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Foreword

Thank you for reading.

If you found meaning, intensity, or pleasure in these pages, I’d be deeply grateful if you left a review. Your words help others discover the story — and ensure it continues to reach those who need it most.

— Roman Vale


Prologue – The Signature

The hotel room was quiet, almost reverent in its stillness.

Floor-to-ceiling windows filtered the last of the grey afternoon light, glazing the polished walnut floors in a sheen of muted silver. Beyond them, the spa town slumbered in its off-season hush — no festivals, no tourists, no distractions. Just the clean architecture of money and restraint. Elias Wren stood near the radiator, arms folded, watching the shadows grow deeper against the high corniced ceiling.

His bag sat unpacked on the bed. So did the package. A flat black folder, bound in synthetic leather, rested precisely in the centre of the duvet. Sabine had placed it there with theatrical precision. She’d even straightened the corners. A single gloved finger had smoothed the invisible crease along its edge — as if this, too, was part of the ritual.

Elias hadn’t touched it.

Behind him, the bathroom door was still closed. Sabine had been inside for at least fifteen minutes. The shower had stopped ages ago, but he heard movement — soft thumps of heels on tile, the hiss of perfume, the deliberate click of metal buckles.

She was dressing for the second half of the evening.

He swallowed. His mouth was dry.

He knew what was in the folder. Consent paperwork. The medical and psychological disclosures. An updated power of attorney, if they wanted to use the institute’s “full regime preview.” A checklist of optional preparatory measures. Signature lines marked with yellow tabs.

But that wasn’t the part that made him nervous.

It was the fact that Sabine had printed only one copy.

The radiator behind him ticked faintly as the pipes shifted. Elias stared at the folder like it might open itself, hiss something perverse, and vanish again. That would’ve been easier — some dream fantasy he could discard later as overindulgence. But no, it sat there. Real. Patient. Waiting.

When the door opened, he didn’t turn around. He smelled her first — an unmistakable mix of rosewood, powder, and something cool and antiseptic beneath it. Then the sound of her heels. A pair of slow, deliberate clicks against the floorboards. Then a pause.

“You’re sulking,” she said lightly. “How very ungrateful.”

“I’m thinking.”

“You’re procrastinating.”

He finally turned.

Sabine stood in the doorway wearing a black structured dress with narrow cap sleeves and a cinched belt at her waist. The lines of the garment made her look taller, leaner, somehow more precise. A nurse’s uniform redesigned by someone who understood shame. She wasn’t in full roleplay — not yet — but the aesthetic cues were all there. Her lipstick was darker than usual. Her hair pinned with unsettling neatness. And around her wrist: a silver bracelet engraved with a number.

Not her number.

His.

F301.

Elias’s breath caught for a moment.

She saw it. Of course she saw it.

“I was hoping you’d show some initiative,” Sabine said softly, stepping into the room. “But you’re still waiting for permission.”

“I’m just not—”

“Ready?” Her tone was dry. “Elias. Love. No one is ever ready to surrender.”

She walked to the bed and sat down beside the black folder. Her fingers brushed it absently, almost fondly. Then she picked up the wineglass from the bedside table — something deep and red already half-consumed — and took a long, unhurried sip. Her eyes never left him.

“I’ve reviewed the full programme outline,” she said. “I spoke to the Directrix on the train. They’ve made a space for you — one of the padded suites. You’ll have a private room, a numbered ID, and a disciplinary review at the end of each day.”

Elias shifted where he stood. The words landed like weight on his chest. He’d read the same material. Most of it. Some of it.

Sabine gestured toward the folder with the stem of her glass.

“The staff will only speak to you as ‘F301.’ You will not be permitted to speak without permission. You will not be allowed to orgasm. Or touch yourself. Or ask when your stay ends. You will be permitted one act of protest, after which your punishment begins.”

Her smile was small. Clinical. Satisfied.

“You said that’s what you wanted.”

He didn’t answer. His palms had begun to sweat.

She stood again and walked toward him — slow, elegant, unhurried. The wineglass disappeared into her left hand. Her right reached up, cupped his jaw. Her fingers were cool. The ring she wore — a narrow gold band, engraved with her initials — pressed just beneath his chin.

“Do you trust me?” she asked, softly.

He nodded. Just barely.

Her thumb dragged gently across his lower lip.

“Then go to the bed,” she said, stepping back. “Open the folder. Read what you’re agreeing to. And when you’ve finished, I want you to kneel. I want you to place your hands behind your back. And I want you to wait.”

Elias didn’t move.

Sabine arched a brow. Her smile returned — gentle, mocking.

“I’ll be in the corridor,” she said. “If you need help crossing the threshold.”

She left the room.

The door clicked shut behind her.

Elias stood alone in the centre of the room, the silence now pulsing with tension. Every sound was louder now — the soft creak of the bed frame as he approached, the faint hum of heating, the near-inaudible vibration of his own breath cycling through the narrowest part of his throat.

He sat on the edge of the bed.

The black folder lay untouched, its surface unnaturally smooth, like it had been lacquered in intent. With slow, slightly trembling fingers, Elias flipped it open.

The first page was already clipped in place — a formal header bearing the Harrowick Institute crest: a closed eye wreathed in a laurel of thorns. Beneath it, in muted serif font: “Voluntary Psychosexual Submission Protocol – Evaluation Tier.”

His name was there. Real, full name. Date of birth. Time of admission: TBD.

Below that, a line designating Sabine Hart as “Guardian, Proxy, and Decision Authority.” Her signature had already been scrawled in elegant ink at the bottom — bold, confident, tight-angled. A small red wax seal pressed beside it, still faintly glossy.

He turned the pages slowly. Each paragraph was more surreal than the last:

“Patient consents to full psychological and erotic disorientation.”

“Patient acknowledges the risk of temporary identity loss.”

“Patient accepts the use of restraint, sedation, sexual teasing, and programmed sensory conditioning without further notice.”

There was a section in Sabine’s handwriting:

Preferred triggers:

Humiliation

Helplessness in medical settings

Permanent denial

Forbidden triggers:

Bloodplay

Needles

Special Instructions:

Patient responds to delayed consent enforcement. He must be made to feel like it’s too late.

His eyes lingered on that last line.

He must be made to feel like it’s too late.

Elias pressed his thighs together, the weight of the chastity cage suddenly more present. A warm flicker of arousal — shameful, involuntary — rose under the anxiety. It was always this way. The guilt came with the hunger. The submission came with the fight.

At the bottom of the final page, a space for his name. A clean black pen rested on top of the folder — weighted, heavy, clinical.

He reached for it.

Then stopped.

Is this real?

That voice again. The rational one, buried beneath layers of desire and exhaustion.

She wouldn’t actually do it. It’s a scene. A game. I can still back out.

He sat like that for what felt like an hour. Then, slowly, he placed the pen back down.

He stood.

Moved to the centre of the room.

Kneeling was a deliberate act — controlled, reverent. The floor was warm beneath his knees, the rug thick and soft, plush like institutional carpet designed to muffle protest. He lowered his hands behind his back and exhaled through his nose.

That, finally, felt real.

The door opened behind him.

He didn’t turn.

The steps this time were slower. Measured. He could hear her boots — no longer heels. A heavier, rubber-soled tread. Hospital-correct.

Sabine stepped into view.

She had changed.

A mint-green uniform hugged her form with perfect precision: crisp lines, white piping at the collar, matching apron, silver nurse’s buckle at the waist. Her dark red hair was pinned under a cap. Her lips had been painted darker still — plum, almost bruised. She wore latex gloves now.

Without a word, she walked past him, picked up the folder, and carried it across the room. She didn’t need to look at it.

“You didn’t sign,” she said.

He remained still. Silent.

She walked behind him again. A moment later, he felt her fingers at the back of his neck — cool, gloved, assessing.

“You want me to do it for you?” she asked.

A pause.

Then a whisper in his ear:

“You want to be tricked.”

He shivered.

Her hands moved lower — brushing over the collar of his shirt, then to his belt. Deft fingers undid the clasp. She undressed him methodically, wordlessly, like preparing a patient for theatre. Every movement was precise. When she folded his shirt, she laid it over the chair like it belonged to someone else. By the time she removed his underwear, his breathing had turned shallow, his cock straining uselessly against steel.

She looked at him then — cock caged, eyes lowered, hands behind his back — and smiled.

“You are already the patient, you know.”

Then came the leather.

From the small black case by the window, she produced a series of straps and items he recognised instantly: cuffs, mitts, a padded collar, a soft silicone mouthpiece. Not props. Not toys. The real thing — institutional grade. She began to dress him like he was property.

First the mitts — soft, sealed, buckled high on the forearms so no fingers could escape.

Then the collar — stiff, white, with a medical clasp. Not choking, but firm. Just enough to remind him where to keep his head.

And then the gag.

It was bulbous but elegant, made of white silicone, designed to part the lips without straining the jaw. She fitted it slowly, pressing it into place with her thumb before buckling the straps behind his head.

“There,” she murmured. “Now you look like you belong.”

She walked back to the folder.

Lifted the pen.

And signed his name.

She signed it with the same deliberate grace she used when choosing lingerie — a private performance, meant to be witnessed.

One clean line.

His name.

In her hand.

Elias watched from his knees, gagged, helpless, trembling. He didn’t know whether he wanted to cry or come. The weight of the mitts made his arms ache already, and the soft pressure of the silicone ball inside his mouth was intimate, possessive. She hadn’t asked him. She hadn’t even looked for permission.

That was the permission.

Sabine stood again, adjusted her collar, and set the pen back down atop the folder. Then she turned to him — slow, assured, a professional checking a chart.

“I’ve given my consent,” she said, voice like silk over steel. “And yours is now documented by behaviour. You’ve knelt. You’ve allowed restraint. You’ve remained silent. They will accept that.”

She paused, smiling faintly.

“They will accept you.”

She returned to the black case and withdrew a larger bundle this time — heavier, thicker, with a waft of leather and powder as she unwrapped it. The straitjacket. Elias’s breath caught in his throat.

It wasn’t the kind made for bedroom play — it was too heavy, too padded, too specific. Mint green again. The kind worn in padded cells where people forgot their names. The kind she’d shown him in the brochure and said, “This isn’t decorative.”

He tried to stay still, but his knees twitched slightly. She saw it.

“Don’t fuss,” she said. “You’ve earned this.”

She stepped behind him. Her gloved hands moved quickly, efficiently. First one sleeve. Then the other. She tugged them back tightly, feeding the ends through the rear slit, buckling the back straps high and snug across his spine. With each pull, he felt a piece of himself disappear — into the garment, into her command, into the silence of the act.

Then the crotch straps — three of them. One between the legs, two sweeping under the thighs, pressing the padded bulge of his chastity cage against his belly. The friction made him squirm.

“You’re leaking,” she murmured with mild disdain. “Already. That’s going to be inconvenient.”

She crossed in front of him again, retrieving the last set of items from the table: a disposable diaper — thick, medical grade, with a mint green stripe down the centre — and a folded square of absorbent liner. She unfastened the straitjacket’s crotch straps with a click and waited.

Elias hesitated, shifting on his knees.

She crouched.

“I can do this,” she said softly. “But then you’re admitting you’re no longer the man I brought here. You’re F301 now. That’s all. No titles, no identity. Just padded, gagged, dependent.”

She tilted her head.

“Or would you like to stand and do it yourself, like a big boy?”

His whole body flushed.

