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Verger’s Transformation

Annoyance spiked into her as Amanda Verger considered her colleague, the illustrious Dr. Chen. As she focused, Amanda tapped her fingers against her desk. It was new: Venetian glass, and she loved the way it spread around her like this crystalline pool. Her office was larger now. Not only that, it was adorned with those expensive works of art. They were all abstractions, of course. But then, if anyone happened to stand up and walk over to those strange amalgamations of color, they might begin to see the silhouettes of former patients. The artist had done an amazing job of integrating those kneeling and crawling shapes into the thick rows of paint.

As Amanda tapped her fingers on her desk, she knew she was going to have to deal with this. Her next appointment was waiting for the opportunity to speak with her, but Amanda decided to take the message now. She picked up her phone, hit the envelope icon, and listened as the message began to vibrate from the speakers. "Ma'am, I don't want to overstep, but I really think we need to reconsider these expansion plans. We are pushing too far, too hard, too fast." There was more, but she stopped listening.

It was unprofessional, and Amanda Verger never would have used this language anywhere but in private, yet she couldn't help herself. As she listened to Dr. Chen, her chief surgeon, Verger couldn't help but mutter, "Blah, blah, blah, blah-blah..."

The prerecorded message continued to play until Amanda decided that there wasn't any possibility of learning anything new, so she hit the red icon at the bottom of the screen.

Perhaps she was supposed to be more cautious and thorough, but this was her domain.

This was the Crestwood Asylum, and she ruled here. She was the one who made those most important decisions. Perhaps Dr. Chen performed and oversaw most of the medical transformations, the nurses handled daily needs, and the orderlies ensured security, but it was Amanda Verger who provided direction. She was the one who set policy, negotiated with politicians, paid off law enforcement, talked to her cabal of secret investors, and contacted potential clients. She was both the communication hub and the mastermind behind the Crestwood Asylum.

And yet, Dr. Chen kept insisting they were pushing too far too fast, that they were expanding beyond their reach.

To put it simply, she was wrong.

If anything, the same arguments could’ve been made at literally any point in their august institution’s short history. Amanda paused for a moment and contemplated their first subject. She smiled and wondered what happened to that first bimbo. Ultimately, it didn't matter. If her owner had grown bored of her, then she was probably working a street corner somewhere. And if her owner still appreciated those full lips, those huge breasts, and that tight waist, then she was likely spending time on her knees or down in some home dungeon.

Ultimately, Amanda Verger didn't care. Instead, she had to strike the right balance between ambition and conservatism. When they grew, they took risks. In the meantime, they might be leaving opportunities untouched. And of course, there was the risk that someone else might step into the market. That was her job; it had always been her position here, and she wasn't going to let anyone undermine her. No one would question her.

Smirking, Amanda shook her head. Silently, she acknowledged that the last point wasn't entirely true. One person could question her: Dr. Chen. She was brilliant. There was no questioning that. She could do amazing things with a scalpel, a few illegal drugs, and her own creativity. Although Amanda respected Dr. Chen's knowledge and skill, that didn't mean she had to listen to her, especially when it came to a political case like this.

Technically, simply taking on one patient at the very beginning had been overreaching. Neither of these women had any illusions about what they were doing. It was illegal. At their facility, kidnapped and captured individuals could be processed, retrained, cured of their delusions, and ultimately transformed into something far more useful. Back when she had first started, Amanda had used this quick appeal, "Do you have someone in your life who is giving you trouble? Maybe a disobedient spouse? Is there a journalist undermining your career or your business? What about a local politician who just won't shut up? If you want to make sure that they vanish into a brand-new life, we can make that happen." After that, she would start talking to the potential clients, discussing their options and the surgical alterations that could happen to the newly inducted patients.

Her clients loved it.

Obviously, there were other, more violent options, but the Crestwood Asylum combined a practical need with beautiful punishment. Besides, so many of the rich individuals who employed their services didn't just wish for the problem to go away. They craved revenge. She thought of the reporters, the regulators, and the annoying spouses. She thought of the corporate spies, treacherous friends, and the toxic influencers who had been strapped to gurneys and rolled through her doors.

Each one had been a risk. That was the point that Dr. Chen simply didn't understand. Every patient meant breaking any number of laws, and that was going to continue. Along the way, they would process more patients, they would expand, they would make more money, so they’d become more powerful along the way.

They could continue to grow, at least for a little while…

Leaning back in her chair, Amanda Verger discarded the clever surgeon's concerns by contemplating what kind of power she really wielded. As a child, she once read a compelling fable about two different leaders. One was the emperor of a grand empire that stretched across continents. He had these vast armies and this enormous bureaucracy staffed by tens of thousands of servants. All across the realm, the commoners bowed down before their emperor. Since his territories were so large, he seldom left the palace, so none of his subjects heard his voice or saw him in person. His will was executed by soldiers and administrators who promised their loyalty…and he had to trust. And then there was another leader, a village chieftain. Like the emperor, he ruled with the same iron authority, yet he only oversaw a few dozen people, all of whom he knew by name. He knew their histories, their goals and foibles. They bowed down, they followed his instructions, and they yearned for his approval. He didn't need to rely on administrators; if he demanded the death of one of his subjects, then he could look into their eyes, knowing full well what he had done. He never relied on bureaucrats or soldiers. He never had to trust his messengers when they came back from the far reaches of his territory. This man wasn't dependent on anyone…Between the two, who was the most powerful?

Amanda Verger wasn't a president or prime minister. She wasn't a CEO of some vast tech enterprise either. But she had this asylum, and she was in command here. She knew the nurses, orderlies, and their lead surgeon. Perhaps they couldn't grow forever, but she was confident they could take on more, especially now.

With a quick shake of her head, Amanda decided that she was done with those concerns. At some point, she needed to bring Dr. Chen into her office. She could address the surgeon and remind her that she had one job: transform her patients. After that, she didn't need to worry about budgets or the political machinations that allowed this facility to run interrupted.

The two women had worked together well for several years. That didn't mean the partnership would have to last forever, nor did it mean Dr. Chen couldn't be replaced.

Amanda smiled as she considered those points. Perhaps her associate simply needed to be reminded of the precarious nature of her position.

Now that she confirmed Dr. Chen’s message didn’t contain anything new, Verger decided to meet with the women from the Stone family.

Amanda reached over, hit the button on her intercom, and said, "Kelise?"

"Yes, ma'am?" chirped her assistant.

"Bring them in."

"Yes, ma'am!"

Only seconds later, the double doors to her office opened, and Amanda Verger stood to greet the newcomers. She didn't worry about the ridiculous nurse who stepped across the threshold first. In an obnoxious little cap and with a ridiculously tight and short uniform that conformed to every curve of her body, the nurse didn't look like a genuine professional. Instead, she was obviously a fantasy...dumb and filthy and ready to be used by some virile man.

That was the point. She was a demonstration model.

Amanda let a small smile tug at the corners of her mouth because she remembered who Kelise had once been: a political activist. Originally male at that point, he had tried so hard to stop a petrochemical company from buying up a neighborhood, bulldozing the houses, and tearing through the ground as they searched for some oil or natural gas deposit. She couldn't even remember exactly how it had gone down, but it didn't matter. What mattered now was the nurse’s vacant stare, her big smile, her cute nose, her enormous breasts, her toned legs, and that squeak in her voice.

When that patient had first arrived, he had been so defiant and determined to fight back, no matter what it took. By now, Kelise had become a simpering and obedient slut, someone who would do as she was told no matter what. After all, she understood that she was incapable of making her own decisions.

Even if she had somehow been able to come up with the idea of defiance, she also understood that she could be punished. She probably thought of the drugs, the surgeries, the shock batons, electroshock therapy, the ice baths, and the sexual degradation. (That last part hadn't stopped; after all, the orderlies still needed to have some fun and to blow off some stress, especially at the end of a long day.)

"Hi!" Kelise chirped. "Ms. Verger, I'd like to introduce you to our newest clients: Lana Stone and her daughters, Marissa and Summer!" Of course, the nurse always sounded like some overly enthusiastic airhead. It helped that she had that long, straight blonde hair, those big eyes, and that wide smile.

"Hello," Amanda said, extending her hand. "It's a pleasure to meet you in person."

At this point, the two women had already talked at several points, but now Amanda motioned for all three of them to sit.

"Can I get you or your guests anything?" asked the nurse.

"No," Amanda said. "You're dismissed."

The nurse quickly scrambled away, closing the doors behind her. She was loyal, dedicated, and utterly servile. Her transformation had required a little bit of careful calibration. Certain drugs had been introduced to her bloodstream, lowering her IQ. Amanda didn't know how the chemistry worked, but she was always fascinated that she could live in a world like this, especially when most people could hardly imagine a place like her asylum.

Turning to her clients, Amanda focused on Lana first. "Please, tell me what brings you in."

If reiterating her position annoyed her, Lana didn't let it show. She was a mature woman in her mid-forties. She had dark hair, and she still paid a lot of attention to her appearance. That much was obvious. Amanda wouldn't have been surprised to learn that people frequently assumed Lana was an older sister to her two daughters.

"I’m here because of my husband," Lana said, each word clipped and sharp. "My soon-to-be ex-husband," she clarified a second later.

"I'm sorry to hear it," Amanda set automatically because that was the appropriate response.

"I'm not," stated the woman. "He's been cheating on me." Lana sneered and shook her head from side to side. "I imagine you deal with a lot of infidelity here."

"It comes up," Amanda acknowledged.

"I'm going to be honest. I never thought I’d end up a cliché like this." Her eyes dampened, but she refused to blink away those tears, nor did she reach for a tissue or handkerchief. Instead, she straightened her back, inclined her head, and said, "It’s such a cliché. We got together, we had a family, and I supported him as he built up his business. My husband is now a very rich man, but I signed a prenuptial agreement when we first got married." She sneered and shook her head from side to side. "Back then, he insisted it was going to be for my protection because I was the one who had the big inheritance coming." She smirked. "It was big for the time. Now, together, we have a great deal of money, but a divorce means that I won't get anything. He cheated on me. He shredded our marriage, and he gets to walk away with everything? How is that right? How is that just?"

"I appreciate where you're coming from," Amanda said. "But I must be honest. Over the course of my experiences, I have learned that justice doesn't exist. It's a beautiful concept, and I wish it did, but we live in a cold reality, one dictated by power and strategy. It doesn't matter what you think you deserve. It all comes down to what you can do."

"I suppose so," Lana agreed. Then she looked back and Amanda. "Do you trust anyone?"

"Beyond my business associates?" Amanda asked. "No."

"That's probably a wise policy," Lana continued. "At first, I didn't believe it. I was another wife with a powerful husband. Amongst our friends, lots of the husbands cheated. It was almost expected, but I assumed we could be different. I always thought our family would be okay."

One of her daughters reached over and placed a hand on her shoulder. Lana didn't acknowledge the touch, but Amanda nodded anyway. Apparently, the daughters had decided to remain loyal to their mother.

It made sense.

Amanda spent most of her time focusing on the administrative tasks required to run her facility. Still, she spent some time on her phone, scanning across the different distractions that could entertain her. Along the way, she saw how so many young people were absolutely incensed by the concept of infidelity. It was strange. Amongst previous generations, cheating had almost been expected as though it was a rite of passage for the middle-aged men who ran the world.

"So what would you like us to do?"

"I want to make him pay."

"We can do that," Amanda said. "And remember, we don't just offer medical rehabilitation here. We also offer legal services. We can ensure that the assets go to you and you alone."

"Thank you," Lana said.

"If you don't mind my asking, I'm surprised you brought your daughters today. Usually, when we have an angry wife, she comes alone."

"We want to see the bastard pay," said one of the girls. She looked like she was about eighteen, maybe even younger. There was something about the contours of her chin, that blazing frustration in her eyes, and the way she was sitting straight, like she was doing everything in her power to convey that she belonged there.

"Lots of daughters take their father's side," Amanda replied. At this point, she was only indulging her curiosity, but she also understood that these young women could become clients at some point. It was rare, but she occasionally heard from college girls who had trouble with some professor and consequently wanted him removed, punished, and ultimately transformed into something better. If she recalled correctly, one of Seatle University's most cheerful secretaries had once been a misogynistic instructor with a penchant for harassing his female students.

The other girl, Marissa, leaned forward. Her voice was low and sharp even as she said, "We aren’t like those girls. And frankly, our father really is a bastard. Summer is right about that. First, he cheated on our mom. Then we tried to talk to him about it, he said we had to take his side. And if we didn't, he was going to disinherit us."

"We’re both in college," said the other girl. "If Mom and Dad get a divorce and he decides he doesn't want to help, then all of our credits become worthless, and we won't be able to graduate."

"That's not even the worst part," said the other girl. "It's the fact that he wanted to turn it into a negotiation. I swear, Dad spends all of his time at work, and he's dealing with these important people, or whatever. But for him, it's always antagonistic. It's always a battle. And that's how he sees us. He thinks he either has to fight us or control us." The young woman shook her head. "Fine. If he wants a fight, then we’re going to win."

"Is that something you can help us do?" Lana asked for the sake of her daughters. "Can you help us win?"

"Victory is already guaranteed," Amanda replied. "But let me assure you, right now, we have never failed. No patient has escaped. No patient has ever resisted our staff's treatment. All you need to do is tell me exactly what you want."

At that point, Amanda almost expected Lana to ask her daughters to leave. She didn't. Instead, both Summer and Marissa sat there and listened as Lana described precisely what she wanted for her husband.

Soon enough, Bradley Stone would be utterly transformed. He’d also be spending a lot more time down on the floor, crawling and begging and sucking.

Bradley Stone dabbed at his forehead with a crisp white napkin, though the ambient temperature in Le Château Verité was a pleasant 71 degrees and controlled by unseen vents hidden behind gold-veined marble walls. The restaurant was the kind of place where the waitstaff wore black gloves, the butter came sculpted like swans, and the water had "mineral provenance." Frankly, he didn't even know what that meant. Still, all of those details made this spot one of the most expensive restaurants in the city, which was perfect for him.

Tonight, he intended to impress a girl. Bradley’s table sat at the edge of the dining floor; it was candlelit, and he had a bottle of Château Margaux decanting beside his left hand.

With his right hand, Bradley kept fidgeting with his phone.

He didn't see any new messages, either to his private number or on the app.

At this point, Bradley reached up, and he pressed his fingers down against the cold tabletop. First, he was thinking about Jennifer, the girl from work who had completely messed up his entire marriage. Ultimately, however, Bradley decided that was fine. They'd fooled around and fucked for about a year, but then she started talking about a commitment or maybe starting a life together.

Seriously? Jennifer had been fun. She had been entertaining, first as an intern, then as his secretary. But a future? A relationship?

That wasn’t what he wanted, not now. He’d played the family game, so now he intended to enjoy himself.

Instead, he thought about the years he had wasted with his marriage. For so long, Bradley had assumed that playing the role of the good family man was a requirement for career success. It was part of what made a businessman had to do. Perhaps that was naïve, but he had now changed his mind. If his bitch of a wife couldn't see that, then he’d divorce her.

He already had the number for one of the best lawyers in the city programmed into his phone. Bradley was ready for a fight.

More than that, he sometimes marveled at his own insight and brilliance.

When they first got together, he had insisted on a prenuptial contract, all because he had understood his own ambitions. Although Lana was about to inherit a few thousand dollars (which looked impressive at the time), Bradley had secretly fantasized about so much more. Even at that early stage, he had craved true wealth. He ached for millions, tens of millions. He longed for the kind of money that would give him the power to snap his fingers and to make the commoners around him obey.

On some level, he actually wished he could’ve been some medieval lord or aristocrat. Although he would never admit it, especially to his socially conscious daughters, but Bradley actually enjoyed the idea of a strict hierarchy, one where some people ruled and others obeyed.

He wanted to be the Lord of the Manor; he wanted to be able to scare his underlings. He could do that at work, but now he itched for something else with this girl.

Unfortunately, it wasn't working with this hot piece of ass, which just meant he would have to move on. That was one thing he loved about the dating apps. As long as he used the right code words to avoid detection, he could make it clear to those young women that maybe he was older, but he also had wealth on his side. If they craved luxurious experiences, then they’d be eager to please him.

Bradley took another look at her picture. Every detail intrigued him. Even now, he stared at her digitized picture and felt like some adolescent boy as he studied her long blonde hair, those youthful curves, and her glossy pink lips pursed in the kind of pout that made his cock twitch. She called herself Bambi_Luxe, which he found vaguely erotic, though he hadn’t ruled out the possibility that it was ironic. "Bambi" sounded like such a good name for a stripper, a slut, or a bimbo. Frankly, he would’ve been happy to discover she was all three.

Still, they’d messaged for weeks. She had agreed to his offer: ten grand monthly allowance, spa perks, a fashion stipend, and travel included. He had learned all about being a sugar daddy. This way, he could pay for exactly what he wanted. Just as importantly, this girl had even complimented his tie collection. As far as he could remember, no woman had done that since 2014. He was going to pay her, and she’d unofficially become one of his underlings. He could have this sexy arm candy out in public, and he could take her back to his new apartment or hotel room or wherever, and she would do whatever he liked.

If she didn't, he could dismiss her and go find another girl.

There were lots of eager, sexy young women out there who could satisfy his needs.

He glanced again at the time: 08:17 PM. She was seventeen minutes late. His nostrils flared as he wondered whether or not she was just being fashionably late. Bambi probably didn’t want to appear desperate. Then again, she was about to start dating an older man in exchange for an allowance.

He smirked and thought of that phrase: sugar daddy. It was going to fit. And he intended to make sure that this relationship was very sweet for him.

He swirled the wine in his glass, eyes scanning the entrance. This girl didn't appear.

Bradley ran the tip of his tongue along the edges of his molars as he contemplated how he wanted to respond. Messaging her was certainly a possibility. Then again, he didn't wish to look desperate either.

Although his patience had started to crack, Bradley adjusted the cuffs of his Armani blazer. He told himself he could wait for a little while longer…

Bradley started to sweat again.

He picked up his phone and opened their last chat. I'm sooooooo excited to meet you! He saw the little emojis, and he squinted at those tiny characters as he tried to figure out what they were supposed to mean.

Then he glanced up as the door opened. For a moment, he felt the rush of vindication. There she was. A tall woman, wearing white, striding confidently across the polished floor. She was blonde and beautiful, but not quite what he remembered from the pictures. Then again, filters were practically expected. She was a little older. Late twenties? Early thirties? Her white outfit wasn’t a cocktail dress though.

It was a nurse’s uniform. It looked like some sexy Halloween costume, but he still recognized the cap on her head and that special cut. Right away, Bradley sat up a little straighter, and he glanced around at the other tables. At this point, a couple of people had noticed, but they looked just as confused. The other patrons, however, were fixated on their own conversations and meals.

More importantly, this woman was walking directly toward his table.

“Mr. Stone?” she asked sweetly.

Bradley frowned. “I think you’ve got the wrong table.”

“Oh, no,” she replied smoothly. “This is the right one!” She reached into a small white purse and pulled out a folded document. “I’m Nurse Abby! Hi! It's like a total pleasure to meet you! I work with the Crestwood Patient Recovery Services.”

He blinked.

“I’m sorry?” Crestwood? Right away, he started thinking through the different investment firms in the city. "Crestwood" sounded vaguely familiar, until he realized he was thinking of "Rosewood Investment Instruments," which was a totally different company. What was Crestwood again? Next, he started thinking of his wife, and he wondered if Lana had mentioned them at one point or another, but then he reflexively tried to push thoughts of his wife away. He didn't want to think about that brat or his ungrateful daughters either.

“You’ve been selected,” she said cheerfully, “for therapeutic restoration. Congratulations!”

At this point, his temper began to fray. Bradley stared. “What the hell are you talking about?”

“Mr. Stone,” Nurse Abby said gently, slipping into the chair across from him without invitation, “you’ve had a difficult year. Affairs, embezzlement rumors, some concerning late-night posts on your investor message board...and of course, your pending divorce. It’s been rough!”

He stood abruptly. “This is some kind of joke.” His chair scraped across the floor, but he didn't care about that, especially because he understood how restaurants like this worked. The bills were outrageous, and the staff would always be sworn to secrecy, but that didn't mean anything for the patrons who came here. (Bradley never would have admitted it, but he came here, partially because he wanted to show off. He wanted a pretty girl to leave on his arm, and he wanted his peers to stare after him, their faces caught with jealousy.)

“No, sir.” She opened the document and placed it between them. The heading read: Voluntary Admittance Agreement for Mental Wellness Containment and Cognitive Realignment Services. His name was already typed in. The signature at the bottom read: Lana Stone. Next to it, he saw other words...Power of Attorney: Granted and Notarized.

Bradley’s mouth went dry. Reflexively, he tried to swallow, but it didn't feel as though it worked.

“She doesn’t have that kind of—” he started.

“She does,” interrupted the nurse. “Technically! And practically! And legally!” She tilted her head to the side, gave him a simpering smile, and asked, "Want some other adverbs? I mean, like, probably? But I don't know if they apply here."

“This is insane!” he growled at the asinine nurse in front of him. "This is insane, and I don't have to put up with this."

“Oh, that’s the idea,” she said brightly. “You’ve been acting in ways that are emotionally destabilizing. According to Mrs. Stone, you’ve created a psychologically unsafe environment for both her and your children. But you don't have to worry! We specialize in stubborn men with delusions of power!” Then she cocked her head to the side, and she added, "Actually, we have a perfect record!" So many of those words sounded scripted.

“I’m not going anywhere,” he declared.

“Oh, you will,” she said as she picked up the paper and slid it back into her bag. “Now, we can do this quietly, or we can do this theatrically. Theatrical is more fun, but it tends to wrinkle the clothes. Is that what you want? Is that what you really want, Mr. Stone?” Her ditzy smile practically glowed as she stared back at her target.

Bradley turned away from her, his thoughts spinning and fluttering. Then he glanced around the restaurant, and he realized something. This was still his territory. He was actually safe here. This woman walked in, and maybe she was just a stripper or something. This had to be a practical joke.

Perhaps Lana really had lost her mind.

Either way, he decided she couldn’t do anything to him, so it was time for him to leave.

Seething, Bradley pushed past the waiter offering amuse-bouches and stormed through the revolving doors.

The street outside was too quiet. It was a neighborhood meant to discourage pedestrian riffraff.

And then he saw them.

There were three men, all tall, all fit, all muscular. They wore tight white shirts and matching pants. As he squinted, he realized their outfits looked disturbingly like scrubs that had been tailored for mobility. Their eyes met his, and one of them nodded before saying something to his colleagues.

Now they were all watching him. They all had their eyes on him, and he felt like prey.

…He never should’ve left the restaurant.

Then again, a man like Bradley Stone always saw himself as untouchable.

On any given night, he would’ve just hailed a rideshare. He would've told the driver to be quiet because he wasn't interested in hearing what some poor person thought about the world. He was more important than them anyway, so every second he didn't have his eyes on his phone as he answered some work email meant losing real money. Besides, he was simply more important than them anyway. Right then and there, however, he didn't think he was going to have time to take out his phone, open the app, or summon his ride.

That only left...

Bradley ran. At first, it felt silly. But then he glanced over his shoulder and saw those guys coming for him.

Actual panic bolted through his body. His chest tightened, his heart pounded, and his skin turned cold.

He didn’t think about it. He just bolted with his dress shoes snapping loudly on the pavement and his brain screaming through a fog of disbelief. This wasn’t happening. This was not happening! It couldn't be happening. It just wasn't possible.

Behind him, a whistle blew.

“Patient on the move,” someone barked.

The footfalls began chasing him.

Bradley turned down a side street. It was too clean, too empty. This wasn't a city designed for escape. There weren't alleyways either, only manicured storefronts and valet stands. Frantic, he looked around for something he could use, some way for him to fight back. Better yet, he wanted to see a cop.

There weren't any law enforcement officers around.

He ducked behind a planter, heart thundering in his ears. For a moment, he was safe.

Then a shadow passed in front of him.

He looked up.

Bradley didn’t know the orderly’s name yet, but if he had, it would have sent a chill down his spine. Marcus was six foot five, built like a vault with a pulse, and had the slow, patient gait of someone who knew there was no rush. His arms were crossed. He was smiling. Normally, Marcus remained back at the facility, but he liked to go out on these errands from time to time. It was a good way to stretch his legs. Additionally, it demonstrated to his guys that he was still willing to do some of the dirty work.

“Mr. Stone,” Marcus said. “Let’s not be dramatic.”

Gasping for air, Bradley tried to listen. Instead, he ran again. Bradley didn't even remember making the choice. His recollections became distorted, like there were those individual pictures and choices, but he couldn't feel the flow from one second to the next. There were just those panicked flashes as he sprinted from one step to the next.

He made it ten steps before someone tackled him from behind. A wall of muscle and antiseptic cologne hit him like a linebacker. He slammed down into the pavement hard. Pain flared in his knees and shoulder. Hands gripped his arms, forcing them behind his back. Suddenly, he was up, but he was being held.

Bradley didn't know how to deal with those kinds of sensations or this type of restriction.

At work, he issued commands, so the secretaries, analysts, and interns all scrambled to obey him.

“Get off me!” he screamed.

“We’re here to help,” someone said with exasperating cheer.

“I’m not crazy!”

“Oh, honey,” Nurse Abby said, suddenly standing near him. She looked completely unbothered as though she had floated rather than walked. “That’s what they all say.”

“I have rights!”

“You had rights,” she corrected him gently, crouching down beside him as the orderly held Bradly tight. “But let’s be honest. Your wife outplayed you. Your daughters stopped returning your calls. And now you’re going to a place where your attitude can be, let’s say…recalibrated. Doesn’t that sound good?”

"Don't forget the surgeries," said Marcus. He always had a penchant for scaring the patients.

"Surgeries? What are you talking about?" Bradley demanded. His eyes were wet, and it almost felt like he’d start crying at any moment. He thrashed, but the orderlies were professionals. They moved like a unit, one man bracing his legs while another applied a zip-tie to his wrists. He couldn’t see anything through the haze of jagged fear.

“You can’t do this!” he gasped.

The nurse held up a tablet. On it, a short video played: Lana Stone, poised yet teary-eyed. “Bradley needs help. He’s unstable. He won’t listen. I’ve tried everything, but I’m afraid he’s going to hurt himself…or someone else.”

“I never—” Bradley began.

“Of course not,” Nurse Abby said, switching the screen off. “But it’s not about what you did. It’s about what she says you did. And she said it…very convincingly! Now we have all the legal documentation, and it isn’t like you can do anything because we’ll take care of you! Yes, we will!"

She was the last thing Bradley saw before being hoisted into the waiting van. They shoved him down.

Then the doors slammed shut.

The interior of the vehicle wasn’t a typical ambulance. It was padded, sterile, and confined. A faint antiseptic scent clung to the air, artificial and vaguely lemony, like a freshly wiped surgery table. Bradley didn't even notice.

He twisted and kicked.

Channeling every ounce of strength he possessed, their new patient tried to buck his way free. He needed to tear through the plastic cords holding his wrists. At the same time, he desperately struggled to believe he could be like the action stars he’d watched in so many different movies.

“Don’t touch me! You're all fucking psychos! Let me go!”

Nurse Abby was already seated inside. She crossed one elegant ankle over the other and gave him a professional smile; it was equal parts hospitality and psych ward detachment. At the same time, she casually reached up and brushed a finger through her hair. She started to twirl those golden yellow strands around her fingertip. At that moment, she looked like one of his daughter's ditzy friends.

“My, my,” she said, brushing a speck of lint from her skirt. “You’re certainly animated. That’s encouraging. Most men in your condition shut down completely.”

“There is no condition,” Bradley snarled. “This is insane. You can’t do this!”

“Oh,” she said. “But we are! We're doing it right now!”

He thrashed again, trying to stand up, but one of the orderlies slammed him down onto the padded bench. The other produced what looked like a canvas vest with dangling straps.

“Don’t you dare—” Bradley said, focusing on the orderly now.

They cut him free from the zip ties, they held him tight, and then they leaned in with that vest. On some level, he understood what was about to happen and what they were holding. That wasn't just some canvas vest. It was a...straightjacket.

No, he told himself. No way. There was no way they could do that. They couldn't put him in a freaking straitjacket! That had to mean breaking a law or something!

The first strap wrapped around his chest. The second tightened across his arms.

“I am not going into a straightjacket like some lunatic!”

“You’re not a lunatic!” Nurse Abby said sweetly...like she was soothing a toddler. “You’re just very sick. We’ll get you stabilized. And you’ll feel so much better when the chaos stops.”

“I’m not chaotic! I was having dinner! I was on a date!”

“Yes,” she murmured with pity. “It's so sad when the symptoms present like optimism!”

She pulled out a slim syringe and tapped the side with a manicured nail.

Bradley’s eyes widened.

“What is that?”

“A gentle neuro-sedative...at least, that's what Dr. Chen told me! I don't know. I'm not really a nurse, but I do what I’m told,” she said. “I guess it's technically off-label but very effective! It stops combative delusions, paranoia, financial arrogance…all the usual presentations! Aren't you lucky? Aren't you glad we found you in time?” She sounded coy and sexy, dumb and ditzy all at the same time as the words tumbled from her full lips.

“No. No, no, no—”

The needle slipped into his upper arm before he could even flinch. A cold burn followed.

He looked at her, horrified. “You drugged me!”

“Don’t be dramatic! You were sedated. There’s a clinical difference. I mean, I think there's a clinical difference? But that's not really something I have to worry about. It's not something you have to worry about either!”

He tried to shout, only for the words to get tangled in his throat. His tongue felt thick. The edges of his vision darkened. He was still awake, still aware, but he couldn’t move...not fast enough. His limbs were slow. Everything became heavy and distant.

“You people are insane,” he mumbled, his jaw now half-paralyzed.

The nurse leaned in, whispering into his ear like a lover with a secret. “That’s the tricky thing about mental illness,” she whispered. “The sick ones never feel sick. You think you’re fine. That’s why you need help!”

He tried to spit at her.

His lips didn’t work.

The van began to move, its tires grinding quietly against the empty road.

Bradley sat slumped in the straightjacket, his body immobilized, his thoughts screaming behind his eyes. They strapped his shoulders to the side of the vehicle’s interior. The lights above flickered softly. There was no sound except for the mechanical whirr of the air vent and the rhythmic tapping of Nurse Abby's fingers on her tablet screen. The orderlies were surprisingly quiet. They didn't even pull out tablets or phones. Instead, they just relaxed and enjoyed the ride.

In some corner of his brain, Bradley intended to use this time to come up with a strategy. Ideas started to coalesce, spinning together, only to fracture with one kick of his heart after another. Every word and image felt wet and squishy. He just couldn't think clearly. He couldn't put those ideas together. It felt like being drunk and high at the same time.

Then he picked up on the sound of her voice. Nurse Abby began to talk again, her voice gentle and lilting. She sounded just as dumb and ditzy as before, but at least this gave him something he could focus on. “Let’s see,” she said, reading. “You’ve been verbally aggressive toward family members. Multiple legal threats toward your spouse and children. According to your wife, you have delusions of sexual desirability. You’ve also been engaging in financial misbehavior? That's not good! Oh, and it looks like there have been digital boundary violations. I'm not even sure what that means, but I love it!"

“I didn’t do any of that,” he tried to say. It came out like a slurred grunt.

She looked up and tilted her head with exaggerated sympathy. “Oh, sweetheart! Of course you think you didn’t. That’s part of the illness! But don't worry, Dr. Chen is going to fix you the same way she fixed me! We’re both so lucky!"

He clenched his jaw. Bradley’s heart was pounding now even though he couldn't move. He thought of the restaurant, the heat, the sweat, and anticipation.

Then he finally enjoyed some strategic clarity as he realized this game was rigged. The moment she said he was sick, nothing he said mattered. His logic was evidence of delusion. His protests were signs of instability. His very sanity could be recast as part of his diagnosis. At least, that was what her superiors were going to say because this "Nurse Abby" obviously didn't have anything intelligent to say on her own.

Still...the more he resisted, the more correct they believed themselves to be.

“I’m normal,” he croaked. “I’m just...just angry. My wife...she...wants revenge."

“Revenge?” Abby gasped, feigning confusion. “Oh, no. That’s a paranoid projection. That's very unhealthy, and it's probably misogynistic too!" Then she blinked, and she shrugged, "Do you know what that means, Marcus? What is misogynistic?"

Bradly struggled to push through the drug-induced exhaustion.

"Don't bring me into this," the orderly said, sounding bored and tired.

Bradley tried to lurch forward, but the straitjacket didn't allow him to use his arms. At the same time, he felt again that the vest had been attached to the van. He could squirm and maybe kick out with his feet, but that was it.

Nurse Abby tapped her pen against her clipboard.

“Now Bradley, you’re going to have a wonderful stay at Crestwood. Our therapists are excellent. We offer breathing exercises, trauma reversal through metaphorical gardening, and something we call Cognitive Humility Sculpting. You’ll love it!”

He groaned.

“I went through three months of realignment,” she continued. “You’ll come out as an entirely new person! From what I understand, your wife is going to have lots of fun with you!"

His wife…

Hearing those words should have been enough to trigger some jolt of brash rage.

His chin lolled forward.

“Now, there will be some adjustment,” she added. “You won't get any private calls, no emails, and definitely no legal counsel. In fact, they don't even let you have caffeine for the first week!"

A small sound escaped him; it was a hollow, disbelief and whimper.

“Oh, don’t be like that!” she squeaked. “Our patients all learn to enjoy it. Once they take away your choices, it’s amazing how well you sleep.”

He looked at her with wide, disbelieving eyes. She was still smiling, still calm, still perched like a cruise director explaining the shuffleboard schedule. “You’ll be fitted for your first institutional gown in the morning,” she added. “And then we’ll begin de-escalation therapy. But don’t worry; they always start with something gentle. We find emotional correction goes more smoothly when you’re hydrated and confused.”

“I have money,” he tried to tell her.

Remarkably, the nurse could understand him. “Yes, I know! So did all the others.”

The van hit a bump. His head rolled to the side. His vision blurred.

“Honestly, it’s remarkable,” she said. “The rich think they’re untouchable right until the moment they’re strapped to a gurney, sedated, and declared emotionally dangerous. You know what we call that, Bradley?”

He didn’t answer.

“We call it progress!”

The van slowed.

From outside, Bradley could hear a low beep. A gate was opening, and he had to wonder if this was it. He had to wonder if this was actually Crestwood. If so, it was closer than he expected.

He tried one more time to scream, but all that escaped was a wet breath.

As the sedatives worked, those drugs dragged him down toward unconsciousness. His last thought before he blacked out was how unfair it all was...how easy it had been for them. They didn’t even need to fake a crime. They just told him he needed help. And now, he was their patient, and he was never going to escape, not until they were done with him.

By then, it would be far too late.

Outwardly, the facility was a series of new and well-maintained buildings. Their meaning, however, changed dramatically depending on the position of the individual gazing out toward this collection of structures.

From the government's perspective, Crestwood Asylum didn't exist. A series of well-placed bribes and calculated acts of corruption ensured that neither the IRS nor any other law enforcement agency ever paid attention to the work that took place here.

For the orderlies who worked here, it was a job. It was a strange and extremely well-paying job with some amazing perks (the easy access to dumb bimbos and eager sluts certainly made the position worth it for most of the powerful men who worked here). Not only that, those guys understood that they could indulge some of their most sadistic instincts.

The investors saw Crestwood Asylum as an amazing opportunity to make money. After all, the market demand for these services seemed to be absolutely insatiable. More than that, as wealth concentrated at the top, that meant there was more infighting over prestigious positions and inheritances. Brothers turned on sisters, daughters went after their fathers, and the divorce rate continued to rise (especially among the ultra-elite). Every year, the accounts that supported the asylum grew exponentially.

The majority of the nurses who worked here simply did as they were told. Having already been cured of their delusions, they now understood the new hierarchy. They weren't quite at the bottom. Instead, that position belonged to the patients.

When the patients first arrived, they usually saw these buildings, and a few of them actually started to feel better. After all, the beautifully curated statues, the expansive and manicured lawns, the glistening windows and the sharp angles of the modern architecture, all made this entire facility look more like some grand art museum. It wasn't as though the patients who arrived would face excruciating punishments, psychological training, or a twisted set of games devised by those they had angered.

