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The padded walls swallowed everything. Sound. Time. Identity. She didn’t exist here. Only Seven.

Naked, kneeling, knees spread to standard presentation width on the floor of her cell, she listened to the approach of polished shoes against marble. Her heartbeat kicked up immediately, a conditioned response sharper than conscious thought. Before the heavy door swung open, her cunt was already slickening, lips swelling with traitorous need. Twenty-three days of pleasure and denial had trained her body to prepare itself before her mind could intervene.

The lock disengaged.

Viktor entered first. Impeccable black suit, silver at his temples, eyes the color of storm clouds. The man who owned her. Not metaphorically. Legally, contractually, psychosexually. For thirty days, she had signed away her name, her clothing, and her voice. She was raw material. Inventory.

Behind Viktor stood the two appraisers. Pre-negotiated, she knew, but knowing did not diminish the vertigo of being inspected like livestock. Edison, broad and blunt-fingered, carried a tablet. Julian, lean and sharp-featured, held a small case. Neither looked at her face. They looked at her shoulders, her spread thighs, the flushed glisten of her cunt, now visibly wet and swollen with arousal.

“Subject Seven,” Viktor said. His voice was smoke and gravel. “You’ve been compliant for six days straight. You’ve earned a session.” He paused. “The appraisers are here to measure your progress. You will not speak. You will not look them in the eye. You exist for use and inspection. Is that understood?”

She nodded, the motion jerky. Her mouth felt swollen with all the words she couldn’t say. She wanted to say Viktor. She wanted to beg. Instead, she dropped her gaze to the floor, and the submission of it sent a fresh pulse of wetness slipping from her slit to coat her inner thighs.

“Good,” Viktor murmured. “Bring her to the examination room.”

Hands hauled her up by her biceps. Her skin sang where they touched her. She was already on fire, and they hadn’t even begun.
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The walk down the corridor was a procession of shame and arousal. Her bare feet chilled against the tile, but her blood ran molten. Twenty-three days of classical conditioning had rewired her thoroughly. Compliance brought orgasm, warmth, the rare bliss of Viktor’s hand in her hair. Disobedience—speaking, closing her legs, making eye contact without permission—brought isolation in the padded cell, hooded, plugged, and achingly untouched. She had learned her lesson with brutal clarity. Her body was no longer her own; it was a vessel for Viktor’s pleasure, and that surrender had carved out a space in her that felt like freedom.

The examination room was white and sterile. A leather-padded table stood in the center, stirrups glinting under harsh lights. Mirrors lined the ceiling and walls. Every angle visible. Nowhere to hide.

Viktor gestured. “Mount it. Back down. Legs in the restraints.”

Her hands trembled as she complied. The leather was cool against her shoulder blades. The stirrups clicked shut around her ankles, spreading her wide, exposing her cunt and ass to the room’s merciless light. She was shaved smooth there—Viktor’s requirement—every inch prepared for consumable use. Her clit throbbed, peeking from its hood, slick and flushed. She could smell herself: musk, sweat, the copper-sweet tang of desperate arousal.

Viktor stood at the foot of the table, between her spread knees. He didn’t touch her yet. He simply looked.

“She’s maintained arousal for four minutes without stimulation,” Julian noted clinically, glancing at a timer.

“Responsive,” Edison agreed, setting down his tablet. “Let’s see if she’s as receptive internally as she appears externally.”

Her breath hitched. Her cunt clenched around nothing, hungry and humiliated. She wanted to weep already, not from pain, but from the desperate need to be perfect for them. To earn back the simplest human privilege: the right to look her Owner in the eye and be seen.
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Viktor finally touched her.

It wasn’t gentle. Two fingers gripped her jaw, tilting her head until her throat was a vulnerable column stretched toward the ceiling. “You leak like a whore,” he said quietly. “Look at the mess you’ve made of yourself, and we haven’t even started.”

