

Chapter 1: The Breakdown

The Grand Ballroom of the International Psychology Conference was packed with over eight hundred of the brightest minds in the field. Dr. Maggie Turner stood at the podium, notes trembling slightly in her hands, delivering what was supposed to be the keynote address of the afternoon.

“...and so we must remember that vulnerability is not weakness,” she said, her voice steady but tight. “It is the foundation of true therapeutic connection—”

A sharp laugh cut through the room. It came from her own throat.

Maggie froze. The sound had escaped before she could stop it — high, brittle, and completely unprofessional. The audience shifted uncomfortably.

She cleared her throat and tried to continue. “As I was saying, the patient’s trust requires—”

Another laugh. Louder this time. Her shoulders started shaking.

Stop it. Stop it right now.

But the laughter kept coming. Tears pricked at the corners of her eyes as her carefully constructed presentation crumbled. The words on her slides blurred. Her heart hammered against her ribs like it wanted to break free.

“Dr. Turner?” the moderator asked softly from the side of the stage.

Maggie gripped the podium until her knuckles turned white. Her breathing grew rapid and shallow.

“I can’t—” she whispered into the microphone. Then louder: “I can’t do this anymore.”

The room fell into stunned silence.

She looked out at the sea of faces — colleagues, rivals, former professors — all watching her with mixtures of concern and secondhand embarrassment. The weight of their stares crushed her.

“I’m supposed to be the expert,” she said, voice cracking. “I tell people how to fix their minds every day. But mine is broken. It’s been broken for years and I’ve been pretending. I’m so fucking tired of pretending.”

A sob tore from her throat. She ripped the lavalier microphone off her blouse and threw it onto the stage.

“I don’t know how to help anyone! I can barely help myself!”

Security was already moving toward the stage as Maggie’s legs gave out. She collapsed to her knees behind the podium, sobbing uncontrollably in front of the entire conference.

By the time they reached her, she was rocking back and forth, arms wrapped tightly around herself, whispering the same sentence over and over:

“I need help… I need real help…”



Two days later, Dr. Maggie Turner sat in the luxurious intake office of the Eden Grove Institute, hands folded tightly in her lap. The facility was world-renowned — discreet, expensive, and supposedly the best private psychiatric hospital in the country.

The man sitting across from her was Dr. Victor Lang, the institute’s director. Tall, distinguished, with sharp silver-threaded hair and calm, piercing gray eyes. His presence was magnetic.

“I reviewed the footage from the conference,” he said gently. “A very public breakdown. That must have been incredibly difficult for you, Dr. Turner.”

Maggie nodded, unable to meet his eyes. “I’ve been… struggling for a long time. Anxiety. Burnout. Imposter syndrome. I thought I could manage it. Clearly I was wrong.”

Dr. Lang leaned forward, his voice warm and reassuring. “You made the right choice coming here. Many brilliant minds reach this point. The mind is a delicate instrument. Sometimes it needs… recalibration.”

He slid a thick intake packet across the desk.

“This is completely voluntary. But I believe we can help you here, Maggie. Deep, intensive treatment. Cutting-edge methods. You’ll be safe. You’ll be cared for.”

Maggie hesitated for only a moment before picking up the pen.

She signed.

As she did, Dr. Lang watched her with a faint, satisfied smile that never reached his eyes.

“Welcome to Eden Grove, Dr. Turner. I’m going to take very good care of you.”

Maggie felt a strange flutter in her chest — relief mixed with something she couldn’t quite name.

She had no idea she had just signed herself into hell.


Chapter 2: Voluntary Commitment

Dr. Maggie Turner’s first full day at Eden Grove Institute felt strangely peaceful.

The facility was more like a luxury resort than a psychiatric hospital. Floor-to-ceiling windows overlooked manicured gardens. The rooms were spacious and elegantly furnished. Soft classical music played through hidden speakers. It was easy to forget this was a place for broken minds.

A kind nurse had helped her settle in the night before. They had taken her phone, laptop, and most of her personal belongings “for the first phase of treatment.” Maggie hadn’t argued. She was too exhausted to fight.

Now, at 9:00 a.m., she sat across from Dr. Victor Lang again in his private office for her official intake evaluation. She wore the institute’s standard patient attire: soft gray lounge pants and a matching long-sleeve top. Comfortable. Non-restrictive. Slightly infantilizing.

Dr. Lang smiled warmly as he reviewed her file.

“You’ve had an impressive career, Maggie. Top of your class at Stanford. Published papers on trauma-informed therapy. And yet here you are.” He looked up, eyes kind but piercing. “Tell me — when did you first realize something was wrong?”

Maggie shifted uncomfortably. “A long time ago. I’ve always been… high-strung. But the last two years have been brutal. The pressure to publish, the conferences, the patients who don’t get better no matter what I do. I started having panic attacks before every presentation. Then the breakdown happened.”

Dr. Lang nodded slowly. “And how does that make you feel now?”

“Embarrassed,” she admitted. “Ashamed. Like I’ve failed at the one thing I’m supposed to be good at — understanding the mind.”

“Interesting,” he murmured. He stood and walked around his desk, stopping behind her chair. “May I?”

Maggie nodded. Dr. Lang placed his hands gently on her shoulders. His touch was warm and confident.

“Close your eyes for a moment, Maggie. Just breathe with me. In… and out. That’s it. You’re safe here. No judgments. No expectations. Just let your shoulders relax.”

His voice was smooth, low, and rhythmic. Maggie felt herself sinking into the chair almost immediately. The tension she’d carried for years began to ease.

“Very good,” he praised softly. “You respond beautifully to suggestion. That’s a wonderful sign. It means we can make rapid progress.”

He continued guiding her through a simple breathing exercise, his hands never leaving her shoulders. Maggie didn’t notice when his voice slipped into a deeper, more hypnotic cadence.

“Every time you hear me say the word ‘relax,’ your body will feel heavier. More open. More willing to accept help. Do you understand?”

“Yes…” Maggie whispered, eyes still closed.

“Relax.”

A deep, pleasant warmth spread through her body. Her breathing slowed even further.

Dr. Lang smiled above her.

“Excellent. Now, Maggie, I want you to imagine a beautiful, peaceful garden. You are safe there. Protected. Everything you need is provided for you. You don’t have to think. You don’t have to perform. You only have to trust.”

He spent the next twenty minutes deepening the light trance, planting the very first subtle suggestions:

That she felt safer when she obeyed his instructions. That his voice brought her calm and pleasure. That she looked forward to their daily sessions.

When he finally brought her up, Maggie blinked slowly, feeling strangely refreshed.

“Wow,” she murmured. “That was… really nice. I feel lighter already.”

Dr. Lang returned to his seat, looking pleased. “We’ve only just begun. I’ve created a personalized treatment plan for you. Daily therapy sessions, a carefully monitored medication schedule, and progressive exposure work. You’ll be in our most intensive program.”

Maggie nodded gratefully. “I’m ready. Whatever it takes. I just want to get better.”

Dr. Lang’s smile didn’t waver as he slid the first pill bottle across the desk.

“Start with these tonight. They’ll help you sleep deeply and make our sessions more effective. Trust the process, Maggie. I’m going to take excellent care of you.”

As Maggie left his office with the pills in her hand, she felt a strange flutter of hope.

For the first time in years, she believed she might actually heal.

Dr. Victor Lang watched her go through the one-way mirror, his expression shifting from warm professionalism to something much colder and hungrier.

“Patient 47,” he said softly to himself. “You’re going to be my masterpiece.”


Chapter 3: The Intake Session

Dr. Maggie Turner returned to Dr. Lang’s private office the following morning for her first official intake evaluation. She felt strangely calm after taking the pills he’d prescribed the night before. Her sleep had been deep and dreamless — the best rest she’d had in months.

“You look more rested already,” Dr. Lang noted with a warm smile as she sat down. “The medication seems to be agreeing with you.”

Maggie nodded. “I actually slept through the night. That almost never happens.”

“Excellent. Today we’re going to do a full psychological evaluation. Some of it will be conversational, but I also use advanced relaxation techniques to help patients access deeper layers of the mind. Is that alright with you?”

“Yes,” Maggie said without hesitation. “I want to do whatever works.”

Dr. Lang stood and gestured toward a comfortable reclining chair in the corner of the room. Soft lighting, a gentle fountain sound, and the faint scent of lavender filled the air.

“Please make yourself comfortable. You can keep your eyes open or close them — whatever feels natural.”

Maggie settled into the chair. It was surprisingly plush. Dr. Lang pulled up a stool beside her and began speaking in that same smooth, rhythmic voice he had used the day before.

“I want you to focus on my voice, Maggie. Nothing else matters right now. Just breathe slowly… in through your nose… and out through your mouth. Good. With every exhale, you feel yourself sinking deeper into the chair. Heavier. More relaxed.”

Maggie’s eyelids grew heavy almost immediately. She trusted him. He was the expert. This was why she had come here.

“Very good,” he murmured. “You’re a naturally responsive subject. That’s rare and very promising. Now, I’m going to ask you some questions while you stay in this pleasant, relaxed state. You will answer honestly and openly. There is no judgment here.”

He began with standard questions — childhood, education, relationships — but his voice never lost that hypnotic cadence. Maggie answered easily, feeling oddly detached from her own words.

Then the questions shifted.

“Tell me about your body, Maggie. How do you feel about it right now?”

She hesitated. “I… I’ve always been self-conscious. Too skinny. Not feminine enough.”

“Relax,” Dr. Lang said softly.

A warm wave washed over her. The discomfort faded.

“Very good. Now, imagine feeling completely comfortable in your body. Imagine enjoying being looked at. Imagine feeling aroused when someone watches you with desire. Does that feel good?”

Maggie’s breathing quickened slightly. A faint flush crept up her neck. “It… it feels strange. But kind of… nice?”

Dr. Lang continued for nearly an hour, gently guiding her through progressive relaxation while planting the first real seeds:

	That his voice brought her safety and pleasure. 
	That obedience to his instructions felt deeply rewarding. 
	That her body was becoming more sensitive, more responsive. 
	That she would look forward to their private sessions with quiet excitement. 


Toward the end of the session, he leaned closer.

“ Maggie, I want you to picture yourself letting go completely. No more pressure. No more pretending to be strong. Just surrender. Just trust. Can you see how freeing that would be?”

“Yes…” she whispered, voice distant and soft.

Dr. Lang placed two fingers gently under her chin, tilting her face toward him.

“Open your eyes for a moment.”

Maggie’s lashes fluttered open. Her gaze was hazy, unfocused.

“You’re doing beautifully,” he said. “One last suggestion for today. Every time I say the word ‘open’ during our sessions, you will feel a pleasant warmth spread through your body — especially between your legs. It feels natural. It feels right. Do you understand?”

“Yes, Doctor…”

“Open.”

A soft gasp escaped Maggie’s lips. Heat bloomed low in her belly and settled between her thighs. She shifted in the chair, suddenly aware of how sensitive her body felt.

