone else would have mistaken this girl as utterly stoic. Sophie, however, knew how to read people. Even this serpentine girl could get scared. In fact, she witnessed it for herself. She could sense it. She wasn't sure exactly which detail gave this girl away. Maybe it was the way she adjusted her posture or shifted her position in the bed. Maybe it was something about the pitch or tenor of her voice when she spoke again.

Either way, Sophie could discern the truth. This girl was nervous. Even if she did everything she could to slam those barriers into place, she couldn't hide it from her captor.

"You may not believe it, but this is the Crestwood Asylum. You know what that means?"

Adriana opened her mouth. She tried to speak. She stopped herself.

"It means that you are about to undergo some very difficult procedures. In fact, I'm pretty sure you have walked upright for the very last time, Adriana."

"What does that mean?"

Sophie strode over to the side of the bed now. She leaned down, and she cupped Adriana's cheeks between the palms of her hands. "Before they take out some of your teeth and work on forking that tongue, I want you to know that I have so much respect for you. In truth, my dear, I saw you as my heir apparent. Intelligent, beautiful, and utterly ruthless." She shook her head. "It's a shame that patience couldn't be a part of your plan." She shook her head again, obviously disappointed. "But now, you're going to spend your life behind glass. Don't worry. I will make sure that the terrarium is quite lovely, especially when I show you off. And yes, you will get plenty of attention from your brother."

"What, what does that mean?" Adriana loathed the little shiver within her vocal cords. And yet, she couldn't help it. "Where are they? What did you do? What are you talking about? What are you going to do to me?" The words tumbled from her mouth. At this point, she couldn't think of when she had ever sounded like this before.

For once, the cold chill of fear actually rampaged along her skin. She kept staring, but Sophie had gotten up, and she turned around. She headed for the door.

Tied down and locked in her straitjacket, the young attorney couldn’t do anything to stop her stepmother. "I'm talking to you," she snarled. The fear morphed into anger.

"Goodbye, Adriana. Perhaps I will see you again. If so, I'll try to remember to bring you a nice treat. That's always appropriate when visiting a zoo animal."

Adriana shouted.

It felt like a strange and alien reaction. When she called out those words for her stepmother to stop and talk to her, Adriana didn't like it. She hated it. And yet, her eyes watered again, and this time it was completely natural, meaning she couldn't stop it.

Sophie left the room, closing the door behind her. Not only that, Adriana picked up on the sounds of the door locking automatically.

She really was a captive here.

The Crestwood Asylum.

What were they going to do to her?

She had heard the stories, of course. Young women and men could show up at this place, only to be transformed…

According to the whispered rumors, individuals might be turned into bimbos. They could be reduced to the status of sex slaves.

Adriana bit down, locking her teeth together. At the same time, she considered her frame and what a surgeon might do to her. Normally, she confronted the potential consequences of her actions, and she always knew how to navigate the different possibilities.

Only now, she couldn't come up with any logical or coherent insight.

That's when the door opened again. She heard the lock disengage first and then the footsteps.

A pair of nurses and a pair of orderlies approached her bed.

"It's time for surgery," one of them announced.

She looked back up at that man, and Adriana was about to say something, which meant opening her mouth. The moment she made that mistake, he shoved a gag between her teeth. One of the nurses pulled the straps around her cheeks and toward the back of her head. The clasp locked, so Adriana couldn't speak. She couldn't spit that ball from between her teeth either.

The pretty girl had to stay there, spread out, locked in her straitjacket, squirming and frustrated.

Part of her wanted to stop. After all, she knew it was futile. She wasn't strong enough to rip free from a straitjacket, and the ankle straps were obviously strong enough on their own to keep her in that bed. Even if they hadn't been, Adriana knew that the quartet around her would be more than capable of keeping her imprisoned...

Despite all of this, something primal pulsed through her body.

The Crestwood Asylum.

Again and again, that name echoed inside of her head. She couldn't dislodge it. She couldn't shake it free. Worst of all, she didn't know how to contend with a scenario like this.

If she had been confronted by the police, another attorney, even some member of her family, then Adriana thought she could handle it. Even when she considered her conversation with Sophie, Adriana thought she had done reasonably well. Obviously, she didn't get what she wanted, but she really didn't know how to contend with this place.

Initially, she saw the white hallways, the linoleum floor, and the shining fluorescent lights overhead. At the same time, Adriana considered her restraints as a gag in her mouth. As a part of her education, she had briefly reviewed the US penal system, especially the different prisons. From minimum-security to maximum-security, they varied wildly. Some could be brutal hellholes. Others were little more than holding facilities for nonviolent offenders.

But this place…

Crestwood Asylum.

That image boomed behind her eyes as she thought of the transformations that could happen here.

If even just a small fraction of the rumors were true…

Adriana did her best to stifle the reactions. At the same time, she tried to tell herself that hypnosis and brainwashing didn't really exist. Those kinds of techniques worked just in urban legends and myths perpetuated by people who yearned for more control over their lives.

She was better than that. She was smarter than that.

Only now, they pushed her rolling bed through another set of doors. She saw the surgical lamp overhead, and there was a woman waiting. She wore a blue surgical gown, matching gloves, and a mask.

"Ladies and gentlemen, let's see what we can do with this girl, shall we? Today, we're going to try something new. Let's see if we can make her cold-blooded instincts show on the outside, shall we?"

Her cold-blooded instincts? In law school, she had heard similar comments from her instructors. "Cold-blooded" had always been a complement, especially since practitioners of the law needed to be vicious and calculating. But right there, she didn't know what to do.

They pulled the gag from between her teeth, and then the doctor nodded toward one of her associates.

Adriana didn't get to see who injected her. She felt that pinch from the needle, yet she still refused to react. Instead, she contemplated what she might be able to offer.

"Look," she said, doing her best to keep that nervous uncertainty from her voice. "I know what you do. I know who you are." Strictly speaking, that wasn't true. She had the surgeon standing in front of her, but Adriana still didn't know anything about this woman. She could see the dark hair, the Asiatic features, and that was it. The doctor standing in front of her might have been older or younger, smiling or utterly passive. Still, Adriana couldn't give up. After all, there were known drugs running through her system. She supposed they were probably sedatives.

Even if she had always been adept at staying up late and ignoring the needs of her body, she doubted she would be able to override those chemicals.

This was it, her last chance. If she messed that this up, the transformation would begin, and Adriana wasn't naïve enough to think she would be able to stop it or change it. "I can be an asset,” the capable young woman commented. “I know what I'm doing. I messed up here. I made a mistake, and that's why I'm strapped down to this bed." Even as she spoke, the nurses started to work. They freed her from the straitjacket.

Instinctively, Adriana thought about trying to throw a punch, thrashing, elbowing at her captors, or fighting like some wild animal. Instead, she allowed them to strip her. She was naked now, with only the white medical restraints around her ankles. Even so, she didn't allow herself to appear embarrassed.

They were medical professionals, after all. They saw nudity all the time.

Besides, she sensed something about the surgeon. This was a woman who knew what she wanted. She understood her instincts and her capabilities. She was someone who would work diligently no matter what.

And yet, every person had a vulnerability. Right? Everyone needed something.

"I'm ruthless," Adriana said." As she spoke, she started to notice something. Her voice was sounding different, like it was coming from far away. It wasn't exhaustion, not exactly. And yet, the world became fuzzy around her, almost like her senses needed the extra time to deliver the information to her brain. Refusing to acknowledge the drugs, Adriana forced herself to continue, "I might not have much to offer right now, but I have potential. If you keep me, I can serve you. I can work for you. I can do whatever you want. Please?" That last syllable sounded strange coming out of her mouth. More often than not, she had been able to negotiate from a position of strength. Even when she had argued with her teachers, she always had the evidence on her side. More importantly, she had never been the kind of girl who needed to go to an instructor to plead for a better grade. Rather, she always earned it. Even if a professor decided that he didn't like her and wanted to put her in her place by giving her a bad grade, she always knew how to appeal, how to approach the administration, and how to ultimately get what she wanted.

"Cute," said the surgeon. Then she nodded toward one of her associates, and they slipped the mask over her face. Suddenly, she was breathing in, and she could taste the other drugs at the back of her throat. She tried to hold her breath. She tried to fight it. They had secured the mask over her nose and mouth. Any breath meant acquiescing and surrendering.

She expected to black out at any moment.

Adriana still thought. She summoned up the best of her indomitable willpower. She concentrated.

Keeping her eyes open, she stared back up at the surgeon. Simultaneously, she knew that she might be able to demonstrate her strength of character to this woman. It wasn't a great choice, but it was the best Adriana could manage under the circumstances.

She didn't blackout.

Still, her need for oxygen overwhelmed her. She breathed in, and now the fuzziness intensified.

She felt like she was floating.

Gravity seemed to fall away. At the same time, she could no longer maintain any kind of close connection to her senses. Taste? Touch? Vision? It all became amorphous and abstract, like something happening to another person.

They started to cut. They removed fingers and toes.

At one point, the surgeon propped her mouth open and she reached in with pliers. She started to tear out the teeth, one after another. She drilled down, shaping her canines for something else.

This girl could only watch.

Horrified, Adriana could feel it all. And yet, she didn't scream or cry. The pain was there, but it still seemed defused, like the rest of her senses.

The stitches. The drilling. The buzzing.

She could hear her own bones crack as the doctor worked.

It went on and on. It seemed to stretch on forever. It ended almost right away.

They dressed her up in her new suit, made sure the adhesives worked properly, and repositioned her. The tattoos around her eyes were in place, and they had successfully split her tongue, cutting it down the middle to give it the forked outline they expected for this girl.

"Take her back to her terrarium," said the doctor.

Part 8:

"Can she see us?" Sophie asked unnecessarily. Considering what she had paid for the trio's transformation, she knew that a woman like Amanda Verger would only invest in the highest quality materials. Consequently, the two women stood in front of the large, glass window, and Sophie was sure that the serpentine creature on the other side wouldn't be aware of the witnesses.

"No. It's mirrored glass. She can only see her own darkened reflection...assuming she looks at all."

"And how has she adjusted?"

"That's an interesting question," Amanda said. "Truthfully, I'm always intrigued by the reactions of our patients. On the one hand, so many of them are horrified by what is happening to them, especially because it usually takes a while for them to succumb completely."

"Are you talking about your dolls and bimbos?"

"Oftentimes, yes. Then again, there are plenty of patients who end up in circumstances similar to those you have assigned your former family."

Former family.

Sophie considered that phrase. Months had gone by since she had discovered what had happened. That had allowed plenty of time for the training and transformation of these three traitors. Still, she considered the creature in front of her, just a few feet away, separated by that expensive and unbreakable glass.