He bent forward on instinct — presenting, surrendering — and let her fit the diaper under him. Her hands were firm but not unkind. She adjusted his position wordlessly, sliding the padding into place, sealing the tabs tight around his hips. Then the liner — smooth, humiliating, thick.

She reattached the straitjacket’s straps and stood.

“There,” she said. “Patient-grade. Contained. Ready for monitoring.”

She moved behind him again and fastened the posture harness — a wide leather yoke that fit across his chest and shoulders, designed to keep him upright for transport. It clipped directly into the straitjacket’s loops.

The final item was the headgear.

A soft black hood, open at the mouth and nose, but tightly laced at the back. She smoothed his hair as she fitted it. It came down over his ears, muffling sound. Two plastic inserts waited for her hands — snap-in eyepieces, tinted to obscure light and reduce visibility to a darkened haze.

Click.

Click.

Blind.

He heard her voice through the leather.

“F301, transport condition secured.”

Then the sound of buckles. Soft, satisfied breathing. The scrape of paper being filed into the leather folder. He couldn’t see her anymore, but he could feel her moving around him like a nurse preparing a gurney.

A moment later, she returned to his side. Something pressed against his lips — the cool edge of a water bottle with a rubber nipple.

“Drink,” she said.

He did.

Then silence.

Then the brake on the wheelchair clicked.

The chair shifted beneath him with a low hydraulic hiss.

Sabine guided him backward slowly, deliberately, until the back of his padded knees touched the cushioned lip of the frame. With one steady motion, she helped him sit — adjusting his bound arms to fit the sculpted hollow of the transport chair.

It wasn’t just any chair.

It was Harrowick-issue: ergonomic restraint shell, medical casters, noise-dampened footrests, internal restraint loops embedded in the upholstery. A discreet logo was stamped onto the steel hinge at the base — the same closed eye, ringed in thorns.

Elias sat, straitjacketed, diapered, hooded, and gagged. The silicone pressed against his tongue in quiet authority. He’d long stopped trying to suppress his arousal; it had curdled into something passive and permanent. His breath fogged gently against the mask. His vision remained smothered behind the plastic inserts, grey and full of shadows.

Sabine began the process of securing him to the chair.

She moved with silent confidence. Leather straps were fed through chrome anchor points and buckled in pairs: over his thighs, across his chest, around his calves. The headrest accepted his hood like a socket, and two lateral straps were drawn taut to immobilise his movement. Not aggressively — not sadistically — but completely.

She checked each strap twice.

Then she stepped back.

Elias couldn’t see her, but he could feel her watching. That cool, clinical gaze. A heat rose beneath his skin, not from embarrassment but anticipation — an ache that had no name. His cock throbbed helplessly in its cage, pressed firm against the inner shell of his diaper.

Somewhere behind him, the suitcase zipped.

Sabine’s voice came, measured and clear.

“Pickup is scheduled for 04:30. Harrowick will send a medical van with a two-nurse escort. I’ve already filed the transfer notice and uploaded the video consents. No additional signature will be required on arrival — they’ll process you as a high-compliance evaluation intake.”

Elias whimpered softly into the gag.

She stepped closer again. He felt her fingers at his temple, brushing stray hair beneath the hood.

“You’ve done well, my love. You’re exactly where you said you wanted to be.”

A pause.

“I’ll stay until you fall asleep.”

She sat beside him, somewhere just outside his vision. The soft clink of glass reached his ears — another sip of wine, perhaps. He heard her shoes slide off. Silence fell again.

Ten minutes passed.

Then twenty.

The soft click of the lamp. The room darkened.

Then she rose.

Without speaking, she leaned down, pressed her lips to the tip of his nose — the only piece of him still bare — and whispered:

“You said yes. Just remember that.”

Then the door closed, and he was alone.

The knock came softly.

Three taps, firm and professional. No hesitation. No greeting. Just the kind of signal that meant someone was on schedule.

Elias stirred, or tried to. But he was strapped into the transport shell too tightly for movement. Time had lost shape during the hours since Sabine left. There were no clocks in the room. The only measure of his descent into silence had been his own breath, muffled by the silicone gag, and the rising tension in his chest.

Now, the world moved again.

A card swipe. The door eased open. Light footsteps. Two sets.

He couldn’t see them — not through the dark-tinted eyepieces of the hood — but he heard everything. Gloved fingers adjusting buckles. A quiet voice confirming restraint codes. A click as the brakes were released on the chair.

Then movement.

The chair turned smoothly on its wheels and began to roll. Elias was pulled away from the warm, scented hush of the hotel suite into the corridor — and the world narrowed.

The lift was waiting.

One nurse placed a palm flat against the back of his headrest as they descended, stabilising him with almost intimate care. He heard her murmur something in a language he didn’t recognise. Ukrainian? Czech?

He was nothing but cargo now.

In the lobby, no one spoke. No receptionist. No questions. The hotel was part of it — discreet, loyal, bought.

The air outside was bracing. The cool rush of 4 a.m. air against his bare calves sent a shiver through his spine. His nipples ached behind the straitjacket’s compression. Somewhere in the distance, a delivery truck rattled through a side street.

But nearer, just ahead, was the van.

He smelled it first — that strange clinical vinyl scent of padded interiors and disinfectant. The kind of smell that made you want to squirm. Then the hydraulic hiss of the door. A ramp extended with a mechanical sigh.

The nurses wheeled him up and in.

The interior was black and white, minimalist, humming softly. There were three patient transport chairs mounted already, all empty. Padded sidewalls. Rubberised floor. No windows. Two camera globes affixed to the ceiling.

He was wheeled into the middle bay. Locked in place with a muted click–click–thunk. The restraints were verified. Then a nurse leaned close — so close he could feel the heat of her breath at the edge of his hood.

“Patient F301,” she said, calm and cold. “Secure. Commence transport.”

The doors closed behind her.

Darkness. Engine. Motion.

Elias’s world lurched into surrender.

As the van slid away through the empty streets toward Harrowick Hall, his heartbeat slowed into something strange: not panic, not protest — but an aching relief. No decisions left. No language. No escape. Only the gentle creak of straps, the hum of tyres, and the rhythmic clench of his chastity cage inside the warmth of his nappy.

Sabine would not follow.

He knew that. She would receive updates. Perhaps a photo. Perhaps a chart showing his arousal spikes. But she would not call. She would not come running if he screamed.

Not that he could.

Somewhere in the hours to come, he would arrive. Be catalogued. Stripped of the last sliver of identity. Made to answer only as F301.

But for now, there was only this:

motion, silence, and the memory of her whisper.

You said yes. Just remember that.


Chapter 1: Arrival

He couldn’t see.

Not clearly.

Even through the thick fog of the tinted eyepieces, Elias could feel the movement beneath him — the slow, hydraulic descent of the van’s ramp, the slight give of rubberised flooring beneath the casters of his wheelchair. Somewhere behind the noise-cancelling earbuds, the engine ticked to silence, and the hiss of pressure-release confirmed they’d reached their destination.

Harrowick.

It wasn’t a fantasy anymore. Not a scene. Not a dare. It was morning, and he was arriving as Patient F301.

His body felt alien. Heavy with restraint. The transport shell kept him locked upright — straitjacketed, collared, gagged, and diapered. His thighs were pressed into thick padding, the pressure of the chastity cage like a pulse in his lap. His jaw ached slightly around the silicone gag, the taste of rubber stale on his tongue.

He couldn’t even blink properly with the hood fitted so tight.

A cold breeze licked over his bare shins as the van doors opened fully. Then a gloved hand touched the side of his head — not harshly, but firmly — adjusting the headrest as the chair was disengaged from its clamps.

Two figures moved in silence.

He tried to listen, tried to parse their presence. Feminine voices, clipped commands in low tones, a tablet being tapped. His name was never spoken. Only a number.

“F301. Status: evaluation-tier, guardian-authorised.”

Wheels rolled.

He was moved through an airlock — heard the double door seal behind him — and then the atmosphere changed. Cooler. Sterile. The air felt artificial, like breathing inside a machine.

Voices grew fainter. Doors opened. Closed.

The chair locked again.

Then hands began to move with clinical precision — unbuckling the headrest straps, removing the hood from behind. It came off slowly, leaving a brief darkness before the fluorescents above hit his eyes.

He blinked hard, adjusting.

The gag remained. So did the collar. The posture harness. The straitjacket.

But he could see now.

And the first thing he saw was her.

Nurse Alina.

She was standing just in front of him, tapping notes into a small white tablet, her eyes flicking up only briefly to assess him like one might examine a lab subject.

Mid-thirties, composed, striking in her restraint. Auburn hair tied tight under a mint-coloured cap. Her uniform was that same institutional green — tailored, crisp, no nonsense. The badge at her hip read “Evaluation Ward Lead – A. Petrova.”

She looked at him properly for the first time.

“F301, you are entering your intake window. Do not speak.”

She stepped closer.

His whole body responded involuntarily — a jolt behind the cage, a flush of heat up his throat. She smelled like latex and lavender soap. Her fingers moved to his cheek, adjusted the fit of the collar, then checked the gag’s strap.

Satisfied, she made another note.

Another voice entered behind her — another nurse. Elias couldn’t see her well, just a flash of white apron, a tray of restraints, and a folded grey garment. Words passed between them in clipped, low tones.

Then Nurse Alina turned back to Elias.

Her expression didn’t shift. But her voice grew colder.

“The patient is lucid. Nonverbal. Presenting physical arousal. Standard intake confirmed.”

She leaned forward and tightened the strap around his chest — one notch tighter than before.

Then, almost kindly:

“Let’s begin.”

The restraints were removed one by one — but never fully.

Nurse Alina released the headrest strap first, allowing Elias the smallest range of motion. He didn’t dare use it. His chin dipped slightly, submissively, as if he might vanish into the posture collar pressing into his throat. His breathing was louder now — not because the gag was loosened, but because his own pulse had risen, hammering in his ears with quiet dread.

The second nurse, silent but efficient, was already unfastening the chest straps.

The straitjacket stayed on.

Nurse Alina didn’t ask for permission before reaching for the gag. She placed two gloved fingers beneath his chin, lifted gently, and released the buckle at the base of his skull. The ball slid from his mouth with a wet pop, leaving his lips parted and glistening. A strand of saliva clung to his bottom lip.

She wiped it with a folded gauze.

“No talking, F301,” she said quietly. “Not until instructed.”

He nodded — or tried to. The collar allowed barely a tilt.

The nurses worked around him like he wasn’t present — like he was inventory.

Each strap of the straitjacket was undone methodically. The sound of buckles, the subtle friction of leather over cotton, the sense of layers being peeled back not to undress him, but to deconstruct him.

They laid him bare from the waist up first.

Chest exposed. Arms limp. Goosebumps chased the air. Then came the nappy — tapes unfastened with a brisk, wet noise. They didn’t flinch at the smell. Nurse Alina simply folded the front down and wiped him clean with a cloth soaked in warm antiseptic.

His cage glistened. His scrotum was flushed. She paused only briefly before lifting it and checking the pad of skin beneath for irritation.

“Pierced. Stainless. No inflammation.”

Another note made.

The second nurse folded the soiled nappy and placed it in a marked bin. A fresh one was laid out beside a set of disposable intake garments — grey-green mesh trousers, a thin padded shirt, both sized precisely.

He wasn’t instructed to move.

Instead, they moved him.

Lifted under the arms and turned, folded forward, one nurse supporting his shoulders while the other washed between his thighs and buttocks. The touch wasn’t harsh, but it was impersonal. Every inch of his shame was accounted for.

