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PROLOGUE

 
 
The Sentinel District
Amaranthe, 2349 CE
 
 
Shifting uneasily in bed, Ella ‘Silver’ Cross rolls over and checks the time on her alarm clock. It’s barely dawn. She’s been lying awake for precisely one hour and thirty-eight minutes, and now she has to pee.
Groaning, she flings back the covers and wiggles her heavily pregnant self to the edge of the bed. She can’t remember the last time she slept well. Prevented from sleeping in all the positions she normally finds so comfortable, she inevitably tosses and turns, using a combination of pillows and blankets to prop between her legs, under her back, or sometimes over her face to smother her screams of frustration.
Tiptoeing out of the bedroom that used to be her father’s, she pads barefoot to the bathroom and relieves her bladder, then splashes cool water on her face, sighing at her reflection in the mirror.
Her maternity nightdress is much too frilly, and she cringes at the woman staring back at her. With her long blonde hair down, the nipples of her pregnancy swollen breasts sticking straight out, and her round belly, she looks decidedly feminine—a far cry from the woman she remembers in a Hunter Division uniform with a gun in each hand.
Ugh.
She rolls her steely gray eyes, turning away from the stranger she’s become.
Trying to take her mind off the unwelcome prospect of giving birth, and all the anxiety that brings with it, she putters around the house, busying herself with the mundane—starting with the laundry.
She sets the first load to spin, finding one of her husband’s Hunter Division uniforms lying in a puddle of coagulated blood in the middle of the tiled laundry room floor, his name embroidered above the chest pocket of the Kevlar vest.
Alexander King.
Hunter General.
A sudden flood of jealousy accompanies a ripple of pride and a mini stomach somersault. Sure, it’s nice to be bedding the Hunter General. But sadly, it’s not quite as nice as being the Hunter General, which she was until impending motherhood forced her to resign.
She looks down at her baby bump. “I’m going back to work as soon as you’re out of me,” she warns, wagging a finger.
Baby responds with a kick to her bladder.
“Gimme a fucking break,” Silver groans, heading for the kitchen.
She’s lived in this house virtually her entire life, but little’s changed since her father’s death. Much of the furniture is his, and there’s still a pair of his shoes in the hallway closet—she’d resisted all of Alex’s attempts to dispose of them.
Preparing for breakfast, she grabs some bowls and spoons, but fumbles a box of cereal as she plucks it from the top shelf, her baby choosing that moment to begin a full-on acrobatic routine.
The cereal box tumbles through the air, spilling colored whole wheat flakes all over the floor, and she presses a hand to her belly, chastising the infant within, gasping when she feels a pair of warm hands slip around her waist.
“What’re you doing up so early?” Alex kisses her neck.
“Ask your baby.” Silver welcomes his touch, leaning into his embrace. “She was the one who woke me.”
“It won’t be long now.” He kisses her again, feeling his unborn child move inside her. “A few more weeks.”
“Better make the most of this pregnant belly while I still have it, then,” Silver teases him.
“Oh, yeah?” He nibbles on her ear. “Why? You don’t wanna have another one?”
“Are you serious?” She spins to face him, finding him already dressed in full regulation Hunter Division uniform.
Alex slides his hands down to her ass, pulling her as close as he can, her belly pressed tightly against him. “Pregnancy is so sexy.” He moves in for a kiss.
“Really?” Silver breaks her lips away. “Having to kiss me from forty feet away is sexy?” She pulls a face.
He instigates another kiss, nudging her up to the counter, one of his hands searching for a route between her legs.
“Do we have time for this?” She holds him off. “Won’t you be late for work?”
He shrugs. “I’ll just say we had a false alarm.” He makes another bid for entry to her sex. “You had labor pains, thought the baby was coming, and I—being the attentive husband that I am—had to be here with you.”
“You wanna use up that excuse already?”
“You’re eight months pregnant. That excuse is golden from now until the baby’s born. Besides”—he takes her hand and places it on his crotch—“I can’t very well go into work like this.”
Silver palms his groin, an erection straining in his pants. “This thing gets me into so much trouble.” She squeezes him.
“Turn around.” He withdraws his hands from her and unbuckles his belt.
“We can’t do this here.” She slaps his arm.
“Why not?” He unzips himself, pulling his engorged cock free. “Turn around and grip the counter.”
Silver tries to appear disapproving, but the look doesn’t stick. Three days unshaven, he’s ruggedly handsome, with a thick mop of salt-and-peppery, windswept hair and delightfully symmetrical cheekbones. She can’t help it. She wants to fuck him.
With that in mind, she does as he asks and bends over the counter. “Be quick.”
Stroking his cock with one hand, he cups her sex with the other, feeling her to make sure she’s ready to take him before he pushes himself inside her—but she’s not in the mood for gentility.
“Hurry up and get your cock in me,” she demands, thrusting her ass at him.
“Yes, ma’am.” Alex tugs the gusset of her panties aside, lines himself up, and rams himself in, all the way up to the hilt in one smooth stroke, almost reaching the pinnacle of excitement as soon as he hits bottom.
“Jesus …” He holds himself still, waiting for the threat to pass.
But Silver’s having none of it.
“Fuck me!” she growls, squeezing her cunt around him. “Now!”
“Fine.” He seizes her hips. “Have it your way.”
He starts plunging hard and fast inside her, impaling her on his thick shaft, exercising every bit of self-control he can muster in the hope of holding off his climax just long enough to get her on the cusp of her own, knowing that his ejaculation will be the catalyst for her peak.
The pressure starts to build, but she won’t let him slow down, and a faint moan from her lips drives him even closer.
“Oh, god …” He pulls her nightdress up over her belly, holding her firm, pregnant stomach while he fucks her. “You’re gonna kill me.”
Feeling his balls tighten, he lets out a guttural roar, letting her know his spillage is imminent and unstoppable. Then he feels it: the walls of her deep sex clenching around him, milking him for all he’s worth.
He unloads.
And just in time.
No sooner has he zipped himself up and two young children come running into the kitchen, both yelling “Mommy!” and “Daddy!” and demanding their attention.
“Aaaaand they’re awake.” Silver straightens up and catches her breath, making sure her nightdress and panties are back in place.
First into the room is a pajama-clad five-year-old boy with a thick mop of sandy-colored hair and deep brown eyes—just like his father’s.
Alex sweeps him into his arms. “How’s my little guy doing today?”
“I had a dream about spiders and eggshells.”
“Interesting combo.” Alex ruffles his hair, planting a kiss on the top of his head before seating him at the kitchen table.
Next into the room is a three-year-old girl in a bright pink princess dress, all sequins and lace. The diminutive brunette runs to Silver, holding her arms up, her blue eyes gleaming.
“Uppies!”
“I can’t pick you up right now, Jessi. I’m already carrying your little sister.”
The girl pouts, but doesn’t otherwise protest. “This a pink day!” she exclaims, spinning in clumsy circles, making her dress flare.
Silver quirks an eyebrow at her. “How did I birth you?”
While she gets the girl settled at the table for breakfast and Alex cleans cereal off the floor, the boy slides out of his chair, returning a few moments later with a guinea pig in his hands.
“Can I take Bailey to school?”
“No, Tyke, you may not take your pet guinea pig to school.” Silver swats Alex away as he tries to get a sneaky grope of her ass.
Undeterred, Tyke plops the fuzzy orange guinea pig down on the kitchen table.
“Come on, Tyke.” Silver sighs. “Not at the table.” She scoops Bailey the pig up and turns to Alex, flashing him a look of exasperation. “And you want a fourth one of these?” she whispers under her breath.
He follows her into the living room, leaning on the doorjamb, openly admiring the swell of her belly. “Hey, it’s not my fault that birth control’s prohibited for married couples and you can’t keep your hands off me.”
“I said I was gonna go back to the Hunter Division after the second one, remember?” She sets Bailey down in a large open-top cage laid with snuggly fleece blankets. “Then you did this.” She points to her stomach.
“It wasn’t all me,” Alex defers some of the blame. “You were there, I think.”
“Was I?” Silver grins.
“Yeah, I’m pretty sure.” He creeps up behind her. “It was our anniversary, we were in the backseat of my car, and I seem to recall you were begging for me to come inside you.” He starts lightly humping her rump. “I think it sounded a bit like ‘Come in me, Alex! Yes, yes, yes!’. Does that sound familiar?”
“Maybe a little.” Silver smirks.
“Then we got home and went three more rounds in the bedroom.” He separates from her, feeling himself stiffening again. “At least one of those was a very tender lovemaking session that came to a prompt and sticky end when you cooed ‘I wanna have another baby’.”
Silver’s jaw drops. “I did not!”
“You totally did.” Alex shirks all responsibility for it. “You said the words and my cock responded.”
She covers his mouth, lest the children should hear. “You’re much too potent, and I should know better by now. That’s how we ended up with the second one, too.”
“Oh, now that one you definitely asked for.”
Silver blushes uncontrollably. “I was hormonal. You took advantage!”
“How could I not?” Alex upturns both palms. “You were waiting for me in the Hunter Division loading bay when I got off work. We didn’t even make it home. You threw yourself at me, told me you were ovulating, and we had sex in one of the trucks. What man in his right mind would refuse that?”
“Hmm.” Silver doesn’t argue; Alex’s version of events does have an air of plausibility about it.
“And for the record”—Alex holds up a mitigating finger—“I was ready to pull out, but you wouldn’t let me. You wanted me to empty my love seed into you, so I did.”
“Your love seed?” Silver grimaces. “That doesn’t make it sound creepy or gross at all. Where the hell did you come up with that?”
Alex shrugs. “Tyke asked me where babies come from and I panicked.”
“So you told him you emptied your love seed into me?” Silver shakes her head. “Our kids are gonna grow up so warped. What do we call my cunt now? A love funnel?”
Alex sidles up to her, grinning. “Want some more of my love seed in your love funnel right now? I’m primed and ready to go.”
Silver shoves him away from her. “Your love seed is still dripping out of me, thanks very much. Anyway, the kids are up and you have to go to work.”
“I could spare another fifteen minutes.” He tries to tempt her by showing off the fresh bulge in his pants.
“Fuck off,” she mouths silently, keeping him at arm’s length.
“Oh, come on,” he teases her. “You know you want it.”
“I want it too much, that’s the trouble.” She locks eyes with him, wanting him to know that she’s serious. “You should get a vasectomy.”
Alex peers down at his crotch, his erection wilting. “Look what you did! You scared him away.”
“Is that all it takes? Good. Now I know your cock Kryptonite.” She winks.
“Don’t get too confident.” He moves crazy, unbrushed hair away from her face and caresses her cheek. “I know your weakness, too.” He steps up close, his breath hot against her neck. “You love bearing me children.”
She nuzzles his palm. “I do, you bastard.”
“Remember that this time next year when you see that second pink line appear on the stick.”
She kisses his palm. “What the fuck did you do to me? I used to be this hardcore Hunter with single-minded ambition, and then one day you convinced me to let you impregnate me and now here we both are. As soon as we get one off milk and diapers, you manage to knock me up again.”
“Is that really how you remember it? That I ‘convinced’ you to let me get you pregnant?” Alex huffs at her. “The way I remember it, we went to a baby shower for some friend of yours, then you got all broody. We got drunk, removed your birth control implant, and started fucking like a pair of rabbits.”
“Language!” Silver slaps his chest, reminding him that the children are in earshot.
Alex continues without pause. “We pooled our vacation time, took four months off work, and I sealed the deal in your first cycle.” He swoops in behind her. “By the time vacation was over, you were just starting to show.” He strokes her belly. “You made me a very happy man that summer.”
The baby kicks.
“Ooh!” Silver presses Alex’s hand lower on her stomach. “Did you feel that?”
Alex grins from ear to ear. “I love being a father, Silver. I love that you wanted to do this with me.” He rubs his hand back and forth over her lower belly. “I loved the woman you were before, and I love the woman you are now.” He plants a kiss on her. “I’ve always loved everything about you.”
Silver stays his hand. “Stop that before you get yourself all worked up again.”
Before he can argue with her, she calls the children in.
“Jessi! Tyke! Come in here and say goodbye to your daddy.”
The goodbyes are short and sweet with hugs all around, Alex lifting both children into his arms to kiss their foreheads, telling them to be good for their mommy.
Then, it’s Silver’s turn.
“See you later, Lyriel.” He kisses her belly. “And you, Mommy.” He kisses her lips sweetly. “I love you.”
“I love you, too. And hey”—she grabs his Kevlar vest and holds him back as he heads out the door—“be safe today, General.” She yanks him into another kiss. “I need you.”
 
 

 
 
Alex wakes up in unfamiliar surroundings, in an unfamiliar bed, momentarily disoriented. It’s late, moonlight spilling in through a skylight window, and his dreams have left him with a throbbing erection.
He reaches beneath the covers and takes his cock in his hand, finding the swollen, bulbous head covered with crusted sex fluids.
That brings some recollection back.
In the silence of the room, he can hear soft breathing beside him, the warmth of a naked body radiating against him. Propping himself up on his elbows, he looks around, his violet eyes giving him perfect night vision.
There’s a writing desk in the corner, a selection of glitter nail polishes atop it. The carpet is pink. The sloped ceiling is painted midnight blue and dotted with glow-in-the-dark stars. A lacy purple thong is dangling off the bedpost. Silver would loathe everything about this place, as well as the person who resides in it.
He glances down at the sleeping body beside him, the woman’s face half-covered by her short purple hair, her petite breasts exposed.
It’s twenty-year-old Linx.
Wincing, Alex clutches his pounding forehead and ruffles his hair, trying to get clear in his jumbled head the events that led him here. He was drunk, he knows that. Were he sober, he couldn’t possibly have been this stupid.
As the lingering sensations from the dream dissipate, his erection withers and he shuffles out of bed, trying not to wake her.
He fails.
“Where are you going?” Linx asks groggily, yawning and rubbing her eyes.
“Back to my room.” He pulls on his old Hunter Division pants.
“Stay.” Linx rolls onto her back, tugging the covers down to bare her naked body, hoping to tempt him. “We can go again.”
He digs through a hastily discarded pile of clothes in search of his shirt, troubled by the fact that there’s no evidence they used a condom. “I can’t.”
When he finds what he’s looking for, he heads for the door.
“So you’re just going to fuck me, then leave?” Linx glares at his back.
“This was a mistake.” Alex grits his teeth. “It won’t happen again.”
“You’ve been saying that for weeks.” Linx slips out of bed, getting between him and the door. “She’s not coming back, Alex. We’ve been over this a hundred times.” She places her hands on his sculpted chest. “Your wife’s gone.”
Alex shoves her away, spotting a thick, white glob of his ejaculate oozing out of her, trickling down her inner thigh. His stomach turns.
“Clean yourself up.” He pushes past her. “I don’t want to see you again.”
On his way down the stairs of the cottage Linx shares with her father, Alex reflects on the time that’s passed since Silver’s departure. This foolishness with Linx started as a simple handjob. How it ever got this far, he’s not quite sure, though he’s certain the booze was significantly responsible.
At first, the evolution of the handjob to a blowjob had seemed harmless enough. It created less mess, and he convinced himself that he was just being practical. Things didn’t start to get out of hand until she took her top off and coaxed him to feel her naked breasts. On that occasion, his cock was bobbing between her legs and he came all over her crotch. As he did, she rubbed herself on him, letting the shaft of his cock slide down her drenched crease.
The next time, she hadn’t worn panties. He jerked himself off while she lifted the hem of her skirt and showed him her core, lowering herself till the tip of his cock bumped against her bare flesh.
She was wet.
He came on her needy cunt, spraying his load all over her sex, pushing the head of his cock between her labia to deposit his cream in her heat. The temptation to fuck her was almost too much, and this last and final time, he hadn’t been able to resist.
There’s been no word from Silver, and the silence torments him. She could’ve been captured by the militia, killed by highwaymen, or she may well be in London playing house with Ria, the beautiful brunette who stole her heart within days of their meeting.
For the sake of his own sanity—and his nagging conscience—he chooses to believe the latter.
Reaching the bottom of the staircase, he flings open the front door and comes face to face with Luka, almost walking headlong into his sandy-haired love rival.
“Jesus christ.” He recoils, taking a moment to recover. “What’re you doing here?”
Luka scrutinizes Alex’s appearance, his belt unbuckled and his shirt off. As if that weren’t already suspicious enough, he stinks like sex.
“I might ask you that.” Luka’s jaw tightens. “I’ve been looking everywhere for you.”
“Why?” Alex tucks his shirt under his arm and cinches up his belt. “What do you want? It’s late.”
“I know where she is.” Luka’s expression stays sour, his green eyes full of disdain.
“What? Who?” Alex pinches the bridge of his nose between his thumb and forefinger, too tired to make the obvious mental leap.
“Silver.” Luka grinds his teeth. “Your pregnant wife.”
“So do I.” Alex returns his animosity in equal measure. “She’s in London, screwing her Russian whore.”
“No, she’s not.”
Luka’s voice is etched with pain, and Alex scours his face, noticing the redness in his eyes for the first time: he’s been crying.
Panic spreads through Alex’s core and he flaps his jaw, unable to articulate himself. Beneath the anger and the resentment, and all the bitter words exchanged between them, he never imagined there would be any finality to Silver’s leaving. Ria was a diversion, that’s all. Linx was … retaliation; stupidity; selfishness; an overreaction to his jealousy. He’s yearned for their reconciliation, but now the look on Luka’s face …
“Is she alive?” Alex can barely speak.
Offering him no comfort, Luka hands him an envelope. “See for yourself.”
 

 
Alex casts his eyes over the return address: Doctor Elena Lavergne, Bishopsgate Insane Asylum.
Silver’s in the nuthouse.
 
 
 



 
Five months
earlier …
 
 



CHAPTER ONE

 
 
Bishopsgate Insane Asylum
The Square Mile
London, Northside, EC2
The Kingdom of Great Britain, 2349 CE
 
 
A woman in black stiletto heels mounts a set of wide stone steps leading up to a pair of heavy oak doors with wrought iron, B-shaped handles. The polished top step is inlayed with the word Bishopsgate in twenty-four carat gold.
On either side of the doors, two large white pillars are covered with spirals of powder blue roses, and walled gardens sprawl to the left and right of the imposing red brick building, which was erected on the site of the first Bethlehem Hospital—a fact proudly announced by a blue metal plaque above the front doors.
Known by most as Bethlem—or, less fondly, as Bedlam—the old hospital was London’s first lunatic asylum, and the current building honors the history of the land it was built on by providing comprehensive mental healthcare to Northsiders.
The woman in the stilettos makes her way across the tiled lobby. The walls here are decorated with pictures celebrating the hospital’s successes and advancements in the field of mental health. Above the awards and the newspaper clippings, the hospital’s name and slogan stand proud:
Bishopsgate Insane Asylum.
For the care and control of the feeble-minded.
Stopping briefly at the front desk to collect any letters and memos that have accumulated for her, the woman raps her glossy red fingernails on the oak counter, contemplating how long it’ll be before she needs to make an appointment for her next manicure. In the mirror behind her, she checks her overall appearance, from stockings to jacket, making sure no underwear lines are visible beneath her skirt.
Black to match her stilettos, the mid-thigh-length garment clings to her derrière, accentuating her womanly curves. A white blouse and black jacket complete the outfit, a small silver brooch fixed to one of her lapels.
A phoenix.
She adjusts the dainty brooch, accepts a handful of letters and internal paperwork from the receptionist, then carries on up the staircase to the right of the lobby, following signs to the female ward.
Her medium-length black hair is parted deep at the side and curled into free-flowing finger waves that bounce on her shoulders, the lighter side tucked behind her ear. It frames her heart-shaped face, drawing attention to her elegant jawline and full crimson lips.
Creases beside her emerald eyes and at the corners of her mouth betray a woman who’s approaching fifty, but doing so gracefully, and with the considerable aid of certain viral enhancements in her blood, responsible for reducing the effects of aging and stalling its inevitable encroachment.
Without slowing her pace, she flicks through the small bundle of envelopes in her hands, not at first hearing her name when it’s called.
“Doctor Lavergne,” a male voice repeats, louder on the second try. “We’ve got a new one I need you to sign off on.”
Doctor Elena Lavergne checks her watch; she can spare a few minutes.
“What is it this time?” She tucks her mail under her arm and straightens the wide cuffs of her blouse, twisting her monogrammed gold cufflinks so that they’re perfectly aligned. “Depression? Attempted suicide? Or something a little more exciting?”
“A foreigner.” The man—a clean-shaven young medical doctor in a long white coat—leads Elena into a brightly lit examination room. “I’ve already given her a full medical work-up, but I need you to sign her admission paperwork before I can do anything more.”
Used to having many of her patients come to her off the streets—any tramps and vagabonds considered too mentally infirm to be sent to the workhouse—Elena’s pleasantly surprised by the appearance of the woman lying prone on the hospital bed in front of her.
She’s clean.
She’s well-dressed.
She’s beautiful.
Elena takes her in from tip to toe. She’s wearing leather boots with protective steel plates, the thick rubber soles heavily worn. A new pair of black kicksies hugs her long, muscular legs, and a belt cinched around her waist bears a buckle decorated with an unfamiliar Omega symbol.
A white button-up shirt is rolled up to her elbows, a waistcoat fixed over it, her hands resting limply by her sides. Elena scoops up one small but strong hand, scrutinizing the short fingernails. Feeling something rough on the woman’s palm, she turns the hand over, baring a nasty, ragged scar.
She traces her fingertips over it, her interest then drawn to another, far more suspicious scar on the woman’s inner wrist.
“That’s not what it looks like,” the male doctor reads Elena’s mind, offering her an x-ray film of the foreigner’s wrist.
Elena holds the film up to the light, squinting at a small rectangular object lodged under the woman’s skin. “What is it?”
“A microchip, it looks to me.” The doctor readies a tray of medical equipment, including a scalpel. “Want me to remove it?”
Elena nods, handing him back the film, continuing her inspection. “Is there anything else I ought to be aware of?”
“Only this.” The man peels open one of the woman’s eyes, revealing her bright violet irises. “Black market virus.” He releases the eyelid. “And she’s pregnant.” He pauses for effect. “With a Delta child.”
Elena flashes him a look of confusion. “You’re sure?”
The doctor nods. “Should I inform Doctor Montgomery, ma’am?”
“Not yet,” Elena mumbles absently, turning her attention to the woman’s belly.
The white shirt has ridden up a few inches, exposing the soft flesh of the woman’s abdomen, the tail end of another scar peeking out beneath.
Elena reaches for the hem of the shirt and tugs the fabric up to the underside of the woman’s breasts, exposing the extent of the scarring.
“What happened to you?” she muses, dragging her fingers along the length of the scar, wondering what could’ve caused it.
The woman’s skin is warm to the touch, her breathing shallow but regular. Elena presses a hand flat against her ribcage and runs it downward, counting ribs, feeling the muscular contours of her body.
“Is she hurt?”
The doctor shakes his head. “Sedated.” He consults the woman’s chart. “The Metropolitan Police were called by some border guards who caught her trying to enter the Northside illegally.”
Elena holds her hand out for the chart. “Any personals?”
The doctor fetches a small plastic bucket filled with everything he removed from the woman when she was brought in: some military dogtags; a hunting knife; a wedding ring; and a Chimera talon.
“Where do you want ‘em all?”
“I’ll take them to my office.” Elena signs the chart, officially accepting this brand new curiosity into her care. “I’d like to learn more about her.”
She returns her eyes to the bed, bringing a hand to the unconscious female’s face, moving aside some strands of long blonde hair that have escaped from her ponytail.
Aware that her touch is lingering, she pulls back, collecting herself. “Complete her citizenship,” she orders the doctor brusquely. “When she’s stabilized, send her to me.”
The doctor nods, strapping the woman’s ankles and wrists to the bed with padded leather restraints before preparing a needle.
On her way out, Elena helps herself to the plastic bucket containing the confiscated personals, pausing in the doorway to ask, “What’s her name?”
“Ella Cross, ma’am.” He sticks the needle in the crook of the woman’s right elbow, injecting her with a bluish liquid. “The Met said she’s a mettlesome little wench.”
“Jolly good.” Elena takes one last look at her new patient, watching her muscles tense and flex against the restraints, the injection working already. “I could use a new project.”
 