Other patients, however, were far more cognizant of what was about to happen. Some looked out at the gates, and they understood that stepping foot on these grounds meant losing their old lives. Some of them would be rendered into gimp sex toys. Helpless and unable to move, they would be utterly paralyzed, perhaps squirming with a little bit of muscle control even as they were taken and used over and over again. And when their services weren't required, they could be locked in a closet somewhere, put aside because they were no longer of use. Other fates could also await these patients.

Sometimes, they were turned into bimbos. Others became pets; they learned to crawl and beg and perform tricks.

And if those patients didn't figure it out right away, they would learn soon enough.

For Amanda Verger, this newly renovated version of Crestwood Asylum stood like a proud monument to progress at the end of a long, tree-lined drive, nestled discreetly in a private valley just beyond the reach of public inquiry. The black iron gates, ten feet high and capped with decorative spikes, gleamed like polished obsidian. They opened only at scheduled times and only for authorized visitors, each of whom had to present the appropriate documentation, background checks, and, in most cases, proof of significant net worth. More than that, the gates were electrified, ensuring that the patient could never escape. Then again, as far as Amanda could remember, none of their patients had ever made it out of the main building.

Above the gate, etched in wrought iron script, the institution’s unofficial motto declared, "Healing Through Structure. Peace Through Obedience." No one could say that Dr. Chen didn't have a sense of humor.

The property sprawled across sixty acres, enclosed on all sides by walls, woods, and non-disclosure agreements. It featured several distinct buildings, each designed with meticulous care and a charming attention to detail. From the outside, Crestwood resembled a luxury retreat or a private boarding school. The architecture combined Georgian symmetry with the sterile efficiency of modern medical design. Inside, however, the mood shifted. Sometimes the patients screamed out their pleas.

Inside,everything was cleaner than necessary. Every patient who arrived could feel like they were the first.

The Administrative Building greeted visitors first. It was three stories tall and clad in cheerful red brick, with crisp white shutters and ivy that had been trained to grow only on designated walls. Inside, the reception area welcomed guests with velvet chairs, a bowl of hard candies, and a curated selection of self-help books. A slutty receptionist smiled constantly but blinked very little. The air always smelled faintly of eucalyptus.

This building housed the offices of Amanda Verger and her senior staff. Her office, located on the top floor, overlooked the inner courtyard and offered a breathtaking view of the complex. The walls were adorned with framed certificates, tasteful abstract art, and a delicate portrait of her father, the original founder of Crestwood. Visitors never saw the discreet fingerprint scanner under her desk or the button that locked her door from the inside.

Adjacent to the administrative wing sat the Patient Holding Facility, officially referred to in all documentation as the Wellness Transition Wing (Dr. Chen and Verger had both discussed whether or not main should do away with the euphemisms. Ultimately, Verger won this argument as she did when it came to most of their disagreements). The holding facility was a pale stone building with a white portico and charming columns that gave it the air of an old Southern mansion. This was the first stop for new patients, many of whom arrived confused, upset, or medicated. Every door had a lock, and the floors were cushioned for safety. The lights were dimmed to a clinically recommended glow. There were no sharp corners, no clocks, and lots of card readers.

The smartest patients immediately understood that this building may have looked pleasant or pretty. Maybe the atmosphere was warm, yet they weren't going to be allowed to leave until they satisfied their captors.

A few minutes' walk from the holding facility stood the Surgical Wing, a sleek and modern structure of tinted glass and brushed steel. This was where Dr. Chen spent most of her time. The Surgical Wing was not open to the general public, but the investors and clients who toured it always came away impressed by its sterility, efficiency, and dazzling array of proprietary procedures. More than that, they had to experience that little thrill that came from seeing the patients, both those who had yet to be subjected to the procedures and those who were in the midst of treatment. That first group would often struggle, beg, and plead for their freedom.

It never worked.

It never helped.

There was something wrong with them. They had made some terrible mistake, and now they had to be punished for it. Stripping away their old identities and transforming them into something brand-new was an excellent start.

The surgical facilities featured seven operating rooms, two psychological modulation suites, and a laboratory for pharmaceutical experimentation. The staff often joked that Dr. Chen could remove a man’s ego with greater precision than most surgeons could remove an organ.

Patients who showed prolonged resistance to therapy (especially those who denied wrongdoing, expressed persistent narcissistic traits, or attempted legal action) were always referred to the Surgical Wing for “deeper interventions.” These were rarely discussed in detail, but the official term was Cognitive Simplification Therapy. The results were consistent. Patients returned quieter, gentler, and notably easier to manage. More than that, they became pliant and obedient.

The Orderly Dormitories sat behind the surgical complex. Built from concrete and reinforced glass, the dormitories were relatively spartan, but the guards had everything they needed. These rooms and apartments weren't luxurious, but they were tidy, regulated, and color-coded by rank. Marcus, the head of the orderlies, lived in the top-floor suite.

Across the property and slightly more secluded, stood the Nurses' Residence, a charming pale-yellow building with lace curtains and a rose garden that was carefully maintained by patients under supervision. The nurses’ quarters were somewhat more pleasant than the orderlies’, though still modest.

Crestwood's staff also took pride in its Therapy Rooms, which were beautifully appointed in soft blue tones, with ergonomic chairs (with straps) and soundproof walls. These rooms featured two-way mirrors and voice recognition software to flag non-compliant language.

The most popular therapy module was called “My Side of the Story: Why It’s Wrong.” Patients were asked to explain their perception of events, then shown legal documents, video clips, and carefully edited family testimonials that contradicted their version of reality. Any attempt to protest the material was recorded as Defensive Narrative Syndrome. Patients who failed to comply were recommended for further treatment.

Each therapist’s office contained a large desk, a cheerful plant, and a panic button discreetly hidden beneath the surface. Some also featured a bookshelf of emotionally neutral literature, including titles such as Letting Go of Your Power, The Path to Compliance, and How to Say Sorry Even When You Were Right.

Back in the Residential Halls, patients slept in single-occupancy rooms, though the doors were monitored by motion sensors and security cameras. Each bed was equipped with clean linens, a memory foam mattress, and a surveillance device disguised as a smoke detector. There were also other sets of restraints and shackles. The walls were painted in calming pastels. Every mirror was shatterproof. Every doorknob had been replaced with pressure-sensitive smart locks

Crestwood staff were trained to speak in calm, positive tones at all times. Sarcasm was permitted only by senior nurses.

Despite all these interventions, not every patient responded to treatment. Some simply stopped talking. Some stared into space for days at a time. A few, usually the most stubborn and vocal ones, were moved to a section of the basement not listed on the official tour map. It was known by staff as the Quiet Floor.

The renovations had come along beautifully. They had added more beds, and it was clear that they could proceed.

At least, that was what Amanda Verger saw when she gazed out at her kingdom.

Her lead surgeon, however, had different feelings. Fortunately, her perspective didn't really matter. She could be the queen of the operating theaters, but she wasn't going to tell Crestwood's chief administrator how to run any other aspect of this facility (or so Amanda always believed).

His eyes shot open, and Bradley awoke immediately, alert and terrified. Only a few seconds before, there had been those sharp, jagged dreams. Different images had flashed through his head: metallic shackles, a needle, a scalpel, his wife laughing, and his daughters staring at him, each one a teenager, disdainful, and aloof.

But now, his heart kicked just a little bit faster, he tried to sit up.

He couldn't.

Even as he started to take in his surroundings, Bradley Stone didn't understand exactly what was going on. First, he opened his eyes and he saw the white ceiling. Then he looked down, and he could see the white wrapped around his shoulders, his torso, and his arms. He squirmed, pulling, and there was a little bit of give, yet he couldn't free his limbs from their positions braced against his rib cage.

What was going on? What was happening?

Then he saw the three people in the room: one pretty girl with dark brown hair tied into a pair of high pigtails and two men, both of whom looked very big and very strong.

As a wealthy man, Bradley had always told himself that physicality simply didn't matter. He always believed he could never be influenced or intimidated by taller guys. After all, society was built on wealth. Money meant power. Gym muscles simply implied that they had wasted a lot of their time. Only then and there, Bradley stared at those guys, and he saw the indifferent, almost bored expressions on their faces. They stood there like guards, their backs straight, their shoulders tight, and their arms crossed over their chests as well. Unlike Bradley, however, those guys weren't wearing straitjackets.

He was wearing a straitjacket…

At first, Bradley blinked as the realization hit him. He didn't want to believe it. In fact, he didn't even know how he could accept it. There was this objective reality in front of him, one which included the straitjacket over his arms, along his shoulders, and down his torso. But as he started to struggle, reflexively tugging and pulling against those medical bonds, the nurse grinned at him. "What is it? Do you think you're going to get up? Because you're not!" She used the singsong tone of a woman talking down to a dog or maybe a small child.

His eyes narrowed, his nostrils flared, and his lips parted, peeling back to reveal the edges of his teeth like he was some wild animal. Ridiculously, he tried to roll over, thinking he could jump to his feet and at least stand. Perhaps he couldn't break out of the straitjacket, but he could still address them as equals.

He squirmed, and his legs were spread, but he couldn't actually get up!

Without answering the ridiculous nurse who had her hair tied into those pigtails, he jerked his head up, and he glared at her. Before he could say anything, Bradley finally noticed the white straps around his ankles.

"What are those?" Bradley asked.

"Those are for your safety," she said, her eyes shining bright.

"No…" Bradley answered. It was a silly, ridiculous response, all because he couldn't alter the facts of the situation. Back at work, he had always been the realist. Sometimes he and his colleagues would get bad news, but Bradley was the one who could cut through the nonsense, ignore his feelings, and respond appropriately. "No," he repeated. "I'm not strapped down. I can't be."

The nurse blinked with her big eyes. "Why not?"

He sucked in a breath. Normally, Bradley could always conjure an answer.

His brows tightened as he raised his head, glared across the length of his body, and watched that girl. She looked almost innocent, especially with those big eyes and that quiet smile. She held her hands behind her back, and she was leaning forward just a tiny bit. Even from that awkward angle, he could see the ridiculous contours of her breasts.

They were so big it…

Bradley wasn't supposed to notice; he wasn't supposed to think about that.

"You know who I am?" Bradley demanded.

"Bradley Stone," she answered right away. "That's what it says on your chart anyway. Was there a mistake? Did one of the other nurses make a mistake again?" She glanced over at the orderlies, both of whom chuckled for just a few seconds before their stoic demeanor returned.

"That's right," he said, biting through every syllable. "My name is Bradley Stone, and I'm an important man. You know what I can do to you? You know what kind of influence I wield in the city?" Even as he growled out those words, he waited for her to react. Back in his daily life, he routinely encountered drivers, servers, and salespeople who saw his suits and recognized the kind of wealth he possessed. Those were the sorts of individuals who were trained to spot his luxury brands, so they knew he was real. They knew he could drop a lot of money on any given product or service. As such, they had to kiss his ass. And if they didn't, there could be consequences…

The nurse didn't seem impressed.

"Good," she said. "So why can't you be strapped down again?" Even as she spoke, she hopped forward, and then she reached down, gliding her fingers along his shins, down toward his ankles.

His nostrils flared again, and she looked at those white, medical straps. He couldn't tell if they were made from vinyl, canvas, plastic, or some other material. In truth, he didn't care even as he tried to kick. Maybe it wasn't a very sportsmanlike choice, yet he jerked his foot up, and he fought to get it free. If he had happened to kick her across the jaw, that wouldn't have bothered Bradley. If anything, he wanted to see the tears fill her pretty eyes.

"Yeah," she said. "You're definitely strapped down! And guess what?"

"Let me up," he shot back.

The nurse tilted her head to the side, making her hair swing and sway. Then she touched a finger to the dimple on her chin, and she rolled her eyes toward the ceiling. "Um...no, that isn’t how this works! Sorry! You’re a patient here, so it's my responsibility to take care of you!"

"I'm not a patient here because there is nothing wrong with me!"

"Are you sure about that?"

"What are you even talking about?"

The nurse grinned. "I'm talking about your treatment and your diagnosis!"

"I don't have a diagnosis," he answered, packing as much authority as he could into his voice. Normally, he knew how to talk to his subordinates. He could address his employees, and he could put them in their place with just a few well chosen words.

Then again, he knew how to swim through the corporate world. He understood what it took to kick it, to negotiate, and to intimidate.

Right then and there, he wasn't in his nice suit. He didn't have on a tie, and he wasn't wearing one of those expensive watches either. In fact, he felt worse than naked, especially with his arms trapped, his legs spread, and…

...Bradley Stone was naked from the waist down.

He wore his straitjacket, but then his genitals were on display, his legs were spread, and these three workers were right in front of him, just a few feet away.

"Yes, you do!" she replied cheerfully. "You might not know what it means, but that's okay. Neither do I! I'm just here to get you equipped before your first session with one of the other nurses."

"Who are you?"

"What? I didn't introduce myself?" She chortled, wobbled her head from side to side, and said, "I'm sorry. My name is Nurse Kitty! It's a pleasure to meet you!"

She was an idiot, he quickly decided. That was why he rolled his eyes, pushed his head back, and said, "I need to talk to someone in charge."

"That would be Dr. Chen, but she's busy right now. Don't worry. She will see you soon enough."

A lady doctor...great, he thought. But then he bit down, and he concentrated. He tried to think of what he had available. "Look, I have money. If you just get me out of here, I can make sure you never have to work another day in your life." That was probably true, but he had no intention of fulfilling his promise. Then again, that little detail didn't matter, so long as he could convince this naïve girl that he could change her life.

"I'm sorry, that's not how this works. You want to know how this works? This is how it works!" That was when Nurse Kitty (seriously, how could she have such a stupid name?) turned around and opened one of the drawers. She pulled something out, and then she held up her hand. He saw the device, only his brows wrinkled with another dose of confusion.

"What is that?" Bradley asked, even though he already suspected he knew the answer. It looked vaguely familiar, like maybe something he had scrolled past online. He was a guy, after all. He was routinely exposed to different kinds of sex toys, only that didn't fit, not here.

"This is your chastity cage. You see, you can't control yourself, which means the doctor needs to do it for you. That's why she has prescribed this kind of denial after the test."

"What are you saying?"

"Come on," she replied, tilting her head to the side again. "I just told you! And people say I'm ditzy." She rolled her eyes, giggled, and then did something he hadn't expected.

She launched herself up onto the bed, kneeling there now between his legs. She set the cage side, and then she looked right at him. "You should enjoy this. A little bit of stress relief will help with your medical transitions." Seeming to have forgotten something, she reached back. At that moment, the orderlies glanced back and forth at one another as though they had expected this. One of them let out a low sigh, and he opened the drawer again. This time, he pulled out a pair of sleek gloves.

The nurse took them and snapped them onto her hands.

As all of this happened, Bradley did his best to keep up. He was trying to figure out exactly which variables needed his attention. Then again, nothing from his previous life had prepared him for this. At work, he had talked about the importance of pivoting, strategic flexibility, and a variety of other nonsense words that ultimately came down to hoping he could predict the future, make the right choices, and get lucky.

As he worked to get his thoughts in order, Bradley was about to ask what she meant and what she was doing even if he suspected she wouldn't give him any useful information. Before a single word could leave his mouth, she grabbed his balls and wrapped her fingers around his shaft.

His eyes widened, and he called out, "No. No, you can't do that!" It was such a simpering, pathetically transparent demand, only this woman wasn't going to listen to him. She leaned forward, and he saw the ridiculous cap on top of her head, her vivid smile, and the curves of her cleavage.

He didn't want to notice any of that, especially because this still wasn't supposed to happen!

Worse, he wasn't supposed to enjoy any part of it.

(Bradley Stone, as a patient couldn't understand the importance of this opening procedure. This woman was touching him and teasing him. Dr. Chen believed in keeping the patients disoriented. She understood the need to dislodge their old beliefs about their previous lives. After all, once they arrived at Crestwood, their old existences functionally came to an end. Not only that, their transformation didn't begin with the scalpel. It started the moment they were told what was going to happen and when their arms slid into those straitjackets.)

His breathing quickened, and he squirmed again.

Over the course of his life, Bradley had heard those competing narratives. Women insisted that sex was supposed to be sweet and romantic. But then he had watched so many different videos and heard from other guys his own age. They talked about sex and what it meant to score on some beautiful woman. As far as he was concerned, the guys were right. Sex was a competition. It was a battle. When he was with a woman, he thought about conquering her.

For just a slivered fraction of a second, he thought of his wife again, and he almost wished he could have called out to her. Then again, he was supposed to be a real man, which meant he was supposed to be in charge. He was supposed to be the aggressor, the kind of guy who could go after a girl, talk to her, seduce her, and apply the right kind of pressure at the right moment to get whatever he needed.

His marriage had held him back. That was one reason why the idea of a divorce had never really scared him (in addition to the prenuptial agreement). He had longed to feel that sense of strength and aggression rush through him when he looked at a girl and went after her.

A guy like Bradley was supposed to be powerful. He was supposed to be threatening and in charge.

He wasn't, not right then and not right there.

Instead, he was just a helpless patient squirming from side to side. He tried to kick again. It didn't work. He couldn't free his arms from his chest, either. He was trapped. Stuck, he wiggled, and his body responded.

"No," he started to mouth without making any real sounds beyond the occasional grunt.

His cock inflated; he was getting hard! He could sense that tumescence rush down along his frame as it coalesced right there between his legs. His balls tingled as the nurse teased him.

"There we go," she said. "I knew you would be responsive to this therapy."

"This is that therapy!"

"Of course, it is," Nurse Kitty responded. "Your doctor prescribed it!"

Determined to prove her wrong, Bradley sought to think about something else. He tried to lose himself to questions of business, his personal finances, or something else altogether. If nothing else, he did his best to think about his wife. He contemplated that woman, and he waited for the rush of exasperation or anger.

Despite his best efforts, he couldn't succeed, not once. This nurse was doing such an excellent job of touching him and teasing him. Her fingers started along his balls. She applied the right kind of pressure to his cock.

"No," he said, actually speaking this time. That single syllable hit the air. "If you help me, I can pay you!" Bradley called out to the orderlies.

Those two men stood there, their expressions impassive. If anything, they just looked bored. One of them glanced down at Bradley, but he obviously wasn't impressed.

"Please, you can't!" He was getting closer now. He couldn't help it!

"Just relax. Relax and understand that you are here and you are in the very best of hands," she said cheerfully. "You want to get better, don't you? The only way to get better is to learn to do as you're told. The doctor wants you nice and obedient for your new owners!"

Nice and obedient? His new owners?

She giggled. "Oh, I'm sorry. I'm not sure if I was supposed to tell you that part yet."

Between frantic gasps, he demanded, "What are you talking about?"

"This is the Crestwood Asylum," she told him. "You were admitted by someone special to you, and now you are going to learn to obey them. Or if you don't, you'll just learn to obey your new owner. It really depends on the prescription," she said as she manipulated him.

He tried to parse those details; Bradley did his best to figure out something useful from what this girl was telling him.

Despite his best efforts, he wasn't succeeding, and he knew it.

He gulped, he rolled his head back, and he glared up toward the ceiling. His heart thundered, and he couldn't catch his breath. He battled those autonomic responses, yet he couldn't deny the power of his biology. On a daily basis, he was supposed to be an intellectual being. He made his money based on making difficult choices and seeing through the strategies that few people could understand. But right then and there, this petite girl was teasing him, and then she pulled her hands away.

He had done it! He actually defeated her!

Apparently, she had grown frustrated, so now she pulled her hands away, and perhaps he would be able to talk to her. Or better yet, she would bring in one of her superiors, and they could have a real discussion.

Bradley, after all, understood that virtually any problem could be solved with enough money. More to the point, he had money. He had lots of it!

That didn't matter here.

But then the nurse wasn't giving up.

She leaned forward and his eyes were naturally drawn to the curves of her breasts. At that moment, he wanted to grab her, break her, push her down, and show her exactly what he could do! She wanted him to get hard? Fine! He could show her what he would do with that cock of his!

Only then, she smiled and said, "Clearly, you are deficient and need some additional stimulation," she said, repeating those words as though they had been scripted for her.

His brows tightened. He didn't really understand what she meant, only then she licked her pretty lips, and she wrapped her mouth around the tip of his cock! She was sucking him off! With her latex-clad digits, she stroked his balls, massaging him. Then she reached up, gliding one finger into his ass. Reflexively, he raised his hips as much as the restraints allowed. He didn't even understand what was happening at that moment, not when it felt so good. She moaned and purred as she serviced him.

Ridiculously, he jerked his head up again, and he looked down along the length of his body. Despite the fact that he had his arms braced against his chest, he could still make eye contact with her.

She had big, pretty eyes, and she seemed like she really wanted to do this, like she was in control, and she thought it was good for him.

Bradley did his very best to fight against those impulses. He didn't want to succumb to her; he didn't want to let this woman win!

Despite that desire and drive, Bradley couldn't resist. She was beautiful and sexy. She was a dumb little nurse, and maybe he had secretly fantasized about bimbos at different points over the course of his life. Those were the kinds of details he had never shared with his wife (an ardent feminist who believed in her own intellectual capabilities).

But then the nurse let go. She pulled her lips away from his glistening shaft, and then she grabbed him. "Let's get you off before we get you locked up, shall we?" Again, her words sounded almost scripted, like she wasn't smart enough to come up with them on her own.

He arched his back, pushed his buttocks down, and kicked his heels into the mattress. That beautiful girl grinned. On her knees, she grabbed his shaft, and she squeezed. She worked her fingers up and down faster than before.

Fresh adrenaline shot through his body as he did his best to resist. He tried so hard to fight her influence, but he couldn't do it! This started to feel magnetic or gravimetric. It felt like some fundamental force of reality. And then he had to surrender to the desire. That drive overwhelmed him, and his cock started spurting. He came so hard, squirting one blast of ejaculatory after another!

And then it was done, he had been defeated, and he knew it.

Like a good nurse, she wiped him down. From there, she picked up the chastity cage.

He had his eyes shut.

He was still gulping down one frantic breath after another. His heart was still pounding even though he had hardly moved.

That woman had stripped away his defenses; he had completely surrendered to her.

How could he mess up like that? How could Bradley Stone, a man who had outsmarted so many different rivals, fall so pathetically?

This question swirled and spun through his head even as he started to feel it. She slid something underneath his balls. She pushed his shaft into the sheath. Distantly, he was aware of what was happening, yet he still couldn't escape that sense of defeat.

She had done this to him. She had completely stolen away control of his body…

It wasn't right. It wasn’t fair.

He didn't know how to play this kind of game. He didn't understand his surroundings.

Worse, he realized that she was talking to him again. "That was good for you, wasn't it? I hope you enjoyed it because that's going to be the last orgasm you'll get before we really focus on your treatment. Dr. Chen is very worried about you. She thinks you are going to need extensive help."

This time, he didn't answer. Realizing it would be futile, Bradley stayed silent, yet Nurse Kitty continued to speak, almost like she didn't care whether or not he listened. "You know, we see lots of men just like you. They’re coming here, and they are so delusional! They think they're supposed to be able to make their own choices. But you shouldn't make your own choices, should you? No. You need someone to cure you of your independence. You need someone to take away your freedom. That's what happened to me, and I’m so much happier!"

He thought of the first nurse he had encountered, the woman who had injected him while he sat in that overpriced restaurant.

His eyes fluttered open for a moment, and he looked back at that girl. He saw her silly hairstyle, the bun on her head, and is the way the uniform conformed to the curves of her body.

Clearly, she wasn't an actual professional. She wasn't a real nurse. She was a toy. She was a pet of some kind, someone who had been trained to add to the aesthetic without actually knowing what she was doing.

Even so, it didn't matter. It wasn't like he could insult her by questioning her professionalism. He probably couldn't have insulted her by attacking her intelligence, either. If anything, that girl probably understood that she was an idiot, but she wouldn't care. She would simply do as she was told…

Bradley tried to view those points as weaknesses, yet he wasn't sure how he could exploit those vulnerabilities, and then she held something up for him to see. The light played along the brass exterior, and it shined, and he understood what was about to happen.

"No…"

"Yes!" Nurse Kitty jerked. "We need to lock this on!"

"No," he repeated, more desperate this time. "You can't. Please, you can't! Don't. Don't do it!"

"You should watch," she said. "This is very important. But don't worry. The doctor has the master key, and the nurses can get access whenever she prescribes a release. You probably shouldn't worry about that though. It doesn't happen very often." At that moment, she pouted, shook her head, and then she burst out laughing. "But it's okay because this is good for you. You need it!"

He didn't need this. He didn't want this. No matter what they said, there was nothing wrong with him!

Surprisingly, her voice compelled him. He wasn't sure if it was that strategic need to get as much information as possible, curiosity, or a different flavor of fear. Either way, he couldn't close his eyes or even turn his head. Instead, he kept his neck tightened as he looked down, he watched as she slipped the lock into place.

Silently, he yearned to plead with her. He wanted to break her.

That was ridiculous. She was supposed to be an underling; she was supposed to be the kind of woman who did as she was told. And yet, she locked it on and he heard that click! The mechanism snapped into place, and now he wouldn't be able to enjoy the simple freedom of an erection or an orgasm…

That reality hit him in a way he hadn't expected.

If anyone had suggested the idea to him a few days before, Bradley would have laughed and said something about how he could hold out for as long as necessary. But now, this woman first forced him to climax, and now she stripped his ability to get hard. Somehow, that denial already sent embers of desire swirling at the pit of his stomach.

She smiled and watched him.

"You want to see how it works?"

"No," he answered. "Just leave me alone." If they could give him a few minutes or hours, then maybe he would be able to figure this out.

"Sorry," she replied. "That isn’t how this works." Then she crawled forward, and she looked down into his eyes. She straddled him, and she was right on top of him.

"This, this isn't professional or appropriate," he sputtered out. Those cultural constructs might have been enough to protect him in his old life, but this was the Crestwood Asylum, and the nurse was going to do as she was told. Then she leaned down, and she kissed him.

Revulsion hammered into him, beating against his defenses. Immediately, he thought about how she had sucked his cock just a few seconds before, but now she had her mouth on his, and she made it even worse. She extended her hand down along the length of his body, and she found his balls. She stroked and caressed his scrotum, sending jolts of arousal racing through his body. Those embers from before quickly morphed into a wild conflagration. This inferno of need sprinted through him, despite his recent release.

That was the point, he understood. She was messing with him. This was psychological torture! The doctor and her employer probably called it something else. Maybe they would have talked about the necessity of "psychological association". They probably had their academic terms and their technical jargon. As the pretty nurse kissed him, as the gentle weight of her body pressed down on him, hot fury pulsed at the core of his being...for a little while.

Then he realized what he was doing. Outwardly, this looked amazing. In fact, if some random guy heard about having this beautiful girl placed on top of him, mounting and kissing him, he probably would have gotten jealous of Bradley. Within just a few scattered heartbeats, however, he arched. He couldn't help it. Once again, Nurse Kitty triggered something deep within him. His shaft strained, and he could feel his member push against that infinitesimally small gap between his shaft and the inner confines of his chastity cage.

His chastity cage…

It wasn't supposed to exist. It wasn't supposed to be there. No woman or medical professional was supposed to be able to put this kind of equipment on him! Over and over again, he tumbled back into that conclusion, yet it didn't change anything. He remained trapped; he remained stuck. Anger and aggression couldn't change that.

Even so, he tried!

Bradley Stone liked to think of himself as the kind of man who wouldn’t give up easily. During countless meetings and teambuilding exercises for his staff, he had raised his arms into the air and shouted those useless platitudes like, "We can do anything we set our minds to!" He especially loved, "You always miss one hundred percent of the shots you don't take!" When someone asked him whether or not that was his quote, he smiled and nodded sagely. "Yeah," he said. "That one’s mine."

The canvas straps of his straitjacket kept his arms bound over his chest. He twitched his torso to the left, then the right and back again as he rolled a tiny bit there on the bed.

If the nurse noticed, she didn't give any sign of it. On the contrary, she kept kissing him.

Worse, he kissed her back.

Ridiculously, he raised his head, and he pushed his mouth against hers. There was that duality he didn't know how to escape. Even as his muscles strained and exhaustion spread across his frame, Bradley kept kissing her. Her tongue slid between the edges of his teeth, and every flickering movement triggered fresh waves of excitement. It was invasive, humiliating, and arousing all at the same time!

Bradley had never experienced anything like this before. Then again, he had never been a patient at the Crestwood Asylum, either.

Nurse Kitty broke off the kiss, and she looked down into his eyes. "How was that? Did you like it? Are you nice and excited right now?"

"I'm not excited," he shot back.

"Are you sure about that? Are you sure you're not dribbling just a little bit?"

Automatically, Bradley ran the tip of his tongue along the contours of his lips. For a moment, he felt the compulsion to check for the drool.

There wasn't anything like that. His mouth was dry, except for the spots where she had kissed and licked at his lips.

Only then, she casually reached between his legs, and her fingers brushed along his scrotum before coming up to the forced curve of his cock. Again, his body reacted. There was that rebellious strain as his member pushed. Despite the passionate lust surging through him, he didn't stand a chance. He couldn't resist, and now she teased him. She touched her hand to his opening. There was just that narrow slit, yet it was enough. She rubbed her palm along the downward-facing tip...and she got what she needed.

"Oh!" Nurse Kitty said with mock surprise. "Look at that. You really are aroused right now, aren't you?"

"No, I'm not!"

"Then what's this?" Nurse Kitty asked. She held up her hand, her palm out. Right away, Bradley spotted those smeared, glistening droplets of his pre-come. Despite everything he needed to believe, Bradley couldn't deny the truth, not to himself and not within the inner confines of his own psyche. Whether he liked it or not, he was aroused. Not only that, she had provoked those reactions.

"You're excited!" Nurse Kitty said. "And that's okay. That happens to patients all the time. But you can't have an orgasm right now, can you?" She shook her head from side to side, making her hair bows swing all over again. Each hyper theatrical motion only served to denigrate his position.

He was about to close his eyes, only then she brought her hand down to his mouth. "Lick my hand clean," she said.

When he inhaled, he picked up on the combined aromas of latex and his excitement…

Absurdly, his mouth started to water.

Bradley didn't know what to do about that detail; normally, he could come up with plans on the spot. Right then and there, however, he was trapped. Paralyzed by indecision, he just stared at her until she reached up and smeared her hand along his mouth. He tried to turn his head to the side, but it was too late.

"Look at that," she said. "You got some on your lips. Lick them clean."

"I won't," he said. His defiance offered him some slender sliver of dignity.

It wasn't going to last long.

"Are you sure? Are you sure you want to be disobedient? Are you sure you don't want to get better?"

"There's nothing wrong with me," he insisted.

The nurse wasn't offended by his defiance. If anything, she flashed him this warm and condescending smile. She knew what he needed because the doctor had already told her. Bradley was just a patient; he didn't have the qualifications necessary to assess his own well-being. That was only something the doctor could do.

"Okay," she said. "Just tell me when you're ready to lick your mouth clean like a good patient. After all, patients always have to be ready to take their medicine!" She hopped off of the bed. Maybe he was strapped down, mostly naked with his legs spread, and his arms trapped in his straitjacket. Despite all of this, there was that hint of triumph. He couldn't help it, not when he had just succeeded!

That was what he thought, only then the nurse positioned herself between the two orderlies, she held her hands behind her back, and she swayed happily from side to side while humming some unnamed tune.

The orderlies moved. They didn't wait for instructions. They didn't need to ask questions. Instead, they strode ahead, they removed the restraints from his legs, and he tried to kick out, but they were ridiculously strong. These men grabbed him, manipulated him, flipped him over, and tied him down all over again. Now he was on his stomach, and that was when one of the orderlies grabbed him right by his hair and pushed him down, "Unless you learn to be good, Dr. Chen might prescribe some private time with us. Is that what you need, Bradley?"

He could feel that man's powerful grip. He understood what was happening.

"Don't," he whimpered.

Only then, the other orderly smacked his ass!

By pretty much every definition, he had just been spanked. Theoretically, that should have been a childish, inane punishment. And yet, that smack to his backside sent a rush of pain cascading along his nerves. His muscles hardened, humiliation blasted along his body, and he howled out. His eyes watered immediately.

Bradley didn't understand how this could be happening. Then again, he remembered his daughters, he recalled a spanking them. Even when they had been little, a tap on the backside was often enough to make sure they learned their lessons.

These men, however, knew what they were doing. More importantly, they were stronger…

Before he could say anything, the orderly struck again, smacking his ass. At that moment, it was easy to imagine a red handprint along the curves of his backside.

His toes curled, and he hated how he could be vulnerable like this.

He thrashed again, desperate to kick out.

It would have been difficult to sit up with his arms trapped like this, yet at least it would have been a possibility. Now, however, tied down with his legs spread and his weight holding them in place, Bradley simply couldn't move. He was vulnerable, and he had to cooperate.

To make things worse, the nurse hopped over to the other side of the bed, and she looked right into his eyes. She had a warm and gentle smile. She was watching, and she knew exactly what was going to happen, but Bradley still didn't want to accept this.

He wasn't going to cooperate. He wasn't going to break! He promised himself that!

It was a naïve vow, one he could never keep…

They kept spanking him, their hands coming down hard and fast in that staccato rhythm. The pain blossomed, burning along the curves of his buttocks! He kept struggling right until that moment when he called out, "I’ll do it!" He spoke without thinking, all because he needed those flashes of agony to stop.

They did.

For the time being, at least, they stopped, and the nurse leaned forward. "Are you sorry?"

"Yes," he replied automatically without really thinking about what that single word meant or what his answer entailed.

"So what are you going to do?"

He licked his lips. He licked his lips, he could taste those droplets of pre-ejaculate spread along his mouth...Revulsion twisted his guts, but he still couldn't stop himself. He had done it. He had just done it, and he didn't know how to stop it or take it back.

"Okay, boys. You can return him to his regular position. Oh, and I think he's going to need a bit to make sure that he cooperates, both for the family therapy session and the electroshock therapy!"

What?

Bradley was a smart man. He considered himself to be quite intelligent, especially when it came to processing different variables at the same time. As her words hit the air, he couldn't figure it out. He couldn't understand what she had just said. There was too much information, too much for him to process and absorb.

Nurse Kitty nodded toward one of the orderlies.

Within a few moments, he was on his back again, restrained, just like before, and now he lifted his head as the door opened.

His mouth opened, and that was the exact instant, the other orderly needed. That burly man shoved the rubber gag down into Bradley's mouth, drawing the straps tight around his cheeks and securing them with well-practiced movements.

At first, Bradley didn't understand what this meant, so he still tried to talk. The three newcomers didn't seem to mind. Instead, Lana and Marissa and Summer just stood there at the foot of his bed.

He tried to shout something like, "You have to get me out of here! Please, get me out of here!"

As Lana smiled at him, Bradley wanted to try something else. The words formed automatically. Even if he hated them, he couldn't take any of them back as he tried to plead with her, "I can't take this! You can have whatever you want, okay? Just get me out of here!"

Neither Lana nor the two daughters, the orderlies, or even Nurse Kitty could understand exactly what he was saying.

Although the patient was obviously excited and panicked, that didn't help, not here.

"Hello, Bradley," Lana finally said.

With his nostrils flared, he sucked in one desperate gasp after another. His heart pounded despite the fact that he wasn't moving.

He hated this. He loathed every second of it, especially the sense of captivity that permeated his body. He was utterly helpless in front of the three women he had always been able to control. Even back in high school, his daughters had always been good. They had been obedient. They had feared their father, knowing full well that he could be harsh and stern when necessary. (Granted, that wasn't often a problem, especially since he was usually at work.)

"I bet you're wondering what's going on," she said. "Let me enlighten you."

Finally, he settled down. He stared back at her. He did his best not to look back at either of his daughters. Those girls, however, were smiling at him. They were whispering back and forth. He thought he picked up on a few of their comments.

Maybe one girl said, "He totally deserves this."

Perhaps the other girl added, "This is where he belongs."

Or maybe one of them just said, "They're going to fix him."

Bradley couldn't even be sure whether or not any of those comments had simply been born within his imagination. Either way, he did his best to ignore them as they smiled and giggled.

"In case they didn't tell you or you haven't figured it out for yourself, this is the Crestwood Asylum."

He nodded, one quick, shallow movement of his chin dipping down before coming back up.