"And how has this one adjusted?"

"To be blunt, I think you made an excellent choice. She has been an ideal snake."

"I suppose all you did was make sure that the outside matches the inside," Sophie replied. "But right now, I want to see what happens."

"Then you probably want this," Amanda said as she reached into her coat pocket and pulled out the controller. She handed it to Sophie.

The aristocratic woman considered the small device. It didn't require much to figure out. There were three buttons, one to initiate his frenzy, another to shock him, and a third to give him relief. Sophie doubted she would be using that last button at all.

In fact, she stared through the glass, and she waited for the moment.

"Would you like your companion to join us? It might be good for him," Amanda said.

Sophie glanced back at the other woman. "No. He doesn't need to come in here."

"What is he like, if you don't mind my asking?"

"Are you genuinely interested?"

Verger shrugged. "I like to think of myself as a student of human behavior and psychology. You have gone through something traumatic, so from now on, I'm curious to see how you adapt."

"I'm not one of your lab rats," Sophie said flatly.

"No," Amanda agreed right away. "You're not. What you are is a strong and powerful and capable woman. I would like to know more about you. If you don't wish to share, then I completely understand. That said, but how often do you get an opportunity to speak with someone like me?"

"An armchair psychologist? Yes, I believe I will get the chance again," Sophie said with a little sneer. It was easy enough, especially considering that these women were not friends. Sophie had allowed herself to get soft, with Sebastian; she wouldn't make that mistake again, not even if it came down to a question of friendship.

"Armchair psychologists are easy enough to come by, I concede," Amanda replied with a slight bow of her head. "But what you have right now is an opportunity to speak with an equally powerful woman, one who will be utterly discreet."

Sophie opened her mouth to answer. Maybe she was going to dismiss the idea again, but then she realized that that Verger was right about this. Even (especially) when Sophie considered her new companion, she knew that she couldn't trust him. As far as she was concerned, she couldn't trust anyone. Then again, Verger, had an obvious agenda. This woman craved money and power. More than that, she had a sterling reputation among certain individuals. She wouldn't risk crossing Sophie.

At the same time, Sophie actually wanted to say something. She remembered talking to Sebastian and trusting him. Clearly, she could never allow herself to make that mistake again. Although she had a new companion, he wasn't the same. When she told Sebastian about her different plans and goals, he had nodded along, perhaps unaware of the implications of what she said. Talking to him had felt a little bit like talking to a dog.

But at this point, she didn't even get to do that. Maybe that was one reason why she had wanted to punish him so severely.

Dismissing the idea, Sophie looked back at Crestwood's proprietor. "I could have divorced him. I could have left him with nothing. I could have ignored the children, let them wander off as well. But here's the thing. I allowed myself to care. I allowed myself to get involved. This, in some ways, was the worst of all."

Sophie touched her fingers to the glass. It was an unbecoming gesture, but she indulged, largely because she paid the woman standing next to her, which meant that Sophie didn't need to hold onto those strict protocols. Besides, a woman like Amanda Verger had seen so much worse…

"She called me 'Mom'. That conniving little snake knew exactly what she was doing. She lied to me. She tricked me." A slow smile tugged at the corners of her mouth, yet none of the expected amusement or joy could reach the corners of her eyes. She thought about this girl, she kept thinking about that warm little flutter, the joy of having an heir apparent, someone she could trust, someone she could actually respect. "Ironically, she could have had everything if she just waited. But she couldn't do that. She tricked me, and she demonstrated my vulnerabilities."

"In some ways, that is a good thing."

"Perhaps," Sophie said. She swallowed. "That's why I waited, you know. I asked you to work on the boys first, and to keep this one sedated for as long as possible. During those months, I thought about what I would do with her. And now, I see her, and I don't feel guilty." Sophie turned back to the other woman. "Is that strange?"

"Not at all."

"More than that, I want to watch her. I want to see that look on her face as she is taken, as she slithers around and tries to get away."

"I'm very sorry for your loss," Amanda said.

"I don't care." Sophie drew in a breath. "It might sound trite, but this has been a learning experience. I am growing. I am developing a new understanding of the world." A slow smile tugged at her mouth.

Verger's phone buzzed for her attention, and she glanced down at the screen. "The orderlies have him."

"Good."

She needed to move. Adriana understood that simple imperative.

First, there was that cold. When her eyes fluttered open, she tried to look around to understand where she was. It was somewhere dark. Up ahead, she could see light. The light drew her on, and then she sat up. Or rather, she raised her torso. She felt strange, almost like her senses were wrong somehow. She didn't understand it at first, but then she started to move. Automatically, she wanted to walk, to jump to her feet, and to stride forward with the ease she had always enjoyed.

Instead, she couldn't do it. Her legs remained behind her, her calves locked together. She tried to roll onto her back, to sit up, and to look down along the length of her body. In the dark, she couldn't see well enough.

But whether she liked it or not, she was going to have to crawl forward. But then again, this wasn't even crawling. Instead, she inched, tensing her muscles and squirming ahead. That's when a different word popped into her head.

She was slithering forward, squirming from one inch to the next as she made her way into the light.

Right away, she savored this touch of relief. The light was far warmer than she had expected. She had been cold, so cold. But now, it started to soak into her body, and she lifted herself up as much a she could.

She closed her eyes, and she stuck out her tongue. She could flick it along her hair.

Everything seemed different. Everything seemed wrong. When she finally looked down, she saw that her arms were gone. She could still feel them, somewhat anyway…

She didn't understand what had happened, but she tried to flex her fingers at her hands. She couldn't.

Impulses started down along her nerves, but it was like they couldn't find that eventual destination.

What was wrong with her? What had they done?

Even when she ran her tongue along the roof of her mouth, she felt that strange disconnection.

She had a split tongue...like a snake.

That's when the former attorney heard a voice. It was digitized; she couldn't make out exactly who spoke. "I bet you're hungry. Let's start off with something simple." That's when a small panel in the floor slid away. Adriana could see the mirror in front of her, and she guessed that there would be people on the other side. Trainers? Her new tormentors?

Breathing heavier now, she could feel her chest expand against the contours of her new prison. The suit wrapped around her body felt like some kind of prison. She tried to strain, to break free, but she couldn't.

Within just a few seconds, she stopped. She considered herself to be a very rational individual. Consequently, she wouldn't waste energy by struggling when she knew it was futile. The people who worked at this facility knew what they were doing. If they wanted to keep her trapped within the shape of a snake, then there was nothing she could do about it.

Or rather, she would have to put up with this for the time being.

Once the panel had slid back, something rose up right in front of her.

"We will start a timer. Your goal is to lick the lollipop clean before the timer reaches zero. If you fail, the orderlies will punish you."

The girl opened her mouth, and she tried to speak. Real sounds failed to emerge.

Instead, her eyes watered as the pieces fit together, she made the connections, and she instantly saw the truth.

They had done something to her, not just to her arms and legs, not just to her back or her tongue or the skin around her eyes. Instead, they had altered her throat as well. The surgeon must have messed with her vocal cords. When she closed her eyes and focused, she could imagine it again. Or was that a memory? Did she recall the scalpel slicing down into the base of her neck as the doctor worked.

When she tried to speak, Adriana hissed.

At first, she couldn't really believe it. She couldn't really accept it.

She understood that there were games played in the wider world, and that the stakes could be high. She knew that there were corporations messing with one another. She knew that there were individuals like her stepmother who wielded tremendous power. In theory, every individual was supposed to be equal before the law, but Adriana had never been naïve enough to believe something like that.

Despite everything, however, she had always believed she would have her voice. It was her most powerful weapon, but now she tried to speak again. Her heart pounded faster, her breath rattled in her throat, and she hissed again. Her forked tongue slid out along her bottom lip, and she hated that muscle memory. Trying to speak meant this new humiliation.

She jerked against the confines of her suit. Before, Adriana had gamely acknowledged that she was trapped within her outfit. Then again, she didn't really understand what had been done to her.

Now she had started to figure it out, and her emotions threatened to swell up.

"Start licking, girl," came the digitized voice again.

She pushed forward, slithering along the ground as well as she could. Suddenly, there was that lollipop right in front of her.

She was hungry. She was tired. She needed the sugar.

That's why she leaned down, and she started to lick. She ran her forked tongue along the smooth, crystallized sugar.

After a little while, she slowed down.

Several more seconds went by, and she pulled her head back. She closed her eyes, and she refused to continue. This was too much. It was too humiliating, too degrading. She was better than this!

Even as she tried to tell herself all of this, the voice came back on. "Your time is almost out." At this point, Adriana didn't care about the warning.

Another panel opened, only this one was much larger. It was a doorway.

A powerful man in a white uniform stood there, his broad shoulders on display as he strode closer and closer.

The snake girl instantly tried to scurry away. She did her best to slither off. She had awoken within a darkened cave, and she didn't even care if it was artificial, so long as she could take refuge there once again.

Unfortunately for Adriana, she wasn't fast enough. She wasn't anywhere near fast enough! The orderly strode forward, stomping as he cut the distance between them. Then he reached down, and he grabbed her by the back of her neck. His fingers pinched down, and he easily found the small opening. He forced her up, he shoved her against the wall, and then she found herself utterly helpless as he lifted the cane and prepared himself.

At first, the girl thought she could take it. She had always been so cold, so perfectly detached. When it came to emotional trauma, she could build up the psychological barrier she needed to defend herself.

This was different, however. It wasn't a book. It wasn't some difficult exam or a challenging project created by an instructor. This was pain!

The orderly slammed the cane down, striking hard along her body. The snake girl tried to scream. In that moment, she really wanted to believe that she was just a girl. She wasn't as smart as she had always imagined. After all, she ended up here. She had listened to her craven father and her idiotic brother. Technically, there had been no reason for her to get involved. Even if she didn't get any part of the inheritance, she was still at the top of her class. She would be coming from one of the most prestigious law schools in the country! Between her internships and expertise, she knew she would make partner by the time she hit twenty-seven. She'd be rich on her own; she could build her own empire. She didn't have to rely on theft.

And yet, it had seemed so easy…

Now, the same spot flashed behind her eyes with sickening speed as the orderly swung down, striking hard against her scaled suit. The body glove made it impossible for her to get away. Worse, this orderly seemed so impossibly strong. In actuality, he was just a man. He may have been a strong man, but he wasn't anything truly remarkable or special. Then again, he was strong enough to hold her right there as he disciplined her.

Adriana would've squealed. She would've screamed.

Instead, she could only hiss and wheeze out those sharp sounds as the pain flooded her body. She couldn't cry out like a little girl. Because she had become this animal, it didn't matter what she did or said.

Then he stopped.