 



CHAPTER TWO

 
 
Elena fidgets anxiously in her leather wingback chair, gripping and releasing the arms, expelling her tension on the taut, squeaky fabric. She can feel that her heart rate’s elevated, though she’s not sure why. She’s welcomed hundreds of women into this institution, and there’s no reason why this patient should be any different.
Upon hearing footsteps in the hallway outside her office, she forces herself to relax, clasping her hands together in her lap. When a knock sounds and the door opens, the woman from the examination room is thrust into the room by an orderly.
Now wearing standard Bishopsgate inmate attire—blue scrubs with a white long-sleeve t-shirt underneath—her appearance is markedly different, her feminine curves hidden by the baggy cotton, her wrists bound by handcuffs.
“Ella Cross to see you, ma’am,” the orderly announces.
“Silver,” the foreigner grumbles at him. “Are you deaf? Or just chronically stupid? I told you to call me Silver.”
“Right you are, mate.” The orderly chuckles. “And you can call me Prince Poppycock.”
“Oh, yeah?” Silver glowers at him. “How about ‘asshole’ instead? As in ‘fuck you, asshole’.”
The orderly raises his arm, as if to backhand her, but he never gets to swing.
“Don’t!” Elena barks at him from her chair. “Not unless you want a formal reprimand, you violent little shit.”
The ferocity of her words sends the orderly scurrying back into the hall, and has Silver intrigued. Once alone, the two women stare at one another in silence, Silver fixated on—and fascinated by—the demure-looking woman with the stern mouth who’s dwarfed by the leather chair she’s sitting so primly in.
Eventually, “Who the fuck are you?”
“My name is Doctor Elena Lavergne.” Elena pushes herself up from her chair and crosses the room. “I run the female ward here at Bishopsgate.”
A doctor? Silver gives herself a once over, studying her unusual clothing, picking at her scrub top and wiggling her slippered feet.
“So this is a hospital?”
“Of sorts,” Elena answers vaguely.
Dissatisfied with that response, Silver’s eyes flit around the room, skimming over several framed educational certificates on the wall, one of which identifies Elena as a clinical psychiatrist specializing in cognitive neuropsychiatry.
She scowls. “Am I in a nuthouse?”
“Only temporarily,” Elena assures her, standing just out of arm’s reach. “Until your citizenship documents arrive.”
“Great.” Silver keeps the scowl. “And how long’s that going to take?”
Elena shrugs. “About a fortnight.”
“Speak English.”
“Two weeks,” Elena translates herself, never having encountered someone from such a distant continent before.
“And will I be handcuffed the whole time?” Silver holds up her wrists.
Elena pulls a small key from her jacket pocket. “Not if you promise to behave.”
Silver raises an eyebrow. “I’m not promising you shit.”
“Your choice.” Elena pockets the key.
Unfazed, Silver maintains eye contact and steps forward, moving calmly and deliberately into Elena’s personal space.
Not sure if Silver’s going to get physical with her, Elena stands her ground and controls her breathing, fighting the urge to back away. Determined not to show any weakness, she searches Silver’s eyes for malice or aggression, but finds her bold new patient infuriatingly difficult to read.
As Silver reaches a hand toward her face, fingertips grazing her cheek, Elena’s breathing becomes heavy. She half closes her eyes, keeping perfectly still, not knowing if she’s about to be kissed or choked.
Neither happens.
Instead, Silver plucks a bobby pin from her hair.
Confused—as well as marginally, strangely, unnervingly disappointed—Elena feels Silver’s hand slip away. She looks down at the pin, paying close attention as Silver bends it out and pulls off the plastic grip, using that end of it to release the handcuffs.
It’s over in under a minute, and when she’s done, Silver offers the bent pin back to the mystified doctor, who reflexively holds her hand out to receive it.
“Thanks, Doc.” With a self-satisfied smile, Silver dumps the pin and handcuffs into Elena’s upturned palm, pats her padded shoulder, then strides over to the sofa and flops down into it. “Now, what did you want to talk to me about?”
Momentarily dumbstruck, and faintly shaken, it takes Elena a few seconds to gather herself. Abandoning the useless handcuffs and bobby pin on a side table, she retreats to her leather chair.
“Since you’re going to be staying with us a while, it seems only right that I should get to know you.” She picks Silver’s medical file off the coffee table and examines her x-rays, pulling out one of the films for a better look.
“I’m not really in the mood for chitchat.” Silver checks her wrist for an invisible watch, scratching at a fresh bandage there.
Paying no note to that, Elena selects another film and gives it the same scrutiny. “Internally, you’re quite the mess.”
“Not everywhere.” Silver waggles her eyebrows suggestively. “Wanna see?” She pings the waistband of her blue scrub pants, trying to inject some levity.
Elena carries on as if deaf to the taunt, making sure Silver knows she can’t be so easily derailed. “You have a titanium ribcage, knee, a reconstructed shoulder, and scar tissue throughout.” She tucks the film back in the folder. “So you’re a soldier?”
“Nah.” Silver shakes her head. “I’m just really, really clumsy.”
Elena fishes a pair military dogtags out of the plastic bucket of personals by her feet. “Hunter General,” she reads from the tag. “Ella ‘Silver’ Cross, almost thirty-five years old.”
“Congratulations.” Silver fidgets with her bare wrist, rubbing the spot where her father’s dogtags are usually tied. “You can read and count.”
Elena drops the tags back into the bucket and picks up Silver’s hunting knife, tracing her fingers over the inlayed silver Ella Cross symbol on the black hilt.

“What does this mean?”
“It’s my name.” Silver watches her draw the blade out from its sheath. “An Ella Cross.” She catches her reflection in the polished steel, noticing her irises have returned to their natural gray hue. “What did you do to me?” She points to her eyes.
“You’ve been given the Human Betterment Package.” Elena pricks her finger on the tip of the blade, testing its sharpness. “The virus is still in you, but it’s now regulated by the British government and controlled by nanites in your blood.”
“So I’m … switched off? Deactivated?”
“No.” Elena puts the knife away, reaching for a tablet computer instead. “We paid the fee for your temporary activation because it’s better for the baby.” She switches on the unit. “But from now on, you’ll only see the violet in your eyes during moments of extreme autonomic nervous system arousal: anger, fear, sexual climax, and so on. You can also flash your violets to see better in the dark, but that takes a bit of practice.”
“And what’s that for?” Silver gestures to the tablet.
“I need to make sure you’ve calibrated to the nanites, and that everything’s working as it should.” Elena turns the screen to face her. “These are your biorhythms. The nanites constantly monitor and record all your biological processes. Whenever I need to, I can view certain indicators that tell me how afraid you are.” She uses a stylus to bring up all the indicators for fear, the results displaying instantly.
Silver’s not afraid.
“Or how angry,” Elena goes on, changing the selection.
Silver’s mildly irritated.
“Or how curious.” Elena selects another set of indicators.
The corresponding biorhythm levels are pulled up onto the display, the lines climbing upward at a steady pace. A few seconds later, Elena makes a different selection from a drop-down list, these levels remaining low and constant.
“What’s that one supposed to be?” Silver prompts her. “Is it giving away how much fun I’m not having?”
“It’s sexual arousal.” Elena holds her gaze, catching a sudden upward peak in her biorhythms as their eyes lock.
Intrigued, she turns her eyes to the screen, a small incline of the previously stable lines betraying a spontaneous increase in Silver’s dopamine and serotonin levels.
“That’s interesting.” She leans back in her leather chair and crosses her legs, propping the tablet in her lap. “Let’s explore that, shall we?”
“Go to hell.” Silver averts her eyes, loathing how exposed she is to this woman.
“When was the last time you had sex?” Elena forges on, undeterred.
Warmth spreads through Silver’s chest at the thought of Ria. Only a few hours ago, the Russian brunette had been shivering and moaning in her arms, riding three of her fingers to orgasm. The fuck was brief but intense, Ria’s pleasure unbridled.
But Silver says nothing.
Although she’s sure her biorhythms are registering the memory—fluctuating with the echoes of desire, lust, and passion—she refrains from answering. Instead, she challenges Elena with a cold glare.
“You first.”
“I had sex last night,” Elena responds to the challenge without pause, refusing to be ruffled. “With my husband.” She shows off a gold wedding ring on her left hand.
Her candid reply takes Silver by surprise, but rather than let that be the end of it, she pushes the doctor further, aiming to unsettle her.
“Did you enjoy it?” she asks derisively.
Expecting to receive a rebuke for her disrespectful tone, she’s caught off-guard again when Elena, her eyes glued firmly to the tablet, tenders another shockingly honest answer, accompanied by a faint sigh.
“No.”
“Why not?” Silver asks next, now purely out of interest, no hint of scorn.
This time, Elena hesitates to answer. She recalls, with no small amount of contempt, how her husband stripped off his work clothes, climbed into bed with her, and forced her to fellate him for several minutes before flipping her onto her knees and mounting her from behind. She’d hoped to finish him in her mouth, bringing him to a swift release with a technique it’d taken her eighteen years of marriage to perfect, but he’d had other ideas.
So, with her face squished into the pillow, she let him have her however he wanted—not that she could stop him anyway—and she closed her eyes, counting the strokes, each one marked by the slap of his sagging testicles against her mound, each one bringing him ever closer to completion.
Fortunately, it didn’t take long. It never does. He’s a good man, for the most part, but an appalling lover. Selfish and careless in bed, it’d never once occurred to him to perform cunnilingus on her. Not that she’d want him to.
His unskilled tongue.
His saliva slopping all over her.
His prickly face.
She shoves the thought aside.
Finally, “Quid pro quo, Ms Cross.” Elena looks up from the tablet. “I’ve opened up, now so shall you.”
Silver nods, utterly perplexed by this line of questioning, but willing to play along nonetheless. “If you must know, you perv, I had sex a few hours before I was arrested.”
“With your husband?”
Now it’s Silver’s turn to hesitate. “No.”
“Then with whom?” Elena prods her for more information than she wants to give.
“Why?” Silver’s eyes flit to a framed anti-gay propaganda poster on the wall facing Elena’s desk. “What difference does it make?” Her eyes linger there.
Homosexuality threatens the future of Great Britain.
Homosexuality threatens humanity.
Homosexuality threatens YOU.
Remembering that same-sex relationships are outlawed in this country, her hackles raise and she taunts Elena deliberately. “Are you thinking of asking me out?”
Elena follows her eyeline over to the poster. “Is there a reason why you’re being so defensive? You needn’t worry. Everything you say in this room is completely confidential.”
Silver’s skepticism grows. “Why am I here?”
“These sessions help me to personalize your treatments.”
“Treatments?” Silver shakes her head. “I’m not crazy.”
“Your situation is unique, I know.” Elena regards her closely. “You were brought to me simply because Bishopsgate is one of the few institutions in the Northside that’s authorized to take in non-residents. Your mental health wasn’t a factor in your admission, but since you’ll be held here until everything is in order with your citizenship, I feel I have a professional duty to rectify any issues that might come to my attention during this time.”
“I’m not your patient,” Silver snarls.
“Actually, for as long as you remain a ward of Bishopsgate Asylum, you are.”
“But there’s nothing wrong with me.”
“Then answer the question,” Elena insists. “Who was the last person you had sexual relations with? And do bear in mind that I’ll know if you’re lying.” She taps the edge of the tablet with the stylus.
“Fine.” Silver leans forward. “I had sex with a beautiful Russian woman. Is that what you want to hear?”
“Are you gay?” Elena remains aloof.
“No.”
“But you like women?”
“You tell me, Doc.” Silver cocks her head, trailing her eyes up Elena’s legs. “What do my biorhythms say when I look at you?” She keeps roaming upward, lingering at the doctor’s bust before making the final trek to her face. “Do I like what I see?”
Another incline appears on the screen in front of Elena, this one significantly more pronounced, and she feels heat rush into her cheeks.
This behavior cannot be condoned.
This behavior must be curbed.
 
 

 
 
Silver’s breath catches in her throat, the pain in her chest almost impossible to bear. Her nerves tingle and sting from head to toe, her muscles cramping, her irises flashing violet as the nanites in her blood kick in to combat the shock of the ice bath she’s plunged in, courtesy of two Bishopsgate orderlies.
Submerged in glacial water up to her neck, chunks of broken ice under her, around her, and on top of her, she clutches at the metal rim of the tub, her extremities shaking, her teeth chattering.
Shooing aside the orderlies, Elena leans over the tub, her expression grim. She seizes Silver’s wet ponytail and yanks her head up, ensuring her full attention. “I thought you could use a cold bath.”
“Really?” Silver speaks through gritted teeth. “You looked like you were getting a little flustered yourself. Are you sure you don’t need me to ice your cunt?”
Elena dunks her fully under the water, holds her there for several seconds, then tugs her back up. “Let me make myself very clear: I don’t tolerate insubordination.”
“Let me make something clear.” Silver spits water. “I don’t break.”
Elena shoves her away. “We’ll see.”
After hissing those parting words, she strides out of the room, her heels clinking on the tiled floor, her hand dripping.
As she steps out into the deserted hallway, she presses her wet hand below her ear, relishing the chill as her slender fingers wrap around the nape of her neck. Slumping against the wall, she closes her eyes and whimpers, shuddering as droplets of ice cold water cascade from her hand onto her neck and trickle down her chest, disappearing between her breasts.
These feelings cannot be condoned.
These feelings must be curbed.
 
 



CHAPTER THREE

 
 
Dripping wet and shivering, Silver is shown to a twelve-by-twelve room with a single bed and a writing desk. The cornflower yellow walls are peeling, revealing some old floral wallpaper beneath the paintwork, and the light blue ceiling is covered with thick, dusty cobwebs.
A small, circular drain is set into the sloping concrete floor, allowing the whole room to be power washed when necessary.
If an inmate pisses or shits on the floor.
If an inmate finds a way to slit her wrists.
An orderly chucks a coarse wool blanket at Silver, then slams the door shut.
Silver hears it lock.
“Hey!” she yells at him. “You’re locking me in here?!”
A small hatch in the door slides open. “Doctor Lavergne wants you to spend the rest of the day in silent contemplation,” the orderly explains. “You’ll join the general population tomorrow.”
“Bitch,” Silver grumbles, dabbing her face dry with the blanket.
Her fingers and toes numb from the ice water, Silver struggles to strip off her clothes—or her blues, as the orderlies call them. First, she peels off her scrub top and wrings it out over the drain, draping it over the writing desk to dry. She does the same with her pants, and the white undershirt, then huddles on the bed in the blanket, wriggling under the thin sheets, her skin blotchy and red.
Though it’s little more than a thin mattress covered in a plastic sheet, the pillow a lumpy, bumpy cloth pouch stuffed with scraps of old material, it’s adequate enough for her needs. Sure, she’d love some memory foam and a thick, snuggly duvet, but when it comes to making do, she’s an expert.
Besides, it’s only temporary.
Two weeks.
That’s all.
Two weeks, and she’ll be back with Ria.
Ria.
Ria.
Ria.
Exhausted, she slips into a fitful sleep that’s punctuated with dreams of her Russian lover, memories of her estranged husband, Alex, and thoughts of her father, whose death she still hasn’t fully mourned.
Come nighttime, Bishopsgate falls eerily quiet. Save for the faint, pitiful sounds of sobbing drifting through grates in the walls as some of the other inmates cry themselves to sleep, the building offers up nothing more than the occasional creak and groan.
Pipes in the walls expand and contract.
In the basement, the morgue furnace is fired up.
As dawn approaches, the inmate in the neighboring cell starts talking to herself, griping about the stodgy, tasteless porridge usually served at breakfast, and Silver lies awake, listening to her complaints, watching a spider dangle from the ceiling.
Clinging to a thin strand of its silk, it sways back and forth in a cool breeze whispering through a crack in the small frosted window set high up in the wall. Through that crack, Silver can just about make out the sounds of engines, the clip-clop of horses’ hooves, workmen’s tools, and the waft of a nearby bakery.
She’s in the city, that much she can tell.
A short while later, a screeching alarm sounds through the female wing and the orderlies make their rounds, flinging open doors and kicking the inmates out of bed.
“Time to shower,” the gruff, bearded orderly at Silver’s door declares, affording her no pleasantries.
Keen to have a proper wash for the first time in several days, Silver rolls out of bed and pulls on her blues, cooperating without fuss as she’s manhandled into formation with the rest of the female inmates.
Made to form a neat, single file line against the wall until the telltale clacking of a woman’s high heels on the linoleum floor heralds Elena’s arrival, silence is demanded and strictly enforced by the orderlies—and they’re not shy about physically reprimanding anyone for disobedience or unruliness.
Groomed pristinely, as ever, Elena walks down the line looking straight ahead, acknowledging no-one. When she gives the signal to the orderlies, the line starts shuffling forward, inmates entering the shower room one at a time, each receiving a towel from the orderlies as they pass the doorway.
Steam is spilling out into the hall, the showers set on a timer and already running. Inside, the entire room is tiled: the floor, the walls, and the ceiling. The sunshine yellow tiles are in fairly good shape, but the grout is black with mold. Individual shower stalls are separated by four-foot-high dividing walls with a small ledge at the far end to store a towel and your clothes.
No curtains.
No changing rooms.
No privacy.
“You’ve got to be fucking kidding me,” Silver mutters under her breath.
Elena stands at the head of the room, her hands clasped in front of her, and as the other inmates strip and start lathering themselves up, it becomes clear that she intends to stick around for the duration.
“Is this how you get your kicks?” Silver challenges her, gesturing to the lack of privacy. “You like to watch? Or are you just here to make sure no-one drops the soap?”
Ignoring the derision flung at her, Elena surveys the room, her face betraying nothing but the boredom of routine. “You have ten minutes. Don’t dawdle.”
Clear that her jibes aren’t going to provoke a reaction this morning, Silver steps into an empty stall, plops her towel on the ledge, and sheds her blues, stripping to her underwear. Ultimately, she’s eager to get clean, no matter what the conditions.
In the periphery of her vision, she watches Elena pace through the room, looking in on all the shower stalls, making sure no-one’s up to anything mischievous. No doubt she’s ready to dole out punishments for anyone caught spending too long soaping up their girlie parts.
Not interested in showering under supervision, Silver turns her back to the room and lets out her ponytail, shaking her hair loose. She’s about to remove her undergarments when she becomes aware that the rhythmic clicking of Elena’s heels has stopped.
She’s being watched.
Weighing her options, she sees only two viable choices: she can either keep her back turned and deny Elena her cheap thrills, or she can turn to face her audience, playing up her nudity for all it’s worth.
Concluding that any attempt to hide herself from view might lead Elena to think that she’s nervous—or worse, that she’s intimidated—Silver opts for the latter tactic, deciding to test the limits of Elena’s self-control.
To that end, she pivots and locks eyes with the voyeuristic doctor. Slowly and purposefully, she reaches behind her back and unclips her bra, letting the straps slip off her shoulders. Cupping the fabric around her breasts, she gives both assets a squeeze, baiting Elena, daring her eyes to wander.
And they do.
Though Elena’s fists are clenched at her sides, her body rigid with unease, her eyelids flutter and her lips part slightly, seduced by the unveiling of Silver’s nakedness.
But only for a moment.
“You’re wasting time,” she snaps, jerking her eyes up. “Get a move on.”
Fascinated by Elena’s extreme reactions to her, Silver lets the bra fall away, her breasts spilling free. “Better?” she asks, letting Elena feast on her again.
This time, the doctor’s gaze sticks.
She follows Silver’s hands lower, as if hypnotized, unable to look away as Silver splays her fingers over her stomach and waist, sliding them down to her hips. There, Silver hooks her thumbs over the waistband of her panties, tugging first on one side, then the other, bringing the plain cotton undies down one solitary inch.
Then two.
Then three, gradually baring the top of her landscaped mound.
Before she exposes herself completely, Elena panics and averts her eyes, clinging to the last dregs of her sanity. Voices in her head scream for her to take action—at the very least, to act responsibly and banish temptation from view by retreating to safe distance—yet she remains rooted to the spot.
Something warm and soft hits her chest and she peeks down, finding Silver’s knickers flung at her, caught on the phoenix brooch, dangling over her left breast.
Taking great care to conceal a tremor in her hand, Elena picks the undies off her jacket. She’s about to return them to their owner—along with a scathing reprimand and the threat of severe castigation—when her attention is drawn by a faint whimpering and mewling emanating from the other side of the room.
Upon turning—exploiting the distraction to secretively whisk Silver’s dirty knickers away in her pocket, her body angled to obscure the motion—she catches the inmate in the opposite stall trying to insert a shampoo bottle into her vagina.
The woman—a frail twig of a young thing with straggly brown hair and scars of self-harm all over her forearms and inner thighs—already has the two-inch neck of the bottle embedded in her flesh. Squatting directly under the shower head, her knees spread wide, she’s jiggling the mouth of the bottle around in her opening and squeezing the base rhythmically, squirting jets of the creamy liquid into her cunt.
“Oh, for god’s sake! Not again!” Elena grabs the inmate by the hair and drags her forward, reaching between her legs to wrest the shampoo bottle free. “Won’t you ever learn?! This never ends well!”
The soapy bottle comes away with a loud pop as the vacuum breaks, the frightened woman shrieking at the top of her lungs, large globs of shampoo running down her thighs.
Elena keeps hold of her, forcing her against the shower wall, away from the streaming water. “If I look, will I find anything else shoved up there?”
The woman snivels, cowering, nodding sheepishly, so Elena thrusts a hand between her legs and drives two fingers inside her, expeditiously feeling around her spongy, slippery flesh for any foreign objects.
“Who’s a silly girl?” she asks then, adopting a bizarrely motherly voice.
Blubbering uncontrollably, the inmate jabs her own chest.
“That’s right,” Elena praises her in the same soothing tone, her words laced with warmth and sensuality. “You’re a silly, naughty girl.”
Delving deep into the woman’s sex, Elena’s fingertips finally make contact with something rough. A piece of cloth? It’s buried so far into the woman’s vaginal canal that it’s partially wedged in her cervix, and Elena struggles to get a grip on it.
In the adjacent shower stall, she can see Silver staring at them.
Seemingly more concerned with the scene unfolding in front of her than she is with her own nakedness, Silver leans on the dividing shower wall, one hand propped on her hip, her body in full view—much to Elena’s detriment.
Overcome with a wretched, unspeakable lust, Elena’s eyes drop to Silver’s crotch and she begins to frig the woman’s sopping cunt furiously, causing her slit to bubble and froth as she stirs the shampoo with her fingers.
The woman cries out, but she’s definitely not in any pain. On the contrary, she’s now relishing every second of this impromptu grope.
Realizing that she’s losing her concentration—and perhaps also her mind—Elena closes her eyes, refocuses, and at last pinches the sloppy piece of material between her fingers, pulling it from the woman’s body with one swift downward tug.
It’s a small rectangle of cross-stitch fabric, and stitched into it is a half-completed, badly-sewn butterfly from yesterday’s occupational therapy session. Saturated with the woman’s fluids, the crumpled aida still has a needle woven through the center of it.
“Revolting.” Elena grimaces at it, releasing the woman to the floor. “Now clean yourself up.” She exits the shower stall, drops the butterfly in the trash, and turns to confront Silver’s disapproving frown. “Do you want something, inmate?”
Silver shakes her head.
“Good.” Elena thieves Silver’s towel, using it to wipe off her foamy, cunt-soaked fingers. “You have four minutes left.”
Silver bites her tongue and tightens her jaw, unwilling to give Elena the satisfaction of a reaction, her anger simmering as the priggish doctor walks away with her lips curled into a smug smile.
When the four minutes expires and the water shuts off, Silver wraps herself in her towel and scoops up her clothes, looking everywhere for her undies.
They’re gone. Did Elena take them? Silver smirks and glances up at the doctor, who’s now doing her damndest to avoid making eye contact.
“Naughty girl,” Silver muses to herself. “Naughty, naughty, Elena.”
 