"Good. So you know where you are. That also means you know exactly what is going to happen here, don't you?"

Frantic, his eyes damp, he shook his head this time.

"Oh? You haven't been able to figure it out? And they didn't tell you? Okay. I'm glad. I was hoping I could do it." That was when she walked to the other side of his bed, and she reached down. She stroked his cheek, her finger tracing the outline of the strap the kept the bit locked between his teeth.

Then her fingers stroked his neck.

"From here and along the rest of your body, every little bit of hair is going to be permanently removed. You're going to be so soft and smooth, Bradley."

For just a second or two, he registered those words, and he started to think that would be fine if that was the totality of the punishment she intended to inflict. As a man, he never really thought about the extra hair along his arms, down his chest, or between his legs. It was just there. Unlike the women in his life, he never had to worry about seeming smooth or pristine.

His wife wasn't done.

She must've been able to read the relief on his face because she continued, "Bradley, that's the beginning. You see, you're going to go through a very special process known as feminization."

He heard the word. He didn't understand. If he had heard that term in some other place or at some other time, he probably would have been able to parse it and figure out what it meant. But with his pulse pounding and his skin hot underneath the layers of his straitjacket, he wasn't capable of thinking clearly or parsing through the different possibilities.

"Since you're looking confused, let me explain it to you. You're going to get some facial reconstruction. By the time the surgeon here is done with you, you're going to look so pretty. I actually got to see a computer model. I want you to have these really high cheekbones, big eyes, a sharp nose, and a really cute little chin."

Immediately, one idea occurred to him…He was going to look like one of the nurses here.

At first, he couldn't believe it. He wouldn't accept it.

Then again, that hardly mattered because his wife continued, "In addition to the facial reconstruction, I've paid for you to get some really lovely implants."

"They're going to be so big!" Summer called out.

He jerked his head to the side and glared at his daughter. Before his abduction, that would have been enough to make her take a step back. Then and there, however, she saw her father, and she knew he was utterly stuck. Since he was trapped in place, she could enjoy herself. She could just laugh at him as he squirmed there, mostly naked and on display before these women, those orderlies, and that nurse.

"They're going to be very big and very sensitive," Lana confirmed. "And after that, I'm thinking about making sure that you don't get to walk anymore."

His eyes grew wider. He wouldn't be able to walk?

"The surgeon is going to make a few strategic cuts. Don't worry. You're still going to be able to crawl. In fact, I would never take away that mode of movement for you." She grinned. "And later on, when you're ready, you're going to be branded. Oh, we can't forget about this." That was when she brushed her fingers down along his throat. "The surgeon is also going to have some fun playing with your voice box. Once she is done with your vocal cords, you're not going to be able to speak." Lana shook her head from side to side. "No. But don't worry. That's not the end. The end is going to be down here and over here." She casually extended her arm, brushing her fingers along his chest, then down toward his crotch. She grabbed his chastity cage and gave it a playful tug. "You're going to get pierced, Bradley. Oh, and that reminds me. We're definitely going to have to get you a new name!"

"I think it should be Britney," Marissa said.

"I think Brandy would be much cuter," Summer said.

"Don't worry, Bradley," his wife said. "There are definitely going to be some debates. Oh, and in case you're wondering, you're definitely going to stay in this chastity cage for a very, very long time."

"But if you're good, maybe we'll let you out from time to time? Maybe?" Marissa said as her eyes narrowed to slits. She grinned, revealing her teeth, especially the edges of the canines.

"Or not," Summer said with a wicked smile of her own.

He stared at them.

Then, right as the women turned around and started leaving, he began to thrash all over again. He struggled as hard as he could, yanking and twisting and fighting. He pulled and kicked, fought to punch, and did everything he could. It wasn't enough.

The daughters left first. Lana was the last to go. There was that instant when their eyes met again, it was clear that she understood exactly what she was doing. If she left that room without changing her mind, then he would go through those procedures, and that would be it. There would be no going back. These would be permanent modifications…

The door closed, and he cried out, shouting as loud as he could. He cried out for any of those women to come back. He didn't care if it was Summer or Marissa. Although he knew it was ridiculous, he wanted to bribe them. He thought about what he could buy them or the privileges he could offer. Then again, they were now adults, so it didn't matter. They weren't going to listen to him.

Besides, he was trapped there, strapped down and utterly powerless.

The door was closed. The door was closed, and now he was alone with the nurse and those two henchmen. Gagged and unable to speak, Bradley tried to think of something else he could do. Bribes obviously weren't going to work. In the next moment, he wanted to demand that they take him to someone higher in their chain of command. He could talk to a manager or the owner of the facility. He could make a deal…

For a long time, Bradley had liked to believe that he knew how to talk to people and how to get them to do what he wanted. Ultimately, he just had money on his side. That wasn't skill. That wasn't clever.

Unwilling to acknowledge that fact, Nurse Kitty's infuriated patient strained against the straitjacket. "I don’t need to recover from anything. I’m fine. I’m not sick. You people are insane," he fought to say through his gag. Neither the orderlies nor the nurse acknowledged his pleas.

Instead, Nurse Kitty had something else to say. She chuckled. "You’re so passionate. That’s why we’re going to give you a little recalibration today. It’ll help smooth out those jagged little thoughts."

Recalibration?

What was that supposed to mean?

Then the color drained away from his features, and there was this pressure in his chest as he finally comprehended what she meant. The different ideas came together, and he realized what she had in mind.

She had mentioned it before.

He was aware of the concept; Bradley had heard about it, and he had probably watched different simulated versions in various movies and TV shows: electroshock therapy.

Wasn't that illegal?

Then again, he grimaced and got really annoyed with himself as he lifted his head, bit down into the gag, and looked along the length of his body. He saw the straitjacket again. Not only that, there were those visual echoes still vibrating through his brain. He thought of his wife, the snide smile on her face, and his two daughters. Summer and Marissa had looked so utterly confident and capable.

His thoughts turned to some of the interns back at work, the girls he could hardly stand. When he had first began his career, young women often came into the office, yet they had the good sense to appear humble and docile. These were the girls who understood that they didn't really belong in the man's world. Perhaps they would have a knack for secretarial tasks or maybe they would fit into HR. But when it came to making those important, strategic decisions, women simply lacked the aggression and strategic sense necessary to really thrive. He never viewed himself as a misogynist (since he didn't hate women). But then, over the last few years, the females who showed up started to change. They didn't have the right attitude. They looked at him like they could match his skills someday. They were respectful enough, and they never actually broke any rules, nor did they defy social decorum, yet they carry themselves with the easy confidence of women who expected to conquer the world.

As far as he was concerned, that wasn't right.

But now, he thought back to Summer and Marissa, and they had watched with that same expectant confidence. They truly seemed to believe that they could handle anything the world threw at them. They could take over…

He clenched his eyes shut for just a second.

"Let's get started!" Nurse Kitty called out.

He opened his eyes right as the orderlies moved in. One placed a heavy hand on Bradley’s shoulder, trapping him as his colleague freed his feet. From there, the door opened, and another orderly appeared. He was pushing a gurney.

Then they grabbed him, and they picked him up. For those few seconds, he was suspended above the mattress, and his stomach dropped like this was some kind of roller coaster. He wasn't that high up, but he was helpless. He was totally at their mercy…

Nurse Kitty watched fondly, like a hostess admiring a well-plated dish.

"Gentle now," she said sweetly. "We want him fresh for the procedure." They pushed him down onto the new gurney. They strapped him in place, spreading his legs towards the corners. Then they brought fresh restraints up over his chest, his neck, and his forehead. Within moments, he was gagged and utterly powerless.

"That wasn't so bad, now was it?" Nurse Kitty asked him.

He glared at her.

"Don't worry," she said. "It's going to hurt, but it's going to be good for you."

Bradley couldn't remember the last time he had feared physical pain. Seriously, he was a grown man and had a successful career. As such, he normally dealt with the fear of failure or maybe some disastrous mistake at work. But this...this was different because he didn't know how it would feel, yet the dread started to burn through his limited composure.

He started whimpering; he tried to call out, desperate little pleas. "We need to talk about this. Please. Please, we need to talk about this and figure out what we can do!" Those were the kinds of words he would have used back at work. "Can't we come up with a plan? Can't we strategize or something?"

No one listened to him. He made those sounds, but the nurse ignored him, and the orderlies couldn't understand him.

They wheeled him out of the room and into a hallway lined with identical doors. The gurney’s wheels squeaked faintly against the linoleum. Fluorescent lights flickered overhead. No one spoke as they turned past the nurses’ station and took a wide ramp down into the lower levels.

The air grew colder. The walls changed from white to gray. His heart kept pounding. Although Bradley did his best to calm down, he didn't know how to get his body under control.

Finally, they reached a double door labeled: Therapeutic Reorientation Wing.

The doors opened into a room that looked nothing like a hospital and everything like a stage set from a dream gone wrong. The walls were tiled. A stainless steel cabinet gleamed in the corner. In the center stood a large, reclining chair that resembled a dentist’s throne...if the dentist had a background in interrogation.

Leather straps waited along the arms and legs. A tray of polished instruments sat nearby. Coiled cords and small metal paddles gleamed under the overhead light. As he took in those details, he didn't want to believe that this was real.

Simultaneously, he kept thinking that he was going to be able to break free. He fantasized about that moment when they would release him from the gurney, and then he could leap up, tear through the straitjacket, and start throwing punches.

But he wasn't a superhero, and this wasn't a movie.

Nurse Kitty's high heels clicked against the floor as she approached him. Then she was looking down, and he saw that bright, cheerful smile on her face, once again, "Here we are. Isn’t this cozy?"

Bradley thrashed. "Let me go. You’re not doctors. You’re criminals!" he fought to get the words out.

If she understood him, she gave no sign of it.

"Don't worry," she said. "You're just upset." The pretty, ditzy nurse leaned close to his face and gave him a pat on the cheek. "That’s the illness talking. We call that delusional entitlement. Don’t worry. The calibration process has a very high success rate for cases like yours!" Again, she tittered, "I'm not even sure what that really means, but Dr. Chen tells me to tell you this, so that's what I'm doing! I'm a good nurse!"

The orderlies lifted him onto the chair. The straitjacket made it difficult, but they worked with quiet efficiency. Once he was seated, they secured thick leather cuffs over his ankles. Then they strapped his thighs, chest, and forehead into place. Of course, he tried to live out his fantasy; Bradley thrashed again. He tried to kick or headbutt his way free. Nothing helped. Nothing worked. Those orderlies seemed to have a preternatural sense of where he would be; then again, they had experience on their side. They had probably done this dozens if not hundreds of times before. They knew how these patients reacted, so these men used their superior strength, and they trapped him within moments. Once it was done, Bradley's eyes darted around. Sweat broke out along his temples.

Nurse Kitty approached with a padded mouthpiece. "This is for your protection," she said. "We wouldn't want you to bite your tongue."

She nodded toward one of the orderlies.

They removed his first gag.

This was it. This was his chance.

While they had wheeled him through the facility, Bradley had run through all of these different strategies. He thought of clever things he might have been able to say to get them to change their minds and release him. Perhaps he could have incriminated his wife and daughters. Maybe he could have offered to trade them? Maybe they belonged in a place like the Crestwood Asylum? Maybe they had enemies, and he could bring his resources to bear to make them pay?

Only right then and there, Bradley couldn't think of anything. Instead, he just whimpered again, desperate and pathetic, "Please. Please, don't?"

"This is for your own good," she said.

"Again?" Bradley cried. "This is insane. You can’t do this. I haven’t signed anything."

She pushed the mouthpiece between his lips and buckled it behind his head. His words were reduced to garbled noise. She looked at him with amused pity. That girl didn't have his achievements behind her, yet she still grinned like he was nothing but a disobedient pet, one who needed some obedience training.

"There, there," she cooed. "You don’t need to speak right now. You just need to listen." She cocked her head to the side. "You can do that, can't you? You can listen like a good patient?"

After that, he told himself that she was just a nurse. They were going to have to wait for the doctor to show up to perform the procedure. That was what he assumed. That was why he was wrong.

She picked up two electrodes. One was shaped like a silver disk, the other like a wand. She smeared a cold gel onto them with her gloved fingers.

"We’ll start light...just enough to loosen you up. We want to open those clogged neural pathways. You’ve got so many stubborn little ideas stuck in there." Then she giggled again. "But don't worry. We can get them out."

She pressed the electrodes against his temples. The cords snaked back to a panel covered in knobs and switches.

"Do you feel that tingle? That’s your future being rewritten. Isn’t that exciting?"

She flicked a switch. The machine gave a polite whine.

A surge of electricity exploded through Bradley’s body. His spine arched against the restraints. His hands clenched within the straitjacket. A muffled scream escaped from behind the bit.

When it ended, Nurse Kitty clicked her tongue sympathetically.

That was pain. That was real, incandescent pain. It was the kind of agony a guy like him wasn't supposed to experience. He worked in an office; he made decisions for a living. Stress may have been an issue, but it wasn't supposed to be like this. Mammalian panic exploded through his body all over again, especially because he understood she could do that again and again. She could do it whenever she wanted, and he didn't know how to stop her.

"Oh, Bradley," she said. "That was quite a spasm. But don't worry. It’s only your pride letting go. It gets easier." Then she leaned down and whispered, "Trust me, I know."

Bradley wished he could have used that information against her. He wanted to offer her his money, like that would be enough to get her old life back. He didn't know who Nurse Kitty might have been before, but then he thought back to what his wife had said. One word, it seemed to glow bright behind his eyes: feminization.

She had only been teasing him, he wanted to believe. He tried to tell himself that Lana and the girls just wanted to make him scared. And even if it worked, this was still just some kind of elaborate prank. It was a joke. They weren't serious about taking away his ability to walk. He was always going to be able to talk. Even now, he believed he could negotiate his way out of any situation.

While he held onto those hopeful thoughts, Nurse Kitty adjusted a dial.

"Now we’ll go just a little higher."

There was another jolt; it raced along his nerves. His back arched, and he kicked down as he called out. The mouthpiece absorbed most of the noise as his legs jerked, his eyes rolled back. A droplet of saliva slid from the corner of his mouth.

She leaned close and wiped it with a monogrammed cloth.

"Such a mess," she said playfully. "But healing is never tidy. At least, that's what I saw somewhere online."

Bradley’s vision blurred. His thoughts scattered like birds before a storm. Somewhere beneath the terror, rage still burned. He tried to scream something that might have been his name. Neither the orderly nor the nurse had any idea what he was trying to say at that point. Then again, they weren't really paying attention. On the contrary, she focused on what she could say to him, and how she could help him learn.

According to Dr. Chen, that was the point. That was why this sort of recalibration was so necessary. Nurse Kitty may not have been smart enough to comprehend that for herself, but that was fine. She did as she was told. That was what made her happy, and that was how she avoided punishment herself.

Just because she was a nurse here, that didn't mean she couldn't end up back on one of these gurneys. It happened to some of her colleagues from time to time, like they needed to be modified because they had disobedient thoughts or maybe Dr. Chen just felt as though she wanted to experiment, and she didn't have a patient nearby.

She gave a third shock. This one lasted longer. The machine gave off a sound like boiling water. Bradley’s chest heaved. His breath came in hoarse bursts. At the same time, he lost himself to the deluge of pain. Electricity burned through his body, lighting up his nerves and making him cry out. The wave of agony seemed to stretch on and on, shrinking his world and stripping away everything except for those raw sensations.

Then it was done, yet he kept twitching. He could feel those little spasms along his limbs, all the way down to his feet.

Nurse Kitty stepped back and placed the paddles down. She smiled as she removed the mouthpiece. His lips were trembling.

"See?" she said. "You’re already quieter. We call that progress!"

He groaned. "Please...I’m not sick. I’m not sick."

She patted his shoulder. "That’s exactly what all our sickest patients say. It’s very common."

"I'm not…" Bradley started to say again.

On some level, he understood that he wasn't supposed to argue that point because it wasn't going to work. This woman, after all, already knew exactly what she wished to say. She knew how she wanted to tease and torment him. That was a part of the regimen. That was how this routine was supposed to work. If he could offer something new, then maybe he could get her to think of his situation from a different angle.

Then she was leaning down, and her pretty face filled his field of vision. "Just relax and accept it. Accept that you are sick and you need to be cured. You don't understand how the world works. But you're a very lucky patient because you have your wife and daughters. It might be hard now but just think about how you're going to feel when you get out of here, and you'll have your owners there to tell you exactly what to do."

He was a patient. He was a patient at this facility…

Even now, he didn't want to accept that possibility, yet he thought of one other word this woman had just told him: owners.

Once he got out of there, the women in his life expected to own him. He would be their property, their toy and their plaything.

Never, he silently vowed to himself.

Then again, it didn't really matter because she shocked him six more times. She made each one sting. She made sure the burn spread down to every inch and iota of his body.

But then she stroked his dampened brow, and she glanced toward her associates. The orderlies stood ready. She gave them a small nod.

"Return him to Room B-4. We’ll check his verbal coherence in forty-eight hours."

They unfastened the straps from the chair and hoisted his limp body back onto the gurney. His limbs twitched involuntarily. His eyes were open but unfocused. They strapped him down again, if only to reinforce the psychological reality of his captivity.

As they wheeled him away, Nurse Kitty waved.

"Sweet dreams, Bradley. Tomorrow is another opportunity."

The doors closed behind him.

Nurse Kitty returned to the control panel and wiped down the paddles. She hummed a little tune. Then she made a note in the patient log for the doctor. Her opinion didn’t actually count, but she still recommended several more sessions for the patient.

Obviously, she didn't think of herself as actual royalty, yet Amanda still enjoyed her position as monarch of her domain. She was in charge, and she was reminded of this fact whenever she walked down any of the halls. Sometimes, she checked in on the patients, and she could see the fear in their eyes. At this point in her career, Amanda had mastered that skill of perfect intimidation.

She knew how to look down at one of her captives, and she could just smile a tiny bit, and that would be enough to shut them up. Suddenly, their gasping please, and eager entreaties would evaporate. They wouldn't be able to speak; they wouldn't be able to think clearly. Instead, they would be helpless before her, all because they understood what kind of power she wielded here.

She wasn't actually royal, but she was certainly the queen of her territory.

And now, she took a little bit of time to enjoy that reality.

Amanda sat alone in her newly renovated office, savoring the calm that blanketed the late afternoon. The walls around her were a rich mahogany, polished until they gleamed with quiet superiority. Her desk, wide and immaculate, bore only a glass of red wine and a small golden speaker from which gentle strings of classical music drifted into the room. She took a sip of her wine and gazed through the wide window behind her desk.

From this vantage point, she could see the electroshock therapy chamber. It was a glass room, fully visible from the executive offices above. Inside, a patient lay strapped to a padded chair, trembling slightly under the influence of mild sedation. Two nurses adjusted the electrodes while a third took notes with impassive detachment. Amanda observed the process as one might watch a ballet. Considering the influence she wielded here at the Crestwood Asylum, Amanda could have had an office that looked out onto the gardens or out toward the trees. She could have had an incredible view of the mountains.

She preferred this.

Although she wasn't one for undue introspection, Amanda still acknowledged the sense of safety and contentment that came from moments like this. She wasn't dealing with an investor or punishing one of her employees. Instead, she could simply relax...unless...

The door to her office burst open without warning. Amanda didn't jump; there wasn't any shift in her countenance. Instead, she closed her eyes briefly and sighed before turning to look at the woman who had entered.

Dr. Chen stood stiffly in the doorway, her lab coat unbuttoned and her expression grim. Her hair was tied tightly at the nape of her neck, as always, but today her poise looked brittle.

"We need to talk," Dr. Chen said without preamble.

Amanda smiled politely and took another sip of wine. She gestured toward a velvet chair across from her desk.

"I would prefer we spoke in a few days. Friday perhaps. Or next week," Amanda said in a tone so pleasant it bordered on saccharine. At that moment, she really didn't want to deal with the surgeon. Of course, there had been the messages and emails, plus the requests for a formal meeting. Each time, Amanda had either ignored Dr. Chen or put her off.

If the good surgeon continued with this abrasive approach, Amanda wondered whether or not it would be time to replace her. Theoretically, every doctor had to take a Hippocratic oath; they had to promise to do no harm. Then again, Amanda always chuckled at that idea, if only because the idea of "harm" could be interpreted from so many different directions with entirely contradictory results.

She loved that gray zone; she loved searching through the darkness as she considered exactly what could happen to the hapless captives who were abducted and brought to her facility.

"No," Dr. Chen said. "Now. We need to talk now." She didn't sound angry. Instead, Dr. Chen just stared across the span between them. Her gaze was unyielding; clearly, she wasn't going to let this go.

Amanda raised her eyebrows, still smiling, and set her glass down with deliberate elegance. "Okay then. Let's talk right now. I must say, you're unusually assertive today."

Dr. Chen didn't sit. She crossed the room and stood beside the desk, her fingers clenched around a folder she had brought. "Amanda, we are taking on too many patients. With too many new names it's getting harder for the nurses to keep track of the records. If we keep this up, someone might slip through the cracks."

"Only if you or one of the orderlies makes a mistake," Amanda replied smoothly. "Are you going to make a mistake?"

"I won't," Dr. Chen said. She opened her mouth and drew in a breath like she intended to say more.

Her partner didn't give her the chance. Amanda folded her hands on her lap. "Crestwood is expanding. We should be proud."

"This isn't expansion," Dr. Chen said. "It is recklessness. We cannot process this many people without exposing ourselves."

Amanda tilted her head as if considering the complaint. Her eyes, however, remained cold. "The board is quite pleased with our numbers."

"The board will do whatever you tell them," Dr. Chen snapped. "We both know that. You make decisions, Amanda. And you’re making too many of them alone."

Amanda exhaled softly, almost like a purr. "You're tired. Perhaps overwhelmed? I understand. This job can be taxing. I appreciate your diligence, but I assure you, everything is under control."

Dr. Chen leaned forward. "Amanda, this is illegal. Every bit of it. We are detaining people without consent, falsifying diagnoses, and administering treatments that no committee would ever approve." Each point should have been obvious, especially because they both enjoyed their respective tasks.

The surgeon understood exactly what she was doing. Perhaps she indulged in those easy euphemisms from time to time, but she recognized the cruelty she inflicted. If anything, she savored it. She basked in her power. If she had worked at a hospital, then she would have been constrained by ethics boards, insurance companies, hospital administrators, and the judgment of her colleagues. This way, she could do whatever she liked, and there was no one to stop her!

Amanda Verger was always very generous when it came to trusting the surgeon. She could experiment; she could play. Here, she felt less like a scientist, and much more like an artist who sculpted flesh, and reshaped thoughts.

Even so, she understood the risks. She remembered medical school and hearing the lectures from her professors about how strictly regulated things could be. Not only that, they were both risking so much. Thus far, their clients had cooperated. No one had tried to reveal the truth of the Crestwood Asylum to the broader public. And yet, that could change. It made her think of that old hacker expression, something she had picked up in middle school or high school, "Information wants to be free." It was trite and generally not true, but Dr. Chen wasn't willing to take every single possible risk, especially since she knew they could cascade into something dangerous and uncontrollable.

If they rolled the dice too many times, they were bound to lose at some point. That was just a fact of mathematics and cruel probabilities.

Their administrator didn't seem to notice. Or if she did, she didn't care.

Amanda looked past her, toward the window. A new patient was being brought into the chamber. Here was a man in his fifties, slightly overweight and flanked by two orderlies who held him under the arms. He looked dazed but compliant. Amanda watched them strap him into the chair.

Dr. Chen followed her gaze and frowned. "That man is Shawn Denning. He used to run three companies. Two of them were defense contractors. He gave generously to political campaigns. And now he is strapped into a chair while you sip wine."

Amanda turned back with a pleasant expression. "His family signed the paperwork," she replied.

"That paperwork was coerced. His wife brought it in with her lawyer and you accepted it without a second glance."

Amanda lifted her wine again and twirled the glass gently. "Because I trust our legal process."

Dr. Chen slammed the folder down on the desk. It skidded forward and came to rest near Amanda's elbow.

"You’re not listening to me," Dr. Chen said. "You never listen when it matters." She drew in a breath. She hated it when her impassive façade cracked, but she hadn't been able to help herself. Dr. Chen closed her eyes, centered herself, and tried again, "He might have friends. He might have friends who notice his disappearance. We aren't vetting our patients as well as we used to. I get it. You want the numbers to go out for the board. Investors have a lot to say, but this isn't just about our ego or their greed."

"Are you telling me how to run my facility?"

The surgeon drew another breath, "No. I'm not. I'm just saying that we are expanding too fast and taking too many risks. We need to slow down."

Amanda picked up the folder with a sigh and opened it. Inside were photographs, intake notes, and records of recent procedures. She flipped through them slowly, giving each page a cursory glance.

"Very thorough as always," she said. "I commend your attention to detail."

Dr. Chen looked like she might strike her. Instead, she said, "You cannot act like you're untouchable. Sooner or later, someone will investigate."

Amanda closed the folder and set it aside. "And when they do, they will find a highly respected mental health institution, one that has received generous donations from some of the most influential families in the country. We are a sanctuary for the wealthy and the elite. We also have a generous record of charity, especially for the less fortunate."

"All of that might be true on paper, but what if someone investigates?"

"We have already dealt with journalists," Amanda replied. "We have done it before, and we can do it again."

"What if someone slips through? What if there is a mistake?"

"We won't make mistakes then," Amanda replied.

There was silence.

Amanda stood and walked to the window again. She watched as the technician placed electrodes on Denning's head. The man struggled, but the orderlies held him fast.

"People often do not know what they need," Amanda said. "It is our job to help them understand."

Dr. Chen spoke more quietly. "And if you’re wrong? What then?"

Amanda did not turn. "I am rarely wrong."

The electricity arced through the chamber below. The patient convulsed in his restraints, his eyes rolling back, his teeth clenching hard around the rubber bit in his mouth.

Amanda sipped her wine.

Dr. Chen turned and walked to the door. Her footsteps were clipped and sharp.

At the threshold, she looked back. "You're not a queen, Amanda. You cannot rule this place by decree." She hissed out those next words, "We have been lucky so far. That luck won't last forever. Your luck won't last forever."

Amanda finally turned. Her smile had returned.

"But you're still here," Amanda said. "And if you want to remain at this facility with all of the freedoms I grant you, then you need to cooperate and accept this. You need to learn to trust me."

Trust her? The idea seemed almost ludicrous. Then again, the surgeon didn't see any other choice, not unless she wished to try to reintegrate herself into the broader medical community. Realizing it was futile to say anything else, Dr. Chen walked out without another word. The door closed with a soft but resolute click.

Amanda returned to her chair and resumed watching. Another patient was being prepared already. The technicians worked like dancers, every movement precise, every gesture practiced. She turned the volume up slightly on her speaker. Violins swelled. As the new patient started to cry out and beg for mercy, Amanda smiled.

She felt very calm; more importantly, she felt secure here. This was her territory, and no one could attack her authority, not here.

Crestwood was her masterpiece. And masterpieces required a firm hand...her firm hand.

Several more days went by. At least, he assumed several days had gone by. In truth, he lost all track of time. The concept of days, weeks, and dates lost all meaning. Back in the office, he was constantly aware of the time, whether that meant how many more minutes he needed for a meeting, the hours until a project was due from one of his subordinates, or days as he considered broader strategy. He always needed to be aware of what was going to happen in an hour, a week, by the end of the quarter, or the end of the year.

That was all gone now.

At this point, his life was completely different. He didn't have to worry about those deadlines. He didn't get to think about strategic decisions. Instead, there was just the captivity: eating, sleeping, occasional moments where one of the nurses would come and see him (he could barely tell the difference between the cute redheads, the sexy blondes, and the ditzy brunettes). They talked to him, they teased him, and sometimes they ordered him to be gagged when he said something they didn't like.

Ultimately, it was impossible for him to understand exactly what the rules were supposed to be. On some days, he thrashed, bucking around from side to side in his bed. Always locked in his chastity cage and straitjacket, Bradley never got to experience any kind of real relief.

At several points, he yearned for the chance to pleasure himself.

His confinement would have been so much easier if he could just close his eyes, spread his legs, slide his fingers down along his balls, then up over his manhood. He had never really thought about it before, mostly because he didn't ponder the judicial system or how so many Americans faced imprisonment. He had never really tried to envision what they would do with their days. But now, he thought about masturbation and how badly he wanted to touch himself. Even if he had been required to wear the straitjacket, he could have theoretically rolled over onto his stomach and humped the mattress beneath him. Maybe he would've felt like some dirty dog, but at least he would have been entitled to that rush of pleasure and that momentary distraction.

There were still the moments when he messed up.

Bradley would close his eyes, and he would think about the different girls from work. He would think about those interns, the tight pants and short skirts they used to wear. He would think about running his fingers along their necks and up into their hair. In fact, there had been one secretary he had frequently wanted. Even back at the office, before the inevitability of the divorce became apparent, Bradley had noticed that girl each and every time she walked by. He had been furtive and subtle, sneaking quick glances in her direction.

No one knew about his secret feelings. No one understood those hidden desires.

And yet, he wanted to grab her by her hair, yank her head back, bow his head down, press his mouth to hers, and kiss her with that ferocious rush of pleasure and passion.

At first, Bradley indulged in that toxic nostalgia as he contemplated, seeing that girl again. Lillian. That had been her name, he remembered distantly.

Not only did he want to kiss her and seduce her, he wished he could genuinely own her. He fantasized about sliding a collar around her neck, forcing her to her knees, and pumping his cock into her ungrateful mouth. He wanted her to glare up at him, to be enraged at him, to resent his power and influence, while being unable to do anything about it. He would be in charge, and she would yield to his will, giving him whatever he wanted!

These fantasies inevitably triggered his arousal, sending fresh spurts of desperation down into his cock. Each time, his shaft struggled to harden. He wanted to feel the freedom of an erection, yet he couldn't! The cage made it impossible for him to indulge.

And obviously, he couldn't get off. He couldn't get the relief. There was just that perpetual frustration simmering there at the center of his being, all while he waited for the next taunt or punishment.

It lasted for a long time. Maybe a week? Maybe just a few days?

But then Nurse Kitty came back into the room. She had her hair tied back into a set of pigtails, and there were white ribbons holding up those sculpted tresses.

She came over to him, pulled out the syringe, and Bradley already had a gag in his mouth.

The syringe was new, but she didn't give him any information. Instead, she just injected him.

The orderlies arrived a few minutes later, and they freed him from his bed before lowering him down onto a gurney.

Bradley tried to panic. He tried to get angry or upset. He searched for the rush of excited motion, but the drugs were already in his system, forcing him to settle and relax.

"Come along," she said to the bound patient as though he had a choice.

The orderlies pushed him along on the gurney, and he closed his eyes, but he quickly became displaced right up until that moment when they pushed him through the doors and into the operating room.

He saw the bright lights shining down from overhead, and then the nurse told him, "It's time for your surgery. Your wife told you about this, didn't she? Don't worry. You're going to feel so much better as the doctor works on you. I mean, it's going to hurt right now, and you will probably have to get used to the smell of blood, but it's okay. You'll figure it out!"

Bradley Stone had been sedated, but not enough to keep the terror from blooming inside him when he saw the sterile brightness of the surgical theater. His gurney rolled to a stop beneath the long fluorescent tubes suspended above, each one humming with clinical indifference. He blinked sluggishly at the ceiling, his body limp in its restraints, his arms pinned and his chest strapped tightly. They had done a remarkable job.

He faced so many different layers of imprisonment: the chastity cage, straitjacket, the straps, and now the drugs pumping along with his pulse.

With a colossal act of will, he lifted his head, and he looked around.

He saw the surgeon.

There was something about her, her stance and the way all of the other staff members seemed to defer to her. When they glanced at her direction, something approximating dread splashed across their features, only to be suppressed within a few seconds.

He had heard her name before, of course.

Even the nurses referred to her with nothing but reverence in their voices: Dr. Chen.

She may have been shorter than Bradley expected, yet she still radiated that power and authority.

With everyone else, he had tried to beg and plead. With this woman, he could already tell it would be utterly futile. Instead, he just stared at her, desperate to make her understand.

Dr. Chen stood at the foot of the operating table, her gloved fingers already twitching with anticipation. The surgical mask concealed her smile, but her eyes gleamed with artistic ambition. To her left, a tray of gleaming instruments had been laid out in perfect, gleaming rows. She was ready with her scalpels, cranial drills, bone files, orbital spreaders, and several devices whose purposes were deliberately obscured by cruelly euphemistic names.

Nurse Kitty used another needle. This time, she adjusted the IV line and gave Bradley's cheek a light, mocking pat. "You are very lucky," she whispered sweetly. "Not everyone qualifies for a full Emotional Reset and Aesthetic Optimization. Someone must really love you."

Dr. Chen chuckled softly, not looking up from the notes on her clipboard. "Let's begin with the mood regulator. I want fully verified neural mapping before I make the incision. He is a stubborn one."

The technician dimmed the lights just slightly, and an overhead scanner lowered with a soft hiss. It bathed Bradley's forehead in blue light, then flickered with patterns as it mapped the neural terrain Dr. Chen would soon enter. Bradley groaned through his sedative, a sound that made Nurse Kitty smile wider.

"You will feel like a brand-new person...or pet," she cooed, tightening the strap across his forehead. "Happy, calm, and very manageable."

Obviously, Bradley didn't know how any of this technology existed. Was this some kind of modified MRI? Some kind of x-ray? It didn't matter because the doctor was satisfied. She glanced over at one of her screens, and then she nodded.

"Let's begin," said the surgeon.

Dr. Chen made the first incision with graceful confidence. She opened the skin at his temple and peeled it back with practiced ease, revealing the pale bone beneath. Her assistant swabbed the blood with calm efficiency that suggested this was merely routine, nothing more complicated than trimming a hedge.

"We place the mood regulator here," Dr. Chen said, pointing with a delicate metal probe. "Just above the amygdala. The device emits a calibrated signal to suppress rage, ambition, and dissent. It will also 'help' with balance." Bradly picked up on the sarcastic note in her voice. "When we are finished, she'll feel a deep and abiding sense of satisfaction whenever she obeys."

Bradley heard the words even as the distant pain burned across his flesh. He wanted to move, but they had been thorough, strapping down every inch of his body.

He didn't want to believe that his emotions could be suppressed or that technology could alter how he reacted. After all, those emotional responses existed at the core of the kind of person he was going to be.

If she could really do this…

She drilled into the skull with an almost musical rhythm. Each turn of the bit sent a whine echoing through the chamber and vibrating through Bradley's teeth. At several points, he tried to call out, but he couldn't scream. The bit in his mouth prevented that. Still, his eyes rolled, darting wildly, trying to beg.

"Oh, hush," Nurse Kitty said, brushing his hair back. "This is science!"

Dr. Chen inserted the mood regulator through the tiny hole in his skull. It was no larger than a thimble, silver and black, with wires that glistened like spider silk. She positioned it with loving care.

"Now we suture and begin cosmetic enhancement," she announced. "The brain is only one aspect that requires modification." That was when she picked up one of the other scalpels, and she was ready to use it.

She moved to his cheekbones next. Her scalpel sliced cleanly, and with calm precision, she inserted implants to elevate and sharpen the structure of his face. The bones were carefully ground to fit. She packed in the synthetic scaffolding, then pressed and molded the skin with steady, practiced hands.

"We'll make her look less entitled," she said, more to herself than anyone. "She's going to be such a pretty little puppy dog one we are all done."

She cut beneath his eyes and inserted clear spacers. These would make his eyes appear larger, more doe-like, more compliant. Nurse Kitty adjusted the lights for better visibility, humming a piece of light opera as the procedure continued.

Next came the nose. Dr. Chen broke it with a small metal mallet. The crunch echoed slightly in the quiet room. Then she shaved it down, removing cartilage and filing the bone until the new shape pleased her.

"She's going to be elegant," she said. "You definitely won't fit into any boardroom, maybe she will look like an adorable little pet? I'm sure they're going to be lots of guys who would enjoy grabbing her by her hair."

He heard those very specific pronouns, and he wanted to argue or shout back. At this point, his mouth had gone dry, his tongue numb. Despite his best efforts, he couldn't speak. He could hardly think even as the dread seemed to permeate every inch of his body.

