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The Verger Treatment

After so many arguments and so much sniping, these two developments sounded good—like maybe she had started to thaw. Right?

As he gazed out the window, he tried not to disturb his wife as she played on her phone. They were in the back of a rented sedan, and his butler sat in the driver's seat.

If only to distract himself, James asked, "How much longer, John?"

"According to the GPS, sir, we only have a few more minutes."

"Well, drive carefully."

"Yes, sir. Very good, sir," John answered. James didn't notice, but the driver tightened his grip against the steering wheel. By so many different metrics, John was overqualified for this position. He had been a soldier in the U.S. Army for more than ten years, plus he had an advanced degree. Granted, James paid extremely well, but the impressive paycheck came with a different cost: this ass always spoke with the kind of authority that implied he was better than those around him, especially his "servants".

For the most part, James avoided that terminology when out in public. But in private and especially when he didn't think anyone would overhear him? Yeah, he referred to John and Jennifer as servants.

Turning his gaze back out the window, James considered the dark skies overhead, the thick brush and wide trees. At the same time, excitement pulsed through his body.

Finally, his wife finished with her phone. He didn't know whether she had been exploring her feed or just playing a game. Perhaps there had been some message she intended to send off to one of her well-heeled friends. It did seem like she was texting a lot more lately.

The trace of a smile played across her features, only now he said, "Are you sure you don't want to hang out with me?"

The mirth vanished when her lips hardened into a serious line.

Instantly, James considered once again how he had messed up. It happened more than a year ago, yet he could still feel those ripples. Ripples? Seriously? No, they often seemed more like tsunamis. He recalled the tension and the frustration, the fact that his wife had been unhappy for quite some time. Granted, he hadn't really noticed. As far as James was concerned, she was a beautiful woman, she had a powerful husband, and so she didn't need to worry about something as simple as getting a job. Why would she want a career?

At several points, she told him she was bored. No, she didn't want to focus on charity work like so many other wives. Instead, she itched to do something more meaningful. What "meaningful might have meant, James couldn't have explained. And yet, she had told him this, and had snorted on several different occasions. Worse, he had rolled his eyes.

Then, on one night, he made that same mistake, and she had looked right at him. "You have no idea who I am or what I'm capable of. Do you really think you're better than me?"

In that moment, he had opened his mouth, sucked in a breath, and fought to come up with a good answer. He didn't know if it was her blonde hair, her bright blue eyes, her sharp features or that cute nose. Maybe it was the contours of her big breasts, her narrow waist, or her gorgeous ass. Maybe it was her long and beautifully toned legs.

"I don't think I'm better than you," he said.

"Yeah, you do. I can see it in your eyes, James. You forget. I've known you for a long time. I knew you when you were just an intern at Goldman Sachs. I knew you when you got promoted to analyst. I knew you when you decided to approach a couple of their clients and take the biggest risk of your life. I was there for you when you woke up in the middle of the night, covered in sweat because you were worried about the enemies you might have made. I know you—but you don't know me, do you?"

James had sputtered and tried to respond with half a dozen different platitudes.

He had groveled, of course.

It felt alien and unnatural at that point in his career. Still, he dusted off of those old skills. Working in the finance industry, he had understood the importance of hierarchies. Maybe she was right; perhaps he didn't really respect her. Then again, why would he? She didn't understand options chains, puts or calls, equities, credit default swaps, or any of the other arcane tools of his trade. She just had to be a beautiful girl; she only had to please him.

But at that moment, he had understood the truth; unless he satisfied her right then and there, he’d lose her. Yes, he loved her…but it was something else too, a sense of pride and accomplishment. He couldn’t lose her. That would’ve meant failure.

Working hard, James had tried to tell her she was beautiful, that he loved her, and he respected her. He made all of the right noises, only she had sneered at him, her expression hardening more and more.

Since then, there had been tension in their relationship. There’d been lots and lots of tension.

He had tried to take her out. He had tried to buy her gifts. From the Birkin bag to their trip to Paris, it hadn't been enough. She didn't seem to want his time, his attention, or anything else from him for that matter.

At several points, he thought about offering her a divorce.

Each time, he had stopped himself. Was it love, fear, or some combination of the two that stopped him from terminating their relationship? In the investment industry, there was one utterly vital rule, something that superseded everything else: always know your exit. This was where most investors and traders messed up. They got greedy, and so they could ride a position up, only to watch it fall out from beneath them, leaving them tumbling into a sea of red across their screens.

He didn't know his exit, not with Natalie.

There were still those moments when he saw her smile. She’d be playing on her phone, looking down at her screen, and texting with one of her friends (he assumed). Occasionally, he asked her what was funny, and she glanced up at him. He got to see that spark of delight, only then it quickly vanished when she reconsidered her husband.

But now, she had gotten him this trip. He didn't know exactly what a "wellness vacation" was supposed to mean. He had considered going online to track down the exact activities, but Natalie had reassured him, "Basically, it's a place where you can get away for a couple of days. Come on, you know you’ve been really stressed. The Feldman deal was really hard on you, plus you said there have been some issues with Mike. Right?"

Mike was his business partner; together, they had set out and built up their own investment empire, one comprised of three separate hedge funds. When they first started working together, the two men had done incredibly well. Mike knew the clients and could always bring in fresh capital. James, meanwhile, worked with their own analysts and generated novel investment ideas. He had consistently outperformed the market, which drew more and more attention.

What was more important? Securing financing or coming up with good ideas? James knew the answer, but this was a question they weren't supposed to ask, especially since he and Mike would probably come up with very different responses. Unfortunately, it seemed like Mike couldn't hold that question off. More and more, he had been asking for some responsibility in the investment arena. He was getting tired of visiting strip clubs, casinos, and other night spots where he could entertain their clients.

When most people imagined high finance and investments, they naïvely assumed it all came down to complicated numbers streaming across three or even six computer monitors. Or maybe they envisioned conference rooms and a dozen men and women dressed in expensive suits. Yes, the investment decisions ultimately qualified as the most important part of the business, but James also recognized the need for raw money. Whether he intended to trade currencies, equities, options, bonds, or some other esoteric instrument, cash acted as fuel. Without that, he couldn't go anywhere.

To get it, someone like Mike needed to visit with pension fund managers, CFOs, representatives from foreign governments, and others. Granted, they weren't simply interested in competence or skill. No, lots of those individuals were men with appetites. Consequently, Mike and so many other members of the finance industry knew the best restaurants, the best strip clubs, the best brothels, everything any individual could possibly crave. More often than not, funding decisions came down to how much fun someone might be having at three in the morning after a long night of hard partying.

"I'm sure it'll be fine," James said. "Besides, I’d rather spend more time with you."

"But right now, you're going to your wellness retreat," she said, her tone slick and cool at the same time.

"Thank you for coming out with me," he said. "I'm really glad you decided to see me off."

"Absolutely," she said. "I wouldn't miss this for the world."

"Are you sure you don't want to stay? For the right price, I'm sure you could join me for the entire weekend."

Another sly smile spread across her lips. This time, she seemed genuinely amused.

"No…" Natalie let her voice trail off. "This is something I want for you. But don't worry. After your retreat, we can't have a lot of really important conversations."

"Really?"

"Really," she promised. Natalie reached out, and she brushed her fingers along his cheek and down his neck.

When had she done that last?

Not before that big fight.

In the last couple of months, she hadn't asked about trying to get a job. At this point, he would have encouraged her. In fact, he had tried at several points, only to be rebuffed each time. He remembered the last instance when he had broached that conversation. James had come up to her, and he said, "You know, you are a brilliant woman. You have so much potential. Are sure you don't want to try for a career? Whatever you want to do, you have my full support."

At the time, she had glanced up at him, "No." That was it. She didn't give an explanation, and yet he could still sense that frustration and hurt that flashed just beneath the surface of her thoughts.

Fortunately, she had started to thaw. They weren't close, not like before. Obviously, he had hurt her, so it would take some time.

Simultaneously, he had to recognize how busy he had been. Each day, he went into the office, and he dealt with a variety of different contingencies. Day by day, he needed to decide where to allocate the funds' resources; he had to consider technological shifts, geopolitical risks, market conditions, and so much more. In theory, it was a simple question. Which lines would go up or down? And yet, he understood how complicated and frustratingly opaque market psychology could be. Good news could be bad if it meant everyone decided to sell, thinking this was the top. Bad news could be good, lowering expectations and prompting more people to buy all at once…The permutations seemed endless. A binary outcome absorbed the attention of some of the most brilliant and ambitious people on the planet.

It sometimes made James wonder what they could have done with that energy and intellectual firepower if greed hadn’t been their prime mover.

"Thank you," he said.

"Don't thank me yet," Natalie replied as they turned one more time. That's when he saw the Crestwood facility for the first time.

She had texted him some information, of course. At the time, he had been engrossed in a meeting, so he had opened the link, only to scan across a couple of pictures of tennis courts and pools, that sort of thing. But now, he found himself swallowing nervously.

He saw the thick, granite pillars; the black, wrought-iron gates; vast lawns; dark windows; and more. With the clouds overhead, this place looked ominous and foreboding.

And yet, it was just a vacation spot, he reminded himself. Powerful men came here all the time to relax. At the same time, he wanted to lean back and smirk, wondering if maybe some tennis instructor would start to flirt with him.

When he glanced over at Natalie, he wondered whether or not he should cheat. This would be the simplest solution. Besides, he had plenty of opportunities. There was that cute girl from the office who had seemed interested in him. Granted, there was a good chance she just wanted to get close to the boss to enhance her career prospects. But maybe she was actually interested in him? Maybe there was something about his power, gravitas, competence and capabilities?

One way or another, he wasn't going to find out because he wasn't going to betray his wife like that. Even if she hadn't completely forgiven him, things were getting better. That's what counted.

When they came to the heavy gates, John slowed the car to a rolling crawl. The gate started to open, and they drove through.

James spotted the heavy, stone fountain up ahead. An obsidian sphere sat atop a rounded pool as water burbled up and splashed down. He also saw the stone steps that led up to the heavy, reinforced doors. What was that? Oak? Mahogany?

Perhaps all of this looked beautiful in the daylight, but with the sunlight stifled by the heavy clouds, this all seemed...intimidating. Again, he smirked as the car came to a stop. A man like James didn't open his own car door; instead, he waited for John.

Without thanking his servant, James slid out of his seat. A few seconds later, Natalie followed. Together, they headed up the steps. He reached for her hand, and she surprised him by taking it. She hadn't done that in quite some time. They went to the doors, both of which opened automatically. And then he saw the lobby. It was enormous with two staircases leading up in opposite directions.

When he glanced to the left and right, he saw the enormous paintings, each one of which had to be at least fifteen feet tall and maybe five or ten wide. There were pictures of beautiful women. There were images of men down on their knees. Each one looked like some kind of expensive oil painting.

Rolling his eyes, James leaned over and said to his wife, "You know, I think they need to reconsider their interior decorator." Still, he could recognize the most important detail of the lobby; it was expensive and demonstrated the required connections. In his world, those were often the only two details that mattered. Taste? Aesthetics? Some guiding philosophical principle or design ideology? Nah. The price and exclusivity counted for so much more.

"I like it," Natalie said, contradicting him. "There is something very austere and beautiful here."

"If you say so," he replied with a shrug.

That's when one of the side doors opened, and then he saw the nurse.

She had her brown hair pulled back into a sleek ponytail. A white cap sat on her head, and she wore a tight uniform along with matching stockings. Her heels seemed much higher than he would have expected or even imagined. Most contemporary nurses, whether women or men, usually put on loose, formless scrubs.

Then again, what was a nurse doing here at all?

Before he could ask, the girl crossed her wrists behind her back, revealing some of her cleavage. No, that wasn't appropriate or professional, yet James found himself staring nonetheless. She was gorgeous, and her chest snagged his attention.

"Hello," she said, her voice high-pitched and wispy. "My name is Nurse Cindy, and I'm here to take you to see Professor Verger. Please follow me!"

With his brows tightened, James glanced over at his wife as though he expected Natalie to provide some kind of explanation. She didn't. Instead, she strode forward, her own high heels clicking against the marble floor. Apparently, this was normal? She had expected this?

With a shrug, he followed after the nurse and his wife because nothing else made sense.

They went down a broad and open hallway. James jogged for a couple of seconds and caught up with his wife. He whispered several questions to her, but she simply said, "Don't worry. This is going to be good for you."

"This is just a wellness vacation, right?"

"Absolutely," Natalie said, her tone making it abundantly clear that it couldn't possibly be anything else. Besides, if it wasn't a wellness vacation, what else would it be?

He didn't have an answer for that question, so he shrugged and reminded himself to wear his normal, unflappable expression. Frankly, he was someone who dealt with the uncertainties of the market on a daily basis. He could handle this...whatever it might be.

Nurse Cindy rushed ahead, opened up another pair of double doors, and stepped aside. Again, she had this bright, vivid smile on her face. "Welcome! Professor Verger is looking forward to explaining everything!"

"Right," James said. Without thinking about it, he let go of his wife's hand, and then he strode forward, right across the threshold. Immediately, he saw the woman seated behind the large desk. The computer screen seemed like the only piece of modern technology; to his left and right, enormous bookcases covered the walls. And then there were the expansive windows behind her, each one of which looked out onto the grassy fields and the imposing fences all around the facility.

"Hello," he said. As he often did, he intended to take control of the situation. He meant to stride across the room like some conquering warlord. He could hold out his hand, peer down at her, and say something about how he looked forward to this time here. Then maybe he’d start to ask a question or two. Better yet, he might make some statement about the art, or perhaps he’d consider her library. By judging her, he’d establish his position and authority.

Besides, “Professor” Verger was probably just some glorified vacation director.

James didn't get the chance to do any of that, however. Right as he entered this room, someone stepped behind him. A powerful arm wrapped around his torso. Instantly, James froze, mostly because he didn't know how to handle something like this. Before his thoughts could catch up and process any of these details, he felt the tip of the needle press against the side of his neck. Someone pushed down on the plunger, and he thought he heard Natalie laughing. She was chortling like a schoolgirl as they let go of him. He stumbled forward, spinning around. She had a hand over her mouth, and she laughed out, "This is really happening!"

What? What was really happening?

Before he could voice his question, his vision began to blur. He scrunched his eyes shut, which proved to be a mistake because his knees bent and he fell forward. He tried to stay up on his hands and knees, but it didn't work. He collapsed completely and soon lost consciousness.

"James?" came an unfamiliar voice. "James? Are you ready to wake up? Are you with us again?"

All at once, he recognized that his neck ached. His chin was pressed down against his chest, and he kept his eyes shut, tensing his face as he tried to understand what had just happened. Disoriented, he didn't know how to act or behave. He didn't know what he was supposed to do or say. Simultaneously, he didn't understand where he was or what had transpired. He remembered the trip from the airport, driving, telling his butler to be careful…

What happened after that?

Everything turned to a foggy haze as he raised his head and looked around. White walls surrounded him; he saw counters with jars cotton swabs and an array of syringes encased in soft plastic.

Then he peered upward and found a woman standing in front of him. She was imposing, tall, and beautiful. She had on a white lab coat, and she cocked her head to one side as she considered him. This time, she didn't ask any questions; instead, she told him, "Welcome back."

"What is this?" James demanded even as he tried to sit up and move around.

He couldn't.

Blinking faster now, he wanted to rub his eyes; he couldn't do that either. He dropped his head down, and he found himself wearing something white. He sensed the coarse fabric against his shoulders, biceps, forearms, hands, stomach and back. The moisture drained away from his mouth as he gazed down. He spotted the different buckles, and now one word popped into his head.

Straitjacket.

No. No way, he thought. He tugged and jerked, pulling with one arm, then the other. He thought this had to be some kind of optical illusion as though he had gotten wrapped up in a set of blankets or sheets. Then he yanked harder, and suddenly he remembered that bite against the side of his neck.

"What, what is this?" James stuttered out as he forced his gaze up. “Did you drug me?”

Staring hard at this woman, he did his best to summon every iota of intimidating gravitas he possessed. For the most part, he liked to think of himself as an easy-going guy, someone who didn't throw around the power of his wealth or position in order to get what he wished. He could be patient, or so he told himself. In actuality, he showed up at restaurants and demanded attention. He was supposed be powerful; his inferiors were supposed to defer to him and work hard to please him. Society was made up of those who had succeeded and those who hadn’t. As one of the wealthiest men around, he deserved whatever he wanted. Right?

Without waiting for this woman to respond, he tried to pull away. He intended to roll off of that seat, to stumble forward, and get away. He didn't know exactly where he might go, but he didn't wish to be there anymore.

He couldn't pull his feet away from the stirrups. Instead, he realized that he was strapped down to some kind of medical chair. He felt as though he had seen this kind of exam table in movies or on TV shows. It reminded him of a gynecologist's office, only he raised his head again, and now he glanced down at his ankles, and he saw the soft, brown medical restraints. White fuzz pushed down against his skin even as he attempted to pull out.

With those first couple of heartbeats, James wanted to kick out. He bit down and ignored everything else as his muscles pulled and bucked against the restraints. He tried to sit up again, only to realize he wasn't just wearing a straitjacket. Some kind of safety harness and been pulled up and around his torso, ensuring that he couldn't move. He was trapped right there.

He didn't understand.

Then again, James wasn't the kind of guy who routinely dealt with helplessness. Right away, he considered his different options. Unfortunately, this wasn't the kind of situation where he could demand that this woman simply obey. She wasn't a server at some high-end restaurant, and she didn't have to worry about earning a tip or getting fired. One glance at her told him as much.

"You can't figure it out?"

Refusing to allow his emotions to surge through his body, he tried to approach this rationally, which meant he needed more information. "Who are you?"

"My name is Professor Amanda Verger, and I run the Crestwood Asylum."

Crestwood made sense. Asylum? No. His mind instantly rebelled against the possibility. She had to be messing with him. This had to be some kind of elaborate joke, only then he looked down at the medical table beneath him. His legs were spread, and he tested the straps again. When he failed to free himself, he tugged with his arms. He squirmed against the straitjacket. As his thoughts began to clear, his heart kicked faster, and the adrenaline sprinted hot through his body.

"There's been some kind of mistake," he said.

"No, no mistake," she told him. "Your colleagues, friends, and family are all very worried about you. They think you're troubled," she told him. “They think you might be sick.”

"What are you saying?"

"I'm saying you and I need to have a conversation. I have already reviewed your file as well as your social media accounts, but this is going to be your opportunity to explain yourself."

"What? No—this doesn't make any sense," he said.

"Are you confused? Are you disoriented?" For the first time, he glanced up at her, and he really paid attention to the curve of her lips, the ridge of her nose, the color of her hair. He drank in those different details, and then he realized she was wearing a lab coat, only it was open, revealing her bra, her stockings, her panties…

The moment he saw her, desire pulsed through his body. In spite of the aggression and dread pulsating through his veins, his body still responded with that rush of desire. He quickly stifled it, however. Rather than admire this woman, he bit down and stared at her. He forced himself to pause for another moment before he told her, "I'm not disoriented, but I am confused. Where am I, and what the hell am I wearing?"

"That should be abundantly obvious. I just told you. This is the Crestwood Asylum. Tell me, are you having trouble with your memory? Is that something we should be concerned about?" The corners of her lips tugged up.

"No," he said. "But I walked into your office and, and…"

"If you're feeling confused, I can tell you what's going on."

"Fine. Tell me."

"It's my job to assess you and determine your diagnosis. I’ll decide if you’re sick and exactly what kind of treatment will be best for you."

"I came here for a wellness vacation," he snapped back.

"James, this isn't some kind of spa. This is an asylum. I treat wealthy and powerful individuals who have fallen ill and need help."

"Then this should be easy for you," he snarled. "I'm not sick. Let me up right now. If you don't, I’ll call my lawyer," he insisted.

"And how are you going to do that without your cell phone? You see, you’re a patient here, so you can't be trusted. We need to control your stimulation. If you would like access to a phone, you're going to have to earn it, James."

"This is ridiculous," he said. Right as that breath left his lips, he jerked to his left, then his right. He squirmed even though his arms remained trapped against his torso as he bucked and tried to kick out. He fought with as much energy as he possessed, only the disorientation from the sedative still weighed him down.

Within half a minute, he dropped back down against the exam table. His legs were still spread and bare. He was still wearing his straitjacket, and he hadn't even heard a single seam ripper or tear. His best efforts meant nothing…

"This isn't ridiculous," she said as she stood over him. She was looming, intimidating him. His throat clenched, and he searched for something else he could say, only she asked him, "Are you addicted to sex?"

"What? No!"

"I spoke with your wife. She's very worried about you. She thinks you are addicted to sex."

"I'm not!"

"That sounds like classic denial," she replied. At the same time, she reached down and started type something into her tablet.

"What are you doing? What are you writing?"

"Just some notes about your diagnosis," she told him.

"This is insane!"

"I don't like that word," she told him. "Please don't use it again."

"And if I do?"

"I might have to diagnose you with an inability to obey authority," she replied.

Losing his composure, he bit down as his lips peeled back to reveal his teeth. Simultaneously, his defenses shattered, and he shouted back, "I'm not your patient!" Heat played across his face as fresh anger danced across his features. He couldn't help it. He jerked against his restraints again, only to endure another splash of frustration. He threw his head back against the soft padding and panted, gulping down one breath after another as he worked to figure out what to do.

"How often do you want to have sex with your wife?"

"She's a beautiful woman, and I love her," he said, biting through every syllable. "Every day."

"You want to have sex with your wife every day, and you don't think of that as a sexual addiction?" Professor Verger asked, only he could hear the taunting note of amusement in her voice.

"You're enjoying this," he said, turning the words into an accusation.

"I'm doing my job," she replied.

"No," he corrected her. "It's more than that. You’re actually enjoying this. You like having me strapped down and helpless in front of you. You like seeing that I’m mostly naked."

"You're wearing a straitjacket," she pointed out.

"What about my cock and balls?" Normally, he didn't adopt that kind of crass language, but he itched to see her flinch. She didn't. Instead, Professor Verger stepped forward, and she looked down at him. She studied his manhood, and then she tilted her head to the side, "If you really want to jump to that portion of the exam, I suppose we can."

"What are you talking about?" She turned away and headed over toward the counters. Moving with the same professional grace, she took out a pair of latex gloves and snapped them on, first over her right hand, then her left. When she turned back, he saw her pale blue gloves, and the moisture dissipated from his mouth all over again.

"Right now, how are you feeling?"

"Angry. Frustrated." Those words should have stabbed into her; they were supposed to make her nervous. She should have flinched!

He didn't know it, of course, but Professor Verger had dealt with quite a few boys and girls just like him: arrogant, entitled, conceited, once-rich, and delusional. Even outside of her special purview, she could recognize their foolishness. Wealth did something to the human mind. It made it more and more difficult for these individuals to empathize with those around them. Money meant power, which meant an inability to face real challenges.

She sat down on a stool, rolled it up between his legs, he tried to kick out again.

He didn't ask what she had in mind. Instead, he bit down, lifted his head, and stared up at the white, blank ceiling. Then he felt her touch.

The professor ran her fingers along his shaft with the easy expertise of a woman who had done this many times before.

When she touched him, his manhood instantly stiffened. Maybe it was a question of her proximity, her beauty, her outfit, or something else entirely. When had he last spent time with Natalie? When had he last gotten intimate with his wife?

Biting down again, James tried not to think about that. Of course, he had attempted to seduce his girl on several occasions, only it never worked, not since that massive argument. Besides, there was work. Yes, he pleasured himself from time to time, but he seldom had the time to really indulge or relax.

Now he was on his back with his legs up and his genitals on display. Even his opening seemed exposed and vulnerable. He pressed his lips together into an angry line and tried to thrash to the left or right. He pulled and twisted as much as the restraints allowed, but that infuriating straitjacket kept him helpless. Worse, he was still strapped down.

Taking advantage of his captivity, Professor Verger smirked as she began to run her fingers up and down along his length. "Look at that," she said. "You are very responsive. Right now, you're supposed to be scared and frustrated, but you’re sexually aroused. That is definitely a relevant detail."

"You’re touching me," he said.

"And that shouldn't be enough," she reminded him. "If you are genuinely angry, then you should be focused on getting up or leaving this room. Instead, you are thinking about having sex with me," she told him.

"No, I'm not. I'm not, and you can't tell me what I'm thinking."

"But it's so obvious…" Professor Verger sang out. "Right now, you’re resentful of your restraints, yet you are still intoxicated by my presence. This is due to your addiction. You’re helpless, and that's what you need to admit. Go on. Tell me that you're helpless. Tell me that you are helpless before your sex addiction."

"I'm not!"

"And you’re also in denial," she told him. She pulled her hands away, and this flash of regret stretched through his body. He tried to ignore it.

"Now, tell me about your relationship with your friends and family."

"No."

"Is that because you are fundamentally selfish? Are you suffering from egotism too? Delusions of grandeur? Do you think you're more important than everyone else? Is that why you’re unable to form long-lasting friendships?"

"I know I'm more important than you," he snarled. "And that's why I'm going to have your license for this!"

"Definitely delusions of grandeur," she said as she typed in another line of information.

"Stop that," he snarled.

"You really believe you should be in control, don't you?"

"I'm going to make you pay for this," he growled back at her.

"Definitely a case of narcissism as well," she told him.

"I swear, I'm going to have you thrown in prison for this! This is medical malpractice!"

"And how would you know? Are you a lawyer? Are you a doctor?" They were simple questions, he knew as he drew back and felt like a wild animal. He wished he could have launched himself forward.

"Don't worry," she promised. "I'm going to have Marcus come in here. He's going to take care of you."

"What does that mean?"

"It means he's going to escort you to your room, he's going to make sure you are in bed, and he will help you relax. Oh, you should be aware that he's a pretty big and strong guy. That's why he's in charge of our orderlies. You don't want to cause any trouble. By the way, he is authorized to discipline you if necessary."

"This can't be happening," James muttered. Then, realizing that she was about to leave the room, he understood he had to try one more time. This next option scraped against his psyche; it tore across everything he wished to believe about himself. When he went to investment conferences and spoke to his fellow powerbrokers, he often went on and on about how important self-control could be. He couldn't allow his emotions to dictate his trading decisions. Simultaneously, he had to assess every situation and think strategically.

Utilizing those skills now, he stared back at Professor Verger. Even if he loathed doing this, he didn't have any choice, and they both knew it. "Wait."

She stopped by the door. "Yes?" She turned back, her eyes meeting his.

"Please, you…you have to talk to my wife. She brought me here."

"I'll ask her," said the woman.

Once the door closed, James raised his head, and he looked around. Obviously, he didn't have his phone or his smart watch. He couldn't tell how much time passed. Just a few minutes? It felt longer. Then again, he wasn't a man who was accustomed to waiting either. When he showed up at his office, he had two assistants who were waiting for him with his daily briefs, coffee, and breakfast. Meetings didn't start until he arrived, and he was usually a few minutes late—if only to make a point.

But now, he had to lay there on that table, his legs bare, his penis and scrotum on display. Again and again, he clenched his eyes shut as he contemplated exactly how something like this could happen.

His wife had messed up.

That was the only possibility. She went online, and she played around for a little bit, and she came away with some incorrect information. Clearly, Natalie assumed that this had been a wellness retreat when it was actually some kind of mental hospital?

For a moment, he smirked and bit down, almost amused by the ridiculousness of the situation. Yeah, he had been right to tell her she wasn't suited for a real job. If she couldn't handle something as simple as setting up a vacation for her husband, how could she possibly have a real career?

Then the door opened, and he jerked his head up. He looked at her, and he instantly suppressed his anger. He needed her help, so he couldn't drop one accusation after another...not yet.

"Natalie, there’s been some kind of mistake. Look, I don't know how it happened, but this isn't a wellness center."

"Oh, I know," she said.

"You know?" he repeated. "That woman was telling me this is some kind of asylum?"

"That's right," Natalie said. She had her hands held behind her back. In her black dress, she looked so beautiful. And now she smiled at him. "Welcome to the Crestwood Asylum. This is a place for wealthy women and men just like you. Basically, rich and powerful individuals start to get sick, so they need specialized treatment. That's what we're going to do for you."

"What, what are you saying?"

"I'm saying that I spoke with Professor Verger, and she is very concerned about your mental well-being. In fact, the three of us have now decided on your course of treatment."

He stared at her. He stared at her, he studied her and kept trying to find some hint or sign that this was a joke. Seriously, it had to be a joke! It had to be some kind of stupid prank because this couldn't actually be happening.

"Natalie, this isn't funny," he told her.

"No," she replied. "It isn't funny at all. This is serious. I am very concerned about your mental well-being. You’re sick, James. You’re sick, so you’ll get the best treatment and training that money can buy. We’re worried about you.”

"I don't care about that woman. She’s obviously a fraud!"

"Yes, Professor Verger has expressed her concerns, but I was actually talking about, Mike."

"Mike?"

"Yes. As your business partner, I thought he deserved to know about your situation."

"The only situation I'm in is that an insane woman has decided there something wrong with me."

"She told me you might be hostile."

"Of course, I'm hostile!"

"This is another symptom of denial, delusional behavior, egotism, and sexual addiction."

"Natalie, tell me you don't believe her. Seriously, she obviously doesn't know what she's talking about. This is a scam. It has to be a scam." Was Natalie paying tens or hundreds of thousands of dollars for his "treatment"?

"How could it be a scam?" Natalie asked. "Her prices are very reasonable. More to the point, you can trust me. I'm going to take control of our finances, and Mike will make sure the business runs smoothly. In the meantime, you can rest here, reassured that we’ll take care of everything."

"Just let me up. Okay? Let me up, and maybe I can borrow your phone?"

"No," she said decisively. "Professor Verger already told me that any kind of outside stimulation would make your situation worse. You’re very fragile. We want you to get better, James."

"Seriously? You’re seriously not going to let me up?"

"No, I'm not. This is for your own good," Natalie informed him. Then she walked over to him, and she kissed him on the forehead. Her lips just barely touched his skin, only then he heard her whisper, "By the way, I've been having an affair with Mike. That's why you're here." The words were quiet; they just barely grazed his senses. His eyes widened, and he jerked his head to the side. He glanced over at Natalie, and their eyes met. Her lips curved into this wicked smile.

"What?"

"I didn't say anything," she told him, only he knew this woman, so he could easily pick up on that trace of amusement in her voice. She had used that same tone when they first started dating. There had been those moments when she mocked him, and now he picked up on it again even though she hadn't played with him like this in quite some time.

"You, you told me her having an affair with Mike…"

"Did I?" Pouting out her lips, she offered him a coquettish smile.

"Yes!"

"Are you sure this isn't just another one of your delusions? I mean, it’s hard to imagine me spending a lot of time with your business partner, isn't it? Yeah, he's an incredibly handsome man, and he works out way more than you do, but that doesn't mean I’d have an affair with him. Just because he pays attention to me? Just because he's around and cares about what I have to say? So what if his cock is bigger than yours? So what if he actually listens to me? So what if I love the way he kisses me and runs his hands all over my naked body? That doesn't mean I'm having an affair, James."

"You, you…"

His wife cut him off before he could figure out how to finish that sentence, "Don't worry. Professor Verger is going to take excellent care of you. Apparently, she has an entire staff on hand. The orderlies know how to handle disobedient boys like you, plus she has a surgeon on staff."

"A surgeon?" Sharp cold flashed along his insides. Little bumps appeared down the back of his neck and along his shoulders.

"That's right. She’s ready for any treatment or procedure you might need. Considering the severity of your diagnosis, we might have to make a few modifications." As she spoke, she reached out and casually ran her fingers along his erection. "You should enjoy this. You might not be able to get hard like this for quite some time. From what I understand, an important part of treating sexual addiction is mandatory chastity."

He heard those sentences and recognized the individual words as coming out of the English language, only they didn't fit together, not in that order. His chest tightened, and he shook his head frantically from side to side like that’d be enough to alter his circumstances.

"I'll see you later," she said, stepping over to the door.

"Natalie," he said. Louder, he shouted her name again, "Natalie?"

This time, his wife didn't stop. She glanced back at him from the doorway, only to smile and blow him a kiss before stepping outside. The door closed behind her just before he heard the click of a lock. That sound would become much, much more familiar to him in the coming days.

For the first couple of minutes while he was left alone for that second time, James kicked and tried to punch. He worked, throwing his body to the left and right. If he could free just one arm, then he knew he’d be able to get out of the straitjacket. After that, he could work on making his way through the door. Escape. That had to be his top priority. They were talking about surgeons?

And what was that part about Natalie and Mike? Even now, he thoughts rebelled against the notion.

No. Maybe it had been his imagination? He had only been here for a little while, yet he was already questioning his memory? How long would it take before they convinced him to interrogate his sanity?

Shaking his head, he refused to concede this point. He didn't care what kind of game Natalie thought she was playing; this wouldn't work. They couldn't defeat him.

Reinvigorated defiance took ahold of him right until the moment when the door opened. He expected Professor Verger or Natalie. Instead, he saw the orderly.

For half a second, he enjoyed a touch of relief. But now James took in the sight of his man, and he recognized those other details.

Tall. Imposing. With his broad shoulders, chest, and confident stride, Marcus entered the room. Normally, James instinctively thought of guys who worked in the medical industry as somehow effeminate and weak. Although he wore a loose set of scrubs, Marcus still carried himself with the easy power of a man who understood what kind of influence he could wield. Yes, this facility may have belonged to Professor Verger and her minions, yet he knew what he could do.

He stepped in front of James.

As a rich man, James didn't like to think of fear. His wealth protected him from so many different problems. Out in the wider world, so many families struggled against basic problems. A flat tire or broken refrigerator could qualify as a catastrophe. One small issue might spiral into a genuine disaster—if the car broke down, someone might not be able to get to work and paying every other bill became an impossibility. For James, however, those issues were little more than minor inconveniences. Most of the time, he didn't even notice. After all, it was his butler's job to take care of the vehicles. His maid, Jennifer, handled the maintenance of his mansion. Occasionally, something might go terribly wrong, in which case his subordinates required his permission in order to contract out the repairs. Otherwise, James didn't have to worry about it. Instead, he could concentrate on making more money. He didn't like to think about it, which gave him another meaningful advantage over those who lacked his assets and financial defenses.

But now, the fear pulsed through his body. Despite this, James refused to let himself get intimidated. He hid his dread and fought to keep the worry from playing across his face...or so he thought.

Marcus picked up the tablet, he swiped his finger across the screen a typed in his password. "James," he said, his voice deep and resonant. "My name is Marcus, and I'm going to be taking care of you. Right now, that means I need to get you equipped. But don’t worry. We can have some fun along the way." He wore a predatory smile.

James ignored those comments, mostly because he understood the opportunity here. Maybe Professor Verger really believed in what she was doing, but this man was an employee. That meant he was vulnerable. As his nostrils flared, James took in a slow breath before he tried to negotiate from a position of strength.

Then again, that was pretty much impossible considering he was bound by the straitjacket and had his legs spread and locked in stirrups. Still, he understood which numbers made society flow forward. "Marcus, it's good to meet you." Yes, he tried to use the same confident, controlling tone he adopted whenever he spoke with his analysts, secretaries, or assistants. If he could have, James would have leaned forward, outstretched one arm, and offered to shake this man's hand. With a firm grip, he would have made it clear that he respected Marcus.

Of course, none of that was possible, so he forced himself to continue. "I want to make you an offer."

"An offer?" Marcus asked even as he continued to scan across the medical chart. His eyes darted from one line of text into the next as he read Professor Verger's notes, diagnosis, and recommended treatments.

"You might not know who I am, but I have a lot of money. I can pay you. If you help me get out of here, I can make sure it's worth it for you. Even if you get fired, I can make sure you end up in another position, a better position. Or if you just want to walk away, I can make sure you don't have to work for a couple of years." After he finished his initial pitch, James waited. He pressed his lips together, bit down, and held his breath.

The seconds dribbled by, one after another, but Marcus didn't say anything.

James had been braced for a lot of different responses: skepticism and outright refusal, or maybe an easy acceptance. That last option would have been the most preferable, but James hadn’t planned for this elongated silence.

"Did you hear me?"

"Yeah, I heard you," Marcus answered.

"Well? I'm serious. I can make sure you get paid."

"I doubt it," Marcus said.

"What are you talking about?"

"James, do you know where you are?"

The rich boy bristled at the orderly's tone. Strictly speaking, Marcus hadn't said anything overtly rude, disrespectful, or inappropriate. And yet, that tone still struck James as utterly unacceptable. "I'm at the Crestwood Asylum."

"That's a good start," Marcus replied with a quick chuckle, "But that’s only the beginning. Do you know what this place is? Do you know what it really is?"

Still determined to sound as though he could be in control, James nonetheless asked, "What is it?" He understood the rhetorical necessity of occasionally retreating in order to win a more important and decisive battle.

"First, this place is an asylum. We treat men and women just like you."

"There's nothing wrong with me," James snarled. At the same time, he instinctively tried to push his arms out from the straitjacket. His shoulders attempted to stretch the restrictive, canvas material. It didn't budge; it didn't break. Yeah, he could squirm maybe a quarter of an inch to the left or right, but that was all.

"That's the first part of your problem. You really believe it. You don't think there's anything wrong with you." Marcus shook his head with something close to sympathy. "But there's more to it."

"Then enlighten me," James demanded.

"As an asylum, this place treats women and men like you. We take those arrogant boys and girls who think they understand the world, and we show them the truth—we fix them and improve them."

"How?"

"Your money doesn't change anything. It doesn't make you better. No matter what you believe, you’re still a person, and you’re still vulnerable. It doesn't matter how many times you have been featured in magazines, on blogs, how many interviews you’ve given or how many conferences you have presented at. You are just a guy, and now your wife has tricked you. That's the second part you don't understand."

This time, James didn't ask.

Even so, Marcus stepped a little bit closer. He glanced down, his eyes sliding from the bound patient's bare toes to his restrained ankles, up to his bound shins, along his legs, all the way to his scrotum and erection. Their eyes met again, and Marcus explained, "Crestwood Asylum exists to treat men like you for men like your wife."

Even though James had an idea, he still had to ask. At the same time, he hated how his voice trembled and shook as he uttered the words, "What, what does that mean?"

"It means this place is a trap."

"No. She, she wouldn't do that to me. She was tricked. Or it was a mistake. Yeah, it had to be a mistake. Call her. How about this?" James tried to pivot. "Just call her. If you call her, I’ll give you one hundred thousand." When he saw that wasn't enough to sway the orderly, James tried again, "Two. Two hundred thousand. Just think about it. Think about that kind of money—all for a phone call. That’s it. Just a phone call! If you don't listen to me right here and now, you could be throwing away a fortune!"

“No.”

"What, what are you talking about?" James demanded. He tried to lean forward; the strap across to his chest didn't allow him to do more than raise his head.

Marcus didn't respond; instead, he seemed entertained by the rich boy's desperate struggles. Then he hit a button on the tablet, set it aside, and that's when James could feel his legs begin to lift up higher and higher into the air. The medical table began to shift. He didn't understand why he was being leaned back, or what any of this might mean.

"In accordance with your diagnosis, you are going to be locked in chastity," Marcus told him. "Of course, that's going to require you to cooperate."

"Go to hell!"

"Yeah. That's pretty much what I figured," Marcus said, without any real hint of disappointment. "Just so you know what's going to happen, I need to relieve the pressure." With his big hand and thick fingers, he reached down, and he grabbed James by his cock. At first, the patient couldn’t believe it. This was impossible. He’d never been touched like this by a man before; he endured the powerful touch of this well-built specimen. Grinning, Marcus moved his fingers moved up and down along his length.

James tried to hate those sensations. This strange, twisting sense of shame and helplessness ran through his body. He could feel it coalesce right at the base of his stomach. It was the easy intimacy. Granted, Marcus was a medical professional, but he wasn't a doctor. More importantly, there was something rough and coarse about this man.

As a guy, James had contended with his own masculinity. Early on, he had decided he would be an intellectual. No, he didn't work at a university or some think tank. Instead, he proved himself by taking extraordinary risks. He didn't have huge, bulging muscles like Marcus. He wasn't especially tall or imposing. And yet, his wealth could shield him from any kind of criticism. He was both intellectual and manly at the same time.

Except now, those defenses seemed to crumble, especially because Marcus could touch him, squeezing his cock. Worse, some part of James actually liked it. The pleasure danced along his flesh, and he tried to fight it back; he struggled to ignore it. Simultaneously, he scrambled to come up with some sort of viable strategy. There had to be something he could do or say to make this man stop.

A threat? A promise?

Despite his best efforts, James couldn't come up with anything.

He squirmed helplessly, but Marcus easily adjusted, still tightening and relaxing his grip every few seconds. He moved his hand down to the base of his patient's shaft. A second later, his hand slid up again, over and over in a taunting rhythm.

At the same time, he reached down with his free hand. James didn't understand what was going on, not until he heard that zipper. "What, what’re you doing?" Up until now, James had bitten down and rested his head against the soft padding. His face had been pointed to the ceiling, yet he stared back at this man as he freed his own cock.

"I won’t be able to put the chastity cage on you until we relieve the pressure."

"Relieve the pressure?" James repeated with a stretched breath as though he couldn't possibly comprehend what those words entailed.

"That's right, James. You need to get fucked."

"You, you’re joking," James insisted. Simultaneously, he waited for some laughter, some sign of humor.

Yes, Marcus seemed amused by the rich boy's dismay, but that wasn't genuine laughter. The hint of a smile wasn't good enough. Instead, it was the knowing smirk of a guy who had complete and total control here. If they had both gone to the same trendy eatery, James would have been served first even if he arrived second. If this had been some office, then James would have instantly carried the gravitas to win any argument.

Instead, it was a medical facility...an asylum.

"You rich boys all think you can do whatever you want. You think you're always in control. You're not. And that's what I'm about to show you. Don't worry. I'll be generous with the lube." True to his word, Marcus reached over, grabbed a small bottle, and squirted some of the clear gel onto the palms of his hands. From there, he rubbed it up and down along his own shaft.

Although Marcus had freed his own cock from his scrubs, James refused to look. Instead, he kept his gaze aimed at the orderly's torso, shoulders, neck, or ruggedly handsome features. But now, something compelled James to check. His gaze dropped down, the moisture drained away from his mouth, and his lips hardened.

Normally, he didn't check out other guys, not even in the bathroom. He might be standing next to another man at a urinal, but he generally kept his gaze aimed forward. But now, something forced him to check—to witness the truth.

Marcus was enormous!

He may not have been as large or as long as a porn star, yet there was something mighty and intimidating about the girth of his manhood. Clearly, at least from some primal perspective, Marcus understood his own power. A sly smile curved along his lips, and he said, "Don't worry. You're going to get used to it, rich boy."

"No…" James whispered.

"It's all part of your treatment. Besides, I suspect you're going to enjoy it. That's how we're going to relieve the pressure."

"No. You, you can just touch me. Or give me a couple of minutes alone, and I can take care of it."

"That's not how this works," Marcus replied. "Besides, it's better for your treatment when you're helpless." That's when James truly understood. Before, he had been disoriented, and he didn't like the way the legs of the medical table had lifted up, stretching his knees toward the ceiling, only now he comprehended exactly why it happened. His ass was in the perfect spot to get fucked hard...

No! No way!

This couldn't be happening.

Brightly vivid denial played through his head. He stared, frozen in place. His struggles had ceased, mostly because he needed to redirect every iota of effort toward coming up with some way to make this stop.

"I was serious before," James promised. "Whatever it takes. Just tell me what you want. I can make it happen. I know people. I have connections. It's not just a question of money!" He hated how the words poured out of his mouth. Normally, he had a rule when it came to negotiations: don't sound desperate. But at that instant, with this imposing man standing above him, James knew exactly how he sounded. The telltale desperation rippled across every syllable. He was panicking, and they both knew it.

"Beg, rich boy."

Beg? The concept seemed absurd. James instinctively rebelled against the idea, only to realize this might be his only chance, especially when that glistening cock was just a few inches away from his vulnerably puckered opening. Clenching down, James knew he had no choice.

On some level, he tried to convince himself this was a strategic decision. Yeah, that's what it was. It didn't really mean anything. Still, he swallowed back another chunk of his pride and he glared at Marcus as he yielded. "Please. Please, don't do this. Please, you don't have to do this!"

“Call me ‘sir.’”

Again, James had to bite through his reluctance. “…Please…please…sir.”

"That's the best you've got?" Marcus sneered. "Don't worry. You're going to learn to beg so much better than that. There's a reason why this facility exists, and it's not just a spot to hide away the spoiled brats. You're going to get discipline. You're going to get lots of discipline. By the time they're done with you, you’ll be an entirely different person."

James understood he had failed; despite his willingness to beg and plead, he couldn't stop this orderly from doing what he liked. Marcus placed his hands on the sides of the exam table and pushed forward. A second later, he grabbed the base of his shaft, and he aimed at the tip of his cock for the patient's opening.

Lifting his head and staring back up toward the ceiling again, James locked his eyes shut. Simultaneously, he fought so hard to clench down, to fight this. He wanted to see the orderly fail. Even if he got rammed, it wouldn't be enough. He wouldn't actually take the tip or those rounded contours of the orderly's powerful girth.

In the next moment, he experienced in the press, the power, the strength and force. Locking his teeth together and sucking in one breath after another to his nostrils, James did his best to resist.

It didn't work. The slick, swollen tip pushed forward, thrusting in. "Nice and tight," Marcus growled as he began to fuck the spoiled rich boy.

For his part, James opened his eyes, which had to be a mistake. Hot shame bristled through his body. Embarrassment flared along his skin; the shame clawed at his insides. This man was so close, so frightening, so intimidating and powerful, all in the same span. Worst of all, James had to endure those primal urges. His erection grew stronger. The desires twisted through his body, spinning hotter and faster.

"Should I grab you?" Marcus asked. He had pushed his cock forward, thrusting into James; the businessman tried so hard to resist, to somehow fight back. But with his limbs trapped in a straitjacket, his ankles strapped to the stirrups, his legs spread and his opening right there, there was nothing for this boy to do.

Since James couldn't answer, Marcus grinned, revealing the white edges of his teeth. Then he reached down, and he seemed to encase the patient's cock in the palm of his hand. By most standards, James considered himself to be a pretty average guy. No, he wasn't big. He couldn't match Marcus in terms of length or girth, but he had never been ashamed of his manhood...until now.

Marcus started to pull back. In that instant, James desperately hoped it would be enough. He had gotten taken. He had been penetrated...used...fucked. The orderly could stop now. Right? He had made his point, whatever was supposed to be.

Although these thoughts granted him some small reprieve, they didn't turn out to be true. Marcus pulled away like he was about to free his cock. Instead, he grabbed onto the sides of the exam table, and then he shoved forward. With one powerful thrust, he impaled the helpless patient again, making James cry out.

"Don't pretend you don't like it," Marcus grunted.

At that moment, James desperately tried to shout out some angry retort. He searched for rage, profanity, some biting insult or sharpened barb. As hard as he tried, he failed completely. His thoughts shattered, scattering into frustrated helplessness. And then Marcus touched him again, wrapping his fingers around the rich boy's pathetic cock. He squeezed, massaging James from one second to the next. Hot pleasure coursed through him. Yes, James tried to concentrate on the pain, the shame, the humiliation, the stretching, everything except for the grip of that powerful man.

Marcus wasn't supposed to be able to do this!

That singular idea seemed to overwhelm and overwrite every other attempt at strategy.

Marcus wasn't supposed to be able to do this! It wasn't right. It wasn’t fair. It wasn't correct or accurate.

And yet, it was real.

No matter how hard James tried to deny the truth, he couldn't hide from each movement, every tightened grip, every soft caress, the powerful hold this man had over him.

"Come for me, boy," Marcus grunted. He squeezed again, gliding his hand up and down. He forced James to enjoy this.

Within seconds, James arched his back as much as the restraints allowed. His muscles pushed against the sides of his straitjacket, yet he still couldn't break free as he got pumped and penetrated from one thrust to the next.

Marcus squeezed tighter. He clenched and flexed, gliding his hand up and down again. Despite his obvious strength, he knew how to be gentle. In that moment, James didn't know whether or not this counted. Was the orderly tender with him? Or did he simply take what he wanted? James didn't have a good answer even as he lost the ability to think clearly about what was happening to him.

With that next breath, James became a creature of sensation. Every other idea broke apart as his shaft began to throb and pulsate. He could feel it. Worse, he jerked his hips up. Yes, he was getting used, and there was nothing he could do about it. Now his biological reflexes reinforced that simple truth. With his heart pounding, he lost control. One wave of pleasure after another washed over him. Distantly, he recognized the sensation of Marcus as the orderly savored that pleasure. He jerked back, finished.

James remained there, strapped down, helpless, and utterly confused. He couldn't think, he couldn't process, and he couldn't contemplate escape either.

It was done.

Still, James gasped and fought to catch his breath.

Distantly, he was aware of the orderly going back to work. Marcus had pulled his pants back up. More importantly, he started to wipe James down, cleaning off his cock before sliding the belt into place. Next, he slipped one piece of curved metal underneath his scrotum. He drew it tight. Then he pushed the patient's cock into the chastity cage. By now, James had gone flaccid and soft.

In some corner of his psyche, he recognized those sensations, not that he truly understood what they could possibly mean. But now he heard the click of the locks, and that's when the straps were finally removed…

For just a second, James yearned to look up at the taller man, bare his teeth, and launch himself forward. Maybe in some fantastical vision of the world, he would have been able to tear himself free from the straitjacket like a superhero. After all, the straps on his ankles and chest had been removed; that should’ve given him just a modicum of freedom, one he might have been able to use to fight back.

It was a nice idea, only it couldn't correspond to reality.

As hard as he tried, James couldn't muster the strength or ferocity. Instead, Marcus pulled him off of the table, and now James stood there, wobbling on his feet.

"Just wait a second," Marcus instructed as he opened one of the drawers. He took something out and slipped it around the patient's neck: a collar. It was tight against the base of his neck, but this was about to get worse.

Right as James started to comprehend what was going on, he was leashed. Yes, it looked exactly like a black, leather dog lead.

"Come on," Marcus instructed. He tugged, forcing James to follow along.

They left the exam room, went down a hallway, stepped through another set of doors, and that's when James saw the white, linoleum floors, the matching walls, and the vividly bright lights.

A couple of minutes later, James and Marcus arrived at his cell door.

"What is this?" James managed to ask. He hated that little trembling note of fear in his voice. Despite his best efforts, however, he couldn't speak like the bold, brave, and businessman he had once been.

"This is your cell. Get in," Marcus instructed. He held the door open. From one moment to the next, James didn't know if he could really do it. He glanced inside, and he saw the padded walls and austere bed before he faced the orderly again.

"Can you please let me out of the straitjacket first?"

"No," Marcus replied. "Now get in, or you will be spanked."

Spanked? No way!

And yet, James understood how this could work. He recognized his own powerlessness. He couldn't deny the truth, not while his ass throbbed from the pummeling he had taken.

After everything he had gone through, James still couldn't pull his thoughts together.

The orderly grabbed him, shoved him against the wall, and grabbed his ass. From there, he flattened his palm, pulled back, and struck once, twice, three times.

Fresh pain shot through the rich boy. Newborn shame burned through his body, especially because he tried to jerk away. This time, he wasn’t strapped down, and his legs weren’t spread either. Despite all of this, he still couldn't break free!

Marcus held the rich boy right there.

"Tell me you're going to be a good patient. Tell me you're going to do anything the professor or the doctor says."

"Screw you!" James might have been impressed by his own resistance and defiance, especially after what happened back in the exam room. But now, he had to pay for his disobedience.

The orderly slapped his backside, bringing his hand down once, twice, three, four, five, then six times. The blows landed sharp and quick, each one another mini inferno.

As far as James believed, this wasn't supposed to hurt; it wasn't supposed to sting like this, yet the pain flared through his body. James couldn't help it. This should have been a joke. A spanking? Really? For an adult?

And yet, his backside turned a bright shade of pink, then crimson. Worst of all, he cried out, "I'm sorry!"

"Good," Marcus answered before shoving the boy into the cell. From there, he tied the leash to a hook by the door. Finally, he turned back and said, "Feel free to talk to the other patients."

Standing there, still collared and leashed, trapped in his straitjacket and utterly helpless, James didn't know what to do. The leash allowed just barely enough slack for him to make it over to the small bed in the corner. At the same time, he considered the padded walls all around him.

What about the other thing? At first, James couldn't even think about it. Instead, he kept turning to his left, then his right, almost as though he expected to see a different result. Biting down, he breathed into his mouth. At the same time, he attempted to figure out how something like this could happen.

By now, he couldn't try to convince himself that it had been some kind of joke or prank.

He had been kidnapped.

He had been trapped.

He had been tricked.

His nostrils twitched, and fresh aggression darted through his body.

He wanted and needed to do something. At first, he tried to pull away from the leash, perhaps thinking he might have been able to tear it off the wall. Unfortunately for him, the hook had been skillfully mounted to the wall, so he wasn't about to tear through the lead, no matter how much he tried. At best, he probably could have hurt his neck.

Although nascent waves of frustration simmered through his body, he knew better than to try. So instead, he glared at the wall and worked to figure something else out.

What about the straitjacket? Nope. It remained tight around his shoulders, arms, chest, and waist.

Finally, he yielded to that other urge, and he glanced down toward his crotch.

Back in the exam room, James had been naked from the waist down. Now he saw he was wearing some kind of metal band, and there was this strange contraption tight around his cock and balls. From this angle, he couldn't review his genitals, yet he started to figure out exactly what this meant.

Chastity. The word seemed old, like it belonged in a medieval manuscript or something. Maybe it would have been in a good name for a stripper. But now, James wandered over to the bed, he sat down, he straightened his back, and he tested it.

He didn't know why he tried. He didn't see the point, only he had to distract himself.

Closing his eyes, he hid away in the dark, and he started to think about Natalie again. This time, he didn't bother attempting to hide any of his fantasies. Of course, there had been those moments when he wondered about the ethics of his secret and hidden desires. He never shared any of these private dreams, not with his wife, not with anyone. And yet, he now imagined that girl tied down, spread out, and utterly helpless. He fixated on what it would have been like to run his hands along her naked body, to slap her breasts, to put his hands on her neck and to squeeze. He wouldn't have really hurt her, of course, but maybe he wanted to make her suffer, just a little…

There had been a lot of exasperation over the last few months. Sure, he had messed up a lot of their relationship, but James still had his own urges and desires. Besides, how long did she get to be mad at him? He had worked hard to provide an excellent life for her. Didn’t that mean she owed him something?

Apparently not. According to all of her friends, she could be angry for as long as she liked, and there was nothing he could do about it.

Except now, he imagined making her moan. He yearned to hear her scream out. She could cry and arch her back. Her eyes could get wet, and he could pinch her nipples. Oh yes. He wanted to slide a collar around her neck. He wanted to attach clamps to her nipples. Maybe he'd slap her across the face again and again until her cheeks turned a bright shade of pink or red. Eventually, she’d start begging. She would plead for forgiveness. By that point, his cock would be hard, and he would pump down into her, thrusting again and again as he forced her to take it.

In the real world, James opened his eyes. No, he wasn't the powerful stallion who could take a girl like Natalie. In spite of all of his accomplishments, he was now at the Crestwood Asylum as the newest patient. Worse, he thought of Natalie again, only to experience his new restrictions.

He imagined her bottom lip trembling, her eyes blazing with uncontrollable desire. He wanted to see her squirm; he wanted to listen as she cried out, begging, "Give it to me. Please, Sir. Make me take it! Make me take your big cock!"

Those ideas sounded amazing, yet he couldn't even enjoy an erection. On the contrary, his shaft tried to stiffen. He endured the sensations of captivity as a shaft pushed out against the bars of his chastity cage. It was attached to the belt, and he had zero chance of breaking it. He wouldn't be able to tear himself free. At that moment, he couldn't even use his hands!

Locking his teeth together again, he paced back and forth like a wild animal.

A perverse curiosity took a hold of him, so he threw himself down onto the small cot. He was on his stomach now, and he tried to grind his hips like he thought he might be able to rub his shaft against it the inside of the chastity cage.

It didn't work.

Sure, the desires flared into his body, only it wasn't good enough. He couldn't get hard! There was absolutely no way for him to climax, not like this!

That's when he heard the sound of a woman moaning.

It was this low, eager, breathy and resonant sound that seemed to echo across the air.

Right away, fresh shame gripped him. He rolled onto his side. He looked to his left and right. As he suspected, the room was empty. There was no one here.

"Hello?"

"Yes. Yes. More. Yes. More! No, don't stop. Please, don't stop! Please, I’ll be good! I swear, I'll be good!" A feminine voice called out each syllable, her tone desperate and hungry. Clearly, something was happening to her.

James bristled and blushed, wondering if maybe he was overhearing some kind of recording. Was this designed to tease him? To torture him? If so, it worked. He bit down, and he tried to block out those sounds. He didn't want to think about some beautiful woman tied down, getting teased and pleasured.

"Please?" she asked. A few more seconds went by, and she tried again, only now the anger pulsed through her voice, "That's not fair! Please, you can't do this to me! It's not fair!"

"Be quiet!" James shouted those words. He couldn't help himself. Each time this girl begged, he experienced another pulse of desire. His shaft twitched inside of his chastity cage. It was locked on around his waist and down between his legs. It controlled his erections, ensuring he couldn't enjoy the rush of arousal.

In high school, he remembered getting turned on. He remembered studying the cheerleaders, their tight tops and short skirts. Those girls always seemed so beautiful, so cheerful and happy and ethereal all at the same time. He remembered glancing at those girls and feeling this magnetic attraction. There had been something almost gravitational, like he had to scratch and satisfy every itch whenever those girls were around. Maybe it was their long, wavy hair, the shapes of their faces, the curves of their breasts, the contours of their waists, or the shapes of their asses. Every day, he had to endure the vivid and irresistible attraction, all while remaining awkward and uncertain. He never knew what to say; he didn't know how to talk to them.

It wouldn't be until after he graduated and learned how to hunt down money that the women soon followed.

Adding four or five extra commas to his bank accounts had done wonders for his confidence and ability to talk to women.

Until now…

"I'm sorry!"

James froze for a moment; slowly, he rolled onto his side. Then he fell onto his back, and he stared up at the ceiling. In his peripheral vision, he noticed the vent. After a few seconds, he started to figure it out and asked, "Who are you? Are you another patient?"

"Yes, sir," she said.

Sir. His cock twitched again when he heard that word. When he and Natalie first got together, she sometimes teased him and pleasured him by using that honorific. She addressed him as "sir" when they had sex, and it was supposed to be this special moment. It always felt so intense, knowing that he could take control. Wielding that type of power always triggered this other sensation, a new emotion. He had never known how to label it. As a businessman, he hadn't really worried about it, and yet it had always been there, lurking in the periphery of his psyche. It wasn't love or lust, not exactly. It certainly wasn't fear or happiness.

While wandering around online during some quiet span at the office, James had stumbled across an article written by some psychologist. Specifically, this writer pointed out that emotions were incredibly tricky to track, label, and quantify. One could try to assert something simple like there might be for emotions: sad, mad, glad and scared. But what about something like loyalty? Lust? Ambition? Where did those concepts fall?

And now, James found himself yearning for power. Maybe this counted as some kind of reflexive response. He had been stripped of every ounce of power, so now he ached for any droplet, even if it came from the voice of some random woman who he didn't even know…

"You didn't answer my question," he said. "Who are you?"

"My name is Miranda. My name is Miranda, but lots of people call me Mira."

"It's nice to meet you, Mira," he told her.

"Thank you, sir. I wish we were here together."

"And why is that?"

"They keep me trapped in a straitjacket and a chastity belt."

His nostrils twitched, especially because he became grateful that she couldn't see him.

Before he could stop himself, James asked, "What do you look like?"

"I think I’d be able to please you, sir. I have long, wavy blonde hair and blue eyes."

After everything he had endured, he couldn't bring out the niceties of social interactions. He couldn't rely on automatic etiquette as he asked, "And big breasts?"

"Yes, sir! They have been augmented to please the men around me!"

His cock twitched again.

He smirked. "You sound like a bimbo," he intended to whisper, but the acoustics were especially good, or maybe she just had sharp hearing.

"Yes, sir! I want to be a bimbo!" Then she paused, and a little moan thrummed from deep within her throat. "I said it. I admitted it. I wasn't even hoping for a reward. Why don't I get a reward?"

"Mira, what are you talking about?" James asked, especially since the girl sounded unhinged.

"I'm sorry about that," she replied. She took in a slow breath, and maybe it helped center her. Perhaps she started to reassert herself. "It's difficult here, especially because I know what they’re doing to me."

"What's that?"

"They're trying to turn into a bimbo slut," she told him.

"You're kidding."

"I'm not," she stated, her tone still centered and determined. In that moment, he could believe her.

"Why would they do that?"

"Because I was a reporter, and I heard about Amanda Verger, so I started to do some digging, and they grabbed me, and now I'm here, and I don't know how to get out." He expected despair as she uttered those words. Instead, defiance seemed to ring across each syllable. It was a marked contrast to the noises she had made when he first came into his cell. "I don't know how, but I'm going to get out of here. I'm not going to let them brainwash me."

He let out a little snort.

"What?" Mira demanded. "You think I'm joking? I'm not. I'm serious. I'm going to get out of here, and I'm going to fight back. These people think they’re powerful. They think they can take on anyone and succeed. Up until now, maybe they’ve been right…" It was easy to imagine a girl seated on the edge of her own cot, biting down and staring at some point of the floor. But then she told him, "Journalists are important. I know a lot of people don't respect us. They think content should be free or whatever. They have stopped thinking about the work that actually goes into gathering facts and reporting the truth. It's not click-bait or a hot take. Real reporting takes money and resources. But...but once I get out of here, I will make sure the world knows all about Crestwood. This asylum will be shut down, and anyone associated with it will end up in prison—all thanks to the people who stand up for the truth."

"I want to believe you. I really want to believe you."

"It's going to happen," she started to say, only then another little moan vibrated through her chest.

"Mira?"

"Yes. Please, don't stop. Yes. Please, don't turn it off, not this time. Please, let me have this orgasm. Please! I'll be such a good girl! I'm sorry. I'm sorry if I said something bad. I, I want to be a good girl. Please, let me come? Please, let me!" After a few more seconds of incoherent moaning, she stopped. "No! Don't turn it off! Please, that's not fair! You're not being fair! Don't turn it off! I need it! Just a few more seconds! Please?"

"What's going on? What's happening?"

She didn't answer, but when he strained, he thought he could pick up on the sounds of her panting breath.

"They're training me," she said again. "I mean, they are trying to train me." As far as James could tell, they seemed to be succeeding.

Mira obviously itched to disagree. She drew in another slow breath as she tried to center herself. "It's not going to work. At least, I don't think it's going to work. I just hate this belt. I hate it so much."

"A chastity belt?"

"It's more than that," she growled. "This stupid thing has vibrators built into it." Obviously, she didn't want to say more, but she was a journalist, and so she had to confront the truth, no matter how much she itched to rage against it. "It has a vibrator built into the front and a plug built into the back. Essentially, it can stimulate me way more than I want to admit. The drugs don't help."

"They drug you?"

"They've done a lot more than that. Medications. Surgeries. Hypnotic conditioning. Cosmetics. Electro therapy."

"You're kidding."

"I'm not," she said. "This place needs to be shut down. Someone needs to escape. Someone has to escape and get out of here to tell the truth." She braced herself again as though she expected another sensory storm. It didn't come, not this time. Slowly, she seemed to let out a breath. Then she drew one another, and she told him, "We need to fight back. Whatever it takes, we need to fight back."

He had only just arrived, yet this smothering sense of frustration and helplessness seemed to push down against him. It was like finding himself buried underneath the mountain. It had all happened so fast, yet those memories were right there: the drive, walking up the steps, entering the office, the bite of the syringe, and getting penetrated…

Most importantly, James tried so hard not to think about Marcus. Worse, he endured another pulse of desire between his legs. That was ridiculous, of course. It had to be some kind of biological glitch, an autonomic error.

"You think it's possible?"

"Absolutely," she said. "All around the world, there are conspiracies and lies. And yet, if you are willing to do the work and look hard enough, you can find the truth."

"Maybe," he said.

"You don't believe me," she told him.

"What are they trying to do to you?"

Mira didn't answer for several long seconds, making him wonder if maybe he had offended her somehow. Perhaps he had asked the wrong question. Slowly, however, she seemed determined to tell the truth. "They want to turn me into a bimbo. They want to turn me into a nymphomaniac. They want to make me into a slut."

"Is it working?"

"No!" Mira squeaked back at him.

Even though he couldn't see her face, it was easy enough to pick up on the uncertainty in her words. She tried to sound defiant and resolute, only she couldn't quite succeed. When it came to business, James didn't think of himself as the best when it came to reading those around him. He wasn't the worst either, and now he could sense the nervous frustration that wracked her.

"It's not working," said the other patient. "I’m not going to let it happen. I'm not going to become some mindless nymphomaniac. I won’t become some dumb slut. I'm better than that."

"If it's a matter of medicine and science, and treatment, can we really fight any of this?"

"I can't reverse the surgeries," she admitted. "This is my body right now, but I'm not going to lose control of my mind."

"Right," James said. He tried to sound conciliatory, especially because he didn't want to take away the last vestiges of her hope.

Several seconds of quiet stretched between them. Then he heard another voice chime out, "We can try as hard as we want, but we're going to lose. We're going to fail." There was something solemn in that voice, yet it sounded strange coming from such a high pitch. The voice reminded him of a teen girl?

For a moment, James actually wanted to reach up and rub his ears. While his arms remained bound in the straitjacket, that obviously wasn't possible.

"Hello?" James said again.

"It's me," said that voice. It definitely sounded female.

"Who are you?"

"That's Davin," Mira told him.

It made sense, James realized. He had a cell to his left and another to his right. Apparently, there had been a second patient nearby, and she had listened to everything they said. After another heartbeat, however, he realized there was something strange. Davin? Really? That definitely sounded like a woman, possibly even a young girl…She had the high, energetic pitch of a tween.

"That's not my name, not anymore…"

"What is it now?"

"Kylie!" Only a few seconds ago, there had been this disheartened sense of loss when she spoke, but now her tone shifted. Energy pulsed and danced across those syllables. "That's who I am now. You see, I used to be this big, angry man, but then they took me. And now, I'm a sweet girl, and I do everything I'm told. I wear tight little dresses, I bend over, and I let the orderlies have fun with me."

"That's not possible…" James insisted.

"Isn't it?" Mira asked. "If they want to turn me into a dumb nympho bimbo, why can't they turn a man into a helpless plaything?"

"No," James said again. "It, it just can't be done."

"That's what happened to me," came the oddly cheerful voice. "I used to be this powerful man, but now I'm smaller, and I look really cute, and I have blonde hair, and these big boobs, and I really, really like sucking cock." She paused for a moment. "I wasn't supposed to admit it. I'm probably going to get punished now…"

James wished he could raise his hands up to his ears again. "Why?" James demanded. "Why would they do that to you?"

"I don't know how they pick any of their plans for any of us," Kylie told them. "All I know for sure is that they can do whatever they want. Dr. Chen is the worst. She loves her work. She loves changing us. She wants to modify us as much as possible. She treats us like we are nothing but dolls and toys, and there’s just no way for us to stop her!" Again, those words should have sounded grim, but they seemed energetic and excited somehow.

"Come on," James insisted. "There has to be another reason."

"For me, it was a matter of silence," Mira said. "They wanted to make sure I couldn't report on any of my findings. For you, it might be different. How much money do you have?"

"A lot," he said.

"I used to have a lot of money too!" chirped the other girl. "That's why my stepmother had me committed. I think she wanted to make sure that I couldn't actually get my inheritance, so here I am. And when I'm done, I'm going to be her obedient little stepdaughter."

"What? No," James said. "That's not possible!"

"It is, and I'm going to be such a good girl for her. She's going to dress me up and take me out and show me off to all of her friends. I’ll put on cute little outfits and do little twirls. I'm going to curtsy, and if I'm a very, very good girl, she might even let me serve."

"Serve…?" James repeated the last word like it was dirty or depraved. Deep down, he knew he didn't want the answer, yet the curiosity seemed to stretch up like some deformed tendril. It compelled him to ask.

"Yes!" Kylie called out, eager excitement racing across her voice now. When she first started, maybe she sounded defeated, only these prospects seemed to energize her as though she genuinely hoped for all of this, "She's going to need someone to be her maid. That can be me. I can put on a cute little outfit, and I can scurry around, fetching her drinks, cooking and cleaning and even serving her boyfriends."

"But, but you said this was your stepmother?"

"Well, yeah. My father disappeared a while ago, so it's been just the two of us."

"But you should try to escape."

"Escape?" Kylie asked as though the word was part of some especially difficult calculus equation.

"Yes," James insisted. "You should try to get away. She's obviously trying to have you brainwashed. She tried to steal your inheritance, right? You shouldn't want to help her? You shouldn't want to work for her!"

"But I want to be a good girl," Kylie insisted.

"It's no use," Mira said. "One way or another, they're going to try to work on us. Right now, I'm holding out, but I'm not sure how much longer I will be able to resist. You just got here, so you’re going to have to wait to see what they do with you."

"Nothing," he stated flatly. "They’re not going to get to do anything with me."

A quick moan vibrated up through the vents and across the air. Apparently, they had turned on her vibrator again, using the toy to tease her pussy as they encouraged her to embrace her new life. According to the medical professionals here, Mira was supposed to be an idiotic nymphomaniac, the kind of girl who would spread her legs or drop down onto her knees for any man—she didn’t need boundaries or standards. And now they reinforced that belief by stimulating her. Her pussy was probably drenched as the vibrator built into her chastity belt pulsed and thrummed, triggering those instincts.

Again and again, Jason worked to block out the sounds, especially because he enjoyed them. Guilt raced along his veins. Seriously? How could he enjoy any sound like that? And yet, he didn't enjoy it from any conscious or intellectual perspective. Instead, his body responded, and his cock twitched.

That's why they're doing this. They want us to talk to each other. They want us to understand how futile it is to fight back. But more than that, they want us to reinforce the training. He hated this idea even if it made perfect sense.

He was about to tell them, only he didn't get the chance because another voice cut across the air. "Ladies and gentlemen, boys and girls, it's time to go to sleep."

That's when he heard something shut and lock. At first, he wondered what those sounds were supposed to be, only then he tried to call out, "Hello? Can you still hear me?" No. They couldn't. At this point, either the professor or someone else had decided that it was time for the patients to stop talking.

Taking in a slow breath through his nostrils, James also balled his fingers into fists. He jumped up onto his feet. Yes, he remained leashed, and it was completely dark in here, but he didn't care. For a few seconds, he threw his body to the left, then the right. He tested the limits of his leash. At the same time, he tried so hard to work his way out of the straitjacket.

He only needed to hear one sound of tearing fabric. Just one. That would have been enough to grant him the strength to fight twice as hard.

The material didn't break; it didn't bust open or tear. In fact, it remained just as flexibly impenetrable as before.

His shoulders slumped.

James wasn't accustomed to this kind of defeat. And yet, he tentatively made his way back over to the bed and lowered himself down. He rolled onto his back. He stared up into the utter blackness for several more seconds, and that's when he thought he smelled something on the air. It was oddly sweet. Then he fell asleep.

"Wake up, James," came another voice.

He blinked quickly and peered up. That's when he saw the next woman.

"Hello," she waved. She wore a white lab coat and a dark blue blouse underneath. Standing to her left and right, there were a pair of nurses. These girls looked ridiculous. In their tight, short skirts and with those long stockings and the ridiculous caps on their heads, they seemed more like dolls or models who had been forced to wear silly Halloween costumes. Those outfits weren't nursing uniforms, not really. Instead, they were just sexy parodies of what a nurse might have worn decades ago.

"My name is Dr. Chen, and I'm going to be overseeing your treatment today. Professor Verger already worked on your diagnosis, but I wanted to speak with you for a moment before we begin. First off, how do the electrodes feel?"

Electrodes?

He didn't understand, not until he bit down, and he could feel the tension stretch up his jaw, along his cheeks, and all the way to his temples.

Refusing to think about the electrodes attached to the sides of his head, his inner thighs, his shins, or even underneath the straitjacket (how did that happen?), James instead turned his attention back to the Asian woman standing above him. Dr. Chen seemed quite patient, as though she didn't mind giving him a couple of minutes to get his bearings and reorient himself.

"Look, I don't know who you are or how much they're paying you, but I can quadruple it. Just help me get out of here, and I can make it happen."

"No, you can't," she told him.

"What are you talking about?" Obviously, he could pay her. He had done very, very well for himself!

"You don't have any money. You're a patient here at the Crestwood Asylum. Consequently, your loved ones are now in charge of your finances."

"Not in any legal sense," he told her.

Dr. Chen smiled down at him. She had short, black hair with bangs that curved along her cheeks and framed her face. If she had been a competitor or a woman at some office, then he would have noticed her, and maybe he would have started to check out her chest, her legs, or her ass. But in that moment, he tried to swallow back at the frustration and mounting despair. "James, you aren't smart enough to understand how the law works. Instead, you should concentrate on obedience and surrender.”

"What? No! I'm a skilled businessman. I have overseen many difficult and complicated deals," he told her.

The doctor smiled and slowly shook her head from side to side. Then she glanced over at both of her nurses. "Girls, is James here smart enough to handle business?"

The nurses answered in unison, "No, Dr. Chen!"

"That's what I thought," she said.

"You can’t listen to these airheads," he said.

"Airheads? Yes, I can see that Professor Verger was right. You are clearly suffering from narcissism, egomania, belligerence, and a sexual addiction. In fact, there are probably several other neuroses we're going to have to uncover and treat as well."

"No," he protested with a quick shake of his head. "You can't do this!" Whether he liked it or not, he was strapped down. While he had been unconscious, they had applied electrodes to different parts of his body, so now there was nothing he could do about them. He could hardly move. His legs were spread, and he was tied down onto his back. His cock remained locked in the chastity cage, and his arms remained trapped over his chest. "I’m not going to let you get away with this!"

"Are you delusional?"

"I'm not."

"And yet, you insist you’re going to get out of that chastity belt? Are you telling me you can get up? Can you leave this room?"

"You know what I meant," he said.

"Actually, I don't," Dr. Chen replied smoothly. "You see, I'm not sick. I'm not delusional."

"Neither am I," he vowed.

"And yet, you are a patient at the Crestwood Asylum. What do you think that means?"

"You can't just use that kind of circular logic on me," he said.

"Professor Verger spoke with you. She diagnosed you. And now, I have to agree with her. If anything, I think you might need even more help than she initially suspected. Besides, even the people who love you are worried about you. Your wife brought you here."

"She wants to steal my money," James snarled.

"And there's that paranoia," she said. "Now, we're going to have to work on you. First, you have to admit that you’re ill. That is the first step towards curing you. Are you ready?"

Glowering, James said nothing. The nurses sprinted across the room, went over to the control panel, and they got ready to initiate the procedure.

"I asked you a question, James. Answer me."

"Screw you," he said.

"I guess we're going to have to do an intensive session today. Ladies, can you fetch the muzzle?" The girls obeyed right away, opening drawers and getting ready for the next phase of his treatment. In the meantime, Dr. Chen leaned down. Her eyes sparkled with a mixture of passion and delight; clearly, she loved her work.

"James, this is going to be hard for you, but I think it's necessary and important. We want you to understand how your world is changing. You can no longer hide within your delusions. You can no longer indulge in your paranoia, your sexual addiction, or any of your other compulsions. I understand that the world is a big and scary place. For so long, people have tolerated your illnesses, but we have to cure you. We have to make you better. Are you ready, James? Are you ready to get better?" She stared down into his eyes as she asked of those questions. The words pounded down against his skull, making it harder and harder for him to think. Worst of all, she lectured him and used this gentle tone. At several points, maybe he thought she really did sound like a genuine doctor...

No! This boy couldn't allow himself to think like that, not even for a couple of seconds. They were holding him here as a prisoner, so it was his responsibility to break out. Mira believed one of them could get out of here and escape.

Could they? They do it? Could they escape?

He had to believe they could.

Breathing a little faster now, he peeked up at Dr. Chen. Perhaps he was hoping to be sly or cunning as he asked, "What can I tell you? What can I say to convince you that I'm healthy?"

"Well…" Dr. Chen considered him for several long seconds. The amusement lingered along the corners of her eyes and at the edges of her lips. She maintained a professional veneer, but she obviously wanted to smiled down at him. "You could start by admitting your illness."

"What?"

"It's an important step. You need to be able to tell me what's wrong. If you can do that, then maybe we can forgo some of your treatment? Maybe that’ll be enough to convince me you are ready to move onto the next phase of the healing process?"

They were trying to trap him; if he played along, then he would justify their actions. Somehow, denial became an admission of sickness in a place like this. At the same time, he was acutely aware that they may have been recording all of this.

"I can't do that," he protested.

"I know that's how it feels, but you can. There's nothing stopping you from telling the truth," she said with frustrating certainty.

"But, but there's nothing wrong with me..."

"That's your illness talking," she said. "Just admit it. Admit you are a sexual addict with delusions of grandeur, egotism, and narcissism. Admit that you are a belligerent boy who shouldn't be allowed to think for himself."

What? Did she really say that last part?

Biting down, he glared at her with all of the silent fury he could muster.

Unfortunately for this boy, it wasn't enough. His heart pounded, and raw aggression pulsed through his body. It grew stronger and stronger, second by second. Even so, he knew better than to try to struggle or fight.

"Last chance," Dr. Chen informed him. "If you want me to reduce the prescription, you're going to have to work with me. Can you do that? Can you do that, James?" She chuckled. "You're very lucky. Your new owner has decided that you should keep your name even though we’re going to be reforming you."

He looked at her.

"What does that mean?" James started to ask even though he hated the question.

Before he could finish his question, she glanced over at her nurses and nodded her head. Then again, maybe it was his imagination, or maybe it really happened, but Dr. Chen leaned down and whispered into his ear, "My pretty nurses used the boys just like you. Look at them now. I have completely remade them because that's what I do. I'm a goddess, and I can turn defiant men like you into simpering little playthings to run around and worship their superiors."

Right as she lifted her head away from his ear, the nurses hit the button. The electricity flared through his body.

Pain!

James had never experienced anything like this! The agony exploded down through his skull, along every inch of his skin, through his muscles, all the way to the center of his bones.

Instantly, his thoughts shot out and stretched for some kind of analogy, some kind of comparison. He remembered the snaps of electricity that came from random static shocks. He recalled getting punched across the face in middle school. He dropped back to a moment when he had tried to do a flip on his skateboard, only to fall flat on his stomach, knocking the air from his lungs and crushing his balls underneath his body. Back then, he thought he had discovered the meaning of pain. Those twinned pains couldn't compare to the surge of energy that now flashed through his body.

It only lasted for an instant, probably less than a second. It didn't span an entire heartbeat, and yet he still cried out—screaming as the pain engulfed him.

"I'm sorry, we still haven't applied the rest of your equipment, have we?"

Had he screamed? Had he shouted?

Yes. Probably.

And yet, that didn't matter because the doctor didn't care and she was in charge.

Blinking through the tears, he looked up at her, and his vision crystallized after a few more seconds. When she came back into focus, he could read the joy playing across her face. She loved this. She was a beautiful woman. From her black hair to her dark eyes, she looked exquisite. Or maybe she didn't. Perhaps the power she wielded over him simply warped his perspective, making it harder for him to discern the truth.

How far could that go?

"You know, we haven't applied the rest of your equipment, but I think you need another dose. Girls, give him another dose."

"No, wait!" James tried to shout those words; he had never tried so hard to speak so fast before. Unfortunately for him, the cute nurses hit the button together, and the electrodes awoke once again, delivering another payload of unbridled electricity. The pain flashed through him, snapping down into his legs, his arms, his shoulders, chest, and had all at the same time.

Agony!

The energy felt like an injection of broken glass into both arms, both legs, grinding under every inch of skin with one quick flash.

It consumed his entire universe. In that moment, James ceased to exist. Instead, there were only those sensations. The rest of existence and eternity ceased to vanish; instead, he endured, but it was less than a second, yet it felt so much longer.

Brutalized, the patient collapsed back down. Yes, his body had twitched, straining against his bonds. Of course, they hadn't yielded or broken. Even if the pain dragged him to an out-of-body experience, he still remained right there, a helpless boy strapped into a straitjacket, tied down and unable to stop this woman from doing whatever she liked with him. At that moment, she worked on his “cure”.

"Would you like to try again? Do you want to tell me about your illness?"

The temptation was right there. It raced through his body, pulsating along every thought. In fact, he only managed to resist it by biting down.

"There. Is. Nothing. Wrong. With. Me." He panted out one word after another, each gasp desperate and determined.

"I wonder if you’ll feel that way after one more shock? What about two or three? What will it take to hear you tell the truth, dear boy?"

"I don't need to be cured!" James started to roar. He made it halfway through his sentence before the doctor nodded toward her compatriots. Her servants hit the button again, unleashing another barrage of energy.

Electricity wasn't supposed to have a color; it wasn't supposed to have a shape either, and yet he could feel that white lance of heat explode through his body, yet it seemed to come from every direction at once. He couldn't pinpoint some specific spot. It didn't pulse out from one location. Instead, it crashed down from every angle at once. It was instant and all-consuming.

"I know," she said as his sense started to clear again. "I know. That was a very unpleasant, wasn't it? But that's the nature of medicine sometimes. You don't want to be treated. The medicine can be quite bitter. It's like drinking cough syrup when you're a child."

"I'm not a child," he protested.

"No, you're not," Dr. Chen agreed. "Children can be taught. They instinctively understand that there is so much of the world they don't understand, and so they try to learn. Are you trying to learn, James? Do you want me to make you better? Do you want to improve?"

He bit down but didn't answer, especially because he understood what would happen if he defied her.

Perhaps he couldn't agree with her, yet the memory lingered. It was right there, bright and vivid, lodged deep within the swirls of his psyche. Turning his head to the left, then the right, he didn't want to look up at her. He didn't want to see the light shine along her glistening black hair. He didn't want to study the shape of her eyes or the edge of her nose. He didn't want to see her lips glisten as she smiled down at him. And yet, he peeked up at her for just a moment, but he noticed something: was she blushing? Had a pink tinge appeared along her cheeks?

"You're enjoying this," he managed to tell her.

"Of course," she replied. "I'm a medical professional. I'm a healer. This is more than just a profession for me; it’s my vocation. Like anyone else, I need to love what I do; I need to believe in it."

"Or, or you can just let me go, and I could pay you," he said.

"You remember our conversation from before? I told you. You don't have any money. Your wife took it. When she had you committed, she seized control of your assets."

"No," he insisted with a defiant, disbelieving shake of his head. "She can't. I, I have control of our accounts. I'm the only one who knows the passwords."

"There is that paranoia again. Perhaps we should work on that? Maybe I should collect them for her then," Dr. Chen suggested.

The air escaped his lungs, only he couldn't remember to inhale again. "No…"

"Don't worry," she said. "I'm not going to muddle your treatment by stressing you unnecessarily. Let’s get back to the most important question. Tell me, are you sick?"

Although she wouldn't torture him into giving her the account information, his relief only lasted for a moment because she craved something even more insidious. If he took that first step, what would it mean? Deep down, he tried to tell himself that this could be a strategic decision. He would only yield in order to lull her into a false sense of security, but he wouldn't really believe it. In spite of that rationalization, James knew the truth.

Saying something like "I'm sick, and I need treatment" would affect him. It would alter who he was and how he saw himself. Even if he tried to believe it was a lie, he recognized what it would do to him.

That's why he refused to budge. He glanced up at her, and he answered with a quick, frightened shake of his head. Maybe that was the bravest thing he had ever done.

Dr. Chen turned to her nurses, and she nodded her head. At once, they hit the button, and another explosion of electricity rocked his body. It speared through his skin, lighting up every pain receptor he possessed. The agony seared through his defenses in an instant; there was no fight, no resistance. At one moment, he was just a nervous patient. In the next instant, everything became unmitigated suffering. The electricity bolted along every nerve. Every part of his body cried out simultaneously.

Then it stopped, and his eyes were wet all over again. His bottom lip was shaking, and he arched his back as he shoved his skull down against the soft padding beneath him. He squirmed halfheartedly, almost as though he might be able to wiggle away.

No, he couldn't. Yes, the doctor and her nurses knew exactly what they were doing. They understood what it took to keep a spoiled boy like James strapped down and powerless for his treatment. After all, it was all for his own good…

Once the pain stopped, he blinked rapidly. Then he closed his eyes like he thought he might be able to hide from this.

Dr. Chen ran her fingers along his ankle, up to his knee, then his thigh. "Go on, James. You can do it. I know you can. I have faith in you. Come on, boy. You don't want to be rich or powerful. You understand who you are. Deep down, you understand what you need. Getting well requires you to tell me the truth. Admit that you're sick. Admit that you have this illness, and you need a woman like me to cure you. Don't worry. There are people who love you. I'm sure your wife will help you. She’ll give you exactly what you need."

"What's that? What do I need?"

"Training," she said simply.

"Training?” he breathed out, if only to delay another dose of suffering.

The woman standing above him chuckled for a moment. Then she smiled indulgently and leaned down again. "No, not yet. That's going to come after the surgery. Right now, you just have to tell me you're sick. You have to admit the truth. Can you do that, James?"

He didn't answer.

At first, he seemed to genuinely hesitate as though he could no longer tell the difference. How many times had she shocked him? One, five, ten? The different numbers flashed through his head, and he worked to get an accurate tally. As a businessman, he had always been good when it came to numbers, jumping between digits, decimals and commas. But now, the details fled, and he didn't know what to do.

Drawing in one shallow breath after another, he attempted to come over some kind of answer.

Her patient waited too long, so the doctor nodded toward her subordinates again.

The pretty nurses giggled and hit the button. Obviously, they didn't both need to be there, but maybe this was some kind of childish game as though they really loved that button. Maybe, once upon a time, they had despised it. Maybe they had been strapped down in the exact same spot as James. Back then, they must have raged. They must have fought with all of their masculine certainty. But now they pranced around, adorable and cute and sexy. They understood where they belonged—all thanks to Dr. Chen and Professor Verger. They weren't like the doctor or her professorial compatriot; they weren’t and could never be accomplished women. Instead, these girls were simpering little twits who’d smile, get down on their knees, spread their legs, or crawl up onto their hands and knees for the chance to get taken. They wore their adorable little outfits, and they didn't realize how it made them look. They were cute. They were pretty. That was good enough. They didn't need to think about anything like gravitas, respect, or dignity.

And that's why they pushed the button down together.

James didn't think about those girls. In fact, he didn't think about anything! Another roaringly bright light of pain jabbed into him from every direction all at once.

Again, it lasted for less than a second, but it seemed to stretch into an eternity. He didn't understand how time could get compacted like this, but he was down on his back again, his arms still tight against his chest.

"I'm sick!"

James didn't even recognize those words as coming from his throat. His lips and tongue must've moved, yet the words still rushed out onto the air without his permission.

"Good," said his physician. "That's very good." To reward him, she brushed her fingers through his hair and down along his forehead. It was a casual, intimate touch. He hated it. He loved it.

"Now, tell me about your sickness. Go on. Tell me everything."

His first instincts were simple: shake his head, close his eyes, and deny all of it. He had to fight. He had to resist. He had to rebel!

Right?

And yet, he immediately flashed over to Mira, and he had never seen her face, yet he remembered how she sounded as she moaned and begged for sex. They were turning her into a nymphomaniac. Perhaps she had once been a professional woman, someone capable of making her own decisions. More and more, they amplified her sex drive as they transformed her into a dumb slut. Her journalistic ambitions, theories of truth and knowledge, and every belief about herself in the wider world would be wiped away, replaced by a desire to suck cock, spread her legs, and crawl before some powerful individual. She would look up, her bottom lip trembling, her eyes wide and shining with desire. Her libido would become everything; she wouldn’t need to think. She wouldn't need beliefs or ideals, so long as she could be taken and used…

Thinking of Mira should have sparked some burst of rebellion within James. He waited for it. He anticipated this hot, angry spark. It should have unleashed a conflagration within him, granting him the strength he needed to hold out for just a few seconds, a few minutes, a couple of hours, maybe days or weeks or even longer!

And yet, he didn't get it.

Volcanic fury never flooded through his limbs. Instead, he remained right there, strapped down, powerless, nervous and aching to do something: yield. Yes, another desire filled him. The urge to tell this woman whatever she wished to hear burrowed in right there at the back of his throat, just waiting for him to surrender to another moment of weakness.

His mouth was dry as he stared up at her. "I, I'm sick."

"Go on," she said again, just as gently as before.

"I'm sick. There’s something wrong with me. I, I don't know what it is, but I am ill. I have an illness."

"You know what it is. You're addicted to sex. You're an egotistical narcissist with delusions of grandeur who also suffers from paranoia." She ticked off the items, one after another. They seemed to lodge in his brain. Sexual addiction. Paranoia. Delusions. Egotism. The different ideas buzzed right there, invisible and inescapable.

"...I...I..."

"That’s right. Go on," she told him. "You can do it. I know this is hard, but you can do it. Just tell me what I need to hear, so we can continue your treatment. You don't want to get locked like this again, do you?" He didn't. And if he cooperated, maybe he would get the chance to rest? Maybe they would take him back to his cell? Another tiny voice at the corner of his brain told him that maybe he could use this. He could cooperate, and they would take him back and he could rally his strength.

Perhaps, if he got very lucky, he would go back to his cell, and they would make a mistake, and he might be able to escape...But first, he had to cooperate. Otherwise, he would remain right there. And maybe they would just shock him over and over again until he completely lost consciousness.

"I'm addicted to sex. I'm addicted to sex because I'm an egotistical narcissist with delusions of grandeur. And I suffer from paranoia," he said, repeating the words. Perhaps they weren't exact, but they do need to be.

"Good," she said. "Now, we can continue your treatment. Girls, get him hooked up."

"Continue the treatment?” James struggled to ask, but the nurses reappeared at his sides. They shoved something down into his mouth. It was rounded, and rubber. He tried to spit it out, but they strapped it in, looping a white band around the back of his head. Next, they slipped the headphones over his ears. Finally, they brought a blindfold up over his eyes.

Distantly, James believed he could hear the physician say something, only her words had become distorted and muffled by the headphones. Then she pulled one back, and she told him, "It's time to program you. Remember, this is good for you."

Her prey didn't understand what was going on, not until the sound hit him. With his eyes covered, he obviously couldn't see anything. But now, he heard the voice of Dr. Chen. Immediately, he attempted to speak to her, to say something, only he could push the words past the bit in his mouth. "Hello," began the recorded voice. "You’re here because you need to be trained. You need to be cured. You suffer from delusions and other maladies, but we’re here to help you. This is a matter of positive association. I'm going to tell you about what your life will be like when you’re healthy. During this time, you won't be shocked. I'm also going to talk about what you wanted to be and who you thought you were. When that happens, you will be shocked. Are you ready to begin? This way, you can associate sickness with pain and good thoughts with happiness."

"No!" James tried to shout out, not that it mattered. First, he remained muzzled. Second, he was talking to a recording.

Despite all of this, he tried to struggle again. James twisted to his left, to his right. He fought to kick out, to punch his way free. But just like all of the other times before, he couldn't succeed. He couldn't tear himself away, no matter how hard he worked at it. The desperation pulsed through his body, but it wasn't enough. It wasn't anywhere near enough.

The therapy started, "You want to be a healthy servant. You want to serve. You want to obey. Instinctively, you need to do as you're told. Everything is right with the world when you do as you're told."

Was she trying to brainwash them? Seriously?

If he had been allowed to stand up on his own and simply observe, perhaps he would have laughed. This should have seemed ridiculous. And yet, he could feel her voice slide into his thoughts. From an outsider's perspective, laughing or snorting would have been easy. But he was right there, strapped down, and he had to endure the actual helplessness.

For a moment, James flashed back to an article he had read. It dealt with the nature of torture. Back in the day, when the United States government began using waterboarding and other "enhanced interrogation techniques", there was the public debate about how potential terrorists should be treated. One journalist decided to volunteer for those techniques. He endured waterboarding, and then he wrote about the experience. He actually said it wasn't so bad, although his critics immediately pointed out the problem with his "experiment".

A few minutes or hours of torture didn't mean much if it was voluntary.

In reality, torture meant genuine helplessness. It meant being surrounded by the unyielding reality of captivity. He could try to fight, but he wouldn’t be able to break free. He had to deal with the corrosive sense of powerless frustration.

That was exactly what James endured as the recording taunted him. That's why it was so easy to listen to her.

She told him how he wanted to be a healthy servant. He needed to serve. He needed to obey. Instinctively, he wished to do as he was told.

Those thoughts and ideas should have been alien and easy to ignore.

Instead, James could feel himself absorbing them.

"Are you able to think for yourself? Are you a healthy boy right now? No, you're not. Are you a healthy boy? Are you eager to serve? You aren't now, but you will be."

He heard those words, and he started to believe them—especially if her voice meant a pause on the torture. He didn’t get shocked while he listened.

Then it stopped. There was this gap, and he started to think about how he had to fight. He had to resist.

The system shocked him automatically. He didn't see it coming; no one warned him. Instead, the pain washed over him. It was a sharpened rush that blasted down into his center. James tried to kick out, to thrash or fight. Despite his best efforts, he couldn't do it! He remained utterly trapped.

Then her voice came back, and the cycle started again.

How long did he stay on that table? How long did he remain in that straitjacket, utterly powerless.

He didn't know. Eventually, however, the orderly showed up again.

This time, it wasn't just Marcus.

He pulled away in the eye mask, allowing the boy to see what was going on again. He smiled down at James, "That was just the first treatment. I'm sure the good doctor is going to make sure you get everything you need, boy."

Marcus nodded toward his associates, and they grabbed him. First, they freed him from the restraints, pulling off his headphones, taking out the gag, loosening his restraints, and lifting him up. They carried him out of the small chamber and into another room.

James expected it to be his cell.

It wasn't.

Instead, he found himself pushed down onto another exam table, his legs spread, his ankles tied to another set of stirrups. They lifted his feet into the air, exposing his ass.

James widened his eyes as he stared at the men.

Marcus lubed up his cock first.

At that moment, James knew he had to do or say something. Yes, he was still trapped by his chastity cages as well as his straitjacket, but he needed to stop them. He had to fight! He had to win or resist!

He couldn't.

Marcus came at him first, thrusting in hard and fast with the same force and power from before. This was about more than control for him. Questions of power became a manifestation of raw pleasure.

He pumped this boy, making sure James squirmed helplessly, panting and gasping. The worst part? His cock still responded. His member pressed against the contours of the cage, yet he still couldn’t get erect!

Although he wore the chastity belt, it left his ass open and exposed. Yes, the orderlies could take him. They could use him, and there was nothing to stop them!

The boy fought, battling with every ounce of energy he still possessed. After his electroshock therapy, however, it wasn't much. Even at his very best, he wouldn't been able to break free.

This wasn't his best. It wasn't anything close to his best.

James found himself gasping and moaning. At this point, he couldn't even beg or plead.

Instead, he started to wonder if maybe Dr. Chen was right. Maybe that beautiful, black-haired woman knew what she was talking about. He had endured so much already, and the therapy seemed to help. Or rather, it rewrote his perspective. He wasn't a strong, independent businessman capable of making his own decisions. By this point, he couldn't even remember exactly how long he had been at the Crestwood Asylum.

So many people liked to believe that their thoughts, ideas, and identities were fixed. And yet, those identities were seldom challenged. An individual could go to work, come home, and live an ordinary life. Nothing ever really changed for them. Maybe they subscribed to different streaming services, moved here or there, got a different job or hobby or new car, yet they remained the same individual.

James now found himself enveloped in an entirely new reality.

The orderlies made sure he faced this truth.

After Marcus came hard, pumping into that boy, another guy came up. He pulled down his white scrubs to reveal his own hardened cock. Within seconds, he lubed up his shaft, and he was ready.

James lifted his head, and he wondered if maybe he could try to negotiate with this new guy. He was a little bit smaller than Marcus, so he didn't carry himself with that same gruff authority. Then again, he wasn't in charge. Even so, this man was clearly looking forward to taking this boy, to using this rich man and putting him in his place.

"You're going to take it. You're going to take it, and you're going to like it, aren't you?"

James couldn't respond. He wasn't muzzled at this point, yet his thoughts were scattered, especially as his ass got penetrated again. He felt the tip of that orderly's firm shaft. The man pushed forward, thrusting into him, drawing back, only to pump forward again and again.

Even after he finished, James wasn't done. He was going to get used by a third man. Then a fourth. A fifth. Maybe James lost count…

After that, he was finally dragged back to his cell. They dropped him onto his cot, and he closed his eyes, losing consciousness almost immediately.

The nurses bounced back into his cell, and they brought him into a large dining hall. All around him, he saw the other patients. There were women and men, some younger, some a bit older.

None of them talked.

Instead, a few seemed contemplative, narrowing their eyes and staring off into the distance as though they needed to figure something out. Then there were the people who simply relaxed, smiling or wobbling their heads from side to side as they seemed to get lost in their own thoughts or fantasies. Those individuals seemed at ease, as though they understood that this was a process they couldn't control, so they had decided to embrace the truth of their new lives.

Little by little, James realized something.

There were clearly women and men here. And yet, he also saw individuals who were harder to identify, like their features were slightly masculine, yet they had these big breasts. Or maybe they had more feminine features, but their bodies didn't quite match what he would have expected?

Surgery…

The word popped into his head, and he wondered what they had endured.

At one point, he took in his surroundings, and he hoped maybe one of the women would introduce herself as Mira.

What about Kylie? Where she here?

He spotted a couple of really pretty girls, and he had to wonder if they had been men. Maybe their cocks had been trapped in chastity cages, hidden away, even as their chests were augmented, their hair lengthened, their features modified to seem more delicate and girlish.

Could something like that happen? Could Dr. Chen really do that?

Yes.

The answer formed in his head even as one of the nurses sat down next to him, and she held a bowl on her lap. She brought a spoon up to his mouth, and she fed him soup. At several points, James wondered if maybe he could try to talk to her. Perhaps they could negotiate? Obviously, bribery hadn't worked with Dr. Chen or the professor, but this could be a different chance? Maybe they had made a mistake? Maybe one of these nurses secretly resented her position here and yearned to fight back too?

At first, the desire to ask was right there, braced at the tip of his tongue. But as he ate, he relaxed more and more.

Distantly, he had to wonder if they had drugged him again. If so, it worked beautifully because he could feel himself settle. He didn't want to fight. He didn't want to argue. Perhaps later, he'd try. Right then, he didn't argue or fight and ate his soup like an obedient patient.

The other nurse joined her companion and escorted James away from the dining hall once he finished with his soup. They freed him from his straitjacket and pushed him down into a big bathtub. They washed him off. When they were done, they put him back in his restraints. Yes, he went right back into the straitjacket without a fuss.

Distantly, James wondered why he didn't fight. Why didn't he use that opportunity to try to escape?

Surely, they had drugged him.

After they washed him and slipped him into a new straitjacket, the nurses escorted him back into another room. So many of the spaces seemed indistinct and interchangeable to him.

They pushed him down, spread his legs, and strapped him into place. Once they were confident, they both leaned down and said, "You are so lucky! Dr. Chen is going to come see you, and she's going to give you another electroshock therapy session! Aren't you lucky?"

He stared up at them. Instantly, fear spread into his gut, but there was something else, something worse. Another possibility hovered above him. When he looked up at those nurses, they seemed so eager, like they genuinely envied him for what he was about to endure.

At some point, would he go through something like that? Would he be grateful for the torture he endured?

He had to fight!

And yet, this defiance didn't last long. How could it? Dr. Chen and Professor Verger both knew what they were doing. These women were experts; not only that, they had the help of Marcus and his associates. Together, they could ensure his subjugation. He came back to this conclusion again and again, especially when he thought about how they penetrated him, shocked him, teased him, humiliated him, and used him.

When he opened his eyes again, he didn't see the nurses looming above him. Instead, there was that Asian woman. She smiled, revealing the edges of her white teeth. Her lips pulled thin, and her oaken eyes shined with mischievous glee. "How are we feeling today?" the physician asked.

It seemed like such a generic question. Medical professionals all across the planet probably uttered that exact same phrase with each of their patients on a daily basis. He swallowed and looked up at her. They hadn't inserted the muzzle, not yet. He breathed in slowly, and he tried to think of something he could say.

Back in his cell, he had contemplated this possibility. He had tried to imagine some way to get through to her. She was a person; she was human. No matter how powerful she felt, she was just another individual—that meant she could be influenced. Yes, she had this institution on her side, which made her seem utterly unstoppable, but every individual had vulnerabilities. There would always be weaknesses. If he could find the right angle, the right approach, or the right tactics, then he knew he’d be able to resist and maybe even escape…

As much as he loved that concept, James understood another truth as well. Sometimes, a lone individual couldn't win. He was an American, so he had been raised on the stories of singular individuals who accomplished the impossible. Whether they were superheroes, action stars, or activists, the hero almost always achieved some meaningful victory. Maybe it wasn't perfect, and maybe there were other problems, but it was almost always a happy ending—a victory.

What if that wasn't reality? What if institutions and structural systems mattered more?

If he couldn't get out of this asylum, maybe they would break him.

"Angry," he said.

"Angry? Maybe you’d like me to bring Marcus in here? Maybe he could help you feel a bit better?"

"No!"

"Tell me you're happy," she ordered.

"What?"

"It's a simple instruction, and you like to think of yourself as a businessman, right? Well, this is a negotiation. I want you to tell me you're happy. I want you to smile for me. I want you to make it very clear that you love being here at Crestwood."

"I, I can't…"

"Are you sure about that?" She cocked her head to the side and some of her shining black hair seemed to shimmer under the light. Dr. Chen still loomed over him, confident, beautiful, utterly intelligent and completely ruthless. "Because you know, he has other duties, but I'm sure he would just love to spend some extra time with you."

"No!"

"And what are you going to do for me, James?"

"Please. This can't be part of my treatment," he begged.

"Who's the doctor?"

He understood that if he resisted for much longer, or even just hesitated, she’d call in the orderly. Maybe it wouldn't even just be Marcus. Marcus could show up with several other men, and they would be left alone with James. His legs would be trapped in the stirrups, his asked lifted, his opening revealed, his body vulnerable and just waiting to be penetrated again and again. He remembered how that felt. The humiliation. The desire. The frustration. He understood what the chastity belt could do to him. The restriction. The captivity. Those boundaries infuriated him, yet there was nothing he could do about them either. He understood; how could he possibly remove a metal belt for the cage?

"You," James admitted.

He hated that single word.

"Say it again."

"You," he told her. "You're the doctor."

"Good," she replied. "And what does that mean?"

He bit down, clenching his jaw; instantly, he understood the implications. Despite everything he had endured, he could still put those pieces together. Yes, there were sedatives running through his system, but maybe they had started to clear? He couldn't be certain one way or the other. On the other hand, perhaps her proximity had burned through those drugs in his system. Adrenaline may have been running hot through his veins as he considered this woman and her power over him.

"It means you can do whatever you want," he spat.

For just a second, he closed his eyes and tensed his body again. He thought the doctor would laugh and maybe nod toward her assistants. They could deliver another burst of electricity. They could punish him. They could unleash an electric barrage and the burst of pain.

Instead, she chuckled and replied, "You're right."

"I am?"

"Yes," she replied. "You're right. And that's something you should understand. Maybe, just now, you thought you were being cute or defiant. But in reality, I can do whatever I want. I'm your doctor, and I know what's best for you. Most of the time, I’ll give you the treatment you require. But sometimes, I'm entitled to have some fun."

"You, you're not supposed to admit that," he protested.

"But this is Crestwood Asylum," she said. "And I have the permission of your owner."

His owner…? As hard as he tried, he couldn't contemplate that.

Since he couldn't speak, Dr. Chen continued, "Now, smile for me."

"Why does that matter?"

"Because I want you to be happy with your treatment. I want you to understand that you need to be cheerful and bubbly for her."

"This isn't going to work."

This time, the doctor glanced over at her nurses, and she did give that nearly imperceptible nod. Unfortunately for this boy, the two girls in their demeaning little nurse costumes both nodded and giggled, practically squealing with glee as they pushed the button together. A fresh flurry of agony exploded through his body. The electrodes lit up, erasing the last traces of the sedatives. The drugs couldn't compete with the rush of jagged energy that stabbed into him from every angle, all at once, awakening every pain receptor he possessed.

This was something people forgot all too often: the human body was capable of incredible feats of pain. This wasn't a matter of endurance. On a day-to-day basis, the average person didn't suffer overly much. Perhaps there would be a headache, stomach troubles, a pulled muscle, a scrape or a bruise. And yet, this didn't reflect the true capabilities of the brain to inflict truly horrendous suffering on the mind. And now, James had to endure his doctor's expertise.

After all, this wasn't standard electroshock therapy. No, it was a modified version, one designed to ensure his obedience, his acceptance, and his embrace of a new truth. Excruciating torture could do a lot to change a boy’s mind…As far as she was concerned, it was the only way for him to get "better".

"Are you sure about that?"

In truth, he had no idea what he just told her. His thoughts blanked as he struggled to recall the last few seconds, but he couldn't do it.

"Give him another dose," instructed the doctor.

"No, wait!" As hard as he fought, he couldn't get those words out. The syllables began to form, only his plea quickly morphed into a scream of agony. He arched his back and squirmed against the straps. He thrashed from side to side while the electricity punched into him, but he couldn't escape.

"Poor boy," Dr. Chen said. "I know. This is difficult for you. Let’s make this easy; I want you to smile for me. Smile for me and tell me how much you appreciate all of this."

Eyes wet and vision blurred, he glanced up at her. His bottom lip trembled. At any moment, he could have started weeping. And yet, he somehow held those feelings back. He bottled them up, and he looked at her.

Then he felt himself smile.

It wasn't genuine, of course. If anything, he wanted to run and hide from this beautifully powerful woman. Since that wasn't an option, he had to cooperate. The corners of his mouth rose up, and she nodded. "Tell me this is good for you."

"This, this is good for me," he stuttered out.

"Tell me you want to be cured."

"I want to be cured," he told her. Deep down, he believed he was lying. And yet, it didn't matter. When he spoke, he did so reflexively.

Then again, maybe that was part of the training. Perhaps this was part of the cure. Did it matter if he believed it, so long as he performed and cooperated? And how many times could he do this before he accepted those lies as the truth? He was sick; he was struggling with an illness, and he needed to be cured by the women here. They were the only ones who knew what was really wrong with him. He had to listen to them. He had to obey them. If he did that, maybe he could get better.

Better. What did that word even mean?

"Say it again," ordered Dr. Chen.

"I want to be cured!" In that instant, did he believe it? Had this become his new truth?

"Good," she said. "Now, I'm going to leave you here with the automated system, and you're going to be conditioned again. We're going to do this a lot, James. Then, when I'm satisfied, we can work on your modifications, and you're going to learn to be such an obedient slave. You're going to be an eager little servant. You're going to be such a cute maid."

Perhaps James would have contemplated that last detail, only Dr. Chen nodded back toward her associates. Her simpering nurses giggled and hit the button again, unleashing another sharp storm of energy. Electricity flew through his body, dancing along his flesh and down into every nerve he possessed. Each pain receptor cried out, practically screaming, overwhelming everything else this former rich boy possessed.

If he made any noise, he wasn't aware of it, but then the electricity stopped for a moment, and that's when the nurses appeared above him.

"Have fun, James," Dr. Chen said. "And remember to smile. You want to be here. This is good for you. We're making you better."

"Wait!"

"Yes?" Dr. Chen asked.

"If I do a good job right now, maybe I don't need the shock therapy?"

"Maybe not," she conceded.

Yes! Finally, he had discovered some way to take control over his circumstances. Technically, the idea of cooperating should have horrified him. It was supposed repel him, yet he ached to escape the bite of those electrodes for just a few more seconds, a few more minutes, hours or days. He didn't care what he had to pay for that respite.

"Okay…" James panted out. "Okay. I, I can do this." Sucking in another breath, he expanded his chest against the contours of his straitjacket, and now he peeked up at this woman. He did more than smile; he looked at her and said, "Thank you. Thank you, Dr. Chen. Thank you for helping to cure me. I feel like I'm getting better. I'm getting a lot better." As he spoke, he had to wonder how many patients had played this game before him. They didn't believe anything was different; they didn't actually think they were sick at all, and yet they had to tell their sadistic doctors exactly what those women and men wished to hear in order to earn some chance at escape…

Dr. Chen crossed her arms over her chest. Yes, there was that slight shadow of a smile across her face, but she didn't say anything.

He was doing a good job, he knew. James just had to continue. That's why he called out, "I know. I know, okay? I know I'm sick. I know that I'm sick and I have to work hard to get better, but I can do it if I listen to you. If I obey you, I can get better." He almost wanted to add an inquisitive inflection to those words. Instead, he gasped out one word after another.

"Keep going," Dr. Chen said.

"I'm ill...There's something wrong with me." He uttered those words and glanced up at her and hoped this might be enough. It wasn't. Instead, she expected to see him scrape away the last of his dignity. He had to completely embrace her explanation. Whether she believed it or not didn't actually matter. She expected him to agree with the diagnosis. And if he tried to fight it, then he’d endure the bite of the electrodes all over again. That's why James continued, "Just like you said, I have been a narcissist. I've only been thinking about myself. That's why Natalie had committed here. She brought me here because she’s worried about me, and she wants me to get better."

"And you're grateful to her, aren't you?"

Grateful?

Obviously, the doctor couldn't see it, yet his fingers clenched down into the palms of his hands. Safely ensconced in his straitjacket, his fists remained helpless and useless. Even so, they helped channel some of the frustration. That rage coursed along his limbs, making its way to his knuckles and fingertips, especially since he understood what he had to do next. "Yes. I'm grateful. I'm so grateful to my wife."

"Narcissism isn't the only problem, is it?"

"No, it's not. I, I’m also suffering from delusions of grandeur."

"Are you a businessman?"

Yes!

"No," he admitted to her. "I'm not a businessman."

"Is that because you’re a servant? Are you a servant who forgot his place?"

James didn't even know what that was supposed to mean, but he nodded. "Yes. I, I'm a servant who forgot my place." Again, he chopped off another chunk of his dignity.

"And what about your sexual addiction? Should you have the right to control your manhood?"

"No…" Again, the bitterness of each word and syllable nearly choked him except he didn't see any other choice. Over and over, he gave this woman what she craved.

But it seemed to work. He wasn't getting shocked. As he cooperated, maybe he would be brought back to his cell, and maybe he could try to talk to Mira and Kylie again. If so, perhaps they could come up with a plan? Maybe they could figure out some strategy. If they worked together, they could pool their resources and expertise. He knew the chances weren’t on his side, but he had to do something!

"Why not?" She sounded genuinely curious.

"I, I shouldn't have control because I am addicted to sex. I can't stop thinking about it." This time, he spoke, and he looked up at her, and there were those quick flashes. Instinctively, he tried to suppress them, but he imagined this woman on top of him, riding him, using him. He pictured himself down on his knees with his head between her legs, his tongue eagerly lapping at her pussy. She could do whatever she liked with him. She was a confident and powerful woman, someone who understood her power in the world. He was her patient, and he would serve her.

It was easy, far too easy, to yield like this, to surrender to those thoughts. He wasn't thinking about escape, defiance, or bringing down the Crestwood Asylum.

"You are," she agreed. "So what should happen?"

"I need to be locked in the chastity cage," he confessed. "I need to wear a chastity belt."

"And what about your egotism?"

"I need someone to control me, to tell me what to do. Otherwise, I’m a selfish bastard!"

There. He said it. He said all of it.

"Good," said the physician while she patted him on the head. "I want you to know that you’re making incredible progress, and I'm very proud of you. Pretty soon, I think we can have your wife and her new partner come in to visit you. But right now, it's time for the rest of your treatment."

He should have focused on the first part. Instead, his eyes widened as he stared up at her. "What?"

"You're making progress," Dr. Chen allowed. "But it's not good enough."

"But you said…" As hard as he tried, he couldn't finish.

"I didn't make any promises," Dr. Chen replied with a little chuckle. Then she flashed him this vividly bright smile. It was the kind of enthusiastic grin a woman might give to a silly puppy or immature boy. Yes, he was cute, and she adored his incompetence, but she wouldn’t take him seriously. Besides, she didn't need to listen to him. He was her patient, and he was very ill, so he needed her tender, loving care. For the time being, however, her nurses would take care of him.

"No, wait!"

"Not this time," she said with that same beneficent smile.

The trapped patient watched her walk right through the door and close it behind her. The nurses scurried over to him, their high heels clicking against the linoleum floor. James tried to twist his head from side to side, to fight, but these girls knew what they were doing. They slipped to the face mask over his eyes, making it impossible for him to see. The world became darkness. And then he couldn't hear anything as the headphones covered his ears.

It was time for the next phase of his treatment…

Initially, James honestly believed he’d need to talk to Mira to get out of here. He thought he would have to rely on her expertise; instead, he got lucky.

Just as he had hoped, an opportunity appeared.

James found himself in the dining hall. The nurses had just fed him, and now an orderly came for him. Although James didn't know the man’s name, he was nonetheless intimidated by this tall, lanky employee. The orderly obviously knew what he was doing; he’d probably spanked and punished different patients in the past.

And now, it was time for James to return to his cell. For a moment, the former businessman may have been tempted to strike out or fight back. Yes, he had already endured a lot of treatment, and his thoughts began to fracture. More and more, the memories from his old life had started to seem like delusions. Perhaps Dr. Chen was right? Maybe Professor Verger had told the truth?

Except now, he was being escorted back through the facility. That’s when the orderly stopped. He brought one hand up to his ear, and he pressed on the small radio he wore like a Secret Service agent. "I'm on my way," he said after a few seconds of concentration. That's when he shoved James down onto the floor. "Wait right here, boy," he commanded.

The orderly pushed James hard, so he fell to his knees. Then he watched as the orderly rushed down the hall, swiped his card, and ran through one of the doors. James glanced up, and that's when he saw the grass, the trees off into the distance, a sliver of sky…

His eyes opened wide.

The orderly was gone, and he’d left the door open. Obviously, there was some other emergency at the Crestwood Asylum. Was it Mira? Kylie? Someone else entirely? There were lots of people at this facility, women and men who had been tricked into treatment. Of course, they would try to fight back. New patients probably arrived every day, only to discover that their money had been stolen away from them, and now they would be retrained as property. Worst of all, their humiliation was hidden under the guise of “treatment”. They could become playthings for a woman like Dr. Chen or be sent back to their families…

James didn't know who caused the distraction, and he didn't care either.

In fact, he didn't even think about this. Instead, he jumped up onto his feet, he started running, kicking his feet down against the carpet as he sprinted for that quickly closing door. Moment by moment, he expected it to slam shut; he figured he would hear the sound of the lock re-engaging. After that, he wouldn't be able to get through.

Worse, maybe a camera would pick up on his behavior, the orderlies would find out, and they would tell the doctor who would inevitably have him punished.

Refusing to consider those possibilities or worry about the consequences, James kept running harder and faster. Getting his body to move quickly proved to be a lot harder than he expected, especially since he still wore his straightjacket. His heart slammed up against the bars of its cage, and he quickly lost his breath. Even so, he kept running as best he could.

The door was about to close; the lock would engage.

He threw his shoulder up against it, and the door swung back out again.

Then James just stood there, braced against the threshold.

He saw the grass, the fences off in the distance, the trees, and the sky overhead. How long had it been since he went outside? Ultimately, he couldn't remember the exact details. To him, it felt like some kind of impossible riddle.

Then he turned his head to the left, then the right. He searched diligently for orderlies, nurses, the doctor, or maybe even the professor. But now, the orderly had disappeared. He had presumably headed off toward another wing of the asylum.

This might've been his only opportunity, so James ran hard again. He couldn't use his arms, not while he wore the straitjacket, but he didn't care about that.

He sprinted across the grass, slamming his feet down against the soft earth. After just a few strides, he threw his head back, and he laughed. He couldn't believe it. He inhaled the fresh, cool air. Exhaustion pulsed through his body, but he kept running. He made it to the fences; he saw the gate. He feared it might have a lock. It didn't! It was just a simple latch that needed to be lifted.

James kneeled down in front of it, and he lifted the loose latch by using the tip of his nose. He felt ridiculous, but there was this momentary sense of triumph. Excitement ran hot through his body even as he darted past the fence and continued to run out into the trees and toward the main road.

At some point, he stopped running. He started walking instead, all while the fear continued to percolate and buzz along his flesh. Every few minutes, James glanced over his shoulders, wondering whether or not he’d hear the sounds of snapping dogs. The orderlies would come for him eventually, right? Worse, they would probably have cars, SUVs, or ATVs. Maybe Dr. Chen and her colleagues would even have a helicopter at their disposal?

It didn't matter, he reminded himself. One way or another, James had to keep going.

Then the impossible happened. Even though he had to walking for hour after hour until the sun set, and fresh waves of exhaustion pulsed through his frame, he finally made it to one of the main roads. This wasn't just the ancillary strip of pavement that existed to feed Crestwood Asylum. No, there were four lanes here, and he stepped out onto the asphalt. A car pulled up, and James shouted. His voice felt horse, but he still cried out, "Help! You have to help me!"

It was a police officer!

A man in uniform pulled over, got out, and stared at James for a few minutes as though he didn't understand. Then there was this twist in his gut as James started to babble, "I know this is going to sound insane, but you can't take me back. Okay? You can't take me back there. That place is illegal. It's completely illegal. Please, just get me a lawyer? Okay? That's all I need. Please?"

The officer was older; dark gray stubble lined his cheeks. He studied James for several very long seconds and said, "Don't worry. We're going to get you some help."

"But you're not going to take me back, right?" James needed to ask because it was all to easy to imagine that Professor Verger and Dr. Chen had bribed the local cops.

"No," he agreed. "I'm not going to take you back."

In fact, he helped James into the car. Better yet, he pulled out a knife, and he cut away the straps, freeing James from the straitjacket. Suddenly, he flexed his fingers, lifted his arms into the air, and stretched. It felt incredible. Although James still felt ridiculous while wearing nothing but his chastity belt, the officer helped there as well. He had a pair of sweats in the back seat for situations like this. James pulled them on, and he didn't care when they had last been washed.

In the backseat now, James actually started to feel like a person again. He looked out. Pretty soon, the officer drove James back into the city. "It's going to be late, but I think you're going to have to speak with the judge."

"Yes, please," James replied eagerly. "That sounds perfect. Will he still be in the office?"

"Actually, yeah, I think she will. She usually stays late to catch up on paperwork. We can get all of this sorted out."

We can get all of this sorted out.

James was now in the system. He didn't mind when they took his fingerprints, and he eagerly gave his statement to the officer. After that, he was taken to the police station and to the attached courthouse. To James, it looked like just a small annex, but that was fine with him.

A place like Crestwood Asylum could exist, he understood, so long as it remained unobtrusive. Conspiracies only worked when no one was paying attention. Once people started to escape, the truth could finally come out…

All of this was happening so fast, but James didn't care. The officer knocked on a big, wooden door, and a woman's voice called out, "Come in."

James walked in along with the officer, and then he waited until she told him to take a seat. He obeyed right away. Now that he was here, and he saw this woman, he didn't quite know what to do. In fact, he dropped his hands down onto his lap, and he began to bunch the soft fabric between his fingertips and palms.

"Hello, young man," said the judge.

"Hello, ma'am," he said. "When am I supposed referred to as your honor?" Before his time at Crestwood, James had easily negotiated the different realms of power and authority. It had always seemed so simple, except now he nibbled on the inside of his mouth and glanced back over at the officer.

"Don't worry about any honorifics," said the judge. "It's late, and I want to get you taken care of. I heard the initial report, but I would like to learn from you what is going on."

James drew in a breath, and he almost wished that Mira could have been there instead; the journalist would have been better at this. And yet, the last time he heard her speak, Mira had been busy moaning and begging for cock deep between her legs.

"First off, I want you to know that I appreciate just how ridiculous or insane this might sound. I'm not someone who subscribes to conspiracy theories. I don't believe that there is some grand intelligence or great design that’s trying to control people. This is a simple, criminal enterprise. Or at least, I think that's how you might feel about it. For me, it nearly wrecked my entire world."

"Go on," said the judge. He glanced down and saw the nameplate sitting there in front of her: Judge Renata Croft.

"I was recently abducted. My wife had me committed to an insane asylum, only this place was completely illegal. I wasn't evaluated by any kind of psychologist." Technically, he knew that was a lie. Even so, he didn't care, not as he considered what Professor Verger had after decided about him. "More importantly, they locked me in a chastity belt, they gave me over to the orderlies to use for their pleasure, and they tried to brainwash me."

"Brainwash you? How?"

"Electroshock therapy," he said. He hardened his lips as he recalled the bite of those electrodes and how it always felt each time the agony swept through his skin. "It was pretty simple. If I said what they wanted to hear, I could delay it for a little while. If I tried to resist, then I was punished."

"How inhumane," she said.

"It was brutal," he agreed.

"No, that's not what I meant," Judge Croft said to him. "It's inhumane that you ran off. Don't you know how to take care of yourself, James?"

"What?"

The door opened again. Instinctively, he turned around, his hand braced on the back of his chair. That's when he saw Marcus, another orderly, two nurses, and Dr. Chen. "Renata, thank you so much for finding our wayward patient. I'm sorry about this, but he ran off during a training session."

"What? No. They can't be here. They held me illegally! They kidnapped me!"

Surprisingly, neither the doctor, the orderly, or the nurses jumped forward to trap him.

Renata touched her fingertips together, and she looked at him. "James, I want you to know that I did review your case before coming in here. Apparently, your wife has already declared you mentally incompetent. More importantly, she has seized control of your assets. She’s in charge of your business, and she will make every relevant medical decision for you. I understand how this can be difficult for you to hear, but if you concentrate on getting better, I'm sure you'll succeed. You'll be a good, obedient maid in no time at all."

A good, obedient maid...

Those words cut through every other thought. He jumped up onto his feet, only to feel Marcus’s powerful hands on his shoulders. In the next moment, he was shoved down onto his knees, stripped, and they all worked together. They slid the rich boy into a fresh straitjacket once he was naked. Then someone injected him, and he passed out.

When he woke up, he was back on another table, strapped down and helpless. He blinked quickly as the last of the sedatives faded from his bloodstream. His failed escape attempt instantly seemed like some kind of bad dream. Right as he swallowed and started to turn his head, he could feel the electrodes attached to the different parts of his body. Yes, it was time for another treatment…

Sometimes, he contemplated a different question. As the days went by, he endured one electroshock therapy session after another. He wore the blindfold, the headphones, the straitjacket and chastity belt. Strapped down in this asylum, he could squirm helplessly from side to side as he waited for Dr. Chen, the orderlies, Professor Verger, or the nurses. But this time, another individual walked into the room and looked down at him.

Natalie.

Over and over again, he contemplated his wife. Yes, he had known she was mad at him, but something else must have happened. How could her anger have metastasized into something like this? She had committed to an asylum! She wanted him to be utterly humiliated and broken!

Well, it wasn't going to work.

In his most angry and defiant moments, James managed to imagine revenge. He contemplated what it would be like to see his beautiful wife bound in a straitjacket.

At least, that was what happened in the beginning.

More and more, he could feel himself yield. He stopped thinking about revenge. Ideas of escape faded away. It didn't help that he was taken back to his cell, and he had to listen to both Kylie and Mira moan.

When he first heard Mira's voice, she had sounded so competent, so capable. Even though she was being trained and treated, she still seemed defiant as she explained everything to him. She seemed like the kind of feisty journalist who’d be able to bring down mob families, powerful corporations, or seemingly untouchable politicians.

But now she always begged and panted for more. "Please, make me come! Please, sir! I just want to come! I don't care about anything else!" Perhaps she was wearing her own pair of headphones. Maybe she was answering some question. Maybe they required her to sacrifice her dignity as well as all of her journalistic ideals.

Day by day, James lost more and more as well.

They brought him into the room, strapped down, applied the electrodes, and he begged on a daily basis. He pleaded. He whimpered and whined, desperate to escape the punishment.

And yet, as Dr. Chen reminded him, none of this qualified as a "punishment". On the contrary, they were trying to cure him. He was sick. He suffered from egotism, delusions of grandeur, and a sexual addiction. Those diagnoses sound like a chorus inside of his head. For so long, he had been allowed to bluster his way through life as he faked his way to every success. But now, he was getting trained. He was getting cured.

James tried to see through repetition; he tried to remember his wife, only he couldn't do it.

Did he have a wife?

That question had started to occur to him more and more. He could remember that beautiful woman, of course. He recalled sitting in the back of the car as John drove forward, only he also understood the truth. He was a servant. Right?

No. He was supposed be a businessman?

Was he involved in business?

As hard as he tried, James couldn't recall any of the major deals at this point. The concepts were there, but they seem to be buried or suppressed. He tried to go digging from time to time, only to field the electric bite all over again. Each time he got shocked, it became easier and easier to yield. He was a servant. He belonged to his Mistress. Natalie owned him. He was her servant, and that's why he needed to wear a chastity belt. In fact, he needed to wear more than that…

James couldn't pinpoint the exact moment when Dr. Chen started to tell him about his new life. She mentioned that he was a maid. As a maid, he had to wear a uniform. He would wear a tight little white and black outfit. There’d be the apron, the frilly petticoats, the ribbons and bows. He could bend over, and anyone nearby would see the kinds of panties he wore.

At one point, while strapped down, he looked up at Dr. Chen, and he tried to mount some kind of defense. "I'm a man. I can't wear a maid uniform!" In that instant, he had seemed so brazen and bold. There was almost something triumphant in his voice.

Granted, it didn't last; it couldn't. Dr. Chen had leaned down, and she ran her fingers along his cheek, to his neck, and then she rested her palm on his chest with her fingers spread out. "James, we're going to take you into surgery soon. Are you ready for that?"

Surgery?

She had mentioned that this possibility. At several points, but he hadn't believed her.

"Don't worry," she said. "You'll know when it's coming. First, we're going to fix your genitals. After that, we're going to work on your appearance. I'm going to have so much fun. I see potential in you, James. You’re going to be so pretty when I'm done with you." She sounded like an artist who couldn't wait to get started. She had her canvas, and now her instincts cried out for her to begin.

"What, what do you want to do to me?"

"You know that if I let you out of your chastity cage right now, you would be able to get hard and have an orgasm?"

He stared at her. Yeah, that sounded right. It made sense. The chastity cage prevented his orgasms.

"Your owner has decided that she wants you to have a different kind of climax. She doesn't want you to be able to get hard or ejaculate,” said the doctor with medical precision. “She wants something different for you. She wants something better."

"What, what are you saying?"

"Don't worry about it. You’re a servant. You will do as your owner says, and she can make whatever decision she wants. You don't have to worry your pretty little head about how any of this works." She patted him on the head. At that point, she nodded toward her nurses.

It was time for him to get another treatment.

Despite the sessions, he still wondered what would happen to him next. Day by day, he contemplated his future. He tried to figure out the exact details.

Then the nurses brought him into another room. He was still in his straitjacket, and a strapped down and pushed his legs into the stirrups. By now, he knew better than to fight. In fact, he expected to see Marcus and his orderlies appear. Only then he looked up, and he saw that the lights were different. In fact, the entire room seemed different. The nurses went to work, wiping him down. Then they surprised him. As they cleaned him, they unlocked his chastity belt and removed it. They pulled off his cage!