 



CHAPTER FOUR

 
 
Elena steals a few minutes alone in her office, eating her lunch privately before her presence is required in the refectory to oversee midday mealtime for the female inmates.
Picking halfheartedly at a cold chicken salad sandwich, she regards the propaganda poster on the wall in front of her.
Homosexuality threatens YOU.
Her stomach flip-flops, a wave of nausea rippling through the pit of her stomach as her mind wanders back to the shower room, the vision of Silver’s shameless nudity now permanently imprinted in her memory.
The swell of her breasts.
Her stiff pink nipples.
The trimmed strip of blondish hair leading down to her core.
Ugh.
Disgusted by her own weakness, Elena pushes the rest of her sandwich aside and leans back in her chair, taking several deep breaths. Aware that her palms are clammy, she runs her hands over her hips, her fingers grazing a small bulge in her jacket pocket.
Silver’s panties.
Her stomach turns upside down. Feeling arousal seeping between her thighs, she dips into her pocket and pulls out the undies, rubbing the soft fabric between her fingers. Manipulating the garment, she bares the gusset, exploring the light white staining there, tempted to bring them to her face.
To smell them.
To taste them.
Crumbling under the pressure of such a forbidden desire, she lifts the soiled cotton to her nose, wanting so desperately to inhale Silver’s scent …
Brrrrrrrrrrrrrr!
The lunch bell jolts her, the fright of the sudden interruption causing several tears to break loose and tumble down her cheeks. Her hands shaking, she balls up the knickers and tosses them into the wastebasket, infuriated with herself for coming so close to doing something so despicably filthy.
Forcing the clinical psychiatrist in her to take over, she reaches for the computer tablet on her desk and switches it on, bringing up her biorhythms, trying to get a better sense of how this passing madness is affecting her.
She’s anxious.
She’s afraid.
She’s aroused.
Her blood pressure’s elevated and her heart rate’s through the roof.
She shuts the tablet off.
Knowing that she can’t allow these unhealthy feelings to take hold, she props her elbows on her desk and buries her face in her hands, wiping her tears away.
 
 

 
 
Silver stares at her lunch tray. There’s an unseasoned pile of mashed potatoes next to a dried-out slab of chicken breast and a small mountain of peas, coupled with a slice of slightly burnt cornbread in a small dish beside the main plate.
Silver pokes at the lukewarm chicken. She’s never eaten fowl before, and if this is anything to go by, she doesn’t feel as though she’s been missing out on much. It looks wholly uninspiring. Still, it’s better than nothing.
Scanning the room for a place to sit, she spots the woman from the shower sitting alone, her head hung over the table, picking at her food.
Silver slides her tray into the space opposite. “You mind?”
The frail woman angles her head up, giving a quick shake to indicate ‘no’ before dipping back down to focus on her food.
“You okay?” Silver pulls out a chair.
The woman bobs her head up and down: Yes.
“You don’t speak?”
More shaking.
As Silver ponders how to have a meaningful conversation with someone who never says a word, she gets to grips with the flimsy plastic cutlery, breaking a prong off the fork with her first attempt to spear a piece of the chicken.
The woman giggles, watching with amused interest as the snapped prong lands in a passing inmate’s mash, and Silver shares a smile with her, happy to have provided some hilarity in an otherwise pretty dismal day.
“So what’s your name, Giggler?”
Sucking her lower lip between her teeth, contemplating how to answer, the woman spoons a pile of peas off her lunch tray and arranges them to spell out the word Abby on the tabletop.
“Hi, Abby.” Silver smiles. “Wanna know my name?”
Abby nods, a glimmer of excitement sparking in her eyes as Silver rearranges the peas to spell her own name. Delighted by this, she’s in the midst of responding with a poorly spelled ‘I lyke yoo’ when another inmate walks by their table, pushes her face into her mashed potato, and pilfers her cornbread dish.
“Hey!” Silver rises from her chair, leaping to Abby’s defense. “Give that back.”
The cornbread thief—a heavyset woman with a shaved head—stops in her tracks, giving Silver ample time to read a sign that’s pinned to her back: I had nits again.
Without saying a word, the nit-infested inmate turns to face Silver, picks the cornbread out of the dish, and stuffs it into her mouth, getting more crumbs on the floor than she does down her throat. When she’s done, she takes the empty dish and upturns it on Abby’s head, making her wear it like a hat.
“That was a bad idea.” Silver walks around the table and picks the dish off Abby’s head, assessing its weight.
“What business is it of yours?” The bullying thief gives her a push.
“You don’t wanna do that,” Silver warns her.
“No?” The chubby woman gives her another shove. “Why not, love?”
It’s all over in a matter of seconds.
Silver cracks the base of the dish on the inmate’s nose, using enough force to snap the cartilage, then kicks her feet out from under her, dropping her to the floor before any of the Bishopsgate orderlies even realize there’s been a dispute. In fact, they don’t make a move until one of the other inmates sees blood pouring over the bald woman’s round face and lets out a murderous scream.
Unconcerned, Silver tosses the blood-smeared dish onto her floored adversary’s chest. “I told you not to do it.”
Abby, chunks of potato still smooshed on her face and in her hair, watches all of this with wide eyes, gawping at Silver—her hero. But before she has a chance to show her appreciation, three orderlies swarm Silver and pull her away. Two more heave up the bully and drag her off to the infirmary.
Once the situation’s under control, Elena comes forward.
“Well, well, well.” She squares up to her newest inmate. “It looks like you’re determined to cause me grief, aren’t you?”
Silver tries to shake off her subduers. “Call off your dogs.”
“Why ever would I want to do that?” Elena reins in all emotion, appearing cold and hard. “You just attacked another inmate.”
“I was putting her in her place.” Silver sticks another spin on it. “Isn’t that what you like to do here? I basically just did your job for you.”
“How kind.” Those words carry no feeling. “I do have such a terrible burden here, and a lot of unpleasant tasks fall into my lap,” Elena goes on. “Like that dreadful business this morning in the shower.” She drops her gaze to Abby, running her fingers through a few locks of the timid inmate’s limp brown hair. “The poor thing just can’t be trusted.”
“That poor thing has a name,” Silver snarls.
“I know.” Elena holds her arms out. “Abby, darling, won’t you come here?”
Dutifully, petite Abby slithers out of her chair and pads to Elena’s side, flinging her arms around the doctor’s waist—a response which Silver finds utterly perplexing.
“There, there,” Elena comforts her. “All’s okay.” She hooks Abby’s chin with her forefinger, tilting her head up. “Have you been a good girl since this morning?” she asks, using the same motherly voice she’d put on in the shower.
Abby nods.
“Are you sure?” Elena asks in a tone that demands honesty.
Abby nods fervently, almost proudly.
Nevertheless, Elena turns her to face Silver. “Since you’re so keen to alleviate my work burden, why don’t you check this time?” She gives Abby a gentle push forward.
“No.” Silver tries to take a step back, but the orderlies prevent it. “She already told you she hasn’t done anything.”
“She doesn’t always tell the truth, though.” Elena dismisses Abby’s assurances. “Quite often, she doesn’t even remember.”
In a rare moment of uncertainty, Silver stays silent. Sensing that whichever way she plays her hand, Elena will find a way to twist things in her favor, she hesitates to say anything for fear of making the situation worse.
Pouncing on that reticence, Elena places her hands on Abby’s shoulders and nudges her closer. “Oh, come on now. Don’t be coy.” She reaches around Abby’s waist, tucks her fingers inside the waistband of her blues, and tugs them outward, inviting Silver inside. “It’s been a few hours. Anything could be lurking up there by now.”
Unable to discern what it is that Elena wants or expects from her—which would therefore enable her to do the very opposite—Silver smothers her indecision. Recalling Abby’s reaction to Elena’s touch in the shower, and hoping that means she might be receptive to this, she puts her arm around Abby’s waist, and draws the slight young thing into a tentative hug.
“I’m sorry,” she whispers in her ear. “Close your eyes and relax, okay?”
Abby nods, clutching onto Silver’s shoulder, preparing herself for the violation.
Glaring fiercely at Elena all the while, Silver slips her hand inside Abby’s blues, works her way through an untamed tuft of pubic curls, and eases two fingers between her labia, tickling her sensitive flesh.
Moisture comes quickly, and it’s not long before Abby’s clenched fists loosen up and she starts pawing on Silver in a different way, mewling in her arms, nuzzling her neck.
“May I?” Silver probes her opening, seeking permission.
Abby lifts one of her feet onto the seat of her chair, opening herself up, giving Silver full access to her.
“Thank you.” Silver penetrates her, inciting a moan.
Returning her eyes to Elena, Silver performs a cursory sweep of Abby’s sex and finds nothing out of the ordinary. Yet, instead of pulling out, she keeps going, stroking and tapping Abby’s insides until she’s a whimpering, shivering bundle of limbs, barely able to keep herself upright.
When Elena realizes how Silver’s turned the tables, thwarting her attempt to inflame discomfort, her mood sours. Moreover, imagining herself in Silver’s arms and being on the receiving end of such tender ministrations, is more than she can bear.
“Separate them,” she barks to one of her orderlies.
Abby squeals as she’s forcibly pulled away, her arms outstretched, trying to get back into Silver’s embrace.
“What’s the matter, Doc? Did I do something wrong?” Silver feigns ignorance.
Refusing to acknowledge her, Elena addresses one of her orderlies. “I think perhaps it’s time we showed Ms Cross how we treat our most aggressive and disruptive patients.” She starts walking away. “Throw her in the hole.”
 
 



CHAPTER FIVE

 
 
Following the prick of a needle, Silver isn’t conscious of anything until she comes round in a cramped, gloomy, subterranean space. Smaller than the room she spent her first night in, there aren’t any windows and it’s perpetually dark, making it impossible to mark the passing of time. A rectangular piece of foam serves as a bed, there’s a steel bucket provided for necessary toilet needs, and a slot in the door allows for the delivery of meals.
The first thing she realizes about her person—when she tries to scratch her nose and finds the action impossible—is that she’s strapped into a straitjacket. The second thing she realizes is that she’s naked underneath. Her bare bum is pressed against the cool, damp concrete floor, and she’s chilled to her bones.
It’s inhumane.
“Sonofabitch,” she grumbles, trying to shift into a more comfortable position.
Her efforts are to no avail, and she only succeeds in turning herself around one hundred and eighty degrees, her head now pointed toward a small grate in the wall.
Shuffling closer, wriggling inch by inch like a poorly coordinated worm, she puts her face to the grate and tries to see through to the other side.
Nothing but blackness.
An indeterminable amount of time later, food arrives. She’s forced to eat like a dog, tearing into it with her teeth. Water is provided in a light tin cup, which she soon learns to pick up with her teeth, tipping it to pour the liquid into her mouth.
This happens time and time again.
She tries to keep track of the different meals, differentiating between breakfast, lunch, and dinner, but the task proves impossible. Occasionally, she thinks she hears voices. Once, she held an entire conversation with a purple elf called Hillroy.
She hears Ria’s voice from time to time, and that becomes a welcome change from the other voices, most of which are annoying and insist upon telling the same bad jokes over and over.
At some point, she discovers how to flash her violets so that she can see in the dark, but she quickly learns that’s little improvement over complete sensory deprivation. The walls are filthy, covered with scratch marks and streaked with blood. The floor is no better, and the state of the foam mattress doesn’t bear thinking about.
Darkness is preferable.
When the door to the isolation cell finally opens, she’s lying curled on the floor, staring off into nothing. She’s vaguely aware of someone checking her pulse—determining that she does, in fact, still have one—and then the pressure around her midsection is released.
No more straitjacket.
Her arms flop limply to her sides. She hasn’t got enough strength to stand, so two orderlies heave her up and lift her out, dumping her naked form onto a tiled surface that smells faintly of chlorine and bleach. Her hair is dirty and unkempt, her eyes dark and sunken, and her forearms are stinging with pins and needles, normal sensation gradually returning. Then, she’s blasted with water.
The powerful jets of tepid water hit her body with such force she feels as though she’s being pummeled by a battering ram, and she huddles on the floor, her teeth chattering, her limbs trembling.
After the hose down, she’s fed a hot meal to regain some strength, then she’s allowed to take a shower, cleaning and grooming herself properly and thoroughly, scrubbing the isolation room off her skin.
By the time she leaves the shower room, she’s feeling almost human again.
By the time she wakes up from a nap on a proper bed, she’s feeling energized.
By the time she’s summoned to Elena’s office, she’s feeling combative.
 
 

 
 
Silver stands in the threshold of Elena’s office, looking over the stoic doctor, trying to feel disdain for her. All that surfaces is pity.
She’s undeniably beautiful, her immaculate exterior and forced austerity concealing a woman who’s terrified of her own feelings and frequently lashes out as her only means of self-preservation. Silver became aware of that the minute she was thrown into an ice bath.
She caught a glimpse of it again in the shower room, when Abby had taken the brunt of her frustrations, and once more in the refectory, when her vain attempt to reinforce her authority backfired quite spectacularly.
Each time she’s challenged to confront her caged passions, her façade cracks a little more, and today, she looks positively primed to snap. Tension is visible in every aspect of her posture, starting with her tightly crossed legs: right leg over left, the toe of her right shoe hooked around the back of her left ankle, as if determined to keep her legs together at all costs.
Her breathing is so controlled—one deep breath after another—that her chest is heaving beneath her fitted jacket. While her right hand is draped limply over the arm of her leather wingback chair, she’s fidgeting with her left. Her wedding ring has been teased half way down her finger, just past the knuckle, her thumb and pinky working together to twirl it around.
Furthermore, she won’t make eye contact. She’s staring at a computer tablet in her lap, focused completely on the screen. The only indication that she’s even cognizant of Silver’s entry into the room is an involuntary nostril flare, accompanied by a brief cessation in breathing.
Approaching the sofa, Silver finds herself wondering what it would take to tip her over the edge; to make her give in; to crumble; to submit. If not for her own sake, then for the welfare of the women in her care.
She sits, waiting to be addressed.
Nothing happens.
After a while, she breaks the silence. “How long was I in there?”
“Two weeks.” Elena answers so softly it’s almost a sigh, a flicker of remorse dancingly fleetingly on her face.
“Did it help?” Silver asks daringly.
Elena keeps her head tilted down, but peers up from the tablet, a frown creasing her brow. “Isn’t that a question I should be asking you? The punishment was yours.”
“No, it wasn’t.” Silver goes out on a limb. “You only put me in there because you hate being around me. Maybe you thought some separation might”—she chooses her words pointedly—“straighten things out for you.”
Elena’s eyes dip back down to the tablet. She’s watching her own biorhythms, and her indicators for arousal have been on a steady incline since Silver walked in.
Distressed by her inability to quell the emotions Silver stirs in her, she exits out of her biorhythm profile and taps into Silver’s instead. Expecting to find rocketing levels of anger, hatred, and disgust for the torture she was forced to endure, Elena is taken aback to discover that Silver’s overriding primary emotion at this moment is concern.
It’s overwhelming.
Clearing her throat, Elena slips her wedding ring back into place and presses on, adjusting her position so that her hands are clasped in her lap. “Are we ready to begin?”
Silver studies her face, trying to read what’s going on behind those stunning green eyes. “Why are you doing this?”
“These private sessions are mandated by law,” Elena spouts protocol.
“But we’ve been through this.” Silver groans at the ceiling. “I’m not crazy.”
“No-one’s suggesting otherwise.” Elena regains some of her poise, confidence returning to her as she slips into doctor mode. “I simply want to explore your sexuality in more depth, that’s all.”
“I bet you do.” Silver puts her fore and middle fingers together, making an obscenely sexual come-hither gesture.
“I might be able to help.” Elena stays on track, despite harboring wicked thoughts about straddling Silver’s lap and impaling herself on those fingers.
“Help?” Silver chuckles. “I don’t need any practice. I thought you’d already know that, having watched your darling Abby melt at my fingertips.”
Elena doesn’t need to consult her biorhythms to know that the tightness spreading through her chest is jealousy. An irrational, sickening jealousy.
“Let me be clearer.” She rephrases herself. “I’d like to rehabilitate you.”
Silver rolls her eyes. “Of all the things anyone’s ever tried sending me to rehab for, my liking of women has not been—nor will it ever be—one of them.”
“You are aware that homosexual practices are a crime in this beautiful but misguided country?” Elena holds steadfast to everything she’s ever been taught. “As your psychiatrist, I have a professional obligation to try and rectify your deviance before it endangers your life.”
“My deviance?” Silver props her elbows on her knees and leans forward. “First of all, don’t ever call it that again. Second, don’t you feel like a stone cold hypocrite right now? Even just a teensy-weensy little bit?”
Elena watches Silver’s concern ebb away, irritation taking its place. Purely for the sake of her own sanity, she dodges the question and keeps the focus of the conversation on her patient.
“I’d like to perform an analysis of the problem. In order to best treat you, I need to know how extreme your condition is.”
Silver cocks an eyebrow. “It’s a condition now? Listen, I’ll save you some trouble: you can’t quantify how gay I am. It’s impossible.”
“If you could just concentrate on the screen behind me,” Elena trudges on, “we can have this over and done with in a few short minutes.”
Silver throws her hands up and slouches back on the sofa. “Whatever. Have it your way.”
Elena clicks a remote and the wall-mounted monitor lights up, displaying an image of a random blonde woman. Silver frowns, flashing the doctor a questioning look.
“Eyes on the screen.” Elena clicks on to the next picture, her attention never deviating from the biorhythm monitor on her lap.
The second image is a brunette, the third a redhead. Next, the images are close-ups of women’s faces, each one with a different eye color and skin tone.
Silver sighs and turns back to the green-eyed brunette in front of her. “Look, if you wanna know what type of woman I go for, just ask me. It’ll be a lot fucking quicker.”
“Eyes up,” Elena persists.
The next image is that of a woman’s bra-clad breasts.
“Whoa.” Silver chuckles. “This is going somewhere different all of a sudden.” She relaxes, weaving her fingers together behind her head. “Click on.”
The following pictures get progressively more graphic. First, Silver is shown naked breasts, varying from A-cups to voluptuous FF-cups, some with brown nipples, some pink. Then, the images head south, showing snapshots of vaginas: some landscaped, some not; some blonde, some brunette; some with piercings, some without; one with an intact hymen. In several of the images, the woman being photographed is clearly aroused: her skin is moist, her labia engorged with blood, her clit peeking out from its hiding place.
The occasional full frontal picture of an erect male is thrown in for good measure, and Silver gets an eyeful of long penises, short penises, thick ones, thin ones, some circumcised and some not. As this goes on, the images are tailored based on Silver’s biorhythms, automatically discarding those models she finds less pleasing and showing more of the ones she responds favorably to.
As a result, the pictures of men soon cease altogether. Every male she sees makes her think of Alex, and those thoughts bring more anger and resentment than they do arousal. Based on that, the program out-selects them—along with flat-chested women and blondes—leaving Silver with a sampling of curvy brunette women in a state of undress.
When the next image comes up, Silver bursts into a grin. It depicts one woman lying on a bed with her legs akimbo, another woman about to perform oral sex on her. Both are naked.
“You’re literally showing me porn now.” Silver laughs. “What’s the point of all this? Seriously. Are you hinting? Giving me tips? What’re you hoping to achieve?”
Glancing at Elena for the first time since things started getting dirty, Silver finds the doctor’s demeanor altered. Her eyes haven’t left the biorhythm monitor, but her cheeks have a touch of a blush and she’s uncrossed her legs, her knees pressed tightly together.
“I’m measuring how these suggestive and erotic pictures affect your level of arousal,” she answers matter-of-factly.
“Oh, yeah?” Silver quirks an eyebrow. “Well, you might get a better result if you took your clothes off. I’m jussayin’.”
Her biorhythms fluctuate.
Elena watches as Silver’s levels of oxytocin, serotonin, and acetylcholine all peak, indicating genuine and undeniable sexual arousal, and she can’t help but think that she’s being mentally stripped. The fact that she appears to fit Silver’s ideal physical profile isn’t lost on her either.
After a while, she dares to cast her gaze up at the unapologetically sexual woman in front of her, unnerved though she is by the intensity of Silver’s eyes.
“Look at the pictures, not me,” she says then, fighting the urge to break contact once more.
“Why?” Silver sneaks her hand under the elastic waistband of her blues and parts her legs. “Am I making you uncomfortable again?”
Elena watches intently as Silver’s hand moves to her crotch. She imagines her inmate’s fingers moving through the curls of her pubic hair, finding the firm nub of her clit tucked beneath, and she salivates at the thought of the moisture that could be seeping between her delicate pink labia at this very moment.
Peeling her eyes away, she drags her attention back to the screen in her hands, feeling the heat between her own thighs increase as Silver’s biorhythms continue to betray the telltale signs of heightened sexual arousal. She’s not faking it.
“Stop,” Elena mutters softly, no conviction in her tone.
“Isn’t this what you want?” Silver keeps tormenting her. “Don’t you want to watch me? Isn’t that why I’m here? Isn’t that why you’ve been trying to turn me on?” She slides her hips forward and dips a finger inside her sex. “If you want a more accurate reading of my arousal, you’re more than welcome to take my temperature.”
When Elena looks up again, Silver withdraws her hand from her blues and holds her middle finger out. It’s glistening from tip to base, covered in her secretions, and as Elena fixes her eyes on the provocative digit—quashing the sudden desire to leap off her chair, kneel at Silver’s feet, and suck the moist, sex-slathered finger into her mouth—Silver inverts it, flipping her off.
Elena’s attention reverts to the biorhythm screen, her cheeks coloring with embarrassment and shame, her illicit fantasy broken by Silver’s laughter.
“Jesus fucking christ.” Silver chuckles, wiping her finger off on Elena’s sofa cushions. “You need to loosen up, you really do. If you don’t get laid soon, you’re gonna pop. You’ll probably go postal and drown all of your patients in the ice baths.”
Elena manipulates data on her tablet, taking a moment to restore her stoic façade before moving ahead with their therapy session.
“Unrig,” she demands calmly.
“Excuse me?” Silver peaks an eyebrow.
“Take off your clothes,” Elena translates, locking eyes with her.
“You’re not serious?” Silver can’t quite believe she just heard those words leave Elena’s lips. “You want to fuck me now? Just like that?”
She waits for an explanation.
None is forthcoming.
Undeterred by her inaction, Elena uses the tablet to summon two orderlies. The men—both over six feet and bulked up—restrain Silver without being asked, wrenching her off the sofa and twisting both arms behind her back.
As a perk of working at Bishopsgate, the nanites in their blood have been used to tweak their physiology, making it easier for them to gain muscle mass, thus enabling them to physically overpower the inmates when necessary. Despite this, Silver should be able to put up more a fight than she now finds herself capable of. She slings out curses and struggles for a few brief moments, then slumps in their arms, her head swirling.
“Feeling a little vulnerable, are we?” Elena sets her tablet aside and gets up. “Not to worry. I temporarily adjusted the electrolyte levels in your body, that’s all.” She crosses the room to her desk, smugness blossoming. “For a minute or two, you’ll feel dizzy, slightly fatigued, and you’ll be suffering from some muscle weakness.”
Opening one of her locked drawers, she retrieves a cat o’ nine tails leather whip from a selection of different whips and floggers, each designed to generate varying levels of pain.
“Bare her,” she instructs the orderlies, running the whip through her hand several times.
Dutifully, the two men bend Silver over the back of the sofa, pin her there, and tug down her blues, exposing her naked backside. Feeling limp and uncoordinated, murmuring something unintelligible, Silver is unable to resist.
“Lewd behavior is not tolerated at Bishopsgate,” Elena explains, leaning over her inmate, placing her mouth close to Silver’s ear. “In fact, I take such matters rather seriously.” She straightens up, running a hand over Silver’s buttocks. “I will straighten you out.” She raises the whip. “By any means necessary.” She cracks the whip against one pale cheek, using all her force.
The pain brings some lucidity back to Silver and she gasps, her violets flashing. A second crack follows the first and she pinches her lower lip between her teeth, tensing her body.
When the third crack comes, she emits a stifled ‘oof’, refusing to squeal or show weakness. By the fourth crack, she’s growing accustomed to the sensation and she begins to laugh.
“I’m seeing a pattern here. You don’t like the way I make you feel, so you make me hurt. Is that how this works?” She clenches her jaw, preparing for more.
Elena whips her again. “You will conform.”
“Don’t count on it.” Silver grits her teeth and bears it. Having been shot, stabbed, and mauled by Chimera more times than she cares to remember, it’ll take a lot more than a sexually repressed, somewhat sadistic doctor’s leather fetish to break her.
 