They were modifying him. They were altering him. When they were done, he was going to be a different person…

Bradley didn't want to believe it. He didn't want to accept any of this. Then again, he managed to flex his fingers less than an inch, yet that was the best he could do. That was his victory as this doctor worked on him.

What was he going to look like when they were done? Who was he about to become?

Fresh tears filled his eyes, only they didn't have anything to do with pain, not at that moment. The ache and burn was there, yet those sensations felt permanent, as though they had followed him over every second of his life. Instead, it was just that worry. Every part of him needed to rebel, yet none of the staff acknowledged his resistance. No one commented on his silent screams. The bit in his mouth remained firm, a cruel gag that muffled everything except his muffled, humiliated sobs.

"We're nearly done," Dr. Chen said, wiping her forehead. She turned to a small monitor and tapped a few keys. The mood regulator blinked green, then pulsed slowly. She smiled.

She returned to her patient and gently brushed the hair from his blood-matted forehead. "You will no longer feel the urge to argue. You will no longer feel abandoned. You will no longer feel superior."

That was when they freed his arms, spread them, and slipped them into another set of restraints. It was unnecessary. Even if they had simply raised his arm and let go, it would have flopped down onto the surgical table's disposable pad. Realistically, he couldn't raise his arms or hold anything in his hands. His body no longer belonged to him.

It was hers. It belonged to Dr. Chen while she worked on him.

Next, she worked on his chest, slicing open another set of incisions. She stretched his flesh, made adjustments, and slipped the bags into place. At several points, he blacked out. He couldn't remember every step or phase. Distantly, he was aware that she was still talking to her associates. The orderlies cleaned her brow, wiped away the blood and made sure the doctor was obeyed again and again.

Next, they began to apply some kind of gel to his cheeks, his neck, his chest, under his arms, along his limbs, and especially down between his legs. At that moment, he wondered if they were going to fix him completely, if they would start to remove the different parts of his equipment between his legs.

Instead, they just used the gel.

At some other point, Bradley may have been capable of relief. While those seconds rolled into long minutes and hours, he simply endured. After all, it wasn't as though the surgeon or her associates gave him any choice.

"Almost done," someone said.

Nurse Kitty peeled off her gloves and deposited them in the bin. She leaned close to Bradley and whispered, "Don't worry. We'll keep you in a medically induced coma while you recover! When you wake up, everything is going to be better!"

Dr. Chen began stitching the incisions, her threadwork so clean it looked almost artistic. She whistled faintly as she worked, lost in the satisfaction of her craft. When she had finished, she stepped back to admire the transformed face.

"We will bandage him and give him six weeks to recover," she said. "Then, a new wardrobe, a new orientation, and perhaps a polite little seminar on gratitude if that's what his owner requests."

"Dr. Chen?"

"Yes, Kitty?"

"Would you like me to knock him out now?"

"Yes," she said. "Then make sure it's a slow drip. I want him to have a few more minutes to think about what has happened here, and what we have accomplished."

It wasn't an accomplishment!

Even if some tiny part of him wanted to roar out those words, he couldn't hear those thoughts as anything more than some timid little squeak at the back of his brain.

The gurney wheels began to turn again as the orderlies pushed him out of the surgical theater. As they rolled down the corridor, the lights flickered above him. Bradley’s eyes fluttered. Another dose of sedative clouded his mind, but somewhere beneath it, he knew he would never be allowed to be himself ever again. Something had happened within that operating theater. There was the pressure on his chest, the burning along his skin, the feel of his eyes, and so much more.

The surgery had stripped him of more than flesh and bone. It had erased the man he had been.

Once he was gone, Dr. Chen washed her hands, and she nodded to herself. She took a moment, leaned back, and stretched her arms over her head, then down behind her. She flexed her fingers as she contemplated what it had been like to hold the scalpels for such a long time.

This surgery was done, but there were several others. She waited for exhaustion or fatigue to swarm her thoughts. Instead, she grinned.

Amanda may have been wrong about the risk assessment, but Dr. Chen could be grateful for the plethora of patients.

Then again, this would all come to an end if they got caught. It couldn't be allowed to happen. And if anyone ever got in her way, Doctor Chen would have to remove that impediment to her research and work. After all, this wasn't just about science. It was art. She was exploring what it meant to be a person, what it meant to be better, and what it meant to lose everything.

The surgeon dried her hands, adjusted her coat, and walked calmly from the room. In the hallway, a new patient waited, already sedated. Here was another body, another name, and another opportunity to improve.

At Crestwood, the scalpel was a cure, and compliance was the only measure of health that Dr. Chen was ever going to care about.

As promised, they kept him in a coma. The drugs did their job, and he remained completely unaware. There was no thought, just blackness, just perpetual sleep, as though he had ceased to exist. He didn't even dream (as far as he knew). Maybe from a purely clinical or biological perspective, he enjoyed rapid eye movement or different images that sparked behind his eyes and deep within the meat of his brain. If so, he wasn't going to remember any of it.

He certainly wasn't aware of the other modifications that Dr. Chen had made. He had been awake for the first surgery, and it would have a psychological impact on him. He would never forget what it was like to be helpless as someone cut into him and modified the shape of his face, the contours of his chest, or any of those other details that had been a part of him.

Ever since he had reached adulthood, his body had remained relatively the same. He had never gone through great weight fluctuations, and he hadn't been interested in body art, either. He was a man, so he had height on his side, especially when he interacted with women. Whenever he looked into the mirror, he saw the same person.

All of that was about to change, not that he was aware of it.

But that was going to take time. Meanwhile, there were the political issues taking place at the Crestwood Asylum, not that any of the patients were aware of this. Even if they had been, they probably wouldn't have cared.

Instead, it was something the orderlies occasionally thought about.

For the most part, Marcus did his best not to think about those issues. He was in charge of security at the asylum, and he never had any intention of failing. In fact, he was quite proud of his success rate. Thus far, no patient had ever succeeded in escaping. There may have been some mind games here or there that the doctor prescribed (instances where a patient would be allowed to get free from their straitjacket, their room, or maybe even outside, only to be captured as a method of wrecking their final vestiges of hope).

Ultimately, Marcus understood that he was a simple man with a simple job. In exchange for a very lucrative monthly stipend and the opportunity to play with their test subjects, he was responsible for security, which was something he never intended to mess up. He'd be professional and do his job.

Granted, that was easier when the two women at the top of the hierarchy got along.

And yet...he couldn't be naïve. He had to listen.

The breakroom in the west wing of Crestwood Asylum was a cement-walled refuge from the hysteria of the halls. It was small and always smelled faintly of disinfectant and burnt coffee. Equipped with one long table ringed with metal chairs that scraped too loudly against the floor, here was a good spot to relax. The orderlies loved it here because it was quiet. More importantly, it was out of the range of any cameras or microphones.

Marcus sat at the head of the table, his long arms folded and resting on his knees. He wore the same dark green uniform as the others, but his jacket was ironed, his boots were polished, and the nameplate on his chest gleamed. He was the kind of man who expected rules to be followed, and he kept the west wing in line with a mix of intimidation and weary discipline. The only indication of his age was the steel streaking the edges of his beard and the deep creases around his eyes.

Aaron and Colton, his junior orderlies, had brought in some leftover cake from the cafeteria. They were seated across from each other and ate straight from the tray with plastic forks. Both men were in their early thirties, brawny and cheerful, if a bit dense. Marcus let them talk.

In truth, Marcus was curious. More than that, he was wise enough to understand the constant need for new information.

“I’m telling you,” Aaron said with a mouthful, “Dr. Chen and Amanda Verger are fine. I saw them talking yesterday by the surgical wing. Chen was smiling.” He shook his head. "Everything you’re hearing? Just stupid rumors."

Colton gave a snort and shook his head. “C'mon, man. That wasn't Chen smiling. That was Chen baring her teeth. She’s pissed.”

Aaron waved his fork. “You always think everybody’s pissed.”

“Because they usually are,” Colton replied. “You remember that college boy from last month? They brought him in with a shopping addiction or something. Amanda personally ordered that ‘emotional realignment regimen.’ He’s learning to crawl in his padded cell now. That’s not therapy. That’s psychotic.”

Marcus said nothing. He sipped his lukewarm coffee and stared into the cup. Neither of his subordinates seemed to remember that he was there. That was fine with Marcus. They could talk all they wanted. It was important for him, as the head of security, to understand exactly what was happening at this facility. Most of the time, that meant focusing on the patients. Then again, he wondered what would happen if things shifted between Dr. Chen and their chief administrator.

He didn't want to think about it.

And yet, Marcus could sense the tension up there at the top. He didn't want to think about it, not really, yet he needed to be aware.

He understood what it took to keep patients in line, largely because he paid attention. Between the restraints and the drugs, they were probably going to behave themselves anyway. Then again, he was the final line of defense. It was his responsibility to make sure none of them actually broke free. As such, he wasn't going to allow complacency to corrupt his team.

Aaron leaned back in his chair. “All I’m saying is, I think they work well together. Amanda gets the clients in, Dr. Chen does the surgeries, and everybody wins. They’re both smart women. High-level. Not the kind who get petty.”

Colton raised an eyebrow. “You think this place runs on goodwill and intelligence? No, man. It runs on pressure. Besides, I bet Dr. Chen is the kind of professional who keeps a list."

Aaron blinked. “A list?”

Colton nodded slowly. “Yeah. A list of all the times Verger pushed things too far. Chen’s a scientist. She notices things. And you saw her face when Amanda brought in the Stone family. That wasn’t approval. That was tolerance.”

Aaron chewed thoughtfully. “But she still did the surgeries.”

“Sure,” Colton said. “She did it. But she didn’t like it. And people like that don’t explode. They plan. They build their own doors out.”

The breakroom buzzed with silence for a moment. The hum of the fluorescent light grew louder.

Aaron picked at the cake, less enthusiastic now. “So you’re saying…what? That Chen might walk?”

Colton leaned in. “I’m saying we might be working under a split chain of command pretty soon. I think Dr. Chen’s either going to bail or start getting ready for something more...dramatic. She’s not going to keep getting her hands dirty for Amanda without some kind of leash. If it goes public, if she goes to the board and it gets nasty, then who do we answer to?”

Aaron looked over at Marcus. “What do you think, boss?”

Marcus slowly set his coffee cup down. He looked at them both with the same flat expression he used on patients just before tightening a restraint. “I think you two are forgetting where you work.”

Aaron looked uncertain. “We’re just talking, man.”

Marcus’s voice was low. “This is not a place for talk. We move bodies. We follow orders. And we keep our mouths shut unless someone in a white coat tells us to open them.”

Colton frowned. “But if something happens—” he began.

“There won’t be a war,” Marcus said sharply. “Dr. Chen knows her place. Amanda Verger built this asylum from the ground up. It’s hers. No one’s going to fight in front of the board because nothing is going to happen.”

Neither Aaron nor Colton responded right away. Colton sat back in his chair and folded his arms. Aaron went back to poking at the remains of the cake.

The silence that followed was heavy. Marcus stood up slowly, the chair groaning beneath him as he pushed it back.

“Break’s over,” he said. “Get back to work. Make sure the Wilde girl gets some special attention tonight. And Aaron?"

"Yeah, Boss?"

"Give the guy in 27C something to remember."

Aaron and Colton stood and followed him out without complaint. They knew better than to push further.

As the door to the breakroom swung shut behind them, Marcus walked ahead with even steps, the kind born of muscle memory and years of focused routine. But somewhere in the back of his mind, where the rules did not apply and the silence cracked under pressure, a quiet voice whispered something he could not ignore.

It said Colton was right.

It said the day might come when Dr. Chen and Amanda Verger stopped pretending to get along.

It said the board would have to choose a side.

"Fuck," he muttered. Fighting the patients could be hard enough; he really didn't want to deal with some kind of civil war.

Then again, Dr. Chen was mercilessly methodical and logical. There was no way she would risk her position over some petty dispute. Verger, while ambitious, had to understand that she needed the surgeon on her side. Ultimately, both women would work together. Maybe they would get annoyed from time to time. Perhaps they would be unhappy with those required compromises, but Marcus nodded to himself as he focused on those optimistic interpretations.

"Wake up," came a cheerful voice. She didn't sound like she was yelling or shouting at him. "Wake up, girl. It's time for you to wake up. Wake up, girl!"

Bradley opened his eyes.

The light coming from the overhead was way too sharp. He started to look around, only to lock his eyelids down a second later. The after image was burned right there.

But then he rolled onto his side, and he wanted to stand.

Almost immediately, he realized that he wasn't in a straitjacket!

Then someone touched a shoe to his shoulder, and she pushed him right over onto his back again. He looked up, and he saw her: Nurse Kitty.

"What, what's going on?" Bradley asked.

She leaned down, and he saw her tight waist, the curves of her cleavage, her low-cut blouse, and her little hat. Nurse Kitty's pigtails fell forward, even as she grinned at him. "Welcome back! Did you enjoy your little nap?"

There was this strange sense of dislocation. Normally, he would wake up in the morning or after some well-deserved nap, and he would immediately be able to tell how long he had been asleep: just a few hours, perhaps a few minutes. Right then and there, however, his internal clock was completely messed up. At first, he saw that woman, and he wondered if she was some kind of stripper. But then he remembered: Nurse Kitty. She was an employee at the Crestwood Asylum, and he was…

...He was a prisoner here.

Worse, he started going through those memories. It wasn't just the asylum. He remembered the straitjacket, the chastity cage, the needles, the drugs, the disconnection, and more.

He thought of his wife. He recalled his daughters.

First, his thoughts jumped back to Lana. He thought of that beautiful woman. Okay, so maybe she wasn't hot as some of the fresh faced interns back at his office, but she still put a lot of effort into her appearance: makeup and pilates did a lot for her. Then again, he was just bored.

Those bitter thoughts occurred to him, so he started to focus on his daughters instead.

Young and beautiful, smart and ambitious, they were mostly good girls. He was generally proud of them, only they had visited him at the asylum, and…

For a second, Bradley couldn't face the reality. He refused to recall what it was like to see their sneering smiles or to hear them taunt him as he learned about his treatment.

...His treatment...He swallowed, he looked up, and he saw that he was naked, only he didn't recognize what he was looking at. It had to be some kind of optical illusion, he quickly rationalized. After all, he could see his nipples, but they weren't along the mostly flat contours of his chest. Instead, Bradley saw breasts. He saw these huge breasts that swayed just a tiny bit. Maybe they were firmer than he expected, but he still couldn't accept this. This couldn't be real; it couldn't be right. This couldn't actually be happening!

"They're real," said the nurse. "Go on, touch them. I think you're going to have a lot of fun. I mean, you won't be able to get off, but the nurse made them extra sensitive just for you. This way, if your owner decides to tease you, she can just play with your nipples for a few seconds, and it will almost be enough to get you off!" Nurse Kitty made each of those points sound like good news.

He didn't want to be a coward. That was his first thought as he lifted his hand and brushed his fingers along his collarbone before going down toward the curves of his new breasts.

He could feel them.

Breasts. He had real breasts. This wasn't some academic argument about mammalian biology. This was the reality of what he was looking down at, and then his fingers brushed along those sensitive points, and he twitched!

He couldn't help it. There was that flash of sensation, and he twitched as the excitement rushed through his body.

"You liked that, didn't you?"

His breathing came in one sharp and gasp after another.

Then he opened his mouth, and he tried to talk. He tried to say something coherent. And maybe his lips and tongue worked correctly, plus his teeth were exactly where they had always been. Nothing along the architecture of his mouth and been changed, but he squeaked out an incoherent little sound.

If anything, it sounded like a dog yapping.

He gulped, closing his mouth and running his tongue along the edges of his teeth. He tried again.

There was just more yapping.

What was happening? What was wrong with him?

Nurse Kitty bent her knees and crouched down. She swept her gaze along his body. "Yeah, you look good," she said. "This is who you are now. Face it, girl. You're going to be such a good pet for your owners. Yes, you will!"

He jerked his head from side to side. He didn't and wouldn't accept it. He couldn't! Something cold and heavy may have formed at the pit of his stomach, but he wasn't going to be any kind of "pet?"

When he blinked, he still experienced the arousal between his legs. There was that heat and tension.

Right away, he realized a rush of relief hit him. She called him a girl, but he could still feel his balls and the contours of his shaft. They hadn't done anything with his boy parts. Even so, he couldn't ignore that weight of the implants there on his torso.

Part of him wanted to open his eyes, to wake up, and to realize this at all been some kind of bad dream. It could have been a terrible cliché.

When his eyelids rose, he saw them again. There were his implants.

"And don't worry," she said. "These are nice and firm." As though she needed to illustrate the point, she reached out, grabbed his chest, and squeezed.

There was another jolt of sensation as she brushed her hand along his chest.

Right away, he tried to grab her and to push her back.

It didn't work.

He had his hand solidly wrapped around her wrist, and he tried to push her away.

He still couldn't do it.

How was that possible? How could this petite girl be so freakishly strong? He felt like he was getting bullied by some adolescent girl, yet that wasn't possible.

He remembered dating in high school, then college, and finally marrying Lana. Although he had never really considered it, Bradley had always been stronger than the women he dated. On one of their first dates, Lana and Bradley had been fooling around, and he remembered pinning her down. He had climbed on top of her, grabbed her wrists, and he lowered his head as he was getting closer to kissing her. She had squirmed, wiggling as she tried to break his grip on her wrists.

"You can't get away, can you?" Bradley had asked, marginally surprised. He had watched lots of action movies that featured powerful women. These were dainty and petite actresses who, thanks to the power of cinema, could leap up, kick, or casually punch and knock out guys who were twice their size. In reality, men were simply bigger and stronger. And in a moment like that, when he had Lana pinned, she just couldn't get away. That night, they had amazing sex, and he loved the idea that he was so much more powerful. Although he never used that against her, not really, the idea maybe sat there at the back of his mind like a final possibility.

Then again, she had kidnapped him. She had kidnapped him and sent him off to the Crestwood Asylum. Here now, he had to contend with the reality that they had done something to him.

They had done so much to him.

"Let me go!" He tried to call out. Again, he let out that squeaking rasping sound.

"What's wrong? He wants me to let you go, girl?" Or would you rather I just play with you?"

The next moment mirrored his experience with Lana. The nurse grabbed him, taking him by his wrists and pushing them down even as she straddled him. The curves of her knees shoved against his flanks, and she was right there.

She was pretty, and he breathed in the scent of her perfume.

More importantly, he wanted to get away.

"This is an important lesson for you," she said even as his frantic struggles required all of his effort and strength. Even so, he couldn't break free! Why couldn't he?

"Are you going to be a dumb little pet? Is that how this works? Are you going to be a dumb little dog for your owner?"

Bradley still didn't answer. At this point, he bit back any kind of response, all because he realized that his vocal cords weren’t going to work. He could figure it out later, he told himself. Already subjected to the onslaught of new information, he decided right then and there that he was just going to break away. He would show this nurse that she couldn't pin him; she couldn't hold him down! He was stronger. Just as importantly, he was determined to break free. He wasn't going to be some helpless patient. He wasn't going to let them modify or break or rebuild his body.

And maybe those ideas sounded good inside of his head, but they were all wrong…

Perhaps he wanted to think of himself as a realist, yet Bradley couldn't escape those fantasies.

His explanations didn't work.

He was stuck right there, utterly trapped beneath this young woman, and she was smaller than him!

Then she grabbed him by his throat, and she pressed down. His eyes widened as she cut off his air supply. "You need to understand something," she said. "You're a lot weaker now. You’re just a little dog, so anyone can grab you. Anyone can overpower you. That could be me. Maybe it could be your ex-wife. It could be your daughters. How do you feel about that? Think about those girls and how they could just grab you and hold you down whenever they felt like it. Oh, and they can do this." To reiterate her point, she tightened her grip on his throat.

"Don't worry," she informed him. "I'm a trained professional!"

The ditzy little bimbo made that point, and her eyes were shining bright even as he scrambled to get free. He tried to shove her away. He pushed up, but there was something wrong with his arms. That natural strength that he had enjoyed since adolescence was simply gone. Even if he had never considered himself to be a real athlete, at least, biology had been on his side.

Apparently, that wasn't true any longer…

The panic started to eat into his composure. At first, he had simply been confused, but he couldn't breathe now! He was trying to suck in air, yet it wasn't working. His lungs ached and burned, yet that didn't matter. He kicked out with his feet, and he tried to roll to the left or right, but the nurse held him down.

"Just think of this as another procedure. I mean, girl, helpless, aren't you? How does it feel? How does it feel to be totally powerless?" She giggled.

"You know, I went through something just like this! Yes, I did!" She clicked her tongue and shook her head. "A nurse decided she could help me, and I'm so grateful! I mean, this the best way to learn, don't you think?"

This was helpless. This was powerless. This was what it meant to be trapped. This was the feeling of straining and pushing as hard as he could with every ounce of strength he possessed, yet his muscles had been reworked. He fought so hard, but every movie and TV show and novel he had ever confronted had been wrong, because it didn't matter how badly he wanted this. He was stuck right there, and he still couldn't breathe, and now she tightened her grip, and the edges of his vision started to blur; began to go dark.

She finally let go.

He sucked in a breath of cool air that filled his lungs, and he was gasping.

Nurse Kitty was still on top of him. She smiled down at the patient. "Give me a little bark if you're grateful."

He jerked his head up, and he tried to shout, "Go to hell!" That answer, loaded with vitriol, was supposed to make her quiver. It didn't work; she wasn't going to be intimidated, not by him, not by a patient. And now she reached up, she lowered her head, and her eyes locked onto his. Her fingers went for his neck, and he tried to grab her wrists, but he still wasn't strong enough!

Before she could wrap her fingers around his throat, he barked. He made this desperate, pathetic little yapping sounds for this woman, all while he stared up at her.

"Hold onto that feeling," she said. "This is how you're supposed to feel all the time. You should be just a little bit scared and very eager to please." She grinned, revealing her front teeth. "It took me a long time to learn that lesson. Yes, it did!"

Then she climbed off of him, she hopped up, and she straightened her back.

"Okay, girl," she said. "Come on. Come on, girl."

He hated that last word. He hated everything it signified. First, it made him sound like a pet. Second, it didn't just make him sound like a pet. It made him sound like a dog...like a bitch. That idea coalesced inside of his head, sharp and scraping, but he tried to ignore the abrasive idea. After all, Bradley was capable of making his own decisions. More than that, he was an intelligent man. No matter what they had done to him, he could always reverse it...or so, he told himself. He could get his fortune back, he could find the best doctors, and that would help. That would make everything right and better.

"Sit," she said. "Sit, girl."

His eyes narrowed, and his nostrils twitched. His bottom lip also shook. He hated that last part, especially because it showed him once again that he couldn't really control his body. This time, the reaction was natural; it had nothing to do with the vicious surgeon who operated this facility. Even so, it highlighted his own helplessness all over again…

"Go on," she said. "Do it." At that moment, he heard something shift in her voice. He didn't want to acknowledge it, but Bradley experienced another little rush of fear.

That woman could overpower him; she could punish him however she wanted. She had already choked him once. He wondered what else she had in mind.

Then he immediately started to think of dogs and what they would do when told to "sit". He did it.

Bradley straightened his back, and he squirmed, pushing himself up onto his knees. It was harder than he expected. Not only that, the moment he was up, there was that sense of vertigo.

"Good girl!" He heard those words, and there was that quick little flash of excitement and hope.

Then he remembered something. That doctor had put something inside of his head. He didn't want to believe it actually affected his mood, especially because the theory was still there, sitting at the pit of his stomach and flaring out into his shoulders and down along his arms. His fingers tightened into fists, and he wanted to punch something. Even so, she said the words again. "Good girl. Who is a good girl? That's right! You are!" She used that playful, taunting tone that so many people adopted when talking to pets and little kids. Worse, she casually reached down, and she brushed her fingers through his hair.

His hair. He could feel it down along the nape of his neck, all the way to his shoulders.

"We are definitely going to have to style this, aren't we?" As though she wasn't sure he had really noticed, she tugged on his hair, making him lift his head. His eyes widened again, and he didn't want to believe it. Then again, there was that other word. It seemed to step into him from every angle at once: feminization. That was what they had talked about before.

Just how far had they gone?

That sense of violation swept across his skin, all because they had done something to his head, his eyes, his nose, the rest of his face, his chest, his arms and legs, and now he couldn't even stand.

While she stroked his hair, he tried to stand.

He extended his knees, extended his legs, and rose for just a few inches before the vertigo swept across his body, and he collapsed.

"No," she said definitively, touching his chin now. She looked into his eyes once again. "If you're going to be a good little dog, that means you don't get to stand. Dogs don't walk upright, do they?" The nurse cheerfully shook her head from side to side. "They don't block. What do they do?"

His nostrils twitched, and he snarled back at her. Of course, there was something about the pitch of his voice. It was higher than he expected. He didn't sound like some angry man who could have threatened this woman in a darkened alley. Instead, he realized the tone of his voice had shifted. He wasn't just yapping. Instead, he barked like some little girl!

"Dogs don't stand," she said, answering the question for him. "They crawl around on their hands and knees. Yes, they do. That's what you're going to do, girl. You're going to crawl around on your hands and knees."

"I'm not a girl! Stop calling me that!" Bradley shouted back, only the words came out like desperate barking all over again.

He didn't know how to get his voice back; he didn't know how to talk like a person.

He hated how he could still feel the words there, braced, along his lips and tongue. Even so, he still couldn't speak, not like a person.

Again he tried to stand and failed, he was now down on his elbows and knees.

"Sit," she said again. "Sit, girl."

He shook his head.

"If you don't, I might need to go talk to Dr. Chen about you. Maybe you need some more modifications? Maybe the surgeries weren't a success?"

...Dr. Chen...

At that moment, he didn't think of her as a person. Instead, she was a concept, a threat, and a horrifying vision of the future. He still hadn't truly discovered what this meant, but he understood how it could be worse. It could be so much worse…

The threat worked.

He pushed himself up onto his knees. He was braced in that position, and he kept his arms at his sides.

"Stay, girl," she said, raising one finger and holding it above him. "Stay…" Clearly, he could understand what that single syllable meant. Even so, she intended to hold his eye contact for as long as possible. She was teasing him; she was taunting and playing with him.

Worse, it was working. Hot frustration pulsed all along his body, and he wanted to leap forward. Again, he thought of those movements that had been so ridiculously easy earlier.

He should have been able to rise up onto his feet; he should have been able to grab her, to shove her against the wall, and to show her that he was in charge. He was capable of doing whatever he wanted because he was older, wealthier, and powerful. He had every advantage on his side!

Only he didn't, not any longer.

His chest pumped faster. His heart kicked behind his rib cage, and he wanted to hit something. Even so, he remained right there, on his knees in front of this girl. She turned around, walked away, and left the small room. "Stay. Don't move or they're going to be consequences!" She practically sang out those words.

Then Nurse Kitty was gone, which meant Bradley had to make a choice.

He could have tried to stand up again, which meant flailing and falling. He could stay there on his knees.

This time, he decided to cooperate. He was going to be a good pet.

It was only temporary, he told himself. He wasn't really going to do whatever these women wanted. He was going to fight back. He was going to strike at them, and they would pay for this. He was thinking about Dr. Chen and Nurse Kitty and all of the other people who worked at this facility. He wanted to burn it down, to shatter every brick and pillar. He wanted this entire place to disappear into oblivion! And after that, he would be able to reverse everything they had done. These procedures were just temporary.

But even as he told himself that, he was tempted by something else.

He glanced down, and he saw those in enormous implants on his chest. His brows tightened, and he didn't just feel the strange revulsion of knowing that there were these implants underneath his skin. It was the fact that the surgeon had somehow made his nipples more sensitive. Not only that, he couldn't resist the temptation this time.

Bradley reached up, and he slid his fingers along his rib cage, just underneath his breasts. Then he started to stroke those curves. His fingers moved along the skin, and he kept hoping that he wouldn't be able to feel it, as though this had been some kind of elaborate deception.

It wasn't.

Those breasts were real, and they were his.

Bradley clenched his eyes shut and shook his head from side to side as though that would be enough to alter the fundamental reality of what he now faced. He locked his teeth together, and he was tempted to jump up onto his feet, to stride over to one of the walls, and to slam his fist into the solid surface.

Then again, he couldn't. If he had tried, he would have wobbled on his feet and fallen forward, only to feel like a dog all over again.

"I'm not a dog," he mouthed the syllables. Then he reached up, and his fingers brushed along his throat. He couldn't feel the scar. Apparently, Dr. Chen had done an amazing job. His skin was flawless at this point.

Then he glanced over to his left, and he saw something. There was a mirror there.

He glanced down again, only to quickly close his eyes.

He didn't want to see his reflection. He didn't want to know what he looked like right then and there. After all, all of this still felt like an abstraction. Perhaps he couldn't talk or stand, and maybe his hair was longer and he had those breasts, but he didn't really believe that he had been feminized. He could still think of himself as an independent man. He was strong, capable, and he would fight back! One way or another, he would figure out what he could do to make them pay for all of this.

As he clung to those thoughts, he closed his eyes, and he tried to get the rest of his body to relax. Despite his best efforts, it didn't work.

Bradley was stuck there on his knees, and he waited, fully cognizant of the fact that he was sitting like a good pet.

Finally, the door opened again, and Nurse Kitty strode into the room. He saw her, and his cock twitched again. He hated how this could be one of the worst moments of his life, yet she still provoked that rush of anticipation and desire. Then again, he was still wearing a chastity cage.

She strode over to him, her white heels clicking against the floor. She crouched down, and then she lifted up something for him to see. It dangled there from the end of the leash.

"Let's get you collared, girl," she said.

"I'm not a dog!" Bradley wanted to shout out those words. This time, his lips parted, but he didn't make the mistake of actually attempting to speak.

It would have been futile.

As he tried to figure out what he could do to stop her, she opened up the collar, she slipped it around his neck, and then she clicked it on.

"You want to try to remove it?"

He did!

Nurse Kitty stood without uttering another word. Instead, she watched him, her gaze expectant.

She had something in mind. She was watching and waiting for him to react.

If only to demonstrate his defiance, he raised his arms, bent his elbows, and casually reached for the clasp there on the back of his neck. Part of him expected to feel a lock, like it would be stuck around him, and she could hold the key. Maybe she would taunt him about giving it to his wife, so she could hold onto the key to his chastity cage.

But there wasn't a lock…

Bradley started to fumble around with the mechanism, and he tried to press down.

It didn't work.

What was wrong with him? Why couldn't he just pop open the clasp on his collar? As near as he could tell, it was just a simple latch. It wasn't anything special, unique, or tricky. It wasn't like he was fumbling with a puzzle or something. Instead, he fought to press down, but it didn't work!

"What's wrong? The puppy doesn't have enough manual dexterity to get her collar off? Oh, that must be so frustrating! But you know what you might like? You might like some mirror time!"

He lifted his head, looked along the length of that small room, and he sighed again, the mirror poised there in the corner of the room.

He looked up at the nurse, and he quickly shook his head from side to side, only this time it didn't have anything to do with genuine defiance. He wasn't angry. Instead, there was something else that seemed to play across his features: fear. He was desperate, and he didn't want to see his reflection. Without trying, or even really noticing what he was doing, Bradley started to whimper. He made those nervous little sounds, but she had already made up her mind.

"Come along," she said. "Come on, girl!"

Like a good pet, he started to crawl as she walked over to the other side of the room. The slack between his collar and her grip on the leash quickly disappeared. She tugged once or twice, and then something compelled him.

He didn't know if he had simply exhausted his inner reserves of strength or if there was something about the way she talked to him. Maybe it was the implant?

He couldn't figure it out, but he began to crawl. He moved on his knuckles and knees, making his way forward, just as she expected.

He crawled. He crawled over to the mirror, and he kept his head bowed down.

This time, Nurse Kitty didn't give him a command. Instead, she crouched beside him, and she reached up, touching the underside of his chin.

He raised his head and kept his eyes closed. "Look," she finally said.

He didn't know why he did it; he didn't want to cooperate. He didn't want to give this woman what she wanted or expected. Even so, he opened his eyes, and he saw himself.

But as far as Bradley was concerned, that wasn't supposed to be him. Immediately, he hoped that this could be some kind of trick mirror. He didn't want to believe he was looking at any version of reality.

Despite that hope and possibility, he knew the truth. His eyes flickered, and they moved along the perfectly mirrored glass. He swallowed, and he saw the same reaction in that image.

Only that wasn't a man looking back at him. Instead, it was a naked girl with high cheekbones, a cute nose, full lips, big eyes, and slender brows. Throughout his life, he had unconsciously cherished those different details that marked him as a man.

They were gone.

Dr. Chen had taken them away. With her scalpel, she had stripped him and sculpted him into something new.

He looked like a girl!

The breasts, his shoulders, even his arms all felt different. He didn't know exactly how many operations or procedures he had endured during his coma, but now he swallowed, and he jerked his head up, and he looked right at the nurse.

She smiled down at him. "You're so pretty, girl!"

He tried to jump at her.

He was on top of her, and he knocked her onto her back, only she was laughing. Then she grabbed him, and she rolled him over. Suddenly, she had pinned him. For her, it was easy. She was stronger, and she didn't have that implant inside of her skull.

He tried to shout. He tried to call out. He insisted that she had to let him go. He vowed revenge. None of those thoughts could actually be translated into human words. Instead, he was barking, and the nurse kept laughing like this was just some playful game. A dog had jumped on top of her, and she trusted him because he was going to be trained.

"Okay," she said. "Come on." She let go, jumped up to her feet, and tugged on his leash. She opened the door and walked out. He had to follow. He crawled along even as he contemplated what all of this meant.

In the next room, she showed him something else. It was a dog cage, and the gate was already open. "In," she ordered, snapping her finger and pointing.

The newly feminized dog had no choice. He crawled into the cage, and she snapped the gate shut, locking it.

His moment with the mirror was only the start of his revelation. After all, he was going to be a pet, which meant that Lonna had asked for more than just a few procedures. She also expected her dog to go through obedience training.

So now Nurse Kitty stood in the middle of the room. She wore her usual white uniform, freshly pressed, and her shoes were spotless. Her lipstick was the color of crushed cherries, and her hair was tied up in a neat bun this time. Even so, he could see the way her hair glimmered and shined beneath her. She held a thin leather leash coiled loosely in one hand. The other hand rested on her hip.

“Bradley,” she said sweetly. “Come here.”

The man she viewed as a dog sat by the wall. His ears twitched, but he refused to move. She had already released him from his cage.

His cage…

Over the last few days, he had spent so much time behind those black bars. At first, he had tried to remain patient, waiting there between those minutes and hours. The concept of patience started to irritate him. He couldn't help it. The exasperation started to claw at him, all because he just wanted to get out of that cage.

Nurses whose names he didn't know showed up, and they fed him, placing little trays on the floor in front of his cage. They would open up the gate, and they would tell him to crawl out and eat without using his hands.

At first, he cooperated because he told himself he wanted to earn their trust. This way, they would let their guard down. And yet, the door behind them was always locked. He didn't know exactly how they made it through, but every room operated as a tiny prison. Each room was little more than a prison cell.

But now, Nurse Kitty was in front of him. Today, she had something else in mind. It wasn't going to be therapy, not the traditional kind anyway.

When she came into the room, she didn't waste time with a preamble. Instead, she lifted up the collar and leash. "It's training time!" That was when he realized this collar and leash were just a little bit different. Instead of the smooth material from the previous leash, this was a chain. Not only that, the collar came embedded with metallic links along the interior.

What were they for? What are they going to do?

She unlocked his cage, and he crawled out. With every movement, Bradley desperately hoped for some opportunity. He wanted to strike out. He fantasized about grabbing her, knocking her out, stealing a key card, and making his escape.

The moment he was free from his cage, he raised his head, and he could already feel his vision wobble. There was that strange sense of uncertainty that seemed to spread from his stomach up into the rest of his body.

It was the vertigo. It was the implant. It was just another modification the doctor had added to his body.

Whether he liked it or not, Bradley wasn't going to be able to stand.

She slipped the collar around his neck. Again, she secured the clasp. Although he didn't check, he was certain that he wouldn't be able to remove it on his own. That was another part of his training; that was another aspect of his "cure".

“Good girl,” she said in the same voice she used for patients who had finally stopped screaming. “Now. Sit.”