James didn't know how he was supposed to respond, but his instincts roared to life, and his shaft stiffened immediately. He blinked rapidly, surprised by how good that could feel. Obviously, he couldn't stimulate himself. His hands remained trapped by his chest, but he still yearned for the opportunity to reach down and slide his fingers along his scrotum, up to the base of the shaft, along his length, and back down again. He remembered what it felt like to masturbate and pleasure himself alone in the dark. Then he thought of Natalie, and he tried to remember what it was like when she had touched him. She had been an amazing lover, he knew. And yet, he had always been focused on work and going into the office, on strategies and chasing those numbers across his screens.

The nurses continued to wipe him down. They used an antiseptic gel along his cock and down to the base of his shaft. They wiped him off, and then they shaved his pubic hair. They made sure he was nice and smooth. They didn't stop there, however. They also shaved his legs and his buttocks. They made sure he was soft all over.

"Don't worry," one of them chirped. "We’ll take care of the rest of your body. Apparently, your owner made her special request."

What kind of request?

He didn't ask, of course. By now, he had been thoroughly cowed. After so many different treatments (he couldn't even remember how many), he knew better than to argue. It never went well for him. At best, Dr. Chen might ask him a question, and he would obey, giving her the answer she expected. This was how it was supposed to work. She was the doctor and the surgeon; he was just a patient. And yes, he was a narcissist and egotist and addicted to sex, but he could get better, so long as he obeyed her. He always had to listen, and he had to provide the right answers. That was how it worked.

Besides, he couldn’t trust his own senses.

He thought he saw Natalie, especially when he was getting shocked. She flitted along his senses, reminding him over and over of how he couldn’t rely on his senses.

In truth, James couldn't tell how much of his diagnosis was really true, but it didn't matter. His notion of reality had shifted, becoming malleable. When he saw that dark-haired woman, he understood how his own vision of life didn't matter. She was in charge.

And now, Dr. Chen came into the room. That didn't surprise him.

Marcus followed a moment later. He had his arms at his sides, and he seemed relaxed, but there was this knowing smirk on his face. James cringed; he couldn't help it. Was he going to get fucked again? He instantly remembered the first time he got taken by that big, powerful man. Would happen again?

James almost yearned for it. He craved an orgasm; he hungered for release. Even now, his mouth watered as he contemplated the different possibilities.

"Muzzle him," Dr. Chen said.

"Am I going to get shocked?"

"Not right now," Dr. Chen said.

Then why did she want him muzzled? They only gagged him when he would try to scream.

"Then what, what is going to happen?" James had to ask.

Dr. Chen considered him. He stared up into her eyes and worked to match her gaze. In spite of his best efforts, he found himself staring down at the collar of her shirt, her blouse, her lab coat. He studied the top of her pants, and he didn't know what to do or say as she studied him. Yes, he felt like an insect. He was small and insignificant, one more project for this woman to play with. All of his previous efforts and ambitions had been rendered irrelevant because she could do whatever she liked.

"It's time for your procedure," she said.

James opened his mouth to say something, and that's when they slid the bit between his teeth. The nurses nudged it down and strapped the muzzle in place, ensuring he couldn't speak. They even attached a separate guard, so the bottom half of his face was completely covered. Yes, the panic shined across his eyes, and everyone in the operating theater could read his expression, but there was still something so lovely about seeing this boy bound and helpless.

Not only that, he realized the muzzle would make it impossible for him to breathe through his mouth. This way, they could sedate him even more easily.

"Would you like me to get started, Dr. Chen?" Marcus asked, sounding surprisingly respectful. Although he was the head of the orderlies, he still had to defer to her authority. She issued the commands, and this big man obeyed.

"Not quite yet," Dr. Chen said.

That's when the nurses raced over to the door, they stepped outside, and James panted, wondering exactly what they had in mind for him. For a second, he shut his eyes, and he contemplated his one chance of escape. He remembered the feel of the grass, and now he tried to formulate some other strategy. What other tactic could he use to get away from this asylum? It would be even harder now that he understood the entire legal system was against him…

In that moment, James couldn't even talk!

Then the door opened again, and he heard footsteps. James turned his head, and strained his neck as much as he could. He saw her.

Natalie!

Was it really her?

He blinked. Yes. That was her. That was his wife!

It was ridiculous, but relief flooded through his body. When he saw her again, art of him needed to believe it had all been some kind of bizarre mistake. She never really meant to have him committed to this facility; she never wanted to strip him of his assets. She still loved him; she still respected him. In fact, she was there to rescue him!

Then his eyes locked on hers. He still twisted around on the table, and he braced his weight against the back of his skull. His eyes locked on to hers, and that's when she smiled.

Even so, James tried to shout out her name. He tried to call out something like, "Natalie! Thank God you're here. You have no idea what they’ve tried to do to me. Please, help me up! Get me out of here!"

Natalie could read the fear and relief playing across his features. In fact, she watched him, raised an eyebrow, tittered, and stepped forward. She kept her eyes aimed at his as she came closer and closer. Then she leaned down, and she said, "You look amazing." After that, she kissed at the tip of his nose. "We wanted to be here to see your last orgasm."

We?

His last orgasm?

Questions rippled behind his eyes as someone else walked into the room.

Mike!

Again, the reaction didn't make any sense, but James once again endured another flutter of relief deep in his stomach. Even if he couldn't comprehend what Natalie had in mind, Mike would help him. Right? They were friends and partners…

Only then, his former business partner reached down, grabbed Natalie, pulled her close, and kissed her hard. It was a wild, desperate, bestial, frantic, and hungry kiss. Her lips pressed against one another. Dr. Chen smirked, Marcus chuckled, and James just stared.

He knew he had to look away. He wasn't supposed to see something like this.

But now, Mike let go of Natalie, and he turned to the patient. "I want you to know this is going to be good for you. I think you're going to be a lot happier as my servant. Don't worry. I will let you suck my cock, and maybe I will even put you to better use when Natalie is tired or has a headache." He smirked. "Then again, that hasn't happened since we started hooking up. Has it, darling?"

James tried to shout; he tried to scream.

"Oh, be quiet," Natalie said with a quick wave of her hand. "There's nothing wrong with me wanting to be with someone better. Didn’t you always talk about ambition and how everyone has the right to get what's theirs? Well, I got mine." She grinned and Mike grabbed her ass, squeezing it in a wanton display of lust and power.

Strapped down and helpless, James still didn't understand.

The surgeon stepped forward, "Would you like me to tell him what's going to happen?"

"Absolutely," Mike decided.

Dr. Chen smirked; clearly, that was the answer she had been hoping to hear. Now she stepped forward, leaned down, and looked right at James. "Boy, your new Master here has decided he wants you transformed into his feminized maid. Part of that means taking away your ability to orgasm with anything other than anal stimulation. That's why I'm going to make a couple of incisions and modifications. Don't worry. It will be quick. But first, your Mistress and Master wanted to come see your final ‘normal’ orgasm. Are you ready?"

James thrashed! He kicked! He fought like a wild animal, bucking and throwing himself from side to side. Unfortunately, none of it was enough; none of it could give him the leverage or strength he needed. As far as the others were concerned, he was just throwing a tantrum.

Worst of all, it felt wrong to resist. Yes, he pumped as much adrenaline and energy as he could into his arms and legs. Despite his apparently frantic struggles, there was this little voice at the back of his mind telling him he wouldn't succeed, so he needed to yield. Perhaps he had been shocked by seeing Natalie and Mike, but now he needed to listen to his training and surrender. This wasn’t his wife; this wasn’t his business partner. They were more now.

His Mistress. His Master.

James didn’t know where those thoughts came from, but they felt right.

Whether he liked it or not, he was getting programmed.

Marcus stepped forward, right between the patient's legs. He took out his cock. Natalie saw it and giggled. The orderly lubed up his shaft, grabbed the boy, and shoved forward, penetrating James all over again. By now, they had removed his chastity cage; they had taken off the belt. That's why was so easy for Marcus to reach down and to manipulate this boy. Even if James wasn't as big as Marcus, he still experienced the humiliation of being put on display. The big man squeezed, gliding his hand up and down, manipulating and massaging James as he forced of the patient to come closer and closer to an orgasm.

After this, they’d put him through surgery.

James understood that simple concept better than anything else. Blistering rage fought through his body, yet it was still somehow dampened and muted.

He thought of those two: Mike and Natalie. His Master. His Mistress. They owned him. He belonged to them. He would serve them. He would get down on his knees and worship Mike whenever his former business partner wished.

Before this, James had often compared himself to his compatriot. It was inevitable; even if he never voiced these thoughts aloud, he often wondered who was bigger, stronger, more powerful and capable in the business world.

Ultimately, it didn't matter because James couldn't make his own decisions. He had been a narcissist, an egomaniac, and a sexual addict. He needed to be owned. He needed to be feminized and turned into an obedient plaything for these two. They could own him and tell him what to do. If Natalie ordered him back to the kitchen, then he would dip his head down and eagerly obey.

As he was roughly penetrated all over again, James still struggled. He tried to fight to resist the orgasm, but Marcus knew exactly what he was doing.

Within just a few minutes, James spurted. That was his last orgasm! He could feel the desires dart through his body as the orderly drained his shaft. Then it was over, and the nurses slipped a mask over his nose, so he inhaled as the aerosolized sedatives.

It was time for him to fall asleep.

"Wake up. Wake up, James," came the voice.

"What, what happened? How long have I been out?"

"Several weeks."

Weeks?

The voice was familiar, he knew. He tried to find the right answer, and then the correct words materialized between his ears: Dr. Chen.

"What, what happened?" James asked again.

"The surgery was a great success. Are you ready to see yourself?"

As James began to move, he realized something. He wasn't strapped down, nor was he wearing a straitjacket. Instead, he blinked, and he looked down to see the blankets. Two of the nurses were right there to his left and right. They pulled him up onto his feet and pushed to forward. He saw the mirror, and his hair had been grown out. "I want you to know that we’ve been working on some of the cosmetic alterations as well. First, we added some piercings. They're very, very cute on you. You're still healing, so it’ll be quite painful." Dr. Chen didn't sound upset about that at all.

He found himself getting pushed forward. At first, his gaze drifted toward the ceiling. But now, he looked straight ahead, and he saw his own reflection.

Or least, it was supposed to be his reflection.

Who was that?

He saw the big breasts, the pierced penis, the pierced ears, and the tattoo right above his genitals: SLUT SLAVE. At the same time, his hair was much longer, and all of his body hair had been shaved. No, his body was smooth. It felt like those strands along his arms and legs would never grow back…

Dr. Chen seemed to realize what he was thinking about as his fingers slid along his thigh. "That wasn't a question of shaving or any kind of traditional hair removal. It's never going to grow back."

"This isn't possible," he muttered.

"Do you want to see my favorite part?"

She came up behind him, and that's when he noticed the small rings now embedded in his nipples. First, she tugged on them.

Agony! It burned across his nipples. He had never known any part of his body could be so sensitive. It only lasted for a second, but now she reached down, and she grabbed his cock. Was it smaller than he remembered?

She rubbed him, squeezing him. He waited for the rush of tension, the stiffness…It didn't come. Instead, she toyed with him, gently stroking, squeezing, and caressing him, but…nothing. His body didn't respond even as the urges flared behind his eyes.

"Are you ready to get dressed? I think it's time for us to take you home to your new Master and Mistress."

His Master. His Mistress.

The nurses quickly came in, got him dressed, did his hair, and applied his makeup. It was all feminine and tight. Despite some niggling curiosity, he didn’t all himself to consider the bows, ruffles, or snug fabric. When they finished, he looked back at his reflection one more time, and he waited for the revulsion, the hatred and anger. All of these negative emotions should have exploded through his body like jagged bolts of lightning.

Instead, one thought occurred to him first, I hope I can please them.

Them?

For a moment, the idea surprised him, and he didn't understand, only then the names fluttered around at the edges of his thoughts. He didn't think of them directly. Instead, his mind went to the other set of designations.

His Mistress. His Master.

With the nurses standing right there, James tried to concentrate on the names of those individuals responsible for doing this to him.

Natalie.

Yes, her name clicked into place, but it took way, way too long! He started to panic. For a moment, he just waited and wondered if he would be able to contemplate any kind of resistance or rebellion.

No, of course not. He was a servant, a maid, and a slave. He was their maid, and pleasing them mattered more than anything else. He would be a good and obedient piece of property for them. There was a reason why he had been modified, pierced, and trained. He had to serve them. He had to do whatever they expected.

Those underlying realities seemed to grip him more powerfully than anything else. His throat clenched, and now James gazed back at his reflection. Even at that moment, he could feel the pain pulsating from the tip of his cock and his nipples. Every sensation seemed to remind him of his new status.

He shifted, and he could feel the tights, the panties, petticoats, the dress and corset.

"Come along," they said.

From there, they held him by his arms and escorted him forward. As the two nurses walked him toward his new life, James couldn't help but glanced back at these pretty girls and wonder if they had once been men as well. If so, who had they been? What crimes had they committed? They haven't done anything wrong. They were probably just spoiled rich boys. Maybe they pissed off the wrong competitor, or maybe a girlfriend decided she wanted real power. That's why they ended up here. And now they belong to Dr. Chen...just like I belong to my Master and my Mistress.

As he was escorted through Crestwood Asylum, James kept glancing around. He saw a couple of the other patients, not that they recognized him. In some ways, he was just like Kylie, although James had been allowed to keep his name.

Why?

Then the answer hit him: they wanted to embarrass him. They wanted him to soak in shame. They wanted him to recognize the underlying reality of what he had become. Stripping away his name would have meant giving him a new identity and allowing James to forget about his past. They didn't want that for him, he guessed. They meant for him to remember. It was the same reason why they had given him breasts but not cut away more of his old identity…

Somehow, James wasn't surprised when they brought him out to a town car. And there was his driver...the man who'd been his former butler.

Please, please don't recognize me, James thought to himself, desperately pleading with the universe even as he peeked back up at this man.

John was dressed in his normal jacket, tie, and white collared shirt. At the same time, he carried himself with the same competence as always. No, he wasn't a rich man, and he didn't have a tremendous amount of power either. Even so, he had a job and a position in life, and he would work hard to do his best even if his so-called superiors didn't recognize his efforts.

But at that moment, James was no longer John's superior...he wasn't even close.

John walked over to the maid and slid his eyes up and down along James in his new outfit. "This looks like quite an improvement," he said, smirking. Then he opened the trunk, and he reached out, casually putting his hand on the neck of his former employer. He pushed down, shoving James into the trunk.

Right as James rolled onto his back, he watched as the nurses giggled and the butler slammed the trunk shut.

The transformed captive remained still for a little while as the vehicle rumbled beneath him. They were driving now, so he experienced all of those little bumps and vibrations even if he couldn't see anything. On his back, alone in the dark, James tried to envision some escape scenario. But if he did that, he knew he would disappoint his Master and his Mistress. Somehow, that thought launched a jolt of fear running through his gut. It wasn't just the logical and strategic implications. If he had attempted to escape, there would be consequences. He would be punished.

What if they sent him back to the Crestwood Asylum? Another shiver darted down his back as he imagined that possibility. There were other changes they could make to him. He reached down between his legs. He had to fumble around with his tights, his petticoats, his panties, and the hem of his skirt, but he could still feel his boy part right there.

Yes, James had been modified, yet it could always get worse.

For about half a second, he tried to think of what his old incarnation would have done. And yet, the businessman version of James was gone. He had been cured…

What about his compatriots from the asylum? What about Mira? What about Kylie?

Kylie had never given any indication of resistance or rebellion. Maybe there had been some hesitation in her voice from time to time, but that was it. Mira had wanted to fight, but he already knew what would happen to her; she would succumb. Just as he had done, she would become an eager sex slave.

In his old form, James would have laughed at that idea. He could have, at the very least, summoned a cynical snort.

Was that better? Seriously, was it better to get modified and to have one's worldview shrunk down. As a journalist, she probably had to contend with job insecurity, not to mention the frustrations of existing in a world where most people didn’t not want to pay for actual journalism. Yeah, most readers and viewers said they wanted the truth, but of course it had to be their truth. They weren't interested in facts about the everchanging state of the world; rather, they craved confirmation and the reassurance that what they had already believed was right.

Mira no longer had to work with those dynamics. Instead, she could get down on her knees and concentrate on the pleasure of her owner or whoever he decided to share her with. She could suck cock, spread her legs, get down on all fours, beg and plead and ultimately be of use. She no longer needed to worry about the most difficult and cumbersome parts of life. She could focus completely and perfectly.

Would the same thing happen to James?

He tried to think of his old life again. He struggled to remember his favorite business paradoxes, challenges, and controversies. What had been the worst investment decision of all time? What about the worst merger?

Yes, he could formulate those ideas...barely, only then they seemed to slide off of him.

He didn't care. More importantly, the ideas seemed so heavy and cumbersome.

Instead, James started to think about what it would be like to cook and clean for his new Master and Mistress.

Just as that idea began to germinate, the car came to a stop.

A few seconds later, the trunk opened. James blinked, his eyes unused to the sudden shine.

With one swift and determined movement, John reached down and grabbed James by the front of his dress. He pulled the modified maid from the trunk and shoved him up against a brick wall.

Where were they? It was some kind of alley; James spotted the empty street off to one side, the dim light overhead, and the dumpster fifty or sixty feet away.

"What's going on?" James squeaked out. At the same time, there was this hint of hope somewhere deep within his chest. He wondered what would happen if he looked back at John and called up the best of his authority. What if he reminded this man that he had employed the butler for years? What if he reminded John of his inherent inferiority as an employee?

But then, John had shoved him up against the wall, and now he held in place with one hand on the base of his throat. James couldn't break free. Instead, he found himself under the butler's intimidating gaze.

"You know what you are now? You're a slut. You're a dumb slut, and you're going to get used. You're going to be a piece of property. You’re another piece of furniture. But guess what? Since I had to deal with you for so long, I get to use you first."

"What, what are you talking about?" James tried to squeak out.

It didn't matter what he just asked because John wasn't going to answer. Instead, he shoved the maid down onto his knees. James found himself looking up in the dim light while his former driver towered over him, and now that powerful man unzipped his pants. Once, James had been a superior. But now, he was smaller and weaker. He didn't have money on his side. Instead, he wore the humiliating, simpering uniform of a maid. Every detail was feminine and designed to show off his total subjugation.

John pulled out his cock, he grabbed James by his long, dyed hair, and pushed his shaft forward.

Right away, revulsion shot through James, but he had no choice. He wrapped his pretty lips around that cock. He started to lick, to suck. Fresh humiliation burned through his body; it swam down into his center as his former employee used him. James became a toy. He was nothing but a hole. At the same time, John held onto his hair, pumping this pretty face back and forth again and again.

That was just the start. After several long minutes of sucking his cock, James was pushed down onto his hands and knees. His skirt and his tights and his panties were pulled away, and suddenly that slick cock pumped into him.

James opened his eyes wide. He knew he was getting used. He knew he was getting taken. Worse, John held onto his dress, making sure the maid couldn't try to get away or escape.

He cried out; he tried to shout, but those panted gasps didn't change anything, especially as James endured one blast of pleasure after another. He tried to hate this with every fiber of his being. He tried and failed completely.

Pretty soon, he got shoved back into the trunk.

As they drove again, James had to wonder if he was going to be punished. When he left the asylum, his dress was perfect. But now it may have gotten wrinkled. What about his face? What about his makeup?

At the same time, he contemplated how he had been taken and used.

Finally, the car rolled to a stop again. By this point, he didn't know how long they’d been driving. Hours? Definitely.

John opened up the trunk, and James blinked as quickly as he could again. They were in the garage.

James had stopped here on many different occasions. He had found John working on the different sedans and sportscars he owned, making sure the oil was changed, the engines tuned up. James owned multiple vehicles, of course. He didn't really care about them; he wasn't any kind of fanatic, but he understood what those vehicles represented. When he bought something expensive, he could show it off. In doing so, he built up his own gravitas.

"Is that really him?" came a woman's voice.

"It is," John said, sounding just as gruff as always.

James quickly spun around, he found himself facing Jennifer: his housekeeper.

She studied him, and her eyes narrowed slightly. Not only that, she strode forward, her high heels clicking on the concrete floor of the garage. He had never really paid much attention to her. Yes, she was subservient and had always been very dedicated to her employer, batting her eyes and maybe swishing her hips from side to side whenever she walked away, but James had been too busy to notice. His various transactions and goals always superseded someone as simple as his housekeeper.

Only now she cocked her head to the side as she narrowed her eyes. She reached out, and she casually brushed her fingers through his hair before she grabbed onto his scalp. "Yeah, I think I'm going to enjoy this."

"What? What are you going to do?"

"She's going to have fun with you," John said. "Remember, you’re at the bottom now. You are the lowest ranking person here. Everyone here can tell you want to do…"

Those words seemed obviously true. Even so, they sent another shudder of frustration bouncing through his chest. It only got worse because Jennifer held onto his hair and dragged him out of the garage, through the yard, and up into the house. James barely caught a glimpse of his former residence; it was huge, of course. It was basically a mansion built in one of the most exclusive neighborhoods in his city.

Jennifer escorted him forward, still tugging on his hair. She dragged him casually through the living room and down the stairs into the converted basement. This was where his staff lived; within a few more seconds, they were in her room, only she pushed him down onto his knees. His legs buckled, and he fell before her.

Jennifer had been wearing a green dress, only now she lifted her skirt and kicked off her shoes. Next, she peeled away her panties. Then she sat on the edge of her bed, and she spread her legs. "Do you know what you're going to do now?"

James gulped; yes, the obvious implications were right there, especially when he looked up at her pussy. He saw the dark tuft of her pubic hair. "Lick me," she ordered.

"I can't," he said, surprised by the defiance.

"Oh? You want me to tell Natalie about how you’re rebelling already? You want to get sent back to the asylum?"

She knew!

How could a woman like Jennifer possibly know? Then the obvious answer jumped into his head: either Mike or Natalie had told her. Maybe John informed her? Then, with a sickening twist in his gut, James realized it didn't matter one way or the other. He shifted slightly down on his knees, and he could feel the piercings in his nipples. He squirmed before her, shifting uneasily.

"Please, don't make me do this," he said, begging.

"Why not? Is it because you think you're better than me?"

Yes. That was it. Even so, James was smart enough not to give that response. Instead, he tried to answer, but he glanced up at her again, and he could feel the truth. She now outranked him. Yes, she was just a housekeeper, but he was even less than that. He was a slave, a doll, property…

A woman like Jennifer still enjoyed certain rights.

He did not.

He had no money, no property, no freedom or independence. Jennifer could quit. He couldn't. If he tried, he would be punished.

All of these thoughts ran through his head. Worst of all, he remembered getting used in that darkened alley, and now he understood that he would be taken again. Maybe she wouldn't penetrate him, but this would be just as degrading and even more humiliating.

She grabbed him by the back of his head and pulled him forward. Suddenly, his mouth was right there, poised in front of her pussy. "Lick," she ordered. That demand was probably unnecessary. He could have figured it out for himself. He was already shivering as shame buzzed along his veins and heated up his skin.

But now he didn't have any choice. He heard the command, and he knew he had to obey. Closing his eyes, he leaned forward just a tiny bit; he opened his mouth, and he stuck out his tongue. He tasted her excitement; he pushed his appendage up against her opening, and now he began to lick. He dragged his tongue up and down along her orifice. At the same time, he had to contend with the reality of what he was doing. This was service; this was obedience. This was worship.

But she was supposed to be his housekeeper! She was supposed to be his inferior!

Jennifer, just like John, now outranked him. She was his superior.

They may not have been his Master or his Mistress, but they could take him whenever they wished. They could drag him back to a small, isolated corner or room like this and do whatever they like. They could command him, and he would obey. He would get down onto his hands and knees, or he would slide his head between their legs… Worst of all, he could still feel those reverberating pulses of desire. His cock had been modified, of course. He couldn't enjoy a regular orgasm. And yet, he understood what it was like to get taken from behind.

His tongue slid up and down, dancing and playing along her pussy. From some corner of his old self, James tried to coax out one more jolt of defiance or resistance. And yet, he couldn't do it, not while he stayed there in his adorable little outfit. He licked, gliding his tongue up and down. He worshiped this woman, giving Jennifer the pleasure she craved.

"You know, I used to have a huge crush on you. I still think it's going to be a lot of fun messing with you, but it's not quite the same. Oh well." She shrugged and burst out laughing even as his tongue continued to move along the walls of her pussy. Then she grabbed him by the back of his head again. She forced him in deeper, and he kept licking. His tongue got tired, but that didn't matter. He serviced her, giving her exactly what she desired.

Her body tensed. She threw her head back, she moaned, crying out, and then she was done with him. In fact, she pushed him back, looked down into his eyes, and said, "You're dismissed."

Almost disoriented, James wandered back into the house. Without thinking, he went up the steps.

"Hello, James,"

Mike!

James wished he could have enjoyed a few more minutes of freedom and independence. If left alone, maybe he would have been able to figure out what he should do, only now his former business partner was standing right there in front of him.

For one or two or three seconds, James worked to come up with something he could say.

"Come with me," Mike said as though James had a choice. His former business partner reached out and grabbed him by his neck just as Jennifer had done. It was so easy to lead the maid around this way. Still, Mike chuckled and said, "You know, we should probably get you a collar and leash. What do you think of that, James?"

For several long seconds, James said nothing as they went up the stairs.

For the most part, his home seemed to be exactly as he remembered it. Maybe there were a couple of small details that had shifted. He didn't remember those shoes, and maybe one of the throw pillows on the couch in the living room surprised him. But now he was shoved into the master bedroom, and he fell to his knees as Mike stood over him.

"You still use my name," James said.

"That's because I never want you to forget who you used to be," Mike taunted him. "I want you to understand that you were always my inferior. Maybe I let you play pretend. Maybe I like you run around doing whatever you thought was important, but I did all of the hard work. And that's why you're going to pay me back with many long years of service."

"But, but…"

"Silence," Mike ordered like some medieval lord.

It worked. Right away, James shut his mouth. He didn't know how to speak, not at that moment. "I want you to understand something. I'm your Master now. I own this house; I own you. Everything you've built is now mine. Say it."

"You own this house. You own me. You are my Master," James told his owner.

"Good," Mike said. He opened his mouth like he intended to add something else, only then the bedroom door opened again.

Natalie!

James remained on his knees, yet he still turned to see that beautiful woman. She strode forward, and she pressed her body to Mike's. She wrapped one arm around his waist and rested her other hand on his chest. Then she leaned up. Natalie pushed herself onto the tips of her toes as she started to kiss him. In the next moment, he grabbed her, pulling her even closer. He locked on tight, all while James watched.

Again and again, the servant tried to turn away, to close his eyes, or to stare into some middle point at the ceiling. Instead, he watched.

"Should we let him see what it's like?" Natalie asked her new lover, her new husband.

Mike didn't answer. Instead, he slipped his arms around her waist again and lifted her up. He threw her down onto the mattress; she bounced, and he chased after her, straddling her in the next second. Still down on his knees, James tried again to turn away. He realized what was about to happen next, just as he understood there was nothing he could do to stop them.

Sure enough, Mike started to strip that beautiful girl. He pulled off her blouse, her pants, her shoes and socks. Garment after garment flew into the air and fell down onto the floor. Some of them were on the other side of the room; some of them landed near James.

For his part, Mike didn't remove anything in the way of clothing. He remained fully dressed, powerful and lordly as he examined his new conquest. Then he turned back, his eyes locked onto James for one, two, three full seconds. "She's mine," he said.

"Yes, Master," James whispered. He didn't mean to do it; in fact, he didn't know exactly where those words came from, but they hit the air, and he couldn't take them back.

Mike unzipped his pants, freed his cock, and gazed down at that beautiful girl again. She had her legs spread, her heels up in the air. She was naked now, her entire body on display.

He pumped down into her, thrusting hard. He penetrated her, and James waited for that rush of desire. Sure enough, it pulsated through his body, only he couldn't get hard! Instead, his shaft remained soft and flaccid inside of his panties, despite the urges now running hot through him. He thought he heard both Natalie and Mike start to laugh, yet that could've been his imagination. As Mike kissed her and pumped down, pushing his cock against the walls of her pussy, drawing back, only to plow her over and over, his former partner and ex understood what was happening to him. They knew what they had done to James; they knew what they had taken away, and what he would never get back…

Maybe that was why Natalie threw her head back and braced her weight against her buttocks even as her heels kicked down against the mattress. Gasping now, she screamed out, "Yes. Please. More!"

Mike gave it to her hard. With every thrust and pumping movement, he showed this girl where she belonged. Sweat dampened her brow, but he didn’t slow. More importantly, he taught her again and again why she had taken James to Crestwood Asylum in the first place.

Through all of this, their servant remained down on his knees, waiting for his next command. He didn't know what they expected from him. At the same time, he watched. He stared. Every second was etched into his memory. Deep down, he could hate these moments all he wanted, yet he still couldn't turn away.

Finally, she cried out, and he grunted. Mike let out this low, dangerous sound. It vibrated along the air, and it frightened James. Then the master of the house grinned and rolled off of that beautiful girl. He pulled her close, and she rested her head against his shoulder. "Go get us some wine, James. I think it's time for us to celebrate."

Like an obedient maid, James jumped to his feet and scurried to the kitchen. His Master had just given him a command, so he obeyed because he was better now.

The End


Verger’s Pack

"Are you sure you want to try to do this all in one take?" Alice asked her client, a tall, statuesque, and imposing woman named Amanda Verger. "Normally, we’d do one scene at a time."

Technically, her client was "Professor Amanda Verger," only Alice assumed the honorific was just a silly affectation. It made sense to some degree. Alice understood how important perception could be, yet this tactic still struck her as somehow immature. Then again, Amanda verger obviously worked with very wealthy people.

Most of Alice's potential clients balked at her quotes because they didn't really understand just how difficult and complicated filmmaking could be. Although she took on private engagements like this one, Alice spent most of her time exploring the world and asking difficult questions. She wasn't just a director or a filmmaker; she was a documentarian. This meant something to her. As far as she was concerned, the world was awash in information, most of it nonsensical or utterly corrupt. As an artist, she wanted to go out, explore, find the truth, and distill it into something beautiful, poetic, and meaningful.

Surprisingly, this woman hadn't hesitated, nor had she tried to negotiate. Originally, they conversed back and forth via email before jumping over to a video chat. By that point, Amanda Verger had not only agreed to Alice's opening bid without any quibbling, she had also sent over the down payment.

The trip here had been no less remarkable. When Alice received her flight information, she had felt the need to double check with the airline. Yes, she had been scheduled for Business Class Prime. This meant that a driver would pick her up from her townhouse, escort her through security, and take her onto her plane. The entire process seemed ridiculous; there was a delay, so her host cleared out one of the business lounges, which meant Alice found herself in the awkward position of sitting on the edge of a couch with her laptop open as she tried to work.

Beyond the basic website for the Crestwood Asylum, she couldn't find any useful background information. There may have been references to Professor Amanda Verger here or there, but she didn't discover any profiles, no social media feeds, nothing like that. Everything seemed vague and bland.

"Who are you?" Alice had whispered to herself.

At the same time, a little smile had curved along her lips as she wondered if maybe she should get especially ambitious and do a second film. Normally, she chased down especially dangerous opponents including a Southeast Asian dictator, a European drug lord, and an American oligarch who had the double distinction of stealing ten thousand pensions while also running a factory that sold contaminated baby formula. Before Alice came along, all of those individuals had sparkling reputations; they were rich and powerful and capable of doing whatever they liked. But after she was done with them, the authorities were alerted, public resentment swelled, and they were brought down, one after another.

All too often, the wealthy and powerful assumed they could get away with whatever they wished. To Amanda, the seemed like an alien concept. Then again, these were the individuals who didn't care about the rest of society or even their own communities. Instead, they viewed themselves as utterly independent. She recalled talking to one executive who had looked into her eyes and said, "You don't know what they’re like. They don't view themselves as regular people. They surround themselves with money. They isolate themselves. They try to create as many barriers as possible between them and the rest of humanity. And for the most part, it works. The same rule simply don't apply to them." Then again, the same individuals failed to realize that so many of their businesses relied on governmental support in one way or another. If nothing else, private enterprise couldn't exist without the protection of the state; police and other armed forces were necessary to ensure property rights. But what about the well-educated populations that they needed? What about the basic level of social stability? McDonald’s couldn’t survive without customers to buy their Big Macs.

Alice shook her head.

As far she could tell, all of the oligarchs were the same; they never recognized just how small they were. Yes, individuals like Tyler Banks, Joseph Pandit, Rita Yellic, or Amalia Kim might’ve wielded millions or billions along with private armies. And yet, none of them could contend with actual governments. Erik Samuels had just been arrested. Tyrone Renner was now in prison. Granted, there were plenty of instances of the wealthy getting away with their various crimes, but that was mostly a question of lax government oversight. The power was always there; it was just a question of when or if it might be employed.

Then there were people like Alice, a woman who definitely knew how to stimulate public sentiment. In turn, crony politicians turned away from their patrons. The system wasn't perfect, but Alice like to think she was a useful part of it.

After she had done her cursory and halfhearted research into Professor Amanda Verger, her flight had arrived, and she was once again escorted into her private cabin. For the rest of the trip, she had relaxed, enjoying a few glasses of wine and contemplating exactly what would happen.

They landed, and another escort brought her to a private car. They drove out of the city, up into the hills, through the woods, and along twisting roads. She admired the huge tree trunks, the thick foliage, the gray skies overhead, and the rivers down below.

A short while later, she saw it for the first time: Crestwood Asylum.

With the stone exterior and black, wrought-iron fences, it looked like something from another time. Even the name seemed antiquated; this was an asylum. It wasn't a rest facility or a mental health hospital. It was an asylum...With tall towers at the four corners, a gothic facade, a massive set of steps leading to the oversized double doors, and the dozens of windows, it looked like some combination of a medieval bank, a Renaissance fortress, and maybe an aristocrat's palace.

They passed through the heavy gates, and they rolled up to the front doors.

The driver got out, opened the door for her, and she stepped out.

Still holding onto her bag, she met Professor Amanda Verger for the first time. The woman approached, coming into the entryway. It was a massive space. It would've been large enough for several small houses, Alice mused. Verger held out her hand. "Hello and welcome. Would you like to come with me to my office?"

"Absolutely."

Once there and surrounded by tall shelves covered with dozens of books, Alice pulled out her handheld camera. She double checked the settings as her hostess told her, "I would like you to know that I'm very proud of Crestwood Asylum. I like to believe that we’re making the world a better place by providing order."

"Order?"

"There are so many people who need help. They're willful, rebellious, defiant, and broken in one way or another. These are issues we can correct."

"Some might say that defiance or rebelliousness aren't mental issues," Alice said diplomatically. She glanced up from her camcorder toward the professor.

Seated behind her massive, mahogany desk, Amanda Verger leaned forward. She rested her elbows on the surface and touched her fingertips together. A serpentine smile stretched across her lips as she considered the young woman in front of her. In so many ways, Alice was her opposite: young and idealistic, eager and hopeful. More than that, she was an altruist…after a fashion. Although Alice was probably tough by quite a few standards, she still looked almost childish with her soft, blonde hair, her rounded cheeks and dimples.

"A colloquial expression only," said the professor. "If you’re interested, I can share some of the generalized diagnoses. Obviously, privacy prevents me from sharing specific patient issues, but I can tell you about the women and men we have helped. Just yesterday, we had a new patient come in. He was diagnosed with egotism, sexual addiction, and narcissism. I'm very hopeful that we’ll be able to reform him completely in relatively short order."

"I see," Alice said diplomatically, largely because she remembered how much she was going to be paid.

But now, she had asked about doing everything in one take.

"Yes," Amanda said. "I’d like to escort you around at the facility. I want to show you some of our patients as they’re treated and improved. Then we can discuss how you'll proceed."

"This is going to be different," Alice acknowledged, "But I think I can handle it."

"Perfect," Amanda said. She clapped her hands together and rose to her feet.

Alice stopped after a second. She cocked her head to the side. "You hear that?"

"What?"

Still listening intently, Alice tried to pick out the sound. It seemed to come from far away. But then her brows knitted together, and she asked, "Was that someone whimpering? Like a dog?"

"Yes, I have a pet dog. He's currently going through some crate training. This morning, he didn't please me with his tricks."

"Right…" Alice said. At the same time, Professor Verger had no problem understanding what this idealist was thinking: an animal wasn't supposed to be punished for bad behavior. Then again, Alice had no concept of power or authority, not really. She wandered the world, making bold declarations, tearing down reputations, and ultimately making one mess after another without stopping to consider the consequences.

Soon enough, that would change.

They exited the office and headed down one of the long corridors. "All of these are originals," Professor Verger said. She motioned toward the abstract paintings along the walls.

Careful to record as much a she could, Alice nodded. At the same time, she wondered if she’d end up looking up these pieces. She was sure they would be incredibly expensive. Many of were impressive on the basis of their size alone. As a documentarian, she didn't know much about paintings or fine art, but every detail at this facility conveyed a sense of wealth and power. Yes, the rules would be different for the rich. The most affluent would never send their sons or daughters to a public hospital, not when a place like this existed.

In some ways, it seemed so unfair, Alice reflected. Then again, she had no idea of what really happened at Crestwood. Not yet.

Walking together, they made their way toward one of the first treatment rooms.

"What's going on here?" Alice asked as she crossed the threshold.

They found a young woman down on her back. Wrapped in a straitjacket, she stared upward, and there was this smile on her face. Not only that, a blindfold covered her eyes, and a set of headphones encased her ears.

"Training," Professor Verger said. "You see, this girl used to think she could defy her father. She thought that it would be appropriate for her to try to steal his money and to give it away to charities or some such nonsense."

"Okay…I understand why that would be illegal. But how did she end up here?"

"Her father didn't want her subjected to the criminal justice system," said the professor. "And so, we’re working on reprogramming her."

"Reprogramming?" This time, Alice couldn't hide the shock or dismay from her voice.

"People are very malleable," said Professor Verger. "We give them what they need."

"And she agreed to this?"

The professor didn't answer. Instead, she escorted Alice out of that room and down the hallway to another corridor. From there, they came to a door. This time, Professor Verger pulled out a key card and swiped it through the reader. The red light overhead switched from red to green, and there was the audible click of the mechanized lock.

"This is one of my favorites," Professor Verger said. "This boy needs to be inspected before we ship him back to his family."

At first, Alice didn't understand. Boy?

When she stepped into this room, it was a small space with white, linoleum floors, counters, and some kind of rod overhead. A beautifully lithe and naked girl stood there with her hands over her head. Unlike the previous patient, she wasn't restrained by a straitjacket. This was worse.

A pair of cuffs encircled her wrists. Her legs were spread and her ankles were chained to the floor. A muzzle covered her mouth. Right away, she looked up and started to growl. She thrashed from side to side.

"I'm sorry," Professor Verger said. "Skyler's business partner had decided that she wanted this boy to remain defiant. Apparently, she's going to break him herself."

Him?

At first, Skyler seemed to be completely female. She had the sharp cheeks of a supermodel, long waves of blonde hair, big breasts, and a small waist. She was completely smooth from her neck down along her arms and legs. But then Alice saw that small piece of equipment between Skyler's legs.

"It's a chastity cage," Professor Verger said. "You see, Skyler here used to be a boy. Apparently, he pissed off one of his compatriots, so now he's going to become an obedient little secretary. Isn't that right, Skyler?" Professor Verger walked up to him, and she stroked his chest before brushing her fingers along his nipples. "You know, if you're not careful, your new owner is going to have these pierced. You don't want to have to run around the office jingling and jangling in front of all of your superiors, do you?"

Alice considered herself to be almost unflappable. She had recorded some strange and beautifully brutal scenes all across the globe, but she had never witnessed something like this before. She almost dropped the camera. Almost.

"Would you like to play with them? They're incredibly sensitive now. If you stroked them, you could make him really horny, really fast."

"No, thank you," Alice said. At the same time, she struggled to keep up, to comprehend what was going on here. None of this made any sense!

"And if you don't want to cause arousal, you can always inflict a nice jolt of pain. Would you like to see?" Professor Verger didn't actually wait for Alice to respond. Instead, she brought her hands up in one quick movement. Skyler jerked his head from side to side. He looked so sweet, so innocent. Alice had no idea how old he actually was, but he probably could have passed for a high school girl, especially if he had donned a short skirt or maybe a cheerleading uniform.

The professor grabbed his nipples and twisted. At once, he howled out, screaming at the top of his lungs. Most of the sound was absorbed by the muzzle over his mouth, but Alice still trembled as she watched.

"Stop it!"

"Oh, I'm sorry. Do you find this upsetting?"

"Yes," Alice said emphatically, “Absolutely.” But then she stopped herself. "Look. I’m sorry. I'm a documentarian, so I'm supposed to be neutral, but all of this is just a little bit much."

"If you like, I can show you something else, something equally special. Would you like that?"

"Yes. Sure. Whatever," Alice replied because she needed to get out of that room. More importantly, she needed to figure out how she’d use these revelations. Right away, she had silently started to plan out how she would tell the authorities about this.

Part of her itched to record everything, create a documentary, and release it. This could have been the biggest hit of her career. When the public learned about the Crestwood Asylum, they’d want this place torn down brick by brick. Just as importantly, audiences would watch and learn as much about this twisted facility as they could.

Soon enough, she found herself following the professor down another hallway. "As I’m sure you've surmised by now, this isn't a regular mental health facility. The people here are a little bit more reluctant."

"You mean they're prisoners, don't you?"

Bracing herself, Alice anticipated some equivocation or pathetically slippery language. Perhaps Professor Verger would have started speaking like a politician.

Instead, she nodded, "That's right. They’re patients, prisoners—and slaves."

"How can you do this? How can it be legal?"

"Oh…" Professor Verger said. "We have our ways." She opened another door and motioned for Alice to walk in.

Still holding onto her camcorder, Alice stepped into this new room, and she saw this exam chair. It looked like something she might have seen in a dentist's office, only it was empty. It also came with stirrups, both of which were equipped with leather straps.

"What are you going to show me?"

"Your future," Professor Verger said.

Alice turned around and lifted the camera. That's when she noticed the two orderlies standing right there. They were tall men, big and broad and powerful. "Marcus, Jacob, please strip our new patient. She wants to be naked for her diagnosis."

"I'm not a patient," Alice began to say. At the same time, she started to take one step back, then another and another after that. Eventually, she bumped up against the wall.

Simultaneously, she started to go through her options. She just had to get to the door. She was small and quick. Better yet, she had been in tight situations like this before. Professor Verger wasn't the first person who had tried to lure her into a trap.

But before she resorted to those sorts of options, Alice inhaled, glanced down, then she looked back at the proprietress, "Professor Verger, you don't want me as an enemy. People know where I am."

"I'm sure they do," she replied. "And I'm sure it won't matter. First off, you'd be amazed at how easy it is to make someone like you disappear without anyone noticing. A couple of emails, maybe a random text message, and everything seems fine. If necessary, we can always rely on some of our deep fakes."

It wasn't the answer itself that made Alice swallow with undisguised trepidation. Instead, it was the casual ease with which Professor Verger made those points.

"Look, I'm still on your side. You invited me here," Alice pointed out. "And you can trust me. I’m not going to tell anyone about this." It seemed like an obvious lie, but the orderlies hadn't stepped forward yet. That meant Professor Verger still intended to talk to her. Perhaps this was some kind of elaborate test?

"Oh? You think I invited you here?"

“…Didn’t you?”

"No. Janice O'Reilly hired me to take care of you. And don't worry. I’m to do a very good job. By the time I'm done, everyone will know you had a nervous breakdown. It was really such a shame. You had such a bright future ahead of you, but it turned out that you became addicted to sex. Fortunately for you, Janice O'Reilly is willing to hand you off to one of her grandsons. From what I understand, he keeps a very lovely estate off in Riyadh. He's going to have a lot of fun using you as a fuck toy."

There. That was it.

Alice threw herself forward. She dropped down, and she tried to dodge between the orderlies. She moved like a blur, thinking she could lunge forward, drop down, leap up, slam her way against the door and shove it open. After that, she could run down the hall, kicking her feet against to the floor as her fingers slashed through the air. At the same time, she ran through her mental map of the facility. If she could make it to an exit, then she could break out for the fences. Climbing the gates might be tricky, but she was an athletic young woman. After that, she could make her way toward one of the roads...The plan came easily, but first she had to get out of this room.

Verger's men might've been big, but they weren't slow. Their arms shot down, and they grabbed her. The next thing she knew, they picked her up. Feet kicked out, and she tried to throw one punch after another. Alice may have been small, but she thought she could fight.

She was wrong.

All of her planning became irrelevant.

Both Marcus and Jacob knew exactly what they were doing. They popped the buttons on her blouse, stripping her. Next, they peeled away her tank top. After that, they yanked away her shoes and socks. From there, they dragged down her jeans. Soon enough, she was down her panties, and both men grabbed onto the elastic, stretching and ripping it. Within just five or six seconds, she was naked!

The two men worked together under the professor's watchful gaze. Even as the girl thrashed and tried to kick out, they pushed her down against the chair. Next, they shoved her arms down against a set of restraints. The soft, brown bonds were looped around her wrists and pulled tight. In the next moment, she tried to jerk away free, but she couldn't do it.

Even as her heels flashed out through the air, they grabbed her ankles and pushed them down toward the corners of the chair. They strapped her down, tying her in place. Now she was naked, her legs spread, her breasts on display, all while she continued to fight and thrash. Her façade as a brilliant and artistic documentarian had been stripped away, leaving her as a naked patient ready to begin her treatment.

"You'll need to be diagnosed," said the professor.

"Go to hell!"

"It sounds like we can begin with your uncontrolled aggression," said the professor.

Biting down, Alice didn't answer. Immediately, she understood what was about to happen. If she said anything, the professor would use it against her. This woman is trying to gaslight me. She thinks she can provoke me. But if I remain calm and think for myself, then I can fight back. There was just one problem with that strategy.

How?

"Have you ever lied in any of your little films?"

"No," Alice answered instantly. She blinked once, surprised. She had intended to stay silent, only now they were talking about her work. For a woman like Alice, nothing could be more important.

"That's fascinating because there are plenty of individuals who think you’ve lied quite a bit."

"I'm going to get out of here, and I'm going to make sure everyone knows all about you. My fans. My followers. I'm going to use all of my clout to bring you down," Alice said. Then she pivoted, "But if you let me go right now, we can forget any of this ever happened."

"Uncontrolled aggression and delusions of grandeur," said the professor. "It seems to be going around lately." Professor Verger casually placed her right hand on Alice's shoulder before gliding her left hand down along her cheek. With the back of her hand, she stroked Alice, just barely touching her.

"You're not going to trick me. You’re not going to get me to say something that's not true," Alice promised. Yes, she was outnumbered. Yes, she was naked at strapped down. This medical bonds had her trapped. At the same time, she couldn't deny the fear flooding through her system, but she had been scared before. She wasn't going to break.

"I'm not trying to trick you," Professor Verger said. "I'm trying to cure you." The asylum’s manager sounded so reasonable.

In that moment, Alice's universe shrank down. Instead, she found herself staring up at the proprietress of the Crestwood Asylum, and the rest of the world seemed to fade away. She didn't think about the room, you orderlies, the hallways, the imposing façade, the huge fields outside, the wrought iron fence, the forests, the city, her flight, or even her penthouse apartment that seemed so far, far away now.

"I can cure you," said the professor. "I can help you with your delusions. I can help you learn to be a better person."

For one, two, three full seconds, Alice almost believed her.

"Just take a moment and relax. Think about the kind of person you are. Think about how we could make you better. Think about how we could take away all of your weaknesses and cure you."

"I'm not like any of your patients," Alice promised her captor.

"Alice, you're exactly like all of my patients. You're sick. You need help. You have this illness. Maybe you can't admit it yet, but it's there, deep inside of you, and you know it. Just look at your penthouse apartment. Just look at your lack of close relationships. Who's going to worry about you? Who's going to miss you?"

The documentarian opened her mouth; her lips parted, and she waited for some clever riposte. She needed to answer. Instead, her muscles tensed, and she tugged against her bonds. Now her captor lowered her hand down along her neck to her chest. She stroked her breasts. "No one is going to miss you. You want to tell me about your friends or family or whoever. You think it's going to be difficult to make you vanish, but I've already done my research. The protocols are already in place. Alice, you're going to stay here for a long, long time. And right now, you get to tell me that you want to be a good girl. You get to tell me that you want to be cured. If you do that, then I'm going to take very good care of you. I can be gentle with you. I can make sure that my surgeon's gentle with you too. Isn't that what you want?"

There was something nearly hypnotic about her voice. Another second or two collapsed where Alice listened, and she could almost feel herself fade into this strangely relaxed state.

Was this really possible? Could she succumb so quickly?

No. Even as she held onto the thought, Alice focused on one other detail; she'd always had very thin wrists. It was a strange little detail. She had dated a couple of guys, and once or twice they had put their fingers around her wrists, only to marvel at how slim they were. Now that quirk of biology helped her and she began to surreptitiously wiggle. She wasn't fighting now; she wasn't trying to tear her arms out of those restraints. Instead, she narrowed her fingers and started to pull.

"If you just relax and agree to be a good patient, this can be much, much easier on you."

Like the documentarian she thought she could always be, Alice peered back up at her captor, "What do you think you're going to do to me?"

"We're going to improve you. We're going to fix you. We're going to cure you," Amanda Verger told the filmmaker.

In fact, Alice almost started laughing. She pulled her gaze away, and then she glanced back at the solidly built orderlies. They stood there like gargoyles, silent and impassive as they waited for their mistress to issue her commands.

Breathing in, Alice glared at the professor. "I don't care who you are or what you think you're doing. I'm going to get out of here."

"Delusional," said the woman as she gazed down at her supposedly helpless captive.

But in that moment, Alice jerked her hand free, and she reached up. She slapped Professor Verger. Her hand flew out, and she struck with one quick burst of movement. Her fingertips flashed across the air, and her palm crashed down against the professor's cheek. Alice wished she could have concentrated on the dumbfounded expression on her face, only she had to worry about escape.

The professor stepped or stumbled back while Alice reached down for the restraint on her other arm. She worked the clasp quickly, freeing her limb and then leaned forward as she worked to the straps on her ankles.

By this point, she was out of time. The orderlies rushed over, and they tried to grab her, to push her down.

Rolling to one side, Alice used what little freedom she had to keep away from them. It worked, just barely. She leaned forward, and she worked the straps on her ankles. Luck seemed to be on her side because the bonds came free, and then she tried to jump off of the exam chair.

If she could have gotten back onto her feet, then she could have darted away. Yes, she was naked, but that didn't matter.

"Punish her," ordered the professor.

Alice registered those words, yet she didn't really understand what they meant, not until the two men grabbed her again. They got their hands around her wrists. They pushed her back down into the chair. She thrashed and fought. Just a few seconds ago, it had felt like she might get away. She could have evaded them. She could have slipped free!

Those ideas sounded so amazing inside of her head, only now these two men pushed her right back down against the supple leather. The restraints came back up and encircled her wrists, then her ankles. It all happened way too fast! This time, they tightened the straps. They pulled them twice as hard, and she instantly knew she wouldn't be able to use that same trick again.

"She's obviously disoriented. She needs a little bit of stimulation to bring her back," said the professor. "I prescribe one orgasm via vaginal stimulation."

The documentarian glanced up, her eyes wide. The moisture drained away from her mouth as though she clearly didn't understand what was about to happen to her.

"I'll get her started. Gentlemen, please work on her breasts."

The orderlies stepped to her left and right. In the meantime, Alice stared up. She inhaled, getting ready to say something about how she intended to fight back. One way or another, she would resist. She would show this woman that she couldn't be broken!

Only then she heard the snap of the latex glove. She watched as Professor Verger opened a small jar and lubricated her fingertips. "I'm going to make sure you’re shaved and smooth. I'm going to make sure that you are improved," said her captor. Then she reached down, and she stared right into Alice's eyes as she started to finger the naked girl. "You need to understand that your body no longer belongs to you. Now it belongs to me. What you just tried to do was cute, but it illustrates exactly my point. Did you really think you could get away?"

"Yes," Alice said even as she strained to keep her body unresponsive. By keeping her voice level, she thought she could exude this sense of disassociated neutrality. It didn't matter how they treated her. It didn't matter what they did with her. She wouldn't react or respond.

It was a nice idea except the professor knew exactly what she was doing. She began with one finger, just barely touching Alice. There was something about the gel, the documentarian quickly realized. It was a different kind of stimulant. It had to be. That was the only explanation for why her body instantly reacted.

It had to be some kind of aphrodisiac. Right? That was the only explanation. In that next moment, the professor pushed down, sliding her fingers into Alice. The bound filmmaker began to squirm. She didn't do it on purpose, of course. It wasn't a conscious choice. And yet, she couldn't help herself. She tugged and twisted against her restraints, tensing from side to side as she tried to break free. At first, she didn't think about it, but now those tantalizing fingers pushed in, pulled back, again and again with this slowly frustrating rhythm.

Moment by moment, Alice fought hard to erect some kind of psychological barrier inside of her head. She’d done this before. When dealing with drug dealers, corporate raiders, or other criminals, she prided herself on her ability to keep her expression utterly neutral. She could conceal her feelings. At least, that was how it always felt until she encountered Professor Verger.

"There's nothing wrong with admitting that you’re sick. It's okay. Don't worry. I'm going to have lots of fun with you."

"I'm going to break you," Alice growled back.

"Oh?"

"You don't know me," Alice snarled this time. She leaned forward. Even as the other woman tormented and teased her most sensitive spot, Alice refused to yield. She wouldn't—couldn’t—back down, nor would she show any kind of fear. "You know what they call me? The She-Wolf. You know why? I destroy my enemies. I break them. One after another, I’ve torn down empires!" Okay, so she hadn't done it herself. Still, she knew how to provoke the public reactions that destroyed one magnate after another.

"Oh? So that's what you want to be? You want to be a bitch?"

"Always," Alice snarled. From her perspective, she probably thought she was reclaiming some derogatory term against women. She viewed this from an entirely feminist perspective, which meant she had no idea what Professor Verger really intended. "Try me. I'll tear your face off."

"Or you’ll be an eager little puppy girl down on your hands and knees, crawling at my feet and nuzzling me for attention. You’ll be desperate for the chance to get taken hard because you'll never be anything but a bitch in heat." Professor Verger smirked, “Huh. Maybe I won’t hand you off. Perhaps I’ll keep you for myself.”

Alice needed to answer, only the professor pushed down, gliding her fingers along the walls of her sensitized crevice. With every second, fresh stimulation washed over her. It pulsed through her body, growing stronger and stronger with every moment.

No way. Alice didn't think it was possible, yet it felt like she was on the verge of an orgasm! The desires spun and twirled deep within her frame like a tornado. Her heart kicked faster and faster. The adrenaline played along her veins, and she fought so hard to resist it, yet her body was no longer under her control!

"Yes," Professor Verger said. "I know exactly what I'm doing. Just wait until my surgeon gets here. She's going to have some fun. Tell me, bitch. What do you think of latex?"

At this point, Alice jerked her body to the left, then the right. She bucked, thrashing from side to side as she channeled all of her strength into her arms and legs. Despite her best efforts, Alice couldn't tear herself free. She had gotten lucky that first time, only she had squandered her chance to escape. So now she was spread out, helpless, on display, and unable to stop her tormentor from teasing her.

"You're going to pay for this!"

"Muzzle her," said the professor.

The orderlies moved quickly, slipping a gag into her mouth and securing the muzzle along the bottom half of her face. Glowering, Alice tried to beat them down with nothing but the heat of her stare. Yes, she had intimidated plenty of men before, yet the orderlies who worked at the Crestwood Asylum knew how to deal with angry patients.

Right when it seemed like she had no choice and she would have to yield to those sensations, a pulse of disappointment ran through her body because the professor drew her hand back. Obviously, Alice wouldn't reveal any of her disappointment as she jerked her head up.

"I think we want to work on your tongue first. Then your eyes. After that, we're going to make some modifications right here. And yes, we're definitely going to have to do a lot with these." The professor slid her hand down along Alice's arms, then her legs. "But right now, I think you'll need some exercise. Boys, have some fun with her."

Alice shouted. At that moment, she had no idea whether or not she really intended to talk to the professor, yet it hardly mattered. Professor Verger was done with her new acquisition, so she turned around and walked away. In the meantime, the orderlies stepped forward. Jacob stood over her head. He reached down and grabbed her melons, squeezing her breasts as he leered and enjoyed the feel of that firm give. His fingers started with her nipples. Again, Alice attempted to deny those sensations, only he pinched, and this sharp jab of pain ran through her body.

The next thing she knew, Marcus was right in front of her. Her eyes widened, and she saw the leering smile on his face. He didn't say anything.

Still, she attempted to speak. She called out, "Please. Please, get this muzzle off of me. We can talk. We can negotiate!" She was a successful documentarian. As far she could tell, she had a lot of money. The residuals were especially lucrative whenever the broadcast networks decided to show one of her films. She did her best, but the orderlies didn't listen to her.

In fact, Jacob continued to grope her. He pinched again, sending another spasm of sensation dancing through her body. Sharpened fury slashed into her, yet, there was still nothing she could do. Worse, he pinched and then stroked. He grabbed her, squeezing. She felt like she was just a toy when she looked up. For a second, Alice made eye contact with him, and she could tell how much this orderly enjoyed his job.

Then there was the other man. "Look at me," Marcus instructed. His deep, resonant voice vibrated through her body.

If she had been thinking clearly, then she would have defied him. She would have ignored him, closing her eyes or staring off into some random point beyond his shoulder.

"This might be the last time you get to have sex on your back," he said as he freed his cock. When she saw his monster shaft, her eyes widened. Timidly, she jerked her head from side to side. Eyes wide, she tried to speak again. She whimpered. She made this pathetic little sounds, but she already knew how her body would respond.

The desires were still there, burning deep within her core. She yearned to fight them back; she needed to resist, only she didn't know what she could do.

Then he came forward, and her legs were spread.

Her pussy was right there, on display, her slit damp.

He grabbed her, and he pushed forward, thrusting his cock between her legs. She hadn't really noticed how she had been positioned before. This wasn't just an exam chair. It made her feel like she was at the gynecologist's office…

That gave him perfect access!

He rammed his cock into her. She squealed, shouting into her muzzle. The gag absorbed most of the sound. Still, the two orderlies chuckled.

"There's no shame in it," he said. "Just accept the fact that you belong to her now."

She shook her head again as he drew back, only to thrust into her again. Her body stretched, accommodating his curves. Still, she didn't know how much more she could take. He plowed into her again and again. He would drop back, taking his time. Then he pumped her slowly.

More.

Alice hated herself for having that thought, yet she couldn't knock it away either. She wanted more!

He rammed her over and over until she came once, then twice. The exhaustion gripped her, but these men were just beginning. They switched. Marcus grabbed her breasts and teased her. Jacob pulled out his mammoth manhood. She saw the contours of his shaft, and she knew she was going to get used all over again...

Like so many other patients at Crestwood, she assumed this was the worst they could do to her. Like all the others, she was wrong.

"Henry," she called out.

Victoria Reynolds-Smith wasn't surprised when her stepson refused to come out of his room. For the most part, she had left him alone for the last few years. After his father had passed, she had taken control of the family estate. Naturally, Henry needed to deal with his emotions in his own way. So long as he didn't cause any trouble, she gave him the space he craved.

But over the last couple of months, he had started making points about how he was almost eighteen. He was almost an adult. It was almost time for him to claim his inheritance.

Technically, that was true, if only from a strictly legal perspective.

She tried to talk to him at several points. She had sat down with him and said, "Are you sure you want to take over the management of your inheritance, Henry? It's a lot of responsibility, and you're still a very young man."

He'd glanced at her, his eyes narrowing. During those initial conversations, he'd remained somewhat diplomatic, only she tried to talk to him for a third time, and that's when he snorted, "What's wrong? Are you scared I’m going to drain all of the accounts? Are you worried I'm going to leave with my money?" At the time, she had said nothing. Maybe that was why he told her the undecorated truth. Then again, Henry Smith was a young, rich boy. He thought that he was destined for greatness by the grace of his birth alone. Sure, his father had been a very successful engineer, starting three separate firms and selling them off in quick succession for massive profits. Better yet, he retained equity positions in all of the new ventures, meaning he had created some beautiful streams of passive income. Since he didn't need all that money, he could reinvest over and over again, creating a consistently growing pile of wealth.

"I'm worried about you," Victoria replied easily. Yes, she had also grown up in a wealthy family, but her parents had squandered their resources. By the time she graduated from college, they'd burned through the last of their accounts. Fortunately for her, she knew how to socialize and connect with people. No, she wasn't especially adept when it came to math, language, or corporate hierarchies. But she did have one particular talent: charm.

Victoria knew how to deal with men. She understood what it took to flatter their egos. Even a brilliant engineer like Ronald Smith hadn't been able to resist her allure. Victoria had drawn him in. Sensing his potential, she helped him to fall in love with her, and soon she had a husband...and a stepson.

"No, you're not," he said with a dismissive sneer. "You just care about my money. But guess what? The moment I turn eighteen, I'm out of here."

With those words hanging on the air, Henry had stormed off.

But now she stood in the center of the entryway and the bottom of the curving staircase of their home. "Henry, please come down here. I need to speak with you."

"He's not going to do it," said Victoria's daughter.

Victoria glanced back at Rebecca. The young blonde had a tremendous amount of potential on her own. She was a little bit older than Henry, and she leaned against the wall with her arms over her chest. In that tight, red dress, she looked exquisite. Yeah, she was probably on her way out. Much like her mother, she had her own ambitions, meaning she’d likely go out and find someone young and powerful, rich and full of potential.

"You're going to have to go get him," Rebecca said.

"Henry! Come down here right now!"

Victoria had no idea how he managed, but he made the noise of opening the door sound sullen. Maybe she even picked up on the note of a dramatic sigh before he appeared at the top of the staircase. “What?” he demanded.

"We need to talk."

"You couldn't come to me?"

"This is a family meeting. Please come down here now," Victoria said.

Henry was a handsome boy. He had dark hair, sharp brows, and a strong jaw, Frankly, Victoria had been surprised that he didn't date more. Then again, it wasn't just a matter of being young or tall or attractive. This boy seemed to be waiting for something. Maybe he wanted his money, like that’d be enough to reinforce his confidence. Or maybe he was just shy around girls.

Victoria glanced over at Rebecca. It was easy to imagine his older stepsister teasing or taunting him and perhaps making it harder for this boy to summon the certainty required to ask a girl out. Either way, it might not matter, especially because Victoria knew she couldn't allow this boy to wreck everything she had built. She needed that money; she demanded the inheritance. She had worked hard; more importantly, she would defend her family, no matter what it took.

That's why she reached down. She slid her hand into her pocket for reassurance as she felt the tube.

In her white slacks with those red boots and a dark blue pea coat, she looked relaxed and professional at the same time.

Reluctantly, he came down the stairs one at a time. In his torn jeans and that ratty T-shirt, he definitely looked like the standard, disaffected teenager. Better yet, he rolled his eyes when he stood in front of her. "What? What is it?"

"Tomorrow is your birthday," she told him.

"Yeah. I know."

"We need to talk about what we're going to do."

"What? You think I'm going to want a birthday party? Maybe you can invite some creepy clown? Is that it?"

Victoria drew in a slow breath. Part of her wanted to step right up to him, to peer down into his eyes, and to tell this boy that he was just a kid, and he had no idea how the world really worked. Instead, she lowered her hand down to the pocket on her coat. Within those fabric folds, she could feel the cylinder. Without trying, she imagined what it would be like to pop off the cap and jab the tip against his skin...

At first, Victoria had decided to be kind. He was just a rich boy, so there was a very good chance she could simply control him. There didn't have to be any "unpleasantness". Perhaps the professor and her minions didn't need to get involved (if this boy could cooperate, that would certainly be a much cheaper option).

"I'm not talking about a celebration. I'm referring to a much more adult concern."

"He's not going to cooperate," Rebecca said.

"I have some paperwork I need you to sign," she told him.

Henry stared at her. At first, he seemed confused. But then the smirk curved along the corners of his mouth. "And what kind of paperwork is that?"

"A couple of documents about your inheritance," she told him.

"I have to say," he told her with all of the smug haughtiness a teenage boy could muster, "I thought you were going to try to be more subtle. I figured you’d try to trick me the same way you did with my father."

She didn't say anything.

"But just so we’re on the same page, I'm not going to sign anything. As far as I'm concerned, you are nothing but a dumb bitch. You tricked my dad, but you're not going to do the same to me."

She didn't mean to do it, yet Victoria had taken a step forward while he refused to retreat back, but then her hand flew out, and she struck him across the face. It didn't hurt him, not really. Sure, there was that flash of pain, but he was old enough to hide any real reaction. Then, after a few more seconds, he smiled. "That's what I thought."

He turned around and started to walk away. "Tomorrow, I'm moving out," he began to say, only she had grabbed the syringe from her coat pocket. Just as she had envisioned, she popped off the top. Right after that, she had wondered if she’d hesitate.

He called her a bitch!

No, that wasn't acceptable.

Victoria was his stepmother, and she demanded respect. If he couldn't do that, then he needed to be fixed.

She brought her hand up and jabbed him in the neck, just as she had imagined. She never had any kind of training for this, but that smooth motion came naturally anyway. The tip of the needle stabbed down into his skin, puncturing his flesh. She hit the syringe, pushing the sedative into his bloodstream. Then she pulled it back. He spun around, his hand immediately flying up to that small wound.

"What the hell?"

"You're sick," she told him. "You're sick, so you're going to need to be treated."

Henry took a step back. He pulled his hand away from his wound. The needle had been small and sharp, so he only found a small smear of blood glistening along his fingertips. "I'm going to make sure you pay for that," he growled. He started to take a step forward, only to feel the sedative spread through his body. He blinked. He demanded, "What, what did you do to me?"

"Just a little medicine," she told him.

Then she watched as his knees buckled, and he fell forward. He tried to stay up on his knees. When that didn't work, he fought to brace himself on all fours.

Feeling cruel, Victoria lifted her foot and pressed it down against the back of his neck. He collapsed, losing consciousness before he hit the marble floor.

Henry awoke.

His mouth was dry, and there was this strange, fuzzy sensation buzzing through his head. He opened his eyes, and there was bright light overhead, but he couldn't get his vision to focus. Instinctively, he attempted to bring his hands up to his eyes to rub them, except he couldn't do it. They were stuck?

At first, he assumed it had to be some kind of weird tangle in his blankets or sheets. That had happened before at one point or another. There was no reason to panic.

But then he licked his bottom lip. His tongue was still dry, but he could feel his brain and body rebooting. Second by second, he cleared some of the groggy fog. Why was he in a bed? Why was it higher than he expected? Why didn't he recognize this room?

Refusing to panic, Henry worked to think through what had happened last…

...He'd been in his bedroom and on his computer, playing a game. His stepmother had called him, and he had reluctantly stepped out into the hallway, stepped down the stairs, and...

A rush of irritation seemed to sprint through his body, but he couldn't understand why. Yeah, his stepmother could be annoying. He had his suspicions about, and this unreasonable rush of anger pulsed through him, but he still couldn't push through the fog. Clenching his eyes shut, he struggled to lift his arms away from his chest once again.

He tugged harder.

Seriously?

Why couldn't he free himself from these blankets?

Then he looked down, and he still assumed that the snug fabric wrapped around his arms and shoulders had to be a set of sheets. Then he glanced down, and he saw the cuffs around his ankles. They looked like they were soft and leather. They also had some kind of fuzzy lining along the interior.

"What is this? Where am I?" Henry demanded.

He started to wiggle and twist harder. He fought the straitjacket without realizing what it was.

Henry didn't notice the hidden cameras, of course. At the Crestwood Asylum, Amanda Verger's subcontractors knew what they were doing. That's why it was so easy for her to lean back against the wall and watch. Standing off to the side, Victoria Reynolds-Smith did the same.

"And right now, I think he's starting to figure it out," Professor Verger said with the shadow of a smile.

"What is this? Where am I?" Henry demanded. He glanced to his left and right. Ironically, he looked directly at the camera, not that he realized a lens was pointed at him or that a stranger and his stepmother were currently watching him.

Professor Verger muted the screen even as he tried to call out something else. It would be another pointless demand.

"As you can see, my associates did an excellent job. He’s right here, safe and sound. But, of course, that raises another question."

"What are we going to do with him?"

"You’re his guardian, so you get to make that decision."

Victoria nodded. Even though she had expected something like this, she thought back to the different options. "To be honest, I'm not sure."

"Would you like me to run through the different possibilities for you?"

"Yes, please," Victoria answered. Even though she recalled most of the details from the digital booklet, she still couldn't say any of it out loud. By so many standards, she was ruthless. She was a powerful woman, and she understood what she wanted from the world. And yet, when she had complained about her stepson and one of her friends had whispered the name "Crestwood Asylum," Victoria hadn't really been able to believe it. Even when she went online and made a couple of discrete inquiries, she didn't think something like this could really exist. And yet, she was now here. Better yet, she saw her disobedient stepson as he wiggled and squirmed against his medical restraints.

"There are quite a few different possibilities," Professor Verger said with the professional air of a woman who had gone through these options many times with many clients. "Obviously, we specialize in subjugation. If you like, we can leave your stepson relatively untouched while modifying his behaviors. With the properly applied operant conditioning, we can make sure he learns to respect you and obey you in all things."

"That sounds like a good approach," Victoria said.

"Then there are the more extreme possibilities."

"Such as?"

"If you like, we can work on body modifications. These might be fairly straightforward. If you’d like to make sure that your stepson never forget his place, he can be tattooed, scarred, or otherwise marked. Perhaps you would like us to enhance his genitals? Perhaps they need to be reduced instead?"

"His father was never terribly impressive," Victoria said. "Frankly, I don't think there's much he's going to be able to offer a woman."

"We can have him fixed. We can also have him fitted with different types of chastity devices."

"I like that," Victoria said, only to blink and smile sheepishly. Perhaps she hadn't expected to admit something so blatant so quickly.

Granted, Amanda Verger didn't react. On the contrary, she continued in that same brusquely professional tone, "If you’re interested in using him as an oral slave, we can also modify his tongue."

"That definitely sounds promising. What else can you do?" Again, Victoria remembered much of what had been offered on the menu, yet the excitement ran through her body. She loved the way her heart pounded faster now. She maintained that neutral expression, yet the anticipation was utterly delicious.

More and more, Henry had alluded to the fact that he could take away everything. No more mansion. No more luxury sedans. Suddenly, Victoria would have to fend for herself once again. It had been easy enough when she first met Henry's father, but did she want to have to go out and socialize again?

For so long, she had hoped Henry would be reasonable. But now, she could see the truth. They would definitely have to come to an alternative arrangement…

Luckily for her, she had the help of Professor Verger and her associates.

Pushing those concerns aside, Victoria focused on the far more entertaining prospects ahead of her stepson. "I see that he’s a fairly disobedient boy. Maybe he would be better off as a sweet daughter?"

"You can do that?"

"My dear, we can do anything." Amanda nodded to herself. "There have been many powerful men who have come through this facility, only to leave as dainty girls. Sometimes they’re bimbos. Sometimes they are servants or horny sluts. Sometimes they remain themselves, yet they now have pretty breasts and tight waists and beautiful little butts. These are the boys who become playthings for their new owners."

"How extensive are the surgeries?"

"As extensive as you want them to be."

"I see…"

"If you prefer, you can also alter his personality. With the right chemical cocktails, we can effectively erase his mind and construct a brand-new personality."

Victoria opened her mouth. She wanted to breathe out, "You're joking." Part of her didn't think something like that could be truly possible. And yet, she had to remember how much money flowed through the Crestwood Asylum. Wealth brought options...

"Not at all," Amanda replied. "We can make the patient forget all about his or her past life. We can turn arrogant and brash men into sweet, simpering little sissies who do whatever they’re told. We can make powerful feminists into a dumb bimbos or shy schoolgirls. We can turn ambitious individuals into dedicated slaves. The human mind is actually quite malleable, and we’re happy to do lots of sculpting."

"I see," Victoria replied as she considered all of this.

"Have you considered any tattoos? Any enhancements?” Victoria asked again. “Or if you like, there are certain, more primal alterations we can make."

"Primal alterations?"

Although she had clearly had this conversation many times before, Professor Verger smiled and said, "That's right. Sometimes, our generous patrons decide that they have friends, family members, rivals or enemies who need something more animalistic."

"Animalistic?" Right when she heard that word, Victoria recognized the potential. No, she didn't have a plan in mind. She wasn't exactly sure what that might mean or what the proprietress was offering, yet there was this hint possibility. The thought triggered something deep within her.

"Just as an example, consider one of my patients. Her name was Olivia Boxer, and she worked as a trader at a large investment firm. Apparently, she made quite a few enemies. When it comes to analysis and investment decisions, the world of high finance can't get pretty aggressive." Professor Verger smiled and shook her head. "Then again, when money is at stake, I suppose this might be an inevitability."

"What happened to her?"

"Like all of the others, Olivia believed in a simple mantra: if you're not cheating, you're not trying."

"Who did she anger?"

"Ironically enough, it wasn't one of her firm's rivals. Instead, she made her competitors on her own trading floor very upset. She was making them look bad. One of them decided to look into her secrets and her strategies. He hacked into her computer, he found out that she was engaging in insider trading."

"But if she wasn't cheating, she wasn't trying?"

"I guess it only applies so long as you don't get caught," Professor Verger pointed out. "In any case, she created quite a bit of liability for her firm, especially because their compliance department hadn’t been anywhere near aggressive enough. If the SEC found out about this, they could get into a lot of trouble. They could lose their various licenses, and the entire firm could be shut down. One woman, it seemed, had put the entire enterprise at risk."

"What did they do?"

"They came to me," Professor Verger said with this sharpened smile. "Her manager knew she would always be a liability. She knew too much. If he ever went to the authorities, she could cause so much trouble…" Amanda nodded to herself and continued, "That's why they brought her here. In theory, it could have been simple. We could have kept her safe and out of the way. But one of the men paid extra for one of those primal alterations. As far as he was concerned, she was nothing but a dumb cow."

"Wait, you didn't…" Victoria said.

"We did," Amanda replied. "We trained her and modified her. We altered her thoughts and conditioned her to be fucked and milked and nothing else. As far as she's concerned, she’s nothing but a barnyard animal now."

"What does that mean?"

"The psychological conditioning was easy enough. It's amazing what the human mind will do in order to avoid pain. A shock collar or a couple of electrodes placed strategically along the body can be enough to reorient any individual. Maybe they start out as a college educated woman, but they finish off as a dumb animal desperate to get milk and used. Trust me. Many of our orderlies have had a lot of fun with Olivia. Granted, now we call her Daisy. It seems a more appropriate name for a cow, don't you think?"

"Agreed," Victoria said.

"We gave her an implant that increases her libido and stimulates lactation. We also gave her some rather incredible enhancements when it comes to her breasts. Now, our girl needs to be milked three or four times a day. If she isn't, she can get very uncomfortable."

"That's amazing."

"That's not all. Our surgeon made several critical modifications. Now, her stomach is only capable of processing grass. Don't ask me how she did it. Dr. Chen is brilliant. Oh, and I forgot one of my favorite parts. Another set of implants altered her arms and legs. That girl is never going to stand up right again. Instead, she knows exactly where she belongs: down on her hands and knees, and at the feet of her superiors."

"That's incredible."

"But it's not what you're thinking of for your boy, is it?"

"Could you do that to him?"

Amanda Verger smiled again. With that singular expression, she made it abundantly clear how she enjoyed every challenge and seldom encountered a request she couldn't fulfill. "We could," she said simply. "The requirements would be a little bit more expensive, but it's definitely a possibility."

"I see…"

"I'm curious, what would you like from your boy?"

Victoria considered this. She ran the tip of her tongue along the edges of her teeth as she contemplated the different possibilities. Eventually, she nodded to herself and made the decision, "I want him punished. I want him to be punished and broken and tamed. I want to look down on him and to see the pathetic eagerness in his eyes. I want to know that I own him. I want him to know that I am the chief source of everything for him because I am better than him." She blinked once right as the words left her lips. Surprised, she realized just how frustrated her stepson had made her. It wasn't just the difficulties he presented, of course. It was something else.

Whenever he looked at her, Henry made her feel like she didn't belong in that house. How could he do something like that to her? She was older and smarter. And yet, her maturity didn't console her, not when the impudent teenager glared at her with all of his arrogant disdain.

Victoria intended to take that away from him. She'd do it too!

"It sounds like you want a dog."

Victoria smiled. She couldn't help herself. At the same time, there wasn't any mirth in her expression. On the contrary, a predatory gleam seemed to shine along with the curves of her eyes. "Yes," she said. "I want a dog."

"Look, I don't know what this is supposed to be. If this is supposed to be a joke, it's not funny!" He shouted out those words, one after another. Then, right as he finished, Henry breathed in again, only to feel ridiculous. On some level, Henry needed to believe someone was paying attention to him. Someone would hear him if he shouted. And yet, he was in that small, empty room, bound by a straitjacket, his feet tied to the corners of the chair.

Then he realized something else. As he squirmed, he could feel the supple leather underneath his buttocks. He was naked from the waist down…

Breathing in slowly, he tried to concentrate.

What could he do?

The patient glanced over to the side, saw the door, and knew that it was close. How many times had he casually walked across a room without even thinking about it? It was always so easy and effortless. Only this time, he jerked and tugged and bucked. He tried to push out with his arms, to fight his way free, yet none of it worked!

Okay, so Henry knew he wasn't an especially strong boy. At school, he sometimes saw the other guys. In the locker room or out on the fields, they’d pull off their shirts to reveal their thick muscles and toned abs. They always looked so remarkable. Those guys were strong and powerful, lean and built in all the right ways because they spent hours each day at the gym or the school’s exercise room.

Henry never could have competed. At best, he had money on his side. Even then, he had asked out a couple of girls, only he never did especially well. Maybe he could enjoy a date here or there, but those "relationships" always fizzled out. He never had a real girlfriend, and he sometimes wondered if it came down to a question of how he looked. Maybe if he spent more time at the gym, he would’ve been able to attract one of the cute cheerleaders.

In that moment, however, he had to figure out where he was and why he was there.

Then it occurred to him. The memory crystallized.

His stepmother.

Victoria had been talking to him. Rebecca had been somewhere nearby; as always, she carried herself with the usual haughty detachment. Rebecca wasn't a princess or royalty, yet she had intuitively mastered that regal disdain as she watched her mother talk to him. Victoria had tried to get him to sign some paperwork…

And then there was that flare of pain against his neck. No, it wasn't a bug bite. It was something else.

His eyes widened as he stared up at the ceiling. Was it possible?

Had she injected him with something?

He stopped for a moment.

As his thoughts tried to catch up, a burst of effort ran across his body. He thrashed again, fighting hard to kick out, to punch or tear his way free from the straitjacket. With every second, he pumped every iota of strength he possessed into his limbs.

It didn't do any good!

Henry liked to view himself as a cynical realist. He was the kind of boy who could face most situations without flinching. While his classmates might have gotten upset or frustrated or flustered when it came to a test or the challenges of school, Henry had always been stoic. He didn't allow himself to freak out...until now.

"What is this? What the hell is this?" Henry shouted at the walls again.

No one came. The door to didn’t open, and he didn't get any information. He remained strapped down, helpless in his straitjacket, half-naked and powerless.

He was young, so he was accustomed to doing what teachers told him, yet he hadn't experienced this kind of captivity before. The frustration mounted, scratching just beneath the surface of his skin. His nostrils twitched, and he glowered downward as he tried to understand this.

As far as he was concerned, the world usually made sense. Most things seemed fairly logical. He didn't believe in wild conspiracy theories, especially because there was usually an explanation for how and why events played out as they did.

But this?

Henry searched through every experience and lesson he had ever mastered as he tried to come up with some justification for what was happening right then and there. A straitjacket? He didn't have any history of mental illness. And yet, he remained stuck. Another part of him wanted to believe this had to be some kind of joke. The straitjacket couldn't be real. It would be the goofy equivalent of some of those fake handcuffs kids liked to play with. If he could just find the right angle, there would be a tab he could pull, and in the whole thing would come off. And yet, he had tried that. He had yanked and pulled and twisted. He had thrown his body to the left and right, struggling as hard as he could, yet none of it helped.

He was still bound by the straitjacket, utterly powerless with his legs spread and his genitals on display.

Forcing himself to relax, he tried to believe that he simply had to be patient. If he waited, he’d get more information. That's why he leaned back, and he closed his eyes, and he tried to think of some girl from his school. Tiffany? Oxana? Mindy? Fiona? Lillian? The names of hot girls from his different classes flashed behind his eyes, but he couldn't enjoy any rush of attraction.

Then a different face materialized in his fantasy: Rebecca.

He thought of his stepsister.

He didn't want to do it, of course. Even without diving deep, he already knew how the rest of the world would view that kind of attraction. Then again, there wasn't any biological relationship between them, so it should have been fine. Besides, this was his fantasy, and no one else had to know about it.

Rebecca.

Just thinking of her name was enough to send sparks and desire racing along his body. Urges vibrated deep down in his stomach. And at that moment, he wanted that distraction. He needed it. His fingertips were pushed down against the palms of his hands, and his knuckles rubbed along the inside of the straitjacket. Whenever he moved or shifted, he could feel the soft restraints encasing the upper half of his torso.

Genuine helplessness was an alien concept for a boy like Henry. That's why he needed to lose himself with another thought, another idea…and Rebecca worked perfectly.

He thought of her hair, soft and smooth. He envisioned that disdainful smirk on her mouth. She always saw herself as the smartest person in the room. The scariest part? Henry sometimes suspected she was right. When she looked out of the world, she seemed so cunning, like she could see past all of the the BS and nonsense. She knew how to discern which details were the most important.

When it came to her appearance, she effortlessly attracted the men around her. Guys desperately wanted to date her. The women she encountered all craved her approval. Whether they were younger or older, they saw her and intuitively recognized her capabilities. She’d be the alpha she-wolf or queen bee.

Even in his fantasies, it was difficult to imagine some scenario where he could seduce her or take control. It always seemed somewhat more likely that she’d pick him. Maybe he would be in his bedroom, playing some games, and she would knock on the door, then walk in without waiting for an actual invitation. She could take a controller from his hands, push him down onto his back, lean in, and kiss him. She could run her hands along his cheeks, down his neck, and along his legs before sliding her fingers into his pants. She’d find his cock, and…

He thought of his erection right as the excitement flared down between his legs. His shaft started to stiffen as he thought of that beautiful girl.

Normally, tensed arousal flared through his body, hardening his cock instantly. But now, he could feel his shaft push against the something.

Reflexively, he tried to squirm around, to adjust. It would have been far easier if he had been able to use his hands, but his limbs remained trapped in the straitjacket. Doing his best not to think about that, Henry turned his hips a little to the left, then the right. At the same time, he thought of those moments when he had woken up early in the morning with an erection. Sometimes, his cock was pressed down at the wrong angle, so he needed to adjust.

It was supposed to be easy. It was supposed to be simple.

As his shaft strained, he opened his eyes, stretched forward as much as possible, and then he saw something else. There was something shining between his legs.

What was that?

At first, he was genuinely confused. Then he vaguely remembered something he had stumbled across online once. A strange, alien phrase popped into his head: chastity cage. He blinked rapidly. What? No way.

And yet, he tried to think of Rebecca again. Sure enough, he envisioned her vulpine features, the tips of her canines, her sly smile, and the smooth texture of her mane. At the same time, his manhood tried to stiffen again, only to encounter that curved prison around his length.

No. No way, he tried to tell himself. This was impossible. He couldn't be wearing a chastity cage!

But then he thought of Victoria. Would she do something like this to him? Could she?

Yes.

He didn't know his stepmother especially well. As far as he had been concerned, he could just stay out of her way, wait until he reached adulthood, and leave with his inheritance. He could go off to college or wander around Europe or something. He had plenty of money, so he didn't need to worry about that.

Another burst of frustration flared through his body, making him want to fight to kick or punch his way free.

It still didn't work.

"This isn't fair!"

Right as he called out those words, the door opened. He jerked his head up.

Henry expected to speak. He had no idea how much time had gone by. Minutes? Hours? It was impossible to tell, especially with the exasperation racing through his body. It seemed to pulse from his core out to his arms and legs. But now, he stopped himself from speaking. Every word he intended to utter suddenly dissipated at the back of his throat because he saw someone massive and powerful.

"Hello, Henry. My name is Marcus, and I'm in charge of the orderlies."

Henry didn't want to be intimidated. In fact, he hated that natural reaction, yet this man now stood over him. Worse, Henry was naked from the waist down with some strange device between his legs. At the same time, he was wearing a straitjacket. On his back, and barely able to move, Henry knew just how vulnerable he was. But it wasn't just that. Even if Henry had been allowed to run or walk around, he suspected that the same sense of fear would have darted across his skin. Little bumps appeared along his neck and down his shoulders. Cold and heat seemed to battle for dominance all along his flesh.

"Where am I?"

"This is the Crestwood Asylum, and I'm here to begin your treatment. I already spoke with your doctor, and she wants you to have a special session. That's why I'm here."

"Look, I think there’s been some kind mistake."

"No mistake," Marcus replied. At the same time, he walked past Henry, who decided not to chase after him with his gaze. Instead, Henry fought to maintain some veneer of independence, freedom, and dignity. Yes, he was tied down and helpless, but he'd be freed soon enough. That's what he had to believe, anyway.

Marcus opened the drawer, pulled out a small jar, and he set it off to the side. From there, he leaned down and said, "You need to understand that your treatment is going to happen. This is going to be good for you. I might not understand exactly what the doctor has in mind for you, but I know that she always wins. Do you understand?"

"What, what are you saying?"

Marcus didn't answer. Instead, a slow smile stretched across his lips. Then, with his eyes still aimed down at Henry, he opened up the right restraint on the patient's ankle, then the left. Although he remained trapped by the straitjacket, Henry could at least move. Before he made a decision one way or the other, Marcus reached down and grabbed him with one arm. His fingers locked onto his chest, and he yanked, hefting Henry out of the exam chair.

In the next moment, however, Marcus knocked the boy down onto his knees. Hitting the floor hard, Henry tried to recover, only then it got worse because he looked up, and he saw the Marcus had opened his trousers and freed his cock.

"What are you doing?" Henry tried to ask, only for an unintelligible squeak to jump from his lips instead.

Instead of speaking, Henry leaped up onto his feet. He expected to get tackled or thrown to the floor right away, but that didn't happen. Instead, he got up! He lunged forward, rushing as fast as he could toward the door. At the same time, he had to be doubly careful with his balance. Since his arms were still locked against his chest, he couldn't swing out his hands. Balance got harder, but he didn't stumble or fall.

That small sense of triumph didn't last long, not when he slammed up against the door. He glanced to down at the rounded knob, and…

What was he supposed to do?

It was a doorknob. It was just a freaking doorknob!

Maybe, if he had time on his side, Henry could have leaned down and tried to brace his chin against the curved metal or something. He envisioned some scenario where he tried to use his tongue or maybe even his mouth to get a grip and to turn the knob and open the door.

He didn't have time.

The imposing orderly turned toward him, took several steps forward, cutting the distance between them.

"Look, I have money. Okay? I'm about to get this really big inheritance, and if you just let me go, I can share it with you! All you have to do is get me out of here!"

"Kid, you're not the first, and you won't be the last to make that offer. But I don't take bribes." Marcus grumbled out those words before he raised his hand and grabbed this boy by the straitjacket again. In the next moment, he shoved Henry right back down onto the floor. Braced against his elbows, shoulders, and knees, Henry couldn't comprehend what was happening. But then, he had noticed one detail: Marcus had his cock out, and now it shined with lubricant.

Henry worked to understand what that might mean, only his brain refused to catch up, like the thoughts stubbornly refused to fit together.

"You're about to get fucked like a dog," Marcus said to him. His voice was low and gravelly and quiet; even so, those words slammed down into Henry. The boy squirmed. He tried to kick out. He struggled to fight his way free once again. Maybe he wasn't strapped to the chair, but he couldn't escape.

And now, he felt the tip of that big cock as it pushed against his opening. Henry tried to jerk free, to fight or squirm to the left or right. He cried out, desperate. He panted, "You can't do this! You can't do this!" Yes, he sounded like a spoiled rich boy.

Marcus showed Henry exactly what he could do. He pushed downward, thrusting into him. He stretched to the walls of his opening. Henry bit down now, desperate to stay quiet. His heart kicked. Yes, the words vibrated inside of his skull, but Henry knew it wouldn't do any good. Instead, he had to fight back.

He couldn't!

There was nothing for this boy to do! He was down on his elbows and knees. With his face pushed toward the floor, he had to take it inch by inch. His body stretched. Worse, some part of him responded. At first, Henry couldn't even recognize the sensations, but now they sparked through his body, growing stronger and stronger.

A wave of desire crashed into his gut. It seemed to vibrate from deep within his center. It flared out to his biceps, forearms, knuckles and fingertips. His toes curled, and he tried to hate it. Worst of all, his shaft fought to get hard. "Take it, boy. You know you belong on your knees just like this." Marcus had one hand on the rich boy's ass. With the other, he braced his palm against the back of Henry neck, pinning his face down against the floor.

At the same time, Marcus shoved forward, drew back, only to plow into that tight opening over and over again.

Giving up on his stoicism, Henry tried to call out. He didn't know what he wanted to say. Ridiculously, he insisted, "You can't do this!"

Obviously, Marcus could. He pumped that boy harder now, working him faster from one gasped breath to the next.

Again and again, Henry tried to fight back. He struggled with all of the effort he could muster, yet it wasn't enough. It wasn't anywhere near enough, not when Marcus was so much bigger and stronger.

On any given day, Henry could pretend that he was capable. Sure, he didn't really work out, but he watched lots of movies and TV shows where that wasn't necessary. Effort? Preparation? That wasn't required. "Grit" and "determination" were supposed to be good enough. But now he tried to battle his way free, only to fail with every second.

Clearly, Marcus was bigger and stronger. As such, he could do whatever he wanted!

Henry had to take it.

By now, Marcus pushed forward, burying his cock to the hilt. The boy’s eyes widened, and he cried out again, gasping, panting, and moaning. Fresh waves of desire flared through his body like miniature explosions. Even so, his body still couldn't do anything about it. Maybe the tip of his shaft had dampened with excitement. Droplets of pre-come probably appeared, but he couldn't do anything about it, not while he wore the chastity cage.

Marcus pumped him harder and faster now. Henry heard that grunt of satisfaction, and then his eyes widened. Marcus was coming!

Whenever Henry envisioned sex, he thought of himself on top of some pretty girl. Maybe she’d be a cheerleader with her skirt pulled up. Maybe she would be naked. It could have been Rebecca…But now he was getting penetrated. Trying to tell himself this didn't count, Henry grunted and growled because he was still a virgin, Henry squirmed helplessly on the floor with those powerful hands still pressed against the back of his neck, constantly reminding this boy of just how weak and helpless he really was. No, he couldn't hide in a fantasy. He couldn't try to rely on some pathetic justification.

In a contest of raw, physical strength, Henry would lose every single time because this man was bigger and stronger. He had broad shoulders, powerfully developed muscles, and he could take whatever he liked from a virgin boy like Henry.

Henry squealed one more time, growling even as he felt that pulsating movement from one second and to the next.

Marcus finally jerked back. Worse, he actually picked Henry up. He threw the boy back down onto the exam chair, and then he strapped into place.

"I'm going to make you pay for that here. I'm going to make sure you pay for that!" Henry cried out, his eyes wet, shouting one word after another.

At first, Marcus seemed like he was just going to tolerate that brazen display of disrespect. But then he opened up another drawer, and then he held something up for Henry to see.

At first, the boy wanted to keep talking, only now the confusion made it harder for him to keep going. A bone? A dog bone? And why were there two leather straps dangling from the corners?

"Open your mouth," Marcus commanded. Maybe he wasn’t a doctor or nurse, yet he still had authority over this patient.

"I'm not going to open my mouth," Henry started to say, which was silly. If he had been allowed to think clearly, then he would've realized just how ridiculous his response really was. But after what he had just gone through, he needed to fight back. He needed to resist, no matter what that meant.

Since Henry was dumb enough to speak, Marcus shoved at the rounded edges of the dog bone into his mouth. Then he yanked the boy's skull forward and strapped it in. Just like that, Henry was gagged. "The gag looks good on you," Marcus observed. Normally, he could use the patients and said very little to them. Although the lead orderly enjoyed his work, he didn't see the point in talking to them, especially when so many of these individuals were slated for complete personality revisions. In the meantime, he could indulge. He didn't think of himself as a sadist, but there was still something so enticing about having a boy like Henry down on his hands and knees, struggling and squirming as Marcus pushed forward, burying his cock deep in that tight orifice. "It’s almost like you were born to have a bone in your mouth."

The boy thrashed again, kicking out. Just like before, it didn't do any good. Still locked in his straitjacket, gagged and helpless, he couldn't fight back. Whether he liked it or not, it was time for Henry to start waiting again.

In all honesty, Victoria didn't know how she was supposed to feel when she watched that recording. Yes, there was that hint of excitement deep within her body. Her nipples stiffened, and maybe there was even that little trace of arousal right between her legs. She had never been attracted to Henry, of course. He was a young man, sure, and technically an adult now, but she had always preferred his father. Henry lacked any kind of money, ambition, or masculine authority. He hadn't been a target, and he certainly couldn't seduce her either.

The orderly, on the other hand…

Victoria glanced over at Professor Verger, and wondered if she should request some private time with her employee. Would something like that be tolerated here at the Crestwood Asylum?

Maybe. Maybe not. Either way, it couldn't hurt to ask. For now, however, she needed to focus on her stepson. That's why she watched, entranced by the images playing out before her.

This time, Henry didn't wear the expression of a sullen adolescent. He couldn't roll his eyes or radiate that sense of disconnected apathy. Technically, he seldom disrespected her, although Victoria still remembered that one word.

Bitch.

Even now, thinking of this boy using that term with her made Victoria draw her lips. She could feel the cool air ride along the roof of her mouth. With a smirk, she wondered, Who's the bitch now?

As he cried out, Henry got taken hard.

"Your man didn't allow him an orgasm, did he?"

"Your boy is still technically a virgin," Professor Verger said.

"Perfect," said his stepmother. "If it’s okay, I want to see him once you put him in the suit."

"That can be arranged," she said.

"In the meantime, who’s going to train him?"

"It might be one of our orderlies," said the professor.

"Actually, I'm hoping you could have someone else do it?"

"Who did you have in mind?"

"When I came in here before, I saw one of your nurses. She was blonde and very well endowed.

"Dr. Chen certainly has a type," Professor Verger replied. "But I must ask, why do you believe this would be better?"

"Because I know Henry has a type too."

Exhausted and humiliated, Henry didn't know what to do. On some level, he wished he could just shut his eyes and fall asleep. Yeah, he yearned for the chance to embrace the exhaustion. He wanted to let the fatigue flow through him, to fill him up, and to hide him in some slice of temporary oblivion. At that moment, he didn't care if he dreamed. He didn't feel as though he had to worry about anything at all.

While he remained awake, however, Henry kept thinking about that man. Each time, the boy bristled, biting down. Simultaneously, he attempted to envision some other scenario. Maybe if he had fought harder? Maybe if he had been stronger or more determined, he could have broken free. He would have torn his way out of the straitjacket, punched Marcus hard across the face, knocking him out, and then he could have escaped this entire place. Realistically, Henry had no idea how he could make something like that happen. Realistically, did he think he could fight? Did he think he might spontaneously grow fifty pounds of muscle? As much as he hated to face the truth, he knew that he had done his best, only then he had to accept the corollary. He had done his best, and it wasn't anywhere near good enough.

Equally upsetting, Henry found his gaze returning to that door. What if it opened again? What if Marcus walked right back in there? Breathing a little faster, Henry envisioned a scenario where Marcus would walk forward, free him from the straps, lift him up, and shove him right back down against to the floor. He'd spread Henry's legs, opening up his ass and getting him ready to be taken hard all over again. He could plunge in deep with his masterful cock, taking this boy and showing Henry once again, where he belonged: face down and on his knees with his ass in the air, ready to be taken and used. A man like Marcus could have fun whenever he wished, and there was nothing Henry could do to stop him!

It was infuriating, yet those thoughts and questions triggered fresh twitches between Henry's legs.

How was something like that possible? How could his body possibly betray him like this? Again and again, Henry tried to envision one of the girls from school. Maybe it would have been someone sweet and innocent. Maybe he could have pictured a girl like Rachel or Cassandra instead, vicious alpha females who had no problem making their classmates run home weeping. Those girls could smile beautifully as they left psychological scars on their victims. And yet, he still wanted to be the guy to tame one of them. He wanted to be the guy who could take those girls, hold them down, pump into them, and…

But if someone was going to be pumped, Henry knew it would be him.

What if another orderly came in here? What if someone else wanted to pick him up, push him down, and use him?

Especially because he still didn't know exactly where he was, Henry had to face the other truth; there could have been dozens or even hundreds of men just like Marcus...

No. Closing his eyes and shaking his head, he tried so hard to concentrate on something else. Instead, Henry started to wonder why that had bothered him so much. Yes, there was the humiliation, the violation, and yet, it was more than that too.

Under normal circumstances, Henry would have secretly thought of himself as that man's social superior. Although Henry didn't exactly care about politics, he still viewed himself as decent guy. As such, he wasn't supposed to think in those terms. Still, he had money on his side and an inheritance waiting for him. Consequently, he couldn't help but make those comparisons. Marcus was just an orderly. He probably didn't make much. He couldn't think about flying around the world or taking a couple of years off from college in order to visit Europe or backpack across Asia. Those were very realistic options for a boy like Henry. What did that mean? Consciously, he tried to tell himself how this didn't make him better. And yet…those tantalizing thoughts of superiority hovered like a temptation at the edge of every thought.

Henry's money didn't matter. It didn't protect him. Maybe if he had been able to use it and hire someone, things could have been different. But that wasn't how the world worked. He had trusted his stepmother, and now he was here.

With a grunt, Henry yielded to another jolt of adrenaline. The anger flashed across his skin, pulsing out from his chest to his limbs. Fresh strength awakened in his biceps, thighs and down to his calves.

It didn't change anything. He was still tied down and powerless as the door opened.

He looked up. He tried to speak. He needed to say something like, "Let me up! You have to let me up right now! I don't know what this is supposed to be, but you can't keep me here!" Those determined exclamations might've meant something except he still had the rubber, bone gag in his mouth. It was curved against the edges of his mouth, blocking his tongue and making it impossible for this boy to say anything coherent.

Three women strolled into the room. One was Asian, tall and slender. The other two were blonde and very, very pretty. Henry hated how his adolescent body responded; in spite of his captivity, he still endured that blast of heat along his frame. Both blondes wore short, white dresses that hugged their torsos and pushed up against their breasts. They had on adorable little caps that were mostly white, except for the red crosses. Right away, he recognized them as nurses, only they didn't seem like actual hospital employees. Instead, he immediately flashed to some Halloween website that sold "sexy" nurse costumes.

The black-haired woman now standing over him held a tablet against one arm. He glanced down at the screen and said, "I'm sorry it's taken me so long to visit you. I'm Dr. Chen, and I'm here to share your diagnosis. Normally, I would interview you and discuss your situation with Professor Verger, but we're quite busy. There are lots of sick boys and girls like you who need to be cured."

He grunted something. He tried to make it interrogative, like maybe he would be able to convey just one idea, "Please? Can you get this gag out of my mouth?" Once he could speak, he would be able to convince them that he didn't really belong there...wherever he was supposed to be!

"To put it simply, you have been diagnosed with an antisocial disorder. Apparently, your stepmother is very, very worried about you, which is why she contacted us. Don't worry. We're going to make sure you get the treatment you need. Since you haven't learned obedience, we're going to help you. In order to do this, you will be reprogrammed as a puppy dog. I'm going to perform several surgeries on you in the next couple of days. But until then, I think a simple latex suit will be enough. My girls here are going to get you dressed up. I'm going to give you a shot, it's going to paralyze you, and then they will take care of you. After that, Nurse Carly is going to take you out for a walk and some basic training. How does that sound?"

Although he absorbed each word, he found his eyes widening little by little. He stared up at her and kept waiting for some phrase or declaration that could inject some logic or sense into what he just heard.

"Do you have any questions?" Dr. Chen asked the patient.

His brows creased. Henry attempted to say something. He wanted to tell her, "Look, I don't know what she told you or what you think is going on here, but there has been a misunderstanding. There's been a mistake. There's been a really, really big mistake!" After that, once he had her attention, he could keep going, "Please, there's nothing wrong with me. I don't have an antisocial disorder or whatever. I don't need to be trained." At this point, he couldn't even envision what that might mean.

Then again, a boy like Henry was incredibly naïve. He didn't understand just how dangerous the wider world could be. Sure, he thought he understood how things worked, only he couldn't imagine someone like Dr. Chen or Professor Verger. He had such a limited understanding of brutality, cruelty, and sadism. He didn't understand what the wealthiest and most powerful people might want or just how far they could go to get it…

Again and again, he whimpered and moaned out those words. He tried so hard to articulate himself, yet the gag silenced him.

Dr. Chen stepped beyond his line of sight for a few seconds. When she came back, she held up the syringe. She tapped the plastic tube with one fingertip. Then one of the nurses stepped forward and giggled. She looked down into Henry's eyes. She was beautiful, he couldn't help but think. He didn't want to focus on those details, yet he couldn't block them out either. "Don't worry. Dr. Chen is super smart, and she knows exactly what you need. This is going to be good for you!"

Henry’s nostrils flared as fresh anger shot through his body, but the adrenaline didn't help. Incandescent rage couldn't give him the strength he needed to break free.

The doctor stepped forward, watched as the nurse wiped down a patch on Henry's neck, and then she aimed. He pushed the tip of the needle down. This was worse than his first shot. It stung more than he expected. At the same time, he didn't know exactly what to expect.

This strange, buzzing and fuzzy sensation spread from the injection site into the rest of his body.

"You have fun, girls. Remember, I want him dressed up completely. It’s time for our puppy dog to get ready."

"Dr. Chen, can I put some extra details on him?"

"As long as you take him out, get him some exercise, help him stretch, and work on his training."

"I can do that!" Nurse Carly said with a quick hop of excitement.

It wasn't going to work, Henry silently promised himself. He didn't know precisely what they had in mind, but he’d fight. He would fight back, and he would show them that he wasn't going to be broken. Concentrating all of the determination and willpower he possessed, he tried to ignore the chemicals now running through his system.

Dr. Chen and the other nurse disappeared back through the door. The other girl stood there, holding her hands behind her back and wobbling from side to side as she happily hummed to herself. She had a prisoner right in front of her, but she didn't seem worried about that. In fact, she made all of this seem normal and simple.

"Okay," she announced a few minutes later. "That was probably enough time."

Remarkably, she leaned forward, and he could move his eyes, only the rest of his body seemed to have grown much, much heavier. That alien paralysis seemed to spread through his body. The nurse reached down; more importantly, she stretched her body toward him, and his eyes still lingered on her cleavage. She had those big breasts. He wished he could have reached out and cupped to them. Underneath the palms of his hands. He wanted to pinch and fondle those curves.

This was ridiculous, he told himself. He should have been angry or at least terrified. He should have been fighting. And yet, he couldn't push past those urges and desires. They lingered, straining his senses from one moment to the next.

Then she freed his legs, and she loosened the straps on his straitjacket. She rolled him off to one side, and she freed his right arm.

Yes!

Vivid determination grabbed him as he scrambled to push himself up. He worked to slam his palms down against the exam table. He wanted to jump up again, only this time he wouldn't be wearing that infernal straitjacket.

The impulses shot from his brain straight down his spine and straight into his arms.

Nothing happened.

"Oh, are you panicking?" Nurse Carly asked with mock concern. She spoke with that sweet, breathy voice. She sounded cheerful, like some excited babysitter who was eager to spend time with her new charge. "It's okay," she consoled him. "You don't need to get upset. Just relax. Remember, you’re exactly where you need to be. You’re with me, and I'm going to take very, very good care of you!"

He heard those words, only they didn't mean anything to him, not while he struggled to move his right arm, then his left. Before, he had been strapped down. He had been able to pull and tug and twist, only now he faced a different kind of captivity. Before, the straitjacket imprisoned him. Now he found himself trapped within his own body!

She stripped away the straitjacket, so now he was completely naked.

"I'm going to go get your suit," she said.

The cheerful nurse stepped beyond his line of sight. "I bet you’re really going to like this. You are going to look so cute! I don't know if this is the kind of color your owner will want for you, but I think it's going to look adorable. It reminds me of a music video I once saw." That's when she came back, and he saw the red, latex suit. She grabbed his right ankle, lifted up, and then she started to slide his limb right into the restrictive material. He could feel the rubber push and tighten against his toes, the top of his foot, ankle, shin, knee, and then his thigh. She may have talked like some airhead, yet she manipulated his body with the expert confidence of a girl who had done this many, many times before. Apparently, Dr. Chen trained her bimbo nurses quite well.

With every second, he tried so hard to fight back. Despite that rush of effort, his skin remained cool, and his arms and legs stayed sedate. Normally, when he drew on this kind of effort, his heart kicked and raged. Not this time.

At one point, he even wished he could raise his leg toward his chin before he launched his heel forward, hopefully slamming it right against her face. That kind of violence didn't usually appeal to him, but he had to do something!

Instead, he found himself becoming more and more encased by the latex. The happy nurse rolled him onto his stomach, and now she pulled the zipper up along the small of his back and toward his shoulder blades. Next, she clicked the lock, and now she came back with something else.

"What do you think of your puppy mask?"

When he saw it, he could hardly recognize the details. Now she called it a "puppy mask," so he recognized the faux ears and snout...Once he wore it, his features would be mostly obscured. Maybe if someone came forward and looked right down into his face, they’d be able to recognize the shape of his cheeks and the ridge of his nose, but he'd be a puppy boy with any casual glance.

He couldn't let her put that on him!

In spite of his determination, Nurse Carly pulled his head forward, slipped the mask over his face, and then she tightened to the strap around his neck. She zipped it up along the back of his skull, and now it was tight against his skin. With the gag still lodged between his teeth, he couldn't fight any of it. All he could do was growl and grunt...just like any other dog.

Then she grabbed his right arm, and she bent it, pulling his fist up toward his shoulder. She secured another set of straps. Now his elbows were bent, and he could barely flap his arms around.

That meant he could start moving again.

It wasn't good enough.

Next, Nurse Carly pushed his knees up, and then she secured another set of straps. Finally, she returned to the counter. When she came back, she held something up for him to see. She gazed down at the boy trapped in the red, latex prison. She nodded to herself. "Yes. You look so cute! I think that's a really sexy color on you! You look just like a popstar!" She chuckled. "Do you think that's what they were going for?"

Obviously, he couldn't answer, so she wobbled her head from side to side, nodded to herself, and raised the next item.

When he saw the bright pink collar with the sparkling rhinestones, his eyes widened. Simultaneously, he bit down into the gag between his teeth. As his jaw locked, he tried to grunt back at her, "No way. No fucking way!" He snarled, making as much noise as of the muzzle allowed, but Nurse Carly happily slid the collar around his neck, and she locked on. Last, she pulled out a matching leash and attached it. She was ready to take this boy out.

"I think it's time for someone to get some fresh air," she cooed. The blonde nurse grabbed him and forced him down onto the floor. He hit his knees, but it hurt. His legs were now heavily padded.

But once he was on the floor, he realized that the last of the drugs had finally dissipated. Yes, he could flex his toes and wiggle his fingers. He had control over his arms and legs once again. Even so, he found himself straining his neck as he peered through the puppy mask to stare up at the nurse.

Henry didn't want to face the truth, yet it was too late.

"Come along, dog," she said without any kind of real hostility.

Dog. Somehow, it was worse that Nurse Carly didn't actually sound angry with him. Instead, that perky blonde yanked on his leash, and he could feel the tug the against the base of his neck. As far as she was concerned, this was right. It was natural. He was a dog, so he belonged on his elbows and knees.

Sucking in one breath through his nostrils, he panted against of the rage coursing within him. His heart kicked faster, and he had hardly moved, yet he yearned to jump up, to tear the leash from his collar, to rip it into shreds, to throw it against the floor, and to show this girl that he couldn't be treated like some animal. He was a young man, an intelligent student, and someone who could make his own decisions. All of those thoughts fluttered through his head even as he tried to stand.

For so long, climbing up onto his feet had been easy. He couldn't remember being a toddler, of course. He couldn't remember struggling to walk or to take a couple of steps. If anything, he had been adroit and adept on his feet for as long as he could remember. Maybe he wasn't much of a dancer, but he could dart around on his feet, easily maintaining his balance.

Only now, the restrictive latex kept him down on the floor.

"Come along, doggie," Nurse Carly said.

"No!" Henry snarled back as best he could. Of course, his vivid call of defiance got mangled by the gag still wedged between his teeth. Could the blonde nurse even understand what he was trying to say? Maybe. Maybe not. Either way, she yanked on his leash, yet he still refused to cooperate.

The pretty nurse kneeled down right in front of him. With her knees bent, she smoothed out her short skirt, and he hated how he instinctively noticed her gorgeous legs. She looked incredible, and he even tried to reach out so he could brush his fingertips along her thigh. Of course, he couldn't actually do it. His arms were still trapped, and he couldn't flex his fingers, let alone stretch one hand forward.

The nurse looked into his eyes, and she said, "Are you going to cooperate? Because if you don't, I'm going to have to go get Dr. Chen, and I think she's going to put a shock collar on you. Is that what you need, doggie? Do you need a shock collar? I understand. I used to need something like that too."

His brows creased.

What? He tried to ask her, but still couldn't talk, not with the gag lodged between his teeth.

"Okay," she said. "I guess you need the shock collar." She reached up, and she tied his leash to a hook on the wall. Then she turned around, she walked through the door.

She was only gone for a few seconds. Even so, Henry took this opportunity. He tried to reach for the collar, the leash, anything. And yet, his latex prison had been designed well. It was tight against his skin, almost like another layer of flesh. It was hot against his body, yet he could still breathe in and out. Then, with a frustrated rush of embarrassment, he realized there was only one way for him to try to cool down: pant. Just like any other dog, he could suck in cool air, and it was the best way for him to try to lower his body temperature.

Stubbornly, he refused to do it.

And then the door opened again, and Nurse Carly and Dr. Chen returned.

Dr. Chen already gripped the shock collar between her deft and slender hands.

He saw it, and he grinned back at her. It was childish, he knew, but he also understood that they’d have to remove the latex suit in order to get the new collar on him. Right?

No, he was wrong.

He didn't know about the small openings near the base of his neck.

She slid this collar right around his throat. He wore two now, the original a little higher and closer to his chin, the second collar closer to his clavicles. Then he sensed the cool, mental tips as they came into contact with his flesh.

"Here you go, Carly," Dr. Chen said, handing a small, pink controller to her nurse. "Remember, I want you to punish him whenever he misbehaves. Oh, since he's being disobedient, let's just insert the tail now."

Tail?

Dr. Chen crouched in front of him. He tried to stare back at her, to meet her gaze and to intimidate her. He wanted to glare; more than anything else, he wanted this woman to look into his eyes and to witness his defiance. Only there was a problem. This wasn't a videogame, a movie, or some streaming show. On the contrary, he was just a boy, and Dr. Chen had dealt with stronger and far more dangerous individuals. As far as she was concerned, Henry was just a spoiled boy who needed to be modified, corrected, and remade for his stepmother.

"Can I do it now? Can I give him a little dose?" Nurse Carly asked. The bimbo sounded so excited!

"Go ahead," Dr. Chen said.

"Sorry, doggie. You're not going to like this!" Yes, she warned him. At the same time, excitement bubbled along her every word. She aimed the controller, hit the button very carefully, and then his world exploded.

AGONY! It shot straight into his skin. They had collared him, and now the electrodes roared to life.

He tried to jump away, to twist, to break free. While wearing the straitjacket, he had been helpless and spread out. But now, he remained to trapped, only he wasn't strapped down. He was right there on the floor, and his muscles slammed against the restrictive bounds of the latex. This boy was on the floor, and there was nowhere for him to go. He twitched inside of his suit, whimpering and shouting as best he could.

The pain finally faded.

"Really?" Dr. Chen asked, clearly unimpressed. "That was one of the lower settings. Just so you understand, I think additional punishment is necessary."

"Yes, Dr. Chen!" gushed the bimbo nurse. Nurse Carly made some kind of adjustment. With his vision blurring, Henry didn't lift his head or look up.

Another explosion of agony overwhelmed him as she pressed the button. It surrounded and swallowed him. The pain snapped across his body, lighting up every nerve he possessed. He screamed again, pathetically desperate there on the floor. The puppy dog only went quiet when his lungs ran out of air. He couldn't even breathe in. The pain consumed every thought, reflex, and instinct. There was nothing left! It was just pain!

Finally, it faded, and he was on his back now. He didn't even know how that had happened, but Dr. Chen casually placed her shoe against the base of his neck. She pressed down. He couldn't breathe. Too bad for him. "This isn't a question. It's medicine. You will obey. You will learn to be a good little doggie. You’re trapped in that suit, and maybe you’re telling yourself you can get out of it at some point. But here's the thing. This is the first phase. When I put you in your next suit, it's going to be permanent."

He only barely recognized of those words.

Dr. Chen continued, with a sly smile on her face, "I've been working on it for a while. It's going to be a permanent, second skin. It will adhere to your flesh. Once it's on, it's never coming off. You've walked on your feet for the last time, dog." She pressed down a little harder; his eyes bugged, and he thrashed with his knees and tips of his elbows. He squirmed helplessly there on the floor, all while the doctor continued, "But that's okay. You're going in for one surgery after another. With each one, I will sculpt you. By my hand, I will improve you." She pressed to down still harder now. He started to worry she might break something. But no, this woman was a doctor, so she knew how to inflict pain without actually damaging the property.

Finally, she pulled her foot away.

He gasped. Panting, he glanced back at the nurse.

Apparently, her bimbo knew exactly what to do. Nurse Carly practically pranced over before smiling down at him. She held her hands together as she bent forward, "Bark for us, boy."

Bark?

Despite everything, he just heard, Henry bit down against the rubber bone in his mouth. His teeth dug shallow indentations into the flexible material as he vented his frustrations.

He wasn't going to bark! He didn't care what they said or what his stepmother tried to get him to do. He would find his way out of here. Then he’d report them to the police. He was young, and he could be charismatic. At the same time, Henry instinctively believed in the fairness of the world. Despite whatever cynicism he tried to project, he couldn't believe that this woman would succeed.

"Are you sure?" Nurse Carly asked. "She's a doctor, and you should do whatever she says. That’s why you want to be a good boy. Go on. Bark. I know you can do it. You're smart enough!"

Smart enough?

When he looked back up at the nurse, he couldn't believe she was truly that vapid. And yet, she had that idiotic smile on her face. Worse, he knew that he would have been attracted to her at some other place or time. His nostrils flared, and he jerked his head from side to side. Yes, he was on his back, but he didn't care.

Nurse Carly jumped back up, and her bouncy blonde hair shivered along her shoulders. She raised up the controller, and he clenched his eyes shut.

He could handle this. He could tolerate it. He was strong! The silent mantras pulsed between his ears as he tried to brace himself.

It hurt! Another hurricane of pain enveloped him, swallowing up everything else. All of his thoughts, reflexes, everything disappeared. He was screaming again. The sound came from everywhere all at once. It came from far away and pulsed from deep within his chest.

Eventually, it stopped, and Dr. Chen asked, "Are you going to be a good dog for her?"

His eyes were wet. He couldn't wipe the tears from his vision, not while his hands remained stuck in the restrictive sleeves. Still, he nodded his head. He jerked his chin down and up with frantic eagerness. He didn't think about it. He didn't analyze this, and he couldn't silently lie either. Henry couldn't believe this was some kind of strategy on his part. Instead, he gave that woman precisely what she expected.

"Good. Nurse Carly, retrieve the tail."

"Yes, Doctor!"

Tail?

He didn't understand even as they pushed him back onto his elbows and knees. Bowing his head down, he knew he should try to resist or rebel again. There had to be some way for him to fight back. If nothing else, maybe he could look back at the doctor and growl. It seemed so childish, yet that was the best he can do. Still, growling meant canine behavior, which was precisely what they expected from him.

Although he didn't like this, he knew his best option was to remain quiet. It made him think of one of his teachers, Mr. Salinas, and how he'd gone on this rant one day in class. "The only real way for you to express genuine rage online is to walk away. Just be quiet. Here's the thing. Social media companies want you to interact. That's engagement. That's their most important metric. The more time you spend arguing with your cousin or your racist uncle, the more time you’re exposing yourself to ads. That gives them money. Remember, they don't care if you're having fun, if you're depressed, or if you're upset. They just want cash. So if you don't like something, walk away. Stay silent. Ignore it. That's the only thing you can do." Henry hated how the exact same logic applied right here at the Crestwood Asylum.

But then it hardly mattered since the nurse pulled out the tail.

When she held it up in front of him, Henry’s eyes bulged. He stared. It wasn't the soft exterior. It was the other end. He stared at the smooth, metal tip. It wasn't going to clip onto a buckle or clasp.

Dispelling the last of his hope, Nurse Carly told him, "This goes right into your bottom." Yes, she sounded cheerful and happy as though she had just delivered good news.

The moisture fled from his mouth, and he tried to beg. His eyes watered, only he didn't see any other alternative as he whimpered out, "No. Please, you can't be serious!"

Nurse Carly couldn't understand him so instead, she grabbed another bottle of lubricant. She opened it, and she squirted some onto the smooth metal.

Instantly, he tried to rush off. He braced himself on his elbows and knees and tried to get away from her. She grabbed his leash, pulled him into place, and pressed one knee against the small of his back. That was all it took. Maybe she sounded like a bimbo, and maybe she wasn't very smart, yet she still knew how to do her job.

Then she opened up the zipper right along the curves of his ass.

No!

This time, he bit down.

He squirmed, throwing his arms and legs to one side or the other. Unfortunately for him, his latex prison made it impossible for this boy to truly resist or fight back. In fact, she now had easy access.

He could feel the cool air glide along the opening.

Next, she pushed the tail into place. She penetrated him. Cold metal rammed down into him. His body tensed around the bulbous tip, trapping the tail in place.

She zipped the suit back into place. "There we go," she said, reaching out and patting him on the head. "How does that feel?" She asked the question, knowing full well that he wouldn't be able to answer. More and more, they were turning him into a dog.

And now it was time to take him out…

Pretty soon, Henry began to understand the depth of his dilemma. He crawled along on his elbows and knees, scurrying forward. Even worse than that, he had to deal with the sway of the tail as he crawled forward. Not only did he feel ridiculous as he scampered after Nurse Carly, he actually had to work to keep up. "If you fall behind, I might have to give you another little dose," Nurse Carly told him. "You don't want that, do you?" Rushing forward on his elbows and knees took way more effort than he expected. Simply keeping up with the nurse seemed to drain him.

They headed down one hallway after another. He saw the paintings, the detailed baseboards, and the crown molding. All of it seemed to convey a sense of power, wealth, and old-world glory. Yes, every corridor was well-lit, yet this other darkness seemed to pervade so much of the elongated space.

Finally, they came to a door, and she walked him outside.

Henry breathed in, and he tried to experience some sense of freedom. Even so, he remained trapped in his latex suit. With the second skin tight against his flesh, he couldn't pretend like he had any kind of freedom, especially while that girl held onto his leash.

"Would you like me to let you in on a little secret?" Nurse Carly asked.

He glanced back in her direction. For a moment, he wished he could just roll his eyes and exude that same disdain so many other young men effortlessly mastered.

"I used to be like you," she said in a furtive tone.

What?

"It's true!" Nurse Carly chirped. "I was a patient here. And then Dr. Chen worked on me. She made sure that I understood my place. Now I'm an obedient slave. I work as a nurse, and I service the orderlies, and I do is I'm told!" Yes, she once again made this all sound like good news, like she was supposed to be proud of it.

Truthfully, Henry had no idea how he was supposed to deal with that information. Could it be true? No. Right away, he tried to disbelieve everything she just told him. This was just another mind game. It was probably a prescribed part of his "treatment".

"Before I came to Crestwood, I was this arrogant businessman who thought he could get away with anything. I embezzled so much…" Carly smiled wistfully. "But luckily for me, I was retrained. Now, I don't have to think about big and complicated numbers. Money doesn't mean anything because I belong to Dr. Chen!"

Wait. He had been a businessman?

Behind the mask, Henry furrowed his brows as he tried to understand what that could possibly mean. It seemed utterly impossible. This girl looked so dainty and feminine. More importantly, she sounded just like an airhead.

Nurse Carly disconnected his leash. Then she stood in front of him, and she told him, "It's time for you to do some tricks. Are you ready to do some tricks, puppy boy?"

He raised his head, and he looked along the length of her body. He tried to see some sign of the individual she may have once been. Despite his best efforts, he couldn't do it. Was she messing with him? Was she lying?

She had to be…

And yet, Henry didn't think so. Strictly speaking, Henry didn't have any real proof one way or the other. The fear spread through his gut. It seemed to open up like a chasm, stretching all along the length of his imprisoned frame.

If they could do something like that to a powerful businessman, what could they do to Henry? Yes, he had money, at least in some theoretical sense. He was now an adult, only he didn't have a lawyer, fixer, or an army of associates who might be able to help him. Instead, he was a boy trapped in a latex suit. He was dressed like a dog, and each time he moved his hips, he could feel the tail's metallic tip rub along the insides of his ass, stimulating him in making his cock twitch within  the boundaries of his chastity cage.

"Wag," she ordered.

He jerked his head up.

No! He wouldn't cooperate. He wouldn't play along. He didn't care about the pain!

His trainer rolled her shoulders, let out a dramatic sigh, and said, "Are you sure about that? Are you sure you want to be a bad little doggie right now? I mean, you look so cute there on the ground. You obviously deserve to be trained. But don't worry. I'm sure your owner is going to have so much fun with you. Your owner will train you and tease you and feed you. I'm sure you will get some modifications to your tongue."

His tongue?

"And your ears are going to be so adorable! I overheard what Dr. Chen wants to do with you. She's going to turn you into a work of art!"

"No!" Henry tried to shout out that singular word. He failed. Instead, he made some whining, barking sound.

She shocked him.

The nurse lifted the controller, shrugged, and hit the button.

Jagged agony exploded through his body. It stabbed him from every direction all at once. Technically, the electrodes were placed against the base of his throat. Even so, the energy seemed to spin and swirl all along the length of his body. Every inch of flesh burned all at once. The energy snapped straight into him. It probably felt like getting hit from every direction in an instant.

Then it stopped, and she was crouched above him. "Are you ready?"

He shook his head.

She shocked him again!

His eyes watered, and tears ran down his cheeks, only to smear against the sides of his mask. "Oh, I'm sorry. I know it hurts. But this is what happens when you defy Dr. Chen. She knows what's best for you. She told me what to do, so I'm going to do it. Now, do I need to do it again?" They were talking about his freedom, his humanity!

Even so, she made this seem like this was a casual question. It wasn't a big deal, and he didn't need to get offended or be angry about his treatment. Besides, it had all been prescribed by a doctor, which meant this was good.

He couldn't talk. Even if he had been allowed to speak, Henry didn't know what he could possibly say to reverse Nurse Carly's transformation. She smiled at him, her pink lips curved into this playful grin as she waited for him to yield.

"Are you going to be good now? Are you going to climb back up onto your haunches? And then will you wag your little bottom for me?"

Yes. He had no choice.

He nodded his head. Distantly, he recognized that he had just made a choice. Even so, Henry hated himself for giving in. But what other choice did he have? Off in the distance, if he squinted, he thought he could see the outline of a road. And yet, there weren't any cars on it. Worse, how could he get there?

If someone saw him crawling along the side of the road, would they just assume he was some animal? They’d probably be driving so fast that he'd be little more than a blur against the landscape. Then again, his suit was a bright shade of cherry red. Maybe that would help? But would someone free him?

He grimaced, wondering what would happen if he escaped, only to be leashed and brought right back here like some stray dog.

Moment by moment, he climbed up onto his haunches. He didn't really know exactly what he was doing. Worse, moving without the help of his arms felt especially strange. With his legs bent, it took a lot of effort. Still, he managed to get upright. Once in that position, he glanced up at Nurse Carly. The pretty blonde leaned forward. Again, he studied the contours of her breasts. He didn't mean to do it, yet his cock twitched. There was that desire thrumming deep within his chest. He didn't know how it was possible, considering everything he had endured, but maybe some part of his psyche needed to focus on something else, even if it meant looking at his nurse and wondering what it would be like to run his hands along her mounds.

"Wag," Nurse Carly ordered.

It was a simple command, obviously. He could do it., But would he?

For the next one, two, three, four seconds, Henry didn't know. It was his choice, yet he still hoped for some rush of defiance. Granted, he couldn't think about what might happen next. Nurse Carly gripped the controller in her hand, her thumb poised above the button. She could push it, and the electrodes attached to his collar would activate, unleashing another electrical storm straight into his skin. He couldn't think about it, but he understood it. The possibility was right there, keeping a steady stream of adrenaline rushing into his veins.

He started to wag. Like a good and well-trained little doggie, he tilted his hips to the left, then the right.

"Excellent!" Nurse Carly said as she clapped her hands together. She even jumped up and down, making both her breasts and blonde tresses bounce with a cheerleader's enthusiasm.

He bristled, frustrated and humiliated.

As a young man, he had that instinctive sense that he was supposed to be bigger and stronger than the women around him. No matter who or what Nurse Carly had once been, she still drew Henry's eager gaze. There was something so feminine, so small and dainty and pretty about this girl. He wished he could grab her, overpower her, then bend her over a table or a desk. He was supposed to be stronger!

Instead, she hopped up and down like a little girl who loved playing with her puppy dog.

I'm not a puppy dog! I don't care what they do or say! I'm not going to let them keep me like this! Those ideas sounded so good, but this was an asylum. It was a hospital, and the doctor had already decided how she would treat him. What could he do? How could he fight back?

"Keep going," Nurse Carly instructed. "You can do it!" She made it sound like it would be a challenge.

Reluctantly, he continued to wag his backside from side to side. Then she came right up between his legs, and she brushed her fingers along the outline of his cock and balls. "I'm sorry the doctor decided you need to wear this chastity cage, but your stepmother doesn't want you to have any orgasms. Stimulation is perfectly okay, but you aren't allowed release." She laughed, "Oh, look at that pouty face!" Nurse Carly said. "Don't worry. If you want, I can tell Marcus to visit you again tonight. Would you like that? I'm sure he’d love to hold your leash while he fucks you!" She practically sang out those words, one after another, like he was supposed to be grateful for this possibility.

Stepping back, she nodded to herself. "Okay. You can definitely wag. Let's see you roll over. Roll over, doggie boy."

This was another trick. It was a trick he had to perform because she was training him to be a pet.

How many times would she make him do this? How many times would he be escorted out here? And when would he stop thinking about it? When would it start to feel normal and natural—as though he really needed to be trained and tamed?

Henry tried not to think about it, yet different possibilities seemed to hover at the edges of his senses. It wouldn't take long, he realized. Maybe people were more malleable than he wanted to believe. He wasn't some action hero, and he wouldn't be able to hold out.

In fact, he had already started to roll around on the grass! The worst part? Each time his buttocks slid along the grass, he could feel the tip of his tail pushed deeper into him. At the same time, part of him really wanted to rub his buttocks against the ground. That way, he could get some stimulation. Although the chastity cage made it impossible for him to climax, it still felt like scratching an itch. He knew those movements only made it worse and amplified his urges except he still couldn't stop!

"Good boy," she said. "Now, it's time to beg!"

Beg?

He was on his elbows and knees again. Henry looked at her, staring intently. At the same time, his eyes narrowed.