CHAPTER SIX

 
 
Silver squirms, trying to alleviate the pressure on her sore ass. The chairs in the dayroom aren’t the most comfortable to begin with, but after you’ve been whipped repeatedly across the backside with multiple leather straps, you may as well be sitting on a bed of nails.
If it weren’t for that, the dayroom—a place for inmates to retire and amuse themselves between occupational therapy sessions and mealtimes—would be the best place to kill a few hours. It’s a large room, filled with sofas, chairs, tables, and shelves. The shelves, bolted to the wall, are stacked with books for all reading ages, from toddler to adult, as well as numerous board games.
Decorated in pastels, like everything else at Bishopsgate, the walls are painted pink, the plain cotton curtains dyed green. It’s supposed to be calming, but looking around the room, Silver’s not sure if it’s having the desired effect. One inmate is trying to eat the corner of a checkers board, another is huddled under a blanket in the middle of the room, and three are fighting for possession of a ball of wool. Panic erupts when the wool drops to the floor and unravels.
A younger inmate—a teen, judging by her peachy complexion and the couldn’t-give-a-fuck attitude she’s exuding—is standing on the periphery, watching the hilarity unfold. Her shoulder-length, blue-streaked black hair is cut jagged, the coloring matching her nail polish. Heavy eye makeup darkens and obscures her green eyes, her lips shimmering with pink gloss, and she’s wearing black leather wrist cuffs.
When she clocks Silver looking at her, she mistakes curiosity for an invitation and bounds across the room, diving onto the sofa with gusto.
“You’re new!”
Silver covers the girl’s face with her hand and pushes her away. “Fuck off.”
“Hey!” The girl swats at her, falling backward onto the far end of the sofa. “I was only being friendly.”
“I don’t need friends.” Silver tucks her knees up, planting her feet flat on the sofa cushions and leaning back, her ass elevated, finally bringing her some relief.
“My name’s Leonie,” the girl perseveres.
“I don’t care,” Silver groans, hugging her knees. “Leave me alone.”
“What’re you in here for?”
“A technicality.”
“Ooh, sounds dangerous.” Leonie crawls back up to her. “Who’d you kill?”
“Lately?” Silver fixes her with a glare. “Or ever?”
When she sees that Leonie’s sufficiently disconcerted, she looks away.
“I’m waiting for my citizenship documents to arrive, that’s all.” She lowers herself back down to the cushions, her legs beginning to cramp. “I’ll be out of here soon enough.”
Leonie props her elbow on the back of the sofa, determined to pester Silver into submission. “How long’s it been already?”
“A couple of weeks.”
Leonie screws her face into a frown. “Really? Your Authenticard should’ve arrived by now.”
“What would you know?” Silver glowers at her. “You’re crazy.”
“You know what you need to do?” Leonie punches her in the arm, spurring action. “You need to sneak a peek at your patient file. You can’t trust what anyone here tells you. Especially not that old ewe Elena.”
Silver rubs her arm, taken aback by Leonie’s audacity. “Old ewe?”
“Baaaaah!” Leonie bleats like a sheep. “Mutton dressed as lamb.”
“That’s mean.” Silver kicks the errant ball of wool away as it rolls toward her, watching the three inmates scrabble after it like a pack of dogs. “I think Elena’s really pretty. Completely unhinged, but pretty.”
“You need your eyes checked.” Leonie giggles.
“You need your mouth checked,” Silver retorts. “Now shut the fuck up.”
“But what about your file?” Leonie whines pleadingly, desperate to inject some excitement into an otherwise dull as dishwater day. “Elena goes out every Wednesday afternoon. She has the same appointment, at the same time, every week. We could be in and out of her office without her ever knowing.”
“We?” One of Silver’s eyebrows darts upward.
“I’m bored.”
“What day is it today?” Silver has no idea.
“Wednesday.” Leonie grins. “She’ll be leaving in fifteen minutes. Come see!”
Leonie leads Silver to an upstairs hallway window overlooking the front path, and they sit on the deep windowsill, watching and waiting. Right on time, going about her business like clockwork, Elena walks out of the main doors and down the path.
“Where does she go?” Silver wonders.
“Therapy.” Leonie folds her arms, scowling at Elena’s retreating form. “Isn’t that a joke? She spends her whole life telling other people they’re the barmy ones, and yet she’s been seeing a shrink once a week every week for her entire adult life.”
“Do you know why?” Silver can imagine why.
Leonie shrugs. “I dunno. Chronic bitchiness?”
Silver smirks, keeping her eyes pinned on the feminine sway of Elena’s hips as she strides up to the sleek black car waiting for her on the curbside, getting an eyeful of her stocking tops as the elegant doctor angles herself into the backseat, her skirt riding up.
“Don’t be too hard on her.” Silver watches a pale hand come to the hem of the skirt, tugging fruitlessly on it. “It must suck being …” She decides against completing that sentence, uncertain of the dynamic between this teen and the older woman.
“Being what?” Leonie scoffs. “A professional cunt?” She grabs a fistful of Silver’s blues. “Come on, let’s go!”
She drags Silver all the way to Elena’s office.
“Now what, smarty pants?” Silver taps the Authenticard door lock.
Leonie pulls an Authenticard out of her pocket, swipes it, and the door clicks open.
“Boo-yah!” She pushes inside, leaving Silver to follow.
“Okay.” Silver strolls in after her. “Who the fuck are you? You’re no loon.”
Leonie holds up her Authenticard for Silver to pluck from her hand.
Her name on the card: Leonie Lavergne.
“Elena’s your mother?” Silver hands her back the ID, glad she hadn’t let anything slip about the doctor’s concealed lusts. “So why are you dressed like an inmate?”
“Because I’m a problem child.” Leonie makes a beeline for Elena’s filing cabinet. “What’s your last name?”
“Cross.”
Leonie yanks open the top drawer, containing patient files A—D, and nabs Silver’s from the bunch, opening it to find a brand new Authenticard paperclipped to the first page.
“Aha!” She slaps the file down on Elena’s desk. “I told you.” She flicks the shiny plastic rectangle. “Your citizenship’s already been completed.”
“So I can leave?” Silver reaches for the card, but Leonie smacks her hand away.
“Since when is anything that easy? I mean, I’m sure you can force your way out of here if you really want to—it’s honestly not that hard—but it’ll only be a matter of time before someone finds you and brings you back here like a lost puppy.”
“Why?”
Leonie snags the Authenticard from the file. “I’ll show you.”
She digs around on Elena’s desk, eventually pulling out a computer tablet from under a stack of papers. She turns the device on, swiftly inputting Elena’s login details.
“You know her password?” Silver leans over her shoulder.
“She’s not that imaginative.” Leonie types in Psych101. “It’s the same for everything.”
Leonie scans the barcode on the back of Silver’s Authenticard, bringing up her public citizenship profile. Beneath her name, age, marital status, and profession, her residency details are listed.
Current address: Bishopsgate Insane Asylum.
Under the supervision of: Doctor Elena Lavergne.
“See?” Leonie shows her the screen. “You’re in the legal custody of Bishopsgate, and my mum’s your guardian. You can’t leave voluntarily; you have to be released from her psychiatric care.”
“Then how am I supposed to get out of here?”
Leonie shrugs. “Short of getting my mum to discharge you, you can only be discharged by your next of kin.” She taps the screen. “This says you’re married, so where’s your hubby?”
“D10, the Delta compound. Not that we’re on good terms—I kind of ran off with a Russian woman—but how do I get in touch with him?”
“Uhhh.” Leonie skips past that casual sexual divulgence. “I guess you can send a letter, but all correspondence to and from Delta compounds is checked by Royal Mail border security and it can take months before a letter reaches its destination. I have a better idea.”
“Enlighten me.”
“You need to work out why you haven’t been released yet.” Leonie starts flipping through Silver’s patient file. “If you know the reason why my mother’s not discharging you, then you know what you need to do to make her happy. Get it?” She flicks from page to page. “If you fix whatever it is she thinks is wrong with you, then she’ll have no reason to keep you here.”
Buying into that logic, Silver thieves a few pages of Elena’s notes and scans through them, quickly becoming angered by Elena’s condemnations. “This is such bullshit.”
Leonie laughs. “What’s the matter? What did she write about you?”
“Ella Cross is insubordinate and aggressive.” Silver reads from the most offensive page. “She’s displayed Sapphic tendencies, and is prone to lewd behavior and uncontrollable sexual urges.”
“Are you a chronic masturbator?” Leonie jokes.
“I only did that one time!” Silver holds up a finger. “And for what it’s worth, I derived no pleasure from it. I was trying to incite a reaction.”
“You flicked your bean in front of my mother?” Leonie pulls a face. “Ugh. Vile!”
“Oh, don’t be such a prude.” Silver tosses the insulting pages back onto the desk. “This is a total waste of time.”
“Wait.” Leonie spots something in Silver’s medical records. “You’re pregnant?”
“So people keep reminding me.” Silver flops into Elena’s chair.
“And your baby’s a Delta?”
“Yeah.” Silver spins around in the plush leather chair. “Why?”
“That has to be it.” Something clicks for Leonie and she seizes the arms of the chair, bringing Silver to a complete stop. “You can’t stay here.” She shakes her head vehemently. “They’ll take it from you.”
“What?” Silver scrunches up her face.
“Deltas aren’t allowed in London. If you give birth here, they won’t allow you to keep it. They’ll …” Leonie lets the words die.
“They’ll what?” Silver prods her to complete the thought. “Tell me.”
“It’s too ugly. You’d never believe it.” Leonie chews on her bottom lip. “It’s probably best if I show you.”
 
 

 
 
Avoiding detection by the orderlies tasked with supervising the female inmates during a government enforced hour of daily outdoor exercise, Leonie sneaks Silver across one of Bishopsgate’s contained courtyards.
This furtive operation is made markedly easier by the breakout of a fight between two inmates who both feel equally deserving of a dirt-encrusted shuttlecock discovered inside a flowerpot. The struggle for its possession causes a kerfuffle of epic proportions, requiring three orderlies to blow on their emergency whistles, summoning backup.
By the time the courtyard—little more than a square patch of grass with a badminton net and a croquet set—quiets down, Leonie and Silver are at the top of a rusted fire escape stairwell at the end of a building on the courtyard’s western tip.
This seemingly derelict wing of Bishopsgate is boarded-up, the windows covered with plastic sheets and planks of wood. At the top of the fire escape, a loosened board provides a narrow entryway into a disused room on the upper floor.
Smaller Leonie slips through with ease, while Silver contorts her body awkwardly, tumbling through gracelessly and landing with a hard thud on the floor.
“Stealthy.” Leonie peers down at her. “We have to be quiet, you klutz.”
“Where are we?” Silver groans, rolling onto her knees and heaving herself up. “And why couldn’t we use the door?”
“My Authenticard’s no good in this building.” Leonie peeks out of the room, checking to make sure there aren’t any approaching doctors or orderlies. “I don’t have access to this part of Bishopsgate.”
Silver takes in their surroundings: an old doctor’s office. Squirrels have been nesting in the desk drawers, having found their way in through a broken window pane, and medical books on an old bookshelf have been shredded by mice, the paper used for padding their burrows in the walls. Why a damp, dingy place like this would be off limits to Leonie, she can’t fathom.
“Stay down low and follow me,” Leonie instructs quietly, getting on her knees and crawling out of the office onto a narrow walkway.
Silver, humoring Leonie only because she doesn’t have the energy or the inclination to argue, drops to her knees and creeps up beside the teen, huddling near the edge of the walkway.
The entire upper level of the off-limits building is lined with offices and storage rooms. Doors are falling off hinges, massive cobwebs are clinging to the ceiling, and it appears to be mostly abandoned. Paint is peeling off the walls and black mold is spreading throughout, the air smelling damp and musty, the stench of rot barely concealed by a few dangling air fresheners.
The horseshoe-shaped walkway—little more than a metal gangway, suspended from the ceiling and harnessed to the walls—jiggles with their movements as they shuffle over to the railing. It looks down on a single hospital ward below, the long room filled with three rows of single beds, patients in almost all of them.
Nothing like the clean, sterile environment inside the main body of Bishopsgate, this place is dank and filthy. The cheap linoleum floor is cracked, covered with stains of blood and other bodily fluids, and many of the stick-on tiles are coming unglued, curling at the edges.
Power cables run from an over-taxed generator, supplying the constant demand of heart monitors and other medical equipment, as well as the bedside lamps which provide the only source of artificial light.
The patients—men and women of all ages—are strapped into their beds with leather wrist and ankle cuffs, some of them covered in sores, others losing their hair. Eyes closed, as if asleep, they’re hooked up to IV drips—one in each arm. Several appear to be on life support, requiring special equipment to help them breathe. One of the women is heavily pregnant, her swollen belly ballooning out the thin bed sheets.
Squinting in the dim light, Silver makes out the forms of at least three children in the mix, their beds kept apart from the others. She shudders.
“What did you say this place was?”
“The Delta ward.” Leonie gestures for her to keep her voice down. “The patients here are sedated and put on vitamin and mineral drips until Doctor Montgomery has what he wants from them.”
“Doctor Montgomery?”
“Elena’s father.” Leonie tips her head to a lanky gray-haired man in a white coat who’s checking patient files at the end of the room. “He owns Bishopsgate, and he runs the Delta ward.”
“Are these people sick? Why are they here?” Silver watches Doctor Montgomery scratch at his silvery mustache, deep in thought.
“They’re used for testing experimental treatments or drugs. Mostly stuff that’s not yet been sanctioned for trials on humans.”
Silver’s eyes fall back on the children. “How can this be legal?”
“It’s not.” Leonie wriggles back from the railing, tucking herself out of sight. “At least, not this ward. Doctor Montgomery manages a government funded research hospital in addition to Bishopsgate. For that facility, Deltas are bought from Delta compounds—from families who desperately need the money or whatever—so all the test subjects are essentially volunteers.”
“But not here?” Silver moves away from the ledge.
Leonie shakes her head. “The Metropolitan Police or the Crown Prosecution Service sometimes run into Deltas within the Northside city walls. By rights, these illegals should be exiled back to their compounds, but … that’s a lot of paperwork, you know? Instead of going to all that trouble, they quite often hand them off to institutions like Bishopsgate on the sly. But since they’re not in the system—since people like Doctor Montgomery don’t have permission to use them like this—they have to be kept away from the legitimate research facilities.”
“And this is what they want my baby for?” Silver asks incredulously. “A free lab rat? That’s disgusting.”
“I warned you.” Leonie crawls back into the old office. “Now we’d best be getting back.”
Silver catches her elbow. “We can’t just leave them here like this.”
“What do you think you can do for them?” Leonie jerks free and gets vertical, brushing dust off her blues. “They’re in medically induced comas and too sick to move. Plus, you’d never be able to get them out of the Northside.”
“Then we’ll call the police. Let them deal with it.”
“Were you not listening?” Leonie pinches one of Silver’s earlobes and tugs on it. “The police brought most of them here to begin with. They all turn a blind eye. The only Delta you need to worry about is the one growing inside you.” She pokes Silver’s stomach.
“Fine.” Silver fumbles her Authenticard out of her pocket. “Lead the way.”
“What’re you doing with that?” Leonie tries to grab it from her. “Elena updates her files daily; she’ll know it’s been taken.”
“So let’s not give her the opportunity.” Silver scrutinizes the small rectangle of plastic. “What’s stopping me from taking this and walking out of the front door right now?”
“You want a list?” Leonie counts items off on her fingers. “There’s orderlies, nurses, doctors, security staff—”
“Okay. How about the back door?” Silver cuts her off. “You must know another way out of this place.”
“Yeah, but—”
“No buts.” Silver pushes her toward the window. “I’m getting out of here, and you’re going to help me.”
 