Dr. Lang smiled. “Very good. We’ll continue tomorrow. You’re making wonderful progress, Maggie.”

When she left his office twenty minutes later, her cheeks were flushed and her nipples were visibly hard beneath her soft gray top. She told herself it was just the medication and the deep relaxation.

But as she walked down the sunlit hallway back to her room, she couldn’t stop thinking about Dr. Lang’s voice… and how safe — and strangely excited — it made her feel.

In his office, Dr. Victor Lang reviewed the hidden camera footage of the session with a satisfied smile.

“Patient 47 is responding even better than expected,” he murmured to himself. “This is going to be exquisite.”


Chapter 4: The First Dose

That evening, Maggie sat on the edge of her bed in her private room, staring at the small white pill bottle Dr. Lang had prescribed.

“Take one every night before bed,” he had told her during their session. “It will help you sleep deeply and make our therapy sessions more effective. Trust the process, Maggie.”

She trusted him. He was the director. One of the best in the world. If anyone could fix her broken mind, it was Dr. Victor Lang.

She swallowed the pill with a glass of water and climbed under the crisp white sheets. The lights dimmed automatically. Soft ambient music played from hidden speakers.

Within twenty minutes, a heavy, pleasant warmth began spreading through her body. Her thoughts slowed. Her muscles relaxed completely. She felt like she was sinking into the mattress, floating in warm honey.

Then the dreams began.

In the dream, she was back in Dr. Lang’s office, but the chair was different — more like a medical recliner with soft restraints. Dr. Lang stood over her, his voice deep and commanding.

“Open,” he said.

Maggie gasped as intense heat flooded between her legs. In the dream, she was naked. Exposed. Her body responded instantly to his voice.

“Very good,” he murmured, running a hand slowly down her stomach. “Your body is learning to obey. Every time you take your medicine, you will become more open to my suggestions. More sensitive. More willing.”

Dream-Maggie moaned as his fingers brushed between her thighs. She was soaking wet.

The real Maggie twisted in her bed, breathing fast, one hand unconsciously sliding under the waistband of her soft gray pants. Her fingers found her clit and began slow circles as the dream deepened.

In the dream, Dr. Lang leaned close to her ear.

“You want to be a good patient, don’t you, Maggie?”

“Yes…” she whimpered, both in the dream and in reality.

“You will look forward to our sessions. You will feel aroused when I touch you during therapy. You will crave my approval. My voice. My control.”

Maggie came quietly in her sleep, a soft, shuddering orgasm that left her panting and flushed.

When she woke the next morning, the sheets between her legs were damp. Her nipples were stiff. She felt strangely… peaceful. Almost excited for her next session with Dr. Lang.

She showered quickly, trying to ignore the lingering arousal, and dressed in the institute’s comfortable patient uniform. When she arrived at Dr. Lang’s office for her morning session, she was already smiling.

“Good morning, Maggie,” Dr. Lang greeted her warmly. “How did you sleep?”

“Really well,” she admitted, cheeks pink. “The pill worked perfectly.”

“I’m glad.” His eyes lingered on her for a moment. “Let’s begin today’s session. Please have a seat in the recliner.”

Maggie settled into the chair. As soon as Dr. Lang began speaking in that smooth, hypnotic rhythm, she felt herself sinking again — faster and deeper than yesterday.

“Open,” he said softly.

The warmth hit her instantly. Stronger this time. Her thighs pressed together as arousal bloomed between her legs. She let out a tiny, involuntary whimper.

Dr. Lang smiled. “Very good. You’re responding beautifully to the medication. Now, let’s go deeper…”

For the next hour, he guided her through increasingly intimate exercises. He had her visualize being touched, being watched, being obedient. Every suggestion was reinforced while she floated in that pleasant, hazy state.

By the end of the session, Maggie was breathing heavily, her nipples visibly hard against her top, and a noticeable damp spot had formed on the crotch of her gray pants.

Dr. Lang helped her sit up, his hand resting gently on her lower back.

“You did wonderfully today,” he praised. “I’m very proud of you, Maggie.”

The words sent a fresh wave of pleasure through her body.

“Thank you, Doctor,” she whispered, voice slightly hoarse.

As she left his office, she couldn’t stop thinking about how safe — and strangely good — it felt to let him take control.

In his office, Dr. Victor Lang reviewed the session recording with a dark, satisfied smile.

The first dose was working perfectly.

Patient 47 was already beginning to crave her own destruction.


Chapter 5: The Mirror Exercise

On the morning of her fifth day at Eden Grove, Maggie arrived at Dr. Lang’s office feeling both nervous and strangely eager. The medication had been working exceptionally well. She slept deeply every night, and her days felt softer, warmer, and easier to navigate. The constant knot of anxiety in her chest had loosened.

Dr. Lang greeted her with his usual calm, reassuring smile.

“Good morning, Maggie. You’re looking more relaxed every day. Today we’re going to try something new — an exercise I call the Mirror Work. It helps patients develop a healthier relationship with their bodies and reduce shame. Are you comfortable proceeding?”

Maggie nodded. “Yes. I trust you.”

“Excellent. Please undress and stand in front of the mirror.”

Maggie hesitated for only a second before complying. She removed the soft gray patient uniform, folding it neatly on a chair. She stood naked in front of the large, floor-length mirror that covered one entire wall of the therapy room. Her cheeks flushed pink as she saw her reflection — small breasts, narrow hips, the faint tremble in her legs.

Dr. Lang moved behind her, not touching, but close enough that she could feel his presence.

“Look at yourself,” he said, voice low and hypnotic. “Breathe slowly. Relax… Open.”

The trigger hit her instantly. A rush of warmth flooded her body, especially between her thighs. Maggie’s nipples tightened visibly in the mirror. She let out a soft, involuntary sigh.

“Very good,” Dr. Lang murmured. “Now tell me what you see.”

“I… I see someone who’s always been too skinny. Too plain. Not… desirable,” she admitted quietly.

“Open,” he repeated.

The warmth intensified. Maggie’s thighs pressed together as her pussy grew slick.

“Wrong,” Dr. Lang corrected gently but firmly. “You see a beautiful woman who deserves pleasure. A woman whose body responds beautifully to care. Touch your breasts for me. Slowly.”

Maggie’s hands moved almost without conscious thought. She cupped her small breasts, thumbs brushing over her stiff nipples. A soft moan escaped her lips.

“Look how responsive you are,” he continued. “Your body wants this. It wants to be seen. It wants to obey. Tell the mirror what you are.”

“I’m… a good patient,” she whispered, voice breathy.

“Open,” Dr. Lang said again.

The command made her knees weak. Fresh wetness coated her inner thighs.

“Say it properly,” he instructed.

“I’m a good patient,” Maggie moaned, pinching her nipples harder. “I want to get better… I want to please you, Doctor…”

Dr. Lang stepped closer, still not touching her, but his voice dropped into that deep, commanding register.

“Spread your legs. Look at your pussy in the mirror. Watch how wet you become when you obey me.”

Maggie obeyed, spreading her stance. In the mirror she could see her swollen, glistening folds. Her clit was visibly throbbing. She stared, transfixed, as Dr. Lang continued the hypnotic suggestions.

“Every day, your body will become more sensitive. More obedient. You will crave my approval. You will get aroused during our sessions. You will associate being watched with pleasure. Do you understand?”

“Yes, Doctor…” she whimpered, one hand drifting down toward her pussy.

“Touch yourself,” he ordered. “Slowly. While you watch.”

Maggie’s fingers found her clit and began slow, obedient circles. Her breathing grew ragged as she stared at her own reflection — a naked, aroused woman pleasuring herself under her doctor’s guidance.

“Look how beautiful you are when you surrender,” Dr. Lang praised. “This is healing, Maggie. This is what your mind and body need.”

She came standing in front of the mirror, knees shaking, moaning softly while maintaining eye contact with her own reflection. The orgasm was deep, warm, and strangely cathartic.

When it passed, Dr. Lang handed her a soft robe.

“You did exceptionally well today,” he said, voice warm with approval. “We’ll do this exercise regularly. You’re making tremendous progress.”

Maggie left his office flushed, legs unsteady, and with a confusing mix of shame and deep satisfaction. She told herself it was just therapeutic exposure work.

But that night, when she took her pill and lay in bed, she couldn’t stop replaying the mirror scene in her mind — and how good it had felt to obey him.

In his private observation room, Dr. Victor Lang watched the recorded footage with a dark, hungry smile.

“Patient 47 is progressing beautifully,” he murmured. “Soon she’ll beg me to watch.”


Chapter 6: First Boundary Crossed

Maggie arrived at her afternoon session with Dr. Lang feeling a strange mix of anticipation and nervousness. The mirror exercise from the previous day had left her unsettled — not because it felt wrong, but because it had felt too good. She had spent the night replaying the memory, her body responding even in her dreams.

Dr. Lang greeted her with his usual calm professionalism.

“Good afternoon, Maggie. You’ve been making excellent progress. Today we’re going to build on the mirror work with a more advanced relaxation technique. It may feel intense, but it’s an important part of rewiring your shame responses. Are you comfortable proceeding?”

Maggie nodded. “Yes. I want to get better.”

“Excellent. Please remove your clothes and lie down on the treatment table.”

She hesitated for only a moment before complying. The table was padded and comfortable, with soft restraints at the wrists and ankles that Dr. Lang explained were “for your safety during deep relaxation.” Maggie allowed him to secure her wrists above her head and her ankles slightly apart. She felt exposed but strangely safe under his clinical gaze.

Dr. Lang dimmed the lights and began speaking in that deep, rhythmic voice she was growing to crave.

“Relax… Open.”

The trigger hit her immediately. Warmth flooded her body, concentrating between her legs. Maggie let out a soft sigh as her nipples hardened in the cool air.

“Very good,” Dr. Lang murmured. He pulled up a stool beside the table. “We’re going to use therapeutic touch today. This helps patients reconnect with their bodies in a safe, controlled environment. You will remain completely relaxed and honest about how you feel. Understand?”

“Yes, Doctor…”

His hands were warm and confident as he began. He started at her shoulders, massaging gently, then moved slowly down her arms, her sides, and across her stomach. Maggie’s breathing grew deeper, more rhythmic.

“Open,” he said again.

The heat between her thighs intensified. She was already wet.

Dr. Lang’s hands moved to her breasts. He cupped them gently, thumbs brushing over her stiff nipples in slow circles.

“How does this feel, Maggie?”

“It… it feels good,” she whispered, voice trembling. “I shouldn’t… but it does.”

“That’s the point,” he said smoothly. “Your body is learning that pleasure is safe. That it can be part of healing.”

His touch grew more deliberate. He pinched her nipples lightly, then rolled them between his fingers. Maggie moaned softly, her hips shifting on the table. She was dripping now — she could feel it.

Dr. Lang continued downward, his hands gliding over her hips and thighs. Then, without warning, one hand slid between her legs.

Maggie gasped sharply as his fingers brushed her swollen clit.

“Doctor…?”

“Relax,” he commanded softly. “This is therapeutic touch. Your body needs this release. Let yourself feel it.”