Finally, the clean nappy was fitted — thick, medical, crinkling audibly in the cold air. Then the mesh trousers, tucked high over the waistband, and the shirt, zipped at the back.

He was made to stand.

Hands were on his arms, guiding, correcting, adjusting posture.

A camera blinked from the far corner. He’d forgotten it was there.

He looked down.

His feet were bare.

The tiled floor was cold.

And then Nurse Alina reached forward and clipped a new band around his wrist — soft silicone, grey, marked with a four-digit code and a small embedded chip.

F301.

That was the moment it changed.

He looked up.

She was watching him.

And for the first time, Nurse Alina smiled.

Not kindly.

“Subject is compliant,” she said. “Escort to suite for sensory evaluation.”

The wheelchair was gone.

There would be no comfort now.

Only silence, supervision, and a door that locked from the outside.

They didn’t restrain him again.

That was the first disorientation.

Elias had expected to be shackled, pushed, pulled — treated like the deviant his consent had labelled him. Instead, Nurse Alina simply placed one gloved hand beneath his elbow and gestured forward.

“Walk.”

No threat. No emphasis. Just expectation.

He moved.

The corridor was long and cool, the floors gleaming beneath his bare feet. His padded trousers whispered with each step, the thick bulk of the nappy forcing his gait into a slight shuffle. Fluorescent lights flickered overhead — not aggressively, but just enough to remind him of their artificiality.

The second nurse followed close behind, clipboard in hand. Elias didn’t turn to look at her. He didn’t need to. He felt her presence like a trailing shadow of protocol.

They passed three doors before Nurse Alina stopped.

This one had no number.

Just a soft green light above the handle and a symbol etched in white: a stylised eye, closed.

She turned to him.

“This is your suite.”

She pressed a code into the keypad and opened the door.

The interior was… wrong.

His brain didn’t register it at first. It wasn’t a room. It wasn’t a cell. It was something in between. The walls were fully padded — not in white foam, but in warm walnut-coloured leather, quilted in deep-buttoned diamond stitching like a designer sofa. The floor matched. The ceiling was high and dim, with soft amber light recessed along the edges.

No bed. No mirror. No clock.

In the centre was a large, square platform raised just a few inches — padded, like everything else.

There were no windows.

No corners.

Only containment.

Nurse Alina gestured inside.

“Step forward. Remain standing.”

Elias obeyed.

The door hissed shut behind him, but she didn’t follow. A soft click signalled the magnetic seal engaging.

He was alone.

For a moment, he just stood.

The silence was like velvet — too soft, too thick, too total. Every sound he made returned to him in strange ways: the crinkle of the nappy, the shallow rasp of breath, the echo of his own pulse between his ears.

He turned slowly in place, taking it in.

No camera he could see. But he was being watched. That was certain.

The room was deliberately sensual in its denial — plush yet sterile, comfortable yet maddening in its emptiness. Every surface offered physical softness and psychological hardness. There was nowhere to hide.

He sat on the raised platform, legs folded.

The padding yielded under him with a slow sigh.

He stared at the wall.

Thoughts tumbled.

She signed. She handed me over. I’m here. I’m really here. This is my room. My cell. My—

His erection was impossible to ignore — trapped behind stainless steel, pressed snug against medical-grade padding.

He moaned softly, shamefully.

There was nothing to do. Nothing to resist. No safeword. No time.

Only the knowledge that he would be fed, changed, monitored.

And when they returned — if they returned — he wouldn’t be Elias anymore.

He would be what the wristband said.

F301.

He didn’t know how long he’d been sitting there.

There were no clocks. No ambient daylight. The soft amber lighting never shifted. It gave the impression of eternal twilight — as if time inside Harrowick was no longer measured in hours, but in compliance.

Elias had shifted twice.

First from seated to kneeling — the padded platform making the posture feel devotional, involuntary. Then again, into a semi-fetal curl, his chin tucked to his chest, arms crossed tightly over his stomach like a man resisting a storm he’d agreed to walk into.

That’s when the voice came.

Not through a speaker, not over a loudspeaker — but inside the room. Subtle. Calm. As if it were part of the walls.

“Subject F301. You are being observed.”

His whole body jolted.

The voice was female. Accent neutral. Pleasant. Crisp.

It was the kind of voice you might expect from a train announcer or a mindfulness app — designed to be heard without provoking fear. Which made it so much worse.

He looked up, blinking against the soft light.

Where was the speaker?

Where was the camera?

He rose slowly to his knees, heart knocking.

“Subject F301. Increase in pulse and muscular tension detected.”

A pause.

Then, with a slight change in tone:

“Arousal index: 82%. Chastity confirmed.”

Elias let out a shuddering breath. His thighs were damp now. Not from sweat.

From leakage.

The pressure of the cage, the padding, the helplessness — it was all pressing into one physiological truth his body couldn’t hide anymore.

He was turned on.

Utterly, humiliatingly, shamefully turned on.

“Do you require relief?”

The voice had a lilt now. Not mocking — but close.

He tried to shake his head.

“Voice input not recognised. Motor rejection noted. Log updated.”

He covered his face with his hands. The shame flushed red-hot across his scalp, his neck, his chest.

Then another voice — this time real, external, just outside the door.

“That’s enough for tonight. Mark him red. Let the frustration ferment.”

A click.

The room fell silent.

Elias collapsed backward onto the padded floor, eyes wide, chest heaving.

They had watched.

They had assessed.

And now, they had decided: no relief.

Not today. Not tomorrow. Maybe not for the rest of the stay.

Tears welled behind his eyes, uninvited.

But beneath them, betrayal flickered with arousal. This was what he’d said he wanted.

And now, it was real.

He lay there for a long time.

The padding beneath him felt warm now, almost too soft — like it was absorbing his resistance molecule by molecule. The voice was gone, but the words lingered in the air like static. Chastity confirmed. Let the frustration ferment.

Elias closed his eyes.

He had agreed to this. He had signed. He had nodded, gagged, while Sabine buckled him into a chair and kissed his silence.

So why did he feel like a prisoner?

Why did the silence feel less like peace… and more like pressure?

Some part of him still clung to the idea that this was theatre. That at any moment the door would open, Sabine would reappear, smiling, casual, proud of how far he’d gone. That it would all collapse into a scene again.

But that part of him was shrinking.

Dying.

Because if it were theatre, why would he feel like this?

Why would he be leaking, aching, gasping from a simple sentence piped into the wall?

Why did the word “F301” already sound more familiar than “Elias”?

His hands drifted across his chest — not in comfort, not in exploration, but just to feel the outline of his body still present beneath the padded uniform. He couldn’t reach his cock. Couldn’t stimulate. Could barely even think without imagining a pair of gloved hands entering the room again, asking him calmly to open his mouth.

He swallowed.

Then whispered, to no one:

“I can’t believe I’m here.”

No voice answered.

Only the air — still, warm, faintly citrus.

Time didn’t move.

Neither did he.


Chapter 2: The Tour

Sabine didn’t sit immediately.

The office was warm, almost too warm, and it smelled faintly of wax polish, clean leather, and something older — a scent that clung to old hospitals and older institutions. Authority and antiseptic. The fire crackled in a hearth that looked unused despite its glow. Decorative, perhaps. Like everything else here: presentation as power.

The Directrix was waiting behind her desk.

Dr. Irina Kovaleva didn’t rise when Sabine entered — not out of rudeness, but because it wasn’t necessary. She had presence like glass has weight: silent, cold, inevitable. She was older than Sabine expected — maybe early fifties — but sharp in the way dangerous things age. Ash-blonde hair wound into a clinical bun. Wire-rimmed glasses resting low on the bridge of her nose. A white coat draped over a navy blouse and skirt suit that didn’t move when she did.

Sabine let the silence stretch.

Then stepped forward and sat.

The leather chair embraced her hips in a way that felt a little too deliberate.

“Miss Hart,” Kovaleva said smoothly, “thank you for being punctual. Your husband arrived without issue. He is in his suite now. Unrestrained. Voluntary — for the moment.”

Sabine gave the faintest nod. “Did he cry?”

“Not audibly,” the Directrix replied, glancing at her tablet. “Though his heart rate spiked at 04:38. It has since stabilised. He is currently kneeling. Breathing shallow. Silent.”

Sabine let her hand slide along the armrest of the chair. The material was cool. The sensation grounded her.

“I expected more resistance.”

Kovaleva looked up. Her eyes were very pale — grey, almost silver — and unblinking.

“They all resist. Just not in the ways they imagine. That is part of the cure.”

A pause.

“Would you like tea?”

“Yes. Black. No sugar.”

The Directrix pressed a button beneath the desk. Somewhere behind the far door, a soft bell chimed. The ritual of service — efficient, silent.

Kovaleva continued: “Before we begin the tour, there are two administrative points we need to clarify. First, the consent lock has been registered. You are now the legal proxy for subject F301. No override can be submitted without your biometric input. Second…”

She turned the tablet to face Sabine.

“…we will require final discretion confirmation. In the event of behavioural escalation or mental degradation, do we have your authorisation to implement involuntary sensory correction?”

Sabine took the tablet and read the highlighted clause.

She’d already read it, of course. Three times. But reading it now — in this room, in this place — made it different.

“Enforced hooding, feeding, and discipline,” she murmured. “Blindfold cycles. Liquid feeding.”

“And pacification monitoring,” the Directrix added. “Some patients enter fugue states after extended isolation. We simply ensure they emerge on the right side of silence.”

Sabine signed.

The tablet chimed once. Kovaleva retrieved it, made a note, then folded her hands with quiet satisfaction.

“You are,” she said, “a rare kind of decision-maker. Too many arrive here indulgent. Frightened by their partner’s fantasies. You, however… you understand what you’re choosing.”

Sabine allowed herself a small smile.

“I understand what he needs. Even if he doesn’t.”

“Good,” said Kovaleva, rising with feline grace. “Then come. Let me show you what obedience looks like in practice.”

The hall beyond the Directrix’s office was pristine.

No carpet. No softness. The floors were polished concrete with a faint green undertone — sterile, wipeable, lit from above by evenly spaced LED strips that never flickered. The corridor was quiet, but never silent; there was always a hum. Not a sound made by people, but by systems. Ventilation. Surveillance. Automation.

Sabine walked a half-step behind Kovaleva, as instructed.

The Directrix did not slow her pace, and spoke with crisp, rehearsed cadence.

“This is Evaluation Wing Alpha. Each corridor is assigned a ward tier. Green for first-cycle patients. Grey for voluntary evaluations. Navy for post-surrender compliance. And…” she gestured toward a sealed door with a red stripe, “Black, for sanctioned isolation.”

Sabine’s eyes lingered on the red.

“Have you used it recently?”

“We do not discuss the Black Wing in specifics,” Kovaleva replied. “But yes.”

A nurse passed them — young, soft-featured, carrying a clipboard and a tray of sealed vials. Her uniform was precise: mint-coloured dress, apron pressed to sharp corners, black latex gloves. She didn’t acknowledge Sabine, nor did she glance at the Directrix.

Sabine found herself watching the sway of the woman’s hips, the way her movement projected calm competency. She couldn’t help it — she imagined that same nurse pressing a gag to Elias’s lips, fitting a strap behind his head, checking the seal.

“Most of the staff here were selected for temperament,” Kovaleva continued, as if she’d noticed. “Not just training. Predictable, gentle, but unflinching. We favour composure over cruelty. But make no mistake—our nurses understand obedience.”