Adriana dropped forward. She was braced on her knees, her torso lifted up. She wanted to blink back the tears, but she didn't have the use of her limbs.

"It's a shame you couldn't handle the lollipop," came the digital voice. "Maybe we need to try something else. Is that it? Yes, let's try something else, shall we?"

There was something about that tone, that intonation that of voice. She glanced back up at the mirrored reflection in front of her, and she had to wonder if that was actually Sophie.

Could it be?

Right away, hope blossomed in her chest, and she opened her mouth again to reveal her serpentine fangs. Her tongue slipped out from between her teeth, and she hissed again. This pretty little lawyer would have liked to call out something eager and desperate, something like, "Please. Please, just let me go. Please, I'm not like them. I know I messed up, but I can make it up to you. Please, just give me a chance!" She would have begged and groveled. She would have discarded her stoic façade for the chance to get out of the Crestwood Asylum.

Then again, that was the entire point. The patients who came here were cured of their delusions; they were fixed and properly reintegrated into society (assuming they didn't disappear altogether).

"You may have failed with the lollipop, but let's try something else, shall we?"

This new panel appeared along the wall, and Adriana saw it: a plastic, hollow phallus. It couldn't be mistaken for anything but a cock. Not only that, it came with a pair of hairy balls right underneath.

"After that beating, you probably want some nutrition. If you can lick the balls and suck sufficiently, you will get it. Go on, girl. You don't want me to bring in a pair of orderlies this time, do you?"

The slits of her nostrils tightened; her entire body tensed.

If she waited too long, she would be punished. That much was obvious. Not only that, she was no threat in her mangled state.

As Adriana considered all of these different variables, she found herself slithering forward. She scooted along on her stomach. As she moved, she could feel and taste the dirt along her nostrils and at the tip of her tongue while she made her way forward. Someone was watching this. It was being recorded. And even if she didn't get an observer right then or there, she was sure that the proprietor of this facility would love to show her off.

She could become a cautionary tale.

Adriana may have hated all of this, but she was hungry. She needed to maintain her strength, so she lifted herself up again in front of the plastic cock.

Her eyes narrowed, and there was that hot frustration, especially because she was supposed to be a brilliant girl. By so many metrics, she had outshined her classmates. Only now, even the dumbest members of her graduating class would enjoy a life of luxury compared to her serpentine subjugation.

Within seconds, she was right in front of that phallus. She stared downward, and a bolt of hot frustration blasted through her body. She couldn't help it. After all, she had dated a few boys. For her, they were investments, she allowed them to take her out. Consequently, she ask a few questions, and she waited to see whether or not they would be smart enough or insightful enough to actually impress her.

They never were.

She didn't bother sleeping with most of them. Once or twice, she had needed some stress relief, but that was her using them.

Obviously, she had never gone down on a guy.

Despite her inexperience, there it was, a fake cock right in front of her with those disgustingly harry balls dangling in front of her. Her body tensed, her stomach clenched, and she tried to swallow down the revulsion. At the same time, she considered the agony from the caning.

Her eyes watered as the voice told her, "Suck, girl. Suck like an eager little slut. Show us what you can do with that forked tongue of yours."

The words crushed her; they forced Adriana to comply. She leaned ahead, she wrapped her mouth around the cock, and she sucked, making it wet almost immediately as she bobbed her head forward, drew back, and worshiped it.

She didn't have to make any sound. For that, she could be grateful. At the same time, she knew that this was an artificial toy, so she didn't have to worry about actually pleasing anyone either.

Adriana had understood the importance of human sexuality, especially when it came to men. Even if she saw most guys as a waste of space, she still understood that there were lots of powerful men in the world. As such, she needed to understand them and their desires and their impulses and instincts. That's why she was aware of the men who wanted the girls down on their knees. Her lips parted as she got ready to suck. Eye contact mattered. Those girls had to look up. They had to demonstrate that awareness of their subordination. Those girls were little more than toys and sex slaves. Even if they willingly and eagerly jumped at the chance to give a blow job on the off chance it might lead to something better, they still did it. And deep down, those men experienced a rush of primal satisfaction. They could feel powerful, like conquerors…

Only in that moment, with the cameras aimed at her, Adriana became the conquered. She licked and sucked, gliding the tips of her forked tongue along the shaft.

She bobbed her head forward and back, going faster and faster. The digitized voice told her, "Keep going, girl. Show us what you can do. You have to be eager. You have to be up front about this. There is no hiding this."

Adriana understood what the speaker meant. Normally, she could keep her feelings to herself. She could hide from the realities of what she did.

Right then and there, however, she was being owned. She was being used.

Humiliation splashed over her body, heating her skin underneath her scaled suit.

Adriana kept licking. She kept sucking exactly as they wanted.

When she first started to taste it, she thought it was a joke. There was something about the salty flavor and texture that seemed ridiculous.

Only then, she realized that her nutrition, whatever it might be, had been designed to look like male ejaculate.

All at once, she decided that she didn't care. She could go hungry! Even if the weakness spread across her body, she would take it. She would tolerate it. She was too good for this!

While she had been busy sucking, the orderly had crept back into the terrarium, and so when she tried to pull her head back, he braced his meaty palm against the back of her skull. He pushed her forward, yanked her back, thrusting her mouth against the silicon cock as she had to face-fuck the toy before her.

Worse, it kept spurting, blowing gulp after gulp against the back of her throat. Again and again, she swallowed it down until her captors, whoever they were, were finally satisfied. The orderly let go, and he stepped away.

Adriana wished she could attack him or insult him. But no, that wasn't an option.

"Are you satisfied?" Amanda asked.

Sophie turned back to that woman. "Bring in the horny bitch. Let's see what he can do with this girl."

For several minutes, Adriana remained there, braced. She glanced around the rest of her enclosure, and she contemplated what she might be able to do to escape. Unfortunately, she wasn't a fool, which meant she couldn't embrace any kind of false hope. While the other prisoners who came to the Crestwood Asylum often nursed those fantasies of escape and retribution for days or weeks or months, Adriana was smarter than that. She could run through the different variables and relevant data points.

There might come an opportunity. She had to acknowledge that underlying reality. There were plenty of variables of which she knew nothing. Consequently, she couldn't rule out the possibility of escape, only she didn't know when or how something like that could take place.

Another panel opened behind her, and she expected a different orderly.

"What?" Adriana wanted to ask. She wished she could have spotted one of the cameras. They were almost certainly there. Part of her actually wished for the chance to defy her captors, whoever they were precisely. She wanted to tell them something like, "What're you going to do to me now? You just made me suck a cock? Do you think it can get any worse than that?"

It could.

For once, this brilliant girl had a failure of imagination.

Normally, she knew how to slice through different possibilities. Only now, she started to turn around when she detected that movement in her peripheral vision. She tilted her head to the side, and then she saw a blur of motion.

She didn't know that Max had been taken into one of the side containment units. She didn't know that someone had used the controller to inject him. The ring around his cock stimulated him, delivering those aphrodisiacs. His normal libido became amplified, the desires swamping his thoughts. He was panting hard, desperate for the chance to bury his dick in something warm and wet.

Then the door opened, and he could smell her. Not only that, he instantly spotted her opening.

There. That was good enough.

He rushed forward, sprinting along as fast as he could like a dog.

She saw it, and she tried to pull away. She tried to jerk free, but he launched himself forward, grabbed her by the nape of her neck, pushed her face to the dirty ground, and plunged into her slit. His cock stretched and strained the walls of her pussy.

Worse, she was dry, at least at first, only then there was the ejaculate, the droplets of his excitement, and so much more. Worse, he started to climax almost immediately.

The staked girl tried to scream out. If nothing else, she wished she could just voice her frustration.

She couldn't expel the air. She couldn't get away. She couldn't fight back or kick or punch. As a snake, she could throw her tail from side to side, and that was it. She made those serpentine sounds, and maybe there were a pair of women off to the side, laughing as this coldhearted brat took her punishment.

The dog pushed down, going in deeper now. With every thrust, he brought himself closer and closer to that next climax. That's when the spikes emerged. They shot out, and they dug into her skin.

The exterior of her suit may have given her a lizard-like appearance. Unfortunately for her, she was still warm and spongy and fleshy right at that opening. His dog dick dug down, trapping his shaft deep within her as he held her down.

She could smell his breath; she could feel the heat of those frantic gasps along the sides of her face.

On and on, he pumped into her, humping this girl even as she tried to scream.

Part 9:

"Please, my dear. Please? Will you let me see? You tell me these stories, and they sound so fantastic. May I look just for a little bit? Please?" Ryan pleaded, his voice straining.

She considered him. He was much younger than her. Not only that, he was pretty dumb. Ironically, she thought of him as something like a golden retriever: sweet and loyal but ultimately unable to comprehend how the world really worked. He could pant, his tongue sliding along his bottom lip, and he might stare up at her with undisguised adoration, but he would never be able to think for himself.

Then again, Ryan didn't seem interested in conjuring his own ideas. Instead, this boy seemed perfectly willing and eager to do whatever she said.

When she first found him online, she was blunt. She told him that she wasn't interested in a boy who would try to fight her. She would take control, and if he resisted, there would be problems.

When they first met, he got down on his knees, and he looked up at her. He told her, his voice breaking with adoration, "You are a beautiful and powerful and experienced woman. You know so much more than I do. If you take me in and take care of me, I will do everything to make you happy."

She had blinked, surprised by that unadulterated declaration. More than that, her instincts and paranoia had been sharpened by everything that happened with Sebastian.

But Sebastian had thought of himself as an intelligent man, someone who could be her equal. Perhaps that was why he had tried to murder her in the first place. Perhaps it wasn't even a question of money (he had access to very generous accounts, meaning that he had never been unable to splurge or spend whenever he felt like it). Rather, he needed to prove something to the world or to himself.

Ryan didn't have that problem.

Over the course of months, while the members of her former family endured the transformation, Sophie had allowed herself some time to rest and recover. Technically, she had been tempted by the possibility of throwing herself back into work. She could have concentrated on the investment fund, the new developments, and a variety of different deals. There was always more work to do. Even if she technically accomplished everything she had tried, there were other ways, other ideas, new strategies and possibilities.

Even when things looked grim across the planet, there were always other tactics she could try and chances she might take.

Instead, she had gone online and she found this boy.

Dumb and eager to please, he gave her everything he had. As promised, he always looked at her with that dedicated excitement in his face. He was a cheerful and happy boy who understood that he belonged to her (as long as she would have him). Consequently, she didn't have to worry about him.

It was relaxing. It was so refreshing.

Sooner than she had planned, she took Ryan to bed with her. She grabbed this man, shoved him down, and stripped him. She was about to ride his cock when he looked up at her. "May I serve you?"