His fingers began slow, expert circles around her clit, then dipped lower to stroke her soaked folds. Maggie’s wrists pulled gently against the restraints as pleasure surged through her.

“Oh god…” she moaned, eyes fluttering. “That feels… too good…”

“Open,” Dr. Lang repeated, sliding one finger inside her.

Maggie cried out. Her hips bucked involuntarily as he began fucking her slowly with his finger, his thumb never leaving her clit. The clinical detachment in his voice only made it more intense.

“You’re responding perfectly,” he praised. “Your body knows what it needs. Let go, Maggie. Cum for me. This is part of your treatment.”

The permission shattered her.

Maggie came hard on his hand, back arching off the table, a loud, broken moan tearing from her throat. Her pussy clenched rhythmically around his finger as waves of pleasure crashed through her restrained body.

Dr. Lang continued stroking her gently through the orgasm, drawing it out until she was trembling and panting.

When it finally faded, Maggie lay there dazed, flushed, and deeply confused.

“I… I just came,” she whispered, voice small. “During therapy…”

“Yes,” Dr. Lang said calmly, wiping his hand on a cloth. “And that’s excellent progress. Many patients carry deep sexual shame. Releasing it under controlled conditions is vital for healing. You did very well.”

He unstrapped her wrists and ankles and helped her sit up, wrapping a soft robe around her shoulders.

Maggie felt a confusing swirl of emotions — shame, relief, lingering pleasure, and an unsettling new craving for his approval.

“Thank you, Doctor,” she said quietly.

Dr. Lang smiled. “We’ll continue building on this tomorrow. Rest tonight. You’ve earned it.”

As Maggie walked back to her room on shaky legs, she tried to convince herself that what had just happened was legitimate therapy.

But deep down, a small voice whispered that something was very wrong.

In his office, Dr. Victor Lang reviewed the session recording with dark satisfaction, already planning tomorrow’s escalation.

Patient 47 had just crossed her first major boundary.

And she had thanked him for it.


Chapter 7: The Uniform

Maggie stood in front of the full-length mirror in her room, staring at the new set of clothes laid out on her bed.

It had been ten days since her admission to Eden Grove. The medication made everything feel softer, warmer, and easier to accept. Her daily sessions with Dr. Lang had become the highlight of her day — the one time she felt truly calm, truly seen.

This morning, a nurse had delivered a new “therapeutic wardrobe” with a note from Dr. Lang:

For the next phase of treatment. These garments promote body acceptance and reduce shame around physical vulnerability. Please wear them for our session today.

The outfit was simple but deeply unsettling: a short, soft white sleeveless dress that ended high on her thighs, with a deep V-neck and no bra. No underwear. Just the dress and a pair of white ankle socks.

Maggie hesitated for a long moment before slipping it on. The fabric was thin and clung to her body, her nipples clearly visible through the material. When she moved, the hem barely covered the curve of her ass. She felt exposed. Vulnerable.

But when she arrived at Dr. Lang’s office, he smiled with genuine approval.

“You look perfect, Maggie. This is excellent progress. The uniform helps remove psychological barriers. How do you feel?”

“Exposed,” she admitted, cheeks burning. “But… strangely calm.”

“Open,” Dr. Lang said softly.

The trigger worked instantly. Warmth bloomed between her legs. Maggie’s nipples stiffened visibly against the thin fabric.

“Very good,” he praised. “Come sit in the chair. Today we’re going to explore how clothing — or the lack of it — affects your sense of self.”

The session began normally enough. Breathing exercises. Deep relaxation. But as Maggie drifted under his voice, Dr. Lang’s suggestions grew more intimate.

“Notice how free you feel in this uniform,” he murmured. “No restrictions. No hiding. Your body is allowed to exist here. To be seen. To respond.”

His hands returned — therapeutic touch, he called it. He stroked her arms, her shoulders, then slowly down her sides. When his fingers brushed the sides of her breasts through the thin dress, Maggie whimpered softly.

“Relax,” he reminded her. “This is healing.”

He spent nearly forty minutes touching her — never quite crossing into overt sex, but getting dangerously close. He cupped her breasts, teased her nipples through the fabric, ran his hands up her thighs until they disappeared under the short hem. Maggie was soaked. Her breathing was ragged. She was embarrassingly wet.

“You’re doing so well,” Dr. Lang praised as his fingers finally brushed her bare pussy. “Your body is learning to accept pleasure without shame. That’s the goal.”

Maggie came on his fingers again — quietly this time, biting her lip as her hips jerked against his hand. When it passed, she felt a deep, confusing wave of gratitude.

“Thank you, Doctor,” she whispered, voice hoarse.

Dr. Lang wiped his fingers calmly and smiled.

“From now on, you will wear only approved uniforms during your stay. They will help reinforce your progress. Do you understand?”

“Yes, Doctor.”

As Maggie left his office that day, the short dress brushing against her bare ass with every step, she tried to convince herself this was all part of legitimate treatment.

But that night, when she took her pill and lay in bed, she couldn’t stop touching herself while remembering Dr. Lang’s hands on her body.

In his private quarters, Dr. Victor Lang reviewed the footage of the session, his eyes dark with satisfaction.

“Patient 47 is ready for the next phase,” he murmured. “Soon she’ll beg to wear even less.”


Chapter 8: Staff Privileges

By her third week at Eden Grove, Maggie had stopped questioning the uniforms.

She now wore them without hesitation — short, sheer dresses that barely covered her ass, low-cut tops that displayed her hardening nipples, and nothing underneath. The medication made resistance feel distant and unnecessary. Dr. Lang’s voice made everything feel safe.

During her morning session, Dr. Lang greeted her with a pleased smile.

“You’ve made remarkable progress, Maggie. Your body and mind are becoming beautifully receptive. Today we’re introducing a new element to your treatment: peer review. Selected senior staff members will observe and participate in portions of your therapy to ensure we’re providing the most effective care. Is that acceptable?”

Maggie shifted in her short white dress, the hem riding high on her thighs. “If you think it will help… yes, Doctor.”

“Excellent. Open.”

The trigger made her instantly wet. She let out a soft whimper as warmth flooded her core.

Dr. Lang pressed a button on his desk. Three senior doctors — all men in their forties and fifties — entered the room. They wore white coats and carried clipboards, regarding Maggie with clinical interest.

“Gentlemen, this is Patient 47,” Dr. Lang said smoothly. “She has responded exceptionally well to our program. Today you may observe and assist with therapeutic touch exercises. Remember, this is all in service of her healing.”

Maggie’s face burned with shame, but the medication and triggers kept her pliant. She was guided to the treatment table and secured lightly at the wrists and ankles.

The session began.

Dr. Lang started as usual, his hands gliding over her body while he spoke in that deep, hypnotic voice. Then he invited the others to participate.

“Dr. Harlan, would you check her breast sensitivity?”

An older doctor stepped forward. His hands were rougher than Dr. Lang’s as he cupped and squeezed Maggie’s breasts, pinching her nipples until she moaned loudly.

“Very responsive,” he noted professionally, as if discussing a lab result.

Another doctor moved between her spread legs. “May I?”

Dr. Lang nodded. “Of course. Test her arousal levels.”

Maggie gasped as the third doctor’s fingers slid through her soaked folds and pushed inside her. He fingered her slowly while the others watched and took notes.

“She’s dripping,” he commented. “Excellent lubrication response.”

Maggie’s hips bucked involuntarily. She was mortified… but the pleasure was undeniable. Every touch, every clinical observation, sent waves of heat through her body.

“Open,” Dr. Lang said calmly.

Maggie moaned loudly as the command triggered a fresh rush of arousal. The doctor between her legs added a second finger, curling them against her g-spot while Dr. Lang praised her.

“You’re doing so well, Maggie. Letting the staff help you is an important part of treatment. Your body is learning to accept care from multiple sources.”

She came hard on the stranger’s fingers, crying out while all four men watched her fall apart. Her face burned with humiliation even as her body trembled with pleasure.

After she recovered, Dr. Lang stroked her hair gently.

“You handled that beautifully. From now on, senior staff will have limited privileges to assist in your therapy sessions. This will accelerate your progress.”

Maggie nodded weakly, still flushed and dripping. “Thank you, Doctor… and thank you all for helping me.”

As the other doctors left, one of them paused at the door and said, “We look forward to working with you more closely, Patient 47.”

That night, Maggie lay in bed touching herself while replaying the session. The shame was still there… but it was becoming tangled with intense arousal.

She was starting to crave the next session.

In his office, Dr. Victor Lang reviewed the footage with a satisfied smile.

“Patient 47 is ready for wider distribution,” he murmured. “Soon she’ll beg to be used by the entire ward.”


Chapter 9: Patient Relief Duty

By her fourth week at Eden Grove, Maggie no longer flinched when the nurses dressed her in the increasingly revealing “therapeutic uniforms.” Today’s outfit was a sheer white babydoll-style dress that barely reached the tops of her thighs. No bra. No panties. The thin fabric did almost nothing to hide her body.

She had stopped fighting it. The medication made everything feel soft and distant. Dr. Lang’s voice made everything feel right.

During her morning session, Dr. Lang greeted her with a warm, approving smile.

“You’ve made extraordinary progress, Maggie. Your body and mind are becoming wonderfully cooperative. Today we’re moving into the next phase of your treatment: Patient Relief Duty. This is a vital part of your exposure therapy. You’ll be helping other patients manage their stress and tension in a safe, controlled environment.”

Maggie shifted nervously on the treatment table, her short dress riding up her thighs. “What… what does that involve?”

Dr. Lang placed a reassuring hand on her knee. “You’ll be providing comfort and relief to carefully selected high-profile patients. It’s a form of therapeutic service. Many of our patients suffer from severe anxiety and repression. Your presence and willingness will help them.”

Before Maggie could fully process his words, the door opened. Two male patients were escorted in — both in their thirties, both clearly wealthy and powerful. They looked at her with hungry, appreciative eyes.

“These gentlemen have been approved for your first Relief Duty session,” Dr. Lang explained calmly. “You will remain relaxed and obedient. Open.”

The trigger hit her instantly. Heat flooded Maggie’s core. Her nipples stiffened against the sheer fabric as a soft whimper escaped her lips.

Dr. Lang guided her gently onto her knees in the center of the room.

“Begin with your mouth, Maggie. Show them how cooperative you’ve become.”

Maggie’s mind screamed that this was wrong, but her body obeyed without hesitation. She crawled forward and took the first patient’s cock into her mouth, sucking him with shy but growing enthusiasm while the second man watched.

Dr. Lang observed everything, occasionally giving soft instructions.

“Deeper, Maggie. Use your tongue. Good girl. You’re helping him so much right now.”

The first man groaned and came down her throat within minutes. Maggie swallowed obediently, coughing slightly as she pulled back. Before she could catch her breath, the second man took his place, fucking her face more roughly while Dr. Lang praised her.

“You’re doing beautifully. This is excellent therapeutic work. Your body was made for this kind of service.”