Bradley hesitated. He looked around the room, and he searched for some way to be defiant. He wanted to resist or show her, just for a few seconds, that he was capable of making his own decisions. He didn't have to do whatever she said!

Right then and there, he had no intention of actually sitting. He wasn't going to behave like a dog! He wasn't a pet, he wasn't a canine, and he wasn't an animal either!

Although he knew better than to try to speak, he raised his head, and he glowered at her. His face, despite the cute modifications, still conveyed that sense of furious defiance. He was a rebel; he was going to fight her! This woman wouldn't be able to compel his obedience, no matter how hard she tried!

Nurse Kitty did not repeat herself. She simply gave a light tug on the leash. The choke chain tightened gently around the dog’s neck. It wasn't cruel. It was instructional. At least, that was how she saw it.

As the chain tightened around his throat and he could feel his airway constrict, Bradley quickly cooperated. He fell back onto his haunches, and now he was sitting just like a good dog.

“Very good,” she said, and reached into the pocket of her uniform. She took out a small biscuit and extended it with one hand. "Go on, girl. Go on and take your biscuit. You deserve a treat."

His stomach rumbled; he hadn't been fed for several hours at least. Even then, when he ate out of those dog bowls brought by the nurses, he always hated it. Then again, he had to keep up his strength. That was the rationalization he used.

At that instant, braced in front of Nurse Kitty, Bradley couldn't lie to himself. He wasn't going to eat out of her hand. He refused!

"Come on, girl," she said. When he didn't react, she gave a sharp tug on the leash. The chain tightened around his throat, and he remembered what it had been like when she pinned him and choked him.

He bowed his head down, he wrapped his lips around the biscuit, and he bit into it, chewing and swallowing as fast as he could. Even as the shame simmered across his skin, he tried to think of something he could do to resist. At that moment, he couldn't even talk!

Like a good girl, he crunched the biscuit between his teeth.

“You’re going to be very smart,” she said. “Smarter than all the others." Then she smirked. "I wonder if that's going to last? Maybe Dr. Chen will give you a lobotomy?"

He jerked his head up and stared at her.

"She does it from time to time," Nurse Kitty said. "But to be honest, she really only reserves that treatment for special cases or the patients who really piss her off. You don't want to do that, do you? You don't want to frustrate the doctor. You want to be a good girl. Yes, you do."

By now, he had swallowed the last of the biscuit.

She circled him slowly, letting the leash dangle loosely. He looked up at her as she walked behind him.

“Let’s try again. Sit.” He was already sitting. “Good. Stay.”

She walked backward several steps, keeping her eyes on him. Bradley stayed where he was, fully aware that he was giving her what she wanted. Although he hated to admit it, this was training. She was playing with him, but she was also making sure that he would cooperate. After all, if the nurse could get him to do the stupid pet tricks, then the same would probably hold true for his wife, or even his daughters.

Bradley silently fumed. He bit down, locking his teeth together. Part of him refused to believe that his daughters were capable of that kind of control. Then again, they were people, and they were allowed to walk around. He didn't know what that made him. Even now, he refused to acknowledge the possibility that he really could be turned into a pet.

“Now come.” She smiled.

The dog trotted over, head held high. Even as he crawled, Bradley did his best to maintain some veneer of dignity. It didn't really work.

Nurse Kitty beamed. “You’re going to make someone very proud. Your owner is going to be so proud of you. Yes, she is!"

She tugged him lightly to the center of the room. The leash made a soft sound as it dragged across the floor.

“Let’s try something harder. Beg.”

Bradley blinked.

“Beg,” she said again. “You know. Sit up on your haunches and beg like a good girl. I bet this is a skill you're going to be using a lot in your new life. Beg. Beg for the chance to be used. Whimper. Whimper like a good little dog. Oh, and don't forget to close your eyes," she said.

He gave her an angry and puzzled look. At that moment, he didn't really understand what she meant, but he was sure he didn't want to figure it out. Revelations within the halls of the Crestwood Asylum never meant anything good.

She tugged on the chain again.

The pressure made it harder to breathe for a second. His eyes widened, and there was that animal panic surging across his nerves. Even if he didn't want to acknowledge it, he couldn't ignore it. Back at work, in the office, he had routinely ignored his body. He never let the fear pound into him, but this was different, and he knew it.

“Beg,” she repeated.

Bradley whimpered. He tried to sit taller. His knuckles lifted slightly. His balance wavered.

“You can do it,” she said. “Come on, Bradley.”

He tilted backward and wobbled on his hind legs.

“Yes!” she said. “Good girl!"

His cooperation meant she pulled out another biscuit. He devoured it reluctantly. Most of all, he hated knowing that it felt good. It tasted right, especially because he was still hungry.

“You’re learning so fast. You’re not like the others, are you? You’re not stubborn. You’re not proud. You’re just...simple. That’s a compliment, sweetheart. Some creatures are happiest when they’re told exactly what to do.” She smirked and shook her head. "I think that's who you are. Maybe you don't want to admit it yet, but you’ll learn. Yes, you will."

She knelt beside him and stroked his ears. Her nails were painted pale pink.

“Now roll over.”

Bradley glared at her as his brows wrinkled. Then he lowered himself down, but he wasn't going to "roll over". He wasn't a pet. He wasn't a dog. He wasn't some dumb bitch, no matter what this woman told him.

She sighed. “Don’t be difficult.”

Intent on demonstrating his defiance, he just glared right back at her. He stared those daggers at this woman. Maybe she was supposed to be his handler, but he didn't care. At that instant, he even insisted silently to himself that he wasn't worried about the choke chain.

Just like before, she yanked on the leash. The links tightened against his neck, and he raised his head. At the same time, he tried to draw in a breath, but it didn't work.

“Roll over.”

He shifted his weight. He rolled halfway, paused, then flopped back onto his belly.

“Close,” she said. “But not close enough.”

She stood again and gave a firmer tug. The choke chain tightened, and he let out a small yelp. Just like every other sound he made, it was unintelligible.

“I don’t like doing that,” she said. “But disobedience is unhealthy. You’ll see. You’ll feel so much better once you stop thinking so much.”

The feminized dog whimpered again but rolled onto his back.

“Better,” she said. “Try again.”

This time he rolled smoothly from belly to side to back to belly. He looked up at her, his features still contorted with that undisguised fury.

“There we go,” she said, dropping a biscuit onto the floor.

"Eat," she said.

He hated the idea of eating off of the floor, but he knew it would be the best option. He gulped, the moisture drained away from his mouth, and then he bowed his head down. Since he had done a trick, he now had to cooperate. That was how it worked, and that was what she would get from him, whether he liked it or not, whether he thought he could defeat her or not.

He picked up the biscuit between his lips. He chomped into it, chewing and swallowing.

She paced in a circle again. Her heels clicked softly on the mat’s edge. “You’re lucky, Bradley. You're a very lucky puppy. Some creatures get locked up. Others get shocked until their teeth rattle. But you? You’re just here to learn some manners. Sit. Stay. Heel. Good girl."

She stopped in front of him.

“Let’s try one more.”

Her smile widened.

“Speak.”

Bradley looked confused. Obviously, he couldn't talk. They had stolen away that ability...

He could whimper, bark, and yelp. He could even growl if he really tried, but none of those noises were ever going to be intimidating. Previously, he had been able to shout orders and reprimand his employees. Whenever he did, they scurried to obey his commands. Those men and women recognized him as their superior. Just as importantly, they needed their paychecks to survive. He could fire them at any moment for any reason.

“Speak,” she said again, slower this time.

He gave a low whine.

“Speak.”

Then she readjusted her grip and lifted the chain, letting it wave from side to side. It didn't move more than an inch in either direction, yet that was still enough to remind Bradley of what she could do. There could be that painful yank or the slow draw on the chain, tightening the pressure against his throat as he yielded to her.

He broke.

Like a good dog, he performed for his handler. She was training him, and even if he didn't want to accept it, the reality slammed into him again because he cooperated. He obeyed.

Whether he liked it or not, Bradley was behaving like a good and obedient dog.

He barked, once.

“Excellent.” She clapped her hands. "Again," she ordered. Nurse Kitty laughed. "Go on, girl. Speak. Speak like a good girl."

He barked again. He made those high-pitched, whining sounds. He barked, and this wasn't the angry growl of some dangerous animal or predator. He was just a pet, and he made those simpering little noises for this woman.

“Look at you...so talented. I've worked with a couple of different patients, and they always take longer to learn. Maybe your wife was right. Maybe you really were just waiting for someone to take you and leash you. And you thought you were in control once. Remember when you thought you were powerful? Important?”

She crouched again and cupped his chin. Her grip was gentle but firm.

“But now you’re something better. You're dumb, and obedient. You do as you're told. Yes, you do. Who's a good girl? You are!" She brushed her fingers along the sides of his face, down his neck, along his collar, and over his shoulders. She was petting him, and he tried to hate every sensation, yet her fingers slid along his body, leaving little tingles of satisfaction in her wake.

The petting couldn’t last for long, however. Although he tried not to think about it, they weren't done.

She stood and brushed invisible dust from her skirt.

The session continued.

They practiced each command in order: sit, stay, beg, roll over, and speak. For each mistake, she offered correction. He was reminded again and again that breathing was a privilege. For each success, she gave a small treat and a few words of praise. The choke chain rested lightly on his neck.

After an hour, Bradley panted softly, his body low to the floor.

Nurse Kitty sat on a wooden stool and watched him.

“You’re going to be such a good girl,” she said. “I bet your new owners are going to have some fun with you. And hey, there are the other treats you can have. Like right now, I'm thinking that maybe we should give you something else, something special. Sit, girl. Sit, close your eyes, and don't make a sound."

Bradley obeyed immediately, pushing himself up onto his knees, straightening his back, and resting his knuckles on his thighs. Then he shut his eyes, and she left the room. The door opened and closed, yet he didn't look around. He didn't even sneak a glance at the door.

She was gone for a few seconds, then a few minutes.

Time dribbled by, and he wanted to figure out what was going on.

The door opened again, but he didn't hear her voice. His chest constricted as he started to worry that maybe it was an orderly or someone else.

"Okay, girl. Open your eyes."

Once he did, he saw Nurse Kitty standing right in front of him, only now she had removed her tights, slipped out of her shoes, and lifted her skirt to make room for…

At first, Bradley wasn't even sure what he was seeing. His eyes went wide all over again as he drank in the sight of the artificial cock right there in front of his face, just a few inches from his lips. She had snuck up on him, and now she grinned. "Open your mouth, girl. This is something you had better get used to, so just think of it as another trick. You can beg, roll over, sit, speak, and suck!" She laughed even as she reached down, grabbed Bradley by his long, soft hair, jerked his head back, and watched as his mouth opened.

He tried to tell himself that he wasn't going to do this. Somehow, this felt even more degrading than crawling or eating biscuits out of her hand.

And yet, the girl knew exactly what she was doing as she shoved the tip of her shaft right between his lips. "Suck," she said. "Suck like an eager little slut."

He wasn't a slut!

She made it worse. Even as she laughed and shoved the dildo into the back of his throat, he tried to fight his gag reflex down. Then she was laughing again, "Suck, little slut puppy."

His vision blurred as the tears swam across his eyes. She shoved forward, drew back, and pumped into his mouth again and again.

He didn't know how long it lasted. Seconds? Minutes? It didn't matter because it felt like a miniaturized eternity. Then she let go, and he fell forward. He was gasping hard, fighting to catch his breath even as the muscles at the back of his mouth and down his throat finally started to relax.

"I have something else for you," she said.

Utilizing skills he didn't even comprehend, she grabbed his leash, pulled, and he started to choke. He reached up for the collar, but the device had been well-designed. It tightened around his neck, and he couldn't get his fingers into place to loosen the grip. In the meantime, she grabbed him, she shoved forward, and suddenly he was on his elbows and knees.

Nurse Kitty came up behind him. With one hand, she held onto the leash. With the other, she aimed the tip of her strap-on. The smooth black curves shoved down against his ass.

No!

There was that raw defiance, like he thought he could alter what was happening with nothing but the force of his will. Despite that denial, it wasn't strong enough to save him. She pushed it down, sliding between the walls of his opening. Then she buried her cock all the way in his ass, and he whimpered again. He made those desperate little mewling noises as she giggled. "Get used to it, girl. This is what slut puppies are for."

As she laughed, she pulled away without freeing the tip entirely. In the next instant, she slammed down again, ramming him. He had to take it. Inch by inch, he had no choice. She didn't give him any.

Worse, his cock strained. He could feel his shaft pressed against the inner curves of his chastity cage.

Some part of him reacted to this. He knew he didn't "like" it, yet he reacted anyway.

She was laughing, pumping, and forcing him to take it over and over again.

Finally, she yanked free.

"Sit," she ordered.

She gave him two or three seconds.

That was all he needed.

He straightened his back.

"Who's going to be a good girl? Speak, if you're going to be a good girl," she said. She stood over him now with her cock placed right there in front of his face. He hated knowing that the shaft was there and that she could use it again.

Still, Nurse Kitty understood what she was doing. She recognized the kind of effect this had on him. He swallowed down his trepidation, and then he barked. Even if he hated what this represented, he barked, yielding to her authority. Maybe she was just a dumb girl who worked at the asylum, but she was still a nurse, which meant she now outranked him. Besides, they were turning him into a feminized puppy dog.

He barked, and she laughed, confident that he was learning. After all, this was only going to be one training session, one among many.

"Down, girl," she said next.

Bradley rested his head on the backs of his hands..

“Maybe one day,” she said, “you’ll sit by someone’s chair and they’ll scratch your ears and say you’re their very best friend. And you’ll wag your tail and believe them.”

She sighed softly, almost wistfully.

“Isn’t it nice to believe things?”

The dog blinked slowly.

“Up,” she said.

He rose.

“One more time.”

They moved through the entire sequence several more times: sit, beg, roll over, speak, and stay. At least she didn't make him suck, not again. For that, he had to be grateful. Then again, that was part of the training regimen. She had that possibility dangling out in front of him. If he misbehaved, she could always require something even more degrading, and there was no way for him to stop her.

Ultimately, that was the point.

"Which one do you want?" Marcus asked.

"What about the new puppy slut?" Damien asked.

Marcus didn't need to consult a clipboard or a tablet. As the two men stood there in the break room, he nodded. "Okay. You did such a good job with the Jennings girl, you can have some private time with the Stone slut."

"Yes, sir. Thank you, sir!"

Damien didn't wait for any additional parameters. He left his boss there in the break room. He grabbed his key card, strode down the hall, and he was contemplating that virgin mouth, and that tight ass. As an orderly, he was entitled to use some of the patients and nurses. The systems in place were quite strict. The orderlies could track a database to see exactly which openings were available. Dr. Chen didn't mind. On the contrary, she considered this to be a part of the recuperation process. Some of their guests (captives) needed to be used, taken hard, and taught how to behave. At one point, he had heard a nurse say something like, "Sexual degradation is an excellent way to break through bad behavioral spirals."

Damien was fine with that.

When he first learned about the Crestwood Asylum, he hadn't believed it. Of course, this man had indulged in plenty of different fantasies. Not only that, he still didn't know how Amanda Verger, or Marcus had found him, but it didn't matter. He used to be a forklift operator, but they visited him at his site, they sat him down over lunch, and they started asking some probing and penetrating questions. Thinking back now, it had probably been fairly obvious that they had wanted to hire him before they visited him. More than that, it must've been clear that he was going to say yes.

Occasionally, he wondered what would have happened if he had decided to be more conservative and behaved like a good, law-abiding citizen. Maybe he would have said something about how this was too much of a risk or he wasn't ready for that kind of challenge. Those could have been diplomatic answers.

By that point, they had already told him about the Crestwood Asylum. Would they have decided that he was a risk? Would they have decided that he was a danger?

He knew what happened to the dangerous individuals who crossed Amanda Verger, or any of her clients…

At this point, Damien didn't worry about that.

After all, he was loyal to his superiors.

Then again, he also had to wonder about the political whisperings. Normally, Damien liked to stay out of that stuff. Like the other orderlies, he did his best to listen to Marcus, to read the charts, to follow instructions, and to satisfy both Dr. Chen and Amanda Verger. Even so, he had to wonder whether or not something was going to happen. Some kind of corporate takeover? Or maybe Dr. Chen would just get fired?

Only a few months ago, that would have seemed completely and utterly impossible.

But now…?

Damien didn't know. For the time being, he was just going to listen to Marcus. Luckily, Damien didn't have to make a decision. He wasn't important enough. At times like this, he appreciated his own lack of ambition. He wasn't interested in the grand political machinations of the cultural elite.

Besides, he didn't need that kind of stress, not when he already enjoyed everything the Crestwood Asylum had to offer, including the new slut puppy. As that thought crossed his mind, he swiped the card through the reader, the little red light above the door, turned green, and he nodded with satisfaction.

He heard the automated click of the lock and opened the door.

Once he stepped through the door, Damien crossed the threshold, and he held his arms loosely at his sides with his fingers in his pockets. His lips parted slightly, and he pressed the tip of his tongue up against his molars as he considered the slut puppy down there in the cage. At this point, he couldn't really think of the dog as completely female, not with the chastity cage between his legs.

The dog was something else, a different kind of person altogether. He wasn't some pretty girl despite his newly enhanced facial features, nor was he the man he had once been.

Damien didn't care.

Instead, he was there for an entirely different reason. He walked over to the cage, he crouched down.

He looked right at the patient and savored this moment. Damien always loved this kind of power and control. There was the instant when the patient realized that he wasn't alone, he looked up, and there was that fear that flashed across his eyes. This one was trying to hide it, but he failed pretty completely.

Damien wasn't surprised. After all, he knew how to read these captives. Whether male or female or something in between, they were utterly at his mercy.

His mouth started to water. Damien was thinking about how much fun he could have.

More than that, he thought about that distinction between them.

"How's it going, girl?" Maybe he didn't really believe that last term actually applied, but it didn't matter because he wanted to see the slut dog grimace. It worked! It always worked! By this point in their treatment, the patients simply couldn't hide their feelings. Some of them might have been able to admit it. Many more couldn't, yet they were exhausted. They were always fighting, always getting stripped and sculpted, changed and improved.

That was definitely true for this creature.

The smirk curved along Damien's mouth. "I'm not sure if you're aware of this, but I read your file. Yeah, we can do that. We can look up all of the information we want. Most of the orderlies here don't really care. To be honest, I wasn't that interested, not until I saw that you used to be important. You were a rich guy, weren't you? I bet you were the kind of rich guy who would always look down on men like me. You probably hired plumbers, electricians, and other tradesmen, but you never really gave us respect, did you? You figured we were just there to make your world run smoothly. You could toss a couple hundred dollars at us and make us go away." He shook his head and smirked. "Sorry, girl. That isn’t how this works anymore. You know what you are now?"

The dog stared at him from the other side of the cage bars.

He was trying so hard not to react!

It was almost adorable enough to make Damien reconsider.

Then again, he had his own urges and instincts. As such, he intended to indulge. He was going to have fun, and there was nothing this dog could do to stop him.

In fact, Damien licked at his mouth before running his teeth along his bottom lip. "You’re a service animal. I bet your daughters are going to have fun playing with you. They're going to make you do tricks. It makes me wonder what your wife is going to do with you. Is she going to keep you for herself? Maybe she'll share you with a lover. What do you think of that, girl?"

The slut puppy shook his head from side to side, clearly determined to cling to some sliver of his independence and dignity.

Perhaps he would even succeed, not that Damien cared one way or the other, not as long as he got to feel that tight opening, those eager lips, and more. Most of all, he wanted to hear those gasped little whimpers of dismay.

He opened the cage door.

"Out," he commanded.

This was his favorite part of working at the Crestwood Asylum. Granted, they made really good money, but this was even better. This was the kind of perk that would always ensure the loyalty of a man like Damien. So long as he could play with the captives, he would do as he was told. In the meantime, he didn't have to worry about the upper echelons of the hierarchy.

For the time being, however, he let all of those other considerations fall away. He didn't think about Marcus, his paycheck, the doctor or the administrator. Instead, his world shrank down to just that room, just that cage, and to the target behind those bars.

"Come on out, girl. Come on out for Damien." Using his own name felt strange, but the orderly didn't mind. After all, he still enjoyed watching that uncertainty play across the patient's face.

Clearly, he didn't know what he was going to do. He wasn't sure how he should react or respond.

Damien crouched down, and he still held the gate open for the slut puppy.

Bradley didn't react. Instead, he glared back at the orderly, as though this man represented everything he had learned to hate over the last few months.

Then Damien let out a slow exhalation, and his arm rose up. His hand shot into the cage, and he grabbed the pretty slut puppy by his hair, pulling hard. Maybe Bradley wasn't aware of this, but his hair served as a very nice, if impromptu, leash. When the orderly yanked hard, there was that a jolt of pain that exploded down into Bradley's scalp. He let out another one of those canine yelps even as he found himself crawling forward.

"My boss said I get to have some fun with you," he said. "So we're going to start with something basic." By now, the dog was out of the cage, so Damien rose to his feet, he brought his hands between his legs, and he unzipped his pants. Within moments, his cock, at least two or three times bigger than Bradley's own, was now on display.

"Let's see what you can do," he said.

The dog looked up, and Bradley shook his head from side to side.

He tried not to admit it, and he certainly didn't want it to show on his face, but he was scared. He couldn't help it, not as his heart stuttered in his chest, his breathing came in one shallow gasp after another, and his skin was hot all over his body.

Before this, Bradley might have believed that he could be brave.

"Suck, slut," Bradley commanded as he reached down and grabbed at the dog by his hair. Those tresses were long and soft. They looked so dainty and feminine. There were probably lots of young women all over the world who would have loved to have hair as thick and glistening as Bradley’s. Clearly, Dr. Chen and her nutritionists had done an amazing job. Not only that, the nurses washed him frequently, making sure he was nice and tidy and ready for display at any moment (after all, it was impossible to know when his future owner would show up to inspect their work).

"If you don't start sucking right now, I'm going to go talk to the doctor, and I'm going to recommend she give you a lobotomy. She could cut through your brain and slice away all of the defiant parts. You would still be aware of everything that's happening to you, but you wouldn't be able to think for yourself. Is that what you want? Is that what you need?" He burst out laughing even as fresh fear washed across Bradley's face.

At some other point in his life, this guy was probably impressive. He likely had money. He also seemed like the kind of businessman who would collect expensive cigars or cars or something.

More importantly, Damien didn't bother telling the patient that he didn't actually have the authority to go make recommendations to Dr. Chen. The physician made up her own mind; she didn't listen to her staff. She was a genius all on her own, so she made the important decisions when it came to their behavioral modifications.

But this boy didn't need to know that.

For his part, Bradley tried to hold out. He had another man's cock right there in front of his face. His throat tightened, and he didn't want to believe that this could really happen.

"If you are careful, I'm not going to take your virginity right now," Damien said, tightening his grip on the dog's long, thick mane.

Bradley closed his eyes, and he surrendered something of himself. He gave up. At the same time, he tried to believe that this wasn't going to really count. It was just something that would happen here, yet it didn't have to mean anything. It didn't have to mean anything at all.

Those words resonated through his body; they seemed to vibrate along his skin. Of course, Bradley knew how to take directions. Just as importantly, he could calculate out the consequences of any given choice. Sometimes he was wrong; most of the time, he was right. At that instant, however, he believed this orderly.

If Bradley didn't service him properly and appropriately and do it to the best of his ability, then he was going to regret it.

A dildo had been one thing, but this would be completely different.

And again, Bradley didn't think of what the nurse had done as real sex. She had used a toy. Besides, he could force himself to pretend this had never happened, like someday he would be back in his real life, and he could remember the Crestwood Asylum as some kind of bad dream.

The orderly didn't let go. Instead, he had both of his hands on the sides of Bradley's head.

"Go on, girl. Let's see what you can do. Let's see what you can do with that slut mouth of yours."

Damien basked in the captive's abject humiliation. At one point, he may have been rich. Maybe he had fancy dinners with powerful people. At this point, however, he was nothing but a glorified sex toy. Not only that, Damien wouldn't even be the last one to use Bradley. Of that, he was sure. Stone would be taken hard again and again by someone else. Who? His wife? His daughters? Their friends? Maybe their boyfriends?

Then Damien stopped thinking about it because Bradley made his choice. Although he must've hated himself for succumbing like this, Bradley opened his mouth, he leaned forward, and he kissed. Then he started to suck. His damp lips began to slide along Damien's shaft.

"Good," growled the orderly as those first sensations started to pulse through his body. "That's right. You know where you belong, don't you? Good. There is a good patient. You want to do as you're told, don't you? You can't help yourself, can you? You know who you are. You know what you are. You know where you belong, don't you? Yeah. Suck that cock. Show me how much you want it. Faster. Go faster now, girl!" Remarkably, Damien's own breath started to speed up.

Normally, he liked to maintain this detached neutral veneer, as though this kind of service had no impact on him.

It did.

And now, Bradley was showing this man exactly what he could do.

Bradley hated it!

With every motion of his face and his damp lips along that length, Bradley gave this man something important. He was surrendering something vital. He knew that, just as he started to figure out that he wouldn't be able to lie about this. For the rest of his life, he would know that he had been down on his knees in front of a powerful man like this. And when the time came, and when he had a choice, he didn't even fight that hard. The orderly had just grabbed him by his hair, taking out his cock, and Bradley started sucking like an eager slut!

At that moment, he wanted and needed to believe that it all came down to the implant. This had to be some kind of mind control.

It wasn't.

Worse, Radley couldn't genuinely convince himself that he was doing this because it had been forced upon him. After all, he hadn't fought hard enough to truly claim that he had been overtaken or overpowered. This man simply showed up, he offered one threat, and Bradley broke…

He was supposed to be better than this! He was supposed to be stronger than this!

Then again, Bradley never developed the psychological barriers necessary for this kind of resistance or defiance. At work, he knew how to argue and negotiate. He knew how to be diplomatic and how to offer ideas and suggestions. He knew how to give orders to his subordinates. But this? This kind of service in a place like the Crestwood Asylum? He kept thinking about his cage, the dog food, the biscuits, even that choke chain. Every detail here served to degrade his defiance, weaken his resistance, and turn him into a cock sucking slut!

They were winning.

Even as that reality smacked into him, Bradley didn't know how to fight back, especially because he could feel his hair slide along his shoulders and down toward the small of his back. He could feel his lips tight around this man's shaft. Worst of all, he could taste it.

Every time he breathed in, Bradley caught the aroma of his sweat. At the same time, the flavor of his arousal seemed to overwhelm Bradley's senses.

With every second, he wanted to fight back. Of course, he wished he could have resisted. On some level, he desperately needed to find some idea, but he believed he could figure it out if he just tried hard enough. He had solved so many other problems.

At the very least, those distant hopes helped him think about something else. After all, Bradley didn't know how to handle the truth of what was happening and what he was doing.

He was down on his knees, bobbing his head forward and back and sucking like an eager slut. He thought of his own fantasies, only now they were mirrored back on him. He was supposed to be the man; he was supposed to feel powerful and unstoppable. He was supposed to look down at some pretty girl and see the defiance in her face.

Absurdly, that thought was enough to make him look up. He stared along the orderly's torso, and their eyes met.

Instantly, heat splashed across Bradley's surgically improved face. He could feel the blush cascade down his forehead, along his nose, and down over the contours of his cheeks.

"Good girl," growled the orderly. "That's right. You don't like this, do you? That's okay. I don't need you to like it. All I need from you is obedience. And you can do that, can't you?"

Those words weren't necessary; he could have enjoyed every second of this without tormenting the patient. Then again, mocking the man on his knees, who had been reduced to the status of a sex toy only enhanced Damien's pleasure. It felt so good, especially because he knew he could say whatever he wanted.

Most of the time, Damien had to hide his true feelings. Although he lived and worked at the Crestwood Asylum, there were still those moments when he would get a few days off here or there, and he would go back into the city.

Once there, he always felt disconnected. He had tried to date different women. He had tried to maintain a few friendships here and there. None of it seemed to work out, probably because he needed to conceal the truth. There was the superficial and obvious point about where he worked. But more than that, he could never tell the average person how he felt, or what he craved. They never would have understood the truth of just how good this kind of power could feel.

Even if a few people might have claimed to have similar fantasies, they were never bold enough, or brave enough to confront the reality of the Crestwood Asylum.

Damien had no problem with this. He kept pumping his hardened shaft deep into Bradley's mouth, all the way against the back of his throat. The dog whimpered. The dog howled and let out those desperate little yelps. At the same time, Damien kept mocking him. "This is your life now. This is what getting cured looks like!" He was laughing right until that moment when he raised his head, bit down, and peeled back the corners of his mouth as he surrendered to the instinct.

He came!

That primal pleasure consumed him; it overwhelmed him! He pumped his shaft deep into the patient's mouth as Damien gave him an injection of his hot load. His shaft spurted, blowing those spasms of ejaculate along the roof of his mouth, and all the way to the back.

"Swallow it down," Damien said as his senses came back into focus. "Take your medicine, slut!" He still held onto Bradley's hair. He still pumped the patient's face, using him harder and faster for those last few seconds.

Then he was done, and he looked down at the patient. "Thank me," he ordered. Thank me by nuzzling my crotch and rubbing up against me. Come on, girl. You want to show me what a good and eager bitch you can be, don't you? Yeah, you do."

The patient lifted his head, his nostrils flared, and he obviously hated this. He wanted to fight back with everything he had, but there just wasn't enough. He couldn't defy this man.

Yielding again, Bradley surrendered another sliver of his dignity, his self-worth, and his independence. As he moved, he understood that this meant giving in to everything the doctor and her associates had told him. He was sick. He was weak. Only they could dictate the terms of his reality.

Bradley couldn't talk, but the orderly didn't mind. Instead, he had given the patient a different set of instructions.

Normally, the orderlies didn't tell the captives like Bradley what to do. Sometimes, they might order the boys and girls at this facility to kneel or crawl or strip or whatever. But this was different because Damien expected a different kind of service. And if Bradley gave it, he understood exactly what this would mean. He could feel it.

Despite that awareness, he still yielded again. He gave up. He bowed his head down, and he still had the taste of this man's ejaculate along with his comment. The aroma of his sweat and arousal still permeated the air with every breath Bradley took.

Like a good little dog, he crawled forward, and he nuzzled the orderly.

"Good girl," said the orderly as the dog demonstrated his gratitude. "You know where you belong, don't you?"

The office was warm and comfortable. Of course, that was a given considering Amanda's status. The dark wood furniture, the amber glow of the wall sconces, and the heavy velvet drapes all created a sense of secure civility (despite their work). The space looked nothing like the kind of office where the director of a facility like Crestwood should sit. It gave no sign of the padded rooms, the chairs with their built in shackles, or the soundproofed cells that filled the wings beyond.

Amanda sat behind her desk with her legs crossed beneath a cream-colored skirt. Her blouse was made of silk. A fountain pen rested idly between her fingers. She didn't look up when the door opened. She did not need to.

Dr. Chen entered the room with her usual air of control. Her white coat flared slightly as she moved. Her black hair was pulled into a low twist, and her shoes made no sound on the carpet. She closed the door without waiting for permission.

“I just spoke with Marcus,” she said. “Ten new patients have been confirmed for arrival next Tuesday.”

Amanda smiled faintly. “Wow. That's even faster than I expected them. Then again, I think it makes sense. The Japanese billionaire who is hoping to clean up some family drama wants this done as quickly as possible.”

“You approved this.” Dr. Chen strode forward, braced her knuckles on the solid surface of Amanda's desk, and stated flatly, "You didn't consult with me."

“I did," Amanda said, making it sound obvious. "Then again, I'll renew what your perspective was going to entail."

Chen’s jaw tensed. “That exceeds what we agreed upon. We are already over capacity."

Amanda clicked her pen once. “And?”

“And we agreed on a maximum occupancy."

"This isn’t some nightclub, and you're not just a fire marshal," Amanda replied.

"No," Dr. Chen agreed. "I'm a surgeon with a particular talent for curing her most recalcitrant patients. We agreed on a number, and now you are going back on your word, Amanda."

“I set a number based on the conditions at the time,” Amanda said. “But those conditions have changed. Crestwood has grown. Our reputation has grown and so has demand.” She shrugged. "Besides, I'm perfectly confident in your abilities." She flashed a smile.

When they first built the original site for the Crestwood Asylum, Amanda would have been far more diplomatic. By this point, however, she knew what they could accomplish. Just as importantly, they were untouchable as far as she was concerned. Presidents and prime ministers had already taken advantage of their services. So many of the most powerful elite all across the globe had trusted them with problematic journalists, whistleblowers, regulators, or even just friends and family.

Each and every time, their team had overcome the challenge, successfully training and reintegrating those patients. Sometimes they were sold off as sex slaves. Sometimes they became servants. One way or the other, they were always cured. They were always better for having spent time here.

Chen folded her arms. “The risk has grown as well.” Again, she leaned forward. "You aren't taking this seriously."

Amanda lifted her eyes slowly. Her gaze was calm and unreadable. “Are you concerned about our capacity or about who might be watching?” she asked.

“I am concerned about both,” Dr. Chen replied. “We're starting to take in patients with high profiles. That comes with attention we cannot afford. These are not just socialites or wayward daughters. They're senators, heirs, and executives. Some of them have teams of lawyers and private investigators. If someone gets lucky…"

"No one is going to get lucky," Amanda shot back. If anything, the administrator appeared pleased. “You're right, of course. We are taking on higher profile patients. Have you reviewed the next batch? We actually have a singer and an actor. There are also a couple of influencers who might end up under your blade soon enough. Doesn't that excite you? Doesn't that feel amazing?"

"Of course, it's exciting," Dr. Chen replied. ", But we have to be cautious. Just because we have been successful so far, that doesn't mean we are invulnerable."

"You're an amazing doctor, but you don't understand the politics," Amanda said smoothly. At that moment, she probably thought she sounded diplomatic. She had no idea just how infuriating she could be, especially when she casually dismissed the surgeon's concerns. "We can handle this. We take on amazing clients and patients because we have the capacity to give the market what it needs."

“This is not success,” Chen said coldly. “This is recklessness.”

Amanda leaned back in her chair and raised her eyebrows. “You always were so cautious.”

“And you always mistake recklessness for vision,” Chen said.

Amanda turned to look out the window behind her desk. The view overlooked the inner courtyard where a quartet of nurses were busy training the same number of young men. While the women had already been thoroughly subjugated and trained to fulfill all of Dr. Chen's needs, the men were on the verge of embracing their new lives. They were all naked, all down on their hands and knees, each one of which had been injected with powerful steroids. They had those broad shoulders, those muffled torsos, and they were panting. Their tongues had already been elongated, it was obvious that Dr. Chen had prescribed a full array of aphrodisiacs for them. Even so, the boys also wore shock collars, and now the nurses gave the young men commands, forcing them to roll over, play dead, beg and speak on command.

At that instant, Amanda couldn't remember exactly who all four of those young men were. One had been a college student, and he had started to embarrass his mother by questioning her family fortune (especially their investments in South Africa). Another young man was a little bit older, but he had developed some kind of computer program, one that would have undercut the competition. The other two eluded her; Dr. Chen was right about one point. As they took on more patients, it was harder for Amanda to keep track of everyone.

Then again, she had nurses and orderlies for those tasks.

Eventually, she turned back to her compatriot.

“You see risk,” Amanda said. “I see opportunity. These people were powerful once. They held wealth, connections, and influence. But they lost control. Now their families want them contained, corrected, or erased. We're doing what the world no longer knows how to do. We are fixing things.”

“You are pushing this facility to the edge,” Chen said. “This is too much, Amanda."

Verger remained facing the window. “Then we'll hire more staff.”

Chen laughed once. The sound was bitter and dry. “You really believe that?”

“We have never failed to find what we need.”

“You think we can simply post an ad for a general surgeon who does not ask questions and is willing to silence people for the right price?”

“If we look carefully, we will find them,” Amanda said.

“You don't understand,” Chen said. “This kind of operation is already rare. We cannot double our patient load and pretend it won't break us. If there is even one slip, one wrong move, one misspoken word, we'll all burn.” Normally, the physician was fairly quiet. Frankly, Amanda missed that version of her colleague. The division of labor was supposed to be clear.

“You're overreacting.”

“No,” Dr. Chen said. “I am telling you the truth. The board is watching. They are starting to ask questions.”