She moaned around the restriction of her silence. The sound vibrated in her chest. Viktor’s other hand found her cunt—no warning, just a firm slide of palm through her slick folds, gathering her wetness to rub in tight, cruel circles around her clit. Not enough to relieve. Enough to torment. Her hips bucked, the stirrups clanking.

“She’s responsive,” Julian observed, clinical and detached. He moved to her left side, and now gloved fingers—cool, impersonal latex—found her nipple and pinched. Hard. Her back bowed off the table, a ragged gasp tearing from her throat. The pain braided instantly into pleasure, a Pavlovian knot tied tight over weeks of conditioning. Her cunt kicked in Viktor’s hand, gushing a fat surge of arousal that he immediately smeared over her swollen clit, rubbing the slick with his thumb over the sensitive bud until she was trembling.

“Sensitive,” Julian noted. “And obedient. She didn’t break position.”

“She knows better,” Edison rumbled. He stood at the foot of the table, between her restrained legs, large hands spreading her cunt lips wider apart. “She’s learned what denial tastes like. Weeks in the dark with a plug keeping her open and no hand to finish her. You’d do anything to avoid that again, wouldn’t you, Seven?”

She nodded frantically. It was true. The isolation had been a hell of unrelenting arousal without resolution. Her body had been softened, opened, rewired to associate absolute submission with absolute ecstasy. She was so wet back there, she could feel the cool air against her slicked asshole. She didn’t know if Viktor had ordered her prepped or if her own body had simply surrendered; either way, the result was the same. She was ready. She was available.

“Finger her,” Viktor commanded, releasing her clit with a cruel lack of completion. “One each. I want to see how eagerly she takes measurement.”
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Edison didn’t add artificial lube beyond what her body offered. One thick digit pressed against her entrance and sank in to the knuckle with a wet, filthy sound. At the same moment, Julian abandoned the nipple and circled to her other side, reaching down from the front to press a slender finger against her asshole, circling the rim before pushing inside.

She wailed. The sound was animal, guttural. The dual intrusion stretched her in a way that made her vision white out. She was being handled like livestock, examined for yield and receptivity, and her clit had never been harder. It stood flushed and swollen against its hood, pulsing, dark and glossy with constant leakage. In the mirrors above, she caught a glimpse of herself—a flushed, anonymous thing, legs spread, impaled on two men’s hands while a third watched. Her old name was gone. There was only this: Subject Seven, wet and wanting.

“Grip is excellent,” Edison said, twisting his finger inside her cunt. Her walls fluttered and clenched, trying to suck him deeper. “Eager. No resistance.”

“She’s drooling from her cunt,” Julian added, his finger stroking the tight ring of her ass with maddening precision. “Her clit is fully erect. I estimate she’s been edged for...?”

“Three days,” Viktor said, his voice betraying nothing. “No release. Only conditioning. Touch, heat, mouth, then cold withdrawal. She’s primed.”

Primed. She wanted to scream. She was more than primed; she was a live wire stripped of insulation. Every nerve ending blazed. She could smell herself now—musk and sweat and the sharp, clean scent of Viktor’s cologne cutting through the thicker aroma of latex and arousal. Her breath came in short, desperate pants. Her heartbeat was a drum against her ribs, throbbing in her clit, pulsing in her tender, invaded holes. The appraisers weren’t lovers. They were judges, and her body was being scored on a rubric of filth. When Julian added a second finger to her ass, scissoring her open with impersonal expertise, her hips jerked uselessly against the restraints.

“Still,” Viktor snapped.

She froze, shaking. The tears came then—not from pain, but from the crushing, exquisite need to be perfect. She remembered week three, sobbing into the padding of her cell not because of the strap on her thighs, but because Viktor had refused to let her meet his eyes for forty-eight hours. The cruelty of it had shattered something in her that had never been meant to survive this place. Now, she needed to be good. She needed to earn back the right to look up and see approval in those storm-gray eyes.

The fingers withdrew with a wet, obscene sound, leaving her cunt and ass gaping and clenching on emptiness. She sobbed silently, tears tracking into her hair, her cunt weeping fresh arousal onto the table beneath her.