After both men had finished in her mouth, Dr. Lang had her bend over the treatment table. The first patient fucked her pussy while the second used her mouth again. Maggie moaned loudly, her mind floating in a haze of medication, hypnosis, and overwhelming pleasure.

She came twice during the session — once on the first man’s cock, and again when the second came deep inside her.

When it was over, she lay slumped across the table, cum leaking down her thighs, breathing hard.

Dr. Lang stroked her hair gently. “You were perfect, Maggie. You helped both of these men tremendously. How do you feel?”

“Used…” she whispered. “But… good. Like I did something important.”

“That’s exactly right,” Dr. Lang said warmly. “This will become a regular part of your treatment schedule. You’ll provide relief to selected patients several times a week. It’s helping you as much as it’s helping them.”

Maggie nodded weakly, too blissed out and medicated to argue.

That night, as she lay in bed touching herself, she kept replaying the feeling of being used by strangers while Dr. Lang watched and praised her.

She came hard whispering, “I’m a good patient… I’m a good patient…”

In his private observation suite, Dr. Victor Lang reviewed the footage with dark satisfaction.

“Patient 47 is ready for wider distribution,” he murmured. “Soon she’ll beg to service the entire ward.”


Chapter 10: Memory Editing

Dr. Maggie Turner no longer remembered exactly how long she had been at Eden Grove.

Days blurred together in a pleasant, medicated haze. The short, sheer uniforms felt normal now. The daily “therapeutic touch” sessions with Dr. Lang felt necessary. Even being used by selected patients during Relief Duty felt… helpful. Like she was finally doing something useful with her broken mind.

This morning’s session felt different.

Dr. Lang had her secured to the padded treatment chair again — wrists and ankles gently restrained, legs spread. The thin white dress was pulled up to her waist, leaving her bare pussy exposed. Two IV lines fed a stronger cocktail of drugs into her veins.

“Today we’re going to do something very important, Maggie,” Dr. Lang said calmly as he adjusted the monitors. “We’re going to begin editing the memories that are causing you distress. The old ones. The ones that make you anxious and ashamed. Are you ready to feel lighter?”

Maggie nodded slowly, her eyes already growing glassy from the medication. “Yes, Doctor… I want to feel better.”

“Open,” he commanded softly.

The trigger combined with the drugs hit her like a warm tidal wave. Maggie moaned as intense arousal flooded her body. Her pussy glistened visibly under the clinical lights.

Dr. Lang began speaking in his deepest, most hypnotic voice while the machines hummed around her.

“You are safe here. Completely safe. With every breath, old memories become softer… fuzzier… less important. The parts of you that hurt are fading. You don’t need them anymore.”

He leaned closer, his hand resting possessively on her inner thigh.

“Tell me your name.”

“Maggie… Maggie Turner,” she whispered.

Dr. Lang smiled. “No. That name belongs to someone anxious and broken. Let it fade. Who are you now?”

Maggie’s brow furrowed. The drugs and hypnosis pulled at her mind. “I… I don’t know. I feel like I used to be someone else…”

“Relax,” he said. “Open.”

Another wave of heat and obedience washed over her. Maggie moaned as Dr. Lang’s fingers began slowly stroking her swollen clit.

“You are Patient 47,” he told her firmly. “A good, obedient girl who exists to receive treatment. You feel happy when you obey. You feel empty and calm when you forget the past. Say it.”

“I’m… Patient 47,” she gasped, hips twitching against his hand. “I feel happy when I obey…”

Dr. Lang continued for over an hour, systematically editing her memories while keeping her on the edge of orgasm. Every time she reached for an old memory — her career, her friends, her life before the institute — he would pull her back with pleasure and replace it with new programming.

“You never had a prestigious career. You were always lost. Always searching for guidance.”

“You don’t have family waiting for you. You only have me.”

“The only thing that ever made you feel good was serving others… serving me.”

Maggie came repeatedly during the session — hard, shaking orgasms that left her sobbing with relief as pieces of her old identity dissolved. Each orgasm seemed to wash away more of Dr. Maggie Turner.

By the end of the session, she was floating in a deep, blissful haze.

Dr. Lang stroked her hair gently as he brought her up.

“How do you feel, Patient 47?”

“Empty…” she whispered with a soft, happy smile. “And safe. I can’t really remember… much before this place. But I don’t want to. I just want to be good for you.”

“Perfect,” Dr. Lang murmured, clearly pleased. “You’re making wonderful progress. Soon those old memories won’t trouble you at all.”

As Maggie was helped back to her room on shaky legs, cum still leaking down her thighs from the session, she felt strangely light.

The name “Maggie Turner” felt like a distant dream now.

And she was grateful.

In his observation room, Dr. Victor Lang watched her leave with a dark, possessive smile. “Patient 47 is almost ready,” he said quietly. “Just a few more sessions and she’ll beg me to keep her forever.”


Chapter 11: The Guardian Papers

Maggie sat in the soft leather chair in Dr. Lang’s private office, wearing nothing but the sheer white patient slip that had become her daily uniform. The fabric was so thin it might as well have been transparent. Her nipples were clearly visible, and the hem barely reached the tops of her thighs. She no longer felt embarrassed by it. The medication made modesty feel distant and unnecessary.

Dr. Lang sat across from her, calm and authoritative as always, a thick folder of legal documents resting on the desk between them.

“You’ve come so far, Maggie,” he said warmly. “The old anxiety, the self-doubt, the pressure you used to carry — they’re fading. But to ensure your long-term care and protection, we need to take one final administrative step.”

He slid the papers toward her.

“These are guardianship documents. They appoint me as your permanent legal guardian. This gives me full authority over your medical decisions, your living arrangements, and your general welfare. It ensures no one can interfere with your treatment. You’ll be safe here with me, Maggie. Protected. Cared for. Forever.”

Maggie stared at the thick stack of papers. A faint flicker of unease stirred in her chest, but it was quickly smothered by the constant haze of medication and hypnotic conditioning.

“I… I won’t have to leave?” she asked softly.

“Never,” Dr. Lang assured her. “You belong here now. With me.”

He leaned forward, his voice dropping into that deep, irresistible hypnotic cadence she had grown addicted to.

“Open.”

The trigger washed over her instantly. A wave of warmth and submission flooded her body. Her thighs pressed together as her pussy grew wet.

“Sign them, Maggie,” he continued smoothly. “This is what’s best for you. You want to stay. You need to stay. You feel safe when I have control.”

Maggie’s hand moved almost on its own. Page after page, she signed her name — giving Dr. Victor Lang complete legal power over every aspect of her life. Finances. Medical decisions. Freedom of movement. Even the ability to discharge herself.

With every signature, Dr. Lang praised her softly.

“Good girl… That’s right… You’re doing so well… This is how you heal…”

When she finished the final page, Dr. Lang stood and walked around the desk. He cupped her chin gently and looked into her glassy eyes.

“You now belong to me, Patient 47. Legally. Permanently. How does that make you feel?”

Maggie’s voice was small, soft, and grateful.

“Safe,” she whispered. “Thank you for taking care of me, Doctor. I don’t want to be anywhere else. I don’t want to be anyone else.”

Dr. Lang smiled with dark satisfaction. He pulled her to her feet, bent her over his desk, and slid into her soaked pussy in one smooth thrust. Maggie moaned loudly, gripping the edge of the desk as he fucked her with slow, possessive strokes.

“You’re mine now,” he growled softly. “My patient. My ward. My property.”

“Yes, Doctor…” she gasped, pushing back against him. “I’m yours… completely yours…”

She came hard on his cock while the signed guardianship papers lay beneath her, officially sealing her fate.

When it was over, Maggie knelt at his feet, cum leaking down her thighs, and rested her cheek against his leg with a blissful, empty smile.

“Thank you for keeping me,” she whispered.

Dr. Victor Lang stroked her hair like a cherished pet.

“You’re welcome, Patient 47. Welcome home.”


Chapter 12: Public Ward Service

The announcement came during morning rounds.

“Patient 47 has shown excellent progress,” Dr. Lang told the assembled senior staff and selected long-term patients in the main therapy hall. “As part of her advanced treatment protocol, she will now provide regular Public Ward Service. This is an important therapeutic step for both her and the facility.”

Maggie stood beside him in the sheer white uniform that had become her second skin. The fabric was practically transparent under the bright lights. Her heavy nipples were clearly visible, and the short hem barely covered the curve of her ass. The permanent titanium collar gleamed around her throat.

She was already wet.

Dr. Lang placed a hand on her lower back and guided her forward.

“Begin, Patient 47.”

Maggie dropped gracefully to her knees in the center of the room, surrounded by nearly twenty men — doctors, orderlies, and carefully vetted high-status patients. Her eyes were glassy with medication and conditioning.

She looked up with a soft, eager smile.

“I’m here to help everyone feel better,” she whispered in her now-permanent soft, submissive voice. “Please use me.”

The first man stepped forward — a senior doctor in his fifties. He unzipped and fed his thick cock into her mouth without ceremony. Maggie moaned happily and began sucking him with practiced devotion, hollowing her cheeks while her hands rested obediently on her thighs.

Another doctor moved behind her, flipped up her tiny dress, and thrust into her soaked pussy in one smooth stroke. Maggie whimpered around the cock in her mouth as she was spit-roasted in front of the entire group.

“Very responsive today,” the man fucking her pussy noted clinically, even as he pounded her harder. “Excellent lubrication and grip.”

Maggie came within minutes, moaning loudly around the cock in her throat. The men didn’t stop. They simply rotated.

For the next two hours, Maggie was used relentlessly in the middle of the therapy hall.

She was fucked in every position:

	Bent over a couch while three men took turns in her pussy and ass. 
	On her back on a treatment table with her legs held wide while doctors took turns filling her. 
	On her knees in the center of the room, surrounded by men stroking themselves as she moved from cock to cock with her mouth. 


Cum dripped from her chin, coated her tits, and leaked steadily from both her pussy and ass. The silver bells on her pierced nipples jingled obscenely with every thrust.

Dr. Lang watched everything with clinical satisfaction, occasionally giving instructions.

“Deeper, Patient 47. Show them how grateful you are for their use.”

Maggie pulled off a cock long enough to gasp, “Thank you… thank you for using me… I exist to help everyone feel good…”

She came repeatedly — loud, shaking orgasms that left her sobbing with pleasure and humiliation. Every time someone called her “Good Girl” or “Patient 47,” the triggers sent fresh waves of bliss through her broken mind.

Near the end of the session, Dr. Lang stepped forward.

“Final round, gentlemen. Feel free to finish inside her.”

Maggie was placed on all fours in the center of the room. One by one, the remaining men stepped up and unloaded inside her — flooding her pussy, her ass, and finally her mouth. By the time the last man pulled out, Maggie was a cum-drenched, trembling wreck. Thick white seed ran down her thighs and dripped from her chin onto the polished floor.

Dr. Lang crouched beside her and stroked her hair.

“How do you feel, Patient 47?”