Amanda waved one hand. “Let them.”

Chen’s eyes narrowed. “If they believe we're attracting attention from law enforcement or the media, they will erase this facility overnight. You know they will.”

Amanda shrugged. “And that's why we must make ourselves indispensable.”

“We already are,” Chen said. “We're indispensable because we are reliable. If you keep pushing, you might take that away. You can't roll the dice and win every single time."

"Watch me." Amanda smiled and tapped her fingers against the desk. “And you know, if you're not comfortable with this, we could always expand our search. Maybe the workload is becoming too much for you?"

Dr. Chen stared at her. “You cannot be serious.”

“I am entirely serious.”

“You want to hire more people like me?”

“If possible, yes.”

Dr. Chen stepped closer to the desk and planted both hands on the polished wood again. “I have performed invasive surgeries, including lobotomies. I have silenced girls who screamed too much and carved control into men who once commanded armies. I do this because it's an art for me. This isn't a drive-through. We don't go fast. We do things right."

Amanda’s tone remained calm. “Fine. You're an artist. But if it's too much for you, then perhaps it is time you had some help.”

The surgeon’s voice dropped. “You'll never find another version of a woman like me. You'll never find someone with my passion, my dedication, or any of the other attributes required, Amanda."

Amanda smiled wider. “If I must, I will.” Like so many other managers before her, she leaned forward and told her subordinate, “If necessary, I will find a replacement."

The doctor stood straight. Her hands curled at her sides. For a long moment, Dr. Chen said nothing. Then she turned sharply and walked toward the door.

Amanda spoke without looking up. “Send me your updated hours. I want to know when you're available for consultation.”

Going stiff, Dr. Chen paused at the threshold. She did not speak. She opened the door and stepped out without a sound. Amanda listened to the door close behind her. Then she leaned back in her chair and crossed her legs again. A small smile curled at the corners of her mouth. She reached for her cup of tea and lifted it slowly.

“I always win,” she whispered to herself.

As far as she was concerned, her victory was always inevitable.

"Good morning," said the nurse. "Good morning, little puppy slut!" The term was insulting. Even now, hearing those words aimed at him drilled through his dignity and left him eager to answer.

In truth, Bradley had to wonder whether or not those impulses would go away at some point. He wondered whether or not he was capable of embracing this new lifestyle.

By now, he truly had no idea how much time had gone by. Six months? A year? Three years? If the doctor felt like it, she could have him sedated. That must have happened on several different occasions. At one point, he was put into another coma for a different set of surgeries. When he woke up, his breasts were even bigger. Not only that, his lips were fuller. According to some of the orderlies, Dr. Chen had heard all about Bradley's natural talent for oral service, so she decided to properly equip him with his new owner's consent.

His new owner…

Bradley wanted to ask what that meant. Although he hadn't spoken in weeks or months, Bradley still understood what the words meant, and he did his best to overhear as much as possible. For the most part, it didn't work. Whenever someone deigned to speak to him, it usually meant a nurse like Kitty was crouching down in front of his cage and taunting him.

"Today is going to be a very special day for you," she said.

He blinked, confused. At the same time, he put that approximation of anger on his face.

"Are you ready?" asked Nurse Kitty, every syllable an enthusiastic chirp. "Today is going to be so special for you. Yes, it is! Are you ready? Are you ready for your leash? Are you ready to show off for everyone? I've been training you, and I think you're ready. More importantly, the good doctor has reviewed your videos, and she knows that you are ready."

Bradley wasn't surprised. Even so, he still grimaced. There was still that flash of exasperation.

At the same time, he thought about what the recordings meant. There must've been videos of him, likely countless hours of him crawling, begging, eating out of dog bowls, and behaving just like a canine. Nurse Kitty had worked hard to subjugate him, and there was the proof.

Occasionally, he still enjoyed those whispered thoughts of defiance. Whether he was curled up in his cage or waiting for another treatment, Bradley still liked to believe that he would be able to get back to his old life. And if there weren't any records, then he could pretend that this never happened.

He had watched movies about individuals who had experienced some trauma. Maybe they had been kidnapped or captured during war. Either way, they would be held against their will for a while, eventually freed, and then they would have a hard time discerning what was real.

Bradley told himself he wouldn't have that problem.

He would never let go of the man he was supposed to be: strong, independent, masculine, fearless, and capable. He was supposed to be smart, a strategic thinker, someone who could assess the situation and come up with the best solution.

All of those ideas sounded so amazing, but…

He had no idea whether or not they were true, especially because he crawled out of his cage once she opened the gate, and she slipped a collar around his neck. She secured the leash next, and then she tugged.

"Come on, girl," she said. "Come along like a good girl."

Girl. Good girl. Those words beat into him again and again. He didn't want to acknowledge them, yet he followed her without any kind of complaint (granted, it wasn't as though he could speak at all).

As he crawled, Bradley started to wonder how long it would take before that part of his personality faded away.

Immediately, he tried to concentrate on that rush of rebelliousness, especially because he could never give up the meaning of his sex. He was a man! No matter what they did or the surgeries he endured, he was still going to be a man! But as he crawled behind that pretty nurse, he kept thinking about his cock and balls. Even at that point, there was that low grade frustration that continued to spread through his body. It was the desire, the arousal…

As she escorted him through the facility and they walked down a long corridor, Bradley made the mistake of glancing up at Nurse Kitty. He saw her high heels, the backs of her legs, the hem of her dress, and the way the fabric seemed to cling to her buttocks, her waist, her rib cage and shoulders. At the same time, he saw those curved pigtails once again, and he kept staring. He crawled, guided by the leash.

He couldn't speak or even stand. At the same time, even the simple pleasure of an erection was denied to him. Even so, that fundamental arousal continued to simmer just beneath the surface of his skin, and he kept yearning for the chance to grab her, kiss her, and take her.

But even as those thoughts started to swell behind his eyes, Bradley understood that he simply couldn't do it.

The surgeries made it impossible. The chastity cage made it equally impossible.

At the same time, he had to wonder what would have happened if they freed him. If, in some random moment of largess, he was alone with Nurse Kitty or any of the other women here, and he could technically do whatever he wanted, how would he have responded?

This made him think about all of those projections so many guys just like him indulged in. They would be given some set of circumstances like, "You have been kidnapped" or "You're being held at gunpoint," followed by the obvious question: what would you do? All too often, guys would automatically assume that they would jump for the gun, throw a punch, or somehow free themselves. They wanted to believe that they were going to be capable of these wild acts of amazing violence, like they would just figure it out.

They never thought that they would freeze. They never thought that they would panic and just shut down.

As he crawled along, below this woman in every sense, Bradley understood the reality of his situation.

After all, they had been training him.

Day by day, he had learned. He had sucked on dildos. He had serviced one of the orderlies. Not only that, Nurse Kitty had reinforced his new behavioral patterns. She had crouched down in front of him, blinked her vapid eyes, and told him that he was going to be a good girl. Over and over again, he heard those words as he rolled over, begged, sat up, and performed other tricks.

And now, he was about to face his graduation…

For just a few seconds, he hoped that maybe this meant they were going to release him. He envisioned to some scenario where he could crawl into a room, and the orderlies would grab him, lift him up and place him on the exam table. Next, Dr. Chen could walk in, and maybe she would pinch his nipples, stroke his hair, look into his eyes, check his tonsils, and run her fingers along his body. Then she would nod and say something like, "I'm releasing you on your own recognizance." Outside of context clues, he didn't even know exactly what that phrase meant, but it didn't matter.

They weren't releasing him.

Just as he expected, Nurse Kitty escorted him through a set of double doors, and then he saw the steps. Up ahead there was this pool of darkness.

Without a word, she took those steps, and he crawled forward, climbing them, one after another. It was harder than he expected. It was still dark up here, and he looked to his left. Nurse Kitty faced a set of curtains.

He glanced up at her. From his spot on the floor, he wanted to pull on the leash and ask her the obvious questions.

Instead, he waited. He had no choice.

Then the doors opened, and lights shined down on him.

"Ladies, I am so happy to bring you in today," came a voice.

He had heard some of her announcements before. He knew who that was: Amanda Verger. She was the administrator. She was in charge of this entire facility.

Between heartbeats, he yearned to call out to her, to shout, and to convince her that this had all been some kind of incredible mistake.

Instead, he remained there, down on his hands and knees, on display in front of…

At first, Bradley didn't dare look, only now Amanda's voice called out, "when you first asked for us to bring him here, he was delusional. He failed to understand his proper role in the world. He was ungrateful, defiant, and determined to be a burden. But now, she knows her place. This feminized puppy won't talk back. Maybe she will bark from time to time, but that's what choke chains are for. Right?"

"Right!" a young woman answered. He immediately recognized that adolescent tone. It was Summer. It was his younger daughter, and she had just agreed with the administrator of the Crestwood Asylum.

Bradley shouldn't have expected anything else, yet his chest still tightened as his eyes adjusted.

Little by little, he figured it out. They were up on a stage, the curtains had retracted, and there was a mostly empty auditorium out there. A few orderlies were lounging in some of the chairs. A couple of nurses were seated, their backs straight and their hands on their laps. They looked so attentive, like they thought they were on display.

Bradley could ignore all of them. Instead, he focused on the other women in the audience…Lana...Summer...and Marissa. His eyes darted from one woman to another. He saw Summer, her youthful features, and her bright eyes glowing in the gloom out there. Then there was his older daughter, and she was trying not to smile. She was doing her best to put on this serious and focused face, but she needed to concentrate to show everyone around her that she couldn't be distracted. Last, there was his wife.

Lana. His wife. His thoughts bounced between those two labels again and again. Secondly, then, he flashed on that moment when he first saw her, the instant when he dared to ask her out, their first kiss, the moment when he held her hand, their first night together, and so much more. He remembered their marriage, the wedding, the stress of negotiation, and so much more. And then it came down to that instant when he decided he didn't really care about her, so he wanted a divorce, so he could go have some real fun. He remembered those euphemisms and rationalizations. He told himself that life is short, and he couldn't waste it in an unhappy marriage. He told himself that his daughters were pretty much grown up now. As such, he should have been free to go off and do whatever he wanted. He didn't need to project the image of a successful and happy family man.

Instead, he wanted something else: sports cars, nights out in clubs, and the chance to go after those girls. He remembered sitting in his office, leaning back in his chair, touching his fingertips together, and staring at the screen. He had messaged her, of course, some random girl he had met on a sugar dating site. He had sent out those first messages, never to hear a response. And yet, by sending that initial DM, he had changed his life forever.

He just never understood that his wife wouldn't tolerate this.

His eyes drifted back to her, and he was staring so hard.

Braced there on the stage, Bradley tried to focus entirely on her.

He had to wonder what she saw when she looked back at him, his feminized features, and the cruves along his chest. Even at that instant, he could feel the unfamiliar weight and pressure tugging down on him.

Lana didn't grimace. She didn't look sad or upset either. Instead, her expression remained placid and unreadable. He was trying to figure out what she was thinking at that moment. While his daughters had leaned over and started whispering back and forth before breaking into giggles, Lana remained fixed in position, like she wasn't sure how she was supposed to react or respond to all of this.

His chest constricted, and he tried to think of something he could say. He tried to figure out what he could do. At that moment, he still itched to believe that there was something within his power to get her to change her mind.

The administrator wasn't the only one in that auditorium capable of ending his torment. Lana could have risen to her feet, clapped her hands together, smiled at her husband, and said something like, "Okay, Bradley. I hope you have learned your lesson. Now, are you going to be good for me?" And if he had frantically nodded his head down and up, she could have smiled and looked back at the facility's manager, followed by the surgeon. "You can go ahead and reverse everything now."

He would go through the surgeries. He would endure those procedures. And maybe it would hurt, but he wouldn't even care, not if it meant that he could get his old life back. All at once, he knew that he would never regret another meeting, another inane story from an employee, or the stressors involved in his job. He could embrace all of it if it meant that he got to be a man who walked upright and spoke.

Instead, Lana leaned over, and she wrapped her hands around the bicep of this guy sitting next to her. She nuzzled him with her cheek, her face brushing along his shoulder.

Immediately, the stranger took the hint, and he extended his arm around her shoulder.

Despite the lights glaring down at him, Bradley went cold.

"Today, we are going to witness five graduations," Amanda continued. "First, we have this lovely slut puppy." When he absorbed those last two words, he knew that it was a special category. He had been feminized. He had been transformed, and now the women from his life were watching and snickering. The girls were pointing.

Marissa pulled out her phone, and she surreptitiously aimed the lens in his direction.

There wasn't any flash, but he was sure she had just captured another digital image of his subjugation.

And now, she held the phone between her hands as her thumb darted over the screen. For a moment, he wanted to believe that she was just going to edit the image, altering it to add silly features to his face or something.

Instead, he knew the truth. He understood how those girls operated. She was going to share that picture with some of her confidants. Maybe they would be her closest friends, and they would probably tell her they would never share that image with anyone. In reality, however, the picture would spread online. And maybe they wouldn't know his name, but strangers would see him like this.

There was nothing he could do to stop her.

The moments when he had been able to stand up straight in front of his daughters and make demands of them had been stolen away. He couldn't intimidate them; he couldn't threaten them. There was no possibility that he could pull either of those girls across his lap for a spanking. He couldn't tell them that he was going to take away their phones either. The reality ate into him; there was that fundamental understanding now that those girls could stand above him. After all, he was naked (except for his collar and chastity cage). If they wanted to spank him, they could. If they wanted to run their fingers along his body, that was their prerogative as well.

Bradley held onto those frustrating thoughts for as long as he could. They didn't distract him for long, not when his gaze kept drifting back toward the man seated next to his wife. Only at that moment, he could feel it. She wasn't his wife, not really, not anymore. She had become something else. No matter how much he wanted to deny the truth, he couldn't.

He bit down on the inside of his mouth, he bowed his head down, and then he flashed to those other uncomfortable images. Even as he blinked and time seemed to slow down for Bradley, he wondered about how they had met. He could picture them at some wine tasting, and maybe this charming gentleman came up to her, and Lana glanced up and down along the length of his body, evaluating him. In the semidarkness of the auditorium, Bradley wanted to tell himself that he didn't get a good look at the other guy, and maybe that was true. Still, he had been able to make out the outline of his broad shoulders and muscled limbs. Clearly, that was the kind of guy who spent a lot of time at the gym rather than the office.

And yet, Bradley had worked so hard. He made so much money. If his wife wanted to fool around with some gym bloke, she could certainly afford it. After all, she would now be in charge of the family finances. She had the cash to do whatever she wanted. She could indulge that guy, they could go out, and they could have fun spending Bradley's money all along the way.

He waited for the anger to simmer. He wanted the hatred to stab into him. He needed it.

Instead, he could still feel the floor underneath his palms, wrists, and elbows. There was the weight of his body pushing down on his knees, and then he had that phantom flavor of the orderly's cock in his mouth. He had been used; he had been tamed and humiliated over and over again.

Most of all, Bradley could feel the truth of his position. He stayed right there, down on all fours as the women there watched him.

"In order for this sweet little dog to graduate, there's going to be a final game. Are you all ready to begin?"

The women cheered. Even the guy sitting next to Bradley's wife started to clap and hooted something out into the air.

That was when another pair of nurses appeared, but they weren't alone. One came from the left side of the stage. The other came from the right.

Bradley saw them in his peripheral vision, and now he turned. His brows tightened, and he was trying to figure out what this meant and what was going to happen. The others were men, obviously, so…

Bradley still wanted to think of himself as a guy, yet those specimens of masculinity outstripped him in every sense. Even before he had gone through his procedures, Bradley never would have been able to compete.

They would have been taller than him. They were so much broader. Not only that, their eyes looked glassed over, like they were focused on him, but they couldn't really see anything special in particular. Like Bradley, they were chastity cages (for now).

Unlike him, their modifications had been different. They had those strong jaws, those wide shoulders, and those incredible muscles.

Nurse Kitty leaned down, and she whispered, "These guys have gone through something just a little bit different. They've been receiving steroids and testosterone injections. Oh, and we have been making sure they are nice and stimulated for a pretty little thing just like you." Bradley looked back at her. His confusion must have been obvious because the nurse tittered and continued, "Those boys are uncontrollably horny right now. So guess what they get to do? They get to play with the new slut puppy."

That was supposed to be him. He jerked his head up, and he tried to communicate something with her. He opened his mouth, and he did his best to speak. He wanted to tell her something like, "No. You can't be serious. Come on. This has to be a joke. You can't!"

"Let's have some fun," said the administrator. She turned back to the nurses, she raised her arms, and then she lowered them. "Release the boys!"

First, they were unlocked. Their chastity cages were quickly removed. The devices clattered to the floor, and the men pulled on their leashes as they tried to break free. Obviously, they had been rendered into the status of slobbering dogs. They yanked and twisted, desperate even as they saw their target right in front of them.

It was Bradley.

He kept jerking his head from side to side. And then he pulled on his only leash as he strained to get away.

His daughters loved that. They clapped, cheered, laughed and pointed.

At that moment, he couldn't even think about the audience. Instead, Bradley contemplated some way out.

His handler didn't let him off of his leash, and now the other nurses were freeing those boys. Finally, Nurse Kitty detached his leash, but it was too late.

In the next moment, they pounced on him!

They grabbed him, and suddenly he was on his hands and knees, and those powerful men were grabbing him and rolling him around. They licked at his breasts, his neck, they nuzzled his pretty face, and they even kissed him for a few seconds before someone positioned himself right over Bradley.

The feminized puppy dog had no choice. He saw that powerful cock right in front of his face, and he immediately thought of the orderly again.

He had done this once. He could do it again.

More importantly, Bradley didn't ask or get a choice!

These powerful hounds weren't going to listen to him. He whimpered, trying to bark and yelp, but he already had that cock in his mouth, so he had to get this over with as quickly as possible.

As he sucked and as he felt that girth slide along the roof of his mouth and down toward the back of his throat, Bradley searched for some kind of justification. He tried to hold onto some idea, some defense, something that could make this bearable.

That first modified canine came in his mouth, thrusting hard, grunting, and growling. But then he let go, and Bradley didn't understand what was about to happen.

Another cock quickly replaced the first, but that was only the beginning because the other dogs forced him down. He was on his elbows and knees with his head raised. They grabbed onto him, forcing him into position.

Worse than that, they were so much stronger!

He remembered those echoes of weakness when he had tried to wrestle with Nurse Kitty.

She had held him, and he had been trapped.

This time, he was outnumbered, and these guys were so much bigger and stronger! They maneuvered him, positioning him. They were going to use him, taking him from both directions at once, and there was nothing he could do to stop it.

"Look at them go!" someone called out, laughing.

He felt it then. There was a cock in his mouth as he sucked, his lips tight around that incredible girth. At the same time, someone slammed down into him from behind, penetrating his ass. Eyes widened, he endured that sensation. Worse, there was some kind of reflexive reaction deep within his body as his own member started to stiffen.

Unlike them, he didn't get to enjoy himself.

"Ladies, I want you to understand that these men have been constantly stimulated and kept aroused for weeks on end. Now they have this pretty little doggie here, and they just can't help themselves. They're going to have so much fun with her. Just look at them go!"

Fresh laughter and applause hit the air as Bradley endured one penetration after another. He could taste it. The ejaculate. He tried to swallow it down. Another shaft penetrated his mouth, followed by a different throbbing right between his butt cheeks.

Someone else came at him again.

In that moment, he tried to do the math. There had already been four orgasms…

They should have been done with him.

They weren't. They were just getting started!

He looked up, and he saw what was happening. His chest tightened, clenching as his heart hammered frantically behind the bars of his rib cage. He wanted to call out. He made a sound, but another dog came right up in front of him, and another cock slipped right between his lips. Like a good girl, he wrapped his mouth around that length. He was bobbing his head forward and back, sucking as he yielded to his training.

He was nothing but an eager little bitch, and his wife was out there, along with their daughters. Just as bad, her new lover was cuddled up with her. Lana rested her head on that man's shoulder, and there was that beneficent smile on her face as she watched her ex-husband's graduation date. But now, he wasn't going to be her husband. He wasn't even going to be a man!

He was just an eager little doggie, cute and helpless and right there on the floor as he got taken hard and used by these insatiable men.

They pumped into him, thrusting harder and faster. They slid down into his neck, licked him, and even played with his breasts. At one point, while one of the dogs sat above him, and slid his cock into Bradley's mouth, another one of the animals had braced his shaft between the slut puppy's voluminous mounds. He rubbed his cock between those globes, pumping harder and faster as he enjoyed himself right up until the instant when he spurted hard.

"Please, no more. Please, I can't take it!" Bradley wants to call out. At the same time, he couldn't even decide which was the worst part: the humiliation, the violation, or the denial.

Even as they rotated him, flipping him from his back to his hands and knees or all around, he still wanted the freedom from his own chastity cage. He could feel those little droplets despite the sensory overload.

Someone else came on his face. He clenched his eyes shut, which just meant he wasn't aware of what was about to happen when the next dog penetrated his lips.

"Remember to lick," called out a female voice. Was that his ex-wife? It could have been one of his daughters…

Bradley didn't want to think about that. He didn't want to understand what this meant or what he was giving up as he got taken and used hard.

But then it was time for one more.

Most of the hounds had expended the last of their energy, yet another dog positioned himself right behind Bradley. Then he reached up, and he grabbed slut puppy by his hair.

At that moment, he realized that he had been rotated. He was now facing the audience. Bradley looked out at his wife and his daughters, the nurses and orderlies. He saw all of those people and they watched as he was taken one more time. With ejaculate dribbling down his face, he endured the degradation of knowing that he was getting taken hard. He was being used because he was nothing but a bitch slut. He was just a dumb little plaything, and the audience could enjoy themselves. He was on display. He was getting used.

There was no way for him to fight back. He wasn't strong enough!

More than that, there was that implanted idea deep within his skull.

He was property. He needed to be owned.

His old life had been the lie. That had been the delusion. This was the reality, and he could never escape it.

It didn't matter what he wanted. His own desires had become irrelevant. Besides, his desires had become confused. He wanted freedom from his chastity cage; he wanted to be able to climax! Even at that moment, the inferno of longing continued to spin and twirl and rage throughout his body! Even so, he took it in the ass again. There was another thrust, another push, the fresh friction, the sliding movements of flesh on flesh.

He whimpered. He howled. He begged, desperate for relief, but they didn't give it to him!

Finally, that hound climaxed. He arched his back, raised his meaty chest into the air, lifted his chin, and cried out. He growled like a beast, letting those sounds penetrate the air and bounce against the walls.

And when it was all done, Bradley collapsed, spent and frustrated and utterly used. It felt like every inch of skin was covered in sweat, or some other fluid. But now, the women were on their feet, applauding as they enjoyed the show.

"And just like that, we have our graduation. Congratulations!"

The nurses grabbed him, loaded him up into a dog crate, they rinsed him off, and they loaded him up onto the truck. It all happened, and someone slipped a few biscuits between the bars of his cage. It had probably been Nurse Kitty.

He hated the gratitude that surged through his body, but then the truck rolled, and he was in the dark for a very long time. Then he heard the gates open, and he was being loaded.

He couldn't even see the ground, but he heard the movers talking.

Bradley wanted to call out. But even if he had barked, those men probably would have just assumed that they were dealing with a dog.

Finally, they brought him inside, lowered the cage down, and then they left him there. It was still dark. He didn't know what was happening, but he assumed this was the house where he had once lived.

Closing his eyes, he thought about the master bedroom, the living room, the family room, the kitchen and dining room. He remembered all of those different details. He thought of buying the dining room table with his wife. They had debated and argued, going back and forth between a sleek, black table or an oak monstrosity. Ultimately, they had chosen the oak piece because Lana wanted it. It was the wife, so she usually got her way when it came to such things. He thought of the birthday parties that had taken place here. He remembered getting drunk when one of his friends brought over this huge bottle of vodka. They had drunk it together, only Bradley had ended up on the bathroom floor, getting sick through most of the night. Then there were those countless evenings in his office, where he sat at his computer, wrote different messages, and handled his miniature empire.

Before he could finish his reminiscences, someone grabbed the blanket from the top of his dog crate. She pulled it away, and then there was Summer right there above him.

"Hey, girl!"

She wasn't alone.

Marissa stood to her left.

Summer opened up the gate, but Bradley didn't crawl out immediately. Instead, he glanced around, and he gulped as he considered what this room had once been: his office. It had been his home office. In here, he had made important decisions. He had fired people, hired others, and negotiated important contracts while sitting in his office chair and leaning back, his feet kicked up on his desk even as he stared at the ceiling while contemplating different numbers.

In here, he had felt like the lord of his own kingdom. He had been in charge, and people listened to him. He took calls in this room. He had seemed so important.

Even if the desk was gone, and every other piece of equipment and furniture had been stripped away, leaving a spare and empty bedroom, Bradley still recognized the dimensions.

"Out, girl. Come on out," Summer called to him. She slapped her thighs, all while Marissa looked on, impassive and maybe just a little bit bored. No, he realized. She wasn't bored. Instead, she was just trying to look important, like she couldn't get as excited about seeing their father in this exact same position.

Still, he knew that girl, so he understood just how much she was enjoying this.

He had argued and butted heads with his oldest daughter on so many different occasions. In elementary school, she wanted to get her ears pierced. In middle school, she wanted her own phone. In high school, she wanted a car. Again and again, he had said no to her, out of some misguided desire to keep her from getting spoiled. As far as he was concerned, it was his responsibility to set boundaries for her. But even as that idea appealed to him, he had also simply liked telling these daughters what to do. He was in charge. He was the head of the household…

Part of him wanted to believe he could get back to that old status, only he saw the truth written across their faces. They would never respect him again. They wouldn't and they couldn't because they saw him naked, locked in another chastity cage, collared, and on display in that cage. He wasn't entitled to privacy. All he could do was obey and hope that they wouldn't punish him.

"Out, girl!" Summer commanded, louder this time.

Although the gate was open, Bradley couldn't bring himself to move. Instead, he lowered his head, and he stared out toward the floor. The carpet was beige and worn down in places. A low window let in a steady shaft of light, turning dust particles into floating threads that shimmered as the girls waited and watched him.

Ultimately, they knew he was going to cooperate. They understood that they would get exactly what they wanted.

Summer stood near the door with a small canvas pouch clipped to her belt. Inside were the training treats: dry and pungent, the kind that left a film on the fingers. Summer crouched near the dog, her palm flat and low to the floor.

Finally, he crawled out.

"Good girl!" Summer casually reached out, and she ran her fingers through his long hair and down along his back. She stroked him, her fingers gliding over his tender flesh. Then, just because she could, she grabbed his ass and gave him a little smack.

He jerked his head up and yelped with surprise.

It wasn't just surprise.

The meaning swept across him.

“Sit,” she said.

The feminized dog looked at her hand, then up at her face. His frame remained rigid. He was out of the cage now and on his hands and knees. But he didn’t sit.

Marissa clicked her tongue and tugged gently on the leash. The chain collar tightened, just enough to send a signal. The dog sat. Their new pet fell onto his haunches.

At the same time, he understood what this meant for these two girls.

“There,” Summer said, her voice light. “That’s better.”

She gave him a treat; with the biscuit on her hand, she extended her arm. “Go on, girl. Eat it.” She sounded cheerful for now. Another tug on his choke chain would be enough to break his will again…and they all knew it. Like a good pet, he took it slowly, then licked his lips and looked at the pouch.

“Up,” Marissa ordered.

Reluctantly, he complied.

“Sit.”

He sat faster this time.

Summer smiled. She tapped his front leg. “Paw.”

The dog tilted his head. He didn’t move. He refused because he understood what this was doing to him.

“Paw,” she repeated. She reached for his arm, lifted it, and shook it once.

“There we go. Like that.”

She gave him another demeaning and hated treat. But like a good dog, he ate. He chewed and swallowed like a good girl for his owners.

Marissa tugged the leash. The dog looked back at her, eyes wide and uncertain despite the frustration pounding through his altered frame.

“She’ll get it,” Summer said. She rubbed his head. “You have to be patient.”

“I’m being patient,” Marissa said. “I’m not pulling hard—not yet.”

“I know,” said her little sister.

They continued: sit, stay, shake, and speak. Each command was followed by a pause. Each pause followed by a subtle adjustment, a coaxing or a small correction. The room remained quiet except for the voices of the girls, the occasional rattle of the chain, and the pet’s low huffs as he lost more of his old existence.

They moved to the far wall. Summer held the dog by the collar while Marissa held the ball. She shook it once, then twice, until the dog’s gaze locked on it.

“Ready?” she asked. “Go fetch.”

She threw the ball across the room. It bounced once against the wall and rolled to a stop by the window.

The dog did not move. He tried to hold out. Despite the obvious futility, he did his best to deny those girls.

“Go,” Marissa said.

When he didn’t move, Summer gave the leash a vicious tug. The chains snapped against his throat, tightening and cutting off his air.

“Fetch it,” Summer said, firmer now.

Still, he hesitated.

Marissa sighed. She walked to the ball, picked it up, and held it in front of him. She tossed it again, this time gently. Then she yanked on his leash again!

He couldn’t take it.

He couldn’t tolerate it.

Although he hated this, Bradley had to be a good pet.

“Bring it back.”

He walked slowly to the ball, bowed his head, and tried to hold out before he broke again and picked it up.

“Hurry,” Marissa said.

He dropped the ball.

She frowned.

“You’re making it harder than it has to be,” Summer said. “She doesn’t like being rushed.”

Marissa gave her a look. “She needs to learn. I expect this pet to be good for us.”

They called him back. He came. They praised him in quiet voices and offered another dry treat.

“She’s not stupid,” Summer said. “She just doesn’t trust us yet.”

“That’s not the same as being smart.”

“No,” she said. “But it means we can fix it.”

They practiced again with another round of commands: sit, stay, beg, speak, and fetch. The dog barked once. It was tentative, then louder the next time. They ordered him to wag, so he shook his buttocks while they laughed before Marissa gave him another smack on his ass.

Still, when Marissa reached for the leash, he went still.

They kept working.

After an hour, they rested. The dog curled against the wall, his head low between his paws.

Summer leaned back on her hands. “She’s learning.”

Marissa nodded. She stood and coiled the leash neatly in her palm. “She doesn’t get a choice.”

They looked at the dog. His eyes were half-closed; the same frustration still radiated off of him.

“Maybe next time we teach her to play dead,” Summer said.

Marissa laughed; she liked that.

“That’s an easy one,” she said. “She already knows how to freeze.”

Summer smirked.

Her sister noticed and asked, “What is it?”

“Oh, I was just thinking about where our slut puppy will be in a few weeks. If you think about it, a lot has changed over the last few months. What else can we accomplish?”

“That’s a good question,” Marissa said as she nodded thoughtfully.

Quiet and back in his cage, Bradley agreed even as he feared the answer.

Dr. Chen stood at the foot of the restrained patient, tablet in hand. She scanned the different notes, icons, and numbers. The young man’s arms were bound in a regulation straitjacket, his eyes half-lidded from the sedative administered earlier that morning. She noted the slight twitch in his left cheek, the dryness in his lips, and the pulse along the side of his neck. He was responsive enough. The light in the room was cool and surgical, casting no shadows. The air smelled faintly of antiseptic and freshly laundered linens.

As a physician, she was happy here. This was where she belonged, especially as she traced imaginary cuts along his face. His fiancé was quite upset with this boy; she wanted his inheritance. Once his retraining was complete, he’d be such a pretty maid for his ex-fiancé and her new boyfriends.

The patient made a low, unarticulated noise. Dr. Chen didn’t respond. She simply wrote something on the tablet and placed it on the metal table beside her. The restraints had left no visible abrasions, which she marked as a small but necessary success. Her movements were precise, practiced, and silent. She adjusted the strap at the patient’s thigh, then reached for his chin and gently tilted his head to examine his pupils.

Behind her, the heavy door creaked open.

Dr. Chen didn’t look up. She already knew who it was. Only one person on staff refused to knock when they disturbed her.

Amanda Verger stepped into the room; her perfume lingered a beat too long after she passed the threshold.

“Working hard as always, Doctor,” she said with a warm lilt. “I thought I might stop by with a bit of good news.”

Dr. Chen placed the patient’s head back down and reached for the clipboard again. She gave no indication she had heard Amanda.

“Another six of the patients have graduated,” Amanda continued, unbothered. “Including the Stone dog and those other four hounds, that gives us room for another eleven recruits. You should feel proud. I certainly do.”

“This is not a good time,” Dr. Chen said without turning.

Amanda stepped closer, her heels clicking gently on the tile. “But it is relevant, is it not? They were yours, in a sense. You were the one who fine-tuned their programs.”

“I said this is not a good time.”

Amanda finally stopped walking and leaned against the wall, arms crossed. Her eyes flicked briefly to the restrained patient, then back to the surgeon. “The work is going well, Chen. That’s all I wanted to say. You are accomplishing something very few others could ever dream of.”

Dr. Chen exhaled slowly. “The work is delicate. I need silence, not praise. Unless you’re about to tell me that we will recalibrate and keep those beds empty, I don’t care.”

“But those patients’ families have other requests for us. We can handle it.”

“No,” Dr. Chen replied. She was tired of this argument. Among her staff, no one dared challenge her. Of course, Dr. Chen didn’t have that same freedom when it came to the facility’s administrator. “We are pushing too far past capacity.”

“I disagree,” Amanda said. “Besides, your staff has done a remarkable job so far. They can handle more.”

“This is not a team-building exercise,” Dr. Chen said. “This is stabilization and care under tightly managed risk. Your interruptions introduce more instability than insight.”

Amanda smiled and tilted her head. “So tense. That has always been your problem. You get too buried in the procedures and forget what we’re building here.”

Dr. Chen finally looked at her. Her face was unreadable. “What are we building, Amanda?”

Verger unfolded her arms and stepped away from the wall. “A model, of course. An ideal. What happens in Crestwood will shape the future of containment and reform. I assumed you believed in the mission. Consider what’ll happen if we ever open other facilities.”

“Other facilities? Crestwood is already too big. And as you pointed out, we’re making a lot of noise.”

“Nonsense. Don’t you believe we can do so much more?”

“I believe in medicine. What you believe in is success.”

Amanda didn’t flinch. “There’s no shame in that. Success is what keeps the lights on. Success is what convinces people to look the other way. You wouldn’t have a license to perform half your methods without my influence.”

Dr. Chen’s jaw tightened. “Amanda, you are not above consequence.” The words slipped out. Normally, she kept her feelings to herself. It was harder here and now, especially when Dr. Chen needed to finish with this boy.

Amanda raised her eyebrows. “No. I’m just better at avoiding the worst consequences.”

The patient shifted slightly in his restraints. A faint moan escaped his parted lips. Dr. Chen turned away from Amanda and leaned over to adjust the neck strap, tightening it with careful, quiet precision. Her hands were steady.

Amanda waited until the strap was secure before speaking again. “I don’t enjoy being the villain in your mind, Chen. I know you think of me that way.”

“I think of you as an administrator who’s out of her depth.”

“And yet the results speak for themselves.”

Dr. Chen finished her inspection, took one final note, and set the tablet aside. She moved to the sink and removed her gloves, disposing of them without ceremony.

“I’m leaving,” Amanda said as she turned to the door. “But I wanted you to know about the new additions. We’ll be accepting ten more patients by the end of the week.”

Dr. Chen froze.

Amanda glanced back. “You should start preparing your team.”

“No,” Dr. Chen said. “That is too many.”

“I trust you’ll manage.”

“We might have the space, but my orderlies and nurses need some time to rest. You are pushing the limits of capacity for no reason other than ego.”

Amanda placed her hand on the doorframe. “Oh, don’t be so melodramatic. We’ll expand if necessary. Maybe we’ll even bring on another doctor to help you. You can always recruit some nurses. Maybe they could be actual nurses with the required certifications and everything before you turn them into another flock of bimbos. Wouldn’t that be nice?”

Dr. Chen stared at her. “This is a medical facility, not your personal experiment. Bringing in more patients increases the risk of exposure. We are already operating in a grey zone.” She hated making these points over and over again to a woman who had clearly lost her willingness to listen.

Amanda’s smile thinned. “We’re not operating in a grey zone. We’re the black zone. That’s why we won’t get caught. Those in power need us!”

“I am serious.”

“So am I.”