"Will I need to use this?" Nurse Carly asked, holding up the controller. "Because I don't mind. If that's what it takes to make you better, then we're going to make you better!"

But he wasn't some stupid dog! He wasn't a house pet! As much as Henry wished he could shout out those declarations, he knew she wouldn't be able to understand him, not while he remained muzzled.

Without thinking about it, he lifted up his elbows. Then he made the most demeaning sound he could think of. It wasn't a conscious choice or some rational decision. He didn't strategize or brainstorm. Instead, he just started to whimper. He acted like any other dog. No, he didn't have a pet back home, but he had seen plenty of movies, so he knew how to behave. He knew what sounds to make.

He whimpered.

As the nurse watched, he whimpered like a good little doggie.

And now, she rewarded him, clapping her hands together and hopping up and down again with just as much enthusiasm and energy as before. "That's so good!"

How long were they out there? It felt like hours.

After a while, he started panting. He stuck out his tongue as much as the muscle allowed, and he gasped, savoring the cool air along the roof of his mouth.

"Oh, it looks like the little doggie is getting thirsty. Are you thirsty? Are you hungry?"

Reluctantly, he nodded his head down and up.

"Okay," she said. "Let's take you back inside."

Holding onto his leash, she escorted him back into the asylum. Nurse Carly opened the doors, and she had him right back on his leash, so thinking about escape seemed utterly ridiculous. Granted, the leash didn't give her that much more authority. Reluctantly, he decided it was more about humiliating him, about reinforcing his status. While he wore his latex suit, he couldn't rush off. He couldn't run very fast, and he knew she’d be able to catch him.

What about the orderlies? They would've hunted him down with hardly any effort. Others had probably tried to escape, and they must have done a much better job.

She didn't return them to the room where he first awoke. Instead, she brought him into another space, and then he saw the dog crate. Immediately, he jerked his head up, and he gazed along her legs to the hem of her skirt, her tight waist, her breasts, and finally her face. She smiled down at him. "First, you get some water. Then you’re going in your cage until it's time for one of the other trainers to come see you. Or maybe Dr. Chen will come in here for your first procedure? Who knows?" Nurse Carly shrugged like it didn't really matter since he didn't get to voice an opinion anyway.

She pulled out a bowl and pushed it in front of him. He saw the tepid water.

His nostrils twitched, and he thought of just shaking his head from side to side in an angry act of defiance. He could show her that he didn't need water. He could go on a hunger strike!

But if he did that, then he would get weak. More importantly, she’d just use the controller on him over and over again until he drank. Whether he liked it or not, he couldn't fight back with a hunger strike. Dr. Chen, Nurse Carly, and Marcus were all far too strong for him. Besides, if he maintained his strength, maybe he’d find an opportunity to try to escape? It was a nice idea, and he tried to hold onto it.

For now, Henry had to lift his head as she grabbed him by his hair and pulled the muzzle from his mouth. She slipped her fingers into the mask, and she raised the strap on the bone. "No talking," she said.

Henry ignored her. He opened his mouth, and he started to utter a sentence. The moment he did, she jerked her hand forward, aiming at the controller at him as she pushed the button.

A spasm of agony wracked his body. He twitched, thrashing there on the floor in this small room. "No talking," she said.

Henry still couldn't help himself. He tried to utter something. He just needed to get through to her!

She shocked him again. The blast of energy exploded along his body, lighting up the pain receptors, igniting every nerve. He twitched, thrashing there on the floor, bucking around like a fish as she kept the button pressed down.

"Bark if you're going to be a good boy," she said.

"Wruff!" he squeaked out.

As far as "barks" went, it wasn't very impressive, but it was good enough. Most importantly, it showed Nurse Carly how he could be controlled. He would cooperate.

"Good boy," she said. "Now, I want you to get your head down, and drink from your bowl. You can do it. I know you can keep you want to be an obedient boy for Nurse Carly, don't you?" He hated how she talked about herself in the third person, yet there was nothing he could do about it. Inevitably, he pushed himself up onto his elbows and knees. He crawled toward the bowl, and he looked right down at it.

Yes, it was a dog bowl. He was about to drink out of a dog bowl!

Her patient lowered his head down, and he was going to start sipping, but she told him, "Doggies don't have lips, so they lap at the water. Lap at the water like a good boy."

He tossed an angry glance in her direction, only to see her aiming the controller had him again. Strictly speaking, that wasn't necessary, yet he broke anyway. He lowered his head down, and he swept his tongue along the surface of the water.

This was so stupid! It was so inefficient!

Even so, he didn't want to get punished again. He hated how there could be that jab of fear deep in his side every time he thought about resisting. Even so, the training was working. He could feel himself shift and change as this woman worked on him. It had only been one afternoon, but that was enough.

He drank, lapping at the water for a minute or two. Then she brought out another bowl and set it down in front of him.

Dog food?

"Eat up," she ordered, nudging the bowl forward with the tip of her white shoe. He saw the dried dog food.

He glanced at her again. He wished he could shake his head from side to side. He wasn't a dog; he wasn't animal. He didn't have to put up with this!

Only there was a problem with all of those ideas: he had no choice. He had to do this despite all of his angry resentment. If he didn't, there would be consequences.

After his last set of punishments, Henry couldn't fight back.

He dropped his head down without speaking. He opened his mouth, and he pulled some of the kibble between his teeth. He started to chew, grinding it up and swallowing. It was dry and gross and he hated it. Maybe he wasn't especially close with his stepmother, but she always ordered from the nicest grocery stores. The fridge was always fully stocked, so he could find almost whatever he wanted. But now he was on the floor, eating out of a dog bowl!

Still, he needed the energy. He swallowed one bite after another.

After several minutes, Nurse Carly announced, "That's enough." She reattached his leash and dragged him back toward the dog cage.

She expected him to crawl in.

Hating himself for it, Henry obeyed. He crawled into the dog cage, and she closed the gate, shutting it. "Should I tell Marcus you're waiting for him?"

He wasn't muzzled at this point. Even though he didn't have the rubber bone pressed between his teeth, Henry still shook his head from side to side. He whimpered, making this pathetic little sound. She laughed, clapped her hands together, and said, "Rest up, doggie boy!"

The door opened. Marcus came for him. The imposing orderly saw the boy down on his elbows and knees, trapped inside of that dog cage. He opened the gate. It didn't even have a lock! Since Henry couldn't use his hands or fingers, there was no way for him to pop it open. If he had been able to tear his fingers free from the latex mittens built into his suit, then escape would have been easy. As far as he could tell, the door wasn't even locked!

Then again, most of the patients at this facility couldn't actually use their hands, so locks weren't always necessary.

Taking one confident stride forward after another, Marcus approached the cage, crossed his arms over his chest, and peered down at the boy trapped behind those bars. "I talked to your doctor. She's decided you need another dose. She wants you to get nice and used to captivity as a dog. She needs you to understand how you are a beta. Do you know what that means?"

Henry knew he only had a few seconds. Within moments, the gate would open, and his face would be shoved down. His mask would rub against it the floor, and he would feel this man's powerful cock thrust into his opening. His buttocks clenched around the tail's metal tip. Fear danced along his skin, making his flesh tingle. Working through those emotions, Henry still worked to come up something good.

"Please, can we talk for just a second? We can negotiate right? There has to be something you want. I can help you. I don't know how, but I have connections." Did he? Did he really? In that instant, Henry didn't know or actually care about his resources. As long as he could get this man to listen to him, he would counted as a victory.

By now, Marcus had opened the gate. "Get out here, puppy dog."

Puppy dog. With those two words, he made it abundantly clear that he didn't view Henry as a person. No, that status had been stripped away, leaving him as an animal there on the floor. As such, he could be used.

"Please. We can just talk. Please?"

Marcus leaned down, reached into the cage, and grabbed Henry by his collar. He dragged the boy out. Once Henry was beyond the protection of the cage, he looked up again. Then he realized this man wouldn't be deterred. He worked for Dr. Chen, and he had received his orders, and he would use this boy. Along the way, he would enjoy himself too.

"You know, dogs like to lick. Do you like to lick, boy?"

Henry tensed. He glanced up. He stared for several more seconds while the dread pulsed through his body. At the same time, however, there was this urge deep within his gut. He didn't understand, only then another word popped into his head: beta. That was what Marcus had called him. As a dog, he could be alpha and try to fight back. As a dog, he could be beta and roll over onto his stomach and yield to a superior male.

That was Marcus.

Deep within his gut, he could sense that truth. There was no escape.

"I, I can…" Henry told himself he’d do anything if it meant avoiding the real punishment.

Marcus grinned, unzipped his pants, and freed his cock. When Henry saw it again, he shivered, both out of a sense of tremulous fear and embarrassment because he knew he could never, ever compare to a man like this orderly. Marcus reached down and grabbed him by the back of his collar. It was the same as taking a dog by the nape of his neck. With one swift movement, he forced the boy onto his knees. Suddenly, Henry found himself facing that cock, and his throat clenched.

"Lick, puppy dog."

Puppy dog. Again, those two words drilled into him. But then Henry yielded. He closed his eyes, leaned forward, and stuck out his tongue. The angle was awkward, especially with the snout of his mask. Even so, he raised his head, and suddenly his tongue flicked along the hardened flesh of this man's cock.

Yes, he was licking. Just like any other dog would have done, Henry slid his tongue out, swiping up and down, left and right. He licked hard and intently, working his mouth.

In the meantime, Marcus chuckled. It was that same, deep and resonant sound from before. It seemed to vibrate through Henry's body, reminding him again and again that he wasn't as big or as strong as the orderly. Worse, he never could be. He would never compare, no matter how hard he tried. Besides, he was bound by this suit with the mask over his face and the tail between his legs. Like it or not, he was being transformed into a dog.

"Good boy," Marcus said. "And that was a lovely appetizer, but I want more."

More?

Henry didn't understand, but he wasn't going to get an explanation either. Then his eyes widened as he figured it out. His throat locked up, so he didn't think he was going to be able to speak. The words failed to crystalize, only then he stuttered out, "You, you can't be serious. I did what you wanted. I, I licked your cock!"

"Like a very good dog," Marcus said. "But now, it's time for you to remember your place."

The lead orderly grabbed that boy and pushed him down into a familiar stance. The world blurred around him, and Henry found himself on his knees, bent forward, his head bowed down, his legs spread and his ass up.

Desperately, Henry called out, "You can't do this! It's not fair!"

Marcus chuckled, "It's funny. You rich boys only start whining about fairness when things don't go your way. Until then, you have all the money in the world, so you think you can do whatever you want. Tell me. Can you do whatever you want?" Right as Marcus asked that question, he yanked the tail from Henry's ass. He tossed the decoration aside, letting the metal clang her against the floor.

With one meaty hand on the back of Henry's neck, Marcus used his other hand to aim the base of his shaft. Yes, he was taut with desire; his prominent erection was ready. And now he pushed forward, penetrating the boy.

Henry's eyes bulged. He whimpered. He sounded like a dog. He couldn't help himself. Within seconds, however, he started panting. After everything he had gone through, he couldn't fight this. His cock strained against the curves of his chastity cage. At the same time, acidic waves of humiliation washed over him.

"There's a good boy," Marcus said. "Bark for me, dog."

"Never!"

"If you don't, I'm going to come back here every single night until you do. Dr. Chen likes it when I pay special attention to a patient like you. Is that what you are? Are you special? Do you deserve my focused attention?"

Despite the heat pummeling his body, Henry tensed as the color drain away from his features. His cheeks got cold, and his nipples stiffened. Wiggling, he tried to fight this, to clench down, to somehow keep Marcus out. It didn't work. That powerful man pummeled into him, thrusting again and again because he could. At the same time, Henry absorbed those grunts of satisfaction.

The orderly hadn't climaxed yet, but there was nothing to stop him. At the same time, Henry realized this man probably had an incredible libido. His endurance probably outpaced almost everyone else, meaning he could do this again and again. At the same time, he demonstrated his self-control.

"Wruff!" Henry's eyes watered. At the same time, he thought of his beautiful stepmother. Then he remembered, Rebecca, and he tried to think of some other girl. He envisioned those women standing over him, laughing at him. They would look down at him, and they would just see an animal. They’d view him as a pet, a plaything, a dumb puppy dog who would obey, scurrying about and performing tricks. In school, he had always derived just a little bit of gravitas from his wealth. Maybe he wasn't one of the smartest students, the most attractive, the most athletic, or one of the best gamers. Even so, he had money, and he could use that.

But now he was just this dumb little dog, and he could feel himself surrender even as he pressed his face against the floor. When he breathed in, he caught the aroma of the dust mixed with the scent of sex.

"Again," Marcus demanded.

More than anything, Henry wanted to shout back with something angry and defiant. The words were right there at the tip of his tongue; he could have shouted, "No! I’m not going to give you what you want. You can't do this to me! I'm going to make you pay for this! I don't know how, but I'm going to make you pay for this!" Those words fluttered through his head, unspoken even as he barked for the orderly.

“Wruff, wruff!”

Seconds later, Marcus embraced his desires. He indulged, pumping harder and faster as his shaft throbbed. While the pleasure ran through his body, he grabbed Henry by his ass, spanking him once, twice, three times.

Then, when he was finally done, he pulled his pants back into place. He took the boy and slid the tail into Henry's opening, exactly where it belonged. Finally, he found another gag.

Henry tried to shake his head. He looked back at the orderly, and this boy understood just how pathetic he must have appeared to be. Despite all of this, he couldn't fight back, so now he had the gag right back against the roof of his mouth, between his teeth, and down along his tongue. He could no longer talk.

"Don't worry," Marcus said as he pushed the boy back into his cage. "You can always bark."

"Thank you for coming," Professor Verger said several days later.

"Absolutely," Victoria replied. "To be honest, I'm very grateful for all of the hard work you and your team are doing. Personally, I think it's amazing that a facility like the Crestwood Asylum exists."

"Indeed," said the surgeon.

The door opened, and Victoria cocked her head, probably assuming she would get to see her stepson. Instead, one of the nurses walked in, and she was indeed holding onto a leash.

Bound by black latex, someone crawled forward, inching along on her elbows and knees. Smirking, Victoria considered the menu, and she realized it was foolish to assume that the prisoner-patient was female. With the right hormone therapies, surgeries, and cosmetic modifications, that may have been a man once upon a time. If so, Dr. Chen really did know what she was doing.

“Who’s this?” Victoria asked as she nodded down toward the transformed pet.

“Her name was Alice, but I haven’t picked out a new name for her. There are just so many good choices, you know?” The manager took the leash from the nurse, "Thank you, Carly," Verger said to her subordinate.

"Yes, ma'am. I'm happy to serve! Thank you for giving me the opportunity to be a slave-nurse," she replied.

Victoria shook her head. She didn't say anything, but Verger still noticed. "You disapprove?"

"Not at all," Victoria replied diplomatically. "I just marvel at how we weak some people can be."

"Oh?"

Someone less resilient might have stuttered out an excuse or backtracked. Victoria, however, understood her charisma and influence across society. Although she respected Professor Verger, she wouldn't be intimidated by this woman. "As far as I can see, there are two types of people in the world: masters and slaves. Maybe this is an oversimplification, but my time here makes me think that some people simply won't break while others are destined for captivity and subjugation." When the professor didn't say anything right away, Victoria smirked and shook her head again, "It makes me think of my stepson. I'm sure, given the right opportunities, he could have been an entirely boring and mundane individual, someone who would have been wealthy without effort, and who never would have accomplished anything meaningful beyond buying some overpriced house out in the suburbs and playing video games and maybe getting married before the divorce cleaned him out."

"You don't have much respect for him, do you?"

"He simply proves my point. Some people are weak. Henry is certainly a beta."

"An interesting theory," Verger replied. "But right now, are you ready to watch?" Professor Verger asked.

Victoria and the proprietress turned back toward the two-way mirrors. He wasn't there, not yet.

Soon…

Dr. Chen, Marcus, Jacob, Nurse Carley, and one of her colleagues came through the door. They opened up his cage, and they escorted him out. From there, they brought him down a long hallway.

The next thing he knew, he was in a larger space. This room had wide windows to the left and right.

Nurse Carly stood over him. "Fetch, boy," she said right as she produced a tennis ball. She tossed it off to the side.

Over the last few days, Nurse Carly had trained him consistently. She brought him outside, had him run around, perform tricks, and eat out of his bowls. It had only been a few days, maybe a week at most, yet his chest still contracted when he thought of his last real, "human" meal. He often thought about how he took food for granted.

Not anymore.

Worse, the ball rolled away, and then he glanced up at the mirrors. He wondered if anyone was watching him. Then again, he peeked up toward the left and right, and he had to imagine there were hidden cameras placed throughout this room. In fact, his entire time at the Crestwood Asylum had probably been recorded.

Who would watch it?

When the idea first occurred to him, it gave him some solace and strength. If they recorded all of this, then that would be evidence. Inevitably, it could be used against the people who ran this place, whoever they were…

Only then another realization sank in. The owners of the asylum were willing to make recordings because they knew they were in no danger. As far as he could see, they may have had help from police officers, judges, and other government entities. He hated the idea, yet it all made so much sense. In fact, he made the conscious decision that if he managed to escape, he would try to avoid the police until he knew what was actually going on. Instead, he could maybe try to get some money out of one of his accounts and go into hiding.

But first, he had to figure some way out.

Those thoughts continued to hover around him like clouds off in the distance. And yet, he stopped thinking about them. Little by little, he could feel himself succumb, especially when Nurse Carly approached him. Worse, she only fed him once a day, so he would see her, and realize that this was his chance to earn another bowl filled with dog food.

Even if someone was watching, it didn't matter.

Like a good dog, Henry rushed forward, bent his head down, and wrapped his teeth around the tennis ball. Yes, he still had a bone gag wedged in his mouth, making it so he couldn't talk. Still, he could dig his teeth down into the ball’s fuzzy exterior.

"Good puppy," Nurse Carly called out before she slapped her thigh.

Like the obedient dog he was becoming, he turned, and he rushed toward her. She took the ball, only to hold it up in front of him. "You want this? Do you want this, boy?"

For a second, Henry wished he could turn his head and look back at the mirrors. For all he knew, this was an observation room, but no one was watching. Or someone was, maybe it was just another nurse or the doctor or something. He assumed it wouldn't be anyone important.

"This is amazing," Victoria said.

"Thank you," Professor Verger replied. "What do you think of his progress so far?"

Henry’s stepmother didn't answer. Instead, she marveled at the sight of that boy down on his elbows and knees. Yes, there was something exquisite about seeing the tail wedged between his buttocks, plus the skintight latex wrapped around his frame. He was trapped in there, she thought. He couldn't break out of that prison. He couldn't stand up. How long had it been since he enjoyed the privilege of rising to his feet?

One question flashed behind her eyes. She didn't voice it. It was childish and unnecessary. Besides, she told herself that a boy like him couldn't actually affect her with anything he said, yet those words still rang inside of her head, Who's the bitch now?

"Wag for me," Nurse Carly said. She wore this huge smile. It was the kind of grin young women only gave to children and adorable dogs. He was an adorable dog. He was this little puppy, and he would serve. Sure, he was supposed to be a young man, someone who could go out into the world and make some of the most important decisions of his life. Instead, he wore his latex suit, his mask, and the bone gag kept him from saying anything his captors might not like.

He could whimper and growl and bark. That was it…

Despite his fantasies of defiance, Henry started to wag his tail from side to side. The fuzzy curves slapped against the backs of his legs. Nurse Carly flashed an even larger smile now. She was so bright, so beautiful.

"You really like that, don't you? I bet if we let you out of your chastity cage, you’d get hard instantly, wouldn't you? Yes, you would!"

Then she made it even worse because she reached down, and she slid her hands through his exposed hair, then down along his neck and toward his back. At this point, her fingertips roamed along the latex, but it still felt incredible.

For almost an hour, Victoria watched. She stood there, right in front of the two-way mirror, her hands at her sides. Normally, she couldn't be this patient. And yet, the excitement simmered through her body, and this felt like some incredible reverie. She saw that boy, and he had represented a genuine threat to her wealth and well-being. But now, he was just a dog.

"I want this made permanent," she said. "Send me the paperwork. Make sure that he’s always a dog. Make sure he can never, ever get back to his old life."

"That sounds lovely," Professor Verger said.

The next day, they dragged him out of his cage, down the hall, and into a strange room. The orderlies grabbed him and lifted him up. When he saw the surgical table, he tried to spin around. On some level, Henry must have recognized to the futility of that movement. Seriously, did he think he was going to be able to get away? They had kept in here for so long already!

Perhaps he had simply hoped that this was the new equilibrium for his life. Maybe he imagined some scenario where he would be kept in his latex uniform, humiliated, and degraded, but ultimately left alone, at least in terms of his "treatment". He didn't get to talk to anyone; over the vast majority of the time he’d been here, Henry had been gagged. Still, there were moments when he scurried down the hall, and he passed the large dining room. He picked up on snippets of conversation from other patients.

Yes, many of them had experienced surgeries already. Breast enhancements, penile reductions, libido enhancers, permanent chastity, and more—or worse. That knowledge only made him want to cooperate, if only so the surgeon might focus her sadistic impulses on someone else.

The orderlies forced him up onto the table. They unzipped his latex prison, freeing him.

Dr. Chen soon walked into the room, and she watched as the boy thrashed. He struggled to throw his arms and legs out, like he thought some wild strike might have been enough to earn him his freedom. Perhaps he even fantasized about punching Marcus or Jacob or one of the other men and knocking them out. Then, he could slip off of the bed, run outside, and escape.

Then again, Henry’s muscles felt different. After spending so much time down on his elbows and knees, he wasn't even sure he’d be able to walk without at least a few minutes of reorienting himself.

They didn't give him that respite. Instead, Chen’s associates tied him down, strapping him in place. Moving efficiently and with practiced ease, the orderlies finished with his restraints, leaving his naked body on display. He wore nothing but his shock collar, gag, and chastity cage.

That's when the doors opened again, and he saw Rebecca first. She sauntered in. She narrowed her eyes as she examined her stepbrother. "Hello, Henry," she said, surprising him. For the most part, she had ignored Henry, almost like he didn't warrant her attention. She was older, beautiful, and incredibly capable. Consequently, she focused on her own ambitions. A boy like Henry never interested her.

So what was she doing here?

Then he saw his stepmother, and he stopped worrying about Rebecca. He looked at her, and she smiled at him. She even waved!

"Henry," she said. "I just wanted you to know that I chose this for you. But I wanted to give you a chance. Is there anything you’d like to say? Would you like to try to convince me to bring you back home now?"

She was giving him a chance!

Hope unfurled itself deep within his chest. He sat up as much is the restraints allowed and tried to talk. He tried to gush out one plea after another. In that moment, he didn't care if he was supposed to be angry or even if he should have hated her. Instead, he just tried to say, "Please. Please, take me back. Please, I’ll be good. I swear. I will be good and I will do whatever you tell me to do! You can have my money. Take the inheritance! You can have all of it!"

Obviously, the gag rendered every word and syllable into complete gibberish.

Victoria screwed up her features as she watched him. Her eyes narrowed and her brows furrowed, "I'm sorry. What was that? I can't understand you."

He stared at her.

Then, with mounting horror, he watched as the sly smile stretched across her lips. Then she shrugged with theatrical cruelty, "Oh well. I guess that means you want to be turned into a good little doggie, don't you? By the way, Dr. Chen, what are you going to be doing with him?"

He didn't want to know. He wished he could just close his eyes and hide from his future, whatever it might have been.

The Asian woman stood over him, and she seemed to consider him, her eyes gliding along his body as she studied the canvas with which she would be working. Yes, she was an artist, which meant he was nothing but an object in need of modification.

Dr. Chen cleared her throat and said very carefully, "Per our discussions, we’ll give him floppy ears, stretch out his tongue, fix his arms and legs, and then we will fix him."

Fix him? What was that supposed to mean?

He glanced over at Rebecca, almost as though he expected her to help. Instead, she had pulled out her phone, and now she seemed both bored and distracted as she texted or read through some message. Then Victoria leaned down. Her breath was warm against his ear as she said, "You're going to be fixed like any other dog. I'm sorry. As a dog, you’ll never have puppies of your own. Oh, and there's something else, isn't there, Dr. Chen?"

"We’ll lock him in permanent latex. Once sealed, removal will be completely impossible."

Permanent latex? What did that mean? It sounded self-explanatory, yet Henry couldn't believe it. Silently, he raged against the concept. As far as he was concerned, something like this was completely and utterly impossible.

"It's a new kind of polymer," Dr. Chen explained. "It's healthy enough to wear, and it will keep your movements restricted for the rest of your life. Once it is placed on your body with the proper chemicals and adhesives, it will bond with your flesh on an organic level. Removing it would be like trying to remove your own skin: impossible.”

"Don't worry," Victoria said. "I went over the designs with the good doctor here. There are strategic openings."

He still didn't know what that meant, but different possibilities flashed through Henry's skull.

"Now, shall we begin?" Dr. Chen asked as she picked up the scalpel.

He screamed.

He screamed until his voice was raw. His vision blurred out almost immediately. The pain broke apart every thought and idea. He couldn't see anything through the tears as the doctor cut into his ears. Next, she injected something into his jaw, paralyzing him. From there, she pulled out his tongue, stretching it past his lips. Again, she cut, making one incision after another. The pain exploded along his skin. The aroma of blood his nostrils, and he kept struggling.

At this point, his efforts had nothing to do with escape. Instead, this was just the wild, animal frenzy of a beast that was frightened of a human and had to escape.

In that moment, Dr. Chen became a vet.

She even cut into his throat, modifying his vocal cords. He could feel it as it was happening. He still tried to speak, but the sounds suddenly cut out. He felt like some toy that had been broken by a sadistic child.

After that, she worked on his feet, his knees, his ankles, wrists and elbows.

At some point, he passed out.

"Wake up," came a playful voice. "Wake up, Henry."

Her voice seemed to come from far away. Immediately, he didn't like those sounds, only he couldn't figure out why not. What was wrong?

"She's almost ready for us."

She?

Tentatively, he scrunched his eyes shut and then opened them. "By the way, you have very, very pretty eyes now," Victoria said from her side of his cage. Yes, he was in some kind of travel crate, but it wasn't on the floor. Instead, he was on some kind of table or cart? Still disoriented, he didn't really understand what any of this meant. "While you were unconscious, I had Dr. Chen give you different eye colors. It was really fascinating watching her work with the injections. It's probably for the best to you passed out. Then again, I could always tell you were a weakling. That's why you went off to hide in your room, wasn't it? You had all of these advantages, but you still didn't want to face the world. Oh well." She shrugged. "This way, you're not going to worry about anyone rejecting you. You never have to worry about losing your virginity ever again. It's not going anywhere. No one can take it from you."

He remembered what he had heard before.

They were going to fix him.

Instinctively, he closed his eyes, and he could sense something was different. Something had been taken away. Underneath the layer of his latex prison, he could feel the modifications.

The desires were still there, strangely enough. He flashed back to memories of Rebecca. He had always wondered what it would be like to see her in her panties or bra, to come close to her, to run his fingers through her hair, maybe even to kiss her. And yet, that would never happen.

"Out, boy," Victoria said, opening up the cage. "Come on." She reached in and attached of the leash to his collar. Then she tugged, and he started to scamper forward.

Victoria pushed him down onto his elbows and knees. He stumbled and slipped and fell three feet. The air was knocked from his lungs, but she didn't seem to mind. Instead, she walked him toward a pair of big, mahogany doors. When they opened, he saw the large desk, bookcases studded with large and elaborate tomes, the windows, and the woman. She glanced up. She didn't seem surprised to see the puppy boy crawling toward her.

"Hello, Judge Croft," Victoria said.

A judge?

"First off, I'm glad you brought him," Judge Croft said. "It's always easier to make a determination when I can see the patient for myself."

If this was a judge, then Henry could talk to her. Even if she was corrupt, that still gave him some leverage, right? Back at Crestwood, he couldn't bribe the nurses or orderlies. Either they were well-paid, truly believed in what they were doing, or they were too frightened of the owners to step out of line. But a judge…

If she was corrupt, then he could bribe her! She could be bought!

Judge Croft rose from her seat, strolled around her desk, and leaned down as she gazed down at the puppy dog. Right away, he whimpered out something, making these desperately pathetic little sounds. He tried to talk. He tried to shape the real sounds, and sometimes he assumed he could hear the outlines of his words, even if the bone gag muddled with them to the point of incomprehensibility.

"What's his name?"

"Henry," Victoria said. "But I'm thinking about filling out the paperwork to have his name legally changed. I'm thinking something like Fetch or Rover might be more appropriate."

"Lovely," said Judge Croft. "And today, you’re asking the court for the removal of all of his legal rights? You want him to be reclassified as a permanently dependent individual incapable of making his own decisions? After this, he will no longer he can be considered a citizen of the United States?"

"Yes, ma'am," Victoria said. Even if she looked down on this public servant, she still understood how decorum worked here.

"Can you make him do some tricks for me?"

"Henry, roll over," Victoria instructed.

He had done this so much for Nurse Carly, but the situation was different here. Instantly, he thought he would defy her. He had to resist! He had to rebel!

But instead, his muscle memory took over, and he rolled around on the floor. He could feel the soft latex against his skin. At the same time, he came back up onto his elbows and knees, and then he started wagging.

With concentrated effort, he stopped. No, he didn't want to look like some pathetic dog.

"Can you remove his gag?"

Yes!

For one reason or another, Judge Croft actually needed to hear from him!

Victoria leaned down and removed the gag without arguing. The moment it left his lips, he looked up at Judge Croft. The woman standing above him crossed her arms over her chest and asked, "Henry, I will consider anything you have to say. If you want to tell me something, now is the time."

He opened his mouth and tried to speak. His tongue felt different, he quickly realized. It was longer and flatter than he had expected. Then he remembered the surgery. His heart hammered faster, and he stared up at her. He tried to say something. He began to shape the words, only his vocal cords didn't react as he had expected. A hot surge of frustration blasted up his spine as he tried again. He whimpered. He growled. He couldn’t shape real words or sounds.

After another couple of seconds, he started barking. Yes, he was barking just like a dumb dog.

What the hell was wrong with him?

The modifications. The surgeries.

Those answers rippled along his thoughts. Right away, he worked to come up with something he could do. He thought of those Greek tragedies where characters might try to write something out with their hands. Only then he looked down, and he tried to flex his fingers, yet his muscles refused to obey. It felt as though he didn't have any fingers at all, like his hands had been clearly modified. He only had rounded paws. Then again, it didn't matter one way or another, since his knuckles would have been trapped underneath the restrictive latex.

According to Dr. Chen, he would never be able to remove it.

She had functionally turned him into a pet. He was an animal, trapped on all-fours, unable to speak, unable to walk, unable to grasp anything in the palms of his hands…

"Go on," Judge Croft said.

He barked again. He howled now.

Judge Croft turned away, and she glanced back at Victoria. His stepmother yanked on his leash, pulling it hardly. Right away, he whimpered again. He hated that sound, yet it seemed to jump from his throat anyway.

"Based on this performance, I’m approving your petition. As far as the law is concerned, Henry is gone. Instead, you are now the proud owner of this sweet puppy dog. Congratulations.”

"Thank you very much, your honor."

"If you don't mind my asking, what are you going to do with him?"

"I'm sending him back to Crestwood Asylum for some obedience training. After that, I'm going to bring him home. To be honest, I think it might be good for my daughter to spend some time with him."

"Oh? And why is that?" Judge Croft asked as she made small talk with the client.

"Things have been a little bit tense between us lately," Victoria admitted. "I'm thinking some responsibility might be good for her. Taking care of this dog might help her relax. You know? Besides, I know this was best for my stepson, but I'm not sure I want to be responsible for taking him on a walk every day or changing his bowl."

"That makes sense. Dogs are a lot of work," Judge Croft acknowledged as she signed the declarations. And just like that, his independence, freedom, and humanity were all taken away. As far as the government was concerned, Henry no longer existed. Instead, there was just this puppy boy down on his paws. He had been modified, and there was no going back. This was his life now. This would always be his life.

He didn't fall asleep in the crate. Instead, a pair of orderlies came in, grabbed the cart, and pushed him along. They put his dog cage in the back of a large van. The doors closed, so he couldn't see anything. At that point, he tried to close his eyes and relax.

Henry couldn't do it. Instead, he rolled onto his side, and he tried to flex his arms and legs. Yes, he could still move...to some degree. And yet, he came to the same conclusion again and again.

"One more time," he tried to convince himself. He didn't think about the cage, the truck, the orderlies, or the fact that he would soon be trapped behind thick, stone walls and gates, out in the middle of nowhere…

There were so many different reasons why he was utterly trapped and could never get back to his old life. Some small voice at the back of his brain told him he should just accept this. He could be a good little dog. He could run around the feet of his owners. He could chase balls and wag his tail and…

Tightening his eyes shut, Henry shook his head even though there was no one in that cage to see it. Breathing faster now, he could feel his chest stretch the latex binding his torso. He didn't think about his surgically-altered toes or his fingers. Instead, this boy tried to push out. He tried to stretch the restrictive skin he had now been given. He pulled and twisted, wiggling to one side, then the other.

With a grimace, he understood what he was doing. And yet, he still had to break free. What if he could get out? What if there was some weakness, some design flaw? If he got very lucky, he could find it and exploit it and show these women that he couldn't be controlled! He wasn't patient, and there had never been anything wrong with him!

Clinging to those ideas, he kept fighting the second skin. He had to get this latex off!

He tried to push, pull, and strain it with every iota of strength he possessed.

None of it helped.

After two or three minutes, Henry found himself at the bottom of his cage, panting as his tongue fell past his lips.

Reluctantly, he closed his eyes and tried to relax. They’d get back to the asylum soon. He would be trained.

Victoria glanced over at her daughter as their driver brought them back to the Crestwood Asylum. As always, Rebecca had her eyes directed down at her screen. Of course, there was now a slight smile tugging at the corner of her mouth.

"You're really looking forward to this, aren't you?" Victoria asked.

"I guess," Rebecca said.

"I think it's going to be really good for you," Victoria told her.

Rebecca surprised her by asking, "What's that?" Again, the young woman didn't pull her gaze away from her phone. Either she was playing a game or more likely, texting with one of her friends. Between her charisma, wealth, and beauty, Rebecca never had any trouble with those around her. Unlike some of her classmates who had focused on academics and the bright ambitions of the corporate world, Rebecca seemed far more interested in her personal relationships. Besides, she already had money. Why would she decide to pour all of her time and effort into PowerPoint projects, Excel sheets, and other corporate tools?

"Taking care of Henry. I think you're going to have a lot of fun with him. Besides, he's going to be very, very useful."

"Oh?"

"Let's just say I think we can have some fun with his oral enhancements."

"Maybe," Rebecca replied.

Settling into the back of the limousine, Victoria relaxed and enjoyed herself. As far as she was concerned, everything had been handled. She had faced one monumental threat: Henry. If he had taken his inheritance, then things could have been very awkward. But now, that boy was trapped in his latex suit—permanently; he would always be a dog. He would never be anything but a dog. She smiled to herself, relaxed, and closed her eyes. They still had a little while before they’d arrive at the asylum, so she could go to sleep.

Settling in, Victoria closed her eyes while Rebecca glanced over at her mother.

No, the older woman had no idea.

Perfect.

Victoria radiated power as she strode down the hallway. Her high heels clicked against the marble floors, and she found the door ahead of her. Sure enough, it was unlocked. When she walked in, she found her stepson down on his elbows and knees. He had been removed from his cage, and now he seemed to be dozing on his side. But then he heard the door open, and he looked up in time to see her. He found his stepmother standing above him. Dressed in a pencil skirt, stockings, and a dark blue blouse, she could have walked into any conference room or CEO’s office.

But right there, she had something far more "recreational" in mind.

"Hello, puppy dog," she said. "How are you feeling?"

He growled at her.

"Oh, is that how you’re supposed to address your owner?"

He pouted at her. It was hard to see behind the mask, but she had specifically chosen one that would allow her to pick out some of those details. Seeing him now to definitely sent a thrill of excitement running through her body.

"Do you see what I have here?" She reached into her purse, and she pulled out the controller.

When he saw that small piece of plastic, the moisture dissipated from his mouth, and he knew he should try to speak, only he couldn't help himself. When he attempted to talk, he just growled instead. It wasn't fair!

"Now, I know you're going to be a very good little puppy dog for me because that's who you are, and I'm sure Verger's people have done a great job of training you. Isn't that right."

His eyes narrowed.

She stood over him, raised her hand into the air, and said, "Shake."

Immediately, he understood what she expected.

This was another one of the tricks he had learned. Understanding the concept had been ridiculously easy, of course. Despite how he was treated and everything the doctors and nurses said to him, he still had the intellect of a young man.

His obedience kicked in. After weeks or months of training, he pushed himself up onto his haunches as she desired. And then he reached out with his "paw". Really, it was the tip of his elbow. She shook his "hand".

"Very good," she said. "With that kind of obedience, you might even deserve a treat. Would you like a treat, puppy dog?" She reached into her purse again. Yes, she still held the controller in one hand, but now she had a small cookie in the other.

The doggie boy's mouth watered. Yes. Yes, he wanted that treat!

"Up," she said, pinching the cookie between two fingers and bringing it down toward the tip of his nose. He lifted his head, and he aimed his eyes right at the ceiling. Yes, he had to keep the cookie right there. He couldn't drop it. If he did, then he wouldn't get his treat.

It was as simple as that.

Moment by moment, Henry struggled so hard to hate this woman. He fought hard to summon some inferno of anger. He needed the rage to course through his body. And yet, the adrenaline failed to materialize. He didn't enjoy that surge of extra energy or the jagged grind of hatred. Instead, he behaved just like a good little dog. He actually concentrated on keeping his nose in the air.

She picked up the cookie from his nose, and then she tossed it down onto the floor. "Go on," she said.

His eyes narrowed and he tried to fight it.

"If you don't want it, I can pick it up and throw it away."

Her boy gulped and scurried over to the cookie. He bowed his head down, and he chomped it up, chewing and swallowing. Yes, he knew it was a dog treat, but he didn't care. It was sweet, and that little taste of sugar was amazing, especially compared to the dry dog food he usually ate.

"Good boy. If you keep serving me, you might get another one of those. Wouldn't that be lovely?"

He turned back around and faced her. With nothing but his glare, he tried to communicate something important to her.

And yet, when she smiled down at him, she didn't view him as a young man capable of thinking for himself. On the contrary, he was just a sweet little doggie, so he had to do as she said. She would train him and play with him, and that was pretty much it.

"I want you to know that I’ll be using you from time to time. But for now, I'm going to hand you off to Rebecca. What do you think of that?"

Some of the color drained away from his cheeks. The mask obscured most of his features, but she could still read the fear playing across his face. "Yeah, I imagine she's going to be pretty cruel. I think she’ll insist on a lot of crate training. Plus, she will be pretty liberal with this, don't you think?" Victoria held up the controller. "In fact, let's test it."

Right away, he whimpered and shook his head from side to side. He knew exactly how pathetic he looked, but Henry still couldn't help himself.

"What? You don't want me to test it? Maybe you should start begging then."

He got up on his haunches. He whimpered. He held out his paws and desperately tried to get her to change her mind. Despite this degrading stance, he understood how sharp those blasts of electricity could be. He didn't want to endure another shock. He couldn't take it!

Then again, it felt as though his understanding of the world had shifted. Before he arrived at the asylum, maybe he would have been able to hold out. Perhaps he could have built up some kind of defense by cultivating his resilience. By now, however, he knew the truth. They wore him down. They changed him. That's why he’d do whatever she wanted.

He begged. He braced himself on his haunches, he held out his faux paws, and he made those little whimpering sounds for her. He stared up at her with big, eager eyes. In that moment, it seemed almost impossible to imagine him as an independent young man who had once been capable of asserting himself. Now he was just an eager little doggie who’d whatever she wished.

With that in mind, she lifted her skirt, she grabbed onto her stockings, and she slipped her feet from her high heels.

What was she doing?

Still braced in that servile position, Henry watched, but he didn't understand.

"This is going to be very good for both of us," she said. Then she shrugged. "Actually, it's probably going to be better for me, but that's fine." A maleficent smile curved along her lips. "You’ll be useful. And no, I'm not talking about barking at the mailman." She chuckled. "There's a reason why you have that very long, adroit tongue. Are you ready to use it, boy?"

He tried to pull back, to scurry away from her, so she shocked him.

The pain exploded out from the collar. It snapped into him, the electrodes lighting up and delivering that incandescent supernova of agony.

The next thing he knew, he was on his back, and she towered above him. She still wore her skirt, but she had removed her stockings, shoes, and panties. Now she crouched over him, straddling his face and pressing her sex down against his mouth.

He squirmed, struggling from side to side, but the modifications made it impossible for him to get away, especially once he was down on his back like this.

Enjoying herself, she rubbed her sex against his mouth. She was already wet, her pussy damp and glistening with excitement. "Good. That's right. I like it when you struggle and fight, boy."

He wasn't gagged; he could use his lips and tongue.

Even so, he attempted to fight this. And yet, she held the controller up. At the edge of his sight, he could see that little plastic box. She just had to push a button again, and the shock collar would activate, reminding him once again of who he was and where he belonged.

She was a woman. More importantly, she was his owner. She had total power over him. She had demonstrated this when she went through the menu of options and picked out what would be best for him.

As she slid her body forward and back, she rubbed her pussy against his mouth. "Lick, doggie. Lick like a good little pet." She loved that word! She loved every word and sound. Excitement rolled through her, especially because he slid his tongue up, and he lapped at her opening.

Her eyes widened with a different kind of bliss. Excitement shot through her. She didn't know it could feel this good! Yes, Dr. Chen really was a genius; that woman knew exactly how to modify this boy's tongue for maximum satisfaction!

At this point, she almost regretted leaving him here for so long. She could have brought him home and trained them herself! Then again, her friends would probably start wondering where she had gone; with this boy at home, getting out of the house would prove much more difficult…She started to giggle and chuckle, only to lose herself to fresh, panting rushes of desire. The excitement thrummed through her body, turning her on more and more. He licked frantically now, his tongue darting along her pussy.

His stepmother was close, so incredibly close! Victoria rode his face, taking everything from him.

But then the doors burst open.

Before she could even start to stand, the orderlies grabbed her. They picked her up and pulled her away. They were holding her now, and they started to strip her. "What the hell is going on?" Victoria demanded. Disbelief swam through her. How dare they treat her like this? Didn't they know who she was?

That was the problem. They knew exactly who this woman was and how it was time for her diagnosis…

Victoria couldn't possibly comprehend what was going on, not even as they stripped her naked. Yes, she had already removed her shoes, stockings, and panties, but now they unzipped her skirt and tossed it to the floor. Next, they ripped the buttons on her blouse, yanking off her top and going for her bra next. Soon enough, she was naked in front of that brute, Marcus, as well as several of his associates.

With their big, muscular hands, they groped her and stripped her, removing one layer after another until she was naked. She thrashed about, kicking and desperately trying to pull away.

In the meantime, the puppy dog had pulled himself back up onto his elbows and knees. He stared with a look of incredulity plastered across his face because he didn't understand how something like this could happen. Yes, he was a dog, but now he had to wonder if this was some kind of trick?

Eventually, one of the orderlies realized that the dog was out of his cage, so he escorted the boy right back behind those bars. Like a good and obedient pet, Henry didn't argue or fight. Soon, he was locked back up, all while his stepmother shouted, "You can't do this to me! Do you have any idea who I am? I'm going to make sure you're fired for this! You're going to be worse than fired!" Did she even know what that meant? Did she have any particular threat in mind? No. Not really. And yet, she vented her frustrations. As a wealthy woman, she was accustomed to a certain kind of treatment.

This was the exact opposite.

Victoria then stopped, freezing in place when one of the orderlies pulled out the straitjacket. She saw the white, canvas fabric. Her eyes got big, and she shook her chin from side to side. "No…" Victoria finally managed to breathe out. She understood what the straitjacket meant, of course. Even if she couldn't comprehend how or why these men could be so incompetent that they would strip her and treat her like this, she still knew how badly she needed to retain the use of her arms.

The straitjacket symbolized so much more than immobility. Technically, having her knuckles trapped underneath her biceps against her rib cage didn't change a whole lot. She could still walk or run. Still, the straitjacket signified her captivity as well as something far more dangerous: her incompetence.

Although Victoria routinely did Pilates, that wasn't enough to give her any sort of fighting chance against these men. They grabbed her arms and slid them into the sleeves. Next, they strapped the straitjacket into place, even going so far as to pull the strap between her legs. It rubbed against her pussy (which was still wet from Henry's tongue).

"If you don't quiet down," Marcus said, "We're going to have to gag you."

"You wouldn't dare," she hissed with all of the decisive certainty she possessed.

Marcus didn't give her a second warning. He nodded toward one of his men. They muzzled her, pulling the mask up along the bottom half of her face. She could feel the bit slide between her teeth even as she snarled one threat after another. After that, her growls and moans became incoherent.

Inside of his cage, Henry could only watch as they escorted his stepmother away. abc

They brought her directly into the surgery theater. They tied her ankles to the table and even strapped her head to the padding. She couldn't move more than half an inch in any direction. She had never been trapped like this before. Victoria truly didn't know what to do. Her heart kept pounding, and she yearned to fight back, only she didn't know how. For once in her life, she wasn't going up against some restaurant employee who had to work hard to please her.

Even when she confronted Henry, she had done it while knowing that she had the Crestwood Asylum on her side.

"Hello," Professor Verger said right after she walked into the operating room. "How are we feeling today?"

Still gagged, Victoria nonetheless attempted to speak. She shouted into her gag, making as much noise as she could. And even if it wasn't dignified, she slammed her heels and palms and elbows down against the table beneath her as she demonstrated his displeasure.

"At this point, you must be confused about what's going on," Professor Verger said. "To be honest, this is to be expected. A woman in your condition often has difficulty understanding what’s happening to her."

A woman in her condition? No. No way. No fucking way! There was nothing wrong with her!

"Yes, I know," continued the professor. "Hysteria is a very disconcerting problem. Unfortunately, I have been observing you for quite some time, and I have reached the inescapable conclusion that you are incapable of making your decisions. Hyper-emotional and psychologically unstable, you’re going to require extensive treatment. Fortunately, there’s someone here who can help.”

Oh no.

Victoria's chest tightened even as she imagined what could theoretically happen. As far as she was concerned, this was supposed to be utterly impossible, but what if Professor Verger did the unthinkable? What if she had Victoria committed, modified her, "cured" her, and eventually sold her off? That was how they funded their most extreme experiments, right?

But this wasn't supposed to happen to her! It was supposed to be impossible! Didn't Amanda Verger remember how much Victoria had in her bank account? She had already given over more than two hundred thousand dollars for Henry's treatment. Money was supposed to make the world comprehensible, Victoria thought.

The door opened again, and that's when she saw her daughter.

Rebecca!

Relief swept through the woman bound and gagged on the table.

"Hello, mother."

Jerking her head back up, Victoria tried to issue one command after another. She needed to say something like, "Rebecca, I'm glad you're here. Tell this bitch to let me up!" After that, she could contact some attorneys. Obviously, the Crestwood Asylum came equipped with quite a few defenses, but Professor Verger dared to imply there might be something wrong with Victoria? That she could have been hysterical like some nineteenth century ingénue? For that, she would pay. Victoria didn't even care how much money she had to spend. She would see this place toward down, brick by brick, and Professor Verger would spend the rest of her life in a prison, preferably off in some other country where the idea of inmates' rights simply didn't exist…

Or better yet, maybe Victoria could seize the entire asylum, bring in another crew of doctors, and have Verger herself committed here! Yeah, that would have been delicious.

"I want you to know that there are no hard feelings between us," Rebecca said.

Wait, what?

Rebecca strode forward and reached down, gliding her knuckles along Victoria's cheek. Her mother jerked away, yet Rebecca only seemed amused. "It's okay. I understand how disconcerting this can be. You’re hysterical. You don't understand how the world works. You're overwhelmed. That's why I'm taking control of our family finances. I’ve already spoken with Judge Croft. The paperwork has all been signed. Now, it's just a matter of going through the menu."

Menu?

Dr. Chen walked through the door. "Professor Verger, you’re confident of your diagnosis?"

"Extreme hysteria," said the other woman. She clicked her tongue and shook her head with mock sympathy. "But I'm sure a life in latex will be much better for her. Once her options are limited, she will be far, far happier."

No! They couldn't do this to her!

"By the way," Rebecca said, "I'm not interested in owning any dogs. In fact, I think I'm just going to go travel for a while. I’d love to spend more time in Asia; Tokyo and Hong Kong are supposed to be nice this time of year. But luckily for you, and Henry, I have found an excellent owner for you! She already loves dogs, and she would like to have a whole pack of bitches just like you." Rebecca grinned and let that moment stretch on. "Professor Verger will take such good care of you."

"I'm ready to begin," Dr. Chen announced. She stepped up to Victoria. The bottom half of her face was covered in that white mask, she wore surgical gown, and she held up the scalpel.

It was time to get to work.

Victoria screamed and thrashed, fighting as hard as she could. It wasn't enough. It wasn't anywhere near enough. Just as so many other patients at the Crestwood Asylum discovered, there'd be no escape.

The End


Verger’s Dolls

To her friends and the many guys automatically noticed her, Jillian Vanderbilt existed as an ethereal creature. She had her blonde hair neatly trimmed, and it all shined under the restaurant's golden yellow lights. Her bangs curved beautifully along her forehead, and her mane came to a stop right between her shoulder blades. She looked like a model, especially with that hint of pink lipstick along the curves of her mouth, and the touch of rouge on her cheeks. In her white blouse, blue vest, and pleated skirt, she looked incredible. The bright red of her high heels completed her outfit.

Yes, Jillian had spent almost an hour getting ready, double checking her reflection, and considering exactly what she should wear. Even so, she approached the "best" table at the back of the establishment with a tremor of nervous tension tightening in her stomach. Devlin's was one of the most exclusive eateries in the city, but Jillian wasn't surprised to find her aunt seated at that particular spot. Marina Vanderbilt was the kind of woman who didn't need a job. She had money and something else equally important: social status. She forged alliances with different members of the City Council, well-placed individuals in the mayor's office, not to mention a plethora of "friends" who worked at some of the biggest companies around town.

Despite her best efforts, Jillian saw the way her aunt's lips hardened as she approached.

"High heels? Really?" Marina asked. "You know, those aren't really appropriate for a restaurant like Devlin's. Besides, this isn’t a date."

"I like them," Jillian said, which was true. Normally, she eschewed high heels. To her, they always seemed so uncomfortable, but there was something elegant and beautiful about this shade of shining, apple red. She genuinely liked them and had hoped that might be enough for her aunt. As always, it wasn't.

"My dear, you really need to learn more about fashion. The men of the world might dismiss these feminine charms as outdated and antiquated, but you and I are smart enough to understand the truth. It's a delicate dance to be a good woman—there are ideals you must fulfill."

It required all of her self-control, but Jillian managed to nod. Even if she wanted to roll her eyes, she refrained. That was a small victory, but she had to take what she could get.

"You might be right," Jillian finally said.

"Of course, I am," Marina replied. Now she stood up, reached out and gave her niece a quick hug. "Please, have a seat. Join me."

"Thank you, Aunt Marina," Jillian replied dutifully. She sat down and considered the dark-haired woman across the table.

Marina may have been older and much more experienced, but she still carried herself with a brittle yet powerful flavor of energy. Despite the streak of gray that had appeared along the top of her head, she still wore makeup, beautifully tailored dresses, and carried herself with a prim dignity few could match.

"So tell me, would you like to discuss the reason for our meeting now or later?"

Jillian sucked in a breath. Yes, she understood exactly what this was supposed to be about. Her heart started beating faster, and adrenaline squirted into her veins. She couldn't help it. No, this wasn't some kind of primordial fight for survival. Her ancestors had developed these biological responses to give her extra strength when it came to running away from a lion, tiger, or some other nasty predator. Nonetheless, her aunt managed to provoke that same kind of fear.

Frankly, Jillian would have preferred an angry bear.

Drawing in a slow breath, Jillian was trying to think of the best possible answer when the server arrived. "What can I get for you lovely ladies?" asked the young man. In his white, button-down shirt and black pants, he seemed appropriate enough.

Marina, however, stiffened her lower lip as she examined the boy. "I’ll have the trout and couscous. My niece will have the salmon, mashed potatoes, and steamed vegetables."

"Anything to drink?"

"No," Marina replied. "Thank you." Those two, sharpened the syllables made it abundantly clear that this boy needed to get out of there as quickly as possible.

After he scribbled her order, the server obliged, spinning around and practically running away. Technically, Marina hadn't been rude. She hadn't insulted the college kid, but he had smelled her power and bloodlust; it made him run like a frightened rabbit.

"You know, maybe I wanted to have something else tonight? Maybe some steak?"

"No," Marina said with a dismissive wave of her hand. "Steak is inappropriate for young lady such as yourself. Really, my dear, you must learn how to make the proper choices."

"You’ve been telling me that since I was a little girl. It hasn't stuck yet. Do you really think I'm going to change my mind now?"

"You always were a stubborn child," Marina conceded. "And no, my dear, that isn't a compliment."

"Well, I'm going to take it as one anyway," Jillian said. She flashed her aunt a smile and hoped she would get one in return. Sometimes, that worked.

Not tonight.

"This is serious," Marina said. "And I'm sure you can guess why I have invited you out tonight."

"Jonathan," Jillian said.

"You're so-called fiancé," replied her aunt.

Marina must have had more she intended to say, but Jillian straightened her back, leaned forward, and found herself grabbing onto the edge of the table. Her fingers pressed down until her nails and knuckles both whitened. Ordering for her was one thing, but Jillian knew she had to brace herself for this kind of argument. She had thought about it dozens, probably hundreds of times, and now she needed to be honest. She couldn't allow this cold, aristocratic woman to deter her, not this time, not again.

And yet, Jillian attempted to speak and failed. She could feel her vocal cords vibrate, but Marina spoke over her, "I understand that you’re infatuated with this boy. I'm sure he is very nice, but what kind of name is Jonathan Capistrano? My dear, you are a Vanderbilt. Do you understand what that means? Do you understand the heritage you bring with you wherever you go? When you insisted on going to college, I didn't argue with you."

"That's a lie," Jillian muttered.

"Excuse me?" Aunt Marina demanded, her eyes narrowing to angry slits.

"Come on," Jillian said. "In high school and college, you had lots to say about the guys I wanted to date. Heck, you even scared off Billy Talvin! He came to pick me up one night, and you talked to him, and he literally ran away."

"I simply offered him some advice," Marina replied primly.

"Well…" Jillian said. She forced her hands to relax and drew them away from the table. Instead, she pushed her fingertips against one another on her lap. "We aren’t talking about high school or college. We are talking about my fiancé. I know this is going to be hard for you, but I am marrying him. I want you at the wedding. You have been invited, and I love you, and I think you really do have my best interests at heart, but I can't live up to your ideals." There. She said it. No, that wasn't exactly what she had rehearsed over and over inside of her head, but it was close enough.

"Do you know what you're saying?"

Jillian didn't actually want to answer, especially because she understood what kind of rhetorical question this was supposed to be. Still, the awkward silence stretched, and it burned through her defenses. "What? What do you think I'm saying?" Jillian finally blurted out.

Her aunt considered the beautiful woman—a girl, to Marina—seated across the table from her. She didn't say anything right away, yet she let her cold demeanor chill the air around both of them. Moment by moment, Jillian Vanderbilt wished she could summon that same kind of stoic disappointment. Finally, Marina said, "You, my dear, are saying that you don't care about your lineage. You are saying that you have been given all of these incredible opportunities, and now you're just going to throw them away."

"John is a doctor," Jillian said.

"A doctor for poor people," Marina snorted, rolling her eyes with obvious disdain. "Perhaps, if he had any interest in bettering himself, then he might be worthy of your attention. But frankly, I doubt it." Marina leaned forward slightly. "The two of you are simply mismatched. Let him go. Let him find someone who is better suited for an individual of his class and standing."

"Class and standing? Do you know how you sound right now?"

"Reasonable? Sensible?" As Jillian attempted to sputter out some kind of counterpoint, Marina continued, "I understand this is difficult. Infatuations always are, but you can find someone better."

"Like who?"

"We both know that Calvin Ashford is quite interested in you. He’d be an excellent match for you. In fact, he might even be an ideal match."

"Calvin Ashford?"

"Have you really thought about him? Have you considered his assets, his family, his connections?"

"No…" Jillian said, shaking her head, even as the disgust rippled through her voice. "I want someone who's going to make the world a better place. That's John."

"I'm sure he will do quite well in his sad little practice as he helps people on Medicaid or whatever."

"That's how we—that’s how everyone—makes the world a better place. You have to help. It’s not all about donating money to tax shelters."

"No, we make the world a better place by sticking with our own. The world has a hierarchy, Jillian. I'm sorry you don't understand that, but like calls to like."

"What? Now you're quoting Shakespeare?"

"At least you can still recognize the works of the Immortal Bard."

"I also know that you're quoting one of the bad guys," Jillian pointed out.

"Wisdom is wisdom," Marina replied tartly.

"I have met Calvin. He is not a good man."

"He's an excellent man," Marina insisted. "He is already a VP of Finance at Ashford Industries."

"Gee, I wonder if his last name helped at all?"

"Does it matter?" Marina replied smoothly. "When you have assets, you use them. That's what I have been saying. That is what I have been trying to teach you."

"Do you even know what he does? Calvin is a spoiled brat. He's the kind of asshole who grew up getting whatever he wanted. Then he went to an impressive university as a legacy student. From there, he pretty much passed as the most mediocre student ever. Then he graduated and went to work for his father. That's not a real man. He won the genetic lottery and counts himself as a genius when the game was always rigged in his favor!"

“He has potential.”

“He’s a joke,” Jillian insisted.

"I'm sure his bank account would say otherwise."

"Aunt Marina, I love you. I love you, and I know you really want what is best for me, but that is John. He helps people. Can’t you see that?"

"He helps poor people. My dear, he's never going to succeed. He's never going to be able to cure the ills of the world. In this life, there is no actual compassion. There is no genuine sympathy or mercy. There are those who have the will to take and those who fail."

"I'm sorry you see things that way," Jillian said as she pulled her hand back. She glanced down at her lap. "I'm really sorry you see things that way. But I want you to know that your invitation stands. I'm going to marry John. He's a good man, and I love him. He makes me laugh. He makes me feel good."

"Those are trifles," Marina said with a dismissive wave of her hand. "But I want you to know, Jillian, that you are acting like a spoiled brat right now."

"Actually, I'm acting like an adult," Jillian shot back. She exhaled, closed her eyes, and realized something very simple. This wasn't going to be resolved. There were no words for her to say. She couldn't conjure some beautifully golden sentence that would magically make her aunt understand. They came from different worlds with different priorities. Maybe a sociologist somewhere would want to study the differences in their development and final conclusions. But at that moment, Jillian knew what she had to do. She stood. "I'm sorry I have to leave early, but this is clearly a waste of your time and mine. I hope you make it to the wedding."

Jillian stepped out from behind the table, and she strode for the exit. She walked even as she sensed her aunt's angry stare.

"Stop," Marina called out.

Despite everything Jillian wanted to believe about herself, she obeyed. She came to a stop and pushed her heels down against the floor. Her shoulders tensed, but she resisted the urge to turn around. At the same time, she hated how the anger prompted her eyes to start watering. Again and again, she told herself that she wasn't a little girl. She didn't have to listen to her Aunt Marina just because that woman was older and supposedly more mature.

"If you walk out of here right now, you will regret it. He isn't the right match for you."

"I don't care," Jillian growled back without turning around. At this point, there were probably several other patrons staring at both of them. Refusing to let herself care about a public display of defiance, Jillian started walking again.

Her high heels clicked against the floor until she shoved her way out through the double doors and out onto the street. From there, she walked over to the parking lot.

When she got there, Jillian finally stopped. All around her, cars were parked. She didn't see anyone else. The street beyond the restaurant may have been busy, but she was alone here. At the same time, some reflex made her become hyper-aware of the fact that she was now alone.

Her hands trembled as she reached into her purse and pulled out her phone. She brought up his number, hit the green button, and waited for the ring tone. From there, she languidly headed back toward her sedan.

"How’d it go?" John asked right away.

"About as well as you could expect," Jillian said with a sardonic smile. Simultaneously, she carefully dabbed her eyes so she wouldn't smudge her makeup. Then again, why did that even matter? Jillian was the kind of girl who didn't need to wear makeup. She only put it on because her aunt always insisted this was another one of those "feminine arts" that Jillian was supposed to know and understand—for some reason.

"That bad?"

"Worse," Jillian said.

"Give her some time," he said. "Maybe she’ll come around."

"You don't know her like I do. She is so stupidly stubborn. I swear, this is ridiculous. Why can't she just let me make my own decisions? Why does she keep treating me like I’m some bride from the 1800s or maybe a housewife from the 50s?"

"I don't know, babe. But I do know that I love you, and we’re going to be together no matter what it takes."

"Yeah…" Jillian agreed. Again, she dabbed her eyes. Then she glanced up, and she saw someone standing across the parking lot and walking her way.

At first, she couldn't understand why her mammalian instincts kicked in; she couldn't explain that jolt of fear that ran from the base of her skull down and to the rest of her body. A strange chill snapped into her gut even as her skin got hot.

He seemed normal enough, at least at first glance. But then she noticed he was holding onto something. It looked like some kind of rod or baton? Not only that, she saw a blue spark at the tip.

"Jillian? Are you there?" John asked after a few seconds.

At first, Jillian simply froze in place as she watched that stranger approach her. He came on quickly. He didn't run, but those strides seemed far more determined than made any sense. At the same time, he was headed straight for her…

"John?" Her voice dropped; she whispered so quietly she had to wonder whether or not the small microphone built into her phone would be able to pick up and transmit her voice.

"What is it?"

"There's someone here in the parking lot with me. I, I think you should call the police if anything happens."

"Just get to your car, lock the door, and I'm sure everything will be fine," he told her. Obviously, he wanted to reassure his fiancé, but she recognized the ploy for what it was.

Hoping this was just paranoia, she pulled out her key and walked over to her sedan. The stranger still came toward her in a straight line.

Then he was within just a few feet of her, and she had her key out, and she tried to slide it into the lock on her door.

Her aim was just slightly off. With her hands trembling, she couldn't move as quickly as she would have liked. Not only that, the parking lot was surprisingly dark. She jabbed the door and probably scratched the paint. Then she glanced up in time to watch the man come at her.

He lunged forward, and he jabbed the baton forward. At the same time, she saw another fresh set of blue sparks.

For no real reason, she remembered what the implement was called; it was a cattle prod.

Jillian tried to see his face, but he wore a mask. Up close, he still looked like little more than a shadow. This stark silhouette wanted her.

"Call the cops!" Jillian squealed out just as the baton came for her again. The stranger shoved it forward. She jumped to the side, just barely missing it.

Fresh panic walloped into her as she spun and started to run. Her high heels slammed down against the ground, but she couldn't get any kind of real speed. She tried to slide her feet out of the shoes. It didn't work on that first step or the second, but on the third and fourth she was able to leap ahead. The asphalt scraped into her bare feet, but Jillian didn't even notice.

She still held onto her phone. Maybe her fiancé was trying to talk to her, to get her to tell him what was going on.

She heard the footfalls behind her. That man was fast, freakishly fast, and then he had her. She felt the rod push up against the small of her back. For a moment, it just felt like a poke, and some part of her wondered why she had been so scared. Then the kidnapper hit the button and electricity surged out of the battery, up the central element, and to the prongs, then straight through her dress. The energy buzzed along her body, making her scream out as the world morphed into horrendous pain...then distant black...

"Call the cops!"

"Jillian? Jillian, what’s going on?” he asked before his voice morphed into a shout, “Come on, talk to me!"

He had just finished up with his last patient, closed up the office, and had been headed toward his used truck when he got the call from the most beautiful woman on the planet. Every time he saw her name on his phone, he silently thanked the universe for bringing her into his life. Ironically, he only encountered Jillian because of her Aunt Marina.

As a part of his work at the Amethyst Clinic, he occasionally had to go to snooty benefits, fancy dinners, where he cajoled rich people to offer up some extra money. It always felt especially ridiculous considering that they enjoyed huge fortunes and every donation simply meant they paid less taxes. Half the time, those rich people sent their accountants instead, just to make sure the paperwork was filled out properly. On that night, he saw her, and he didn't know what to make of her.

She was gorgeous, of course. There was something about the wisps of hair that framed her face, her blonde tresses, her high cheek bones, her bright eyes, and the silvery dress that showed off the best of her curves. When he first saw her, he actually stopped, locked in place and paralyzed by simple desire.

Of course, he had never anticipated really interacting with a beautiful princess like Jillian Vanderbilt. That girl was probably destined to inherit hundreds of millions of dollars. A tenth of her fortune might've been enough to fund his clinic for the next century...So yeah, he didn't stand a chance. Hot? Rich? She seemed way too good for him, but he still had to ask her for money, so he went up to her and started talking.

At some point in their conversation, she surprised him by asking a very big question, "As a doctor, how do you see income inequality impacting the lives of your patients?"

On most days, John liked to think of himself as a fairly articulate young man. He was a doctor, conducted research, wrote up grant proposals, and routinely spoke to very different kinds of patients. He worked with single mothers and fathers, their kids, people struggling with disabilities, mental health issues, and a whole host of other problems. He understood how cruel American capitalism could be for the unlucky.

Instead of answering with some well-reasoned answer or even some relevant anecdotes, he found himself thinking just two words, You're pretty. Rather talking like some inexperienced middle schooler, he managed to clear his throat and try again. "To be honest, I see it playing out in quite a few different ways. Are you really interested?" That last part may not have been diplomatic, but he hadn't been able to help himself. Normally, the people here just wanted compliments and gratitude. They expected him to grovel. He was a doctor, and he worked hard to achieve his position while many of the individuals here didn't even work. Why bother when they could spend their time bouncing between Ibiza, the Bahamas, Bali, and their other favorite getaways? Then there were the individuals who had jobs and took the expedient path known as nepotism.

"Actually, I am."

So they started talking. He knew he was neglecting his duties; he should have been pumping the other donors except he couldn't help himself. There was something so perfect and magnetic about this girl. He had to stay close to her. At some point, she was going to get bored, he had assumed, but she didn't. Instead, they kept talking until her aunt and the other doctors and donors left. In fact, he only glanced up several hours later when the last member of the cleaning crew approached him and said, "Hey, I don't want to be mean, but I need to kick you guys out."

Both John and Jillian had blinked as though they were finally waking up from some incredible dream. "What time is it?" Jillian had asked.

He pulled out his phone and checked.

"Three," he said. "It's three in the morning."

"You're messing with me," she narrowed her eyes and smiled. But then he flipped his phone around, she saw the screen and drank in the details before they both burst out laughing.

After that, he knew he was supposed to excuse himself or maybe offer to walk her to her car. Instead, he asked if she wanted to get something to eat.

"Like a date?" she'd asked.

Torn between exhausted and energized, John found himself smiling and answering, "Well, I was thinking we could maybe hit a diner right now, but yes, let's call it a date. May I take you out. Please?" He held out his bicep like a gentleman from some long-gone century.

"Absolutely," she answered and held out her arm.

That was the start of it.

That was how he met the girl he knew he could love for the rest of his life.

They dated, and they fit together so perfectly. They loved so many of the same books and shows, movies and music. She introduced him to k-pop while he taught her a bit about philosophy. But most of the time, they laughed and flirted and talked and connected.

Of course, there were stress points, especially when it came to her family. Her aunt was an aristocratic woman, someone who believed that certain "types" of people were destined to be together one way or another. With the haughty disdain that only a truly wealthy person could demonstrate, she made it abundantly clear to this man that she didn't think he was good enough for her niece.

That was strange. Seriously, he was a doctor. Maybe he wasn't a brain or heart surgeon, but that title usually won him a lot of gravitas. Not this time. Not with that woman.

He had worried about this, of course. If her family rejected him, would Jillian still want to be with him? This seemed like such an ancient problem, but she told him the truth.

The answer was yes. At first, he hadn’t quite believed it, but he learned to trust Jillian more and more. If she said she chose him…then she chose him.

And now, she had just screamed into her phone, demanding that he call the cops.

John dropped his phone down in front of him and fumbled to end of that first call, so he could start another one.

With his eyes on the screen, he didn't see the figure behind him. In fact, he barely registered the cattle prod as it punched into the small of his back. An instant more and the electricity exploded through his body. He didn't register it, not really. There was a flash of agony, then nothing.

"Wake up. My dear, it's time to wake up," came a familiar voice.

It felt like all of her thoughts, ideas, and memories had been dropped into a thermos, sealed up, and shaken thoroughly. Her mouth was dry, and she couldn't get her eyes to open right away. Then she succeeded, and there was just this sharp light shining from every direction at once. Her vision refused to sharpen into focus, so she slammed her eyes shut again.

Tentatively, she tried after another second or two.

Surprisingly, her aunt seemed patient with her as Jillian tried to figure out what had happened.

In those initial moment , Jillian wondered if maybe she had gotten really, really drunk. No, she wasn't the kind of woman who normally indulged like that, but her head kept pounding. At the same time, she just needed to move and stretch except she couldn't do it.

When she opened her eyes again, she did it much, much more carefully. That's when she saw her aunt standing over her.

It wasn't alcohol, Jillian finally decided. Maybe some kind of accident? Had she gotten into a car crash? Or maybe she had some kind of stroke or something? A brain aneurysm? Those terms sounded vaguely familiar, but she wasn't a doctor like her fiancé, so she didn't really know what those words meant exactly. She was a young woman, she worked out regularly, and so she should have been pretty healthy. Her doctor had never warned her about anything like this happening. Was it a new condition?

"What happened?" Jillian finally managed to ask.

"Well...you made the wrong choice," said her aunt.

"What's going on? Where am I?" Jillian pushed the questions out, one after another. The fatigue weighed her down like a blanket, only she managed to push more and more strength down into her arms and legs.

Before her aunt could answer, Jillian finally gathered up the strength and energy necessary to sit up. When she tried, she failed. That's when, belatedly, she realized her arms were spread above her head. Not only that, she tried to pull her knees together, but she couldn't do that either. What was going on? What was wrong with her?

She glanced over at her aunt and saw Marina flashing this subtle smile. Biting down, Jillian already knew she wouldn't like that. If something made her aunt happy, it probably wasn't good. Worse, Marina wasn't actually answering, so Jillian needed to figure out as much of this as she could.

When she glanced around, she saw white walls, counters, and a set of drawers. Then she lifted her head, and she turned to the left, then the right. Finally, she strained her neck, she glanced up toward the corner of the small bed. First, she saw her bare shoulder and then her arm, and then she finally noticed the brown strap and white, fuzzy lining. She tugged and felt the restraint around her wrist. At first, Jillian couldn't believe it.

A restraint?

With some strength now flowing through her body, she jerked around and looked over past her other shoulder. She spotted another one of those straps, and she instantly recognized why it seemed familiar. She had seen them before in movies and on TV shows. These were medical restraints. Whenever someone went to a hospital and that patient started to become uncontrollable, they got strapped down. For some reason, Jillian was wearing restraints. Just like those…

Then she twisted around, and she stared down along the length of her body. She was naked!

There were sheets underneath her, but her legs were spread and on display just like the rest of her body. A flash of heat cascaded down her spine and flared into the rest of her skin as she realized just how vulnerable she appeared.

"What is this? What the hell is this?"

"Language, Jillian. I know this is upsetting, but that's no excuse for poor comportment," her Aunt Marina told her.

"Do you think I care about comportment right now? What the fuck is going on?"

"This is for your own good," Marina said. Her eyes flashed hot. She was the kind of woman, after all, who believed in a very specific set of behaviors. No matter how absurd a situation might have seemed, she would always go back to those protocols. "I've watched you make one bad decision after another, so it's time to take matters into my own hands. That's why I'm getting you the help you need."

"The help I need…?"

This time, Marina didn't respond. Instead, she stood back and reached down for her pocket. She pulled out her phone and considered the screen. Before Jillian could try again, the door opened, and that's when she saw a pair of nurses walk in. At least, the two young women in front of her looked like nurses in some ridiculous, parodic sense of the word. When they scurried into the room, Jillian actually forgot to be embarrassed. Instead, she saw the nurses, and her brows crumpled with confusion.

What were they wearing?

They had on white dresses these cute little caps, each one decorated by red crosses. And yet, their white crisp uniforms seemed to cling to their bodies. They were absurdly tight! They highlighted the playful curves of their hips and breasts. Not only that, their skirts seemed to be cut absurdly low. Simultaneously, those hems barely reached a quarter of the way down their thighs. These girls weren't dressed like real nurses in actual scrubs. Instead, they looked like some sexist fantasy of what a nurse might’ve worn in the 1960s.

"What is this? What the hell is this?"

"This is what you need," Marina said.

Together, the nurses clapped her hands together and brought their knuckles up just beneath her chin as she flashed these bright, cheerful smiles. One of the girls then said, "Good morning, Jillian! Welcome to Crestwood Asylum. It is so good to meet you. My name is Candy, and this is Kimmy."

Candy and Kimmy? Seriously?

Again, she was naked, so Jillian knew she was supposed to be embarrassed, but she glowered back at these women, and she clearly didn't understand who they were or what was going on here. Finally, Jillian turned back to her aunt. "Is this some kind of joke?" Even as she asked, she knew that couldn't be true. First, her Aunt Marina was the kind of woman who viewed practical jokes as both pedestrian and lower class. She would never resort to something so crass, especially if it involved nudity.

Only then, one of the blonde nurses hopped back over to her. At this point, Jillian could barely tell them apart. Both of these women were pretty with sharp features, long blonde hair, and vibrant blue eyes. At the same time, there was something similar about their expressions. They seemed both cheerful and vacant? Jillian had never encountered women like them before. Maybe she had seen them in parodies of what a female could be on some streaming series or in a movie, but that was it. Even then, the content would have had to be really, really old. Modern filmmakers wouldn't dare craft characters like Candy or Kimmy. With their bouncing breasts and stupidly short skirts, they couldn't exist as anything more than some male fantasy.

"Someone needs to tell me what's going on here!"

Candy and Kimmy both stood over her now. At this point, Jillian's nostrils flared with frustration as her muscles tightened. She yanked against her restraints, first her arms, and then she tried to kick out with her legs. She remained trapped right there. Her straps only allowed an inch or two of movement in any direction. It was infuriating!

In truth, Jillian had never experienced something like this before. She couldn't remember any other point when she had been tied down like this. She genuinely couldn't move! At first, she confronted bewilderment. But now, a different kind of aggression pulsed through her body, making her tighten her fingers into clenched fists. At the same time, she thrashed from side to side. On some level, she recognized that the nurses and her aunt observed her. They saw her as she struggled, trying to kick or punch her way free. None of it helped, however. She remained right there, spread out and trapped with her naked body on display.

"Do you feel better?" Marina asked.

As her lips tensed, Jillian sensed the cool air run along the edges of her teeth as she panted and glowered at her aunt. "What is this? No one…no one has told me anything!"

"Like I said before, this is for your own good."

"Exactly!" Kimmy pulled out a syringe. Candy grabbed some cotton swabs and an antiseptic wipe. Jillian drank in those details, and then she glanced over at her arm, and she realized that her body really was open and vulnerable.

"What are you doing?" Jillian asked, only now the anger drained from her voice. It was replaced by this quivering uncertainty even though she understood exactly what was going on. It was easy to predict. These girls were dressed like nurses, and they were going to give her a shot…

"This is medicine," Kimmy announced.

"It's good for you," Candy agreed.

"The doctor has already written up a couple of your prescriptions!" Kimmy chirped. “Your treatment can start right now!”

"Marina, this is ridiculous. There’s no way you signed off on this."

Aunt Marina stepped over toward the bed, and she surprised Jillian by gently reaching out to brushing the back of her hand along her niece's cheek. It was a softly gentle touch. That was unusual, especially from a flinty, aristocratic woman like Marina Vanderbilt. Normally, she preferred to avoid expressions of physical intimacy. They seemed vulnerable, perhaps vulgar, and almost always unnecessary. But now, she seemed so gentle as she peered down into Jillian's eyes, "Do you remember what I told you before? You were going to regret staying with John. He isn't the right match for you. There are other, better men out there."

"That's what this is about?" Jillian demanded, practically growling through the syllables as she stared up at the older woman. Her aunt had her kidnapped and falsely imprisoned over a man?

"That was the culminating point, yes. But if you stop and think about it, you will see that you have consistently made poor decisions throughout your life. You had some of the best opportunities to go to amazing private and boarding schools, but you always turned them down. Why? So you could spend time with poor people?"

This? Again? "I wanted to go to a public school so I could meet real people!"

"Poor people," Marina answered with disdain.

Not this, not again! It was an old argument, and Jillian didn't want to get into it again. And yet, she couldn't help herself. It felt like scratching at an old bug bite. Even as the heat flashed along her skin, she knew this was a bad idea, yet she still couldn't resist the temptation.

That's when the door opened again, and the two nurses glanced up, only to step aside.

An Asian woman, fierce and powerful and clearly confident strode ahead. She smiled down at the naked patient.

"Welcome, Dr. Chen," the two nurses said in sync. It would have been impressive, but it was actually kind of creepy.

At that moment, however, Jillian decided she didn't care. If this woman really was a doctor, then she had actual information. Dressed in a white lab coat, a purple blouse, and black pants, the doctor held a tablet cradled in one arm as she glanced down at the readout before turning her attention back to Jillian.

"Hello, Jillian. I see you’re up. Girls, have you administered the dose yet?"

"I'm sorry, we were just getting to it!"

"Yeah, we were letting the patient and her aunt talk about some stuff," said the other ditzy nurse.

"You're a doctor? You're the doctor here?" Jillian began. She knew she didn't sound especially articulate, yet she couldn't help herself. At least she managed to pull her attention away from her aunt (a woman who had clearly gone crazy. If anyone needed to see a doctor, it was her!). Pausing for a second, Jillian licked her lower lip and wished she could have pulled something on. For the first time in her life, Jillian actually yearned for some real modesty. But since that wasn't an option, she tried to appear as professional as she could. She drew in a slow breath and forced herself to relax. "Please, I don't know what's going on here, but I haven't actually agreed to anything. I don't know what my aunt said, but she doesn't have the legal authority to do any of this. That's why I am respectfully asking you to let me out and let me get dressed before I leave."

"I'm afraid that's not possible," Dr. Chen said.

"What?" The question fell from Jillian's mouth. She stared. At this point, she forgot about her own nudity, if only because this woman seemed competent, yet she had just said she couldn't let her up?

"I'm afraid that's not possible," Dr. Chen replied. She glanced down at the tablet. "I have reviewed your personal history. I have also reviewed your situation with your therapist."

"My therapist?" Jillian blinked several times.

"It was worse than I imagined," Aunt Marina said.

"You can't have discussed anything with my therapist," Jillian said. "Those records are private." Patients had a right to privacy; it was a federal law or something! Besides, she had never offered any kind of authorization. And like she said, it wasn't as though Marina had the authority necessary to get access to that information.

"I didn't actually discuss anything with your therapist," Dr. Chen conceded. "But I did review her notes and records."

"That's illegal," Jillian said.

"Right now, you don't need to worry your pretty little head about legality. You need to worry about getting better," Dr. Chen said. She strolled over to the side of the bed and looked down at Jillian. Her gaze seemed both kind and condescending. Almost immediately, Jillian decided she didn't like this woman, only that didn't matter. Dr. Chen had her dark eyes aimed right at her patient as she said, "It's amazing what freelance programmers are able to accomplish. Information is seldom secure when it is online."

"You had someone hack into my records?" Jillian couldn't believe it. This woman certainly looked like a doctor. She also carried herself with the kind of professional confidence she would have expected from someone who had spent so much time learning, studying, and working hard to earn her degrees. But maybe there was something else in her gait or expression. Jillian couldn't explain it as something about this woman unnerved her.

"'Hack' is such an ugly word," Dr. Chen said with that same cheerfully condescending tone. "Besides, you should focus on using prettier language, don't you think? It's important for you to have a sunny and helpful disposition."

"A sunny and helpful disposition?" Jillian spat before she decided to try again. Rather than snarl out another round of profanity, she bit down, closed her eyes, and did her best to center herself. She had worked with frustrating and aggravating people before. She could handle this. Even as the cool air brushed along her naked body and her nipples stiffened and she could feel the goosebumps run down her neck and along her shoulders, Jillian didn't allow the embarrassment or frustration to overwhelm her. "Look, I don't know what’s supposed to be happening here, but you need to let me up right now. I don't want there to be any consequences for you or your facility, but we will have a problem if you insist on keeping me tied down."

Realistically, they had to let her up. Once she was free from her restraints, she could walk out the front door. Doing so naked would have been humiliating in the extreme, but then she could get back to her life. After that, she could consult a lawyer and report this woman and her idiotic nurses to the proper authorities. Those ideas all seemed so logical and rational. They all fit together so perfectly.

"Do you see what I mean?" Marina asked. "She is willful and defiant and completely unwilling to take responsibility for her life. I know I've already told all of this to the professor, but I know my girl here needs to be cured of her issues."

"My issues?"

"Don't worry, Jillian. We are going to take excellent care of you." Dr. Chen reached down and touched her fingers to Jillian's forehead. It was a light and almost enjoyable caress, but Jillian still couldn't believe she had been touched like that! Hot fury pounded through her body. At this point, she reached up and strained her neck as she snapped out with her teeth like she thought she was going to be able to bite the doctor.

Dr. Chen seemed unperturbed. "An inability to deal with reality, a penchant toward violence, and emotional instability. Ms. Vanderbilt, I think you have done the right thing by bringing her here."

"Let me go," Jillian said. "This can't be legal."

That's when the door opened again.

Seriously? Who else was going to get to see Jillian naked? The young woman jerked her head up, and then she saw her.

"Professor Verger," Dr. Chen said.

"It's good to see you again," Marina said with a polite nod of her head.

Jillian stared at the newcomer and demanded, "C’mon, I don't know who is in charge, but this is insane. My personal rights are being violated right now! Unless you let me go, I swear I'm going to go to the authorities." She tried to sound diplomatic. "I don't want to do it. I don’t want to get embroiled in some legal mess, but this is absolutely insane."

The newcomer strode forward and came up to the edge of Jillian's bed. From there, she gazed down at the young woman. She started with her feet, moved up toward her knees and hips and the flat of her stomach, the curves of her small breasts, all the way to her slender neck, shapely cheeks, and blonde hair. "Hello, Jillian."

"Are you listening to me?"

"Yes, I'm certainly listening to you," Professor Verger answered. "You have my attention."

"Good," Jillian said. "You need to let me up right now. Just let me up, let me put on some clothing, and I can leave."

"I'm afraid I can't do that," said the professor.

"And who can?"

"Technically, Dr. Chen is the one who would make that decision, but we haven't even begun your treatment."

"I'm serious. Do you really want to deal with a lawsuit?"

"Miss Vanderbilt, we have already consulted our lawyers as well as a judge."

"What?"

"The judge was quite explicit. After reviewing your case and hearing the recommendation of Dr. Chen, she decided that you are best off here. Clearly, you weren't capable of making your own decisions out in the wider world because it was only a matter of time before you harm yourself or someone else. That is totally unacceptable, so you will remain here for treatment until Dr. Chen and I decide you’re ready to be remanded to either your aunt or another responsible party."

"You're making me sound like a child," Jillian protested. "I can make my own decisions."

"No, I'm afraid you can't."

"Then call my fiancé!"

"Unfortunately, he isn't available. But even if he were, your fiancé wouldn't be relevant. He has no legal standing here. Your aunt and I now have custody of you. We are legally responsible for you, which means we’re obliged to give you the treatment you need."

"I don't need any kind of treatment!" Jillian snarled.

"Consider your tone and behavior right now."

"My tone?" Disbelief rang along her vocal cords.

"You sound very angry. You sound upset. You sound like you cannot regulate your emotional well-being. That's obviously unacceptable. But don't worry. We’ll treat you. We will make sure that you are so much happier and better off by the time you're done."

"My dear, when they finish with you, you will be able to make the right sorts of decisions," Marina said. "Won't that be nice? You'll finally be able to be a good housewife for your husband. No more defiance. None of this trite feminism."

"Housewife? That's not what John wants," Jillian said.

Marina didn't answer, but there was this slight shadow of a smile curving along the curves of her lips. Clearly, she held something back, yet she still enjoyed the prospect of what might happen next. "My dear, that's precisely the point. He was never an ideal match for you."

"This is insane! Let me out! Let me up right now! I’m not some stupid doll!"

"Girls, you can go ahead with her treatment," Dr. Chen said.

Jillian jerked her head to the right, and she looked back at the nurses in their skimpy outfits. She watched as they hopped forward. One of the girls went for the crook of Jillian's arm. She wiped her down, and the antiseptic aroma hit the patient's nose. That wasn't so bad.

The next part would be worse.

The other nurse aimed the syringe for Jillian's vein. "You can't do this. You can't just give me medicine without my consent."

"You're no longer an adult capable of making your own decisions," Professor Verger explained. "Remember, the judge signed off on all of this. It's perfectly legal."

"It's also something that you need," added the doctor. That's when the nurse finally touched the tip of the needle down against Jillian's skin. In the next moment, the patient closed her eyes and hoped that this would finally be revealed as some stupid punchline. At this moment, the doors would open, and maybe her friends and the rest of her family and even John could burst out. It was all a prank, after all. It had to be!

Instead, there was that jolt of pinching pain along her nerves. Then the nurse pushed down, and Jillian turned to watch as the pink liquid was injected straight into her bloodstream.

"What was that? What did you just give me?"

"It was a mild sedative, combined with some vitamins and other chemicals that will help you along with your treatment," Dr. Chen said.

"Chemicals?"

"I've prescribed a set of psychotropic treatments," Dr. Chen told her. "You see, your outlook on life is incompatible with your ideals. That's why we need to work on you."

"Don't worry, my dear. The cosmetic changes are going to be fairly mild."

"Cosmetic changes?" Even as she spoke, Jillian could hear her own voice, and it seemed to be disconnected from her lips and mouth, her vocal cords and throat. Instead, the words seemed to be drifting off, like they were coming from farther and farther away. Still, she bit down and refused to let the chemicals overwhelm her. Talking made it easier for her to focus. "What are you talking about?"

"Would you like me to tell her?"

"I don't see the harm," Marina said.

Dr. Chen looked down at Jillian. "We haven't set the specific order yet, but we're going to give you some nice injections for your lips. They're going to look much fuller. Then we are also going to enhance your breasts. Also, some permanent hair removal sounds like a good idea."

"Enhance my breasts?" Jillian tried to inject hot rage into her voice. She yearned to snarl out those words like she was some kind of wild animal. Although she managed to jerk against her medical grade restraints, she didn't shake the bed beneath her, nor did she intimidate the nurses, her aunt, the doctor, or the professor. All of these people had surrounded her, and now they gazed down at her with something close to pity. As far as they were concerned, she was sick and needed their help.

"That's correct," said the doctor. "What are we thinking? Two? Three cup sizes?"

"No. You can't do that!"

"It's for your own good," Dr. Chen said with a smile. "But more than the physical alterations, we’re really going to be aiming for the psychological improvements."

"We want you to match the ideals of the Crestwood Asylum," Professor Verger told the patient. "I understand that the world can be a big, daunting, and very confusing place. But if we work on your thought processes and psychological infrastructure, we can cure you of any antisocial behavior."

"I don't have any antisocial behaviors!"

"But you insist on spending time with poor people, disregarding your heritage and lineage, and you even antagonize those who want to help you," Marina said. She didn't raise her voice this time. Instead, her coolly spoken words cut across the air as she made her points.

"But none of that is true!"

"Don't worry. You're going to feel much better when you wake up. Yes, you will," Dr. Chen said. "Girls, can you muzzle and blindfold her patient?"

Jillian tried to say something.

Apparently, she didn't recognize the sound of her own voice, yet the doctor still understood. “Restraints are important. Besides, the nurses will want to work on you.”

"Men like Calvin Ashford prefer a girl who understands what’s expected of her," Marina pointed out.

Opening her mouth, Jillian tried to say something. Instead, her eyes got heavier and heavier. One of the nurses slid a pink, rubber ball down into her mouth before lifting her head and pulling the straps up behind her neck. Immediately, Jillian tried to spit the rubber ball out. This was humiliating and degrading! She refused to put up with that!

She waited for the rush of adrenaline; her heart was supposed to start kicking with another dose of sharpened rage. It didn't happen. The pink chemicals, whatever they were, did their job. They functioned perfectly, keeping her disoriented and pulling her down more and more. Pretty soon, she would drift off to sleep, and there was nothing she could do about it.

Still, Jillian refused to give up. She couldn't surrender even as she halfheartedly tugged against her straps. Now, she barely lifted her hands and feet, but at least the others must've realized she would keep fighting.

"You see what I mean?" Marina asked as she motioned down toward the bound patient. "She is completely obstinate."

"Don't worry," said the doctor.

Next, the nurses came up with a mask for Jillian. They slipped it over her eyes. Even though the girl halfheartedly attempted to jerk her head to the right or left, it wasn't enough. Despite their hyper sexualized outfits, these nurses knew what they were doing. Suddenly, Jillian couldn't see anything. She blinked and opened her eyes or closed them, but everything was black as the soft leather pressed down around her eyes and darkened her sight completely.

"You're not going to get away with this. You're not, you're not…" Jillian kept trying to speak, but she couldn't hear what the doctor or the professor or her aunt said. Instead, the patient drifted off.

"What about this one?" someone asked...a woman. That was definitely a woman's voice.

There seemed be this very long pause between the question and the next answer. At the same time, John worked to get his arms and legs to move, only he couldn't. Almost immediately, he felt the restraints around his limbs. He couldn't bend his knees. He couldn't bend his elbows either. He couldn't bring his arms down, and he certainly couldn't roll up or straighten his back toward the ceiling.

"What did you call it again?" someone else asked. It was a woman's voice, but this person sounded vaguely familiar. Who was it? Did he know her?

John finally managed to open his eyes. Bright light shined down in his face; his eyelids dropped down immediately. He clenched his eyes shut, but he still caught a glimpse of that woman.

Marina Vanderbilt.

As far as he knew, he had never spoken to her directly. He only recognized her from those random charity events he had been forced to attend as a part of the dog and pony shows required to get the oligarchs to offer up a little bit of money to try to make the world a slightly better place. As far as John was concerned, it should’ve been in their best interest to help the impoverished members of society. If people were pushed too hard and became too desperate, society would become destabilized. It was an inevitability. Sure, threats of violence from the police would put down a few revolts here or there, but humanity wasn't designed to suffer like this. And yet, a woman like Ms. Vanderbilt like her didn't really care. As far as she saw things, there was a natural structure to the universe. Some people are born rich and better. Then there were those who were impoverished, both because this was what the universe wanted but also because they weren't dumb and incompetent. Even if someone got lucky and managed to ascend the corporate ladder and make more money, they would never be able to earn her respect.

At least, that was what Jillian had told her niece—repeatedly. For the most part, John hadn't known what to believe about Jillian’s aunt.

Now he forced his eyes open again. Yes, the light still strained his pupils, but he saw the other woman standing there. This one more a lab coat. That's when he realized he was both strapped down and naked.

"What do you think of full feminization?" Marina asked.

Full feminization? What did that mean?

"Full feminization is expensive, but it is very doable."

"But you also said we could defray the costs with that other option."

Other option? Defray the costs? What were they talking about?

By now, John cleared his throat, and he wanted to say something. That's when he tried to move his lips and mouth, only his tongue reached out, and he felt something round, and rubber wedged between his teeth. He tried to shake it from side to side, only then it dawned on him. He was gagged! This seemed impossible, and he tried to spit it out again, only to feel the strap slide along his cheeks toward the back of his neck. He really was gagged! At the same time, he was tied down.

"We have some employment opportunities," acknowledged the doctor.

"What is going on here? Talk to me!" John tried to shout out. He made more noise, but most of it was absorbed by the gag. His mouth and jaw were restrained, so he could only murmur and jibber as he tried to get their attention.

This time, it seemed to work since Marina glanced down at him. The older woman sneered, her bottom lip hardening as she considered him. At first, she didn't seem interested in telling him anything, only then she spoke with her usual note of haughty superiority. "Welcome back, John."

Again, he tried to speak. He just wanted to know, "What is going on here?"

Marina didn't answer right away. Instead, she looked down at his naked body. With her lips pursed, she seemed uncertain of herself. But then she glanced over at the doctor who seemed impassive and unconcerned one way or the other. That's why Marina smirked and dropped her hand down to his neck, then his shoulder, and then she ran her hand down along his chest. He worked out regularly, and he was proud of his different muscle groups. Next, she went for his stomach. His muscles tensed, and she smirked as she came closer and closer toward his cock and balls. "It's almost a shame. If you had decided to go into a more appropriate profession like pool boy, then I'm sure you and I could have had a lot of fun."

What was she talking about? He still didn't understand, but then his eyes widened as she casually brushed the back of her hand along his cock. His body didn’t react as he focused on his confusion and frustration. Her lips hardened. She grabbed his shaft, and she squeezed.

In the next moment, his body answered her touch. John didn't know if it was the adrenaline, worry, or something else. Either way, his body betrayed him as his member started to stiffen. That's when she stroked him, gliding her fingers up and down along the underside of his shaft.

At first, he didn't understand. Why was she touching him like that? He grimaced, twisting his body to the left, then the right as he tried to break free. He struggled, channeling all of his strength, but it wasn't good enough. Then again, he still felt disoriented after waking up. Had they drug him? Probably. As a physician, he understood most sedatives from a purely intellectual perspective since he hadn't experienced of them for himself.

"What's wrong, John? Are you frustrated? Are you feeling helpless? You know, that's how you made me feel as you tried to steal away my niece. You really thought you could be good enough for her? A man like you? Someone born of common stock?" She shook her head with disdain. But then she continued to squeeze him, gliding her hand up and down along his cock.

Grimacing, he clenched his eyes a shut. His lips hardened into an angry line, yet he knew he wouldn't be able to control himself. Marina knew what she was doing; that much was obvious. She understood the male psyche and how to touch a man like John. She understood how to tighten her grip, how to relax it, and how to caress him, and how to bring him close to release, only to stop over and over again.

Then she stopped completely.

Marina pulled her hand back, and she glanced over at the doctor. "What are you thinking?"

"There are going to be extensive modifications. First, full hair removal from the eyebrows down. Next, we will increase the length of his hair. The chemical therapies will include muscle reductions, and the surgeries will focus on breast augmentation and penile reduction."

"So when he's done, he's going to look like one of those other pretty nurses?"

"Pretty much," Dr. Chen said.

"Pink hair," Marina announced.

"What was that?"

"I want him to have a nice, pretty streak of pink in his hair. I think that would be really nice."

"Understood," said the doctor. "In the meantime, I want you to understand that we’re going to take our time with both of these patients."

Both of these patients? Who else was here? Sitting up as much as the restraints allowed, he tilted his head from one side to the other. The room was small; there was only enough room for a couple of people and his single clinic bed. "I'm going to make sure they get the care they deserve."

"Thank you very much. I appreciate your efforts."

"Let's get started," said the doctor. She lifted her hand and snapped her fingers. Following that cue, the door opened again, and a pair of pretty nurses appeared. They ran over to John, and he glanced to his left, then his right. At first, he thought they might be twins. But no, he detected those subtle differences in their facial features. Still, he didn't know how to react, especially since they looked really gorgeous.

Strangely, they seemed more like strippers. On some level, he knew he was supposed to be scared or frustrated. He needed to concentrate on his anger, yet another part of him wanted to stare at those pretty girls. Only then, one of them pulled out a cotton swab. She dampened it with an antiseptic, she ran it over his skin, and the other nurse came over to him with a syringe. She held it up. He saw the transparent tube in the pink liquid inside.

Finally, his eyes widened, and he started to thrash.

His best efforts couldn't change anything; the girls injected him, and he soon passed out. Of course, he had no idea that the same thing had just happened to his fiancé a few minutes before.

Jillian's eyes fluttered open. She didn't know where she was or what might be happening. But then, without thinking, she tried to speak. "Hello?" When she heard her own voice, she was grateful to realize that she could actually speak again. Then she tried to move her arms. They weren't lifted up above her head this time. She didn't seem to be strapped to the bed, especially because her knees were bent, and she seemed to be on her side. She rolled onto her back, and then she tried to sit up, only to feel the restrictive fabric around her arms.

Jillian waited.

Having spoken, she waited for some kind of answer. She didn't get a response, not at first anyway.

"Hello? Is anyone there?" the Crestwood patient called out again, a little quieter this time.

As she looked around at the small room, she realized it was a padded cell. There was just her small bed, the walls, the door, and nothing else.

"Is someone there? Do you I get a new neighbor?"

Jillian froze. She pushed herself off of the bed, looked down again, and finally understood what she was wearing. It was a straitjacket. Her arms were trapped against her chest; she could feel the sturdy straps near her shoulder blades. Part of her itched to start tugging and twisting, to thrash her body to the left and right again, but she resisted the urge.

It would be futile, she already knew. There was no point in fighting. At least she wasn't gagged.

She experienced something strange as that realization had her: gratitude. In fact, she wanted to find the doctor to thank her.

What? No. That was ridiculous. In fact, the enormity of that concept should have made her burst out laughing despite everything she had already experienced. Instead, she sat there, and she waited. At the same time, she couldn't be sure of what she might say if Dr. Chen reappeared.

"Hello?" came that voice again.

"Who’s there?" Jillian asked as she pushed herself up onto her feet. Moving while bound in the straitjacket proved to be more difficult, but she could still do it. Jillian found herself wobbling on her feet as she looked around. Then the voice came again, and Jillian tracked the source of those words. Overhead, there was a vent.

There had to be someone else, another patient...another prisoner.

Swallowing back her trepidation, Jillian said, "My name is Jillian Vanderbilt. Who are you?"

"I'm…" The girl seemed to hesitate. Jillian couldn't see her face, but it was easy enough to imagine the speaker pausing, suddenly uncertain. "My name is Aria. At least I think it's Aria?"

"You’re not sure?"

"I was sure when I first got here, but now I can't remember if that's my old name or my new one…?" Again, she hesitated.

"What do you mean?" Jillian could already start to figure it out. Another part of her didn't really want to know for sure, yet she needed more information. As difficult as this could be, Jillian had to understand this place, whatever or wherever it happened to be.

Instead of answering, Aria asked, "Are you new here?"

"Very new," Jillian said.

"Oh. Okay. Does that mean you haven't taken any medicine yet?"

Jillian bristled, closed her eyes, and remembered the syringe with the chemicals. At the same time, she thought back to the doctor and that strange sense of gratitude. Not only that, there was a different sense of disorientation, like Jillian needed to look to someone else to tell her what she was supposed to do and who she was supposed to be. Different possibilities occurred to her. The doctor? The professor? Her fiancé? Her aunt?

Intellectually, Jillian understood that she was supposed to be angry at almost all of them. John was the only one she should have been able to trust. And yet, she still yearned to surrender her responsibility to someone else. It was like she needed to hear what she was supposed to do. This uncertainty edged into her psyche. Could a drug cause that kind of reaction? No. No way. At least, that was what she told herself. Then again, Jillian didn't know much about pharmacology, drugs or medicine. She didn't know much about psychology either.

"They gave me one dose," Jillian said. As she admitted this, a shiver ran down her back.

"One dose isn't anything," said the other patient. "Wait until you've been here for a couple of weeks. That's when it gets really hard to tell what you want to be."

"What do you mean?"

"Are you sure you want to know? Are you really sure?"

"Yes!" Jillian hissed. At the same time, she walked over to the door and studied the narrow gaps between the floor and walls. There wasn't a knob or handle...Apparently, she wouldn't be able to open the door from this side. "If I'm going to get out of here, I need to know what I'm up against." The words surprised her. Despite the urge to thank the doctor for all of her help, Jillian could still concentrate and focus on what she really needed to achieve: escape.

"You're not going to get out of here," said the other girl. "Trust me. I’ve tried. Maybe they’ll let you out for a little while, but that's only so they can have some fun with you. According to the doctor, it's all part of the treatment."

"I am going to get out of here," Jillian insisted.

"Right now, I bet you’re all tied up in a straitjacket. Maybe, if you have been a good girl, they haven't tied you down to your bed. But that's as much freedom as you can get. In here, we have to learn to be obedient. We have to learn to do as we’re told. That's the only way to get out."

"Could you fake it?"

"No. The professor and the doctor are way too smart for that. Their nurses might be dumb, but those bimbos know how to follow orders. You can try to fake it if you want, but it won't work." Those words hung on the air for a few seconds until Aria added, "You know, you might be a lot happier if you just accept the treatment. That's how I feel sometimes."

"What?"

"Dr. Chen and Professor Verger might know what's best for us? Maybe they’re smarter than us? I mean, I know that I'm not very bright. It's better when I do as I'm told." That last sentence sounded rehearsed.

"You don't mean that," Jillian said. Then another possibility occurred to her. If she could help Aria, then maybe the other patient could help her as well. Perhaps they could even work together to escape this place. "Who are you? Who are you really? I'm not talking about whatever BS story they’re feeding you."

"I'm an influencer?"

Jillian almost smirked. Instead, she simply asked with a note of incredulity, "Really?"

"I know how that sounds," Aria replied. "But it's a lot more work than you think. When kids or teenagers say they want to become influencers or make videos, they don't really think about it because they don't really understand. I built an entire business."

"Tell me about it."

Aria continued, "I started out small. Basically, I did these little reaction videos, critical reviews, that sort of thing. At the same time, I tried to really connect with my viewers. I wanted them to know that I cared about them. I wanted to create a bond. You know?" Aria paused for a few seconds as she remembered her old life. Good, thought Jillian. That was exactly what they needed. If Aria could pull herself away from the training and "cure" prescribed by the doctor, then maybe these two could work together to fight their way free. "It took a lot of work. I had to figure out who my audience would be, what they wanted, and how to market myself on different platforms. Between marketing and creating new content, there was always something for me to do."

"But how did you end up here? Why would anyone care?" As far as she was concerned, influencers spent most of their time talking about movies, streaming shows, makeup, and other inane topics. It wasn’t like she was some journalist hunting corrupt politicians or searching our corporate conspiracies.

"Let's just say my family wasn't happy with my career choice."

"Your family?" As Jillian spoke, she could feel that sympathetic chill run through her body.

"At first, my family didn't really care. They thought I was just wasting my time. Fine. Whatever. But then, I started doing some research. There were some problems with our family’s company."

"Wait. Your family?"

"It was my older sister who had me committed. She is the CEO of Manticore Industries.…"

"Manticore Industries? Isn't that the company that had the toxic spill a couple of months ago?"

"Yup. That was them. They wanted to save some money, so they cut back on safety inspections. One of their planes crashed, and they dumped a bunch of chemicals on an unsuspecting city. But here's the thing. That was just part of what they’d done. That was what you heard about online and on the new sites. But I start talking about the rest of the company…including my sister." Again, Aria paused, it was easy to imagine that young woman shaking her head from side to side.

"So she had you committed?"

"Suddenly, her little sister wasn't just a minor embarrassment. Instead, I was causing real problems. I was helping her victims find one another and network as they got ready for a class action lawsuit. I was putting them in touch with lawyers. I was generating a significant backlash. And yes, that's why she had me committed. Now I'm here, I think about my sister, and…"

"And? And what?" Jillian needed to know. As the fear pulsed across her skin, she couldn't tell whether or not it was another side effect of the drugs they had given her. Part of her yearned to believe this was a perfectly logical and valid response. She had been kidnapped, and now she was in this asylum, so it wasn't like they were going to follow any kind of rules or regulations. These people could do whatever they liked with her. She was a prisoner, and they could turn her into anything they desired…

Jillian closed her eyes and remembered some of the discussion between the surgeon and her aunt. They talked about her lips, her hair, her breasts…

"And I feel like she should be in charge. I feel like I should listen to her. I have to do whatever she says. I mean, I know I should be angry at her, but that's not what the doctor says, and the doctor is always right."

"Aria, listen to me. That's not true. We’re being held here as prisoners. We have to escape. Do you understand? Do you get what I'm saying?"

"Are you sure? I mean, what if we just did as they told us? What if they’re right? What if we are really sick?"

"I'm not sick, and I don't belong here."

"If you were really sick, if you were really insane, would you know it? I mean, if someone goes crazy, can they tell there’s something wrong?"

Those were valid questions, so they made Jillian bite down as a surge of frustration washed over her. Then another thought occurred to her. I could ask the doctor, and she could tell me what to think. It was a superficial idea, something that just popped into her head. She dismissed it easily.

"Yes," Jillian said with as much certainty as she could conjure even though she didn't really feel that kind of confidence. "We need to remember what our lives were like before we got here."

As those words hung on the air, Jillian waited. She thought the other patient would say something. Whether it would be disagreement for agreement didn't really matter so long as they could keep talking.

"Aria?" Jillian called out.

Nothing.

The patient was about to say something else, only she didn't get the chance.

Only then, the door to her padded cell opened, and that's when the nurses from before rushed inside. These two girls wore their little nurse outfits. They looked so ridiculous in their white flats, their matching tights, the snug dresses, and especially with those caps on their heads.

Right away, Jillian began to back up. Maybe she had mixed feelings about the doctor, but she already knew she could stare at these two with nothing but disdain. Like them, Jillian may have been blonde, but she saw the vacant, cheerful eagerness in their eyes. Perhaps, at some point, these women had been intelligent, independent thinkers. But somehow, someway, that had been taken away from them.

"Hi!" chirped one of the nurses. Maybe it was Candy. Just as easily, it could have been Kimmy. Jillian couldn't really tell them apart, and she didn't want to either.

"How are we feeling?" asked the other slutty nurse as she held her hands over her stomach and leaned forward as though she were talking to a child.

Jillian was on her feet, and she glared at them. "I want you to let me out of here. Right now. You have to let me go because this is completely and totally illegal."

"Illegal?" asked one of the girls as she glanced back to her compatriot.

"I don't even know that means," said the other nurse with a shrug. "All I know for certain is that we have instructions to come here and take care of you, Jillian. Dr. Chen is excited about your prognosis."

"I’m not taking any more medicine," Jillian insisted.

"Oh, this is it a shot, not this time," said one of the girls. “But you should be happy to know the medicine is already working.”

“What? No, I feel the same,” Jillian insisted.

“Do you? Really?” asked one the girls.

The other nurse added, “I think she’s lying. She’s already thinking about being an obedient slut. I can tell.”

“I’m not a slut,” Jillian snarled back.

“Not yet.”

Candy smirked and said, "We’re here to help you relax. The doctor has prescribed some fun time for you."

"What does that mean?"

"Before you get a chastity belt, we need to make sure you ‘re nice and relaxed. Doesn't that sound lovely?" Kimmy asked. "And along the way, we get to have fun with you!"

"No," Jillian said.

"Yes. Don't worry. There were some lovely aphrodisiacs in your first shot, so you're going to enjoy this."

"If you want, you can just lay down on the bed and relax and let us do all the work," Candy suggested.

"I'm not going to let you do anything to me," Jillian promised. Eyes blazing, she stared back at both of these young women. With each second, she tried so hard to intimidate them.

And yet, they didn't seem smart enough to really understand what kind of threat she represented. Even so, Jillian made herself a promise: she’d fight! She envisioned scenarios where she could battle them even if she didn't have the use of her hands. The straitjacket limited her options, of course. She couldn't throw any punches, but she could still try to kick. She could headbutt them, bite, or even slam her knees up into their stomachs.

Normally, Jillian didn't think of herself as a remotely violent person. In fact, she had never even been in a serious fight. She had never been slapped or struck, so she didn't really know what this was like, yet she tried to tap into her primordial instincts. Right then and there, she needed to fight.

If she didn't, she might not ever be able to escape…

The nurses glanced back and forth at one another before they smiled wickedly. Then they started to approach her. No, they weren't intimidated by her. They didn't see her as anything but a patient.

"Just relax."

"You're going to enjoy this," said the other nurse.

"Yeah," agreed her colleague. "That's why the doctor wanted us to come in here. We can spend some time together, and we can make you come really hard, and then you’ll be ready for the next stage of your next treatment. Doesn't that sound great?"

"I'm warning you right now," Jillian insisted, "I'm going to fight you."

The girls pounced.

They moved so much faster than Jillian had expected. Like so many other people, she watched movies and streaming shows and naturally assumed she would be able to fight. Maybe she thought it was going to be some kind of natural talent. Instead, the girls grabbed her by her arms, and they lifted her up and shoved her down onto the bed.

As Jillian struggled to get up, she realized how the straitjacket kept her from regaining any kind of balance. She had been able to jump up onto her feet by rolling off of the bed at first, but now these nurses were holding her down. The next thing she knew, Jillian found herself on her back with this beautiful blonde positioned above her. Candy (or was it Kimmy?) smiled down before she leaned in and kissed her.

A kiss?

Confusion pulsed through her head.

In that instant, Jillian assumed she’d unleash her aggression. More than anything, she wanted to open her mouth and bring her teeth down hard and fast against the nurse's bottom lip. Better yet, maybe she would be able to bite Candy's tongue!

That idea sent a thrill running through her body, only then it morphed into something else. Arousal. Desire. The urge to continue.

This beautiful girl was kissing her, and Jillian breathed in. Suddenly, the aroma of strawberries filled her nostrils. This girl was kissing her, and Jillian tried to fight it. She couldn't even turn her head away!

"Aphrodisiacs," whispered the other nurse.

Aphrodisiacs.

Jillian hated the idea, but she had been injected with something. The drugs were coursing through her system, altering her physiology and reworking her internal chemistry. It seemed impossible, yet she didn't understand pharmacology, nor did she consider what the black market may have been able to provide. Just because she had never heard of a legitimate aphrodisiac, that didn't mean there weren't chemists or other pharmaceutical providers online who’d be able to provide substances that weren't exactly approved by the FDA.

Then she stopped caring. In his next couple of seconds, Jillian lost herself to that kiss.

The nurse pulled away, smiled, and said, "How many times do you think we can make you come in the next five minutes?"

Breathless from that single kiss, Jillian shook her head from side to side. "Please, don't do this. I have a fiancé."

"No, you don't," said the other girl. At the same time, she grabbed Jillian by her ankles and pushed her feet apart. The next thing the patient knew, that other nurse was positioned right between her knees. Kimmy slid her fingers down along Jillian's toes, to her ankles, her knees, and then her inner thighs.

In the next moment, Jillian realized something.

She was naked from the waist down; she wasn't wearing any panties. In reality, the straitjacket had drawn most of her attention, but it couldn’t provide anything more than a façade of modesty.

Fight. You have to fight. Come on. Don't let these girls get away with this! They aren't even real nurses! Those words boomed inside of her head, but Jillian still couldn't listen, especially because Candy leaned down and kissed her again.

Don't do it!

Despite the ferocity pulsing behind her eyes, Jillian found herself kissing the other girl. Their lips pressed against one another, gently moving, teasing, dancing and massaging one another. Her mouth tingled, and sparks of desire darted through her body. She could feel it along her cheeks and down her neck, all the way to her stiffened nipples, then down to that spot right between her legs…

In spite of everything these people had done to her, they made her wet. Her excitement pulsated right between her legs, and that's when she sensed Kimmy's fingertips.

Jillian’s body tensed; she arched her back and shoved her heels down against the bed.

Concentrating hard now, Jillian attempted roll away from these two girls, but the nurses were insistent, determined, and hungry for this girl. Kimmy touched her; Candy kissed her. More importantly, they had skills. They knew exactly how to tease her. With every stroking caress and press of her lips, these girls made sure Jillian quivered with a desire she had never experienced before.

More than anything, she told herself that she loved John, but she had still fallen into that American trap where she "naturally" believed men craved sex more than women. When they were together, it was sweet and romantic, intimate and powerful, but it wasn't like this.

Before this, Jillian had never indulged in any kind of lesbian fantasy. In school, she had maybe flirted with a couple of her friends, and she could marvel at how beautiful they could be, especially when they put on the right combination of outfit, makeup, and hairstyle. But this was completely different!

Her heart thundered, and the ecstasy raced along her skin. The anticipation expanded, becoming more and more powerful.

When Candy drew back, Jillian actually lifted her head, like she wanted to prolong that kiss for as long as possible.

"You know, we can make you come even harder if you beg for it," Candy said.

Jillian lifted her head and peered down along the length of her body. The other nurse was still right there, only now she had her hands pressed down against the patient's ankles as though she needed to make sure Jillian wouldn't cause any trouble. As much as she hated to admit it, Jillian knew she was helpless. Outnumbered and drugged, she couldn't fight back.

Worse, some part of her craved this.

Her instincts had been turned against her, her desires twisted. In that instant, she could remember John, but there was this odd sense of disappointment echoing inside of her.

"I'm not going to beg for it," Jillian said.

"Are you sure about that?" Kimmy asked with a flirtatious smile. That's when she brushed her knuckles along Jillian's inner thighs. She started on her left side, then moved over to her right. From there, she brought her hand back up, and she slowly licked her fingertips as a Jillian watched.

This was supposed to be disgusting. It should have been revolting. As hard as she tried to coax those feelings deep from within her gut, Jillian instead watched, enticed and completely ensnared. She studied the nurse's fingertips as they glistened with the young woman's saliva.

The girl in the straitjacket watched, and now she started to shake her head from side to side. "Don't do it. Don't you dare do it," Jillian tried to call out, but then the other nurse started kissing her again.

Despite her captivity, Jillian tried to fight back. As her heart pounded, she knew she only needed to bite down or turn to the side. Even if she screamed, that would have felt like some kind of small victory.

A moan vibrated from deep within her chest, reminding her of just how little control she had here. Then she felt those fingers glide along her opening. The other nurse stroked her first, keeping Jillian's nipples hard as the heat cascaded along her body. Excitement pulsed throughout her frame, heating every inch of her flesh. There was no way to fight it; there was no way to resist that deluge of pleasure and anticipation as it raced through her frame.

But it wasn't enough, and now both of the nurses pulled back.

"Do you want to kiss her?" Candy asked.

"I do," Kimmy said. “Do you want to touch her?"

"I do!" Candy chirped.

Still panting, Jillian struggled to catch her breath even as she tried to understand what these women were saying.

“What do you want?” Kimmy asked the patient.

“I want you to let me go.”

“Nope.”

“I…I want…” Jillian couldn’t believe those words left her mouth.

"You still have to beg for it," Kimmy said. "We both know how much you want it. We all know how much you need it." The nurses had pulled away from the patient. Once she realized that this, Jillian tried to wiggle off of the bed. Throwing her body to the right, she started to roll.

The nurses wouldn't allow this, however. The two blondes grabbed her, pinned her and shoved her down.

"Please…" Jillian whimpered. "Please, you have to let me go. You, you can't do this to me." She hated how those words felt like they flew from her mouth on autopilot. There wasn't any real meaning or passion as she shaped those syllables. She just spoke because that was what she was supposed to do. Really, she craved something else altogether.

Only now, one nurse slid her fingers along the contours of Jillian's ass then up to her hips and back down between her inner thighs. With every soft caress, fresh need rushed along Jillian's flesh. She tried so hard to fight it, to bury it or push it all aside. Despite her best efforts, she couldn't do it.

"Please…" Jillian whimpered again. Only this time, she didn’t beg for freedom, "Please. Don't stop here. Please, keep touching me!"

"Do you want Kimmy to kiss you?" Candy asked.

"Do you want Candy to touch you?" asked Kimmy.

Jillian couldn't think clearly. The words hit her, and her mouth was open, but she kept squirming. Her pussy was drenched, and she hated the idea that a chemical could do this to her, yet she experienced the power of this sexual stimulant. A surge of frustration shot through her body, so she tried to stretch her arms away from her torso. She felt the soft, restrictive fabric of her straitjacket. No matter how hard she tensed her muscles or attempted to push out, she still couldn't break free! Her captivity held. She remained right there, trapped, just as the nurses expected.

The straitjacketed didn’t break, but something else did…Sucking in a quick breath, Jillian shoved her skull against the soft padding of her bed as she cried out, "Please. Please, touch me. Please, kiss me. Please, I can't take it!" Even if she had never been attracted to other women before, she had always been able to recognize their beauty. She vaguely remembered getting ready for her junior prom with a bunch of her friends. They were at Sarah's house, and they were standing around in front of the mirror, putting on their dresses, doing their makeup, their hair, selecting every little detail. And when they finished, they glanced back and forth at one another. They took selfies and flashed peace signs or made hearts, and it had all been so easy and right. At the same time, she had marveled at how gorgeous her friends could be.

But now, she saw Candy and Kimmy and knew there were so pretty; something else seemed to permeate Jillian’s skin. Arousal. Jillian couldn't deny it. She couldn't lie about the urges that now rocketed across her skin with one blast after another, echoing her frantic heartbeat each and every time.

"Please. Please, touch me. Please, I can't take it! Please!"

"You know, later on, you’ll be willing to give up everything, including your fiancé, if that means you can get off," Candy told her.

Way, deep down in the depths of her psyche, Jillian didn't couldn’t accept or believe that. Some part of her clenched as she fought to shake her head. Eyes widened, she instead stared up at the beautiful woman dressed like a slutty nurse to satisfy some male fantasy. At the same time, Jillian couldn't conjure any kind of real rage or anger. Instead, the other urges overwhelmed everything else. They smothered her ambitions, her other goals, and drives. In that instant, she became this creature of need, and there was only one thing that could sate her thirst.

"Don't worry," Kimmy said, running her hands along Jillian's legs. "You don't have to do that, not this time."

Never! Jillian desperately tried to convince herself she would never, ever betray John.

But then, she stopped thinking about her fiancé altogether. She didn't try to envision his face, the feel of his lips, or how his hands could glide along her body. He had aroused her before, of course. There were those moments when she tried hard to think of him as the hottest man alive. But right then and there, these girls were toying with Jillian, and they overwhelmed her defenses. The excitement splashed all across her body as she pleaded with them. "Please, please, don't stop here. Please, touch me. Kiss me. Please, I can't take this! Please, make me come!"

At this point, Candy kneeled between Jillian's legs while Kimmy positioned herself on top of the hapless patient. She straddled that girl, her legs pressing down against the sides of Jillian's torso. And now she leaned forward. Some of her blonde hair had come loose, and she tucked those strands behind her ear. Jillian watched, her eyes wide as she soaked in every second of her captivity.

"Because the doctor told us to, we’re softening you up," Candy informed her. "We’re turning you into a good girl. That's what you really want be. You can't help yourself. You know you want to be a good girl," said the nurse.

If she had been allowed to think clearly, then Jillian would have raged against those comments. But at that moment, she knew she’d agree to anything if it meant she might be able to enjoy the heat of release. "Yes. Yes, I want to be a good girl!" If she had been allowed to process all of this, then maybe Jillian could have insisted that she was lying. Yeah, that was it. She would tell them whatever they needed to hear if it meant she might be able to enjoy her orgasm.

"You can be a good girl—you can be a good girl just like us," said one of the nurses. The other added, "It's going to happen. The doctor is going to cure you of all your bad behaviors. You’re going to learn to be an ideal girl just like us!"

Jillian swallowed. She didn't understand what was going on, only then the nurse slid down. Jillian still had her legs spread.

She felt that first lick, Jillian's eyes widened. The nurse kept going, plunging down. She buried her face between Jillian's inner thighs, sending one spasm of pleasure after another racing through her frame.

There had been those moments when Jillian wanted to be with her boyfriend-turned-fiancé, and she had tried so hard to lose herself in that passion. But more often than not, it felt like role-playing. As he ran his hands along her body, stroked her nipples, caressed her sides, or pumped his cock between her legs, he made her feel good, but it wasn't anything like this.

Before Jillian could try to contemplate what any of that meant, she was kissed again. She savored the soft heat of the nurse's lips against her own. Another blast of excitement raced along her body, shooting from one nerve to the next and dancing along her senses.

Those flickering movements between her legs triggered it.

The anticipation snapped into an orgasm that sprinted all along her frame. She arched her back, kicked her heels down, and forgot all about the straitjacket. In fact, she forgot about the asylum, the doctor, the nurses, everything. There was only that rush of bliss. And then she fell back. With her eyes closed, she relaxed, and she didn't even care as they slid the metal band around her waist door between her legs. Something penetrated her again, but Jillian couldn't keep that distant smile off of her face.

In another part of the Crestwood Asylum, John stared up at the ceiling. Like his fiancé, he had his arms bound to his chest. He wore a straitjacket, and he glared at the ceiling as he contemplated what he might be able to do to get out of this. Professionally, he made decisions all the time. He navigated between different choices when it came to drugs, treatments, therapies, and a dozen other issues. As a physician, he hated dealing with insurance companies and going out to find donors to support the clinic, but he still did it.

Each day, he probably handled thousands of different options and choices. He negotiated through those various strategies as he sought out the best outcomes for his patients.

But right then and there, he didn't have any choices.

He was on his back, his arms were trapped, and he didn't know what to do.

This kind of toxic helplessness had never pumped through his body before. He had witnessed it many times, of course. People freaked out. He understood how poisonous stress could be, especially when his patients and their families confronted some impossible choice. This was one reason why he seldom enjoyed videos of people throwing tantrums whenever they were posted online. He couldn't help but think about what those individuals had endured on that day. He considered the individuals who couldn't afford their medications and who had to make impossibly difficult and humiliating choices.

With a viciously sardonic smirk, John started to wonder if maybe he did have at least one option. He could have surrendered. In fact, he filled his lungs and could have called out, "You win. Whatever you want, you win. Okay? I’ll to whatever you want!" Worst of all, he actually enjoyed those thoughts. The words waited right there, hovering at the tip of his tongue. It would have been so easy to get in like that; it would have been so simple to call out those promises.

A different kind of urge pulsed through his body, one he had never experienced before.

He itched to surrender.

He wanted to give up.

It wasn't just the frustration this time.

It was something else, like a new emotion.

Despite the aggravation flooding through his body, John sensed this magnetic pull toward surrender and subjugation. He could kneel before the doctor and promise his complete obedience.

Locking his teeth, he resisted. John didn't make that kind of declaration, especially because he remained determined…or so he thought.

At the same time, he hated the erection between his legs. Technically, he probably could have tried to roll over and rub his shaft against the bed underneath him. At the same time, however, he was convinced this cell would be equipped with hidden cameras. Even if that wasn't true, John had no intention of humiliating himself.

He needed to have one focus: getting out of there.

But how?

Biting down, he was grateful the gag had been removed. At least he could speak.

Minute by minute, he wanted to concentrate on coming up with some kind of leverage. The threat of a lawsuit clearly wouldn't work, so maybe there was something else he could do? Despite being a doctor, he didn't have a lot of money. He wasn't well-connected either. So what did that leave?

Not much.

Even so, he tried to concentrate.

Instead, his mind kept drifting back toward his fiancé. He thought of that gorgeous girl, her blonde hair, her vibrant eyes, that playful smile, and the rest of her body…Her breasts, waist, legs, butt and feet. Every detail seemed to trigger another lightning bolt of desire. And yet, he thought of her, and he imagined himself walking into her bedroom and bowing down before her. For some reason, he was thinking of what it might be like if he could look up into her eyes. There was more; there needed to be more, only he couldn't figure out what.

If he had been left alone, then maybe the fantasies would’ve naturally coalesced on their own.

Only the door opened, and that's when a large man with broad shoulders strode into the room. "Hello, John."

Naked from the waist down and trapped by his straitjacket, the doctor did his best to sit up quickly. He didn't succeed even ask two other individuals walked into the room as well. All three were men; all three wore loose fitting, white uniforms.

"Who are you?" John asked. He hated that flutter of nervous energy that rippled across his voice.

"My name is Marcus, and I'm in charge of the orderlies here. This is Simon," Marcus said as he nodded toward another tall, slender man. "And this is Richard." He seemed to be the shortest of the three.

Striding forward, Marcus stepped over to the side of John's bed. He had his arms at his sides. John stared up along the length of this man's body, and he seemed far too tall, far too powerful. Even though he wore a loose-fitting set of scrubs, there was still something domineering that radiated off of this man, a sense of menace and strength. He was the kind of guy who could go wherever he wanted whenever he wanted without any fear of harassment. No one would ever pick him to mug; no one would ever try to fight with him.

Normally, John didn't think of social positions. He was never someone who would insisted that he was always right because he was the "customer". But at that moment, John reminded himself that he was a doctor while these men were only orderlies. (At the same time, some small voice the back of his head had to wonder why there were three of them here, especially when John was technically mobile and able to move on his own. Heck, they could have let him out of the straitjacket, and their lives would've been a lot easier.)

Drawing a breath, he attempted to sit up again. He felt ridiculous, especially as these three men watched him. They didn't say anything at first. If anything, they seemed comfortable watching him squirm in his straitjacket with his erection prominently on display. "Marcus, Richard, Simon," he began. "I'm glad to meet you. Okay, so I don't know what they told you, but I am not supposed to be a patient at this facility. My name is John, I'm a licensed physician, I have a general practice, and I need you to help me get out of here."

"Why would we do that?" Simon asked.

"Yeah, why would we bother?" Richard wanted to know.

The tallest of the three, Marcus, stood there with his arms crossed over his chest. His expression seemed neutral, but maybe John picked up on something, perhaps a slightly sly smirk. Still, he didn't say anything.

John tried to sit up again. Doing so without the help of his arms proved to be surprisingly difficult. Finally, he gave up, raised his head, and conjured as much dignity as he could manage. It wasn't much, not while he was spread out. At the same time, he had to wonder if this was how many of his patients felt. After all, these men were fine; they were healthy.

I'm healthy too, he reminded himself. There's nothing wrong with me! "Gentlemen, what would it take to get out of the straitjacket and out of here?"

"Dr. Chen would have to sign off on your release," said one of the orderlies.

"That’s not what I meant," John said, mostly because he was very, very bad at this. He didn't know how to manipulate people. Most of the time, he went for honest and straightforward. "Look, there's nothing wrong with me. I don't know what kind of diagnosis she wrote down, but it's not true."

"Identity confusion, narcissism, and delusions," said the man in the center. Marcus. His name was Marcus. He didn't need to look at a chart. He simply recited the different terms.

"Identity confusion?" John asked. He wasn't a psychologist or psychiatrist, yet the terms still seemed unusual. He didn't think that was a diagnosis on its own. It sounded like a couple of possible different diagnoses, but then he decided it didn't matter as he continued, "That's not true. There's nothing wrong with me. Seriously, I’m fine."

"Then why are you here?" Richard asked.

At first, he was ready to tell the truth. Something stopped him, however. He realized it might not be a good idea to start talking about their employer. Even if he wanted to unload and insist, "Dr. Chen is fucking crazy," he knew that’d sound like the ranting of someone who really did belong in this facility. That's why he fought down those words. "Someone made a mistake," he said simply.

"You're in a hospital. Sick people belong in hospitals. That must mean you’re sick," Simon told him.

John blinked. His lips parted, and he wanted to say something else, only Marcus's deep voice boomed out, "John, the doctor has told us that you need to be relaxed before your first session. That's why we're here. She wants us to have some fun with you. Are you ready?"

"Ready? Ready for what?" That was all he was allowed to ask before the orderlies marched forward. They strode ahead and grabbed him. They picked him up, lifting him off of the bed. Simon and Richard worked together. They may not have been as imposing as Marcus, but they obviously worked out and clearly knew how to handle a patient like him.

The next thing he knew, he was off of the bed, and he tried to stand, only they forced him down onto his knees.

"What are you doing? What the hell is going on?" John tried to demand. No one had every handled him like this before.

Simon and Richard had their hands on his shoulders. With his arm still trapped against his torso, John couldn't fight them off. With his erection still pointing forward, John lifted his head, and his eyes slid along the length of the lead orderly's tall frame.