 



CHAPTER SEVEN

 
 
Silver hops up onto a washing machine in the laundry room, waiting for Leonie to doff the blues she pilfered from a basket of fresh linens and retrieve her proper clothes from a stashed bag hanging on a hook behind the door.
“I told you to wait outside,” Leonie grumbles, pulling her scrub top off over her head. “If you get caught in here, we’ll both be in trouble.”
“Hurry up and get your kit off, then,” Silver urges her impatiently. “I wanna get going before I lose the daylight.”
Holding the scrub top to her chest, her upper body covered only by the tight-fitting white cotton tee worn by the inmates beneath their blues, Leonie waits for Silver to realize her manners and avert her eyes. She’s out of luck.
“A little privacy?” she prompts then, tossing the scrub top onto Silver’s head. “Don’t look!”
Silver leaves the blue fabric in place, her face obscured, not caring one bit to steal any peeks of Leonie’s semi-naked body, nor wanting the reserved teen to have any reason to accuse her of doing so—especially not in this political climate.
Her nostrils flooded with the scent of Bishopsgate’s lemony laundry detergent, the starchy fabric rough against her cheeks, she ponders why someone—problem child or not—would ever opt to strip themselves of their individuality and become submerged in this awful place. Teen rebellion? Morbid curiosity?
“Why do you do it?” she has to ask.
“Do what?” is the muffled reply, the white tee halfway over Leonie’s head.
“Why do you spend your free time posing as a nutjob?” Silver listens to the ruffle of more cotton, assuming Leonie’s now stripped to her undies. “Does your mother know?”
“I only do it when she’s not around.” Leonie wriggles into a pair of kicksies. “It’s just nice to be near people who always speak their mind, even if half of it comes out gibberish.”
“You’re not happy at home?” Silver infers.
Leonie, now mostly dressed, whips the scrub top off Silver’s face. “You want to know about my mummy issues?”
“I want to know about your mommy.” Silver slides off the washing machine. “What’s she like outside of this place?”
Leonie shrugs, pulling a double-breasted, military-style woolen jacket on over a vest top with a red rose motif snaking up the side. “Much the same as she is in it, only sadder and angrier.”
“Why sadder?” Silver asks, suspecting that she might already know the answer.
“Because she hates being around me and my dad.” Leonie tosses the used blues into a random laundry pile. “She’d rather stay in her office, writing patient reports and penning more of her stupid journal articles than come home and eat a meal with us, or—heaven forbid—actually talk to us.”
“It’s not you,” Silver says without thinking, traipsing behind Leonie into the hall.
“How would you know that?” The teen snorts derisively.
“Because I do,” Silver defends her statement. “It’s your father she feels awkward being around, not you. I’m sure she loves you, she just has difficulty expressing herself.”
“Yeah, right.” Leonie stops in front of an emergency exit.
It’s alarmed—as are all of Bishopsgate’s doors and windows—but one swipe of her Authenticard against the lock and the alarm will be disabled.
She hesitates, the slender plastic card primed in her hand. “You know this is a really dumb idea, don’t you? We’re gonna get caught and—”
Silver snatches the Authenticard off her and uses it on the door, the locking mechanism relenting with a soft pop.
“Better now?” She passes the card back. “You didn’t do anything, it was all me, and you can tell your delightful mother as much when she asks.” She pushes open the door and steps out into a blast of warm afternoon sunlight.
“Wait.” Leonie darts in front of her. “Where are you going to go?”
“The Russian district.”
Leonie recollects their earlier conversation in her mother’s office. “To see that woman you ran off with?”
Silver nods. “My girlfriend, yes.”
Leonie seems reluctant to let her go. “Do you know the way?”
“Not a clue.”
Deciding it’s too soon for the thrill of thwarting her mother to come to an end, Leonie joins her in the sunlight. “It’s about a ninety minute walk north from here to Finsbury Park—that’s the southernmost tip of the Russian district, where the boroughs Haringey, Hackney, and Islington all meet at a point.”
“You’re coming with me?”
“I wouldn’t want you to get lost,” Leonie teases her. “But I’ll only go as far as the Russian district border. I’m not allowed in that borough by myself. And I think you should lose this”—she waggles a finger at Silver’s scrub top—“it’s too conspicuous.”
Silver sheds the top without argument, tossing it into the nearest flowerbed, leaving her in the white undershirt, and she spends the next hour and a half being led through the Northside London streets, getting geography and history lessons at intervals.
Leonie points out prostitution hotspots, the best place for fish and chips, and stops at a newsagent’s in Shoreditch for a bag of jelly beans.
“Want some?” She offers the bag to Silver.
“What I want is to move faster.” Silver gives her a push. “Do you have some kind of nutritional deficiency? You’ve stopped for food three times since we left the loony bin.”
Leonie turns a corner, swinging around what looks like a large metal bollard. “I’m showing you the tastes of my country.”
“Yeah? Right now there’s only one taste I’m interested in, and it’s found between the legs of a very particular Russian woman, so let’s just keep it moving, okay?”
The bollard Leonie’s hanging on bears some resemblance to the guard units used as wireless electric fences in Silver’s hometown of Amaranthe, and given that she’s seen one every few hundred yards since leaving Bishopsgate, she’s guessing there must be some purpose to them.
“What are these?” She taps on its domed top. “They’re everywhere.”
“It’s a sentinel,” Leonie explains. “It monitors stuff.”
“What kind of stuff?”
“Do you wanna talk? Or walk?” Grinning, Leonie sprints down another street, leaving Silver to make chase, quickening the pace for the next few minutes until she makes another stoppage … and another … and another, sharing the odd anecdote about life in the Northside along the way.
Then, another twenty minutes in, she stops suddenly. The imposing black gates of Finsbury Park come into view as they step onto Seven Sisters Road from Green Lanes Road, and Leonie eyes them warily.
“Well, this is it.” She stuffs her hands in her pockets. “The Haringey border.”
Silver frowns at a wobbly purple line spray-painted along the curb, marking the Russian district boundary line. “That’s underwhelming.”
“Do you know where this woman of yours lives?”
Silver nods. “White Hart Lane. Tottenham.”
“All right, then.” Leonie disappears inside a nearby café, reappearing minutes later with a red crayon and a page torn from a child’s coloring book.
Tools in hand, she then draws a crude map, nothing even remotely to scale.
“Keep following Green Lanes road north until you get to Turnpike Lane and Westbury Avenue.” She scrawls arrows to indicate the direction of travel. “Take a right here and follow Westbury north till you hit Lordship Lane. Then find the Roundway and keep going north till you see Gospatrick Road—turn there.” She draws a dramatic squiggle. “Follow that all the way to White Hart Lane and bam!” She slaps a big ‘X’ on the page. “Your lover awaits!”
“How long should this take me?” Silver accepts the map, pulling a face at the disproportionate stick figure intended to represent her.
“About an hour on foot, so get a wriggle on if you want to see your girl before Elena catches up with you.”
“Such a pessimist.” Silver shakes her head, tucking the map away. “But thanks.”
“Don’t thank me.” A little color rises into Leonie’s pasty cheeks, her hands back in her pockets. “This won’t get you anywhere.”
“We’ll see.” Silver winks and crosses the street, never looking back.
She follows Leonie’s directions precisely, winding her way through a maze of industrial estates and residential streets until she arrives at White Hart Lane a perfectly respectable fifty-six minutes later … whereupon she spends the next eighteen minutes wandering down a seemingly endless string of houses in search of one particular number.
Searching.
And searching.
Bingo!
Standing at the end of a row, Silver counts down the numbers, pegging the one that must be Ria’s. A second later, before she has a chance to move, a slim brunette flings open the front door and walks a black bag of trash to the curb. Her long dark hair is braided, the tip swaying at the small of her back. As she was when they first met, she’s wearing a pair of figure-hugging kicksies and a white, off-the-shoulder peasant shirt, the sleeves rolled up to her elbows.
She’s beautiful.
She’s perfect.
She’s exactly as Silver remembers her.
And she’s oblivious.
Reeling from a sudden, blinding pain in her forehead, Silver steadies herself against a curbside wall, waiting for it to pass.
But it doesn’t.
Her vision blurs and her head swirls. All equilibrium lost, she slumps to the ground, dropping to her knees like a dead weight. Her reaction time slowed, she sees two men coming at her—one from either side—but she hasn’t the ability to fight them off.
She feels uncoordinated and limp, drooping like a ragdoll when the men take her weight and pull her up from her knees, dragging her toward a long black car. Up close, she recognizes their blue uniforms: they’re Bishopsgate orderlies. And the car’s license plate: BISHOP1.
Of course. The pain, the disorientation, and the sluggish motor responses reek of Elena’s handiwork, but the thought doesn’t have a chance to sink in.
“Sonofabitch,” she growls in complaint as she’s unceremoniously thrown headfirst into the back of the car, her forehead hitting cool leather.
When her eyes adjust to the darkened interior, she finds herself staring into the foot well, a pair of black patent stilettos in front of her. Those black stilettos encase two slender feet, a pair of crossed, stockinged legs leading up to a charcoal gray pencil skirt, the hem of which sits mid-thigh. In the woman’s lap, two delicate hands are clasped, nursing a computer tablet, her freshly manicured nails painted blood red.
Silver’s eyes trail further up, over a pale blue cotton blouse, a lacy black bra faintly visible beneath. Higher still, and she finds Elena’s displeased eyes glaring down at her. With a cool elegance, the stoic doctor flicks a wayward black curl behind her ear, putting it back in its place, taming it and controlling it—as she intends to do with Silver.
“Feeling woozy again?” She makes a few adjustments on the tablet, then tucks the device into a pouch in the door beside her. “Have a nap. It’ll pass.”
Silver struggles to sit, her ass smacked by the car door as one of the orderlies swings it closed behind her. “How did you find me? Did Leonie tattle?”
“She didn’t have to.” Smugness seeps out in Elena’s voice. “Authenticard movement is tracked by the sentinels scattered throughout the city, and she made sure you hit every single one along the way. I’ve been following you since I was informed that you left Bedlam.” She glances at her rebellious inmate, the eye contact fleeting. “Good effort, though. Better luck next time.”
Silver rolls her head back on the leather seat, chuckling. “I knew she was up to something. You’re not an easy woman to disobey, and cutting me loose from the nuthouse took balls.” She turns toward Elena, squinting to see clearly, her vision still fuzzy. “Do me a favor, though: don’t punish her.” She battles to remain conscious. “I made your daughter help me. She didn’t have a choice.”
“That’s very gallant of you.” Elena keeps her eyes forward. “Unfortunately, I know my child a little too well.” She pauses to swallow, forcing emotion down, her jaw tensing almost imperceptibly. “She’ll do anything she can to spite me.”
“She loves you.”
“She loathes me.”
“She’s hurting,” Silver counters adamantly. “She knows you don’t like spending time at home, and she thinks that’s because you don’t like spending time with her. She doesn’t understand why you find it difficult to be around her father.” Silver tickles her fingers over Elena’s stockinged thigh. “But we do, don’t we?” She tugs the hem of the skirt up a few inches. “I wish you could see that the only crime in what you feel is that you feel the need to suppress it.” She bares the lacy tops of Elena’s stockings, tiptoeing her fingertips over the creamy skin she finds above. “God, do you have any idea how smolderingly sexy you are?”
“Stop it.” Elena slaps Silver away from her and straightens her skirt. “I made some adjustments to the neurotransmitters in your cerebral cortex and medulla, but it won’t last long. You’re supposed to feel a little drunk, then pass out.” She keeps a hand on Silver’s hip, holding her off. “You should be snoring already.”
Silver laughs heartily. “It takes a lot to make a drunk drunk, Doc. You should’ve taken a more thorough personal history before meddling with my gray matter.” She swivels on the squeaky leather, lunging forward so that her chin rests on Elena’s shoulder. “Hey, why don’t you have a quick fiddle with your own brain chemistry?” She twirls a lock of the doctor’s neatly curled hair around her finger. “If you get rid of all your uptightness, I bet we could have a lot of fun together.”
“Be quiet,” Elena barks huskily, keeping an eye on the orderlies in the front of the car, lest their attention should be drawn behind them.
“Oh, come on, Doc.” Silver slides her hand over Elena’s stomach, gliding up to her breasts. “Don’t you wanna fuck?”
Elena brushes that opportunistic hand away. “You’re obnoxious.” She forces Silver back onto the other end of the seat. “Why are you acting like this? I didn’t touch your hypothalamus or pituitary. You’ve no reason to be so … prurient.” She folds her arms, closing herself off. “You’re doing this on purpose and I’m not amused.”
“I’m not pretending.” Silver pouts theatrically. “Why don’t you get your little doodad out and see? This is all you, Doc.”
Elena closes her eyes, reining in her own arousal, clenching her thighs together so as to trap the telltale perfume of her excitement. Curious to know what’s really going on inside Silver’s head—and to find out whether or not this is simply a ruse designed to make her feel uncomfortable—she reaches for the tablet and pulls up her inmate’s biorhythms.
It’s not a joke.
Silver’s an inferno of lust, her libido on fire.
“Oh, my god …” Elena watches the levels spike as Silver nestles up to her, unabashedly staring down her blouse.
“I told you so.” Silver nuzzles her.
Elena tries to rationalize it. Alcohol can magnify emotions, and Silver cast eyes on her lover before her neurotransmitters were manipulated. Could it be this is nothing more than a simple case of transference? With the true object of her desire unavailable, she’s focusing her wants and needs on the next best thing—the nearest substitute.
Believing that, Elena deposits the tablet back in its pouch. “It’s not me you want.” A significant measure of disappointment manages to escape into her voice. “I just happen to be the only female in proximity.”
Giggling, Silver teeters precariously to one side. “Keep telling yourself that if it eases your mind.” Her gaze drops again to Elena’s lap. “And speaking of clinging on to bullshit to make yourself feel better, how was therapy today? Did you talk about me?” She places a hand on Elena’s knee and squeezes. “That is why you go to therapy, isn’t it? To confess all your secrets.”
Elena holds her breath, her body rigid as Silver’s hand runs up her thigh, over her silky stocking, crumpling the skirt. When Silver reaches the top of her stocking and bares the pale skin beyond for the second time, she pins her eyes to the orderlies in the front seats, her breathing resuming in short, shallow draws.
“That’s it,” Silver praises her for not lashing out this time. “That’s a good girl, Elena.” Her grip strengthens. “Let me touch you.”
Feeling Silver’s fingers inch between her thighs, Elena watches with dismay as she begins to uncross her legs, her limbs are acting of their own volition, with no cooperation from her brain.
Then …
Silver succumbs to Elena’s interference.
She passes out, her face falling into Elena’s lap, causing Elena to gasp with fright, holding both hands up, as if in surrender, afraid to touch her for fear of how that might appear to the vehicle’s other occupants.
She holds that pose for a few seconds, all movement abated, then she starts to relax. The orderlies are deep in a conversation of their own, paying no attention to the goings on in the back seat, so she attempts a subtle rearrangement.
In order to tug her skirt back into place—to restore her dignity—she uncrosses her legs and rolls Silver over, reaching beneath her to clutch the hem and maneuver it downward. In doing so, she can’t help but notice that something—either the chill of the outside air, or the mounting sexual heat within the car—has made both of Silver’s nipples stand to attention.
Her breath catches again. She flits her eyes furtively to the front of the car, checking once more to make sure that no-one’s looking before she creeps a hand up Silver’s torso and tickles a fingertip lightly around one of her deliciously erect nipples, feeling the areola swell at her touch.
She exhales slowly, suppressing a murmur of delight, then holds her hand flat over Silver’s breast, rubbing her palm on that firm, proud nipple.
Unbeknownst to her, this sensual contact rouses her inmate. Feeling a distinctly pleasurable tingling in her breast, Silver opens her eyes, startled to find Elena playing with her.
“What’re you doing there, Doc?” She smirks. “Having fun?”
Elena recoils like a thief caught in the midst of a robbery, her reaction making Silver laugh.
“What’s the matter, honey bunch?” She looks up at the suddenly timid doctor. “Can’t help yourself anymore, can you? You want to feel my—”
Elena clamps a desperate hand over Silver’s mouth, silencing her. To make certain she understands the seriousness of announcing that small lapse of judgment to everyone within earshot, Elena darts her eyes to the men sitting not three feet in front them, then glares daggers at the unruly inmate in her lap.
Seeing a spark of genuine terror ignite in Elena’s eyes—and recalling the same fright in Ria on several occasions during moments of open flirtation—Silver, regaining some lucidity, nods and peels Elena’s hand away.
“Okay,” she mouths silently. “I get it.”
Several minutes pass in silence. Silver makes no attempt to lift herself out of Elena’s lap, and Elena is frozen rigid, too afraid to make any move at all. Pitying the woman’s obvious inner turmoil, Silver reaches for Elena’s hand and offers her some quiet words of encouragement.
“It’s no big deal. I don’t mind.”
She tries to place Elena’s open palm over her breast, but Elena jerks out of her grasp and folds her arms, staring out of the window.
“I don’t want your sympathy.”
As the vehicle hits a bump in the road, a single tear rolls down her cheek.
 
 



CHAPTER EIGHT

 
 
Another week passes. Unable to face Silver since her moment of weakness in the backseat of the motor, Elena puts an end to their private therapy sessions. In an attempt to avoid running into her at other times throughout the day, she forces her to attend virtually every occupational therapy program offered at Bishopsgate, whether she’s suited to it or not.
By the time the next Wednesday rolls around, something of a routine has developed, and Elena heads out to her weekly afternoon appointment having no idea that Silver’s merely been biding her time, waiting for this narrow window of opportunity.
Indeed, it’s not until Elena returns to Bishopsgate and rounds the corner to her office that she feels the first twinge of suspicion.
There’s a fire extinguisher standing upright in the middle of the deserted hallway.
She falters.
She can see that her office door is open, the lock broken, the wooden doorjamb splintered from the impact of the makeshift battering ram.
Edging closer, her arms laden with books and paperwork, she can see the Authenticard locking mechanism dangling by a few wires, the bulk of it shattered.
She enters with trepidation.
The top drawer of her filing cabinet—the one holding current patient records A through D—is open, its contents raided. Her desk drawers have been pried open and emptied out, her whips and floggers tossed in the wastebasket.
All the books have been torn off her shelves, the pages flicked through. Papers are strewn about the floor: articles from medical journals, patient notes, and private family documents. Even her adjoining bathroom has been turned over, the contents of her bathroom cabinet dumped in the basin.
And the culprit is sitting on her sofa.
It’s Silver.
“Long time no see, Doc.” Silver looks up from the coffee table, the contents of her patient file spread out over it. “Where’s the love?”
“What’re you doing in here?” Elena clasps her books and folders to her chest, subconsciously shielding herself.
“Guess.” Silver gestures to the state of the room.
“You want your Authenticard.” Elena scans Silver’s dissected patient records. “But you won’t find it, so I’m afraid you’ve rather wasted your time.”
“I wouldn’t say that.” Silver sets down the papers she was looking at. “I’ve found lots of reading material.”
Elena eyes the contents of the file warily. “Glean anything interesting?”
“Plenty.” Silver fishes a sheet of paper out of the disorganized mess she’s created on the tempered glass tabletop. “And I have to say, some of it was particularly enlightening.” She selects a paragraph halfway down the page and reads aloud. “I’m pleased to say that Ella has displayed a great deal of progress in the last week. Her sexual outbursts appear to be under control, and she’s responding well to her treatments. Though she remains stubborn and combative when challenged, overall, her attitude has been greatly improved.” She flings the sheet back onto the pile. “You’ve been faking our private sessions.”
“I have no other choice.” Elena defends her deception without pause, considering it little more than a pragmatic solution to an increasingly sticky predicament. “I’m legally required to keep up my sessions with you, but I think it’s safer if we limit our time together.”
“Safer?” Silver questions her word choice.
“Less problematic,” Elena rephrases herself.
“You know what a better solution would be? Discharging me.”
“That’s a nice thought”—Elena flashes her a condescending smile—“but you recently coerced my daughter into helping you flee from my custody. For that, I’m sorry to say, your stay here has been extended indefinitely.”
“You’d like that, wouldn’t you?” Silver pulls a pair of her old undies out from a pocket in her blues. “Endless opportunities to perv on me.” She hooks them on the end of her finger and lets them dangle. “I found these in your desk.”
Elena’s cheeks burn.
They’re the pair from the shower room.
The pair she’d thrown out, then retrieved.
The pair she never should’ve taken.
She wrests them off Silver’s finger and hurls them at the wastebasket—where she should’ve left them the first time.
“I’m not gay,” she snarls, injecting pure venom into the words.
“Whatever you say.” Silver holds her hands up.
“I’m a married woman, and I have a child.” Elena weakly buttresses her position with the only weapons she has in her arsenal, but it’s not enough.
“I’m married and pregnant.” Silver points to her swelling stomach, concealed beneath her baggy blues. “So what’s your damn point? Look, if you’re not even remotely gay, why were you trying to feel me up on our way back from the Russian district?”
“It was an accident.”
“What? A little bit of gay slipped out while you weren’t paying attention?”
“Of the two of us, I’m not the one who ought to be ashamed of my behavior.” Elena attempts to perch herself on the only bit of higher ground she can get a foothold on. “You tried to molest me!”
Silver lounges on the sofa, wholly unconcerned by the accusation. “Are you denying that you liked it?”
Stuck on the losing end of this little back-and-forth, Elena disengages. “I don’t have to discuss this with you.”
She strides to the coffee table and dumps down her load of books and papers on the way to her leather chair. As she does, a few newspaper clippings slip out of a folder and onto the glass tabletop, the most recent one freshly cut from today’s edition.
One of the clippings carries the headline ‘Former Magistrate Saves Tower Hamlets Procuress From Rope’. Beneath it is a picture of two women kissing on the gallows.
“Holy shit!” Silver snags the article, recognizing one of the faces immediately. “When did this happen?”
Elena shrugs. “A few weeks ago. Why? Do you know them?”
Silver pores over the details, the name of the former Magistrate confirmed in black and white: it’s Carmen Wild. She seems to have caused quite a stir—and an uprising—by sharing an illicit lip-lock with her condemned lover, Emmeline MacKinsey.
“I traveled to London with the Magistrate, Carmen,” Silver explains. “She’s a feisty little thing, albeit a tad grumpy at times.” She fishes through the other clippings for more information, finding out that loving Carmen was Emmeline’s only crime. “What happened to them?”
Elena shrugs. “They’re in protective custody, I think. No-one’s seen hide nor hair of them since they pulled that reckless stunt on the gallows.”
“A stunt?” Silver furrows her brow at Elena. “Carmen saved her girlfriend’s life. That’s not a stunt, it’s a statement. And if you think it was so reckless and self-indulgent, why follow the story?”
“It may lead to some interesting political developments.” Elena remains aloof. “The Homosexual Law Reform Society is making sure everyone knows about the former Magistrate who defied the CPS and saved her procuress lover from the rope, and now there’s a petition circulating through the Northside. They’re calling for the indecency law to be repealed.”
“That’s great, but if you’re not gay, why do you give a shit?”
“Am I not allowed to be sympathetic to the cause?” Elena staunchly refuses to admit anything. “Besides, the procuress, Emmeline MacKinsey … I knew her.” She gazes wistfully at the black-and-white image of Emmeline’s face. “She was an inmate here many years ago.”
“Ah.” Silver tosses the clippings onto the coffee table. “So what is it you’re really following? The story, or the woman?”
The fact that she and Emmeline look somewhat alike—blonde hair, high cheek bones, full lips—doesn’t go unnoticed by her, and she’s quick to connect the dots.
“Do I remind you of her?” She taunts the edgy doctor. “Is that why you like me?”
Perturbed by how easily Silver seems to be able to flip things around on her, Elena gathers up the newspaper clippings and changes the subject.
“Why won’t you let me help you?”
Silver pulls a face. “This isn’t about helping me. You want to put me in a cage.”
“A cage is the best I can offer.” Elena heads for her desk, hiding the clippings away in one of her drawers. “I can’t make you any less gay, but I can teach you how to suppress it, ignore it, and not give in to it.”
“Like you do?” Silver snorts. “No, thanks. I don’t want to suppress it.” She gets up and follows Elena across the room, disgusted by the suggestion. “I want to go back to the beautiful Russian woman I’m in love with—that’s how you can help me.”
“Well, until something changes, this sort of love is against the law.” Elena faces her defiantly, unaware of her tongue-slip until Silver points it out to her.
“This sort of love?” She raises both eyebrows. “Oh, Doc, are you trying to tell me something?”
“You could be hanged,” Elena warns, refusing to acknowledge her blunder, her control over the situation slipping.
“So? What’s the alternative?” Silver advances on her. “Lying to myself? Pretending to be something I’m not? Exacting cruel and unnecessary punishments on other women because I hate how much I secretly lust after their sex?” She keeps advancing, backing Elena toward the nearest wall.
Elena stumbles into a filing cabinet and maneuvers around it, trying to keep Silver at a comfortable distance, but failing miserably to do so.
“I don’t want to be like you.” Silver looms into her personal space.
“Don’t worry,” Elena sneers, “you’ll never be anything like me.” She tries to mask her unease by standing squarely to face her belligerent patient. “I’m in control of myself.”
“You’re repressed,” Silver snaps back.
All professionalism lost in the face of such a dangerous accusation, Elena slaps her open palm across Silver’s cheek. “Stop this!”
Far from being castigated into submission, Silver promptly grabs Elena by the throat and throws her up against the wall, pinning her there.
“You like it rough, do you?”
“Let me go!” Elena smacks Silver’s arm. “I told you: I’m not gay!”
“No?” Silver tightens her grip. “Then how come you’re so wet right now?”
Falling momentarily still, wondering if Silver can smell her arousal, Elena keeps her eyes downturned and tries to ignore the relentless throbbing and gushing of her recently awakened womanhood, her entire sexual being now in full rebellion against a lifetime of strictly enforced principles.
“You are wet, aren’t you?” Silver trails her free hand down Elena’s body, over her waist, hip, and thigh, reaching for the hem of her skirt. “Shall we find out?”
Elena makes a token effort to ward Silver off. She squirms, twisting and writhing against the pressure on her throat, Silver’s strong fingers pressed tight to her carotid arteries. It’s difficult to breathe, her inhalations reduced to short gasps of air, her violets flashing with fright.
Feeling Silver’s brazen hand drive up her skirt, she clenches her thighs, staving off sexual contact … but her efforts are futile. Silver’s fingers snake between her legs and graze the bare skin of her inner thigh, causing her to emit a stifled squeal.
While she’s still in command of her senses, she wraps her hand around Silver’s wrist and pushes downward, trying to force her attacker away, but the instant Silver’s fingertips make contact with her core, her thighs relax.
The tension in her muscles dissipates as Silver cups her sex, palming her clit over her thin cotton underwear. Her head is swirling with a barrage of conflicting thoughts—desire and duty irreconcilable—and she gasps. The hand around Silver’s wrist still squeezes tightly, her nails digging into flesh, but she no longer exerts any resistance.
Weakened by lust, her cheeks flush and her brow creases: her brain at odds with her body. Her other hand clutches a fistful of Silver’s clothing, using her for balance as she hooks a leg over Silver’s hip, opening herself up for exploration.
Silver grins, watching sexual excitement take over, Elena submitting to it willingly, even jerking her hips forward to generate more friction against Silver’s palm.
But that’s not how this is going to end.
Not content simply to let her rub herself to climax, Silver seizes Elena’s hip and shoves her back to the wall. “Stay,” she barks, slipping her fingers inside Elena’s underwear, finding the frigid doctor’s skin slick with arousal, her clit swollen, her body begging to be fucked.
“Just as I thought,” Silver whispers in her ear. “You’re ready for me.”
With that, she thrusts two fingers inside Elena’s sopping sex, penetrating her without care or tenderness, generating a lustful whine. She can feel Elena’s stiletto heel digging into her ass, the doctor’s leg wrapped firmly around her waist, anchoring herself upright as she starts to shake, her climax erupting rapidly and volcanically.
The sensations are so intense that Elena only remains vertical thanks to that wedged stiletto heel, her hands upon Silver’s shoulders, and Silver’s hand on her throat, holding her to the wall.
In the final moments, panting heavily, she closes her violet eyes and holds back a whimper, biting on her lower lip to subdue a cry of pleasure. Only when her paroxysm passes does she open her eyes again, peering fearfully at Silver, well aware that she’s at the complete mercy of her inmate.
Without saying a word, Silver withdraws her sticky fingers and brings them to Elena’s open mouth, pushing them between her crimson lips. Dutifully, Elena, her breathing still labored, responds by closing her mouth around them, sucking them clean.
“Good girl.” Silver pulls her fingers free and eases her grip on Elena’s throat, taking a step back, extricating herself from Elena’s limbs.
Leaving her there, vulnerable, her cunt still in spasms, Silver heads for the door, stopping at the threshold to make sure the shaken doctor has a clear understanding of the situation.
“I won’t break, no matter how long you keep me here.” She regards Elena emotionlessly, appearing entirely unaffected by their interaction. “But you will.”
 