For a moment, neither woman spoke. The patient groaned again, breaking the silence like a ghost under his straps. Amanda looked at him with disinterest.

“You’re tired,” she said gently. “I understand. I’ll let you get back to it.”

She left before Dr. Chen could speak again.

The door closed with a quiet click.

Dr. Chen stood by the sink and stared at her reflection in the small steel mirror above it. Her coat was clean, her expression calm. She could still hear Amanda’s voice in her ears as though it had left a fingerprint in the air. Normally impassive, Dr. Chen hated the little twinge of pink along her cheeks.

She was getting mad.

As a scientist and surgeon, she wasn’t supposed to be subject to rage, fury or frustration. She was supposed to be utterly detached and clinical as she worked.

Pushing those thoughts aside, Dr. Chen returned to the patient, checked the monitor, and adjusted the man’s pillow slightly. Then she stepped back and folded her hands into the pockets of her lab coat.

For a few seconds, she didn’t move. For once, she wasn’t thinking about her patient, her ambitions, or another one of those fantasy surgeries.

She was thinking about administration, paperwork and executive decisions.

If this became too risky or infuriating, she could pivot…

There were options. There were always options. She could leave. Or she could slow the procedures, claim delays, and invoke new protocols. But every option led to consequences. Every option put her in the center of the fire.

She looked again at the patient. His eyes were open now, unfocused and glassy.

Amanda was reckless. Amanda was powerful. Amanda knew how to manipulate the numbers and the narrative. And yet she didn’t understand how close everything was to collapsing. Or perhaps she did, and she simply didn’t care.

Dr. Chen’s fingers tightened in her pockets.

There were other options, of course.

Dr. Chen simply had to choose.

And if she took that one option, Amanda Verger wouldn’t see it coming.

Surprisingly, Dr. Chen smiled.

"Come here," Summer called out from the entryway. "Come here, girl!"

Immediately, Bradley understood that he had to cooperate. First, he feared punishment. He understood just how painful the choke chain could be. Not only that, there was the other possibility. Theoretically, he could have defied Summer, Marissa, Lana, or the new man (Bradley did his best not to think of his name). And maybe that rebellious response would have felt good for a few minutes, or even possibly hours. Ultimately, however, these women were always going to win because they had the Crestwood Asylum on their side.

If he really made his wife or his daughters truly angry, they could just send him back.

And what kind of procedures would he endure after that?

Whenever that possibility occurred to him, he shivered.

And so, Bradley learned to answer. They called him a girl. They stroked his hair, tied his tresses into stupid little pigtails, put ribbons on his collar, and told him to be good. They said that he was a cute, sweet little sissy dog. They said that he was prissy and adorable, like some French poodle. Each time, he couldn't argue or respond. They spoke, so they always got the first and last word in any argument.

The girls had understood how he felt. Then again, it didn't matter.

As such, he learned to crawl and beg and sit and perform all of his other tricks all around the house over the next few weeks.

Worse, he had to watch as Lana fell in love with her new man. That guy, for the most part, seemed to ignore the dog. Maybe he was nervous about these women, what they could do. After all, if they feminized one man, they could do it to another…

Or maybe he wasn't smart enough to understand just how precarious his position might have been. Those in power seldom recognized just how far they could fall, especially when they were so busy enjoying what they already had.

Since he heard her voice, Bradley went scurrying through the house. He soon found his youngest daughter there at the entryway. She lifted up his leash, attached it to his collar, and escorted him down into the basement. "I have something for you," she said. "Marissa and I have been thinking about this, and we are going to make sure you finally understand."

Finally understand? Finally understand what?

He crawled down the steps, and Summer was surprisingly gentle with him. She could have yanked on his leash, prompting them to go faster. For the moment, however, she seemed relatively patient. He moved down the carpeted steps, carefully negotiating one after another. He still wasn't allowed to walk. In fact, he had forgotten the last time he had actually stood as a man. Was it the night of his capture? Was it some other moment?

He couldn't speak. He couldn't stand. Those were the limitations of his existence, and he learned to deal with them as best he could.

Then again, there was that other urge that still frustrated him more than anything else.

It was the arousal.

At some point, he had expected it to fade, like his body would simply adapt.

It didn't.

Instead, he longed for that release. He kept thinking about that satisfaction. The idea was right there, on the tip of his tongue, at the back of his throat, lodged in his chest, at the pit of his stomach, and tingling along every inch of his body. Before his captivity and subsequent transformation, Bradley had honestly believed that he could control himself. Then again, he had never endured this kind of denial before…

And now, the girls were about to use that against him.

Summer escorted him into the carpeted space underneath the house, and then he saw that contraption. There were steps leading up to some kind of rack. He saw the bars, the shackles, and his brows tightened as he looked up at Summer.

"Come on, girl," she said, escorting him to the contraption. "Up. Up and on."

He would be higher up than he had been in weeks. And yet, he saw the restraints, and he reflexively glanced back at his girl. He shook his head from side to side, eagerly hoping that she might reconsider or change her mind. Were they going to whip him? Spank him? He glanced around, expecting to see paddles or some other implement of punishment. Instead, there was just his older daughter. Marissa stood there, her arms crossed over her chest. "This is for your own good," she said, yet I didn't have to give them any information!

Both of these young women understood that.

Summer yanked on his leash, and the chain collar around his neck tightened, choking him for just a few seconds. She yanked harder. "Up," she ordered, apparently growing impatient with him now.

Since he had no choice, Bradley scurried up the steps, and soon he stretched his arms, and that was when the girls helped him. They spread his limbs, pulling his wrists toward one end of the contraption. They spread his legs and did the same on the other side. Then they secured the restraints, trapping him.

Immediately, he flashed back to the Crestwood Asylum, and he started thinking about the first time he'd experienced helplessness. That same sense of dread vibrated and buzzed along his flesh.

Then Summer appeared in front of him. That pretty girl stroked his cheek, and she said, "You know, we haven't really renamed you yet. I think we need to rename you, so we want you to be a good girl for us. After all, you're going to enjoy this."

He was? He squinted back at his daughter as he tried to understand what this meant. She was being deliberately vague; that much was obvious. Even so, her choice of words still had the desired effect.

"If you want to know what that means, bark for us. If you want to know what that means."

At this point, he didn't even try to speak. Instead, he just made that yapping little noise for these girls. Summer giggled. Behind him, Marissa laughed.

"It means," Marissa began, "that Dr. Chen gave us some instructions for you. In order to ensure your obedience and good health, we need to make sure that you enjoy a few orgasms every once in a while."

Immediately, he jerked his head up. Summer laughed. "You like the sound of that, don't you? Yeah, I'm sure you do, girl!" Then Summer pulled something out from beneath her blouse. Of course, he wasn't supposed to notice the curves of her chest, her slender waist, or her pretty hair. Then again, she was still a beautiful girl, and now she held the key up in front of him. "Mom let me wear this whenever I feel like it," she said, almost bragging. "And now, we get to use it on you!"

They were going to release him! They were going to let him out of the chastity cage! At that moment, he didn't even care if they made him hump a pillow or something. He would do it, all because he desperately wanted to get off. Not only that, he would actually be in control of that release. He would have real power over his own body!

At least, that was what he assumed.

"I'm going to do it," Marissa said. She opened up her bag, pulled out some latex gloves, and snapped them around her wrists. He turned his head and he saw the way the light shined down on her blue fingers. She wiggled them in his direction.

What?

Frantically, he shook his head from side to side, every desperate, jerky little motion, making it abundantly clear that there was no way he would allow his daughter to touch him, not like that!

"It's okay, girl," Summer said as she stretched her arm, and handed the key to her older sister. "This is going to be good for you. Remember, it's part of your prescription."

Part of his prescription? She couldn't possibly believe that. Then again, her eyes glimmered with that mischievous ecstasy because she wanted to see him degraded again. Watching him crawl, hearing him whimper underneath the dinner table as he begged for scraps, and making him do tricks hadn't been enough. These girls craved more.

Marissa unlocked his chastity cage. She removed the different components, and then she wrapped her fingers around his cock.

His body responded instantly.

He howled. He made that desperate, keening sound as he tried to get these girls to reconsider.

Better yet, he wanted to speak. He actually wished to find real words to get them to change their minds.

His eyes watered. He was already on the verge of tears, all because he couldn't take this.

These girls couldn't do this.

There had to be limits; there had to be something that they would refuse to do!

Although he tried to cling to those hopes, they quickly broke apart because Marissa used one hand to cup his balls and stroke him right underneath his sack. With her other hand, she started to squeeze, augmenting his sensitivity. The friction was there, and he started to react without even understanding what he was doing. He pumped his hips as he pumped her hand.

Tears started to race down his cheeks. They dribbled, and he whimpered, all while he hoped they would just finally change their mind. Even if that meant locking him back up and throwing away the key, he didn't care! He would have done anything for them if it meant he didn't have to endure this!

"What's wrong, girl? Are you frustrated? Don't worry. Marissa is going to give you a really nice orgasm. All you have to do is bark like a good girl to acknowledge your status. After all, we are here to rename you. It's not just about your orgasm. It's also about understanding who you are."

He understood who he was!

There was that defiant idea that shot through him like a lightning bolt, only it didn't persist.

(...Who was he...?)

After all this time, questions started to swirl behind his eyes. He couldn't automatically believe that he was the businessman, the entrepreneur, the strategist, or even the family man. Instead, he was a pet.

He wasn't just a pet. He was a feminized slut puppy. He had ribbons in his hair and the girls loved to decorate his collars. Not only that, he knew that he was at the bottom of that hierarchy. He had no authority, and no one would listen to him, all because his ability to speak had been cut away.

On a daily basis, he crawled after the women, nuzzled them, and enjoyed those moments of quick and rare kindness when they might pet his neck or tell him he was a good girl.

A good girl…

Those words should have been insulting. They should have infuriated him. Instead, they often meant he was about to get a treat, so he always had to be grateful.

Who was he?

"From now on, your name is going to be Breezy."

Breezy? That was ridiculous. He didn't know if he had even heard the syllables tied together as a name, even a name for a dog.

He wanted to get angry, to snarl at her growl, or even nip at the girl in front of him, but the tears only grew stronger because Marissa stopped touching him. He whimpered again, clenching his eyes shut as he tried to hide from the inevitability of the reality spread around him.

"If you want it, you're going to bark like a good girl. You're going to show us that you understand who you are. You don't get to think of yourself as a man. You're a girl now. You're a pretty little girl dog. Yes, you are!"

The words pounded down against his psyche, reinforcing everything these women wanted him to believe.

Then, right as he felt like he could get his emotions under control, Marissa seemed to sense the shift in his body language, so she started touching him again. She squeezed, massaged, and fondled him. She sent those hated jolts of ecstasy racing across his body, yet he knew it could be so much better.

Over the last few weeks and months, while locked in chastity, Bradley hadn't been able to get off. He hadn't even been able to enjoy an erection, but now her soft grip encircled him, yet she also knew exactly how to keep him right there, on the edge, desperate and filled with nothing but unadulterated longing.

That girl was vicious.

That girl was cruel.

That girl was skilled!

"You want to bark for us?"

He tried so hard to hold out.

Fresh tears ran down his face, yet Summer was surprisingly kind as she ran her fingers through his hair, stroked his cheeks, and looked into his eyes. She reassured him. "Just because you're a dumb little puppy, that doesn't mean we don't care about you. It just means that you have finally accepted who you are. You were never supposed to be our, dad. You were supposed to be our pet. You were supposed to be a pretty little dumb girl who crawls around and does whatever we say. We tell you to do tricks, and you perform, and we give you treats! Isn't that how it is supposed to work? Hasn't it been better like that?"

No! He yearned for the opportunity to shout out that word like some angry and defiant barbarian. He wanted to be some Viking warlord or some other fighter. He needed to strike back, to win just a small victory.

He struggled against the restraints, fighting the rack. He did everything he could, but it wasn't much. It certainly wasn't enough.

Just as Summer and Marissa had expected, their pet and plaything remained trapped. Once they secured those restraints, his chances of success had dropped to zero.

"Go on. Bark for us. Bark for us, and Marissa will let you have that orgasm. You want it so badly, don't you? What's your name? Is it Brandi?"

This was a test. This was a stupid, immature, and demeaning test.

"Bark for us if your name is Britney," Summer said next. "Bark for us, if you think your name is Britney. Is it? Is that your name? Are you a dumb little puppy girl named Britney?"

His eyes narrowed, and he shook his head, his bottom lip shaking. He hated the tension at the back of his throat.

Worse, he didn't know exactly how he was going to respond. He kept searching for the willpower to defy these girls, only now Summer wiped away his tears again as her sister continued to stroke, squeeze, massage and grope. She forced him right there, bringing him to the cusp of that release. After so long and so much denial, he didn't know how to fight back. He didn't know how to resist!

"Is your name Breezy? Is that your name, girl? Are you a feminized little puppy girl named Breezy? When I come home and call out for Breezy, are you going to come running?"

He barked!

He spoke!

He made those sounds like a well-trained pet.

Marissa was true to her word. She squeezed the puppy girl, gave her that rush of sensation, stopped, started again, made her terrified of what was going to happen next, and then she came!

Breezy, the feminized pet, came so hard! Ecstasy swept across her body as she embraced her new existence. The pleasure washed away everything she had once been. It stole away her independence, her freedom, her insight, intellect, and skill. She knew where she belonged: on the floor as a good pet.

Back at the facility, Marcus was sitting on the low stone wall that overlooked the western edge of the grounds. His elbows rested on his knees, and his broad shoulders hunched forward under the weight of a long morning. He wore his standard uniform, though the top two buttons of his shirt were undone. The air smelled faintly of clipped grass and distant rain. He could see the tops of the security fences just beyond the tree line. The podcast playing in his ears was one of his favorites. It featured two ex-cops arguing over a decades-old disappearance. He liked how certain they were. That kind of confidence definitely appealed to him. At the same time, he had to wonder if those officers ever ended up investigating the kind of disappearance, which usually meant the victim happened to fall under Dr. Chen's knife.

Although he thought of her briefly, the lead orderly didn't hear her approach.

In fact, he didn't realize he was no longer alone until her shadow stretched across his hands.

He startled, jerking upright. One of his earbuds fell out.

Dr. Chen stood there with her hands in the pockets of her white coat. The breeze barely moved her hair, and her expression gave no hint of why she had come.

He was a big man with solid muscles. All around the asylum, the patients knew that they had to fear him. He was the kind of man who could get anyone to do anything that he liked. At least, that was the easy and automatic perception. In truth, a man like Marcus could still have his own nightmares.

Dr. Chen was one of them.

She may have been smaller, but there was something about the cold ruthlessness in her eyes that could unnerve even a man like him.

“Doctor,” Marcus said quickly. He pulled the other earbud out and straightened. “I didn’t see you. I mean, I didn’t expect—I don’t think I’ve ever seen you out here.” He was stuttering, and he felt foolish. Then again, she had caught him flat-footed. He didn't know how to hide that reality.

Her gaze drifted past him to the edge of the lawn. “That may be true.”

Marcus glanced around. No one else was nearby. A maintenance cart was parked farther up the path, unattended. The orderlies would all be at their midmorning stations. He swallowed and rubbed his palms on his thighs.

“Is...is everything all right?” he asked. “I was just taking a break. I’ve got two more rounds after this.”

Dr. Chen didn't reply at first. She walked a few paces away from him and stood facing the trees. Her back was straight. She looked like someone inspecting a specimen she couldn't name. Then again, he really had no idea what was usually going on behind those dark eyes of hers. Mostly, he assumed she was constantly fantasizing about her next patient and what she would do. What kind of modifications could she make? Her hands probably itched to be holding a scalpel at every hour of every day.

Perhaps that was another reason why she could unnerve him.

“Do you believe in loyalty?” she asked without turning.

"Yes?" Marcus blinked. “I mean, I try to be.”

“That's not what I asked.” Immediately, this new woman made him feel like he was back in school, and he had just gotten the first question on some pop quiz wrong.

He hesitated. “Yes. I think it matters.” He tried again, clearing his throat. "Loyalty is important. Why? Did someone say something? Did someone imply that I did something?"

One corner of her mouth smirked up. "What's wrong? Do you have a guilty conscience?"

"No," he said emphatically. "I have been loyal. I believe in loyalty. Besides, this is an incredible gig for me, and I would never risk it."

"No, I don't suppose you would." Dr. Chen nodded, just once. “In case you are wondering, I also believe in the importance of loyalty. Of course, that means more than just staying quiet. In fact, loyalty, sometimes necessitates speaking up.

She turned back to face him. Her eyes, dark and unreadable, rested on his face as if they were weighing something he could not see. Then she surprised him again as she asked, “If there were ever a real dispute between Amanda Verger and myself, who would you support?”

The question landed like a dropped stone. Marcus stared at her. A real dispute between Amanda Verger and Dr. Chen? Seriously, that possibility had never truly occurred to him, not in any meaningful or actionable way. Although his staff had brought up the question on a few different occasions, he thought it was because they were bored.

Perhaps he had been naïve.

If the issue hadn't been so serious, then Marcus would have smirked and shaken his head from side to side, if only because he always wanted to be the most cynical person in the room.

“I do not mean office gossip,” she continued. “I mean a genuine rupture, an open conflict, and a real power struggle."

Marcus stood slowly. His voice was cautious. “Doctor, I do not think that’s a fair question.”

“Perhaps not,” she said. “But I am still asking it.” Her words were precisely chosen as she watched him and waited for his answer.

Here was a guy who knew how to throw punches, who had taken down opponents twice his size, who could fight and stay up despite taking blow after blow. This time, however, he didn't know what to do with the doctor standing in front of him. He looked around again, though he knew no one was near enough to hear. Truthfully, he'd never felt so exposed. It wasn't just that she was his superior. It was something else. She made him feel like a kid who had wandered into the wrong room.

“I work for both of you,” he said carefully. “My job is to keep the facility running. I don't take sides.”

“You are in charge of the orderlies.”

“Yes.”

“They listen to you.”

“I give instructions, yes.” Then he straightened his back and puffed out his chest. At that moment, he wasn't going to aim for false modesty, especially since it wouldn't work on a woman like Dr. Chen. "They're loyal to me. They do what I say. They know I've got their backs."

“Effectively, you’re head of security. Nothing here happens without you. Maybe you don't get the appreciation you deserve."

"I don't feel underappreciated," he said carefully. "But you're right. Security is one of my top priorities."

“You would be the first person either of us turns to if something were to happen...if someone needed to be contained...or if someone needed to be removed.”

He said nothing. He was in charge for a wide variety of reasons, especially his talent for careful consideration. He was a big guy with broad shoulders and a powerful build. Because of this, lots of people assumed he had to be stupid, like he was nothing but a mindless beast. That assumption was a bad idea.

“Your neutrality,” she said, “is not a shield. It might delay the inevitable, but someone will eventually demand that you act."

Marcus shifted his weight. He was taller than Dr. Chen by nearly a foot, and stronger by far, but she spoke to him with the quiet confidence of someone who had never feared the people around her. He had heard stories about her, like everyone else. He had seen patients after her sessions. He saw the kinds of transformations she had been able to create with her blades. He may have been able to make a fist, but she knew how to use a blade.

“I don't want a fight,” he said.

“Neither do I.”

“But if you’re asking me to declare something—” He trailed off and shook his head. “Doctor, it's not that simple.”

“Of course it is,” she said. “You answer the question, or you do not.”

“If I answer, I alienate one of you. If I don’t, I keep my job.”

“You think neutrality protects your position? Truly?" She almost sounded amused...almost.

“I think staying out of internal politics is the only reason I’ve lasted this long.”

Dr. Chen took a step closer. She didn't raise her voice.

“Men like you believe you are safe because you are useful. But that is not always true. You are useful until you are inconvenient. You are useful until you are disloyal. Then you are not useful anymore.” She spoke with that same care. "If there is a fight, neutrality may not be an option. You will, perhaps, have to take a side.

Marcus let out a breath. “I’m not disloyal.”

“I didn't say you were.”

“I don’t want anything to do with whatever this is,” he said. “I follow orders. I run the rounds. I keep the staff in line. That is what I do.”

“Then you already know how this place works. You know which wings are secure and which are not. You know which guards are loyal, which ones are scared, and which ones talk too much.”

“I know who does their job. That's what I care about.”

“Do you?” she asked.

He flinched.

“I care about the patients,” he said. “I, I also care about making sure the clients are satisfied. I keep our secrets."

“You believe Amanda Verger cares about those things?”

He hesitated now because he had done a remarkable job of hiding those other concerns. Granted, Amanda Verger completely and utterly outranked him. If she told him she wanted to bring in twenty more patients, then it didn't matter whether or not he thought he had the manpower for it. Security was his priority, yet he knew better than to question her directives. Then again, he was also aware of his own opinion, especially when it came to the occupancy rate.

That phrase might have sounded so tactical, dry, and boring, yet it represented the lives that could be changed here. More importantly, every patient brought new security risks.

Understanding this, he didn't simply state that Amanda was right. He didn't say that Verger was making the correct decisions, especially since he couldn't know for himself.

Second by second, he remained silent.  “That's what I thought,” she said.

Marcus lowered his eyes. “That doesn't mean I want to choose.”

“You may not have that luxury.”

He clenched his jaw. “Why now? Why are you asking me this?”

Dr. Chen looked away. Her eyes scanned the fence line again, though Marcus suspected she was not really looking at anything. “Because there is a line forming beneath our feet,” she said. “We can't see it yet. But we will. Sooner than we expect.”

He felt the hair on his arms rise. The wind picked up slightly and moved the grass in small waves. A single bird called somewhere behind them, high and sharp.

“I’m not a decision-maker,” he said. “I’m just the man who keeps the routines going.”

“And that's why your answer matters.”

“I’m not a strategist. I’m not one of you.”

She met his eyes again. “And yet, here you are."

He could not look away. There was something in her expression that unsettled him. It was not quite menace. It wasn't a threat either. It was something colder.

“If there ever is a genuine problem,” she said quietly, “you will be the first person Amanda tries to control. And the last person I allow her to.” Then she tilted her head to the side. "I want you to think about the way things used to be, before the renovations, before the new construction, and before the massive expansion. I want you to think about what we you would do if you were more of a partner and less of a servant."

"I'm not a servant," he started to say automatically.

Dr. Chen looked at him. She hadn't meant the term to be insulting. As far as she was concerned, it was simply true. Then again, he couldn't argue with her, not when he had tried so hard to insist that his opinion didn't matter one way or the other. It did, he knew. Whether he liked it or not, he had a part to play here.

But there was an important difference. This woman believed in loyalty while Amanda took them for granted. He didn't like those traitorous thoughts, especially when nothing had happened...yet.

He looked down at the ground. A few ants crawled over the edge of the stone wall. His mouth felt dry.

“I just want to do my job,” he said.

“So do I,” she said.

She stepped back. For a moment he thought she might say something more, but instead she turned and began to walk across the lawn. The doctor’s pace was slow and deliberate, as if she had already decided everything and was now moving on to the next step.

The girls liked to play with Breezy. For the most part, Lana left her alone...until now.

On this particular day, everything felt normal enough. She woke up in her cage, and she rolled onto her knuckles and knees. She crawled around the bottom, doing one tight circle (since that was all there was room to do). From there, she exhaled, and then she rolled onto her side once again. It was strange to think, but she was bored.

At this point, she didn't think about her old life. She didn't allow memories from her old existence to come fluttering up. At least, Breezy tried to resist them. She did her best to push away those old ideas, priorities, goals, and activities. She let it fall away.

Instead, her thoughts drifted into this pleasant blankness as she stared toward the door.

Finally, the door opened, and she scrambled up onto her knuckles and knees again. She raised her head and she could still feel her pigtails sway and bob from side to side as she moved. Then she let out a happy little bark as she waited for Summer or Marissa to appear.

It was the younger daughter who was nicest to her. She enjoyed playing with Breezy, so she usually brought her treats. Not only that, she was less likely to yank on the choke chain.

By now, Breezy didn't want to escape. She already knew it was impossible. She understood that she couldn't get away. Besides, she didn't have money close, and she wasn't really a person, so she belonged there, in the confines of this home.

If anything, the building felt completely different now. At some point, maybe those ideas were still locked in the neurons of her brain, but Breezy had done a pretty good job of letting go of that old life.

Or so she thought…

When the door opened, she expected to see one of the girls. Instead, it was Lana, and she came in, pulled the puppy dog out, slid the choke chain into place, and tugged. "Come along, Breezy." Unlike the girls, Lana used that name, and there was a hint of sarcasm or something else in her voice.

The slut puppy didn't understand. Reflexively, she tried not to think about it.

Lana was a person; Lana owned her. That was what she needed to focus on. That was what she needed to remember. She had to let her total subjugation seep into every pore of her existence.

Like a good little dog, Breezy crawled after her mistress. The two headed down the hallway, and Breezy expected to crawl into the living room or down into the basement or out into the backyard. Surrounded by trees, the outdoor space didn't allow for any nuisances from the neighbors, so the girls could play with her as much as they wanted. That usually meant more tricks, playing fetch, or just walking her around the grass as they occasionally tugged on her leash to train her for obedience.

Breezy had no intention of disobeying. She didn't want to be a bad dog; she wanted to be good. But instinct permeated every inch of her body, if only because there were still those little flashes of her old life...She hated them. Obviously, she couldn't tell anyone about it, but she hated remembering that she used to be powerful, she used to be a man, and she used to be capable of controlling her destiny. At least, that was what she had naïvely believed.

Like so many powerful individuals, Breezy had forgotten about her own vulnerabilities.

"In," Lana said as she raised her hand and pointed through the door.

Breezy looked up, and her stomach tightened. Her lips hardened. For the first time in days or weeks (she didn't keep track), she stopped, and she refused to obey. She wasn't going to cooperate. At least, she didn't do it reflexively.

Technically, she wasn't trying to be a bad girl either, yet something forced her to stop, right then and there.

She recognized that room.

Since her return, Breezy had visited pretty much all of the house except for that one space: the master bedroom. It had been his once. He remembered buying this house, walking into that expansive space, looking out the glorious windows, and nodding to himself. Lana had walked in, and he had turned to her, saying, "Let's take it." He had sounded like some conquering hero, as though this new home qualified as a conquest. He had grabbed her, pulled her into his arms, kissed her possessively, and made her feel so small and loved at the same time.

But now, he understood what happened in that room.

Lana and her different lovers enjoyed that space. It was their domain now, and Breezy didn't want to be a part of it. She didn't want to see what happened in there. Even as his owner tugged on her leash, Breezy lowered her chest the floor, and she looked up with those big, delicate eyes. She whimpered. Again, she hoped her owner understood that this wasn’t real defiance. She simply didn't want to go into that room!

Then again, Breezy was a pet. As such, she didn't get to make that kind of decision. She didn't get to argue with her owner, nor was she permitted to make her own decisions.

Understanding all of this, Lana yanked on the chain again, tightening those cruel tines around the slut puppy's pretty throat. Breezy's big eyes widened even more, and she yelped. She whimpered. At least, she tried to make those sounds. Then she was crawling without thinking. She didn't make the decision as she followed this woman.

Together, they walked into the master bedroom, and that was when Breezy saw the platform. It was only a few inches off of the floor, but it was right there, and it had those padded restraints.

"Up," Lana said, pointing to the platform.

The puppy dog crawled into place, and she slipped her wrists into the restraints without needing to be told. The same was true of her ankles. Down on her elbows and knees, she braced herself. At the same time, she was wondering whether or not she was about to be punished.

Actually, it was worse.

"You know, I sometimes wonder if my husband is still in there," she said.

Breezy cocked her head to the side. After everything she had already endured, she didn't want to think about her old life. In truth, that was where most of the frustration and suffering actually originated. Instinctively, she understood this. At this point she knew that if she contemplated the man she had been, then it would be so much harder to embrace her new life.

Lana recognized this as well. She smiled. "It's okay if you remember who you used to be. If anything, I like you to think about exactly what you have lost…" She smirked and shook her head from side to side. Then she sat down, crossing her legs, right in front of the dog. Although she didn't do this often, she knew exactly how to pet Breezy. Her touch was light and gentle along the pet's head, through her hair, and along her naked skin. Sure enough, Lana could tell that it was working, all because Breezy started to shiver. Not only that, there was that whimpering sound from the base of her throat.

"You like that, don't you? You can't help it. You really are just a dumb animal. Is that why you had to chase after those other girls? Is that why you wanted a divorce?"

A divorce…

The concept sounded abstract.

Normally, when Breezy saw Lana, she almost tried to think of her as a different woman. Lana was the head of the house now. She was in charge. Her daughters loved her and respected her. They listened to her. They even did as she said.

It was impossible for Breezy to imagine having that kind of power or authority. No one listened to her. In fact, she couldn't even speak. If she had been able to speak, she didn't think she would have had anything good or useful to say. After all, she was just a dog. She was just a pet. The workers at the Crestwood Asylum had done an excellent job on her. Their procedures had truly transformed her, just as Lana expected.

"Don’t you love your new status?" Lana asked. "It's not just the fact that I can pet you or the idea that I will know exactly where you are at all times. It's not even a point about the power. It's about my own freedom. It's about what I get to do. While you're here, I can go out and play. I can have fun with different guys. I’m thinking about settling down. In fact, there is someone I want you to meet. You've seen him around the house, haven't you? I see the way you try to avoid him, and I think that's adorable, but now you're going to get to be a good girl for us. Are you ready? Are you ready, Breezy?"

Breezy…

On some level, she remembered that this was supposed to be her name.

She had had a different name, a better name. She had the kind of name that had inspired respect. And even if people had teased her about it from time to time, she had still enjoyed that name. She had thrived on that little bit of power she had possessed.

Only now, Lana smiled, and then she got up. She left the puppy dog there, strapped down and helpless on that platform. Breezy already knew she wouldn't be able to resist or interfere. At best, she could bark, but she already knew Lana wouldn't mind. If anything, she would enjoy it, especially if Breezy started squirming or wiggling there against those restraints.

And then Lana came back.

She wasn't alone.

"Breezy, I want to formally introduce you to Christopher. Christopher, I want you to meet Breezy."

"Hello, Breezy," he said. "So this used to be your husband?"

...Her husband...

Breezy flinched. She clenched her eyes shut, only then Christopher was right in front of her, and he reached down, grabbing the puppy girl by her long, pretty hair. He used her hair like handlebars, yanking them, and pulling, so she had no choice but to look up at him. Immediately, she noticed his strong jaw, his solid shoulders, and the way his shirt seemed to cling to his chest, showing off his pectoral muscles. Here was a man who obviously worked out; this was the kind of man who knew how to impress other people. He probably worked out a lot. Not only that, he looked down at breezy with the easy confidence of a capable individual. He was someone who didn't have to prove anything.

The moisture drained away from Breezy's mouth as she tried to decide what she could say.

Then again, she remembered she wasn't allowed to speak at all.

"That used to be my husband," Lana confirmed. "Go ahead and play with her."

"You let her keep her balls," he noted.

"Yeah…" Lana said. Although she agreed, her tone made it abundantly clear that she could change her mind about that detail whenever she liked. Perhaps this was another reason why it had been so easy for Breezy to settle into her new routine. Like so many other pet dogs, she could have been a brat. She could have torn up things, scratched the walls, or made a mess. She didn't, largely because she understood she still had more to lose.

"These are nice," Christopher said, casually bringing his hands up and gliding them over Breezy's bountiful breasts. He played with the implants, squeezing, fondling and massaging.

This time, Breezy didn't growl or grunt. Instead, she started to purr as the excitement raced through her. She tried not to let anything touch her nipples, yet she had no choice at that moment because this man's powerful hands slid along those curves. He squeezed and fondled. He groped her, pulling and tugging like he was trying to milk her.

Breezy kept making those desperate little sounds now. She started to squirm.

Finally, he let go. "Fun," he said. "You did a great job with her, babe."

"You know, we could do more," Lana said.

"But first," he said. "I want this." That was when he reached out, slid his fingers along her shoulder, took her by her arm, and yanked her close.

Breezy wasn't supposed to watch this. She didn't want to think about what it meant, yet she had no choice. Simultaneously, there was that other station. Despite everything Dr. Chen had done to her, Breezy could still remember what it had been like to walk into this room, grab his wife, turn her to face him, lean in, and kiss her. Those phantom sensations reverberated along her bottom lip. She thought of Lana. She thought of the scent of her perfume, the taste of her mouth, and all those other little details.

But now, it was another man who got to enjoy that pleasure.

As Breezy watched…

Christopher embraced Lana, kissed her hard, and showed her what a real man could do. She must've enjoyed the feel of his solid build, especially those tight muscles. She pressed herself up against him, and there was something furious and frenzied about the way their lips moved together. They were dancing and flirting with every sensation.

Lana opened one eye, and she glanced back at the puppy dog.

Immediately, Breezy understood that this was partially for her benefit.

If anything, she had been grateful for the fact that she hadn't witnessed this before. That was just another reason why she had stayed out of the master bedroom.

Only now, Breezy was trapped there. Stuck and strapped down, she couldn't escape.

At the same time, she understood that her owner wanted her to watch. Breezy needed to close her eyes, yet there was that impulse to obey. There was the drive to do as she was told because she wanted to be a good dog.

After that, Lana focused on her new man. She kissed him hard, and then he slipped his hands up her blouse. Breezy watched as his knuckles slid along the inner fabric, and then he slipped his digits beneath her bra. She was giggling, and now she tried to push him back, but he just grabbed her, picked her up, kissed her, and she wrapped her legs around his frame.

Before his transformation, Breezy never could have done anything like that. He had never worked out much and had never been strong enough to just grab her and lift her. But now, Christopher threw her down onto the bed, and she bounced. He scrambled after her. Pretty soon, he was kneeling between her legs as he peeled off his shirt.

Just as Breezy had suspected, this man looked amazing. He was that ideal specimen of what a male was supposed to be: tall and broad, powerfully built and ready to show off.

He started to peel that woman, sliding her out of her blouse, grabbing her pants and peeling them off. Lana helped, kicking off her shoes. Pretty soon, they were both naked!

Breezy watched as each layer was removed. Again and again, she thought she could close her eyes, but that wasn't what these people wanted. She was strapped down to be their audience.

The justification didn't matter. The idea was simple. She had to obey, and she had to please them. Nothing else could matter. She couldn't think of any other priority.

She had to be a good girl; she had to be a good dog.

Again, Breezy flashed back to her old life. She thought of what it had been like when she had been capable of being with Lana. She thought of what it had been like when she could be just as powerful as this guy.

Christopher adjusted Lana again, only now he broke away, and he crouched above her. He started to fondle her breasts, his hands gliding along the soft curves of her flesh. He toyed with her nipples, pressing them to the left, then the right, up and down, in tight little circles, all while she enjoyed that stimulation.

Her nipples had always been so sensitive.

Breezy hated that she knew this, yet she couldn't shake off that knowledge from her head, either.

Finally, Christopher started to slide down, like he was about to press his face between Lana's legs.

"No," said the woman. "Make the dog do it."

Breezy jerked her head up.

"Are you sure, Babe?"

"Yes," Lana promised him. "I'm sure." The corners of her eyes crinkled with delight. Christopher scrambled off of the bed, and he freed Breezy within the span of just a few seconds. In fact, he was surprisingly adroit with his fingers as he removed the restraints, one after another. Then he grabbed the dog by her leash, and he pulled. "Come on." At the same time, there was something almost close to disgust in his expression. It was tempered with that repulsion, of course.

As far as a guy like Christopher was concerned, that could never happen to him. He was better and smarter and stronger. Even if none of those points were actually true, he had to hold onto that belief.

But now he guided the dog up onto the bed. Breezy was there, and she looked down at her former wife. She saw her naked frame. Breezy admired the toned curves of her legs, her flat stomach, the contours of her breasts, and the points of her nipples.

This wasn't about sex, however. It was about power. It was about the authority Lana wielded and what she could get this pathetic creature to do.

Christopher grabbed Breezy by the back of her neck and shoved her face down right between Lana's legs. Immediately, Breezy flashed back to what it had been like to be Bradley. In particular, he remembered laughing at his wife when she had tentatively asked him to go down on her.