Her eyes narrowed, "Serve me?" He had a lovely dick, and she looked forward to riding it.

"I'd love to go down on you...with your permission," he told her. Even though he had asked very nicely, she could read the desires playing across his handsome face. He was a pretty boy; more than that, it was that special brand of complicity and dedication that impressed her.

He wasn't trying to manipulate her.

Instead, he had been impressed by her power, and he recognized something.

"How do you feel about me?"

Then he told her exactly what she had hoped to hear. He confirmed everything she had already suspected, "You’re my superior. You are superior to me, and I will be so obedient for you. I will do whatever you want! Please, I want you to keep me." He sounded like an eager little puppy dog desperate to stay with his new owner.

"You can service me," she said. At that point, she had stripped down to just her bra. She lowered herself onto the bed, lifted her knees, spread her legs, and waited.

Sebastian had gone down on her a couple of times, but his attention had always been lackadaisical and fundamentally unimpressive.

This boy was completely different.

When she gave him permission, he slid his head down between her legs, and he reached out. He brushed his fingers along her thighs and up toward her stomach. At the same time, his tongue danced hungrily along her pussy. He slid in deep, worshiping her. He made her climax once, twice, three times. It had been a revelation, like something she had never experienced before.

Only then, they started talking more. "Interesting," he said. "I think I have had a little bit of a revelation. The last time you had me over, you mentioned something. Your ex-husband. What was his name again? Lennox?"

In that moment, she thought about whether or not this might be a problem. "Yes…"

If he noticed the shift in her demeanor, he said nothing. "I used to know a girl, Adriana Lennox. Was there some relation?" He chuckled. "I hope not. She was always such a bitch in high school! She thought she was so smart."

"Yes. That's the same girl," Sophie said. And then she reached over, and she cupped his cheek in her hand. "But don't worry. That girl is long gone." Then she saw the loyalty in his eyes, and she knew she wanted to test this. "If you're curious, I can tell you all about her."

"Let me guess," he said sourly. "She's a doctor or lawyer or something else impressive? I bet she earned a bunch of really good grades. She may have been a bitch, but she was smart. She always knew exactly how to manipulate everyone."

Again, Sophie knew that this was dangerous. She could see the threat for what it was. And yet, she loved having this boy around. Not only that, she admired his youth, his cruelty, and his dedication to her. That's why she asked, "Would you like to hear a little secret?"

"Always," he said, his eyes glowing with hope and desire.

"That girl is now a pet. I keep her in a cage along with her brother and father. They all belong to me."

She watched and waited, curious to see exactly how he would respond. "Can I see?"

And so she had shown him. At the same time, she tested him to see exactly how he would respond. She didn't say anything; she didn't offer him any kind of warning, yet she was studying this boy, effectively testing him. If he didn't like what he saw, she could always ship him off to the Crestwood Asylum as well.

It didn't come to that, because he loved seeing the jackass, the horny wolf, and that conniving snake.

A week after she had taken her transformed family back home, Sophie called out to Ryan. She announced that she wanted to have a picnic on the estate. "I'll get everything ready," he promised.

That meant packing up, getting the animals prepared, and meeting her out near the back porch.

Sophie took her time as she got dressed. She pulled on a dark blue sundress, black boots, and white gloves. As she prepared herself, she enjoyed the process. At the same time, she couldn't wait to see Ryan handle the livestock. He had enjoyed playing with the animals before. He could punish them cruelly. He had spent plenty of time shocking Sebastian, her former husband. Not only that, Ryan had enjoyed toying with the wolf, playing and forcing the dog to run around the yard.

Luckily for her, the estate was large enough that no one would notice the strange creatures.

When she presented herself, he was standing there, almost like some guardian waiting for his Mistress. Ryan saw her standing there at the top of the steps, and he even did a little bow. He held onto the leash leading back to Sebastian's nose ring. He tugged, and the feminized donkey let out a whimper.

By now, Sebastian had to carry everything on his back: food, canes, and a doggie ball.

"Shall we?" Ryan asked as he held out his arm.

Sophie took the proffered grip, and she walked along with him. They took their time. Behind them, the animals trotted along, knowing full well that anything other than perfect behavior would result in terrible punishments. Besides, each of the animals had been equipped with a shock collar. Any bad reactions on their part would mean enduring real agony.

She even had Max on a leash. Sophie took it, and she walked him. There was something fascinating about having him trot along like an eager dog. Occasionally, she glanced back at him. Once in a while, she thought she saw some reticence, some reluctance, or some sense of regret, as though he had never really understood what was going on.

Technically, all three of them probably could have used that excuse. Adriana might have said something about how she was just following her father. Her father might have said something about how he just wanted to show the world that he was capable of doing something ambitious. Then Max was too dumb to do anything but chase after his ambitions. He wanted the money to make his chain of gyms a reality (even if he never figured out an actual business model).

Too bad. Their justifications and excuses changed nothing.

She glanced over her shoulder at Adriana. The snake was doing her best to keep up, but it was so much harder for her.

Ryan saw this, spun around, and snarled something. "You're slowing us down," he growled as he pulled one of the canes off of the donkey's pack. Lifting up the implement, he struck, laughing hard. "How does that feel, snake girl? How does it feel to be down on your stomach, exactly where you belong? How does it feel, knowing that you used to be the smartest girl in our class!" He laughed as he struck again and again, swinging the cane down in that angry blur.

Adriana couldn't answer. She endured the punishment, taking one blow after another.

"That's enough," Sophie announced.

He was panting. Not only that, it was obvious he had savored releasing that kind of cruelty. With her, he was adoring like no one else. But to the rest of the world, he could become her hungry attack dog.

Sophie was more than satisfied.

They continued along the estate, only stopping at an ash tree beside a slow moving brook.

"I have something special to show you," said Sophie's paramour.

"Oh?" she asked.

"I hope it's okay, but I've been doing some extra work with Max." Ironically, Ryan seemed to enjoy using the wolf's old name. "We've been having fun together, haven’t we, boy?"

The transformed dog lifted his head and he let out a little whimpering sound.

Sophie was relaxing and leaning against a tree, her knees bent and her hands resting on her lap. She watched, intrigued. Since she didn't stop him, Ryan rose to his feet again, and he walked over toward the dog. Her lover had the cane out again. He let it gently swing as he got ready.

"Down, boy," Ryan ordered.

Behind him, Adriana hissed. She must've been thinking about the power and influence she had once expected to wield as an attorney. Or maybe she was simply thinking about everything she had lost. Then again, maybe it was a different kind of fear response, Sophie reflected as she observed. At the same time, she had this other smile tugging at the corners of her mouth, especially when she watched her boy work with her dog.

A little rumbling growl vibrated at the base of Max's throat. Even so, he did it.

Sophie watched the obedient dog as he dropped down with his haunches up, and his forelimbs folded under him. He put his chin on the soft grass as he stared ahead.

"Not bad," Sophie said with that same smile.

"That's just the beginning!" Ryan replied. He turned his attention back to the canine. "Roll over, boy. Rule over like a good dog for your owner. Come on, boy. You know you want to do it."

Sophie could've compelled Max's good behavior with just a tap of a button. More than that, she obviously had her own intimidating presence as well. For a woman like this, taunting or mocking or breaking a simpering twit like Max would have been easy enough. Still, she enjoyed the show. Simultaneously, she watched Ryan, and she wondered if he understood his own limitations.

Probably not. He was a boy, a foolish boy, but he had seemed loyal enough. Simultaneously, she considered her backup plans in case he ever tried anything.

Max rolled over like a good dog, throwing himself to the left and rolling around on the grass. "Stop," Ryan said.

Max froze. His body twitched and shivered, but the dog still didn't move. He was on his back, his erection prominent and on display. Simply because he could, Ryan reached down with the tip of the cane, and he stroked the wolf's cock.

That domesticated animal obviously hated this. Maybe it was the idea of being on display, or maybe it was the raw stimulation itself. Either way, Max squirmed helplessly as his heart kicked and the heat splashed along his skin underneath his dog suit.

"And let's not forget that test of loyalty, shall we?" Ryan announced. He went over to one of the containers on Sebastian's back, opened it, and came back with a little piece of salami.

"Beg, boy," Ryan ordered.

Sophie could tell just how much Max hated this. After all, he was supposed to be this fierce, independent businessman. That was how he always saw himself. That was how Max had always worked to convince the girls to sleep with him. If they didn't like his muscles or looks enough, this boy could always rely on his gravitas. Granted, he had never gone to college, but he usually went after the bimbos who didn't understand what a university education meant anyway. Rather, he could compare himself to those business visionaries (usually the guys who simply got lucky by getting there first), the ones who started out with excellent family connections, but somehow described themselves as self-made. Except now, all of that had been taken away…

Sophie smiled.

Even now, despite all of his training, Max pushed himself up onto his haunches, he shoved his limbs down, and he raised his paws as he began to beg. He whimpered. He made these pathetic little noises, all while Ryan held his hand up with that little slice of meat in play. "You want this? You want this, boy? Because, you know, if you're not wagging, I can't really be sure that you want this."

The dog's nostrils flared, and he was panting. He was wagging his butt from side to side now.

At this point, Sophie decided to clap for both of them. Her lover was working so hard to please her, which was ultimately his main purpose anyway. Simultaneously, Max had to endure the humiliation of being put on display like this.

Glancing over to the side, she contemplated Sebastian as well. He stared back at her with dull, listless eyes as though he could no longer think. Perhaps that really was the case, she reflected. It was all too easy to imagine him succumbing completely and embracing his new life as an animal. He had drifted so much.

And yet…

Sophie glanced back at him, and she watched him. He stared back at her, but he didn't seem angry or upset. At the same time, she decided that he was still in there. He was enduring that humiliation. At best, he wanted to hide his feelings, but she could sense the truth. She knew that he was struggling with his complicity, especially while his beloved, firstborn son had to struggle with Ryan's humiliating tricks.

"Oh, that's not good enough," Ryan said, drawing Sophie's attention again. "I'm thinking we need to try something else. Nose up."

The wolf stiffened. Obviously, he hated this. Even if he was supposed to be just a dumb animal, he silently fumed and raged at this indignity.

Of the three animals, he seemed like he was the one who tried to retain as much of his dignity and poise as possible. Still, he lifted his nose toward the sky, and Ryan set the little piece of meat right there. When the boy breathed in, he must've been able to capture the salty aroma within his nostrils. Considering how he mostly ate dog food now, this slice of meat must've made his mouth water.

"Are you sure you're not being too mean to him?" Sophie asked.

Ryan glanced over his shoulder at his patroness. "I think it's really good for him," he announced. "This doggie boy needs to learn. Besides, I think it's best when the animals respect their superiors."