 



CHAPTER NINE

 
 
Standing at the head of the refectory, watching the inmates file in for breakfast, Elena is in a state of turmoil. She hasn’t spoken to Silver since their wicked encounter in her office, and she barely slept a wink last night.
She rolled from left to right and back again, catching herself with her hand inside her underwear no less than six times. Her mind was stuck on Silver, her thoughts invariably carnal and depraved, and she couldn’t help but be aware of how appallingly wet she was. Her knickers were clinging to the sodden cleft of her vagina, the area between her legs becoming unbearably hot and sticky.
At the end of her tether, she clambered out of bed and tiptoed to the kitchen, nabbing two ice cubes from the tray in the freezer. Right there in the middle of the room, she pulled down her pajamas, sat at the dining table, spread her legs, and pressed the frozen cubes to her deprived sex.
One of the cubes found her opening and slid along it, the heat from her body melting it rapidly, her engorged labia engulfing it. The other cube nudged the underside of her swollen clit, causing a jolt of pain to radiate through her core.
The clock ticked, the refrigerator hummed, and there she sat in the dark, dripping onto the kitchen floor, a small puddle forming between her legs. In a matter of minutes, the ice cubes were gone, her chilled fingers pressed up to her wet flesh, the temptation to touch herself no less raw than it was when she first stepped out of bed.
Closing her eyes, she curled her middle finger inward and felt between her labia, working the tip of her finger up and down her slit. There was a reason she didn’t masturbate—why she denied herself even that—and it was a matter of greed.
One orgasm is never enough.
If you give your body a taste of such ecstasy, it wants more. It craves pleasure.
Moreover, in her case, there was always the crushing guilt of harboring sexual fantasies about other women. Whether it was the girl at the grocery store checkout, or her Pilates instructor, she found that the more she engaged in those debauched, sinful daydreams, the harder they were to ignore.
She had to stop.
It became easier as time went by, a day turning to a week, turning to a month, and then more. Before she knew it, years had gone by, the torment bearable only because, somewhere deep down, she never really gave up the hope that if she denied herself the pinnacle of sexual experience by her own hand, then she might yet adapt to her husband’s touch. As if, one day, her body would simply give up. Relent. Succumb.
Reflecting on how pitiful she’d allowed herself to become, she began to cry, alone in her kitchen, her hand between her legs. But not even her own touch could abate her desires at that moment.
Though she would never admit it to anyone, the orgasm Silver gave her in her office was the first she’d had in over two decades. It’d been so long that she almost thought of herself as sexless.
Numb.
Desensitized.
Until casting her eyes on Silver, she couldn’t remember how long it’d been since she’d found herself so aroused by another person.
This wasn’t meant to happen.
She wasn’t meant to develop an attraction to one of her patients, let alone allow herself to be fucked. It might’ve lasted only a minute, if that, but it was sexual contact and it was exquisite.
And now here they are in the refectory, their eyes meeting as Silver arrives for breakfast and falls into line with the other patients.
Elena’s look is one of pure defiance: “I dare you to fuck me again.”
In response, Silver exudes nonchalance: “You want it? Come and get it.”
Neither one moves toward the other, the pair caught in a stalemate.
The balance of power is swinging in Silver’s favor and they both know it, but for Elena, the fear of appearing weak and impotent is now paling into insignificance compared to the tantalizing possibility of having another orgasm.
She needs it.
She wants it.
But Abby beats her to it.
Dashing into the refectory, the tiny woman sets her sights on Silver and bulldozes into her, flinging both skinny arms around her new friend’s waist. When the hug breaks, Elena watches a scrap of paper pass from Abby to Silver.
Silver reads it, grins, and bends to whisper something in Abby’s ear, making her laugh. Still grinning, she tosses the note into the trash and lets Abby take her by the hand, the pair leaving the refectory at a hurried pace.
Elena’s imagination runs rampant. Deserting her post, she weaves through the room to the trash can and picks out the note, her chest tightening when she reads Abby’s barely legible, chicken scratch handwriting: I need yoo up me.
Burning with a morbid need to see this with her own eyes—as if there’s any way this secret message could possibly be misinterpreted—she slips out of the refectory and follows Abby’s girlish giggles till she reaches the end of the hall.
Here, she exploits the reflection in a domed mirror set into the corner of the ceiling and watches Abby perch her ass on a windowsill, angling herself for penetration. Then, without any hint of hesitation, Silver works a hand inside her blues.
There’s no misinterpreting that.
Silver’s fingering her.
Unreasonably enraged, Elena turns away and retreats to the refectory, struggling to process her emotions, wishing she could find relief from this. A few minutes later, Silver and Abby return to the breakfast queue hand in hand, the sight of their easy closeness provoking Elena even more, compelling her to act.
“Abby, love.” She approaches her tiniest inmate, flashing her a warm, fake smile. “There you are! Where’ve you been?” She fingers a few locks of Abby’s limp brown hair with an almost maternal affection. “Have you been behaving yourself?”
Abby nods, beaming proudly.
“Good girl,” Elena praises her, her voice oozing sweetness. “But maybe it’s best if I have a little look anyway, just to make sure.”
Abby’s smile withers and she shies away, seeking comfort at Silver’s side. 
“Now, now,” Elena persists. “It’ll only take a few seconds.”
She reaches for Abby’s arm to draw her forward, but Silver blocks her.
“Back off, Doc,” Silver warns, shielding the defenseless mute.
“Are you threatening me, inmate?” Elena holds her ground.
One more look at Abby is all it takes. Silver reacts, manipulating Elena like a ragdoll, slamming her into the nearest wall.
The refectory falls silent.
As her back hits the wood paneling, the impact slightly winding her, Elena emits an almost imperceptible ‘mmpff’ of pleasure. Silver’s hand is on her throat for the second time in as many days, squeezing so hard it’s impossible to swallow—and she likes it. Flecks of violet momentarily invade her emerald eyes, the corners of her mouth twitching upward with the beginnings of a smile that’s quickly caught and smothered.
But not before Silver catches onto it.
She spots the fleeting glimmers of sexual excitement on Elena’s face, realizing much too late that she’s been skillfully puppeteered.
“You bitch,” she growls, letting three orderlies drag her away.
Feigning shock and alarm, Elena brings a hand to her neck, placing her fingers where Silver’s were just seconds before, secretly relishing the lingering sensation of such thrilling forcefulness.
“Where do you want her, ma’am?” one of the orderlies asks. “Back in the hole?”
“No.” Elena keeps her eyes on Silver. “Put her in the white room.”
 
 

 
 
Silver rolls onto her knees, hunches her back, and dips her head forward, resting her forehead on the padded floor, trying to keep her eyes shaded. Designed for sensory overload—the complete opposite of the other isolation room Elena had her confined to—the white room is an empty padded cell with super-bright lighting, and at three minute intervals, a shrill, ear-piercing siren blares continuously for sixty seconds.
There’s no place to hide.
There’s no respite.
Bound in a straitjacket, she can’t cover her ears or shield her eyes, and the pain is so unrelenting it’s impossible to hold a single thought. Has it been an hour? Or two? Or more? Did a day come and go?
Silver bites down on the padded floor, smothering a throaty roar. Her ears are ringing so loudly she can barely distinguish when the siren stops and starts, and she certainly doesn’t hear the cell door open. She’s conscious of a shadowy mass in the periphery of her vision, but it could be anything.
A hallucination.
An orderly.
Elena.
Without announcing herself, Elena approaches at a steady pace, her breathing accelerated. She flips Silver over, grabs her by the ankles, and tugs her naked ass across the floor until she’s lying flat, completely blinded by the lights.
Pain shooting through her retinas, Silver winces and closes her eyes. She tries to roll onto her side to shield herself, but receives a sharp jab to her shoulder, one of Elena’s stiletto heels digging into her meat, forcing her to remain prone.
Silver grunts, but has no other means of protest. The straitjacket renders her impotent, vulnerable to Elena’s whim, and she doesn’t fight it.
Keeping her eyes tightly shut, she’s vaguely aware of Elena standing over her, then she feels heat spread over her midsection, Elena’s thighs pressed to her sides, straddling her.
Braving the glare, she picks up her head and squints at the doctor, watching her hitch her skirt up, revealing the tops of her stockings and flashing her bare sex before edging forward, creeping up Silver’s body with slow determination.
Silver knows what’s coming.
She drops her head back to the padded floor, smirking. “Having some uncontrollable sexual urges, are you, Doc?”
She begins to laugh, but she’s muffled by Elena’s flesh, her mockery smothered when Elena sits on her face.
Prepared to force Silver to perform oral sex—a pleasure she neither receives nor desires from her husband—Elena mashes her drenched cunt onto Silver’s mouth. Bracing herself against the wall with one hand, she fists Silver’s hair with the other, preventing her from pulling away.
But Silver’s never been forced to do anything in her life, and this is no exception.
She dives in with abandon.
Taken aback by such unexpected enthusiasm, Elena yowls and digs her nails into the padded wall, her entire body trembling as Silver’s sucks on her clit, the sensation so intense it’s almost painful.
On the verge of passing out, she almost peaks the instant Silver’s tongue moves lower, probing between her labia, lapping her up and seeking entry to her sex. She tries to lift herself higher, finding Silver’s keenness overwhelming and unnerving, but Silver won’t let her get away. She plunges deeper, lifting her head to meet Elena’s retreating flesh, soon bringing the increasingly muddled doctor to another powerful climax.
Her body betraying her, Elena convulses into Silver’s mouth, then puts an end to this sordid display of appetence, tearing Silver’s face away from her.
“Mmm.” Silver licks her lips. “What’s that I taste? Desperation?”
“Loathing,” Elena sneers, unable to look at the woman lying beneath her.
Using the wall for support, she staggers to her feet and stumbles toward the open door, reaching it at the same time as an orderly who’s coming to investigate the unlocked cell and the strange noises emanating from within it.
“Is everything all right, ma’am?”
Elena nods, lacking words. She’s sure her cheeks are flushed and that her eyes are still tinged with violet after her recent climax. More incriminating, though, is the unmistakable waft of a freshly used cunt.
Her spasming womanhood is throbbing beneath her skirt, her copious fluids leaking onto her thighs, commingled with Silver’s saliva. He must be able to smell it.
“Let her out,” she rasps as she pushes past him. “Lock her in her room for the rest of the day.” She slinks away, adding bitterly, “I don’t want to see her.”
Confused but compliant, the orderly heaves Silver off the floor and leads her out of the white room. When he marches her down the corridor, Elena’s still there, leaning on the wall, gathering herself and straightening the creases in her skirt.
Silver winks and blows her a kiss, making her cringe. This is a win. Being restricted to her room is still a punishment, but it’s a much better one, and she’s rather looking forward to the peace and quiet.
Not that she gets much.
Come nightfall, it’s shattered.
 
 

 
 
This isn’t the first time Silver’s woken up to sobs and wails from the neighboring rooms, but these mournful cries and yelps are different. The pitch of the sniveling and whimpering is familiar, and the sounds are punctuated by the crack of a whip.
It’s Abby.
“What the fuck?” Silver mutters to herself, sitting upright to listen better.
Crack!
The whip snaps against bare human skin.
Then, Elena’s sultry voice drifts through the wall grate. “Who’s been a naughty girl?” she coos. “You have, haven’t you?”
Smack!
“Such a naughty, filthy girl.”
Snap!
Wincing every time the leather meets flesh, Silver remains awake, livid and seething, unable to put the sounds out of her mind. Even when Elena tires of the corporal punishment and leaves, her clacking high heels signaling her departure, Silver still can’t sleep.
Abby cries until morning, and at shower time, the timorous brunette refuses to emerge. One of the orderlies has to grab her by the hair and drag her from her room, throwing her into line with the others.
She can barely stand, she’s shaking from head to toe, and when she strips off in her shower stall, Silver gets an eyeful of the purple, blue, and red marks on her backside, her buttocks having been struck repeatedly with a leather riding crop.
Glaring fiercely at Elena, Silver now knows better than to confront her when her orderlies are so close; that’s probably what she wants. Though it pains her to see Abby suffer, she bites her tongue and waits until after breakfast, when Elena predictably retires to her office for the remainder of the morning.
She’s all alone.
Unguarded.
Defenseless.
The perfect combination.
 
 

 
 
Silver barges into Elena’s office unannounced, finding the ornery doctor standing by her desk, filing paperwork.
“Why did you do it?” she demands. “Abby did nothing wrong!”
Unfazed by the intrusion, Elena sticks to her files. “I saw you with her outside the refectory.” She bites back tears. “I saw you fucking her.”
“And you’re jealous?” Silver strides across the room. “Is that it?”
Elena makes no attempt to retreat, Silver’s stormy advance eliciting more sexual arousal than fear. Indeed, when Silver grasps a chunk of her hair and pushes her forward, bending her over her desk and smooshing her face into the smooth oak, her cunt begins to throb expectantly.
Feeling Silver tug up her skirt, exposing her stockings and thong, she groans and spreads her legs, prepared to accept two or three fingers inside her ravenous sex.
“Is this what you want?” Silver slaps her bared ass hard, leaving a handprint behind. “Tell me!”
“Yes!” Elena arches her back, grinding herself against Silver’s crotch. “Do it! Fuck me!”
Silver rakes her nails over Elena’s inner thigh, breaking the skin, causing her to wince and tense. Then, she leans over the supplicating doctor, shoving her harder onto the desk, pinning her there.
It would be so easy to fuck her.
So easy to make her scream.
But that’s what she wants. She wants Silver to take her by force so that she—the helpless, innocent victim in this game—might absolve herself from guilt in the aftermath of their coupling.
For that reason, Silver holds back. She brings her mouth to Elena’s ear, letting her breath tickle the doctor’s skin before she speaks.
“No,” she snarls then, pushing herself away. “Fuck yourself.”
She heads for the door without looking back, knowing that to do so would break her resolve. Behind her, Elena bursts into tears and slides off the desk, crumpling to the floor, causing a small avalanche of office supplies.
Flooded with anger and embarrassment for allowing herself to become so unglued over another woman—a woman ten years her junior, and her patient, no less—she all but collapses onto the hardwood, the fingers of her right hand finding the handle of a sterling silver paperknife amidst the fallen stationery.
She snatches it up and hurls it in Silver’s direction, but it misses the retreating inmate by a country mile and embeds itself in the wood paneling of the office door.
Silver stops.
She looks first at the knife, then over her shoulder, perfectly calm, regarding the disheveled doctor with a mixture of disdain and pity. “You’ll never hurt any of the women in this institution again. Do you hear me, Doc? Only good girls get what they want.”
 