But now, Breezy didn't get that option. Instead, she licked, gliding her tongue along Lana's already dampened slit. Being close to Christopher and kissing him had clearly excited her. Like a thirsty dog, Breezy swept her tongue up and down again and again. She licked seriously, going in deep. Understanding exactly what this meant, she grimaced. She was thinking about her wife and the power she had once owned.

But it was all gone. Everything she had valued was gone.

Again, Breezy did her best to push away those ideas.

It didn't work.

She kept licking.

Within moments, Lana came hard!

"Your turn," Lana said.

For just a second, Breezy started to hope that maybe it was going to be her turn for an orgasm. She had hated climaxing with her daughters, but this could be a genuine reward. Only then, Breezy figured it out. Lana wasn't talking to her.

Instead, the woman who had once been married to a man named Bradley had been talking to her new lover. "Have fun with her," she said.

Christopher didn't need to hear that suggestion a second time. He grabbed onto Breezy's pretty pigtails. He tightened his grip, pulled her head forward, and impaled her pretty mouth with his cock.

Breezy hated that she had developed the skills. She raged against the reality that she knew exactly what she was doing as she started to suck and lick, gliding her tongue along those contours and crevices. She licked, hollowing her cheeks. She sucked like a good girl, worshiping him even as he pumped his cock deep into her mouth. She bobbed her head, gliding forward and back again and again.

Christopher raised his head, and he grunted. He finally pushed her back.

It could have been worse. He could have lasted a lot longer.

"Damn. I'm going to have to take advantage of that mouth more often," he said.

"But right now, this is what I want," he said, looking back at Lana. He crawled forward, and then he was on top of her, and he adjusted his angle, pushing his cock down into her. She spread her legs, raised her hips, and took him.

In the meantime, Breezy remained there, on the bed, naked and braced on her knees with her elbows pushed down. She wanted to leave, only Lana now held the leash. If Breezy had tried to crawl away, she would have been choked by the chain. She grimaced at the thought, but she had to stay there. Not only that, she was fully aware that Lana knew precisely what was happening.

The two lovers enjoyed themselves. He grunted and growled. She moaned. She let those sounds vibrate against the air until she cried out with that scream of ecstasy. It hit the walls, and vibrated through Breezy's body.

"Cleanup duty," Lana said once she was done. She was still breathing hard, and droplets of sweat had appeared on her brow. "Come on, Breezy!"

She hated hearing that name at that moment, but she had no choice. She crawled over and bowed her head down again. Then she started licking, and she had to taste him. She had to taste Christopher's ejaculate; she had to taste his load as Breezy licked out and swallowed it down like a good little dog.

That wasn't the end of it. Even after she had licked and thoroughly cleaned Lana's used pussy, Christopher grunted, "My turn."

Breezy turned and saw the half-hard shaft in front of her face. Like a good puppy slut, she leaned forward, and she started licking. She swiped her tongue along his shaft. Again, there were those flavors, and the aroma of sex seemed to fill the room. She licked and sucked until he was nice and clean. After that, they finally took Breezy back to her cage. For once, she felt relieved to be trapped behind those bars even as she waited for the next humiliating moment.

She was back in her cage. She was on her side, and she tried to relax. She tried to think of the girls or crawling around on the floor or playing fetch. In truth, chasing after the ball and picking it up in her mouth and bringing it back to Summer or even Marissa had started to feel like an actual game. It started to feel like an actual reward.

But now, the door to that spare room opened, and Lana reappeared. She now wore a soft, pale blue dress. She didn't have on her bra, and she stood over the cage. Breezy made the mistake of glancing up to see that Lana wasn't wearing any panties either.

At first, the puppy dog assumed that she was going to be used again. Perhaps that lovemaking session hadn't been sufficient to satisfy this woman.

Instead, Lana crouched down, and she reached through the bars, gliding the back of her hand along Breezy's cheek. "The girls really did a number on you, didn't they?" She smirked and shook her head from side to side. "It's okay. I want you to look into my eyes, and I want you to remember something."

Breezy obeyed.

Lana continued, "As far as I'm concerned, you're always going to be my husband. You might be my property, and my slave. Officially, we might be divorced, and maybe I took everything you ever made, but you're always going to be Bradley to me."

She didn't say anything for several seconds.

Breezy or Bradley didn't know how to respond.

"Then again, maybe if I get you fixed completely, I won't have to think of you as the person who had been my ex-husband?" What do you think of that?" She smirked and shook her head.

As fast as possible, Breezy started whimpering, but it didn't do any good.

Lana had made her point, so now she turned around and walked away, leaving the dog there in that cage.

Several more days went by, and Breezy started to believe once again that she could go back to this easy existence of simply being a dog. She didn't have to think. She just had to crawl and perform tricks. The girls would play with her, and she would eat out of her bowl, and everything could be easy and simple. She didn't have to think about being Bradley. She didn't have to remember all of those details from her old life. She could let it fade away. She could embrace all of this…

Lana came for Breezy again. Just like before, she let her out, leashed her, and tugged. Like a good slut puppy, she crawled out after her owner.

After all, Lana couldn't be considered anything else. She had complete and total control over the pet's life. She could dictate every aspect of her being.

Breezy could never, ever allow herself to forget that.

And if she wanted to avoid punishment, then she had to be a good girl. It was simple.

The different pieces fit together, and she tried to hold onto them as best she could. She tried so hard to let go of her worst thoughts and impulses. She did her best to ignore those shadowed memories and reverberations from the past.

Sometimes it worked.

But now, they were going back down into the basement.

The basement with the rack. She thought about that contraption, the restraints, and what Summer and Marissa had done before.

As they made it down the stairs, Breezy lifted her head, and she saw it. The contraption was still there. The frame was ready for her with those straps. Only now, a few chairs had been set up.

Summer and Marissa turned back, their fresh faces bright with joy as they saw, Lana come down with the dog. And there was Christopher, standing there, naked.

Breezy blinked a couple of times. For just a second, she wanted to think about how this was wrong or inappropriate. After everything else she had endured, she quickly suppressed those thoughts.

"On the frame," Lana ordered.

Breezy didn't understand what this meant. She had some ideas, of course. There were those different possibilities hovering at the back of her mind, yet she still tried to deny them. She didn't want to admit it; she didn't want to face the reality of what was going to happen.

Within moments, she was up on the frame, her arms and legs spread, her wrists and ankles restrained. Just like that, she had lost what little bit of freedom she had enjoyed before. And now, Lana rested her hand on her backside. Her fingers gently scratched at the curves of her ass.

"I think it's time for you to get milked again."

Breezy let out a desperate little squeak.

Of course, the slut puppy had known this was a possibility, but now she jerked her head from side to side. At the same time, she expected Summer and Marissa to stand up. It was easy to imagine Lana and her lover seated among those chairs, their legs crossed as their daughters went to work.

Instead, Lana had something else in mind, something worse.

"It's not going to be Summer or Marissa who milks you this time," Lana said to the family pet. She was going to do it? Lana was going to milk her shaft, squeezing and stretching, tugging and pulling until she cried out?

Breezy's eyes watered, and she jerked her head from side to side. Perhaps she couldn't speak calmly but it was still possible for her to express that desperate desire for some other option, some other alternative.

"Don't worry," Lana said. "I'm not going to do it. Christopher is." At this point, she lowered her voice. It was like she intended to share a secret with the slut puppy. "I'm thinking about marrying him. But if I want to do something like that, I need to make sure he gets along with the dog."

Rebuttals instantly formed behind Breezy's big, pretty eyes. She wanted to shout back, "It's okay! He doesn't have to prove anything!" But even as those words tumbled through her pretty head, Breezy endured the other half of her torture; she could never let go of the arousal that still seemed to spark and ignite deep within her core. That was the other part of this punishment. That was the other half of her degradation.

Christopher lifted up the key, and he let it dangle right in front of Breezy's face.

"Don't worry, girl," he said, chuckling. "I'll be gentle."

He unlocked the puppy slut, and then he grabbed onto that shaft.

As her daughters and ex-wife watched, Breezy started panting faster.

"Don't worry, girl! This is good for you!" Summer called out.

"It's not like you get a choice!" Marissa said, laughing.

"Enjoy this orgasm," Lana teased their pet. "You don't know when you're going to get another one."

Melissa cupped her hands around her lips and called out, "You don't know if you're ever going to get another one!"

"Sorry about that," Summer added without any real sympathy or mercy in her voice.

The words beat down against Breezy. The pet squirmed in her restraints, but she knew it would be impossible for her to break out. Instead, she had that strange set of fingers gliding along her length. He teased her. He touched her and stroked her, alternating between those tantalizing caresses and that powerful grip.

Remarkably, Christopher seemed adept at knowing exactly how much the slut puppy could take.

Then he leaned down and whispered into her ear, "By the way, I wanted to thank you."

Thank her?

He kept going, "If it hadn't been for your screwup, I never would have gotten to move into this amazing house or to meet those lovely women. I love being with your wife every night. Damn. Lana is insatiable, isn't she?"

She hadn't been, not for Bradley. Sex. It never felt like a duty, but he had never been able to trigger that wild anticipation. Instead, they had sex, and they enjoyed it, but they both understood that they had other obligations. She had her social circles that required her attention while he had to focus almost all of his attention on work and the politics back in the office.

But now, all of that was gone. He had made so much money, yet it belonged to her. And if she wanted to spend it on her new lover, Breezy couldn't stop her!

Christopher continued to play with the pet.

The women continued to call out their encouragement. They were teasing and mocking. They were playing with Breezy even as the heat swelled through her body and raced along her cheeks.

For just a second, Breezy tried to remember. She didn't even understand what prompted the impulse, yet she fought so hard to remember what it had been like to be a person, to be a man, to be a business leader, to be powerful and capable. Breezy tried so hard to fall back through time to that previous life, only it was gone, and now Breezy jerked her head up with her chin raised, she cried out, squealing and screaming and moaning and panting and barking. Breezy couldn't even hear the sounds that vibrated deep between her vocal cords. She called out those sounds as her shaft sputtered. She could feel those delicious spurts as the orgasm raced through her.

Then the girls were up on their feet, they were petting Breezy and telling her she was such a good girl.

"Don't worry," Lana whispered to the pet. "I still haven't decided whether or not I'm going to let you keep them." Breezy may have been a dumb little dog, but she was still smart enough to understand exactly what that meant.

Down on the first floor, the investors were arriving. They flew in from all over the world. Technically, they came to hear from Verger, their representative at the facility. In actuality, many of them wished to sample the products.

For the last few hours, Verger had received word from the orderlies and nurses. One by one, the billionaires and elite businesspeople who supported the Crestwood Asylum had arrived.

Amanda Verger sat alone in her office, the glass of wine untouched beside her. Her gaze drifted between her handwritten notes and the investment portfolio splayed across her desk. There were also reports from Dr. Chen and the orderlies about the status of different patients. Outside, the garden paths wound gracefully through the manicured lawns; they always looked so inviting. The upcoming meeting with Crestwood’s top investors loomed, but Amanda didn’t mind. This was her realm. She controlled the pace and tone of every meeting.

The soft tap of high heels on marble interrupted her focus. Amanda lifted her eyes just as Taylor DeSang entered without knocking. The woman’s platinum hair was pinned into a severe twist, and her tailored coat matched the precise smile she wore.

“You always look like you're about to eat someone alive,” Taylor said, half-laughing as she stepped in. “Relax. You already own the building.”

Amanda leaned back in her chair, smirking. “And you always come in like you already own…everything.”

Taylor grinned and dropped her handbag onto the velvet guest chair. “Fair. I just wanted a quick word before the others get here.” She glanced at the documents on the desk and then at Amanda’s composed face. “Are you expecting fireworks today?”

“I expect nods, applause, and the usual transfer of money,” Amanda said, tapping her pen against the edge of her notepad. “We’ve had a successful quarter.”

Taylor’s smile faded slightly. “Even with Dr. Chen breathing down your neck?”

“You heard about her frustration?”

“I don’t think it qualifies as a secret,” Taylor replied. The two women had been friends for years. In fact, Taylor had been one of the first investors to offer seed funding to get the asylum started.

Amanda stilled but only for a second. Then she chuckled as if the suggestion were a joke. “Chen? Please. She’s not breathing down my neck. She’s too busy elbows-deep in her surgery schedules to worry about board politics.”

Taylor leaned forward. “You know she’s been speaking to people. She’s been asking questions and posing…suggestions.”

“She isn’t serious.”

“Are you sure?”

“Dr. Chen is cautious by nature,” Amanda replied, her voice still light. “And she should be. What we do requires exactness and the kind of cautious flexibility we all value. But she isn’t planning anything. She’s brilliant, not foolish.”

Taylor frowned. “You really don’t think she’ll make a move? She has influence. People like her. They trust her.”

Amanda stood and crossed to the window. She looked out at the garden, her arms folded. “Trust isn’t what keeps this place running. Power does. Dr. Chen understands that better than most. More to the point, we’re talking about a brilliant surgeon. She doesn’t have the patience for politics, and she’s too smart to pretend otherwise.”

Taylor said nothing for a moment. Then she crossed one leg over the other and watched Amanda carefully. “And if you’re wrong?”

Amanda turned, her expression calm. “Then she and I will have a conversation. But I’m not wrong.”

Taylor stood slowly. “I hope not. Because if she does go to the board, there will be questions. You’ve been operating aggressively.”

Amanda walked toward the door. “Crestwood demands ambition. Besides, I’m sure you and the others have already reviewed my initial numbers.”

“They’re good,” Taylor acknowledged.

“We’re growing exponentially. With these numbers and the services I offer, we can take over the world.” As she spoke, it was clear that Verger meant this literally.

“You’re ambitious. No one can deny that. You also take a lot of risks.” Taylor raised an eyebrow. “And they tolerate it because you’ve made them a fortune. But that only lasts as long as no one looks too closely.”

Amanda opened the door. “Then it’s a good thing I keep the curtains closed.”

Taylor picked up her handbag and walked past her. “We’ll see if that works in the long run.”

They walked in silence down the hallway. The walls were lined with glossy portraits of past donors and former administrators. The thick carpet muted their steps. They passed the lounge, where several lower-level staff were gathered over coffee. A few of them paused to glance at the two women walking by.

The conference room sat in a corner of the administrative wing. It was spacious, with high ceilings and large windows draped in velvet. A long mahogany table ran down the center, already laid out with tablets, reports, and polished water glasses. One by one, the investors were arriving.

Amanda greeted each one by name, her voice warm and steady. Taylor took her place at the far end, not speaking further. Dr. Chen was notably absent.

Amanda sat at the head of the table and waited until the room settled. She spoke without needing to raise her voice. Her words were clean, rehearsed, and persuasive. Every statistic was precise. Every projection was framed in a positive light. She did not need to lie. She only needed to control what truths were emphasized.

As the meeting wore on, some nodded while others asked questions. Amanda answered each with measured patience. She used Taylor’s earlier warning as fuel, knowing exactly how to pivot each challenge into reassurance.

Amanda noted Dr. Chen’s absence, but this simple point seemed to emphasize the truth of what she’d said before. Despite “expressing her concerns,” there was no way a woman like Dr. Chen would challenge her. She allowed the investors to ask about medical advancements and recovery rates. She let them feel comfortable. Then she closed with a brief mention of the recent graduation of several patients from the rehabilitation program.

“They were some of our most difficult cases,” she said. “Now, they are models of improvement. Now they’re a set of ideal slaves.”

Taylor gave her a look that suggested more questions would come later. Amanda returned the gaze with perfect stillness.

At that moment, she told herself that this was her meeting, her conference room, her facility, and her territory. They had no right to question her authority.

Resisting the urge to stand, Verger remained seated at the head of the polished table. She glanced down the table. “Let’s review some more data, shall we?” Her fingers flipped crisply through the financial printouts in her folder. The boardroom was silent except for the rustle of paper and the quiet hum of the ceiling vent. 

Amanda smiled faintly. The power in this room belonged to her, and she knew it.

“Our operating costs remain stable,” she said, tapping the first page. “Patient intake is up eight percent, which offsets our growing payroll. Of course, this quarter saw some abnormal expenditures. We had a small containment breach in the East Wing. That required additional security and structural reinforcement. But that cost has already been absorbed.”

A few board members murmured. No one asked what “containment breach” meant.

She continued, “The behavioral compliance wing is also seeing marked improvement. Dr. Chen has introduced some...aggressive protocols. We’ve had fewer outbursts, additional restraints, and a smoother intake process overall. The turnaround time for each transformation is also down ten percent. I trust everyone is pleased.”

Before anyone could respond, the door to the conference room opened.

Dr. Chen entered without a word, her coat buttoned to the collar, her expression unreadable. She didn’t take a seat. Instead, she moved slowly to the far end of the room, her arms folded across her chest and stared directly at Amanda.

Amanda stiffened slightly but did not sit back. She glanced at the room, then gave Dr. Chen a cordial nod.

“I wasn't expecting you at this meeting,” Amanda said. “We’re just reviewing quarterly figures.”

Dr. Chen didn’t respond. Instead, she said, “What will you do if the police get involved?”

The room went still. One of the investors, a narrow-faced man named Hollings, turned his head sharply.

Amanda’s smile froze.

“Dr. Chen,” she said smoothly, “this is neither the time nor the place for melodrama.”

“I’m not being melodramatic,” Chen replied. “I’m being practical. We’ve had too many disappearances. We’ve had too many unusual admissions. Sooner or later, someone will talk.”

Amanda closed her folder. “You? Are you threatening us?”

“No,” replied the doctor. “I’m reminding you–and everyone here–that there can be consequences if we keep pushing. Slavery is illegal. I break a dozen laws every day. And while I love my vocation, I’m cognizant of what we’re doing.”

“No one will betray us. I think we both know how unlikely that is,” she said. “Everyone here benefits from the discretion of this institution. The people we take in are not missed by anyone who matters.”

“You’re becoming sloppy,” Chen said. “And reckless.”

Amanda’s eyes narrowed. “Careful.”

“I’ve been careful for years,” Chen said. “But you’ve stopped caring who sees what. You think we’re untouchable, but we’re not. If the authorities come knocking, I will not burn with you. I won’t sacrifice anything more for you.”

Amanda stood slowly. Her gaze flicked to the investors. “So what is it then, Dr. Chen?” Verger asked. “Are you offering me your letter of resignation?”

“No.”

“Ladies and gentlemen, I assure you,” Verger said, addressing them directly now, “everything is under control. Dr. Chen is a valued part of our team, but she is not an administrator. She doesn’t understand the full scope of our obligations or our resources.”

Chen took a step forward.

“I understand perfectly well,” she said. “And I also understand that your judgment is compromised. You’re erratic and impulsive. You have made decisions that jeopardize all of us.”

“Such as?” Amanda snapped.

“You fast-tracked five new patients last week without evaluation. You approved solitary confinement for thirty-six hours straight on Patient 49B against my recommendation. You tampered with medical records. You altered dosages without clearance. You think no one notices, but we do.”

A few investors were leaning forward now, eyes narrowed.

“I have managed this institution for years,” Amanda said. “And I have done so with impeccable results. Any allegations of mismanagement are a matter of opinion.”

Chen’s voice was ice. “No, Amanda. They’re a matter of record.”

There was a pause. Amanda looked around the table and saw something shift in their expressions. These individuals had too much wealth and power to be horrified or scared. Instead, they were busy calculating the different sets of possibilities.

Taylor DeSang, a longtime investor and Amanda’s favorite ally, was the first to speak. Only when she started talking, it wasn’t what Verger needed to hear. “If Dr. Chen has documentation, then perhaps we need to review it,” she said. “The Board is always interested in continuity and discretion.”

Amanda’s voice dropped low. “You’re siding with her?”

Taylor gave a small shrug. “We aren’t ‘siding’ with anyone. We are protecting our investment.”

Amanda opened her mouth, but Dr. Chen spoke first. “This place needs new leadership,” she said. “We need someone capable of maintaining order without indulging in theatrics. Until a permanent administrator can be appointed, I will assume operational control…effective immediately.”

“You don’t have that authority,” Amanda hissed.

“I do,” Chen said. “I am the highest-ranking medical professional on site. I am declaring you mentally unfit to continue in your role. I have already filed the paperwork.”

Amanda laughed. “You’re joking.”

But no one else was laughing.

“I’m not,” Dr. Chen said. “You’re emotionally unstable. Paranoid. Unmoored. You’ve begun treating this institution like your private stage. You no longer serve its mission. You serve yourself, which is unacceptable, especially when it comes to their interests and investments.” The doctor waved toward the gathered luminaries.

Amanda stepped back. Her eyes darted to the door.

“You cannot be serious,” she said. “You want me removed? By force?”

Dr. Chen nodded once.

The door opened.

Two orderlies entered. They were large, impassive, and silent. Amanda stared at them as if they were ghosts. Marcus joined them only a few seconds later.

“Do not touch me,” Amanda said.

“You will come quietly,” Chen said. “Or I will have you sedated.”

Amanda turned back to the board.

“You all know me,” she said, her voice rising. “You know what I’ve built. You know what I’ve protected. She is nothing. She only wants the crown I wore for nine years.”

No one stood to defend her.

One of the orderlies stepped forward.

Amanda took one more step back, but the fight was draining from her face. Her arms hung stiffly by her sides. “You’re making a mistake,” she said, but it was quiet now.

Dr. Chen said nothing more. She merely watched as the orderlies took Amanda by the arms and began to lead her out of the room. Amanda turned one last time to look at the board, her mouth open as if she would say something else.

But no one looked back because Crestwood had a new queen.

"I apologize for the unpleasantness," Dr. Chen said. "Now, I want to discuss what we are going to do, how we will streamline operations, and how I intend to cut waste and bloat from the budget. From there, we will find a new administrator, and I will resume my duties solely as a surgeon at a later date."

The investors, Taylor among them, nodded.

Perhaps there had been blisters before, but now the truth became inevitable. Amanda Verger may have had a vision, but individuals here were rich and powerful because they cared about more than just their own private ambitions. They didn't overreach; they understood the necessity for caution from time to time. As such, they were willing and eager to follow this woman as she took control.

And then there was that other point…

If Dr. Chen had been willing to go after Amanda Verger, there was nothing to stop her from seeking out any of the investors here as well.

Amanda walked in stunned silence. Dumbfounded, she didn't know exactly what to think or how to react. With every step, she tried to find her voice again. It was going to happen. It was just a matter of time, but now they were heading deeper into the facility, past the doors, and the orderlies were holding onto her arms.

"No…" Amanda finally whispered.

They walked past another open door, and she glanced inside. She saw a raven haired beauty. That woman had been a model, and she had done incredibly well for herself under the guidance of her manager. Then the model decided that she wanted to have a social conscience; she wasn't interested in simply becoming the kind of beloved influencer who did whatever she was told. Rather, she wanted to be a "thought leader" as she took on different social causes.

Her manager didn't like that, so he had her brought here, and now she had those full lips, those big eyes, that long black hair tied into pigtails, and those huge breasts. For a long time, the manager had tried to get this girl to enter into the world of pornography. Now he would succeed. Now this girl, already beloved, would indulge in so many different fantasies for her audience.

The young women who may have idolized her might eventually turn away (or maybe they would see her as a different kind of inspiration without knowing how a place like the Crestwood Asylum was involved). If so, it hardly mattered. After all, there were lots of young men who were willing to pay for the chance to see this woman naked. A smaller group would be able to pay for her services. She wouldn't just make adult content; she would become the kind of professional escorts so many men dreamed about.

And now, Amanda was going to face that same kind of fate.

All at once, she raised her voice. "No," she said again. She set her feet against the floor, and she looked back at the orderlies. At that moment, she didn't remember their names. Tyler? Colton? Caleb? Was it something else?

It didn't matter because she was in charge. No matter what Dr. Chen did or said, Amanda was the one who guided every decision that took place between those walls.

"Unless you want to become patients yourselves, you are going to escort me out of the facility," she said. "You'll find me a car and driver, and I will leave here right now." Although the idea of retreat galled her, she understood that Dr. Chen had already taken control.

Fine. Amanda could retreat. She could run off, find a safe haven elsewhere, rebuild her alliances, and come back.

Dr. Chen thought she was the most powerful doctor on the planet? She thought she was the only creative sadist to enjoy slicing and rebuilding patients?

Dr. Chen had no idea, but she was going to find out.

"I'm sorry, ma'am, but we need to take you into the exam room."

"Doctor's orders," said the other orderly.

"You know who I am," Amanda said.

"Patient 312B," replied one of the men.

Amanda blinked.

"Excuse me?"

The two young men glanced back and forth at one another. Clearly, they weren't entirely comfortable with this, yet they had received their orders. Just as importantly, Amanda and Marcus had been straightforward about their preferences when it came to hiring new orderlies. They wanted young men who were strong, dim, and always ready to follow orders. If these guys were confused, they didn't show it, probably because they didn't really know how to ask questions. They just did their best to obey.

"That's your designation," one of them explained.

"Yeah," replied the other. "But since you’re a patient, it's not like we really have to tell you all of this."

That was how they were starting to see her, she realized.

Perhaps they were confused by her nice dress, her haughty attitude, or the fact they had received direct orders from her in the past.

Amanda turned. She ran!

She had no idea whether or not her key card was going to work, but it didn't matter because she still had the passwords hardwired into the system.

She sprinted, her heels clicking down against the floor. Running in high heels proved a lot harder, and she nearly tripped twice. She kicked them off, and she kept running, grateful that these guys weren't chasing her as hard as they could. She glanced over her shoulder, and then she saw them jogging in her direction. They were catching up!

One of them looked like he wanted to say something, only he resisted the urge. Then he sped up, he seemed to shrug, and he grabbed her!

He was actually manhandling her!

Outraged, Amanda screamed out even as her feet left the ground. He had his arms tight around her torso with her limbs pinned to her sides. Her heels splashed through the air, but she still couldn't get any kind of leverage. She couldn't break free, no matter how hard she tried!

"Let's get her into her room," said the other man. The other guy had already brought up a gurney so they pushed her down onto it. She hit that soft pad and that was when a nurse came jogging up. "Do you need some help?"

"Let's strip her and get her into a straitjacket right here," said one of the orderlies.

"Don't," Amanda shot back, her voice loaded with undisguised vitriol. "Don't you dare. If you try, I will make sure you regret it!" She shouted and snarled those words with every iota of aristocratic poison she possessed.

This nurse and these orderlies had to comprehend who she was.

She wasn't Patient 312B as they suggested. She was Amanda Verger, and she couldn't be stopped!

That idea sounded nice enough, only they shoved her down onto the gurney, spread her legs, strapped them down, and went for her torso next. They grabbed her limbs and slipped them into another set of restraints, each of which quickly tightened. She was thrashing now, shouting and screaming.

Then the nurse leaned over her, and she gave the former administrator a big smile. "What's wrong? Are you upset?"

"Let me up! Let me off with this thing right now!"

"Don't worry, we have something to calm you down," said the nurse. Then she reached into her pocket and pulled out the syringe.

"If you do this, I will make sure it is the worst mistake of your life!"

"Someone is clearly upset," said the nurse.

At that moment, Amanda remembered watching a video of this young woman. Like so many of the other nurses at the Crestwood Asylum, she had once been a patient. Her name had been Elizabeth Michelle Taggart, and she had been some kind of heiress. That was a common enough story. Her little sister had decided she wanted the entire family fortune, so she had Elizabeth brought here. After that, she hadn't really cared what happened to this girl. So after Elizabeth received the bimbo treatment, she decided to leave her at the Crestwood Asylum. Rather than sell her off, Amanda and Dr. Chen had decided to keep her here. She could be useful enough.

And now, she smiled down at Amanda. "It's okay. This is going to be good for you. We are going to make you feel so much better!"

Amanda thrashed like a wild animal, she bucked and threw her body from side to side, yet she couldn't break her restraints. At that moment, she couldn't knock over the gurney, either. Like so many other women and men who had been in this position, she fought as hard as she could, but it didn't do any good.

One of the orderlies fetched a set of scissors, so the two men went to work.

When she felt the sides of those blades glide up her legs and along her torso, Amanda heard the snipping, but she still refused to believe it. First off, that skirt, those tights, her blouse and panties and bra all cost more than the orderlies made in a year. Second, she was still the administrator, and there was no way they could violate her personal boundaries like this! As far as she was concerned, it was simply impossible.

Those ideas sounded so good inside of her head; they sounded as though they could be fundamentally true, like she was just describing the basic tenants of reality.

And yet, they cut through the fabric, shredding the overpriced garments one at a time. They pulled away her bra, yanked away her panties, and threw the shreds onto the floor to be picked up by the cleaning staff.

She was naked…

Amanda Verger, despite all she had accomplished, was naked and was now strapped down to a gurney.

Her breath quivered in her chest, and she looked down.

"Let's just give you this little shot," she said. "After that, I'm sure the doctor will be able to help you relax." She injected Amanda.

There was that bite as the needle penetrated her skin.

Almost immediately, the drug started to swim through her body.

Amanda had witnessed so many different patients get sedated over the years of her tenure, but she had never experienced it for herself. Now, her vision began to flutter and swim. Time started to stretch, and the orderlies were saying something, but Amanda couldn't concentrate.

Instead, she flashed back to the board room, the discussion, the numbers, and the fact that that traitorous snake had defeated her.

Moments later, she was in one of the exam rooms, and the orderly picked her up and strapped her down again. They started with her legs. Then they forced her arms into a straitjacket, pulling it tight around her chest. After that, Nurse Lizzie picked up a vibrator, and she looked at the patient. "You have a lot of excess energy. I think this is going to help."

Again, Amanda shook her head from side to side, but the nurse had already made up her mind. Perhaps she wasn't a doctor, yet she still had the authority here to penetrate, tease, and force Amanda to climax.

Within moments, she pressed the toy down against Amanda's bare pussy, and the excitement started to thrum through her body. Amanda clenched her eyes shut and she tried to hide from this new reality, but then she was breathing harder and harder. Before long, she couldn't help it.

She came!

"That's amazing," said one of the orderlies.

"Do you think Dr. Chen would mind if I used her mouth before she got here?"

"No, but I’ll check," said the nurse.

The two orderlies looked at one another skeptically, but then the nurse had already picked up her tablet, and she was scanning through the information. "Patient 312B is available for oral service before her surgery."

"Surgery?" Amanda squeaked out.

The nurse didn't say anything, but the orderly climbed up onto the exam table, and he unzipped his pants. Then he casually reached down, grabbed her hair, and forced her head up. With his other hand, he unzipped his pants, took out his hard cock, and he looked right down into her eyes. "Remember, if you cause any trouble, you're going to regret it."

She would…

Amanda didn't want to think about it, but she contemplated the first surgery, and she knew exactly what a woman like Dr. Chen could do, especially if she thought Amanda could be a threat. For the time being, it was in her best interest to cooperate, even if that meant…

The orderly shoved his cock into her mouth, and she latched on, wrapping her lips around his shaft. Searing humiliation burned through her body, but there was nothing she could do about it. She couldn't stop him as he enjoyed the feel of her lips, the flickering, dancing movements of her tongue, and the warm tension she provided. She licked and sucked, and he pumped his shaft deep into her opening. He played with her, taking his time. Then he sped up, and he was yanking on her hair, sending jolts of pain down into her scalp. Even so, she didn't dare stop!

Silent despite her degradation, this woman tried to come up with that rationalization, but she was really doing this for another reason: the knot of fear was lodged at the pit of her stomach, and she didn't know how to get away from it. These people could hurt her if she didn't cooperate. She no longer had her desk, her money, or the support of the orderlies. Without that army of men to enforce her will, Amanda didn't know what she had left.

Actually, she did.

The answer was brutal: nothing. She didn't have anything because she was just a woman with a business degree, a lack of ethics, and a willingness to break every law as she pursued her own goals.

Not that it could help her here. None of that could save her.

He came in her mouth, thrusting hard and fast, and then he told her the worst part. "Swallow it, slut." Slut. He no longer saw her as a person or as the mastermind behind this entire facility. Instead, she was just another patient and it was about to get so much worse.

Since she was drugged, they left her there. Once they were done playing with her, they were sure she wouldn't be able to get away, especially with the straps tight around her neck, forehead, and ankles. Her arms were trapped in the straitjacket, and they locked the door behind them. Nurse Lizzie and the other orderlies rushed off to go tell their colleagues about the new development.

That left her there, stunned and sedated, helpless as she contemplated what she was going to do.

For Amanda, it felt as though only a few seconds went by, but she probably blacked out until the door opened again. Then Dr. Chen was standing above her.

"Hello, Amanda," she said.

Amanda tried to open her mouth, but there was a gag in it. When did that happen? When had they gagged her?

"I didn't really feel like hearing your voice," Chen replied. "That's always been your problem. You love to talk because you always thought you were the smartest person in the room. But you weren't. You never were. So now, I'm going to fix that for you. I'm going to cure you of your delusions. And you know how I'm going to do that?"

Amanda chose that moment to shout into her gag. At the same time, she tried to kick and punch her way free from the restraints.

Just as every other patient had discovered, she wasn't strong enough. Even if she had attempted to work those restraints for days or weeks, months or years, she wouldn't have been able to wear them down.

Even if she hated this with every ounce of her very being, it didn't matter because she couldn't get away.

"We're going to have to work on that attitude," Dr. Chen said.

"So what?" Amanda tried to snarl back at her. "You're going to turn me into a bimbo? An airhead? A ditz?" She let those articulate points vibrate at the back of her throat, only Dr. Chen didn't seem to mind. Actually, she swept her appraising gaze across the mostly naked administrator. "No," she said. "You're not going to become a nurse or a slut. I'm thinking of something better for you. I want to lobotomize you, encase you in latex, and turn you into a love doll. I want our men and women here to be able to use you. I want them to remember that there is a warm, formerly intelligent woman inside of that suit even as they view you as nothing but a set of holes. Now, are you ready?"

Amanda heard those words, but she couldn't believe it.

"And there's no reason to wait," Dr. Chen said. She reached into her laboratory coat pocket and pulled out another syringe. She removed the cap, and she aimed the tip for Amanda's neck. "Say good night. I'm going to be the last person you see."

Amanda screamed. She tried to shout, to beg, or to bribe her former colleague.

But it was too late.

The doctor had decided what would be best for her.

"Get her into the crate," Lana said to her daughters. The dog didn't fight. By this point, the creature that had once been Bradley Stone now understood her place. Breezy crawled into the crate, and they locked it up. Then they lifted her, and they loaded her up into the truck. After that, she rode for a while, and yet she was scared because she knew they could only have one destination.

Sure enough, hours later, she saw it again: the Crestwood Asylum.

She was back on her leash, and she crawled. She didn't think about this, yet that fear persisted. It clouded her thoughts and seemed to cling to her body. She felt like she was moving through fog even as Lana and Christopher, Summer, and Marissa seemed happy enough.

A little while later, Breezy found herself on her hands and knees in front of the doctor again.

Breezy knew better than to make any sounds. She stayed down on her hands and knees even as they followed her past different offices, exam rooms, and holding cells.

"Whatever happened to the other woman?" Lana asked. "Amanda Something?"

"She's still around," Dr. Chen said. "In fact…" They stopped in front of another room. The door was open. Dr. Chen motioned for her to go inside, and Lana stepped across the threshold. Pretty soon, her lover and the girls followed. That was when they saw the bound form. Locked against the wall, this being was completely obscured. Only her breasts and pussy were on display.

"Is there someone in there?" Christopher asked incredulously.

"That used to be our administrator," Dr. Chen said. "Remember, when I promise that we can do anything, I mean it."

Lana stepped forward, and she touched the strange creature. The being twitched.

"It's okay," Dr. Chen said. "I lobotomized her. She has no idea where she is or what's happening. She’s still capable of orgasms, and maybe there's something happening inside of that head of hers, but I don't think so."

"Then why do you keep her?"

"Stress relief for the nurses, the orderlies, and a few of the patients when they are really well behaved."

"That's incredible," Christopher said. "Now I guess it makes my request seem a little bit silly." He chuckled nervously.

"And what is your request?" Dr. Chen inquired.

"My fiancé here asked for a little wedding present," Lana said as she grabbed Christopher by his arm. She smiled back at him, her gaze filled with loving affection. She touched her chin to his shoulder, and then she turned back to the doctor. "We want to get our dog permanently fixed."

"Seeing those balls and that cock on a dog like that just seems inappropriate," Christopher said. "Can you help us out?"

"Always," said the doctor with an unwavering smile.

The End
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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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