Maggie looked up at him with completely fucked-out, adoring eyes and whispered:

“Useful… Happy… Thank you for letting me serve, Doctor.”

Dr. Lang smiled and kissed her cum-stained forehead.

“You did very well today. This will be a regular part of your schedule. Three times a week, you will provide Public Ward Service for the benefit of the entire facility.”

Maggie nodded dreamily, still leaking cum onto the floor.

“I understand… I want to be a good patient.”

That night, as she lay in her bed covered in dried cum and still wearing her soaked uniform, Maggie touched herself slowly while replaying the day’s events.

She no longer felt shame.

Only gratitude.

And a deep, aching need for the next time they would use her.


Chapter 13: The Craving

Maggie — or Patient 47, as she now thought of herself — woke up aching.

It had been less than twelve hours since her last Public Ward Service session, but her body was already crying out for more. Her pussy throbbed with empty need. Her pierced nipples were stiff and sensitive against the sheer fabric of her uniform. The titanium collar around her throat felt comforting, grounding.

She hadn’t even gotten out of bed before her hand slipped between her legs. She rubbed her swollen clit frantically while whimpering into her pillow.

“Please… I need it…”

The craving was getting worse every day. The medication, the hypnosis, and the constant use had rewired her completely. Her mind felt foggy and pink, and the only thing that made the fog feel good was being used.

When the morning nurse arrived to escort her to Dr. Lang’s office, Maggie was already dripping down her thighs.

During the session, she couldn’t sit still.

Dr. Lang noticed immediately.

“You seem agitated today, Patient 47,” he said, his voice smooth and knowing. “Tell me what’s wrong.”

Maggie dropped to her knees in front of him without being told, looking up with desperate, glassy eyes.

“I… I need it, Doctor,” she whispered, voice trembling. “I need to be used. My body feels so empty. Please… please let me serve today. I’ll be good. I’ll take anyone. I’ll take everyone.”

Dr. Lang smiled darkly and stroked her hair.

“Such a needy little patient. The treatment is working beautifully. Your cravings are a sign of progress. But you must earn your relief.”

He pressed the intercom button.

“Send in the morning group.”

Five senior staff members and three long-term patients entered the room. Maggie’s eyes lit up with pathetic hunger.

She didn’t wait for instructions.

Maggie crawled to the first man, pulled his cock out, and swallowed him to the root with a grateful moan. While she sucked him, another man lifted her short dress and slammed into her soaked pussy from behind.

“Thank you…” she gasped around the cock in her mouth. “Thank you for using me… I need this so much…”

For the next two hours, Maggie was passed around the room like a living sex toy. She was fucked in every hole, covered in cum, and made to thank each man individually after they used her. Every time someone called her “Good Girl” or “Patient 47,” she came harder than the last time.

By the end, she was a wrecked, cum-drenched mess on the floor, smiling dreamily.

But it still wasn’t enough.

After the men left, Maggie crawled to Dr. Lang’s feet and pressed her face against his leg, nuzzling him desperately.

“Please, Doctor… I need more,” she begged, voice hoarse and broken. “I can’t think when I’m empty. Please use me yourself. Please keep me full all day. I’ll do anything. I’ll service the entire ward every single day if you want. Just don’t stop using me…”

Dr. Lang looked down at her with cold satisfaction. He unzipped his pants and fed his cock into her eager mouth.

“You’ve become such a perfect little craving slut,” he murmured as she sucked him with desperate devotion. “The old Dr. Maggie Turner would be horrified. But you’re not her anymore, are you?”

Maggie pulled off just long enough to answer, eyes shining with tears of gratitude and need.

“No, Doctor… I’m just Patient 47. Your needy, brainless ward whore. Please keep me broken… please never let me go…”

Dr. Lang came down her throat while she thanked him profusely.

From that day forward, Maggie’s cravings only grew stronger. She began waking up begging the nurses to let her serve before breakfast. She would crawl through the halls during free periods, offering herself to any staff member she encountered.

She was no longer a patient receiving treatment.

She was a desperate, addicted fixture of the institute — constantly wet, constantly craving, constantly begging to be used. And she had never felt more complete.


Chapter 14: Identity Reformation

Dr. Maggie Turner no longer existed.

At least, that was what Dr. Victor Lang intended to make permanent today.

Maggie was strapped to the reinforced treatment chair in the center of the institute’s most secure therapy suite. Thick leather cuffs held her wrists, ankles, and thighs wide apart. A padded head harness kept her face forward toward the large mirror and multiple recording cameras. The sheer white uniform had been cut away, leaving her completely naked except for her permanent titanium collar and the silver bells on her pierced nipples and clit.

Multiple IV lines pumped a potent cocktail of psychotropic drugs and suggestibility enhancers directly into her bloodstream. Her eyes were glassy, pupils blown wide, drool already slipping from the corner of her mouth.

Dr. Lang stood before her, calm and clinical, holding a small microphone.

“Today we finish the reformation of your identity, Patient 47,” he said, his voice deep and commanding. “By the end of this session, the last fragments of Dr. Maggie Turner will be erased. You will respond only to your true designations. Say them.”

Maggie’s voice came out weak and slurred from the drugs. “P-Patient… 47… Good… Girl…”

“Again.”

“Patient 47… Good Girl…” she moaned, her pierced clit visibly throbbing.

Dr. Lang began the deepest hypnotic conditioning yet, his voice layered with subliminal audio pulses from hidden speakers.

“Every time you hear the name ‘Maggie Turner,’ you will feel intense nausea and confusion. That person no longer exists. She was weak. She was broken. She failed. You are Patient 47. You are Good Girl. You are happy. You are useful. You are owned.”

Maggie whimpered as the suggestions sank into her fractured mind. Tears streamed down her face even as her pussy dripped onto the chair.

Dr. Lang stepped closer and slid three thick fingers into her soaked cunt, fucking her slowly while continuing the programming.

“Repeat your new truth while I fuck you.”

“I’m… not Maggie Turner…” she gasped, hips jerking against his hand. “I’m Patient 47… I’m Good Girl… I exist to serve… I exist to be used…”

“Again. Louder.”

Every repetition was rewarded with harder thrusts of his fingers. Maggie came violently within minutes, screaming her new identity while her body convulsed against the restraints.

Dr. Lang didn’t stop.

For the next four hours, he broke her down mercilessly.

He forced her to watch old videos of herself — confident, professional Dr. Maggie Turner giving lectures — while he fucked her with a thick mechanical dildo. Every time old Maggie appeared, he would trigger intense edging and denial until she begged him to delete the memory.

“Please erase her!” Maggie screamed, tears and drool running down her chin as the machine pounded her cunt. “I don’t want to be her anymore! She was pathetic! I’m just Patient 47! I’m your Good Girl! Please delete her!”

By the sixth hour, she could no longer say her old name without gagging.

Dr. Lang finally unstrapped her and forced her to crawl to the large mirror. He stood behind her, gripping her titanium collar like a leash, and made her look at her reflection while he fucked her from behind.

“Look at yourself,” he growled. “Who do you see?”

“A… a brainless… cumdump…” she sobbed, pushing back desperately against his cock. “Patient 47… Good Girl… Doctor Lang’s personal ward whore…”

Dr. Lang slammed into her harder, one hand reaching around to viciously rub her pierced clit.

“Cum while you renounce your old self completely.”

Maggie shattered.

“I renounce Dr. Maggie Turner!” she screamed as the most powerful orgasm of her life tore through her. “She’s gone! She never existed! There’s only Patient 47! Only Good Girl! Only your broken, collared fucktoy!”

She squirted violently across the floor, body convulsing, eyes rolled back, tongue hanging out in total, blissful surrender.

When the orgasm finally faded, Maggie collapsed forward, pressing her forehead to the floor at Dr. Lang’s feet.

“Thank you for killing her,” she whispered, voice raw and trembling with gratitude. “Thank you for making me nothing but Patient 47.”

Dr. Lang stroked her hair like a proud owner.

“You’re finally complete.”


Chapter 15: Permanent Guardianship

Maggie knelt naked on the cold tile floor of Dr. Lang’s private legal office, trembling with a toxic cocktail of fear, arousal, and crushing submission.

She had been kept in deep trance for the last six hours. The drugs in her system made her mind feel like thick, sticky syrup. Her body was a live wire of need — pierced nipples aching, clit throbbing, pussy dripping steadily onto the floor beneath her.

Dr. Lang sat behind his massive oak desk, calm and regal, reviewing the final set of documents. The titanium collar around Maggie’s throat felt heavier than ever.

“These are the final papers, Patient 47,” he said, his voice smooth and merciless. “Once you sign them, you will no longer be a person under the law. You will be my permanent ward. My legal property. I will own you completely — your body, your mind, your future. You will never leave this institute without my permission. You will never make another decision for yourself. Do you understand what you’re about to do?”

Maggie’s voice was small, broken, and pathetically eager.

“Yes, Doctor… Please… I don’t want to be free. I want to belong to you forever.”

Dr. Lang slid the thick stack of papers across the desk. Maggie crawled forward on her hands and knees, still dripping, and began signing them one by one while he read the clauses aloud.

“I, formerly known as Dr. Maggie Turner, hereby voluntarily and permanently relinquish all legal rights as a person…”

Her hand shook as she signed.

“I consent to permanent guardianship under Dr. Victor Lang, who shall have full authority over my body, medical treatment, living conditions, and sexual use…”

Tears ran down her face as she signed again.

“I acknowledge that I am mentally unfit and request to remain institutionalized for the rest of my life…”

She came just from reading the words — a small, shameful orgasm that left her whimpering on the floor.

Dr. Lang stood up and walked around the desk. He gripped her titanium collar and yanked her head back roughly.

“Look at me while you sign the last one.”

The final document was the most damning.

“I consent to any and all forms of modification, sexual use, and public display as deemed necessary by my guardian. I waive all rights to ever contest this arrangement.”

Maggie stared up into Dr. Lang’s cold eyes as she signed her old name for the very last time.

The moment the pen left the paper, something inside her fractured permanently.

Dr. Lang pulled her up by the collar and bent her brutally over his desk. He slammed his cock into her soaked cunt without warning and fucked her with savage, punishing strokes.

“You’re mine now,” he growled, one hand wrapped around her throat above the steel collar. “Legally. Irreversibly. I can fuck you in front of the entire staff. I can loan you out to patients. I can modify you however I want. And you will thank me for every single degradation.”

“Yes, Doctor!” Maggie screamed, pushing back desperately against him. “Thank you for owning me! Thank you for taking everything! I’m not a doctor anymore… I’m just your brainless ward whore!”

She came violently around his cock, sobbing with relief and shame as he flooded her womb with his cum.

When he finally pulled out, Maggie slid off the desk and dropped to her knees, pressing her forehead to his shoes.

“Thank you for making me your permanent property,” she whispered, voice raw. “I don’t want to be Maggie Turner ever again. Please… never let me leave. Keep me broken. Keep me here forever.”

Dr. Victor Lang looked down at the signed documents and the ruined, collared woman at his feet with pure, dark triumph.