"Today, you’re going to service us. We're going to have some fun with you. The doctor wants you relaxed? Fine. You're going to be relaxed. You're going to suck, and you're going to take it."

Suck? Take it? John didn't understand the oblique terms.

"What, what does that mean?" John finally stuttered out.

Marcus stepped behind the patient, and now it was his turn to hold the boy down as he nodded toward Simon. The other orderly positioned himself right in front of John. The doctor didn't want to believe any of this could possibly be happening, but Simon reached down for his crotch, slid his hand into the folds of his pants, and then he freed his cock. He had a long and slender shaft, and John's brows tightened with uncertainty. He tried to turn away, but that's when Marcus shifted his grip. Now he had one hand on the back of John's neck. His fingers pinched down even as he grabbed onto John's hair. "You're going to suck his cock like an obedient patient. In this facility, you do as the doctor tells you. If Dr. Chen prescribes this man's come, then you smile and suck and swallow and ask for more." That deep voice and those resonant words vibrated through John's body. At the same time, his cock twitched.

How was that possible?

Revulsion swept across his body, but his mouth also watered, and he instinctively licked his bottom lip as he faced another man's shaft. A jolt of humiliation shot through him. Normally, John understood the importance of equity and equality. But right then and there, he wanted to remind these gentlemen that he was a doctor while they were just orderlies. He had gone to medical school, studied hard, and made far more than they did. Those elitist thoughts didn't help, especially when contrasted with the other urge.

Moving with swift, deft movements, Marcus grabbed John by his hair, yanked, forced his head back. At once, the doctor opened his mouth, and Simon had his own hand on the base of his cock. He pushed forward. At first, John just closed his eyes, only then he felt the firm heat of the other man's shaft against the side of his nose, his cheek...

Then he heard the laughter, and he knew that they were messing with him. They were taunting him, and there was nothing he could do about it.

"Time for your medicine," Simon promised. That's when he shoved forward.

John wasn't going to do it. He promised himself he would turn his head to the side, lock his teeth, and clamp his lips shut. It should have been easy enough, only something else flooded his body.

It was a chemical urge, an artificial instinct.

"That's right," Marcus said in a throaty whisper.

Disbelief smacked into John, but he still did; he wrapped his lips around Simon's cock, and he started to suck. He hollowed his cheeks. "Use your tongue," Simon ordered.

Right away, John tried to resist the urge. Intellectually didn't want to do as he was told, yet that other instinct pounded into him again. He felt like he needed to do as they said. How was that possible?

At first, he held back that urge. John wasn't going to let these men use him; he wasn't going to pleasure them!

Only then Marcus told him, "If you don't, we're going to find other ways to have fun. Should we break you in right now?"

"That sounds like a good idea," Richard said with a chuckle.

No! They couldn't! They wouldn't!

Those thoughts boomed inside of John's head, only they didn't make sense. How could he really believe that, especially when he was already sucking one man's cock? Ridiculously, he yearned to tell himself that this went against everything a medical institution was supposed to stand up for and believe in. But then again, he had been kidnapped. He had been taken here against his will. Clearly, these people weren't following the rules as established by the American Medical Association.

He kept sucking. With his lips tight around Simon's cock, he found himself resisting the urge to start licking as ordered.

Marcus pumped John's face forward, only to pull him back, and then thrust forward again with a vicious grunt of pleasure. He was bobbing John’s head, using him and turning the doctor into little more than a living sex toy. Then he announced, "It’s my turn now. Ready, boy? You're going to swallow mine first."

Swallow?

Back in college, John remembered this phase where he had been enamored of blowjob jokes. He thought they were so funny, especially because there was that little hint of hope. He loved the idea of having a beautiful girl down on her knees in front of him, and he could grab onto her pigtails and pump her face. He could be utterly selfish as he used her. Although he liked to think he had grown beyond that kind of collegiate immaturity, but maybe that impulse was still there.

Now, somehow, it had been turned against him.

Marcus let go of his hair, stepped in front of him, and now John found himself looking at someone who was even bigger and taller and stronger.

"Please. Please, you can't make me do this."

"Yeah, we can," Marcus said with a leer. "Simon broke in your mouth, but it's my turn to break in that throat of yours."

Break in his throat? Did that even make sense?

Before John could catch his breath and figure it out, Marcus grabbed him by his hair again. He forced this boy to lift his chin. "Take it. Take it like a good little slut."

A jolt of hot shame spread to his chest when he heard those words. John understood the sexist implications, but he never imagined a word like that could be aimed at him. But there he was, on his knees, sucking this man's cock. His lips were tight around Marcus's powerful girth. From one moment to the next, he wished she could pull away, but the orderly still held onto him, making sure John couldn't stop. He would suck.

"Lick," Marcus ordered.

John didn't want to obey, but that rush of intimidation flooded into him, and he knew he didn't have any choice. Even if he wanted to rage against every second of this, he still had to lick and suck like a...good little slut. Whether he liked it or not, those words fit. That was what he had become at that moment.

Despite all of his medical training, John didn't want to believe a drug could do this to him. And yet, these people worked beyond any kind of legal framework. What kinds of medicines existed out there? What kinds of treatments and pharmaceuticals were available if you were willing to deal with shady and unscrupulous sellers?

"Take it," Marcus ordered again as he slammed his cock forward, only this time he didn't hold back. Instead of just using the first fourth of his cock, he shoved forward. He’d bury his cock in John’s mouth.

The patient’s eyes opened and widened. He gagged, his throat tightening. Marcus didn't stop. He pushed forward, all the way to the back of the patient's throat. When he finally pulled back, John felt like he couldn't breathe. Still, he sucked in a breath through his nostrils. It wasn't enough air, but this was the best he was going to get.

"That's right. You know where you belong now, don't you? I can see it in your eyes. I think you’re one of the naturally obedient boys who come here. I've seen those men who like to pretend they're in charge, but you aren't even a real man, are you? You're a boy, and you're not even going to be a boy for much longer."

What did that mean?

"Don't worry. I'm sure becoming a slut is going to be completely natural for you."

John kept wishing he could fight back somehow. He was down on his knees, and Marcus refused to let go of his scalp. Every time John tried to pull back or away, he was punished with another painful spasm right at the roots of his hair.

"Swallow," Marcus said.

In that first moment, John honestly didn't understand. Then he experienced another sharp tug. The pain lanced down along his nerves as his eyes widened and his vision blurred. John fought to see through the tears, except then he had something else to worry about as that mammoth cock began to throb.

The doctor thought, Oh no.

Another ragged bolt of shame twisted through his body as he felt that ejaculate shoot against the back of his throat. "Swallow," Marcus ordered. His deep voice washed over John, forcing the blade to obey.

He gulped it down even as the other two were laughing now, "Suck, slut."

"Swallow. Swallow like a good slave," said the other one.

John wished he could tear his face away, turn his head to the left or right, anything if it meant even just a momentary respite from the degradation. But no, he couldn't get away. Marcus still wouldn't let go.

"Okay, guys," Marcus said as he released at the patient. "Your turn."

"That ass is mine," Simon announced.

"I don't mind some sloppy seconds with his mouth," Richard said next.

John found himself on his knees as he peered upward. Those three men surrounded him in a semicircle. John tried to jump up, only they grabbed him. As Marcus watched, Simon went for his shoulders and shoved the boy right back down onto the floor. This time, he bent him forward. Richard grabbed John by his hair, and suddenly that boy was bent forward, his legs spread, his ass on display, his lips parted.

Holding on tight to the top of John's head, Richard let out a bellowing laugh. The sound reverberated against the air and bounced along the walls as he revealed his own cock. He wasn't as big or as intimidating as Marcus, yet that hardly mattered. John still experienced a rush of red heat along his cheeks. He knew what was going to happen; more importantly, he knew he wouldn't be able to stop it.

Second by second, John struggled to think of something. Time slowed down. He didn't know what to do. He didn't know how to fight back.

Then he came to the inevitable conclusion: he couldn't resist. These three men were bigger and far stronger. Just importantly, John had been drugged, and he remained trapped in a straitjacket. Bent forward now, he found himself impaled on Richard's cock; his lips tightened around at that shaft, and he began to suck.

"That's right," Marcus said with a chuckle. "You know what kind of man you are, don't you? You're not a man at all. You deserve to be on your knees. You're nothing but a suck-slave. You're going to be a servant, boy. You're going to be trained so thoroughly. You might as well be another one of those nurses."

John registered those words, and some part of him wished he could have argued. After all, he was a middle-class guy; he was used to decorum and the rules of civility.

Only that didn’t fit here because Simon came up behind him. Grabbing John by his straitjacket, Simon held onto one of the small straps near the base of his back. He aimed his erection, shoved forward, and penetrated the patient.

John cried out. Even at that moment, with a hard dick in his mouth, he couldn't do anything else as he got taken from behind. "I love when you make them shake like that," Richard chuckled even as he pumped John's mouth, thrusting forward, all the way to the back of his throat. Again, John endured the shame of his gag reflex.

They pumped him. They used him. One came from behind, the other in front.

Moment by moment, John tried to ignore those sensations. Again and again, he tried to build up some kind of psychological barrier or defense. He needed to pretend he was somewhere else. Maybe could have lost himself to some fantasy or memory. He ached to disassociate. As lovely as those ideas sounded, he couldn't do it. There was no escape from this.

He experienced the taste, the hot aroma, and every physical sensation pumping from his ass and his lips, the roof of his mouth, and the back of his throat. Tears ran down his cheeks, but he still couldn't stop.

With a satisfied growl, Richard came hard in the patient’s mouth. The orderly kept both of his hands on the top of John's head as he pumped his shaft deep in, pulled back, only to do it over and over again as he sprayed his load. At the same time, Simon plowed him from behind, thrusting hard and fast.

They came within a few seconds of one another. John tasted it. He endured it. He swallowed it down. He took it hard right between the cheeks of his ass.

Through the storms of sensations, he realized something.

He was hard. He was erect. His shaft thrummed with need and desire. Of course, he couldn't touch himself. And yet, he could still experience that rush of desire right between his legs. He didn't want to think it was possible. He didn't want to believe this could actually happen, yet John couldn't ignore that bright, shining surge of desire deep within his torso, just below his stomach…

Simon and Richard finished with him.

"Are you ready for the belt?" Marcus asked.

He grabbed John. His powerful, meaty fingers went down for the nape of his neck, and he pinched, grabbing this boy and yanking him back up onto his feet. Then he shoved him up against the wall. "Enjoy this. It's going to be the last one you get for a while."

He reached past John's hip and went for his crotch. Disoriented by everything he had already endured, John didn't understand what was about to happen, not until he felt the orderly's muscled hand between his legs. Those strong fingers encircled his shaft.

"I know what you want," Marcus said. "Right now, I bet you wish we could get one of the nurses in here. Maybe Candy? Maybe Cindy? Maybe Kimmy? Think of some cute little blonde in here. But no, that's not going to happen, slut. You’re going to learn how to please powerful men just like me. You need to understand who you are now. You think you can do that?"

Despite the taste lining his tongue, John still managed to gasp out, "I'm not going to let you do this. You won't break me!" Truthfully, he had no idea where those words originated. He didn't think he could be this strong or defiant. After all, he was the kind of guy who got nervous asking a server at a restaurant for some extra ketchup. But now, he insisted, "I swear, I'll fight!"

Marcus chuckled at his fear. John could feel the man's hot breath right there against his skin, "Sure. Tell me whatever you want. You can fight, but the doctor knows exactly what she's doing. You are going to become something totally different. And I'm going to watch. Very soon, you're going to be so much prettier. They’ll give you long hair, and you're definitely going to be in a cute dress. Better yet, you're going to be on your knees, eager to suck cock."

"Never," John said.

He intended to say more, only Marcus had his fingers encircled around John's cock.

Over the course of his life, John had imagined so many different situations involving his shaft. He couldn't help it. Those urges were right there, but the objects of his fantasy were always pretty girls—blonde cheerleaders, nerdy bookworms, and eventually Jillian herself. After their first date, wild passion had spread through his body, and he had been utterly exhausted. By the time he had gotten back to his place, the sun had started to rise. Even so, he had thrown himself down onto his bed, slipped his hand into his pants, and thought of that beautiful Vanderbilt girl. He had imagined what it would be like to run his fingers through her hair, to push her down onto her knees, to unzip his pants, and to see her look up at him lovingly. Yes, there was a whiff of power and control in his fantasy, but this was just his imagination, so it didn't have to mean anything.

Except now, he had lost control over everything. Marcus chuckled in his ear, "You like this, don't you? You can't help yourself. Look at this. Your cock is so hard right now. You want to come so badly."

It was true. John tried to deny it, if only to himself, yet those longings continued to pummel into him. They spread from between his legs, up into his gut, all the way to his neck, chin and lips. His mouth opened; his lips parted as he panted.

"This is how you come now, slut. Someone more powerful than you decides to play with you. Someone more powerful than you decides to give you just a taste of this kind of satisfaction. That's why you're always going to be obedient. That's why you’ll always do as you're told. If you don't, you get punished. If you please your superiors, maybe you can have a little taste of something just like this."

"No," John panted out. "Please, don't do it. Please, don't make me!"

The lead orderly just chuckled.

John breathed in; the aftertaste still clung to his tongue, yet he also picked up on the scent of the orderly's cologne. It was a deep, rich, masculine scent.

"Come for me, slut," Marcus commanded as he squeezed John's cock, pumping him.

John didn't want to react. He wanted to fight this with every fiber of his being. Despite those instincts and desires, he lost control in just a few more seconds. He couldn't help it! Marcus slid and stroked his powerful hand down to the base of John's cock, up along his length, to the tip, then back down again. He squeezed and stroked, over and over. Worse, he knew exactly what he was doing. As Marcus laughed at him, John struggled through the shame of losing control.

Before, he could have said that he was forced and that he hated it with every part of his mind and body. Stuck in his straitjacket and manhandled by these brutes, John could've used to those excuses. But now, undeniable pleasure exploded through his body. He came hard, right there against the wall. He blew his load as the excitement coalesced into a mind-breaking orgasm! Pleasure washed over him, igniting every sense. His vision morphed into a storm of colors even though he still tasted the come at the back of his throat, this man's scent filled his nostrils, and he heard his own pounding heart. Somehow, that rhythm matched every stroke, caress, and squeeze that forced him to lose control.

Then it was done, and Marcus picked John up, throwing him over his shoulder before tossing him right back down onto the bed.

"Get him in the belt," Marcus said as he crossed his arms over his chest.

Distantly, John needed to understand what that meant. He had his eyes closed for those first couple of seconds. After all of this, he just wanted to fall asleep again. He needed to hide in the dark, but he looked up.

Simon stood over him, and he held onto something shining and metallic. Another part of John itched to open his mouth and to ask what it was. He saw the curves, the rounded tip on a rod attached to the inside, plus some kind of strange tube.

"Do you want to know what this is, slut?"

Don't call me that! I'm not a woman! Oddly, those thoughts shot through John's head, but he still couldn't bring himself to speak. Instead, he shook his head.

"Too bad," Marcus said with another knowing chuckle. After all, he had seen plenty of patients just like this man come through the Crestwood Asylum. In theory, some were worse than others. There were those arrogant CEO-types who thought that they should be able to tilt the world in whichever direction they liked. They honestly believed that they were bigger, stronger, and more powerful than everyone else around. Because they spent their days chasing numbers across screens and adding commas to their collective net worth, they thought they were better than those around them. They thought they were unstoppable.

Dr. Chen always corrected them. She took away that delusion.

Perhaps this boy wasn't like that, yet Marcus still grinned down at him. He couldn't help it. Even a guy like John entertained those power fantasies. He thought he was in control of his life. He thought he could dictate the terms of his existence. He was wrong, and now he was about to learn just how helpless and powerless he could truly become.

Richard and Simon grabbed the boy and lifted up his legs as Marcus unhinged up the chastity belt. He pushed it down between John's legs, and then the patient cried out as that rod penetrated his ass. Less than two seconds later, Marcus forced the patient's cock down into the locking tube.

There. It was done. The locks engaged, and they finally released him.

Panting, his eyes aimed upward without really seeing, John struggled to catch his breath as he struggled to comprehend what was going on.

"Let's leave him alone. The doctor is going to want to come back to take care of the hair removal. For now, he can rest," Marcus announced.

At some point, she fell asleep. When she woke up, Kimmy and Candy were both standing over her. For just a second, she didn't recognize them, and she was about to ask a question except then everything came flooding back. Jillian remembered getting kidnapped, the feel of the straitjacket, all of it…

Right away, she yearned to say something, only then she tasted the ball gag in her mouth. Not only that, she was naked, her legs spread, her arms pulled above her head, her wrists crossed. She could feel the straps around her limbs.

"Are you ready for another shot?" Kimmy asked. Or maybe that was Candy. Jillian still had a hard time telling them apart. Besides, she seriously didn't care. As far as she was concerned, those girls were interchangeable. They were pretty, ditzy, and utterly obedient.

On some level, Jillian still fantasized about trying to get through to them. There was something about their bright blue eyes, and the vacant way they seemed to gaze out at the world. They could move quickly enough, but something had obviously been taken away from them.

Would the same thing happen to her?

No! Instantly, Jillian shoved that idea back. She wouldn't even entertain the idea. She was a competent, capable woman. She didn't care about Aunt Marina's antiquated concepts of femininity and gender. Jillian was educated, articulate, and capable of making her own decisions.

Except now, the first nurse held up a syringe. It contained more of the pink concoction. "Are you ready for another dose of medicine?"

Breathing in, Jillian realized she wouldn't be able to argue her way out of this, so she blinked, and she tried to look as vapid as possible. Then, almost tentatively and with a slightly higher pitch, she asked, "Are you...are you sure you really need to give that to me?" Almost automatically, Jillian had started to sound ditzy. "I mean, you already gave me one dose. Isn't that enough? I can be a good girl. I swear!"

"You're definitely going to be a good girl," Kimmy promised.

Candy agreed too, "Yeah. The doctor wants to cure you, so she’ll do it. And in the meantime, you can learn how to behave. Right now, that means you have to be happy and cheerful when we give you your medicine. Besides, if you're a very good girl, we might even give you an orgasm."

"Would you like that, Jillian? Would you like me to go down on you? I mean, your legs are already spread…"

Jillian clenched at the thought. Yes, she understood how good an orgasm might feel, yet that always felt like her body betraying her. These girls weren't supposed to be able to get her off! The knowledge that Jillian was a prisoner here should have been enough to destroy any hint of sex appeal, but it wasn't…and she knew it.

Worse, perhaps some small part of her even craved the feel of those girls crawling across her body, kissing her, licking her, touching and teasing her. If Candy or Kimmy buried their faces between her legs and licked her pussy, the excitement would have overwhelmed her. This could've been a constellation of orgasms, one bright and shining burst of pleasure after another.

"No…" Jillian said. "I, I don't want orgasm right now. I don't want my medicine, either."

"You always need your medicine!"

That's when the nurse leaned down, directed the syringe, punctured her skin, and injected her. Jillian closed her eyes. She tried to imagine the chemicals as some kind of foreign invader, and she could fight back.

Instead, she found herself getting excited. Another round of desires swam through her body. Her nipples stiffened, and her mouth watered, and she could feel that delectable heat right between her legs.

"Now, you're very lucky. You see, Dr. Chen instructed us to make sure you get the sedative. This way, you can feel nice and sleepy, so it won’t hurt when we work on removing your hair. It's not like the other patients. Usually, you can hear them screaming from down the hall."

"What, what are you talking about?"

"Hair removal! Your new owner wants you to be nice and smooth like a good girl."

Jillian blinked a couple times. Her thoughts seemed sluggish. It was a strange, frustratingly contradictory set of sensations. Arousal pumped through her body, yet she had a hard time processing what she heard. More and more, she wished one of these girls would just touch her. She could imagine a nurse snapping on a latex glove, lubricating her digits, and then sliding her fingers between Jillian's legs. She could touch the patient slowly, working her up. Jillian pictured herself arching her back and raising her hips. She could imagine working so hard to impale herself on those soft fingertips. Then, finally, an orgasm would rush through her body, giving her the satisfaction she craved.

No!

Biting down again, Jillian still refused to give in. She wasn't some ditzy airhead, and she wouldn't become one for her aunt either.

But now, the nurses really did snap on their latex gloves. One of the blondes grabbed a small jar, and she began to rub at the contents onto her fingertips. From there, she reached down and stroked Jillian's right armpit. The patient didn't understand what was going on. "After this, you're never, ever going to have to worry about shaving again."

"Isn't that wonderful? I mean, you can just be smooth forever—like a proper young lady. This way, you'll be able to make the man in your life so much happier."

"That isn't my main priority," Jillian growled back.

"Those are some big words for a patient," another nurse said.

The other one smiled down at her. "Don't worry. This is going to be good for you. And remember, it's not even going to hurt."

Jillian gasped from one infuriated breath to the next now. She kept her lips sealed even asked she puffed through her nostrils. The girls, however, didn't seem to notice as they worked on their patient. They considered her armpits, her shins, calves, and thighs. Then, Kimmy glanced over at Candy, "Would you like to do the honors?"

"Absolutely," said the other nurse.

She reached down, and Jillian finally understood what was going to happen. They'd remove all of her body hair from her eyebrows down.

"Oh, I guess she's figuring it out," said one of the women.

"Yes, she definitely is."

Jillian pressed her lips together. She wanted to say something, to snap back with some angry retort. As hard as she tried, she couldn't do it. Despite everything, these nurses still intimidated her. They were free to move around. They were strapped down; they weren't helpless.

"You know what would probably make her feel better?" Candy asked.

"What's that?" Kimmy said.

"Her belt. We can put it on her and leave it on, and then she can enjoy a bunch of different orgasms, and she won't even have to worry about thinking about anything at all."

"You know, that sounds like a really good idea. Did you check her chart?"

"The doctor already wrote the prescription."

"Perfect!" The nurses clapped their hands together. They seemed so excited.

Jillian didn't understand what was happening, but she wasn't going to like it.

They applied the chemicals, rubbing them all over her armpits, down along her legs, along her pubis and elsewhere before they finished. "There we go. That's right. Just relax. Let the chemicals do their work."

After that, they finished. They wiped away the remains of the medicine, leaving her skin soft and smooth. Jillian might have been impressed if she didn't think about what she had just lost or how they were modifying her body for the pleasure of some man.

"There we go," said one of the nurses. "If you want to find a husband, you need to be willing to become whatever he wants. You need to be a good and obedient wife."

"Like you?" Jillian growled back.

"We're nurses. We don't get to get married like you. I'm sure your aunt will find you a nice man who will tell you what to do, and you can't obey him always. Isn't that going to be fun? You won't have to think at all! Just smile and be pretty and do as you’re told."

"I, I want to think! I want to make my own choices!" As he Jillian practically shouted out those words, she started to thrash. She yanked against the straps holding down her wrists and ankles. Maybe she had been freed from the straitjacket while she slept, but a different kind of fury clawed through her body, and she experienced just how powerful and strong these medical restraints could be. As she pumped every ounce of strength she possessed into her limbs, she found herself still strapped down, still on her back, still utterly exposed and helpless.

The nurses watched. They grinned down at her. As far as they were concerned, she needed to throw this little tantrum, especially since it wouldn’t change anything. Obviously, Jillian could still vent her frustrations, especially because they didn't need to worry about her behavior—not yet. Instead, they could be gentle with her and allow her the luxury of a little bit of bad behavior.

Inevitably, her defiance ebbed. Jillian kicked and thrashed, desperately fighting to punch or squirm her way free from the medical restraints. But now it was done, and she fell back down the pad under her. She was panting, her breasts rising and falling. But now, Kimmy came forward, and she slid her fingers along Jillian's pussy.

The patient tried to get angry; after her outburst, however, she couldn't summon any kind of real response, especially because the most recent dose left her body tingling, sensitive, and perfectly receptive to this kind of treatment. Intellectually, she could try to fight it. She could scrounge together every independent thought she possessed, yet it still wasn't enough.

The nurse played with her, gliding her fingers up and down along Jillian's pussy until the girl was desperately wet and squirming. Yes, she moved against the restraints, only now she wasn't trying to escape. This was about something else, something completely different.

Pleasure.

She needed it!

But then, right as it felt like maybe, just maybe the nurse would allow her an orgasm, Kimmy drew her hand back.

"No! Why, why did you stop?" Jillian demanded.

Candy leaned down and stroked the patient's forehead. She gently touched her, making Jillian glare back up at the other girl as well. "It's not fair!" She knew how ridiculous and ditzy she sounded. She whined like some idiotic trophy wife who just wanted release, no matter what it meant. She couldn't think for herself or solve her problems. She had become completely reliant on the nurses—just as Dr. Chen had planned.

"You'll feel better once you have this on," Candy said as she pulled out the chastity belt. Jillian saw the glistening metal; the light seemed to slide along with the smooth curves. Then she saw the built-in vibrator as well as the butt plug, and her eyes widened. "No…" Perhaps, some small part of her was curious to see what that would feel like. And yet, she also understood how a chastity belt would mean the loss of even more control. She spotted the locks. Perhaps she didn't understand the theory. Maybe she had never really considered what this kind of equipment could do to the human psyche, but Dr. Chen knew, and these nurses were about to implement the next phase of her treatment, whether she liked it or not.

Between her legs, the need persisted. If anything, it grew stronger and stronger as she watched the nurses work. They forced her legs up and apart. They slid the belt between her legs, and then she got penetrated, first by the dildo, then the butt plug. Alien sensations swarmed through her body, especially because she had never considered sex like this. The belt slid into position, and that's when she heard the locks engage, first the left, then the right. Once they finished with her, the nurses patted her on the head and said, "You're going to feel so much better once you stop thinking for yourself."

The nurses came for him again.

John lifted his head and realized he had the ball gag in his mouth again. At some point, he had passed out, but now he had those beautiful girls in front of him, and he wished he could just talk to them. Deep down, he still held onto the fantasy that there was some magical sentence or declaration that he could offer up in order to get these girls to let him go.

Instead, they came up to him, and they pulled out their latex gloves. They giggled back and forth at one another without actually saying anything. At this point, John tried to communicate with his eyes. As ridiculous as that sounded, it was the best he could do. If he could make and maintain eye contact with one of these girls, perhaps he could convey something important. Maybe he could get lucky and she’d decide to remove his gag for just a moment.

Part of him needed to believe that if he could break down the problem into solvable chunks, then this could be managed. He could make some progress, employ a strategy, and finally escape.

Those ideas sounded good inside of his head, only the girls worked without saying anything. Candy gave him another injection. He shook his head from side to side, jerking his chin as quickly as he could, but she wasn't going to change her mind. As a nurse, she had to follow the doctor’s instructions. Dr. Chen knew what he needed, and Candy intended to deliver it. Besides, it wasn't like he could fight, not while he was spread out and strapped down.

"This is going to hurt," Kimmy told him.

That's when she pulled up jar, scooped out some of the clear, viscous goo, and rubbed it along her fingers. She couldn't feel the chemicals, not while she wore the latex gloves, but now she reached down and started to spread it out along his right leg, then his left. She rubbed it in, and that's when the tingling started.

This warm heat began to spread along his body. It became more intense.

It morphed into hot, sharp pain as it felt like dozens of hot drills began to dig their way down into his skin.

John tried and failed to stay silent.

He started panting.

Then he screamed. He shouted. The gag absorbed most of the sound, yet the girls didn't stop. They kept working.

At that point, John would’ve started begging. He would have offered up everything. He would have even offered to write elicit prescriptions, or maybe he could have compromised the records of his patients. Hell, he would have offered up every single one of his own patients if it meant that he could get out of this facility.

The pretty nurses applied the chemicals to his arms, neck, cheeks, chin and upper lip. They worked diligently as he struggled, thrashing around. They applied it to his armpits, chest, and pubic area.

At this point, he didn't even think about what it meant. Instead, he cried out again and again, shouting and screaming. The tears ran down his cheeks, but the nurses just wiped them away as they worked.

Jillian didn't know what to make of the chastity belt. At some point, the chemicals in her bloodstream had knocked her out; as her fiancé screamed in another cell, Jillian relaxed, lowering her eyelids and letting the fatigue, take her away. At that moment, she told herself she deserved a little bit of rest after everything she had gone through. Jillian had fought to the best of her ability, and now she needed to hoard her resources. After all, there would be an opportunity. She had to believe that. At some point, she would get the chance to escape.

But she had to be ready for it.

At first, the belt didn't seem like a big deal. She wore it, and she hated the invasive pressure of the dildo between her legs and that plug between her butt cheeks. Despite this violation, she could still think for herself...for now.

Sometimes, it made her come.

It activated and the vibrations danced along her skin. They started between her legs and stimulated her.

They made her come!

They forced her to climax.

Over and over again.

Of course, she tried to rip the belt off, but the iron bands refused to bend, budge or break.

Now she couldn’t think, not when the exhaustion weighed her down.

At some point, she needed to go to sleep. She was back in her cell, so she crawled into her small bed.

Then she fell asleep, and that's when she woke up. The next time she opened her eyes, she couldn't tell how much time had actually elapsed. Just a few minutes? Maybe hours? Either way, she discovered that they had decided to put her back in her straitjacket.

How was that possible?

Infuriated with herself, Jillian immediately opened her eyes and tried to move her arms, only to wonder if they had drugged her again. Perhaps they had pumped some kind of aerosolized sedative into the small room. Or maybe the last dose of her medication had included some kind of time-release sleep aid. Either way, she tried to sit up, only to fail. She couldn't slide her arms back behind her to push herself up. Jillian instead had to awkwardly roll over and slip her legs off of the small bed first.

As she moved, she rediscovered the feeling of the belt around her waist. Plus, there were the other, far more intimate sensations now, rubbing along her slit. Clenching her eyes shut, she bit down.

Concentrating on anger and frustration rather than anything else, Jillian refused to acknowledge the belt as much as she could. Instead, she walked over to the door. She stared at it as though she could open it with nothing but the force of her will and personality. Simultaneously, she secretly hoped that maybe the doctor or either of the nurses would decide to come in here to see her. Maybe they would taunt her. Maybe there was some other part of her treatment they needed to discuss with her. One way or the other, she would get an opportunity. Better yet, she began to fantasize about launching herself forward, slamming her shoulder into one of those pretty nurses, knocking the woman up against a padded wall, and eventually throwing her down onto the floor. After that, Jillian could blackmail the woman, promising to hurt the nurse unless she let her out of the straitjacket. Then, better still, Jillian could steal the nurse's uniform and use it to escape.

Instead, she heard another voice. At first, she hoped it might be Aria.

Instead, it sounded like Dr. Chen. "Welcome back, Jillian. How are you feeling?"

An errant thought popped into Jillian's head. She didn't like it, but she couldn't take it back once the idea unfurled behind her eyes, That's the doctor. She's a doctor, so I should do what she says. Jillian silently acknowledged that concept, only then her eyes widened. She flexed her calves, pushed out with her arms, and tried to break free from the straitjacket. Realistically, she knew she wouldn't be able to succeed, yet the urge to try was still there, mirrored by that other terrible instinct.

I'm a patient at this hospital, so I should do as I'm told.

"That's right," continued the voice of Dr. Chen as though she could hear Jillian's thoughts. "You should do as you're told. You don't want to think for yourself. Thinking is hard. It's much better when you accept your diagnosis and do as you're told. Deep down, you want to be a good girl. You want to make your husband happy. You know that he should be your top priority. You don't want to think for yourself. You don't want any ambitions. Ambitions are hard. Isn't it better when you just do as you're told?"

Jillian looked to the left and right. This time, she saw that the vent was covered. It definitely wasn't Aria. At the same time, she finally decided to speak. She didn't have the gag in her mouth, so she looked up and around as though she thought she might be able to spot the hidden cameras. "I'm not going to let you do this to me! I'm not going to let you brainwash me!"

"Are you sure about that?"

"Yes!" Jillian was about to shout that word when the vibrator between her legs activated. It pulsated against her pussy, sending this shiver of deep desire running through her body. It emanated between her legs and flashed out along her thighs and up to her chest and her breasts, her shoulders, along the sides of her neck, all the way to her lips and the tip of her nose.

She couldn’t hide from the onslaught. Desperation spread along every part of her body.

"Turn it off!" Jillian demanded.

Instead, the vibrator sped up. It was easy to imagine that woman in her white lab coat seated in some kind of control room as she played with the buttons. She could monitor Jillian and decide exactly what kinds of stimulation she'd receive. Her heart pounded faster and faster even as she knew she was about to climax.

Locking her teeth together, Jillian told herself she would find some way to resist the orgasm. She wouldn't let these people manipulate her; she wouldn't let them control her.

Distantly, she recognized the sound of the doctor speaking again, "Just relax. Relax and enjoy the arousal. You know you aren't in control of your own body. Your body will belong to your husband. You need to do as he says. If he tells you to work out, then you workout because you want to be sexy for him. If he tells you to cook his dinner, then you should cook his dinner because you want to be obedient. You want to show how grateful you are."

Gratitude.

Arousal, aggression, and gratitude all spun through her chest. She knew that only one of those impulses really belonged to her. The other two had been created either by the toy between her legs or the drugs running through her system.

Jillian spun to her left, then her right as she jerked against her straitjacket. She thrashed and fought. Her chastity belt shined bright underneath the vivid light as she squirmed helplessly. Her blonde hair splashed against her shoulders as she twisted.

Still, none of this helped. No matter how hard she worked for fought, Jillian still couldn't break free!

"You, you're not going to get away with this. I swear, I’m going to report you to the police! I'm going to make sure you’re thrown in jail!"

"I've heard that before," Dr. Chen answered easily enough. "But right now, we both know what you want. What is it? If you tell me, I might give it to you."

An orgasm…

She needed that climax. She ached for the release. Naturally addicted to pleasure, Jillian couldn't help herself. Her knees bent slightly, and she spread her legs. Simultaneously, she wished she could just rock her hips forward and back to grind her way to completion.

"Do know what a wife must master? She needs to learn to orally please her husband. Have you done that before? Have you gone down on a man?"

"Go to hell!"

"Language, young lady," Dr. Chen chided her. "Remember, this is all part of your treatment. I'm working on you because I want to make you better."

"You're trying to brainwash me!"

"I'm working to cure you of your delusions and self-deception," Dr. Chen said.

"How can you do this to me? We’re both women!"

"I'm a doctor, you're my patient. Besides, we both know who you’re supposed to be. You aren't like me, Jillian. You’re a sweet girl who needs to do what your family tells you. Defying your family is a very bad idea, don't you think?"

"You and my aunt can both go to hell!"

That's when the doctor deactivated the vibrator. All at once, the stillness swept across her body.

Jillian didn't think this would bother her. If anything, the idea of getting remotely triggered by a dildo built into her chastity belt should have horrified her. And it did, at least somewhere deep within her psyche. Just then, the drugs activated, and this swelling sense of disappointment washed over her. It fell along every inch of her body, making impossible for her to think of anything else.

"Right now, is there something you want to ask for?"

Yes! More than anything, Jillian ached to start begging. The desire fluttered, and Jillian could barely resist. She needed to plead for the doctor to turn the chastity belt back on. She yearned to feel the rhythmic vibrations gliding along her pussy. Her slit was already wet, and she knew they were working on her. At the same time, she wondered how often they’d drugged her while she had been asleep. How many pharmaceuticals had already started to attack her brain as they worked to "cure" her?

"Go on. You can do it. I'm a doctor, and I know what’s best for you. This is all part of your treatment."

Jillian didn't want to believe it.

"Just think about your future husband. Think about how much you want to make him happy. You like making people happy, don't you, Jillian? You want to be a good girl. You want your aunt to be proud of you. You want to make your husband happy."

"I don't have a husband," Jillian whispered. As much as she wanted to believe otherwise, she couldn't roar out of those words with some barbaric snarl of defiance. On the contrary, she sounded quietly timid, especially as the desire continued to eat through her defenses.

"Maybe not yet. But your aunt has someone in mind for you. He's going to be a very good husband. But first, you need to be a good girl. You long to be a good wife, don't you?"

A good wife…

She thought of the engagement. She thought of a handsome man.

In that moment, Jillian fought hard to think of the proposal, of her actual fiancé…Despite her desperate efforts, she couldn't bring his face up from the depths of her memory. What did he look like? What was his name?

"Yes," Jillian said. "I, I want to be a good wife."

"And you understand that an important part of being a good wife is keeping your husband sexually satisfied. That's why you’re going to practice."

"Practice?"

"You're going to practice sucking and swallowing." That's when Jillian heard something behind her. At first, she wondered if maybe it had just been her imagination. There was the soft buzz of a servo, and she spun around to see the artificial cock right there. It looked like some kind of dildo, only it was about three feet off the floor and mounted to the wall. "This is the next phase of your treatment, Jillian. If you want an orgasm, you're going to have to suck that cock. And if you don't do it, there are going to be consequences."

"What, what are you talking about?"

"Wouldn't it be better if you just did as you’re told?" Dr. Chen asked.

"Tell me!"

"I guess you're going to needed a taste." Dr. Chen hit a button, and that's when the electrodes built into her chastity belt activated. A spark of electricity snapped through her body. Jillian hadn’t considered the electrodes built into the waistband, the vibrator, or the butt plug, but those volts now raced along her skin, sending a rush of pain all along her flesh. Her knees buckled, and suddenly she found herself right in front of that artificial cock.

Her lips trembled; her vision clouded with tears.

"Get to it," Dr. Chen commanded.

"I won't!"

Jillian braced herself for another blast of electricity. Instead, the doctor had something worse in mind. Rather than punish this girl with pain, she used pleasure.

The vibrator attached to her chastity belt began to thrum again. No, thought Jillian before every idea inside of her pretty head suddenly disintegrated. She found herself panting, arching her back, and whimpering for more. Passion flooded her veins. She had never been so aroused before. She had never been so eager or pathetically ready to obey!

"Go suck the cock, Jillian. When your husband wants service, you have to give it to him. You always have to do what he says. You need to focus on his pleasure. His pleasure is your top priority because you want to be a good little wife. He's going to work hard, and when he comes home, he's going to need some stress relief. That’s you. That's going to be your responsibility, Jillian."

If she had watched herself, then Jillian would have been truly revolted. And yet, she scooted forward on her knees. Still trapped in her straitjacket, she came closer and closer to the artificial cock. As such, the vibrator continued to pulsate between her legs. Infuriatingly, it wasn't enough to get her off. Instead, the doctor had perfectly calibrated this training device. Jillian could remain right there on the edge of that climax. The release was so close; with just a little more friction or tension, she would have been able to throw herself into that hurricane of blissful satisfaction.

Instead, Jillian found herself staring at the mounted cock. "I'm not going to do it," Jillian tried to say with a defiant shake of her head.

"Yes, you will," replied the doctor. "You can't help yourself. Besides, you still really, really want to be a good girl."

Jillian did. If she had been allowed to think clearly, then she would have balked at the idea. It sounded ridiculous. She was an adult woman. She was a feminist. She had gone to school, and she learned to think for herself. But at this moment, she was being told that she needed to embrace something else.

It felt like a relationship from the 1950s. Jillian could imagine herself wearing a dress, high heels, and pearls even as she cooked and cleaned for her husband. Not only that, he could come home, and she’d be waiting for him with this bright and vivid smile. If he wanted a massage, she’d oblige. If he expected a drink or dinner, she would scurry to obey, working hard to satisfy him as quickly as possible.

For her part, Dr. Chen watched and marveled at the effects of these drugs. Normally, she preferred a more hands-on approach with many of the transformations she facilitated. But right then and there, she was fascinated by the confusion and frustration playing across her patient's features. Jillian was beautiful, of course, but she still needed to be modified.

"Say it," Dr. Chen commanded from her control room.

"I want to be a good girl," Jillian breathed out.

"Lick your lips and suck that cock. Once you start, you might get an orgasm, but you're going to have to work for it."

This time, Jillian didn't hesitate. Even if she hated herself for cooperating, it still felt too good, especially while the vibrator continued to tease and stimulate her moistened crevice.

Like an eager little wife, she bent forward, and she wrapped her lips around the artificial phallus. She sucked and could feel the artificial nature of this device, yet that hardly mattered because she knew how she looked. "Take it. Take it all," Dr. Chen commanded, and Jillian obeyed. As she did, the vibrator sped up. Before, she thought she only needed a little more, except now she discovered that the vibrator could still tease her and torment her as the speed increased. It still wasn’t enough. Fresh desire washed over her. More and more, she thought she would lose control at any moment. In fact, Jillian tried to embrace that rush of bliss. She needed the completion!

She didn't get it.

"Suck harder. Remember, you want to be a good slut for your husband. You want him to know how much you appreciate him and everything he does."

This time, Jillian didn't have to worry about answering since her mouth was already occupied as she sucked on that toy. Bobbing her head forward and back, she worked hard. She could tell that the vibrator attached to the chastity belt responded to her actions. As she worked harder, it really felt like she might be able to get off at any moment. Still, the climax she craved remained frustratingly elusive. It was right there, she knew.

Dr. Chen smiled and watched as that hapless girl sucked the fake cock just as she had expected. Yes, this kind of therapy could be very, very useful, especially for stubborn women like Jillian Vanderbilt.

Despite the apparent success, Dr. Chen craved something else. She needed to hold a scalpel again; she yearned for the ecstasy of surgery as she reworked a patient into a masterpiece.

The orderlies came for him. They didn't say anything as the door opened. Gagged, he spun around and glared at them.

Refusing to surrender, he rushed forward and tried to throw his shoulder against one of the men. Was that Simon? Richard? Someone else? John didn't even check. At that moment, he only knew one thing for certain: he had to fight!

The orderlies didn't even seem to notice. They had dealt with plenty of patients just like John before, so they grabbed him, forcing him down onto his knees. As he looked back up at Marcus, John seriously wondered if he’d be forced to suck this man's cock again.

As that thought occurred to him, another possibility entered his mind. What if he liked it? What if John actually yearned to do it? There was this bizarre urge sitting somewhere inside of his head. His eyes watered, and he tried to fight it. He was supposed to be better than that. He was a doctor! As a physician, he made important choices all the time.

And yet, he could feel the drugs impacting him more and more every day.

The orderlies dragged him out of the room. They picked him up and put him down on a gurney. Next, they strapped his legs to the corners of the small bed before pulling another strap up over his torso. Just like that, they bound him. This patient wasn’t going anywhere.

Thrashing like a wild animal, John kept fighting. He battled the restraints with everything he had, yet he didn't stand a chance, and they all knew it.

By the time they took him into the operating room, John was pretty much exhausted. Even so, he lifted his head and found her standing there: Dr. Chen.

"How're you doing?" asked the surgeon. He couldn't answer, not with the gag in his mouth. "Prepare him," she said to one of the nurses.

That's when he noticed the two blondes. They raced forward and looked down at him. The orderlies released him from the restraints just long enough to transfer him to the operating table. They stripped him of the straitjacket and strapped him down again in just two or three seconds. John tried to punch or kick his way free. It didn't work. Efficiently, they tied him right back down. Within seconds, fresh medical restraints encircled his wrists and ankles. Not only that, he could see another set of straps over his thighs, waist, and even one for his neck and forehead.

Finally, they took the gag out of his mouth.

"Do you like breasts?" Dr. Chen asked. "Do you consider yourself to be a breast man?"

"What, what are you talking about?" John demanded. He hated how his voice stuttered and quivered, yet he couldn't sound anymore masculine or powerful, no matter how hard he tried.

"Are you a breast man?" Dr. Chen inquired again. She was smirking. Clearly, this was some kind of joke or game for her. "That's how male psychology works, isn't it? Men tend to fixate on different parts of a woman's body. They like to concentrate on feet or legs or buttocks, breasts or maybe some other detail? So what are you?"

As the fear soaked into his brain and body, he had to answer, "I, I don't know!" When he stared up, he saw the bright lights. Then he turned his head to the left or right, he found the nurses standing by, just waiting to help their employer. At the same time, he knew they could drug him and modify him. Up until now, they had kept him locked in a chastity belt. They had humiliated him and used him. While those actions were temporary, this one might be permanent…especially if it entailed an actual operation.

"That's fine," Dr. Chen said. "Maybe, after this, you're going to find yourself playing with your own breasts. Wouldn't that be lovely? I'm sure you've wondered what it feels like to be a girl at some point. Now, you're going to get the opportunity. You can thank me later. I mean, it won't be a complete transformation, but when people see you, they're not going to think about your chastity belt or what you have between your legs. You’ll be so pretty." She reached down and brushed the back of her hand along his cheek. Her soft touch was almost enough to make him relax.

"Please. Please, don't do this," he begged, his eyes tight, his vision blurring as the tears made his irises shine even more vividly.

"Actually, you know, I'm feeling pretty ambitious today. Maybe we should work on your vocal cords too. Oh, and I can remove your Adam's apple right now."

"Remove my…?"

"Oh, John. You do look so sweet when you have that vacant expression on your face. I mean, just removing the follicles along your cheeks and chin certainly helps."

"What, what're you doing to me?"

The doctor leaned down. She smiled, her dark eyes shining with malignant glee. "Isn't it obvious?" she asked. "I do whatever I want." Perhaps there was a hint of mercy in her expression now, or maybe she simply wished to see him squirm as she told him, "Right now, we're going to work on your breasts, your throat, and your lips. Don't worry. I'm going to sedate you. It's much more fun when you get to wake up fully healed. But first, let's make a couple of incisions before we get there. What do you think?"

She held out her hand, and that's when one of the nurses gave her the scalpel. She grinned down at him. From there, she considered the flesh along his chest. His eyes locked on the gleaming edge of the blade, all while he worked to figure out something he might be able to do or say. Like so many other patients who had been strapped down in the operating room, he struggled to come up with something he might be able to do or say or offer in order to make this stop.

Up until now, John had been in control of so much of his life. As a child, maybe he found himself listening to his parents or miscellaneous adults, but it had always felt like his decision in terms of whether or not he would study, do his homework, or go to class…Perhaps that control had been an illusion, yet he never felt genuinely powerless. Then in college, he knew he intended to go to medical school, so there were a bunch of requirements he had to fulfill. In medical school, it was the same. After he graduated and started his practice, it was still the same, but he always had the belief that he could make his own decisions...until now.

Strapped down and powerless, he stared up at the blade, and he fought again. If he had thought about this rationally, he would have known it would be futile. Even if he managed to get off of that operating table, Dr. Chen would have simply called in the orderlies. Marcus, Richard, and Simon could have overwhelmed him. Maybe they would have even had some fun with him…

John couldn't allow himself to think of any of that. Instead, he kept struggling. He wiggled and kicked until that moment when Dr. Chen looked down at him. "Stop," she ordered. "You know, I can have you paralyzed without actually deadening any of your senses. You don’t technically need to be numb for this operation; you don't need to be asleep either."

"No…"

"In fact, that sounds like excellent idea. Nurse Candy?"

"No. Please, don't! Please!" He hated the rush of fear in his voice. He screamed out, but the nurse did her job. She uncapped another syringe and brought it over to his shoulder. Then she injected him. He felt that minor pinch, and then this chilled tingling stretched through his body. It started with his right arm, expanded into his torso, his left arm, down to his legs, and suddenly he couldn't move. His lips tingled, and he wondered if his breathing would stop. Somehow, that idea almost seemed merciful.

John could still blink, control his lips, and breathe. Somehow, the rest of his body began to stop. He no longer thrashed. He couldn't kick out. It didn't happen all at once, of course. As the doctor watched, his body grew heavier and heavier. He tried to pull against the restraints, and he obviously couldn't break free, only now he couldn't jerk against of those bonds as he had just a few minutes before.

"The human body is a miraculous thing," she said. "There is something so amazing about witnessing what a few chemicals or cuts can do. Now, are you ready?"

John attempted to shake his head from side to side. His lips moved except he couldn't shape real words now. She touched the edge of the blade to his chest, and she pressed down. The pain started along his skin, flaring out into his flesh.

He screamed. Maybe this boy patient couldn't articulate real words, but he could still let out that shout of desperate agony. It raced along his skin as stabbing, burning, tearing, slicing pain! Because the drugs worked their way through his system, his body grew even heavier. He made noises for her, and his eyes watered, and the tears dribbled down the sides of his face, but he still couldn't break free.

How much time had gone by?

Jillian found herself on her knees, and she was staring intently at the opening where the faux cock could emerge.

At that moment, her chastity belt wasn’t vibrating; it wasn't teasing her.

Still, she longed for that kind of stimulation. It had become a new kind of hunger, a new flavor of thirst. With her arms trapped near her torso, she was vaguely aware of a another concept: escape. The idea popped into her head, and she glanced over at the door, only to dismiss it just as quickly.

Escape?

No. She couldn't.

Over the last couple of days (or had she been here for weeks or months or years?), Jillian started to view the idea of "escape" as an alien concept that must've come from some foreign language. It represented a concept that existed far beyond her comprehension because she was a girl who needed to think about how she could serve her husband.

A flicker of defiance ignited somewhere in her stomach, so she lifted her head, and she looked back up at the ceiling. She wished she could talk to Aria again. At this point, however, Jillian didn't say anything. Instead, she found the temptation to be too much. She turned her attention back to the small opening where the dildo might emerge. She wanted to suck on it, to feel the vibrations between her legs, to savor the pleasure that only the chastity belt could give her.

Nothing was better than sucking cock!

After her first session, she had tried so hard to get off on her own. Since then, she had been kept in a constant state of arousal. Sometimes the vibrator activated and teased her. Sometimes it stayed still. Either way, however, those urges didn't seem to leave her. Her nipples were always stiff, and she tried to sleep from time to time, but she wasn't sure what was happening to her.

Always eager, Jillian kept staring at the opening, but the dildo remained behind that panel. Clearly, Dr. Chen’s patient couldn't make it come out, so she sat there on her knees and waited obediently.

The doors opened, and that's when the two nurses came in.

"Hello, Jillian," said one of the girls. "Are you ready to come and meet someone very special?"

"Yes, please," Jillian chirped. That she blinked, surprised at the ease with which he uttered those words. Instead, she waited for that flicker of defiance to morph into something else. It should have spread through her body like a raging inferno.

It didn't.

The drugs, conditioning, captivity, chastity and straitjacket all did their job. Most people liked to think they could be confined for long periods of time. They read books and watch movies about characters who were kidnapped or sent off to prison camps. Those main characters always managed to fight their way free. That's why most people assumed they’d be able to do so as well.

In truth, Dr. Chen understood just how malleable the human psyche could be. It didn't take years to transform an individual. The process could start in a matter of hours. Days or weeks later, it might be complete.

For her part, Jillian didn't think about any of that as she rose to her feet. Candy pulled out a collar and slipped it around her neck. When Jillian felt the white leather band around her neck, she didn't argue or protest. Even as Kimmy attached the leash, Jillian still didn't argue or try to fight back. She didn't even say something like, "That isn't necessary."

"The doctor wants you on a leash. She thinks it would be very good, especially when it comes to making a first impression."

A first impression? Jillian began to wonder what that meant, only she couldn't bring herself to really worry about it. Those words seemed like an abstraction to her. And now they opened the door again, and she dutifully followed them out. She walked forward with the chastity belt between her legs, her arms tight against her torso, and the collar around her neck. He went down a hallway, turned left, then right. At the same time, Jillian found herself tilting her head from one side to the other as she marveled at the nondescript doors, each one of which was labeled with just a number.

Were there other patients behind those doors?

It seemed impossible, yet Jillian had to wonder how many dozens or hundreds of patients could be housed at a facility like Crestwood Asylum.

For a while there, she had just naturally assumed that there were only a couple of patients here. But now, she found herself walking forward, and the nurses told her to stop, so she obeyed. Whenever someone in white gave her a command, it seemed like she had do as she was told. Actually, Jillian almost always felt like she should do as she was told. Following orders seemed easier, especially when thinking had proven to be so difficult. Wasn't it simpler to just relax and follow orders? Didn’t she want to smile and make the people around her happy?

They brought her into a small room, and then the nurses put their hands on her shoulders and pushed her down onto her knees. Jillian still didn't fight even though she recognized just how subservient and pathetic this pose made her appear.

The room was mostly empty except for a rectangular table, a couple of chairs, and a large mirror off to the side. The nurses stood by, so Jillian started to wonder exactly why she was there. At several points, she glanced down along the length of her body, and she wondered if there was something else she should’ve been doing. It felt like she needed to jump up onto her feet or something.

But why would she do that?

Jillian understood the importance of being a good girl, especially because she needed to serve those around her. The nurses, the doctor, and the professor were all in charge. Jillian wasn't smart enough to think for herself. It was better when she smiled and obeyed.

Those thoughts echoed inside her head like the most beautiful chorus she could imagine.

Then the door opened, and she saw her aunt.

"Interesting," Marina said.

But then, she wasn't alone. Dr. Chen came in after. Last, there was a man.

When Jillian lifted her head and looked at him, she wasn't sure what she was supposed to think, do, or say. So instead, she smiled nervously. His eyes narrowed slightly, and he seemed to consider her. Moment by moment, however, she realized something. He was attractive. There was something about his height, the contours of his jaw, his brows, and the way he appraised her. He carried himself with an aristocratic bearing. Despite everything she had experienced, Jillian recognized that type of swagger. It may have been understated, yet this was a man who had money. He had power, influence, and he knew how to use it all.

Marina leaned over and placed her arm on the man's shoulder.

"Hello, my dear," Marina said as she turned her attention back to her niece. "Are you feeling? Are you feeling better?"

"I'm feeling good," Jillian said and smiled.

"You see? This program is working wonders for her."

"Maybe," the man conceded. "But right now, I want to talk to her. We’re talking about an important decision."

"I understand," Marina said.

The man strode forward and crouched down. He grabbed Jillian by her chin and tilted her head to the left, then the right as he examined her. "And you have no problem with increasing her breast size?"

"Not at all," Marina said. "In fact, I’ve already made the arrangements with the doctor."

"Good," he said. "Jillian, do you know who I am?"

"No. I don't. Who are you?" Only a little while ago, she would have spat in his face. If he was walking around free, that should've made him her enemy. And yet, Jillian stayed right there on her knees like a demure girl. She didn't object to the fact that a nurse was holding her leash or that she was still trapped in her chastity belt.

"I'm Calvin Ashford," he said.

Calvin Ashford…

The name sounded familiar. Then she realized, "You're the man my aunt wants me to marry." Maybe there was a flicker of frustration or defiance, but it was buried deep within her gut, and she couldn't coax it into any kind of real flame. Instead, she gazed up at him, her expression still pleasantly vacant. After the doses of medication, the conditioning, the teasing and constant arousal, it was hard for her to thread any coherent ideas together.

Then again, that was the entire point. Dr. Chen understood that when it came to conditioning and control, disorientation and confusion could be two of the most powerful tools a physician might employ.

"That's right," he told her. "But right now, I want to see exactly what I'm going to be getting. It looks like they’ve done a good job on your attitude."

"Thank you," she said without any hint of irony or sarcasm. "Stand her up, strip her naked, and let's see what we've got. I want to know exactly who I'm going to be marrying if I decide to keep her," Calvin said.

The corners of her mouth tensed ever so slightly. Jillian didn't notice, and neither did anyone else in the room. Still, she could feel that little hint of resentment as she rose to her feet.

Dr. Chen nodded toward the nurses, and they stripped her, pulling away everything except for her chastity belt. Once he was out of the straitjacket, Jillian didn't know exactly what she was supposed to do, especially when it came to her arms. But then, Calvin started to circle her. He brushed his fingers along her neck, down her shoulders, all the way to the small of her back before he grabbed her ass. Then he smacked her posterior, his hand flashing down.

Before she arrived at the asylum, Jillian would have been utterly incensed. She would have thought about how he couldn't be allowed to touch her like that! It would've been completely and totally unacceptable. It was demeaning and humiliating. It was harassment!

But in that instant, Jillian stood there like an obedient doll, her vacant gaze directed forward, her hands at her sides. Then he stepped behind her, and he pushed his crotch up against her ass. Heedless of those around him, Calvin rubbed himself on her like some precocious frat boy. His hand slid underneath her arms, up her stomach, and over toward her breasts. "These aren’t bad, but they could definitely be a lot bigger," he said.

"As I said, we have already made those arrangements," Marina pointed out. She was smiling at him. Maybe she didn't especially appreciate his behavior, but she understood that men had their needs, desires, and drives. As a very traditional woman, she wasn't about to start throwing a tantrum like some overly-privileged feminist.

"Dr. Chen, I don't want to be rude, but do you have any samples of your work?"

The doctor wore a flinty expression, probably because she didn't like being questioned. Then again, Calvin Ashford was a powerful man. That's why she lifted her hand and snapped fingers. Apparently, she had predicted this even if she didn't especially appreciate the question.

That's when one of the orderlies stepped in. He was tall and imposing, not that Calvin noticed. As a wealthy individual, he considered money to be the most powerful asset of all, especially when compared to something as primitive as pure musculature. In any case, Calvin had his eyes aimed down at the human dog.

A young man crawled into the room along with the orderly. Collared and leashed with a mask over his face, he definitely looked like a canine. Of course, his body included other alterations as well.

"Originally, this puppy was a real man. Now he's a sweet little sissy dog. On your hunches, puppy," Dr. Chen commanded, and that's when the boy rose up. He pulled his paws up, and he revealed his breasts. They were gorgeous, perfectly shaped, firm and alluring.

"Impressive," Calvin said somewhat reluctantly.

"This is what I can do I start out with literally nothing. Imagine what I can do with your girl."

"Okay," he said. "Marina, I think you’ve made an excellent choice. But what about you, Jillian? Are you ready to be transformed into a perfect wife for me?"

"Yes?" She couldn't help it; that rising inflection stretched across her answer because certainty felt like an impossibility.

"You’re certain?"

"I, I want to make you happy," she said with a note of cheerful energy. "I know you are this big, tall, strong and smart man. You have lots of money, so I should do whatever you say."

"How do you feel about cooking?"

"I can cook! I want to be a good wife for you!"

"How do you feel about cleaning?"

"I’ll clean your house for you," she promised.

"And what do you think about the modifications? How do you feel about a man telling you what your breasts or lips should look like?"

"I'm not smart enough to make my own choices," she said.

"You think it's too much?" Calvin asked as he turned back to Marina. "Don't get me wrong. I like her attitude, but I also want her to be able to perform when we go to parties and whatnot. There are going to the other men and their wives there, so she needs to make a good impression."

"I'm sure you can train her however you like," Marina said. “That’s the point. She’s malleable and ready.”

"Apparently, that was the right answer because he brought his hands up and fondled her breasts. His fingers slid along her melons, and Jillian yearned to touch herself as well, although she already knew it would be an impossibility. "Are her nipples responsive?"

"Go ahead and play with them," Dr. Chen said. "I can always increase the sensitivity of you don't like how she naturally reacts."

Grinning, Calvin stroked her nipples for the first couple of seconds, making her moan. Then he grabbed on, pinching. He twisted. A jolt of pain rocketed along her nerves. Her eyes widened, and she let out this gasp of shock and surprise.

"She'll do," he finally decided.

John dreamed. While the chemicals kept him unconscious, John nonetheless dreamed. At first, he thought of his regular life. He remembered filling out paperwork, completing charts, and making small talk with the nurses and medical assistants who worked at his clinic. It was also mundane and boring.

But at some point, the words started.

You are a nurse. You are a dumb nurse, so you will always do as you're told. If a man wants you to suck his cock, you must suck his cock. If he wants you on your hands and knees, then you belong on your hands and knees.

Unconscious, John had been unable to resist. He couldn't think of anything else as those words streamed through his head. He couldn't know it, not while his eyes were closed and his mind was kept in that relaxed state, but his body was spread out in one of the Crestwood Asylum recovery rooms. At the same time, those words played as an incessant refrain. As fresh chemicals were injected into his body, making him far more susceptible, he couldn't fight or resist.

At first, maybe those words sounded like they came from somewhere—or someone else. More and more, he couldn't recognize the difference between those monologues and his own ideas.

I’m a nurse. I am a dumb nurse, so I should always do as I'm told. If a man wants me to suck his cock, I should suck his cock. If he wants me on my hands and knees, then I belong on my hands and knees. John couldn't identify the exact moment when the words shifted, but now they felt true.

I want to be a good and obedient nurse for the doctor. Dr. Chen owns me. I am her property, and I will always do whatever she says. I should be cute and giggly and obedient.

Could he be a doctor?

No! He was a nurse! He was a dumb, big-boobed nurse who always obeyed.

As a doctor, he wanted to rebel against that concept, but he couldn't do it, not now. Stripped of that capacity for resistance, he absorbed these new directives. Rebellion became an impossibility as his mind and body were altered by blade, chemical control, and psychological manipulation. If he had been allowed to think rationally, then maybe he would have understood what was happening. But by this point, he’d been pulled down deep into the depths of his treatment.

According to the doctor, they had stripped away his delusions.

Cute. Giggly. Obedient. Those are the traits that matter most.

Even while unconscious, a simpering smile stretched across his lips. His body adjusted to the new implants, and he found himself yielding more and more.

At first, his dreams were composed entirely of those words and easy declarations.

Little by little, he began to visualize what it would be like. Before his arrival at Crestwood Asylum, he would've needed to imagine those different situations. Only now, he had the memories to draw upon. He remembered how Simon, Richard, and Marcus had used him. He could still feel the echoes of their touch against his shoulders, his neck, and the taste of their bodies as they pumped into him. He had become a toy, and he knew it.

But now, he pictured himself in a cute little uniform. His breasts would stretch out the fabric, and he’d hold his hands behind him as he stared forward, waiting for some set of instructions. Maybe a visitor or a guest would want to use him. It could be some rich and powerful man. More likely, one of the orderlies would feel like a blowjob. That man could step in front of John, snap his fingers, and order the nurse down onto his knees.

I want to be a nurse. I want to be an obedient nurse. I want to do as I’m told. I want to wear a cute little uniform and do as I'm told. I'll never need to think for myself. I want to be a good nurse.

Then he opened his eyes.

Jillian opened her eyes and rolled onto her side. She stretched her arms over her head and realized something.

For once, she wasn't tied up, strapped down, or bound by a straitjacket. She could move!

That realization sent a rush of excitement running through her body. She pushed herself off of the bed, and that's when she saw her reflection. Someone had rolled a mirror into her room, and she realized she was wearing just a white hospital gown. Immediately, however, she could feel the change. Something was different. Something seemed off or odd or strange.

At first, Jillian didn't understand what this meant. In fact, she glanced over at the door, and she waited for a nurse or doctor to come in here to tell her what she was supposed to do.

This amount of freedom confused her. It was hard for her to figure out how she was supposed to react.

After a few more seconds, however, she realized she was alone. Rather than call for help, she was drawn to the mirror where she saw her reflection.

The doctor had been true to her word. Dr. Chen had given her some kind of injection along her lips. Before, they had been pretty enough, but now they pouted out. At the same time, she brought her hands up to her chest, and her fingers brushed along the edges of her nipples. Yes, the fabric still rested between her touch and those sensitive points, but she experienced a jolt of sensation nonetheless.

Jillian stumbled back for a second.

She had her eyes aimed down at the floor.

All at once, she knew what she had to do.

Licking her lips, she decided to be brave. She pulled off her gown, and suddenly she saw herself. Yes, she still wore the chastity belt. It shined between her legs and around her waist, only now her gaze was drawn back to her chest.

Her breasts were huge!

They had gone up by at least two or three sizes! She raised her hand and brought her palms up beneath her melons. As she touched them, another bolt of excitement ran through her. Simultaneously, she thought of Calvin Ashford.

He was going to be her husband. If he liked her, he was going to take her home, and she would work so hard to please him. She’d suck his cock, cook for him, clean for him. He could have access to her body whenever he wished. As her husband, that would be his prerogative, and there was nothing she could do about it.

"Is he going to keep me in a chastity belt?" Jillian whispered. At the same time, she wondered how else he might decide to use her. Would he show her off? Would he share her?

Oddly enough, Jillian didn't have any opinions about those concepts. Her feminist ideals had been stripped away. The drugs, programming, teasing, and stimulation had stripped away so much of the woman she had once been. Perhaps, way deep down, there was still that core of defiance lodged somewhere within, but Jillian couldn't recognize it. More importantly, she didn’t go searching for it.

Instead, Jillian walked back over to the edge of her bed, and she sat down with her knees pressed together as she waited for someone to come get her.

"Wake up," came a voice.

John woke up back in his hospital room, and he rolled onto his side. He sat up and brought his hands to his face. He tried to rub the sleep from his eyes as he wondered exactly what had happened. For a few seconds, there was just confusion. Where was he? Who was he?

John realized the truth. He was a nurse at Crestwood Asylum.

He didn't think about brainwashing, programming, hypnotic triggers, or anything else. He didn't consider what kind of effects the right type of psychotropic could have on the human mind. As a doctor, he might’ve understood. And yet, he knew he was just a pretty nurse. It wasn’t his job to think or really understand.

The doors to his cell opened, and that's when the nurses appeared. They brought a bag with them and lowered it down on the foot of his bed. John glanced back at the girls, Candy and Kimmy.

"What is it?" one of them asked.

"It's nothing," he said with a quick, dismissive shake of his head. In truth, it had nothing to do with his obedience or his capacity to serve his owner, Dr. Chen. As such, it wasn't important. Over time, he’d learn to surrender more completely. For now, errant thoughts still popped into his head. That would go away eventually. At least, that was what he hoped. He didn't want to have to think for himself; he didn't want to make his own decisions. He was a nurse. Nurses were, by definition, subordinate. Instead, he needed to be chipper and happy.

As that idea crossed his mind, he looked back toward the mirror someone had brought into the room. His hair had been dyed mostly blonde; based on Marina’s wishes, a streak of pink now lanced down one side of his thick and smooth mane. Then he saw the rest of his outline. Even though the hospital gown was fairly loose, he could see the curves of his breasts, waist, and ass. Dr. Chen had worked on him consistently, altering his form. He no longer had the bulky build of a man. Instead, he seemed smaller and waifish, yet his curves gave him a feminine silhouette. She had shortened his nose, pulled up his cheeks, puffed his lips, added breasts, and sculpted the other curves of his body. When he looked down, he could see his bare shins, and they were completely smooth. He looked like a young woman.

And now, it was time for him to become an obedient nurse.

"Are you sure?" Candy asked. "Because if you're having defiant thought, you should tell us, so Dr. Chen can cure you again."

"Do you need to be cured?" Kimmy asked.

Because they were asking questions and because he didn't have any ability to lie, not at this point, John gulped, he looked down, and then he glanced back up at the other girls. "I, I was just wondering about my name. You both have really pretty names. They're good names for nurses. But me? I, I feel like John doesn't really fit." When he spoke, he could feel some of the tension at the base of his throat. Dr. Chen had promised to fix his voice, and she had succeeded. When he first arrived, his every word reverberated with a deep, manly sense of power. But now, his voice emerged several octaves higher, and he sounded more like a Disney princess. He squeaked from one syllable to the next and loved it!

"Oh," Candy said.

Kimmy agreed. "That's a really good point."

"You think we should rename him?"

"I think we should," Candy said with a nod of her head. "And if the doctor doesn't like it, she can always fix him again!"

"Wait," John said. "I, I can have a new name?" He didn't know how many days or weeks had gone by. Just a few? Had months elapsed? Maybe he had been unaware for weeks as he received his psychological reprogramming. Deep down, he suspected he had woken up from time to time, only to endure another treatment. Of course, the medications made it hard for him to be sure. For most people, memory felt and seemed objective, like a smooth recording inside of each individual's head. Sure, there were always questions of perception, perspective, and interpretation, yet the information was supposed to be there. This was why so many people trusted eyewitness accounts. Meanwhile, John understood how subjective memory could be, especially when a woman like Dr. Chen decided to start making modifications.

"I think we can give you a new name," Candy said.

"But it needs to be cute. It needs to be really, really cute," Kimmy decided. Despite her blonde hair and cheerful disposition, she seemed utterly focused on this one problem. She brought her hand up to her chin, and she brushed her fingers along her cheek, then down her neck as she contemplated exactly what might work for him. "I like Tiffy."

"Tiffy?"

"That's cute!" Candy said. She clapped her hands together and started hopping up and down, making her blonde hair bounce against her shoulders.

"I like it," Tiffy agreed.

"Okay then," Candy said as she went back to the bag. "It's time for you to get dressed." That's when she pulled out the white, fitted uniform.

When Jillian opened her eyes, she turned her head to the side, and she saw the dress hanging by the door. Tentatively, she slid out of her bed, and she examined the soft, yellow fabric. It was a cute sundress; it would have a tight bodice, a snug waist, and that flaring skirt. It looked amazing, and she knew she wanted to wear it. More importantly, she wanted to wear it because this was part of her assignment. She had to be a good girl today.

"I'm going to put this on, and I'm going to be his fiancé. I'm going to do everything in my power to make my new husband happy," she said.

But she wasn't thinking of a doctor. She wasn't remembering the man who she had once loved. Instead, she thought of the VP of Finance at Ashford Industries.

Jillian swallowed nervously and began to get dressed. At this point, they didn't have her in a chastity belt. It wasn't necessary. Yes, the arousal was always pumping to her body, keeping her pussy wet and ready for Calvin's use, yet she had also been conditioned not to touch herself. She knew she couldn't climax without his powerful cock pumping between her legs. Maybe, if he told her to masturbate, then she could do it, but Jillian knew better than to try to assert herself.

She got dressed like a good girl, pulling off her gown and sliding into this new outfit. The dress was tight around her shoulders, breasts, and waist. She smiled when she felt the squeeze of the fabric against her chest. As promised, her breasts had been massively expanded. Before, she had seemed relatively modest. But now, she knew there’d be lots of men who’d turn and look at her. She loved the idea of male attention. Of course, she would always be loyal to her husband. As far as she was concerned, he basically owned her. And why wouldn't he? He worked hard, and he deserved to have a dumb wife like Jilian down on her knees in front of him whenever he snapped his fingers and pointed to that spot in front of his shoes.

She would do anything for him. She adored him!

Most importantly, she knew she wasn't smart enough to think for herself.

Once she finished putting on her dress, she brushed her hair, applied her makeup (powder, a little bit of rouge, plus bright red lipstick). From there, she pulled on her stockings, and she finally slipped her feet into her high heels. From there, she walked toward the door, held her hands behind her back, and waited patiently.

Jillian zoned out. Since she didn't need to think, it was really easy to wait.

The door opened, and the nurses appeared. They grabbed her by her hands, and Jillian struggled to keep up as they rushed back to the facility, giggling and laughing. "Congratulations," Candy said.

"Yeah," Kimmy agreed. "It's time for both of you to get discharged!"

Both of them?

Jillian didn't understand, but soon, she found herself walking through the door and into Professor Verger's office. That imposing woman stood behind her desk, and Aunt Marina was right there along with Calvin just a few feet away. Then Jillian saw another nurse.

"My dear," Marina said. "Are you ready to go home and begin your new life with your husband?"

"Yes, I am," Jillian said, each word coming out clipped, eager, and cheerful.

"Perfect," Marina said.

Calvin held one arm behind his back as he walked over to her. She smiled nervously, obediently dropping her gaze to the floor as he inspected her. He brushed his fingers through her hair. He touched the back of her neck. He stepped behind her and squeezed her ass through the contours of her dress. It was all demeaning, like he was inspecting a new piece of property he had just purchased.

"And this transformation is permanent?" Calvin asked as he glanced over at Professor Verger.

"She’ll probably need to be refined from time to time, but always feel free to bring her back." The professor raised her hands and smiled. "But I want you to know that I am confident in the work. Dr. Chen has done. Crestwood Asylum has an amazing record. That said, you should always watch her. The human mind is an interesting thing. Regression is possible."

"I see…" Calvin said. "What do you think about that, Jillian? Are you going to defy me at some point? Are you going to turn into a rebellious feminist?"

"No, of course not," she breathed out, apparently horrified by the prospect. "Feminists are sick. They don't know how the world is supposed to work. Those are the kinds of women who don't know they should always listen to their husbands!"

"I think she'll do," Calvin said.

"And what about you, Jillian? Are you ready to start your new life?"

"Yes. I am!" she squeaked.

Professor Verger smiled. "And would you like to say goodbye to the nurses before you go?"

"Yes, please," Jillian said demurely. She dipped her head down again, and then she looked back at the other women. Over the last few days or weeks (or had actual months gone by?), they had helped to take care of her. She went to Candy first and said, "Thank you so much."

The nurse smiled and nodded. At that moment, they probably wanted to hug or kiss, but that wasn't an option, not without permission.

Jillian said something similar to Kimmy. Then she turned back to the third nurse. Had there always been a third nurse?

"This one is new," Candy said as she noticed the look of confusion playing across Jillian's face. "His name is Tiffy."

Jillian looked back at the last nurse, and her eyes narrowed slightly as she saw him, and she tried to read his features. At first, she wanted to just turn away. They didn't know each other. He wasn't important. Only then, she noticed something about his features, or maybe it was his eyes…

"You're new here," she said. "You were, you were someone else before."

"I was," Tiffy chirped. "But that's all over now. Now I'm going to be an obedient nurse!"

"And I'm going to be an obedient wife for my husband," Jillian said as she turned away.

Calvin took her by her hand and escorted her out of the asylum. It was time to take his new wife home.

Professor Verger had her eyes on her screen as she went through the various reports. Although she didn't treat most of the patients directly, it was still her responsibility to be aware of the different situations and scenarios taking place within those walls. Dr. Chen generally kept excellent records, so Professor Verger perused the different situations and status updates for the different individuals currently imprisoned at her asylum. Still, it was a lot, especially because Professor Verger had many other responsibilities.

Mostly, it came down to questions of networking and managing their social capital. All across the world, there were powerful individuals who required her services. Still, Professor Verger had to find those people, approach them discreetly, and make sure that these potential clients were right for her facility.

Simultaneously, she also had protect Crestwood Asylum. Journalists, regulators, and law enforcement could all pose potential problems.

Although this woman was quite powerful, she also understood the potential vulnerabilities. She knew how even the most powerful stronghold could be taken down, especially when it came to the possibility of complacency or neglect.

But right then and there, she had something else in mind.

Rolling her chair back, Professor Verger stretched her arms over her head it, flexed her fingers, and decided she deserved a reward. She called one of the nurses.

The door opened, and Tiffy presented herself. That pretty blonde still had the streak of pink through her hair. Her face looked amazing, especially after the various surgeries. Truly, Dr. Chen was an artist.

"You wanted to see me, ma'am?"

"I did," Professor Verger said as she pushed herself up onto her feet. She lifted her pencil skirt as she let the anticipation run through her body. With the nurse standing there, Professor Verger pulled down her panties and kicked them aside. "Get under my desk, slut."

"Yes, ma'am!"

As ordered, Tiffy rushed ahead, her high heels clicking against the floor. She lowered herself down onto her knees, and Professor Verger scooted to the edge of her seat as she spread her legs. Then she reached down and brushed her fingers between the two pigtails Tiffy wore. She pulled the girl forward, and suddenly she had those soft, pillowy lips pressed up against her pussy.

Professor Verger chuckled, "You know, when I first read your file, I considered whether or not you’d be a challenge. Back then, you had a different name. do you remember it?" Professor Verger shook her head. "No, of course you don't. Why would you bother? You’re just a dumb little nurse now. You don't need to think to do as you're told. You fetch and clean and maybe give an occasional shot. But that's all you need to do, and now you're grateful, aren't you?"

Tiffy didn't and couldn't answer right away, so the professor grabbed the nurse by one of her pigtails and pulled her head back. "Tell me you’re grateful."

"I'm so grateful, ma'am!"

"Good girl," Professor Verger said. "Get back to work."

Tiffy obeyed again, sliding forward, and now her cheeks brushed along the proprietor's inner thighs as she stuck out her tongue and began to lick and nuzzle. Professor Verger closed her eyes for those first couple of minutes as she savored the quick, deft movements of Tiffy's tongue.

But then, she heard a ping. The professor glanced back at her screen, and she saw a black limousine waiting outside the asylum's main gates.

"Interesting," said the professor. She wasn't expecting anyone, which made this especially fascinating. That's why she signaled for security to let them through. Minutes later, a woman got out of the backseat.

"Very, very interesting," she said. Professor Verger contacted the orderlies and had the visitor escorted to her office. Minutes later, the doors opened, and that's when she saw the beautiful blonde.

"Miss Vanderbilt. What are you doing here?"

Right away, Professor Verger could tell what happened. She had warned Calvin about maintenance and the possibility of regression. Now she saw it for herself. At a glance, it was obvious that Jillian Vanderbilt wasn't the ditzy bimbo who’d originally left here. Instead, this woman wore a white dress, black heels, and pearls. Her makeup seemed to emphasize her sharp gaze as she stared forward. Yes, she had the same enormous breasts, yet they couldn’t diminish her sense of gravitas or power.

Did she crave revenge? If so, she’d discover Professor Verger’s countermeasures.

"I'm here to employ your services," she said.

"You want us to transform you back?"

"No," Jillian said. "In the trunk of my limo, you will find my husband and my aunt. They’ve been stripped and bound. It's time for them to be transformed. They have both been suffering from delusions, aggression, and rampant hostility. As such, I’d like you to cure them."

Professor Verger touched her fingertips together, stared at her new client, and said, "I think something can be arranged."

The End


Verger’s Wager

“What are we going to be seeing today?” Susan asked, her voice a low purr as she stepped back to let the service boy step in front of her.

Silent and obedient, the slave moved as unobtrusively as possible to open the door for her. Susan strode ahead with the haughty satisfaction of a young woman who knew she could get whatever she desired. Like her husband, Mark, she had been incredibly successful throughout her life. She had gone to the best boarding schools, colleges, and worked at some of the most prestigious consulting firms on the planet. Consequently, she had made quite a few impressive connections before eventually finding Mark.

They had fallen in love in a very interesting way. So often, modern individuals would scour parties, friend groups, and dating apps before eventually spotting “the one”. Susan saw Mark, however, at a tech conference.

He had been precisely what she wanted: young like her, ambitious like her, and willing to break all of the rules just like her. These were the kinds of people who intended to conquer the world.

When it came to their socials, both Mark and Susan knew all the right things to say. Susan’s feeds were littered with comments about making the world a better place in so many different ways. And yet, she understood that American capitalism had never changed. A hundred years ago, children could be bought and sold. Workers’ lives could be ground down into paste. Safety measures and unions were little more than obstacles for the people who really made things happen. Real success, both she and Mark knew, came down to ruthless dedication.

As far as she was concerned, life was a game, one that came with a literal score: her bank account.

Fortunately for her, Mark felt the same.

Even if Susan and Mark actively promoted conversations about global citizenship, personal responsibility, the environment, human ethics, and a dozen other concepts that traditionalists decried as woke, she honestly hunted one number: her cash balance. (Okay, so that wasn’t technically true. Her score could also include the number of houses they owned in exclusive ZIP codes, their stock options, equity positions, and other hard assets.)

Most of all, Susan considered herself to be a realist. Even if the digital citizens of the world seemed to enjoy hearing her talk about corporate responsibility, she recognized that there would always be a hierarchy throughout society. There were those who were aggressive, ambitious, and intelligent. Then there was everyone else, and she had a name for them: prey.

That’s why it was so easy for her to step into the solarium. Overhead, huge glass windows let in the gorgeous sunlight. Streams of yellow, orange, and red cut down across the stone floor.

“Thank you for indulging us,” Susan said to their hostess.

She glanced over at the service boy again. He was a young man, probably some kid who had been in college before he got himself in trouble with one gambling site or another. And now, he was here with a shock collar locked around his neck and a new purpose in life: serve and obey…or suffer.

The service boy stood off to the side, his back straight, his eyes fixed forward. He would follow every command to the best of his ability, yet he didn’t object, nor did he comment on anything he saw. In fact, his expression remained decidedly neutral.

Better still, Susan enjoyed letting her eyes roam along his bare torso. He wore sleek, black pants, matching shoes, and nothing else. From the waist up, he was smooth until his eyebrows, and his muscles had been beautifully developed. Clearly, he worked out.

Susan liked to envision this boy as some gamer nerd back at his former college. But then he made those wagers, he angered the wrong people, and so he had been forced to pay off his debts with the only asset he had remaining: his body and servitute. Consequently, they picked him up, locked a collar around his neck, and sold him to Amanda Verger—the owner of Crestwood Asylum and their hostess for tonight’s auctions and assorted festivities.

In just a second or two, Susan allowed herself that indulgent fantasy: this boy getting grabbed. Maybe he had been sedated. It was easy to imagine someone sneaking into his dorm room, pressing a chloroform-soaked rag down against his face while he slept, knocking him out completely. Then the specialists could arrive, loading him into a box and carrying him out. If any of his classmates had noticed, they probably would have assumed that those men with the large box were just maintenance people who worked for the university. It wasn’t a big deal. Then again, they would have come in the middle of the night, so any stray college kids would have just shrugged, perhaps worrying instead about their upcoming midterms or just how bad they wanted to climb into their beds after a night of gaming or partying.

And when this boy woke up, his training could begin.

Defiance would be met with pain and punishment. Each and every time he would try to think for himself or craft some argument, he’d feel that bite of electricity or maybe the brutal strike of a paddle, cane, or whip.

Susan had never experienced anything like what this boy must have endured herself, yet she had played around with those collars on one or two occasions. Her husband, Mark, had even taunted her once, holding up one of those locking bands. He waved it in front of her face and suggested, “Want to try it on?”

A frisson of fear had played through her body when she watched him. In that instant, Susan had recognized the danger, of course. Her husband could slide that collar around her neck, lock it on, and refuse to remove it. No matter what promises he made, he could leave it on her, and she wouldn’t be able to take it off. More importantly, he could use a controller or even a voice command to deliver one blast of electricity after another. Perhaps he would do it simply to amuse himself. Ever since their very first meeting, Susan had sensed his playfully sadistic impulses. Their courtship, dating, and consequent marriage hadn’t dissuaded her from that conclusion. Mark could make whatever promises he wished, but Susan still recognized the danger. They were both predators. Signs of weakness could always be an issue.

Still…Some part of her had actually wondered what it might have been like. If she had been forced to obey his commands, how would her life change? Another shiver ran down her spine because she could imagine the short, pleated skirts, the pink dresses, the way he would order her to style her dark hair into blonde pigtails. And of course, there would always be that shock collar around her neck, constantly reminding her of her new objective: obedience.

All of her ambitions would be washed away. She wouldn’t think about wealth, power, or anything else. On the contrary, she’d simply serve him.

And what would he expect?

Humiliation and sexual subjugation.

She’d bow down, suck his cock, get on her hands and knees, all as she became little more than a set of holes for him to use and torment as he saw fit.

Humiliation and sexual subjugation.

Those two thoughts pulsed behind her mind, and she smiled indulgently. Of course, she wouldn’t ever let something like that happen, but the image was there, and it sent a pulse of desire racing through her body.

“Absolutely,” Amanda Verger said as she stepped into the solarium behind Mark, Susan, and the service boy. “But you are fully aware of what this stock is like, are you not?”

Susan reached over and grabbed Mark by his bicep. “Oh, I know I don’t have the time or availability to really train someone myself, but I love seeing the livestock before you really get to break them. I mean, you do amazing work, Amanda. Please, don’t get me wrong. I have so much respect for everything that you and Dr. Chen do here. But really, it’s even better when I know what they used to be like. Does that make sense?”

“Susan, it does. And I should thank you for your discerning eye. I think you are correct. There can certainly be something very enlightening about learning who someone had been before they go under the knife.”

The knife…

Those words echoed inside of Susan’s head as she made her way through the solarium. She imagined the different people who came to the asylum: disobedient wives or husbands, too-curious journalists, corporate enemies, political martyrs, and so many others. They arrived here as intellectual entities, individuals with their own thoughts and opinions. And when they left…?

Not so much.

Susan grinned. She loved these auctions!

Breathing in slowly, she tried not to think about the surgeries those patients had to endure, mostly because she couldn’t grab Mark and drag him back to their private suite on the premises. She’d love to get her husband on his back as she rode his cock to sweaty completion. Even so, there was something about being here.

It reminded her of being in high school and touring the different college campuses. She recalled stepping onto her first university where she had sensed it: there was this energy in the air. Strictly speaking, a college was nothing more than a series of buildings filled with classrooms, offices, and varied multipurpose rooms. Then there were the dorms and restaurants, a couple of gaming rooms and wide fields with manicured grass. Even so, she had been able to sense the intellectual fervor. There was a different energy on that campus. There was something special. At that school, there were so many different people, and they were active. They were fighting hard to figure out how the different parts of the world actually worked and functioned. In most parts of the world, people simply survived. They went from one day to the next without hunting new concepts, knowledge, and experiences. At that school, it had been different. It was exciting and amazing in so many ways.

That had been more than ten years ago. Since then, she had accomplished much.

There were gorgeous plants to her left and right. Exquisitely pruned bushes, exotic roses, overpriced blossoms, and different species Susan couldn’t possibly name ran parallel to the concrete path, every step of which had been imprinted with different patterns. There was a lot here, Susan had to acknowledge. Somehow though, the different details all seemed to fit together. None of it struck her as unnecessary or gaudy despite the complexity. In fact, Susan smiled to herself as she imagined strolling into this gorgeous space, admiring the gardens, and losing herself to following those patterns. She wondered if there were any geometric or mathematical principles involved. Then again, it might have been pure artistry.

After a few more steps, she had something else in mind.

“This is going to be fun,” announced her husband.

“Quiet,” Susan ordered, unable to hide her excitement. She had no problem giving that command, especially because everyone in the party went silent. The service boy said nothing, Verger seemed to smile to herself, and Mark pressed his lips together as they moved past the next set of bushes.

They came to a rounded clearing, and that’s when they could see the five, naked individuals.

Each one of them had been shackled to a metal X. There were two men and three women. They were all young, probably between eighteen and twenty. None of these individuals wore shock collars; instead, they simply had tight metallic shackles around their wrists and ankles. With their naked bodies on display and the gags in their mouths, they squirmed and struggled as they worked to comprehend how something like this could happen to them.

Those frantic movements became even more desperate as they watched the party approach.

One girl was shouting something. It was obvious she desperately hoped to get their attention. Her eyes were wide and wet. She’d probably start crying at some point.

Susan was genuinely tempted to walk over there, dab her tears with the tip of one finger, and then lick them. Yes, that would’ve been far too theatrical, yet the possibility still made her smile impishly.

In front of each specimen, someone had placed a small note down on the ground.

“Please, have a look. Technically, they’re all for sale if you can make the right offer.”

“I don’t know, Amanda,” Susan said delicately. “I mean, I thought about trying to bring someone home to train and sculpt myself, but what if I made a mistake? What if they they manage to get away? I don’t have your facilities, personnel, or expertise.”

“You’re very kind,” Verger replied. As the sole-proprietor of the Crestwood Asylum, she was one of the least known yet most powerful individuals on the planet. Simultaneously, anyone with any understanding of how power really worked across the world’s nations also knew her name and what she was capable of.

Most of the time, she seemed kind and affable to Susan and her husband. At the same time, they both needed to remember what kind of power she possessed. So many different CEOs and powerbrokers owed her favors. Then there were the politicians who actively feared her.

“If you wish, I’m sure you could handle training just one of these boys or girls. I mean, they look like they want to fight right now, but a little bit of discipline, some pain, and maybe a touch of pleasure is usually all it takes to break them in.” As she spoke, she walked over to the service boy. He had stepped off to the side, puffed out his chest, and crossed his wrists behind his back. He hadn’t moved, only now Amanda approached, and she gently brushed her fingers down his neck and along the muscled contours of his chest. “This boy used to be a political activist. Apparently, he wanted to save the world or something. And then I took him home, and I broke him in as a hobby. I had some of my associates set up a home gym for this young man. He would have to run or lift weights. If he slowed down or failed to meet his count, he would endure a painful set of shocks. It was always so much fun to watch him fall and twitch. It was a great way to relieve some stress at the end of the day. Besides, keeping a slave exercised and healthy is an important part of ownership.”

“You know, they say you shouldn’t bring your work home with you,” Susan said, gently chiding her hostess.

“Does it really count as work if you’re passionate about it?” Verger asked.

“You make an excellent point,” Mark said.

“But I really want to know about them,” Susan said. Something inside of her twisted, and she let go.

Susan squealed like a schoolgirl, let go, and rushed over to one of the girls.

Susan began with the girl on the left. She had dark, wavy brown hair that had been tied back into a simple ponytail. Bangs curved along the top of her head, and she tried to be brave. That much was obvious, especially as she stared back at Susan.

At first, Susan glanced down at the text. She saw the relevant stats.

Former Name: Mindy Knack

Current ID: Slave Girl 7781

Age: 22

Former Occupation: College Student (Women’s Studies Major)

Known Enemies: None

Current Plans for Modification: TBA

Reason for Capture: Aesthetic Desirability and Potential for Psychological Compliance

“So all of this means that Mindy here is supposed to be a good candidate for training?”

“You’d have to ask Dr. Chen’s associates. Personally, I believe almost every individual has the potential to be enslaved,” Verger remarked casually.

“Even yourself?” Mark asked.

Susan felt her eyes go wide. Obviously, her husband was just joking, yet there were some comments that shouldn’t be made. Susan recognized that her husband was a successful CEO and businessman. He hadn’t started any companies on his own, but he had used some of his family fortune to purchase a startup, and then he successfully used some attorneys to screw those initial programmers out of their payoff. He got the company, and he only had to pay a fraction of what he had technically offered. It had worked beautifully three times in a row. After that, he started buying stocks in larger, even more powerful institutions and companies.

With his connections, wealth, and influence, he had been able to utilize quite a bit of insider information to enhance their wealth further. Day by day and week by week, he extended his tendrils into so many different companies. It was working beautifully. Still, her husband usually had a strong sense of when he could make some offhand remark.

Susan didn’t like to think about it, but Verger actually scared her. This was a woman who could make people disappear…only it wouldn’t be as simple as an execution. No, she would alter them, rewriting their personalities and sculpting their bodies into something entirely new.

Another shiver ran down her back.

When Amanda Verger smiled, she hid everything. Was she genuinely amused? Perhaps. Was she annoyed by his impudence? Maybe. Then again, it was easy to imagine a woman like her being genuinely amused by Mark.

Breathing out slowly, Susan found herself giggling nervously even as she asked, “Can we hear any of them beg?”

“Absolutely,” Amanda said. She nodded over to the service boy. At once, he turned with a professional stride and rushed over to the dark-haired slave.

He removed the gag. Right away, the girl gasped out, “Thank you.” Then she realized that there were all of these strangers watching her. At first, she looked like she might want to freeze. That would’ve been boring, Susan thought. Maybe they could find a couple of shock batons and have some fun with this girl?

Luckily for her, the girl once known as Mindy managed to be quite a bit more entertaining as she started to plead, “Look, I don’t know what they told you, but I never volunteered for this. I don’t want to be here. Please, I just want to get back to school. Please, can you help me? Please, can you help me get back to school?”

Susan glanced over at Verger. Her hostess gave a quick nod, so Susan suppressed at the urge to grin as she walked over to the young woman.

“Tell me about yourself,” she said.

“My, my name is Mindy. I don’t know what’s going on. What’s happening? I went to my doctor, and she said that I needed a shot. But after that, after that…?”

“I know this is going to be scary, but you need to understand that you’re not Mindy anymore. You are now a slave. You’re going to be trained, and you might get to enjoy something really special. You could be a slave, or maybe you will be turned into a puppy girl. What do you think of that? Would you like to live the rest of your life as a sweet little pet dog?”

“What?” The fear seemed to dissipate for just a few seconds. Instead, it had been replaced by disbelief and jagged shock.

“You could live your life as a pet dog. You wouldn’t be allowed to walk upright. You wouldn’t be allowed to use your hands either. In fact, the surgeon here might make a couple of permanent modifications to ensure that you can only crawl around on your elbows and knees. She might modify your vocal cords, so you’d only be able to bark. But don’t worry. I’m sure your owner would treat you very nicely. Maybe your owner would train you to do tricks. Or maybe you could be taught to hunt? Would you like that? Would you like to be a hunting dog? Are you especially ambitious?”

“What are you even talking about?” asked the girl.

“I’m talking about your future,” Susan answered, her tone surprisingly light and chipper. “Of course, if you are interested in the life of a pet, maybe your owner will decide that you would make a better bimbo.”

“I am not a bimbo,” insisted the livestock with all of the vehemence she possessed. This girl may have been spread out, naked, and on display. Maybe she was even scared, but she focused on channeling her anger. She tugged, her muscles tensed, and she tried to jerk herself free from those restraints.

She had exactly zero chance of success, yet that didn’t stop her. Not only that, Amanda Verger, Mark, and Susan all enjoyed the show. The service boy didn’t allow himself to react one way or the other.

“Really? Are you sure about that?” Susan asked as she reached up and gently brushed her fingers down the girl's neck, along her left breast, over to the right, then down toward her stomach. The girl froze, especially as Susan started to get closer and closer to the slave’s vulnerable slit. “If I start touching you right now, will you get excited? Will you be able to control yourself?” The corners of Susan’s eyes crinkled with amusement. She watched the girl.

“You can’t do this,” said the livestock.

“Are you sure about that? Are you really sure? Because I think I can,” Susan told her. Sure enough, she reached between the girl’s legs, and she started to stroke. She started to caress, gently moving her fingertips along that opening.

The girl once identified as Mindy pushed her fingertips down against the palms of her hands. She jerked against her shackles again, fighting as hard as she could. Hot frustration coursed through her body, yet she still couldn’t stop Susan from having some fun.

“If you’re forced to come again and again, how long do you think it would take before you’d break? How long would it take before you’d be willing to give your superiors whatever they want? A couple of hours? Couple of days? Weeks? Months? Have you thought about that before? Did you know that the woman who owns you actually has a surgeon here? She specializes in medical transformations.” Susan had no idea if that was the technical term. “She could make sure that you looked so much better. Better yet, she knows exactly how to alter your personality.”

“My name is Mindy Knack, and I’m never going to be anyone else!” hollered the girl.

“And I bet you’re not about to come right now either,” Susan said as she stared into the girl’s eyes. At the same time, those rhythmic movements continued. With her middle two fingers, Susan stroked and teased the captive girl.

By now, Mindy was panting. She was gasping. Pretty soon, those animalistic sounds morphed into moans of desire. Obviously, that girl was trying to fight it, only she had the adrenaline running through her bloodstream. Fear became an aphrodisiac even if she tried to hate it. She thrashed and bucked like a wild animal, yet none of it helped.

“Can we buy her?” Susan asked even as she kept her hand in position. She turned back to Mark, and she flashed a grin. “Please?”

Strictly speaking, Susan had her own sources of income. She had been successful out on her own, although she secretly acknowledged how her husband had done better by several orders of magnitude.

On some level, that was frustrating, of course. Mark had cheated (at least, if one took ethics or the law into account), which meant he had been almost unstoppable. Susan had taken her own risks, yet they hadn’t offered her the same kind of yield. Simultaneously, she understood how money works.

American capitalism could be cruel. With money, one could find success quite easily. Lots of people like to believe that everyone operated on the same playing field, but that simply wasn’t true. Anyone who was rich could bring in thousands or millions of dollars in passive income. That advantage meant time and the capacity to take bigger and better risks. Wealth could grow exponentially, so any small advantage could cycle into something exponentially larger over the course of months and years.

Besides, she loved her husband. Mark shared in so many of her tastes.

At that moment, he grinned back at his wife, “I don’t know. How expensive do you think she would be?”

“How expensive do you think you’re going to be?” Susan asked, mocking the captive as she continued to stroke, pet, fondle, and stimulate Mindy’s vulnerable pussy.

“Go to hell! You can’t buy me!”

Right away, Susan pulled her hand back from Mindy’s hot and dampened slit. For a moment, that girl grinned, only now Susan lifted her right hand and extended it toward the service boy. “Baton.”

Amanda Verger must have nodded toward her enslaved servant. Within seconds, the boy had fetched a shock baton as ordered. He gingerly placed it in the palm of her hand.

“Wait,” Susan called out.

She didn’t turn for the service boy. She didn’t study him, nor did she acknowledge him. Instead, she kept her gaze locked on Mindy. “Were you trained with something like this?”

Mark and Verger both watched the boy flinch. “Yes, Mistress,” he said in a small voice.

“Did it hurt?”

“Yes, Mistress.” Clearly, he hated uttering those words. Even so, he didn’t see any other choice. Like all of the patients, slaves, livestock and “employees” at Crestwood, he understood that he had to obey. Compliance was the only option.

“Tell me about it. Who used the baton on you?”

“When I was first admitted as a patient, the orderlies and nurses thoroughly enjoyed punishing me.”

“Oh? Really? Why is that?”

“Mistress, I was defiant.”

“And so you got punished?”

“Yes, Mistress,” admitted the service boy.

“Is that the same thing that should happen to this girl?”

There was no hesitation, no moment of doubt or anything along those lines. Even so, that second probably stretched on and on for this boy. Susan was sure he didn’t want to say anything. On some level, he had to yearn for some kind of interruption. Unfortunately for him, he didn’t get it. Instead, he faced the inevitability, and he confessed, “If that is your decision, Mistress.”

“It is,” Susan said.

Through the exchange, Mindy had maintained a neutral, almost attached expression as though she didn’t think any of this mattered. Obviously, she was fighting so hard to maintain her defiance. She stared straight ahead with her mouth hardened into an angry line.

Even though her cheeks were flushed, and the arousal was still pumping through her body, she could pretend otherwise. She could silently deny it, if only to herself.

“Then yes, Mistress,” agreed the boy. “It should be used.”

“I agree,” Susan said. That’s when she touched the tip to Mindy’s bare flank. Those metallic prongs slid along her body. Still, Mindy didn’t react. “Has she been punished before?”

“I don’t think so,” Verger said. “This might be her first time.”

“Do I owe you anything for the privilege?” Susan inquired.

“You are sick,” said the girl. “You are all sick! You are sick, and you are going to pay for this! I swear, I’m going to get out of here, and I’ll go straight to the cops. I, I will make sure that all of you end up in prison!”

“I wonder where I’ve heard that before,” Verger said with a condescending smirk even as she lifted her hand and tapped one finger against her cheek. “And no, Susan. You don’t need to pay for this. Consider it a freebie.”

The girl didn’t care. Mindy bit down, she grunted through her nostrils, and she began to struggle. She yanked and twisted, bucking her body from side to side. She pushed every iota of strength she possessed into those restraints, yet it wasn’t enough. Worse, her petite breasts swayed, and her ponytail swung from side to side. She put on quite a show for those observers. Susan, Mark, Verger, and the service boy studied her as she tried to break free.

“Was that it?” Susan asked as she watched Mindy pant and suck in one breath after another. Even if she hadn’t moved, Mindy had burned through so much of her strength.

And now, Susan made her pay for it. She lifted the baton, and she jabbed it right up against the girl’s inner thigh. She aimed for the tender flesh right before she hit the button, and that’s when the battery unleashed just a small taste of its payload.

A lightning bolt of energy sizzled into the girl. Mindy must have been biting down, like she thought she would be able to resist this. Perhaps she envisioned some scenario where she could be bold and brave and utterly defiant. Perhaps she even fantasized about holding out long enough so that they would get bored or simply wander off on their own. It was the best she could do, especially since she was naked and on display, so every second felt like a fresh humiliation. After all, she had become little more than an art exhibit.

Only now, the electricity tore across her nerves, and she cried out.

In that first instant, the pain paralyzed her. It must’ve been such a strange sensation for her. Normally, she might stub her toe or bang her head or bite on the inside of her mouth, and there would be that flash of movement. She would jerk her hand away or stumble back.

In that instant, she couldn’t escape. There was nowhere for her to go.

Any attempt at silence was shattered by the raw physicality and those instincts programmed deep within her DNA. She cried out, screaming. That noise splashed across the air.

“Oh, I’m sorry. That was the lowest setting,” Susan said as she adjusted the device. “Want to try that again.”

Eyes wet, Mindy tried to plead. She started to make sounds. Individual words devoid of any real meaning tumbled out of her pretty mouth, only now another blast of energy rocketed across her skin, lighting up her nerves. Her pain receptors screamed out.

She bucked again, jerking from side to side, only this time it had nothing to do with escape. On the contrary, she ceased to exist. Every thought, idea, and personality trait that made up this young woman as an individual suddenly vanished in that white heat of invisible lightning.

The observers couldn’t feel it for themselves, but they still enjoyed the show.

“How was that? Was that good for you, Mindy? Do you need another taste?”

“No!” The captive shook her head from side to side.

“Tell us all how you can’t wait for the chance to be trained as a slut and a slave.”

Despite those first tastes of electric agony, Mindy hesitated. After all, she had her studies, her deeply held beliefs, and those ingrained ideas of who and what she was supposed to be. These ideas made it hard for her to take it.

Susan didn’t struggle with that same sluggish impulse. For her, it was so easy. She lifted the baton again along with the prongs, and she pressed them up against Mindy’s left breast.

Another jolt of electricity ripped across her skin. Mindy howled out. She screamed until her tongue was dry, and she could barely swallow.

“Was there something you wanted to say? Was there something you just feel the absolute need to tell us?” Susan asked.

Biting down, Mindy clearly didn’t want to do this. She glared, only then Susan began to raise the baton a little higher. Where would those prongs touch next? One of Mindy’s nipples? Her left shoulder? Her right? Perhaps the prongs could drop back down to her inner thighs? Or her pussy?

“I can’t wait to be a slut and a slave,” said the girl. Uttering those words obviously grated against everything she yearned to believe about herself. She was supposed to be better than this. She was supposed be stronger and smarter. She was supposed to be able to look down on so many other women. But in that instant, she could feel it. They all could.

Mindy Knack didn’t exist. Mindy Knack had been an intelligent young woman capable of making up her own mind about any number of questions and concerns. She could prepare her own plans, pursue her ambitions, and enjoy her life.

That girl was gone; she had been replaced by a slut in need of training. And yes, she’d get it here at Crestwood.

“Gag her,” Susan instructed.

Mindy’s eyes widened, yet she didn’t argue as the gag got shoved between her teeth.

“Him,” Mark said even as he held out his hand. Playful and cooperative, Susan gave the baton to him.

Mark pointed, and the service boy obeyed, taking the gag from the mouth of the closest male.

Right away, that guy began to snarl. He sucked in a breath, and it was obvious he intended to fight.

He was an excellent specimen, tall and strong. He probably spent a lot of time at the gym. Consequently, he must’ve believed that he could be a powerful example of his sex. This was the kind of guy who probably itched for the opportunity to get into a fight at a bar or a club, all because he hoped to demonstrate what he could do.

He didn’t get to live out his fantasy. He didn’t even get to utter a single, coherent word. Instead, Mark used the baton right away.

Unlike Susan, he didn’t play with this livestock. He didn’t tease or torment the boy. Instead, Mark shoved the tip of the baton right between the captured male’s legs.

He shocked the poor boy’s balls!
That young man discovered a new kind of agony as it snapped up along every nerve he possessed. He cried out, screaming.

“Let’s do that again,” Mark said.

Susan grinned. She couldn’t help it. She reached out and she took Mark by his hand, her fingers laced through his. For them, it was a game. It was romance! They could be together and bond over this kind of play.

“What should we do next?” Mark asked. At that moment, he wasn’t speaking to anyone in particular. Rather, he simply enjoyed this.

“Right here,” Susan reached out and touched the bound boy’s right shoulder. She jerked her hand back right as Mark leaned forward.

He pressed the baton up against that spot. The boy let out a yelp, only nothing happened. Then he blinked, apparently surprised.

“I haven’t done it yet,” Mark said with a grin. “If you’re going to cry out, you should probably wait for the pain, don’t you think?”

The boy hissed through his nostrils. He huffed from one breath to the next. Animalistic aggravation played across his features, except he couldn’t deny that fear either. Maybe he wanted to be big and bold and daring and utterly intimidating, only it didn’t work, not when he had those shackles locked around his wrists and ankles.

Poor boy. Like the other acquisitions, he could struggle for hours or days, and it wouldn’t do any good.

Following that errant thought, Susan glanced over at Amanda Verger. “Has anyone ever managed to escape one of these?”

“Never,” Verger replied.

“Hear that?” Susan asked, taunting the captive. “It doesn’t matter how hard you fight. You’re not going to break out.”

“But you can scream,” Mark said. That’s when he stepped forward again, and he prodded the boy, only this time he went for the right shoulder, the left flank, his left thigh, and his thigh shin. Each time, he hit the button, unleashing torrents after torrent of electric pain. The energy sizzled through the slave’s body.

That livestock screamed again and again.

Then it was done, and Mark didn’t wait for permission. He went over to the next girl: a cute redhead.

Mark touched the baton to her sternum, just below the curves of her bare breasts. Then he hit the button. Obviously terrified, that girl was shaking her head from side to side. Even gagged, she made these pathetic little mewling sounds as she worked to get him to change his mind.

It didn’t work.

Flashing a toothy grin, Mark shocked her.

“Sir and Mistresses, the auction is scheduled to begin in the next few minutes.”

“We really should get back to the party,” Verger said.

“Agreed,” Mark replied. Then he glanced back at the other slaves. “You all should be careful. Do as you’re told so you don’t get in trouble. You don’t want to end up with an owner like me, do you?”

The untouched slaves shook their heads from side to side. Abject fear played across their faces. Both Mark and Susan laughed as she took his arm and they strode away.

The Crestwood Asylum was a massive institution spread out across several acres. In addition to the main building, there were several support structures, not to mention fields in virtually every direction. The main facility was ringed by black, wrought-iron fences.

From a distance, the structure could look intimidating, like some modern castle. At a distance, it might’ve been misconstrued as an ancient fortification or even a small mountain all on its own.

With all this space, there were two clinics, multiple operating theaters, dormitories for the slaves and employees, plus cells for the patients and prisoners. Sometimes, those different labels could be swapped out for one another.

In addition to the cruel facilities, Crestwood also included luxurious suites, a grand ballroom, and a beautiful dining hall.

Tonight’s auction would take place in the ballroom. Although the guests could retreat to the dining hall to pick up a plate of food, most of the patrons were far more interested in the stage built to the far side of the chamber.

Currently, the curtains hung between tonight’s first offering and the wealthy guests.

As Verger and her associates made their way back into the ballroom, she evaluated the individuals surrounding her. There was Erik Paccard, heir to the Paccard Finance fortune. She spotted Alexander Trice III. After that, she noted that Rita Sanders had a pair of enslaved boys on her arms. Each young man was naked, locked in a chastity belt, and ready to obey her every command. Unlike so many of the other slaves, those boys didn’t wear shock collars.

Rather, Verger recalled that her surgeon had implanted both of those boys with subcutaneous batteries. The boys could disobey or displease their owner, which would mean getting shocked hard and fast. Better yet, a slave might hope to remove her shock collar. Those boys didn’t even know where the implants had been hidden within their bodies.

Rather than make an announcement right away, Amanda Verger turned back to her guests, "Excuse me. It's time for me to take my position." As the proprietor strode through the crowd, many of the wealthy and powerful individuals in attendance instinctively stepped out of her way.

Although it was true that everyone there wielded tremendous influence across different aspects of society, they still recognized her power. First, this was her home. Second, they had all heard whispers of what she and her associates had accomplished. Amanda Verger wasn't like some regulator, politician, business competitor, or anyone else. She had built something amazing at this facility, and so every person there knew that they had to respect her.

Casually, Amanda Verger held out her hand, and one of the service boys immediately brought her a drink. She took the glass, and she stepped up onto a platform just as one of the curtains pulled away. There was her throne. She lifted herself up, she raised her chin, and she called out, "Ladies and gentlemen."

That was it.

She didn't need to say anything else to get the attention of every single magnate, investor, legislator, and powerbroker in that chamber.

She looked amazing, of course. In that moment, she wore bright red lipstick that contrasted beautifully with her pale skin. Her hair was tied back into a high ponytail. It was simple and exquisite nonetheless. Every strand of hair was perfectly locked in place, and now she swept her gaze across the room and her guests. For the most part, she ignored the slaves as well as the other curtains off to the left and right near the main stage.

"Allow me to welcome you to my humble facility," she said, waving toward the walls with one hand. Nervously, many of her guests chuckled. Some of them were newcomers, of course. They had never been here, and so they had only seen the pictures, watched the videos, and heard the stories. Still, what would Crestwood hold? What kinds of delights and horrors could a facility such as this really harbor?

They didn't know, but they believed they were eager to find out.

Those who had been here before also chuckled with some nervous apprehension. Those women and men understood just how dangerous a place like this could be. A few of the guests may have been more arrogant. Perhaps, after years of success in their various ventures, these individuals didn't recognize just how vulnerable any single individual could be.

Perhaps that was one of the greatest weaknesses that came from success. An individual might start a company, and legitimately work very hard for many years. When his success arrived, there were always questions of luck and good fortune. The most arrogant might say something like, "I make my own luck." And yet, every individual, no matter how powerful or successful, always relied on larger systems. An individual might be a billionaire, but that wouldn’t save him or her if they made the wrong enemies. An angry mob, a disgruntled maid, or an enraged butler could strip away all of that success with sharpened pitchforks, a poisoned slice of cake, or a candlestick to the back of the skull. There was no such thing as perfect safety or total independence, no matter how paranoid any individual became.

"Tonight, we're going to see some exquisite specimens. My very close friend, Dr. Chen, has been working diligently. Ladies and gentlemen, shall we begin with the first item for sale tonight?"

It was an option, of course, yet this gathering also doubled as an exhibition. The visitors would be treated to sights and experiences that could seldom be enjoyed anywhere else.

As Amanda Verger sat down, she crossed her legs and motioned toward the main stage. One curtain pulled away, and that's when everyone saw the human pony.

He had once been a strong and athletic young man. But now, he had the bit in his mouth, the blinders locked to the sides of his face, and the bridle pressing against his cheeks. His arms had been yanked behind his back and rendered completely useless by the harness he wore. Latex encapsulated his neck, torso, hips, thighs, and the rest of his legs. His feet were trapped and heavy, clomping boots. His entire form shined with restrictive latex.

In front of him, a young woman wore a beautiful red dress. Smiling graciously to the audience, she tugged on the reins, and she began to walk the boy from one side of the stage to the other. "Hello, everyone," she said cheerfully. "I want you to meet Adam. Adam here used to be a programmer at a local computer company. Unfortunately, he realized that the CEO was having an affair, so he was promptly donated to the Crestwood Asylum. Over the last couple of weeks, Dr. Chen has been working on him thoroughly with a combination of various narcotics, hypnotic treatments, and extensive surgery. She has altered his vision, removed several teeth to facilitate the use of his bit, and altered his hands, arms, and legs. First, he might appear to be restrained, but that isn't the case. His arms are simply stuck in this position now. Second, his hands are far more comfortable in his gloves, especially since she modified his fingers. Additionally, his gait has been permanently altered to become more equine. If you’re interested in owning a human pony, this boy would be an excellent choice for your stable!"

The Crestwood saleswoman continued to walk him back and forth in front of the audience. Then she brought him to a stop, and that's when she held out her arm. A service girl rushed forward and gave the young woman a crop.

For her part, Susan watched the show. She licked her bottom lip and wondered what it would be like to own a human pony.

As a little girl, she had collected equine figurines. The idea had always intrigued her. There was something about horses. Maybe it was their strength, their manes, the speed of their movement or the grace with which they ran. At some point during her adolescence, she had gotten rid of those toys, and she had mostly forgotten about her love of horses...until now.

She leaned over and whispered to Mark, "That boy looks incredible."

"Pace yourself. He’s only the first item up for sale," her husband replied. "You don't want to blow through your entire budget right now, do you?"

"No…" Susan admitted. At the same time though, she wondered exactly how good it could feel to own a boy like that. She wanted to yank his reins, look into his eyes, and ride him hard.

The young woman in red continued, "Speak, boy."

Susan wasn't sure what she expected, only it wasn't this. Rather than remain defiantly silent, the boy in the pony gear cried out. Specifically, he whinnied. He made those animalistic sounds, and another jolt of excitement ran through Susan's body. She could feel the heat right between her legs.

Amanda Verger rose from her throne, and she called out to her esteemed guests, "Let us begin the bidding at one hundred." She meant one hundred thousand US dollars.

"Do you want to go for it?" Mark asked.

Another woman interjected. "You should do it," she said.

Susan glanced over at one of her friends. That was Lucy, a black-haired woman with sharp features, wide eyes, and a viciously cruel smile. As an attorney at Devlin and Coal, Lucy had ripped through numerous trials already. She was supposedly relentless and nearly unstoppable. There was something about her delivery, her logic, and her willingness to tear through the opposition that made her a feared figure among attorneys all across the country.

"What makes you say that?"

Lucy smiled, "I have no problem reading you, Susan."

"Nonsense," Susan replied with a smile. "I can appreciate the aesthetics of a human horse. That's it. He's a cute pony. That's all."

"Right," Lucy said.

Mark glanced back at the attorney, but he didn't say anything. He didn't agree with her, nor did he contradict her. Instead, he ran his eyes up and down along the length of her body.

If it had been another woman, then maybe Susan would have gotten nervous. After all, she and her husband fit together beautifully, but that didn't mean the relationship was perfect or impervious to temptation. Mark was handsome, after all. He was also rich. Together, those two traits made him quite attractive to so many different women out there. For the most part, those were the desperate interns and eager secretaries who might try to steal her husband away. And yet, none of those girls recognized who Mark really was or what he was capable of doing.

Susan did.

Just as importantly, she adored her husband for his ambition, taste, and talent. He was successful. Whenever she thought of all he had accomplished, another kind of excitement ran across her skin.

Grinning, Mark had to ask the lawyer, "What do you think of him? If you unzip his suit, I'm sure he's got a huge horse cock under there."

"Not my flavor," Lucy replied curtly.

"You sure about that? You have lovely lips. I'm sure you'd make an excellent cocksucker."

Unamused, Lucy said, "Susan, control your husband."

"Mark..." Susan growled her man's name with just a hint of warning, not that it did much.

"What?" Mark protested with faux innocence. "Just look at her. Lucy, you are a gorgeous girl, but you really need to find the right cock to put you in your place."

"Mark…" Susan said again, only now there was a genuine hint of frustration in her voice.

"It's okay, Susan," Lucy replied. "Mark, I appreciate that you have no idea what you're talking about. So right now, shut up."

"Or what?" Mark took a step closer to the attorney. He leaned a couple inches closer, but the lawyer didn't blanch or retreat back. She had dealt with sexist jackasses before. "Are you going to seduce me?" Mark demanded. "Because you know, that could be fun." He reached up, and he was about to run his fingers through her hair, only she spoke.

"If you dare touch me, there are going to be consequences." She dropped her voice to a whisper. "Amanda doesn't like it when her guests break the rules."

Mark narrowed his eyes, and he glared at her.

"You would have to run off to get help, wouldn't you?"

Lucy shrugged. Clearly, she didn't care about his toxic vision of strength. "I know what I'm doing," she said. "More importantly, I know how men like you operate. You like to think you're big and bad, when in reality you're always worried that everyone else will figure out who you really are. You're terrified they’ll figure out just how weak you really are. I'm not some dumb MBA who has no idea how the world really works, Mark. You can’t manipulate me. You can’t intimidate me. Face it. You wouldn't stand a chance with a woman like me."

His mouth opened, and he itched to say something, only Susan reached out, and she gave his shoulder a gentle, reassuring squeeze, "Maybe you should give up while you're behind," she suggested.

Mark sucked in a breath. The air suddenly felt cold against the edges of his teeth, except he still hated letting that girl get in the final word.

Susan continued, "Besides, don't you want to see the next animal?"

Only this time, it wasn't an animal. From her spot on her private stage and in front of her glorious throne, Amanda Verger called out to her guests, "Perhaps a pony isn't something you wish to own. Maybe the idea of taking on a pet seems like too much trouble for you. Perhaps you need something that requires less maintenance…" She allowed her voice trail off even as those words echoed against the walls.

Susan, Mark, and the other buyers turned back to the main stage. Another curtain slid to the side, and that's when they saw the shadowed silhouettes at first. It didn't seem to make much sense. But then, the details came into focus as the spotlights ignited to reveal three pieces of furniture.

For the first couple of seconds, Susan and Mark let their eyes danced back and forth between the furniture and their respective partners. But then, Susan grinned, and she said, "That would be incredible."

"But where would we put them?" Mark asked with a grin.

There were three pieces of human furniture, one male, two female now on display.

One of the pieces looked like a foot stool or a legrest. She had blonde, short and neatly trimmed hair that just barely made it to the nape of her neck. Her head had been lifted, and she stared forward without really seeming to see anything. She didn't move at all. Her fingers had tightened into knuckles, and she was braced against the floor. Of course, she was naked, and her body was on display, yet she seemed to be completely immobile.

"Dr. Chen has outdone herself with these pieces," Amanda announced. "They are now living furniture. They only require the most minimal of care. Leave them alone for a couple of days or even a couple of weeks if you like. In the meantime, you can think about what is going through their heads. They might be utterly paralyzed, but they are fully conscious. And if you really want, you can even allow them brief moments of speech. Would anyone like to hear what the footrest has to say?"

"Yes!"

"Absolutely!"

"Let her talk!"

"Make her talk!"

Under most circumstances, the guests at this sort of gathering would have remained quiet. And yet, so many of them craved this kind of power and influence. Yes, they had developed a taste for influence and subjugation through their various professions. Whether they were lawyers like Lucy or politicians like Kyle Stone over there, they understood what success and authority could taste like. Of course, those "normal" positions of influence hadn't been enough to sate their desires or to satisfy those hungers. That was why they found their way to Amanda Verger.

Every politician, businessperson, thought leader, and artist ultimately had to rely on others. Every writer had her audience. Every politician had his voting constituency. Every businessperson had his customers. All of those individuals could wander off at any given moment for any reason, good or bad. That was why these individuals were there. They needed more. They craved the reassurance of having a service boy with a shock collar locked around his neck. Or maybe they ached for the chance to take a disobedient wife or husband and turn them into a house pet before marrying someone hotter and younger.

"They're gorgeous pieces, don't you think?" someone asked Susan.

Mark's wife turned back to see a large, stocky man with a well trimmed beard behind her. "Hello, Richard," she said as she took a sip from her glass.

Occasionally, she had wondered what it would be like to try to seduce this man. There was something primal and unrelentingly powerful about him. Richard may have been as refined as the others here, yet he carried himself with a primitive strength. That drew her. It made her wonder what would have happened if she tried to touch or kiss him. Still, she understood that it probably wouldn't have worked, not that she liked to admit it or to probe those realities. Maybe that was why those fantasies usually fluttered behind her eyes whenever she saw him again.

His slaves knew Richard as "Master," but those boys and men had all been thoroughly tamed. That was Richard's expertise. He loved to work on angry, defiant, powerful men and turn them into obedient sissies who pranced and sashayed before he took them hard and made them cry out. That generally involved Dr. Chen's expertise, although Richard seemed more than willing to work with other ignoble surgeons as well.

Then again, everyone knew that Dr. Chen did the best work.

"Exquisite," she said.

"Do we need to ask which one you’d want?" Mark asked with a chuckle.

"The boy, of course. Granted, I tend to prefer more service from my slaves."

"Shush. Dr. Chen is about to give her the shot."

It was true.

The black-haired surgeon had appeared on the stage, and the footstool continued to stare straight ahead, completely unmoving. From so far away, she really appeared to be completely inanimate. Dr. Chen had taken a vibrant girl and turned her into furniture. All of the details were truly perfect. That was because she was a real person. She once enjoyed a life. She had been her own individual, yet all of that had been taken away, so that she could take on the status of a footrest for someone far more powerful than she could have ever been.

The doctor gave the girl a shot. It was a quick injection, but then the hapless girl blinked. She glanced down at her arms, and it was obvious she was trying to move. Even so, she still lacked any kind of control from the neck down. Whether she liked it or not, she was trapped in that demanding stance, braced on her knuckles and knees, her shins bare, and her ass on display.

Right away, she turned back to the audience. The girl squealed, "Please! Please, you have to let me go! Please, I can't take this! It's driving me crazy! I'm going to go insane! Please! It’s been weeks! Weeks of just staring! Weeks of being ignored! This is inhuman! Please!”

"Quiet," Amanda Verger commanded. Her voice was powerful enough that it cut across the room. Of course, so many of the different individuals in attendance had been whispering back and forth. Some of them listened, eagerly soaking up those desperate pleas from the enslaved footrest, but now they all went silent.

"Tell us about your life," Amanda ordered next.

The girl sniffled. Her eyes were wet. She was looking out at the crowd. Maybe she was hoping to find some sympathetic or merciful face. Out there, among so many individuals, someone had to help her. Right?

Wrong.

Those women and men viewed the world as predator versus prey. This girl, whoever she had been, hadn't worked hard enough. She hadn't tried or fought hard enough. Then again, it was easy for men like Mark to overlook their own inheritances and how that seed capital had enabled his success. Across the room, one of the billionaires in attendance was the CEO of an electric car company; he loved to go online and talk about the importance of hard work, all while ignoring the massive government subsidies offered to his company.

Susan smiled to herself. As far as she was concerned, hypocrisy was always a human foible, and it would never go away.

Panting, the girl quickly gushed out, "I, I’m a real person, you can't do this. Please. Please, just let me go. Okay? I, I have a boyfriend! His name is Sam, and he's this really sweet guy. Please, please let me go. I'm supposed to be in school right now! I, I'm supposed to become a teacher."

"We have plenty of those," Amanda said, and her audience chuckled. "Is there anything else you’d like to say? Last chance."

The girl must’ve recognized the truth of that statement. In fact, this might have been her very last opportunity to speak ever. They didn't have to give her another shot. They could keep her as a piece of living furniture. She'd crouch down, perpetually helpless, just another object to be used or moved as the people around her saw fit. She would never get to be an individual again. She might not even be allowed to stand upright…

Anger contorted her pretty face, "Sam is going to find me! He loves me, and then he's going to blow this whole thing open! If you know what's good for you, you're just going to let me go! You're going to let me go right now!" Frantic and nearly hysterical, the girl shouted. Her voice boomed across the air as the desperation pumped extra strength into her vocal cords.

"And if he comes looking for you, I'll have another slave for my stables," Amanda promised. "What's his name again? Maybe I should just go pick him up now. I'm sure he would look great with a shock collar locked around his neck. Or maybe we could join him up with a couple of other people? The two of you could be sold as a set."

All at once, the girl must've decided that she needed to stay silent. Obviously, a woman like Amanda Verger had the resources to track him down and take him. But would she?

This girl didn't see any other choice. Although she rarely got the opportunity to speak, she now shut her mouth and slammed her teeth together. Then she felt it. There was the bite of the syringe near the back of her neck, and her eyes filled with fear all over again. "No. Please, don't. Please, you can't..." There must've been so much more she meant to say, only Dr. Chen hadn't given her the opportunity. The girl froze in place with that same look of panicked dread on her face.

"Don't worry, ladies and gentlemen. You can certainly alter her features however you like. And if you make this purchase, I would be happy to negotiate for some additional surgeries if there are any modifications you would like to make."

"You're not going to bid?" Susan asked Richard as she turned back to the large man.

Although she didn't admit it to anyone, including her husband, Susan always found something very reassuring about this man. It wasn't just his size or his power. Maybe it was the fact that he wasn't interested in her. All across that room, there were so many individuals who would’ve loved to enslave her. Perhaps that was another element of what made these gatherings so exciting. All across the room, individuals would glance back and forth at one another. Technically, they were all supposed to be strong enough and powerful enough to make something like that impossible.

Then again, wasn't that the hidden secret?

All of these wealthy luminaries had boyfriends or girlfriends, husbands or wives, secret paramores, partners or other associates. Every single one of those individuals probably assumed they were protected. The most naïve believed that the government, ethics, and a sense of basic human decency would have been enough to keep them from ending up in a place like Crestwood Asylum. And yet, they were wrong.

Could the same be true of Amanda Verger's guests and clients...?

Possibly. Probably. Susan didn't have to worry about any of that, not with Richard. He liked men. He liked defiant, disobedient men who could be taken, utterly transformed, and turned into obedient servants. He loved maids, slutty schoolgirls, and eager harem sluts. He loved knowing that their cocks were taken away or locked up in chastity, and their masculinity stripped back until there was just that eager, cloying desperation to serve a real man: Master Richard Dawson.

By now, the auction had turned to the male piece of furniture. The chair stood there, braced with some extra appendages. His gaze remained fixed, and then there was this slight smile on his face. If anything, it reminded Susan vaguely of the Mona Lisa. She figured Dr. Chen had spent a lot of time working on that expression. Then again, she could have been wrong.

"No," Richard said. "The idea of a slave like that is intriguing, but I really do prefer the struggle."

"That makes sense," Susan said even as she thought of some of the games she had played with different servants and slaves. "It's fun when they wiggle, isn't it?" Of course, "wiggling" could mean a lot: struggling, thrashing, screaming, begging or threatening. There were so many different options, so many different possibilities.

Hearing that girl plead had certainly excited Susan. She could feel the damp heat between her legs.

Once the bidding finished on the three pieces of furniture, the curtain was drawn back. Amanda stood up again. She enjoyed a sip from her wine glass, and then she considered her audience. "I want to take this moment to thank everyone. Based on your contributions here tonight, we will be able to add a new wing to the Crestwood Asylum. Consequently, we will have more patients, better equipment, more guests, and so many more opportunities." As she spoke, the passion played across her voice. "Now, let us consider the next slave. I want you to meet Trixie."

One of the curtains pulled back, and that's when Susan saw her.

Right away, she glanced over at her husband.

Trixie had probably been a girl originally. Then again, considering Dr. Chen's talents, it was impossible to be sure either way. Still, there was something feminine about the way she crawled around on the stage. Trapped in a black, leather suit, she had her arms pulled up against her biceps. Her hands were trapped inside by gloves that looked more like paws, and her face was hidden away by the mask that gave her a specifically canine set of features. There was a dog tail that emerged from her ass. Each time she moved, the tail wagged from side to side. Inevitably, it would tease and stimulate her.

Susan found herself glancing over at Mark. Sure enough, he licked his bottom lip. He couldn't help himself. This man had always had a thing for human puppies. Maybe it was the idea of turning a rival into a genuine pet that enticed him. Or maybe there was something about the status of making a person into a "dog". In so many cultures, the dog could be a loyal pet or companion. Or becoming a dog might be one of the worst insults an individual could imagine. Dogs scurried around on the ground. Not only that, they scrabbled for the chance to please and serve their owners, no matter how poorly they might be treated.

"You want her," Susan said to her husband.

"She's intriguing," he admitted, yet he still couldn't pull his eyes away from the stage.

"You should be careful, Susan. A man like Mark might decide he’d like to see a collar around your neck," came another voice. It was Lucy.

Susan smiled. She shook her head from side to side. "No. My husband knows how things work between us. Isn't that right, Mark?"

"Absolutely," he said.

Richard couldn't help but overhear the hushed conversation, "Are you sure about that, young man? All too often, men say one thing when they mean something else completely."

"Yes," Mark said, gritting his teeth. He forced his jaw to relax; as his wife, Susan knew exactly how to read this man. Occasionally, she considered her husband's secret desires. Yes, she was still a young woman who’d hoped for a permanent relationship, but she also tried to be a realist. She had to recognize that people could be selfish. Besides, she had only been with Mark for a couple of years. Maybe something would change. She wasn't some schoolgirl who'd lose herself to fantasies of a lifetime together. The idea was nice, and she could appreciate it, and she loved the concept of loyalty, yet people could be erratic, cruel, and vindictive. She needed to remember that. She always needed to remember that. Unlike so many other women, she wouldn't allow herself to become dependent on her husband, no matter how much she cared about him.

Perhaps Mark needed to distract himself because he glanced back at Lucy. "What about you, girl? Maybe you would like to become a pet some day? I think you’d look amazing on your hands and knees.”