They turned a corner and passed a series of identical doors — each steel-clad, each without a window. Only the small LED beside each handle changed colour: green for calm, yellow for pending assessment, red for internal restraint protocol active.

One door was softly lit in blue.

Kovaleva slowed.

“Suite seven,” she said. “F301.”

Sabine paused.

She didn’t ask to open it.

She didn’t need to.

The door stood sealed, its surface covered in padded brown leather, not unlike the tour brochures — warm, comfortable, deceptively benign. But beneath the leather, Sabine knew, were magnets. Sensors. Locking mechanisms strong enough to hold back a patient in full panic.

He’s in there.

Alone. Diapered. Restrained. Watching nothing. Waiting for nothing.

Her thighs clenched.

She stepped closer to the door.

But Kovaleva didn’t stop. “He’s being observed. Let him forget you exist for a little while.”

Sabine followed.

And didn’t look back.

The next door was open only a crack, but the scent told Sabine what it was before she could peer in.

Antiseptic. Steam. Something powdery and vaguely sweet. Underneath it all — the unmistakable trace of latex, heat, and bodily surrender.

Kovaleva didn’t pause.

“This is Hygiene Suite 2,” she said, gesturing as they passed. “Used for post-intake preparation. Cleaning, shaving, lubrication, enema regulation. It’s one of the most psychologically effective rituals we employ.”

Sabine slowed.

The room inside was tiled from floor to ceiling — pale sea green with wide black grout lines. In the centre: a shallow trench drain, flanked by two padded leather platforms, each fitted with upright leg stirrups and steel wrist rings. Overhead, a suspended pulley rig, the kind she recognised from certain kinds of furniture. It gleamed under soft medical lighting.

A nurse stood in the far corner, back to the door, adjusting a bag of clear liquid suspended from a chrome IV stand. Enema solution. Calibrated by weight, flow-controlled.

A naked patient knelt in the centre of the room, his back turned to the door. Elias? No — thinner. Paler. Numbered F518.

His wrists were already cuffed and padlocked to a floor ring. A black plastic gag was secured behind his head, and his nappy lay folded on a nearby tray, soaked through.

Sabine’s throat tightened.

She looked away — not from disgust. From want.

“I imagine you have questions,” Kovaleva said, still walking.

Sabine fell into step behind her. “You just… do that to them on day one?”

“Not all,” the Directrix replied. “Some require it immediately. Others benefit from delay. Your partner, for example, has already been assessed as low-resistance. But he’ll receive the full hygiene protocol within the first twenty-four hours. Possibly this afternoon.”

Sabine exhaled slowly.

Not from shock.

From control.

She didn’t speak.

She didn’t need to.

A nurse walked past pushing a covered tray cart. Sabine glimpsed the label as it passed:

PROPERTY OF F301

The tray contained a silicone gag, a set of restraint cuffs, and a folded nappy — clean this time, but sealed in plastic. Her eyes locked onto the item beside it: a small white canister marked with red ink.

Lubricant. High Viscosity. Med Grade.

She looked up and caught the nurse’s eye — just for a second.

The nurse smiled.

Not warmly.

Knowingly.

They entered through a door disguised as panelled wall.

Sabine wouldn’t have noticed it at all if Kovaleva hadn’t palmed a small black fob across a pressure point embedded in the trim. The door opened with a soft hiss of compressed air, revealing a dim corridor lined in charcoal grey. It led downward, gently sloped, and ended at a heavy soundproofed door marked with a white triangle.

Inside, the room was dark.

Not pitch black — there was ambient light, soft and indirect, emanating from the floor and the curved back wall. The far wall, however, was entirely glass. One-way.

Sabine stepped forward, eyes adjusting, and stopped short.

Beyond the glass: a training chamber.

It was not a dungeon. Not a gym. Something between the two. Polished black floors, ambient lighting, ceiling-mounted pulley rigs. The room was spacious, empty but for two figures kneeling in matching postures near a white-taped line on the floor. Both wore identical restraint gear: posture collars, padded wrist mitts, leg hobbles.

One was female. The other male.

Neither moved.

Nurse Vika stood in front of them, clipboard in hand, a metronome pulsing on a nearby table. A mounted speaker issued a single phrase at timed intervals:

“Posture. Obey. Confirm.”

Each time, both patients bowed simultaneously, pressing their gagged faces to the floor before rising again in sync.

Sabine felt the heat crawl beneath her blouse.

Kovaleva stood beside her now, arms folded behind her back, her voice a smooth undertone.

“We begin obedience drills within the first forty-eight hours. No verbal reinforcement. No explanations. Just muscle memory. Control must begin in the body.”

Sabine stepped closer to the glass. The two patients continued — obedient, mechanical, strangely serene.

“Posture. Obey. Confirm.”

Down. Up. Perfect sync.

“Do they understand what they’re doing?” Sabine asked.

“Not consciously. But understanding is irrelevant. The body learns faster than the mind.”

Kovaleva tapped a tablet. On the screen, Sabine saw the name: F301.

“He’ll be introduced to the obedience hall tomorrow,” the Directrix said. “But we’ll ease him in. No speech. No staff contact. Just positional exercises. Perhaps light electrocueing.”

Sabine watched the male patient dip again. His breathing was heavy, flushed. Sweat glistened along his spine.

And yet he followed perfectly.

“Do you watch all of them?” she asked.

Kovaleva smiled faintly.

“Only the ones worth keeping.”

Back in the Directrix’s office, the light felt colder.

The fire hadn’t changed. Nor had the tea, still sitting untouched on the sideboard. But something about the space had shifted — like Sabine herself had crossed a threshold, not just the building.

She didn’t sit this time.

Kovaleva stood behind the desk, tablet in hand, scrolling through the intake record with her fingertip.

“F301 has now completed intake processing. He has not spoken. Mild arousal spike. Submission indicators consistent with pre-subspace trajectory. Would you like to review his suite feed?”

Sabine shook her head gently. “Not yet. I want him to feel forgotten.”

The Directrix smiled.

“Very well. Then just one matter remains.”

She tapped the screen and turned the tablet toward Sabine.

A single line, highlighted in pale red:

“Authorize discretionary escalation to Full Regime Protocol if patient displays extreme compliance or prolonged denial response.”

Below it: signature space, biometric pad.

Sabine placed her hand on the reader.

“Done.”

Kovaleva tilted her head. “Would you like to submit any customisation requests while he’s still in Evaluation Tier?”

Sabine paused — just a heartbeat. Then reached into her handbag.

She withdrew a slim white drive. Handed it over.

Kovaleva raised an eyebrow. “Instructions?”

“Yes.” Sabine’s voice was calm. “Visual conditioning only. No interaction. I want him to see me. With someone else.”

She let that linger.

“I want him shown footage. Soft at first — hands on my hips, my mouth opening for a kiss. Then harder. Me tied, but not for him. Me riding. Me choking. Me begging. But never for him.”

Kovaleva took the drive without comment. Inserted it into a slim port on her desk.

“Lover?”

“Lars,” Sabine said, with no inflection.

The Directrix reviewed the file name. SUBJECT-F301_PUNISH-VISUAL01.MP4

“How frequently?”

“Randomly. During sleep cycles if possible. While restrained, gagged, and denied.”

Kovaleva nodded once. “Noted. We’ll calibrate his pulse response and track erection resistance. If he begins to beg, do we grant speech?”

Sabine’s smile was razor-thin.

“No. Let him whimper.”

A soft chime confirmed the file upload.

The Directrix folded her hands.

“Then I believe your part in this is complete. You will receive scheduled updates. Emotional interference is discouraged until his first plateau.”

Sabine reached for her handbag.

She paused at the door.

“Directrix… if he breaks?”

Kovaleva didn’t miss a beat.

“Then we build him better.”


Chapter 3: The First Feeding

He woke to silence. But not stillness.

Something had changed. The air felt thicker, like it had been warmed and recirculated too many times. The padded walls still gleamed softly under the amber ceiling lights — unchanged, undimmed — but Elias could feel it in his body: time had passed.

He didn’t know how much. That was part of the design.

No windows. No clocks. No access to his body’s own rhythms. His stomach ached with a dull hollowness, dry and sour. His lips were tacky. His tongue felt like cloth. His limbs prickled with the kind of fatigue that didn’t come from exertion, but from helpless stillness. The kind of ache that settled in when your body realised you were no longer in charge.

He shifted, groaning softly.

The nappy between his legs squelched. Warm. Heavy.

His face burned with shame, even though no one was watching — or rather, even though no one visible was watching.

He knew there were eyes. Lenses behind walls. Data streams noting the swelling of his cock, the acidity of his urine, the frequency of his stillness.

They’re tracking me like I’m livestock.

He sat up.

Something about the movement must have triggered a response. A soft chime sounded from somewhere overhead — warm and neutral, the kind you might hear in an airport lounge or a smart fridge.

Then the voice returned.

“Subject F301. Movement registered. Physiological markers: elevated heart rate, low blood sugar, bladder pressure critical.”

A pause. Then the tone dropped slightly — still clinical, but now bordering on soothing.

“Stay calm. Assistance en route.”

He almost laughed.

Almost.

His throat was too dry to manage it.

A moment later, the door opened.

And Nurse Alina stepped in.

She didn’t speak.

She didn’t smile.

She simply wheeled in a tray with a white bottle, a set of restraints, and a folded cloth — then gestured with a slow, deliberate nod toward the far wall.

Elias followed her gaze.

He hadn’t noticed it before. A portion of the wall had receded slightly — almost imperceptibly — revealing a built-in feeding station: a padded vinyl chair fixed to the floor, flanked by smooth chrome arm cradles and a fold-down table with raised edges. The seat was wide, scooped, high-backed. There were no sharp corners.

It looked like a cross between a high chair and a restraint throne.

He swallowed hard.

Nurse Alina turned to him — a single gloved finger raised.

“F301. Stand. Move to feeding position. Do not speak.”

He obeyed.

Not because he wanted to.

But because it was already easier than imagining disobedience.

The vinyl was cold beneath his thighs.

He hadn’t expected that — not after hours wrapped in padded warmth — but it jolted him back into his skin. The chair was firmer than it looked, rigid beneath the shallow contouring. Designed for posture, not comfort.

Nurse Alina guided him with quiet precision.

No words now. Just gentle, insistent touches: a palm at his lower back, the press of a gloved thumb at the inside of his wrist, a guiding nudge at the knee. He didn’t resist. Not out of docility, but because resistance would have felt ridiculous — like fighting the tide.

First, she strapped his ankles to the chair base. Wide padded bands, affixed with magnetic clasps. Then the thighs. Then the chest belt — tight enough to press his back flat against the seat, force his breathing into shallowness.

His arms were placed on the cradles and fixed with looped restraints that held him open, vulnerable, unable to wipe his mouth or move his hands without permission.

And then came the gag.

Not the bulb from transport — this one was softer, more intimate. A silicone insert shaped like a feeding pacifier, thick at the base with a narrow neck that dipped past his teeth and pressed against his tongue. The outer ring sealed gently over his lips. The strap behind his head held it snug, immovable.

He felt infantilised. Designed.

Nurse Alina raised the fold-down tray and clicked it into place. It locked with a mechanical hiss.

She checked the seal of the gag. Wiped the corners of his mouth with a damp cloth. Adjusted his collar.

Then, without ceremony, she opened the white bottle.

It steamed faintly.

She inserted it into the neck of the gag with a slow, deliberate motion. It clicked in place like an IV port.

Then she stepped back. And watched.

The first sip was a shock.