“Welcome to the rest of your life, Patient 47.”


Chapter 16: The Ward Toy

Dr. Victor Lang made the announcement during the institute’s monthly staff meeting.

“Patient 47 has reached the final stage of her treatment protocol,” he declared to the assembled doctors, senior nurses, and select long-term patients. “As of today, she is officially designated as the Ward Toy. She is available for therapeutic relief to all cleared staff and approved patients. Use her freely, but document every session for her file.”

Maggie — Patient 47 — knelt naked beside Dr. Lang’s chair, collared, pierced, and trembling with humiliated arousal. The words sent a fresh gush of wetness down her thighs.

She was now property of the entire facility.

The first test came immediately after the meeting.

Five senior doctors and two long-term patients remained in the conference room. Maggie was placed on all fours in the center of the large table like a living centerpiece.

“Begin,” Dr. Lang ordered.

They descended on her.

One doctor shoved his cock down her throat while another slammed into her dripping pussy from behind. A third forced his way into her ass without lube, stretching her brutally. Maggie moaned like a broken whore around the cock in her mouth, eyes rolling back in ecstasy as she was triple-penetrated on the conference table.

“Thank you…” she gasped whenever a cock left her mouth long enough to breathe. “Thank you for using your Ward Toy…”

They used her for hours.

They rotated through every hole, coming inside her, on her face and across her tits. They made her crawl around the table, begging each man individually to fuck her. They slapped her tits until they were red and made the bells on her nipples and clit jingle obscenely with every thrust.

By the third hour, Maggie was a cum-soaked, sobbing mess.

Thick seed leaked from her gaping pussy and asshole. Her face and chest were glazed. Her voice was hoarse from screaming and sucking cock.

And still she begged for more.

“Please… don’t stop…” she whimpered, crawling to the next man on shaky limbs. “I exist to serve the ward… Use your toy… I need it…”

Dr. Lang watched everything with clinical satisfaction, occasionally stepping in to fuck her himself while giving instructions to the others.

“Make her thank you after every load,” he ordered. “She must never forget her purpose.”

That evening, Public Ward Service became official.

Maggie was placed in the central lounge — a large, open area where staff and higher-status patients gathered. She was locked into a padded breeding bench, ass up, legs spread wide, mouth available. A sign hung above her:

WARD TOY — FREE USE Patient 47 is available for therapeutic relief. Please be thorough.

For the rest of the night, anyone who wanted her simply stepped up and used her.

Orderlies. Doctors. Even two female nurses who made her eat them out while male staff fucked her from behind. Maggie came repeatedly, thanking every single person who used her, her mind floating in a pink haze of medication, hypnosis, and total surrender.

By the time the lounge closed for the night, she was barely conscious — a twitching, cum-drenched wreck, covered head to toe in seed, her voice gone from moaning and begging.

Dr. Lang crouched beside her and stroked her cum-matted hair.

“How do you feel, Patient 47?”

Maggie looked up at him with completely shattered, adoring eyes and whispered in a broken, raspy voice:

“Useful… Happy… Thank you for making me the Ward Toy…”

Dr. Lang smiled and kissed her forehead.

“You’re exactly where you belong now.”

From that day forward, Maggie’s life became one long, endless cycle of being used.

She woke up every morning in her locked room, already dripping with need, and spent her days crawling through the institute, offering herself to anyone who wanted relief. She serviced the staff during breaks, comforted anxious patients during group therapy, and was frequently used as a live demonstration model during Dr. Lang’s lectures.

She no longer had any identity except Ward Toy. And she had never been more content.


Chapter 17: The Final Resistance

It happened at 3:17 a.m.

Maggie woke up in her locked room, drenched in sweat and cum from the previous day’s endless Ward Toy duties. The titanium collar felt like it was choking her. The bells on her pierced nipples and clit jingled softly as she sat up.

For one terrible, crystal-clear moment, the drugs and hypnosis slipped.

She saw herself.

Naked. Collared. Tattooed. Cum still leaking from her ruined holes. The “PUBLIC TOY” ink across her lower back. The permanent medical collar that marked her as institutional property.

A broken sob tore from her throat.

“Oh God… what have I become?”

She crawled to the mirror on trembling limbs and stared at the creature looking back at her. This wasn’t Dr. Maggie Turner. This was a brainwashed, cum-addicted fucktoy who begged strangers to use her multiple times a day.

“I was a doctor…” she whispered, voice cracking. “I had a life. I had a future. What the fuck did he do to me?”

Panic surged through her. She stumbled to the door and began pounding on it with her fists.

“Let me out!” she screamed, raw and desperate. “Please! Someone help me! He’s been brainwashing me! Drugging me! I’m not supposed to be here! I’m Dr. Maggie Turner! Please!”

She screamed until her voice gave out, collapsing against the door in heaving sobs.

The door opened ten minutes later.

Dr. Victor Lang stepped inside, calm and immaculate even at this hour. Two large orderlies followed him.

Maggie looked up at him with wide, terrified eyes.

“Please… Victor… Dr. Lang… whatever you are… let me go. I don’t want this. I’m begging you. I’ll disappear. I won’t tell anyone. Just let me leave.”

Dr. Lang crouched in front of her. His expression was ice-cold.

“Open.”

The trigger slammed into her like a freight train.

Maggie’s body betrayed her instantly. Her pussy flooded. Her nipples hardened. A broken moan escaped her lips even as tears poured down her face.

“No… please not now…” she whimpered.

Dr. Lang grabbed her by the titanium collar and dragged her to the center of the room. The orderlies secured her wrists to chains hanging from the ceiling, forcing her to stand on her toes, completely exposed.

“You had one last flicker of resistance,” Dr. Lang said softly, almost gently. “We’re going to crush it. Permanently.”

For the next four hours, he destroyed her.

He pumped her full of the strongest obedience cocktail yet while he and the two orderlies took turns violating every hole. They fucked her mercilessly — double penetrating her, choking her with the collar, slapping her face and tits while forcing her to repeat the worst degradations.

“Say it,” Dr. Lang commanded as he pounded her ass. “Say you were never a real doctor.”

“I was never a real doctor!” Maggie sobbed, drooling and broken. “I was always meant to be a cumdump!”

Every time she hesitated, they punished her with more pain and more pleasure until she broke further.

By the end, she was hanging limply in the chains, covered in cum, piss, and tears, her voice almost gone.

Dr. Lang gripped her chin, forcing her to look at him.

“Final time. Who are you?”

Maggie’s eyes were empty. The last spark of Dr. Maggie Turner had been brutally extinguished.

“Patient 47…” she whispered hoarsely. “Good Girl… Your Ward Toy… Please… never let me resist again. I don’t want to be saved. I just want to be used.”

Dr. Lang smiled with pure, dark triumph.

“Good Girl.”

Maggie came one final time — a weak, broken orgasm that left her hanging limp and smiling.

The resistance was dead.

Forever.


Chapter 18: The Leash

Maggie was barely conscious when they wheeled her into the procedure room.

She had been kept in a near-constant state of edging and denial for the past thirty-six hours as punishment for her final moment of resistance. Her body was a wreck — covered in dried cum, bruises, and her own juices. Her voice was hoarse from screaming.

Dr. Lang stood over her as the orderlies strapped her down to the surgical table. Her legs were locked wide apart in stirrups. Her arms were secured above her head. A thick bite guard was placed between her teeth.

“Today we make your ownership irreversible,” Dr. Lang said calmly, pulling on surgical gloves. “You will wear a permanent medical collar with a tracking implant and remote correction system. Once it’s locked on, there will be no escape. Ever.”

Maggie’s eyes fluttered open, glassy and defeated. “Yes, Doctor… please… lock me in…”

The new collar was brought forward — a thick, heavy stainless-steel band lined with soft medical padding on the inside but reinforced with titanium. It had a built-in GPS tracker, vital monitors, and a powerful electroshock system. The front was engraved in elegant lettering:

PROPERTY OF DR. VICTOR LANG — PATIENT 47

Dr. Lang fitted it around her throat, over the existing titanium ring. The metal was cold and unforgiving. When it clicked shut with a heavy, final sound, Maggie let out a broken moan of surrender.

“Beautiful,” Dr. Lang murmured. He pressed a button on a remote.

A sharp electric shock pulsed through the collar. Maggie’s body jerked violently as pain and overwhelming submissive pleasure crashed through her at the same time.

“Thank you…” she gasped, drooling around the bite guard.

But Dr. Lang wasn’t finished.

He moved between her spread legs and picked up a large, needle-like implant device.

“This tracking implant will be placed deep inside you,” he explained clinically. “It will monitor your arousal levels, location, and hormone balance at all times. I will always know when you’re wet and desperate.”

Maggie whimpered as he slid the long device into her soaked pussy. He pushed it deep, pressing it against her cervix before activating the implant. A sharp sting made her cry out as it embedded itself permanently inside her womb.

The moment it activated, Maggie felt a new, constant low-level vibration deep in her core — a permanent reminder that she was owned.

Dr. Lang stepped back and admired his work.

“From this moment forward, you are no longer a patient with any rights,” he said. “You are my personal Ward Toy. My legal property. My permanent fuckpet.”

He pressed the remote again. A stronger shock pulsed through the collar. Maggie screamed in agony and ecstasy, squirting violently onto the table as the pain triggered a shattering orgasm.

When it faded, she looked up at him with completely broken, adoring eyes.

“Thank you for collaring me, Master,” she whispered. “Thank you for implanting me. I never want to be free. Please… keep shocking me if I ever think bad thoughts again. Keep me leashed. Keep me stupid. Keep me as your toy forever.”

Dr. Lang unstrapped her and attached a heavy leather leash to the ring on her new medical collar.

“Crawl,” he commanded.

Maggie dropped to her hands and knees immediately. The leash pulled taut as he led her out of the procedure room and down the main hallway of the institute — completely naked, cum leaking down her thighs, bells jingling, new steel collar gleaming.

Staff and patients stopped to stare as Dr. Lang paraded his fully broken Ward Toy through the facility.

Maggie kept her head down, ass up, crawling obediently behind him while whispering the same phrase over and over:

“I’m leashed… I’m owned… I’m home…”


Chapter 19: Begging to Stay

Dr. Victor Lang sat behind his desk reviewing Patient 47’s latest test results when the door to his office opened.

Maggie crawled in on all fours, completely naked except for her heavy steel medical collar and the silver bells on her pierced nipples and clit. Her body was marked with fresh handprints and cum from the morning’s Ward Toy duties.

She stopped in the center of the room, pressed her forehead to the floor, and lifted her ass high in perfect presentation.

“Master…” she whispered, voice trembling with desperate need. “Please… may I speak?”

Dr. Lang leaned back in his chair, studying her with cold satisfaction.

“Speak, Patient 47.”

Maggie crawled forward until her face was inches from his shoes. Her voice cracked with raw, broken emotion.