Lucy snorted.

"What's wrong? You don't have a witty rejoinder this time?" Mark taunted her.

"I'm simply trying to enjoy the auction," Lucy said even as she watched Trixie crawl around on the stage in front of the audience. At that point, the dog stopped, and she lifted her elbows up. She was whimpering now. She stuck out her tongue, and she looked so adorable. She could chase after balls, roll around, or beg for treats just like that.

"Are you worried?"

If Lucy had refused to answer him, then maybe the rest of the auction would have proceeded normally. Instead, the attorney turned back, and she looked right at him, "Worried?"

"Are you worried?" Mark repeated. "Are you worried that if I got you into a leather suit just like that one, I'd be able to train you? You can tell everyone that you're a lesbian, but maybe you’re just scared that a real man could take you hard and put you in your place. I bet that's it. That's it, isn't it?"

"Screw you," she growled. "You have no idea what you're talking about, and I bet you can't even keep your wife satisfied."

"What did you say to me?" Mark snapped, his voice rising.

"You heard me," Lucy said. "I bet you can't keep your wife satisfied. If you look around, there aren't many married couples here. Perhaps she's just shopping for a better guy. Maybe she’ll find him. Maybe she'll just date him. Who knows? But I bet Susan is ready for someone real." Lucy smiled back at Susan. "Maybe you need to spend some time with a woman?"

"You wouldn't know what to do with her," Mark said.

"I bet you can't even make her come," Lucy said with a smirk. Then she glanced over at Mark and winked. "Do you think you could ever compete with a woman? No. You couldn't. You don't know what it's like. You're probably boring and selfish." She clicked her tongue and shook her head.

"You stupid bitch. How dare you talk to me like that?" Mark roared.

"Is there a problem?"

“Is there a problem?”

It was a simple question composed of just four words.

Amanda Verger had just spoken, and now everyone seemed to instinctively separate themselves away from Lucy, Mark, and Susan. Blanching, Susan lifted her hand and tried to cover her face. Part of her wanted to retreat back, and hide in the crowd, yet everyone knew her here. They knew she was married to Mark.

Mark hardly paid any attention. He stepped toward Lucy, and the young woman raised her hand, only to point back at their hostess. All at once, he seemed to realize the kind of mistake he had made. He spun around, and he coughed to clear his throat.

Before Mark or Lucy could try to say anything, Amanda called out, "I asked you a question. Is there a problem?"

"No problem," Mark said quickly.

"No," Lucy agreed. "There isn't an issue."

"That's funny," Amanda said. "Because it sounded like he was trying to get you to admit that you would be a good puppy, and you questioned his manhood," Amanda replied.

"I, I…" For the first time in her life, Lucy didn't know how to answer. As an attorney, she was always supposed to have a response for any inquiry or argument. That was her job. But right then and there, her center chilled, and she didn't know what to do.

Mark was struggling with the exact same problem. His heart was probably pounding, but he didn't know what to do. As a man, he probably boasted about how he was bold and brave and could handle any situation. But in that instant, he faced Amanda Verger, and that was enough to make him freeze in place.

"You know, I don't like it when my guests fight amongst themselves. So perhaps we need to resolve the situation."

Mark tried to speak, but it was Lucy, who cleared her throat, straightened her back, and asked politely, "What did you have in mind?"

"If I have two guests who are arguing amongst themselves, what can we do to solve the situation?" Amanda Verger was cruel and loved punishments.

Susan imagined Verger inviting Mark and Lucy up to be whipped, caned, slapped, or otherwise punished.

"How about a wager?" Susan blinked, surprised to realize that she was the one who had spoken. Mark always loved gambling. Granted, he was generally quite good at maintaining himself. He didn't chase after runs of good or bad luck. With that in mind, she figured this would be enough to settle the situation and get back to the auction.

"I like that idea," Amanda said. "After we sell this puppy, I have two slaves who are coming out. They have both been thoroughly trained, and they are eager to demonstrate their worth. They understand that they need to find good owners. So now, we have a little game."

A murmur ran through the crowd. Excited whispers cut across the air. They only stopped when Amanda spoke again, "The game is simple. Lucy, you shall pick a slave. Mark, you will have the other slave. The winner will be the woman or man who chooses the slave that can endure for the longest without making a sound. The individual who cannot pick the winner will be defeated and suffer the consequences."

Mark turned back to Lucy. His eyes sparkled with mischievous delight. He was enjoying this, Susan quickly realized. At the same time, his wife experienced this little flutter of nervous energy deep within her stomach. Was he really going to do this?

At the very least, Susan had saved her husband from a public whipping.

More importantly, Lucy asked the most pertinent question, "And what are the terms of this bet? What happens to the loser?"

"Enslavement," Amanda announced.

Apparently, that was too much for many of the guests. They were whispering back and forth again, frantic.

Several people were asking, "Can she do that? Can she really do that?"

"Enslavement," Amanda Verger repeated. And that was all it took. At once, everyone in the ballroom recognized the truth. Yes. If this woman decided to enslave someone, she could make it happen, no matter who they happened to be.

Susan almost expected some kind of rebellion or act of defiance from the gathered notables. Instead, they continued to watch. Several women and men were licking their lips, eager to see what might transpire next. No one searched for a way out; no one long for an exit...not even Mark or Lucy.

"Temporary, of course," Verger said. "I’ll leave it to the two of you to decide the duration.”

"Temporary?" Mark snorted. "You're lucky, Lucy. You're only going to be my cock sucking bitch for a little while."

"That's never going to happen," Lucy promised.

"If you're so sure, then maybe we should go for a couple of weeks. Think you could handle that?"

"Weeks? Is that what you say when you’re scared?" Lucy demanded.

"Months," he corrected.

"What's wrong? You don't want to be my houseboy for years?"

"Make it permanent," Mark growled. "I want a collar around your neck, and I want to know that I'm going to be able to turn you into a dumb, simpering little bimbo forever. You’ll be nothing but my fucktoy, Lucy. You could go to work with me, and I’ll keep you as a plaything. I’ll share you with my friends and associates. I’ll let my interns do whatever they want with you. You are going to be mine."

"Permanent slavery," Lucy agreed.

"Permanent slavery," Amanda said. "Let's finish the bidding and begin the game!"

"Bold," Richard said. Even as he spoke, he glanced over at Lucy, then Mark.

For her part, Susan quickly leaned over, and she grabbed onto her husband's arm. "What the hell was that?" His wife tightened her grip. "Are you insane?"

"Insane? Just think about it. Lucy is loaded. We could have all of her assets, plus we could keep that girl in a nice little maid uniform."

"Do you realize what kind of risk you're taking?"

"It’s going to be fine," he said with a dismissive wave.

"Mark, I'm talking to you," she said as he turned away and focused his gaze on the stage. Sure enough, different individuals were bidding for the puppy girl. How much would Trixie fetch? Everyone seemed intrigued by the question, yet they were surely thinking about Lucy and Mark and what might happen next.

That would be the most important story to come out of tonight’s festivities.

"Two hundred and fifty thousand for the dog," Amanda said. "Not bad. Now, I wish to demonstrate the skills of Jessica and Anthony. Just in case anyone was wondering, they're twins. The exact same age. The exact same upbringing. In fact, Dr. Chen has used them for several fascinating experiments. In particular, she's interested in the relationship between nature and nurture. If you're intrigued, I can have one of my service staff send you her report, and conclusions."

Moment by moment, the audience gazed up at the pair of slaves. At the same time, there were other hushed whispers among the crowd.

Verger took a moment, and then she surprised everyone, "Lucy. Mark. Would you care to reconsider? You play with dangerous terms here tonight. I want everyone to know that I have been fair with both of you. I don't want anyone to accuse me of manipulating you."

Susan started to turn toward her husband, and she meant to grab his arm and to tell him that he needed to back down. Permanent slavery? Really? Even if a bunch of people in his industry recognized him as a maverick who enjoyed taking risks, there was no way he could actually wager something like his freedom. After all, he had been here before. He understood what happened to the patients at the Crestwood Asylum.

Before Susan could snag his attention and talk to him, he straightened his back and called out, "I'm going to win."

"And if you do not win, you will face permanent slavery," said their hostess.

"Fine with me," he said.

"Me too," Lucy called out, although she didn't sound quite as bold or brazen.

"Ladies and gentlemen, you hear it for yourselves. The winner goes free.”

"Let's get started!" someone shouted out. Then again, it didn't take much to sound enthusiastic when that person wasn't risking anything.

Susan bit down. At the same time, frustration flooded through her body. She could feel it behind her eyes, down along the back of her neck, deep within her chest, and all along her limbs. Again and again, she tried to think of what she could say to her husband to get him to change his mind. Didn't he see the danger? Didn't he recognize just how reckless this would be?

The two slaves were pushed forward. A pair of orderlies took position to their left and right.

"Lucy, which slave will represent you?"

"The woman," Lucy said simply. She didn't raise her voice, but everyone had gone silent as they waited to see how the game would play out. "Women are always stronger," Lucy declared as she glanced back at Mark.

"That's fine with me," he said.

"The man shall be caned first," Verger decided.

"No problem," Lucy mumbled.

Another service boy appeared. He rolled a spanking bench out onto the stage, and the orderlies went to work, grabbing the boy and shoving him down into position. He was already naked. But now, he was braced against his chest with his legs spread and his arms, the crooks of his elbows, the joints in his knees, and his ankles were all tied to that small piece of furniture.

"Yasmin, go ahead and punish this boy. Make him sing for us," Verger ordered. By “sing,” she meant “scream”.

Another girl appeared on the stage. This one wore a shock collar and a silvery dress that highlighted the curves of her waist. Her skirt was short and only made it a couple of inches down the length of her legs. She held onto a cane, and Mark chuckled. "That girl isn’t going to be able to do much," he whispered to Susan. "We've got this." Then, because he was the kind of bastard who really couldn't help himself, he turned back to Lucy. "What are you thinking? Dog? Slut? Maybe I should turn you into a pony? My wife would love to have one. Besides, I can still take you out to the corral and bend you over a fence and fuck you hard."

"That or I'm going to sell you off as a sissy," she said. "Maybe then, you’d start to be attractive to me?" Lucy shrugged as though she didn't really care. "Or maybe I will just sell you to some brothel in Bangkok or Hanoi? I bet you sucky-sucky so good all night,” Lucy taunted him with exaggerated sincerity.

"Never," he said.

"You could always sell him to me," Richard said.

Mark blanched. Just a second ago, perfect confidence and arrogance had been written across his face. Only now, he glanced up at the taller man, and some of the color dissipated from his cheeks. Mark couldn't help it. Susan exhaled through her teeth. If the stakes hadn't been so important, then maybe she wouldn't have really worried about it. Richard could intimidate her husband. Cool. Whatever.

"Yeah," Lucy purred. "What do you think of that, Mark?"

"That's not funny," Mark said, addressing Richard.

The bigger, taller, powerfully built man let his gaze slide up and down the length of Mark’s frame. He didn't say anything, yet there was that chuckle rumbling from deep within his chest.

"It’s going to be fine," Susan said.

At that moment, she was planning out how this could play out. If Lucy lost, then Mark would be able to play with her for a couple of days. After that, he would start to get bored. From there, Susan could convince him to free her.

On stage, the first strike landed.

Yasmin, the enslaved trainer, held on tight to the cane. She had struck once. The boy didn't make a sound. She struck again. The boy remained silent. She swung, and the stiff wood thwacked down hard against his unprotected flesh. Red lines were probably crisscrossing the curves of his ass in the backs of his legs. Even so, the naked slave didn't react.

Susan watched, entranced.

Of course, she had watched young women and men get caned before. In fact, she understood just how exquisite the pleas and begging could be, especially when that way or girl in question might be yanking and twisting against her bonds.

Although the slave had been strapped in, Anthony didn't try to break free. Rather, he stared straight ahead, looking past the crowd as though they didn't exist at all. He had been trained. He had been broken, and now he would demonstrate his skills. Anything less had become completely unacceptable.

He was so thoroughly trained that he recognized his status. In his old life, his name had been Anthony. Maybe he had been a college student, or he worked at some start-up, or he had hoped to travel the world and explore. One way or another, he and his sister had ended up here.

Susan wondered if maybe Jessica had originally betrayed  her brother. Maybe she tried to sell him off, only to get swept up in the transaction as well. Perhaps she had demanded too much money from Amanda Verger, thus making her an enemy and voiding her status as a person in the process. Or maybe it was an entirely different story.

As hard as she tried, Susan couldn't enjoy the show. The boy took another smack from the cane. The stiff wood slammed down, striking and jolting him with one burst of pain after another.

By now, she had lost track of just how many he had endured.

Ten?

Fifteen?

More?

His torturer, Yasmin, continued to strike, going harder and faster now. Out in the crowd, there were whispers. Different individuals were wondering whether or not this was acceptable. Maybe Yasmin was going soft on the boy?

But then, his eyes were watering, and his bottom lip began to shake. Although Anthony clearly did his absolute best to impress his potential owners, he couldn't fight back forever. The psychological barriers he had built up over the course of his training began to crack. They started to break.

She struck again.

He cried out.

He made that quick, shocked gasp.

And then he went slack.

"Seventeen," Amanda Verger announced. "Not bad. Jessica, take your brother's place. It's time for us to turn that backside a beautiful shade of red."

"Yes, Mistress," Jessica called out. Her brother stumbled away from the spanking bench once he had been freed. He stood off to the side, his body trembling. Even so, he maintained his position with his arms locked behind his back.

Jessica took his place.

Another girl stepped forward. This one wore a dark green dress. Like Yasmin's, it clung to her body, showing off her curves. From her cleavage to her legs, her slender ankles and her toned calves, she looked amazing. Lots of guys and some of the girls were probably thinking about what it would be like to purchase that young woman.

"Tara, have fun," commanded the hostess.

"Yes, Mistress," said the girl. She now held onto the cane.

Could this girl take eighteen strikes of the cane?

That was the question. That was the only question.

Because she couldn't help herself, Susan reached over, and she grabbed her husband's hand. She squeezed. He glanced back at her and smiled.

"It's fine," he reassured her. "It's going to be fine." If he had uttered those words to any other person, they would have believed him. It could have been a business associate, an employee, supplier, anyone. But Susan knew her husband quite well. She could see the tension playing down along his neck as his muscles clenched.

"It's going to be fine," she agreed.

Tara swung down hard. Everyone in the room could hear that crack of impact. The cane struck again and again, coming in a quick succession. Mark and Lucy both stared. They watched and waited. At this moment, they couldn't turn back.

Mark kept his focus locked on the girl. The enslaved twin, Jessica, focused just as her brother had done. Clearly, she had been taught to follow commands. If their owners didn't want her to make a sound, then she needed to remain silent for as long as possible. Once, when she had first been captured, maybe she would have screamed and thrashed, bucking from side to side as she tried to insist that they had to free her just like so many other patients before her.

Right then and there, she kept working to maintain her focused, resolved expression. Her eyes were wet, and tears streamed down her cheeks. As far as Mark was concerned, that was an excellent sign. The pain would overwhelm her. She would lose control, and she’d let go. She would cry out. She would whimper, mewl, or scream. The exact noise didn't matter, so long as she made it.

Come on. Come on, you stupid bitch. Come on. You can't take it. You can't handle it. You're not as strong as your brother. That's fine. Just scream!

Even as those thoughts pulsed behind his eyes, he thought like a strategist. In business, he constantly searched for new approaches to various markets, negotiating tactics with suppliers, and different inducements he might use to secure the cooperation of his rivals. That's why he was tempted to straighten his back and call out, "Jessica, if you scream out right now, I’ll buy you and free you!”

Of course, that would have qualified as cheating.

If he had tried it, he had no idea how Verger would react. Perhaps she would be amused, smile, and watch to see if his gambit would play out as expected. It seemed just as likely that she would declare him the automatic loser. He would default, consequently losing everything.

Fifteen...

...Sixteen...

The seventeenth blow landed, and the girl lost control. Just like her brother, Jessica screamed out. She cried, her face crumbling as the agony played across her features.

Oddly enough, both Lucy and Mark looked back and forth at one another. "What just happened?" Lucy needed to know.

"A tie?"

"Then we need a tiebreaker," she said.

Mark agreed. For once, he didn't want to argue with the lawyer. Instead, he turned back to Amanda Verger off on her stage as she stood in front of her throne. "We need a tiebreaker!" He tried to smile even as he shouted, “Let’s get another couple of slaves out there! Let’s see who screams first!”

Verger didn't speak. Instead, she gazed out at the crowd. To most of the observers, her expression seemed defused, like she wasn't focused on any one individual in particular. But for both Lucy and Mark, it felt different. They could both sense the weight of her eyes on them. This was a dangerous woman, someone who could shift entire economies and national governments with just a few words here or there.

At this point, Mark knew he needed to speak. Lucy must have felt the same way. Even so, they both remained silent.

Hushed whispers passed back and forth as everyone tried to figure out what was going to happen. Then again, there wasn't any kind of real excitement thrumming along the air at this point since the game would be extended. That probably sounded like fun to most members of the audience. And yet, Amanda started to smile.

"The terms were clear," she said. "The wager's victor had to choose the slave capable of exceeding his or her rival."

"But they had a tie!" someone cried out.

Lucy, as a lawyer, studied rules all the time. Whether those rules related to cards, board games, or national laws, it didn't matter. Right away, she realized how she had slipped. The color drained away from her face as the revelation slammed into her.

"Oh no," she whispered.

Normally, he would have enjoyed that look of discomfiture spreading across her beautiful face, but Mark instead asked, "What? What is it?"

Amanda made the pronouncement, "Neither of the players chose the winning slave. We don't have a winning slave. As such, we only have two losers."

"What?" Susan asked. She glanced back at her husband. Mark stared right back at her because he couldn't figure it out either. After all, he had taken risks throughout his life, and he almost always won. Of course, there had been delays or minor failures here or there, yet he had always been certain of his own success. If he pushed hard enough and maneuvered or negotiated, then he could always get what he wanted.

Until now.

"Both Lucy and Mark have failed. Both of them are now forfeit. Both of them shall be taken into my custody and sold as slaves."

That's when the orderlies pushed their way through the crowds.

At first, there were ripples of confusion. But then a couple people out in the audience began to laugh.

“Ha! The bitch deserves it!”

“That boy’s going to look amazing on his knees!”

Mark turned, and he saw a big group with a tall, bulky man striding forward. For a moment, he thought of Richard, but the other patron had stepped off to the side and crossed his arms over his chest as he seemed to be lost in thought.

Four powerful arms grabbed Market by his shoulders and wrists. They shoved him forward; they forced him through the crowd and up onto the stage. Within seconds, he saw that Lucy received the exact same treatment.

Both the professional investor and lawyer were shoved down onto their knees. Not only that, Mark could feel the restraints. A set of shackles soon encircled his wrists. Another set locked around his ankles, and those chains were hooked together, meaning he could no longer stand on his own. Worst of all, he felt the collar.

They had the temerity to slide a collar around his neck! He didn't get to see who had done it. On some level, he couldn't keep up with these developments.

Everything was happening far too quickly, and he didn't know how to catch up. After all, these developments were supposed to be impossible. He was an owner. He was an investor and a successful leader in his industry. People respected him. There was no way he could be on that stage with a collar around his neck.

So much could change in less than a minute. He experienced it for himself, yet he didn't know how to catch up.

"Before we begin the auction, should we hear what kind of sounds they can make?"

Forgetting about the chains behind his back or locked around his legs, Mark attempted to stand up. He started to rise, so one of the handlers off to the side activated his shock collar.

Perhaps he had wondered what it might feel like from time to time. Generally speaking, however, he had concentrated on the objects of his torment. In particular, he loved hearing the pretty girls. They could scream and squeal, beg and plead. So often, they offered any number of favors, so long as he didn't hit that button or issue the command.

This time, the prongs pressed up against the side of his throat activated, unleashing a burst of miniature lightning. Electricity sizzled across his skin, forcing him to scream.

A moment later, Lucy cried out as well. She whimpered, and those desperate sounds darted across the air. If he had been in the audience and not on that stage, then he probably would have enjoyed those sounds.

"Let's start with the boy first," Amanda said.

Let's start with the boy first.

Susan heard those words, and her heart started pounding faster and faster. Adrenaline sang through her veins, not that she knew what to do with this extra energy. Some mammalian instinct grabbed her: fight or flight. She had to do something. But what? This was a freaking auction.

She sucked in a breath, forced herself to relax, and recalled what it was like to be back at her prestigious boarding schools and then in those expensive universities. Specifically, she had taken tests. She had dealt with stressful situations like this before.

She needed to relax.

She needed to concentrate.

The bidding had begun.

Amanda ran the auction this time. She called out the numbers.

Seven hundred.

Eight hundred.

Nine hundred.

One.

One? At first, Susan genuinely didn't understand, and then the reality hit her: one million dollars. Her husband, Mark, was now on sale on that stage, and someone had already offered to pay one million dollars.

The moisture drained away from her mouth. Yes, they were quite wealthy, but most of their assets were locked away in various equity and option positions. According to Mark, they didn't want to hold onto hard cash, even with interest rates so high. He always bragged about how much more he could make in the public and private markets. Saved money, at least as far as he had been concerned, was just wasted potential.

Still, Susan jumped through the calculations. She didn't need to pull out her phone or to log into any of her accounts to figure out just how much liquidity they had at their disposal.

"One two," she called out.

"One five," said someone else, jumping the bid.

Fuck.

Susan didn't know what to do about that. She couldn't believe it.

"One eight!" she shouted, understanding full well that this was the best they could do. If she moved around all of their money, she could get those digits together, and then her husband would come back to her.

With a ferocious grin on her face, Amanda Verger remarked to her followers, "Going once? Going twice?"

"Two five," announced another voice. His words roared across the air.

Two million, five hundred thousand dollars. Master Richard Dawson stood there with a victorious look on his face even as the others cleared away. Yes, the individuals arrayed at this party had a great deal of money, but they weren't accustomed to dropping these amounts on slaves.

Amanda answered, "Sold."

For several long seconds, Susan couldn't believe it. Her vision fluttered at the edges of her sight, like her brain didn't know how to process anything that had just transpired.

This couldn't be real, she told herself. This couldn't actually be happening. Again and again, she tried to find some gap in the logic, some reason or excuse for what she was seeing.

And yet…

It was real.

It actually happened.

Her idiotic husband had taken another stupid risk, and now it finally knocked him down.

She knew she was supposed to be terrified for him. Worry should’ve shriveled her insides…and it did, but those other feelings stubbornly refused to go away. He was a slave. He was up there, and there was that look of abject fear that played across his handsome face. All at once, she decided she hated it. This was Mark, after all. He was supposed to be smart and strong. His cunning ruthlessness was supposed to make sure that nothing like this could ever happen to either of them. And yet, he had fallen hard and fast.

Without thinking, she turned back to Richard. Tentatively, she reached out, and she put her hand on his shoulder. It wasn't a seductive gesture. On the contrary, she was just scared as she looked back at him, "I, I know you're going to want to use him. But please. Please, can I buy him from you?"

Richard turned, and he looked down at her, not unkindly. "Susan, you’re a beautiful and smart woman. You still have plenty of connections, and I'm sure you can find someone better."

"What?" Susan whispered, only then Verger's voice cut across the air again. "How many of you would like the chance to bid on Lucy?"

A roar of approval exploded across the air.

Susan knew she was supposed to be concerned about her friend. She cared about Lucy; she liked her. The lawyer could have a sharp tongue sometimes, yet she was still compelling and interesting. Just as importantly, Susan worked to see more women succeed all across the world. Maybe she didn't identify as some aggressively ardent feminist, yet she recognized the simple truth that men still held way too much power.

That particular detail had never bothered Mark. Each time she had mentioned it to him, he had shrugged, saying something along the lines of, "So what? Women have all of the same opportunities as men." Each time he uttered those words, she had gotten infuriated.

Only now, Verger had another idea, "Or…"

Another hush fell across the audience.

She continued, grinning again, "Or we could try something else. Lucy here is a beautiful lesbian. Lucy, have you ever been with a man?"

The attorney didn't answer right away. And when she did, she growled back, "What does it matter?"

Amanda nodded toward one of her associates, so they shocked the lawyer. In a courtroom, Lucy could be fierce and unstoppable. But this wasn't a court. Verger was the Queen here, and she wouldn't tolerate that kind of defiance or disrespect.

"Lucy, have you ever been with a man?"

"No…" Lucy admitted this time.

"And why is that?"

Lucy's brows creased with confusion. Clearly, she didn't understand where this was going or what this was supposed to mean. At the same time, she would have to figure it out soon enough. If she was sold off to any individual in that crowd, she could become a sexual plaything. All of her independence, free will, and strength could be stripped away. With a shock collar around her neck, any man would be able to claim her as they wished. They could turn her into a cocksucking slut...exactly as Mark had suggested.

Behind her clever eyes, she must have been thinking about something she could do or say to win her freedom. As hard as she tried, she couldn't come up with anything. Normally, she reveled in discovering those unbreakable lines of logic to win any argument. But at that moment, she knew that she had to collar around her neck, the metal manacles on her wrists and the shackles around her ankles. At least she wasn't naked.

Realizing she had to answer one way or the other, Lucy gulped, and then she glared back at the audience before turning back to Amanda Verger. "I’m a lesbian. I'm a lesbian, and I never want to be with a man." She spat out those words. In particular, that last idea seemed especially repellent to her.

"Who thinks we can convert her? Who thinks we can fix her?" Amanda asked.

The notion of seeing Lucy sold off like a piece of property had excited so many different people in the audience. But now, Amanda Verger suggested something different, something even better. This wouldn’t be a simple violation. No. It would completely rewrite this girl's personality. Lucy had been coming to these gatherings for more than two years, meaning she had a reputation. Everyone there knew her. They recognized her power and influence. Perhaps she wasn't a CEO, yet she understood what it took to navigate the halls of power. Although most of the individuals there didn't like to think about it, the judiciary still held so much sway over so many different aspects of modern life. A bad ruling here or there could derail plans or objectives and ambitions in so many different ways.

But now, this girl could experience something amazing.

"Fix her! Fix her! Fix her!" shouted the crowd. As the seconds tumbled by, Lucy couldn't hear any distinctive voices. Her peers had been given a choice, and they just made it.

There was nothing she could do about it.

Susan had to try again. She didn't see any choice. She approached Richard at the end of the night. At that moment, she didn't even know what had happened to Mark and Lucy. The orderlies had gone up onto the stage, picking up both slaves and dragging them off. For all she knew, something terrible had already transpired.

Forcing herself to calm down, Susan didn't think that was actually the case, not yet, not so soon.

"Can we talk?" Susan asked. She found Richard off to the side, chatting with a couple of young women.

"Absolutely," he said politely. "Ladies, if you could excuse us…" Once the girls left, Susan drew in a breath, and she tried to think of her prepared remarks. She had been thinking about this for the last hour.

Before she could shape another syllable, Richard cut her off, "I know what you're about to say, but I've already made up my mind. Mark is an exquisite specimen, and I look forward to having some fun with him."

"What, what are you going to do?"

"My dear, you know what I do with boys, don't you?"

Susan swallowed.

Her tastes and Richard’s had always been quite distinct, so she hadn't paid too much attention to him. Still, she had picked up on a few of the whispers.

Master Richard Dawson took several quick heartbeats to consider whether or not he should tell her the truth. And then, he settled on a compromise, “Susan, do you really want to know?”

“Yes. I do,” she promised him. “Tell me. Please?” Even as she spoke, she could feel that desperation rush through her body. She didn’t like it. Normally, she preferred to provoke fear in her toys and playthings. But right then and there, she understood that Richard could do whatever he wished.

“Very well,” he allowed. “I’m going to have some fun with my new slave. I’m going to use him. I’m going to take him hard. And after I’ve sampled those delights, especially in terms of his mouth and ass, I’m going to work on him with Dr. Chen.”

“Dr. Chen?” Susan squeaked. She had contemplated the surgeon before, of course. Everyone at the auction had. Knowing Amanda Verger also meant being aware of her chief physician. Dr. Chen, creative and cruel, had a wicked reputation. She was the woman who could turn an executive into a sissy slave, a feminist into a human dog crawling and barking on the floor, or a scientist into an obedient and stupidly eager slave. She had accomplished so much. Most of all, it seemed to be a passion for her. She loved her work.

Presumably, Dr. Chen received incredible levels of compensation for all of her hard work. And yet, there were those other rumors and possibilities; perhaps Dr. Chen didn’t care about money and only yearned for access to advanced operating rooms and the constant stream of new test subjects that a woman like Amanda Verger could provide.

“No…” Susan whispered.

“Yes,” he said. “Tonight, I’m going to have him taken back to my suite, and I’m going to use him hard. I’m going to make sure that he understands his place. Would you like to watch?”

By habit, Lucy tried to come up with an argument. She attempted to summon some string of logic, some set of words, some idea or supposition that would give her the leverage she needed.

Normally, it was easy. Of course, some cases were more difficult than others. She remembered how she defended an oil pipeline company. The CEO had decided to make his company more “efficient” by firing more than half of their safety inspectors. The investors had been happy, and the stock price went up. Without the proper safety checks, one of their pipelines ignited. According to locals, the fireball had been visible for miles. Twenty workers died, and the environmental toll on the local area had been brutal. A national park, one that helped support the nearby town with tourist dollars, had nearly been destroyed.

Behind closed doors and especially within the privacy of her own thoughts, she understood that the company was liable by virtually every legal definition.

Too bad.

She had gone through the briefs, the reports, and everything she could find. And then she spotted it. After several weeks of hunting, Lucy had tracked down a small, legal technicality. It was a question of the statute and how it had been written. She argued for a specific interpretation, and she made it work for the judge. (At the same time, she had secretly wondered whether or not the judge had been bribed by agents from the corporation.)

Her stratagem worked beautifully.

The company had technically been found to be “at fault,” meaning they had to pay out twelve thousand dollars in restitution. Those dollars had been evenly divided between injured workers, the families of the dead, and the local town. In turn, her firm had been paid more than one hundred million. Considering they had shielded the company from fifteen billion in potential liabilities, it had been an excellent deal for the CEO, an individual who retained his position even as the stock price rose again after the short-sellers got burned.

That case had been incredibly difficult. She remembered her boss handing it off to her and the leering smile on that woman’s face. “Good luck,” she had intoned with the singsong teasing of a woman who thought this would be the end of Lucy’s career.

But Lucy had discovered that opening. She had exploited it with expert precision. Most importantly, she won.

For her, nothing else mattered.

Except now, Lucy found herself naked, collared, gagged, and bound in a rectangular cage. Horizontal bars dominated her vision. Worse, restraints encircled her wrists and ankles. When those leather straps first touched her skin, she had automatically thought of dolls and how they’d get strapped into their boxes with plastic twists.

When she saw some of the slaves, Lucy had tried to talk to them. She had attempted to gesture, flexing her fingers and doing her best to point up toward her mouth.

The service boys and girls who saw her hadn’t responded, of course. Those individuals had been trained. If even a single, defiant impulse had still lurked behind their eyes or between her ears, they would have been trapped in straitjackets and kept in one of the cells elsewhere at the asylum. These slaves had been programmed, so they served. They’d been broken, so they never questioned their orders.

Still, Lucy kept trying. Again and again, she cried out. She tried to shout.

Her eyes watered. She wasn’t used to this kind of humiliation or powerlessness.

Normally, she had options at her disposal. Normally, she could think through the different possibilities as she considered what she might say. As far as she was concerned, the law was a question of gameplay and strategy. She needed to make a series of rhetorical choices in order to get exactly what she desired. Under normal circumstances, she could make it work. She always had before. Whether that meant dominating her exams, her internships, or those first tentative steps she had taken into the professional world. Each time, she had known what to do and what to say. Perhaps there had been mistakes along the way here or there, yet she had always recovered from those small stumbles.

This time, she couldn’t do anything! She didn’t have any choices. She was simply stuck inside of that cage, so Lucy had become an object.

Naked and bound, she had nothing at her disposal. Whether she liked it or not, every choice had been stripped away.

She tried to bite down into the gag, although she wasn’t sure what she hoped that might accomplish. The rubber ball stretched slightly under her incisors and canines. At the same time, she wondered what the others would be saying about this.

She had friends out in that crowd. Then again, individuals like her didn’t see “friendship” the same way as most regular individuals out in the wider world. Although she had watched the movies and heard the songs about people taking care of one another, Lucy and Susan had a lot in common. Their personal beliefs aligned. They both thought of themselves as realists.

Friendship was an illusion. It was a small comfort. There were allies, enemies, and the irrelevant. That was about it.

For a long time, she remained there within her cage resting on the floor. Then a couple of orderlies came by, and she tried to call out again. She squealed and shouted. She made all of those incoherent noises.

The men glanced down at her.

“Think I can make her come in that cage?” one of them asked.

Lucy’s eyes widened. Frightened and frenzied disbelief tightened inside her head.

Plenty of guys had propositioned her. It happened first in high school. Even back then, she had known what she wanted.

Even as a little girl, she began to notice the difference between her and so many other classmates.

As a little girl, she had loved pink and princess movies just like so many of her classmates. But little by little, she realized she had never been intrigued by the princes or heroes. Instead, her eyes were always drawn to the girls. There was something about their hair, their eyes, the shapes of their faces, the breadth of their shoulders, their hips and breasts…They intrigued her. They fascinated her. Even before her sex drive had awoken, she learned to recognize and enjoy those desires.

In high school, she tentatively started to consider the possibility of dating a girl. Like so many other nascent lesbians, she had wondered if this might be some kind of phase. Or maybe, as a couple of people accused her, she only did it to get more attention. It was a common enough tactic. A couple of girls could be at a party, and they would get tipsy, and one of the guys would suggest something like, “Hey, Lucy. Wouldn’t it be funny if you started making out with Jennifer?” Normally, Lucy didn’t bother with the boys. Most of them were obnoxious, smelly, gross or all of the above. They stank, and most of them were idiots anyway. The boys simply had nothing she wanted. For the most part, they weren’t bad people. She had to acknowledge that. And yet, there were also those athletes and idiots, the guys who thought they could laugh their way through life. Even in high school, Lucy recognized how much she wanted to work. Maybe she hadn’t picked her vocation quite yet, but that would come soon enough.

Despite all of this, she could enjoy the boys’ taunts since they gave her an excuse. Lucy sometimes smiled at the thought of her first kiss.

She leaned in tentatively. Music had been playing off in the distance. There were people watching, but she hadn’t cared. And she stretched forward toward that pretty sophomore with her eyes open, she had gently touched her lips to Sara’s. They kissed, and Lucy had fought hard not to lose control. After all, it would have been so simple to lean in harder, to press her mouth against that beautiful girl’s lips, and lose herself to the easy rhythm, the tantalizing warmth, and those addictive sensations.

And yet, that night, she had gone home, and she had showered, and she climbed into bed. With every step, she had assumed she would start to get tired. The exhaustion was supposed to sweep through her, especially since she had been taking Honors and AP classes. Fatigue had been a constant companion through most of high school.

Instead, a spark of excitement had kept her awake. And then, unsure of herself, she had slipped her hand down into her panties. Spreading her legs, she brushed her middle fingers along her slit and explored. She had touched herself, not sure of what she really expected to happen.

And then the desires awoke.

At first, she aimed for the “normal” fantasies one last time. She attempted to think of some boy. It didn’t work. She jumped over to a celebrity. Nope. Nothing. He couldn’t do it for her.

Sara.

Thoughts of that beautiful girl made Lucy’s mouth water. Her body responded. Excitement flooded through her system. She hadn’t been able to help it. Programmed by desires she could scarcely comprehend, she threw herself into those impulses. She pictured holding Sara’s hand, tugging her in close, and gently kissing her again. Lucy ached to grip Sara by her hair, to fondle her breasts, and to glide her fingers along her bare skin. She pictured Sara between her legs, licking eagerly, her tongue lapping against Lucy’s slit.

Through all of this, no man had ever touched her. Maybe there had been an awkward hug here or there, but she had always been with women, only women, exclusively women.

And now, Lucy tried to lift her head. She bumped the top of her face against one of those horizontal bars as she let her eyes glide down along the length of her body. Past her mounds, the flat of her stomach, and her pubic hair, she couldn’t see her slit. She dropped back down, and that’s when the orderly chuckled.

“What do you think of that, slut? Would you like an orgasm before Chen gets her hands on you?”

“Hands? I bet the doc uses a scalpel tonight.”

Lucy didn’t know what to do.

If she shook her head from side to side, that probably would have provoked them. These guys would decide it would be funny to make the lesbian slut come, especially if she really hated the concept.

It sounded silly, and she hated the simplicity, yet Lucy had to attempt some reverse psychology instead. She nodded her head down and up.

If she had been allowed to speak, then she could have come up with something clever and far more effective.

“Okay,” he said.

She didn’t humiliate herself by looking shocked. Instead, Lucy glared up at him. For one, two, perhaps even three full seconds, Lucy maintained some neutral expression as though this didn’t really affect or influence her. Her bland neutrality didn’t last long.

The orderly reached down between her legs. He had easy access, and she couldn’t bring her knees together. She couldn’t cross her limbs or try to hide her slit. Her body was on display, and now that man started to touch her. He probably made just a little bit more than minimum wage, and she would have disregarded him at any other moment in her life.

But right then and there, that leering laborer grinned with his compatriots. Now he had his hand pressed up against her mound, and he began to touch her. His digit started to play along her slit.

In those opening seconds, the lawyer tried so hard to resist. Lucy battled back her body’s natural responses.

But he touched her. Far worse, he actually seemed to know what he was doing. At first, he caressed her crevice. Then he went in deeper, and he explored and probed. He touched her as he learned of the contours of her body. Moment by moment, he worked on figuring out exactly what she might like.

She bit down, her eyes watered and widened at the same time. Lucy shook her head frantically from side to side.

Technically, she knew she was giving them what they wanted. After all, there was something similar between these men and her.

All of them could enjoy tormenting a hapless slave or patient, especially when the boundaries between those terms blurred wildly at the Crestwood Asylum.

The orderly kept touching her, and his friends were goading him on, although Lucy barely recognized those words. “That’s right. Make her come!”

“Make the bitch come!”

“Show this lesbian slut what she’s been missing!”

If she hadn’t been sold, then these men never, ever would have dared use those words with her. They would have respected her. They would have had no choice. Only she was no longer an attorney.

Permanent slavery.

Those words pulsed behind her head, and a sickening regret twisted at the base of her gut even as they forced her to enjoy those rhythmic attentions.

Strangely enough, it wasn’t just a matter of her new status. Instead, she kept thinking of how she had allowed Mark to bait her.

Seriously? That man had been the one to bring about her downfall.

Even as the pleasure began to race along her skin, Lucy tried to close her eyes. Blocking out as many of her senses as she could, she dug her teeth down into the gag, and she told herself, This doesn’t really affect me. It doesn’t matter if they touch me. I’m going to figure something out. I’ll convince Verger to let me go. I can do it. I can offer her so much!

Lucy didn’t even know what that meant. Of course, she was an attorney. She had incredible skills, all of which could be quite useful especially to a woman like that. She didn’t even care if she had to serve Verger exclusively. She could stay here. So long as she didn’t get sold off or “fixed,” it would be fine.

It had to be…

The orderly continued to slide his fingers along her frustratingly responsive pussy. With every second, she tried so hard to remain dry and unaffected, yet her body betrayed her. Excitement flared across her skin.

Her nipples stiffened, and her stomach tightened. She pushed her fingertips down against her palms, and she jerked again, yet the straps kept her immobile.

“Look at her. Not much of a lezbo now, are you?” teased the orderly. “She’s probably been faking this whole time.”

She grunted back at him. She understood how reacting was a dumb idea, especially because it made this man and his friends laugh at her.

Although she understood how this worked, Lucy lost control. She began to struggle. She began to twist and writhe in her cage. She tried to tear her limbs free from the straps, yet the leather bonds kept her immobilized. Worse, the man kept touching her.

“Don’t do it! Don’t you dare!” Lucy tried to shout through the ball wedged between her teeth.

The men couldn’t understand those sounds, of course. Given the chance, they probably would have been able to guess. The concepts were simple enough, yet they actually enjoyed her garbled protests. On some level, she understood this. That man continued to stroke her, to tease her, to push his fingers deep into her pussy. As he penetrated her, he loved how she moved and moaned. She kept trying to wiggle from side to side. She fought so hard.

And then it happened.

He found that perfect spot, and his fingers brushed along that button again and again. He pressed on her most sensitive part. Other women had discovered it, of course. They understood their own biology, and they knew exactly how to satisfy her.

From experience or dumb luck, this guy did it as well. He kept fingering her, and now the unbidden arousal coalesced into something unstoppable. She lost herself to that wild haze of ecstasy. It gripped her. The heat flashed across her skin.

She bit down. She clenched her eyes. She tensed every muscle.

And then it was done.

Worst of all, the orderly laughed. “Not such a lesbian now, are you?”

Finally, he reached back between the bars and smeared her juices across her cheek before the other men picked up her cage and carried her back through the facility.

Did she want to watch? No! Of course, she didn’t want to “watch” as her husband got fucked and used hard by his new owner.

Of course, there were those first layers of emotion, the ones that were obvious and to be expected: fear, worry, and doubt. At the same time however, another response seemed to leak through her psyche. It bubbled and writhed under everything else: anger. Beneath that, there was another layer as well: disgust.

The idea of witnessing her husband’s humiliation and subjugation sent trembles of revulsion running through her body.

When she went back to her room, Susan opened the door, and she paced back and forth. She had her hands at her sides. She kept clenching and unclenching her fingers. She made a pair of fists, and she wished she could just break something.

Mark had told her that once. “When a guy gets angry, he needs to destroy something.” At the time, she had laughed, thinking the idea was ridiculous. If anything, that proved that men weren’t nearly as advanced or evolved as so many of them wished to believe.

Only right then and there, Susan could actually understand it. At the same time, it felt like she needed to cry.

Simply being back in their suite felt like some kind of horrible insult. Outside the large windows, she could see the trees off in the distance, plus the beautifully dark-green and rolling hills. It was late at night now, and the moon hung off in the distance. Everything seemed so peaceful. But then she would turn away, and she would think of her husband.

Mark. “How could you be so stupid?” That question hung on the air. Susan hadn’t meant to say it aloud, but now she turned back, and she saw his luggage.

His luggage made her think of his assets.

She rolled her eyes.

What the hell was she going to do?

It felt ridiculous. Wasn’t she supposed to focus on Mark’s freedom?

If he had been abducted in a foreign country, she could think about paying a ransom. If he had been arrested by some hostile government, she could think about negotiating his release.

Master Richard Dawson didn’t want anything. He didn’t need anything either. He was a powerful man in his own right. And at that moment, he only had eyes for Mark.

Susan bit down, and she thought about trying to buy up a bunch of other slaves. If it came down to a question of numbers, could she win?

No. She couldn’t.

That simple truth smacked into her as she paced back and forth, and another jolt of anger shot through her body. It felt like acidic lightning.

“Mark, you idiot!”

Yes, she shouted that word. She was huffing and puffing. Her chest rose and fell from one second to the next. She had been pacing back and forth, but now she just stood there.

Closing her eyes, she exhaled slowly. She couldn’t save Mark, so what else did she need to do? She couldn’t allow herself to wallow in despair. Besides, she was an independent woman. She was capable of making her own decisions. That’s why she finally pulled out her phone, and she started making calls.

Mark couldn’t recall the first time he had fantasized about restraints. He couldn’t remember the first instance where he saw some pretty girl, and a fluttering idea flashed through his head, I want to see you tied down. His first fantasies had been relatively sedate. The girls hadn’t even been naked. In fact, he might see someone in one of his classes, and he would picture her strapped down to his bed, her body spread out, but she would still have on her dress or those jeans, that T-shirt and those Adidas. Maybe in those deepest and darkest of fantasies, he would picture sliding his hand underneath her T-shirt or down into her pants.

Little by little, however, he had explored. Mark began to wander around online. Before long, he discovered the depraved ease the world could offer on a bunch of different sites, and he absolutely loved them.

Unlike so many other people, Mark had never worried about his instincts or inclinations. He was young, handsome, and smart. The adults around him liked him. Intuitively, he understood that there were some things one shouldn’t talk about. That was fine with him. Secrets were easy.

Then again, he also had money. He tapped into his trust fund, and he started to travel the world. More and more, he made plans. He visited strip clubs, then more “esoteric” establishments. As he made his way into the business world, he learned about polite society’s lascivious inclinations. Some of business history’s most important deals had been negotiated at strip clubs.

Out in the wider world, there were so many politicians, religious leaders, feminists, and others who argued that aggressive sex was wrong.

Each time he thought about that, Mark simply laughed. Then again, he had been smart enough to recognize that the rules could shift. Technically, the drinking age was supposed to be twenty-one. Cool. In high school, he and his friends scored as much beer as they wanted for their parties. Cheating was supposed to mean automatic expulsion at his boarding school, but Sam Folger’s dad had made some calls, so everything turned out fine. There was even the incident with Vivian Rockteller, but no one talked about that anymore. No one had gotten expelled either.

Over the course of his informal education, Mark saw plenty of spanking benches. He remembered seeing a beautiful blonde tied down to one on his first trip to Amsterdam. Right after he explored the canals and walked around the beautifully illuminated red light district, he had gone to a club in the “nice” part of town. He gave the password, paid the money, and sat in the audience.

A girl with a bit in her mouth was rolled forward. Strapped down and powerless, she looked out at the audience nervously. Her nubile body squirmed and wiggled as she flexed her muscles in a desperate effort to escape. The announcer promised that she was just an actress who loved to “show off”. He assured everyone there that this girl had freely volunteered for this demonstration. Then again, what did she want to say despite having the bit in her mouth? The struggles looked awfully convincing…

Again, the proprietor promised that it was all part of the show.

And then that girl got spanked first. Another pretty girl, this one an Asian with long, straight black hair and a vivid smile, struck hard. She brought her hand down again and again, slapping her captive until the girl squealed and screamed especially could. Even so, the noises were absorbed by that bit in her mouth. The rounded, rubber tube made it impossible for her to do anything more than express that delicious desperation.

Mark and the others in the audience loved it!

They hooted, clapped, cheered, and shouted for more even as the tears dripped down that girl’s innocent face.

Master Richard’s captive could only hide in those memories for a short time.

Despite everything he had done, all he had accomplished, and his numerous ambitions, Mark had been stripped. They tore off each garment, popping the buttons, ripping the zippers, and shredding the various layers of his tailored suit.

At first, he had honestly tried to argue with you orderlies. Again and again, Mark snarled out one defiant command after another. At work or at home, in restaurants and at various businesses, his subordinates obeyed him.

But right then and there, he lost all of his authority. Every mark of power he had once possessed was stripped away.

Naked, he got shoved down. His torso hit the padded leather, and the air was knocked from his lungs. Then the orderlies worked together, shoving his limbs down to the sides of the bench. Leather shackles encircled his wrists, then his ankles. They worked the straps across the small of his back, near the crooks of his elbows and knees, then one final restraint at the back of his neck.

He hated to think about it, and he didn’t want to admit it, but he was powerless now.

The worst part?

He found himself at the center of an expensive suite.

Mark and Susan had spent thousands of dollars for each night at the facility. Technically, they probably could have found even nicer accommodations elsewhere, only nothing could really compete with time at the Crestwood Asylum.

The last indignity?

The orderlies shoved a dildo-gag into his mouth. He could feel that rounded tip shove against the back of his throat. Over and over again, he attempted to spit it out, especially when it felt like he might choke.

Each time, he failed.

The frustration burned through his body.

In those first few minutes, he had cooperated despite his orders for them to stop. Their rough hands kept stripping him, but he didn’t actively fight.

Only now, something inside of them seemed to break. There was none of that refined, practiced, and easy professionalism. Somehow, it didn’t work. He had been able to sit through so many different meetings, negotiations, arguments and debates. Normally, he could maintain that façade with very little effort.

As those orderlies checked the straps and chuckled at him, he hated how he could feel. In that moment, he realized something. They outranked him.

Those men could go home. Those men had paychecks. No matter how piddling they may have been, they had access to their bank accounts, the money in their wallets, even their phones.

Every major accoutrement of modern life had been taken away from him, and now he had to wait. He couldn’t even speak.

Another wave of aggravation blasted through his body, scouring away every ounce of patience he had once possessed. Instead, he began to struggle.

On some level, Mark knew this was a mistake. He jerked with his right arm, then his left. He tried to kick out with both of his legs at the same time. He squirmed and thrashed, rubbing his torso against the leather pad beneath him. Even if he had tried to flip the bench, it wouldn’t have worked. Whoever had designed this piece had done an excellent job.

The slave could fight and struggle, yet she or he would remain trapped.

The aggravation built up, only he couldn’t relieve it. He couldn’t pace back and forth, nor could he punch his hands into the walls. Instead, he had to stay there, bent forward with his naked body on display.

He knew how he looked. He understood how other people would see him.

But now, the orderlies finally started to leave the suite. A few of them reached down, tensing their fingers and scratching at the curve of his ass before dragging their fingers along his back. Another man ruffled his hair, if only to prove he could.

As they left, Mark snarled at them. Realistically, he didn’t know what he had expected. Maybe he intended to call them back? Maybe he hoped to finally intimidate one of them. In theory, that was all it took.

It didn’t matter.

The orderlies left.

Alone in that sweet, Mark fought again. His nostrils flared as he sucked in precious air into his lungs, and he attempted to break free. His muscles tightened; every limb became taut with exertion as he attempted to tear himself free.

None of it worked. None of it helped.

He grunted with frustration.

Normally, Mark could get what he wanted. He understood political maneuvers. He can work with lawyers, investors, analysts, and anyone else he might be able to manipulate. Unfortunately for him, he was alone, and there was no one to help, and he could only wait.

No one was supposed to keep a man like Mark waiting!

The frustration mounted, clawing at and digging into his psyche. He snarled again. He tried to roar, only the artificial cock wedged in his mouth made it impossible for him to shape a coherent sound.

Instead, he talked like an animal. He knew how he sounded, except he still couldn’t stop.

He needed to vent.

More than that, he needed help!

That wasn’t going to happen, not anytime soon.

The frustration only dissipated, blown away like fog before a powerful gust of wind, when the door opened.

Mark jerked his head up, and he tried to summon as much dignity as he could. (Granted, it wasn’t much, not while he was bent forward, tied down, naked, gagged, and powerless.)

Then his features crumpled because he saw who this man was: Master Richard Dawson.

“And how is my newest acquisition?” asked Mark’s new owner.

Richard strode forward, his polished loafers pressing down against the soft carpet.

With the second, Mark expected this man to stop. Instead, Richard took one step after another until he was invading the bound boy’s personal space.

Mark strained his neck as he struggled to look up along the length of Richard’s body. Even then, it required more effort than he liked to give. At the same time, he couldn’t help but notice the bulge in his owner’s pants.

Wait, no. That couldn’t be right. Immediately, Mark tried to dismiss the idea. There was no way those pants held back the man’s erection. That bulge was too big. The dimensions and contours didn’t make sense to Mark.

With a nervous gulp, Mark tried to speak again. He did his best to speak past that cock-gag. He made those strangled, mumbled noises, all of which sounded more like the pathetic moans of a desperate male.

“What was that?” Richard asked before he started to chuckle. That deep, throaty sound vibrated from deep within his barrel chest. “I’m sorry. I just can’t understand you.”

Mark, of course, knew exactly what he hoped to convey. “End this. End this right now. You’ve had your fun. You got to order the servants to strip me. C’mon. You’re done. We’re done. C’mon. Let me go. Let me up! Let me up right now!” Mark couldn’t really shape those words, however. His mouth couldn’t negotiate the rubber contours of the gag lodged between his teeth.

“What was that? I still can’t understand you, Mark,” Richard informed him.

From there, the powerfully built man reached down, and he grabbed Mark’s face by the strap on the left side of the bound boy’s face.

From there, he yanked, turning Mark’s head to the left, then the right. The newly captured slave attempted to resist, only the muscles along his neck weren’t anywhere near as strong as those up and down Richard’s arms. “Very nice. To be honest, I think I got something of a deal. Granted, you were expensive, but what’s a few million between friends…or between a master and his slave?”

“I’m not a slave!” Again, the words came out muddled and incomprehensible.

Even so, Richard could guess exactly what his new toy intended to say. “What was that? You want to get caned? You want to get caned to put you in the proper frame of mind? Is that what you’re trying to say to me?”

Mark howled. He snarled again, making those guttural, animalistic noises. He didn’t care how pathetic or primitive he sounded. Richard’s newest slave tried so hard to convey the hot, jagged rage lodged deep within his gut.

It didn’t matter.

Richard Dawson sauntered over to the side of the room, and he reached down into a rounded umbrella stand. When he pulled out the cane, he didn’t say anything. Instead, he lifted the implement and slapped the rounded curve down against the palm of his hand.

Mark flinched.

He had never done that before.

Normally, he saw these sorts of tools and implements, and they triggered something deep within him. It was that excitement, that knowledge that he could transgress, pushing past the boundaries of acceptable behavior.

Only now, the toy would be used against him.

Not only that, Mark couldn’t think of that cane as a toy.

Eyes wide, Mark knew he should try to cut off his vision. He could have shut his eyes, pressed his lips together, and aimed his head forward, all while he fought hard not to react. Perhaps he could rob Richard of some of the amusement. That was his best and only hope.

Then again, he had watched as other servants, slaves and patients had tried to employ that exact same tactic. It never worked. On the contrary, it seemed to provoke the trainers.

“You’re going to sing for me,” Richard promised. “Are you ready?”

All at once, something inside of Mark broke again. He found himself shouting, “No! No, no, no!” He mumble-moaned out those notes.

If Richard could understand or if he could guess what those sounds were supposed to be, he gave no sign of it.

Using just one arm, he tightened his grip, braced, aimed, and smacked down with the cane.

A wild burst of pain exploded along Mark’s nerves. It stabbed into him in a way he hadn’t been able to understand. Even as he experienced those rough, rocketing sensations, Mark still couldn’t explain it. There were no words; there was no real comprehension.

At once, he began to jerk and buck. Desperate fear gripped him as he attempted to escape. Although he didn’t really move more than a fraction of an inch in any direction, he still panted and gulped down one breath of air after another.

“What? That wasn’t enough?” Richard asked. “You need more? Is that it? Do you need more to break you in?”

“You can’t break me in!” Mark tried to scream.

But now, Richard had made up his mind. With a fierce grin on his face, he took a moment to bask in that triumph. Perhaps he was thinking of the man Mark had once been. Or maybe he was thinking about something else altogether. Maybe he admired the contours of Mark’s ass. Or perhaps he considered just how he could use Mark’s smart mouth.

There were so many different possibilities. There were so many different options.

Richard swung.

Mark screamed!

Richard laughed and swung again.

Mark cried out!

Richard took a few seconds to admire the effects of his work. He pressed his fingers along those reddened lines.

Mark trembled with trapped rage. Disgust flared through his body. He squirmed.

“I like it when you wag,” Richard said with another amused chuckle as he patted Mark’s naked butt. “If I didn’t already have my heart set on my current plans, I would definitely be tempted to turn you into a dog. What do you think of that? Would your life be better if you could enjoy a canine existence? Granted, I wouldn’t let you lay around my house. You wouldn’t be a lapdog. No. If I owned a boy like that, he’d stay with me. Collared and leashed, I’d keep him with me at all times for…entertainment.”

“Nothing like that is ever going to happen!” Mark tried to shout out. He worked so hard to articulate that simple notion. It should have been easy. In spite of everything he needed to believe about himself, he still couldn’t break away from those straps.

Then, surprising Mark, Richard leaned down. He brushed his palm up Mark’s tormented ass to the small of his back, then along to a spot between his shoulder blades. At the same time, Richard whispered to his captive. “I’m going to fuck your ass before I use your mouth. Get ready, boy.”

“No!”

“Yes,” Richard promised.

He stepped back behind the bench, and he lowered his hands down to the zipper on his pants. Mark heard the sound of the zipper fall.

No, no, no. This couldn’t be happening. There had to be something Mark could do. With every kick of his heart, he tried to come up with some strategy, some brilliant insight that would allow him to fight back. Like Lucy, he failed completely.

Then someone knocked on the door.

Susan puffed out her cheeks. In an instant, she tried to think of some place worse than this. Strictly speaking, she was in a hallway with nice carpet under her feet. Beautiful works of art adorned the walls. She saw some abstract paintings. Other works portrayed concrete beauty: both gorgeous women and men, naked and collared or leashed and docile. Each one of those images celebrated the human form and all of its myriad possibilities.

Normally, Susan would have taken a few moments to enjoy the scenery. Instead, she forced herself to exhale, and then she knocked. She stood back, crossed her arms over her chest, and she waited.

The door opened.

Richard.

"Hello, my dear. I see you changed your mind about taking me up on my offer?"

"I came to plead for my husband," she said.

"No. That's not what you came," he told her with a knowing smile.

Her brows tightened. "What, what are you talking about?"

"You already know I'm not going to change my mind. Even if I have the utmost respect for you, I'm simply looking forward to subjugating Mark far too much. Even now, I’m debating exactly what I want to rename him. It's a shame."

"You're going to rename him?"

"I am. Apparently, Madame Verger has a personal attorney on hand who can help us with the paperwork. What do you think? I'm leaning on something dainty with just a hint of his old name: Margaret maybe? Mandy?"

"Please, there has to be something I can offer?"

"There isn't," he replied. But then he shook his head before he glanced over his shoulder and back to the suite’s living room. "This is something men like your husband simply don't understand. You can have enough. You don't always have to be acquisitive. Greed isn't a perpetual virtue. There will come a point when you should have enough. And then you should know how to walk away. Perhaps your husband wouldn't be in the situation if he had learned that lesson himself." Richard cocked his head to his side and shrugged. "And that's how I know why you are really here."

"Fine," she said.

Master Richard Dawson surprised her again. He reached out and gently touched his hands to her shoulders. He looked down at her. In that brief span and for just a few previous seconds, Susan started to feel safe again. "It's good that you're here. You need to recognize the truth of what's going to happen. After tonight, I think it’ll be easier for you, and maybe you could move on."

Parting her lips, Susan knew she should answer, only she couldn't find the words.

Richard released her shoulders before he turned and headed back into his suite. He made his way through the entryway, past the small kitchen, and into the open living space. Reluctantly, Susan followed. With each step, she wondered precisely what she might find.

Then she saw him: Mark.

Conflicting sensations pulsed behind her eyes and down her spine. Part of her reviled the scene arrayed before her. The suite was standard. Perhaps it was bigger than what she and Mark had enjoyed, yet it was that boy strapped down to the spanking bench, his arms and legs bent, his weight braced against his torso, his head held aloft, the gag in his mouth and his ass on display.

"Beautiful, don't you think?" Richard asked.

Her husband glanced back at Susan, and he whimpered. He made this pathetic little mewling sound as he tried to get her attention. He had it, except there was something else he needed to convey.

All too easily, Susan could guess exactly what he wanted to tell her. He yearned to beg, to plead for her best efforts. He wanted to get her to save him one way or another. Maybe he was trying to convey something about some secret asset he had. More likely, he had advice for her.

Grimacing, Susan realized she didn't want to hear anything he had to say. For just a second there, she had attempted to turn back to Richard and to ask for a simple favor. Perhaps he could remove the gag from her husband's mouth? It was just a small step, but perhaps that could take them in the right direction.

She said nothing.

Surprising herself, Susan kept her arms tight across her chest.

"You see your wife right there? She's going to see you get fucked. Hard. You're about to lose your virginity, boy. You’re never going to forget this moment. And soon enough, you'll be on your knees, eager for the chance to lick and suck my cock. You liked to talk about that Lucy girl, didn't you? Well, you're going to become my own dainty, feminized plaything." He unzipped his pants and opened his trousers. He reached in, and that's when he freed his cock. “It’s the sissy life for you, boy!”

Susan found her mouth watering. She couldn't help it. She saw that massive shaft, and the excitement raced along her body. Her nipples hardened, heat played across her skin, and there was that wild need deep within her. She suppressed those urges, of course.

"If you want me to use some lube on you, be still. Be still and silent. Can you do that, slave?"

Slave.

Susan tensed again. Obviously, those words weren't aimed at her, yet they still sent another flash of cold fear running through her body.

At the same time, she wondered what Mark was going to do, and how he might respond.

He surprised her when he went silent and became motionless. Right there on the spanking bench, he didn't act out at all. Mark showed Richard just how easily this boy could be owned and controlled. It didn’t take much to tame the vaunted investor.

True to his word, Richard patted the boy on his naked, exposed ass. From there, he grabbed a tube from one of the drawers. He squirted something clear and gelatinous onto the tips of his fingers. From there, he rubbed his huge length. Pretty soon, it glistened.

He wasn't done.

"And since you’re being so cooperative, let's make sure you can enjoy it. You should think of yourself as very lucky. I mean, I'm going to give you something special here. You might even come."

For a second, Susan thought her husband would mess this up, like he might start to cry, growl, or mumble his insistence about how that could never happen. Instead, the bound captive remained in position.

Richard squirted more of the lubricant onto his fingers, and now he shoved those digits down into Mark's unprotected ass. He fingered the boy, sliding in with one invading digit, then another. Violated, Mark finally gasped and whimpered. He made those sounds, but Richard had already been satisfied with the previous compliance, so he didn't stop. If anything, he was laughing now as he enjoyed the way that captive boy squirmed and started to struggle.

Richard went in deep, first with one finger, and then he forced his way and with the other.

Finally, he pulled back, but Mark was only allowed a couple of seconds of relief.

Richard placed his hands on Mark's hips. Then he pushed forward.

The boy stared straight ahead. He was gasping through his nostrils. He probably tried to breathe around those sensations, but now he could feel it: that bulky tip followed by the brutal length of a man who was at least twice his size.

Richard wasn't gentle this time. He rammed into the boy, thrusting harder.

Desperate to escape, Mark squealed. He cried out and jerked against his restraints. As so many other slaves had discovered, raw strength wouldn't be enough to break free. On the contrary, he remained right there as a sex toy.

Richard pushed in further, harder, going in inch by inch. Of course, Mark tried to clench down. He tried to tighten his body to keep this from happening, but he had to endure the sensations anyway. They flared and pulsed through his flesh, dancing along his nerves despite all of the fury and frustration resonating across his frame.

Susan watched.

She saw all of this, and suddenly she understood something. Back in college, she had a friend who had gotten tipsy with her one night, and that girl confessed, "You know what I really want to see? I want to see my boyfriend get fucked by a man." Since then, Susan hadn't considered that moment, yet the memory flashed back.

She watched as her husband was used again and again.

There was the arousal that shot down to her core. But there was something as well.

Disgust. Anger.

Those jagged, itching, emotions seemed to crawl just beneath the surface of her skin. They contradicted everything else her body told her.

Intellectually, Susan knew she had no problem with Richard. On the contrary, she really liked him. She didn't mind the idea of two men together, either. She could definitely see the erotic appeal. And yet, it was her husband, her man who was getting fucked right in front of her.

As she watched, she kept coming back to the same thought, He should've known better.

She tried to reason her way through it. And yet, she couldn't. Seriously, he should have known better. Her husband was supposed to be smart. He was supposed to be cunning, a strategic thinker who could figure out a dozen different variables in any given moment when it came to any game, conversation, negotiation, or problem. Instead, he had messed up so monumentally.

With a grunt, Richard yanked back.

Then he smacked Mark's ass, making the boy whimper all over again.

"That was a good start," Richard said. "Now, he's going to suck my cock, and he's going to swallow down my load. Are you ready to watch?"

Susan nodded, her expression neutral. "Yes," she said, her voice cold and clipped.

With her arms still crossed and her body rigid, Susan didn't know what to do. So she stood there, and she realized something. Despite her husband's humiliating position, she still hoped he would be able to figure this out. She had exhausted every option. She couldn't force Master Richard Dawson to do as she asked. She couldn't bribe him, and she had nothing to offer. She couldn't take him in a fight. But maybe Mark had figured something out?

Yes, that was her only hope for her husband.

And he was about to get the chance to speak.

C'mon, Mark. Come on. You can figure this out. You've been in tougher spots before. Truthfully, she had no idea whether or not that was right. And yet, it didn't really matter. Her eyes dampened slightly, and she tried to figure out what she was supposed to do. She tried to figure out how she was supposed to respond.

Her breathing came a little faster, all while Master Richard pulled the gag from Mark's mouth. When Susan saw that it had been shaped like a cock, she knew she wasn't supposed to be surprised. Still, she bristled again. That was her husband. That was her freaking husband, and he had been sucking on a dildo like some dumb slut. Of course, she and her husband had used those toys on other slaves before.

Instead of sympathy, she went back to that other idea, only this time, she whispered it, "He should have known better." Brittle anger simmered along every syllable.

This was it: Mark’s opportunity to demonstrate his skills.

"Please," Mark pleaded. "Please, you can't do this." He was begging, and there was Richard's cock right there in front of his face, only a few scant inches away. Worse, he had the shock collar locked around his neck. Perhaps he could try to keep his mouth shut or something. It would have looked immature and ineffectual, but maybe that was the best he could do.

Susan heard her husband beg and plead, and she rolled her eyes. She couldn't help it, not with that look of disdain flashing across her face. She was breathing faster and heavier now. Part of her itched to walk over there and to slap him.

"Maybe I won’t make you suck my cock right away if you beg. Go on. Beg. Tell your Master that you want to be a good boy for me. Maybe then, I won't make you swallow."

"Don't do it," Susan whispered, yet she kept her voice down. She didn't allow either man to hear what she had said. Besides, Master Richard Dawson had all of his focus locked down on his new toy. At the same time, Mark couldn't bring himself to see anything other than the unstoppable man poised right in front of him. They both forgot all about Susan.

Pathetically, Mark's eyes darted to the left and right, like he was searching for some savior. He concentrated on Susan for just a moment, but her stony expression kept him from speaking to her. Or maybe he realized that time wasn't on his side because he found himself straining his neck as he looked up at that powerful man all over again. "Master, please. Please, don't make me suck your cock. Please, I can't!"

"Say it again. Who am I?"

"I can't…"

Master Richard slapped the boy across the face. It was a quick, backhanded movement. Hot pain sizzled along Mark's cheek, but he couldn't escape the sensations. In that moment, he couldn't even bring himself to struggle futilely against his bonds.

"Say it, slave," Master Richard instructed.

The bound boy had no choice. He gulped back his humiliation, and he stared up at that man. "Please, Master."

"Who owns you?"

"You do…Master."

Together, both Susan and Mark had witnessed scenes play out like this before. Usually, they were captured coeds. Those were the pretty girls Mark always loved to see. Occasionally, they would watch a guy, but it was all too easy to recall Mark rolling his eyes and grousing, "Those boys are weak. Seriously, what kind of real man breaks so quickly?"

"Say it. Say all of it. Tell me exactly how you ended up here. Tell me how you deserve to be enslaved because you're nothing but a stupid boy who doesn't even deserve the title."

Title? It took Susan a second to figure out what Richard meant. Then she tightened for just a second before she found herself smiling.

Mark hated the words. That much was obvious. Despite the frustration and embarrassment shooting across his skin, he still gulped and looked up at his new owner, "You, you're my Master now. I, I’m your slave. I’m your slave, and you are my superior."

"That's right," Master Richard said. "And that's why you're going to suck my cock like an eager little slut." He grabbed Mark by his hair, jerked his head up and back, and right as the boy let out a quick yelp, Master Richard took advantage. He shoved his thick, unstoppable cock straight into Mark's mouth.

"Suck. Suck or you're going to regret it," Richard commanded next.

For a couple fractions of a second, Susan didn't believe her husband would do it. Another wave of revulsion washed over her as she watched Mark wrap his lips around Richard's girth. At the same time, she heard those wet slurping sounds when he started to lick and suck. His eyes were wet as he transformed in front of her. On so many different occasions, he had put on a tailored suit and strolled into one party or another. They attended various charity functions, and he always took command of the room. Whenever he approached anyone, he knew how to get them to listen. He could be charismatic for so many different audiences. At the same time, he had always been in control.

Except now, he looked so desperate, so helpless and powerless.

Her nostrils twitched.

She couldn't help it.

Disgust thundered through her body as she realized something. No matter what happened next, she would never be able to forget this moment.

"That's right," Master Richard said. "Show me what you can do with that pretty mouth, boy." He chuckled, only those sounds quickly morphed into a groan of satisfaction.

Reaching down, he braced his fingers against the sides of Mark's head as he took hold. He fucked this boy’s mouth. From there, he pumped the boy, thrusting in deep, yanking back, only to pummel his mouth with the tip of his cock.

"This is amazing. If I had known you would make such an excellent slave, I would've had you kidnapped years ago!"

Another grunt vibrated through Richard's body, and then he let go. His shaft throbbed, and he splashed about load against the back of Mark's throat. The boy licked. He sucked. He swallowed it all down. Susan heard those gulping noises, and her stomach twisted.

Eventually, Richard finished. He turned back.

"Mark, who is your Master?"

"You are. You are my Master."

"Before long, you might even be calling me Daddy," he said with a chuckle.

At that point, Susan couldn't help it. She turned around, and she walked back through the door. She slammed it behind her, and she felt her eyes dampen even as she made her way down the hall and back to her room.

Yes, it was her room. She didn't have a partner, not anymore.

"Hello, Lucy," came a smooth, beautifully articulate and precise voice. Every syllable sounded liquid and condescending at the same time.

Dr. Chen.

Lucy recognized that voice, and she tried to speak. They had taken her out of her cage, and she had thrashed, throwing her body from side to side while she tried to punch or kick her way free.

There had been four of them, big and muscled men who knew exactly how to handle a patient. In fact, they barely noticed her struggles. When she thrashed with all of the strength she possessed, they just saw it as another day working at the Crestwood Asylum.

The orderlies shoved her down onto an exam table, spread her legs and pushed them down into the stirrups before securing another set of straps. They grabbed her arms and yanked them over her head, tying them to the corners of the table. When they finished, she was gagged with a shock collar around her neck, her naked body was on display, and her legs were spread to show off her vulnerable pussy.

Right away, Lucy tried to talk to the doctor. At first, she attempted to speak calmly. Unfortunately, there was still the gag in her mouth. She mumbled. She moaned. She made those garbled noises all over again.

Second by second, Lucy hoped that maybe the doctor would make an exception this time.

She didn't.

Instead, Dr. Chen swept her gaze up and down the captive lesbian's body. She studied the curves of Lucy's neck, the contours of her breasts, the lines of her waist, and every other detail.

Lucy shivered. She couldn't help it. As an attorney, she liked to think of herself as brave. Most Americans feared confrontation. She didn't. She loved it! She could get into arguments with strangers, and she’d almost always win, if only because of her unwillingness to back down.

But Dr. Chen showed her something else that could be even more frightening: dispassionate curiosity and an excited desire to play. Dr. Chen was a surgeon; she loved her scalpels, and she couldn't wait to get started on Lucy.

What are they going to do to me? They said they wanted to fix me. How? Are they going to turn into some dumb bimbo slut? Or a dog? Maybe she's going to turn me into some kind of cat girl? Or maybe she will make me into a human cow? Lucy had heard about those possibilities. When the idea first floated along one random conversation or another at Crestwood, Lucy had snorted. But then, another owner had pulled out his phone and showed her pictures: formerly independent girls now down on their elbows and knees, chewing through grass with their massive breasts on display. Then there were the other pictures in the slideshow: the same girls, now hooked up to milk pumps.

No. No way. That couldn't happen to her.

But even as she tried to hold onto that denial, Lucy failed to think of a single reason why she could escape that fate.

The doctor snapped on a pair of latex gloves, and then she started to explore Lucy's body. She checked her eyes, flashing a light against her pupils. Next, she looked into her ears. From there, she fondled her breasts. Last, she reached down for Lucy's pussy. "You've recently enjoyed an orgasm. You dirty little slut," said the doctor with an affable chuckle.

Then the door opened again, and Amanda Verger came into the room. Her high heels clicked against the tiled floor.

"Good evening," Dr. Chen said.

"Good evening," replied Amanda. "And how is your newest patient doing?"

"She's operating at the baseline," Dr. Chen said. "I think we’re ready to get started."

"Excellent," Amanda said, clapping her hands together. "Dr. Chen, I am always so impressed by your willingness to get started right away."

"What are you going to do to me?" Lucy screamed. None of those sounds made it out of her mouth unscathed; each one got mangled by the gag locked between her teeth.

Even so, the doctor had no problem figuring out what she wanted to know. Dr. Chen glanced over at Amanda Verger, and the owner of the Crestwood Asylum nodded.

That's why the doctor grinned, "You’re going to be the subject of an amazing experiment, Lucy. For a long time, scholars have debated just how much a human personality can be altered. Obviously, there are certain incentives and techniques that might be used. But this time, I want to try something else."

Still gagged, Lucy made an interrogative sound.

"Pleasure," Dr. Chen informed her. "You're actually a very lucky girl. Most slaves come through here, and they are shocked or caned or slapped or spanked until they cooperate. It works, of course. Maybe a few drugs might be necessary here or there. But you’re  going to be completely different. All you’re going to get is pleasure. Absolutely nothing else."

At some other place or time, Lucy would have smirked. She would have started laughing. Pleasure? Really? They thought that would work?

All at once, the defiance raced through her body, and she looked first from Amanda Verger, and then over to Dr. Chen. With her eyes narrowed, Lucy simply shook her head from side to side.

"Would you like to see what I have ready for you?" Dr. Chen asked.

That's when she snapped her fingers, and a pair of big-breasted, blonde nurses rushed into the room. They were pushing a large, wheeled wardrobe. Then they opened it, and Lucy saw it: a black, latex catsuit. She saw the hood, the snug contours, and the opening near the crotch. All at once, the moisture drained away from her mouth.

"This is a perfect sensory deprivation suit," Dr. Chen said. "Before you, another girl wore this. It took her about a week before she was sniffling and begging for the chance to be a slave, so long as she didn't have to wear the suit. How long do you think you're going to last?"

"It doesn't matter," Amanda said. "After all, we aren’t just looking for obedience. We’re looking for something else completely."

Lucy ached to ask, yet she feared what the answer might be.

"Your sexual desires are a fundamental component of your identity. How much can they be tweaked? How can they be altered? So many people across history have asked this question. But we’re willing to take the steps necessary to make it happen. And don't worry, Lucy. You're not going to be able to lie to us. I have multiple tests I can employ to ensure that you really have been reoriented. Are you ready?"

At first, Lucy didn't think the doctor actually expected an answer. But in that moment, both Amanda and Dr. Chen watched her for several long seconds. The nurses stood off to the side with their hands held behind their backs as they waited for another command.

Something inside of Lucy broke, and she shook her head from side to side.

She whimpered again. She moaned. She made all of those desperate little sounds, but the doctor snapped her fingers again.

The two nurses pounced.

When they started to free Lucy, she thought this might be her opportunity. Maybe she could elbow one of them in the nose. Perhaps she could kick someone in the stomach. She didn't care what it took. She let that frenzy run through her body. She tried to break away, but these girls were surprisingly strong. They grabbed her, holding her down. He lifted her legs and shoved them into the suit. They freed her mouth from the gag, but that small victory didn't last long.

Inch by inch, her feet and then her legs, her pussy, and then her torso were embraced by the snug latex. It clung to her body like a second skin. She couldn't break free. The nurses shoved her arms into the sleeves. They zipped up the back. They locked it on. Next, someone pulled a mask over her eyes. Suddenly, the world morphed to black. Next, someone slipped a pair of headphones over her ears. Everything became silent. She cried out. She could feel the vibrations deep within her body, yet that was it.

The hood went on next. They zipped up her mouth. Suddenly, she only had two holes to experience the rest of the world: her nostrils. She breathed in, panicking. For a second there, she tried to inhale through her mouth, only to feel the latex against her lips. There was no air from that direction.

Lucy didn’t notice the other opening. If she had, she would’ve understood how they might use her next.

She tried to squirm and thrash, but they dragged her forward and pushed her down. With her legs straight and her arms trapped at her sides, she tried to flex her fingers, only to feel the restrictive gloves. She hadn't noticed them before, but she couldn't use her hands. In fact, she couldn't move a single inch of her body. She was pressed down from every direction all at once.

She didn't know how this worked, but then she heard a voice.

For a moment, there was almost something spiritual about those sounds until she realized it was Amanda. "The doctor has a strict set of protocols for you. Your legs are spread, slut, and you're going to get used hard. Sometimes, it's going to be a dildo. Sometimes, it's going to be an actual cock. In the meantime, you won't feel anything. You won't hear anything. You won't taste anything. You are trapped in that darkness, girl. But don't worry. We’ll let you out every couple of months to check on your progress. Bye-bye."

Lucy tried to scream.

Nothing came out.

She could feel the vibrations along her body, but that was it. That she was breathing again, inhaling and exhaling through her nostrils, even as she waited for the first sensations to ravish her.

But there was nothing.

There was just darkness, stillness, and silence.

If she concentrated, she could feel her heart beat. There was the rhythm of her breathing.

There was nothing else.

This was fine, she told herself.

As a law student, she had learned to focus and to concentrate. She could handle long, boring stretches of legal text.

This couldn't be any worse.

Could it?

Mark opened his eyes.

He had to blink rapidly to try to get his vision to come back into focus.

"Hello," Dr. Chen said. "Did you enjoy your nap?"

Nap? What was she talking about?

He remembered watching Susan leave the room. She had walked away, slamming the door behind her. That banging sound had echoed all across his flesh. And then the door opened again a few minutes later after Master Richard went to go take a shower.

Master Richard.

A flare of angry shame blasted across his body as Mark contemplated those words. He hated them. He hated them with every fiber of his being. He worked to jerk against the restraints, only to realize something. He didn't actually yank or tug on his bonds. In fact, he couldn't move at all.

Even as Mark tried to move, he couldn't help but think of the man who had used him, fucking his ass and mouth and subjugating them in front of his wife. Mark blazed with incandescent fury, yet his expression remained placid. He could move his eyes from side to side or up or down, but that was it. The rest of his body was spread out and helpless.

"Don't worry," Dr. Chen said. "When you wake up, you're going to feel so much better." That's when another figure entered his field of vision.

Master Richard.

"You’re going to be such a beautiful sissy slave. Yes, you are. The doctor here is going to remove so much of your body hair, she will give you amazing breasts, we can work on those lips, and your hair will be so much prettier. Just wait to see what she can do with your feet, legs, and posture. What do you think? I'm thinking pigtails. Yeah, that would be lovely, especially for when I want you down on your hands and knees. I can use them as handlebars. Doesn't that sound lovely?"

Mark tried to say something, only he couldn't get his lips to move. He couldn't open his mouth. He couldn't even scream as the doctor placed the gas mask over his nose and mouth. The sweet scent of sedatives hit his nostrils, and he found himself drifting. The darkness sucked him down, and there was nothing he could do about it.

The next morning, Susan honestly thought about simply packing up and departing. On some level, she wondered if she would even return to the Crestwood Asylum. Of course, visiting had always been one of her favorite activities. She and Mark could spend nights and weekends working back at the office, but then they got away, and they could indulge.

All too often, she would be at work, and she would see some boy or girl, and they would mess up or make a mistake, and Susan would instinctively yearn for the chance to slide a collar around that errant worker's neck before dragging them back here. She had only done it once or twice herself, yet the idea always appealed to her.

But when she opened her eyes, Susan reflexively reached out for her husband, except he wasn't there. She had the bed all to herself.

She bristled.

Right then she realized that she didn't want to leave.

Instead, she went to one of the early-morning events. There were a pair of human ponies out on the field, and she decided to hook one of them up to a cart. She rode around for the morning, and she laughed. She saw other trainers and owners. Yes! She could still have fun! That intense excitement of using a human still sent electric need pulsating through her veins.

Surprisingly, no one seemed to pity her.

Susan was grateful for that detail. When she first emerged into the dining hall, she had wondered if people would glance up at her and exchange little whispers about how unfortunate things had turned out for her. She kept her back straight and her chin lifted up. She sat down, and she ordered some food from one of the service girls. Then she proceeded to talk with her compatriots. They chatted about last night's festivities, the games they might play, and the types of purchases they might make.

Susan's favorite part was always daydreaming with the different groups and considering who might be next. Which brother-in-law, sister, coworker, boss, rowdy investor, regulator, or nosy journalist might need to go to the Crestwood Asylum next?

Laughter and excitement wiped away memories of her husband.

In that moment, he could have been anywhere in the facility. Maybe he was sucking cock or getting fucked in the ass by some machine. Maybe he was down on his knees, worshiping one of the orderlies as he looked up and begged for mercy from one of his new masters.

Susan refused to think about it.

She refused to think about him.

He had messed up. Those have been his mistakes, and she refused to pay for them.

Over the next few days, she enjoyed herself. It was as simple as that.

Susan enjoyed the gourmet meals, the conversations, the hikes around the facility, and the demonstrations. The demonstrations had been intense, powerful, and so incredibly alluring! She watched as new recruits were punished. She saw the "tricks" learned by the patients after weeks or months at the facility.

It was on her way back to her room when someone called out, "Susan?"

Turning around, she saw a young man there. He looked like he was maybe a year or two younger than her. He had tousled, dark hair, a little bit of stubble, and bright eyes. She liked the sharp lines of his jaw, and there was something about the coat he wore. The top couple of buttons on his dress shirt had been left undone, revealing the white shirt underneath.

"Yes?"

"I'm sorry to approach you like this, but I've been looking for you."

"And why is that?"

The man approached. "Richard suggested that maybe you and I should spend some time together," he said.

"Richard? Really?"

"That's right," he said. "He suggested that maybe you and I might have a lot in common."

"Such as?"

"Certain tastes...?" he suggested. But then he gulped, he glanced down, and then he straightened his arms, stretching them for an instant before he lifted his right hand to shake hers. "Let me start again. My name is Philip, and I've always had something of a little bit of a crush on you. I apologize if this is overly forward of me, but I saw what happened to your husband, so I was wondering if you might like some companionship. I know quite a few people are leaving tomorrow, so I didn't want to waste this opportunity."

Susan looked at him. She studied him.

She thought of something.

Officially, she was supposed to be married.

But then, she knew what was going to happen to her husband, how his cock would be locked into chastity, how he would be dressed in restrictive corsets in short skirts, how his body hair had been removed and his mane lengthened. With a new set of hormones getting pumped into his body every day, he wouldn't look like the man she had loved.

More than that, Susan had made the calls.

It had been difficult, of course. When she pulled up that first number, her voice had shaken as she spoke to their attorney, "Max, something's happened. I, I think I'm going to need to divorce my husband." Max Valentino, one of the esteemed attorneys at Rey and Mansoors, had made the appropriately polite sounds of disappointment. Immediately thereafter, he was a professional, so he had gone through her assets, ensuring that Susan would get everything.

In theory, Richard and Verger's in-house lawyer could have contested Susan's demands, but neither of them were interested in those dollars or assets. As Richard had pointed out, he knew when he had enough. He wanted Mark for the pleasure he could get by reshaping that boy's mind and body. Owning this doll would be more satisfying. Ultimately, adding a couple of more zeros to his bank accounts wouldn't have satisfied him.

At first, Max had been skeptical. But then, all of the forms had been appropriately signed and filled out. Susan didn't know exactly how it worked, and she knew better than to ask. When it came to the Crestwood Asylum, certain shortcuts always had to be ignored. Questions could be very, very dangerous.

Oddly enough, she had started to feel better once she checked her email and saw the confirmations. Their houses in California, New York, and Barcelona had all been transferred to her name. Max knew his stuff, so the process had been expedited. It only took a few days, but Mark's name had been removed from everything…

In fact, they didn't even need to get a divorce. Technically, the marriage was annulled.

In some bygone generation, perhaps the distinction would have meant something. As far as Susan was concerned, she got what she needed. She was free.

Over the last few days, she had felt that sorrow, of course. There was the stinging loss of knowing that her husband was off somewhere, probably recovering from his latest surgery.

And yet, she didn't cry.

She didn't experience the torment of loss that she had anticipated. Mark had been her companion, yet she was a realist. She always came back to that simple understanding. Whether thinking of her ethical beliefs or how she processed her emotions, it all had to come back to the cold reality of how the world had been structured. Her husband had screwed up. He had made his decisions, and now he would pay for them.

"Philip..." Susan repeated this man’s name.

"That's right," he said.

"Thank you for the offer, but I think I'm going to take some time by myself."

Susan started to turn away, only she heard the man's voice again. This time, he sounded stronger and more confident than she had expected. "Richard told me you would say that."

"Just because he was right doesn't mean I'm going to change my mind," Susan called back without glancing over her shoulder.

"What if I told you about my cousin?"

By now, Susan was right in front of her suite's front door. She was reaching out for the handle, and she had the key card in the palm of her hand.

"What about your cousin?" Susan finally heard herself asking.

"Have you ever heard of Brooke Ryan?"

"The influencer?" Susan asked, her brows tightening. In spite of her promise to head back to her chambers, she glanced over at the man. Although he had his hands in his pockets, he seemed at ease as he grinned at her.

"That's right. Brooke Ryan. She’s an ardent feminist, and she has been agitating for my family's business to accept the formation of a union within our workforce. Apparently, she really likes getting lots of attention from the media. She betrayed everything we believed in. She wants to increase the wage slaves' pay, health benefits, and vacation hours. Obviously, she had to go away. Fortunately for me, she was recently diagnosed with a whole host of toxic personality traits. That's why she's going to be staying here at Crestwood for a while."

Brooke Ryan.

Susan resisted the urge to reach into her pocket, pull out her phone, and double check.

Brooke had gone viral multiple times. Of course, she was kind and articulate. More than that, she had a rabidly loyal fan base. Perhaps it started when she had been a teenager, going online and skillfully playing a variety of different games. She had been involved in various tournaments and duels on a couple of different platforms. Back when she was a high school girl, she had a knack for picking the most popular games right before they really blew up. Then, as she jumped from one system to the next, she accumulated more and more fans. People loved watching her.

Once she graduated from high school and went to college, she kept playing those games, but she was still really funny and sweet. There was something innocent about her even as she began to talk about the importance of taking care of people. According to her, she was just arguing for Practical Empathy.

Susan had watched a couple of her videos from time to time. She definitely was a sweet girl. She was beautiful and charismatic. Her politics may have been annoying, but that was fine with Susan. There were plenty of do-gooders out in the wider population. Technically, Susan made all of the same noises on her social feeds too.

"If you want, we could watch her take her medicine. If you want, you could probably help?" Philip suggested.

Susan nibbled on the inside of her mouth.

Brooke Ryan.

Although she'd never checked out the influencer's stats, Susan assumed she was probably ten or eleven years older than that girl. Humming to herself as she contemplated the possibilities, Susan already knew what she was going to do. She stowed her card back in her pocket, and she turned to Philip. "Let's see her."

Philip escorted her down a blank, spartan hallway. White linoleum floors stretched out before them. The antiseptic aroma of industrial cleaners wafted along the air. This was the hospital portion of the Crestwood Asylum.

"Hello, sir," said one of the nurses.

Susan never learned to tell these girls apart. Then again, there was a very good probability that the woman in front of them wasn't actually female. On the contrary, she could have been a sissified male. At one point, the girl with that obnoxious little, the tight white dress, and her hair tied back into simpering pigtails may have been a CEO, politician, or some influential journalist.

"Can you show us Brooke Ryan?" Philip asked.

The nurse quickly turned, she reached down, and she typed in some commands on her computer. Right away, the monitors in front of her all shifted from various rooms and corridors within the Crestwood Asylum to one single cell.

That was her, Susan had to acknowledge to herself.

Nibbling on her bottom lip, Susan silently admitted that she was impressed. At the same time, she glanced over at Philip. Maybe he had boyish features, but she knew she could have some fun with him. She liked the contours of his shoulders, and she also recognized that he seemed to be able to provide her with the kind of entertainment a woman of her sensibilities always craved.

Brooke Ryan wasn't wearing any makeup, but she retained her natural prettiness. There was something about her high cheekbones, the shape of her brows, her slightly narrowed eyes, her partially pointed ears, and her full lips. In that moment, she wore a straitjacket and panties. At the same time, she was curled up in the corner, glaring at the door as though she expected it to burst into flame at any moment.

"Can you go back to earlier today?" Philip asked.

"Absolutely, sir," said the nurse.

The young woman typed in the commands, and the videos all rewound. That was when Brooke Ryan was back on her feet. She was growling at the door, snarling and shouting, "You can't do this to me! You know how many followers I have? You know how much clout I wield? If you don't let me out of here right now, I swear I'm going to absolutely destroy you! I don't care what it takes!"

"She's a cute little firecracker, don't you think?" Philip asked.

"What happens to her now?" Susan wanted to know.

The nurses immediately answered, "Dr. Chen has ordered her to experience some sex therapy and electrical treatment."

"From what I understand, that means my little bitch of a cousin is going to get shocked and fucked. Would you care to join in?" Philip asked.

"Absolutely," Susan said.

That's why, just a few minutes later, she found herself standing in the treatment room with the controller in her hands. She looked down at it. Technically, it seemed quite simple. There was a string of numbers at the top (01-10) and a red button. The numbers controlled the intensity. The red button would trigger the shock.

The door burst open, and a pair of orderlies brought in the girl. She was struggling and kicking her feet down against the floor, but it obviously wasn't going to do any good.

They dragged her across the room and shoved her up against the wall where they looped straps around her ankles, inner thighs, chest, and forehead. Just like that, she was now strapped to the wall.

"Hello, Brooke," Phillip said. "I’d like you to meet my new friend. This is Susan."

"Susan?" Brooke repeated the word as though she didn't quite understand what it was supposed to mean. "Who are you? Did you have me abducted?"

"That was me," Philip pointed out with a chuckle.

"You? No." Perhaps she had suspected, but that e-girl must have tried to deny the inevitable for as long as possible. Perhaps she couldn't make herself accept the idea that a member of her own family would have her committed. In some ways, the new patients could be so adorably naïve.

"What? You really thought you could betray our family without any consequences?" Philip asked. Only a heartbeat later, he walked over to that bound girl, and he leaned forward. He didn't touch her, yet his eyes slid across her beautiful face and down to her shapely neck, the contours of her gorgeous breasts and her tight waist. Her torso remained trapped in a straitjacket. She squirmed, jerking against the straps holding her against the wall, but then he continued, "It's okay. You're delusional. You have all of these toxic personality traits, but that's why you’re here. You’re in this asylum because we need to cure you. We need to fix you. We need to make you better. That's what happens here. Spoiled little sluts like you get trained. They get tamed." He made that last point sound like it was something good.

She snarled at him. Her lips parted and pulled back, revealing the edges of her white teeth.

Philip glanced back at his new friend, "Go ahead."

Susan was about to ask whether or not they should wait for the doctor or maybe another nurse. But then she decided she didn't care. This was the Crestwood Asylum, after all. The rules could be modified for the patients' well-being at any point.

Apparently, Brooke had already felt the bite of the shock collar locked around her neck because she turned back to Susan. Eyes wide, that beautiful performer called out, "No. Please, please, don't do it. Please, don't give them what they want. Please, you have to help me get out of here. I didn't do anything wrong, and I'm not sick!"

"That's exactly what I would expect a sick girl to say," Susan replied with a vibrant grin on her face. She turned up the numbers and hit the button. Then she watched as that pretty girl threw herself forward against her restraints, only this time it had nothing to do with escape. Instead, those were the automatic spasms provoked by the electricity now shooting through her body.

"I won’t have to do that again if you can tell us that you’re sick. Tell us that you’re delusional, and that you aren’t capable of making your own decisions." Susan adopted something close to a maternal tone of voice. Or maybe she just sounded like a worried big sister.

Brooke growled back, "Go to hell! You, you can't do this to me!" She tried to prove that point by pulling against her straitjacket. She strained with her arms, tugging and twisting as best she could, yet the straps and canvas bonds refused to release her.

Online, that girl could have been unstoppable. She probably summoned digital hordes whenever she liked. This was a matter of digital clout, yet no one here cared about her social statistics. Likes, followers, comments, and engagement didn't help her within those walls.

"Actually, we can. We can do this because we have been empowered to make the necessary decisions for you. You know, your cousin is really worried about you."

"Who are you? Why’re you doing this?"

"I'm a woman who understands how the world really works," Susan said. At the same time, she thought of Mark as she hit that button again.

The girl twisted. Her back went rigid as she shoved her head against the padded wall.

Then she slumped forward as much as the bonds allowed.

"You know, if you could just get down on your knees in front of Susan and tell us that you were wrong, then maybe we could release you. Would you like that, Brooke?"

"Wrong? Wrong about what?"

"The workers don't need to unionize. They don't need representation. Collective bargaining is a very bad idea, don't you think?" Philip asked her.

Susan smirked; she couldn't help it, not when she understood exactly how all of this would probably play out.

Brooke opened her mouth.

"Susan, are you interested in using more than just pain with her?"

"Definitely," Susan said. In fact, she was looking forward to this.

"What, what are you talking about?" In her straitjacket, she probably felt relatively safe. After all, her breasts were covered. From the waist up, she must have felt quite modest. And yet, the girl's legs were spread, and she couldn't bring her knees together, no matter how hard she tried it. Only a thin layer of cotton protected her precious slit.

Susan dropped the controller into her pocket, and she strolled over to that girl.

"You're so pretty. It’s a shame you're having this mental breakdown."

"I'm not having a mental breakdown," Brooke Ryan insisted. Then she gulped and she tried again. "I mean, I don't think I am. I, I just want to make things better for people."

"If you want to make things better for people, then you need to help them understand how the world works. Tell them that if they work harder, they can get promoted. They might even get a raise.” Susan knew that wasn’t true; when most employees put in extra effort, they were rewarded with more work. Genuine success came from impressing the moss. Effort and merit rarely succeeded. “You shouldn't lie to them."

"But I never lied to them…"

"Actually, you did. You betrayed your family."

"My family believes in pushing people until they drop dead. My family believes in getting away with everything they possibly can. Profit is everything to them! You know what my family cares about? Business. Nothing else. They don't care about people. They don't care about empathy!"

"And you’re supposed to be a part of that family, so you shouldn't care about any of those illusions either."

"Illusions?" Brooke spat out, almost as though she couldn't understand how someone could make that point. "We're talking about people. We're talking about families. We got lucky. That's why we are rich."

"Are you sure about that?" Susan asked as she brought her hand up between Brooke's legs. Yes, this girl wore a pair of cotton panties, and they were probably quite cute. In fact, if Brooke had modeled in nothing but those white, cotton panties, the pictures probably would have gone viral within seconds. Tens of thousands of fans would've started slobbering for the chance to see this girl on her knees with some coquettish smile on her face.

Susan did better than that. She brought her hand up, and she pulled the panties aside. Her fingers invaded this girl.

Brooke squeaked. At first, she could only make that mousy little noise. "You, you can't do that to me. You can't!"

And yet, Susan kept touching her. She continued to stroke and penetrate this hapless activist, making her pant harder and faster.

"Tell us you betrayed your family. Tell us that you're sorry you can't wait to be improved. Tell us you need to be cured and fixed."

"Fuck off!"

Susan stepped back. Her fingertips were damp with Brooke's juices. But now, she lifted the controller again.

Brooke's eyes went wide, and she started jerking her head from side to side. "No. Don't do it. You can't!" All of her vaunted bravery evaporated.

"Actually, I can. And you see, that's the problem. You're losing your grip on reality," Susan said with mock sympathy. And then she hit the button once, twice, three times. She tapped her finger down over and over again. At first, Brooke managed not to make any sounds. She bit down, and her lips peeled back again as she hissed through the pain.

By that third burst of electrified torture, Brooke screamed. The sounds echoed against the walls, and Susan absolutely loved every second of it. "Want to try that again?" Susan purred with feline excitement. "Do you want to tell us that you're sick? Do you want to tell us that you are starting to figure out that you really do need to be here. You're a very sick girl. You’re ill, and your mind is broken, but if you trust the physicians here, they can fix you. They can make you better."

"What, what would that mean?"

Susan didn't know exactly what Brooke's cousin was about to say. But then Philip surprised her because he walked right back up to her, and he touched his knuckles to her cheek. He stroked her face gently and said, "Obviously, sending you to school was a terrible mistake. You never needed an education. You're a pretty girl. So you need to be retrained and married off to a man who will make sure you don't step out of line. Would you like that? Would you like to be an eager little bimbo who does what she's told? From what I understand, the board is looking to make an alliance with a Saudi magnate. He’d love to have a pretty girl like you on his arm."

"You, you would sell me off as a trophy…?"

Philip wobbled his head from side to side. "You see. You're taking the worst possible angle. That's not how you’re supposed to approach this kind of opportunity. You should be eager to help your family. The fact that you are being so selfish only indicates that you are still sick."

Philip stepped away.

Instantly, Brooke seemed to realize what this meant. "No!" yelled the influencer.

"Yes," Susan said. She had stepped back and wandered off to the side of the room. She had turned away from the captive patient. Susan smiled to herself as she reflected on what could happen next. Every moment felt so incredible, so delicious. Right then and there, she didn't need to think about her husband or how he had messed up. At the same time, she glanced over at Philip. He was handsome, she thought. He was smart, and he had potential.

So much potential…

She walked over to the girl again, lifted the controller, and the petite girl quickly shook her head from side to side. Susan reached up again. "Can you admit it now? Can you admit that you need help? Can you admit that you are sick?"

"No," Brooke stated emphatically. She pushed every iota of skill she had into that single word. Right then and there, she sounded exactly like a performer. There was a reason why this cute content creator could get so much attention online. It wasn't just her family. There was something about her charisma, the way she shaped her personality, and her willingness to connect with people.

Only right then and there, she had a totally different audience. She wasn't talking to eager girls who wanted a sister. She wasn't addressing people who were interested in her fun and quirky personality. They weren’t political activists or even horny guys eager for that parasocial connection either.

Susan shocked the girl. Her thumb pressed down on the button, and electricity stormed through Brooke's helpless body. The powerless girl struggled, jerking and bucking against her straitjacket as she endured the shock therapy, but she couldn't break free. "You know, Dr. Chen is going to drug you," Susan informed the patient. "She’s going to give you so many different sedatives, narcotics, and hallucinogenics that you won't be able to see straight. And then she's going to program you. You don't want that, do you? You would much rather be cured right here and now. Wouldn't you?"

"If I do what you want, will you let me go?"

"No…" Susan said.

The hope had blossomed and now broke right there in Brooke's eyes. The cute girl panted faster and faster, but her eyes were wet, and she didn't know what to do. That much was obvious, especially to an expert trainer like Susan.

Susan delivered five more electrical shocks. The blasts came in quick succession, sending jolts of pain throughout this girl's bound frame. The agony may have started at her neck, yet it flared down to every inch of her body, stabbing her from every direction, all at once.

And right as it stopped, Susan brought her hand back up, and she fingered that girl. "You're wet," Susan said. "Does  that mean you have always been hoping for this? Deep down, did you want to be trained? Did you want to be broken?"

"Yes…" Brooke whispered out.

"Tell your cousin that you're going to be an obedient slave from now on. Tell him that you’ll do whatever he wants. He can put you on display. He can sell you off. He can even tell you what to say to your followers."

"No. I can't…" Brooke shook her head even though she kept her eyes locked shut.

"Yes, you can," Susan replied. She brought that girl to the edge of an orgasm. She stopped. She brought her to the verge of release again. She stopped. She kept touching her, bringing her close and halting. Over and over again, Brooke had to endure the torment of almost enjoying the relief and release she needed.

Second by second, this girl learned what it meant to be owned. She lost control over every inch of her body.

Before her acquisition and enrollment at the Crestwood Asylum, Brooke Ryan probably thought she was the kind of girl who could change the world. She must've studied her statistics and concluded that people actually wanted to hear what she had to say. She was special. And it wasn't even just the money she might be able to inherit from her family. Instead, she had built something on her own. She had a reputation, and people listened to her. She could use that influence to make the world a better place.

Of course, Brooke had failed to recognize how much bigger the world could be. There were these monolithic entities like Amanda Verger, Dr. Chen, Susan, and even Phillip, who would push her right back down to make sure she found herself on her knees, ready to suck cock and obey whatever command she heard.

"It's time for another dose of shock therapy," Susan promised. Keeping her word, she jolted the girl. She unleashed those jagged volts. They cut through the girl's body. They didn't leave any damage, but they made sure she cried out again and again, gasping and panting and screaming. These delicious, high-pitched notes bounced off of the walls as Susan and her new acquaintance watched and listened.

"Tell us you're sick," ordered Susan. She stepped back. She raised the controller just a tiny bit.

Brooke saw it. The girl was smart enough to recognize what was going on despite the exhaustion that must have clogged every neuron inside of her pretty head.

"I, I'm sick…"

"Yes, you are. And what's wrong with you?" Susan asked. She loved staring into that girl's eyes and seeing her expression waiver.

"I, I'm delusional? I, I don't know what’s real? I need to listen to the people around me? Is that it? Is that what you want to hear?"

Susan gave her a quick zap. "No one is forcing you to say this. You're telling us the truth because you want to be honest. You finally want to get better, don't you?" Susan asked.

"Yes!"

"Good girl. Did you betray your family?"

"Yes. Yes, I betrayed my family."

"Are you sick?"

"Yes. Yes, I'm sick."

"It's funny," Phillip said. "Technically, we aren’t her doctors, but we can help her, can't we?"

"What's a little bit of amateur medicine between friends?" Susan asked as she grinned and glanced over at Philip. Their eyes met, and she definitely felt it. There was that rush of excitement.

Their imprisoned patient gulped and asked in this adorably timid voice, "Please, will you let me go now?"

"Let you go? No. You demonstrated that you’re ready to serve. You need to prove that you understand that you aren’t capable of making your own decisions," Susan said with casual ease. When she reached up, she began to loosen the restraints, one after another.

Brooke stared at her. The influencer obviously didn't understand what was supposed to happen next, but then the last of the restraints were undone, and now she stumbled forward.

Susan pounced, grabbing the girl and shoving her down onto her back. She hit the floor, and now Susan cocked her head to the side. She grinned at the girl before glancing back up at Philip. "Do you mind if your cousin shows me exactly what she's learned? Do you mind if I ride her face for a couple of minutes?"

"You, you can't be serious," Brooke protested.

Because she craved a little bit of fear from this girl, Susan lifted the controller again. "Are you sure about that?"

"Oh..okay, do whatever you want," Brooke gushed. "Please. Please, just don't push the button again. I can't take it!"

Susan shifted her position just enough to reach under her skirt and pull down her panties as she kicked off her shoes. She enjoyed that freedom, and then she positioned herself right on top of Brooke. She thought of this girl, her silly jokes, her playful smile, and the ease with which she had snagged so many different people. And now, she was in that straitjacket, on her back, and Susan could enjoy herself.

She began to ride the influencer's pretty face. She moved her slit up and down along her lips, and then she demanded, "Lick. Lick, you dumb slut!"

Brooke must have silently raged against those words, yet that didn't matter since she obeyed. She parted her lips, stuck out her tongue, and she tasted Susan’s juices. Hot excitement pulsed through the trainer’s body as she brought herself closer and closer to completion. The licking, dancing movements ignited something unstoppable within Susan.

She had promised herself just a few minutes, but she came much, much faster than that. When she finished, Susanwas panting, her face red. Susan grabbed the girl and pushed her up against the wall. She strapped her back in place. It was lazy with just one leather restraint tight around the girls torso. Even so, it would be enough. Besides, she still wore the shock collar, and she was still positioned inside the heart of the Crestwood Asylum. That patient wasn't going anywhere. She wouldn't be able to escape her treatments.

Jerking her head, Susan glanced back at Philip.

"I want more," she said.

"And I'm happy to give it to you," he said, dropping his hand to his zipper.

They came at each other. In fractions of a second, they kissed hard.

She fumbled with his pants. She reached in past the zipper. She could feel those teeth scrape against her knuckles, yet the pain hardly registered. Instead, she found his shaft, and she was eager to feel those stiff contours deep within her. The excitement flared again. Passion, need, and primal hunger gripped her.

She was about to shove him down so she could ride him, but Philip was stronger than she expected. Suddenly, she found herself down on her back, and he had his hands on her wrists. He aimed, and she looked up at him. Eager excitement flashed through her all over again. This was what she had craved. For the last few days, she had thought about Mark, but now that past life seemed irrelevant somehow, as though she could move on. She could change.

He pumped into her, thrusting hard and fast.

Susan looked back at Brooke. There was something about seeing the fear on her face, especially as she had to watch her cousin and this stranger fuck like determined predators. With every thrust, she panted, she moaned, and she cried out.

She loved every second of it. Brooke watched, and she must've realized that she was never going to escape this place unscathed. Worse, these were the people who held her captive, and they could do whatever they wished with her.

Darkness.

Silence.

Darkness…

Silence…

...Darkness.

...Silence.

There was nothing else, just those two realities, and they didn't even exist because they didn't tell her anything useful.

At first, Lucy told herself that she was doing incredibly well with her captivity. She may have been strapped in that suit, and she couldn't hear or see, yet she could distract herself with her own thoughts. She tried to come up with different methods of staving off boredom and this other reaction.

She didn't know what to call it, not exactly. It was dangerous, toxic, and it seemed to seep into the very fiber of her being. Occasionally, her muscles ached, though sensations came and went, which made her wonder if she was actually getting sore.

Maintaining coherent strings of thought became a challenge. She didn’t know how to contend with the absence of…everything.

At some point, she had fallen asleep. At least, she thought she had fallen asleep.

It became so much more difficult to tell. If there was a gap between her thoughts, did she simply relax or did she lose herself completely to unconsciousness?

At first, that thought didn't bother her.

But then, it felt like she was losing hours, then days? It was impossible to tell.

Darkness and silence.

Silence and darkness.

There was nothing else for a very long time.

Only then, Lucy started to count.

At first, she didn't know exactly why she did it. Maybe it was the fact that she had exhausted every other mental exercise she could consider. She was an intelligent woman, and she had always prided herself on her speed. She could memorize details quickly, employing them to win in almost any debate. That talent made her an amazing lawyer. Only now, it felt like a different kind of torture.

She tried to think of her favorite TV shows. She attempted to recall every single episode, every single scene, every line of dialogue. She didn't have an eidetic memory, so this was a challenge. At the same time, she recognized she was going to make one mistake after another. She would mess up, but it didn't really matter.

The goal had to be distraction and endurance.

Darkness and silence. Silence and darkness.

Eventually, however, she ran out of shows and songs and poems and everything else. She tried to remember every conversation she had at work. She tried to recall the emails she had sent.

None of it helped, not really. After all, there was still that fear at the back of her brain. Or maybe it didn't even qualify as a fear, she told herself. After all, this was a reality. She was waiting for the process. She was already going through with it.

Darkness and silence. Silence and darkness.

Nothing else.

Nothing more.

At some point, she tried to flex her muscles, only then she couldn't tell if she had succeeded or not. Had they given her some kind of paralytic? While she had been unconscious, did Dr. Chen drug her?

Yes. No. Maybe. Probably.

It was impossible for her to know, yet she lost all of her senses. At one point, she couldn't even tell whether or not her heart was beating. She tried to hold her breath. It worked. Mostly? She could feel the tension behind her ribcage?

What was wrong with her? What was happening to her?

It was simple.

She understood this point.

Humans needed their senses. They had evolved on the assumption that they would always be able to see or hear and enjoy some kind of sensory input. Those details and that constant stream of information were always supposed to be there, yet hers had been sucked away.

At one point, she broke.

The frustration had coursed through her body like liquid magma, and she yanked and twisted, struggling as hard as she could. Those signals jumped down from her brain and darted along her spine before hitting her arms and legs.

It didn't matter. She couldn't discern a single difference. It wasn't like she could stretch or strain her arms or her legs. She couldn't push out with her knuckles or fists.

For all she knew, she was hanging or floating. Maybe she had been buried underground. She didn't know, and she couldn't tell one way or the other.

It was all just silence and darkness. There was nothing else, nothing for her to grab onto.

And even then, her thoughts became sluggish. Or at least, they felt sluggish? She wasn't sure, not when she didn't have a single marker of time. That was why she tried to count.

She worked hard to provide some kind of clock. She counted out, and she made it into the millions. If she could lose herself to some sort of flow state, then maybe time would pass more quickly?

It worked.

It worked for a little while.

Then it stopped working.

She tried to break out again.

Amanda Verger and Dr. Chen had done an amazing job of crafting her prison, of course. Those women knew exactly what they were doing. They hired the best craftsmen, and they ensured that every prisoner would remain in place, utterly trapped and helpless for as long as they wished.

Through all of this, Lucy had to wonder what would happen next.

She had never really considered sensory deprivation before. Perhaps she had read about it once or twice. Maybe a professor or high school teacher had talked about it. Vaguely, she had learned about the idea through cultural osmosis, yet that still didn't give her what she needed: a way to fight back.

Throughout her life, so many different people had called her stubborn or obstinate. But right then and there, she knew that she was stuck. More importantly, she knew she would break. Maybe some small part of her told her to fight back, yet she realized what the women at this facility could accomplish. Besides, she couldn't move. She couldn't see. She couldn't plan without an understanding of some of the variables.

There was nothing for her to do.

And yet, the anger still swirled through her chest, flaring bright. She struggled again. Still nothing. No movement. No sound. Just darkness and silence.

How long before she broke?

And what if they decided to just leave her there? What if they forgot about her? Perhaps the automatic life-support systems would just keep her going forever?

No. She couldn't accept that possibility. And yet…

Then she felt it.

Lucy didn't know exactly what was happening. At first, she thought maybe it was some kind of delusion, like her mind had started to eat itself. Only then she recognized the heat, the friction, and she knew that there was a cock pressed up against her exposed pussy. Someone was fucking her!

At first, she grimaced. She pressed down, and she tried to block out the sensations as best she could.

It didn't work, not when she was addicted to it. She hated it. There was that flash of pain. This was the first cock. She had never taken one before, and she could feel it as she lost her virginity to some stranger. Who was it? A well-paying man who’d always disliked her? Lucy had never worried about the men at the Crestwood Asylum. She didn't care about those individuals or what they thought. They were boys. Most of the time, they were a waste of her time.

Some of the men had recognized her disdain. Or maybe they thought she was interesting because she was a lesbian, which made her a challenge and so they tried to seduce her. It always struck her as so immature. If she didn't want them, why would they chase after her? They chased after her because she didn't want them. That was supposed to be the game, like the challenge added a hint of spice to their adventure. They never recognized her desires, and they couldn't accept her own autonomy or agency.

But now it didn't matter since she was just a hole, and that man got to fuck her! He pushed in, thrusting.

Within seconds, the pain vanished, only to be replaced by a slick heat and the incredible friction of his body against hers. He pumped her hard, working her.

He came!

Lucy loved and endured that throbbing, and then it was done. Maybe someone cleaned her up. Maybe not. Either way, she still couldn't see anything. She still couldn't hear anything. All of her senses were taken away…again.

Within those first couple of seconds, then minutes and hours and days, Lucy did her best to believe that she absolutely hated the experience.

Except that wasn't true.

Was it some biological instinct buried deep inside of her?

She didn't want to believe it.

For as long as she could remember, she had trusted her own desires.

Or maybe it was simply the fact that she was allowed to feel and experience something. Those sensations, even if they came from some unknown cock pumping into her slit, still felt like a relief from this torment. Sensory deprivation wasn't supposed to be torture. She had witnessed torture before, but now she didn't know what to do. She didn't know what to say. She couldn't break free!

Darkness and silence.

More time stretched by.

Was it going to happen again?

Probably. She tried to hold onto that idea. And then she realized something. With this sickening twist of revulsion deep in her gut, she realized that she actually hoped it would happen again. She yearned for that cock…or another one just like it. She wanted that man to return, to thrust into her, to remind her that time and sensation actually existed.

Darkness and silence.

It choked her. She could breathe. She could suck in air, but it was always tepid and flavorless, always invisible, always impossible to sense.

Sometimes, she started to wonder if the rest of her life had been some kind of delusion. Maybe she had always been a prisoner right there. Perhaps she had constructed some elaborate narrative where she, Lucy, had been an attorney. Maybe she didn't actually understand tort law. Perhaps she hadn't spent thousands of hours studying different precedents and case law.

And then it happened again!

Lucy tried to moan out with her gratitude. She knew how pathetic she would sound, but it didn't matter. The cock was real. She got dicked hard, and fresh gratitude pulsed through her body. That stranger’s shaft shoved into her, and she still couldn't move. Even so, the sensations pummeled into her. They beat down against her senses.

She tried to whimper out her excitement. She tried to scream, only she didn't know if they could hear her. Probably not. Maybe. Perhaps Dr. Chen monitored her reactions.

All at once, Lucy told herself that she didn't care. She would give them whatever they wanted.

He finished with her.

It ended far, far too soon.

Fear coated her insides.

The panic gripped her, and she tried to move again and to discover some sensations all on her own.

Nothing.

There was just the same…

...Darkness and silence.

Silence and darkness...

It stretched on and on.

Hours? Days? Weeks?

At one point, Lucy successfully counted through the 86,400 seconds in a full twenty-four hour period. After that, she fell asleep.

What was the point of counting? What was the point of any thought or idea?

All of her ambitions had been scraped away by nothing more than time.

By that point, they had probably faked her death or her letter of resignation. Perhaps they used some AI bot to answer text messages in case any of her old colleagues or friends tried to text or email her. For a woman like Amanda Verger, making an individual disappear could be so, so easy. In fact, Lucy had helped with several of those cases. She knew that the paperwork could be signed, that the requisite records could be altered, that an individual could simply disappear.

Another cock shoved into her.

Then it happened again.

And again.

Lucy lost control. She didn't think. Instead, she tried to hide within the darkness of her own mind. She allowed every idea to fade away. She was simply waiting, hoping, eager for that next cock to thrust into her. Each time, she savored those moments. She couldn't help it.

She ached for those dicks.

She became addicted.

Deep down, she knew what was happening. And yet, it didn't matter because she had no control. Amanda Verger had decided that this was who she was and where she belonged, and how she would be altered.

It was working.

Day by day and orgasm by orgasm, they forced her to wait and anticipate and hope for the next cock right between her legs.

They drugged him.

Even as he had first sucked Master Richard's cock, Mark had hoped that he would be able to fight back. Like so many other men, he found himself in a difficult position, and he fell back onto those old fantasies. He had picked them up from superhero movies and streaming shows filled with action. Every man was supposed to be able to jump up and kick out, punch down, and take out his enemies one by one with nothing but determination and fierce grit.

But that wasn't how it worked.

Dr. Chen drugged him. She filled him with different hallucinogenics and paralytics. She made him nice and weak.

Mark remained aware of what was happening even as Master Richard forced this boy down onto that first surgical table. They strapped in, and they started to cut.

Mark didn't really remember it. He had been drugged, after all. But then he awoke a couple of days later, and he found himself strapped down to the recovery bed. He had started to squirm. And then he could feel the bandages at the base of his throat. "Hello?" Mark called out.

Mark expected to hear his normal, deep voice. Those masculine tones were supposed to jump out onto the air as they had for as long as he could remember. As a man, he knew how he was supposed to sound.

"Hello?" Mark squeaked out. First, he didn't panic. He was waking up. He had been involved in some kind of surgery. Consequently, it made sense that his voice would be dry, and maybe he would make a weird sound. But then a nurse appeared in the doorway, and she watched him. She was holding a tablet in one arm, and she obviously wanted to see his reactions.

"What happened?" Mark asked. "What did she do to me?" As he shaped those different sounds, he started to realize something.

His voice was different. It felt strange. It sounded worse.

He didn't speak with the deep, resonant notes of a mature man. Instead, his voice sounded dainty, feminine, and girly. When he squeaked out again, he tried harder. He tried to make his voice deep. It didn't work. "What did you do to me? What did she do to me?" Mark demanded.

The nurse came up to the foot of his bed, and she leaned down. She revealed her cleavage. "Dr. Chen helped fix your vocal cords. Now you don't sound like a boy. You sound like a pretty girl."

When he spoke, he sounded like some cartoon character! He tried again and again to get those regular sounds back.

The nurse laughed, typed in her observations, and then she turned around and walked away, her high heels clicking against the floor.

Dr. Chen appeared a couple of hours later. Again, Mark tried to talk to her. The surgeon ignored him. "Actually, I think it's time for us to start working on your feet," she said.

His feet? There was nothing wrong with his feet!

Panicking, Mark tried to get the surgeon to talk to him, but she refused. She simply ignored him. He pulled against the medical restraints, but those bonds held him in that recovery bed.

And then they rolled him into another operating room, and another mask was slipped over his face. He tried so hard not to breathe in. He didn't want those chemicals to fill his lungs, but it didn't matter. He inhaled at one point or another, and then his eyelids grew heavier and heavier. Pretty soon, the darkness yanked him right back down.

When he woke up, he found Master Richard standing at the foot of his bed.

"Hello, Mark. Oh, wait. Sorry. I probably shouldn't use that name. I don’t want you to get confused and start to think you get to keep your old name. I’m going to rename you. I am. I definitely am," the man told his slave.

"You can't rename me!" Mark squeaked out. Again, he sounded so girly! He had the voice of an adolescent girl at best. When he allowed himself to slip, he probably sounded even more childish than that. It was bad enough, but then he could feel that strange pain along the backs of his ankles.

Master Richard easily guessed what the patient wanted to know, "I expect my sissy slaves to wear high heels at all times. I expect you to be on the balls of your feet as you prance and sashay around in front of me. It's going to make you look much more dainty and doll-like. Are you ready?"

Master Richard pulled the straps away from Mark's body.

At first, the boy didn't want to answer. He didn't want to respond or react at all. Perhaps he had struggled against the restraints, only now he wanted to remain in the bed. He didn't want to know what had happened or how his body would react. He didn't want to know how they had altered him.

That was probably the strangest thought of all. Throughout his life, his body had felt like it belonged to him. He vaguely remembered growing up and getting taller and stronger, especially as the rest of the world reacted differently to him. At some point, women stopped seeing him as cute. Instead, they began to view him as something more than that. Along the way, he had enjoyed the journey, only now he could feel himself getting modified and sculpted as he went in for one surgery after another.

First, they messed with his voice. What had they done to his feet?

He didn't want to find out, but Master Richard wasn't about to give him an option. He pulled the boy out of the bed, and Mark should have been able to stand. Instinctively, he wanted to drop his heels to the floor. As he started to do so, a rush of pain exploded up along his legs. Instantly, he braced his weight against his balls and toes.

"Perfect," Master Richard said. That's when he presented the boy with a pair of pink, leather boots.

Mark saw them, and his brows creased together. He stared back at his owner, and he didn't believe it. There was absolutely no way Master Richard would expect a man like Mark to wear something so feminine and demeaning.

"Do I need to order one of the slaves to fetch a cane?" asked his master.

Already exhausted by that first dose of pain while also recovering from the operations, Mark didn't want to answer. Even so, he saw no choice.

"No, Master," he squeaked out. Even if he still hated his voice, Mark didn't see any other choice. He had to make those sounds. He had to utter those syllables to please Richard.

Master Richard.

"Good girl," Richard said with a chuckle. He reached down, and he ran his fingers through Mark's hair. That's when some of the bangs dropped forward, curling in front of Mark's face.

They were golden yellow.

Throughout his life, he had dark hair. But now, he knew exactly how this looked. He understood what this meant.

As a man, he never thought he had any particular preference. He knew that a girl could be hot with red hair, black, or maybe she would be a blonde, and it wouldn't really matter.

Despite his automatic assumptions, he now understood the truth. He could feel it deep within his gut. As a blonde, he wouldn't get any respect. He would be viewed as some idiot airhead.

"Put on your boots," Richard ordered.

His partially transformed sissy obeyed, stepping forward. He moved along on his toes and the balls of his feet because anything else could be far too painful.

While his owner watched, Mark slipped his feet down into those boots, first the left, then the right. He bent forward, he felt ridiculous as he complied. At the same time, he contemplated the fact that he wasn't tied up or even bound in a straitjacket. As such, Mark wondered if maybe this would be his opportunity to escape? Perhaps he could take this chance and try to fight back?

No.

All at once, he could understood what would happen. If he tried to confront Richard, he would get punished. He’d be slapped or spanked, shocked or otherwise disciplined and tamed all over again. A shiver of fear ran through his body; it was enough to make sure Mark behaved. He cooperated like an obedient slave, working one clasp one after another until he came to the final straps on his right boot, then his left. With each one, he saw the padlocks. "Locks?" Mark asked.

"You won't be allowed to remove your boots without my permission. And after this, we can put that cute little sissy clit of yours in a chastity cage."

"No. Please, don't you, please, Master. Please, not that. Please, anything but that!"

"Do it, sissy," Richard ordered.

Sissy. That one word stabbed into Mark's chest. It seemed to burrow right to his center, to the very core of his being. He didn't want to admit it or face it or acknowledge what any of this might signify, yet he clicked those locks into place.

"Stand," Master Richard ordered.

The sissy obeyed, rising to his feet. That's when Richard grabbed him by the back of his neck and shoved him up against the wall before unzipping his pants, freeing his cock, and pumping into that hapless slave. Mark, after all, really didn't qualify as anything more than a group of holes to be used hard.

The boy squirmed. He slammed his palms against the wall, and he attempted to push away, only his master was far too strong. This boy couldn't fight back. He couldn't stop a man like Richard from taking exactly what he wanted.

With a growl of satisfaction, Richard actually bit down against the side of Mark's neck.

Humiliated and degraded, the boy stumbled back. He nearly lost his balance and fell.

Richard grabbed the chastity cage. He walked forward, and he looked at his slave. "Now, you're not going to give me any trouble, are you?"

Drawing in a breath, Mark waited for that inspiration. He longed to feel some rush of angry defiance, like he could suddenly rebel.

He waited one, two, three full seconds. That's when his shoulders slumped, and he recognized the reality of his situation. No, he couldn't fight. No, he couldn't resist. No, he couldn't win.

Soon enough, he would feel the cold steel along the curves of his shaft because his cock was about to be locked up in a chastity cage.

They fucked her.

They fucked her again and again.

Those men took what they wanted, savoring the heat of her wet opening. They toyed with her sometimes, fingering her just a little bit before the rounded girth of each shaft pumped into her. Lucy whimpered for it. She begged for more. She couldn't help it. They used her and took her and claimed her. Lost in the dark, she knew that she was just a hole for them to fuck. Perhaps they knew who she was. Maybe they had heard about her reputation. Maybe they were laughing as they took her, thrusting in again and again.

Little by little, she learned to fear the light.

Maybe they had no idea who this girl had been. Perhaps she was completely anonymous. Maybe someone had decided to put up a placard in front of her box or case or suit. She didn't know exactly how she had been positioned or stored.

They didn't allow her any sensations, nothing at all, nothing besides penetration, thrusting, and the primal heat of those dicks as they used her.

And she wanted more of it.

Sometimes, she managed to bury the shame. Occasionally, Lucy could convince herself that all of this made perfect sense. She needed something, and she could use those impulses to hold onto her sanity. There was nothing wrong with that. She wanted to retain some sliver of her old identity. In order to do that, she needed to face what was happening.

But what if they released her? What if Amanda stood over her and looked down into her eyes and asked the kneeling slave, "Would you like to become a dumb bimbo slut who’ll never see another woman again? We can keep you in a cell, and our guests can stop by to use any one of your openings. Would you like that, slave? Would you like to become a permanent slut here at Crestwood?"

She wouldn't need to think about it. She wouldn't even hesitate. In fact, Lucy realized something. She fantasized about those words. She yearned to hear them. That would be her opportunity.

Enslavement.

She could become a bimbo. A slut. A plaything. She could become a sex toy, and she would love every second of it. She could lick cocks, get down on her hands and knees, drop to her back, spread her legs, and present every opening for her superiors.

Or they could keep her in the catsuit.

This could be her life…and her entire existence.

Lucy had no idea when that idea popped into her head, yet it felt right. They owned her. She had messed up.

When she tried to think about it, she could barely remember how she had ended up there, lost and alone, floating in the silent blackness.

"Hello, sissy. How are you feeling?"

He’d been asleep. He knew that. When he opened his eyes, he blinked a couple of times as he tried to get his vision to adjust to the light. He saw his Master standing over him, his arms held behind his back as he gazed down at Mark. "By the way, I got you a cute little tattoo on the small of your back. It's your new name. Would you like to see it?"

Mark gulped. No, he didn't. Even so, he found himself nodding. If he tried anything else, he knew he would be punished.

That's why he obeyed. His master pointed across the room, and Mark slipped out of the bed. He glanced over at the trashcan, and he saw the discarded bandages. They had probably been on his body earlier that day. But now they had been removed, and he had been dressed while he was unconscious.

He was wearing boots, a short skirt, panties, his chastity cage, a blouse, and a little red tie. He made his way across the room, and then he saw himself. When he swallowed, he could sense the collar locked at the base of his throat.

"No…" Because he whispered, Mark only heard the breathy denial. His voice rose, and now he sounded like a sweet girl. "No. That, that can't be me." But even as he spoke, his mouth synced perfectly with the reflection in front of him.

He saw a girl. She had blonde hair, bangs, and a pair of high pigtails that rose up and swayed each time he moved his head. His lips were full and pouty; his brows narrowed. At the same time, there was something else. The white blouse was tight around his shoulders, down his arms, and along his waist. And yet, his silhouette had completely changed. His hips were wider, his waist narrow and petite. His legs looked beautifully toned, only they reminded him of a model.

He remembered thinking of schoolgirls for the first time as a middle school kid. This image right in front of him would have been so intoxicating for the boy he had once been. But now, he was a sissy. His lips puckered, and then he glanced down, and he saw them: his breasts. Those enormous mounds strained the buttons on his shirt.

Mark couldn't see it. He couldn't take it. He spun around, and he looked back at his master. "What the hell did you do to me?"

"I kept my promise," Master Richard said with a smile. "I promised you that I would turn you into a sissy, didn't I? Look at you. You look like some slutty schoolgirl now. You know how many guys would love to have you on your hands and knees?"

"I'm a man!"

"Can you hear yourself?" Richard asked. "Can you see yourself?"

Mark didn't care about that. He wasn't worried about logic. Maybe, deep down, he was even thinking about some way to reverse this entire process. With enough money, there had to be a way. Surgery? Different therapies? Right?

Only then Richard grabbed him. Richard put his hand out, and he pinched his fingers down against the sides of Mark's neck. He grabbed the sissy and shoved him down onto the side of the bed. Then he lifted his skirt, he grabbed those panties, and he pulled them down. Suddenly, Mark's naked ass was on display, and Richard took advantage. He slapped the sissy, his hand flying down in one brutally tight arc after another. His meaty hand, blurred on the air, and the pain splashed along the poor sissy. Mark tried to shove away, only Richard was still so much bigger and stronger.

The sissy had to take it. Again and again, he got spanked until his backside was a bright shade of red, and he called out, "I’ll be good!"

"Tell your Master that you're going to be good."

"Master, I'll be good!" Mark cried out in a voice he no longer recognized as his own.

"Tell your Daddy that you're going to be good," Richard ordered next.

"Daddy, I'll be good!"

"Go over to the mirror, lift up your blouse, and check the letters on the small of your back."

It was a tramp stamp, he knew. Mark now had a tramp stamp.

But then, Mark wasn't going to be his name for much longer.

The sissy quickly obeyed, rushing across the room. He stood in front of the mirror, and then he lifted his skirt to reveal the flat of his midriff. He really did look just like a girl. The surgical incisions had healed beautifully over the course of those several weeks while he had been unconscious. At the same time, Mark had to acknowledge that he could feel his old personality flaking and breaking away. More and more, Richard really would become his Master. Pleasing that man would become his one and only priority.

Master Richard was in charge. Master Richard owned him.