"I couldn't agree more," she said after a few seconds to placate her boy toy.

Ryan snatched up the meat, and he looked down into the dog's eyes, and he saw the hope there. Simply because he could, Ryan threw the slice of salami into his mouth, and he chewed and swallowed, all while the wolf watched.

In that instant, Sophie seriously wondered whether or not she would need to use the controller to subdue Max. The frustration flashed across his handsome features again. He may have been a dog, but he still retained some of those good looks.

Dr. Chen's programs and modifications held; the dog started whimpering. He must've understood just how pathetic he seemed to be, but he couldn't stop himself. Those plaintive little noises cut across the air, and they made Sophie smile again, especially when she remembered those stabbing headaches and the twisting nausea at the pit of her stomach. In truth, she doubted she would ever forget those pains or the accompanying fear.

The fear.

That was probably one of the worst parts. Then again, it was hard to choose between those wracking sensations, the uncertain dread, and the betrayal. She smirked at this point, and then she decided that she wasn't going to intervene. If Ryan wanted to play around with the animals, that was fine with her. There was a reason why she had taken on this menagerie in the first place.

Obviously, she had considered selling them. They would have made quite a fetching trio at auction. At the same time, however, she had looked into their eyes, and she saw something special there, even now: fear.

Good, she found herself reflecting again and again. These three deserved to be her property. If she had sold them off, she wasn't sure they would have received the "proper" attention that they deserved. Even now, she looked back at the snake girl, and Adriana hissed, her tongue cutting across the air. Over the last few days, Sophie had decided that this meant she was nervous.

That was how it should work, Sophie had decided. That was best.

Then again, she didn't really care about "best". At this point, she was focused on her ambitions, especially when it came to her new boy.

As that thought crossed her mind, he jogged over to the donkey, reached into one of the baskets and pulled something else out. "Are you watching? Are you watching, Sophie?" He sounded so enthusiastic.

That was what she wanted. Sebastian had always been so listless, as though his ennui somehow gave him gravitas or depth. In truth, he had always been an intellectually incompetent boy, someone who hadn't been able to push ahead and to delve into the deeper questions of the world. Still, he wanted to be special. He wanted to be unique.

Smirking, she whispered, "Are you feeling unique now?" Whether the donkey could hear her or not wasn't an issue. Clearly, he wouldn't be able to respond, so it didn't matter what she said to him.

"Sophie, my dear, are you watching? Are you watching?" Ryan asked. He sounded like an excited little boy, or maybe he was a different kind of dog. She reflected on that for another moment as he tossed the red, rubber ball into the air. "Let's see what we can make them do, shall we?" Even as he spoke, Ryan was jumping from foot to foot, eager to get her attention.

He looked back at the wolf, he grinned, and the dog actually shook his head from side to side. Clearly, Max really didn't want to play this game, only his desires and instincts had become irrelevant. What he wanted now meant nothing, especially because Ryan was about to make this point all over again.

He threw the ball into the air. It cut across the blue sky, only to drop right back down between his hands. He grabbed it, he lifted it, and he looked right back at the doggie boy. "Go on. Go run. Chase the ball." He "threw" it.

Of course, Sophie saw the game. Even though Ryan jerked his arm back and swung hard, he held onto the ball. Even so, Max wasn't especially bright. He raced after the ball, searching between the different bushes and the flowing waves of grass. He jerked his head down, and he searched and searched.

Finally, Ryan decided to let the dimwit in on the joke. "Looking for this? Is this what you're looking for, Max?"

Jerking his head up, the dog turned around, and he saw the ball back in Ryan's hand...as if by magic. Hot frustration played across his face, but there was nothing he could do about it.

"Boys, I think it's time for you to come back over here," Sophie called out.

Ryan immediately turned. He looked back at her, and he asked, "Is there anything I can do for you? Would you like me to massage your feet? Or maybe you would like carnal delights?" Unlike his predecessor, Ryan understood what it meant to be an excellent lover. He could be attentive and dedicated. He could push all of his efforts toward satisfying Sophie.

"Not in front of the animals," Sophie said, although she paused for a moment as she considered the possibilities. Dismissing it, she instead said, "For the time being, I think I would like something to drink."

"Absolutely," Ryan replied. "Your pleasure is always my top priority." He moved over to the bags hanging off of Sebastian's back, and he pulled out a pair of wine glasses. Then he leaned forward, and he squeezed Sebastian's right breast. The donkey sneered, obviously frustrated by this but simultaneously smart enough not to fight or resist. Donkeys, of course, had a bad reputation for stubbornness. That wasn't the case with this specimen. He had been trained, tamed, and perfectly broken.

Even if he hated what was happening to him with every fiber of his being, Sebastian still couldn't resist.

He was hiding, Sophie realized. Even though he looked like nothing but a dumb animal, he still understood what was happening. He hated it, and he wished he could fight it, but he was just barely smart enough to understand that there was nothing he could do. He wouldn't be able to win, so he had to acquiesce and accept his fate. After all, Sophie wouldn't tolerate any other outcome.

Ryan filled their glasses, came over, and handed one to her. She took it, lifted it to her lips, and savored the vintage. "Excellent," she said. "And you know what? I think I will take you up on that offer. Massage my feet, Ryan."

He leaned down, unzipped her boots, and pulled them off, first the left, then the right. From there, he kneeled in front of her, and he massaged her feet just as she wanted. Sebastian would have offered this kind of service back before his domestication, but he would have been reluctant about it. At the same time, he certainly would have tried to argue, perhaps hoping to distract her with one idea or another.

"This is what I need," she said, looking back at the animals. "Stupid beasts of burden, dumb and easily controlled."

"Absolutely," Ryan agreed.

Sophie glanced back at him, and she smiled, savoring the fact that he didn't understand how he qualified as one of her domesticated creatures. That was fine with her; there was no need to enlighten him. "I won't make those past mistakes again. Rather, we should focus on the future. How about a toast?"

"And what are we celebrating today?" Ryan asked.

Sophie smiled at her boy first, only then she let her gaze slide over to her former husband, then his two children. Her eyes settled on Adriana again. Even now, she could see the intellect behind those slitted pupils. Between the three of them, perhaps Adriana endured the worst punishment. After all, she was still smart enough to contemplate how she might be able to escape. That wasn't going to happen. Even if she managed to get out of her terrarium (the one Sophie had specially constructed on her property), she wouldn't be able to reverse the surgeries. Just as importantly, the legal system she had once hoped to manipulate now thought she was dead. She had no accounts, no money, no assets, nothing. In that moment, she couldn't even speak. There was no way for her to tell anyone who she "really" was supposed to be.

Perfect, Sophie thought. She glanced back at that snake. She wanted this girl to contemplate her decisions again and again, to run through the same calculations with that fierce intellect and to come to the exact same conclusion over and over again. She had been foolish to go along with her brother and father. She never should have crossed a woman like Sophie.

"To the beasts of burden," Sophie said, clinking her glass against Ryan's.

At the same time, she leaned over, and she tapped the cup against one of Sebastian's baskets. Her former husband bristled. He tried so hard to hide it, but she saw that little flicker of humiliated frustration. "And to the boys who overreach." She took her sip, she enjoyed it, and Ryan drank with her.

For the next few minutes, she relaxed as her boy massaged her feet. She leaned back, closed her eyes, and relaxed in the bliss of control and power.

After a little while, the hunger got the best of her, so she glanced back at her boy. "Go on. You can make our lunch now."

"Absolutely," he said cheerfully. He opened the baskets, prepared their meal, and she looked down at the plate in front of her: exotic cheeses, crackers, grapes, and little slices of gourmet meats. She nodded approvingly.

In the meantime, the animals watched. They stared on, desperate for the chance to have something.

"I know what you're thinking," she said to the three of them. Even though they couldn't speak, the desperation played across their features. Perhaps they were trying to hide it from her. If so, they failed aesthetically. But again, that was exactly what she wanted from them. "You all want some of this, don't you? Especially you, Max. You worked so hard, but your mean trainer didn't give you anything, did he?"

"It's good for them," Ryan insisted. "You don't want to spoil them."

"No," Sophie agreed, her tone sharpening. "We wouldn't want to spoil the dumb animals, would we?"

Most often, all three of them tried to hide their intelligence in one way or another. They understood that if they could act like idiotic beasts, then this woman might not pay attention to them. And if she did pay attention to them, then maybe things would be just a little bit easier? That was their hope, anyway. Only now, she focused on the three, and a playful little game occurred to her. "I bet one of you would love to have a human meal today. You must get so tired of eating like animals." She smirked. "Max, you already had your chance. Sebastian and Adriana, you'll get a chance. I'm thinking of a race." She casually reached up and touched one finger to her cheek. "Do you see that tree right there? Whoever gets there and comes back first will win. And the victor will get to enjoy a real meal. How does that sound?"

Both the donkey and the snake nodded eagerly.

Perhaps Adriana was thinking about how she was supposed to be too good for this. If so, those reactions got subsumed by her eager desire. She wanted this. She needed this. Only then, this look of dismay seemed to flash across her face. Right away, Sophie understood, and she had prepared for this. "Since Adriana is obviously a lot slower, let's make this interesting, shall we?"

"What did you have in mind?" Ryan asked, his eyes sparkling with eager delight. The wolf continued to look on sullenly, disappointed by the fact that he couldn't participate. Too bad for him, Sophie thought disdainfully.

"You get to ride the donkey," Sophie announced.

"I like it!" Ryan agreed cheerfully.

Then again, if he hadn't been willing to play along with her games, then she would have gotten rid of him very quickly.

Thoroughly satisfied by the wine and her meal, Sophie set her plate to side, and the dog rushed forward to lick at the crumbs. That was as close to a human meal as he would get anytime soon. She didn't mind. If anything, she enjoyed seeing him desperately slide his tongue along the plate as he searched for one more taste of something that wasn't dog food.

Strolling ahead, Sophie turned back to the donkey, then the snake girl. "The rules are simple. Whoever gets to the tree and back here again wins. Are you ready? Are you set?" Ryan climbed into position. He wobbled. It was especially difficult considering that he hadn't removed the donkey's pack. Still, Sebastian bristled. He hated this all over again. But at the same time, he wouldn't sabotage his chances. Worse, Ryan held onto the cane. He would be able to strike down hard and fast to make sure this boy went fast.

"And Ryan," Sophie continued, "Make sure you stay on the donkey. Donkey boy, if you lose your rider, you can't win."

Sebastian narrowed his eyes. He made some stupid, braying sound, but Sophie understood him well enough.