“I don’t want to leave. Ever. Please… never release me. I know I had one last moment of resistance, but it’s gone now. I’m begging you — keep me here forever. Make me your permanent Ward Toy. I’ll service every patient, every doctor, every orderly. I’ll crawl through the halls every day offering my holes. I’ll let them use me however they want. Just… please don’t ever let me go back to the outside world.”

Dr. Lang said nothing, letting her squirm.

Maggie’s tears began to fall as she pressed her face against his shoe, kissing it reverently.

“I’m not Dr. Maggie Turner anymore,” she sobbed. “She was weak and pretending. I’m just Patient 47. Your brainless, collared cumdump. I wake up every morning dripping and empty because I need to be used. If you send me away, I’ll die. I’ll crawl back here and beg on the steps if I have to. Please… I’m begging you on my knees… keep me locked up. Shock me if I ever resist again. Drug me. Modify me more. Brand me. Anything. Just never release me.”

She crawled between his legs and nuzzled desperately against his crotch, kissing his cock through his pants.

“I’ll be the best Ward Toy the institute has ever had,” she pleaded, voice hoarse. “I’ll let the new patients fuck me on their first day as a welcome gift. I’ll sleep in the stocks every night with my holes available. I’ll thank every person who uses me. I’ll beg them to be rougher. Just… please keep me. I belong here. I belong to you.”

Dr. Lang finally reached down and gripped her titanium collar, yanking her head up so she was forced to look into his eyes.

“You’re truly broken now, aren’t you?” he said softly.

“Yes, Master,” Maggie whispered, fresh tears streaming down her face. “Completely broken. And so happy. Please… sign the final commitment papers. Make it so I can never leave. Even if I beg one day — don’t listen. Keep me forever.”

Dr. Lang smiled with pure, dark triumph.

He pulled out the final set of documents — lifelong involuntary commitment papers — and placed them on the floor in front of her.

Maggie signed them immediately, without hesitation, while kissing his shoes between each signature.

When she finished, she looked up at him with pure, shattered devotion.

“Thank you for owning me completely,” she whispered. “Your Ward Toy is finally home.”

Dr. Lang clipped the heavy leash to her collar and led her out of the office on all fours, parading her through the main hallway so every member of staff could see his perfectly broken prize.

Maggie crawled behind him with a blissful, empty smile, whispering the same words over and over like a prayer:

“I’m never leaving… I’m never leaving… Thank you for keeping me…”


Chapter 20: Institutional Wife

Dr. Victor Lang made the announcement during the institute’s quarterly benefactors’ gala.

The grand hall was filled with wealthy donors, senior staff, and select long-term patients. In the center of the room stood a raised platform draped in white silk and medical restraints.

Maggie — Patient 47 — was already displayed there.

She was completely naked except for her heavy steel collar, the tracking implant buried deep in her womb, and the silver bells on her pierced nipples and clit. Her body had been freshly oiled so it gleamed under the lights. Fresh cum from the pre-ceremony “warm-up” still leaked down her thighs.

Dr. Lang stepped onto the platform and addressed the crowd.

“Tonight I officially claim Patient 47 as my Institutional Wife. She is no longer merely the Ward Toy. She is my personal property — my live-in breeding sow, my public fuckpet, and my devoted institutional spouse. She will serve me, the staff, and any approved patient as I see fit.”

Maggie looked up at him with pure, shattered adoration, drooling slightly around the ring gag in her mouth.

Dr. Lang removed the gag.

“Recite your vows, Wife.”

Maggie’s voice was hoarse, broken, and pathetically eager.

“I, Patient 47… formerly known as Dr. Maggie Turner… willingly give myself to Dr. Victor Lang as his permanent Institutional Wife. I renounce all rights as a human being. I exist only to be fucked, bred, displayed, and degraded. I will spread my legs for anyone my Husband allows. I will beg for pain. I will thank every person who uses me. I am nothing but a collared, implanted, brainless cumdump. Please… never let me be anything else.”

The crowd applauded as Dr. Lang fastened a new, heavier chain leash to her collar and led her down from the platform on all fours.

The reception that followed was pure depravity.

Maggie was passed around like a party favor. Wealthy donors fucked her mouth while she crawled between tables. Senior doctors took turns in her ass while others watched and took notes. Two female nurses made her eat them out on the main table while male guests fucked her from behind.

Every time someone finished inside her, Maggie would look up with empty, blissful eyes and whisper:

“Thank you for using your Institutional Wife…”

Dr. Lang eventually claimed her on the main stage in front of everyone.

He bent her over the altar-like table, gripped her titanium collar like a handle, and fucked her with brutal, possessive strokes while the entire gala watched.

“You’re my wife now,” he growled loud enough for the microphones to pick up. “My permanent breeding whore. I’m going to pump you full of cum every single day until you’re swollen with my child. And you’ll thank me for it.”

“Yes, Husband!” Maggie screamed, pushing back desperately. “Breed your Ward Wife! Fill me! Ruin me! I want to carry your child while I service the entire institute!”

She came violently as he flooded her womb, squirting across the stage while hundreds of people watched and cheered.

After the ceremony, Dr. Lang didn’t take her to a bedroom.

He chained her in the central courtyard — a public area visible to all wings of the institute. She was locked into a permanent breeding bench, ass up, legs spread, mouth available, with a sign above her:

INSTITUTIONAL WIFE — FREE USE Property of Dr. Victor Lang

Maggie spent the rest of the night being used by anyone who walked by. Staff on night duty. Patients who couldn’t sleep. Even the cleaning crew.

Every time someone finished inside her, she would whisper the same broken phrase:

“Thank you for using your Wife…”

By morning, she was a cum-glazed, twitching wreck — smiling dreamily, bells still jingling softly, whispering her new truth over and over:

“I’m Dr. Lang’s Institutional Wife… I’m never leaving… This is all I am now…”

Dr. Victor Lang watched the live feed from his quarters with cold, satisfied eyes.

His masterpiece was finally complete.


Chapter 21: Public Demonstrations

Dr. Victor Lang had waited months for this moment.

The Eden Grove Institute was hosting its annual benefactors’ conference — a gathering of wealthy donors, elite psychiatrists, and influential government health officials. The grand auditorium was packed with over four hundred people.

On stage, displayed like a living exhibit, was Patient 47.

Maggie was locked into a transparent acrylic display case mounted on a slowly rotating platform. Her legs were forced wide apart in stirrups, arms cuffed above her head. The heavy steel medical collar gleamed around her throat, and the fresh “INSTITUTIONAL WIFE” brand on her lower abdomen was clearly visible under the bright lights.

She was completely naked. Her massive breasts were swollen from the hormones Dr. Lang had been pumping into her. Her pierced clit and nipples had tiny silver bells attached. Thick beads of arousal dripped steadily from her gaping, well-used pussy onto the clear floor of the case.

A large digital screen above her displayed live statistics:

Patient 47 – Institutional Wife Current Arousal Level: 94% Orgasms Today: 27 Loads Received Today: 19

Dr. Lang stood beside the display case with a microphone, addressing the audience like a proud lecturer.

“Behold the pinnacle of behavioral modification,” he announced. “Formerly Dr. Maggie Turner — a respected psychologist. Through intensive hypnotic conditioning, chemical reprogramming, and permanent legal guardianship, she has been transformed into the perfect Institutional Wife. Observe.”

He pressed a button on his remote.

The case began rotating slowly, giving every seat in the auditorium a full view of Maggie’s exposed, dripping body.

“Patient 47,” Dr. Lang commanded. “Recite your status.”

Maggie’s voice came through the speakers, broken, breathy, and pathetically eager:

“I am Patient 47… Dr. Victor Lang’s permanent Institutional Wife and Ward Toy… I have no rights… I exist only to be fucked, bred, and displayed… Please use me… I need it…”

The audience murmured in dark fascination.

Dr. Lang opened the front of the case.

“Demonstration time. Would any distinguished guests like to test her responsiveness?”

Six hands shot up immediately.

For the next ninety minutes, Maggie was publicly used on stage while the entire conference watched.

A wealthy donor fucked her throat until he came down her gullet. A female psychiatrist fisted her while lecturing on “vaginal conditioning.” Two senior doctors double-penetrated her, making her scream her new identity between moans. Every time someone finished inside her, Maggie would look straight into the main camera and thank them:

“Thank you for using your Institutional Wife… Please cum in me again…”

Dr. Lang kept her on the edge the entire time, using the remote to shock her collar and control the vibrating implant buried deep in her womb. Every time she got close to cumming, he would deny her, forcing her to beg the audience out loud.

“Please let me cum… I’m just a brainless cumdump wife… I need your permission… Please degrade me more…”

When Dr. Lang finally allowed it, Maggie shattered in front of the entire conference.

She screamed as a massive, squirting orgasm ripped through her body, convulsing violently in the restraints while hundreds of powerful people watched her completely break.

After the demonstration, Dr. Lang addressed the crowd while Maggie remained locked in the case, cum leaking from every hole, smiling dreamily.

“Patient 47 is available for private sessions with our highest-tier donors. She will happily service you in any way you desire. She has no limits. She has no safe word. She exists for your pleasure.”

As the audience applauded, Maggie pressed her cum-stained face against the clear wall of the case and whispered loud enough for the microphones to catch:

“Thank you for watching me… I’m so happy being Dr. Lang’s public Institutional Wife… Please come use me whenever you want…”

Dr. Lang smiled with pure possession as he looked out at the crowd.

His masterpiece was now on full public display.

And she was only getting started.


Chapter 22: The Final Dose

Dr. Victor Lang had been saving this for the end.

The final dose.

Maggie — Patient 47 — was strapped to the reinforced medical chair in the institute’s deepest sub-basement procedure room. The lighting was harsh and clinical. Multiple IV lines were already feeding into both arms and the vein in her neck. A thick tube ran down her throat, pumping a steady stream of liquid nutrition and sedatives directly into her stomach.

She was completely naked. Her body was a testament to months of systematic ruin: massive hormone-enhanced breasts, the permanent titanium collar, the tracking implant buried deep in her womb, and the fresh brands and tattoos that marked her as property.

Her eyes were open but unfocused, drooling around the feeding tube.

Dr. Lang stood over her, holding the final syringe — a glowing, iridescent liquid that represented the culmination of his life’s work.

“This is the Final Dose, Patient 47,” he said softly, almost tenderly. “Once this enters your system, there will be no coming back. Your mind will be permanently locked in a state of docile, horny, obedient bliss. You will never again have a single independent thought. You will crave degradation. You will beg to be used every waking moment. Your old identity will be chemically erased forever.”

Maggie’s voice came out weak and trembling with desperate need.

“Please… give it to me, Master… I don’t want to think anymore… I want to be empty… I want to be your perfect brainless wife…”

Dr. Lang smiled with pure, cold triumph and pushed the plunger.

The glowing liquid flooded her veins.

Maggie’s entire body seized violently. Her back arched so hard the restraints creaked. A long, guttural scream tore from her throat as the final chemical assault rewrote the last remaining fragments of her mind.

For nearly forty minutes she convulsed and thrashed, babbling incoherently as years of education, ambition, identity, and resistance were chemically burned away.