“She’s ready,” Viktor declared. “Gentlemen, observe the main event. You’ll have your data.”

She shuddered, suspended in the restraints, every muscle quivering on the precipice of a fall she wasn’t sure she’d survive.
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Viktor unfastened his trousers with deliberate, unhurried movements. He didn’t undress fully; this was not intimacy, it was use. His cock sprang free—heavy, thick, a veined column of flesh that made her mouth water with Pavlovian hunger. She had sucked that cock in week one, been taught how to open her throat without gagging, how to hold still while Viktor spent himself deep inside her. Now, she wanted it inside another hole. She wanted to be filled until there was no room left for thought.

“Hold her thighs,” Viktor ordered. “I want her immobile.”

Edison and Julian moved to either side, gloved hands gripping her knees, pressing them obscenely wide. The position was a vulgar display of her most vulnerable anatomy, a spread offering for consumption. Viktor stepped between her legs, aligned his cock with her slack, eager entrance, and pushed.
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The stretch was immediate and perfect. She threw her head back, a silent scream arching her spine. Viktor didn’t pause. He sank in to the hilt in one long, merciless thrust, his pelvis flush against her swollen clit. The table creaked. Her cunt, stuffed full, spasmed around him in rhythmic, grateful pulses.

“Look at her take it,” Julian murmured, almost in awe. “No resistance. She’s been well conditioned.”

“Not conditioned yet,” Viktor corrected, his voice tight with control. He pulled back until just the fat head remained inside, her rim fluttering around the crown, then slammed forward again. The sound was a wet, filthy slap of flesh on flesh. “A broken thing doesn’t choose. Seven chooses to grip my cock like a hungry little hole because she knows what happens if she doesn’t. Don’t you, Seven?”

She whimpered, nodding. Every thrust drove that truth deeper, reshaping her insides around Viktor’s shape. She could feel every vein, every ridge, the furious heat of his arousal branding her from within. Her G-spot was battered relentlessly, sending shocks of pleasure up her spine that made her toes curl in the stirrups. The appraisers watched with predatory focus, their clinical detachment slipping into something hungrier as they observed her debasement.

In the ceiling mirror, she watched Viktor’s cock sink into her again and again, the flushed flesh of her own thighs spread lewdly around his hips. She looked like a specimen, a thing being bred, and the thought shouldn’t have made her cunt leak fresh arousal onto his shaft, but it did. Every cell in her body had been reprogrammed to equate objectification with arousal. She could feel the drag of Viktor’s thick crown against her inner walls, the relentless friction that turned her spine to jelly and her mind to static. She was being renovated from the inside out, reshaped for one purpose, and she never wanted it to end.

“Stroke her,” Viktor commanded, snapping his hips with mechanical precision. “But do not let her finish.”

Julian’s gloved hand found her clit. The latex was slick with her own arousal, creating a frictionless sheath that slid around her swollen bud with torturous slowness. At the same time, Edison released her thigh to pinch and roll her nipples, alternating sharp pain with twisting pressure. The dual sensation—being fucked, being handled, being watched—sent her spinning into a subspace so deep she felt untethered from her body. She was just a sheath for Viktor’s cock. Just a number on a ledger of lust.

Viktor set a punishing rhythm. The table shook beneath them. Sweat dripped from Viktor’s temples onto her heaving breasts. The room filled with the obscene symphony of wet suction, skin meeting skin, and her desperate, muted keening. She was close. Her clit pulsed beneath Julian’s circling finger, her cunt clamping down around Viktor’s driving length. The friction inside her was a constant, relentless drag against her G-spot, building pressure at the base of her spine that felt like a coiled snake ready to strike.

Then Viktor stopped.
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“Flip her,” he ordered, pulling out with a slick, obscene sound that made her toes curl.

Hands hauled her over before she could process the loss. Her face was pressed against the cool leather of the table, cheek flattened, arms stretched above
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