Warm, thick, faintly sweet. Not disgusting, but deeply unsettling. Somewhere between milk, porridge, and synthetic comfort. It coated his mouth, his throat, sank into his stomach like liquid gravity.

He swallowed.

And swallowed again.

The bottle began to drain.

Nurse Alina made no move to speak. She stood with her hands folded, watching his consumption like one might supervise a piece of equipment. Once, she glanced at her tablet. Once, she noted his breathing.

He felt the humiliation bloom slowly — not in a flash, but in a steady heat that rose from his chest to his scalp.

He was strapped in a feeding chair.

Drinking from a bottle.

Being watched.

He didn’t know when the tears started.

They weren’t dramatic. Just heat behind his eyes at first, then a single blink too many — and they began to slide. One. Then another. Down his cheek, to his jaw, until they met the soft silicone seal of the gag.

The bottle was half-empty now.

The formula pooled on his tongue in warm, steady pulses. He’d found a rhythm without realising it — inhale, suckle, swallow — like an infant too tired to resist being fed.

That rhythm only made it worse.

Because he couldn’t stop.

Because stopping would mean rebellion, and rebellion would mean consequences — not just punishment, but something worse: attention. A nurse’s calm voice explaining his noncompliance. A note on his file. A tighter strap next time.

So he drank.

And cried.

Nurse Alina said nothing. She stepped forward only once, and not with kindness. She wiped the tear track from his left cheek with a piece of lint-free gauze. Then the other.

Then she adjusted the bottle by three degrees. Nothing else.

He’s crying, she wrote. Still compliant.

His cock pressed painfully against the interior of his cage now — not in pleasure, but in confusion. Need and shame tangled into a knot he couldn’t begin to tease apart. He hated how aroused he was. Hated that his own helplessness was making him drip into his nappy.

The bottle clicked empty.

He sagged back slightly, breath shallow.

Nurse Alina removed the bottle, wiped the mouthpiece, and inspected his gag.

Then — to his astonishment — she leaned close and whispered:

“Good patient.”

Her fingers brushed the edge of his jaw, then the curve of his collar. Clinical. But intimate.

She unstrapped the feeding gag, replaced it with a smaller black plug — no function now, just silence. A rubber seal to mark the end of intake.

Then she released the tray and checked the wrist restraints, leaving his arms loosely secured to the cradle.

He didn’t speak.

He couldn’t.

But he moaned — low, wet, not in protest but in something far more dangerous: longing.

Nurse Alina stepped back and made one final note.

“Post-intake sedation not required. F301 is docile.”

Then she walked out.

And the door sealed behind her.

The silence after she left was worse than the feeding.

Elias sat motionless in the chair, arms still secured in the padded rests, legs spread and strapped at the ankles. The absence of the tray made him feel even more exposed, as though the ritual of being fed had been replaced with a far more humiliating one: being stored.

The smaller gag filled his mouth without intruding. Its purpose wasn’t to silence protest — there wasn’t any left in him — but to enforce stillness. To remind him that speaking was not expected, and therefore, not needed.

The lights dimmed by fifteen percent.

Enough to suggest it was time to rest.

But he couldn’t.

Because now he felt it.

The pressure.

At first, it was vague — a dull stretching sensation low in his abdomen. But the fullness built quickly, cruelly, amplified by the nutrient-rich formula and the warmth in his gut. His bladder was swelling. And with every heartbeat, it became harder to ignore.

He squirmed.

Or tried to.

The straps held firm.

The padding between his thighs crinkled with every shallow breath. The nappy felt tighter now, clingier — as though the plastic was anticipating what he was trying not to do.

He closed his eyes.

I can hold it.

They’ll come back.

But they didn’t.

He shifted again, thighs trembling.

A faint mechanical voice sounded from the ceiling — not the same soft tone from earlier, but more automated, like a routine check-in.

“Subject F301. Urination detected. Manual override not granted.”

He whimpered behind the gag.

The worst part wasn’t that he was about to wet himself.

It was that he was being given permission to do it.

A flicker of warmth bloomed across his pelvis. His body stopped resisting. The stream came slow, then faster, and by the time it flooded into the liner, he was shuddering with the release — not relief, but degradation.

It was done.

And he hadn’t moved.

Not one word. Not one plea.

Just straps. And shame.

And the wet heat between his thighs growing steadily cooler.

The lights dimmed again.

This time it wasn’t gentle. The room dropped from amber to slate-grey in an instant, casting Elias’s restrained figure into a wash of shadow. The sudden change made him flinch — or he would have, if his limbs could move freely. The vinyl beneath him sighed with even the smallest shift of weight, and the restraints creaked in quiet reminder: you are still contained.

His body was exhausted. Overstimulated. Fed. Wet.

But his mind wouldn’t stop.

The nappy between his legs was cooling rapidly now, clinging in places that made him writhe against instinct. It wasn’t just discomfort — it was the friction of degradation, a constant reminder of what he’d just done. Not because he was desperate, or forced, or punished… but because that’s what was allowed.

The gag sealed his mouth. No saliva escaped now — it had dried against the plug, leaving his lips slightly parted, breath shallow.

And then the wall lit up.

At first, it was subtle — just a flicker of movement across one padded panel. Then the edges of the leather seams receded, revealing a flush-mounted screen. The light was muted, the resolution too perfect, like a dream half-remembered.

He stared.

It was her.

Sabine.

She was standing in front of a full-length mirror, one arm raised to pin her hair back, the other trailing over her bare stomach. She wore a black satin slip — sheer at the hips, cut low across her chest. Her legs were slightly parted, and in the corner of the frame, someone else’s hands were rising along the insides of her thighs.

No. No, she wouldn’t.

Elias tensed in his seat.

The hands belonged to a man — tall, broad-shouldered, shirtless. He stepped forward, kissed her throat. She arched. Smiled. Her mouth opened. His name wasn’t Elias.

It was Lars.

The footage didn’t cut. It looped slowly, silently. Sabine’s voice never appeared — just the sound of skin, breath, the faintest hint of ambient moaning from a distant speaker he couldn’t locate.

Elias thrashed once — instinctively — and the restraints held.

He moaned into the gag, a deep desperate sound muffled to nothing.

His cock swelled again in its cage — hard, insistent, hopeless.

His thighs clenched. His chest stuttered.

The screen faded.

Then restarted.

This time, the man bent her over a low bench. Her wrists were already bound.

Elias’s eyes welled again.

It wasn’t rage. Or grief.

It was placement.

He wasn’t part of her desire anymore.

He was its audience.

The screen didn’t blink.

Sabine bent forward, naked now, one hand pressed to a mirror, the other gripping a leash fastened to her collar. Lars was behind her — slow, confident, silent. The image was cropped just enough to remain clinical. Intentional. Teasing. Enough to make Elias feel complicit.

His pulse throbbed in his ears.

He whimpered — softly, urgently — but the gag turned it to air.

The restraints held.

His cock was caged so tightly it pulsed with pain. Not sharp, not harmful — but constant. His hips shifted involuntarily, trying to grind into something, anything. But the padding of the chair, the restraint points, the thickness of his nappy… everything was engineered to deny.

The only pleasure left was observation.

He was being made to watch.

Sabine’s head turned slightly in the video, as if she’d just looked over her shoulder.

As if she knew he was watching.

As if she had planned it that way.

Tears ran freely now — not sobs, but streaming shame. There was no climax. There would never be climax. Not in this place. Not unless she authorised it.

And from the look in her eyes, she wouldn’t.

The screen dimmed again.

The final image lingered for three seconds too long.

Her lips parted.

Her eyes half-lidded.

Her mouth shaping a word he couldn’t hear.

Then darkness.

Total.

The lights dropped to black.

A chime echoed from somewhere above.

“Sleep mode activated. F301: Remain still. Dream only what she allows.”

He did.

Because he had no choice.


Chapter 4: The Obedience Protocol

He didn’t dream.

Or if he did, Harrowick had already taken the memory. There was only black — a sealed, silent blackness — and then the lights came back.

Not suddenly. The amber ceiling glow returned in soft pulses, mimicking a sunrise he’d never see. The padded walls of his suite looked exactly as they had the day before — seamless, scentless, timeless. There was no window. No change in temperature. No shift in sound. Only his body told him time had passed.

He was stiff.

His skin clung to the mesh of his uniform. The nappy between his legs was soaked again — not just damp, but sagging, warm at the centre and cold at the edges. His mouth was dry around the small silicone plug they’d left him gagged with. It had shifted slightly in his sleep, creating a dull ache in his jaw.

He didn’t try to call out.

He just waited.

The door opened.

Nurse Alina entered like she always did: silent, precise, impossible to read.

She rolled in a narrow cart with fresh linens, gloves, a folded nappy, and a bottle of cool water. Her gloved fingers removed his gag first — no words, no expression — and pressed the bottle to his lips. He drank without resistance.

Then the change began.

She peeled the wet nappy from him like it was just another layer of packaging. Wiped him clean. Slid a thicker one under his hips — this one not medical white, but pale grey with a green stripe and thicker wings.

He didn’t ask why.

She dressed him in a new uniform: short-sleeved mesh tunic, tighter at the chest, with elastic hems around the thighs. Still no underwear. Still no shoes. The new collar she fitted clicked softly into place and displayed a small LED light on the side — green, blinking.

Then came the leash.

Black nylon, two-point buckle. It clipped to the front of the collar with a soft mechanical snap. Elias didn’t even flinch.

This is what you wanted, he told himself.

You’re not being hurt. You’re being handled.

Nurse Alina made one final note on her tablet, then turned and opened the door fully.

Outside, the corridor yawned ahead — smooth, white, soundproofed.

Without a word, she gave the leash a gentle tug.

Elias followed.

The hallway narrowed before it widened.

For a long stretch, Elias was led in silence — leash taut between his collar and Nurse Alina’s gloved hand. The corridor bore no signs, no windows, no directional arrows. It curved and dipped gently, disorienting in its uniformity. Every ten metres, a black disc was mounted high on the ceiling — cameras, he assumed, or something worse.

The floor changed first.

From sterile matte to polished vinyl, smooth and faintly grippy beneath his bare feet. He registered the transition not just through touch, but through scent — something faintly synthetic in the air now. Like heated rubber. Like polished leather. Like discipline.

A set of double doors hissed open ahead of them, and the world changed.

They entered the Obedience Hall.

The space was vast — far bigger than he expected, with a ceiling lost to shadow and a floor sectioned into numbered squares of padded vinyl in soft greys and greens. There were no walls as such, just occasional divider panels and anchor points embedded in the floor and ceiling.

It didn’t look like a dungeon.

It looked like a behavioural training lab.

Soft music pulsed from unseen speakers — slow, rhythmic, hypnotic. Not melody. More like breathing set to a tempo.

And then he saw them.

Other patients.

Five, maybe six, scattered across the hall. Each positioned on their own training square, each at varying stages of restraint. One was kneeling, arms folded behind his back. Another was lying face-down, strapped into a posture brace with a chin rest and spinal support. One, a woman, was crawling slowly in a tight figure-eight under the guidance of a nurse with a remote clicker in hand.

But the last one—

Elias stopped moving.

He hadn’t meant to. It just happened.

In the far left quadrant, a patient was held motionless in a metal-framed kneeling rack, his body laced with straps from ankle to shoulder. A transparent inflatable gag bulged from his mouth, distorting his face grotesquely. His cheeks were puffed wide, eyes glassy, jaw forced open by pressure. His wrists were bound to his thighs, and his head was encased in a black posture hood that left only the mouth and gag exposed.

His nappy was yellowed. Leaking.