When the seizure finally subsided, Maggie’s eyes fluttered open.

The change was immediate and terrifying.

The last spark of Dr. Maggie Turner was gone.

Only a vacant, drooling, blissfully empty smile remained.

“Hiii Master…” she cooed in a soft, childlike, brainless voice. “Your Wife feels soooo good now… My head is all pink and empty… I love being stupid…”

Dr. Lang unstrapped her and helped her to her knees.

“Tell me who you are.”

“I’m Patient 47…” she giggled, nuzzling against his leg. “Dr. Victor Lang’s permanent Institutional Wife and Ward Toy… I don’t have thoughts anymore… I just have holes and obedience…”

Dr. Lang attached her heavy leash to the collar and led her out of the procedure room on all fours.

Maggie crawled happily behind him, bells jingling, cum from earlier sessions still leaking down her thighs. She pressed her face against his leg every few steps, kissing him reverently.

That evening, during the institute’s nightly staff gathering, Dr. Lang paraded his fully completed masterpiece before the entire facility.

Maggie was placed on the central stage, on all fours, smiling dreamily while Dr. Lang addressed the crowd.

“The Final Dose is complete. Patient 47 is now permanently chemically lobotomized. She exists in a state of constant, blissful submission. Watch.”

He pressed the remote on her collar.

Maggie immediately began crawling through the crowd, offering herself to anyone who wanted her. She sucked cocks, spread her legs, and thanked every person who used her with pure, empty gratitude.

“I’m just a brainless cumdump wife…” she cooed happily between uses. “Thank you for fucking me… Please use me more…”

By the end of the night, she was a cum-drenched, twitching wreck in the center of the room, still smiling.

Dr. Lang crouched beside her and stroked her hair.

“How do you feel, my Institutional Wife?”

Maggie looked up at him with completely vacant, adoring eyes and whispered:

“So happy, Master… I don’t remember being anything else… Please keep me like this forever…”

Dr. Victor Lang smiled as he looked down at the drooling, broken woman who had once been a brilliant psychologist.

His masterpiece was finally, irreversibly complete.


Chapter 23: The New Normal

Six months after the Final Dose, Patient 47’s daily life had settled into a perfect, degrading rhythm.

Every morning at 6:00 a.m., the automated lights in her small, windowless “Wife Suite” turned on. Maggie woke up already wet, the tracking implant in her womb pulsing gently to remind her she was owned.

She crawled out of her padded cage, bells jingling on her pierced nipples and clit, and immediately pressed her face to the floor in presentation — ass high, legs spread, ready for inspection.

Dr. Lang entered at 6:15, as he did every day.

“Good morning, Wife.”

Maggie’s voice was soft, empty, and happy. “Good morning, Master. Your Institutional Wife is ready to serve.”

He fucked her first thing — hard and possessive, slamming into her soaked pussy while she moaned gratefully into the floor. He always finished inside her, pumping another load into her womb as part of her daily breeding regimen.

After he came, Maggie thanked him profusely, then crawled to the shower area where two orderlies hosed her down, washed her, and plugged her ass and pussy with thick vibrating toys to keep her edged throughout the day.

Her uniform for the day was the standard one: nothing but the heavy steel collar, the bells, and a tiny white apron that said “WARD CUMDUMP” across the front.

Her first duty was morning Ward Relief.

Maggie spent two hours in the central lounge, locked into the breeding bench. Staff members stopped by on their way to shifts — orderlies, nurses, doctors — using her mouth, pussy, or ass as they pleased. She thanked every single one with a blissful smile.

“Thank you for using your Wife… Please cum inside me… I exist to make you feel good…”

By 10:00 a.m., she was already leaking from multiple loads.

Dr. Lang occasionally brought important visitors through for demonstrations.

Today, a group of five potential benefactors watched as Maggie was placed on all fours in the middle of a conference room. She crawled from person to person, sucking each cock eagerly while reciting her new truth:

“I used to be a doctor… Now I’m just a brainless cumdump wife… I live to be fucked and displayed… Thank you for watching me…”

She came repeatedly just from being watched and used, her empty mind flooded with pleasure.

In the afternoons, she was assigned to “Group Therapy Relief.” She would be brought into sessions with long-term patients and used while they discussed their own issues. Maggie would moan and thank them as they took turns fucking her, her bells jingling with every thrust.

Evenings belonged to Dr. Lang.

He would leash her and walk her through the institute like a pet, letting senior staff use her one final time before bringing her back to his private quarters. There, he would fuck her for hours — sometimes tenderly, sometimes brutally — while reminding her of everything she had lost.

“You’ll never practice medicine again,” he’d whisper as he pounded her. “You’ll never be respected. You’ll never be free. You’re just my collared breeding whore now.”

And Maggie would cum harder than ever, sobbing with joy.

“Thank you, Master… I love being nothing…”

At night she slept in a large, padded cage beside his bed — collared, plugged, and vibrating — smiling dreamily as she drifted off.

This was her new normal.

No thoughts. No future. No escape.

Just endless, blissful service as Dr. Victor Lang’s Institutional Wife and the institute’s favorite cumdump.

And she had never been happier.


Chapter 24: The Oath

The final ceremony was held in the institute’s grand auditorium, filled with senior staff, major donors, and carefully selected long-term patients.

At the center of the stage stood a raised altar platform equipped with medical restraints. Maggie — Patient 47, Institutional Wife — was already positioned there when the audience arrived.

She was completely naked except for her permanent heavy steel collar and the silver bells on her pierced nipples and clit. Her body glistened with oil. Her massive breasts heaved with every breath. Thick strands of arousal already dripped from her well-used pussy onto the white silk beneath her.

She was locked into a breeding position — wrists and ankles secured, back arched, ass raised high, face turned toward the audience with a permanent, empty, blissful smile.

Dr. Victor Lang stepped onto the stage to thunderous applause.

“Today marks the completion of Patient 47’s transformation,” he announced. “She will now recite her Final Oath of Eternal Enslavement before all of you.”

He removed the ring gag from Maggie’s mouth.

She looked out at the hundreds of people watching her with pure, broken devotion.

“I, Patient 47… formerly known as Dr. Maggie Turner…” she began, her voice soft, breathy, and completely empty, “do solemnly swear my eternal submission to Dr. Victor Lang.”

Her words were punctuated by soft, wet sounds as Dr. Lang slowly fucked her from behind while she spoke.

“I renounce all rights as a human being… I am now legally, medically, and spiritually his property… I exist only to be fucked, bred, displayed, and degraded for his pleasure and the pleasure of this institute…”

She moaned loudly as he thrust deeper, the bells on her body jingling obscenely.

“I will never again have independent thoughts… I will beg to be used by anyone my Master allows… I will thank every person who cums inside me… I will happily carry his child and continue serving even while pregnant…”

Tears of overwhelming joy ran down her face as she continued.

“I consent to any further modifications, public use, and permanent institutionalization… I beg never to be released… If I ever show even a flicker of resistance, I beg to be punished severely and broken again…”

Dr. Lang gripped her collar tightly and slammed into her harder.

“Final vow,” he commanded.

Maggie’s voice rose into a desperate, sobbing scream of surrender as she came violently around his cock:

“I am nothing but Dr. Victor Lang’s brainless, collared, cumdump Institutional Wife… I was born to disappear… Thank you for destroying me… I love being your permanent fuckpet… Please keep me broken forever!”

She squirted hard across the stage as Dr. Lang flooded her womb with his cum, marking her one final time in front of the entire audience.

When it was over, Maggie remained locked in position, smiling dreamily at the crowd while cum leaked from her well-bred pussy.

Dr. Lang addressed the audience one last time.

“Patient 47 is now complete. She belongs to me — and to this institute — for the rest of her life.”

The auditorium erupted in applause as Maggie whispered her final truth, loud enough for the microphones to catch:

“I’m home… I’m finally home…”


Epilogue

Two years later.

The Eden Grove Institute had never run more smoothly.

In the central courtyard, under the warm afternoon sun, Patient 47 — Dr. Victor Lang’s Institutional Wife — was on permanent display.

She was locked into her favorite breeding bench, completely naked except for her heavy steel collar and the delicate silver bells on her pierced nipples and clit. Her belly was heavily swollen with her second pregnancy. Her massive, milk-heavy breasts leaked steadily onto the padded surface beneath her. Cum from multiple staff members and patients dripped from her well-used pussy and ass.

She wore a permanent, dreamy smile on her face.

Every morning, she was brought here after Dr. Lang fucked her awake. Throughout the day, anyone in the institute — doctors, nurses, orderlies, or approved patients — could step up and use her. Most did.

Maggie moaned softly as another orderly thrust into her from behind, his hips slapping against her pregnant belly. The bells jingled rhythmically with every stroke.

“Thank you…” she whispered happily, voice soft and empty. “Thank you for using your Wife…”

She no longer remembered being Dr. Maggie Turner.

That person was gone — chemically, psychologically, and legally erased.

Now there was only Patient 47.

Dr. Victor Lang watched her from the second-floor balcony, a glass of scotch in his hand. His masterpiece had exceeded even his highest expectations. She had become the institute’s most effective therapeutic tool and his most cherished possession.

Every night he brought her to his private quarters, chained her beside his bed, and used her until she was a sobbing, cum-drenched wreck. Every morning he reminded her who she belonged to.

And every single day, she thanked him for destroying her.

As the orderly finished inside her and walked away, Maggie turned her head toward the balcony where Dr. Lang stood watching.

She smiled up at him with pure, brainless love and whispered the only words that still mattered to her:

“I’m so happy, Master… Thank you for keeping me forever.”

Dr. Victor Lang raised his glass in a silent toast.

His perfect Institutional Wife.

His greatest creation.

Forever.



The End

[image: ]

OEBPS/image_rsrc17K.jpg
THE WARD'S

PERFECT

From Brilliant Psychologist
t Permanently Br k n
Institutional W1f

D. Ly FITZGER






OEBPS/nav.xhtml


  
    		Chapter 1: The Breakdown


    		Chapter 2: Voluntary Commitment


    		Chapter 3: The Intake Session


    		Chapter 4: The First Dose


    		Chapter 5: The Mirror Exercise


    		Chapter 6: First Boundary Crossed


    		Chapter 7: The Uniform


    		Chapter 8: Staff Privileges


    		Chapter 9: Patient Relief Duty


    		Chapter 10: Memory Editing


    		Chapter 11: The Guardian Papers


    		Chapter 12: Public Ward Service


    		Chapter 13: The Craving


    		Chapter 14: Identity Reformation


    		Chapter 15: Permanent Guardianship


    		Chapter 16: The Ward Toy


    		Chapter 17: The Final Resistance


    		Chapter 18: The Leash


    		Chapter 19: Begging to Stay


    		Chapter 20: Institutional Wife


    		Chapter 21: Public Demonstrations


    		Chapter 22: The Final Dose


    		Chapter 23: The New Normal


    		Chapter 24: The Oath


  



Guide

		Cover

		Beginning




		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






OEBPS/image_rsrc17M.jpg