She waited a few more seconds, lifted both of her arms into the air, felt silly, and enjoyed it anyway since she knew she was the most powerful individual there. She didn't have to worry about her own sense of dignity, not when everyone out among these fields understood exactly what kind of power she wielded. "Go!"

Right away, the donkey rushed forward, kicking his hooves down against the ground. Almost immediately, Ryan slipped from his perch on top of that, the dumb beast. At the same time, Adriana rushed forward, pushing herself ahead, but it was awkward in her suit. She felt ridiculous, especially because she knew her brother was watching. Sophie was watching.

Maybe the snake girl wanted to try to impress Sophie. Perhaps if she could behave long enough and well enough, she might be able to earn some kind of redemption. It seemed unlikely, but there were few options.

More than that, the former lawyer probably didn't want to think about it, yet the desire for real food made her mouth water. She could feel that extra saliva at the roof of her mouth, and even along her elongated fangs.

Ryan climbed back up on. The donkey started running again. He easily outpaced the snake.

Only then, Ryan slipped right off.

The donkey spun around, and he glared at his rider, perhaps wondering whether or not Ryan was doing this on purpose. At the same time, he had to hate this man for the simple fact that he was now with Sophie.

For Sebastian, his old marriage had always seemed so stifling and boring. Although he had understood the necessity of securing the largess of a woman like Sophie, he had always been so bored, thinking she should go out and have some more fun. Her business always seemed so dull and dreary. He never understood the strategies, the complexity, or what might drive her forward as she strived to expand and defend her business empire. Even so, she had to look at this young man, especially because Ryan was grinning even as he wobbled slightly. "Okay, let's try that again," said Sophie's new lover.

Sebastian had to carry him. He had to carry that pathetic whelp, and there was nothing he could do about it...not if he wanted that meal. He thought of the cheeses, the meats, the incredible feel of real human food. He was tired of everything they had been feeding him: dry and crunchy and ultimately flavorless.

In the meantime, Sophie laughed as Ryan climbed back into position.

Making her way slowly and steadily toward the tree, Adriana started to think that maybe she could win.

Unfortunately for her, Ryan got back into place, and now he kicked his heels against the donkey's flanks. Even if he wished he could just be stubborn and defiant, Sebastian wasn't brave enough for that. Even now, Ryan swung down with his cane, striking hard at the livestock's backside. A burst of pain sizzled along his body. His eyes watered, and he started running again, faster this time.

Ryan slipped off again.

When Adriana made it to the tree, she spun around. She looked back at her father, and she could only watch as the other man climbed on top, slapped down, and made the donkey's breasts jiggle. Shame shot through her. At the same time, she wondered how she could have ever been foolish enough to listen to the idiot boys in her family. If she had been allowed to speak, she could have gone up to Sophie and begged for forgiveness. She could have said something like, "I thought I should listen to my brother and father. It was the dumbest mistake of my life." Then again, it was too easy to imagine Sophie looking down into her eyes, smirking, and agreeing.

Breathing hard, the cool air rushing along her fangs, Adriana pushed ahead again. In her suit, moving was almost impossible. Still, she kept slithering forward, struggling and working as best she could!

Inch by inch, she made it. At the same time, she could hear Ryan curse again as he fell off. At the same time, Sophie was laughing. Maybe Ryan was doing it on purpose? She didn't think so. He was probably trying his best, yet his failures still amused his keeper. Even if he didn't understand, that was the most important thing of all.

Adriana pushed herself as her heart pounded and the heat coalesced along her skin. "And we have a winner," Sophie said without any real enthusiasm. Instead, there was that cold, calculating grin on her face. At the same time, she was holding onto her wine glass.

By now, she was probably getting just a little bit tipsy. In theory, she could drink, swallow it down, and manage a business meeting or perform brilliantly at a corporate event. Only right then and there, she enjoyed letting go, especially because she knew that Ryan was different. Beyond his obvious loyalty, she hadn't allowed him access to any of her accounts, not as she had done with that jackass. And of course, the animals were thoroughly domesticated. They knew how to behave, just as they knew they would never escape, despite their fantasies. She knew how to handle her alcohol, of course, yet this woman had other ideas in mind...

Because she was enjoying herself, she looked back at Adriana. "Well done, girl. Aren't you proud of yourself?"

The snake girl had been busy eating the last of her human meal. With just a hint of disgust on her face, Sophie watched. But now, she glanced back at her boy. "Give the snake some water. After that, Adriana, I want some relief."

Taking command and enjoying the race had stimulated her in a way she had learned to embrace.

"You don't want me to service you?" Ryan asked with just a hint of disappointment in his voice. Clearly, he didn't like the idea of a member of the menagerie serving this woman. After all, he didn't provide insightful conversations or fascinating opinions. He was good for his body, his mouth, and his eager dedication.

"You will get another chance later," she promised her boy. "If I'm feeling very generous, I might even let you sleep in my bed tonight."

"Yes, ma'am!"

She lifted her hand, she pointed, and Adriana stared, her eyes wide. "Get over here," Sophie ordered. At the same time, she raised her skirt, and she pulled down her panties before she leaned against the tree, raised her knees, and spread her legs.

The former lawyer slunk forward, but Sophie didn't make it easy for her. Instead, she watched as the snake obediently dipped her head down between Sophie's legs.

"Show me what you can do with that forked tongue of yours," Sophie demanded.

Adriana obeyed. Knowing that she had to pleasure this woman (her owner), Adriana didn't think about any kind of real argument. Instead, she embraced the reality of her situation. With her cheeks pressed along her owner's inner thighs, the snake girl stuck out her tongue and penetrated her captor. She licked, the two tips of her tongue swiping and sliding up and down as she pleased this woman.

"Good girl," Sophie said. She still didn't reach down, nor did she make this any easier or harder. Instead, she savored the attention. Pretty soon, she was breathing heavily as she embraced the pleasure flooding through her body. Her nerves cried out, and she grinned ferociously as the orgasm swept over her.

Sophie had been about to demand another one when she peeked over at her boy.

Having remained quiet, Ryan still said nothing. He stood off to the side, and he was waiting patiently for her to notice him again. Luckily for this boy, Sophie saw the look of frustration on his face. Clearly, he was still disappointed by the fact that she hadn't chosen him. Unlike Sebastian and so many of the other men Sophie had met over the course of her life, this young man understood how things worked. He saw her as his superior, and he behaved as such. All too often, men, even young men with little power or wealth, still somehow decided that they should be in charge, or that they needed to take control.

"Would you like some attention?" Sophie said.

"Yes, please," he replied.

"Adriana, go suck his cock."

The snake girl bristled. Clearly, her body tensed as she tried to fight against that command. But even if she ran through all of the different scenarios and outcomes, she had to come to the inevitable conclusion. She was going to do this, and she might hate it, and maybe she still wanted to think of herself as Ryan's superior. At the very least, Adriana would always be smarter even if her new status didn't let her demonstrate her intellect.

Reluctantly, Adriana scooted over to her owner's new man. By this point, Ryan had unzipped his pants and freed his cock. Sophie smiled as she admired his length. On the one hand, part of her didn't really want to share. On the other, she embraced the sight playing out before her. He did have a beautiful cock, she reflected. Normally, she wasn't into those sorts of aesthetics, but there was something about remembering that she owned that dick just as she did that boy.

"Nothing but dumb animals," she said.

"You said it," Ryan agreed cheerfully even if he still didn't realize that he fell into that exact same category.

With the flavor of Sophie's excitement still on her tongue, the snake leaned in and started to lick. Her forked appendage slipped and darted along the sides of his manhood. Pretty soon, he was growling, deep sounds resonating from the base of his throat.

He wanted to grab her; that much was obvious. He wanted to grab her and pump her and use her.

Pretty soon, he wouldn't be able to help himself. He would climax, and maybe he would blow his load all over her face. Sophie couldn't know for sure, but she suspected that Adriana had never endured that sort of indignity. She may have been young, but she was always studious and ambitious. As the kind of girl who planned out her life in five-year increments, she had never wasted time socializing or worrying about her appearance on social media.

"You know what, my dear," Sophie said. "I think someone else should finish you off."

That's when she turned her attention back to Sebastian.

His eyes widened, and he ridiculously jerked his head frantically from side to side as he attempted to get her to change her mind. If he had thought about this clearly or logically, then he would have figured out that he had nothing to offer. There was nothing for him to leverage to get her to issue a different command. Instead, she enjoyed that reluctance as it played across his face.

She smiled at him. There was something almost beneficent in her expression. She made this sound like a treat. Perhaps it was...for her lover because, unlike Sebastian, Ryan wasn't some homophobic jackass who pretended to be tolerant and understanding while deriding anyone different as a freak or a fag. "Go on, Sebastian. Go service my lover. Suck his cock like an eager animal."

Sebastian jerked his head from side to side again.

"I can punish them," Ryan announced.

"Actually, I want you to tie Max to that tree right there."

"Absolutely," Ryan said, even though he had no idea what was going on. When Sophie gave him an order, he obeyed. And now, he took that dog by the leash and tied him to the same ash tree that had served as part of the race.

That was one game; this would be another.

Only this new form of play would be far more difficult for those involved. Then again, Sophie was looking forward to this.

"You see that boy right there?" Sophie asked once the dog had been tied into place. "Do you see how he's pretty relaxed right now? Do you see how he seems calm and sedate?" A smile curved along her lips. "You know what happens when I press this button?" She grabbed the controller, lifted it up and made sure that both Sebastian and Adriana saw it. She let her gaze rest on both of them, first the lawyer, then the jackass. "When I press this button, his cock is going to inflate. He's going to become desperately aroused. If you thought he couldn't control himself before, you haven't seen anything. So this is the game, my pets. It's going to be another race. Whoever can cause an orgasm first will win. I've already enjoyed myself, but I'm very wet once again. I'm looking forward to this. So Sebastian, you're going to suck Ryan's cock. And if you fail to win, that means you will be left with the dog. You understand what that means, don't you? In case you don't, let me show you…"

Raising her arm, she lifted the controller and hit the button.

In spite of themselves, both of the snake and donkey turned back to Max. Adriana watched her brother; Sebastian watched his son.

Initially, maybe they truly believed that nothing had really happened. Perhaps the modifications had failed, or maybe the controller's battery had run out of energy. Those conclusions would have been so much better for these two. The universe wasn't that kind, however.

Within just a few seconds, maybe half a minute, he froze, and his eyes widened. Then they seemed to glaze over, and everyone in the party could see his cock harden. His shaft extended, and he was suddenly panting.

He ran at them!

The leash jerked him to a stop, but he kept throwing himself forward like some enraged guard dog.

Clearly, this boy was too stupid to understand that he had been tied into the tree. Instead, he sought targets, and he envisioned their wet holes, and he knew he had to stuff his cock in something warm and inviting.