His chest rose and fell in shallow, twitching spasms.

Elias couldn’t look away.

Nurse Alina paused beside him and leaned in without turning her head.

“Do not stare. That is what silence becomes when it fails.”

Elias lowered his gaze.

And followed.

The square was numbered 6.

Large white numerals marked the centre of the padded vinyl tile — rounded corners, smooth seams, just large enough for a person to kneel, crawl, or lie prone without touching the edges. There were no mirrors. No corners. No escape from the overhead lights that cast a soft, interrogative glow across the floor.

Nurse Alina led Elias to the edge, unclipped the leash, and handed it silently to a figure already waiting.

Dr. Ilya Venn.

He wasn’t dressed like the nurses.

No green. No medical whites. Just matte black: a high-collared tunic that clung to his torso with elegant severity, dark trousers tucked into soft boots, and black nitrile gloves that reached his mid-forearms. His eyes were grey and unreadable. Clean-shaven. Genderless in the way that suggested power didn’t belong to one.

He looked at Elias like one might regard a pressure gauge.

“F301,” he said — quiet, flat, unhurried. “On your knees.”

Elias hesitated.

A beat too long.

The therapist’s eyes didn’t narrow. Didn’t move. He simply reached into a discreet pocket and pressed a remote.

A soft pulse zapped through the collar at Elias’s throat — not painful, but firm. A tightening. A warning.

Elias dropped instantly, hands to thighs, head lowered.

Dr. Venn waited.

When Elias stilled, he took two steps forward and walked a slow, silent circle around him. The soft treads of his boots sounded like breath against the vinyl.

“You are here to learn stillness,” Venn said, voice calm. “Stillness is obedience. Obedience is safety. Safety is earned.”

He stopped in front of Elias.

Bent slightly.

Took his chin in one gloved hand and tilted it upward until their eyes met.

“You are F301. You are no longer Elias. You are no longer he. You are no longer I.”

The fingers released.

“Repeat.”

Elias opened his mouth. The words caught.

He hadn’t been given permission to speak.

“Repeat,” Venn said again. “With breath, not voice.”

Elias exhaled. Whispered. Barely audible.

“I am F301. I am no longer Elias. I am no longer he. I am no longer I.”

The therapist nodded once.

He made a note on his tablet and gestured to Nurse Alina, who returned and knelt beside Elias. Together, they worked in practiced tandem — lifting his arms, fitting black padded cuffs around his wrists, then securing each arm to a loop embedded in the floor square.

His legs remained free.

His knees rested on something firmer than the surrounding vinyl — posture risers, subtly shaped to encourage openness.

“Posture One,” Venn said.

Elias hesitated again.

Another pulse — this time to his left thigh, a tingling vibration from a band embedded in his trousers. Arousal-monitor tagged.

He shifted instinctively — back straight, shoulders down, eyes lowered.

“Hold.”

Silence.

The lights dimmed slightly.

The music changed — a slower rhythm now, deeper. Almost breathlike.

From somewhere across the hall, another command echoed:

“F312, Confirm.”

“F313, Obey.”

“Posture. Posture. Posture.”

Elias’s heart pounded.

Venn stepped in again. Gloved fingers pressed at the base of his spine, correcting. Not harsh. But total.

“You will hold this position until I decide you are ready to change,” he said. “You will not speak. You will not fidget. You will not orgasm.”

Elias’s breath caught.

Venn tapped the thigh monitor again.

A second later, the crotch panel of Elias’s nappy began to vibrate.

He gasped.

It wasn’t strong — barely more than a hum — but it was directly under his caged cock, the pulse perfectly calibrated to arouse without relief.

“You will stay here until I can trust your stillness,” Venn murmured. “Your number will be associated with self-regulation. Or failure.”

The vibration stopped.

He left Elias there.

Time passed.

The patients around him were instructed in slow, looping drills. Rise. Bow. Pause. Confirm. It was dance, without music. Worship, without gods.

One tried to stand early.

They were punished immediately — a shriek of electric snap across the collar, a full-body tremor, followed by a restraint harness lowered from the ceiling. The patient was lifted six inches off the floor and suspended mid-kneel, posture enforced by gravity and shame.

Elias didn’t move.

Sweat prickled at his neck.

Another pulse buzzed.

He moaned softly — too softly to be punished — and held position.

And behind the glass, someone was watching.

The lights didn’t change.

The music didn’t shift.

But something in the air did.

Elias remained kneeling in Posture One — back straight, wrists bound, knees parted just enough to keep his balance precarious. The crotch of his nappy had stopped vibrating ten minutes ago, but the ache still pulsed between his legs. The cage trapped the blood in place, swollen, helpless. He could feel every heartbeat.

He didn’t dare shift.

Not with Dr. Venn still in the room.

So when the wall opposite his square began to shimmer — a faint backlit panel peeling open from behind the vinyl — he barely turned his head. He was trained enough to wait.

“F301,” the therapist said calmly. “Eyes forward. Watch.”

The screen revealed itself in full.

This one wasn’t subtle.

It wasn’t elegant, like the mirror clip from the night before. It wasn’t suggestive. It was undeniable.

Sabine was in bed. Naked. Her skin flushed. Her thighs parted.

Lars knelt between them.

There was no sound. Only visuals. But the clarity was devastating. Sabine’s head tipped back, eyes closed, a soft, open-lipped smile on her face as his mouth moved between her legs with practiced rhythm.

Elias inhaled sharply. His throat tightened.

Venn stepped beside him.

“Posture,” he reminded, pressing a flat palm against Elias’s shoulder to steady him.

He obeyed.

He did not look away.

On screen, Sabine’s fingers curled into the bedsheets. Her mouth formed a sound Elias could only imagine. Lars rose, kissed her collarbone. She pulled him in.

Another pulse.

The thigh band activated again — this time, for a full ten seconds.

The vibration hit perfectly beneath his nappy, arcing against the cage with cruel precision.

Elias trembled. Not from disobedience. From sheer overload.

That’s her. That’s her body. That’s her pleasure. That’s not for me anymore.

His mouth opened behind the gag.

A sound escaped — not speech, not a cry. Just a fractured exhale of submission.

Dr. Venn lowered himself beside him, crouched until they were eye-level. The therapist’s voice was softer now.

“Tell me what you see, F301.”

Elias tried.

He didn’t know if he was allowed to speak, but the words came out anyway. A whisper, cracked and trembling:

“Her.”

“And what is she doing?”

Elias blinked. His voice caught.

“Forgetting me.”

The vibration stopped.

Dr. Venn nodded.

“Good. Say it again.”

“She’s forgetting me.”

“Louder.”

“She’s forgetting me.”

“And how does that make you feel?”

Elias was crying again. Silently. Saline streaks down flushed cheeks.

“Like I deserve it.”

Venn smiled — faint, satisfied.

“Then we’re making progress.”

He stood, tapped a control panel on the floor with the tip of his boot.

The screen faded.

The light returned to full.

The room resumed its rhythm.

The screen was gone. The room, unchanged.

But Elias was different.

His breathing remained shallow, ragged through parted lips. His posture held — barely — wrists still clipped to the floor rings, thighs shaking with the effort not to collapse. His cock throbbed in the cage, slick with the cruel mix of arousal and shame. The taste of his own tears still lingered at the corners of his mouth.

He felt light-headed.

He felt… obedient.

Dr. Venn returned.

He said nothing. Just made a note on his tablet, knelt slowly beside Elias, and removed the wrist restraints with a quiet hiss of Velcro and magnetics. One hand braced Elias’s upper back to keep him upright as the second undid the final clip.

Then came the cloth.

Black. Square. Folded twice.

Venn set it gently against the floor before unfastening the rear zip of Elias’s uniform. The mesh peeled back from his back like a second skin — exposing only the lower spine, just above the waistband of the nappy.

Elias didn’t ask what was happening.

He already knew.

The stamp came next.

A small black tray was unwrapped, revealing a metal branding block — not heated, not searing, but cold-pressed and pre-inked. Venn positioned it precisely with gloved fingers, aligning it between the spine and the curve of his hips.

A brief pause.

Then a hard, slow press.

Elias gasped.

Not from pain — it wasn’t pain — but from the symbolic weight of it. A physical confirmation of everything he had whispered. Everything he had watched.

The therapist withdrew the stamp and folded the cloth against the mark.

“Pending Regime,” he said aloud, for the tablet and for Elias. “Subject has demonstrated preliminary psychological adaptation. Recommend continued arousal-loop conditioning, visual exposure, and denial reinforcement.”

The screen behind the vinyl blinked once — a silent confirmation.

Then came the leash.

Nurse Alina returned with it already in hand — but not clipped to the collar this time. No. She crouched and attached it to a ring fastened at the back of the nappy’s waistband. A low-positioned loop designed specifically for posture crawling.

Elias whimpered.

But didn’t resist.

“On hands and knees,” she said, voice gentle, almost maternal.

He obeyed.

The floor felt warmer now. Humbling. Immediate. The padding kissed his knees with each step, the leash tugging softly whenever his crawl slowed or faltered. Other patients didn’t look. Other nurses didn’t comment.

But the camera above zoomed in.

Elias could hear the whisper from the wall panel as they exited the Obedience Hall:

“F301: Crawling posture confirmed. Arousal index 84%. Control effective.”

He was no longer a guest.

Not even a subject.

He was now in training.

And the mark on his back would not wash off until they decided he was ready.

Interlude: Obedience Log

The suite assigned to partners was nothing like the wards.

Where Elias had padded walls and seamless lighting, Sabine’s rooms were all edges: stone, glass, chrome, soft velvet. There were no restraints in sight, no hooks in the walls, no monitors tracking her arousal. And yet, it was the most controlling space in the building — because here, Sabine could watch everything.

She lounged across a low leather chaise, one leg tucked beneath the other, her robe parted casually across her thighs. Silk, slate grey, the exact colour of Harrowick’s training mats. Her hair was pinned up in a style she hadn’t worn in years — loose but structured, something expensive and European. One hand rested on the tablet balanced against her knee. The other drifted.

Not between her legs yet. Not quite.

But close.

The screen pulsed softly with the Harrowick interface: live feeds, biometric dashboards, session replays, consent logs. She scrolled lazily, wine untouched at her side. The glass had already begun to sweat slightly, untouched since the lights dimmed an hour ago.

Then she saw it.

A new notification.

F301 | Session 4.2 Logged – Posture Protocol / Visual Conditioning

Visual file: SAB-2 used in exposure loop

Result: elevated pulse, tears, compliance

Sabine opened the session file.

It began mid-breath.

Elias was on his knees again — back arched too hard, wrists bound behind his back, thighs trembling. The collar light blinked green. His head was held high by a posture brace that fixed just beneath his chin, ensuring his gaze never dropped below the video playing directly ahead.

Her video.

Her and Lars.

Sabine watched herself with clinical calm: her thighs pressed wide on the bed, Lars between them, tongue working in slow, practiced circles. She remembered the session. She had chosen the angle herself. It was filmed in one take, no edits. She wanted Elias to see her feel it — not fake it.

On screen, she moaned, soft and breathy, her fingers curling into the bedsheets. Elias whimpered. A subtle shift in his posture confirmed the vibration beneath him had begun. His head tipped forward. The brace corrected him instantly, lifting his gaze back toward her dripping, parted lips.

Sabine exhaled slowly.

Her fingers slipped beneath the edge of her robe and found skin.

Not arousal. Not yet.

Just heat. Control.

The door opened behind her.

She didn’t turn.