 



CHAPTER TEN

 
 
Called into the dayroom to deal with a ruckus, Elena—dressed in another divinely figure-hugging suit—finds two of her orderlies manhandling a squealing, shrieking Abby into submission. The terrified inmate had darted into the room, diving over and around furniture, dodging their best attempts to capture her, but was quickly subdued when she tripped on a fallen walking stick and fell headfirst into the sofa cushions.
“She’s been up to her usual tricks again.”
One of the orderlies yanks down her blues while the other bends her over the back of a chair, pointing her ass in Elena’s direction.
“I think it’s a sponge this time.”
Elena starts toward her high maintenance patient, preparing to roll her shirt cuff up so that it doesn’t get covered in vaginal fluids, but she falters at the sight of Abby’s soft, milky backside. The young woman’s skin is covered with welts and bruises, the surrounding flesh inflamed and sore, one of the severest wounds still seeping.
Confronted with the damage caused by her own hand in a fit of unjust anger, and hyperaware that Silver is glowering at her from the other side of the room, Elena approaches Abby with care. She trails her fingers over the marks of punishment, battling the onset of tears, and Abby balks, biting on her lower lip to stifle a squeal of pain.
Unsettled, and consumed with revulsion for her actions, Elena retracts her hand and backs away. “Let her stand and face me,” she instructs the orderlies.
Like well-trained dogs, the orderlies comply, gripping handfuls of Abby’s hair to ensure that she doesn’t bolt from the room.
Struggling to appear in command of herself, Elena holds a hand out to her diminutive patient. “Now let’s have it.” She snaps her fingers. “Quickly.”
Disconcerted by this unusual turn of events, Abby tugs on the hem of her scrub top, trying to cover herself, hiding her pubic area from the orderlies, her pants puddled around her ankles.
“Come on,” Elena coaxes her, moisture welling in her eyes, hoping the orderlies won’t notice. “You’re my good little girl, aren’t you?”
Abby shrugs, her own eyes downturned, staring at her feet.
“Yes, you are.” Elena keeps her hand extended, waiting patiently, her voice cracking. “So show me how good you are and take it out for me.”
Hearing the change in Elena’s normally self-assured tone, Abby looks up, scrutinizing the conspicuous wetness in her emeralds. Not wanting to upset her further—either for fear of invoking her wrath again, or of seeing her fall apart completely—Abby does as she’s told. Grimacing, she digs two fingers inside her sex and swirls them around until she gets hold of the offending object, easing it through her opening.
The sponge unfurls inch by inch on its way out of her body, soggy with her secretions, and plops to the floor at her feet, splatting on the linoleum.
“That’s my girl.” Elena kicks the sponge toward one of the orderlies and pulls up Abby’s blues, tightening the drawstring around her skinny waist. “Now let’s try and get through the rest of the day without having any more little accidents. Yes?” She forces a smile, causing a single tear to break free and cascade down her cheek.
Abby nods, confused, but relieved to have her dignity restored. She can feel Elena shaking, struggling to tie a bow in the drawstring, and she touches a hand to the distressed doctor’s damp cheek, brushing away the salty droplet.
No judgment.
No malice.
She simply isn’t capable of it.
“What punishment for her, ma’am?” one of the orderlies asks. “Seclusion?”
“Punishment?” Elena glares indignantly at him. “Why? It’s not her fault you don’t pay close enough attention to her.”
Feeling the dam about to break, she turns on her heels and walks briskly out of the room, her pace quickening when she realizes Silver’s following her. Not caring where she’s headed, she keeps going until her vision blurs with tears and she starts to choke, her emotions getting the better of her.
Coming to an abrupt halt, she props her hand on the wall and leans forward, trying to regulate her breathing.
In.
Out.
In.
Out.
She cringes, feeling Silver’s hands on her shoulders.
“Leave me alone,” she mumbles, turning completely to the wall, her back to Silver, her forehead resting on the cool brickwork, her tears freefalling and splashing onto the linoleum and the toes of her stilettos.
“No.” Silver rubs her shoulders, refusing to let go. “You’re a good girl, Elena,” she coos, stroking her hands down Elena’s back, following the curve of her spine, sliding both hands over her rump. “Do you know what good girls get?”
Planting both hands firmly on the wall, using it for support, her legs weak, Elena whimpers in anticipation, her yearning palpable. Unsure of herself, she scrapes her right foot a few inches along the floor, tentatively parting her legs.
“That’s right.” Silver runs a hand up and under Elena’s skirt. “Good girls get a reward.” Her hand finds its target between Elena’s legs. “Do you want your reward?” She presses two fingers into the crease between Elena’s labia, the thin fabric of her underwear the only barrier preventing skin-to-skin touch.
Nodding feverishly, Elena reaches blindly behind her, seeking tactile contact, but Silver wrenches both her wrists together, pinning them to the wall above her head.
“Tell me,” she insists, nibbling on Elena’s neck. “Tell me what you want.” She pinches Elena’s skin between her teeth. “Tell me what you need.”
“Fuck me,” Elena whines, her voice so quiet it’s barely audible.
“Say please,” Silver demands sternly.
“Fuck me, please,” Elena begs, tears tumbling down her cheeks, no fight and no anger behind her words. “Please.”
At that moment, Silver’s plan changes. She’d intended to work Elena up, then fuck her hard and rough, forcing her to take more fingers than she could comfortably accommodate, lacing her pleasure with pain. But now, faced with the broken, weeping, pleading, weak woman in front of her, she can’t bear to follow through. Instead, she wriggles her hand inside Elena’s knickers and begins tickling her flesh, making her mewl like a kitten.
“Do you like that?” she whispers, kissing Elena’s neck.
“Yes,” Elena purrs, rocking her hips to match the rhythm of Silver’s ministrations, sobbing all the while, her movements gradually intensifying.
When she’s teetering on the precipice of climax, Silver withdraws.
“Don’t!” Elena cries, almost collapsing against the wall. “Oh, god, please!”
“Sshhh.” Silver spins her around. “I’m not done.” She thumbs away her tears. “Is there somewhere more private we can go to finish this properly?” She tucks Elena’s hair behind her ears, admiring her. “I want to make you feel good.”
Drying her cheeks, Elena fumbles her Authenticard out of her pocket and lets them both into an old storeroom at the end of the corridor. This place is a dumping ground for old beds, old examination chairs, tables, benches, sofas, fake plants, and outdated medical equipment. Some stacks of furniture are piled so high they nearly touch the ceiling, blocking out most of the natural light coming in from the windows.
“Much better.” Silver drops down onto an old dayroom sofa and pats her lap. “Now climb on, Doc.”
Elena clutches the hem of her skirt, hesitating. “Why are you doing this?”
In lieu of an answer—not that she has one to give in any case—Silver leans forward and grabs Elena by the hips.
“No talking.” She yanks her onto the sofa. “Let’s fuck.”
Elena gasps, landing on Silver’s lap with a shudder of excitement. Placing her hands on Silver’s shoulders, she bears her weight on her knees and raises her pelvis, giving Silver unobstructed access to her most private place.
Pouncing on the invite, Silver returns her hand to work between the doctor’s stockinged thighs and starts dropping kisses on her neck and chest, biting and nipping below her ear, leaving faint marks of passion on her alabaster skin.
The only force left in her touch is a firm hand around the back of Elena’s neck, directing her to tilt this way and that, angling her for the peppering of kisses anywhere her skin is free for the touching.
Except her mouth.
Never her mouth.
Eventually, Elena clamps down on Silver’s shoulders. “I’m coming,” she pants breathlessly, riding Silver’s hand ferociously, impaling herself on Silver’s fingers, grunting with every lunge.
“That’s it.” Silver keeps working her, painfully aware that she wants this as much as Elena needs it. “Come for me, Doc.”
With a muted cry, Elena does just that, climaxing hard in Silver’s arms, gushing as shivers of pure, unadulterated ecstasy ripple through her from head to toe.
When it’s over, Silver stays inside her, languidly probing her, soaking up the look of contentment on her face, savoring every contraction of her sex.
“You’re a beautiful woman. You know that?” She pulls her fingers out with a wet pop. “You’re a crazy fucking bitch, but you’re so damn beautiful.”
Elena begins to weep again.
“Why are you crying?” Silver catches the teardrops with her tongue. “You should be in a state of post-orgasmic bliss right now.”
“Why are you being so sweet to me?” Elena pushes her back, suspecting a trick.
“Believe it or not, hurting you gives me no pleasure.” Silver brushes the rest of her tears away. “Besides, I think you do a pretty good job of hurting yourself without any extra help from me.”
Elena traces her fingers over Silver’s lips, her eyes locked on them. She hasn’t been kissed in so many years—not even by her husband, though she counts her blessings for that—and she craves such tender intimacy.
“Will you kiss me?” she asks at last, finally plucking up the courage.
Silver surprises herself.
Out of respect for Ria, and their love for one another, she’d set a few mental limits on how far she wanted to allow this dalliance with Elena to go. Fingering her in her office was a necessary evil: she had to prove a point. Similarly, the somewhat forced oral sex in the white room was a matter of pride: she couldn’t allow Elena to dominate her. But this … this is a gray area already.
What was intended to be a disengaged grope, leaving Elena high and dry and hurting, gagging for satisfying release, got somehow twisted into a fully engaged fuck. It wasn’t about pity; she wanted to make Elena come. And now, in the aftermath of it, she wants to lock lips with her. For all the bullshit and the abuse exchanged between them, the attraction, she realizes, is entirely mutual.
So even though she hadn’t intended to give up her kisses, she finds herself moving toward Elena’s mouth, bumping lips with her.
“You’re not the woman you pretend to be.” She hovers there, within kissing distance, her head tilted, holding back but only slightly. “And I don’t ever want you to forget it.” She closes the gap.
Their mouths meet with a shared moan, Elena’s glossy, cherry red lips pinched between Silver’s bare pink ones. Several seconds later, Elena moans again when she feels the first flicker of Silver’s tongue, triggering her to unleash her pent up passions with a full thirty minutes of erotic tongue-play.
When they finally break for air, Silver stays close, caressing her face. “Is this the first time you’ve been kissed by a woman?”
Elena sways her head from side to side. “There was a girl, a long time ago. I was eighteen, she was fifteen—an inmate here.”
Silver makes a small mental leap. “The procuress? Emmeline?”
Elena nods.
“Why was she committed?”
“She had a distasteful predilection for her own gender.” Elena hates herself for saying it. “She was sent here for … correction.”
Silver’s eyes perform a tumble. “It didn’t work, obviously.”
“It seldom does.”
Elena’s wistful expression causes Silver to speculate that she might’ve been subjected to the same ‘correction’, but she’s disinclined to ask in case it sparks more tears.
“Were you in love with her?” she asks instead, keeping the conversation flowing, but restricted to more neutral territory. “What happened?”
“She was my first and only, but I was young and foolish.” Elena sighs regretfully. “We weren’t careful enough.”
“Someone caught you?”
Elena nods. “I fell asleep in Emma’s bed one night, and one of the orderlies found me there in the morning. We were both stark naked. There was no denying what we did, or what we’d been doing for most of the two years she was locked up here.”
“And you were never together after that?”
“I haven’t seen her since her older brother arrived to discharge her,” she recalls. “Next of kin can do that,” she adds, offering Silver a way out.
“I know. So can you.”
Elena pores over Silver’s face, as if committing it to memory. “If I do, you’ll go back to your beautiful Russian woman?”
“Yes, I will.” Silver won’t lie to her.
Elena nods, understanding. “In that case, may I keep you a little longer?”
“Why?” Silver frowns. “What do you want from me?”
Elena rakes her eyes over Silver’s body, then slips her hands from Silver’s shoulders, sliding down to tentatively cup her breasts, groaning when she feels Silver’s nipples stiffen in response to her touch.
“I want to remember what it feels like to be wrapped in the arms of someone who doesn’t repulse me. Just once.” She continues kneading Silver’s pregnancy-swollen breasts. “I want to feel another woman’s naked body pressed against mine, even if it’s only for one night.”
“Then you’ll let me go?” Silver sounds skeptical.
“I promise.” Elena nods, gliding her hands back up to Silver’s shoulders. “I want to spend one whole night with you, and in the morning, I’ll sign your discharge papers. You’ll never have to see me again.”
Silver mulls that over, her decision coming easily, despite knowing that accepting Elena’s offer means giving up a lot more than a few kisses.
“All right.” She roams her hands over Elena’s waist and hips, the thought of getting her naked hardly cause for any anguish. “When?”
“Give me a few days. I need to have an excuse to spend a night away from home without my husband asking any questions.”
“Okay. It’s a deal.” Silver pats Elena’s bum. “Now let’s get out of here.” She looks down at her lap, a large wet patch soaked into her blues where Elena came all over her. “I need a change of clothes. I’m a mess, and I reek of pussy.”
“Sorry.” Elena blushes, clambering to her feet, the shift in position causing a few droplets of honey to trickle down her inner thighs. “It’s been a long time since anyone’s had that effect on me.”
“Oh, I’m not complaining.” Silver grins. “But I might have a hard time explaining myself if I get caught by one of your orderlies.”
They leave the room in relatively good spirits, blissfully unaware that they’ve had an audience. Tucked away by one of the windows, concealed behind mountains of furniture, Doctor Montgomery sits in his secret smoking spot, grating his teeth.
He heard everything.
 
 

 
 
Alone in her office, Elena slides open the top drawer of her filing cabinet and extracts Silver’s patient records. Dipping a hand into her blouse, she pulls an Authenticard out of her bra, admires it for a few seconds, then clips it to the file.
It’s Silver’s.
Putting everything back in its place, no longer worried that Silver’s going to force her way in and thieve it, Elena takes a seat behind her desk and creeps her hand under her skirt, rubbing her fingertips over her still swollen clit, her knickers drenched.
Tearing off the sodden undergarment, she sits there in silence, lazily exploring herself, reacquainting her fingers with vaginal anatomy. In no particular hurry, she spends time rediscovering all her sensitive spots, inside and out, not caring how lewd she must look with her legs spread wide, her sex splayed open, dripping onto her chair.
It feels good.
It feels really good, but a small ripple of nausea flutters in the pit of her stomach as she thinks about going home to her husband. Today is Friday, which means he’ll come home from the alehouse half-cut, nursing an erection. He’ll clamber clumsily into bed with her, roll her onto her back, and mount her.
She’s usually so dry it takes him several good jabs to get his prick inside her, and it hurts all the way in. All four measly inches of it. He’ll compliment her on being so tight, as always, but little does he know that’s merely her cunt’s way of trying to eject him from her body. Blissfully unaware of her revulsion, he’ll rut on her for a few minutes, grunting with each excruciatingly rough stab into her sex, then he’ll ejaculate inside her.
She grimaces every time, waiting for him to tumble off her so that she can go to the bathroom and clean herself up. Sitting on the toilet, she’ll sob quietly, letting his deposit trickle out of her, and by the time she returns to the bed, he’s snoring.
She wonders if he’ll be suspicious tonight, when he forces himself inside her and finds her unusually and copiously wet. Perhaps he’ll be too drunk to notice. Instead of letting that thought bother her, she closes her eyes and guiltlessly fingers herself to another exquisite orgasm while she fantasizes about Silver.
Spending the night with her.
Fucking her.
Making love to her.
 
 



CHAPTER ELEVEN

 
 
The next few days are filled with flirtatious glances and stolen kisses. Doing her best to make sure the thought of sex stays in the forefront of Elena’s mind, keeping her motivated to arrange a sleepover sooner rather than later, Silver springs on her whenever possible.
Sometimes she’s gentle, sometimes she’s rough—much to Elena’s delight. It thrills her when Silver catches her on her way out of a room and slams her up against a wall, mashing their lips together. She likes her throat grabbed, her arms pinned, her ass smacked, her hair pulled, and Silver finds herself filling the dominant role with greater and greater enthusiasm.
On one occasion, a playful slap across the buttocks in the empty dayroom turns into an impromptu spanking session that lasts a full fifteen minutes. Embracing the part of the naughty girl to Silver’s disciplinarian, Elena bends over a table, her skirt bunched up around her hips, holding on for dear life as Silver strikes her repeatedly with a wooden ruler, leaving pink streaks across her alabaster derrière.
It’s all foreplay. In fact, Silver starts to suspect that this lead-up to their one agreed upon night of passion has a lot less to do with manufacturing an excuse to get away from her husband and much more to do with prolonging these daily interludes.
With increasing frequency, Elena has Silver tease her to the point of climax, toying with her till she can scarcely stand, then she begs her—forces her—to stop. These titillating encounters continue to escalate until, one night, Elena sneaks into Silver’s cell after lights out.
Barefoot, so as not to make a sound, she slips into the room and perches on the edge of the bed, the smell of her perfume filling the air. It invades Silver’s nostrils, arousing her senses, and she takes a moment to drink in Elena’s appearance: a pinstripe skirt and open-collar blouse, the upper swells of her breasts on display. Silver’s never seen her so loose.
“Get on your knees,” Elena demands, hitching her skirt up.
Curious to find out what Elena has in mind, Silver obeys, positioning herself between the doctor’s legs. “What do you want me to do?”
“Play with me.” Elena hooks a leg over Silver’s shoulder. “Anywhere but here.” She cups her underwear-covered sex, running a finger along her crease.
“You’re a cunt tease.” Silver dips her head, burying her face between Elena’s silky thighs. “So cruel.” She nips Elena’s flesh. “So sexy.”
She spends the next twenty minutes there, kissing, licking, and stroking every inch of the peachy skin above Elena’s stockings until the impassioned doctor is trembling with the need to come, her sex flooded, her breathing labored.
The scent of her excitement is so strong and intoxicating that Silver can’t resist pressing her mouth to the damp gusset of her undies—that forbidden place—sucking her clit through the thin fabric, tasting her on the saturated cotton.
It’s not until Elena fists her ponytail and wrenches her face away that she realizes the roles have been reversed: Elena is in charge. She likes to dominate as much as she likes to be dominated, and Silver is seduced by her volatility. She tries to dive back into Elena’s warmth, but the assertive doctor holds her off.
“Stop,” Elena whispers, rubbing the tip of her thumb over Silver’s lower lip, spreading around the dew from her sex. “If I only get to have you once more, then I want it to be perfect.” She pushes the tip of her thumb between Silver’s lips.
Catching on to the word ‘if’, but choosing to ignore it, Silver accepts the digit into her mouth, sucking on every inch. As she rubs the flat of her tongue over the smooth surface of Elena’s thumbnail, she realizes that the long, impractical press-ons are gone. Elena’s nails are still painted, but trimmed short in preparation for intimacy.
“I need to go.” Elena extracts her thumb.
“Don’t,” Silver responds reflexively, the plea escaping unchecked.
“I have to.” Elena disentangles herself. “My husband’s expecting me.”
“Is he gonna fuck you tonight?” The question slips out before Silver has a chance to consider how it makes her sound, and she mentally chastises herself for showing so much weakness.
This is a business transaction.
Nothing more.
Freedom for sex.
No emotions.
Elena grabs a handful of Silver’s blues and pulls her up into a kiss.
“Tomorrow,” she mumbles between lip-locks, wrapping her legs around her inmate’s waist. “I want you to be mine tomorrow night.”
“Not tonight?” Silver tries again, planting kisses on her neck, working lower.
Elena groans. “Not tonight.” She tugs Silver away from her.
“You have an inhuman amount of restraint.”
Elena laughs bitterly. “I’ve lived my whole life with restraint.” She caresses Silver’s face. “It’s letting go that’s the problem for me.”
Though Silver retains control of her mouth and says nothing, she fears that letting go may yet prove to be a problem for both of them.
 
 

 
 
For the second night in a row, Elena lets herself into Silver’s room after lights out. This time, her jacket’s buttoned up, her sexuality reined in, and she’s clutching a computer tablet to her chest.
Waiting for her arrival, Silver looks up from the bed, watching her stand wordlessly in the doorway, her nerves apparent. “Are you ready?”
Elena nods, moving to sit beside her. “But I want to show you something first.” She hands Silver the tablet, someone’s biorhythms pulled up on the screen.
“What’s this?” Silver watches the selected emotions start to climb.
“Arousal.” Elena leans in and kisses her neck. “Lust.” She slides her hand onto Silver’s leg and the biorhythms leap sharply.
“Mine?” Silver guesses, feeling Elena’s hand run up her thigh.
“No.” Elena reaches between her legs. “Mine.” She squeezes Silver’s sex, rubbing her mound over her blues. “I wanted you to see what you do to me.”
Silver swivels to face her, pushing her knees apart. “I know what I do to you.” She worms a hand inside Elena’s underwear. “I can feel it.”
Elena melts at her touch. “Come with me.” She fishes Silver’s hand out of her undies and pulls her off the bed. “I’m taking you to my office.”
As they step quietly out of the room and down the hall, hands entwined, she flashes Silver a warm but sedate smile, looking every bit like a woman on a first date. This uncharacteristic diffidence accentuates the fragility Silver’s glimpsed in her on occasion. She’s a woman in full surrender, her heart unguarded. She’s a woman who’s hopelessly, tragically in love—whether she realizes it or not.
Silver senses it.
It’s evidenced by her clammy palms, her dilated pupils, and the tinge of sadness in her expression, her passions dampened by the knowledge that they’re reaching the zenith of their liaison. It becomes even more apparent when they enter her office, which has undergone a transformation of sorts.
A fire is roaring in the hearth, and a plush polar bear skin rug has been laid out in front of it. Candles adorn the mantel, the coffee table, and every other flat, raised surface. Beside the rug, there’s a neat pile of pillows and cashmere blankets, should either of them feel the desire to sleep.
Silver tries to count the candles, but loses track at sixty-three.
“Wow.” She spies a tray of tiny cakes and chocolates on a sideboard. “You didn’t have to do all this on my account.”
“You must think I’m dreadfully silly.” Elena dips her head, concealing a blush. “I just want it to feel real, that’s all. Not so clinical, I suppose.”
“It’s not silly.” Silver rubs her back. “It’s nice.”
The door to the adjoining bathroom is open, scented candles leading a path to an ornate ceramic tub, rose petals all around. A bath has already been drawn, steam rising from it, and fresh towels are resting on a heated rail.
“I thought you might like a hot bath.” Elena spots her eyeing the romantic effort. “I know the shower facilities here aren’t exactly conducive for relaxation.”
“Thank you.” Silver pecks her on the lips.
The gesture of thanks takes Elena by surprise, half expecting that as their agreement reaches its terminus, Silver might start to withdraw, offering only what physical affections are required of her and nothing more.
“Take your time.” She smiles appreciatively, heading for a decanter of whiskey by the cake tray. “I don’t mind waiting.” She pours herself a shaky double measure. “God knows, I’ve waited twenty-five years already. I can spare a few more minutes.”
She gasps as Silver’s hands slip around her waist, encasing her in warmth.
“I’m gonna make it worth the wait.” Silver nuzzles her neck. “I promise.”
She tenders one more kiss, then uncoils her arms and disappears inside the bathroom, rolling the math over in her mind. A twenty-five year dry spell? Holy shit. She’s never asked Elena’s age—never given it much consideration—but that makes the devastatingly beautiful doctor forty-five. Not that she looks much over thirty.
Silver regards her own appearance in the bathroom mirror and flashes her violets, contemplating what kind of effect being activated will have on her own aging. She’s about to turn thirty-five, after all; youth is swiftly evaporating. Stripping off her clothes, she’s confronted with another aspect of her changing body: her swelling belly.
It’s been several weeks since she’s had a good look herself, and there’s now a small but prominent pregnant bulge to her abdomen—a womanly curve that can no longer be ignored.
“Jesus …” She strokes a hand over her baby bump, giving herself a light poke beneath her belly button. “That’s inconvenient.” She sighs, turning away from the mirror.
For the first time, she notices how pretty the bathroom smells. The candles give it a warm, soft glow, and there are rose petals floating on the surface of the water in the tub.
She’s being romanced, and she knows it.
Though she’s never been a fan of bath bubbles and scented candles—or anything that she would deem ‘girlie shit’—she appreciates the effort. This isn’t going to be a night of heated, frantic fucking. Elena clearly wants something more meaningful; more emotional; more memorable. She wants to be loved.
Mulling that over, Silver sinks into the hot, sudsy water. Elena’s expecting full access to her, and while she’d anticipated that the arrival of this moment might bring last minute panic, a rush of guilt, some self-doubt, or a sudden influx of shame for having effectively prostituted herself, she’s actually remarkably calm. In fact, at the prospect of letting Elena touch her, she’s excited. More than that, she’s turned on.
She wants this, and she didn’t at all foresee that. She’d imagined having to fake her pleasure for the sake of pleasing Elena. She’d imagined closing her eyes and fantasizing about Ria while she was forced to bear the touch of Elena’s hands and mouth, and then faking an orgasm as soon as was realistically possible in an attempt to make the torment stop.
But there’s no need for that now. Elena wants this to be real, and it is—for both of them.
Accepting that fact for what it is, knowing that morning will bring an end to all this madness regardless, Silver finishes up and dries herself off, coming out of the bathroom wrapped in a towel, her wet hair hanging loose.
Elena is sitting on the sofa, swirling the dregs of her whiskey in her glass. The buttoned-up suit is gone. She’s wearing a lacy negligee beneath a short silk robe, her slender legs bare, her dainty feet resting on the coffee table. She looks up.
Sucking in a deep breath, Silver drops the towel, watching Elena’s eyes rove over her, first lingering on her crotch, then locking on her pregnant belly.
“I’m sorry about this.” Silver points to her stomach, cringing.
“Don’t be.” Elena abandons the whiskey, beckoning her nearer. “It’s so erotic.”
“Are you kidding?” Silver makes a face.
“No.” Elena takes hold of Silver’s hips and pulls her up to the sofa, kissing her rounded belly. “Nothing’s more beautiful than a visibly pregnant woman.” She drops her kisses lower, pressing her face into Silver’s damp pubic hair, inhaling her, desperation taking over. “I need to fuck you.”
“Not yet.” Silver moves a few inches back, peeling Elena’s hands away and tilting her head up. “I want to make love to you first.”
“Make love?” Elena’s heart swells.
“Yeah.” Silver kneels between her legs. “Is that okay?”
She tugs open Elena’s robe and admires her form. The liberated doctor is naked beneath the gauzy fabric, her entire body on display. Her modest breasts jut out proudly, her nipples erect, her areolae puffy and swollen.
Silver’s gaze drops lower. The pubic hair framing Elena’s sex is visible between her thighs: a neatly manicured triangle of curls. Their encounter in the white room had been much too abrupt and unceremonious; Silver hadn’t gotten a good look at her. Now, she lifts up the negligee and takes time to drink in the view, spreading Elena’s labia with her thumbs to get a better peek at her glistening pink flesh.
She’s gloriously wet, her slit pulsing with anticipation.
“I don’t need a computer to tell me how much you want this.” Silver jerks Elena’s hips forward, adjusting her position. “Or how much I want to give it to you.”
She dips her head and begins kissing Elena’s inner thighs, working her way upward. When she reaches Elena’s core, Elena throws her head back, moaning softly. She slips her hands around Silver’s neck, weaving her fingers through Silver’s wet tresses, savoring every second of contact.
She doesn’t last long.
She tries to draw it out, but Silver’s skilled tongue affords her no respite, and when she feels two of Silver’s fingers easing inside her, opening her up, her clit sucked hard into Silver’s mouth, she lets herself go.
Clutching the arm of the sofa for leverage—her other hand still anchoring Silver’s face to her core—she hooks her right leg around Silver’s neck, plants her left foot firmly on the floor, and starts rolling her hips in time to meet Silver’s penetrative assault on her sex, fucking Silver’s face with abandon.
“You’re divine!” she cheers, her pelvic thrusts intensifying, signaling the approach of her climax, driving Silver’s fingers deeper with every lunge.
She says plenty more, but her lost-in-the-moment compliments and exclamations are punctuated by grunts, groans, and wails, eventually dissolving into a series of rhythmic affirmations: “Yes, yes, yes …”
Her entire body starts to shake, and as the crest of her orgasm hits, the affirmations are swiftly replaced with expletives.
Until now, Silver’s barely heard her make any noise during sex. Whether afraid of being caught, or simply too uptight to allow herself complete and unbridled enjoyment, she’s always been so demure, her cries of pleasure strangled and hushed.
But not now.
The quivering doctor climaxes loudly, letting out one final moan as Silver slides both hands under her rump and lifts her hips up, locking mouth to cunt, lapping up her honey as it pours from her, sucking out every last drop.
“Oh, my … fuck!” Elena clamps both legs around Silver’s head, very nearly losing consciousness before Silver releases her back to the sofa cushions.
 