Only then, Mark tentatively turned around, and he saw his new name. Written in this scrawling, flowery cursive, there was one word inked onto the small of his back: Michelle.

They didn't let her out right away. They didn't allow Lucy to see the light, but now she could hear a voice. "Slut, are you ready to do everything you're told? Are you ready to be an obedient plaything forever and ever?" Amanda giggled. Despite her authority, that sound seemed surprisingly innocent and sweet, like she was a lot younger than Lucy had recalled.

The captive cried out. She made every promise she could think of. She answered with the affirmative again and again.

"Plead for the chance to go right back into your catsuit. Please, for the chance to become nothing but a fuck toy," Amanda Verger ordered her.

"Please, please just let me be a fuck toy! I know where I belong. I know that I'm not supposed to think for myself. I, I'm only your slut. I belong to you, and you can give me away or share me with whoever you want because you are in charge. I belong to you! I am your toy. I’ll your fuck toy!"

She cried out those words, only she didn't know if it would do any good.

They dropped her back into the black silence.

Susan waited patiently. For once, she didn't feel the compulsion to bring out her phone. Instead, she kept her eyes locked on the door, but she couldn't wait for the revelation. Then it opened, and one of the nurses stepped across the threshold. Another followed. Then there was Master Richard. She smiled at him, and she meant to say something, only the words dropped away when she saw what he held: a leash. It was bright, neon pink, and it led to his newest acquisition's collar.

Next, she saw the slave.

Mark.

No, that wasn’t her name anymore.

Michelle.

The sissy’s choker was probably still a shock collar, only that band around Michelle's throat had been adorned with girlish, plastic hearts and flowers. Not only that, the sissy was wearing makeup. She looked so cute.

All at once, Susan realized she couldn't help herself. She rose to her feet, and she rushed across the room. She grabbed Michelle by her shoulders. In the boots, she looked a little bit taller, yet she had obviously been diminished in so many other ways. Not only that, Michelle looked back at Susan, and she opened her mouth to say something, only she stopped.

"What? What is it?" Susan asked. But even as she spoke, she found herself tilting Michelle to the left, then the right, turning her from side to side. She drank in those details: the pleated and tartan blue skirt, the collar, the blouse, the tie, all of it. Michelle looked just like some slutty schoolgirl!

"Thank you for coming," Master Richard said. "Tonight, we get to witness two very exquisite finales."

"What's the other one?" Susan asked.

But that's when the door opened again, and then they saw the crate.

There was this box, and it sat on a cart as it was rolled into the room. Dr. Chen and Amanda Verger followed last. They stood back, quiet observers as they prepared themselves. "Considering that their transformations began at the same time, I requested that we make the final arrangements on the same night. Amanda, thank you so much for indulging me."

"Considering your beneficence, it is the least I can do. Besides, I'm curious to see whether or not they will recognize one another."

Susan glanced back at Philip. He stood off to the side, his lips tensed. Perhaps he was curious. Or maybe he was nervous. Actually, that idea struck her as a little bit adorable. They had only been dating for a couple of months now, but he was so much better than Mark had ever been. Besides, it wasn't like Susan could ever see this slut as anything other than a plaything for a man like Master Richard.

For just a second, she entertained the possibility of trying to get her old husband back. Perhaps the surgeries could be reversed?

"Not worth the trouble," she whispered to no one in particular.

"Can we see what the slut is like now?"

"Absolutely," Dr. Chen said before she nodded toward her assistants. The nurses rushed forward, they opened the crate, and they helped the latex-clad slave crawl out. They pulled back her hood.

As they worked, Richard leaned over, and he whispered to Susan, "What do you think she's going to be like?"

"I don't know," she confessed.

They pulled back her hood, and Susan studied Lucy's expression. She had ever seen that kind of abject panic on the slave's face before. Normally, Lucy always seemed so capable and in control of her emotions. But in that moment, she looked around, and she begged, "What, what's going on? Why aren’t I being used? Please, use me. Please, put me back so I can be used! Please, I’m nothing but a dumb set of holes!"

Susan found herself clapping. She couldn't help it. "Amanda, Dr. Chen, you have both outdone yourselves."

"Don't forget Michelle," Dr. Chen said.

"Put her back in the box," Amanda ordered.

They pulled the hood back up, and the panicked slave finally started to calm down. Yes, she knew her place. Yes, she recognized exactly where she now belonged, and it wasn't in a penthouse, a courtroom, or anywhere else except for that storage container where her pussy could be put on display and she could be taken hard by any guest who wished to partake.

The nurses moved quickly, locking her in place.

And when they finished, Master Richard pointed to the wall. "Bend forward, boy."

In the center of the room, there was a stand with a pair of metal shackles. There were also spots where he could put his feet, so we could be bound and helpless.

With a nervous gulp, Michelle obeyed, mincing forward with those adorably dainty steps. She bent forward, slipped her hands willingly into the shackles, and then she spread her legs.

She probably would’ve panicked if she realized what would happen today.

The nurses moved again; they locked the slave in place.

Richard looked back to the others. "Dr. Chen, I'm going to enjoy taking this sissy's ass and giving her one more orgasm before the procedure."

Susan itched to ask. She sucked in a breath. She got ready. And yet, she saw that flash of fear across Michelle's face, so Susan remained quiet. She didn't want to ruin the surprise, after all.

The sissy couldn't help herself. "What, what does that mean?"

"Are you supposed to be asking questions, slut?"

"No, Master."

"What are you?"

"I'm just a dumb slut and a stupid whore," Michelle said.

Richard came up to her, and he stroked her naked ass. Then he unzipped his pants. He freed his mammoth cock and grinned. Then he pulled something out of his pocket. It was a key. He used it on the chastity cage, and he let the device fall to the floor. "You're not going to need that anymore."

"What, what does that mean?"

"Quiet, slut," Richard said, silencing his sissy.

By now, Michelle was really starting to get scared. Perhaps she already had an inkling of what was going to happen next and what the final stage of her transformation could be.

But now, Richard gave her something else to think about. He parted her tight little butt cheeks and shoved forward, thrusting his cock into her opening. She cried out, hissing. Obviously, even after all this time, Michelle didn't know how to take someone so big.

Richard wasn't gentle. He slapped her ass, pulled on one of her pigtails, and rammed his girth forward, burying it deep in her opening. Then he yanked back, doing this again and again. He pumped into her, jackhammering away as he enjoyed the raw, animal sensation of complete control. The friction of their bodies against one another, made Richard lift his chin even as he groaned with wild excitement.

Susan watched. She knew she was supposed to be horrified, only she couldn't find those feelings, not after everything she had found.

In fact, she cupped her hands around her mouth, and she called out to her former husband, "Don't worry, sweetie. I took all of the money. Everything is all mine now. Oh, and they faked your death. Apparently, the memorial was really sweet!" Then she burst out laughing. Even through those chuckles, she added, "I’m so much happier with my new lover. Philip is amazing!"

The sissy whimpered. She cried out. She begged. She tried to shape some coherent sounds, but every time she started to form a sentence, her Master smacked her ass hard, leaving one handprint after another glowing across her pert backside.

Richard’s lips tightened; he revealed teeth as he groaned with pleasure. He came hard. With the satisfaction burning bright, he reached down and underneath Michelle’s skirt. The master began to massage and fondle Michelle's hardened boy part. Perhaps that was the last sign of the man he had once been.

After weeks of denial, Michelle couldn't help herself. Her shaft throbbed. She knew she wasn't anywhere near as impressive as her Master, but she still lost herself to that pleasure.

She came even harder than her owner. Her load splashed against the floor with one delicious throb after another.

Master Richard released her from the restraints. Then he laughed, and he grabbed her by her hair, and he shoved her face right down into the spilled ejaculate. "Lick it up, slut," he ordered.

Even as he spoke, the door opened again, and another gurney was rolled into the chamber.

With her tongue dancing along the floor, Michelle licked it all up as ordered.

That's when Master Richard announced, "It's time for this sissy to lose the last of her boy parts. Dr. Chen, are you ready for the gelding?"

"What?" Michelle tried to squeak out.

"You're about to be castrated, honey!" Susan called out.

Michelle jumped to her feet, and she tried to run, but they grabbed her. They pushed her down onto the gurney, and they strapped her back in place. It was time for the next procedure.

Dr. Chen raised the scalpel, and the light glistened across that sharpened blade.

The End


Bride Boy

"Really?" Darren asked. He’d burst through the door and found his sister seated at the hotel room’s small desk. Kelly Greenfield had her laptop out, her notebook open. She scribbled down another idea. Although her brother had rudely interrupted her, she didn't glance up. At this point, she was used to this kind of bad behavior. "You know, we're on vacation. You know what that means, right? I mean, you got that fancy education from Harvard for a reason, didn't you?" Whenever he mentioned her school and degree, a note of mockery stabbed into every word.

"Some of us have to work," Kelly answered. She still didn’t glance up.

"Again, let me point you to the definition of 'vacation'."

She inhaled slowly, turned around, and looked at her brother. Darren watched her with that impulsive, puckish smile curved along his lips. He could never take anything seriously. She knew this. More importantly, she recognized that arguing with him would just be a waste of time and breath. Still, she had been arguing with this boy since they were both in preschool, "Just because you want to mess around and don't take anything seriously, that doesn't mean the rest of us can ignore our responsibilities."

"Responsibilities?" Darren asked with mock concern. Raising his hands, he splayed his fingers and grinned. "You do realize that we only have a limited amount of time to exist. We’re all mortal, dear sister. Given enough time, we will all drop and turn to dust. Do you really want to spend the best hours of your life staring at a screen?”

Perhaps she knew it was a waste of effort, yet she straightened her back, rotated her chair, and rested her hands on her lap. "Darren, I want to do something important. I want to make the world a better place."

"With a consulting firm?"

"Yes," she said. "With a consulting firm."

"What does that even mean?"

There was a very high probability he didn't actually want to know, and he only asked as some kind of rhetorical jab. Perhaps he didn't think she’d be able to explain it. Because she couldn't help herself, she told him, "Consulting firms work as professional analysts. My company is focused on helping other companies. We help them figure out what they can do."

For once, he actually had a good point, "Or…consulting firms provide cover for managers at other companies to lay off people and implement other shitty policies. Can you really show up and learn everything there is to know and offer useful feedback in a couple weeks or months?"

"Actually, I can. And no, we aren't like the big players. I'm not just going to tell the managers what they already want to hear," she told him.

"Boring!" He clapped his hands together. That boom of sound cut across the hotel room even as he rolled his eyes. "Come on. Let's go out. I already got a couple of guys coming over. We're going to have some fun."

"What? Strippers?"

"I think it’d be cool to bring my sister to a strip club," he said. "It has this weird, Roman end-of-days-vibe. You know, I mean?"

"Darren, are you ever going to grow up?"

"If growing up means wasting my life staring at a bunch of Excel sheets, then no. I have absolutely no intention of ever growing up."

"What about thinking of someone else? Do you think you can do that?"

"Why would I bother thinking about someone else when I'm oh-so-amazing?"

Kelly rolled her eyes. "You're exhausting," she told him. "And no, I am not going to a strip club with you. No, I don't want to spend time with your friends either. You go out and have fun. You always do."

"Fine…" he replied with faux disappointment ringing across that one elongated syllable. He turned, and he was about to leave. Before he closed the door, he glanced over his shoulder, "Kelly, you have no idea what you're doing, do you?"

Before his sister could answer, he shut the door.

Several time zones away, their mother glanced down at her phone as it vibrated. Elizabeth Greenfield listened to her intuition. She raised one finger in front of her dining companion. Around them, other wealthy and successful business people enjoyed their beautifully plated meals. Every item on the menu qualified as a work of art. Back behind those mahogany doors, a kitchen filled with some of the world's best trained culinary staff ran between the different workstations as they toiled to feed the global economy's elite patrons.

Elizabeth flashed a conciliatory smile as she double checked her phone. She saw his number, so she answered. "What's going on, Darren?"

"Hey, I was hoping maybe you could add a couple of dollars to my account?"

By a couple of dollars, he usually meant several thousand.

"What’s going on?"

"My friends and I are hoping to hit an art museum tonight, and that there’s this really special exhibit, but the tickets are all sold out, so we were hoping to meet up with a scalper."

"An art museum?" Elizabeth asked.

"Yeah," Darren said. "It's supposed to be pretty amazing. I think there are supposed to be some Verrochios on display. I love his work. The way he plays with color is just incredible, especially for a medievalist."

"Verrochio was a Renaissance sculptor. He isn’t known for painting," she said.

"Oh. Right," Darren Greenfield replied. "I guess I got it wrong. But hey. Isn't that why I need to go in the first place?"

"And what about your allowance?" Even as she spoke, Elizabeth tightened her fingers against her phone. Uttering those words always grated against the tip of her tongue, the roof of her mouth, and the back of her throat. Well into his twenties, a boy like Darren wasn't supposed to need an allowance.

Then again, she wasn't supposed to be thinking of him as a "boy" either. And yet, none of the other possible terms seemed appropriate.

"I had some unforeseen expenses," he said, his tone small and almost contrite.

Elizabeth didn't say anything for several long seconds. She was waiting for some insight, some flash of inspiration. And then she came to the conclusion she always drew when it came to that boy.

"I'll transfer the money now," she decided.

"Thanks!" He hung up.

Elizabeth pulled her phone away, found her banking app, and transferred the money as promised. After that, she slipped the device back into her pocket before she let her gaze slide back up to the ceiling. The constellation of lights glimmered overhead. They were beautiful. In fact, she had heard rumors that the interior designer spent more than five million on the handmade bulbs.

Her dining companion said nothing. He studiously kept his focus on some distant spot along the wall.

"Children," she said.

"Anything you’d like to talk about?" Richard asked.

If they had been back at the asylum or one of their special "parties," then she would've used his title: Master. Simultaneously, she would have gone by Mistress Elizabeth. But this was just a restaurant, and the asylum sat more than an hour away.

"I'm fine," she said.

"Children can be very upsetting," he said. "They present a variety of difficult questions. If you want to talk, I'm here. That's all."

Elizabeth peered back at Master Richard. Like her, he was successful. Like her, he had a great deal of money at his disposal. And like her, he also enjoyed tremendous connections all over the globe. Most of those related back to business. Others related to the “eclectic” and “specialized” tastes they both shared.

For a moment, she considered ignoring his offer. It would have been so easy to wave away her concerns. Instead, she leaned forward, rested her elbows on the table, and pressed her manicured nails against the palms of her hands. She couldn't help it, not as she thought of Darren and everything he had done. She looked back at this man, and she wondered if she could trust him. All at once, she knew the answer. This man could be incredibly dangerous, she knew. In fact, she recalled so much of what he had done at the Crestwood Asylum. Then again, she smiled because he also knew about her exploits. Sometimes, two predators could trust one another.

"Richard, what do you think the meaning of life should be?"

"For me, it's pleasure, but I have always been something of a hedonist," he said, raising his glass of wine, grinning, and taking a sip.

"That's a fair answer," she acknowledged. "But you do more than just play with your toys, drink, and eat."

"I have some other hobbies," he said.

"You paint, don't you?"

"Occasionally," he allowed.

"And you also have a hand in local politics back in your hometown, don't you?"

"A few people owe me some favors," he said.

"Then there are your businesses," she said.

"Fair," he allowed.

"Simply put, you aren't exactly only a hedonist. You know how to enjoy yourself, but you do more than that. You want to make something. You want to have an impact on the world. Is that what a good life is?"

"To be honest, I try not to think about it," he said. "Too often, my thoughts drift to the heat death of the universe, and there's nothing good at the end of that road—quite literally."

"But the point is that you know you want to do something, and you do it. My daughter, Kelly, is the same. Even as a little girl, she always set these goals for herself: win an art contest, the science fair, get into college, graduate with honors. I don't know if those are necessarily the best goals, but she tried to do something."

"That isn't true for both of your children?"

"No…" Elizabeth breathed out. "So here's the question," she began, "My son knows that he comes from money. He knows we could all stop right now and we could easily live on the dividends. With this in mind, should I force my son to do something? Should I force him to work?"

"If his future is already secure, why bother?" Richard asked.

"To be honest, that's the answer I’ve always come up with. ‘Working for the sake of working’ never struck me as wise or logical. What's the point of forcing him into a cubicle? But now, I'm seeing where he's going. He wastes so much time. He spends so much money."

"Is that all?" Richard asked.

She bit down. Her lips hardened into a line. She stared off into the distance. Finally, Elizabeth aimed her gaze back to her friend, "No. That's not all. He has been lying to me. He has been going to several of our estates, collecting our art, and selling it off." As she uttered those words, she could feel the bile gather at the back of her throat. "I loved some of those pieces."

"It sounds like you need to punish your son."

"No," she said. "That won't work. He knows that there’s always going to be another payday. That's the really frustrating thing about Darren. He can endure any kind of punishment."

"Any kind of punishment?" Richard asked as he raised one eyebrow.

Right away, they both understood precisely what he meant. Even so, Elizabeth didn't say anything. Her heart pumped, and there was that steady rhythm. Simultaneously, she still waited for a different kind of insight, some other grand inspiration. Like so many other parents throughout human history, she had this boy, and he had wandered so far from everything she would have expected and approved of. He drank. He wasted time.

When she closed her eyes, she thought of her children, and she itched to be proud. Whenever she needed to remind herself that she had done a good job, she thought of Kelly. Whenever she wished to feel that frustrating wound deep within her psyche, she went back to Darren.

"What are you suggesting?" Elizabeth asked.

"There are treatments," Richard said. At this point, he kept his eyes locked on hers. She didn't turn away, and neither did he.

"I'm not going to have my son sold off to a stranger," Elizabeth answered with a biting snort.

"Then don't," Richard replied. "Make the necessary adjustments and send him off to someone else.

"Like who?"

"A trusted, family friend?" Richard asked.

At this point, it was her turn to grab her glass of wine. She stared off into the distance again, only now there was this little smile tugging at the corners of her mouth. "You know what really ticked me off?"

"Besides the thefts?"

"Yes," she hissed. "Besides the thefts." As she spoke, she remembered one of her favorite pieces. It hadn't even been that expensive. It was an abstract spiral of blue and red. She had kept it at one house, and then she went to visit, and she noticed right away: it was gone. Elizabeth hadn't asked any of her security staff to investigate. She already knew what had happened.

He took it. He took it, and he sold it. He probably didn't even get very much for it.

Disgusting.

Was that what her son really thought of their family? Was that his idea of industry? Normally, she gave him as much money as he asked for. Perhaps he had grown tired of asking?

"Several months ago, I tried to talk to him. I tried to convince him to focus on something. To be honest, I don't even care what it is. Does he want to be a poet? A tap dancer? A clown? The specific goal doesn't even matter, but he needs to aim for something. He could become a professional video gamer for all I care. I just want to see him learn and expand and grow. Because for such a long time, he has been dedicated to nothing at all, and it's repellent…" She had never admitted that before, not to herself and certainly not out loud.

"But there is something else, isn't there?" Richard asked. He had lowered his voice. He didn't want to tease or taunt this woman. When she glanced up at him, she saw the respect in his eyes. They occasionally competed in the business world, but this was different; they both knew it.

"He refused. And when he refused, he started shouting, and he told me something very specific. He said that after I was gone, he was going to take as much as he possibly could from his sister. He didn't care if he destroyed all of the businesses. He’d rip them apart, sell off the assets, and go party. Because that's all he wants to do. He just wants to party." At that point, she locked her teeth together. "You know what they really funny part is?"

"What?"

"He's not even very good at it," Elizabeth said. "There are people throughout history who have succeeded based on their social skills. These are the women and men who have been able to build or tear down empires based on the connections and networks they establish. I can respect that. But that isn't what he wants. He doesn't know what he's doing. He's just wasting everything."

"As I said before, there is another option."

"Could I do something like that?" Elizabeth’s voice drifted, like those words could’ve been directed at her friend or herself.

"You could always threaten him," Richard said.

"I tried that."

"How?"

"Michelle?" Richard asked.

Right as the car dropped him off, Darren yanked out his phone, and he found the number for their personal maid. "Michelle, I want you in my bedroom right now," he said. The slut didn't even get to say anything before he hung up.

Mostly drunk and still a little bit high, Darren stumbled through the hotel lobby. He found the elevator, and then he hit one button, only to realize that his room was on a different floor. No, not that floor. A different one. By the time he hit the fourth button, he was fairly confident that he was right. He wobbled on his feet, his weight swaying from side to side.

The doors opened, and he headed out. He pulled out his key card, and he went into his suite.

"Ah, there's the slut I ordered," he said when he saw Michelle.

Darren had a vague understanding of what had happened to this slave slut. Apparently, she had messed with the wrong people, made a mistake, entered into the wrong kind of contract, and consequently ended up on an auction block. And now, she looked amazing. There was something about the waves in her hair, her full lips, and her big breasts.

On that particular night, he had gone to three different clubs with his friends. They drank and flirted with the serving staff. Even so, he struck out again and again. He didn't understand it, of course. Even though he had flashed the cash, none of those servers or bottle sluts offered to go home with him.

He was still horny, and that's why he smirked back at Michelle. Obviously, this wasn't his first choice, but her moist mouth could still serve his needs.

"On your knees, slut," he ordered.

"Yes, sir," she said, dropping to her knees. She looked ridiculous in that French maid uniform. Even the actual maids who worked at this hotel didn't have to wear demeaning gear like that. More importantly, they didn't have to obey the hotel guests...not like this.

Michelle dropped down, and he thought about teasing her. He could have slapped her across the face, yanked on her hair, or lifted up her skirt to reveal her panties or what was hidden underneath.

"You know what you are?" Darren taunted her. "You're a toy. That's it. You're just a toy for powerful man like me to use."

"Yes, sir," she said automatically.

He loved hearing that acknowledgment, that automatic and easy acquiescence. Michelle couldn't think for herself. That much was obvious. She had been so thoroughly trained. For a couple of seconds, Darren wondered who she had been before his mother decided to purchase her.

Then he burst out laughing. But the joke wasn't good enough if he didn't share it, so he looked down into her eyes, "Do know what I was just laughing at?"

"No, sir. What were you laughing at?"

"You," he said. "I was just wondering who you used to be. What was your life like before you had put on that uniform and that makeup? What was your life before you became a slave?"

She started to say something.

Darren reached down and casually grabbed her by her throat. His fingers pressed down against the sides of her neck. He squeezed just a little bit, and her eyes bulged. "Then I decided I don't really care. That's the funny part, Michelle. You’re a slave, so you do whatever you're told. You get to be the stress relief for more important people—people like me." With his free hand, he reached for the zipper on his pants.

Even as he unleashed his vitriol, he thought of the women he had encountered tonight. There was the redhead, the two blondes, the Asian girl, and that trio of Hispanic women. He had done his best to sound smooth and suave. He had come up to them, and he used his best lines and moves.

He had been in this dry spell for a while, but that didn't matter because he still had the slave down on her knees. Maybe she didn't really "count" since she was the family plaything, but Darren could still relax. That was one of the most frustrating parts of going out to strip clubs, bars and other venues. He would see these beautiful women, but he wouldn't be a lot to do. Considering his wealth, he could have paid for some affection, only that was a line he refused to cross. This wasn't a question of morals or ethics. Rather, he knew his own worth and value. For him, it would have been a question of pride.

Besides, he could always blow his load right there in Michelle’s whore mouth.

He drew his hand away from her neck. She gasped, her cheeks already a slightly darker shade of pink. Only then, he grabbed her by her hair. He tugged, and now he yanked out his erect cock. Excitement and frustration mixed together deep at his center.

"Lick," he said, yanking her forward.

The slave braced herself on her hands and knees. She leaned in, and she began to lick as commanded. She started at the right side of his shaft. Her tongue and the tip of her nose started along his member. Closing his eyes, he lifted his head and yielded to that power and authority. Occasionally, he glanced down to see the light shine off of her pretty hair.

"Good. Good girl," he said. "That's right. You know this is where you belong, don't you? This is who you were always meant to be. That's why you're on your knees. You aren't smart enough or strong enough to figure out how the world really works. You messed up." He chuckled.

Then he yanked on her hair, and he pulled her back. "Say it. Say you're just a dumb slut and that's why you're on your knees right now."

"Sir, I'm just a dumb slut, and that's why I'm on my knees right now."

At this point, he grinned savagely before he yanked again. Darren pulled her forward, and he stabbed her pretty mouth with his hard shaft. He shoved his stiff member of the way up to the back of her throat.

By now, she had been trained. Michelle had been used by Darren and so many of his mother's guests over and over again that she learned to serve with a remarkable degree of obedience and dedication. Better yet, she seemed almost eager.

In truth, he thought he could still see the defiance flare her eyes from time to time. Although Darren had no idea exactly how she had been trained, he didn't really care. This was about power, after all. This slave didn't warrant his attention. In fact, he grinned again, lifting his chin and shaking his head from side to side.

"Damn you to really are good at this, aren't you?" As he spoke, he wondered about the mysterious Crestwood Asylum. His mother had mentioned it from time to time, yet he didn't really understand what could happen there. He knew that it was a place where a servant like Michelle could be manufactured, but what that mean exactly? What were the specific details and processes?

As with most things in his life, Darren didn't worry about it. Instead, he had this girl on her knees, and she gave him the stress relief he required. He thought about using her in other ways, only then he dismissed the idea. Instead, he pumped her pretty face, thrusting hard and fast, pushing in and yanking back over and over again.

Wild excitement dissipated the disappointment from his failures that night.

Better yet, he hurt Michelle. He yanked on her hair, and her eyes watered. He pushed forward again, thrusting up. He drew back. He let her soft, pillowy mouth glide along his shaft.

He knew that if he ever got a girlfriend or even got married, he might have to send her to the Crestwood Asylum. After all, this dumb servant slut had certainly spoiled him. He would want any other girl in his life to be just as eager and just as dedicated.

Then another thought occurred to him. He recalled his request earlier that night, calling his mother…

Elizabeth Greenfield was a powerful and well respected woman. She had authority. People listened to her. And yet, there was always that irritating frustration at the edges of his mind whenever he thought of his mother. He hated having to ask her for money. At the same time, he knew better than to try to jump into one of her ventures. Her employees and associates would always see him as the idiot brother in the family.

They had no idea.

And yet, he wondered if he could go to the Crestwood Asylum and sign his mother up for a few treatments…

As he got his cock sucked, he knew he wasn't supposed to have those kinds of thoughts. Still, these were his fantasies. He didn't have to worry about what anyone else said or thought.

In fact, if he was going to have his mother committed, what about his sister? All at once, he would have complete control over the Greenfield empire. Obviously, he didn't know as much as either woman, but did that really matter? In this day and age, he could always look up whatever he needed. More than that, he could always hire the right people to handle the day-to-day operations.

Both women underestimated him.

Would he do it?

Yes. No. Maybe. The possibilities strobed behind his eyes, and he started thinking of his sister on her knees, dressed in a straitjacket with a collar around her neck. At first, he fantasized about her with a  gag in her mouth, but it would have been so much better if he could hear her beg and plead.

In middle school, Kelly decided she wanted to participate in a public speaking competition. At the time, Darren had literally rolled his eyes and snorted. When she first told him, excitement lit her features, but he looked right back at her and asked, "Why bother? You know, we’re already rich. Right?" She had just shaken her head and said that it seemed like a cool thing to do, especially because she was interested in the challenge.

At the time, Darren didn't have a good answer for her.

When she lost, he enjoyed a sense of real triumph. She had gone up in front of so many different people, and she had done her best, reiterating her practiced and rehearsed remarks. Kelly had done her best to keep her notes from shaking in her hands. Her voice had cracked.

But when she lost, she made a decision: she was going to try again. Darren teased her. His mother had been outraged, but there are always those little moments when a brother could torment his sister.

Kelly kept performing and competing. She gave speeches on the dangerous effects of climate change, shrinking populations in China, and other all of the esoteric and academic questions that Darren didn't care about. Each time she lost, he had laughed a little louder. Then she took third place. Then second. Then she took second again and finally first. Eventually, she became the public speaking champion in her their state by the time she graduated from high school…

And now, in his fantasy, she'd get to use her vaunted skills for another purpose. She would beg. She would plead with her brother. He’d become her Master, and she would know that she was bound in that straitjacket, on her knees. He could have her gagged. He could have her hair dyed or her body tattooed. He could get her bigger breasts. Maybe she could use some lip injections? Best of all, he would completely control her fate, and she would know it.

Her good grades? Her public speaking awards? All of the efforts she put in while in college? Her efforts at the different companies?

No one would care! She'd just be a dumb slut!

Best of all, she would realize that her brother had always been right.

Maybe it was sick. Maybe it was twisted. Maybe he didn't care, yet he envisioned that beautiful girl down on her knees, and she would be the slave. He wouldn't have to think of her as his sister. He could humiliate her and force her to taste or even swallow down his excitement.

In the real world, his breathing came faster as he took advantage of Michelle. With another pumping thrust, he knew it was time. He didn't want to wait. He didn't want to think about using her in some other way. Perhaps he could have drawn this out, but patience had never been Darren’s favorite virtue. He pushed and again, and this time he held onto the back of her head. Her eyes bulged as she tried to breathe, but he didn't care about her comfort. In the next moment, he let go, and the excitement coalesced into that orgasm. The climax shot through his body as his shaft throbbed and he blew his load against the back of her throat.

"Swallow it down, slut," he ordered. "You were dumb enough to end up as a slave, so this is what you get. Drink it all down. Swallow it. Swallow. That's right. Do it!" He issued those commands, and then he was finally finished.

He yanked back, and he saw Michelle again. Her makeup had gotten smeared, so he laughed and pointed toward the door. "Get out. I'm done with you."

"Yes, sir," she said before she retreated from the room.

Darren threw himself down onto the mattress, and he closed his eyes. He thought of his future girlfriend, his future wife, his sister and mother. There were vague, distant and distorted images playing behind his eyes as he contemplated what he could do. When he pondered his future, he thought he had so many different options.

This boy had no idea.

That night, Darren didn't bother to shower. He could handle that in the morning. Instead, he stayed right there on the hotel bed. He relaxed and let the exhaustion claim him.

When his eyes snapped open again, he felt something on his mouth. He thought it had to be some kind of nightmare. Only then, he peeked to his left and right, and he saw the green goggles glowing above him.

A ridiculous thought popped into his head: aliens?

They had the silhouette of men, and they had grabbed his arms and legs.

Someone pulled out a pair of scissors. He could hear the sounds of tearing-ripping-slicing fabric.

As the panic exploded through his body, he tried to shout out. He attempted to scream. He didn't understand this kind of physical fear.

It was primal and animalistic. When he tried to move, he couldn't! Darren didn't think something like this had ever happened to him. Even back in elementary school, he remembered getting close to a couple of different fights, only he could always bring up his family's wealth and influence. People recognized the Greenfield name. They realized how messing with him would be a very, very bad idea.

Darren didn't get to draw on any of those details. He yanked and twisted, fighting. He bucked and thrashed like a wild animal. He saw the dark figures. His eyes didn’t get the chance to adjust. And then he realized that he sucked in a breath, and there was this sweetly toxic flavor at the back of his throat and along the flat of his tongue. What was happening to him?

Seconds later, someone gave him an injection.

The sedatives kicked in. He lost consciousness.

"Mom, I think there might be a problem," Kelly said.

"There is a problem," Elizabeth replied. "I want you to know that I'm grabbing a flight, and I’ll be there in a couple of hours."

"Okay? But you know, I didn't even tell you what's going on?”

"You can’t find your brother," Elizabeth said.

"Exactly," Kelly said. "Did he throw another tantrum or something?"

"This is a conversation we need to have in person."

"Okay…" Kelly still didn't really understand, but she trusted her mother. They said goodbye and hung up. In the meantime, Kelly went back to work. Every few minutes, she kept glancing up toward the hotel room door. She expected her brother to burst in again and to distract her.

It was annoying. Really annoying.

And yet, she began to ease into the rhythm of work, of going through her to-do list. She savored that sense of accomplishment as she marked off one task after another.

Several hours went by, and she got up. That's when she checked her phone and saw the message from her mother. Elizabeth Greenfield had landed, and she was taking a car over to the hotel.

Standing up, Kelly stretched. She glanced back at her list, and she wondered if there was anything else she should handle at that particular moment. As she learned and worked, she had come to the conclusion that there was always something that needed to be done. There were always new projects that had to be reviewed or data that had to be checked. If nothing else, she could always reach out to their vendors, suppliers, and other corporate allies. Most business schools didn't talk about it very much, but the ability to "play well with others" had to be one of the most important aspects of professional success. The world simply wasn't a meritocracy; the people who got promoted and secured the best contracts were usually the ones who everyone else wanted to be around.

She exhaled, stretched, and decided to head out into the hall. She made her way down into the lobby, just in time to see her mother.

Elizabeth Greenfield wore a cream-colored dress, glasses, and a red scarf around her neck. She came over to her daughter, and then she grabbed Kelly, pulling her into a tight hug.

"Mom, is everything okay?" Kelly had to ask.

"We need to talk," Elizabeth said.

"And we couldn’t talk over the phone?"

"No," Elizabeth said, her tone sharp and stern.

Kelly wasn't used to hearing that note of seriousness in her mother's voice. Yes, they discussed business frequently, but this was different. Elizabeth took Kelly by her hand, she guided her over to one of the empty chairs in the lobby. They sat down, and Elizabeth took a slow breath. "It's about your brother. We need to talk about your brother."

When he woke up, he was groggy and disoriented. Darren tried to sit up. He wanted to rub his eyes. As hard as he tried, he couldn't do it. Instead, he had his arms pressed up against his chest, and then he attempted to speak. He only needed to mumble something or let out a quick curse. Instead, he could feel the plastic ball wedged between his teeth.

Blinking rapidly, he tried to figure out what he could do or say.

From one second to the next, he tried to figure out how he could move. Darren needed to bring his feet together. He couldn't. He tried to sit up again. This time, he succeeded, but it required so much more effort than he expected. First, every muscle in his body felt as though it had been turned to liquid. Little by little, Darren managed to get himself under control, only then he sat up. There. That felt like some incredible achievement. His eyes slid down along his body. He saw his bare feet and the white, leather shackles around his ankles. They kept his legs spread. He tried to wiggle free. He couldn't. And then, with the sinking feeling, dropping onto his stomach, he stared down and saw the straitjacket. There was the white canvas fabric and the outlines of his imprisoned his arms. The restrictive jacket reached down to his pubic hair.

"No, no, no, no," he tried to say, only to hear the muffled, garbled sounds come from his throat. This couldn't be happening. This couldn’t be real!

Turning his head, Darren looked around the room. It was white. He saw a couple of cabinets built into the walls. That was it. There was probably a door behind him.

"Hello?" Darren tried to shout out. "Hello?"

Nothing.

His heart was pounding, and he had hardly moved, yet his lungs pumped. Adrenaline burned hot across his veins. He could feel it at the base of his throat, down in the center of his rib cage, and along each limb.

The seconds rolled into minutes, yet nothing happened.

He was still right there, spread out, strapped down by his ankles, and powerless. Even though he could sit up, his legs remained restrained, and the straitjacket kept this captive from using his arms.

"Fuck this," he growled as though he could rage-quit the entire scenario. Darren made his decision, and he tried to rip his way free from the straitjacket. His muscles flexed, and he worked to tear or twist or break away. With every second, he expected to hear the fabric begin to rip.

This was a joke, he tried to tell himself. It was a joke. It was a dumb joke, and whoever tried to pull this shit on him was going to pay! He was going to do everything in his power to make sure they regretted it!

With a grunt, he yanked to the left. Next, he tried to pull to the right. He fought to kick away from the straps.

His straitjacket didn't care. The buckles and straps didn't stretch or break.

Finally, he fell back down against the soft padding of the exam table.

His breathing relaxed, only then he raised his head again. When he saw his bound, partially naked body, another jolt of frustration raced through his body. He hated this. He hated everything about it.

As a rich boy, he always had options. Even when his mother insisted he do something back in high school or when he tried to go to college, Darren Greenfield had known what it took. He could always cheat. He could pay his fellow classmates to take his tests for him. He could use the best AI to write his papers. There was even that one teacher in middle school he had tried to bribe. Granted, that hadn't worked, but the idea was there, and it went back to the simple reality that he couldn't be punished.

There was no way anyone could keep him here against his will! He was Darren Fucking Greenfield!

His nostrils flared, his breath came sharper, and he sat up again. This time, it was faster. With his weight braced against his buttocks, he tried to twist. He tried to yank and break the straitjacket with nothing but raw, animal brawn.

Perhaps a minute went by where he thrashed around. He still couldn't move his legs. He couldn't even roll off of the exam table. He could have made the attempt, and he would have failed pathetically.

Reluctantly, he dropped back down again. His eyes started to water. A different kind of place in this frustration began to fill his head.

He didn't know how to handle failure, not like this. Normally, Darren Greenfield liked to quit before he could actually feel as though he had failed. But this time, he couldn't get out of there.

Who had done this?

He closed his eyes, and he thought of his sister. Did Kelly think something like this would be funny? No, she wasn’t creative enough, he decided. Maybe it was a rival family? There were other companies, and Darren didn't bother paying attention to the corporate politics, but he understood how the world could work.

Whoever did this, they were going to pay. He ached to see them pummeled, shocked, tamed, and utterly broken. He thought of the most humiliating, degrading pornography, and he wanted to see the perpetrator in one of those videos, online for the whole world to see…

Even if he loved those concepts, he still couldn't do anything.

The door opened behind him. He heard the lock first. It clicked, the door swung in, and someone stepped into his peripheral vision. Right away, he turned his head.

Darren attempted to speak. He tried to tell this young woman who he was and how much money he had. He tried to inform her that he couldn't be kept there. He was a free citizen. More importantly, he was an heir to the Greenfield estate. As such, this girl needed to release him and apologize right away.

Despite his best, frantic efforts, Darren couldn't utter a single one of those words. He tried; he kept talking.

The young woman standing above him and to the left side of his exam table waited patiently.

Eventually, he stopped. "I didn't understand a single thing you just said," she told him.

His nostrils flared again. His nose crinkled with barely contained fury.

More than anything else, he wanted to snarl at her to release him. Of course, that wasn't going to work. Then again, she was supposed to be smart enough to figure out what he wanted and needed, right? Apparently not.

Then he recognized her uniform. She wore white tights, a snug white dress, and a little cap on her with a red cross. In her form-fitting costume, she was dressed like some sexy nurse. He couldn't believe it. He blinked once or twice. What was this? What was going on? With her blonde hair tied back into a pair of pigtails that hung past her shoulders, the nurse held her hands behind her back, and she leaned down. He saw the eyeshadow, the blush, and the gloss along her red lips. She was beautiful. At the same time, he hated how she could see him like this: trapped and vulnerable.

"It's okay," she said. "Lots of patients are confused when they wake up here. First, I want you to know where you are." She paused for dramatic effect before throwing out her arms, "Welcome to the Crestwood Asylum!"

She allowed those words to sink in. The color drained away from his face as his eyes widened. He stared at her, and he kept waiting for her evanescent smile to break into laughter. She couldn't be serious. There was no way. There was absolutely no way he could end up at…Crestwood.

Yes, he had heard about this place, but he had never been here himself. He didn’t know any of the intimate details of exactly what transpired here.

Most of all, he had a vague understanding. That was it.

He and his sister had whispered about it from time to time. Kelly had never been here, either as far as he knew, but she was more involved with the corporate accounting, so she had gone to some of the meetings. She had been with her mother when she met with some of the other patrons here…

Torture. Surgeries. Transformations.

Then there was Michelle…

Before he could stop himself, Darren started shaking his head frantically from side to side. No, he wanted to believe. There was absolutely no way. Something like that simply couldn't happen. He couldn't be at the Crestwood Asylum. It was impossible. This was all just part of the prank. It was part of the joke, and he was supposed to be scared.

Even if he didn't want to admit it, he knew it was working.

"Right now, I'm here to test your responsiveness. Then I’ll get you nice and locked up. Doesn't that sound good? Oh, and you might need a little bit of shock therapy."

Shock therapy. He’d heard the phrase before, but it sounded like something from some 1950s drama. There was no way a modern hospital could use something so cruel or barbaric. As those thoughts flashed behind his eyes, Darren knew the truth.

"But first, we need to make sure you’re nice and smooth down there. How does that sound?" The nurse giggled, "That sounds good, doesn't it? Oh, and you should know who I am, shouldn't you? It wouldn't be fair for me to perform medical treatments on you without introducing myself first."

He stared up into her eyes as he yearned to very clearly articulate himself. He needed to state something emphatically, "You cannot do this because I do not consent to this medical treatment." In any other hospital in any other country, a statement like that might have meant something.

At the Crestwood Asylum, he didn't get to speak. Gagged, the patient could only endure whatever treatment his caregivers decided to implement. He didn't get to say anything. He didn't get a vote.

After about half a minute, the nurse held her hands together, just below her breasts, and she leaned down again. With that same bright and cheerful smile from before, she told him, "My name is Nurse Kaylee. I'm going to be responsible for some of your treatment. Don't worry. I have been here at Crestwood Asylum for more than three years, and I know exactly what I'm doing. I have been thoroughly trained and tamed. I know exactly how to make sure you learn to obey. And before you know it, Dr. Chen will come see you, and she’ll check up on you and make a diagnosis. After that, we can put you through the full transformation based on what your new owner would like to see."

"No!" Darren roared out. "I don't have an owner!" He tried again and again to shape those words, only to feel the plastic ball stuck between his teeth. He fought hard to shape actual words. He needed this woman to understand him, to realize that he couldn't be kept there has some kind of prisoner.

He was Darren Greenfield. Didn't this woman know who his family was? Didn't she know who his mother was?

A corporate rival…It had to be a corporate rival. That was why he had been kidnapped and taken here.

That idea consoled him just a little bit, especially because the nurse drew back, and she went over to one of the drawers. She slid it open, and then she came back. She snapped on a couple of gloves. Next, she pulled out some kind of bottle. She squeezed the tube, and a blue gel squirted down into the palm of her hand. Next, she moved between his legs. More than anything, he wanted to cross his knees and hide his balls, especially because she raised up a razor blade next.

He only froze when she reached down between his legs. First, she rubbed the gel along his pubic hair. It started to tingle right away. He tried to ask her what she was doing. On some level, he had already figured it out, but he still craved the explanation. Or, more likely, Darren really needed to delay this for as long as possible.

The procedure went quickly.

Even if he wished he could stop time, Nurse Kaylee knew what she was doing. She intended to make this happen efficiently. Next, she drew the blade down along his pubic hair. She was shaving him!

He couldn't believe it. Moment by moment, it felt like he was losing something vital. Maybe if she had been some hot girl who had begged for the privilege of shaving off some of his body hair, he wouldn't have objected. And yet, he didn't get to stop her.

This idiot girl could do whatever she wanted.

With her blonde pigtails and her bright, vacuous smile, she didn't look like she really knew what she was doing. That was why he stopped. Paralyzed by a different kind of fear, he worried about what could go wrong.

She didn't settle for just his pubis. Next, she went for his balls. She shaved them, working the blade along his skin.

She pulled away the loose hairs and tossed them into a small compartment built into the side of the exam table. As she worked, she hummed to herself. When she finished, she studied him. "How did that feel? That wasn't so bad, no. Was it?" Again, she grinned.

He glowered at her. He tried to make this girl understand how there’d be consequences for her behavior. Even if she was just "following orders," he could wreck her life! At least, that was what he desperately needed to believe.

Nurse Kaylee didn't seem to notice his frustration. Instead, she peeled away her gloves, and she threw them into the garbage. Then she looked down at him. With her head cocked to the side, she asked, "Would you like completion? As part of your intake process, I need to judge your responsiveness."

His responsiveness?

That sounded like some ridiculous euphemism.

Infuriated, Darren grunted at her. It was a wild, primitive sound without any real content beyond blind rage.

"I guess you don't need it," she said.

That's when she reached down, and she cupped his smooth balls. Next, she worked her hand up along his shaft. She squeezed and stroked. Her fingers moved with expert precision. His eyes locked on one spot as the sensations splashed over his nerves.

Only a little while before this, he had used Michelle. That granted him some small measure of control. It wasn't like he had awoken with the desperate need to climax. And yet, that urge started to grow stronger and stronger as the stimulation raced across his skin.

The yearning grew. It built up inside of his head.

Worse, he made the mistake of closing his eyes. As he did so, he lost the reality of his situation. He forgot about the straitjacket, the straps on his ankles, and the gag in his mouth. Instead, there were just those sensations. Her fingers moved with light, eager expertise. She stroked and squeezed, relaxed her grip, only to brush the gentle pats of her fingertips up and down along his member. His heart kept pounding, and he almost decided to relax into it, like he could pretend this was some eager club girl or someone he met at a bar. Maybe she knew about his family and she intended to impress him.

But then, he was right there on the verge of release, and she drew her hands back.

Her captive patient opened his eyes and stared back at Nurse Kaylee. He itched to ask her why she stopped. At the last moment, he swallowed back those words. Fully cognizant that she wouldn't be able to understand him anyway, he tried to protect some sliver of his dignity.

Nurse Kaylee reached into one of her pockets, and she pulled out her phone. She typed in some information. Then she nodded to herself. "Now it's time for you to get locked up."

What? Were they going to take him into some padded cell?

Despite the fear still lurking at the base of his gut, Darren snorted. Already bound in a straitjacket and strapped down, did they think locking him up in a cell would change anything?

Only then, she didn't release him. She didn't pull him off of the table or call for a bunch of orderlies to tie him down onto a gurney. Instead, she returned to the drawers, opened one, and then she came back. Lifting up the palm of her hand, she showed him something.

At first, he didn't understand. It looked like some abstract sculpture, maybe something his mother might have been able to explain or appreciate.

"This is a chastity cage," Nurse Kaylee said. "In fact, it's going to be your chastity cage!" she made the announcement sound like good news.

Chastity?

He didn't really understand the concept.

Perhaps Nurse Kaylee could read the expression on his face because she leaned down. "Don't worry. I wear one. Dr. Chen has put me on a size-regimen." She grinned. "You know what that means?" Although he didn't shake his head or offer any kind of answer, she still told him, "It means I get a smaller cage every month." She grimaced for a second. "It can be painful, but I know it's good for me, and it keeps me in line!"

She's crazy. This bitch is fucking crazy! Darren couldn't keep that thought out of his head. He stared up at her, and then he tried to break away again. Even though she worked for this facility and could have raised some kind of alarm, he still yanked and twisted. He thrashed around, fighting as hard as he could. He summoned every iota of strength he possessed.

It wasn't enough. None of it was enough!

Darren dropped back down. He had barely been able to move. Perhaps he had twitched a couple of inches to the left or right, but the nurse could still do whatever she wanted with him because he remained trapped.

"Would you like me to touch you some more?"

"No," he said.

"Beg. Beg to get touched," she instructed. As she spoke, Nurse Kaylee's tone shifted slightly. She leaned down and peered right into his eyes.

In that instant, he had to wonder something. "Who were you? Who were you before they did this to you?"

Darren didn't really expect an answer, yet the nurse surprised him.

"Before I arrived at the asylum, I was an auditor with the federal government. I was assigned to work with a large company to double check their books. Their owner didn't like that, and I refused to back down." Nurse Kaylee shook her head from side to side. "I really thought everything would be fine if I just did my job. I followed the procedures, and I wanted to hold this company accountable. If they weren't breaking any rules, then fine! Nothing bad would happen to them."

At this point, he tried to hold off the inevitable for as long as possible, especially because his shaft remained hard, and the nurse still held at the chastity cage right there on the palm of her hand.

He had seen those cages before. He thought of Michelle. There had been those idle moments of curiosity when some perverse sense of interest had taken hold of him. He had asked the enslaved maid about her treatment and everything that had happened to her. She had shivered. Each time she talked about electric therapy, canings, and those chastity cages. She discussed how they could feel, the sense of captivity, the lost control...

Over and over again, Darren came back to the ridiculous mantra. He told himself that he wouldn't allow this woman to put the chastity cage on him. It was a noble and brave idea, only there was one very significant problem: how was he supposed to stop her? What was he supposed to do? In some ways, this felt like a movie. If that was true, he was the main character. As the hero, he was supposed to figure something out. Or if he couldn't figure something out, then someone else needed to burst through that door and rescue him.

Could Kelly do it? What about his mother?

He bit down, and he kept waiting for something to change.

"You didn't beg," Nurse Kaylee told him after several more seconds of introspection.

"I'm not going to beg!"

"Then you’re definitely going to get touched," she said. Holding onto the chastity cage with one hand, Nurse Kaylee reached down with the other. First, she casually slipped her hand between his legs. Her fingers moved closer and closer to his opening. Her fingers started down underneath his balls, and his eyes widened.

"No!"

Revulsion washed over him. It wasn't the girl who touched him. If he focused on her, he could ignore the person she had once been. Instead, he saw her beautifully sculpted cheeks, her full lips, and the cute slope of her nose. He saw her breasts, her pretty hair, and he could have lost himself to the fantasy.

And yet, that lost control dug down into him. Darren Greenfield was supposed to be the kind of man who could make his own decisions. When he walked up to any bouncer at any club, Darren always knew he had enough money to make his way past the velvet rope. Perhaps he didn't have a lot of luck with the ladies, yet he still recognized his own power and worth.

Only now, he couldn't mention his mother, his family's wealth, or anything else to make this stop.

Darren had never really considered that opening. He had never really touched his ass. But now, her fingers slid down, and she came closer and closer to penetrating him. "You're going to be very popular. I bet your new owner is going to have so much fun with this, especially because you seem to be so very, very responsive." It was true. His cock twitched. He hated this, and he clenched down as much as he could. His muscles locked, and he tried to lose himself to some fantasy, some other idea. Like so many other patients who had been strapped down to that same exam table, he searched for some way out. If he couldn't physically escape, then maybe he could hide his thoughts and feelings.

The nurse didn't let him go. With two fingers, she stroked him. She moved along his opening. She pushed down, stretching her arm and angling her wrist. Her digits slipped along his crevice.

With every second, the tension continued to lock his muscles, tendons, and joints.

"And that’s enough of that," she announced.

She pulled her hand away.

Disappointment flooded through his body. He tried to ignore it. He tried to hide it. With his eyes closed and his head pulled back, he pouted. The frown curved along his lips, and his fingers shoved it down into his palms.

"It's okay. You're going to learn that you don't have control. From now on, every important decision will be made by your owner and Dr. Chen. She’ll know exactly how to take care of you. She’ll how to cure you!"

"I don't need to be cured!"

"Oh? I saw your file."

Even with the desires still throbbing through his body, he opened his eyes and glowered at her. He tried to intimidate this nurse. She answered his glare with a vacuous smile. For her, there could be no real threat, not from a patient. He was bound and helpless. His body was on display, and she could do whatever she needed to. There were other people she feared, but Darren would never be one of them.

"What, what’re you talking about?" Darren finally forced to the words out onto the air.

"Your file," she said. "As a part of your intake process, Dr. Chen had her associates do some research. They found that you’re a narcissistic boy with delusions of significance. You have adopted numerous maladaptive coping mechanisms, so you need to be here. This is going to be good for you. We are going to cure you."

"That's bullshit," he growled back at her.

"Is it? Tell me. Are you very successful in your life?"

He opened his mouth. Right away, he intended to point to his successes. People always treated him with respect. That meant he had accomplished a lot. Right? But as he stared back at that girl with her pretty features, her cute cap and tight, white dress, Darren couldn't come up with a good response. His mind jumped to his educational, personal, and academic achievements.

He didn't have any…

He didn't have any close friends. He didn't have a girlfriend. He hadn't finished college. He barely finished high school, and even that probably came down to a question of the administrators deciding they didn't want to deal with him for another year.

"It makes sense," Nurse Kaylee told him. "Included in your file was information about your sister. She's very successful, isn't she?"

"Don't talk about her," he growled.

"I'm not going to insult her," Nurse Kaylee promised.

Right away, he knew that he hadn't been trying to defend Kelly's honor.

"In fact, I'm going to talk about how smart and capable she is. It must be really hard for you. I mean, your sister is objectively better than you."

He had been compared to Kelly before, of course. And yet, most of those individuals had always tried hard to be polite. Apparently, Nurse Kaylee didn't feel that same inclination. She looked down at him. Cocking her head to one side, she smirked. "Face it. She is better than you."

"No," he finally mustered. "That, that's not true."

"Oh?"

"She's not better than me!"

"Compare your achievements with hers."

He refused. He clenched his eyes shut again. He knew how ridiculous he looked. At the same time, he turned his head to one side, like he could simply look away from the reality of his situation.

"Professionally, she has been very successful. Academically, she achieved quite a few different honors. People like her. They respect her. They know that she is a capable individual. You, however, are not. You can't admit it, but you have failed, Darren. You were given so many different opportunities and chances, but you wasted them all." She shook her head from side to side. "Maybe it's time for you to admit that. Would you like to admit it? Would you like to be truthful with me?"

"None of this is the truth! You are holding me against my will! This is illegal! This is false imprisonment!" Darren had no idea where he had picked up those phrases, yet he let them spew out onto the air.

"This is for your own good. Nothing that happens here is illegal, especially since you have already been remanded to our custody by the local judge."

"What…?"

"The police decided that you weren't capable of making your own decisions, so you were brought here."

"What about my family?"

"Enough talking," she said. "If you want to demonstrate that you can control yourself, then you need to relax before the electroshock therapy."

Electroshock therapy? The phrase echoed inside of his head, and his eyes narrowed as he glared up at the nurse. Within a second of realization, his heart hammered as he tried to comprehend what she meant. The phrase sounded familiar. It seemed like something from some period drama.

"Can you control yourself? Can you relax your body?" As she spoke, she glanced it down at his cock. He remained stiff.

This time, Darren refused to answer. He pressed his lips together into an angry line, and he stared up at the ceiling. He tried to pretend none of this affected him, like he was done with her.

He shook his head as she reached up. She attached electrodes to the different sides of his face. There was one on the right side, another on the left, then two more pressed down against his forehead. From there, she adjusted the wires. Last, she held up the controller. "You might feel a slight stinging sensation," she said.

This wouldn't impact him. It wouldn't affect him. He wouldn't let it!

Bracing himself as best he could, Darren tried to pretend that those electrodes were not pressed to his skin. He did his best to ignore the cold adhesive, the audible hum, and the strange sensations of having stickers attached to his face. Instead, he forced himself to relax.

"Have fun," she said.

He didn't understand, but then she hit a button, and the electricity roared through the wires and up into the electrodes. It splashed down into his body.

The agony bloomed along his skin, stabbing at every nerve he possessed all at once. This thoughts vanished. He disappeared. There was nothing but that storm, that wild burst of existence that was made up entirely of pain. Then it stopped, and he felt as though he had lost minutes or hours.

"How do you feel now? Are you willing to tell me that your sister is better than you?"

"Go to hell!" Darren cried out those words without thinking, only now she held the controller up in front of him. Instinctively, Darren tried to reach out for it. He wanted to grab onto it and snatch it from her grip.

She tapped the button again.

A fresh surge of electricity washed over him. The voltage seeped into him, making him scream. He didn't think about it. At this point, he couldn't even try to hide from the sensations.

"There. That was good for you," she told him. "You need this. You need this because of your delusions."

"I, I need to talk to a real doctor," he gritted out. She had given him a couple of seconds to recover. He used that time.

"No. I'm sorry. The doctor won't see you until she takes you into surgery."

"Into surgery…?"

"That's right," she said.

"No, wait!" He tried to sit up, to jerk away, but it was too late. The nurse had already decided to hit the button again.

Another storm of electricity struck him. It felt like getting stabbed by lightning from every direction. All at once, the energy burned across his body, making him howl out. He screamed until his lungs were raw, his throat dry and burned by effort.

Then it stopped, and he looked up at her.

"Are you ready? Are you ready to tell me that your sister is better than you?"

His nostrils flared. He shook his head from side to side. But then she lifted the controller. "Are you sure?"

He wasn't.

As hard as he tried, he couldn't summon any bluster, any confidence, any brazen defiance. Instead, he stared at that woman, and the seconds ticked by: one, two, three. His muscles twitched from the remembered agony. Finally, he forced himself to speak. "Fine. I, I will do it."

"What was that?"

"I'll do it!"

"Go on," Nurse Kaylee said.

When he looked up at her, he searched for some sadistic impulse playing across her features. Instead, he saw simple complacency. This individual had been completely and utterly subordinated to her superiors. She would do whatever she was told. She would be completely obedient. She didn't necessarily want to hurt him, but she would do it again and again, all because her owners gave her the commands.

As he realized this, something inside of him started to sink. His head dropped down. He didn't know what to do. He didn't know what to say.

"Last chance," Nurse Kaylee prompted him.

"She's better than me!" Once those words jumped from his mouth, he couldn't stop himself. "She's smarter than me. She stronger than me. She knows what she's doing. She can make her choices. She is going to do whatever she wants, and I can't compete with her. I was never able to compete with her!"

"Good boy," Nurse Kaylee said right as she hit the button again.

The boy screamed until he blacked out.

"From what I understand, you have been given authority over just how big they are," said a woman. Her voice seemed to come from far, far away. He had been given permission? Permission for what? Why would he care how big they were? What were they even talking about?

Darren forced his eyes open. He saw a bright light shining down on him. The illumination stabbed into his skull. Quickly, he jerked his head to the side, even as he dropped his eyelids back down. He tried to hide in the warm darkness. Blurs of orange and red floated around his vision.

"Can I see them again?"

That voice!

It was familiar.

He recognized her voice: Kelly. Her name popped into his head. And then he remembered his sister. Worse, there was that pulse of shame that washed over him. It felt like a wave that started at the base of his stomach and expanded out into his shoulders, arms, legs. He could feel it all the way up along the back of his neck and to the top of his head.

He tried to open his eyes again, and then he saw her.

Kelly stood off to one side. She wore some kind of surgical mask, but she had on her usual outfit: a dark gray skirt, a black blouse, a red vest. She looked cute, like she was about to head into an office. Whenever he saw her like that, he was always tempted to tease her. She looked more like a secretary, he liked to say. Of course, she had received several promotions. She took on more and more responsibility within their family's firms and subsidiaries. He had teased her. More importantly, he had secretly hoped she might mess up some large project here or there.

It never happened.

She took her work seriously. She focused on those companies and their goals. Nepotism was obviously a concern, yet she quickly earned the respect of her coworkers, colleagues, and superiors.

"Here they are," said the other voice.

"It looks like he's waking up," Kelly said as she noticed movement in her peripheral vision. She made eye contact with her brother. She didn't say anything to him specifically.

"That's okay. I think it's a little bit more fun if he is awake for this."

"For the whole thing?"

"He’ll probably pass out again," said the other woman.

"I see," Kelly said.

"If you like, we can use some very effective anesthesia," said the other woman. That's when Darren finally focused on her. She looked a little bit older. She was Asian. She had shining black hair, rounded features, and she was taller than he expected. Then again, he was strapped down.

Wait. He was strapped down?

Darren finally lifted his head. Or at least, he tried to lift his head. When he tensed his neck, he failed. He couldn't raise his chin or look down along the length of his body. Instead, his head had been strapped into place. Worse, he could feel the cool air brush along his naked arms and legs, down his bare torso…

"I'll consider it," Kelly said. "But if I don't bring it up again, we can go with our previous plan."

"Excellent," said the woman in the white laboratory coat. Slowly, she turned back, and she looked down at him. She seemed to consider him for just a moment or two. Then she turned away. "Here are my nurses, and here are the choices. As you can see, the first option is relatively small."

When he strained, he tilted his head just a little bit to the left. That allowed him to see the three nurses standing off to the side. Each one held a pair of oval gel pads. He didn't know what they were.

"And these models need to be replaced?"

"These implants are some of the most durable I have ever seen," said the doctor.

"Perfect. So it really just comes down to a question of size? There's no real difference between them after that?"

"Strictly speaking, you are correct," agreed the doctor. "That said, I think it's important that we recognize there are meaningful psychological differences."

"Oh?" Kelly asked. She glanced down at her bound brother. She didn't seem to mind seeing him completely naked.

That's when his cock twitched, and he could feel it; there was the odd weight and sensation of captivity around the root of his scrotum and up to the length of his shaft. He tried to look down the length of his body again. He failed. Even so, he knew what it was.

The chastity cage.

His brows tightened, and that's when he realized he could speak. At least, he tried. "What's going on? Where am I? Kelly, let me up! Get me out right now!" He called out those words and expected to hear his sharply articulated voice. Instead, there was just the jumbled mumbling of a gagged patient.

For one or two seconds, it seemed as though his sister actually understood him. Kelly came up to the edge of the surgical table, and she looked down into his eyes. Her gaze swept from his hairline down to his face, along his naked body, and then she studied his chastity cage.

"We have to give him another orgasm?"

"No," Dr. Chen informed her. "That is ultimately going to be for you or his new owner to decide."

Kelly?

All at once, the realization that his sister was actually standing above him crashed into his body. If she was standing there, that meant she knew what was going on. And yet, she didn't look disturbed or upset. Instead, she seemed completely relaxed and at ease, as though she had known all of this was going to happen…

Right away, his brain jumped to another possibility: this had to be some kind of ploy on her part. Maybe he had been kidnapped, and she had heard about it, so she came to rescue him. But, of course, she couldn't just start throwing a tantrum, especially because he was vaguely aware of the rules at Crestwood. As childish as it sounded, it always seemed to come down to some variation of "possession is nine tenths of the law". Once someone had been admitted, they were property. They could be owned. And if someone had been kidnapped first, that individual became the captor's property.

Perhaps Kelly was there to negotiate on his behalf? Maybe she had been close? Yeah. That had to be it.

Only there was something about her expression. Maybe it was the slight smile. He knew his sister fairly well. Perhaps he had always resented the efforts she put into all her endeavors, but he still knew her. They had still grown up together. When they were younger, they had been closer. They had been friends.

"What you think about that, Darren? Should we let you have another orgasm before we hand you off to him?"

It was that final word that scared him the most. Theoretically, he knew he was supposed to be terrified of the restraints, the chastity cage, the doctor standing just off to the side, and yet it was that last word.

Him. Who was it? What was she talking about?

Then he thought of Michelle. He thought of Nurse Kaylee.

His heart started pounding faster all at once. The exhaustion and frustration pummeled into him. He started to buck and yank and twist against his bonds all over again. His muscles tightened and flexed as he threw himself to the left, then the right. He struggled as hard as he could by pumping every ounce of strength he possessed into his limbs.

"Let me up!" Darren tried to snarl out. "Let me up right now!" He couldn't talk around the gag.

At some point, he dropped back down. With his chest pumping up and down from every frantic breath into his nostrils, he had to rest. Kelly watched him, and now she turned back to the doctor. "What do you think the different psychological effects would be?"

"Largely, depends on how much independence and freedom you want to allow the patient. If you go with the smaller implant, there will be that constant reminder, you also allow him a modicum of hope."

"Really? How so?" At this point, Kelly held her arms behind her back as she considered the physician. Most of all, he recognized that tone and expression. It was the one Kelly used whenever she wanted to impress an authority figure. He couldn't remember the first time he saw her use it, but he still experienced that familiar flash of exasperation. Kelly had always tried so hard to impress teachers and parents, any adult, anyone in a position of power.

"Essentially, it will give him the option of attempting to hide these curves. The weight and pressure will always be there, of course. But with a pair like these, he will look more like an adolescent girl. Consequently, he could try to bind his chest, or wear especially loose clothing...assuming his owner gives him the opportunity. At this point, are you intending to sell him?"

"Yes," Kelly said. "I think that decision has already been made."

What? No! Kelly couldn't sell him! She was just his sister!

Even as that idea occurred to him, Darren had to acknowledge how a place like this worked. He may not have known a lot about his mother's ventures, yet he recognized the brutality of business. On the surface, companies could go on and on about how they cared about the environment, society, and injustice. They could all talk about how they wished to offer some kind of positive contribution to the world. Any observer with just a little bit of cynicism could look at the situation a little harder and realize that every corporation existed for one goal: profit. Despite the founders' TED Talks, those companies existed to make money and to exploit their positions of power. That was it.

Or so most cynical individuals thought.

In truth, the underlying structures of business became so much more brutal than even those pundits and commentators could realize. Every major company employed people who could hire mercenaries, assassins, hackers, and disinformation specialists. This was the underlying truth. Kidnappings, murder, and so much more could be utilized to secure a few extra percentage points of profit, all because the shareholders had to be satisfied. They were the most important audience. Making sure the profit line went up had to matter more than anything else.

Only now, Darren had been taken.

Why?

He looked back up at his sister, and there was a different impulse that resonated at the base of his stomach.

He wanted to beg. He wanted to plead. He didn't care how pathetic he might sound. He just wanted to call out to that girl and to get her to understand that he never posed any kind of danger to her. Didn't Kelly realize that he meant it when he said he just wanted to play video games and go to the clubs and hit on girls? He wasn't going to come after her professionally.

Even as those ideas formed behind his eyes, Darren wondered about those other half-fantasies, the ones where he could've sold his mother and sister to this very institution. But at that moment, he chose not to think about those ideas. Instead, he tried to figure out what she could want.

"What about the medium option?"

Another one of the nurses stepped forward, and Kelly actually reached down. She poked at the implant. It jiggled slightly.

The doctor said, "This is the one we can use if you want to give him a realistic yet feminine figure. Essentially, this is what your average woman would look like."

"I could guess that for myself," Kelly said with a smile. "I'm more curious about how this affects the patient from a psychological perspective."

"It makes the feminization feel more natural," said the doctor. "There has been some debate about this. Does that make the transformation easier? Some argue yes. Some say no. Those in favor believe that the natural curves give the patient something to actually be proud of. Those who are against it think that the transformation process should be as dramatic as possible, so they are obviously against it."

"And the largest implants?" Kelly asked. "What kind of impact do we expect there?"

"These are the ones you use when you want the patient to understand that he has been completely transformed. He will be a totally different person now. These are the ones that make it clear for him. He won't be able to think of himself as the boy he had once been."

"Is there any kind of downside?"

"There is a little bit less realism," said the doctor. "That said, I have spoken to several owners. They said that the large breasts are unusual at first, but they get used to them. It's only the patient who has a difficult time accepting just how far the transformation has taken him."

"I see…" Kelly said. She considered each option.

For his part, Darren pushed the back of his head down against the table and cried out again. Then he realized that he hadn't tried to think through this rationally. Turning his head to one side as much as the restraints allowed, he studied his right wrist. He tried to rotate it, thinking maybe if he could make his arm slippery enough, he would be able to slip free. He kept working at it, only he couldn't break away.

At the same time, he was vaguely aware of the doctor watching him. She studied him, her eyes bright, cunning, and incredibly dangerous. He had no idea what kind of brilliant mind lurked behind those pupils and irises. Even so, a shiver ran across his body, and he suddenly couldn't even struggle. He relaxed, his muscles going slack as if he was paralyzed by her stare.

"I realize that you probably get asked this a lot," Kelly said, "but what do you think? From a purely aesthetic perspective? Which one do you think would work best?"

"I'm always a fan of the largest option," Dr. Chen said. "The transformation should be extreme. He should wake up knowing that his life is completely different, and that he can never go back. Most of all, he should understand that he is not like a regular woman. He’ll be a plaything. He is a toy."

"I see." Kelly nodded again. “And can we give him a more feminine physique?”

"There are bras and harnesses that you can use to help achieve any desired outcomes.”

"Like for a wedding?"

"Exactly," said the doctor.

The wedding?

What was she talking about?

Darren wanted to get angry. More than anything, he wished he could indulge in his usual instincts. When something didn't go right for him, he could always snarl, growl and shout. He’d raise his voice! He could scream if that was what it took. Whenever he entered a restaurant, a club, or a bar, he knew he’d be able to get whatever he wanted. First, he had money. If that didn't work, he could always intimidate the employees all around him.

It was amazing what a tantrum could accomplish.

This time, Darren knew he had to suppress those urges. For once, the noise he made wouldn't be enough to convince his sister to free him. Instead, he had to try something else. Forcing through a calming breath, he looked back up at his sister one more time. At this point, he tried to say something. He tried to speak.

His tone leveled out, and every sound took on this pleading, bleating note of desperation. After all, he had to recognize his position. He was trapped. He was helpless. And even as his eyes watered, he stared up at her.

"What was that?" Kelly asked. "I couldn't understand you."

At any moment, she could’ve leaned down and pulled the gag from between his teeth. She could have allowed this boy to use his lips and tongue to shape real words. Instead, she watched him for several more seconds. He tried again.

Kelly burst out laughing. "Darren, you’ve always been something of a twit. Frankly, I think this is going to be best for you." The uncertainty that had run across her voice before suddenly disappeared as she looked back at the doctor. "Do it. Go with the largest pair. I think those are going to be perfect."

The blade slid across his body. Fresh pain exploded along his nerves. They gave him a shot.

As promised, it didn't remove the pain. The drug simply paralyzed him. Although he could still breathe and blink, that was it. The rest of his body remained trapped. She cut. She slid the implants into place. She sewed him up again. With every horrifying second, he tried to escape.

His body couldn't move. His thoughts disappeared. There was just the feel of that edge, cold and biting until the heat overwhelmed him. Tears ran down the sides of his face as the doctor performed the surgery.

Moment by moment, he hoped he would pass out. He ached and yearned to go into shock. Maybe the drugs kept that from happening. Maybe he couldn't simply disappear into the blackness programmed by evolution.

But then, the doctor grinned down at him. "You know, I think we can do some more with your face. I'm going to have to talk to your sister about that," she said.

Finally, he felt it: another prick. They gave him another shot, and that's when the exhaustion finally saved him from the agony of surgery.

When he opened his eyes, he found himself back in his straitjacket. His legs were spread, and he instinctively tried to hide from reality. He wanted to jump into a fantasy. It was reflexive. He didn't think about the ache in his chest for that new weight. He didn't think about his captivity either. Instead, Darren tried to contemplate something good, something pleasurable. He needed to flee from everything that had transpired.

It must've been some unconscious defense mechanism. In any case, he started thinking about her: Ciara Wicks.

He thought of that petite girl from college. Most of the time, he didn't even go to his classes, but he happened to attend the first day of Geology 17. Right as he walked through the door a couple of minutes late, he glanced at one of the girls in the front row. She was gorgeous with her rounded cheeks, her shoulder length brown hair and glasses. At first, he thought he was into her because he was bored. He sat down and didn't bother pulling out a pen or any paper. He didn't have his laptop with him either. Instead, he lounged there at the back of the room, yet his focus kept drifting over toward that girl.

The teacher was almost done calling roll, so he got to hear her name.

Ciara Wicks.

After that first class meeting, he wondered if he should try to ask her out. Something held him back.

Normally, Darren didn't get the chances to interact with the girls around him. And yet, there was something special about her. He couldn't name it. Maybe it was the tone of her voice, the shape of her lips, the angle of her nose, or the hue of her hair.

And then he got lucky.

He went to a pool party, and she was there.

He saw her wearing that one piece and she was hanging out with her friends. Normally, he would have preferred to see a girl in a bikini. He wanted to see the sweep of cleavage, the flat of her stomach, and as much exposed skin as possible.

Instead, he saw that girl in her black bathing suit with a white heart over her chest. Again, something tightened in his stomach. Something twisted with fresh excitement.

He knew he was supposed to ask her out. He was supposed to march up to her and to tell her that he was rich. He was a member of the Greenfield family. That name had opened doors for him before. Why not this time?

Something held him back.

Then he didn't see her after that party. He had asked around, hoping to track her down again. He had hunted around online as well. Still, he couldn't find her.

And yet, that memory of that girl still flared behind his eyes. He thought of Ciara Wicks and how much he wanted to run his hands through her hair. He wanted to pull back the edge of her bathing suit and glide his finger up between her legs. He yearned to pull the straps from her shoulders and to free her breasts. Then he needed to push her down and lick her nipples. Maybe he’d bite at them, making Ciara arch her back and moan through those moaning shivers of pleasure and pain.

Those images were amazing, but they weren't good enough.

He started thinking of Ciara Wicks as someone else, someone who wasn't studious and dedicated to her classes. She wasn't supposed to be the girl who sat upfront and answered all of the teacher's questions.

Instead, he imagined taking her to the Crestwood Asylum. This time, he’d be the client; he would be the buyer. He would go to the nurses and doctors, and he would make his decisions clear. These were the changes he expected. These were the modifications. And best of all, he would stand above her in that operating room, and he would look down into her eyes. He wouldn't be cruel about it, but he could smirk and say something like, "Don't worry about it. You’re going to get everything you need. By the time they're done, you’re going to be a perfect slut slave for me."

Slut slave.

Yeah, he liked that phrase. He liked it a lot.

And then, when it was time to bring her home, she would have long blonde hair, big eyes, trimmed brows, and those ridiculously full lips. Her enhanced chest would always remind her of her status. Better yet, he’d be able to look down into her cleavage and reach up, gliding his palms along her nipples and making her twitch. This wouldn't be kind or generous. Instead, she’d become his favorite fuck toy!

Then he could think about how he wanted to dress her. Maybe a schoolgirl uniform? It could be one of those little Japanese sailor outfits…She'd look hot with the sailor collar at her back, the white leotard, and that stupidly short, green and pleated skirt. With every swish of her hips, he’d get to see the white thong he’d make her wear.

Or maybe a French maid costume?

Or perhaps he should dress her like one of the nurses?

He wondered what a girl like Ciara would've thought about that.

In truth, she probably would have hated it, but he wouldn't have to worry about that. He knew all about Crestwood Asylum's behavioral modification programs. He had never read any of the brochures, nor had he talked to anyone who utilized their services. Still, he saw what had happened to Michelle. Or rather, he witnessed the end result. He knew how an individual could be wiped and transformed, sculpted and reshaped into something better.

Ciara could become the ideal plaything for this boy.

Most of all, he wanted to be able to snap his fingers and order her down onto the floor. Sometimes, that would mean this girl would bend her knees and look up at him, her wide eyes, eager and full of desire as she got ready to suck his cock. She would lick and slurp, bobbing her head forward and back. He’d get to pump into her. And maybe, from time to time, there would be those little flashes of frustration, humiliation, and defiance. Despite her retraining, this girl would understand that this wasn't supposed to be the life she had aimed for. Maybe she would think about her desire to become a doctor, a scientist, or some researcher.

Too bad.

This girl was a slut and his slave. She’d lick and suck. She’d bob and slide her head forward and back, her tight, moist lips eagerly sucking on his shaft. And if he didn't feel like that, he could command this girl into that same spot at his feet, only now she would bow down with her ass in the air, her legs spread. She’d be hot and ready for him, just like a bitch in heat.

Darren embraced those fantasies. They came in scattered flashes and images as he struggled to flee the reality of what his life had become.

He needed to think of himself holding her by her hair, pumping into her and claiming this girl with every powerful thrust.

His cock would twitch as he came so hard!

That's when he felt the contours of the chastity cage out in the real world. For a while now, his shaft had strained against the metal, except now he blinked his eyes open. At once, there was the sharp stab of pain along his chest, plus the restraints between his legs.

He tried to move, to sit up.

He started to rise, only to feel gravity yank him back down again. At the same time, he noticed something else. The shape of his body seemed to be off. There was something wrong.

"What's happening?" Darren tried to ask. He blinked and looked around. The room was white. Then he noticed the soft contours of the padding. He was in an actual, padded room! Not only that, he was trapped in a straitjacket. He glanced down, only then his eyes widened. Disbelief exploded through his body. He didn't want to believe it. He couldn’t. He refused!

"What, what is this?" Darren whispered. His lips shaped those words, only he didn't really comprehend what he was seeing.

There was cleavage. There was cleavage down along with the width of his chest. This straitjacket looked different. He couldn't believe it. It was open. It showed the contours of his skin.

No, he told himself. Tightening his eyes shut, he tried to block it out. Instantly, he refused to believe it. He refused to accept it. This wasn't right. It wasn't real. It couldn't be happening!

He had implants.

He had breasts.

His breathing came faster and faster.

Before he could really panic, the door burst open, and a pair of orderlies came in. They were tall men with broad shoulders. Darren peeked up, and he almost felt like these guys should be on his side. If nothing else, they were all men, right? Only then, Darren realized that he had been altered. He thought of Michelle. He thought of that slave, and Darren realized the same thing was going to happen to him. He couldn't accept it. He couldn't tolerate the concept.

The orderlies grabbed him. They pulled him up onto his feet. They dragged him out of the room and down the hall.

With every step, he tried to squirm, yet he felt exhausted, either from the last effects of the sedatives or from the exhaustion of surgery.

With quick efficiency, they brought him into another room. They pushed down onto a table. They strapped this patient into place with bands pushing down on his forehead, his neck, shoulders, and then his ankles. Within moments, they had him completely immobilized

Then the nurse came in. It wasn't Kaylee. It was someone else, but she attached another set of electrodes to his head. Then she set the controller right there on his stomach.

She turned around and left without saying anything.

What was this? What was going on? What was happening?

The door opened again.

He could talk. He had to say something.

He saw Nurse Kaylee. This time, he pleaded with her, "Please. Please, you have to let me go. You can't keep me here."

"That's cute," she said. "But you know, we can keep you here. We can keep you trapped for as long as we want. The director of this facility even spoke to a friend of hers."

"A friend of hers?" With the fear pumping along his veins, he knew he had to speak, if only to hold off the inevitable for as long as possible. Perhaps, deep down, Darren already knew what was going to happen. He already understood what the doctor had ordered for him…

"A judge," Nurse Kaylee said. "Your rights have been revoked."

"Revoked?"

"That means they were taken away, silly!"

"I know what the word means!" Darren snarled.

"Then why did you ask?" Nurse Kaylee inquired, looking down at him, her expression bright with playful innocence.

"Please. Please, you just have to let me go," he insisted, switching tactics. "Please? Please, let me go!"

"Why?"

"Haven't you done enough? Look at me!"

"Darren, this is just the beginning," said the nurse. "Your sister hasn't decided what else she wants to do with your face."

"Fine. Then bring my sister in here. Please, just give me the chance to talk to her!" He really believed that if he had the opportunity, then he would be able to go to Kelly and convince her to release him. Yes, the surgery was terrible, but the procedure could be reversed. Right?

"I'm sorry. That's not how this works. Dr. Chen has already issued the order."

"Order? Order for what?"

"Personality correction," Nurse Kaylee told him.

Personality correction…? The words echoed inside of his head, but he didn't really understand. Then, all at once, he figured it out. He remembered his shaft tightening, the excitement, the flash desire, only he wasn’t supposed to be the one who got "corrected"! It was supposed to be a girl like Ciara, some snotty feminist who deserved to be transformed. As the moisture drained away from his mouth, he stared up at Nurse Kaylee.

"No. You can't be serious."

"Let's give you a little taste, shall we?"

"No!" Darren cried out. "I don't need a little taste!" He hated how childish and juvenile those words sounded, only he couldn't take them back.

The nurse picked up the controller. She adjusted the controls. With the tap of a button, she zapped him.

Electricity shot into the wires and down through the electrodes before hitting his skin. The pain lanced along his body, starting there at the top of his face and splashing down along every inch of skin.

It wasn't as bad as he expected, yet it still stung.

"Now, there's a really important idea that you need to understand, Darren. This treatment is for your own benefit. I’m going to work on curing you. The doctor has studied your file, she has reviewed your history, and she knows all about you. Dr. Chen wants me to shock you, so I'm going to shock you until you can cooperate. That's because you need to learn how to obey your owner. You need to learn how to be a good slave."

Slave…

She had finally said it.

Instantly, he tried to jerk his head from side to side. Simultaneously, he worked to rip his arms free from the soft, imprisoning confines of his straitjacket. Every attempt failed, however. Those who worked at Crestwood Asylum knew exactly what they were doing, so keeping a boy like Darren trapped proved to be no challenge at all.

"That's not right," he said. "That can't be right!" He frantically panted as he gasped out those words, one after another.

"So what do you think you are?"

He blinked, confused. He hadn't really expected a question like that. Still, he needed to say something. He had to answer.

"I, I'm my own man!" There. He said it. Then, as she continued to gaze down at him with this condescending, patronizing expression painted across her face, he repeated those words. "I’m my own man! I’m own man, and I can make my own decisions!" For good measure, he added, "I'm not a slave! I am never, ever going to be a slave! You can't turn me into a slave!"

"Really? You don't think Dr. Chen can turn you into a slave?"

Darren drew in a breath. His lungs expanded, and he knew he had to say something. He had to speak, only the words refused to form behind his eyes or between his ears. His thoughts turned into this vacuum. There was just a hollow void of disbelief and denial.

"I'm my own man!" Darren insisted again.

"And there it is," she said. "That’s your delusion. That is why you need to be cured. That is why you need to be fixed."

"You're trying to transform me!"

"We are trying to cure you," Nurse Kaylee promised. She flashed another sweet grin. He hated it. He hated how she could be beautiful and dangerous all at the same time. He hated knowing that she had gone through this exact same treatment. As she worked on him, she demonstrated just how helpless someone could be.

Right away, Darren fought to convince himself that he would be different. He was stronger, smarter, better. He would be able to resist.

Even as that idea surged across his mind, she looked down into his eyes, and Nurse Kaylee instructed, "Tell me you’re delusional. Tell me you’re delusional and that you need to be corrected."

He gritted his teeth together. The patient’s lips pulled back into a silent snarl, and he glared back at her with all of the vitriol he possessed. He tried to intimidate this girl, like one lingering stare might be enough to break her morale. It was a nice idea. It was a lovely idea. It was also an idea doomed to failure.

She hit the button.

Darren must've known it was going to happen. And yet, she had adjusted the controls, so it wasn't that quick, sharp burst of pain. It wasn't just a snap of electricity that darted along his skin, only to disappear like some static shock. This next blast of energy roared through his body. It ripped across his senses. His eyes were wide open and pointed toward the ceiling, yet he didn't see anything. He screamed, except he couldn't hear those incoherent sounds either. Taste and smell vanished. There was only pain, just that raw surge of agony like nothing else he had ever experienced.

Then it stopped.

He dropped back into his body. His eyes were wet, and he blinked back those tears.

At the same time, Darren confronted another impulse. It was a different desire, and he hated it with every particle of his being: surrender.

"I know this is difficult for you. I know it's hard. You want to be able to fight, don't you? But deep down, you know, you can't. You already know that you’re property. You know that you’re a slave. You know that this is going to be good for you. You can feel it."

"No, I can't!" Darren roared back at her.

She hit the button again.

A fresh storm of angry electricity cascaded through his body in a flash. It shot down from those electrodes and straight into his flesh. His pain receptors cried out. They pulsed with one jagged burst of agony after another. He didn't want to believe it. He didn't want to accept it. Simultaneously, he tried to kick and squirm. Worst of all, he could feel that strange weight on his chest.

"Tell me that you’re delusional."

This time, Darren couldn't answer with defiance. He couldn't respond with simple, pure rebellion. Instead, his nostrils flared, and he kept breathing. This time, the fear kept him from cooperating. At the same time, it also prevented him from resisting her.

Perhaps, on some level, Darren secretly hoped that if he simply remained silent, this would all go away. Somehow. Intellectually, he had to know that wasn't the case. And yet, he blinked quickly, his vision cleared, and he looked back at Nurse Kaylee.

Then the universe seemed to give him some small semblance of succor. The door opened, and then he saw her again: the woman in the white lab coat.

It was Dr. Chen!

When he spotted the surgeon, Darren opened his mouth, and he wished he could roar at her. He wanted her to tell him that everything would be okay.

Realizing he had very few options, Darren tried something desperate, "If you let me go, I can help you. If you let me go, I can make sure you get my family's entire estate! All of it! Every share, every penny! You can have it all! I don't care if I'm homeless after this. Just let me go!"

She turned back to him. At first, she grabbed a tablet computer off of one of the counters. She swiped across the screen with a single finger, and then she nodded to herself.

Drawing in one deep breath after another, he could feel the too-fast rise and fall of his chest. Worse, there were still those curves, the sensitivity, and that lingering ache from his procedure. This doctor had done something horrendous and unthinkable to him. Even so, he was trying to bribe her! He offered her everything.

"Please?" Darren tried again. He couldn't utter anything more than that. He simply said, "Please?" Then he waited.

Uncertainty swarmed through his head. He glanced over at Nurse Kaylee. The young slave in the white dress turned back, and she now held her hands behind her. She stared off into the distance as she waited for an order or a command.

She’s been completely programmed. She really is nothing but a slave. She sees the doctor, and she will do anything that woman tells her. Darren hated those thoughts, yet he couldn't find any counter arguments. There was no way to prove those first thoughts and ideas wrong. And now, he could only wait even as something even worse occurred to him, Can something like that happen to me? If this woman works on me, will she be able to turn me into some stupid slut slave? Will she turn me into a nurse?

One corner of Dr. Chen's mouth quirked upward as she turned to him. Her eyes narrowed slightly, and she looked down at him. She studied him. She was evaluating him. And yet, he still held onto that little spark of hope.

Perhaps she was considering his offer. Perhaps she was running through the mathematics. Perhaps she was thinking about what tens of millions of dollars could do for her practice...

"Tell me something, Darren. How much money do you possess?"

He tried to go through the calculations. In truth, he didn't have much, maybe a couple of hundred dollars hidden away in some account. Even then, he wasn't precisely sure how to access it. Rather, Darren would be entitled to a trust fund. The trust fund would be worth nearly a billion when he could finally access it. Then again, he didn't know what kinds of caveats or requirements his mother would put in place.

Dr. Chen didn't need to know about any of that.

"A lot," he said with as much frantic enthusiasm as he could summon.

"Give me a number," she instructed.

Yes!

That spark of hope quickly roared to life as an inferno deep within his chest. Even if he had the electrodes still stuck to the sides of his face, he didn't think they would be activated again. He could negotiate with this woman. Obviously, she had already used her talents on him, but that could change. Better yet, maybe he would even be able to parlay this conversation into something even better.

Kelly could end up on that operating table…

More than anything else, that was what he yearned to see. His bitch of a sister needed to pay for what she had done to him.

Oddly enough, he didn't blame Dr. Chen. She was just an employee. He didn't think she had much autonomy of her own.

"Five hundred million," he finally said, pushing as much honesty, credibility, and sincerity as he could into those three words.

Five hundred million. It was more money than most people could contemplate or possibly comprehend. It wasn't even close to a billion, and yet it could sustain an individual, family, probably an entire community. Better yet, that amount of money would be enough to perpetuate itself pretty much forever. Even a one percent return would still yield five million dollars...again, that was more money than the average American could ever hope to see. He wouldn't have to work. He wouldn't have to do anything. He would just have to drop that money into a mutual fund or some other basic savings account, and it would be plenty.

Darren didn't care if he had to give it up. As a spoiled rich boy, he honestly believed he’d be able to make it up somehow or at some point. He didn't need the money, so long as he could escape the Crestwood Asylum.

"That is a lot of money," she said. "But you don't have it."

"It's in my trust fun," he quickly amended.

"You don't have a trust fund either," she said.

"What? What are you talking about?" Darren asked. This time, he didn't sound angry or upset, nor did it seem like he wished to provoke an argument. Instead, he genuinely couldn’t comprehend what had happened, so now he hoped for some kind of logical explanation.

"You don't have a trust fund," she said. "The judge decided that you weren't competent, nor are you eligible to receive any money from your family."

"What? Why not?"

"You aren't a citizen of the United States, nor are you legally considered to be a person."

"What? Of course, I am a person," he insisted. The words fell from his mouth, and he stared up at that Asian woman as he hoped for her to smile and maybe tell him that she had been joking.

She didn't smile, and she wasn't joking.

"No. You’re property now. Say it."

"I'm not going to say it," he said, sounding more confused than anything else. Then again, it had been several minutes since his last punishment.

Dr. Chen intended to rectify that situation.

Her thumb dropped down onto the button. She pressed it, the signal jumped, the electrodes activated, and the battery unleashed another agonizing flash of electricity. He screamed and arched his back, his muscles tightened, and spittle flecked his chin. He was howling at the top of his lungs. The pain stopped, yet he continued to pant desperately as he worked to get his senses under control.

"Say it," she instructed.

She gave him exactly one and a half seconds to answer.

When he failed to comply, the doctor's stare hardened. Disappointed, she pressed the button again.

She listened as he cried out. All over again, he battled to tear free from his straitjacket, yet he remained trapped.

"I want you to know that I don't enjoy hurting you, Darren. As far as I'm concerned, none of this should be necessary. Then again, that’s the problem with delusions, isn't it? You honestly believe that you should be a person. But you're not. You’re property now."

"I'm not property!"

She didn't answer. Instead, she unleashed another round of electrocution. Electroshock therapy meant that he screamed. Tears rolled down his cheeks. His skin was hot. Even after the electricity stopped, his body continued to twitch as though he couldn't possibly keep up with those sensations.

"Are you property?"

This time, he broke.

At the back of his mind, he tried to convince himself that it was a strategic maneuver. He only told her what she wished to hear because he had to maintain his strength. If he got shocked again and again, he’d eventually be tamed. These women would be able to convince him of whatever they liked. He couldn't let that happen, so he called out, "Yes. I'm property!"

"And do you have a trust fund?"

Instantly, he knew the "right" answer. At least, that was the response she expected from him. And if he didn't give it to her, there could be consequences…

"No…"

"Say it. Louder," she instructed.

He glanced back up at the doctor.

This time, she gave him a few more moments. His heart was pounding, and he could feel his pulse at his wrists, between his legs, and near the base of his throat. With every moment, his heart boomed inside of its cage, all while the heat gathered underneath the confines of his straitjacket.

For a moment, he tried to stretch out his arms as though he hoped he had unintentionally ripped through some of the canvas. It was a lovely idea, and he wished he could believe it. Instead, he had to recognize the truth. He was still tied up, still bound, still powerless…

"No," he admitted.

"Say it again. Say all of it now," she instructed.

Darren gulped. He could feel the tension drop down along his throat as he tried to think of something else he could do.

"I, I don't have a trust fund," he said those words. On every level of his being, he wished he could think of those words as a simple lie. If he could have viewed this as some form of manipulation, then maybe he would have felt better about his acquiescence. Instead, uttering those words sounded like a genuine admission, as though he had just given something up. They were words, just words. They weren't supposed to change anything.

And yet…

"Again," she commanded.

"I don't have a trust fund," he told her.

"And that's because you're a slave, isn't it? You're just a dumb and pretty slave who needs to learn to bow down, suck, spread your legs, and obey."

He stared up at her. Bow down. Suck. Spread his legs. Obey. Those words weren't supposed to come out of the mouth of a physician.

Technically, she hadn't asked a question, yet he still felt as though he had to respond. He had to say something.

"Yes?"

She smirked at him.

"You’re only telling us what we want to hear. That's not good enough. When I look into your eyes, I need to know that you believe it. I need to see that you’re learning. That's an important part of fixing your personality, Darren."

The patience braced himself, shutting his eyes and instantly thinking this would mean another blast of electricity.

A couple of seconds went by. He cracked one eye open and glanced over in time to see the doctor hand the controller over to the nurse.

She took it, and then the doctor left.

All at once, he wished he could be brave enough to get her to change her mind. As she walked away, he tried to think of something else he could offer her. But what? What did he have?

She had taken away his trust fund, his freedom, and his personhood...If Kelly had been in a situation like this, his sister would have been able to craft some other strategy. She would’ve been able to lie or cheat or come up with something clever. As hard as he tried, Darren couldn't.

He called out pathetically, "Wait!"

Dr. Chen ignored him.

Then, before Darren could even turn his gaze back to nurse Kaylee, she electrocuted him again.

They needed to work on correcting his personality.

Over the course of the next few days or weeks, he healed.

In actuality, Darren lost pretty much all track of time.

He hated it. He hated every second of it.

At one point, Nurse Kaylee stopped. She had just given him another shock, and he was panting. His cheeks glowed a bright shade of pink, and she seemed to enjoy the dread playing across his face.

If Darren had hoped he might be able to develop some kind of tolerance or resistance to the electricity, both Dr. Chen and Nurse Kaylee had shown him the truth. Every shock left him raw and stinging with the pain buzzing along his nerves. He couldn't learn to accept this. He couldn't tolerate it. If anything, he became even more sensitive, as though every blast of energy dug deeper.

Initially, he didn't have any particular defenses. It wasn't as though he had trained for any kind of real pain or disappointment in his life. He had always been coddled. As a rich boy, he had been fully aware of his resources and advantages. But now, all of that had been taken away. In those moments when the nurse hit the button, there was just agony. Nothing else. It subsumed him, sucking him down into that pit of blazing white.

Sometimes Dr. Chen stopped and visited him. She asked him questions. She interrogated him, forcing him to admit whatever she liked.

Was he rich?

No.

Did he deserve respect?

No.

Did he deserve to be on his knees in a tight little outfit for the pleasure of his owner?

Yes.

It had taken nearly an hour to force him to accept that truth that first time. And yet, he had given up on his other delusions, and he told these women whatever they wished to hear.

Occasionally, Nurse Kaylee came over to him, and she would stroke the top of his head or pet his neck. She would gently caress him, and he would remain utterly trapped. At the same time, he would be forced to wait, fully aware of what would happen in a few more seconds, a few more minutes, maybe a few hours if he was lucky.

Sometimes, they didn't allow him to sleep. At other points, they forced him to lay on his bed in his padded room. Tied down and utterly powerless, his thoughts would wander as he waited for his next session.

Then the doctor told him something special.

After another round of electroshock therapy, his eyes were wet, and she cocked her head to the side. "I want you to know something, Darren."

"What?" her patient breathed out his question. As hard as he tried, he couldn't manage anything more complicated than that single syllable with that upward inflection.

"Obviously, you'll be trained for obedience, but we aren't going to break you, not completely."

She looked down at him and waited for something. The surgeon expected something else from him. There was a jolt of fear at the base of his stomach, and he immediately knew he had to tell this woman what she wanted to hear. There was some part he was supposed to play in this conversation.

Gulping back his dread, he asked, "What do you mean? You're not going to break me completely?" His cheeks were wet and stained with his tears as he blinked and stared up at her. "That's right," she said, making this sound like any other prognosis.

"Instead, your new owner will want you to be defiant. Your new owner will want you to be able to think for yourself."

"I’ll always be able to think for myself," he insisted. Yes, there was still that note of defiance buried deep down somewhere in his psyche.

"Poor little slave," Dr. Chen cooed with a smile. "This might be hard for you to believe, but I want you to know that I usually break my patients. I usually retrain them completely. Yes, you will obey, and you will fight your owner, yet your Master will get to do whatever he wishes with you. You’ll struggle. You’ll squirm. You’ll also yield, but you’ll still hate it. Consider yourself lucky. Or not?" She chuckled, patted him on the head, turned around, and walked away.

Darren might have considered those words or pondered what they really meant, only then it was time for Nurse Kaylee to deliver fresh agony. She did. She did an amazing job, jolting him again and again. With every electrical shock, he could feel his defiance shatter. The broken little pieces of his will melted away. Maybe he knew the truth, yet that didn't change his circumstances. Most of all, he contemplated how he would obey the next order for command. Each and every time, he would give them what they craved and expected.

Even if he didn't like the idea, Darren had to face some of that truth: they owned him. It should have been a ridiculous concept, yet he was an object. He was something that could be bought or sold. They could slip a price tag around his neck, and someone would be able to buy him.

If they could treat him like this, then perhaps he really had become a piece of property.

Despite that knowledge, Darren still clung to the idea that he would be able to fight his way free. Somehow, at some point, he’d spot his chance, and he would seize it!

He didn't know if that was a question of hope or something else. Maybe it was some kind of ideal lodged deep within his personality. They liked to talk about fixing his personality.

Most of all, they wanted obedience from him.

More and more, he told the professionals what they wanted to hear. He didn't think he believed those words, yet that didn't matter. As long as he cooperated, that was good enough.

Then, one day, Dr. Chen came back into his room. That's when he saw she was holding onto something. At first, he thought it was a walking stick. Only then she swiped it through the air, and she let the smooth wood slap down against the palm of her hand with a sharp hiss of sound.

"Lift him up," commanded the doctor.

Nurse Kaylee obeyed right away, releasing him from the restraints on his bed and quickly turning him before bending him over. Then the nurse placed her palm on the nape of his neck. She shoved his face down.

"What is this? What's going on?" Darren had to ask. He already knew they might not answer him. He also knew he'd hate the response if they did. And yet, that curiosity still quivered through his body. He trembled.

Dr. Chen didn't reply. Instead, she walked up to him. She brushed the cane along at the back of his right leg, then his left.

"When you see your mother again, are you going to cooperate?"

"I...I...yes?"

"Interesting," she said. She made him sound like an experiment, as though she didn't care what his response might be. Rather, she needed to know how it would fit into her understanding of this patient, his psychology, and how those details might apply to her future treatments of other individuals.

Without warning, the doctor jerked the cane into the air before she struck it down hard against his naked ass. The solid wood crashed along the curves of his posterior, and his eyes bulged as a different kind of pain stabbed into him. Of course, the electricity had always been a special flavor of torment, yet this made him scream twice as loud.

More importantly, Darren had honestly believed that he had constructed some kind of psychological barrier. He thought, after all he had endured, maybe he would be able to hold out. He thought he would be able to construct some kind of mental wall and endure just a little bit better than this.

He couldn't.

Right after that initial blow, he tried to beg. He tried to plead.

Dr. Chen didn't give him the chance.

Worst of all, she didn't ask for anything. As the cane crashed down against his naked skin, she left one red line after another. Those crimson streaks throbbed and vibrated with remembered pain.

"You don't like this, do you?"

"No!"

"What would you do to keep it from happening again?" Dr. Chan asked.

Truthfully, Darren didn't know what she meant by that. Did she expect a specific answer? No, he quickly decided. She seemed genuinely curious, like she wondered what kind of sacrifice he might make if it meant he didn't have to feel the stinging bite of the cane as it slapped down against his unprotected flesh.

"Anything," he quickly told her.

She jerked the cane back up. He tried not to flinch; he didn't want to give her the satisfaction. Then again, he couldn't see anything but the wall in front of his face and the mattress beneath his chin. Nurse Kaylee still held him down. With this boy bent over the bed and his arms strapped into the straitjacket, he couldn't see Dr. Chen. He couldn't attempt to read her face or guess what that cruel woman might have been thinking.

Perhaps this wasn't part of any kind of treatment at all. Instead, it could have been a simple exercise for her, an amusement, something to pass the time…

What if they had been joking before about his owner?

Darren had hated the idea, especially because it sent that quiver of fear rushing all along his body, but it was possible to imagine that his sister had simply sold him to the asylum, and they would keep him here…

Technically, they didn't have to hand him off to anyone else. He could have remained here for days or weeks or months or years…

Perhaps they’d never let him go at all. Maybe he would spend the rest of his life here, tormented and broken as they worked on him. There didn't have to be any kind of goal, did there? These women had no problem breaking the law. They didn't have to follow any kind of logical plan.

Right then and there, Darren couldn't think about that. She struck once, twice, three times. Fresh, hot lines crisscrossed his skin. She didn't draw blood. She didn't need to. Instead, he could feel himself break and bawl. It was pathetic. He was whimpering. He was crying!

And yet, Darren couldn't help it. He didn't have the kind of resilience needed to take all of this. He couldn't tolerate the avalanche of torment.

Fear and pain and frustration mixed together, yet his tormentor didn't stop.

He thought he heard her laughing.

"There’s something always so satisfying about breaking a boy like you," she said. "It's even better when you aren't brainwashed."

"You can't brainwash me!" Darren called out. He didn't even know where those words originated. At this point, he felt like he was flailing, like he simply followed his instincts. They weren't well-reasoned or logical. They didn't have to make any sense. He simply called out those syllables without thinking of what the consequences might be.

"You have no idea, boy. Personally, I think this will make it even more difficult for you. After all, the brainwashed servants and slaves find contentment. They learn to behave themselves. Even if I allow them to remember their old lives, they still embrace this new existence. Will you do that? Will you make that choice? Because he is going to allow you that choice."

"Who?" Darren demanded.

"Not yet," said the surgeon.

That's when she adjusted her grip on the cane. She touched it to his skin. He flinched. Worse, he started begging. He knew it wouldn't change anything. He had looked into that woman's eyes, and he saw that fierce hunger. What did she crave? His pain. His suffering. More than that, she was experimenting. Perhaps that was the worst part of all. Darren didn't know where the idea came from, yet she seemed genuinely curious, like she simply wished to learn what his limits would be. How did these stimuli affect her test subject? What would happen next?

She struck!

Agony rushed across his skin. By this point, the curves of his ass and the backs of his legs must've been a bright shade of red. Even when she drew the cane back, he could feel that throbbing heat.

"Lips. Eyes. Butt. Waist. Muscle compression," she announced.

"What, what does that mean?" Darren experienced the compulsion to ask his question.

"I think you already know," Dr. Chen replied as she stroked the cane along his skin.

He worked to put the pieces together. He tried to comprehend exactly what would happen next. What did she have in mind for him? What was she going to do to him?

"No…" Darren exhaled right as he figured it out.

She struck once, twice, three times. After that, he lost count. The flurry of blows landed hard and fast, one vicious strike after another. The storm raged as he suffered.

And then it was done, and the surgeon was panting behind him. She lifted her chin and released this slow breath. Clearly, she had enjoyed herself.

"Strip the slave," Dr. Chen ordered.

Maybe she had said those words into her phone. Perhaps there were microphones built into the room. Either way, the door opened, and that's when the orderlies appeared.

Darren saw those tall, muscular men. Blinking away the tears and fighting to adjust his vision took up the totality of his focus and concentration. At this point, Darren felt as though he had nothing left. He had been hollowed out and stripped of every psychological resource. Given time, he needed to believe he would recover. He would be able to think clearly again.

Only now, they stripped him of his straitjacket. They pulled his arms up toward the ceiling, and then they looped another set of white, leather shackles around his wrists. They spread his legs, and he was naked except for his chastity cage and those restraints.

Finally, they gagged him. They shoved the ball between his teeth and yanked the straps up around his face. He heard the clasp engage, and now he stared back at Dr. Chen, Nurse Kaylee, and the three orderlies who stepped back. They stood there like soldiers with their broad shoulders tensed and their wrists crossed behind their back.

"Send her in," Dr. Chen commanded next. "I believe he is ready."

His tormented skin still throbbed. Even now, with his arms bound above his head, Darren shivered and writhed, and he felt utterly trapped. He wished he could bring himself to try to kick out or to resist. Even struggling would have meant something. He wished he could show the doctor and her underlings that he wasn't going to break. He would keep fighting. He would…

Only then, those ideas scattered as the door opened, and he braced himself. He fought to get angry. He expected his sister and her smug grin; he saw someone else, someone even more important…

Elizabeth Greenfield strode into the room. With her back straight and her chin lifted slightly, she looked like the potent matriarch she had always been. She wore a dark pants suit, and she had that jade necklace tingling from her neck. Her eyes narrowed, and she looked at him.

He stared back at his mother, and he tried to understand. He tried to figure out how she was there or what was happening. The pieces refused to slot together this time. Suddenly, the puzzle of his life became chaotic and insane.

"What do you think of them?" Dr. Chen asked as she brushed her hand up along his expanded and enhanced chest.

Elizabeth Greenfield stopped a few feet away. She crossed her arms over her chest, and she considered her “boy”. She didn't reach out to touch him, yet he still felt as though he was being probed. She studied his face, the contours of his neck, the curves of his chest, his waist, and the chastity cage between his legs.

"Cute," she said.

"Are you satisfied?" Dr. Chen asked with a hint of irritation in her voice.

Up until this point, Darren had been able to speak. But now, he couldn't talk. It wasn't just a question of the ball gag. It was everything. Moment by moment, he still worked to figure out how something like this could be happening. His thoughts were scattered and pulled in too many different directions all at once. They seemed to fly toward a dozen different possibilities and explanations, none of which made sense.

Perhaps, if he had been well rested, Darren would have been able to think through this logically, and he would have come to the one and only inevitable conclusion. Instead, he attempted to come up with excuses. He worked hard to imagine explanations to justify what he witnessed here.

"I'm definitely satisfied so far. But of course, we need to discuss the rest of the menu."

"Exactly," said the doctor. She had to add, “If you would like to take a moment to cane him, I'm sure it would be good for his progress."

"It wouldn't break him?" Elizabeth asked. "The buyer was very specific. He wants the boy to be intact psychologically. He wants to get to use him. He wants Darren to be just as spoiled and rotten as the day you picked him up."

"There will obviously be some impact," said the doctor. "That said, I am largely leaving his psyche intact."

"Good," Elizabeth said.

She watched him for several more moments.

Darren still stared back at the woman.

There had been so many different arguments, so many different disagreements and instances where he had insulted her, either within the privacy of his own mind or under his breath. They had even gotten into several shouting matches, especially when he was younger. That was when Elizabeth Greenfield thought this boy had some potential, when she truly believed he would be able to grow up, mature, and make "good choices".

Of course, that never happened. He was always drawn off by the allure of his laptop, his phone, and the different temptations thrown his way. Alcohol, girls and games subsumed any kind of ambition he may have once possessed.

His mother stepped forward, and she touched his cheek with the back of her hand. She watched him.

Eyes wet, he stared back at her. With every second, he hoped she might start to smile, or maybe she would change her mind. A flicker of maternal concern might’ve started to glow behind her eyes. She could look into his face, and he might see the regret, the doubt, and genuine affection. This time, he would make it up to her. He would be different.

If she thought he would change, Darren knew he was lying. He didn't even have to go far into his psyche to know the truth, but he was her boy, and he had always been able to apologize and grovel to get out of virtually any situation. And now, he tried it again.

Before long, he found himself mumbling around the gag, "Please. Please, I will be different! I swear! Everything will be different from now on! I can be more like Kelly! I swear, I can be more like her!"

Even if she couldn’t understand the specific words, his mother could read his intentions.

She slapped him.

Her hand flew up, and she struck this boy across his face. She didn't settle for just one below either. She went for the right side of his face. Then she struck the left. There was that flash of pain, the clapping noise, and he tried to jerk back, only his hands remained locked above his head.

"You stupid boy," she said. "You had so many different opportunities, so many different options. And you know, it wasn't even going to matter what you did. You could have become a professional gamer. You could have designed games. You could have focused on starting a bar or whatever. But you didn't want to do any of that, did you? What did you do?" She glared at him hard, her expression tight with barely contained fury. "You wasted your time. You wasted your time, and you failed to try."

He tried to call out an answer. He had some pathetic defense ready.

This former rich boy didn't get to make a single coherent sound. His jumbled defenses hit the air, but his mother didn't even pay attention. Instead, Elizabeth Greenfield grabbed onto the cane before she stepped behind him.

Right away, he attempted to spin around to face her. He worked to say something, anything!

She struck!

Darren hadn't believed this could really happen, only now the pain ravaged his thoughts and disintegrated every coherent idea. The disbelief lingered though. After a lifetime of learning about what he could get away with, part of him couldn't really believe he had to face the consequences of his choices.

Elizabeth struck again. She landed a third, fourth, fifth blow. She swung down as hard as she could, delivering one starburst of pain after another. The agony destroyed anything he had left.

Then she stepped back in front of him. She grabbed him by his neck, and she squeezed. He had been panting, only now his eyes bulged.

Perhaps he had never seen the side of this woman before. "Darren, I believe everyone has potential. I believe everyone has a chance to change the world and make it better. But you didn't want to do that, did you? You had money and freedom. You had the best education available, and what did you do with all of that? You defied me again and again. You insisted that you should be able to just waste your time."

He tried to shake his head. He tried to call out some defense. He would have begged. He would have pleaded for mercy.

Elizabeth Greenfield had no interest in his excuses.

She continued, "That's why we're going to send you off. And you know, it's not just the fact that you wasted your potential. It’s more than that. It’s the fact that I can see it in your eyes."

See it? See what?

She tightened her grip. He couldn't breathe. He couldn't get even a wisp of oxygen up into his nostrils or down into his lungs. "You would have betrayed her, wouldn't you? You would have betrayed your sister. What was it then? Jealousy? Are you jealous because she actually used what she had?"

Elizabeth shook her head. With so many different kinds of disappointment. This boy reeked of more than one kind of failure…

"The two of you never had to compete. You never had to fight. You could have done something completely different. You could have been an entertainer. You could have been a clown or a musician, a baker, a sculptor. Whatever. Do you know where happiness comes from, Darren? It comes from focus. It comes from knowing there is something you care about and doing your best. You don't even have to be the best. You just have to make the world a little bit better by giving back to society. Give back a little more than you take. That's how we prosper."

He didn't understand, yet her nails dug down into his skin. She finally let go.

His mother shook her head from side to side with obvious disgust written across her face. Then she grabbed the cane again, and she positioned herself.

"Don't do it. Please, don't do it," he tried to call out.

The words couldn't make it past his gag. Sure, everyone in that room could hear the sounds he made, only they were rendered into incoherent gibberish.

His best efforts meant nothing. Again and again, this boy tried to talk. Throughout most of his life, it usually worked. Not here. Not now. His mother wasn't going to change her mind.

She knew all about him. She had seen it somewhere in his face. Or maybe she recognized his secretly toxic ambitions in a comment here or there. He would have betrayed her. He would have betrayed his sister. He would have ripped their family apart.

This was what he deserved. This was what he needed.

Elizabeth took the cane. She adjusted her grip. "Enjoy," she hissed before she struck.

The cane clapped down hard against his right thigh, then his left. She went for his left butt cheek, then his right. She struck over and over again. There was no pattern, no rhythm. Instead, she vented her frustration after years of dealing with this selfish failure.

Through the gag, Darren howled out all over again. He screamed and hissed those sounds as he attempted to get enough air in through the corners of his mouth and up through his nose. He felt ridiculous, but there was no escape. There was just the pain, just the agony.

And then it was done, and she looked back at the doctor. "Do it. Do all of it."

Dr. Chen glanced back at Darren. The boy had tears running down his cheeks. "Just to confirm, you want us to plump his lips, widen and expand his eyes, enhance his butt, trim his waist, and implement extensive muscle compression?"

"Yes. Do it. Do all of it. Turn him into a dainty little plaything for his new owner."

With those words echoing on the air, Elizabeth turned away, and she strode from the room, leaving her former son to dangle there.

The others left the room as well. Even the doctor walked out.

With his head dipping down, Darren didn't know what to do. In fact, he stopped thinking. He stopped planning. Instead, he let those throbbing aches continue to resonate across his skin.

Distantly, he heard footsteps. He didn't glance up. He didn't want to see.

Only then, she reached out, and she touched the underside of his chin. It was someone else now…someone familiar.

"I just talked to the doctor," Kelly said. "They’re going to mess with you. When they're done, you're going to look even better than Michelle."

Better? At some other place or time, Darren would have snorted with as much sarcasm as he could have mustered. But in that moment, he just stared back at his sister.

She really was smart. She really was beautiful. She was the kind of woman who could stride through the world and accomplish whatever she wished. Perhaps she wasn't the hottest girl at any of her schools, nor was she even the smartest. Even so, she had something he had never been able to muster: effort. Simply by trying, Kelly had been his superior.

And now, she’d be able to own him.

His heart kicked faster, and he stared across that short distance between them. She drew her hand back, and she reiterated what was going to happen to him, "We’re going to make sure you have thick and pillowy lips," she said. "Your eyes are going to look big. They're going to be so cute. They want you to look more like some dainty, feminine cartoon character. And I bet you're going to have a very squeezable ass!" She chuckled. "And when they're finished with your waist and your arms and legs, you're going to look so small. You're going to be so helpless. Frankly, I'm probably going to be able to wrestle you to the floor once you've recovered. How does that make you feel? You've always been bigger than me. You've always been taller than me too." She cocked her head to one side and touched the tip of her tongue to the edges of her teeth as she considered the possibilities. "I bet there are going to be lots of guys who just want to pick you up and throw you down and fuck you nice and hard." She chuckled again as she shook her head from side to side. "But you know, you're still my brother, at least for now, so I'm going to give you a chance."

A chance?

He blinked quickly. He stared back at her. He tried to understand what she was doing.

Despite his best efforts, he couldn't understand this young woman. Then again, she had always existed on a different intellectual plane. She had always been able to strategize in a way he couldn't match.

She stretched her hand up toward the back of his neck, and she opened the clasp. Suddenly, the tension from those straps disappeared, and she pulled the gag from between his teeth. "This is your chance," Kelly said to him. She tilted her head to the side. She stared at him as though she expected to see something new. "You know me. You know I can talk to them. I can get them to change their minds."

Really?

Darren blinked, and he understood the truth. She could do it. If anyone could convince their mother to change her course, it would be Kelly.

But first, he had to convince his sister…

"What, what can I say?"

"Tell me how you screwed up," she said.

Despite everything he had been through, his body tensed. He could feel that bristling energy glide along the nape of his neck and down into his shoulders. Even with his hands still placed over his head, his fingers tightened into fists as he looked back at this girl.

Against that current of frustration, Darren dropped his head down, and he exhaled slowly. Through his tightened lips, he forced himself to breathe because he knew the truth.

"I screwed up," he said. "I, I screwed up so badly."

"Really? What did you do?" Kelly asked as though she didn't already know. Then she reached up, and she brushed her fingers along his chest. She touched his nipples, and his eyes widened. No one had played with those yet. Just her soft caress was enough to deliver this jolt of sensation. His cock twitched in his chastity cage, and the moisture abandoned his mouth as he tried to navigate that onslaught of desire.

Unfortunately for this boy, she pulled her hand back.

"Tell me," she instructed.

Realizing that his sister's patience wouldn't last for much longer, he breathed in. He stopped for just a few seconds, and then he looked back up at her. "I messed up because I didn't take advantage of the opportunities our family gave me. I messed up because I was never a good brother to you. I wasn't a good son. I messed up with pretty much everything I have ever done. But, but if you give me another chance, I can do better. I swear, I can do better!"

"Tell me your deepest, darkest secret."

Right away, he had one specific idea. There was something that could happen. There was something he could confess. Instead of the truth, he tried something else, "I’ve always been jealous of you," he said. "I, I have always known that you’re smarter than me. I always teased you about trying harder because I knew that if I did the same thing, I would probably fail."

There. He said it. That had to be good enough. Right? That would satisfy this woman?

His lips were dry as he stared back at her.

"Liar," she said. "I guess we have to do this the hard way. I guess we have to do this the fun way."

He blinked.

He had tried to massage her ego. He had attempted to satisfy her arrogance. And yet, it hadn't worked? Why not?

Darren tried to speak again, only now she went for the discarded cane.

He watched as she picked it up. This hollow pit of dread expanded deep within his chest. He could feel it expand within the contours of his gut, and now she came up behind him.

She used the cane, delivering one painful blow. She struck again, even harder this time. He cried out. He let out these pathetic little yelping sounds, and then he heard something else: laughter. His sister was giggling as she enjoyed his suffering. That girl basked in this kind of power and authority.

"I'm glad I got to be the one who made the first choice for your surgery," she said. "Mother made some good decisions as well, but I want you to wake up every morning and I want you to feel that weight on your chest. I want you to know who you used to be and what you lost."

He tried to answer. There wasn't a gag in his mouth this time. He could talk. He could negotiate.

At least, he could do it in theory. Only now, she forced him to cry out. She forced him to shout and to scream as the pain ripped across his nerves. Every sensation seemed to morph into compacted agony as she struck. She went for the same spots as their mother. Red cascaded along his skin as the heat and agony swirled together.

And then she stopped, and she came up in front of him. She touched the tip of the cane to the underside of his chin. She forced him to look back up at her. He had to meet her stare.

"Care to try again?" Kelly asked the captive.

"What? I, I don't understand," he told her.

"Pity," she said, yet her eyes continued to spark with that primitive delight.

As she stepped behind him, he knew he was supposed to be thinking of what he might be able to say to her. Instead, he took those scant seconds, and he contemplated how she must have yearned to do this for such a long time. They had argued. They’d fought. He had said vicious and cruel things to her over the course of her life. Intellectually, he understood this. At the time, maybe he had tried to justify it by appealing to some concept of a sibling rivalry. Then again, they had never been rivals, not really. He had never been able to compete with her, not when he refused to try.

Another dose of pain smashed into his senses. This time, she didn't alternate. Instead, she swung down hard, clapping the cane against the same spot over and over again. The tears ran down his cheeks, and he screamed out, howling and bucking and twisting all over again.

At this point, he tried to kick out, only he couldn't actually aim. He wasn't trying to strike out. Instead, those were just the frantic movements of a desperate animal eager for escape.

"You can make this end whenever you want. Just tell me the truth. What are you hiding from me, Darren?"

He didn't know how to answer. That's why she struck. The pain burned across his body. Although his sister still aimed for that same spot, he couldn't break free, and she knew it.

She clicked her tongue and shook her head from side to side.

"Care to try again? This is your last chance to tell me," she informed him. Kelly had stepped back in front of her brother.

All at once, he understood. He did have a secret, something he had never told this young woman. Of course, self-preservation had prevented him from uttering the truth, only now those words buzzed at the back of his throat. He would have to do this. He had no choice. There was no alternative…

"I, I would’ve betrayed you," he said. "I'm sorry. I'm sorry, but I would have tried to bring you here."

"Where?"

"Crestwood," he said.

"Tell me everything," she instructed.

He blinked back the moisture in his eyes. His vision cleared, and he saw that woman in front of him. He saw her determination, her excitement, and at the ease with which she could take command of any situation.

She really was stronger than he had ever been…

As Darren recognized that simple truth, he could only hope she would be merciful.

"I, I don't know if I was really going to do it," he told her, and hoped she would believe him. "But, but I thought about it. I thought about bringing you and mother here. I thought about getting you fixed."

"But you're the one who needs to be fixed, aren't you? You're the one who has delusions of competence."

His eyes widened, and he hated those words, only he couldn't bring himself to argue or disagree. As he looked back at his sister, he could see the certainty in her eyes. More importantly, this was a woman who knew how to make things happen.

"Yes," he said. He gulped back his frustration, "I had delusions of competence."

"And what do you think you would’ve done with me?"

"I don't know."

"Darren…" That was all she had to say, just his name. Those drawn-out syllables were enough to make him try again.

"I don't know, but, but I probably would have sold you off."

"And I bet you would have enjoyed turning me into some bimbo slut. I bet you would have loved to get me giant breasts." She poked at his chest. She pinched one of his nipples, making him jerk against his restraints. Despite his best efforts, he couldn't get away. Kelly could play with him and fondle him and tease him for as long as she wished, and there was nothing he could do to stop her. "Is that it?" Kelly asked. "Did you want to turn me into some bimbo slut?"

"Yes," he said. "And then I would have sold you off."

There. He said it. He admitted everything.

"I'm glad you were honest with me, Darren. This way, I will know that your transformation was completely and entirely deserved."

He stared at her. He tried to understand, only now she turned around, and she started to walk away.

This might be his last chance, he realized. This might be his final opportunity to get her to change her mind. "Kelly," he squeaked out.

He tried again, filling his lungs, and calling out, "Kelly! No! Please, don't. Please, don't go!"

It was too late. His sister stepped through the door and closed it behind her, leaving this patient chained with his hands over his head, his naked body on display, bound helpless as he waited for the doctor and nurses and orderlies to come back.

It was almost time for his next surgery.

Darren could speak, yet he didn't utter a word as the door opened again. How much time had gone by? A couple of minutes? A couple of hours? He didn't know, and he already understood that talking would be a waste of breath.

And yet, he still tried something else.

The orderlies came for him. They rolled the gurney into his room, and they released him from the shackles.

Right away, Darren tried to throw a punch. He jerked his arm back as fast as he could, and he launched his fist forward through the air.

It wasn't a plan. It wasn't some well-reasoned and coherent idea. He hadn't strategized for this. Instead, he just had to try!

The first orderly grabbed his wrist, twisted his arm behind his back, and shoved Darren right down onto the gurney. They strapped him down within a few seconds. He had his arms at his sides, with his legs spread a few inches apart. They looped the restraints around each of his limbs. They brought fresh straps up over his head, chest, and thighs. When they finished with him, Darren could barely move.

Then they gagged him.

They rolled this patient straight down the hall and into the operating room. They released him for five or six seconds. That was how long it took for them to pick him up and to push him right back down onto the operating table. The surgeon appeared. Dr. Chan stood over him. She held up her scalpel, and she had her white surgical mask on.

"Is there anything you want to say?"

"Don't do this," he tried to answer. Dr. Chen nodded to one of her assistants, and that's when he felt the mask slide over his face. It pressed down against the bridge of his nose, along with the corners of his mouth, and down to his chin.

"I'm being very generous with you. This time, you get anesthesia. You're going to pass out, and when you wake up, you're going to feel and look like a totally different person. But don't worry. Your owner will be very, very pleased with you. He can't wait to meet you."

He can't wait to meet you.

He can't wait to meet you.

He can't wait to meet you.

Darren heard those words inside of his head over and over again. They echoed. They vibrated. They buzzed. He attempted to push them aside, to knock them away. But then it was time for the drugs to finally suck him down into the black. He lost consciousness completely.

Time went by.

When he started to regain some sense of consciousness, he knew that a lot of time had gone by. Days or weeks? Months?

Even after those stretched and slothful thoughts hovered in the dark, he still couldn’t move. In fact, he dropped back into oblivion again.

Then he woke up. How long did it take? He didn't know one way or the other, but then he finally forced his eyes open.

He expected to be surrounded by restraints or braced against the walls.

Instead, there was sunlight, and it streamed down against his cheeks, heating his face. He clenched his eyes shut. He opened them a few seconds later as his vision started to adjust. And that's when he saw the tall man standing at the foot of his bed with his arms crossed. "You're finally awake," he said.

Darren forced himself to speak. "Who? Who are you?" Right as he spoke, Darren heard something different. His voice! What was wrong with his voice?

"I like the way you sound," said the man.

"What did you do to me?" Darren demanded. As he spoke, he expected to hear his usual, deep voice. He was a man, after all. At least, he had been…

When he spoke, his voice came out high-pitched and girlishly shrill. He sounded like some female cartoon character. Yes, the notes were rich and sweet, but he didn't sound capable or competent. This wasn't the kind of voice people would listen to. Instead, they would hear him, and they’d think of some cute little princess or maybe an eager schoolgirl.

"I didn't do anything," said the man. "Well, technically, I did do one thing. I bought you."

"You bought me?" Darren squeaked out.

"Yes. I bought you. I bought you, and now I think it's time for you to see what the good doctor accomplished. Frankly, I am impressed, and that’s saying a lot. I have seen so many different women and men transformed underneath her blade. But after a lengthy recovery process, you seem to be completely healed, and now you are ready."

"Ready? Ready for what?" Darren whispered, his tone shy and full of worry.

"Your wedding," he told him.

"What? No."

Darren didn't want to pull back the blankets. He didn't want to know or to see what had happened.

Only now, the man walked over, and he yanked the sheets away. Even if he dreaded what he’d find, Darren looked down along the length of his body. He saw the curves of his chest under the dark gray sports bra. Then he saw those other details: the curves of his waist, his flat stomach, the contours of his butt, and he lifted his hands. They looked somehow smaller.

The stranger grabbed Darren by his wrist. He yanked him across the room and over to a full-length mirror.

When Darren saw his reflection, he blinked. He lifted his hand. He flexed his fingers, all because he couldn't really believe that reflection belonged to him.

"That's not possible..."

"Dr. Chen knows what she's doing," said the man.

Standing behind Darren, the other guy seemed so much taller and more powerful. He placed his hands on Darren's shoulders. Although this man said nothing, Darren understood the message: he couldn't turn away. He couldn't try to run or escape.

Darren saw his new facial features. His eyes were big and looked so sweet and innocent. His lips were full. They practically glowed a soft shade of pink. His cheeks were narrower than he had expected, and his Adam's apple was gone. In fact, he didn't see any kind of scarring, nothing to indicate there had been any transformation at all. His hair was longer, reaching down between his shoulder blades. The soft strands were now blonde.

He didn't believe this. He didn't want to accept it. Moment by moment, he needed to turn away, only the man standing behind him tightened his grip.

"You're mine now," he said. "From now on, you will address me as Master Richard. And yes, I know. I know it's inappropriate for me to see the bride before the ceremony. Your sister and mother can't wait to come in here and talk to you."

"Wait. What?" Darren tried to absorb all of the information, only his thoughts still came like some kind of frozen sludge. Over and over again, he tried to comprehend what was going on, yet he still couldn't believe it. He still couldn't accept it.

"You’re going to be one of my favorite playthings," said the man. "As your owner, I’m going to have fun. I'm going to witness your march down the aisle in your pretty dress. And then I'm going to bend you over and take you hard. After that, I might have you suck my cock. Kissing the bride? No. I think it's going to be better when you’re on your knees. And tonight, I'm going to have so much fun breaking you in. There won't be an audience, and no one is going to get to watch those tears run down your face, but I will have so much fun with you. I'm going to enjoy you each and every day. And along the way, I will train you to pleasure me. You will learn how to satisfy me. You are going to be my eager little slut boy."

"No…" Darren tried to say.

The man tightened his grip. He slid his arms over Darren's torso. "Can you get away?"

Darren knew it was going to be futile. Even so, he still had to try!

He squirmed and wiggled in that man's arms. Master Richard held him tight, his limbs locked around at the slave slut's torso. "I can't wait to try those pretty lips on my cock. I'm going to especially enjoy having you down on your hands and knees, Darren."

"No!”

"Can you get away?" Master Richard asked.

In the next moment, he released Darren.

The newly transformed slave slut tried to run. He made it about a step before Master Richard reached out and grabbed him again. He yanked, and then he shoved the boy down onto his hands and knees. Suddenly, he was trapped. He could feel one powerful, meaty hand on the back of his neck. Darren fought to scramble back up onto his feet. He tried to push with all of his strength.

It wasn't enough.

He didn't even get to hear his captor grunt or growl with effort. Instead, Master Richard was laughing all over again.

"Your mother and sister are going to be coming in here shortly to get you dressed. I expect you to behave. If you don't, do you know what happens?"

Darren didn't answer.

Master Richard smacked his ass. "Ask."

"What, what happens?" Darren asked in his high pitched, effeminate voice.

"You go back to Crestwood."

No!

“There’s always more we can do.”

Darren couldn't even voice a single sound. The horror pulsed through his body. It was a cold snap that raced all along his frame.

"I'll be good," he promised without thinking.

"Yes," Master Richard said. "You will."

For several more seconds, Master Richard held his new bride boy down on his hands and knees. He forced Darren to remain in that demeaning, humiliating position with his face down and his ass up. Of course, Darren had fantasized about women in this exact same position on countless occasions. He would just be walking down the street, and he might seek some cute girl with blonde hair or maybe she would be a redhead. He would fantasize about holding her down, forcing her into a position like this, and having his way with her. Only now, Darren was the one in that degrading position.

Finally, Master Richard let him up. The taller man strode from the room, and the door closed behind him.

Jumping up onto his feet, Darren looked around. He tried to think of something he could do or say. He went to the window, and he tried to open it. It was locked.

He went back to the door. He touched the handle. Tentatively, he tried to turn it.

It was also locked and refused to turn.

Darren didn't want to see the mirror again, yet something compelled him. He couldn't explain this curiosity, yet he found himself nibbling on the inside of his mouth as he walked over to the mirror. He pulled off the sports bra. Next, he stripped out of his sweatpants. He pulled down his panties. He looked at himself.

He really had been transformed. The surgeries had completely altered the shape of his body, his facial features, even the sound of his voice…

"What am I?"

Slave slut.

Those two words boomed inside of his head. He clenched his eyes shut, and then the door opened.

First, he saw his mother. Then he saw his sister.

"You have to get me out of here!" Darren squeaked.

"We will. But first, we have to do your makeup and get you dressed," said his mother.

His sister strode up to him with the easy authority of a woman who could do whatever she wished. Darren looked up at her. He watched as she approached, and he found himself stumbling back.