Lars entered barefoot, quiet. Boxer briefs and bare chest. His hair was still damp from the partner wing’s private spa, and he smelled faintly of cedar and white musk — the blend she’d chosen for him when they began this arrangement.

He stood behind her for a moment, watching the screen.

“Is this the one who started crying?” he asked.

Sabine smiled.

“They all cry. But yes. He was the first to break posture during a video loop.”

Lars nodded once.

“He sounds…” he stepped closer, voice low, “…fragile.”

“He’s not fragile,” she replied, “he’s devoted. The tears are part of it.”

She turned the volume up a notch — just enough to hear Elias’s shallow breath. His gag was out during this session, but he wasn’t speaking. Just kneeling. Moaning. Falling.

Sabine patted the couch cushion beside her.

“Kneel.”

Lars obeyed instantly.

He slid down beside her, rested his cheek on her bare thigh, and exhaled into her skin. His lips grazed just above her knee. She let her fingers brush the line of his shoulder, tracing the edge of his collarbone.

“Why him?” Lars asked.

Sabine tilted her head.

“Because he asked,” she said simply.

She tapped the screen. The session shifted to a closer view — Elias’s face bathed in screen light, tear-tracked, eyes wide, lips parted. His cage bulged behind the wet mesh of his nappy. Every inch of him screamed desperate, ashamed, obedient.

“He wanted this,” she whispered. “He just didn’t know what it would cost.”

Lars looked up at her, brows arched.

“And you’re still in love with him?”

Sabine didn’t answer immediately.

Instead, she tilted the tablet toward him, letting him see the next loop begin — her on all fours, hair fisted in Lars’s hand, gasping as he entered her.

On the screen, Elias collapsed forward in his posture brace. His breathing broke. His hands trembled.

Sabine moaned softly. Finally.

“Love,” she said, stroking Lars’s hair. “Isn’t the word for this.”

She placed the tablet on the side table and spread her legs slightly.

Lars needed no invitation.

He leaned in slowly, lips brushing her inner thigh, then higher. Her robe fell open. His tongue found the edge of her.

She didn’t close her eyes.

She kept them on the tablet, watching Elias’s feed.

He was being punished now. His body limp in the crawling posture. A new stamp had been applied — she’d requested it personally.

“Pending Regime.”

The phrase made her wetter.

Lars’s tongue was slow. Intentional. He knew better than to push. Sabine liked control. She liked edge. And most of all, she liked knowing that every flick of his tongue was a ritual in honour of the one who was not allowed to touch her.

She came with a quiet exhale, fingers knotted in Lars’s hair, eyes still on the screen.

No moan.

No drama.

Just the tightening of her thighs and the glint of satisfaction on her lips.

She stroked his cheek once, then guided him to rest his head in her lap.

“Good,” she whispered. “Now let’s see if he begged.”

She tapped into Elias’s biometric logs.

Session 4.2, Timestamp 11:36:12 — Vocal attempt detected: ‘She’s forgetting me.’

Result: Crying. Orgasm: blocked. Correction: collar pulse.

She smiled.

“He’s starting to say the right things.”

Lars shifted.

She looked down.

His cock strained against his briefs, hard, aching.

Sabine sighed — not out of annoyance, but pleasure. She pressed her foot between his knees, pushing them apart.

“I didn’t say you could come.”

“I know.”

“You won’t.”

“I know.”

She leaned forward, lips against his ear.

“You’ll stay hard until I release you. Just like him.”

Lars groaned softly.

Sabine turned back to the screen.

Elias was being leashed for the crawl return.

“F301: posture crawl initiated. Patient compliant. Leakage noted.”

She clicked save clip, then flag for partner playback.

Lars would watch this later.

Maybe gagged.

Maybe bound.

But never allowed to come until Elias was denied again.

Sabine finally took a sip of her wine.

It was still cool.

Perfect.

She leaned back, one arm draped behind her head, Lars warm and quiet beside her.

Elias’s body filled the screen again — shaking, crawling, marked.

She exhaled contentedly and whispered, mostly to herself:

“You said yes. You just didn’t read the small print.”


Chapter 5: The Hygiene Ritual

He didn’t know what time it was.

There were no clocks in the suite. No shift in light. No ambient chime to mark sleep cycles or scheduled routines. The air was always the same temperature — warm, filtered, gently fragrant. Designed to disorient. To lull. To soften the resistance between helpless and obedient.

Elias lay curled on the padded mat in the corner of his suite. His knees were pulled to his chest. The new nappy he’d been fitted with after the Obedience Hall session was warm, heavy, and silent now — a quiet, humiliating weight pressing into the inside of his thighs. His posture collar had been loosened overnight but not removed. The collar’s small LED still blinked green every six seconds, keeping time even when he could not.

He’d stopped crying hours ago. Or maybe minutes. He couldn’t tell anymore.

The stamp on his lower back — Pending Regime — still throbbed faintly when he moved. A reminder that his obedience was no longer theoretical. It had been marked. Recorded. Confirmed.

He was beginning to learn what that meant.

The door opened without warning.

No chime. No knock.

Just the quiet hiss of air displacement as Nurse Alina stepped inside.

She looked exactly as she always did: composed, measured, sealed inside her mint-green uniform like the embodiment of a clinical fetish. A clipboard was held in one gloved hand. A wheeled cart followed behind her, low and stainless, stacked with folded cloth, wipes, latex restraints, a bottle of sterile fluid, and what looked disturbingly like a silicone plug placed on a sterile tray.

“F301,” she said calmly. “Hygiene protocol scheduled. Stand. Arms behind your back.”

Elias moved before his thoughts could catch up.

It was instinct now — the rhythm of obedience smoothing out the panic. He uncurled from the mat, limbs stiff and slow, and stood on unsteady legs. The nappy clung to him, sagging slightly at the gusset. He didn’t meet her eyes. He didn’t ask questions.

He placed his hands behind his back.

Nurse Alina approached, expression unreadable.

She buckled padded cuffs around his wrists. Tight, but not aggressive. Then another pair around his ankles. These were newer than the ones from his evaluation — sleeker, made of black silicone-coated leather with polished chrome buckles. A small locking tab clicked into place on each.

“Remain still.”

She stepped to the cart.

From a small tray, she retrieved a posture headpiece — not a hood, but a harness of soft, flexible strapping that wrapped from the crown of his head to just beneath his chin. It didn’t obstruct his face, but it held him still. He could look forward. Nothing else. The soft lateral braces tightened against his temples.

She buckled it slowly, then tested the tension.

His vision remained clear.

But the control was unmistakable.

The leash came next — clipped not to the front ring of his collar, but to the rear post, keeping his head upright and posture tight. The lead was shorter this time, offering no slack.

“Move.”

He obeyed.

The corridors beyond his suite were different now.

Gone was the padded intimacy of the evaluation wing. Here, the walls were sharper — clean white with dark flooring, every surface wipeable. Industrial vents lined the ceiling. Strip lighting buzzed in a faintly medical rhythm, too even to comfort. Doors had codes instead of names. Numbers instead of instructions.

He heard voices behind some of them.

Muffled cries. Breathing.

Once, a sharp command:

“F314, return to position.”

He flinched.

The leash tightened.

They passed two nurses without a word. Both glanced up from their stations — tablets in hand, hair tucked neatly into surgical caps — but offered no greeting. No recognition. Not even curiosity.

He was not a novelty.

He was a body in a system.

By the time they reached the end of the corridor, Elias’s breath had shortened into something shallow and rhythmic. He wasn’t gagged. Not yet. But the posture headpiece prevented him from looking down or turning away. He saw everything.

Then the door opened.

A humid wave of scented air hit him: lavender, mild citrus, steam.

The hygiene room.

He stepped onto warm tile.

The floor beneath his bare feet was heated, lined with subtle grates to catch fluid runoff. The walls were tiled in soft pink and green. No mirrors. No windows. No furniture beyond a padded exam bench with ankle stirrups and an overhead hoist.

Soft music played from the corners — ambient piano, gently feminine.

He was led to the centre of the room and halted.

Then another voice.

“Subject F301?”

Elias turned — or tried to — but the headpiece restricted the motion.

A second nurse entered. Younger. Smaller frame. Strawberry-blonde hair beneath her cap. Her uniform bore a training sash.

“Nurse Sol,” Alina said without looking up, “you’ll assist today. Standard protocol. Record your observations carefully.”

The younger woman blinked. Nodded.

“Yes, ma’am.”

Then she turned her eyes to Elias. Smiled faintly.

And said:

“Wow. He’s… already dripping.”

The air in the hygiene room was humid — not stifling, but close. Designed, he suspected, to soften resistance. To coax skin open. To trick the body into relaxing while the mind flailed in restraint. The scent was layered: lavender, talc, mild antiseptic, and something faintly sweet beneath it all. A manufactured cleanness.

He stood in the centre of the tile, the leash still taut from the rear ring of his collar, his hands cuffed behind him, and the posture harness forcing his chin level. He couldn’t look away, couldn’t bow, couldn’t hide.

And they hadn’t even touched him yet.

Nurse Alina approached first.

No hesitation. No words of comfort. She moved like a machine pre-programmed for routine: one hand at the buckle of the nappy, the other at the waistband of his mesh tunic. She undid both at once, peeling the garments from his body in a single, fluid motion.

The nappy came away heavy.

It landed on a small weighing tray with a wet slap. Elias burned with shame as it sagged under its own weight. He knew they were assessing it. That some line on a graph would chart just how long he had waited before surrendering to the inevitable.

He was naked now.

Completely.

Except for the collar, cuffs, and the small chastity cage still locked around his cock — stainless steel, narrow, impossibly snug. He hadn’t seen it in days, hadn’t felt his full length in even longer. Sabine had fitted it before the contract was signed. It hadn’t come off since.

And now, in this room, it looked absurd.

Small. Contained. Pathetic.

Nurse Sol made a quiet sound behind her clipboard. A little hum. She stepped forward and crouched without invitation.

“Well,” she said softly, tilting her head, “it’s definitely shrunk since intake.”

Elias flinched.

Alina didn’t correct her.

Instead, she gestured to the cart.

Sol retrieved a small white bottle marked sanitising gel and a folded white cloth. Then she reached out — and without warning — lifted the caged shaft with her gloved fingers, tilted it slightly, and began to wipe beneath it.

Clinical.

Methodical.

Detached.

To her, he wasn’t a man. Just a subject. A zone. A task.

She pressed slightly harder, cleaning the underside with slow, firm pressure. A small bead of clear fluid welled at the tip and smeared against the cloth.

“Leakage,” Sol announced, almost sing-song. “Residual arousal. Probably from the corridor walk.”

She looked up at Alina. Smiled. “Want me to note it as anticipatory compliance?”

“Mark it ‘Involuntary Leak, Pre-Cleanse,’” Alina said flatly, already preparing the exam bench. “Do not praise it.”

Sol giggled.

Elias burned.

He tried to breathe. In through the nose. Out through the mouth. His thighs trembled slightly. His cock pulsed, helpless and caged, twitching with no possibility of release.

Then Nurse Alina turned to him again.

“F301,” she said, gently. “Kneel.”

He obeyed. The floor was warm beneath his knees.

She reached to her tray and retrieved a soft, padded blindfold — cream-coloured, institutional, with thick seams and an adjustable rear strap. She stepped behind him, wrapped it across his eyes, and fastened it tight.

Darkness.

Total this time.

No ambient light. No edge of vision. Just the smell of latex and the sound of two nurses working in unison. He could hear the hiss of the enema bag being filled. The snap of fresh gloves. The soft pad of rubber soles on tile.