 



CHAPTER TWELVE

 
 
For a long time, Elena can hear nothing but the sound of her own panting, her body limp and unresponsive. She’s vaguely aware of being lifted into the air, her face pressed to warm, naked flesh, the beat of a heart beneath.
Thunk-thunk, thunk-thunk, thunk-thunk.
Moments later, she murmurs softly, feeling the heat from the fire on her bare legs and the thick, luxurious hair of her polar bear skin rug beneath her. Like a puppet on a string, she allows herself to be manipulated. Pulled into a sitting position, she feels the silk of her robe running over her arms.
She’s being undressed.
Still sitting, she feels a warm pair of hands glide up her body, pulling her negligee with them, and she raises her arms, her unfettered breasts bouncing free when they’re released from the clingy material.
The same warm hands then lie her back on the rug, caressing every inch of her from shoulders to waist. She feels them on her breasts, cupping and kneading them, tugging on her erect nipples. Then, there’s more heat.
She opens her eyes, looking down to find Silver’s mouth around one of her areolae, pinching the nipple between her teeth, biting and sucking on it. The other breast is covered by Silver’s hand, the nipple teased between two of her fingers.
“I’m naked,” she purrs, writhing on the rug.
“Mmm,” Silver moans her approval before releasing the nipple from her mouth. “Yes, you are.” She smirks. “Welcome back.”
“I think you nearly killed me.” Elena clutches her forehead, her vision still blurry.
“Good way to go, huh?” Silver wriggles on top of her, crotch to crotch and breast to breast, thieving a kiss from her. “A pleasure overload.” She rocks back and forth as they kiss, entangling their pubic hair, generating heat and friction.
Overcome by this unexpected demonstration of enthusiasm, Elena wraps her legs around Silver’s waist, tilting her pelvis up, instinctively seeking to maximize contact. Even without direct stimulation, she can feel another orgasm building. Each time Silver thrusts against her, her clit is bumped and nudged, an undeniable wetness smearing between them. Then, she hears something incredible: Silver moans.
Emboldened by this, she runs a hand over Silver’s back and rump, then over her hip and beneath her. She works through a small, wiry patch of hair, fumbling her way to Silver’s core, her overeager fingers slipping all over Silver’s slick, hot skin.
Aiming anywhere and everywhere, she assaults Silver’s sex blindly, driving between her labia, jabbing at her soft flesh in search of her opening.
“Whoa, whoa, whoa!” Silver stops moving and seizes Elena’s wrist, holding her still.
Suddenly fearful that this is all an elaborate act after all, Elena’s brow creases with concern, wishing she hadn’t gotten ahead of herself, afraid of shattering the illusion.
“What’s wrong?”
“What do you think you’re doing? Stuffing a turkey?” Silver tugs Elena’s hand away and rolls off her, laughing. “The aim isn’t to get as much as you can inside me in the fastest possible time.” She flops onto her back, pulling Elena with her. “Slow down.”
“I’m sorry.” Tears fill Elena’s eyes. “It’s been so long. I—”
Silver smothers her mouth with a kiss.
“Sshhh.” She guides Elena’s hand back to her dripping sex. “Let’s try again.” She presses Elena’s fingers into her warmth. “Gently this time.”
“You’re so wet,” Elena mewls, stroking her swollen folds. “Is this all for me?”
“It is tonight.” Silver tenders her another kiss.
Elena dips a single digit in her, then withdraws. Regaining her confidence, she repeats this a few times, then starts covering Silver’s body in kisses.
Her breasts.
Her stomach.
Her cunt.
“Oh, shit.” Silver watches Elena’s head bob between her thighs. “Don’t stop.”
Enraptured by the smell of Silver’s womanhood, Elena peppers her gleaming skin with feather light kisses, intent on drawing this out for as long as possible. Not knowing when or if she might ever get this opportunity again—with Silver or any other female—she spends several minutes simply admiring Silver’s body.
She commits every crease and fold to memory, along with the hue of her pink skin and the firm, engorged nub at the peak of her valley. Trying her best not to rush, she flicks the tip of her tongue over that nub, making Silver twitch, then she moves lower.
Parting Silver’s labia with her fingers, she gazes upon the tiny slit concealed behind, watching a drip of honey trickle down it.
She laps it up.
“Fucking hell …” Silver murmurs, feeling a familiar pressure building in her abdomen already.
Sure enough, the instant Elena pushes the flat of her tongue to Silver’s opening, Silver’s legs begin to tremble. Paying attention to her lover’s cues, Elena alternates between using the flat of her tongue and the tip, probing and licking until Silver erupts into her eager mouth.
At the moment of her paroxysm, they both moan. Elena hums against Silver’s sex, inadvertently heightening the sensation, making Silver’s toes curl, and she hugs Silver’s thighs over her shoulders, wanting to feel every tremor and contraction.
When it’s over, she rocks back on her heels, wiping her lips. “I’d forgotten how good it feels to make a woman come.” She kisses her way back up Silver’s body. “Was I any good? You can be honest.”
“Well, truthfully …” Silver bends forward, grabs her, and pulls her into an embrace, grinning. “You can eat my pussy any day.”
Her grin fades, the impossibility of the words striking them both in the same instant, the sentiment hollow, despite its initial sincerity.
A silence invades.
Elena snuggles up to Silver’s chest, absently swirling a finger around one of her nipples, lost in thought. When the nipple grows accustomed to her continuous ministrations and stops responding, she wets her finger and begins again, the evaporating moisture causing the areola to swell and stiffen once more.
After a while, “Am I better than her?” she asks timidly.
“What?” Silver frowns, dozing slightly, her brain taking a while to catch up. “Better than who? And at what?”
“Abby.” Elena places her whole hand over the breast, massaging it. “Am I a better fuck than her?”
After some momentary confusion, Silver recalls the incident outside the refectory and chuckles. “I wouldn’t know, I’ve never fucked Abby.”
Elena picks up her head. “But I—”
Silver presses a finger to her lips, silencing her. “It was a tube of lip gloss. She found it on the floor, shoved it up her hoo-ha, and it got stuck.”
“Oh.” Elena digests that, cringing when she realizes the implications of it.
The jealousy she’d felt.
The way she’d punished Abby.
“How can you stand to be near me?” Her voice cracks, tears of shame spilling onto Silver’s chest. “I’ve behaved so despicably.”
Silver wraps her arms around the sobbing doctor, holding her close. “You’re not the only one.” She caresses Elena’s naked body, finding a soft ass cheek and squeezing it, pulling Elena’s crotch against her hip.
The silence returns.
Stemming her tears, Elena wraps herself tighter, resting her hand on Silver’s mound, toying with her pubic hair. “Do you hate me for making you do this?”
“You’ve never made me do anything.” Silver rolls onto her side, pulling Elena’s leg over her hip, positioning her for coupling.
Elena grinds herself onto Silver’s crotch. “Do you fancy me?”
“You know I do.” Silver cradles Elena’s head in the crook of her arm. “You’ve seen it.” She engages her lips. “You’ve felt it.” She pulls back. “But I can’t have you.”
“Because of the Russian?”
Silver nods, groping Elena’s breast and planting kisses on her neck. “I’m sorry.”
“Just my luck.” Elena laughs at her own misfortune. “After all these years of stringent abstinence, I end up falling for a woman who not only openly embraces her own sexuality, but also challenges me to accept mine, and she’s already spoken for.”
Silver breaks off her kisses and locks eyes with her, needing to hear those words again. Did Elena just confess love?
“It’s okay.” Elena smiles weakly, well aware of what she said. “I know you could never love me. I don’t expect—”
“You’re wrong.” Silver hooks Elena’s chin and tilts her up into another kiss.
The kiss is passionate and deep, their embrace becoming a tangled mess of limbs as their fingers find each other again.
It’s vigorous.
It’s ardent.
Every move by one is reciprocated by the other: adding another finger, changing the angle of the thrust, or driving harder and deeper.
“I want you,” Silver growls, grabbing a fistful of Elena’s hair, compelling her to make eye contact, watching telltale flecks of violet invade her irises, signaling the approach of another climax.
In under a minute, they peak simultaneously, their eyes locked on one another.
“I can’t believe I’m never going to see you again.” Elena sinks into Silver’s arms, panting against her chest.
She’s fishing, and Silver knows it.
“Don’t say never, Doc.” Silver strokes Elena’s cheek, kissing her hair, giving her a little hope, vague though it is.
It’s enough.
Elena feels a warm flush spread over her, the future holding a wealth of unspoken possibilities, but as swiftly as a wash of immense relief sweeps through her core, releasing a flock of butterflies from the pit of her stomach, so dread and dismay follows.
Her brow creased with pain, Silver separates herself from their embrace and rolls onto her front, propping herself up on her forearms, hanging her head.
“Not again!” she groans, feeling the now familiar effects of biological tampering, her vision graying out, dizziness taking hold.
“What’s wrong?” Elena rubs her back.
Silver doesn’t get to answer. She passes out on the polar bear skin rug as the door to Elena’s office swings open, flying back on its hinges, the odor of cigarette smoke giving away the identity of the intruder even before Elena turns her head.
It’s Doctor Montgomery. He’s standing at the threshold of the room, flanked by two orderlies, and Elena panics.
“Daddy!” she shrieks, snatching up her robe to conceal her nudity. “What are you doing here?!”
“I’m preserving your respectability and putting an end to this nonsense.” He stomps into the room, instructing his orderlies to retrieve Silver from the floor. “Take her.” He points to her unconscious body.
“Where do you want her, sir?” one of the orderlies asks, hoisting the comatose inmate over his shoulder with ease. “Back to her room?”
Doctor Montgomery shakes his head. “I want her medicated for the rest of her stay here.” He regards Silver’s limp form with an intense medical interest, his hungry eyes lingering on her pregnant belly. “And have her moved to the Delta ward immediately.”
“The Delta ward?” Elena scrambles to get her robe on without revealing too much flesh. “What the hell do you think you’re doing? She’s my patient!”
“And what kind of therapy is this?” Doctor Montgomery gestures to the room. “Are you trying to fuck the gay out of her?” He ushers his orderlies out of the room, hauling Silver away like a piece of trash.
“Don’t take her,” Elena snivels, clasping the silk robe to her chest, tears cascading down her face. “I was about to sign her discharge papers. I—”
“You don’t have to worry about that now.” Doctor Montgomery steps forward, the toe of one polished shoe catching in the gusset of Elena’s discarded thong. “She’ll no longer be a problem for you.” He kicks the soaked undergarment away. “Nor should she ever have been. You know well that she’s carrying a Delta child, and she ought to have been referred to my care as soon as she was brought into Bishopsgate.”
“She doesn’t deserve this.” Elena’s shoulders heave with sobs.
Seeing the look of hurt and shame in his daughter’s eyes, Doctor Montgomery approaches her with his hands outstretched, cupping her tear-streaked cheeks. “Why are you doing this to me, Elena?” He sounds almost sympathetic. “The treatments worked!”
“I’m not sick,” she whimpers softly, lifting her gaze to meet his cold, unfeeling eyes. “I’m gay.”
Slap!
Doctor Montgomery strikes her so hard she tumbles to the floor.
“You’re weak!” He towers over her. “You’ve let this woman undo years of therapy. And for what? A few minutes of twisted indulgence.”
Elena tucks herself into a ball, trembling from head to toe.
“You should’ve come to me if you felt like you were relapsing.” Doctor Montgomery’s tirade continues unabated, despite the suffering of his only child. “Perhaps you need to be reminded of how naughty girls are punished.”
“No! Please!” Elena lunges at his legs, latching onto his trousers, bowing her head in supplication, pressing her face into the coarse fabric. “I’ll be a good girl from now on. I promise.”
“You know what to do?” He stands rigid, offering her no comfort.
Elena nods, her body racked with tremors. “Yes, Daddy.”
“Then pull yourself together.” He steps back from her, letting her flop into a heap on the floor. “You stink of perversion.”
Left alone, Elena’s tears flow in torrents, her wails of abject misery muffled in the shag of the polar bear rug, her breaths coming in short, sharp draws.
She can smell Silver on her fingers, and the taste of sex lingers on her tongue. Her pubic hair is matted with their combined fluids, her labia still swollen, her cunt throbbing from Silver’s vigorous penetration.
Desperate to smother all echoes of the pleasure experienced with Silver, she reaches between her legs and feels out her engorged, hypersensitive clit, pinching it hard between her thumb and forefinger, causing her to stifle a squeal and clamp her thighs together, the pain sharp and intense.
She needs to be punished.
When her tears dry up—when she’s thoroughly numb and has nothing left spill—she picks herself off the floor and steps barefoot into the hallway, making her way silently to the ice bath room.
Inside, she locks the door and unties the robe, letting it slide to the floor, the smooth, shimmering fabric pooling around her feet. Steeling herself for the sensory assault on her body, she sinks into one of the baths, completely submerging her body in the freezing water, her nerves stinging.
And so the cleansing begins.
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Delta Territory, North
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Bip, bip, bip, bip, bip. After a minute or two, Silver realizes the rhythmic beeping she’s listening to is a heart rate monitor. She tries to open her eyes, but her lids are crusted shut.
Uck.
She brings her hands to her face and rubs away the gunk, finally able to peer out into the bright room, squinting in the glare of the lights.
Giving her eyes a moment to adjust, she looks around, finding an IV in her arm and a pulse monitor on her finger. She moves her feet under crisp, starched bed sheets and inhales the scent of industrial cleaning fluid. Glancing upward, she watches a ray of sunlight spill in through an ornate stained glass window.
This isn’t Bishopsgate.
She knows where she is.
This is the infirmary where Ria stitched up her shoulder. This is the infirmary where she was told her unborn child was a Delta.
She’s back at D10.
There’s something else here that she recognizes, too. In a chair beside her bed, there’s a familiar face. His dark hair, flecked with gray, is ruffled and untamed, his face unshaven. Around his neck, there’s a pair of dogtags. On his wedding finger, a ring.
It’s Alex.
Slumped in the chair, a cup of coffee growing cold on the bedside table, he’s snoring lightly, his chest rising and falling with comforting consistency.
“Alex?” she calls out to him, her soft, raspy voice rousing him.
He lifts his head, his warm brown eyes locking on her, relief apparent. In a second, he’s wide awake and he moves to the bed, settling on the edge of it, scooping her hand into his own.
“Silver.” He kisses her fingers. “How are you feeling?”
“Like shit.” She tries to sit up, but her body feels like a dead weight and she gives up, staying propped on her elbows. “What happened? Why am I here?”
“Don’t worry.” He squeezes her. “You’re safe.”
“That’s not what I asked.” She looks up at him, finding his eyes misted with tears.
His brown eyes.
The last time she saw him, his naturally chocolate eyes were shockingly violet, the unharnessed virus from their homeland causing them to turn.
“Alex, what’s going on?” Suspicion creeps into her voice. “Your eyes …”
In answer, he fishes something out of his back pocket: a brand new Authenticard.
“I’m a citizen now,” he explains succinctly, his voice lacking any hint of discernible emotion.
Silver doesn’t need to hear any more; she knows what that entails.
The Human Betterment Package.
The nanites.
“You turned yourself in to the Department of Citizenship and Immigration?” She swipes the card from him, examining it as though she half expects it to be a clever forgery.
“I didn’t have a choice,” he responds matter-of-factly. “I needed to finalize my citizenship before I could discharge you from Bishopsgate.” An ounce of bitterness breaks free.
He’s disappointed.
Silver can see it in his face as he banishes the small piece of plastic back into his pocket, and she knows how difficult this must be for him.
Unlike her, he’d come to embrace the virus, and now the nanites are overriding its effects, suppressing all its benefits and enhancements until such time as he can afford to be activated. For all intents and purposes, he’s as he was before he was first infected: nothing more than human.
She runs her hand up his arm, distracting him from his despondency, reacquainting herself with the muscular contours of his form. “Thank you.”
He captures her hand as it reaches his shoulder and presses her palm to his stubbly cheek, nuzzling her, his emotions coming adrift. “I’ve missed you so much.”
Silver can’t bring herself to say the same, but being near him again does ignite something within her. As he leans forward, burying his face in the hollow of her neck, sobbing into her pillow, she brings a hand to the nape of his neck, weaving her fingers through his peppery hair.
“How did you find me?” She drops a kiss on the side of his head.
“Doctor Lavergne contacted me.” Alex wipes his eyes on his sleeves. “She told me where you were.”
“Elena?” Silver perks up. “When?”
Alex notes her raised spirits, but doesn’t fixate on it. “She sent me a letter after Doctor Montgomery had you committed to the Delta ward.”
Silver shakes her head. “That’s impossible. It takes weeks for a letter to make its way out to a Delta compound. Months even. Border security is a bitch.” She cranes her neck, looking around the room for another face. “Where is she?”
“Who?” Alex frowns. “The shrink?”
“Elena.” Silver nods. “How is she? Is she okay? Last night we—”
“Last night?” Alex cuts her off, shaking his head. “You’ve been here for two days, El.” He uses a shortened version of her first name, as he always does when he’s trying to be tender with her. “Doctor Lavergne helped me arrange special transport for you, since your condition was so delicate.”
“My condition?” Silver arches an eyebrow. “I’m pregnant, not dying.”
“It was too risky.” Alex kisses her palm, caressing her fingers. “You were drugged up to your eyeballs, and we couldn’t chance you regaining consciousness and going into labor en route.” He kisses her wrist, not sure if he should dare make a move for her lips. “It would be too dangerous for our baby to be born outside Delta territory.”
Silver snorts. “Yeah? Well, last time I checked, human babies take nine months to cook. You needn’t have hurried.”
She watches concern spread over his face, his brow furrowed.
“What is it?” She narrows her eyes, wondering what he’s holding back from her. “What aren’t you telling me?”
Alex glides a hand over her stomach.
Her firm, round stomach.
“Silver …” He draws her attention to it. “It’s been months.”
Silver glares down at her heavily pregnant belly, suddenly realizing why she feels so bloated and weighted down.
“You’re eight and a half months pregnant.” Alex beams, rubbing her bump.
“Oh, god.” Silver collapses on the bed, slapping both hands over her face. “This is bullshit.”
Her last memory is lying naked with Elena in her office. She felt unwell, she passed out, and … she remembers nothing else.
Her heart pounds behind her ribcage, her breathing accelerated. She’s vaguely aware of Alex trying to calm her, but the sounds of the world are drowned out. There’s a pressure deep inside her abdomen, followed by an indescribable tightness and cramping.
She can feel movement inside her.
A dampness between her thighs.
The bed covers are yanked back.
Nurses rush over.
Doctors follow suit.
Alex is leaning over her, his face inches from hers. He’s grinning.
“Are you ready to have a baby?”
How dare he be so happy! Venting her frustration, she cracks him in the nose, knocking him backwards onto the floor.
“Fuck you!”
A nurse pulls her onto her back.
Someone else spreads her legs.
Like it or not, this baby’s coming.
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