"Are you ready? Are you ready for your big day?" Kelly taunted him.

His bottom lip moved. He tried to shape words. He tried to speak, only the words refused to form.

But then, Kelly tilted his head to the side. With her hand braced along the contour of his smooth jaw, she leaned in and whispered, "You make a really cute slave slut. Oh, and I know Master Richard is going to have fun with you as his bride boy."

"No…" Darren whispered. As hard as he tried, he couldn't make any real sounds. He couldn't raise his voice or shout or scream.

His mother had already walked over to the closet, and she pulled out a pair of lacy, white panties. The silk glistened against the light. Then she lifted up the bra, the corset, and his dress...

At first, he struggled.

In those opening seconds, Darren stepped back, all while his sister came for him. His mother stood in the background as she held up his outfit.

He didn't want to believe it. He didn't want to accept it. After everything he had been through, however, Darren understood the truth. This was going to happen. Whether he fought or not, it was going to happen.

Despite that awareness, the bride boy couldn't control himself. He tried to dart past his sister. She grabbed him. Her arms locked around his waist, and she picked him up. He kicked out with his feet, and she shoved him up against the wall. Grabbing one arm, she twisted his limb behind his back, and then she grabbed his ass. Her fingers dug down into the soft contours.

"Are you going to cooperate?"

He kept struggling.

She slapped his beautifully sculpted posterior. Her hand flew down, and the pain exploded along his nerves. "Are you going to cooperate?" Kelly demanded again.

"Yes!" The fight abandoned him, she released him, and he stumbled.

After that, his mother stepped forward, and she held out the panties.

“You know what to do,” she said.

He pulled them on. Next, they put him in a bra. Item by item, they dressed the bride boy for his big day.

Through all of this, Darren wished he could have convinced them to stop. But at this point, he couldn't even open his mouth. For once, there wasn't a gag stuffed between his teeth, but he still didn't dare utter a sound. Something had been stripped away. He lost his arrogance and brash defiance. At this point, he wasn't some spoiled rich boy.

He was becoming something else.

He was a slave slut. He was a bride boy.

Darren wished he could delete those phrases from his mind and memory, only they seemed to be inside of his skull, mirroring the rhythm of his heart.

He’d still fight. Deep down, he wanted to believe that. Even if he cooperated right then and there, he’d find his chance to strike back!

His mother and sister dressed him. They sat him down. They brushed out his blonde hair, they tied the ribbons in place, and they drew the veil over his face after they did his makeup. Again and again, he wished he could have been bold enough to jump up onto his feet to fight back. He wanted to throw a punch, to launch a furious kick.

He couldn't do it.

Maybe it was the sound of his voice or the alterations to his body.

At several points, Darren shut his eyes, and he envisioned the blades making their way across his frame. He thought of what Dr. Chen had done to his eyes, to his nose, to his lips, to his neck and throat, to his shoulders and biceps, his legs and butt.

Normally, Darren didn't bother with philosophy. He wasn't interested in those abstract definitions or obtuse questions about the nature of reality. But now, he had to ask himself: to what degree had his personality and identity been connected to his body? Now that he had been altered, how did that affect how he saw himself?

Slave slut. Bride boy.

He found himself peering out at the world from behind a veil.

His mother stepped off to one side. His sister took the other. They held onto his wrists, and they guided him out of his room when they were finished.

They cooed over how pretty and beautiful he looked.

"What's going on?" Darren finally managed to ask in a frantic whisper. He walked forward in his high heels, his white dress, his bodice and veil.

"Don't worry," Kelly said.

"This is going to be good for you," his mother agreed. "You didn't know how to make your own decisions. Now you will have a man who can make every decision for you. He will train you. He will make sure you live your best life."

With each step, Darren hoped he might come up with something. That urge had blossomed behind his eyes again and again, ever since he had been kidnapped and taken into custody at the Crestwood Asylum. Now those instincts became even more powerful as these women walked him down a corridor and up to a pair of double doors.

That's when he heard the music. Someone was playing the music on a piano. Or maybe it was recording. Either way, he heard those dulcet notes vibrate across the air, and the lyrics immediately popped into his head, Here comes the bride...All dressed in white.

"I'm going to go take my seat," Kelly said. "Good luck."

Within seconds, Darren had been left alone with his mother. He spun back, and he looked up at her. He stared into her eyes. She watched him. She matched his gaze. Realizing this might be his last opportunity before he was handed off to his new owner, Darren dropped his voice again. Frantic and desperate, he tried, "Please. Please, mother. Please, don't do this to me. Please. I have already been transformed. Okay? I have learned my lesson. I, I can never be the same boy I used to be. You, you can change your mind now. You don't have to do this."

"That’s just nerves," she said, reaching up and patting him on the arm. "You don't need to panic. Your master is going to be very generous with you. All you have to do is learn to suck and swallow and spread your legs like an eager little slut."

Darren's eyes widened as he absorbed those words. This was his mother, after all. She was the CEO of a major corporation. She wasn't supposed to use this kind of language.

And yet, her expression didn't shift. She didn't look angry or upset. She had simply stated the fact of the matter: this was what he needed to learn. One way or another, his new master would ensure his good behavior.

"But, but I can be good!"

"Then you’ll be good for Master Richard." She chuckled. "I wonder if he's going to want you to start calling him Daddy."

Darren's jaw dropped open. The music continued to play, and he knew he didn't have much time left. Despite the disappointment grinding behind his rib cage, Darren still had to try again. "Please. Please, Mother. Please, I'm serious! I can do whatever you want. Okay? You can take me home. You can treat me like your daughter. You can train me to be a dumb schoolgirl or a bimbo or whatever you want. Please, just don't give me to that man!"

"I'm the mother," Elizabeth Greenfield said with a smile. It was just as gentle and reassuring as before. "That means it is my job to give you away."

"But you don't have to do it," he told her. "You could change your mind right now. You can change your mind. Please, change your mind?"

"No, Darren…" Elizabeth said as she reached out for him. She touched him gently, and he started to think perhaps she would really change her mind. That's when she told him, "You’re going to be such a good little bride boy for your master. I think he'll enjoy hearing you beg as much as I have.”

That's when the music stopped.

She pushed the door open, and she hooked her arm on his. She tugged, pulling the bride across the threshold and into the chamber.

Darren wasn't sure what to expect, but it wasn't this. It looked like a church? He saw the pews, plus the candles up at the front of the chamber. Then there was a woman dressed in black. She smiled at him. There was that tall man from before: Master Richard. There were other people here as well.

Darren looked around, and he hoped he could see a friendly face. Maybe some friend from his old life? Some acquaintance, someone he could use or manipulate? He just needed to spot one ally. That was all he really needed! If he could get someone to help him, maybe he could get out of there!

He didn't know any of them. Worse, he could read the hunger on their faces. There were women and men, all of whom looked very confident and capable. They were business leaders, researchers, and influencers. These were the wealthy and powerful who employed Dr. Chen and her associates at the Crestwood Asylum. When they saw the bride boy take his first steps down the aisle, they were grinning. A few applauded. Kelly waved at him.

His eyes dampened. He looks like some brushing little bride. He looked nervous and scared.

He heard someone whisper, "This bride boy is a virgin."

"Master Richard is going to have so much fun taking that away from him."

"How much time do you think this slut slave is going to spend on his hands and knees?"

"All night, I bet."

"That's the point of a honeymoon, isn't it?"

"Hey. I'm sure this bride boy is going to be very docile and innocent. He won’t always be on his hands and knees." The speaker paused, "I bet he's going to spend a lot of time sucking Master Richard's monster cock!"

Darren tried so hard to block out those sounds. Another song had started, and he walked forward. Worse, his mother forced him to maintain that sedate rhythm. He took a step forward, they paused, and then she guided him ahead again. He was on display. This felt like a performance, only he had never rehearsed, nor did he want to be up there in front of all of these people.

For several seconds, he wondered exactly how much wealth and power was controlled by the individuals in that facility. How many of them owned companies? How many of them were connected to powerful politicians? These were the individuals who controlled so much of the world. In articles, blog posts, and on social media, these individuals were probably hailed as staunch defenders of the future. Some of them were progressive, others conservative. Here, they could gather. Online, they might have sniped at one another, perpetually arguing over the different facets of how a society should function. But off and unseen, they could share their passions. They could reveal the truth as they utilized the Crestwood Asylum…

All of those different pieces fit together, but Darren knew he hadn't escaped.

Dr. Chen released him because it was time to sell him. And now his mother brought him up to the altar. That woman standing and waiting for him turned back to the crowd. "Ladies and gentlemen, we are gathered here today for a wonderful event. We are gathered here today to witness the wedding between Master Richard and Darren Greenfield." The woman chuckled. "Master Richard, have you considered whether or not you're going to rename this bride boy?"

"I'm thinking about it," he said.

Darren opened his mouth to insist that he couldn't possibly be renamed. They had taken everything, but they couldn't take his name! At the last instant, he stopped himself. Realizing that a direct challenge to this man's authority would be a very bad idea, Darren locked his teeth together, and he sealed his lips into a hardened line.

If anyone noticed, they gave no sign of it. Then again, he could have battled all of them with every ounce of willpower he possessed, and they probably wouldn't have noticed. These were the individuals who understood what it took to control the women and men in their lives. Men could be reduced to simpering sissy slaves. The women could be transformed into idiotic bimbos who licked and slobbered at cocks as they begged for even more attention.

"For now, you may call him Darren," Master Richard said.

"Master Richard, do you take this boy to be your bride? Do take him to be your slave? Do you promise to this assembled group, here and now, that you will tame him and train him to the best of your ability? Will you ensure that he is taught to cooperate and recognize his superiors? Will you promise to use him however you see fit?"

"I do."

All at once, Darren realized something: this was his last chance to defy the people assembled here. He drew in a breath. He straightened his spine and tried to summon what little dignity he could.

Master Richard pulled away the veil, and Darren waited for the questions to stream out onto the air. That was what was supposed to happen here. He expected the officiant to make those statements and ask the question. Maybe it would be something trite about Darren's love and dedication to his new owner. Perhaps there would be a bunch of other questions. Either way, he could answer with one sharp declaration, "No!" Better yet, he could call out to the assembled powerbrokers, "I'm never going to obey! I'm never going to be his bride boy!" Darren just waited for the opportunity to spit out those words.

Master Richard didn't wait. He pulled back the veil, reached up, grabbed Darren by his blonde hair, and yanked hard, pulling his head back.

Right as Darren's lips parted, Master Richard leaned down. The officiant said, "You may kiss the bride."

Master Richard pressed his mouth to Darren's. He kissed him hard, taking what he wanted.

Eyes wide, Darren tried to pull away, only Master Richard was far too strong for him. He trapped this boy, keeping him stuck right there.

His cheeks inflamed with raw shame as Darren got kissed hard. Worse, he could feel that tongue slide down between his lips. He could taste his owner as Master Richard enjoyed himself.

The kiss lingered. It lasted from one second to the next, the moments sliding together even as he could hear the audience laughing.

Then Master Richard pulled back. He yanked on Darren's hair again, sending a sharp burst of pain down into his scalp. "You will be silent."

That simple command snapped into the bride boy. As a slut slave, he couldn't argue. He couldn't fight back. And now, Darren held onto his hand. "Do you want to see this bride boy on his knees?" Master Richard had turned back to the crowd, and now he called out that simple question. "You want to watch as he sucks my cock like an obedient little bride?"

The moisture disintegrated from Darren's mouth. He peeked out at the crowd. He could only watch as a couple of people jumped up and started hooting, cheering, and clapping. Even those who remained seated called out their agreement.

"Make him suck!"

"I want to see his mouth get taken!"

"Use that pretty little bride!"

“Fuck his greedy little mouth!”

Master Richard shoved the bride down onto his knees. Darren fell. Suddenly, he was braced in position, his eyes pointed right at Master Richard's crotch. Worse, he could see the bulge pushing out from his black pants.

Master Richard reached down. Even as he waved to the audience with one hand, he used his other set of fingers to grab the zipper and pull it down. He yanked out his erection.

Darren's eyes widened. He started to shake his head. He yearned to cry out, to beg or scream. He wished there was something, anything he could do to make this stop!

Keep down, however, he had to know the truth. He knew what happened to the slave sluts. He knew how they were taken, used, humiliated and degraded at every opportunity. They weren't people; they were property. Even if he could still think for himself, he had become an object…something to be owned.

As those thoughts flashed behind his eyes, he tried to relax. His owner pulled on his hair again. He forced his head back. With the bride boy on his knees, Master Richard chuckled once, his deep voice vibrating on the air, "Lick. Start with the underside. Then work your way to the left, then the right. Use your tongue. Kiss. Kiss your master."

On some level, Darren didn’t believe he could do it. This was supposed to be impossible. After all, he thought he was better than all of this.

And yet, he could feel the new contours of his body, those angles and curves that hadn't been there before. He thought of everything he had lost, how his body had been reshaped. Just as importantly, there were those echoes of pain.

He hated this. He hated this with every particle of his being! And yet, Darren still didn't find any other choice. With Master Richard poised above him, the slut slave leaned forward, and he did as commanded. He stuck out his tongue, and he slid his tongue up the underside of this man's mammoth cock!

Darren tried to lose himself; he wanted to ignore the sensations. He tried to pretend he was somewhere else. Maybe he could close his eyes and lose himself to some fantasy? Some memory? That may have been a good idea, only it didn't work.

He looked at the underside. He kissed. His puckered lips pressed up against the firm flesh of this powerful man's erection. Darren may have fantasized about scenarios like this before, but he wasn't supposed to be the one on his knees.

Even so, he licked. He kept licking. He went for the underside first as commanded. He pivoted to the left, then the right. And now, Master Richard tightened his grip. He pulled on the bride boy's blonde tresses..."Are you ready?" asked Master Richard. "Are you ready to service your owner?"

There could only be one possible answer. He hated himself for giving in, but the fear pulsed through his body. Remembered pain and horrified worry, mixed together, stripping Darren of his defiance. "Yes, Master."

"It's time to fuck that pretty face," Master Richard replied. He shoved forward. His slick shaft pushed up against the roof of Darren's mouth. He shoved it all the way back into the back of his throat. Darren nearly gagged. He fought hard. He wanted to pull away, to catch his breath. The tension shot up along the base of his neck.

Master Richard still only used one hand, but that was plenty. He had no trouble keeping this bride boy in his place. He used Darren, pumping him, thrusting forward, drawing back, showing this boy over and over again where he belonged, and how he could be used.

Darren licked. He sucked. At the same time, he tried so hard not to choke!

Fresh humiliation lanced into his chest. It stabbed into him because he should've been better than this. As a rich boy, he should've been the one on his feet with some eager slut slave on her knees before him.

Instead, Darren kept licking. He kept sucking!

"Good. That's right. Good. More," Master Richard ordered up on that altar.

With all of those people watching and witnessing his subjugation, Darren licked. He sucked. He bobbed his head forward and back with his lips tight around Master Richard’s girth. As he served, he hated himself for giving in. Every few seconds, those frustrating fantasies flashed through his head. He wanted to jump up. He wished he could punch Master Richard or slap him across the face. And yet, that was his owner. Despite everything he wishedto believe about himself, Darren already knew he wasn't strong enough to take this man.

"Let's show this bride boy what it means to be married!" Master Richard roared with a laugh. Holding onto Darren's blonde locks, he yanked, jerking the boy back.

Darren looked up. He didn't understand. Then Master Richard reached down and grabbed his fingers around his shaft. He squeezed once, twice, three times. As he pumped, he blew his load. There was that splash, the squirt, the hot, sticky load that splashed out onto Darren's face.

The bride boy tried to jerk away. He did everything he could to pull back and hide his features.

It didn't work. He managed to close his eyes, yet everyone in that church watched as Darren took it. Pretty soon, his face was coated in that sticky ejaculate, and there was nothing he could do about it.

Then Master Richard held out his hand.

Someone came up to him. They gave him the white-collar and the matching leash.

Master Richard slipped the band around the slut slave's slender neck. He locked it on. Darren even heard the sound of the mechanism clicking shut. He wouldn't be able to remove this, not on his own, not without help, not without a key…

"Crawl, slut slave," Master Richard commanded. Then he pulled, and Darren knew he could have tried to walk. He could have jumped up onto his feet. It would have been just a moment of rebellion and defiance, yet maybe it would have been enough to prove some point. Maybe it would have demonstrated something significant and meaningful.

As much as Darren wished he could get away with something like that, he didn't have the courage. He couldn't conjure the bravery. And so, he crawled. With his face still dripping, he moved along on his knuckles and knees. He passed all of those witnesses. His mother and his sister waved at him.

The sounds of laughter drowned out every other thought and idea.

Master Richard brought this boy right up to the back of the limo. From there, he picked Darren up and tossed him down into the trunk. At once, Darren tried to say something. When he opened his mouth, Master Richard reached under Darren's skirt and yanked down the bride boy's panties before shoving them into his mouth. Darren gagged before he tried to spit it out, only his owner tied a ribbon around his mouth, making sure this boy couldn't speak.

Next, he rolled Darren onto his stomach. He pulled his arms and legs behind his back. The bride tried to argue, to fight. He squirmed and kicked out except Master Richard knew exactly what he was doing. Within moments, the slut slave had been hogtied. Ballard and helpless, he couldn't get away.

He was trapped in the trunk, and then the hatch slammed down, and Darren found himself stuck in the dark prison.

Master Richard let his driver open the door for him, and he climbed inside. Then the vehicle started to roll.

Muzzled by his own panties, Darren tried to close his eyes. And yet, he kept opening them. As the vehicle rumbled around him, he was taken along some road, onto a freeway, and hours went by. He squirmed, desperate to roll onto his side. If he had any kind of amazing skill, then maybe he would have been able to slip free from his bonds. Perhaps, given enough time, he would have been able to jump out of the car, land with an amazing roll, and run for it.

But he knew how he looked. More importantly, he understood what was going to happen.

Then there was that other understanding.

Master Richard had wealth. He had power. He had influence. He knew people.

Darren, even if he had escaped, wouldn't have been free for long. His new owner would have tracked him down. Master Richard would have sent his bounty hunters after this boy. Soon enough, Darren would have found himself caged, on display, and just as helpless as he was at that moment.

Eventually, the vehicle came to a stop.

Master Richard got out, and he opened the trunk. Then he grabbed the boy. He released him from those bonds, only to literally throw his bride over his shoulder. He carried Darren like this boy was nothing but a sack of grain.

They went inside.

Darren looked around. He drank in the details: expensive works of art, gorgeous sculptures, marble floors, and expansive rooms.

They seemed to walk for a very long time. And then they came to the double doors.

With a chuckle, Master Richard kicked them open.

"I'm carrying you across the threshold, slut," Master Richard said. And then, in that next moment, he threw the bride boy down onto the bed.

Darren landed, bounced once, and then he scrambled up. His muscles were still stiff after spending so much time in the trunk.

Master Richard stood there, his legs parted slightly, his hands at his sides. Although he remained still, his hungry eyes swept across his bride boy, and it was obvious he had something in mind.

Without trying, Darren thought of what happened before back at the church. He swallowed back his dread, and he shook his head from side to side. "There's no one here to see it," he said as though that could make a difference. "You don't have to do this."

"This isn't something I’ll have to do," Master Richard answered. "It's something I want to do."

All at once, Darren understood. He realized that he really would be a plaything for this man. Deep down, maybe he had hoped that he would just cook and clean and act as domestic service. Just like Michelle, Darren would be turned into chattel. Worse, Darren was also going to get used. He was about to get fucked hard.

He panicked.

He ran!

Darren scrambled forward, and he scurried across the bed. He jumped down onto his feet, and he dashed for the double doors.

He kicked down against the floor, pivoting away from Master Richard. The larger man tried to grab him. Darren evaded his grip by just a few inches. Then he sprinted hard. He came up to the double doors, grabbed the handles, and he worried they may have already locked automatically.

The doors actually began to turn!

Half a second later, he began to jump out of the bedroom and into the hallway.

Just as his right foot stretched forward, Master Richard strode up behind his latest acquisition. His arm snapped out, and he grabbed his pretty bride. He picked the boy up in that white dress, and Darren kicked out with his feet. His heels swung through the air, but he couldn't get any kind of leverage. He couldn't break his owner's hold on his torso.

Master Richard pushed the boy down onto the bed again. Darren's feet hit the floor, and he tried to push away, only he wasn't strong enough.

With one meaty hand braced against that spot between Darren's shoulder blades, Master Richard lifted the bride's skirt to expose his naked ass. Then he spanked him. His hand flew down with one sharp slap, another, and another after that!

At first, Darren really believed he would be able to hold out. He had endured electroshock therapy, canings, and surgery.

The pain drilled into him. Master Richard knew what he was doing.

Within seconds, Darren's defiance broke apart, "I'm sorry!"

"That's not how you apologize," Master Richard said even as the barrage continued. One blow after another landed hard and fast, sending spikes of pain throughout the slave slut's frame.

"What?" Darren breathed out.

Apparently, that was a better answer. Master Richard massaged his slave's ass. This powerful hand slid along those curves. Obviously, he enjoyed the firm tension and the gentle heat radiating off of this boy as he told him, "When you speak to me, you will address me correctly. I am your Lord Husband or your Master. Say it."

Even if Darren didn't want to do it, he didn't see any other alternative. "You, you are my Lord Husband or my Master."

"Good. There's a good slut," Master Richard said. "You know, you do look really cute in this corset. Plus, I adore your little dress. You really do look like a bride. Now, are you going to be able to run away?"

"No, Master."

"Will you enjoy being here?"

"Yes?"

He got slapped for his lie.

Master Richard chided him, "I expect you to tell me the truth. And guess what? It's perfectly fine with me if you hate this. You can despise every second of your existence for all I care. As long as you understand where you belong, that's all that counts. After all, who is stronger?"

"You are, Master."

"And who is in charge?"

"You are, Master," Darren said. Even as he uttered those words, he silently fumed and raged at the ease with which this man could control him. It wasn't right. It wasn't fair!

And yet, Darren already knew that he couldn't get away. He couldn't break free, no matter how hard he might try. This man had him. This man wielded all of the control any individual could ever crave. At the same time, Darren really had become a toy. He was a plaything, dressed up, and sculpted to amuse this man.

"On your knees, slut," Master Richard ordered.

He stepped back.

Darren turned around slowly. He looked back up at his owner. He tried to smooth out his skirt. With the reluctance splashed across his features, he fell to his knees as Master Richard unzipped his pants again, freeing his cock.

"Take your time," Master Richard instructed as he reached down. He ran his fingers through Darren's soft hair. He took a firm grip on the back of his skull. And then he pulled his bride boy forward, positioning Darren in the perfect spot to suck his cock all over again. "It's time for another blow job."

Darren understood what was going to happen. Only a few hours before, he had performed in front of so many people. "I expect you to worship my cock. I expect you to luxuriate in licking and sucking. After all, if you don't do a good job, you will be punished. And if you really, really displease me, I will decide to go on a business trip. And while I'm gone, guess where you’ll be going?"

Darren had an idea, only something still compelled him to ask. "Where, Master?"

"Crestwood," said his owner. In that next moment, he shoved his cock forward, impaling the slave slut's face with his enormous length. Within seconds, Darren was sputtering and gagging. He sucked as diligently as he could, his tongue and moistened mouth working those contours.

While he had been performing, Master Richard had enjoyed himself, only now he could take his time. As promised, he worked his shaft slowly. Then he started to speed up. He slowed down again. There was that unpredictable rhythm as this man followed his impulses.

Seconds turned to minutes. Darren kept sucking. He slurped and slobbered like a dumb whore.

"Enough," Master Richard announced before he could climax again. "I want my slut on his hands and knees, ass up, face down."

Without even the scant protection of his panties, Darren understood what was going to happen. He hated this. His eyes watered, and fresh frustration washed over him. He could feel that tide of anger rush through his body.

Even so, he already knew what he could do: nothing. There were no strategies, no defenses, no way for him to fight back. He had tried to escape, and that earned him a spanking.

Worst of all, Darren knew that this man wouldn't hesitate to send him back to Crestwood. And if he returned to the asylum, what would Dr. Chen do to him?

A shiver sprinted along his body. That's why he rushed up onto the bed. He scampered into position, and he braced his weight against his elbows, forearms, and wrists. Face down and ass up, he positioned himself, fully aware of what was going to happen.

"Don't be nervous, little bride boy. This is your wedding night."

Darren couldn't argue. He couldn't defend himself. And now, Master Richard positioned himself. On his knees, he reached over and grabbed his plaything by those golden yellow locks. With a quick jerk, he made Darren cry out. And then he pushed forward. Master Richard shoved his slick cock straight into the boy's tight orifice.

As a fantasy, Darren must've envisioned some scenario where he could tighten up, clench down, and refuse to accept this.

He tried, and he failed.

Master Richard pushed forward, burying his cock within the span of just one or two or three full seconds. The boy tried to clench his muscles, like that would be enough. Master Richard had taken virgin boys like Darren before, and now he enjoyed his bride. He stole away Darren's virginity as he rammed forward, only to draw back, and shove then twice as hard.

Darren cried out. He whimpered.

He made all of those adorable little noisesas his owner took advantage of him. Master Richard still had his hand woven into Darren's hair as he pumped, thrusting in, yanking back, and pushing forward all over again.

"That feels incredible. I'm going to have so much fun with you every night. You're going to be on your knees, and I'm going to hold you tight. I'm going to use that mouth!" Master Richard made those promises even as he claimed this boy.

Darren understood what was happening. He knew how he was getting used. He realized what it all meant.

He could never go back to his old life.

Even if he yearned for the chance to reclaim his old existence, it was never going to happen.

"Yes. Yes, you are mine. Say it."

"I'm yours, Master!" Darren cried out. Beneath those words, rage vibrated.

Master Richard must've been able to hear that reluctance because he basked in that moment. He savored his slave slut's humiliation as his cock started to pulsate.

Darren’s owner came hard, thrusting even faster now. With every pumping motion, he showed this boy exactly where he belonged and who he had become. With a barbaric growl, Master Richard finished.

He jerked back. Then he fell onto the bed, and he pulled his little slave boy close. He held onto Darren, and he whispered, "I don't care how much you hate this. You're always going to be mine. Say it."

"Yes, Master," Darren agreed because he had no other choice. “No matter how much I hate this, I’m always going to be yours.”

"Don't worry. I'm going to train you. I’ll make sure you learn to accept this. Even if you never enjoy it, you’ll see the truth."

Without thinking, Darren agreed. "Yes, Master."

The End


Verger’s Menagerie

Part 1: 

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Maybe just tone down your nightlife, dear.” 

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"No." 

"That's good." He nodded. 

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

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

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

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

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

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

"That’s harsh." 

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

Damn! It hurt! 

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"Huh?" 

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

"Yeah, I…" 

"You have no idea, do you?" 

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

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

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

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

"Sorry." 

"Fifteen minutes, Max. This is important." 

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"Ah, yes. Not Tina." 

"Sorry, ma'am?" 

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Adriana showed him her middle finger. 

Max mimed a blow job. 

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

There. She said it. 

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

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

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

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

"That friend of yours with the gambling issues?" 

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

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

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

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

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

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

"Since always!"

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

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

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

"Okay," she said.

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

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

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

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

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

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

Why now? Why was this different?

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

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

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

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

She didn't trust him.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Technically, she didn't need to be there.

"No," Sophie whispered to herself.

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

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

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

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

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

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

"Hello?" asked her doctor within another minute.

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

The doctor sputtered out his agreement. Sophie hung up.

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

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

Where should she have placed her hopes?

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

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

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

Only then, she realized something.

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

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

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

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

Only now, she felt so much better.

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

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

She felt better.

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

Only then, she woke up, and she knew.

Part 2:

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

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

Amanda Verger didn’t engage in such behaviors.

“They intended to fake it as an illness.”

“Poison then?”

“Poison.” Sophie nodded.

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

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

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

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

“Do you have any idea who did it?”

“Max.”

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

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

“So Max.”

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

The professor arched her eyebrow.

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

“Go on.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“It’s not all about the money.”

“I have his old connections and more.”

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

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

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

“Then by all means, do your worst.”

“Occasionally, I grow tired of moral righteousness.”

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

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

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

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

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

“I’ll need more specifics, Sophia.”

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

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

Part 3:

"Wake him," Sebastian distantly heard.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"I'm what?"

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

"What?" he hissed.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

He wasn't.

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

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

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

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

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

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

"Clippers," said the doctor.

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

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

She saw him as a piece of meat.

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

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

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

He tried to shout.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"Ring," she said next.

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

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

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

Then she was done.

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

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

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

Part 4:

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

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

He had been asleep, he realized.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Poors, he thought dismissively.

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

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

Was that a donkey?

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

"Stupid ass," said one of the men.

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

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

He expected some rush of pain, especially after…

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

The blade.

She had cut him!

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

He tried to jump to his feet.

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

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

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

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

His owner? Udders?

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

Didn't they know who he was?

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

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

Instead, Sebastian found himself on his hands and knees.

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

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

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

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

"Probably the bitch," said the other one.

A bitch? What were they talking about?

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

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

Instantly, the failed aristocrat bristled.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

The orderly tugged on it.

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

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

Only now, those attributes didn't help him.

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

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

His face? What had they done to his face?

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

"Just show him," said his colleague.

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

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

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

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

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

Crestwood.

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

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

But that couldn't be his reflection…

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

He had to run.

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

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

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

"Absolutely," said the other orderly.

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

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

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

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

Lust, Sebastian realized.

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

Freaks, he thought.

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

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

Boy? How dare he?

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

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

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

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

What? No!

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

A dumb animal.

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

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

To him, Sebastian was nothing but a dumb animal.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

What was happening to him?

The programming.

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

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

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

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

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

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

It got worse.

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

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

No!

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Pretty soon, there were the grunts, the growls.

Eyes widening, he understood what was about to happen.

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

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

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

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

It happened from behind first.

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

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

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

His turn? What? No!

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

Then he was coming.

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

Sebastian had to taste it.

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

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

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

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

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

There was no brilliant insight, no flash of inspiration.

His best efforts failed him completely.

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

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

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

An exercise?

Part 5:

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

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

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

He had actually given a blowjob!

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

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

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

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

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

But now it was his turn...

It wasn't going to happen again.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Haul?

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

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

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

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

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

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

They had left him alone, he realized.

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

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

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

It was frustrating. It was so humiliating!

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

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

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

And now, that ability had become utterly irrelevant.

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

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

So he crawled and crawled.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

A while later, the doors opened again.

He hoped it would be one of the nurses.

It wasn't.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

They really had turned him into just a pack animal.

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

How long could he take something like this.

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

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

More and more, his thoughts started to fade.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Part 6:

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Paralyze his vocal cords?

His eyes widened.

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

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

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

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

It didn't matter, he quickly realized.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

That hurt!

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

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

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

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

His voice failed him.

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

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

There was just one problem.

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

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

The other girl held up another syringe.

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

A mild paralytic? What was that supposed to mean?

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

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

Before they injected him, he had to break free.

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

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

But he preferred to focus on his physical development instead.

And now, it was about to pay off.

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

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

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

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

He was panting now, his heart hammering faster.

His first attempt failed.

He didn't care.

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

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

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

She had injected him. She had poisoned him!

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

Nothing.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

That was fine with her.

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

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

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

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

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

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

He met some kind of resistance.

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

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

He couldn't do it.

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

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

His teeth were different. His tongue was different.

He tried to say something.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

His nostrils flared again, and his lips pulled back.

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

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

He blinked.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

But it didn't matter.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

It didn't arrive.

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

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

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

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

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

Finally, the girl laughed.

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

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

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

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

He was whimpering, making those silly little mewling sounds.

"Roll over, boy," she said.

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

Dumb slut.

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

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

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

He wasn't a dog!

And yet, he still behaved like some tamed animal.

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

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

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

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

Worst of all, it was working…

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"Lick them, boy," she ordered.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

It itched!

It felt like this bizarre burning along his cock.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"My husband," Sophie replied.

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

There he was, stripped of his humanity.

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

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

"What are those things on his back?"

"Weights," Amanda told him.

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

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

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

"Are you truly interested in my perspective?"

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"Who was she?"

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

"What about her family?"

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

"You're kidding," Sophie said.

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

"And they can't tell the difference?"

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

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

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

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

"May I offer you a piece of advice?"

"Please," Sophie said.

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

"Because you think we are kindred spirits?"

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

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

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

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

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

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

At some point, the dumb wolf actually passed out.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

What were they doing there?

He was about to find out.

Another pair of doors faced them.

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

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

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

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

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

She shocked him.

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

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

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

His mouth opened, and his muscles tightened again.

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

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

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

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

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

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

It was torture!

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

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

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

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

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

That little bitch!

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

The strength started to fade.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

The nurse didn't. She wouldn't.

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

The treadmill stopped.

He didn't know what had changed.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

But she could.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

The treadmill came to another stop.

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

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

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

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

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

Ridiculously, he snapped his teeth together.

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

Part 7:

"Something fun," she had said.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

She opened another door for him as they walked.

And now, he saw something strange.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Max?

Could it be?

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

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

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

Max. His son. His favorite.

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

Sebastian started to smile.

If they could work together, they could escape.

That boy didn't recognize him.

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

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

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

The prey ran.

Good.

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

Nothing else counted. Nothing else mattered.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"Three hours," Dr. Chen said.

"And is it pleasurable for either of them?"

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

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

Part 8:

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Instead, she needed to figure out what had happened.

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

Little by little, her vision adjusted.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

So what then? What did that leave?

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

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

A kidnapping? Ransom?

Those options actually seemed like the most viable.

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

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

The Crestwood Asylum.

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

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

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

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

For her part, Adriana stayed quiet.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Then the door opened.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Only there was a problem.

Sophie didn't believe her.

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

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

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

She knew.

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

Adriana didn't break.

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

"All of it," Sophie said.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"Silence," Sophie demanded.

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

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

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

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

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

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

"What does that mean?"

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

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

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

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

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

Adriana shouted.

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

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

She really was a captive here.

The Crestwood Asylum.

What were they going to do to her?

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

The Crestwood Asylum.

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

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

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

But this place…

Crestwood Asylum.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

She expected to black out at any moment.

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

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

She didn't blackout.

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

She felt like she was floating.

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

They started to cut. They removed fingers and toes.

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

This girl could only watch.

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

The stitches. The drilling. The buzzing.

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

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

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

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

Part 8:

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

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

"And how has she adjusted?"

"That's an interesting question," Amanda said. "Truthfully, I'm always intrigued by the reactions of our patients. On the one hand, so many of them are horrified by what is happening to them, especially because it usually takes a while for them to succumb completely."

"Are you talking about your dolls and bimbos?"

"Oftentimes, yes. Then again, there are plenty of patients who end up in circumstances similar to those you have assigned your former family."

Former family.

Sophie considered that phrase. Months had gone by since she had discovered what had happened. That had allowed plenty of time for the training and transformation of these three traitors. Still, she considered the creature in front of her, just a few feet away, separated by that expensive and unbreakable glass.

"And how has this one adjusted?"

"To be blunt, I think you made an excellent choice. She has been an ideal snake."

"I suppose all you did was make sure that the outside matches the inside," Sophie replied. "But right now, I want to see what happens."

"Then you probably want this," Amanda said as she reached into her coat pocket and pulled out the controller. She handed it to Sophie.

The aristocratic woman considered the small device. It didn't require much to figure out. There were three buttons, one to initiate his frenzy, another to shock him, and a third to give him relief. Sophie doubted she would be using that last button at all.

In fact, she stared through the glass, and she waited for the moment.

"Would you like your companion to join us? It might be good for him," Amanda said.

Sophie glanced back at the other woman. "No. He doesn't need to come in here."

"What is he like, if you don't mind my asking?"

"Are you genuinely interested?"

Verger shrugged. "I like to think of myself as a student of human behavior and psychology. You have gone through something traumatic, so from now on, I'm curious to see how you adapt."

"I'm not one of your lab rats," Sophie said flatly.

"No," Amanda agreed right away. "You're not. What you are is a strong and powerful and capable woman. I would like to know more about you. If you don't wish to share, then I completely understand. That said, but how often do you get an opportunity to speak with someone like me?"

"An armchair psychologist? Yes, I believe I will get the chance again," Sophie said with a little sneer. It was easy enough, especially considering that these women were not friends. Sophie had allowed herself to get soft, with Sebastian; she wouldn't make that mistake again, not even if it came down to a question of friendship.

"Armchair psychologists are easy enough to come by, I concede," Amanda replied with a slight bow of her head. "But what you have right now is an opportunity to speak with an equally powerful woman, one who will be utterly discreet."

Sophie opened her mouth to answer. Maybe she was going to dismiss the idea again, but then she realized that that Verger was right about this. Even (especially) when Sophie considered her new companion, she knew that she couldn't trust him. As far as she was concerned, she couldn't trust anyone. Then again, Verger, had an obvious agenda. This woman craved money and power. More than that, she had a sterling reputation among certain individuals. She wouldn't risk crossing Sophie.

At the same time, Sophie actually wanted to say something. She remembered talking to Sebastian and trusting him. Clearly, she could never allow herself to make that mistake again. Although she had a new companion, he wasn't the same. When she told Sebastian about her different plans and goals, he had nodded along, perhaps unaware of the implications of what she said. Talking to him had felt a little bit like talking to a dog.

But at this point, she didn't even get to do that. Maybe that was one reason why she had wanted to punish him so severely.

Dismissing the idea, Sophie looked back at Crestwood's proprietor. "I could have divorced him. I could have left him with nothing. I could have ignored the children, let them wander off as well. But here's the thing. I allowed myself to care. I allowed myself to get involved. This, in some ways, was the worst of all."

Sophie touched her fingers to the glass. It was an unbecoming gesture, but she indulged, largely because she paid the woman standing next to her, which meant that Sophie didn't need to hold onto those strict protocols. Besides, a woman like Amanda Verger had seen so much worse…

"She called me 'Mom'. That conniving little snake knew exactly what she was doing. She lied to me. She tricked me." A slow smile tugged at the corners of her mouth, yet none of the expected amusement or joy could reach the corners of her eyes. She thought about this girl, she kept thinking about that warm little flutter, the joy of having an heir apparent, someone she could trust, someone she could actually respect. "Ironically, she could have had everything if she just waited. But she couldn't do that. She tricked me, and she demonstrated my vulnerabilities."

"In some ways, that is a good thing."

"Perhaps," Sophie said. She swallowed. "That's why I waited, you know. I asked you to work on the boys first, and to keep this one sedated for as long as possible. During those months, I thought about what I would do with her. And now, I see her, and I don't feel guilty." Sophie turned back to the other woman. "Is that strange?"

"Not at all."

"More than that, I want to watch her. I want to see that look on her face as she is taken, as she slithers around and tries to get away."

"I'm very sorry for your loss," Amanda said.

"I don't care." Sophie drew in a breath. "It might sound trite, but this has been a learning experience. I am growing. I am developing a new understanding of the world." A slow smile tugged at her mouth.

Verger's phone buzzed for her attention, and she glanced down at the screen. "The orderlies have him."

"Good."

She needed to move. Adriana understood that simple imperative.

First, there was that cold. When her eyes fluttered open, she tried to look around to understand where she was. It was somewhere dark. Up ahead, she could see light. The light drew her on, and then she sat up. Or rather, she raised her torso. She felt strange, almost like her senses were wrong somehow. She didn't understand it at first, but then she started to move. Automatically, she wanted to walk, to jump to her feet, and to stride forward with the ease she had always enjoyed.

Instead, she couldn't do it. Her legs remained behind her, her calves locked together. She tried to roll onto her back, to sit up, and to look down along the length of her body. In the dark, she couldn't see well enough.

But whether she liked it or not, she was going to have to crawl forward. But then again, this wasn't even crawling. Instead, she inched, tensing her muscles and squirming ahead. That's when a different word popped into her head.

She was slithering forward, squirming from one inch to the next as she made her way into the light.

Right away, she savored this touch of relief. The light was far warmer than she had expected. She had been cold, so cold. But now, it started to soak into her body, and she lifted herself up as much a she could.

She closed her eyes, and she stuck out her tongue. She could flick it along her hair.

Everything seemed different. Everything seemed wrong. When she finally looked down, she saw that her arms were gone. She could still feel them, somewhat anyway…

She didn't understand what had happened, but she tried to flex her fingers at her hands. She couldn't.

Impulses started down along her nerves, but it was like they couldn't find that eventual destination.

What was wrong with her? What had they done?

Even when she ran her tongue along the roof of her mouth, she felt that strange disconnection.

She had a split tongue...like a snake.

That's when the former attorney heard a voice. It was digitized; she couldn't make out exactly who spoke. "I bet you're hungry. Let's start off with something simple." That's when a small panel in the floor slid away. Adriana could see the mirror in front of her, and she guessed that there would be people on the other side. Trainers? Her new tormentors?

Breathing heavier now, she could feel her chest expand against the contours of her new prison. The suit wrapped around her body felt like some kind of prison. She tried to strain, to break free, but she couldn't.

Within just a few seconds, she stopped. She considered herself to be a very rational individual. Consequently, she wouldn't waste energy by struggling when she knew it was futile. The people who worked at this facility knew what they were doing. If they wanted to keep her trapped within the shape of a snake, then there was nothing she could do about it.

Or rather, she would have to put up with this for the time being.

Once the panel had slid back, something rose up right in front of her.

"We will start a timer. Your goal is to lick the lollipop clean before the timer reaches zero. If you fail, the orderlies will punish you."

The girl opened her mouth, and she tried to speak. Real sounds failed to emerge.

Instead, her eyes watered as the pieces fit together, she made the connections, and she instantly saw the truth.

They had done something to her, not just to her arms and legs, not just to her back or her tongue or the skin around her eyes. Instead, they had altered her throat as well. The surgeon must have messed with her vocal cords. When she closed her eyes and focused, she could imagine it again. Or was that a memory? Did she recall the scalpel slicing down into the base of her neck as the doctor worked.

When she tried to speak, Adriana hissed.

At first, she couldn't really believe it. She couldn't really accept it.

She understood that there were games played in the wider world, and that the stakes could be high. She knew that there were corporations messing with one another. She knew that there were individuals like her stepmother who wielded tremendous power. In theory, every individual was supposed to be equal before the law, but Adriana had never been naïve enough to believe something like that.

Despite everything, however, she had always believed she would have her voice. It was her most powerful weapon, but now she tried to speak again. Her heart pounded faster, her breath rattled in her throat, and she hissed again. Her forked tongue slid out along her bottom lip, and she hated that muscle memory. Trying to speak meant this new humiliation.

She jerked against the confines of her suit. Before, Adriana had gamely acknowledged that she was trapped within her outfit. Then again, she didn't really understand what had been done to her.

Now she had started to figure it out, and her emotions threatened to swell up.

"Start licking, girl," came the digitized voice again.

She pushed forward, slithering along the ground as well as she could. Suddenly, there was that lollipop right in front of her.

She was hungry. She was tired. She needed the sugar.

That's why she leaned down, and she started to lick. She ran her forked tongue along the smooth, crystallized sugar.

After a little while, she slowed down.

Several more seconds went by, and she pulled her head back. She closed her eyes, and she refused to continue. This was too much. It was too humiliating, too degrading. She was better than this!

Even as she tried to tell herself all of this, the voice came back on. "Your time is almost out." At this point, Adriana didn't care about the warning.

Another panel opened, only this one was much larger. It was a doorway.

A powerful man in a white uniform stood there, his broad shoulders on display as he strode closer and closer.

The snake girl instantly tried to scurry away. She did her best to slither off. She had awoken within a darkened cave, and she didn't even care if it was artificial, so long as she could take refuge there once again.

Unfortunately for Adriana, she wasn't fast enough. She wasn't anywhere near fast enough! The orderly strode forward, stomping as he cut the distance between them. Then he reached down, and he grabbed her by the back of her neck. His fingers pinched down, and he easily found the small opening. He forced her up, he shoved her against the wall, and then she found herself utterly helpless as he lifted the cane and prepared himself.

At first, the girl thought she could take it. She had always been so cold, so perfectly detached. When it came to emotional trauma, she could build up the psychological barrier she needed to defend herself.

This was different, however. It wasn't a book. It wasn't some difficult exam or a challenging project created by an instructor. This was pain!

The orderly slammed the cane down, striking hard along her body. The snake girl tried to scream. In that moment, she really wanted to believe that she was just a girl. She wasn't as smart as she had always imagined. After all, she ended up here. She had listened to her craven father and her idiotic brother. Technically, there had been no reason for her to get involved. Even if she didn't get any part of the inheritance, she was still at the top of her class. She would be coming from one of the most prestigious law schools in the country! Between her internships and expertise, she knew she would make partner by the time she hit twenty-seven. She'd be rich on her own; she could build her own empire. She didn't have to rely on theft.

And yet, it had seemed so easy…

Now, the same spot flashed behind her eyes with sickening speed as the orderly swung down, striking hard against her scaled suit. The body glove made it impossible for her to get away. Worse, this orderly seemed so impossibly strong. In actuality, he was just a man. He may have been a strong man, but he wasn't anything truly remarkable or special. Then again, he was strong enough to hold her right there as he disciplined her.

Adriana would've squealed. She would've screamed.

Instead, she could only hiss and wheeze out those sharp sounds as the pain flooded her body. She couldn't cry out like a little girl. Because she had become this animal, it didn't matter what she did or said.

Then he stopped.

Adriana dropped forward. She was braced on her knees, her torso lifted up. She wanted to blink back the tears, but she didn't have the use of her limbs.

"It's a shame you couldn't handle the lollipop," came the digital voice. "Maybe we need to try something else. Is that it? Yes, let's try something else, shall we?"

There was something about that tone, that intonation that of voice. She glanced back up at the mirrored reflection in front of her, and she had to wonder if that was actually Sophie.

Could it be?

Right away, hope blossomed in her chest, and she opened her mouth again to reveal her serpentine fangs. Her tongue slipped out from between her teeth, and she hissed again. This pretty little lawyer would have liked to call out something eager and desperate, something like, "Please. Please, just let me go. Please, I'm not like them. I know I messed up, but I can make it up to you. Please, just give me a chance!" She would have begged and groveled. She would have discarded her stoic façade for the chance to get out of the Crestwood Asylum.

Then again, that was the entire point. The patients who came here were cured of their delusions; they were fixed and properly reintegrated into society (assuming they didn't disappear altogether).

"You may have failed with the lollipop, but let's try something else, shall we?"

This new panel appeared along the wall, and Adriana saw it: a plastic, hollow phallus. It couldn't be mistaken for anything but a cock. Not only that, it came with a pair of hairy balls right underneath.

"After that beating, you probably want some nutrition. If you can lick the balls and suck sufficiently, you will get it. Go on, girl. You don't want me to bring in a pair of orderlies this time, do you?"

The slits of her nostrils tightened; her entire body tensed.

If she waited too long, she would be punished. That much was obvious. Not only that, she was no threat in her mangled state.

As Adriana considered all of these different variables, she found herself slithering forward. She scooted along on her stomach. As she moved, she could feel and taste the dirt along her nostrils and at the tip of her tongue while she made her way forward. Someone was watching this. It was being recorded. And even if she didn't get an observer right then or there, she was sure that the proprietor of this facility would love to show her off.

She could become a cautionary tale.

Adriana may have hated all of this, but she was hungry. She needed to maintain her strength, so she lifted herself up again in front of the plastic cock.

Her eyes narrowed, and there was that hot frustration, especially because she was supposed to be a brilliant girl. By so many metrics, she had outshined her classmates. Only now, even the dumbest members of her graduating class would enjoy a life of luxury compared to her serpentine subjugation.

Within seconds, she was right in front of that phallus. She stared downward, and a bolt of hot frustration blasted through her body. She couldn't help it. After all, she had dated a few boys. For her, they were investments, she allowed them to take her out. Consequently, she ask a few questions, and she waited to see whether or not they would be smart enough or insightful enough to actually impress her.

They never were.

She didn't bother sleeping with most of them. Once or twice, she had needed some stress relief, but that was her using them.

Obviously, she had never gone down on a guy.

Despite her inexperience, there it was, a fake cock right in front of her with those disgustingly harry balls dangling in front of her. Her body tensed, her stomach clenched, and she tried to swallow down the revulsion. At the same time, she considered the agony from the caning.

Her eyes watered as the voice told her, "Suck, girl. Suck like an eager little slut. Show us what you can do with that forked tongue of yours."

The words crushed her; they forced Adriana to comply. She leaned ahead, she wrapped her mouth around the cock, and she sucked, making it wet almost immediately as she bobbed her head forward, drew back, and worshiped it.

She didn't have to make any sound. For that, she could be grateful. At the same time, she knew that this was an artificial toy, so she didn't have to worry about actually pleasing anyone either.

Adriana had understood the importance of human sexuality, especially when it came to men. Even if she saw most guys as a waste of space, she still understood that there were lots of powerful men in the world. As such, she needed to understand them and their desires and their impulses and instincts. That's why she was aware of the men who wanted the girls down on their knees. Her lips parted as she got ready to suck. Eye contact mattered. Those girls had to look up. They had to demonstrate that awareness of their subordination. Those girls were little more than toys and sex slaves. Even if they willingly and eagerly jumped at the chance to give a blow job on the off chance it might lead to something better, they still did it. And deep down, those men experienced a rush of primal satisfaction. They could feel powerful, like conquerors…

Only in that moment, with the cameras aimed at her, Adriana became the conquered. She licked and sucked, gliding the tips of her forked tongue along the shaft.

She bobbed her head forward and back, going faster and faster. The digitized voice told her, "Keep going, girl. Show us what you can do. You have to be eager. You have to be up front about this. There is no hiding this."

Adriana understood what the speaker meant. Normally, she could keep her feelings to herself. She could hide from the realities of what she did.

Right then and there, however, she was being owned. She was being used.

Humiliation splashed over her body, heating her skin underneath her scaled suit.

Adriana kept licking. She kept sucking exactly as they wanted.

When she first started to taste it, she thought it was a joke. There was something about the salty flavor and texture that seemed ridiculous.

Only then, she realized that her nutrition, whatever it might be, had been designed to look like male ejaculate.

All at once, she decided that she didn't care. She could go hungry! Even if the weakness spread across her body, she would take it. She would tolerate it. She was too good for this!

While she had been busy sucking, the orderly had crept back into the terrarium, and so when she tried to pull her head back, he braced his meaty palm against the back of her skull. He pushed her forward, yanked her back, thrusting her mouth against the silicon cock as she had to face-fuck the toy before her.

Worse, it kept spurting, blowing gulp after gulp against the back of her throat. Again and again, she swallowed it down until her captors, whoever they were, were finally satisfied. The orderly let go, and he stepped away.

Adriana wished she could attack him or insult him. But no, that wasn't an option.

"Are you satisfied?" Amanda asked.

Sophie turned back to that woman. "Bring in the horny bitch. Let's see what he can do with this girl."

For several minutes, Adriana remained there, braced. She glanced around the rest of her enclosure, and she contemplated what she might be able to do to escape. Unfortunately, she wasn't a fool, which meant she couldn't embrace any kind of false hope. While the other prisoners who came to the Crestwood Asylum often nursed those fantasies of escape and retribution for days or weeks or months, Adriana was smarter than that. She could run through the different variables and relevant data points.

There might come an opportunity. She had to acknowledge that underlying reality. There were plenty of variables of which she knew nothing. Consequently, she couldn't rule out the possibility of escape, only she didn't know when or how something like that could take place.

Another panel opened behind her, and she expected a different orderly.

"What?" Adriana wanted to ask. She wished she could have spotted one of the cameras. They were almost certainly there. Part of her actually wished for the chance to defy her captors, whoever they were precisely. She wanted to tell them something like, "What're you going to do to me now? You just made me suck a cock? Do you think it can get any worse than that?"

It could.

For once, this brilliant girl had a failure of imagination.

Normally, she knew how to slice through different possibilities. Only now, she started to turn around when she detected that movement in her peripheral vision. She tilted her head to the side, and then she saw a blur of motion.

She didn't know that Max had been taken into one of the side containment units. She didn't know that someone had used the controller to inject him. The ring around his cock stimulated him, delivering those aphrodisiacs. His normal libido became amplified, the desires swamping his thoughts. He was panting hard, desperate for the chance to bury his dick in something warm and wet.

Then the door opened, and he could smell her. Not only that, he instantly spotted her opening.

There. That was good enough.

He rushed forward, sprinting along as fast as he could like a dog.

She saw it, and she tried to pull away. She tried to jerk free, but he launched himself forward, grabbed her by the nape of her neck, pushed her face to the dirty ground, and plunged into her slit. His cock stretched and strained the walls of her pussy.

Worse, she was dry, at least at first, only then there was the ejaculate, the droplets of his excitement, and so much more. Worse, he started to climax almost immediately.

The staked girl tried to scream out. If nothing else, she wished she could just voice her frustration.

She couldn't expel the air. She couldn't get away. She couldn't fight back or kick or punch. As a snake, she could throw her tail from side to side, and that was it. She made those serpentine sounds, and maybe there were a pair of women off to the side, laughing as this coldhearted brat took her punishment.

The dog pushed down, going in deeper now. With every thrust, he brought himself closer and closer to that next climax. That's when the spikes emerged. They shot out, and they dug into her skin.

The exterior of her suit may have given her a lizard-like appearance. Unfortunately for her, she was still warm and spongy and fleshy right at that opening. His dog dick dug down, trapping his shaft deep within her as he held her down.

She could smell his breath; she could feel the heat of those frantic gasps along the sides of her face.

On and on, he pumped into her, humping this girl even as she tried to scream.

Part 9:

"Please, my dear. Please? Will you let me see? You tell me these stories, and they sound so fantastic. May I look just for a little bit? Please?" Ryan pleaded, his voice straining.

She considered him. He was much younger than her. Not only that, he was pretty dumb. Ironically, she thought of him as something like a golden retriever: sweet and loyal but ultimately unable to comprehend how the world really worked. He could pant, his tongue sliding along his bottom lip, and he might stare up at her with undisguised adoration, but he would never be able to think for himself.

Then again, Ryan didn't seem interested in conjuring his own ideas. Instead, this boy seemed perfectly willing and eager to do whatever she said.

When she first found him online, she was blunt. She told him that she wasn't interested in a boy who would try to fight her. She would take control, and if he resisted, there would be problems.

When they first met, he got down on his knees, and he looked up at her. He told her, his voice breaking with adoration, "You are a beautiful and powerful and experienced woman. You know so much more than I do. If you take me in and take care of me, I will do everything to make you happy."

She had blinked, surprised by that unadulterated declaration. More than that, her instincts and paranoia had been sharpened by everything that happened with Sebastian.

But Sebastian had thought of himself as an intelligent man, someone who could be her equal. Perhaps that was why he had tried to murder her in the first place. Perhaps it wasn't even a question of money (he had access to very generous accounts, meaning that he had never been unable to splurge or spend whenever he felt like it). Rather, he needed to prove something to the world or to himself.

Ryan didn't have that problem.

Over the course of months, while the members of her former family endured the transformation, Sophie had allowed herself some time to rest and recover. Technically, she had been tempted by the possibility of throwing herself back into work. She could have concentrated on the investment fund, the new developments, and a variety of different deals. There was always more work to do. Even if she technically accomplished everything she had tried, there were other ways, other ideas, new strategies and possibilities.

Even when things looked grim across the planet, there were always other tactics she could try and chances she might take.

Instead, she had gone online and she found this boy.

Dumb and eager to please, he gave her everything he had. As promised, he always looked at her with that dedicated excitement in his face. He was a cheerful and happy boy who understood that he belonged to her (as long as she would have him). Consequently, she didn't have to worry about him.

It was relaxing. It was so refreshing.

Sooner than she had planned, she took Ryan to bed with her. She grabbed this man, shoved him down, and stripped him. She was about to ride his cock when he looked up at her. "May I serve you?"

Her eyes narrowed, "Serve me?" He had a lovely dick, and she looked forward to riding it.

"I'd love to go down on you...with your permission," he told her. Even though he had asked very nicely, she could read the desires playing across his handsome face. He was a pretty boy; more than that, it was that special brand of complicity and dedication that impressed her.

He wasn't trying to manipulate her.

Instead, he had been impressed by her power, and he recognized something.

"How do you feel about me?"

Then he told her exactly what she had hoped to hear. He confirmed everything she had already suspected, "You’re my superior. You are superior to me, and I will be so obedient for you. I will do whatever you want! Please, I want you to keep me." He sounded like an eager little puppy dog desperate to stay with his new owner.

"You can service me," she said. At that point, she had stripped down to just her bra. She lowered herself onto the bed, lifted her knees, spread her legs, and waited.

Sebastian had gone down on her a couple of times, but his attention had always been lackadaisical and fundamentally unimpressive.

This boy was completely different.

When she gave him permission, he slid his head down between her legs, and he reached out. He brushed his fingers along her thighs and up toward her stomach. At the same time, his tongue danced hungrily along her pussy. He slid in deep, worshiping her. He made her climax once, twice, three times. It had been a revelation, like something she had never experienced before.

Only then, they started talking more. "Interesting," he said. "I think I have had a little bit of a revelation. The last time you had me over, you mentioned something. Your ex-husband. What was his name again? Lennox?"

In that moment, she thought about whether or not this might be a problem. "Yes…"

If he noticed the shift in her demeanor, he said nothing. "I used to know a girl, Adriana Lennox. Was there some relation?" He chuckled. "I hope not. She was always such a bitch in high school! She thought she was so smart."

"Yes. That's the same girl," Sophie said. And then she reached over, and she cupped his cheek in her hand. "But don't worry. That girl is long gone." Then she saw the loyalty in his eyes, and she knew she wanted to test this. "If you're curious, I can tell you all about her."

"Let me guess," he said sourly. "She's a doctor or lawyer or something else impressive? I bet she earned a bunch of really good grades. She may have been a bitch, but she was smart. She always knew exactly how to manipulate everyone."

Again, Sophie knew that this was dangerous. She could see the threat for what it was. And yet, she loved having this boy around. Not only that, she admired his youth, his cruelty, and his dedication to her. That's why she asked, "Would you like to hear a little secret?"

"Always," he said, his eyes glowing with hope and desire.

"That girl is now a pet. I keep her in a cage along with her brother and father. They all belong to me."

She watched and waited, curious to see exactly how he would respond. "Can I see?"

And so she had shown him. At the same time, she tested him to see exactly how he would respond. She didn't say anything; she didn't offer him any kind of warning, yet she was studying this boy, effectively testing him. If he didn't like what he saw, she could always ship him off to the Crestwood Asylum as well.

It didn't come to that, because he loved seeing the jackass, the horny wolf, and that conniving snake.

A week after she had taken her transformed family back home, Sophie called out to Ryan. She announced that she wanted to have a picnic on the estate. "I'll get everything ready," he promised.

That meant packing up, getting the animals prepared, and meeting her out near the back porch.

Sophie took her time as she got dressed. She pulled on a dark blue sundress, black boots, and white gloves. As she prepared herself, she enjoyed the process. At the same time, she couldn't wait to see Ryan handle the livestock. He had enjoyed playing with the animals before. He could punish them cruelly. He had spent plenty of time shocking Sebastian, her former husband. Not only that, Ryan had enjoyed toying with the wolf, playing and forcing the dog to run around the yard.

Luckily for her, the estate was large enough that no one would notice the strange creatures.

When she presented herself, he was standing there, almost like some guardian waiting for his Mistress. Ryan saw her standing there at the top of the steps, and he even did a little bow. He held onto the leash leading back to Sebastian's nose ring. He tugged, and the feminized donkey let out a whimper.

By now, Sebastian had to carry everything on his back: food, canes, and a doggie ball.

"Shall we?" Ryan asked as he held out his arm.

Sophie took the proffered grip, and she walked along with him. They took their time. Behind them, the animals trotted along, knowing full well that anything other than perfect behavior would result in terrible punishments. Besides, each of the animals had been equipped with a shock collar. Any bad reactions on their part would mean enduring real agony.

She even had Max on a leash. Sophie took it, and she walked him. There was something fascinating about having him trot along like an eager dog. Occasionally, she glanced back at him. Once in a while, she thought she saw some reticence, some reluctance, or some sense of regret, as though he had never really understood what was going on.

Technically, all three of them probably could have used that excuse. Adriana might have said something about how she was just following her father. Her father might have said something about how he just wanted to show the world that he was capable of doing something ambitious. Then Max was too dumb to do anything but chase after his ambitions. He wanted the money to make his chain of gyms a reality (even if he never figured out an actual business model).

Too bad. Their justifications and excuses changed nothing.

She glanced over her shoulder at Adriana. The snake was doing her best to keep up, but it was so much harder for her.

Ryan saw this, spun around, and snarled something. "You're slowing us down," he growled as he pulled one of the canes off of the donkey's pack. Lifting up the implement, he struck, laughing hard. "How does that feel, snake girl? How does it feel to be down on your stomach, exactly where you belong? How does it feel, knowing that you used to be the smartest girl in our class!" He laughed as he struck again and again, swinging the cane down in that angry blur.

Adriana couldn't answer. She endured the punishment, taking one blow after another.

"That's enough," Sophie announced.

He was panting. Not only that, it was obvious he had savored releasing that kind of cruelty. With her, he was adoring like no one else. But to the rest of the world, he could become her hungry attack dog.

Sophie was more than satisfied.

They continued along the estate, only stopping at an ash tree beside a slow moving brook.

"I have something special to show you," said Sophie's paramour.

"Oh?" she asked.

"I hope it's okay, but I've been doing some extra work with Max." Ironically, Ryan seemed to enjoy using the wolf's old name. "We've been having fun together, haven’t we, boy?"

The transformed dog lifted his head and he let out a little whimpering sound.

Sophie was relaxing and leaning against a tree, her knees bent and her hands resting on her lap. She watched, intrigued. Since she didn't stop him, Ryan rose to his feet again, and he walked over toward the dog. Her lover had the cane out again. He let it gently swing as he got ready.

"Down, boy," Ryan ordered.

Behind him, Adriana hissed. She must've been thinking about the power and influence she had once expected to wield as an attorney. Or maybe she was simply thinking about everything she had lost. Then again, maybe it was a different kind of fear response, Sophie reflected as she observed. At the same time, she had this other smile tugging at the corners of her mouth, especially when she watched her boy work with her dog.

A little rumbling growl vibrated at the base of Max's throat. Even so, he did it.

Sophie watched the obedient dog as he dropped down with his haunches up, and his forelimbs folded under him. He put his chin on the soft grass as he stared ahead.

"Not bad," Sophie said with that same smile.

"That's just the beginning!" Ryan replied. He turned his attention back to the canine. "Roll over, boy. Rule over like a good dog for your owner. Come on, boy. You know you want to do it."

Sophie could've compelled Max's good behavior with just a tap of a button. More than that, she obviously had her own intimidating presence as well. For a woman like this, taunting or mocking or breaking a simpering twit like Max would have been easy enough. Still, she enjoyed the show. Simultaneously, she watched Ryan, and she wondered if he understood his own limitations.

Probably not. He was a boy, a foolish boy, but he had seemed loyal enough. Simultaneously, she considered her backup plans in case he ever tried anything.

Max rolled over like a good dog, throwing himself to the left and rolling around on the grass. "Stop," Ryan said.

Max froze. His body twitched and shivered, but the dog still didn't move. He was on his back, his erection prominent and on display. Simply because he could, Ryan reached down with the tip of the cane, and he stroked the wolf's cock.

That domesticated animal obviously hated this. Maybe it was the idea of being on display, or maybe it was the raw stimulation itself. Either way, Max squirmed helplessly as his heart kicked and the heat splashed along his skin underneath his dog suit.

"And let's not forget that test of loyalty, shall we?" Ryan announced. He went over to one of the containers on Sebastian's back, opened it, and came back with a little piece of salami.

"Beg, boy," Ryan ordered.

Sophie could tell just how much Max hated this. After all, he was supposed to be this fierce, independent businessman. That was how he always saw himself. That was how Max had always worked to convince the girls to sleep with him. If they didn't like his muscles or looks enough, this boy could always rely on his gravitas. Granted, he had never gone to college, but he usually went after the bimbos who didn't understand what a university education meant anyway. Rather, he could compare himself to those business visionaries (usually the guys who simply got lucky by getting there first), the ones who started out with excellent family connections, but somehow described themselves as self-made. Except now, all of that had been taken away…

Sophie smiled.

Even now, despite all of his training, Max pushed himself up onto his haunches, he shoved his limbs down, and he raised his paws as he began to beg. He whimpered. He made these pathetic little noises, all while Ryan held his hand up with that little slice of meat in play. "You want this? You want this, boy? Because, you know, if you're not wagging, I can't really be sure that you want this."

The dog's nostrils flared, and he was panting. He was wagging his butt from side to side now.

At this point, Sophie decided to clap for both of them. Her lover was working so hard to please her, which was ultimately his main purpose anyway. Simultaneously, Max had to endure the humiliation of being put on display like this.

Glancing over to the side, she contemplated Sebastian as well. He stared back at her with dull, listless eyes as though he could no longer think. Perhaps that really was the case, she reflected. It was all too easy to imagine him succumbing completely and embracing his new life as an animal. He had drifted so much.

And yet…

Sophie glanced back at him, and she watched him. He stared back at her, but he didn't seem angry or upset. At the same time, she decided that he was still in there. He was enduring that humiliation. At best, he wanted to hide his feelings, but she could sense the truth. She knew that he was struggling with his complicity, especially while his beloved, firstborn son had to struggle with Ryan's humiliating tricks.

"Oh, that's not good enough," Ryan said, drawing Sophie's attention again. "I'm thinking we need to try something else. Nose up."

The wolf stiffened. Obviously, he hated this. Even if he was supposed to be just a dumb animal, he silently fumed and raged at this indignity.

Of the three animals, he seemed like he was the one who tried to retain as much of his dignity and poise as possible. Still, he lifted his nose toward the sky, and Ryan set the little piece of meat right there. When the boy breathed in, he must've been able to capture the salty aroma within his nostrils. Considering how he mostly ate dog food now, this slice of meat must've made his mouth water.

"Are you sure you're not being too mean to him?" Sophie asked.

Ryan glanced over his shoulder at his patroness. "I think it's really good for him," he announced. "This doggie boy needs to learn. Besides, I think it's best when the animals respect their superiors."

"I couldn't agree more," she said after a few seconds to placate her boy toy.

Ryan snatched up the meat, and he looked down into the dog's eyes, and he saw the hope there. Simply because he could, Ryan threw the slice of salami into his mouth, and he chewed and swallowed, all while the wolf watched.

In that instant, Sophie seriously wondered whether or not she would need to use the controller to subdue Max. The frustration flashed across his handsome features again. He may have been a dog, but he still retained some of those good looks.

Dr. Chen's programs and modifications held; the dog started whimpering. He must've understood just how pathetic he seemed to be, but he couldn't stop himself. Those plaintive little noises cut across the air, and they made Sophie smile again, especially when she remembered those stabbing headaches and the twisting nausea at the pit of her stomach. In truth, she doubted she would ever forget those pains or the accompanying fear.

The fear.

That was probably one of the worst parts. Then again, it was hard to choose between those wracking sensations, the uncertain dread, and the betrayal. She smirked at this point, and then she decided that she wasn't going to intervene. If Ryan wanted to play around with the animals, that was fine with her. There was a reason why she had taken on this menagerie in the first place.

Obviously, she had considered selling them. They would have made quite a fetching trio at auction. At the same time, however, she had looked into their eyes, and she saw something special there, even now: fear.

Good, she found herself reflecting again and again. These three deserved to be her property. If she had sold them off, she wasn't sure they would have received the "proper" attention that they deserved. Even now, she looked back at the snake girl, and Adriana hissed, her tongue cutting across the air. Over the last few days, Sophie had decided that this meant she was nervous.

That was how it should work, Sophie had decided. That was best.

Then again, she didn't really care about "best". At this point, she was focused on her ambitions, especially when it came to her new boy.

As that thought crossed her mind, he jogged over to the donkey, reached into one of the baskets and pulled something else out. "Are you watching? Are you watching, Sophie?" He sounded so enthusiastic.

That was what she wanted. Sebastian had always been so listless, as though his ennui somehow gave him gravitas or depth. In truth, he had always been an intellectually incompetent boy, someone who hadn't been able to push ahead and to delve into the deeper questions of the world. Still, he wanted to be special. He wanted to be unique.

Smirking, she whispered, "Are you feeling unique now?" Whether the donkey could hear her or not wasn't an issue. Clearly, he wouldn't be able to respond, so it didn't matter what she said to him.

"Sophie, my dear, are you watching? Are you watching?" Ryan asked. He sounded like an excited little boy, or maybe he was a different kind of dog. She reflected on that for another moment as he tossed the red, rubber ball into the air. "Let's see what we can make them do, shall we?" Even as he spoke, Ryan was jumping from foot to foot, eager to get her attention.

He looked back at the wolf, he grinned, and the dog actually shook his head from side to side. Clearly, Max really didn't want to play this game, only his desires and instincts had become irrelevant. What he wanted now meant nothing, especially because Ryan was about to make this point all over again.

He threw the ball into the air. It cut across the blue sky, only to drop right back down between his hands. He grabbed it, he lifted it, and he looked right back at the doggie boy. "Go on. Go run. Chase the ball." He "threw" it.

Of course, Sophie saw the game. Even though Ryan jerked his arm back and swung hard, he held onto the ball. Even so, Max wasn't especially bright. He raced after the ball, searching between the different bushes and the flowing waves of grass. He jerked his head down, and he searched and searched.

Finally, Ryan decided to let the dimwit in on the joke. "Looking for this? Is this what you're looking for, Max?"

Jerking his head up, the dog turned around, and he saw the ball back in Ryan's hand...as if by magic. Hot frustration played across his face, but there was nothing he could do about it.

"Boys, I think it's time for you to come back over here," Sophie called out.

Ryan immediately turned. He looked back at her, and he asked, "Is there anything I can do for you? Would you like me to massage your feet? Or maybe you would like carnal delights?" Unlike his predecessor, Ryan understood what it meant to be an excellent lover. He could be attentive and dedicated. He could push all of his efforts toward satisfying Sophie.

"Not in front of the animals," Sophie said, although she paused for a moment as she considered the possibilities. Dismissing it, she instead said, "For the time being, I think I would like something to drink."

"Absolutely," Ryan replied. "Your pleasure is always my top priority." He moved over to the bags hanging off of Sebastian's back, and he pulled out a pair of wine glasses. Then he leaned forward, and he squeezed Sebastian's right breast. The donkey sneered, obviously frustrated by this but simultaneously smart enough not to fight or resist. Donkeys, of course, had a bad reputation for stubbornness. That wasn't the case with this specimen. He had been trained, tamed, and perfectly broken.

Even if he hated what was happening to him with every fiber of his being, Sebastian still couldn't resist.

He was hiding, Sophie realized. Even though he looked like nothing but a dumb animal, he still understood what was happening. He hated it, and he wished he could fight it, but he was just barely smart enough to understand that there was nothing he could do. He wouldn't be able to win, so he had to acquiesce and accept his fate. After all, Sophie wouldn't tolerate any other outcome.

Ryan filled their glasses, came over, and handed one to her. She took it, lifted it to her lips, and savored the vintage. "Excellent," she said. "And you know what? I think I will take you up on that offer. Massage my feet, Ryan."

He leaned down, unzipped her boots, and pulled them off, first the left, then the right. From there, he kneeled in front of her, and he massaged her feet just as she wanted. Sebastian would have offered this kind of service back before his domestication, but he would have been reluctant about it. At the same time, he certainly would have tried to argue, perhaps hoping to distract her with one idea or another.

"This is what I need," she said, looking back at the animals. "Stupid beasts of burden, dumb and easily controlled."

"Absolutely," Ryan agreed.

Sophie glanced back at him, and she smiled, savoring the fact that he didn't understand how he qualified as one of her domesticated creatures. That was fine with her; there was no need to enlighten him. "I won't make those past mistakes again. Rather, we should focus on the future. How about a toast?"

"And what are we celebrating today?" Ryan asked.

Sophie smiled at her boy first, only then she let her gaze slide over to her former husband, then his two children. Her eyes settled on Adriana again. Even now, she could see the intellect behind those slitted pupils. Between the three of them, perhaps Adriana endured the worst punishment. After all, she was still smart enough to contemplate how she might be able to escape. That wasn't going to happen. Even if she managed to get out of her terrarium (the one Sophie had specially constructed on her property), she wouldn't be able to reverse the surgeries. Just as importantly, the legal system she had once hoped to manipulate now thought she was dead. She had no accounts, no money, no assets, nothing. In that moment, she couldn't even speak. There was no way for her to tell anyone who she "really" was supposed to be.

Perfect, Sophie thought. She glanced back at that snake. She wanted this girl to contemplate her decisions again and again, to run through the same calculations with that fierce intellect and to come to the exact same conclusion over and over again. She had been foolish to go along with her brother and father. She never should have crossed a woman like Sophie.

"To the beasts of burden," Sophie said, clinking her glass against Ryan's.

At the same time, she leaned over, and she tapped the cup against one of Sebastian's baskets. Her former husband bristled. He tried so hard to hide it, but she saw that little flicker of humiliated frustration. "And to the boys who overreach." She took her sip, she enjoyed it, and Ryan drank with her.

For the next few minutes, she relaxed as her boy massaged her feet. She leaned back, closed her eyes, and relaxed in the bliss of control and power.

After a little while, the hunger got the best of her, so she glanced back at her boy. "Go on. You can make our lunch now."

"Absolutely," he said cheerfully. He opened the baskets, prepared their meal, and she looked down at the plate in front of her: exotic cheeses, crackers, grapes, and little slices of gourmet meats. She nodded approvingly.

In the meantime, the animals watched. They stared on, desperate for the chance to have something.

"I know what you're thinking," she said to the three of them. Even though they couldn't speak, the desperation played across their features. Perhaps they were trying to hide it from her. If so, they failed aesthetically. But again, that was exactly what she wanted from them. "You all want some of this, don't you? Especially you, Max. You worked so hard, but your mean trainer didn't give you anything, did he?"

"It's good for them," Ryan insisted. "You don't want to spoil them."

"No," Sophie agreed, her tone sharpening. "We wouldn't want to spoil the dumb animals, would we?"

Most often, all three of them tried to hide their intelligence in one way or another. They understood that if they could act like idiotic beasts, then this woman might not pay attention to them. And if she did pay attention to them, then maybe things would be just a little bit easier? That was their hope, anyway. Only now, she focused on the three, and a playful little game occurred to her. "I bet one of you would love to have a human meal today. You must get so tired of eating like animals." She smirked. "Max, you already had your chance. Sebastian and Adriana, you'll get a chance. I'm thinking of a race." She casually reached up and touched one finger to her cheek. "Do you see that tree right there? Whoever gets there and comes back first will win. And the victor will get to enjoy a real meal. How does that sound?"

Both the donkey and the snake nodded eagerly.

Perhaps Adriana was thinking about how she was supposed to be too good for this. If so, those reactions got subsumed by her eager desire. She wanted this. She needed this. Only then, this look of dismay seemed to flash across her face. Right away, Sophie understood, and she had prepared for this. "Since Adriana is obviously a lot slower, let's make this interesting, shall we?"

"What did you have in mind?" Ryan asked, his eyes sparkling with eager delight. The wolf continued to look on sullenly, disappointed by the fact that he couldn't participate. Too bad for him, Sophie thought disdainfully.

"You get to ride the donkey," Sophie announced.

"I like it!" Ryan agreed cheerfully.

Then again, if he hadn't been willing to play along with her games, then she would have gotten rid of him very quickly.

Thoroughly satisfied by the wine and her meal, Sophie set her plate to side, and the dog rushed forward to lick at the crumbs. That was as close to a human meal as he would get anytime soon. She didn't mind. If anything, she enjoyed seeing him desperately slide his tongue along the plate as he searched for one more taste of something that wasn't dog food.

Strolling ahead, Sophie turned back to the donkey, then the snake girl. "The rules are simple. Whoever gets to the tree and back here again wins. Are you ready? Are you set?" Ryan climbed into position. He wobbled. It was especially difficult considering that he hadn't removed the donkey's pack. Still, Sebastian bristled. He hated this all over again. But at the same time, he wouldn't sabotage his chances. Worse, Ryan held onto the cane. He would be able to strike down hard and fast to make sure this boy went fast.

"And Ryan," Sophie continued, "Make sure you stay on the donkey. Donkey boy, if you lose your rider, you can't win."

Sebastian narrowed his eyes. He made some stupid, braying sound, but Sophie understood him well enough.

She waited a few more seconds, lifted both of her arms into the air, felt silly, and enjoyed it anyway since she knew she was the most powerful individual there. She didn't have to worry about her own sense of dignity, not when everyone out among these fields understood exactly what kind of power she wielded. "Go!"

Right away, the donkey rushed forward, kicking his hooves down against the ground. Almost immediately, Ryan slipped from his perch on top of that, the dumb beast. At the same time, Adriana rushed forward, pushing herself ahead, but it was awkward in her suit. She felt ridiculous, especially because she knew her brother was watching. Sophie was watching.

Maybe the snake girl wanted to try to impress Sophie. Perhaps if she could behave long enough and well enough, she might be able to earn some kind of redemption. It seemed unlikely, but there were few options.

More than that, the former lawyer probably didn't want to think about it, yet the desire for real food made her mouth water. She could feel that extra saliva at the roof of her mouth, and even along her elongated fangs.

Ryan climbed back up on. The donkey started running again. He easily outpaced the snake.

Only then, Ryan slipped right off.

The donkey spun around, and he glared at his rider, perhaps wondering whether or not Ryan was doing this on purpose. At the same time, he had to hate this man for the simple fact that he was now with Sophie.

For Sebastian, his old marriage had always seemed so stifling and boring. Although he had understood the necessity of securing the largess of a woman like Sophie, he had always been so bored, thinking she should go out and have some more fun. Her business always seemed so dull and dreary. He never understood the strategies, the complexity, or what might drive her forward as she strived to expand and defend her business empire. Even so, she had to look at this young man, especially because Ryan was grinning even as he wobbled slightly. "Okay, let's try that again," said Sophie's new lover.

Sebastian had to carry him. He had to carry that pathetic whelp, and there was nothing he could do about it...not if he wanted that meal. He thought of the cheeses, the meats, the incredible feel of real human food. He was tired of everything they had been feeding him: dry and crunchy and ultimately flavorless.

In the meantime, Sophie laughed as Ryan climbed back into position.

Making her way slowly and steadily toward the tree, Adriana started to think that maybe she could win.

Unfortunately for her, Ryan got back into place, and now he kicked his heels against the donkey's flanks. Even if he wished he could just be stubborn and defiant, Sebastian wasn't brave enough for that. Even now, Ryan swung down with his cane, striking hard at the livestock's backside. A burst of pain sizzled along his body. His eyes watered, and he started running again, faster this time.

Ryan slipped off again.

When Adriana made it to the tree, she spun around. She looked back at her father, and she could only watch as the other man climbed on top, slapped down, and made the donkey's breasts jiggle. Shame shot through her. At the same time, she wondered how she could have ever been foolish enough to listen to the idiot boys in her family. If she had been allowed to speak, she could have gone up to Sophie and begged for forgiveness. She could have said something like, "I thought I should listen to my brother and father. It was the dumbest mistake of my life." Then again, it was too easy to imagine Sophie looking down into her eyes, smirking, and agreeing.

Breathing hard, the cool air rushing along her fangs, Adriana pushed ahead again. In her suit, moving was almost impossible. Still, she kept slithering forward, struggling and working as best she could!

Inch by inch, she made it. At the same time, she could hear Ryan curse again as he fell off. At the same time, Sophie was laughing. Maybe Ryan was doing it on purpose? She didn't think so. He was probably trying his best, yet his failures still amused his keeper. Even if he didn't understand, that was the most important thing of all.

Adriana pushed herself as her heart pounded and the heat coalesced along her skin. "And we have a winner," Sophie said without any real enthusiasm. Instead, there was that cold, calculating grin on her face. At the same time, she was holding onto her wine glass.

By now, she was probably getting just a little bit tipsy. In theory, she could drink, swallow it down, and manage a business meeting or perform brilliantly at a corporate event. Only right then and there, she enjoyed letting go, especially because she knew that Ryan was different. Beyond his obvious loyalty, she hadn't allowed him access to any of her accounts, not as she had done with that jackass. And of course, the animals were thoroughly domesticated. They knew how to behave, just as they knew they would never escape, despite their fantasies. She knew how to handle her alcohol, of course, yet this woman had other ideas in mind...

Because she was enjoying herself, she looked back at Adriana. "Well done, girl. Aren't you proud of yourself?"

The snake girl had been busy eating the last of her human meal. With just a hint of disgust on her face, Sophie watched. But now, she glanced back at her boy. "Give the snake some water. After that, Adriana, I want some relief."

Taking command and enjoying the race had stimulated her in a way she had learned to embrace.

"You don't want me to service you?" Ryan asked with just a hint of disappointment in his voice. Clearly, he didn't like the idea of a member of the menagerie serving this woman. After all, he didn't provide insightful conversations or fascinating opinions. He was good for his body, his mouth, and his eager dedication.

"You will get another chance later," she promised her boy. "If I'm feeling very generous, I might even let you sleep in my bed tonight."

"Yes, ma'am!"

She lifted her hand, she pointed, and Adriana stared, her eyes wide. "Get over here," Sophie ordered. At the same time, she raised her skirt, and she pulled down her panties before she leaned against the tree, raised her knees, and spread her legs.

The former lawyer slunk forward, but Sophie didn't make it easy for her. Instead, she watched as the snake obediently dipped her head down between Sophie's legs.

"Show me what you can do with that forked tongue of yours," Sophie demanded.

Adriana obeyed. Knowing that she had to pleasure this woman (her owner), Adriana didn't think about any kind of real argument. Instead, she embraced the reality of her situation. With her cheeks pressed along her owner's inner thighs, the snake girl stuck out her tongue and penetrated her captor. She licked, the two tips of her tongue swiping and sliding up and down as she pleased this woman.

"Good girl," Sophie said. She still didn't reach down, nor did she make this any easier or harder. Instead, she savored the attention. Pretty soon, she was breathing heavily as she embraced the pleasure flooding through her body. Her nerves cried out, and she grinned ferociously as the orgasm swept over her.

Sophie had been about to demand another one when she peeked over at her boy.

Having remained quiet, Ryan still said nothing. He stood off to the side, and he was waiting patiently for her to notice him again. Luckily for this boy, Sophie saw the look of frustration on his face. Clearly, he was still disappointed by the fact that she hadn't chosen him. Unlike Sebastian and so many of the other men Sophie had met over the course of her life, this young man understood how things worked. He saw her as his superior, and he behaved as such. All too often, men, even young men with little power or wealth, still somehow decided that they should be in charge, or that they needed to take control.

"Would you like some attention?" Sophie said.

"Yes, please," he replied.

"Adriana, go suck his cock."

The snake girl bristled. Clearly, her body tensed as she tried to fight against that command. But even if she ran through all of the different scenarios and outcomes, she had to come to the inevitable conclusion. She was going to do this, and she might hate it, and maybe she still wanted to think of herself as Ryan's superior. At the very least, Adriana would always be smarter even if her new status didn't let her demonstrate her intellect.

Reluctantly, Adriana scooted over to her owner's new man. By this point, Ryan had unzipped his pants and freed his cock. Sophie smiled as she admired his length. On the one hand, part of her didn't really want to share. On the other, she embraced the sight playing out before her. He did have a beautiful cock, she reflected. Normally, she wasn't into those sorts of aesthetics, but there was something about remembering that she owned that dick just as she did that boy.

"Nothing but dumb animals," she said.

"You said it," Ryan agreed cheerfully even if he still didn't realize that he fell into that exact same category.

With the flavor of Sophie's excitement still on her tongue, the snake leaned in and started to lick. Her forked appendage slipped and darted along the sides of his manhood. Pretty soon, he was growling, deep sounds resonating from the base of his throat.

He wanted to grab her; that much was obvious. He wanted to grab her and pump her and use her.

Pretty soon, he wouldn't be able to help himself. He would climax, and maybe he would blow his load all over her face. Sophie couldn't know for sure, but she suspected that Adriana had never endured that sort of indignity. She may have been young, but she was always studious and ambitious. As the kind of girl who planned out her life in five-year increments, she had never wasted time socializing or worrying about her appearance on social media.

"You know what, my dear," Sophie said. "I think someone else should finish you off."

That's when she turned her attention back to Sebastian.

His eyes widened, and he ridiculously jerked his head frantically from side to side as he attempted to get her to change her mind. If he had thought about this clearly or logically, then he would have figured out that he had nothing to offer. There was nothing for him to leverage to get her to issue a different command. Instead, she enjoyed that reluctance as it played across his face.

She smiled at him. There was something almost beneficent in her expression. She made this sound like a treat. Perhaps it was...for her lover because, unlike Sebastian, Ryan wasn't some homophobic jackass who pretended to be tolerant and understanding while deriding anyone different as a freak or a fag. "Go on, Sebastian. Go service my lover. Suck his cock like an eager animal."

Sebastian jerked his head from side to side again.

"I can punish them," Ryan announced.

"Actually, I want you to tie Max to that tree right there."

"Absolutely," Ryan said, even though he had no idea what was going on. When Sophie gave him an order, he obeyed. And now, he took that dog by the leash and tied him to the same ash tree that had served as part of the race.

That was one game; this would be another.

Only this new form of play would be far more difficult for those involved. Then again, Sophie was looking forward to this.

"You see that boy right there?" Sophie asked once the dog had been tied into place. "Do you see how he's pretty relaxed right now? Do you see how he seems calm and sedate?" A smile curved along her lips. "You know what happens when I press this button?" She grabbed the controller, lifted it up and made sure that both Sebastian and Adriana saw it. She let her gaze rest on both of them, first the lawyer, then the jackass. "When I press this button, his cock is going to inflate. He's going to become desperately aroused. If you thought he couldn't control himself before, you haven't seen anything. So this is the game, my pets. It's going to be another race. Whoever can cause an orgasm first will win. I've already enjoyed myself, but I'm very wet once again. I'm looking forward to this. So Sebastian, you're going to suck Ryan's cock. And if you fail to win, that means you will be left with the dog. You understand what that means, don't you? In case you don't, let me show you…"

Raising her arm, she lifted the controller and hit the button.

In spite of themselves, both of the snake and donkey turned back to Max. Adriana watched her brother; Sebastian watched his son.

Initially, maybe they truly believed that nothing had really happened. Perhaps the modifications had failed, or maybe the controller's battery had run out of energy. Those conclusions would have been so much better for these two. The universe wasn't that kind, however.

Within just a few seconds, maybe half a minute, he froze, and his eyes widened. Then they seemed to glaze over, and everyone in the party could see his cock harden. His shaft extended, and he was suddenly panting.

He ran at them!

The leash jerked him to a stop, but he kept throwing himself forward like some enraged guard dog.

Clearly, this boy was too stupid to understand that he had been tied into the tree. Instead, he sought targets, and he envisioned their wet holes, and he knew he had to stuff his cock in something warm and inviting.

"Let the games begin," Sophie said. She spread her legs and lowered herself down onto the ground. Ryan did the same with his shaft out.

Desperately, Sebastian rushed over to his ex-wife.

She raised her hand, and she wagged her finger. "No, no. You have to make him come. Can you do that? You always spent so much time thinking about the homosexuals. Well, now's your chance to get a new experience. Suck his cock, boy. Suck his cock like an eager little slut, and maybe you won't get Max as the consolation prize."

The consolation prize. She grinned again, savoring that phrase.

He only hesitated for a few more heartbeats. Then he rushed over to Ryan, and Sebastian hesitated again.

At this point, Sebastian must've understood exactly what was going to happen if he failed. That dog would rush forward, grab him, thrust in, and penetrate him. He would be humiliated all over again. Perhaps he had made some silent vow to himself back at the Crestwood Asylum, as though he truly believed he could still maintain some semblance of control over his life.

If so, that simply meant that he didn't understand his new status and position. He was livestock. He was nothing but a stupid, barnyard animal. As such, his ex-wife would use him however she saw fit.

Sebastian leaned forward, and he latched on. His modified tongue slid along Ryan's cock.

At the same time, Adriana slithered into position, she dropped down, and she started licking. Her forked tongue danced along Sophie's pussy, but she hardly noticed.

Rather, she watched. She drank in the expression on Sebastian's face. His eyes were clenched shut, only then her new lover pulled back. His cock flopped free from Sebastian's mouth. At first, the donkey didn't understand. Clearly, he had tried to distract himself. Maybe he had done his best to throw himself into some other fantasy, like he could meditate and leave his body even as his lips and tongue continued to service his rival.

Right then, Sebastian didn't have any choice. He opened his eyes, and he looked right back at Ryan. Sophie's lover had pulled back, and now he grinned. "I don't want to come too fast," he said. "Remember, if you're going to give a good blow job, you need to take your time. You don't want the man to feel rushed, do you?"

Although Sophie's lover didn't expect a response, Sebastian still opened his mouth, and he let out a braying noise.

"You had better hurry up, Sebastian," Sophie called out. "Your daughter really is very good at licking pussy." Normally, she didn't like to use that kind of crass language out loud. And yet, there was something so absolutely delectable about watching Sebastian tense up.

Clearly, he had always paid more attention to his son. The two were alike in so many different ways. Still, that homophobia persisted. Sophie had remembered being vaguely surprised when he even made that point early in their relationship. She had joked about how so many men fantasized about two girls together. He had insisted solemnly, "Not me. I do not abide by such perversions."

Only now, he was competing. Sebastian had to suck that man's cock. At the same time, he had to hope that he would go faster than his serpentine daughter as her forked tongue continued to glide along his ex's excited slit.

Once again, Adriana demonstrated her skills. More importantly, maybe she had actually tried to learn from her first adventure. Even now, you want to make yourself indispensable. Is that it, girl? Are you hoping to earn some sympathy if you become an ideal pussy licker? If so, your ambitions will be dashed. I will never forget what you did to me or how you lied to me. Those thoughts burned through her mind, especially because she wouldn't make the same mistake twice. Adriana had tricked her. Adriana had convinced her.

But now, Sophie glanced over at her lover, and she watched.

At this point, Ryan had his hands braced against the sides of Sebastian's head. He pumped his cock forward, thrusting hard and fast as he used the donkey's desperate mouth. Not only that, he reveled in the feel of this beast's modified and enhanced tongue.

Ryan came hard, grunting. He ejaculated, one spurt after another.

Seconds later, Sophie enjoyed her own orgasm. She cried out, panting and moaning. When Sebastian glanced over at her, their eyes met for just a moment.

The donkey finished, and he even gulped down Ryan's load. No one told him to do that, but he must've been able to figure it out on his own. It turned out that, given the right circumstances, he really could put other people first and focus on their desires and ambitions.

Sophie sat up. She rose to her feet, rolled her shoulders back, stretched her arms, and closed her eyes. "What do you think, Ryan? Who do you believe won?"

"Oh, that was close. Was it a tie?"

Sebastian made a braying noise. He whined and whimpered for their attention.

"What's that? Does the donkey think he won? Does the stupid donkey honestly think he could pay attention? I mean, you were so busy sucking Ryan's cock. I'm surprised you were aware of anything at all."

The donkey bristled again, hot frustration flaring through his body. If he had been freed of his suit and those surgical modifications, he would have surely launched himself at anyone and everyone in his path. He probably envisioned himself as some enraged berserker. If so, it really didn't matter. Whether he was angry or not, he remained trapped in this form...exactly where Sophie intended to keep him.

Sophie wobbled her head from side to side as she contemplated what ought to happen next.

"Adriana, you did an amazing job. I'm very proud of you. You made me come remarkably fast. But that said, your father here doesn't believe that you were good enough. That's a pity." She paused. Sebastian relaxed, suddenly grateful. After all, he had won. Perhaps he had to suck a cock, but he wouldn't be humiliated by feeling that dog mount him again. He wouldn't have to endure those thrusting, degrading bursts of movement or all they meant.

So what if Adriana had to take his place?

Just as he settled into this new sense of security, Sophie focused her gaze on him again. "That's a pity...because your father is wrong. He didn't make Ryan come first."

Sebastian inhaled and exhaled another round of animalistic noise.

When Sophie raised her hand, however, he was smart enough (for once) to shut his mouth and go quiet instantly. After all, this woman was about to make an incredibly important decision. She may have silenced him, but she made him wait. She forced to this man to soak in his helpless frustration as he tried to discern what she was thinking and what would happen next.

Finally, she told him, "I know. I know. You disagree. And that's fine. But guess what? You are just a beast of burden now, so no one cares about your opinion. Ryan, who is in charge?"

"You," answered her lover. "You're in charge!"

"Precisely," she said. Then she lowered her voice so that Ryan would be able to hear this next part. "You thought you were smarter than him, and he might be as dumb as a bag of bricks, but he still knows the right answers. That was something you were never smart enough to figure out."

She nodded toward Ryan, and he quickly grabbed at the donkey by his nose ring. He yanked, and there was that flash of pain for Sebastian.

Once he was about halfway to the bound dog, Ryan finally let go. The donkey didn't know what to do, however. Next, Ryan rushed over to the other animal, and he untied the leash from the tree. At that point, Max had fixated his gaze on the donkey. He didn't understand exactly what was going on, and maybe he could have gone for a different target, yet he instinctively seemed to understand who was the weakest and most vulnerable.

It was the donkey. It was that hapless, dumb donkey, and so he rushed forward the moment he could. He threw himself ahead, looking like a wild animal. In the meantime, the jackass tried to scramble away. He tried to run.

Fear may have propelled Sebastian, but Max had arousal on his side, and it proved to be so much stronger!

The dog threw himself forward like a comet burning through the atmosphere. He raced ahead, annihilating the distance between them. Then he lunged forward, jumping up and grabbing on. He shoved his limbs down, trapping the donkey. Sebastian felt his legs slide out from underneath him. In the next instant, he slammed hard against the ground. The air was knocked from his lungs, yet he didn't get the chance to recover.

Sophie watched, smiling to herself as the donkey tried to rush back up onto his hands and knees. He wanted to run harder, to scramble on his limbs, and to escape.

Too late.

The dog threw himself forward again, bit down, grabbed onto the nape of Sebastian's neck, and frantically started thrusting. With that, desperate, programmed need, Max demonstrated once again that he couldn't think for himself. He had no thought. There was just arousal. There was just that desperation, that drive, that primal and unstoppable need. It flooded his body, overwhelmed his senses, and completely destroyed any semblance of a personality. Lots of guys may have joked about what they would be willing to do when they were thinking with their dicks, but this was different. For this boy, there was nothing else.

He slammed his cock forward, thrusting hard and fast.

The dog pushed forward, and those spikes extended once again. The donkey bleated. He brayed. He cried out, desperate for escape even as he tried to wiggle free, only the dog wouldn't let him go.

"This is so much fun to watch," Ryan said. "It's amazing to think that none of this would have ever happened if they had simply remained loyal to you." He paused for a moment, considered this, and promised her, "I want you to know that I will always remain loyal to you."

She reached over and patted his leg. "I know you will," she said. That's when she decided to lean over and to rest her head against his chest. Sure enough, he enveloped her, sliding his arms around her torso. "Good boy," she said with a smile. And even if she was condescending and even if she talked down to him, her beautifully handsome young lover didn't complain. He understood how their dynamic worked, and he wouldn't question it, nor would he do anything as foolish as try to undermine her power or authority.

"But you do raise an interesting question."

"What's that?"

Sophie didn't respond right away. Instead, she stared off into the distance as she contemplated what this meant and how she should answer this question.

At first, she tried to dismiss the idea, if only because it didn't really matter. The answer, whatever it may have been, would change nothing. And yet, there was still that little twinge somewhere inside of her head. It wasn't pain, not exactly. Instead, it was this toxic dose of regret, one she had tried so hard to discard on her own, and yet…

It may have been curiosity. Maybe it was just some morbid need to resolve the situation even more completely.

Smiling to herself, she shook her head from side to side. These three would never and could never be a threat to her again. She would see to it. Even as she looked over at the snake girl, she knew that she would not make that same kind of error, even if Adriana secretly hoped Sophie might be coaxed into a false sense of security or safety.

For the next few minutes, she continued to watch. Maybe an entire hour went by with the donkey crying and begging, pleading as he made of those bestial sounds for his superiors.

Through it all, Sophie kept wondering…

Technically, it was a simple enough issue. It was a simple question.

Once the show came to an end, she used the controller, and the wolf pulled back. Panting, he dropped down onto his elbows and knees. With his face down, he stared at the grass, and he seemed to soak into the helplessness of his captivity. This boy understood his place.

Then there was that exhausted and spent donkey. The hapless creature made Sophie smile. She got up, and she walked over to him. She grabbed him by his nose ring, forcing him to look up at her. His eyes blazed with pain, and then she said, "You just got taken hard. You know that, don't you? You know what that means, don't you?" She lowered her voice, barely whispering to him now. She was sure that his elongated donkey ears would be able to pick up on every sound, however. "That makes you everything you hated. Remember those freaks you loved to rant about? Just think about your ass dripping with his load." Again, she had used that crass language, but she thought this barnyard animal deserved it.

She turned around, she remained standing, and now she crossed her arms over her chest.

Sophie decided to indulge. "Who did it? Who came up with the idea?"

The exhausted wolf, the broken donkey, and the frightened snake all remained silent.

Her voice cracked across the air, "Which one of you came up with the idea of killing me to steal everything I have worked so hard to build?"

Surprisingly, it was Sebastian who lifted his head. Suddenly, he was nodding in one direction; he was nodding toward Adriana.

Adorably, the snake didn't even understand what was happening right away. Instead, her gaze seemed to be aimed off into the distance, as though she knew she had nothing to contribute to this conversation.

The question had been foolish, Sophie decided. She dismissed it, but her expression remained placid for the time being. "I believe you, Sebastian. I believe you. Adriana did it. It was your idea, I see."

The snake girl snapped out of her reverie, jerking her head toward Sophie. All at once, she opened her mouth, and she hissed with unspoken frustration. Her heart was probably pounding, and the adrenaline squirted into her veins as she tried to understand what was going on now. It was fascinating seeing that snake girl panic. Adriana glanced to her left, then to her right. She kept shaking her head. Sophie walked forward, and then she reached down, stroking Adriana's exposed cheek with the back of her hand. "You know, it looks like Max is ready for another go. And I'm thinking, since he would never admit the truth, that you deserve some time with him."

Sebastian had pushed himself back up onto his feet. "And you. You betrayed your daughter." A wicked smile curved along her mouth. "Ryan, do you feel like some sloppy seconds?"

The donkey lifted his head. The humiliation from before was about to get much worse.

"Max, go boy. Go get the snake, boy!" She called out those words, and the dumb dog instantly obeyed. He yielded, dropping back for just a second. His mouth probably started watering when he saw her bring out the controller.

Sophie started to wonder whether or not he had embraced his new canine persona. As a boy, he had never been especially smart or strong-willed. Yes, he had that incredible body, but that was just a function of constant exercise. It hadn't required anything more than the dumb dedication of walking into a gym on a daily basis. This may have been a challenge for most people, but Max never had to contend with real choices. Maybe that was why he had been such a failure in the business world.

She had the controller, and she hit the button.

"Go get the snake, boy," Sophie called out again. At this point, she was laughing because she knew she would never get the truth out of them. They were dumb animals. They followed their instincts. Maybe it had been Sebastian. Perhaps Max watched a movie and suggested the idea late one night with his sister and father. Or maybe Adriana, the cunning little creature, had decided to bring it up.

No one would tell her the truth. She couldn't trust anything any of them said.

Knowing this, she narrowed her eyes, and she looked back at Ryan. "Have some fun with the donkey. Teach him what a real man's cock feels like."

"Yes, ma'am!" Ryan called out as he jumped to his feet and rushed over. With a smirk, she realized he'd be willing to fuck anything; she couldn't help but think of some randy goat chasing after the ewes.

At this point, Sebastian tried to retreat. He fought desperately to scramble away.

Laughing, Ryan loped forward, practically hopping from step to step. Under the best of circumstances, Sebastian wouldn't have been able to escape. Even with that frantic fear shooting through his veins, he still couldn't move quick enough on his dumb donkey limbs.

Turning over to the other sideshow, Sophie watched as the wolf pounced against the snake. Max came in a hard, pumping all over again. She had hit the button, the injection launched, so now his desperation pumped once again through his frame. That first burst of need had been satisfied, only now she gave him that second dose, and he recovered almost instantly. Dr. Chen really had performed a miracle when she tapped into those instincts and turned him into this.

The snake hissed pathetically as Adriana squirmed and struggled, but Max had his grip now. His teeth dug down into that flap on the back of her neck, and he held her in place. He pumped, thrusting, his hips working forward and back as he embraced those impulses. In that moment, Sophie really was convinced that Max had surrendered the rest of his previous existence. At this point, maybe he could no longer even think of himself as a person. Perhaps he had let go of those memories as he became her plaything.

He was just a dumb dog. He was an animal, and he must've enjoyed following those urges. Even if he could never truly be satisfied, that may have been similar to what he had experienced previously in his old life. After all, he jumped from one girl to the next. None of them, no matter how beautiful or affectionate, had been able to hold his attention for long. At this point, he no longer had to worry about novelty. Instead, he would simply do as he was told.

Sophie smiled. Perfect, she decided.

She turned her attention back to her lover and the donkey.

Ryan had unzipped his pants, taken out his shaft, and now he grabbed onto the donkey. Just as Max had done, he forced that dumb beast of burden into position. With his face down and his ass up, Sebastian had no choice. He squealed. He brayed. He made those dumb little noises as though they could make some slight difference to his fate.

Whether he liked it or not, he had to take that length. He had to feel the humiliating penetration, the unstoppable invasion, and the knowledge that he was now being used by another man.

With Max, it had been different. Maybe Sebastian really had started to see his boy as just a dumb animal. If so, he could use that same excuse with this man. Ryan walked on two feet. He was tall, handsome, young and capable. Not only that, he didn't suffer from Sebastian's hangups. That boy shoved into Sebastian, penetrating him hard as he shoved forward, yanked back, and fucked him hard! Better yet, Sophie savored the image of her new boy as he grabbed onto Sebastian's elongated ears. He yanked. He sent one spasm of pain after another down into that donkey even as the animal was forced to take that cock like an obedient plaything.

Sophie watched all of this, and she looked into their eyes, grateful for her menagerie.

Eventually, Sophie allowed everything to come to an end. Ryan finished, and now he was leaning against the tree. She rested her head on his shoulder, and she enjoyed the peace. At this point, Adriana was curled up near a large rock. Max was asleep and curled up a few feet away. Sebastian still looked angry, but there was nothing he could do, especially since Sophie held the leash leading from her hand to his nose ring.

This was perfect, she thought. She had everything she wanted. She had everything she needed. These three couldn't cause her any trouble.

A slow smile curved along her lips as she considered everything she had accomplished.

In truth, she was rather proud of herself.

That's when her phone started to ring. At first, she felt the vibrations down in her pocket, and she thought about ignoring it. It would have been just as easy to pull out her phone and hit the red icon. In fact, she was about to do just that when she saw the number on the screen. It wasn't programmed into her phone; she didn't want to leave that kind of electronic trail. Still, she recognized the digits.

"What can I do for you?" Sophie asked as she activated the video call.

She saw Amanda Verger seated at her desk. "Hello, Sophie. I was just speaking with Dr. Chen, and she was telling me that she is particularly proud of her work on your acquisitions. At this point, I'm wondering whether or not you are satisfied."

"Extremely," Sophie said. At that point, she didn't see any reason to lie or prevaricate.

"I'm glad to hear it," she said. "Are you interested in selling them?"

Right away, all three of the animals perked up. Maybe they had pretended to ignore that call, but now they recognized what kind of decision might be made here. None of them misbehaved, yet they were obviously interested. They were focused on everything that these women might say to one another. After all, their fates could be decided in that instant.

"Why would I want to sell them?"

"I could see that they were given some interesting challenges. Besides, animals can get boring. I wouldn't mind bringing them back into my menagerie."

"You know, I've actually been thinking about starting my own menagerie," Sophie said. She glanced over Ryan, and she wondered if she should ask Verger about some goat modifications. She smirked at the idea but kept the concept to herself...for now. Thus far, her boy had been extremely pleasurable. Then again, that could change.

"I think I'm good. I think I'm going to keep them for now."

"That's a disappointment, but how do you feel about renting them to me?"

"Renting them?"

"I'm going to be putting on a little show. Think of it as a demonstration for some of our more generous patrons. I would love to show them off."

"I think something can be arranged," Sophie said.

"Excellent. I will send you the details, and we can start to negotiate."

"Perfect," Sophie said as she ended the call. That thought made her smile again. This really was the perfect life, she reflected as she looked back at her animals. They settled down again, and she relaxed. At the same time, she looked forward to seeing the show.

The End


Cuts and Corrections

This was going to be awkward and uncomfortable. Considering how he wanted to become a lawyer, he also saw it as excellent practice.

Josh Sawyer stopped outside of the restaurant, he straightened his back, rolled his shoulders, stretched his fingers, and exhaled. To some neutral observer, he probably seemed nervous, a young man about to head into a fancy restaurant for a first date or maybe even a proposal. Although he did indeed need to prepare, that observer still would have been very wrong. Josh drew another breath, pushed his way through the doors, and quickly scanned the different tables until he saw her. Emma. She really was lovely with her long and straight black hair, especially the way her mane curved at the tips. Not only that, she had vibrant blue eyes and those soft freckles. From a distance, they weren't noticeable. As he got closer, however, he saw them and resisted the urge to smile.

“You haven't ordered anything?”

“No,” she said. “I figured our conversation would be more important.”

Josh quickly turned back, lifted his hand, and caught the attention of the server. “Two glasses of wine,” he called out. “Something white.” Without waiting for the follow-up questions, he turned back toward his girlfriend.

“I take it you disagree?” Emma asked, that edge sliding into her voice.

“Not at all,” he replied smoothly. “I know exactly how important this is.”

“Fine,” she replied. “If you need some alcohol, I guess I understand. Then go on. Talk.”

They hadn't seen each other face-to-face since Friday. It was Monday afternoon now. He thought of his weekend, everything that had happened, and what he now had to say to this woman. Simultaneously, Josh probed his own feelings. He thought of that little twitch of nervous energy in the pit of his stomach and reveled in one simple fact: he could control it.

As far as Josh could tell, feelings had always existed like that: somehow distant yet still accessible. Obviously, he felt them. He wasn't heartless, not completely. After all, he could still look over at Emma, admire the way the light played across her hair, the little blush on her cheeks, the curve of her lips, the shape of her neck and shoulders, the curves of her breasts…

For a second, he was tempted to try to go for something else. He wondered what it would’ve been like to dart between the different possible answers, to eventually reach out, to take her hand, to look into her eyes, and to say something apparently sincere. To her, these would be the right words.

When he first enrolled as an undergraduate, he remembered the vaguest sense of condescension that came from all over the science and engineering majors whenever his course of study came up. English and political science? What was the point? There were plenty of snide comments about working at Starbucks, at least until he told them that he intended to be a lawyer. As an attorney, he would need to understand language. He’d need to understand rhetoric, argumentation, and the logic required to bind various positions together. In fact, he could see that first step: mastering the skills, taking the LSAT, law school, internships, becoming an associate, partner, and eventually starting his own firm. He wanted to build something great, something that spanned the globe, a powerhouse of legal minds dedicated to the pursuit of something great. He wanted to become a kingmaker, someone utterly unstoppable, someone who could be ruthless without having to play pretend.

All of that would come later, of course.

In the meantime, he had to be patient, especially because he was once again tempted by that girl sitting in front of him.

He took a moment. He made a point of glancing around, as though that nervous energy kept him from looking back into her face. If another man had tried something like that, he probably would have come off as weak and pathetic. Josh was different, however. He knew how he looked with his thick brown hair, his sharp eyes, strong jaw, and statuesque features. For a very long time, girls had been attracted to him. He remembered noticing that for the first time in the sixth grade. This group of girls started teasing him. Initially, it had been annoying, only then he started talking to them and joking with them. Eventually, he noticed how they all seemed so eager for his attention. Little by little, he started to understand what kind of influence he could have on the fairer sex. Although he didn't like to think about it, some of that skill came from his mother's tutelage; while he had grown up, she had given him consistent lessons about female psychology, teaching him how he could apply the right effort at the right time to provoke the desired reaction. He needed to learn about each individual, consider her needs and desires, her pain points and expectations. Using that information, he could get whatever he liked. Granted, his mother never used those specific terms, but the lessons still stuck.

With that uncertainty still stretching across his face, he wondered about the challenge. He contemplated what it would take to get this girl to extend her hand and to take his so that he could pull her close. Then he could cup her cheeks, tilt her head to the side, lean in, and kiss her. Between every darting movement of his mouth against hers, he would remind her of what they could do and what they could be together. He would kiss her frantically, and fervently, igniting those urges deep within her. He would take her by the hand, bring her back to her apartment, open the door and push her down onto her bed. He would straddle her, his knees pressing against her flanks as he grabbed her wrists and pinned her. At the same time, she’d lose herself when he finally plunged his cock between her legs. He loved doing that with those various girls, feeling the slight distinctions in their bodies, hearing those little shifts in their voices as they cried out, each girl yearning for something slightly different yet always the same.

Not this time, he decided.

That night, he really needed to study. Besides, he had already enjoyed himself with Emma. He had memorized the contours of her breasts and all of the sounds she made. Lying with her for the sake of nostalgia seemed like a waste of time.

Still, his expression didn’t change. “We need to talk about Amy,” he said.

“She texted me. She said you cheated with her...she said...she said...” Emma's voice cracked. Her eyes watered. Angrily, she tried to wipe the tears away from her vision, but she didn't completely succeed. “She said you were both at a party, and she got drunk, and you slept with her.”

“It’s true,” he said. “It's all true. I had fun with her. She did this thing with her mouth, and it felt amazing. She might say she was drunk, but she was tipsy at best. That girl knew exactly what she was doing. Think about that when you consider how your friendship will proceed.”

Emma's brows tightened as she struggled through that battle between confusion, disgust, anger and hurt. He had cheated on her? Seriously? As far as Emma was concerned, something like that wasn't supposed to be possible. Obviously, she understood the concept. So many of her friends had been cheated on, but she was supposed to be the sweet girl, the smart girl, the one who could avoid this kind of infidelity. Besides, she had settled into the knowledge that she was with this amazing guy.

After all, Josh always knew the right things to say. He knew how to smile, how to reassure her, how to read her body language and tone of voice. Most of the time, there would be something she might want or need, and he would be able to figure it out before she even articulated those desires for herself. Fighting through that disorientation of seeing this man admit the truth, she crossed her arms over her chest, and she tried to glare at him as ferociously as possible. Emma didn't really succeed even as she asked, “So what do you have to say for yourself?”

“Emma, I love you because I have so much fun with you. You’re amazing in so many different ways.” As he spoke, he could see the anger on her face begin to crack away. After all, he was the only guy she’d chosen to be with. Even if they hadn't technically discussed marriage, the idea was there. As college seniors, they had been dating for more than a year. Throughout that time, he had been so sweet, so handsome, and so perfect in so many different ways. He knew how to give her what she desired (and expected)...until now. “You're funny, smart, and ambitious. But to be honest, that isn't enough for me, so I'm breaking up with you.”

“You're breaking up with me? You’re cheating on me and breaking up with me?”

“Yes,” he said simply. “Right now, I want something different. Our expectations don't align, so I think you should probably go now.”

“You're breaking up with me? I found out about how you cheated on me! You, you don't get to do this. You don’t get to sound like this!”

“Sound like what?” Josh asked. “I’ve kept my tone honest and professional.”

“You, you…” Jagged disappointment clouded her face even as her eyes tightened. She was crying again, but she was fighting it so hard. “You can't do this. You can't do this to me. What the hell is wrong with you?”

“Are you going to leave?”

By this point, the line hadn't yet arrived, and she never ordered anything to drink. She actually glanced down at the table, and he could tell that she wanted to pick up a cup filled with something cold and icy to throw in his face. From there, she glanced over at the other tables, but she wasn't going to be rude. She didn't want to make that kind of spectacle of herself, especially because she knew she would probably look like some bratty, catty girl unable to control her emotions. As far as he was concerned, she would be right about that.

She jumped to her feet, her knuckles clenched, and her nails dug down into her palms. “You bastard,” she hissed before she stomped away.

Once she was gone, he leaned back. He looked over toward the bar. Sure enough, he saw this girl with short, wavy red hair. Opening his mouth slightly, he ran the tip of his tongue along the edges of his teeth as he often did when he hunted.

He studied her for a few seconds, picked out a few useful details, and got up from his table. He walked over and sat down onto the bar next to her with casual ease.

Even from a distance, he spotted that one detail. He picked up his phone, aimed the camera lens, and zoomed in. With her back to him, that petite redhead didn't see what he was doing. In fact, he moved with the casual ease of someone who had every right to do whatever he liked. Young and attractive, he didn't draw unwanted attention. If anyone saw him, they probably just assumed he was taking a picture of the restaurant for his social feeds. Emma was gone, but he would get bored soon, so he needed another distraction. That redhead would do.

He took a picture of the keychain on her bag. He searched online, found some background, a few details, and nodded to himself.

“I hope you don't mind, but I saw the keychain on your back. You're a fan of My Dress-Up Darling?” She blinked, confused, and apparently surprised that he recognized the somewhat obscure anime. When it came to girls, he understood the importance of broadening his experiences. By expressing just a little bit of interest, he could ingratiate himself.

Better yet, she glanced up. He watched the different emotions play across her face. In so many ways, people could be so obvious. In that first fraction of a second, there was annoyance since she assumed he was just a guy trying to hit on her (technically, she was right about that), only then she saw him, realized he was handsome, and suddenly reconsidered. Right after that, she processed his question. The girl blinked, confused. She didn't understand how he could have known that.

“Your bag,” he said. “I saw the keychain. Very cute.”

“You're a fan too? I...I didn't think anyone watched that show,” she said.

“It's a really fun little show,” he said. “It's a shame they didn't include a second season.”

“Right?” That instant trust from before suddenly faded away, and they were talking.

Pretty soon, he would take her back to her place. He always enjoyed fucking redheads, and this girl would be an excellent pallet cleanser after the unpleasantness (not really) of dumping Emma.

Sabrina Sawyer waited patiently for her son. She had been very successful over the course of her career. Unofficially, she told people she made her money through key investments. It was true enough since she owned properties across the city. Additionally, she had always been patient when it came to the market. While so many men raced after the latest trend, Sabrina had been willing to focus on consistent growth and profitable companies even if they didn’t come with a flashy story about “the next big thing”. For her, it had been easy enough, if only because she knew how to control her emotions.

Underneath the investments, however, had come her initial source of income. She thought of the men she had trained and enslaved. She smiled at the thought, thinking through those different relationships. Some of those men had been sold off in one way or another. Others she had released once she was confident that they no longer required her attention. Ultimately, she was proud of the work she had done.

When it came to her boy, there was a different sort of ambivalence.

She didn't remember exactly when the idea coalesced behind her eyes. She never discussed it with anyone in particular. Instead, it simply germinated, growing little by little, especially as she had watched him develop.

Oddly enough, Emma had really made Sabrina question whether or not that original plan should be put into effect.

To put it simply, her boy deserved to be sissified. Occasionally, she smiled wistfully as she considered the different possibilities. In lots of ways, Josh was cute. More than one girl had commented on his high cheekbones, his long lashes, and his full lips. Additional modifications would be required, but Sabrina saw the potential there. At the same time, she recognized how he had grown up.

Brash, brazen, determined and ruthless, Josh was growing up into the kind of obnoxious alpha boy who thought he deserved to rule the world. Even if he made the right sounds about feminism and equality, his ambitions were clear: he intended to rule. He wanted to be the kind of guy who sat in the penthouse office, the kind of guy who could grab his secretary's ass or pull her in for a kiss before he slid his hand up her skirt and ultimately bent her over his desk. Of course, as a lawyer, he would make sure she signed so many NDA's that she would never be able to do anything about those advances. He'd get what he wanted without any kind of consequence.

She calmed down, locking her teeth together.

When he started dating Emma, however, Sabrina had started to wonder if maybe her boy would take a different path. Perhaps he could be a lawyer, someone powerful and competent. Maybe he could do all of this while also being a reasonably good man.

Only that afternoon, Josh had casually informed her, “Yeah. I think I'm going to dump Emma tonight.”

So now, Sabrina needed to know whether or not she was going to make a call.

Someone else might have accused her of unfairness. After all, Josh had no idea. He had blithely gone through his education, casually earning amazing grades and succeeding where so many others had struggled. Even so, she had planned this for a long time. She had made the arrangements. Emma may have given her reason to pause and reconsider, but it was time for Sabrina to make the decision.

That night, the door opened. She was waiting for him in the living room, one leg crossed over the other. She held her cup of tea to her lips; steam continued to rise up.

“You’re home late,” she said. Technically, he didn't have a curfew, so that wasn't an issue.

“And you're up late,” he said. “Is everything okay?”

“I was worried about you,” she said. Honestly. “Have a seat. I’d like to hear how your night went.”

“Pretty amazing, actually,” he said. “Are you sure you want to know?”

He didn't look drunk, but Sabrina could sense the difference. In some ways, her boy was always so controlled, but he knew how to keep his emotions locked down whenever necessary. But right then and there, he only saw Sabrina as his mother. He didn't know the truth about her; he didn't understand what kind of existence she had chosen for herself, or how she believed the world was actually supposed to work, especially for someone like him.

“I do,” she said. “What happened?”

“Well, we were hanging out and talking about her favorite show for a little bit. Then I suggested we go back to her place. She was a little bit nervous, but it was a blast.”

“You did all this with Emma?”

Josh snorted, “Emma? No. I broke up with her.”

“Why did you break up with her?”

“Because I cheated on her and the other girl ratted me out.”

Sabrina could feel something at the pit of her stomach go cold as she watched him. Worse, he started talking again, only this boy's words turned into this distant buzz of white noise. He was talking about how he had seduced this other girl, how he had played with her and teased her, touching her all over. He laughed at more than one point.

After a little while, he finally realized that Sabrina didn't seem amused. “Don't worry,” he said. “She was definitely into it.”

“I'm sure,” she said. “So you are done with Emma now?”

“Emma was kind of boring,” he said. “Don't get me wrong. She was a sweet girl, and I'm sure she's going to do great for herself, but I'm not interested in some country club lifestyle. You know what I mean?”

“Yes,” Sabrina said. Through much of her adulthood, she had felt the same way. Granted, she made the world a better place with her adventures.

“Anyway, it's really late. I'm going to head off to bed.”

“Good night,” she said.

The next morning, he didn't mention Emma or their conversation. As far as he was concerned, it wasn't a big deal one way or the other. Instead, he wanted to ask, “Is there anything I can do to help with the trip? Any arrangements you want me to make? Anything at all?”

“I already had my friend make all of the preparations for you,” Sabrina told her son. “Basically, you graduate, we head off, and you get your gap year. You did everything I asked. Amazing grades. Extracurriculars. All of it.”

“Thank you,” he said. At that moment, she had to wonder whether or not he really meant it. Clearly, this boy knew how to lie.

At the graduation ceremony, she had given him a hug, and he promised he would take some of this time to continue to study for the LSAT. Although he intended to push his way through law school, he also informed her that he wanted this chance to rest. With a gap year, he’d have the opportunity to recharge and prepare himself. Along the way, he could learn even more. Not only that, he understood that his career would be a marathon, not a sprint. Rushing into a difficult program could be a disaster, especially if it proved harder than he expected.

Several days after the graduation, the photos, and those sentimental goodbyes and best wishes to his classmates, they got on a plane, they flew, the driver picked them up at the other airport, and they made their way out into the wilderness. At least, that was how it felt to a boy like Josh. Since he had grown up surrounded by money in the heart of the city, he wasn't quite sure what to make of the expansive fields, the dark skies, the thick groves of trees, rivers or the sloping hills and their jagged rocks.

Still, he didn't complain.

Sabrina would take her son to meet James and Veronica, two of her oldest friends.

Strangely enough, Josh couldn't remember his mother ever mentioning them. Then again, he hadn't really paid attention to a lot of her stories. When she had useful advice, he listened. When she talked about her old friends and associates, he often let his mind wander while pretending to pay attention.

Really, it was just an excuse. He was getting on a plane to go on his global adventure, so his mother opted to tag along. Considering that she was the one paying for the entire adventure, he knew he couldn't complain very much.

Exhausted after the flight despite the first-class seats, Josh could barely keep his eyes open as the car pulled up in front of the estate. He marveled at the expansive green lawns, the columns outside the front doors, the triangular roof, and at the expansive wings stretching to the left and right. In the city, a couple of his friends and their families claimed to own mansions. A few of the sororities and fraternities also insisted that their homes were technically mansions as well. Granted, those same houses were crammed with young women and men. But still, those houses qualified as mansions, so that term went into all of the marketing materials.

This, however, seemed like something completely different. It was a country estate, massive and one that reminded him more of some small city than an actual house. He honestly wondered whether or not hundreds or thousands of people could fit in a place like this.

The driver got out, opened the doors for them, and loaded up the luggage. Josh pushed through his exhaustion, and he followed his mother up the front steps. The doors opened, and he saw a man and woman.

“James,” Sabrina said as she reached out and gave the man a hug.

Right away, Josh instinctively ran through his evaluation. This man was a little bit taller. He was older as well with some gray in his hair and down along the streaks of his stubble. Still, he was well dressed in a finely tailored shirt and pants. His shoes also looked expensive, at least in an understated way. These were the kinds of people who relied on brand names. Instead, it took a keen eye to recognize what kind of wealth they wore and the thousands of dollars they put into each garment.

Sabrina pulled away from her old friend, she leaned over, and she embraced Veronica. Again, Josh took those quick seconds to evaluate this woman. She was more attractive than he had expected. Although she was obviously older, he found himself intrigued by the curves of her breasts, the way they filled out her blouse, and her tight yoga pants. Clearly, this woman worked out. Just as clearly, he could have had a lot of fun sliding his hands along the contours of her petite frame.

“It's so good to see you,” Sabrina said to her friends. “And let me introduce you to Josh. Josh, this is James and Veronica.”

When Josh and James shook hands, the younger man was careful to use a solid grip. He understood how the previous generations had cared about those sorts of things. When Veronica leaned in to hug him, he gave her a quick embrace as well before pulling back. “It's good to meet you,” he said.

“The two of you must be exhausted. Please, come in,” Veronica motioned for them to follow.

The inside of the house was just as splendid as the outside. Josh didn't know much about paintings, fine vases, or the statuary that adorned the different hallways, but he understood that he was surrounded by a great deal of wealth. Strictly speaking, he didn't know if he was actually impressed. Personally, Josh probably preferred to have extra zeros on his bank account statements rather than these displays of success. At the same time, however, he could understand the necessity. Maybe James and Veronica invited wealthy patrons, donors, or other powerbrokers. If that was the case, this sort of demonstration may have been necessary.

When he eventually became an attorney, Josh would probably have to play those sorts of games. He hoped not. In his ideal future, he would be able to make his arguments, win his cases, and build his reputation without the trappings of money. He still intended to get rich, but he didn't wish to be beholden to these sorts of dynamics.

All too often, he suspected that the rich and powerful lost sight of what truly gave them influence. Money could be helpful, but Josh wanted to crush his opponents in the courtroom. After that, he wanted to see those looks of fear on the other lawyers' faces. He wanted his reputation to become a weapon; he hoped his keen logic and expert analysis would morph into something truly frightening.

Those ambitions could wait. Right then and there, he really did want to sleep.

“I can show you to your room,” Veronica said.

He followed after her. She talked about her home, and he made all of the appropriate listening noises. She opened the door for him, motioned for him to step inside, and he found his bed. “Just let us or one of the staff know if you need anything.”

Staff? That was especially impressive. Then again, it made perfect sense, considering how this huge estate stretched so far across the landscape.

“Will do,” he said. “Thank you so much for your hospitality.”

“Absolutely,” she replied. She closed the door, and Josh just threw himself on the bed. He didn't even bother taking off his shoes or climbing under the blankets. He just rolled onto his side, closed his eyes, and told himself he intended to rest his eyes for a few minutes. Within seconds, the exhaustion claimed him.

“If you have any doubts, now is the time,” Master James said to his old friend.

The two of them were seated in one of the fitting rooms. Surrounded by books and with the enormous window opening out to one of the pastors, this little library served as an excellent spot for this kind of conversation. On a sunny day, it could be bright and airy. Today, there was something a little bit darker, not quite gloomy, but certainly hidden.

Sabrina loved it. In fact, she wished she could skim their library. She wanted to run her eyes across the different titles and consider exactly what they had been reading lately. That could come later. For now, they needed to go through this last conversation.

“You think I might be having second thoughts? Is that it?” Sabrina said. The corners of her eyes crinkled with amusement as she cut the distance between her and her old friend.

Master James smiled again. “Please, take no offense. He's a bright boy, tall and strong. Not only that, I did a little bit of asking around.”

“You stalked him?” Sabrina asked.

“I did my due diligence,” James replied.

Mistress Veronica stepped into the library. “We both did,” she interjected. “I realize that we have been talking about this for quite some time, but I think it's important that we are all on the same page. Don't you, Sabrina?”

Josh's mother nodded. “Yes. You are right about that. I'm sorry if I sound petulant. I've been thinking about this for quite some time. And if I'm being completely honest, there have been second thoughts. I've been thinking about this quite a bit. But just the other day, Josh made the decision so much easier.”

“How so?” James asked.

In theory, Sabrina could have lied. First, she didn't really want to. For so long, she had raised her son while keeping so much of herself hidden away from him. First, there was the true source of her wealth. Others may have looked down on her profession, but she understood the value of taking control. She knew what the rich and powerful men who claimed to rule the world actually needed, and she gave it to them. In exchange, she extracted so much. She had enjoyed it. Even at that moment, she loved holding onto a whip, seeing a boy bound and broken on his knees, his hands tied behind his back before she struck again. There was also the groveling. She absolutely adored it when they begged, pleading for some small mercy.

Sometimes she gave it to them. Most of the time she didn't.

“I see the kind of man he is becoming,” she said.

“By all accounts, he is an empathetic, intelligent boy who has a bright future ahead of him.” Veronica tilted her head to the side. “Most parents would be proud of a boy like him.”

“Ironically enough, I'm very proud of him. It's remarkable what he has accomplished.”

“But…?” James asked.

Sabrina turned to James first. Then she let her eyes glide back over to Veronica. “He might be a smart and ambitious boy, but I can also see who and what he wants to become. Back when I actively trained men, do you know what I usually saw?”

“What?” Veronica asked.

“Spoiled, egocentric creatures. These were men who had worked hard, or gotten lucky. These were the kind of men who had developed a taste for power without really understanding what that meant, or what they should use it for. These were the kinds of men who never considered who and what they were. They lacked that self-awareness. They didn't understand the ethics of their decisions or how their choices affected other people. Even as they begged for punishment, they didn't understand their actual transgressions.” Sabrina smirked and shook her head from side to side as she considered the bankers, the CEOs, influential analysts, and even those politicians who had pleaded for the chance to lick her boots.

Sabrina paused for several seconds. Slowly, she continued, “I can already see it. That is what Josh will become.” She shook her head from side to side, clearly disgusted. “That's not what I want for him. The world is already selfish enough. There are already enough cruel and egocentric boys out there who think they can do whatever they want. Move fast and break things? Ignore the old rules? Denigrate the social norms? Expectations? The obligations?” Her eyes narrowed. “No. That's not going to be my boy. I'm not going to let him make the world a worse place. Our society is already cynical enough without him contributing to it.”

“I'm convinced,” James said.

His wife paused. Veronica continued to watch her. “As you know, once we do this, it's going to be…”

“Permanent,” Sabrina finished for her friend. “That's exactly what I want and exactly what he needs.”