"Let the games begin," Sophie said. She spread her legs and lowered herself down onto the ground. Ryan did the same with his shaft out.

Desperately, Sebastian rushed over to his ex-wife.

She raised her hand, and she wagged her finger. "No, no. You have to make him come. Can you do that? You always spent so much time thinking about the homosexuals. Well, now's your chance to get a new experience. Suck his cock, boy. Suck his cock like an eager little slut, and maybe you won't get Max as the consolation prize."

The consolation prize. She grinned again, savoring that phrase.

He only hesitated for a few more heartbeats. Then he rushed over to Ryan, and Sebastian hesitated again.

At this point, Sebastian must've understood exactly what was going to happen if he failed. That dog would rush forward, grab him, thrust in, and penetrate him. He would be humiliated all over again. Perhaps he had made some silent vow to himself back at the Crestwood Asylum, as though he truly believed he could still maintain some semblance of control over his life.

If so, that simply meant that he didn't understand his new status and position. He was livestock. He was nothing but a stupid, barnyard animal. As such, his ex-wife would use him however she saw fit.

Sebastian leaned forward, and he latched on. His modified tongue slid along Ryan's cock.

At the same time, Adriana slithered into position, she dropped down, and she started licking. Her forked tongue danced along Sophie's pussy, but she hardly noticed.

Rather, she watched. She drank in the expression on Sebastian's face. His eyes were clenched shut, only then her new lover pulled back. His cock flopped free from Sebastian's mouth. At first, the donkey didn't understand. Clearly, he had tried to distract himself. Maybe he had done his best to throw himself into some other fantasy, like he could meditate and leave his body even as his lips and tongue continued to service his rival.

Right then, Sebastian didn't have any choice. He opened his eyes, and he looked right back at Ryan. Sophie's lover had pulled back, and now he grinned. "I don't want to come too fast," he said. "Remember, if you're going to give a good blow job, you need to take your time. You don't want the man to feel rushed, do you?"

Although Sophie's lover didn't expect a response, Sebastian still opened his mouth, and he let out a braying noise.

"You had better hurry up, Sebastian," Sophie called out. "Your daughter really is very good at licking pussy." Normally, she didn't like to use that kind of crass language out loud. And yet, there was something so absolutely delectable about watching Sebastian tense up.

Clearly, he had always paid more attention to his son. The two were alike in so many different ways. Still, that homophobia persisted. Sophie had remembered being vaguely surprised when he even made that point early in their relationship. She had joked about how so many men fantasized about two girls together. He had insisted solemnly, "Not me. I do not abide by such perversions."

Only now, he was competing. Sebastian had to suck that man's cock. At the same time, he had to hope that he would go faster than his serpentine daughter as her forked tongue continued to glide along his ex's excited slit.

Once again, Adriana demonstrated her skills. More importantly, maybe she had actually tried to learn from her first adventure. Even now, you want to make yourself indispensable. Is that it, girl? Are you hoping to earn some sympathy if you become an ideal pussy licker? If so, your ambitions will be dashed. I will never forget what you did to me or how you lied to me. Those thoughts burned through her mind, especially because she wouldn't make the same mistake twice. Adriana had tricked her. Adriana had convinced her.

But now, Sophie glanced over at her lover, and she watched.

At this point, Ryan had his hands braced against the sides of Sebastian's head. He pumped his cock forward, thrusting hard and fast as he used the donkey's desperate mouth. Not only that, he reveled in the feel of this beast's modified and enhanced tongue.

Ryan came hard, grunting. He ejaculated, one spurt after another.

Seconds later, Sophie enjoyed her own orgasm. She cried out, panting and moaning. When Sebastian glanced over at her, their eyes met for just a moment.

The donkey finished, and he even gulped down Ryan's load. No one told him to do that, but he must've been able to figure it out on his own. It turned out that, given the right circumstances, he really could put other people first and focus on their desires and ambitions.

Sophie sat up. She rose to her feet, rolled her shoulders back, stretched her arms, and closed her eyes. "What do you think, Ryan? Who do you believe won?"

"Oh, that was close. Was it a tie?"

Sebastian made a braying noise. He whined and whimpered for their attention.

"What's that? Does the donkey think he won? Does the stupid donkey honestly think he could pay attention? I mean, you were so busy sucking Ryan's cock. I'm surprised you were aware of anything at all."

The donkey bristled again, hot frustration flaring through his body. If he had been freed of his suit and those surgical modifications, he would have surely launched himself at anyone and everyone in his path. He probably envisioned himself as some enraged berserker. If so, it really didn't matter. Whether he was angry or not, he remained trapped in this form...exactly where Sophie intended to keep him.

Sophie wobbled her head from side to side as she contemplated what ought to happen next.

"Adriana, you did an amazing job. I'm very proud of you. You made me come remarkably fast. But that said, your father here doesn't believe that you were good enough. That's a pity." She paused. Sebastian relaxed, suddenly grateful. After all, he had won. Perhaps he had to suck a cock, but he wouldn't be humiliated by feeling that dog mount him again. He wouldn't have to endure those thrusting, degrading bursts of movement or all they meant.

So what if Adriana had to take his place?

Just as he settled into this new sense of security, Sophie focused her gaze on him again. "That's a pity...because your father is wrong. He didn't make Ryan come first."

Sebastian inhaled and exhaled another round of animalistic noise.

When Sophie raised her hand, however, he was smart enough (for once) to shut his mouth and go quiet instantly. After all, this woman was about to make an incredibly important decision. She may have silenced him, but she made him wait. She forced to this man to soak in his helpless frustration as he tried to discern what she was thinking and what would happen next.

Finally, she told him, "I know. I know. You disagree. And that's fine. But guess what? You are just a beast of burden now, so no one cares about your opinion. Ryan, who is in charge?"

"You," answered her lover. "You're in charge!"

"Precisely," she said. Then she lowered her voice so that Ryan would be able to hear this next part. "You thought you were smarter than him, and he might be as dumb as a bag of bricks, but he still knows the right answers. That was something you were never smart enough to figure out."

She nodded toward Ryan, and he quickly grabbed at the donkey by his nose ring. He yanked, and there was that flash of pain for Sebastian.

Once he was about halfway to the bound dog, Ryan finally let go. The donkey didn't know what to do, however. Next, Ryan rushed over to the other animal, and he untied the leash from the tree. At that point, Max had fixated his gaze on the donkey. He didn't understand exactly what was going on, and maybe he could have gone for a different target, yet he instinctively seemed to understand who was the weakest and most vulnerable.

It was the donkey. It was that hapless, dumb donkey, and so he rushed forward the moment he could. He threw himself ahead, looking like a wild animal. In the meantime, the jackass tried to scramble away. He tried to run.

Fear may have propelled Sebastian, but Max had arousal on his side, and it proved to be so much stronger!

The dog threw himself forward like a comet burning through the atmosphere. He raced ahead, annihilating the distance between them. Then he lunged forward, jumping up and grabbing on. He shoved his limbs down, trapping the donkey. Sebastian felt his legs slide out from underneath him. In the next instant, he slammed hard against the ground. The air was knocked from his lungs, yet he didn't get the chance to recover.

Sophie watched, smiling to herself as the donkey tried to rush back up onto his hands and knees. He wanted to run harder, to scramble on his limbs, and to escape.

Too late.

The dog threw himself forward again, bit down, grabbed onto the nape of Sebastian's neck, and frantically started thrusting. With that, desperate, programmed need, Max demonstrated once again that he couldn't think for himself. He had no thought. There was just arousal. There was just that desperation, that drive, that primal and unstoppable need. It flooded his body, overwhelmed his senses, and completely destroyed any semblance of a personality. Lots of guys may have joked about what they would be willing to do when they were thinking with their dicks, but this was different. For this boy, there was nothing else.

He slammed his cock forward, thrusting hard and fast.

The dog pushed forward, and those spikes extended once again. The donkey bleated. He brayed. He cried out, desperate for escape even as he tried to wiggle free, only the dog wouldn't let him go.

"This is so much fun to watch," Ryan said. "It's amazing to think that none of this would have ever happened if they had simply remained loyal to you." He paused for a moment, considered this, and promised her, "I want you to know that I will always remain loyal to you."

She reached over and patted his leg. "I know you will," she said. That's when she decided to lean over and to rest her head against his chest. Sure enough, he enveloped her, sliding his arms around her torso. "Good boy," she said with a smile. And even if she was condescending and even if she talked down to him, her beautifully handsome young lover didn't complain. He understood how their dynamic worked, and he wouldn't question it, nor would he do anything as foolish as try to undermine her power or authority.

"But you do raise an interesting question."

"What's that?"

Sophie didn't respond right away. Instead, she stared off into the distance as she contemplated what this meant and how she should answer this question.

At first, she tried to dismiss the idea, if only because it didn't really matter. The answer, whatever it may have been, would change nothing. And yet, there was still that little twinge somewhere inside of her head. It wasn't pain, not exactly. Instead, it was this toxic dose of regret, one she had tried so hard to discard on her own, and yet…

It may have been curiosity. Maybe it was just some morbid need to resolve the situation even more completely.

Smiling to herself, she shook her head from side to side. These three would never and could never be a threat to her again. She would see to it. Even as she looked over at the snake girl, she knew that she would not make that same kind of error, even if Adriana secretly hoped Sophie might be coaxed into a false sense of security or safety.

For the next few minutes, she continued to watch. Maybe an entire hour went by with the donkey crying and begging, pleading as he made of those bestial sounds for his superiors.

Through it all, Sophie kept wondering…

Technically, it was a simple enough issue. It was a simple question.

Once the show came to an end, she used the controller, and the wolf pulled back. Panting, he dropped down onto his elbows and knees. With his face down, he stared at the grass, and he seemed to soak into the helplessness of his captivity. This boy understood his place.

Then there was that exhausted and spent donkey. The hapless creature made Sophie smile. She got up, and she walked over to him. She grabbed him by his nose ring, forcing him to look up at her. His eyes blazed with pain, and then she said, "You just got taken hard. You know that, don't you? You know what that means, don't you?" She lowered her voice, barely whispering to him now. She was sure that his elongated donkey ears would be able to pick up on every sound, however. "That makes you everything you hated. Remember those freaks you loved to rant about? Just think about your ass dripping with his load." Again, she had used that crass language, but she thought this barnyard animal deserved it.

She turned around, she remained standing, and now she crossed her arms over her chest.

Sophie decided to indulge. "Who did it? Who came up with the idea?"

The exhausted wolf, the broken donkey, and the frightened snake all remained silent.

Her voice cracked across the air, "Which one of you came up with the idea of killing me to steal everything I have worked so hard to build?"

Surprisingly, it was Sebastian who lifted his head. Suddenly, he was nodding in one direction; he was nodding toward Adriana.

Adorably, the snake didn't even understand what was happening right away. Instead, her gaze seemed to be aimed off into the distance, as though she knew she had nothing to contribute to this conversation.

The question had been foolish, Sophie decided. She dismissed it, but her expression remained placid for the time being. "I believe you, Sebastian. I believe you. Adriana did it. It was your idea, I see."

The snake girl snapped out of her reverie, jerking her head toward Sophie. All at once, she opened her mouth, and she hissed with unspoken frustration. Her heart was probably pounding, and the adrenaline squirted into her veins as she tried to understand what was going on now. It was fascinating seeing that snake girl panic. Adriana glanced to her left, then to her right. She kept shaking her head. Sophie walked forward, and then she reached down, stroking Adriana's exposed cheek with the back of her hand. "You know, it looks like Max is ready for another go. And I'm thinking, since he would never admit the truth, that you deserve some time with him."

Sebastian had pushed himself back up onto his feet. "And you. You betrayed your daughter." A wicked smile curved along her mouth. "Ryan, do you feel like some sloppy seconds?"

The donkey lifted his head. The humiliation from before was about to get much worse.

"Max, go boy. Go get the snake, boy!" She called out those words, and the dumb dog instantly obeyed. He yielded, dropping back for just a second. His mouth probably started watering when he saw her bring out the controller.

Sophie started to wonder whether or not he had embraced his new canine persona. As a boy, he had never been especially smart or strong-willed. Yes, he had that incredible body, but that was just a function of constant exercise. It hadn't required anything more than the dumb dedication of walking into a gym on a daily basis. This may have been a challenge for most people, but Max never had to contend with real choices. Maybe that was why he had been such a failure in the business world.

She had the controller, and she hit the button.

"Go get the snake, boy," Sophie called out again. At this point, she was laughing because she knew she would never get the truth out of them. They were dumb animals. They followed their instincts. Maybe it had been Sebastian. Perhaps Max watched a movie and suggested the idea late one night with his sister and father. Or maybe Adriana, the cunning little creature, had decided to bring it up.

No one would tell her the truth. She couldn't trust anything any of them said.

Knowing this, she narrowed her eyes, and she looked back at Ryan. "Have some fun with the donkey. Teach him what a real man's cock feels like."

"Yes, ma'am!" Ryan called out as he jumped to his feet and rushed over. With a smirk, she realized he'd be willing to fuck anything; she couldn't help but think of some randy goat chasing after the ewes.

At this point, Sebastian tried to retreat. He fought desperately to scramble away.

Laughing, Ryan loped forward, practically hopping from step to step. Under the best of circumstances, Sebastian wouldn't have been able to escape. Even with that frantic fear shooting through his veins, he still couldn't move quick enough on his dumb donkey limbs.

Turning over to the other sideshow, Sophie watched as the wolf pounced against the snake. Max came in a hard, pumping all over again. She had hit the button, the injection launched, so now his desperation pumped once again through his frame. That first burst of need had been satisfied, only now she gave him that second dose, and he recovered almost instantly. Dr. Chen really had performed a miracle when she tapped into those instincts and turned him into this.

The snake hissed pathetically as Adriana squirmed and struggled, but Max had his grip now. His teeth dug down into that flap on the back of her neck, and he held her in place. He pumped, thrusting, his hips working forward and back as he embraced those impulses. In that moment, Sophie really was convinced that Max had surrendered the rest of his previous existence. At this point, maybe he could no longer even think of himself as a person. Perhaps he had let go of those memories as he became her plaything.

He was just a dumb dog. He was an animal, and he must've enjoyed following those urges. Even if he could never truly be satisfied, that may have been similar to what he had experienced previously in his old life. After all, he jumped from one girl to the next. None of them, no matter how beautiful or affectionate, had been able to hold his attention for long. At this point, he no longer had to worry about novelty. Instead, he would simply do as he was told.

Sophie smiled. Perfect, she decided.

She turned her attention back to her lover and the donkey.

Ryan had unzipped his pants, taken out his shaft, and now he grabbed onto the donkey. Just as Max had done, he forced that dumb beast of burden into position. With his face down and his ass up, Sebastian had no choice. He squealed. He brayed. He made those dumb little noises as though they could make some slight difference to his fate.

Whether he liked it or not, he had to take that length. He had to feel the humiliating penetration, the unstoppable invasion, and the knowledge that he was now being used by another man.

With Max, it had been different. Maybe Sebastian really had started to see his boy as just a dumb animal. If so, he could use that same excuse with this man. Ryan walked on two feet. He was tall, handsome, young and capable. Not only that, he didn't suffer from Sebastian's hangups. That boy shoved into Sebastian, penetrating him hard as he shoved forward, yanked back, and fucked him hard! Better yet, Sophie savored the image of her new boy as he grabbed onto Sebastian's elongated ears. He yanked. He sent one spasm of pain after another down into that donkey even as the animal was forced to take that cock like an obedient plaything.

Sophie watched all of this, and she looked into their eyes, grateful for her menagerie.

Eventually, Sophie allowed everything to come to an end. Ryan finished, and now he was leaning against the tree. She rested her head on his shoulder, and she enjoyed the peace. At this point, Adriana was curled up near a large rock. Max was asleep and curled up a few feet away. Sebastian still looked angry, but there was nothing he could do, especially since Sophie held the leash leading from her hand to his nose ring.

This was perfect, she thought. She had everything she wanted. She had everything she needed. These three couldn't cause her any trouble.

A slow smile curved along her lips as she considered everything she had accomplished.

In truth, she was rather proud of herself.

That's when her phone started to ring. At first, she felt the vibrations down in her pocket, and she thought about ignoring it. It would have been just as easy to pull out her phone and hit the red icon. In fact, she was about to do just that when she saw the number on the screen. It wasn't programmed into her phone; she didn't want to leave that kind of electronic trail. Still, she recognized the digits.

"What can I do for you?" Sophie asked as she activated the video call.

She saw Amanda Verger seated at her desk. "Hello, Sophie. I was just speaking with Dr. Chen, and she was telling me that she is particularly proud of her work on your acquisitions. At this point, I'm wondering whether or not you are satisfied."

"Extremely," Sophie said. At that point, she didn't see any reason to lie or prevaricate.

"I'm glad to hear it," she said. "Are you interested in selling them?"

Right away, all three of the animals perked up. Maybe they had pretended to ignore that call, but now they recognized what kind of decision might be made here. None of them misbehaved, yet they were obviously interested. They were focused on everything that these women might say to one another. After all, their fates could be decided in that instant.

"Why would I want to sell them?"

"I could see that they were given some interesting challenges. Besides, animals can get boring. I wouldn't mind bringing them back into my menagerie."

"You know, I've actually been thinking about starting my own menagerie," Sophie said. She glanced over Ryan, and she wondered if she should ask Verger about some goat modifications. She smirked at the idea but kept the concept to herself...for now. Thus far, her boy had been extremely pleasurable. Then again, that could change.

"I think I'm good. I think I'm going to keep them for now."

"That's a disappointment, but how do you feel about renting them to me?"

"Renting them?"

"I'm going to be putting on a little show. Think of it as a demonstration for some of our more generous patrons. I would love to show them off."

"I think something can be arranged," Sophie said.

"Excellent. I will send you the details, and we can start to negotiate."

"Perfect," Sophie said as she ended the call. That thought made her smile again. This really was the perfect life, she reflected as she looked back at her animals. They settled down again, and she relaxed. At the same time, she looked forward to seeing the show.

The End


Want more?

Commissions:

If you’re interested in a commission, you can reach me at amandacarver664@gmail.com, or you can check out my other titles!

The Verger Treatment

James has power and respect, so he views the people around him as servants and tools. Still, he isn’t invulnerable—no matter what he thinks. His wife suggests a wellness retreat, so James is brought to Crestwood Asylum, a facility where wealthy individuals are imprisoned, trained, and broken. They can be modified with surgery and electroshock therapy, and later sold off as personalized slaves or monetized. James initially feels secure, but his world is about to change when he is stripped, shaved, and locked in a straitjacket. His "cure" begins with a diagnosis, chastity, intensive punishment, and surgery. This is the first novella about a facility where anyone can be enslaved as they’re subjected to surgery and brainwashing. The cruel doctors and surgeons know what it takes to transform any patient.

*This 34,000-word novella features extensive domination, bondage, cuckolding, chastity training, feminization, electroshock therapy, medical play, surgery, and more. All characters are consenting adults over the age of 18.

Jasmine’s Sissy

Jasmine, a traditional girl with a passion for fashion, started her own business. Now she needs a model to showcase her clothing, so she picks Michael. He’ll be perfect! With the right incentives, Jasmine manipulates him into modeling for her. She designs various outfits for him, but eventually wants to own him entirely. She plans to tie him down, force him to clean her apartment, and even creates an adorable uniform for him. Michael may struggle to resist, but if it comes down to a battle of wills, he’ll lose. There’s no way this boy can compete against a woman like Jasmine.

*This 27,000-word novella features female domination, sissification, feminization, chastity training, spankings, and more. All characters are consenting adults over the age of eighteen.

Black Widows

Miranda uses her beauty, charisma, and gravitas to attract men. She teasingly taunts them until she gets bored. Her new husband, Christian, faces a darker fate as Miranda's true intentions are to strip him of his assets, dignity, and freedom. Miranda's two daughters, Alyssa and Katrina, help her tease and humiliate Christian; these women can work together to break him. Christian is locked in chastity and trained to crawl as Miranda enjoys herself. Outnumbered and outsmarted, he doesn’t stand a chance against this woman and her two daughters.

*This 26,000-word novella features extensive female domination, cuckolding, humiliation, findom, light CBT and SPH. All characters are consenting adults over the age of 18.

Bullied Cuckold

Dylan feels like a lucky guy since he’s dating Alyssa. She’s so pretty—definitely out of his league. It won’t last. Dylan gets into a fight with Ryan, a guy who bullied him all through high school. Alyssa can only watch. And when it’s done, she’s turned on. She can’t help it. More importantly, Alyssa decides to have sex with Ryan whenever she wants, and Dylan can't stop her. He offers everything he has, but he can’t satisfy his girl. As Alyssa explores this new side of herself, she humiliates Dylan and teaches him to obey his superiors. Pretty soon, she’ll have this boy on his knees as he begs and pleads and gives up everything.

*This 9,000-word story features cuckolding, extensive humiliation, male chastity training, reluctant bi, elements of SPH, and more. All characters are consenting adults over the age of 18.
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