“Again, for the sake of clarity, what do you have in mind?” Mistress Veronica asked.

Rather than answer right away, Sabrina allowed her thoughts to wander. She contemplated the different possibilities as she considered exactly which answer she should provide. Eventually, she nodded to herself. “Full sissification,” she stated. “My boy shouldn't be some domineering jackass. I don't want him to contribute to the world's problems. I want him pretty, feminized, adorable, eager, and completely subservient.” At this point, she smiled at her friends. “You think you can handle that?”

“No question,” James replied. “Along the way, you know it's going to be rough for him, don't you?”

“I do,” Sabrina replied. “And honestly, I wouldn't expect anything less. I know that it's going to hurt. I also know that this is ultimately going to be exactly what he needs.”

“And you're sure Chen is willing to do the work?”

“She's on her way,” Sabrina replied. “At this point, we’re calling it a favor.”

Veronica smiled and shook her head from side to side. “You know, I think we should probably feel honored.”

“Honored?” James asked.

Veronica looked over at her husband and nodded. “A woman with Sabrina's means? She could have easily taken him to an asylum. I'm sure she would have been able to find someone to give him the treatment he needs. But instead, she trusts us. Thank you.” Her last two words were aimed at her friend.

James nodded. “Of course, you know that I intended to have fun with your son. Once he has been transformed, I'm sure he's going to be very pretty, and I'm going to look forward to breaking in his holes.”

“I know,” Sabrina said. “I would expect nothing less. He had the chance to join the upper echelons of society, but he decided to be a spoiled, egocentric brat. That's why he needs this. That's why it's going to be good for him.”

“We're going to take such good care of him,” Veronica promised with another vivid smile.

Dr. Chen arrived, discussed the exact details of the procedure with the boy’s mother and headed into Josh's room with her assistant. The orderly, a tall and broad-shouldered man named Brad Wicker, had a cruel streak. But more importantly, he could also be breathtakingly competent. He was someone who always knew how to handle the patients back at the asylum. Sometimes, that meant a kind word to lull them into a false sense of security. At other points, it meant he could pounce, moving far faster than someone would have assumed considering his muscled frame. Most people saw him and assumed that he would be slow and dumb. He was neither, and he could demonstrate this fact at any instant.

None of the patients had ever caught him off guard. Once or twice, a few of them had tried to resist or rebel. In many cases, they had planned out what might transpire for days, weeks or even months ahead of time. It never did any good, not when Brad Wicker was around.

At the same time, Dr. Chen enjoyed having him close. She also discussed the different procedures with him. While he was just an orderly, he still had a vicious imagination. More than that, he could ask insightful questions that always sent her plans rushing ahead in two different directions.

“Are you ready?” Dr. Chen asked with her usual, clipped notes. She lowered her voice, if only slightly. Technically, that probably wasn't necessary. Even if their target had awakened in the night and was ready for them, Brad would still be able to take him down.

“Yes, Doctor. I'm ready.”

“Do it,” she said.

He opened the door, turned on the light, and the sprawling form on the bed started to move. Still exhausted after the nine and a half hour flight, Josh tried to comprehend what was going on. The light snapped him out of sleep, but he could barely get his eyes open. Even then, his vision didn't adjust right away to the stark light now beating down against him. He groaned like this was some sort of joke. Immediately, he flashed back to middle school and high school and those moments when his mother would need to awaken him way too early in the morning.

Only then, he registered the sight of the man barreling toward him. In his white uniform, Brad Wicker strode ahead, his arm extended, the needle already pointed for his target.

Josh tried to raise his arms, but he wasn't fast enough. He wasn't even close to quick enough to stop this professional.

The orderly injected the boy. That needle plunged down into the side of his neck. As always, Brad had perfect aim. He pushed down on the plunger, delivering it. That settled it.

Josh opened his mouth, and he wanted to shout, only those powerful drugs swam through his system, overwhelming his system almost instantly. These kinds of chemicals weren't available to most medical practitioners, but Dr. Chen had access to experimental and illegal concoctions.

The boy's eyes rolled back, his eyelids drooped, and he dropped right back down onto the bed.

“Strip him, bind him, and take him,” Dr. Chen said.

“Is he coming back to the asylum with us?”

“No,” said the doctor. “His owners have something better planned for him.”

Josh awoke.

For a long time, he couldn't tell the difference between being unconscious and being awake. Everything felt far away. His senses seemed out of sync with time. If he concentrated, he could feel his steady pulse. He could control his breathing now. His eyes cracked open, and there was a bright light overhead, shining down on him.

Distantly, he thought back to waking up after the flight, that moment where another burst of light hit him, but everything had transpired way too fast. He tried to speak. “Where am I? What's going on?” They were simple and easy and basic questions. Even so, he couldn't speak with the gag in his mouth. He could feel that rounded and bulbous tip pushing against the back of his throat. Not only that, something seemed to cover his lips and the bottom half of his face. Concentrating, he tried to sit up.

Over the course of his young life, getting up had always been easy. Except for those moments when he had been incredibly ill with some flu or a nasty cold, his body had always responded to him. Young, healthy, and the kind of boy who went to the gym at least four times a week, Josh always enjoyed that easy, physical control.

Only now, he couldn't move. He tugged on his arms and legs. He tried to twist, to roll off of the bed. More than anything, he just needed to get up onto his knees, so he could run his eyes, look around, and figure out what had happened.

At this point, he didn't understand that he was supposed to be afraid.

That would change soon enough.

“Hello?” Josh tried to call out again.

Tentatively, he turned his head to the left. He saw a blank, white wall. He turned his head to the right. Then he stopped, and his eyes widened as he caught the glint of the light playing across the steel blades. He saw scalpels, a small hammer, a box filled with gauze, a jar loaded with cotton swabs, and a variety of syringes. The needles glistened while he half-wondered what each of those slender, glass tubes contained.

Right away, he started to assume that maybe there had been some kind of accident or disaster. At first, he tried to remember getting into a car crash. In high school, there had been those presentations, lectures, and assemblies dedicated to the dangers of drunk driving. His friends listened...most of the time. Still, they were young, and they took risks. Maybe something had gone terribly, terribly wrong?

Only then, he closed his eyes, and he remembered the flight, the professional driver, the estate, and…

He had gone to bed. He had found his bedroom, and he had collapsed onto the mattress. After that, there was nothing.

A different memory flickered between the synapses in his brain.

A tall man dressed in all white. He moved quickly, almost like a predator. He had grabbed Josh, shoving him down, and then there was that quick and sharp pain at the side of his neck.

Had he been kidnapped?

The idea should have been absurd. His mother had some money, but she wasn't ridiculously wealthy. They weren't close to billionaire status. He gulped and worked to push the rounded, rubber tip of the gag out from between his teeth. When that didn't work, he tentatively lifted his head and looked down along the length of his body.

He was naked.

After another moment, he realized something else. He had been shaved! He was completely smooth. He couldn't see any of the body hair that had become so common in his daily life ever since he hit puberty. His nostrils flared, and aggression pumped through him. Finally, he glanced over at his ankles, and he saw the white, leather restraints. Taking another breath, he tried to kick his legs free. It didn't work. The frustration mounted. He grunted. He bit down into the gag, and he tried again, kicking over and over, yet he couldn't break free beyond that quarter-inch barrier. His restraints only gave him that tiny bit of slack. When it ran out, he couldn't move any further!

Giving up on his legs, Josh rolled his head to the side, and he looked over at his right arm. He flexed his fingers and tugged against the strap around his wrist. The same thing from before happened again. He could pull his wrist up a tiny bit, to one side or the other, and that was it.

Fresh exasperation pumped through his body. Throughout his life, Josh had been confronted by a lot of different difficulties. Usually, that meant some interpersonal problem, maybe a homework assignment, presentation, or something like that. It was supposed to be academic and safe.

“What is this?” Josh wanted to ask. “What's happening? Who would do this to me?”

Of course, he couldn't get any of those neatly articulated questions out onto the air. The frustration pumped through his body, pounding against his skin. He barely managed to keep his temper in check. As the seconds rolled by, his faltering control started to break.

He stared up toward the white, blank ceiling. At the same time, he tried to reason through the different possibilities.

This couldn't be a kidnapping. He wasn't worth enough.

He had been safe in a family estate out in the middle of nowhere. Maybe someone had broken in and kidnapped him, thinking he was related to James or Veronica? Oddly enough, that made the most sense. Still, that possibility didn't actually allow him to do anything. He tried to run through the other scenarios that could make as much sense. Despite his best efforts, he failed.

Then the door opened, and he saw a nurse rush in. She practically skipped forward. When he saw her, he definitely identified her as a nurse.

But then, he identified those specific features. She had long blonde hair tied into a pair of pigtails with a white cap seated on her head. Whenever she turned her head to one side or the other, those thick arcs of blonde bobbed and bounced. Not only that, he saw the pale pink of her eyeshadow, her long lashes, and the red lipstick she wore. She smiled at him, clapped her hands together. She already wore a pair of latex gloves as she considered him. “Hi there!”

He grunted. He growled. He demanded an answer, and some explanation for what was going on.

The blonde tilted her head to the side. At that point, he noticed her ridiculous cleavage. If she had been a real nurse, then she should have been in formless scrubs. Instead, she wore this tight white dress that seemed to squeeze her chest to show off her body as much as possible.

Josh had been to plenty of themed Halloween parties. At each one, the main goal had always been the same: the guys could wear whatever they wanted while the girls took this as an opportunity to dress up in something cute, sexy, and alluring.

“What is this? What’s going on?” Josh tried to shout out again. Gagged, he couldn't get out a single coherent sound. Everything was jumbled into meaningless nonsense.

She hopped over to his bedside, looked down into his eyes, and said, “Don't worry. Everything is good. You are exactly where you need to be.”

“What does that mean?” Josh tried to ask. Again, he couldn't get out a real sentence or question.

“Don't worry. The doctor will explain everything,” she said.

Right away, he started to expect some woman in an equally ridiculous outfit. Instead, the door opened, and he saw the tall man in white from before. Josh blinked a couple of times. Without thinking about it, he pushed his shoulders down toward the soft padding of the surgical table underneath him. Josh wished he could’ve been braver. He struggled to summon some barbaric rage or something. He wanted to launch himself forward, to kick out, to punch or fight.

Ultimately, he remained trapped, naked and spread out, his arms spread, his heels pointed toward the corners of the platform beneath him.

The orderly didn't say anything. Crossing his arms over his chest, he simply stepped out of the way.

When the door opened again, he didn't know what to do, say, or how to react. He blinked, and he saw his mother there. She walked right over to the table, she leaned down, and she cupped the sides of his head. She whispered into his ear, “It's okay, Josh. Just relax. Just relax because this is going to happen. We are going to take such good care of you. After this, your life is going to be so much better.”

He tried to answer. He tried to shout back. He had questions, demands, and growling protests. He needed to vent that rage, but he couldn't do it, not with the gag between his teeth and the restraints around his wrists and ankles. “It's okay,” she cooed down at him again and again. She brushed her fingers through his hair, gently stroking him.

For a second, he needed to hope that she was there to release him. Instead, she said, “We have a doctor here, and she is going to take such good care of you. You see, we have made a mistake. You and I have messed up. I'm sorry. Maybe I should have raised you differently. I was thinking that maybe it could be different. But now I see it can't. I see what kind of man you want to be now.”

What kind of man was he going to be? Wasn't that supposed to be his choice?

Apparently, his mother disagreed.

Josh struggled to make some real sounds. He fought as hard as he could, only the gag still worked. Spread out, naked and smooth, he didn't know how to assert himself. For so long, he had been able to confidently and competently articulate any idea that popped into his head. Even if he was feeling silly or aggressive, he still knew how to control himself. But now, this boy didn't know how to articulate himself. He didn't know how to get those words out there.

Worse, she said, “Just relax. Relax. The doctor is going to do what she needs to do.”

What was that?

As his eyes shined, Sabrina Sawyer seemed to recognize the desperation there, so she needed to go just a little bit easier (or harder) for him. Still, stroking his cheeks, she said, “You’re about to be feminized. You're about to be turned into a pretty little sissy.”

A pretty little sissy?

The words echoed inside of his head, only he didn't understand what they were supposed to mean. This didn't make sense. The words didn't cohere into anything intelligible. He tried to call out a question. He needed to demand real answers.

“As a sissy, you're going to learn to serve and obey your superiors. It's going to take months, and the surgery is going to be unpleasant, and the training might be humiliating, but that's okay. We just need to reorient your perspective. You see, there are lots of boys just like you who make really silly mistakes. They get aggressive. They insult the wrong kind of people. Or maybe they just live their lives wrong. That was going to be you.”

How could he live his life “wrong”?

This didn't make sense! He didn't understand!

Again, she seemed to sense his confusion and disorientation. Her touch was soft against his skin, and it helped him relax just a tiny bit. Even if he hated this, he could still struggle through the incomprehension. Maybe, on some visceral level, he thought his mother was there, so everything would work out for him.

This boy had no idea. Even though she just told him.

It could have been some instinct or denial. After all, he had grown up in a culture that told him he could do whatever he wanted. He could grow up to be anything he liked.

“My boy,” she said. “My sweet boy. Don't worry. It's going to be so much better for you. You're going to be happier this way! You don't really want to be a lawyer. You don't really want to spend countless hours with clients. You don't want to work with bad people as you try to help them avoid the consequences of their actions. Just relax. Relax and know that I understand what is best for you. Yes, I do. Besides, you're going to look so cute in pretty little dresses. You'll lift your skirt and take whatever your owners give you. You can do the same thing when you get down on your knees and open your pretty little mouth. You see, sissies love to suck!”

Owners?

“Oh, you didn't realize that? As a sissy, you're going to be property. You're going to be a slave, Josh.”

He tried to shake his head. He tried to shout back at her. He had questions. He had denials.

And yet, he still couldn't make a sound, and so she brushed her fingers through his hair again. “It's almost time.”

Before Josh could make another futile attempt at speech, the door opened again, only this time he saw a woman in a surgical gown. She wore a mask, and her arms were raised, the latex gloves right there in front of her.

She stopped at the foot of the operating table, and she looked down at her naked, captive patient. “Hello, Josh. My name is Dr. Chen, and I'm here to perform some corrective surgeries. Your mother has decided that you need to be feminized. As such, we're going to take care of it today. We will start with some facial reconstruction and breast implants. Are you ready? Are you ready, boy?”

Facial reconstruction. Breast implants. He heard those words, yet they seemed to come from far away, even as they echoed behind his eyes and between his ears. Within the meat of his brain, he stared at that woman.

Unlike the nurse, she looked competent. Unlike the orderly, she had actually spoken to him. Even so, he didn't comprehend what this meant. Individual words and sentences may have seemed logical, only they formed this insane tapestry.

This was a mistake. Yeah, that had to be it! Someone had messed up somewhere! Josh forgot all about the possible kidnapping.

He tried to speak, to call out one denial after another. The doctor came up to him, and she cocked her head to the side. Casually, she picked up one of the syringes, and now she aimed it for the side of his neck. She injected him.

Slowly, he realized something. Before, he had struggled. Obviously, he hadn't really been able to “move”. He couldn't jump up, kick out, or swing his arms around. Even so, his muscles had twitched and obeyed him.

The paralytic went to work, seizing control of his muscles and making it impossible for him to even squirm. His eyes may have been open, but now he couldn't even force himself to blink!

Instead, he was trapped. Remarkably, he could still move his eyes, darting his gaze to the left or right, up or down, if that was all.

“Don't worry,” she promised. “The paralytic also includes a numbing agent. This won't be as painful as it could be.”

Josh wanted to scream. He waited for the shout to vibrate through his gag like before. Instead, he remained utterly silent.

The doctor reached down, her latex gloves cool to the touch. As she forced his head to the left, then the right. From there, she picked up a pen, yanked off the cap and started to run the tip along his skin. She was doing it. She was seriously getting him ready for surgery!

Again and again, Josh tried to shake his head from side to side.

Better yet, he needed to plead with her. He had so much he could offer! He wanted to call out something about how his mother had money. She had connections! Even if he didn't know a lot about her business and her personal dealings, he still knew she could make it worth this woman's time to at least listen! Any small second would have felt like a victory if it held off the blades.

“That looks good,” Dr. Chen, more to herself than anyone else. “By the way, Mindy, don't forget to moisturize his eyes.”

That sounded like a small mercy, especially because he could already feel the dryness soaking into his vision. The nurse inched forward, opened up a small bottle, and she released a few droplets against his pupils and irises.

It almost felt like he was crying. He wanted to cry!

Josh hated that sensation. He was supposed to be a young man, brash and determined. He was supposed to be brave, only he didn't know how to contend with something like this. The fear pumped through his body. Even if he couldn't move, the dread still coursed along his veins. She was really going to do it.

Again and again, he searched for some reason to believe this wasn't really going to happen. He imagined that this was some kind of bizarre prank. Right away, he dismissed the idea. It was too realistic. It would cost too much. And yet, the doctor kept working.

She nodded to herself, apparently satisfied with the preliminary work.

It was time to get started.

She picked up the blade. She held it right there in front of him, and then she went to work.

Josh fought to flail against his restraints even as he tried to scream.

She cut. The blade slid down his cheeks. She picked up the hammer. She made adjustments. He could hear the cracking of bone. At one point, she pulled out a saw, and she worked on the edges. He didn't see what was happening. For that, he was grateful. Still, he could hear the bone as she used the saw. The dust hit the air. That acrid taste gathered at the back of his throat.

Distantly, he tried to focus on that woman. He needed to believe that if he could just make eye contact, she would understand what she was doing, which would mean that she would finally stop.

She didn't.

She continued to work, first on his face, and then she picked up a clean blade. It was time to go to work on his chest. She cut through his flesh, she took the gelatinous bags, and she slipped them under the flesh of his chest. He didn't know the names for any of those layers. He couldn't describe it, the musculature, just as he didn't know exactly how long it would take for him to heal. Part of him just wanted this to end, if only he could lose consciousness.

At some point, she stopped, she pulled away her mask, and she looked down into his eyes. Right then and there, she actually acknowledged him as an individual as she told him, “Josh, you are a healthy specimen, so I expect you to heal quickly. Don't worry. You'll be unconscious for most of it. From what I understand, that is the most entertaining way to do this for our patrons.”

Entertaining?

He tried to summon a fresh wave of anger. He didn't. He couldn't. Instead, there was just the exhaustion. That was strange, he knew. He had been able to move. The paralytic had done its job perfectly. Even if that dull ache soaked into his body, he still felt utterly drained, as though he had nothing left. His long-term reserves and reservoirs had been completely tapped. He just wanted to pass out. With his eyes open, he couldn't. Maybe, in a few more hours, the exhaustion would finally sweep in and lull him into some version of sleep where his gaze remained fixed on a random point. Until then, he had to stay just like that.

At least, that was what he had assumed. “Don't worry,” she said. “I am good at my job.” She lowered her head down. “You're going to be such a pretty little sissy.”

Finally, she picked up another syringe and injected him again.

This time, the scent and taste of blood and of the aerosolized bone all faded away. He lost himself, just as he had hoped for the last few hours.

Josh was unconscious.

Even while unconscious, he could feel it.

The fear. The struggle. He wanted to pull and twist and yank. He wanted to fight. Maybe he emerged from that darkness here or there for a few seconds. It could have been his imagination. Maybe his eyes fluttered open as the sedatives failed for just a few seconds. Or this could have been a dream. Either way, he remembered the feel of the soft straps, the cold air-conditioning running across his naked body, and the blade. The surgery.

Most of all, there was that struggle. There was the tension, pulling and twisting. He still remembered it again and again, almost like he couldn't stop. Maybe the impulses didn't have anywhere to go, as though he had tried, only the paralytic kept him from moving, so the command bounced along the different parts of his body like a pinball, over and over again with nowhere to go.

“Good morning,” came a voice.

He didn't know where those sounds came from.

At this point, he struggled. He lifted his eyelids, and this became a titanic challenge. Even so, he concentrated just as he had throughout his life. He focused, just like he did when he needed to prepare for final exams or some difficult conversation with a teacher.

He looked up. He raised his chin. And then he saw her.

For the first couple of seconds, he couldn't remember her name. Then he uttered those syllables, “Veronica.”

“Mistress,” she replied. “Mistress Veronica. That is how you are going to know me, sissy.”

“No,” he tried to shake his head. He managed to turn his face a little bit to the left, then a little bit to the right. He probably moved less than an inch in either direction. “I, I'm not a sissy.”

Sissy. That term sounded old-fashioned, yet he knew what it meant. Feminized. Girly. Servile and ready to obey. Subservient. Dainty. Small and weak. All of those different ideas spun through his head. Still, time seemed jumbled, like he couldn't fight through the narcotics, no matter how hard he tried. The lingering effects remained.

“Yes, you are. You are a sissy, and you're about to see for yourself. Are you ready?”

He wanted to tell her to go away. That was the best he could do. And yet, Mistress Veronica raised her hand, snapped her fingers, and the door opened immediately. That was when Josh saw him again. It was the orderly from before. He wore the same white scrubs, and he strode toward the bed. He removed the restraints, pulling Josh free. Then he pushed the patient up onto his feet. He was almost carrying Josh now, but he got his weight underneath him, and he took a few tentative steps.

For Josh, this felt like a victory. Only then, he saw his new reflection.

At first, he thought it was some kind of trick, like he was just looking at an elongated screen. And yet, his practiced eyes easily detected the smooth surface of the glass. This wasn't a screen, and those weren't pixels. Instead, Josh found himself looking at his reflection. It was his real reflection.

Only that wasn't right…

“Don't worry,” Mistress Veronica told him. “I can get the little nurse in here to do your makeup. When I present you to Master James, you are going to look utterly exquisite.”

“This can't be right,” Josh insisted. He saw his cheekbones, his plump lips, his narrow eyebrows, and the overall effect…

He looked like a girl.

Even if he could see the basic foundation of his features, he had been feminized. He didn't want to believe it even as he turned his head to the left, then the right. This still required a surprising amount of effort, but the disbelief granted him strength, almost like he just needed to find some reason to disbelieve the reflection in front of him. He wasn't looking at a man. He was looking at a young woman. Maybe, if inspected up close, someone would be able to see those foundational features, like someone would actually realize that he had once been a boy.

“This is me,” he insisted.

“Yes, it is,” Mistress Veronica told him. He snapped his head to the side, stared back at her, and saw her grin. “That's who we want you to be, so that's who you are.”

“But, but…” His heart was hammering now. The adrenaline granted him just a little bit of extra strength. Still, the orderly stood right there. On some level, Josh wished he could leap over, attack that woman, and show her what he could do. Even so, he knew that he was far too weak for that. Even if his treatment had included muscle stimulation, his limbs still felt atrophied. As he moved around, he didn't enjoy the easy and innate strength he had possessed before.

There was no way he could take on the orderly. That much was obvious. Even before he had gone into surgery, Josh knew he would have been too weak to take on a real man like that. The orderly's broad shoulders, impressive biceps, and toned limbs obviously possessed real strength. This was a man who probably could have knocked Josh down with the span of just a few seconds. Even if Josh had been allowed to throw the first punch, it wouldn't have changed anything.

The sissy ran through those calculations.

Only then, Mistress Veronica asked, “What do you think of your breasts?”

Up until now, Josh had been able to ignore the rest of his body. He had literally fixated on his face, so he hadn't noticed anything beneath his neck. If there were odd sensations or a weird displacement of weight, then it was just his imagination. He was recovering from surgery, so some disorientation made sense.

Mistress Veronica closed the distance between them with a few short steps. She came up behind him, brushed her fingers along the edges of his panties, and then she ran her hands up to the curves of his chest.

As a man, he had always worked out in order to develop his biceps. He had never tried to be a bodybuilder; he had never wanted to embrace some gym life, one where he spent every day watching videos about bulking up while simultaneously downing protein shakes. Even if he worked out, he had always sneered back at the guys who made exercise and muscle mass the focal point of their existences. He had more important goals. He planned to win arguments, to earn good grades, to make money, and to take control. He didn't need bluster, not when he aimed for real achievements.

All of those ambitions pumped through his head right until the moment when he saw the breasts on his chest. They were firm, rounded, and planted right there. They looked incredible, he thought. For a moment, this odd disconnection stabbed into him because he saw his face and those breasts...and he felt a twinge of attraction. Revulsion immediately crawled up the back of his throat, only he couldn't really focus on it.

“You're so pretty,” Mistress Veronica informed him. “And don't worry. You are already wearing your chastity belt under these cute panties. This way, you can get started. Master James and I are looking forward to giving you an introduction.”

“What, what are you talking about?”

“You'll need training before we break you in...eventually,” she said.

“No,” he said. “This can't be happening. This is real.”

“It's very real,” she reassured him. “And you are going to cooperate. You are going to be a good and eager little sissy slave. You will obey every command. You will do as we say. Because if you don't, there are going to be consequences, and I don't think you want to face that, do you?” Standing behind him, her reflection apparent, Mistress Veronica shook her head from side to side.

“This can't be happening,” he said, clenching his eyes shut, almost like he thought he could return to his previous existence if he only concentrated hard enough. She reached up, brushed her fingers through his hair. She grabbed onto his scalp, yanked, and his eyes flew open. He saw his reflection again: his feminized face and the curves of his breasts. When his eyes darted down, he could see the panties she had mentioned. They were bright pink, sleek and slutty.

Mistress Veronica leaned over, and she whispered into his ear, “Brat is going to get you dressed. I expect you to cooperate. Then he's going to take you into one of the training rooms. I'm looking forward to giving you just a taste of discipline. After that, I'm going to let you rest. Understand?”

He didn't say anything.

Her hand dropped down to his ass. She gently tugged at the edge of his panties. “Do you understand?”

Still, Josh refused to answer. If he spoke, it felt like that would make this real, and he refused to do that. He wouldn't give her the satisfaction, nor would he face the implications of this new existence. He didn't. He wouldn't. He couldn't!

She stopped his panties.

That didn't do anything. He closed his eyes, and he still tried to hide.

Then she wrapped one arm around his torso. Next, she grabbed his bottom with her free hand. She gripped him, and said, “This is going to hurt.”

He didn't know what she had in mind. Even if she had informed him, he probably wouldn't have believed her. She jerked her hand back, swung down, and struck.

She spanked him!

The pain snapped across his nerves. The disbelief followed an instant later. His eyes widened, his vision blurred, and he tried to jerk away from her grip. Mistress Veronica held him right there. Weakened after his recovery, he couldn't break free. She was older than him. She was a woman. None of those details mattered as she kept him right there.

She leaned in again, her voice hot, “You belong to us now. We will train you. We will break you. We will make sure that you are going to be an eager and obedient little slut for your master, whoever that happens to be. In the meantime, you will obey Mindy. You will accept her authority. Say it.”

He tried to fight her and insist that would never happen.

She struck, slapping his ass. His muscles clenched, and he tried to squirm away, but Josh remained trapped right there. After the surgery, he could only watch his own reflection as that pretty girl in the mirror got spanked.

She struck three more times, bringing her hand down fast. “Okay!”

“I am Mistress Veronica, and you belong to me. Say it.”

His nostrils twitched. He wanted to roll his eyes and stare up at the ceiling, only the fear prevented that kind of disrespectful behavior.

Fear. He wasn't used to it. Maybe he could get nervous or anxious, from time to time. Maybe she would laugh nervously when some teacher announced a particularly difficult or challenging assignment. But this was real fear. Nervous energy pulsed against the back of his neck, down between his shoulder blades, along his newly enhanced chest, and all the way to the pit of his stomach. His bare toes pushed down against the hardwood floor. At the same time, he wanted to break away, but he couldn't.

“Say it,” she whispered into his ear this time as she trained him.

“You are Mistress Veronica, and I…” His voice started to break up. At the last moment, he managed to complete that simple sentence, “I belong to you.”

“Again,” she commanded.

“You are Mistress Veronica, and I belong to you!”

“Good boy,” she said. “Now, let's get you dressed and presentable for Master James, shall we?”

Mistress Veronica had his right arm. Brad, the orderly, took his left. They escorted him out of the room. With every step, he could feel his recovery. And yet, he still walked along that hallway wearing nothing but a pair of panties. He hated it. He hated it. With every fiber of his being, only then they brought him into a small bedroom. He saw another mirror, a desk covered in different types of makeup, and a chair. Along the sides of the chair, there were two shackles waiting for his wrists.

Brad pushed him down into that seat. He grabbed his wrists, strapped Josh into position, spread his legs, and repeated the process. Soon, this sissy couldn't move.

From there, Brad stepped back, tightened his arms over his chest, and waited. Back straight, eyes directed forward, he seemed completely uninterested in the restrained sissy.

Mistress Veronica left. Before she departed, she stroked his cheek and said, “You're going to look so pretty. At this point, I'm thinking a straitjacket would look ideal, but a cute dress would help quite a bit.”

A straitjacket? A dress?

Josh tried to find the courage to argue with her, only his backside still stung. Worse, he still didn't know how to contend with the truth of that idea. Seriously, he was supposed to be a young man. A little bit of pain wasn't supposed to affect him...not like this. Despite his best efforts, he didn't know how to push that fear aside. He could bury it, burn it, or annihilate it.

Instead, he just sat there, sullen and frustrated as he stared straight ahead.

When the door opened again, Josh even refused to turn his head. Part of him wondered if it would be the doctor again. Or maybe Mistress Veronica had returned.

Strangely enough, he actually felt proud of himself for his ability to simply stare. He didn't move. He didn't react. Only then, Nurse Mindy stepped into his field of vision. She looked down at him, touched his chin, and forced him to face her. Her grip was surprisingly strong. More than that, he saw her, and he wondered if he could try to negotiate with her. The orderly was still in the room, and Josh wasn't brave enough to confront that man. But what about this girl?

Trying to keep his voice low, he asked, “Why are you doing this?”

“I work for Dr. Chen,” said the nurse. “But for right now, I have been loaned out to Mistress Veronica and Master James!” She sounded so perky! She sounded so cheerful!

Josh looked into her vivid blue eyes, and he realized something. This blonde airhead wasn't going to help him.

Worse, she said, “It'll be my job to get you dressed and ready. I guess we can't do that with the restraints, so just wait right here, and I'm going to go pick out an outfit for you. What kind of color would you like for your straitjacket?”

“I don't need a straitjacket,” he said. When Josh saw that she was actually listening, he tried again. “Look. I'm serious. I don't know exactly what is supposed to be going on here, but I can be trusted. Okay? I'm going to behave myself. I won't fight you or anything.” He meant it, if only because he needed to earn her trust. One of his high school teachers had brought up the idea of game theory, which meant making specific choices aimed at a particular outcome. That sounded simple enough, but most people didn't think through their explicit strategies. If he could cooperate with this nurse for just a little while, maybe she would start to see him as a person. Better yet, maybe she would eventually start to feel bad for him here. She might even help him escape.

He knew those outcomes weren't likely, but Josh still held onto those possibilities. He didn't have any other strategy, especially if his mother was part of this.

Still, Josh needed to believe he could get out. He would find a way to wiggle free. He didn't know how long it would take to get back to the United States, how long it would take to recover, but he could find a hospital. He tried to tell himself that his newly enhanced chest could be altered once again. Those breast implants could be removed, and he wouldn't have to look like a girl or a sissy!

“So you are going to cooperate, aren't you?” Nurse Mindy asked, sounding just as playful and happy as before.

“Yes,” he told her. That single word felt like some sort of betrayal, but she moved to the restraints. With the orderly in the room, this didn't feel like much of a sacrifice on his part. She touched his hand, slid her fingers between his, and tugged. He was up on his feet again, only now he felt like some of the strength had returned. Maybe the last of the sedatives were wearing off now. Even if he felt a lot weaker, at least he could actually move.

She brought him over to the closet, opened the door, and his throat dropped. His heart seemed to tighten, yet every pulse reminded him that he was still conscious of what was happening.

She pulled out a pair of socks first. That was easy enough. Next, she picked out a little pink dress, and he saw the white, Peter Pan collar, plus the matching lace and ribbon around the waist. “You're joking,” he stated flatly.

“Why would I be joking?” Nurse Mindy asked. Considering her huge breasts, her long blonde hair, her pigtails and revealing outfit, a dress like this probably seemed conservative. “Hands up,” she said next, without waiting for him to answer her question.

He glanced over at the orderly again. There was that big, powerful man who could have grabbed him. He could have forced Josh to wear this outfit, and there would have been nothing for the sissy to do about it.

Reluctantly, Josh raised his arms into the air.

She pulled the dress up and over his arms, then down his frame. He closed his eyes, yet he could still feel the soft fabric brush along the tip of his nose, his forehead, down his chin and along his chest.

She pulled the straps against his chest, and then she nodded to herself. “I don't think you’re going to need a bra quite yet. Besides, I think this looks really nice, don't you?”

Reluctantly, he opened his eyes. She turned his body to the left, and he saw his reflection. There he was. Over the last few days or weeks or months, his hair had grown longer. It wasn't anywhere near as lengthy as Nurse Mindy's, but he still looked so feminine. He looked like some girl in a hyper feminine dress, despite her marginally androgynous haircut. Somehow, that boyish element almost made him look cuter…

Josh hated the idea, yet this bizarre fantasy popped into his head. If he had gone out with his friends and saw a girl like this at a party, he would have walked up to her, sauntering over before he started to chat her up. He would tell her all about his plans for the future and what kind of guy he could be. Confident and reassuring, he would help that girl see just what kind of potential he had. Pretty soon, she'd start to fall in love with him, so he could take whatever he wanted.

Only now, he was that girl. He had become a sissy as he looked back at his reflection.

“No…”

“What was that?” Nurse Mindy asked.

“Nothing,” he told the ditzy blonde.

She shrugged like it didn't really matter. She probably did that a lot.

“Okay,” she said. “Let's get you into your makeup. Does that sound nice?” Nurse Mindy put her hands on his shoulders, and she guided him away from his reflection. She pushed him down into that seat, and she picked up a bottle. From there, she went to work.

At this point, Josh refused to look into the mirror. He didn't want to see it. He didn't want to see any of it.

Finally, she finished. She had spent long minutes applying eyeshadow, blush, foundation, gloss, and more. He didn't understand how all of those different gels and powders were supposed to work together. He didn't want to know either. Make up with something for girls. But then, he was supposed to be a sissy now.

His fingers tightened, and she finally announced, “All done.”

She touched the underside of his chin, she turned back toward the mirror, and he saw himself.

If he thought he had looked like a sissy before, he had been wrong. Now she had done an amazing job of highlighting his most feminine features.

Josh immediately thought of how men would react to him. But at that moment, he knew he wouldn't be among them. He couldn't be some hungry predator; he wouldn't be the hunter. Instead, guys would look at him, and they would want to take him hard.

“No,” he said. “No. Please, you have to get the stuff off of me,” he said, quickly abandoning his plan from before.

He jumped to his feet. Nurse Mindy didn't stop him, only then he turned back, and he was wearing that humiliating little dress, the makeup, and the orderly stood right there. Josh put all of those details together, and he instantly knew he wouldn't be able to stop this from happening.

“Let's get you into your straitjacket,” Nurse Mindy said. “And after that, I'm sure your trainers would love to see you. Are you ready to be shown off?”

He had wanted to argue. Had wanted to struggle. Again, the orderly's presence had been enough to stop Josh from misbehaving. When Nurse Mindy pulled up the straitjacket, he didn't argue, disagree, or try to fight with her. Instead, he cooperated, sliding his arms into the sleeves even as they were pulled up against his chest. The straps were tightened, and he knew exactly how he looked. Even so, Nurse Mindy still insisted on parading him in front of the mirror once again.

He looked just as feminine as before, only now he was bound.

At this point, Brad stepped forward. He grabbed Josh by the straps on the back of his straitjacket. He pulled, nudged, and pushed. Suddenly, Josh was forced back outside, down the hall, and into another room.

It all happened faster than he had expected. Worse, this mansion was just as big as he had remembered, so getting his bearings or keeping track of where they had been and where they were going became almost impossible.

Now he found himself in a large library. Huge, mahogany bookshelves dominated the walls. He even saw the rolling ladders. There were several desks arrayed around the room along with three couches, forming a square in the center of the space. Seated on one couch, next to each other with a bottle of wine on the coffee table in front of them, Master James and Mistress Veronica waited for him.

“Hello, Josh,” Mistress Veronica said. “Let's see what we have, shall we?” She smiled, the corners of her eyes tightening as she rose to her feet and walked over to him. She touched his chin. She forced him to turn his head to the left, then the right.

As she inspected him, Josh wondered what he could do or say to make this stop. At first, he wanted to offer something. He went through the inventory of what he had at his disposal. Unfortunately, he kept bumping up against the same reality. His mother had chosen this for him. She had submitted him to their training and authority. Even if he hated those ideas, he knew he couldn't escape that truth.

In time, he would have gotten rich. He would have made connections, forged alliances, and networked with some of the most powerful people on the planet. He had planned to go to an exclusive law school, make friends, and end up at a wildly powerful firm. He would have done the work, grinding through those weeks and weekends to win every case.

But that was a distant future, one which probably wouldn't happen now.

As such, he didn't have anything to offer. He didn't have any special skills or talents. He didn't have any money of his own. He couldn't call on connections or offer a favor. There was nothing. Worse, the two trainers in front of him seemed so focused. Their eyes danced across his body. They moved from his smooth legs and those cute socks up to the hem of his skirt, and the pastel pink of his straitjacket. He was on display. Worse, he knew he looked like a toy just waiting to be broken in.

Master James stood. He walked over to Josh, and this man seemed even more intimidating. Now.

He was older. He had experience. Not only that, his masculinity had been left intact. Josh had never really thought about what it meant to be a boy, only now he had been transformed into a sissy.

“How do you feel?”

“I don't like this,” Josh confessed. “Please. There has to be something else I can do. Please?”

Master James chuckled and shook his head. “No, I'm sorry.” He didn't sound sorry. “This is going to be your existence now. But don't worry. I think your mother made an excellent choice. You will serve. You will obey, and we will have so much fun with you.”

His eyes definitely sparkled as he enjoyed making this point. But now, he started to circle Josh.

This man was dangerous. That much was obvious. He was powerful.

“Every day, we're going to give you tasks. And if you misbehave or disobey, we will make sure you regret it. Understand?”

“Yes,” he said.

Master James stopped in front of the sissy. He grabbed the former boy by his neck and squeezed. Suddenly, Josh couldn't breathe! With his lungs cut off from air, he didn't know what to do or how to respond. His eyes widened, and his bottom lip trembled as he fought to get oxygen down into his chest, but Master James refused to release him.

“You will address me by saying Master or Sir.”

Master James released the sissy. Stumbling back, Josh didn't know how to answer. Only then, there was that reflexive movement along his lips and tongue. “Yes, Master!”

Master.

He hadn’t heard that word for a very long time. He didn't remember the exact moment when he had picked up on the meaning, but all of those different implications spiraled through his head. A master had power, strength, and control. Master James would be in charge. Josh would have to do whatever this man said.

And now his wife joined him. Mistress Veronica got up from the couch, and she walked over.

“Nurse, Mindy is going to show you around. Every day, we're going to give you chores and tasks. We are going to train you. Don't worry. You won't be broken in just yet. But when the time is right, I'm sure you will know exactly what to do, especially with that pretty mouth.”

Josh shivered. He turned away. He tried to close his eyes and hide.

A second later, something about the gravity of their personalities forced him to look up again. Maybe he tried to tell himself that he would find a way to resist or fight back. Perhaps he wanted to believe that he really would be strong enough, and capable of figuring a way out.

When he saw them again, he knew the truth. Whether he liked it or not, he was a prisoner here. This would be his existence, and he would serve and obey.

Ironically, they intended to build up his endurance. They wanted him to be stronger. After his surgery, he had been allowed to heal and recuperate. Even if he had been unconscious, that still qualified as rest.

That was about to come to an end.

He needed training. He required a different kind of sculpting.

Even if he would have disagreed, it didn't matter.

After his inspection, they brought him back to his room, a small space with just a bed, another desk, and more makeup. He saw the dresser, and he already knew it would contain additional “appropriate” outfits for this sissy.

But the next day, the nurse appeared in the doorway, and she told him to get dressed to work out. When he didn't know what that meant, she went over to the dresser, and she pulled out a snug pair of shorts and a white tank top. When he saw these two pieces, he could instantly tell that they hadn't been designed for a man. Instead, they would be tight; they would show off the curves and contours of his body, especially his breasts.

“You're joking,” he said to her. Even if Mistress Veronica and Master James intimidated this boy, he didn't think he would ever take the nurse seriously. To him, she was just this pretty bauble. Not only that, she sounded like a plaything. She spoke, she never seemed to push any real gravitas into her voice. Early on, he had learned the importance of sounding serious.

She didn't.

That didn't matter because she reached over, ran her fingers through his hair, yanked, and said, “I'm not joking. It's for your health!”

He wanted to believe that he could grab her wrist, pull her arm, and then shove her away. He itched to come to that same conclusion again and again because he was a boy and he was stronger. Only every time he inhaled, he could feel the weight of his breasts against his chest. Not only that, he knew he had lost so much muscle mass. During his recovery..

Worse, there was something about that girl. Even if she wobbled her head from side to side to make her long pigtails sway, Josh knew that she was stronger than she looked. If he went up against her, he really didn't know if he would be able to succeed. He honestly didn't know if he would be able to take her in a fight. That was supposed to be a strange and bizarre idea, one he would entertain because he was a man, which meant he was automatically stronger.

Only at this point, he didn’t know if he qualified as a man at all.

They called him a sissy. They had modified him. He looked so pretty…

Every part of his transformation reminded him of how he had to cooperate. Not only that, he thought about his last idea. He wouldn't be able to turn his trainers. Obviously, they were going to have fun breaking him. He could see it. He knew what Master James and Mistress Veronica wanted. Brad, the orderly, would be just as unlikely to turn against them.

But this girl?

Deep down, he still needed to believe that he had the charm and charisma to take a girl like her.

Reluctantly, he got dressed. He pulled on a fresh pair of panties, socks, those tight shorts that clung to his thighs and buttocks with that black fabric, plus his tank top. It squeezed against his chest, holding his breasts in place. From there, she took him by his hand. At least he didn't have to wear a straitjacket this time.

She brought him into a small, home gym. They had walked quite a ways once again. It took several minutes to get there. At the same time, Josh did his best to map out the mansion. If he could figure out the exact details and layout, that information could be useful. At some point, if he couldn't convince this woman to help him, maybe he would need to simply sneak away…

It was a nice idea, but he wasn't sure if it would work. After all, Josh wasn't a secret agent, and he didn't have any training. Realistically, he didn’t know how stealthy he could be, especially if this entire mansion was out in the middle of nowhere. Obviously, escape would become a lot more likely if he'd get this woman on his side.

“Master James and Mistress Veronica want you to be a lot stronger. They want you to firm up your bottom, tone your legs, and basically just look cuter,” she said, sounding ridiculously enthusiastic. “So this is what's going to happen. You're going to get on the treadmill, and I'm going to exercise you. First, I want you to do your stretches. After that, I will secure the shock collar around your neck, and if you jump off the treadmill, you'll get a painful punishment. Understand?”

The first part sounded almost reasonable. Only then he heard that one phrase, and he jerked his head back toward her. Eyes wide, he asked, “Shock collar?”

Nurse Mindy hopped over to one of the storage compartments, and she opened it up. She pulled out a metallic ring. It was big enough for his neck, and he saw the hinge, plus the stainless steel lock. Worse, he could already spot the battery, the electrodes, and the microchips inside.

“There's no way you're putting that on me,” he told her.

“Oh? Is that what you think?” Nurse Mindy asked him. Again, she cocked her head to the side, making her pigtails swing a little bit.

“Yes,” he said faster than he expected. “I don't need that. Look, I don't know why you're working for them, but I want you to know that I'm doing my best to cooperate.”

“And that's really sweet,” she said. “So get on your knees, look up at me with a big smile, and get ready for your shock collar. As long as you behave, we won't even have to use it beyond the demonstration.”

“Demonstration?” Josh asked in a small voice.

“What?” Nurse Mindy said. “You think it would be fair to punish you, without giving you a taste first? No, no. You need to understand what this thing can do first!” Again, she sounded so cheerful, like she was actually delivering good news.

He nibbled on the inside of his mouth as he tried to think of some way to get out of this. With women like her, he usually believed he could handle them. He usually saw through their bluster. He could make a joke or try some other angle. With a cutting observation or some backhanded compliment, he could take control of the conversation.

None of that would work right there, especially because she took a step forward.

His time was running out.

“On your knees,” she told him, turning those words into an observation and the command at the same time.

He hesitated.

The nurse watched him, she brought her hands up behind her back, and she shifted her hips from left to right and back again, almost like she was dancing to a slow song only she could hear. At the same time, she continued to watch him. That big smile on her face would have been endearing if he saw it on a girl at some party. But right then and there, he recognized her for what she was: a threat.

“You know you're going to do it,” she teased him. “You know you're going to cooperate.”

“How could you possibly know that?” Josh asked her, if only to earn himself a few more seconds before that collar slipped around his neck.

“Because you're a sissy. You're a subservient little sissy who wants to do as you're told.”

“What if I'm not?”

“You are,” she said. “Last chance. You don't want me to call the orderly, do you?”

“No!”

Remembering his plan from before, he took a step forward, allowed his knees to buckle, and he fell to the floor in front of her. Then he made the mistake of looking up as Nurse Mindy slid the shock collar around his neck. He didn't want to believe this sort of thing could exist. In some distant, abstract part of his mind, he understood that these sorts of devices were used on dogs. But those were animals. The rules were supposed to be different because he was a person. He was neither property nor chattel. He wasn't an animal, and he couldn't be owned!

Only then he thought of the trainers: Mistress Veronica and Master James. Whether he liked it or not, they controlled him. They could keep him as a captive. Worse, his mother had agreed to all of this. He bowed his head down, locked his teeth together, and silently promised her that he would figure this out.

“Now, are you ready for the test?”

Nurse Mindy slipped her dexterous fingers into one of her small pockets, and she brought out a small controller. Only an inch or two long, it didn't look like much. Still, she adjusted the strength with the small turn-wheel built into the side of the device. Once she was satisfied, Nurse Mindy said, “Brace yourself!” Again, she made it sound like a ride or something fun.

It wasn't going to be a big deal, he tried to believe. Exhaling slowly, Josh struggled hard to convince himself that he could handle this. Whatever it was going to be, however it would feel, he could handle it!

Agony! It snapped through his body. He had endured accidental static shocks here or there, but this was five or ten times stronger! Before, he thought he would be quiet and still, like he might twitch, but that would be it. Instead, he fell forward. “That was why I had to get down on your knees,” she said.

He jerked his head up and glared at her, his eyes wide and wet. He stared at her, his face tight with that obvious accusation.

“How could you do that to me?” Josh demanded, his voice high-pitched and shrill.

“You needed it,” she said with a shrug. “Master James told me you needed it.”

Master James. All at once, Josh wanted to leap at that man, to punch him and pummel him.

“Now, I think you're ready for your exercises,” she said. “Get up. Get started.”

Tentatively, he pushed himself up onto his feet. “And what if I don't?”

“Well, I'm about to turn on the treadmill. And when it's on, that means you have to be running on it. If you're not, it shocks you.”

He stared at her.

“It's automatic,” she said. “Are you ready?” Without waiting for a response, the nurse leaned over, and she hit a button on the treadmill. The display lit up, revealing the first numbers. The countdown.

“You had better get on there,” she cautioned him. “Trust me. It was just a test shock. Now that you know what it can do, do you really want to disobey?”

He didn't. He couldn't.

Even so, he glanced over at the console, and he saw that he had a few more seconds. With those last moments drifting away, Josh tried again to figure out what he could do or say to make this stop. Despite his best efforts, he found nothing but blank uncertainty.

“Go on,” she said, motioning for him to climb on the treadmill.

With one second remaining, he climbed up onto the conveyor belt. Immediately, the engine engaged, and it started to roll beneath him. He took one step, then another. He couldn't see any kind of speed readout. There wasn't another timer either. Instead, he just had to start walking, then jogging, trotting and running. Within moments, he felt like he was at a full sprint!

Somehow, this almost felt good, at least for those first couple of minutes. He stared straight ahead, his brows tight. At the same time, he kept his elbows clenched as he swung his limbs. His fingertips chopped through the air, and his feet slammed down against the treadmill.

Before his abduction, Josh spent a lot of time working out on machines just like this one. It was almost comfortable. Granted, he couldn't close his eyes, but he allowed himself to drift into a different kind of focus. Off to the side and just barely within his peripheral vision, Nurse Mindy stepped back. With her shoulders tight, she brought her hands behind her, and she waited, a vacant smile on her face while the sissy exercised.

At first, this made him feel strong. It made him feel powerful.

He ran hard, kicking down with every stride. He leaped forward, jumping from one step to the next. This was what he really wanted.

Almost immediately, however, he could feel the extra effort this required, especially since his endurance had withered during the course of his recuperation.

“Don't worry,” Nurse Mindy called out to him. “You can do it!” She sounded obnoxiously cheerful once again. Mostly, it must've been easy for her since she wasn't the one on the machine.

Before, he could have run like this for five or ten minutes. In half that time, he could feel the exhaustion start to creep through his body. Before long, he gasped for breath even as he continued to pump his arms and plant his feet down.

Part of him wanted to call out the obvious question. If he jumped away from the treadmill, what was going to happen? Just as importantly, how long would it take before he could slow down? He didn't know how to keep up this sort of pace.

He didn't ask. He already knew the answer to the first question. If he slipped free from the treadmill, then it would shock him. An automatic signal would jump from the machine to the collar locked around his neck.

At one point, he reached up and tried to remove it. It wouldn't come off. The nurse had laughed, apparently confident that it wouldn't matter how much he struggled, pulled, or fought with the band. It was going to stay there, right around his throat no matter how desperately the sissy wanted to remove it.

Finally, he panted out, “I, I can't do this!”

“Yes, you can!”

“No, I can't!”

Ridiculously, she shouted back at him, “Yes, you can! You can do it!” She was jumping up and down now. Her breasts were bouncing, and she was laughing. She sounded like some maniacal cheerleader. “You can do it! I know you can!”

He couldn't. The exhaustion pumped through his body with every kick of his heart. He finally let himself slide off of the treadmill and hit the floor.

For a second, maybe two, Josh started to hope. Perhaps she had been bluffing. The training couldn't really include this kind of discipline.

The shock collar activated. Blazing agony exploded along his body. It may have started at the electrodes pressed against his skin, only the energy flared along every nerve he possessed. It started at his throat and flashed down into the shoulders, arms, down his chest and throughout his legs. He fell.

Nurse Mindy grabbed him by his hair. Still gasping, Josh tried to catch his breath. “You only get a few more seconds.” She let go.

It shocked him again! That flash of pain made him cry out. He was practically screaming. Distantly, he could hear the sound of the nurse laughing.

Another jolt hit him.

He scrambled back up onto the treadmill. That wasn't good enough. He had to be running. He didn't know how the sensors worked, so he stepped down onto the conveyor belt, and he swung his arms again.

He ran hard. Sweat dribbled down his body. At the same time, he still couldn't catch his breath.

A different kind of pain stabbed into him, but that didn't matter. He had to keep going. He couldn't take the electric shocks.

Finally, the machine slowed. He was given a few seconds or minutes (Josh couldn't tell the difference) to recover. Then it sped up again!

“No!” Josh howled, but Nurse Mindy just laughed. She was clapping her hands together as he started to run again.

This was just part of his training.

It would get worse.

After his exercises, Mindy attached a leash to his collar.

“I still have to wear this?” Josh asked with a note of disappointment sliding into his question.

“Yup, yup,” she chirped. “But don't worry. This is your chance to take a shower. I'm sure a pretty sissy like you wants to get clean now that you’re all exercised.”

It was true enough. He felt filthy and exhausted. The idea of a shower sounded amazing.

Josh followed her into a bathroom. It was smaller than he expected, especially considering the grand dimensions of the rest of the mansion. He saw the tiled shower stall, the toilet, and sink. Nurse Mindy stepped back, and she watched him. “Go on. Get naked, sissy.”

Glowering at her for a few seconds, he tried to show her how he wouldn't break. Even if he cooperated, there was still some spark of defiance behind his eyes.

Even so, he pulled off his tank top. His breasts spilled out. From there, he shimmied out of his snug, damp exercise shorts. He kicked away his shoes and pulled off his socks. He was naked except for the collar around his neck and the chastity belt.

The chastity belt.

When he woke up with it on, hidden beneath his panties, he had tried not to notice or think about it. For the most part, he blocked it out. At this point, he couldn't.

Nurse Mindy stepped forward, and something precocious seemed to flash across her face. She reached down between his legs, brushed her fingers along the steel exterior, and she pushed down. “I bet, if you weren't a sissy, you would absolutely love to get your hands on me. Am I right?”

Josh froze. He couldn't answer.

When she came closer and invaded his personal space, he didn't know what to do. He was naked. This girl may have been fully clothed in her uniform, but that only made it worse. As a captive and a prisoner, he wasn't supposed to notice her. He was supposed to think of this girl as his jailer. At best, he might be able to negotiate with her or manipulate her. And yet, she was right there, and she brushed her fingers along his stomach. His abdominal muscles clenched. She glided her hand further up along his body until she cupped the underside of his right breast. She brought her fingers along his nipple. A gasp of surprise caught him.

“You're very sensitive, aren't you?” Nurse Mindy asked. She leaned forward, “Dr. Chen does a really good job. And you know, if we are lucky, maybe Master James would like to see the two of us make out. What do you think of that?”

“No,” he said. “Never!”

Nurse Mindy knew how to pout her bottom lip. She looked at him with adorably sexy eyes as she feigned insult. “What? You don't like me? You wouldn't like to run your hands along my body? I mean, I get to touch you.” Sure enough, she brought both of her hands up along his chest, and she slid her fingers over his nipples again. This time, he was somewhat braced for that assault on his senses. The feeling of excitement raced through his body. He arched his back as he stood there. Worse, he braced his weight against his toes on the balls of his feet as he leaned into her touch.

Intellectually, he hated it. Physically, he loved it!

She giggled at him, “That's good. That's really good,” she said. “But for right now, you need to go get clean, little sissy slave.”

“Don't call me that,” he said.

“Why not? I'm obviously not going to call you Josh,” she said, her eyes twinkling with mischief.

“That's my name,” he insisted.

“For now,” she answered. Then she leaned past him, turned on the water, and the showerhead came to life, shooting down jets of water. “Get washed,” she said. “Oh, and you should know that this is being recorded.”

“What?”

“This is being recorded,” she told him. “Master James is going to get to see you wash yourself. You have such a pretty body. You should be flattered.”

“He doesn't have the right to do that!” Josh insisted, only to tense up and press his lips together into an angry line.

“What's wrong?” Nurse Mindy asked. When she spoke, genuine confusion seemed to ripple through her question. She tilted her head to the side once again. She looked like a confused bird or an amused feline as she watched him. “You're so pretty. Dr. Chen did such a good job on that face of yours.” She leaned in and whispered to him as though sharing a secret, “You're going to be so popular!”

Popular. A jolt of fear ran through his body. He didn't understand why. Then, all at once, he thought of something. One of his teachers had once mentioned how women could be nervous frequently, especially because so many men viewed themselves as hunters. Consequently, the girls would feel those eyes on them. The girls would be aware that men were checking them out and wondering what they could do to them. Even if those guys never would have misbehaved or broken any laws, the women were still aware of what those men “would like” to do. The boys might've tried to be furtive, but they could never really succeed. The men might have tried to hide it, yet those instincts always seemed to somehow leak out.

Now he experienced something similar as he considered the concept. He didn't want to poke at it. He didn't want to prod the different possibilities, but he understood what she meant. “Popular” meant that guys would want him. They would see his pretty face, the angles of his cheeks and chin, his smile, and the shape of his eyes. They would see him, study the contours of his breasts and decide that they wanted him. Maybe they would come up to him and be polite. Maybe they would start chatting with him.

Only then, he swallowed, and he could feel the collar around his neck. At the same time, he thought of Brad. He thought of the restraints, the straitjacket and the knives...Every detail promised one truth: he wouldn't be able to escape. He wouldn't be able to fight back. Those men wanted him, they could take this sissy...

If something stopped them, it wouldn't be Josh. Maybe it would be his owner or his trainer.

Josh flinched.

“Get in the shower. Wash off. And remember, you have to put on a little show.”

“And what if I don't?” Josh demanded with as much aggression as he could muster.

“Do you really need to ask?” Nurse Mindy watched him, her eyes sharp. Earlier, she seemed so ditzy, like she couldn't possibly threaten anyone. At the same time, he thought about it. The flashing pain from before, the rush of agony, that twist of incandescent fury... All of it, and the humiliation as the pain dropped him to his knees.

“Fine,” he said.

He stepped into the shower, and he felt the hot water spray down against his body.

“Take your time,” she called out over the sound of the spray. “Enjoy yourself. You want to get clean. You don't want to be a dirty sissy.”

“I'm not a sissy at all,” Josh wanted to shout back at her. Maybe it was easier here, especially because he didn't have the surgeon right in front of him. The orderly wasn't around, either. There was just that girl.

Reluctantly, he dipped his head down under the jet of water, and he let the liquid run down his reshaped face to his neck, chest, and down along the length of his body. He turned around slowly.

Thinking back to his plan from before, he glanced over at the nurse. The blonde watched him, her eyes sparkling with amusement. Apparently, she enjoyed this. To her, it was fun. That sparked something within him. Josh tried not to think about it. He didn't want to get angry even as he made the mistake of running his hands up from his pubis to his stomach, along his rib cage and over his breasts. He hated how sensitive they were. At the same time, he couldn't help but experience that rush of pleasure and anticipation. It made his mouth water. He wanted to close his eyes and fondle his breasts. Worse, he could feel twitching between his legs.

That doctor had done so much to him.

Even if weeks or months had gone by, Josh didn't allow himself to consider the time frame. Instead, he needed to coax out genuine anger. He needed to get that primitive instinct to rush forward so that he could take whatever opportunity presented itself.

Still, he knew that they were out in the middle of nowhere. If he escaped the building, he didn't know where he would go.

He glanced back at the nurse again.

Josh came to the same conclusion. He needed her help. “Why are you doing this?”

“I work for Dr. Chen,” she replied.

“That's not what I meant,” he said.

“You're not putting on a show,” she pointed out. “Master James will be disappointed, and he can be pretty vicious with his whip. You don't want that, do you?”

“No…” Josh admitted as he stood there, his hands at his sides.

“No,” she agreed. As she leaned forward, showing off even more of her cleavage. He glanced back at her.

“You know, if you're a very good sissy, maybe Master James will tell us to have some fun together. Is that what you want? Are you hoping you might get to play with these?” As she spoke, she traced her fingers along the sides of her breasts. Even with her uniform on, she looked ridiculous. She was a parody of what a professional nurse was supposed to be.

She had mentioned the idea before, and now he resisted the urge to roll his eyes. Disdain may have stretched across his face, but he tried not to let it show, especially because he still needed her. He needed her help. “That would be fun,” he said quietly, diplomatically. “But I want to know something. Before I actually put on that show, why are you doing this? Why do you work for her?”

“I'm a good nurse,” she said. “I'm a good, dumb little ditz, and I do as I'm told!” She backed her eyes at him as though this was everything he needed to know. He looked at her again.

Deep down, he hated how some part of himself approved, like he secretly yearned to see more women in that position. Only then, he dipped his head down and studied his wet, glistening body. Worse, he could feel the collar around his neck. All of those details reminded him that he wouldn't get to be the aggressive playboy going after a bobble like Nurse Mindy. Instead, he would be the toy. He would be the plaything.

Biting down, he clenched his teeth. Forcing himself to focus, he looked back at her. “But you could be more than that. Do you think you could be more than that?”

“Dr. Chen cured me!”

He itched to argue. He turned to look right at her, to grab her, and to shake her, like he could convince her to go back to her old life. When he saw her, he had to wonder who or what she had been. He didn't understand exactly how Dr. Chen operated, but he remembered hearing a few whispers and rumors about a secret facility. But all that had just been a joke, right? It was a scary story rich people told their kids at parties…

Or maybe not. He couldn't know one way or the other, but Josh swallowed. There was something about the dedication and zeal in her eyes that made it hard to know exactly what she was thinking. Was it really possible to train someone like that? At the same time, he looked down at his own body.

“Last chance,” she chirped, pulling the controller from the small pocket on her uniform.

Josh faced away from her. He picked up the bar of soap, he erupted between his hands, and he started to wash himself. He ran the soapy lather down his arms, along his breasts, down toward his stomach, then along his legs.

“You want your movements to be elegant and sweet. You want your audience to enjoy this. Do a little spin in the shower, close your eyes, and enjoy yourself. Remember, you aren't getting clean for yourself. You're getting clean because you're a dirty, dirty sissy.” She practically sang out those words for him.

Reluctantly, he obeyed. His movements were mechanical and stiff.

“Go a little faster,” she said.

He didn't want to give her that sort of effort. He didn't wish to make it seem like he really cared or that he was actually hoping to impress anyone. Still, he glanced back at her; with that glimpse, he saw the controller once again.

This time, he tried harder.

He continued to wash his neck, his shoulders, his stomach and breasts. Then he bent over, and he knew how he looked. As he watched his shins and knees and thighs, he felt ridiculous. But those sinuous movements would appeal to someone else. That was the point. He wasn't thinking about his own perspective; instead, he concentrated on that other viewer. He imagined what Master James would want.

Lifting his head, Josh started to lose himself to those slow, sensual movements. The water felt incredible, and he didn't have to think. He could just relax. He could ease into the heat as it permeated his body.

“Play with your breasts,” she said. “After all, you are such a dirty sissy, aren't you?”

When he glanced back at her, his lips tightened and pulled back, just a tiny bit, revealing the edges of his teeth. Josh wished he could have done something with that frustration.

She made it worse, “Go on and smile.” With the controller wedged between her palm and fingers, she could hit that button at any moment. He didn't know what would happen, especially while the water splashed down against his curves. One way or the other, he was certain it would hurt.

Like a good and obedient sissy, he built up fresh lather between his palms, and he started to wash his breasts. This time, he wasn't faking it. Raising his chin, he let out a little moan. Simultaneously, he knew that he was being trained. He knew that this was all designed to break down his defenses. Right then and there, it started to feel natural. It felt so incredible! The different pieces fit together as that woman watched. At the same time, he could practically feel those hidden cameras pointed in his direction, taking in this sissy from every angle.

“Very nice,” she said. “You look so pretty! You like doing that, don't you? Let out a little moan for him,” she instructed next.

With his heart beating faster, he lifted his head, and he moaned just as she had suggested. He hates himself for doing it, yet his fingers brushed along his nipples. He gently pinched them, pushed them up, down, to the left or right. With every taunting movement, his body responded.

Finally, she turned off the water.

His shoulders slumped.

Josh wanted to touch himself. He ached for that powerful rush of desperation and satisfied need.

He didn't get it.

When he looked back at the nurse, she just smiled at him. “I think it's time for someone to rest.”

He was trained. They worked on his tone, the shape of his body, all of those little details. More than that, he learned to perform. He got dressed, he did his makeup, and he obeyed every instruction. When he didn't, he was punished. Day by day, he could feel the changes to his personality, as well as his body. The facial reconstruction and breast augmentation had only been the beginning. So much of it was psychological, especially when Master James or Mistress Veronica inspected him or gave him a  command.

More and more, he found himself obeying.

As all of this happened, Josh could also feel the rest of his life start to fade away. He thought of his schooling, his teachers, his friends, all of those ancillary details that became less and less important with every day and week.

He tried to remember his favorite hamburger spot, what he used to order when he went to that one Mexican restaurant, and how his friends used to tease him when they went up against one another in that PVP shooter. All of those details faded. He could conjure them if he tried especially hard. He did this sometimes while he worked on his makeup or adjusted his panties. He did when he could feel the tight bodice around his chest. There was always that squeeze and the restriction of his sissy outfits.

In his old life, he had never noticed just how free he felt in his clothes. Even when he had to put on something formal for a special occasion, it never felt like this.

This was different.

At one point, he realized why. He glanced back at Nurse Mindy. That ditzy blonde had smiled, of course. She always looked so cheerful and happy and enthusiastic. But again, that was part of her job, part of her training. Josh wondered how it would work for him. He wondered how long it would take before he adopted the same mannerisms…

Only now, Nurse Mindy woke him up, told him to get ready, and watched as he got dressed. She pulled out a dark red corset and a matching, layered skirt. He put them both on. He also had to wear a pair of high-heeled boots. As part of his training, he had learned how to walk around dressed like this. He felt uncertain on his feet, but that seemed to be fine for everyone else. As long as he could stand up straight, push out his breasts, and look cute and sexy, no one seemed to mind. After all, it wasn't like he had anywhere important where he needed to be.

Once he was fully dressed, Nurse Mindy took him by the hand. She guided him back into another room.

A bedroom. He saw the four-poster bed, the silk sheets, expensive pillows, and the works of art adorning the walls. He didn't understand those images, and he wouldn't have been able to explain any of the brush strokes or the underlying, philosophical implications. He was sure those paintings were expensive and were part of some ongoing conversation between different schools of thought. He just had no idea how they worked.

“Get on your knees, on the bed, and hold your hands behind your back. Bow your head down, and when the door opens again, tell your Master that you're ready to be taken.”

Josh jerked his head up. He looked at her. “Taken?”

She giggled. “What? Was that too subtle for you?” Nurse Mindy stepped forward, reached up, and brushed her fingers through his hair. It had definitely grown longer over the course of his training. “Master James is going to fuck you today!”

He opened his mouth again; his jaw dropped open as he tried to comprehend what he had just heard. The moisture drained away from his mouth, and he wanted to shake his head from side to side, as though she had been joking.

“Go,” she said. She pointed. Even so, she still had that bright smile on her face.

He crawled onto the bed. He kneeled. At the same time, he could feel the hem of his skirt against that midpoint on his thighs. At this point, he wore the chastity belt, but he knew that his opening was vulnerable.

The doors opened, and he glanced up for just a second. It wasn't a genuinely defiant movement, but he didn't see Mistress Veronica or Master James. Instead, he saw someone else altogether.

Sabrina Sawyer. His mother!

Josh let out a breath. He meant to say something. He failed.

She strode over to the edge of the bed, held her hands to her chest, and she inspected him, just as the others had done. “So pretty,” she said, gliding her eyes up and down along his body. She studied the contours of his hair, the shape of his face, and the nervous expression curving at his lips and darting up to the corners of his eyes. She drank in every detail. He knew he was being analyzed, assessed, and evaluated.

“It's good to see you again,” she said. He opened his mouth. He tried to speak. She didn't touch his lips, yet she chided him, “Don't speak.”

With that one command, he shut his mouth. He bowed his head down again. He kept his eyes aimed at the edge of the bed.

Sabrina surprised her boy; she climbed up onto the mattress, grabbed him by the nape of his neck, and pushed down. He braced himself on his elbows, yet his face still touched the soft sheets.

The door opened again. “Look at what we have here,” said Mistress Veronica.

Another voice joined hers, “Beautiful.”

Beautiful.

He heard that deep, masculine voice. At the same time, he thought of his own body and how he had changed. He thought of what it was like to wear the corset, the boots, the collar and chastity belt. He thought of his skirt and the many times Nurse Mindy had told him that he was a pretty sissy. All at once, he wanted to look good for this man.

Josh hated that reaction. Consciously, he told himself that he was supposed to be better than this. He fought hard to get his emotions under control. He needed to reorder his expectations. And yet, that man strode forward. Josh wanted to jump ahead, only now his mother was brushing her fingers through his long hair, down toward his neck, and along his shoulders. She was petting him. Even through the heavy fabric and leather of his corset, there was something reassuring about her touch.

At the same time, Josh understood his position. Bent forward and braced on his elbows, he understood exactly what was about to happen.

Master James stepped right over to the side of the bed, he worked the buttons on his shirt, shrugged off that outer layer, and then he slipped his feet from his shoes. Finally, he slipped his belt free from his pants, and he yanked down his trousers along with his boxers. Within the span of just a few seconds, he stripped.

Josh didn't want to see this. And yet, something compelled him to stare. He saw that man's muscled body, the contours of his cock, his balls, and every other detail.

Most of all, Josh found himself studying that erect shaft. This man was hard. He was excited.

“Are you ready to be taken? According to Nurse Mindy, you're almost ready. We have been watching you and evaluating you. We have been the ones to decide how you get trained, Josh.” He chuckled, like this sissy's name was some kind of joke.

Josh understood all of those different details, yet he still gulped. He shook his head from side to side like that would make some difference. It didn't.

Master James climbed up onto the bed. As he moved, Sabrina leaned down again, and she said, “It's okay. It's okay. This is what you need. This is who you are now. When your Master decides he wants to use you, you get used. Do you understand? It's okay. Just relax. Just relax because this is going to happen and you're going to enjoy it.”

“No, I'm not going to enjoy it!” Josh yearned to call out. He needed to shout those words, only something stopped him. There was this tension at the back of his throat. It was fear. It was a lump of uncertainty and doubt, especially because he thought of how he had worked out, how he had performed, and how his body had changed. He thought of the sensitivity along his nipples and breasts. He thought of what it was like to be denied the use of his own manhood.

Instead, he was a sissy.

As always, Josh resisted the idea, only he couldn't push it to the side, bury it, or escape it. It seemed to hover there at the back of his mind.

Naked and relaxed, Master James climbed in the position.

Josh waited for that burst of movement. He was supposed to leap up, spin around, and face this man. Instead, he remained in position.

When he thought about it, he had to acknowledge that there was something almost kind about his mother's voice and the way she cooed down at him. “He's ready,” she whispered to him. “Master James is ready to fuck you. It might hurt a little bit, but that's okay because you're a sissy, and this is why we have you.”

Josh tried to answer; he tried to tell her that this was wrong. More than that, he could have viewed this as an opportunity. After all, he had her right there, and she was the one who brought him here. Presumably, she could get him out!

Fighting hard, Josh did his best to struggle through all of his training. He thought of his time on the treadmill, the bite of the shock collar, the way they had touched him, teasing him, stripping him, and using him. Even in that position, down on his hands and knees, he could feel his exposed opening, and he knew it would only be a matter of seconds before this powerful man pushed forward, thrusting into him.

Eyes clenched shut, Josh tried again. He fought to get out the words.

Yet there was that gentle cooing, the soft encouragement, and the condescension. “It's okay. It's okay, my sissy. My sweet little sissy boy.”

There! She called him a boy! The trapped sissy tried to use that. He concentrated on making some declaration. He could only get her to listen to him for a few seconds, a few minutes, then he couldn't believe that he could escape. He could convince her to let him go. Maybe he was never going to be able to win with Nurse Mindy, but his mother could be different!

He tried to look back up at her. She saw that little hint of movement. There was a soft laugh, and she reminded him, “This is good for you. This is what you need. This is going to be so much better for you. Yes, it will. Just relax. Just relax. I think he's ready for you. Are you ready for him, Master James?”

“Always,” grunted the trainer. He grabbed Josh by his hips, shoved forward, and the sissy let out a squeal. There was that quick little cry, the initial burst of sound. Right after that, Josh froze. His muscles tightened, but Master James had lubricated his cock. Not only that, he knew what he was doing as he penetrated this sissy.

The invasion made Josh stare straight forward while his thoughts scattered. His breathing froze, catching his throat. His heart seemed to drop even as it frantically kicked. His fingers bunched the sheets beneath his fists as his toes curled, and he wanted to fight. There was that instinct again. The urge pumped through his body. The desire refused to abate.

Despite all of this, Josh still didn't know what to do or how to win. He didn't understand what it might mean to try to resist or fight back.

He didn't. He couldn't.

The months of training had worn him down. Each day, he had obeyed. Not only that, time had become so distorted anyway. There was this strange sense of extension, like each day could stretch on and on because he didn't have anywhere to go. He simply followed the commands from the nurse. Sometimes he saw Master James or Mistress Veronica. They ordered him to comply with one set of instructions or another. He did it each time. That could mean stretching, posing, smiling, or declaring his status.

He was a sissy. He was a slave.

With every mantra, Josh had tried to believe that he could still make his own decisions. He might tell them whatever they wished to hear, yet those words couldn't really impact him.

If that was supposed to be true, then he didn't understand how Master James could control him so completely.

Panting from one desperate little breath to another, Josh needed to scramble forward. He didn't. He still couldn't!

His mother was there, stroking his hair, petting his neck, and reminding him that this was good for him. She told him that he looked so pretty as he took that cock for the first time.

“That's right,” she said. “Just relax. Relax and take it because a man wants to use you. This is what it needs to be a sweet little sissy slave. You can be his private slut right now. He can use you however you want, you're going to take it.” She made it sound so definitive, like there couldn't be any other possibility. In that moment, he tried, yet he still couldn't imagine any real defiance.

“Good. That's right,” she encouraged him. “You're doing so well, sissy.”

Sissy.

The words slapped him across his face; it pumped into his body.

Master James thrust forward, drew back, only to pump into him again and again. With every invasive movement, he showed Josh who he had become. He showed Josh exactly what he had become.

A sissy.

A slave.

He was going to be pretty. He was going to be soft and weak. Over the last few weeks, they had trained him physically, making him work out in all the right ways. His stretches, his routines, and that time on the treadmill had shaped his body just as much as his surgery. His upper body had become less developed. His breasts jiggled and bounced whenever he jumped up and down. He felt smaller, like his waist had gotten narrower while his hips widened. Each time he had to look at himself in the mirror, he saw those subtle shifts.

And now, he was getting taken like a sissy, and there was nothing he could do to stop it!

Josh closed his eyes, and he tried to hate this all over again, only Master James seemed to awaken something within this sissy. Master James seemed to entice him in a way he couldn't understand. All at once, there was a different kind of urge. While his mother continued to encourage him, and look down at him, Josh suddenly wanted to be good for this powerful man.

Something like that wasn't supposed to be possible. Something like this wasn't supposed to happen! Even if it was true, the reality of his situation dragged him down into those sensations. They overwhelmed him, washing across his psyche and dragging him into a different state of being. He didn't comprehend it. Instead, there was just a new impulse, something he could just barely articulate.

It was subservience.

The urge to obey, to follow commands and to please suddenly overwhelmed him. When he tried to combat those sensations, he failed. Those emotions bubbled up inside of him, because this man could show him exactly where he belonged. Worse, there were those soft and encouraging words. Every note that came out of his mother's mouth reinforced his subservience. She helped him focus. Rather, she made it harder for him to concentrate on resistance, rebellion. Instead, he knew he had to be good, docile, and obedient. He had to give this man everything he had.

Master James. Master. This man was different. He was stronger, far more powerful, and capable of things Josh could no longer imagine.

“You have an amazing ass, sissy,” Master James said with a grunt. In the next moment, the master of the household grunted. His fingers tightened, his nails pushing down into the sissy's hips. His cock throbbed, and he pumped harder now, moving forward, drawing back, taking everything he wanted as the pleasure raced through his body.

Josh threw his head back. He grunted. Obviously, he couldn't enjoy this to completion. There was that pleasure, that anticipation, that need and desire. All of those different sensations ran hot through his body as Master James took everything.

Then it was over.

Master James yanked back.

Josh wanted to collapse. There was that urge to fall onto his side or roll onto his back, bend his knees, and accept this. With his eyes closed, he struggled to catch his breath. When he opened his eyes again, he saw the three of them. There was Master James, Mistress Veronica, and Sabrina Sawyer. They stood there, whispering back and forth.

This was it, Josh's opportunity to speak. He could raise his voice and make them understand that he wouldn't and couldn't do anything like that again.

Instead, Nurse Mindy slipped forward, she put her hand on the nape of his neck, and she squeezed. She tucked him forward, nudging him out of the room.

Behind him, he could hear the others laughing as they considered his progress.

Distantly, he heard someone say before the door closed behind him, “The sissy training is going well, very well!”

Over the intervening weeks, Josh tried to tell himself that nothing had changed. The day after Master James used his opening, Josh struggled to hold onto the idea that he was still the same person he had always been. Besides, getting pumped like that shouldn't have really impacted who he was, what he believed, or how he saw the world.

Despite those quiet promises, Josh couldn't make himself believe any of it.

Instead, he started thinking of himself more and more as a sissy. There were even those moments at night, in his bedroom, when he would slide his hand down between his legs. He'd brush his fingers along his smooth skin or up to the contours of the chastity belt. He'd sense the rigid metal and remember what all of that meant.

Most of all, he couldn't feel the freedom, strength, or dependence before.

For so long, Josh had been confronted by a world where he could make every decision for himself. He had all of this potential. In school, his teachers gave tasks, and there was always the expectation he could do it. He had never really understood the concept of “poor self-esteem”. As far as Josh had been concerned, that sounded like some feeble excuse. Obviously, there were students out there who couldn't handle the stress or rigor of work. To him, they simply sounded weak.

But now, Nurse Mindy, Mistress Veronica, and Master James started giving him instructions. They told him to put on his servant's uniform each morning. He did. They ordered him to wear his makeup. He did. He had to brush his hair and to take on his chores.

He claimed.

The property was massive, of course. They gave him small chores at first. He had to fold laundry and put away those garments. When he first began, he waited for that surge of rebelliousness and defiance.

It didn't come.

Instead, he took on more chores. Nurse Mindy oversaw his behavior from hour to hour. Still, it was Master James and Mistress Veronica, who inspected him, who expected him to perform, to check his work.

When they weren't happy, they could have him shocked or whipped.

During these punishments, he could be stripped naked, chained to a wall within one of the small rooms in their home, left there for a few hours, only to suddenly feel the surge of pain. Boredom and fear would instantly morph into those bursts of agony!

The punishment worked. Or maybe it was just the time. As the weeks rolled into months, he knew that the rest of the world was going on without him. Very rarely, he tried to remember his academic ambitions and everything he had tried to accomplish. He thought about these abstract concepts like a GPA, standardized test scores, and more. He thought of the presentations he had given for his classes, the papers he had written, and everything he had learned.

It was all fading away.

It felt illusory, like the world had become some kind of mirage...or maybe a dream.

And now, he had woken up. This was his life. This was his existence.

Day by day, he worked. Not only that, he could feel himself almost earn the trust of those around him. It was a strange and novel idea, especially because he understood something else. This wasn't a trick or a trap on his part. He wasn't attempting to confuse his trainers, nor did he wish to trick them. Initially, he had that idea.

It had gone nowhere.

Instead, he could feel his obedience grow as he served them.

At one point, Master James and Mistress Veronica had found him while he was washing some dishes. Nurse Mindy had been standing nearby, but the others flanked him now. They had stroked his hair, grabbed his ass, and brushed their fingers along his arms. They had poked him and prodded him, teasing him.

Mistress Veronica asked, “Are you a good sissy?”

“Yes, Mistress,” he had answered. The response had been reflexive, like he hadn't needed to think about it. Instead, the words just fell from his mouth as they expected.

“Good,” Master James had said. “Very good.” That was when he had grabbed this sissy, shoved Josh down onto his hands and knees, lifted his skirt, yanked down his panties, and pulled on his hair. The sissy became a sex toy right then and there! He got used just as hard as before. Master James pumped into him, showing this sissy exactly where he belonged, and what he had become.

Josh hadn't expected it, but as he had gotten taken hard, and the desires had swarmed through his body, it became impossible for him to think clearly. His cock had twitched within his chastity belt, but he hadn't been able to get out. He hadn't been able to fight back. Instead, he remained there like a good servant. He was taken by the Lord of the Manor.

Afterward, he was ordered to get cleaned up, and he had obeyed. When he washed, he had known that the shower would probably be recorded all over again, so he had turned around slowly, showing off his breasts, his tight waist, his flat stomach, his long hair, and his pretty face. He had smiled as he had yearned to earn their approval.

Their approval. He had to be good for Master James and Mistress Veronica.

With this new sense of subservience soaking into him, they decided that he could be invited to the party.

The party.

Mistress Veronica was the one to find him. He had been on his knees washing a window, scrubbing it again and again just to make sure that there weren't any streaks or errant pieces of dust on the glass. She had strolled over to him and touched the top of his head. Then she crouched down, and she looked into his eyes. On his knees, he glanced back at her. “How may I serve you, Mistress Veronica?”

The question came out automatically. Worse, he genuinely wished to know what he could do for her. He wasn't simply avoiding a punishment, nor was he hoping for some chance at a distance escape.

She smiled at him. He saw the red of her lipstick, the sharp curves of her mouth, and he instantly knew that he really would do anything and everything she wanted. For this sissy, there could be no other possibility.

“Tonight, we're having a party. Your task will be easy enough. I want you to walk around with a plate of food for anyone who would like a snack. The caterers will get everything ready for you, and there will always be a tray out in the kitchen for you to carry back into the main chamber. Do you understand?”

“Yes, Mistress. I understand,” he said. As he spoke, he hardly noticed how his voice had shifted. It had risen. Not only that, he was quieter than he had once been. Before he came to their home, he had been aggressive and sharp with everything he said. Back then, he had wanted to practice being an attorney. As such, he always tried to speak with as much confidence as possible. This way, people would learn to respect him.

That night, he obeyed. The party began, the music played, and Josh put on a new uniform. It had a frilly skirt, a tight bodice, lace, and puffy sleeves. He didn't question the high heels he wore or how his uniform showed off his cleavage.

Ultimately, he understood exactly what this meant. His uniform signified slavery.

Once Josh finished brushing his hair and putting on his makeup, he had known that Master James could take him again. Or maybe they would do something else with him.

He tried not to think about that. Instead, he went out there, he confronted the guests, and he saw all of these different people.

Months ago, Josh would have tried to take this as an opportunity. Maybe he would have slipped one of them a note indicating that he really had been taken against his will, and that he needed help. It would have been a bold proposition, only Josh didn't even think of it now. Instead, he did as he was told. He went to the kitchen, to whichever tray one of the employees indicated, and he brought it back out.

Josh saw them. They were rich. They were powerful. Instinctively, he could sense their authority. These were politicians, business leaders, researchers, and tastemakers. They were the ones who could nudge society in one direction or another. Together, their decisions influenced the world's direction.

Somehow, Josh couldn't think about that. Where once he would have seen this as a networking opportunity, he now kept his head down as he served the different individuals.

They plucked overpriced cheeses, expensive meats, and rare slices of fruit from his tray. He didn't know anything about the food he was serving, but they didn't seem to care about his ignorance. Instead, he was a pretty bobble that moved from one cluster of individuals to another. He held out the tray without saying anything, and they didn't acknowledge him either. As far as they were concerned, he was just a servant. First, he brought them food. Second, he acted as a decoration.

In his previous incarnation, Josh would have been incensed. He would have raged at their arrogance. But now, he understood that this really was how it was supposed to work.

Like a good little servant sissy, Josh took out the food, saw the people, and then he looked over to see another group of individuals. One of them motioned for him to approach. He instantly recognized his mother, Master James, and Mistress Veronica.

Josh remained there, his feet locked to the floor for several seconds as he tried to figure out how he should respond to what he should do. The moisture drained away from his mouth as he considered the different possibilities, but he ultimately came to the only real conclusion. He had to go to them. If they wanted him, they could have him.

In his cute little uniform, he rushed forward as he held onto the tray in his hands. His fingers pressed down against the curved, metal edges. Careful not to make a mistake, especially because slipping or dropping the tray would definitely mean he would get punished right there in front of all of these people, the sissy servant presented himself. He stood there.

Sabrina Sawyer smiled at him. Mistress Veronica and Master James considered the creature in front of him. At first, Josh just tried to drop his gaze down to the floor. He didn't want to look at anything. He didn't wish to see anything. He just wanted to give them their appetizers and rush off as quickly as he could.

“Hello,” Sabrina said. “It's so good to see you.”

He glanced back at that woman as the rage surged through his body. He wished he could throw the tray down onto the floor, stamp his foot, and growl something about how she didn't get to talk to him. It would've been childish and extremely foolish.

Josh had been trained, so he knew exactly which words should draw from his mouth, “Yes, Mistress.” Mistress. That was her title. That was how he had to address every woman in that room. They all outranked him because they could own property. He happened to be the kind of property that would be owned. And now, his gaze drifted over to someone else.

Master James noticed. He tilted his head to the side, smirked, and said, “Oh, you haven't met Master Jared yet, have you?”

“No, Master, I haven't.”

“And how long have you been working on this one, James?” Master Jared inquired. He was speaking to his compatriot, yet his focus remained locked on Josh.

At that moment, Josh just wanted to be a cute sissy, someone who wouldn't be noticed. He wanted to be pretty. Most of all, he concentrated on the powerful women and men around him. Somehow, hiding seemed like the easiest approach. And if that didn't work, he wished to please them. He didn't know where that survival instinct came from, but this was the only way for him to avoid any kind of punishment.

Resisting the urge to let his knuckles and fingers tremble while he held onto the tray, Josh knew he hadn't been dismissed. Consequently, he couldn't move. He had to remain there, quiet and unobtrusive. That was what they expected from him. That was what they would get.

Still, he understood he could make a mistake. If he let his control slip, he might do something he would inevitably regret.

“Chastity, I assume?” Master Jared asked.

Sabrina Sawyer reached over and plucked a grape from Josh's trade. She popped it into her mouth and smiled toward her friends.

“Absolutely,” Mistress Veronica said.

Chastity. They were talking about his chastity belt, his denial, and his insistently itching torment. He tried not to think about it, of course, yet Josh still ached for relief. Over those initial days, he had thought about different girls he had known. The urges had grown almost unbearable, especially at night. Despite the exhaustion from his daily training routines, there had been those long minutes and hours where he had been compelled to remain awake, on his back in his room, his eyes open as he stared up into the black overhead.

At some point, the denial had become something else. The urges were still there, only he didn't know how to react to them. Part of him wished for them to remain. Part of him wanted to think of the man he had once been. And yet, he had his breasts, his new face, his long hair, and these other instincts. Master James and Mistress Veronica had done an excellent job with his regimen. They made sure that he felt like he lost more of his old identity each day. They were sending him down, softening those edges and taking away his masculinity. Little by little.

Even standing there, in front of his mother and these others made him feel like that.

“That's excellent,” Master Jared said. “A sissy should never consider pleasure. A sissy should never imagine what it’s like to get an orgasm. Maybe you can leave the desires there, but there's something to be said for fixing them.”

Those last two words made Josh swallow. Without trying, he knew what Master Jared said.

As these powerful individuals talked, Josh continued to stand there. But then, he had been trying not to notice the figure down on their hands and knees. Josh couldn't tell whether that was a woman or a man. Still, there was that bright red blur of leather and latex at the bottom edge of his vision. With his chin slightly inclined, Josh fought hard not to notice.

Ultimately, he failed.

“And what about your slave here? Does that mean they aren't allowed any kind of relief?” Sabrina beamed as she asked. From there, she took a sip from her wine glass as her eyes sparkled. At first, she looked to Master Jared, only then her gaze dropped down toward the figure at his feet.

This time, Josh yielded to the instinct. He glanced down, and he saw the slave.

Master Jared let a note of pride vibrate into his voice as he told the others, “This is Penny. Penny here used to be a pain in my ass. She thought she could blackmail me. Well, I had her sent to Crestwood, and here she is. Isn't she adorable in her uniform?”

Josh didn't know whether or not he’d count that creature down there as “adorable”. He could see the contours of her breasts, her long hair spilling out from her latex uniform, but that was pretty much it. There were her limbs, her narrow torso, the curves of her breasts, and her boots, not that she got to use them while she remained down on her hands and knees. Most of all, he was conscious of one detail.

Penny was imprisoned within that inescapable suit.

“How long?” Mistress Veronica asked.

“How long since Penny here has been allowed to enjoy an orgasm?” Master Jared asked. “She was in chastity for two years before I decided that we should just make it permanent. That's six years altogether,” he said. “Now ask me about the catsuit.”

Josh didn't want to know, yet he hadn't been dismissed.

The others chuckled. Master James grabbed a cracker off of Josh's tray and said, “Go on, sissy. Ask him.”

The others turned to Josh. His face dropped. He didn't know if they could tell underneath his makeup, but Josh gulped. At the same time, he understood that he could end up in a suit just like that. “How long has the sissy been in the suit, Master James?” Josh asked. His voice trembled, but everyone there seemed to enjoy it.

“Six months,” Master Jared replied. “That's six months of sensory deprivation.”

Josh behaved himself.

By this time, he really had no idea how long he had remained with Master James and Mistress Veronica. Even if Nurse Mindy oversaw his behaviors from hour to hour, the couple remained in charge of his punishment. Several more weeks (or had it been months?) had elapsed since the party. At the same time, Josh considered that other sissy. Penny. Her name buzzed in his ears.

At one point, he had been alone in his bed, and he thought about how Master Jared had referred to Penny as sissy. Then, all at once, he put the pieces together. Penny had been a man at one point. He had been a competitor and a rival. He had made the mistake of going up against the wrong man, and now he...she...wore that catsuit. She crawled around. She did whatever that man wanted.

The same thing could happen to Josh.

That fear pumped through his body, granting him the strength to try something.

The latex. The Suit. Not being able to see or hear. He contemplated what that kind of existence would be like, not knowing what was going on in the world outside, simply crawling, being on display, and not even knowing it…

Worst of all, he considered that concept of permanent chastity.

Josh had to try something.

He couldn't convince Nurse Mindy to let him go. Even now, he could look into her eyes and see her complete and total dedication to the Master and Mistress of the house.

Josh hadn't planned this.

One day, his mother came back. She was visiting with her friends, and she hardly acknowledged Josh. She was seated there in one of the small libraries, her legs crossed. She seemed very at ease with herself. Nurse Mindy had ordered him to fetch some snacks and a glass of wine from the kitchen. With practiced ease, Joshua obeyed. He knew exactly where everything went. By this point, he was a beautifully trained sissy slave. His makeup looked perfect, and no one would have been able to recognize him as anything other than a pretty girl. Maybe his shoulders were slightly broader, but that exotic difference actually made him more intriguing, especially considering Dr. Chen's beautiful work on his chest.

But now, he saw his mother, and he could feel something break inside of him.

He couldn't help it. Although she looked relaxed as she sat there in front of the large bay window and stared out at the field beyond, Josh had to try something. He needed to say something.

It wasn't planned. It wasn't some focused idea. He hadn't prepared some grand speech.

Instead, he stood there for several long seconds. She continued to enjoy the view. With this sissy off to the side, Sabrina Sawyer seemed completely relaxed.

Then he moved.

He set the tray aside. He lowered it down onto the coffee table, and he dropped to his knees in front of her. He looked up at this woman, and he started to beg. He couldn't help it! The words fell from his mouth, one after another. Eyes wide, he looked up at her. “Please. Please, help me get out of here? Please! I don't know what you want from me, but I'll give it to you! I'll be the best son you can imagine! I, I will do all of my chores! I can stay home! I can go to school or get a job! Whatever you want! Please, just get me out of here!”

“How dare you?” came the cold retort. “How dare you behave like that?”

It wasn't his mother; it wasn't Sabrina Sawyer, who spoke. Instead, Josh heard those words, and he knew Mistress Veronica's voice as the recognition and fear pumped through his body.

“Mother. Please!”

Silence.

Mistress Veronica wasn't alone. She had started to come into the room right as Josh began to speak. If he had waited only a few seconds longer, then he would have been able to stop himself. If he had started sooner and hadn't hesitated, then those two might not ever know about this. Instead, Master James and Mistress Veronica stood there. She had her hands on her hips, and he watched, his expression cold but not detached. Instantly, Josh understood something simple.

This sissy had misbehaved. Worse, he had embarrassed them!

He jumped to his feet, and he started to stammer out an apology, “Silence!” Mistress Veronica growled back at him.

Right away, he went quiet. He had no choice. The color dissipated from his cheeks, and he could feel that cold soak into his body. On his feet, he kept his knees held together. He didn't know what to do or say. He longed to run, but that wasn't a possibility. Fleeing would only make everything so much worse.

It was already bad. Was already so bad.

All of those realities pumped into him from one second to the next.

For weeks or months, Josh had behaved himself.

He had hoped he had earned some kind of goodwill.

If so, it was gone now!

Sabrina hadn't said anything about him. But now, she turned back toward her friends. She got up, and she walked over to them. Mistress Veronica still looked incensed. Master James glared at the sissy slave. Maybe the couple was waiting for Sabrina to say something. Maybe they wanted to know how she would react and respond.

Finally, she said, “I will leave his punishment to you.”

Punishment. Josh gulped. Mistress Veronica turned, and she walked right over to him. She tilted her head to the side, and she let her gaze sweep across his body as she evaluated him. Right then and there, she was probably trying to figure out where she had gone wrong. Master James stepped beside his wife.

“Speech is simply something this sissy doesn't need,” Master James said.

“What?” Josh squeaked out.

“Exactly,” Mistress Veronica said with a little sneer.

Mistress Veronica had reached into her pocket, pulled out her phone, and entered a message. Only minutes later, Nurse Mindy arrived, and Josh was still blubbering out his apology. Down on his knees, he stared up at the others. They had surrounded him, and he was pleading. A different sort of desperation pumped through his voice, “Please. Please, you don't need to make it so I can't talk!” He wasn't even sure how that would work. “Please! I swear, I won't make this kind of mistake again! Please, Master! Please, Mistress! I will do everything you want!”

Mistress Veronica could have laughed and said something like, “Didn't you just make that promise to Sabrina?” She didn't say it. She wasn't amused.

“You embarrassed us,” Master James stated. “For that, there must be a punishment. And I think we both have some very good ideas. Don't you?”

“Absolutely,” Mistress Veronica said.

Josh had tried to intervene once again. He needed to get them to listen to him. If he could just hold their attention for a few seconds, then maybe he could convince them to change their minds. They could pivot to some other punishment. He didn't care if it would involve the shock collar, a whip, or even extra hours on the treadmill. He would give them whatever they wanted, and he would never make that mistake again! Of that, he was sure!

Nurse Mindy came for him. Even as he continued to blubber out his apologies and promises, she took him. She attached a leash to his collar, and she tugged. When he didn't move right away, she shocked him. The others watched as he cried out. He even looked over at Sabrina, but she just smirked and shook her head from side to side.

Nurse Mindy brought him back into his room. She closed the door. She didn't technically need to lock it. Obviously, he wouldn't be bold enough to try to break out on his own, especially now.

Instead, he lowered himself down onto his knees, and he waited. He silently hoped for the opportunity to see Master James and Mistress Veronica again.

He would get that opportunity, only it wouldn't matter.

A few hours later, Nurse Mindy returned, only she wasn't alone.

The orderly came with her. Josh saw Brad, and his mouth opened. He wanted to cry out, to shout or scream, especially because Brad came with the gurney.

“No,” Josh squeaked out. He shook his head. He jumped to his feet, and he started to stumble back.

The powerful orderly stomped forward, grabbed the sissy, and pulled Josh across the room. He even lifted the sissy up, shoving the slave down onto his back. Then he strapped Josh in position. One restraint looped around his neck, another over his chest, then two more on his wrists and a final pair on his ankles.

Josh knew it was futile, but he couldn't help it. If he couldn't speak, then he wouldn't be able to even hope for the chance to escape. Talking had always been one of his great abilities. He knew how to convince people to do what he wanted. He knew how to get them to listen to him. Or at least, that had always been the case before he came to this country estate.

Thrashing, twisting, and fighting as hard as he could, he didn't have any chance. The orderly pushed the gurney back through the house.

Just a few minutes later, Josh found himself looking at the white walls of the operating room.

The orderly moved quickly. With a pair of scissors, he cut through the uniform Josh had been wearing. Soon, he was naked except for the collar and chastity belt. From there, the orderly removed the restraints.

Josh froze for a moment. His heart kept hammering, but he looked up at the orderly as Brad looked down at him. The man was waiting to see exactly what the sissy would do.

Josh tried to scramble off of the gurney. He wanted to run for it.

The orderly grabbed him, wrapping his arms around Josh's waist, lifting him up, and tossing him down onto the operating table.

Josh kicked out with his feet, his legs frantically slicing through the air as he did his best to break free.

He couldn't connect with anything; he couldn't get away!

Brad manhandled the sissy, shoving him down, spreading his arms, and restraining him one limb at a time.

Even though Josh had adrenaline on his side, the orderly knew what he was doing. In fact, he must’ve restrained plenty of patients before, so Josh wouldn't be any exception. The sissy was red-faced now, his skin hot, little droplets of sweat beading on his brow. The orderly looked utterly relaxed as he moved quickly and efficiently. When he finished, he smiled down at the sissy. “You're lucky your trainers haven't let me play with you.” That was all he said before he turned away.

Josh glanced over at the nurse.

“Do you know what they're going to do to me?”

“I don't!” said the blonde. “I'm sure it's going to be good for you!”

He drew in a breath. He was about to argue with her. Only then, Josh remembered that it would be useless. She had been thoroughly trained. She had been broken. Clearly, Nurse Mindy belonged to these people. She saw them as her owners and superiors. As such, she couldn't and wouldn't ever defy them.

Josh had tried.

Toxic regret spread through his chest.

Clenching his eyes shut, he tried to think of something he could do or say.

Only then, the door opened, and he saw her again.

Dr. Chen.

She walked forward, grabbed a syringe, and quickly injected Josh.

The paralysis spread through his body.

She looked down into his eyes. He couldn't see most of her face while she wore that surgical mask, but she told him anyway, “Your trainers have decided that you need piercings and several collagen injections. Are you ready?”

Ridiculously, he jerked his head back and forth all over again.

“You're ready,” she promised him.

She reached over, opened one of the drawers, and pulled out the piercing gun. He saw it, and he tried to say something, only now he couldn't feel his mouth. His lips and tongue had gone silent, as though he simply lost access to those parts of his body. Josh couldn't even shake his head this time. Instead, he remained right there. He couldn't move his arms and legs. He could struggle and squirm, but he didn't see the point even as she opened his mouth, reached in with a pair of clamps, and forced his tongue out. Then she started to pierce him.

He clenched his eyes shut each time he heard the piercings as they bit down through his flesh. There was that acrid flavor at the back of his throat. His stomach twisted.

She wasn't done.

First, there were six piercings.

From there, she reached for another syringe. She started with his bottom lip first. She went for his right side, then the center, then the left. She gave him those injections, one after another. Simultaneously, Josh closed his eyes. Despite the paralytic, he could still feel the needle as it punctured his skin. Or maybe that was just some kind of psychosomatic response.

When she finished with the bottom half of his mouth, she worked on the top. Dr. Chen moved with mechanical efficiency. She knew exactly what she was doing, and she made these modifications, one after another. When she finished, she looked down at her work once more, pulled off her surgical gown, and left the room.

He didn't want to see it. He didn't want to know. He had awoken in his bed, but he could feel the differences instantly. There was this strange warmth pulsating along his lips. Not only that, he pushed his tongue up against the roof of his mouth, and he could feel those piercings.

“You're going to have to get up,” Nurse Mindy told him. He had already known that, of course. As much as he wished otherwise, he couldn't just stay there on his bed, staring upward. He couldn't simply probe the changes to his body.

He hadn't seen the differences, only now he dreaded what he would find.

“Come on, sleepyhead,” Nurse Mindy said with too much joy in her voice as she grabbed him by his wrist and pulled him back up onto his feet.

Still naked, he stumbled to his feet. She pushed him up in front of the mirror. She pulled those loose bangs of hair behind his ears, and she presented him to the mirror.

He looked.

He saw his inflated lips, the added color, and then he opened his mouth. “That's me,” he tried to say.

The words came out muddled and incoherent. He tried again. He tried to articulate himself. He made random, wet sounds. As those little noises hit the air, he heard them and realized what had happened. Those sounds weren't words. No one would understand him.

“You know, from now on, it's probably better if you were seen and not heard,” she said. Then she leaned over and whispered, “That's okay. I'm sure the piercings are going to mean you can give amazing oral.” She giggled like she had said something naughty, and then she grabbed him, because it was time for this sissy to get back to his training.

Josh didn't make any other mistakes. Even if he wanted to speak, he couldn't. Technically, there were other options for him. He could have thrown a punch or kicked a wall. He could have tried to damage some of the property on the estate.

He didn't.

Even if that idea occurred to him as some vague abstraction, he knew better than to make any real attempt. Instead, he did as he was told again and again.

Days, weeks, and months passed. Life was simple enough. He worked out. He endured all of his training, and he offered his services. If he didn't, he already knew what the consequences could be.

Dr. Chen was still out there; the master and mistress could call her back.

Still, there was that other idea that sometimes floated behind his eyes. Josh wondered about Penny, this sissy trapped in the catsuit. Whenever that reality occurred to him, Josh knew he was lucky. Losing the ability to speak had been terrible, but he could still see. He could still hear. Not only that, there was the possibility that he could be released from his chastity belt.

It wasn't permanent.

That permanent loss seemed like too much, like the reality would break him.

Before his abduction, he had envisioned different scenarios for his life. He thought about his girlfriends, and he thought about the different ways he could enjoy himself. For other men, sex had been some kind of achievement. Seducing a woman would be the highlight of a year or even longer. For Josh, it had always seemed so simple, like he instinctively understood what it took to dance between the different things a girl needed to hear.

But now, he was about to experience something else as he presented himself in the living room. First, he saw his mother. There was that twinge. Instinct to plead with her pumped through his body. Again, only then he saw her guest.

Emma.

When he saw her, the heat lasted across his body.

It was his ex-girlfriend. He remembered their last conversation, and those snide comments.

He opened his mouth.

“You probably shouldn't say anything,” Emma said as she rose from her seat. “Just present yourself.” Then she glanced over at his mother. Clearly, Emma hadn't known exactly what to expect, but she had understood that he had gone through something of a transformation. She didn't look shocked. Instead, there was something else on her face…

It was amusement.

She was enjoying this.

Instantly, his instincts as a sissy kicked in, and he understood that this woman wouldn't try to help him. If anything, she probably hated him for everything he had done and said. He had played with her emotions, and now she got to see what the consequences of his actions had been. For her, it was close to perfect.

She had ordered him to present himself, so he parted his legs slightly, crossed his wrists behind his back, inclined his head, and stared forward. In that moment, he became little more than a doll.

She knew this. She had understood what the command would do to him.

Emma circled him. She was just as pretty as before. Now she casually stepped up to this sissy and tilted his head to the left, then the right. She smirked as she enjoyed herself. “You know, your mother told me that you had gotten out of line. Is that why you need those pretty piercings in your mouth?” At this point, she forced to separate his plump lips. She looked, and she saw the glistening steel curving along his tongue.

Josh couldn't answer. If he had tried, he would just make another mumbling noise.

She patted him on the head, laughed, and said, “Okay. I think this could be fun. You're sure you don't mind if I use him?”

“Not at all,” Sabrina said. “Would you like some privacy?”

“You don't mind?”

Privacy? What did that mean?

Josh tried to process the different implications, but Sabrina smiled and soon excused herself. Suddenly, he was alone with his ex-girlfriend. All at once, he wanted to motion to her for them to leave. He needed to convey exactly what had happened to him.

“You hurt me,” she said, bringing all of those other thoughts to a halt. “You hurt me, Josh, so I think it's perfectly fine. If you are transformed just like this. Talk? You don't need to talk. You never had anything worth saying. You loved to lie and manipulate people. But guess what? I get to see you just like this. Yes, I do.” She reached up and tapped his bottom lip with the pad of her finger. Then she laughed. “You look amazing like this. You look like such a stupid little slut!”

He opened his mouth. He yearned to argue. Then he closed his mouth because he knew it would be futile. She was right. He was a plaything, a toy, and a sissy slave. There were no other possible ways to describe him, especially after the long months of training he had received.

“But don't worry,” she said. “You get to do one thing for me before I leave. Well, one other thing. Seeing you like this has definitely been a treat.”

He wanted to ask her what she had in mind. Josh needed to know.

Emma seemed to sense this. That's why his ex-girlfriend allowed him to soak in the different possibilities. Then she changed her mind and said, “I want you to know something. When I first heard about your abduction, I was actually thinking about helping you escape. I mean, this is cruel. It's barbaric! Just look at you!” She swept her gaze up and down his body. She studied his corset, his skirt, his tights and his high heels. But then, she brought her eyes back up toward his face, and she shook her head. “I was thinking about trying to help you escape, but then I changed my mind. I think this is going to be better for you. I think your mother is right. This is where you belong. This is who you should be.”

No!

Eyes blazing, he tried to get her to change her mind with just the focus of his stare. With that look, Josh thought to get her to change her mind.

“But before I say goodbye to you, I was thinking you could give me a farewell gift,” she said. That was when she sat down, spread her arms along the back of the couch and watched him. A different kind of desire spread across her face while she continued to study the sissy in front of her. “On your knees.”

He fell forward. Technically, Emma wasn't a trainer. She didn't have the title of Mistress, either. Even so, he fell to his knees before her.

“Crawl over here,” she said as she spread her knees. “And lick me. I want you to make me come nice and hard. Let's see what your new piercings feel like, shall we?”

His eyes widened, and he yearned to call out some response. He was supposed to tell her that she couldn't do this. It wasn't right. It wasn't fair.

In this household, those concepts didn't mean anything.

He had no choice. He crawled forward. At the same time, he could feel that obedience surging through him. Suddenly, she peeled back her skirt to reveal that she wasn't wearing any panties. He saw the curves of her inner thighs and the tuft of pubic hair.

Back when he had dated girls, he had made it clear that he wouldn't go down on them. As far as he had been concerned, oral sex was only something a girl would do. But now, he was a sissy, so he had no choice. He slid his head up between her legs, and he positioned himself.

“Lick,” she said. With that one simple word, she forced his obedience. He had no choice but to comply.

At this point, Josh honestly believed that he was no longer susceptible to any kind of shame. He thought embarrassment had been burned out of him.

He was wrong.

As he began to service his ex-girlfriend, he clenched his eyes shut and tried to hide it. Even then, he couldn't ignore the taste of her excitement, the heat pulsating off of her pussy, or any of the other sensations that pumped through his body. He was really doing this. He really had become a sissy. Before, it had been so easy to manipulate this girl and young women just like her! And there, he wished he could just play with her, flirt with her, tease her, and mock her, just as he had always done without her even realizing what was happening.

But now, Josh worshiped her body. He went in deep. His tongue darted along the swollen curves of her clit. At the same time, he couldn't block out that taste. Revulsion and embarrassment smeared across his mind as he continued to pleasure her.

Before his abduction, Josh never would have viewed this girl as his equal. He was supposed to be ambitious and ruthless, relentless and unstoppable. She was just supposed to be a cute girl. She was supposed to be someone he could control!

But now, she reached down, sliding her fingers through his hair and taking a firm grip with each hand. She held on tight as she forced his head up, then down, forward and back. She pumped his face as she used him, turning him into a living and reactive dildo. At the same time, her breathing came faster. He could hear those quick, eager little rafts as she breathed in and out.

“That's right,” she said. “You like that, don't you? You need it, don't you? This is what a sissy lives for!”

He wished he could answer. He needed to shoot back something sharp and insulting. Even if he would have regretted it, Josh could have taken the risk. Instead, he kept licking. With that overriding sense of subjugation, he slid his tongue, up and down, in tight little circles, all for her. He worshiped her opening, giving her the satisfaction she craved.

Earlier in their relationship, Emma had asked him on multiple occasions if he would consider going down on her. Each time, he had said no. At first, he had been diplomatic about it. Later on, he laughed at her. He made it sound like no guy would ever give her something like that.

Lapping at her pussy, he felt her hands at the back of his skull again. She pushed him up right along her slit. Even deeper now, he licked. He swept his tongue along the walls of her crevice.

She squeezed his cheeks with her inner thighs. She was close, so incredibly close. Within just another second or two, she came hard! The explosion of pleasure radiated off of her. Worse, he could feel his cock twitch within his chastity case. He may have been just a sissy, but he still had that yearning, buried deep within his body. Programmed into his DNA, those urges had never gone away. Even though he had been taken himself, like some pathetic slut, Josh still yearned for release.

She pulled back. She looked down at him.

“What did you think of that?”

“Thank you for the opportunity to serve you,” he tried to say, only the words came out muddled and useless. After his latest modifications, there was no way for this sissy to speak. She knew it, but she loved taunting him with that inescapable truth. He kept his eyes downcast. His mouth shined, only it had nothing to do with the lipstick he often wore.

“You really are a sissy now, aren't you?”

He started to answer. She touched a finger to his bloated lips. “It's okay. Don't speak. We both know I won't be able to understand you anyway.” She threw her head back, laughed, and rose to her feet.

Still on his knees, he wished he could answer. He wanted to say something, anything. He needed this young woman to change her mind. After all, she was supposed to believe in social justice and a bunch of other abstractions that should have applied right then and there. Instead, she stopped in the doorway, turned around, and waved goodbye to her ex-boyfriend. That sissy just wasn't worth her time, not when she was gorgeous and could go find a real man.

“Wake up, Josh. Wake up. We have something special to celebrate,” she said to him.

At first, he thought it had to be Nurse Mindy. Only then, he realized that the voice was familiar, but it didn't belong to the girl who had followed him around or enforced his training protocols. It was someone else.

For another moment or two, Josh embraced the idea that all of his time back with Master James and Mistress Veronica had been some kind of bizarre dream. Even if he could remember almost an entire year of subjugation and humiliation, he still wanted to think of himself as a boy back home. He could go to class, hang out with his friends, date girls, and plan for the future.

That wasn't how it worked.

“Wake up, Josh,” Sabrina Sawyer said to him again.

He opened his eyes, and he saw his mother.

Right away, he tried to talk to her. He fought to speak until he felt the studs in his mouth and along his altered tongue.

He couldn't talk!

She reached down, brushed her fingers along his cheek and up through his hair. It had grown out a lot in the last couple of months. She smiled, kissed him on the forehead, and said, “We have something special for you today. Go on. Get dressed. Put on something cute.”

She stepped out of the room, leaving him there to obey.

Josh got dressed. He put on a pair of black boots, a dark gray skirt, and a white tank top with a built-in bra that would squeeze his mounds and show off his cleavage to the maximum effect. Reluctantly, he brushed his hair, put on his makeup, and stepped out into the hallway, where his mother was waiting for him.

As he had worked, his heart had skipped faster and faster. Part of him wondered if maybe she was going to take him home. It was a lovely idea, but he saw her face again, and there was something amused playing across her face. Somehow, he didn't think this would mean his release.

Along with Master James and Mistress Veronica, Sabrina had something else in mind.

She escorted him back through the mansion. At this point, he knew his way around, only he didn't know where they were going.

She opened the door for him, and she guided him into the drawing room. He saw the big windows, the works of art along the walls, and of those sculptures in the corners. More than that, he saw Master James, Mistress Veronica, and their other guest.

Master Jared.

Josh quickly turned back to face his mother. She saw him, smiled, and said, “Don't worry. It's okay.”

He didn't understand what she meant by that. But now, she walked forward, and then she stepped behind him before she raised her hands and pushed her palms down against his shoulders.

Josh fell to his knees. He looked up at the owners of the house and the guests. Sabrina slipped into his field of vision, and she told the others, “Master James. Mistress Veronica. I just want to thank both of you for all of your hard work and for the opportunity for Josh here to be retrained. But now, I think it's time for us to acknowledge that he should move on.”

Josh opened his mouth. He longed to cry out. He wanted to shout and demand answers. Better yet, he wished he could plead for the opportunity to go home. But even as hope and fear combined at the pit of his stomach, Mistress Veronica reached out and gave her friend a hug. “Always. You know, we are always here for you. Whatever you need, we are on your side.”

“Thank you for that,” Sabrina replied. Only now, she looked over at Master Jared. “If I check my account now, will the money be there?”

“I made the transfer more than an hour ago,” he promised. “But still, I might be marginally insulted if you felt the compulsion to check.”

“Don't worry,” Sabrina said with a quick wave of her hand through the air. “I'm just teasing you.”

“Indeed,” he said. Even if he was speaking with Josh’s mother, he turned back to the sissy. “The important thing is that I make this purchase right here and right now.”

“Purchase?” Josh tried to ask.

Before Sabrina could say anything, Master Jared chuckled. “That's right, sissy. Your mother here has decided that she wants a payday. Well, it's more than that, I suppose.”

“I think you will be the ideal master for this sissy.”

“You know what I enjoy, don't you?”

“I do,” Sabrina said. By now, her expression hardened. The jovial amusement from before had disappeared. “But maybe you want to tell him?”

Josh had an idea.

He thought back to the other sissy, her long mane and everything she had endured. He remembered the shape of her body within the suit, the captivity, and the knowledge that she would never be able to escape.

“Josh, you now belong to me. That means we're going to give you a new name. Before I tell you.” He lifted his hand, brushed along his cheek, and he nodded, “Kitten. That's going to be your name from now on. You are Kitten, my sweet little sissy, and you're going to crawl around at my feet. And yes, you will wear a collar, and it will have a sweet bell.”

“No…” Josh tried to say. Again, he couldn't make his tongue dance to shape any kind of real word. Instead, he made that moaning little sound from deep in his throat as he tried to deny the future he faced.

“Yes,” Master Jared replied smoothly. Even if they couldn't understand exactly what Josh had tried to say, it was easy enough to guess, based on that horrified look dancing over his features. “In a few days or weeks, I'm going to have you fully enhanced. That means your breasts are going to be bigger, your waist is going to be smaller, and we're definitely going to need to do something about marking you. I think a tattoo,” he said. “Then again, branding, you might be easier.”

His eyes widened. They moistened almost immediately.

“But before we get there, you need to understand that you're going to be just like Penny. But you, Kitten, are going in a different kind of suit. Different but similar. And yes, it's going to involve a permanent chastity belt. It's going to be locked on, the key broken, the opening filled. No one will ever be able to get that titanium reinforced chastity cage off of you. You're about to lose access to your little sissy part.”

Breathing faster, Josh looked back at Master Jared. Simultaneously, he tried to think of what he could say or offer. A blow job? His ass? Only right then and there, he could tell that Master Jared wanted his captivity. That was what this man craved above all else. There were no other priorities, no other secret desires.

Most of all, Josh understood that this man could have all of it.

He walked over, leaned down, and looked right at the sissy slave. “Your name is Kitten. Nod your pretty head, Kitten.”

Josh wouldn't do it. He tried so hard to fight. And yet, his heart kept pounding faster and faster. He was right there on his knees in front of these people, and they had already broken him. He realized that within just a few more seconds. The fear may have granted him some small relief, yet Kitten nodded her head.

Like a good girl, Kitten looked up at her Master.

“Very good,” he said. “But that does raise an interesting question.”

“Oh?” Sabrina asked.

Mistress Veronica laughed, “Do you want the sissy to get an orgasm before she is locked in permanent chastity?”

“I hadn't thought about that,” Sabrina said.

Kitten dropped her head down against her chest. Breathing in and out, she could accept her new status. She could accept the reality of what was happening. She even understood she would go back into the operating room for other surgeries. And when she came out, she really would be just a ditzy plaything for this powerful man. But she couldn't take permanent chastity!

Unfortunately for Kitten, she wasn't strong enough to figure something else out. She wasn't smart enough or clever enough.

At the same time, Sabrina continued to wobble her head from side to side. “It's a very big decision. I understand that you are going to lock her up, but should she get one more orgasm?”

“I think she deserves one more,” Mistress Veronica said.

“What do you think, Master James?” Sabrina asked.

Master James glanced back down at the sissy slave. Opening his mouth slightly, he touched the tip of his tongue against his incisors as he contemplated the different variables. Finally, he said, “I think one more would be a good idea. Let the little sissy remember exactly what she is about to lose.”

Kitten didn't know what to do or how to fix this.

“On your hands and knees,” Sabrina said.

Kitten obeyed. “Nurse Mindy, can you get some restraints for her?”

“Absolutely,” said the nurse before she scurried off. In the meantime, Sabrina crouched down beside the sissy who had once been her son. “Kitten,” she said, almost testing the syllables out. “I like it. It's going to fit your new existence. And don't worry. From what I understand, Master Jared already has your suit ready for you. We're going to zip you up, lock you in, and you won't have to think about hearing or seeing anything for a very long time. How long do you think you'll be able to keep her locked up like that?”

“Unending, for at least a decade,” he said.

A decade?

Kitten heard those words, but she couldn't understand what they meant. After all, she was young. A decade seemed nearly endless for her!

The nurse came back, and she dropped the restraint planks down on the floor. Kitten saw them, and she understood how these would work. She would be bound by her wrists, elbows, knees and ankles. Trapped on all fours, she wouldn't be able to get away or move her limbs.

“Into position,” Sabrina said.

Master James and Mistress Veronica both watched as the sissy complied. She slipped in the position, and now she could feel the restraint as they were tightened around her limbs. Just as she had suspected, all eight restraints were soon locked on. Just like that, she was trapped in that position.

Sabrina held out her hand, and someone gave her the key.

She unlocked Kitten's chastity belt!

“Look at that. Your cute little cock has definitely shrunk down over the last year.”

A year. Kitten just heard that confirmation, and she knew it was true. It was undeniable. This was her life now. This was the existence she faced, only she turned her head and peered up at Master Jared. Right away, she knew that he wasn't joking.

A decade.

A decade in a catsuit. A decade bound. Blind and deaf, she would have to crawl after him. He would tug on her leash, and that cute pet would follow wherever he wished for her to go.

With the belt pulled away, Sabrina reached up, and she stroked his cock. “You know, I could stop right here and now,” she taunted him. “I don't have to let you have the completion.”

That was true; she was right.

Even if he didn't want to believe it, he understood the reality of his situation. His heart kicked faster, and she tried again to speak. Fresh incoherence left her mouth.

Sabrina began to stroke at the sissy. She started to glide her fingers along that adorably erect shaft. Kitten started to moan. This time, she wasn't speaking. She knew better than to talk.

“There we go. Just remember, this is the last one. You want to make it last. After this, you won't ever get another orgasm. Master James is going to keep you locked up. He is going to make sure that you never, ever get out!” As she made those promises, Sabrina made this sound like something he could look forward to.

Kitten understood the reality.

She squeezed. She stroked him. She taunted him and played with him from one moment to the next.

Kitten did her best to hold out. She believed them. She believed everything they told her!

But now, she lost control. As she got touched and stimulated, the desires overwhelmed her! She could feel that throbbing. She grunted. She moaned. She panted like a horny little animal as the need spun into something unstoppable.

It was done.

With her head bowed down, she could already smell the ejaculate as the aroma wafted up onto the air.

Sabrina released the restraint. “Lick it up,” she said.

The sissy slave obeyed, bowing her head down. Her tongue slid along the tiled floor.

Eyes shut, she forgot about the catsuit.

Nurse Mindy pushed it down onto the floor, and then they stripped her. Working together, Master Jared and Mistress Veronica and Master James and Sabrina and Nurse Mindy shoved her down into that suit. Before they locked her in completely, they locked her into another chastity belt. She could feel the leather squeeze against her toes, calves, knees and thighs. Her arm slid into the sleeves, and they zipped her up.

“That was your last orgasm,” Master James said. “That was your last taste of pleasure. After this, it's only pain for you, sissy. Have fun, Kitten.” As he said those words, he zipped her up, blinding her, deafening her, and making sure that he really would own her for at least another decade. After that, maybe he would sell her, maybe he would keep her, or maybe he would just share her with all of his friends. There were so many possibilities, and he obviously didn't have to decide just yet. Instead, he started to think about Kitten's next set of modifications.

The End


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.

OEBPS/image_rsrc9X1.jpg
Verger's Vicious Treatments

Amanda
Carver





OEBPS/nav.xhtml

Table of contents

		The Verger Treatment

		Verger’s Pack

		Verger’s Dolls

		Verger’s Wager

		Bride Boy

		Verger’s Menagerie

		Cuts and Corrections

		Verger’s Transformation

		Want more?




Guide

		Cover

		Beginning

		Table of Contents




		1

		2

		3

		4

		5

		6

		7

		8

		9

		10

		11

		12

		13

		14

		15

		16

		17

		18

		19

		20

		21

		22

		23

		24

		25

		26

		27

		28

		29

		30

		31

		32

		33

		34

		35

		36

		37

		38

		39

		40

		41

		42

		43

		44

		45

		46

		47

		48

		49

		50

		51

		52

		53

		54

		55

		56

		57

		58

		59

		60

		61

		62

		63

		64

		65

		66

		67

		68

		69

		70

		71

		72

		73

		74

		75

		76

		77

		78

		79

		80

		81

		82

		83

		84

		85

		86

		87

		88

		89

		90

		91

		92

		93

		94

		95

		96

		97

		98

		99

		100

		101

		102

		103

		104

		105

		106

		107

		108

		109

		110

		111

		112

		113

		114

		115

		116

		117

		118

		119

		120

		121

		122

		123

		124

		125

		126

		127

		128

		129

		130

		131

		132

		133

		134

		135

		136

		137

		138

		139

		140

		141

		142

		143

		144

		145

		146

		147

		148

		149

		150

		151

		152

		153

		154

		155

		156

		157

		158

		159

		160

		161

		162

		163

		164

		165

		166

		167

		168

		169

		170

		171

		172

		173

		174

		175

		176

		177

		178

		179

		180

		181

		182

		183

		184

		185

		186

		187

		188

		189

		190

		191

		192

		193

		194

		195

		196

		197

		198

		199

		200

		201

		202

		203

		204

		205

		206

		207

		208

		209

		210

		211

		212

		213

		214

		215

		216

		217

		218

		219

		220

		221

		222

		223

		224

		225

		226

		227

		228

		229

		230

		231

		232

		233

		234

		235

		236

		237

		238

		239

		240

		241

		242

		243

		244

		245

		246

		247

		248

		249

		250

		251

		252

		253

		254

		255

		256

		257

		258

		259

		260

		261

		262

		263

		264

		265

		266

		267

		268

		269

		270

		271

		272

		273

		274

		275

		276

		277

		278

		279

		280

		281

		282

		283

		284

		285

		286

		287

		288

		289

		290

		291

		292

		293

		294

		295

		296

		297

		298

		299

		300

		301

		302

		303

		304

		305

		306

		307

		308

		309

		310

		311

		312

		313

		314

		315

		316

		317

		318

		319

		320

		321

		322

		323

		324

		325

		326

		327

		328

		329

		330

		331

		332

		333

		334

		335

		336

		337

		338

		339

		340

		341

		342

		343

		344

		345

		346

		347

		348

		349

		350

		351

		352

		353

		354

		355

		356

		357

		358

		359

		360

		361

		362

		363

		364

		365

		366

		367

		368

		369

		370

		371

		372

		373

		374

		375

		376

		377

		378

		379

		380

		381

		382

		383

		384

		385

		386

		387

		388

		389

		390

		391

		392

		393

		394

		395

		396

		397

		398

		399

		400

		401

		402

		403

		404

		405

		406

		407

		408

		409

		410

		411

		412

		413

		414

		415

		416

		417

		418

		419

		420

		421

		422

		423

		424

		425

		426

		427

		428

		429

		430

		431

		432

		433

		434

		435

		436

		437

		438

		439

		440

		441

		442

		443

		444

		445

		446

		447

		448

		449

		450

		451

		452

		453

		454

		455

		456

		457

		458

		459

		460

		461

		462

		463

		464

		465

		466

		467

		468

		469

		470

		471

		472

		473

		474

		475

		476

		477

		478

		479

		480

		481

		482

		483

		484

		485

		486

		487

		488

		489

		490

		491

		492

		493

		494

		495

		496

		497

		498

		499

		500

		501

		502

		503

		504

		505

		506

		507

		508

		509

		510

		511

		512

		513

		514

		515

		516

		517

		518

		519

		520

		521

		522

		523

		524

		525

		526

		527

		528

		529

		530

		531

		532

		533

		534

		535

		536

		537

		538

		539

		540

		541

		542

		543

		544

		545

		546

		547

		548

		549

		550

		551

		552

		553

		554

		555

		556

		557

		558

		559

		560

		561

		562

		563

		564

		565

		566

		567

		568

		569

		570

		571

		572

		573

		574

		575

		576

		577

		578

		579

		580

		581

		582

		583

		584

		585

		586

		587

		588

		589

		590

		591

		592

		593

		594

		595

		596

		597

		598

		599

		600

		601

		602

		603

		604

		605

		606

		607

		608

		609

		610

		611

		612

		613

		614

		615

		616

		617

		618

		619

		620

		621

		622

		623

		624

		625

		626

		627

		628

		629

		630

		631

		632

		633

		634

		635

		636

		637

		638

		639

		640

		641

		642

		643

		644

		645

		646

		647

		648

		649

		650

		651

		652

		653

		654

		655

		656

		657

		658

		659

		660

		661

		662

		663

		664

		665

		666

		667

		668

		669

		670

		671

		672

		673

		674

		675

		676

		677

		678

		679

		680

		681

		682

		683

		684

		685

		686

		687

		688

		689

		690

		691

		692

		693

		694

		695

		696

		697

		698

		699

		700

		701

		702

		703

		704

		705

		706

		707

		708

		709

		710

		711

		712

		713

		714

		715

		716

		717

		718

		719

		720

		721

		722

		723

		724

		725

		726

		727

		728

		729

		730

		731

		732

		733

		734

		735

		736

		737

		738

		739

		740

		741

		742

		743

		744

		745

		746

		747

		748

		749

		750

		751

		752

		753

		754

		755

		756

		757

		758

		759

		760

		761

		762

		763

		764

		765

		766

		767

		768

		769

		770

		771

		772

		773

		774

		775

		776

		777

		778

		779

		780

		781

		782

		783

		784

		785

		786

		787

		788

		789

		790

		791

		792

		793

		794

		795

		796

		797

		798

		799

		800

		801

		802

		803

		804

		805

		806

		807

		808

		809

		810

		811

		812

		813

		814

		815

		816

		817

		818

		819

		820

		821

		822

		823

		824

		825

		826

		827

		828

		829

		830

		831

		832

		833

		834

		835

		836

		837

		838

		839

		840

		841

		842

		843

		844

		845

		846

		847

		848

		849

		850

		851

		852

		853

		854

		855

		856

		857

		858

		859

		860

		861

		862

		863

		864

		865

		866

		867

		868

		869

		870

		871

		872

		873

		874

		875

		876

		877

		878

		879

		880

		881

		882

		883

		884

		885

		886

		887

		888

		889

		890

		891

		892

		893

		894

		895

		896

		897

		898

		899

		900

		901

		902

		903

		904

		905

		906

		907

		908

		909

		910

		911

		912

		913

		914

		915

		916

		917

		918

		919

		920

		921

		922

		923

		924

		925

		926

		927

		928

		929

		930

		931

		932

		933

		934

		935

		936

		937

		938

		939

		940

		941

		942

		943

		944

		945

		946

		947

		948

		949

		950

		951

		952

		953

		954

		955

		956

		957

		958

		959

		960

		961

		962

		963

		964

		965

		966

		967

		968

		969

		970

		971

		972

		973

		974

		975

		976

		977

		978

		979

		980

		981

		982

		983

		984

		985

		986

		987

		988

		989

		990

		991

		992

		993

		994

		995

		996

		997

		998

		999

		1000

		1001

		1002

		1003

		1004

		1005

		1006

		1007

		1008

		1009

		1010

		1011

		1012

		1013

		1014

		1015

		1016

		1017

		1018

		1019

		1020

		1021

		1022

		1023

		1024

		1025

		1026

		1027

		1028

		1029

		1030

		1031

		1032

		1033

		1034

		1035

		1036

		1037

		1038

		1039

		1040

		1041

		1042

		1043

		1044

		1045

		1046

		1047

		1048

		1049

		1050

		1051

		1052

		1053

		1054

		1055

		1056

		1057

		1058

		1059

		1060

		1061

		1062

		1063

		1064

		1065

		1066

		1067

		1068

		1069

		1070

		1071

		1072

		1073