And then — worst of all — his own breathing.

It was the only rhythm he had left.

The blindfold turned the room into noise.

Elias knelt, naked and blind, his wrists still cuffed behind his back, the posture harness tight against the base of his skull. With vision gone, every sound expanded. The quiet chime of a thermometer being discarded. The rustle of gloves. The suction pop of lubricant being squeezed from a tube.

Then footsteps.

Soft soles approaching from behind.

“Lift,” came Alina’s voice — calm, neutral. “Knees apart.”

He complied without thinking, shifting into a squatting position just above the tiles, his thighs trembling from strain and exposure. A padded support structure slid into place beneath him, rising from the floor like a mechanism summoned by obedience. The sling cradled his buttocks, lifting them gently into the air, leaving his lower back arched and fully exposed. It was a diapering rig — he understood that now — but it wasn’t being used for changing.

A moment later, the cuffs were released from behind him and reattached to the rig’s lateral bars, locking his arms into a loose, open posture. He could no longer cover himself, or brace, or struggle.

He was open.

Vulnerable.

Waiting.

The first touch was warm.

Lubricated fingers between his cheeks, spreading the soft gel with medical indifference. He flinched, moaned softly — more in dread than pain.

“Do not clench,” Alina said gently.

Then came the nozzle.

It slid in slowly, twisting slightly, followed by the uncomfortable fullness of insertion. The tube clicked against the connection valve behind him. A faint hissing began — fluid moving.

He groaned.

The warmth built inside him like shame. Deep, slow, spiralling heat. His body shivered with the effort of holding still.

And then, worse — worse than the violation, worse than the stretch — he felt a twitch in his groin.

His cock.

Twitching.

Erecting.

Or trying to.

The cage held fast, compressing the involuntary pulse of arousal against the cool air. He whimpered behind the blindfold, helpless as a soft wetness began to bead at the cage’s tip.

Sol was the one who noticed.

“Oh my God,” she said brightly. “He’s leaking.”

Alina made no comment.

Sol didn’t need her to.

“During a fucking enema,” she laughed softly. “That’s new. Should I note it as responsive? Or just sad?”

Elias made a soft sound — part moan, part protest.

She leaned close to his ear.

“I mean… I get it. You’ve got a plug going in, warm fluid inside, and we’re touching you. But still…” Her voice dropped to a whisper. “You do realise this is cleaning, right? Not foreplay?”

He couldn’t answer.

Not just because of the blindfold and restraint, but because there was no answer.

His body had betrayed him. Again.

He felt a wipe dab at the tip of his cage. Her hand, likely.

“Documented,” Sol said. “Subject ejaculated pre-seminal fluid during internal cleanse. No physical stimulation beyond insertion.”

“Continue,” Alina instructed.

The flow stopped.

The nozzle was removed, followed swiftly by a plug — smaller than the one from Obedience Hall, but cold and rigid, shaped with a flared base that pressed hard against the sensitive skin between his cheeks.

Alina inserted it slowly, with a practiced twist and a single, downward press to seat it fully. His entire body arched. The sling held him firm.

He heard a click as it locked into place — magnetic, most likely.

You’re not just being cleaned, he thought.

You’re being sealed.

The sling lowered without warning.

One moment, Elias was suspended — plugged, leaking, blindfolded — and the next he was being guided forward, his weight settling into his thighs as the support receded into the floor. Nurse Alina took his wrists in silence and reattached the cuffs behind his back, tight and high, just below his shoulder blades.

The blindfold remained.

He couldn’t see the shape of the room anymore, but he felt the temperature shift — the air cooled slightly, scented now with antiseptic alcohol and something synthetic. The soft spa scent was gone. What remained was clinical.

Guided steps. Four. Then stop.

A back brace slid against him, padded but rigid. He was positioned upright, hips forward, chin held by the same posture harness. He realised the blindfold was not just strapped — it was now connected to the wall-mounted brace behind him. He couldn’t move his head at all.

You’re not even watching this happen. You’re just feeling it.

A slow exhale escaped his lips.

Nurse Sol’s voice returned.

“Begin with the torso?”

“Chest and arms first,” Alina replied. “Then abdominal line. Then pubis.”

Cloth rustled.

Then: cold gel on his chest.

Not shocking — but enough to tighten every muscle instinctively. Gloved hands spread it in smooth, symmetrical circles, working down his sternum to the soft skin between his nipples. He felt his own heartbeat beneath their touch.

The first razor passed without warning.

A low hum — electric, silent — and then the buzzing kiss of the blade as it swept clean lines through the scattered hairs along his ribs and breastbone.

He tensed.

Alina’s hand pressed lightly against his shoulder.

“Stillness, F301. There is no pain if there is no panic.”

He obeyed.

They shaved him in sections.

The nurses worked with assembly-line precision: lather, pass, wipe, inspect. One held his shoulder while the other handled the blade. Neither commented on the trembling in his thighs or the slow, involuntary rise of his caged cock. It twitched each time the razor dipped lower.

When they reached his abdomen, he felt Sol’s breath close to his ear again.

“He’s still leaking,” she said. “You’re a mess, pet.”

He didn’t respond.

Couldn’t.

His dignity had already been peeled away with the first pass of the blade.

Alina’s voice remained flat, measured. “Mark for reduced hair cycle. Note follicle direction.”

Sol made a soft noise, tapping on her clipboard. “Cage is too tight to shave under, but skin’s clean. No ingrowns. Want to reduce cage size for visual inspection?”

“No. If she wants it changed, she’ll authorise it. Until then, it stays.”

That burned.

More than the exposure. More than the wipes.

She.

Sabine.

Even here, miles away from her hand, she still dictated what part of his body would be accessible. What would be seen. What would remain caged.

They spread his thighs last.

Alina stepped between his legs and tilted his hips forward, her palm flat against his stomach. She used the back of a gloved wrist to gently raise his cage — not for stimulation, but to access the area beneath.

The skin there was sensitive. Already flushed.

The razor moved slower. More delicate.

Sol stood behind him now, one hand on his upper back, the other taking notes aloud.

“Scrotal skin: flushed. Moist. Mild discharge. No swelling. No access to glans.”

A pause.

Then her voice, sing-song again:

“Not that he deserves it.”

Elias made a sound.

Something low. Broken. Gagless, but still muted.

He was trembling openly now, not from cold — from the weight of being examined without ownership.

They didn’t speak for a while after the final pass of the razor.

Just the sound of wipes clearing away stray hairs, the quiet hiss of a disinfectant spray being misted across his thighs. A clinical silence. He remained standing in the brace, blindfolded, plugged, shaved, his body trembling with fatigue and confusion. The air touched him differently now — too clean, too intimate. Like it could see him.

He didn’t know what they were doing next.

Until he felt the touch.

Not of a hand — but of cool gel, pressed between his cheeks once more. The enema plug had been removed, and a new one was waiting — smaller than the last, but longer, designed for extended wear.

He inhaled sharply.

Nurse Alina guided it in slowly, expertly. The angle was deliberate — a curve that pressed into his walls with subtle pressure, not pain. It nestled into place with a soft, quiet click — magnetic, anchored to a base panel adhered to the inside of the new nappy waiting beside the bench.

“This plug will remain inserted during all future feeding and obedience sessions,” Alina said aloud, for the benefit of the log. “To be removed only under order from Decision-Maker Hart.”

The plug vibrated once.

Just a single pulse — low, full, direct.

Elias moaned.

Sol chuckled behind him. “Did you like that, F301?”

He didn’t answer.

Because he couldn’t.

He was no longer being questioned. Just… read.

The blindfold was removed.

Soft hands unbuckled the strap, and the light returned slowly. His eyes adjusted to the glowing amber warmth of the hygiene room. For a brief, fragile second, he thought he might be allowed to speak.

Then he saw the gag.

A wide, black panel fitted with a soft mouth bulb and twin straps — one at the back of the head, the other beneath the chin. It was waiting in Sol’s gloved hands.

She held it up. Smiled.

“Open.”

He did.

It slid in with slow finality, spreading his lips, pushing his tongue flat, sealing him into silence again. The straps clicked into place, and with them, so did the weight of wordlessness.

Then came the mantra.

Nurse Alina turned to face him fully. Her tone was different now — lower, smoother, almost ceremonial.

“Repeat after me,” she said calmly, “in your breath, not your voice.”

Elias stared at her.

“I am still.”

He mouthed it behind the gag.

“I am silent.”

Again.

“I am hers.”

That one took longer.

The words didn’t just pass his lips — they took something with them.

Alina stepped closer. Her gloved hand cupped his cheek. Not tenderly. Not cruelly. Just… with ownership.

“Again.”

He repeated the whole thing.

Slower this time.

“I am still. I am silent. I am hers.”

The final nappy was brought forward — clean, dry, slightly thicker than before.

He was padded, taped, and redressed with quiet efficiency. The cuffs were removed from the wall brace and replaced with a travel posture harness — sleek and black, fitted at the shoulders and waist, designed to keep him upright during crawl return.

Alina knelt in front of him one last time.

She checked the gag.

Adjusted the nappy.

Smoothed the front of his tunic.

Then said, with complete neutrality:

“Good boy.”


Chapter 6: The Correction

The corridor was warm and too quiet.

Not silent — silence had a softness to it. This wasn’t soft. It was watched. The kind of quiet that hummed faintly behind the ears, full of sensors and breath monitors and micro-adjusted air conditioning. The kind of quiet that didn’t rest. Elias could feel it pressing in from all sides as he shuffled forward, his padded feet whispering across the vinyl.

He was in a line of three patients.

All of them collared, gagged, and leashed. All wearing the same grey institutional tunic with nothing beneath but their nappies and plugs. His plug had been vibrating at low intervals since morning — not enough to arouse, just enough to make him aware. Of posture. Of muscle tension. Of the weight inside him.

Every part of his body had been made felt.

The nurse leading the line was tall, genderless, silent. No name badge, no voice. Just a gloved hand loosely curled around the lead that connected them all, spaced precisely two feet apart. The patient in front of Elias was smaller than him, narrow-shouldered, with legs that shook slightly every time they paused. The one behind breathed in tiny whimpers through his gag, like he was trying not to exist.

They moved slowly, one station at a time.

Obedience drills.

Feeding.

Posture review.

Now, window corridor.

The section they entered was different — still institutional, but with tall, narrow windows overlooking the inner courtyard. Sunlight spilled through security glass in thin, perfect beams. It looked like a chapel. Quiet. Reverent. Cruel.

Elias was second in the line now.

As they passed one of the windows, he turned his head.

Just a little.

It wasn’t disobedience, not really. Not intentional. His posture collar allowed for exactly 15 degrees of motion, and he used maybe seven. But in Harrowick, intent didn’t matter.

Only pattern.

Only data.

His eyes drifted toward the light.

And in that moment, he caught sight of his reflection in the window.

Not sharp. Not full. But enough.

Enough to see the nappy.

The cage bulge beneath it.

The leash clipped to the rear ring of his collar.

His gag.

The pink mark on his inner thigh from where the plug’s anchor pressed through the lining.

He looked away instantly — like a child caught staring into a mirror too long.

But it was too late.

The nurse tapped her tablet.

The chain of leashes halted.

She turned to Elias without speaking. Tapped again.

A beep sounded from his collar.

A red light blinked once.

Then the line moved on.

No punishment. No word. Not even a glance.

Just a record.

And that was worse.

Because now it lived somewhere in the system. Now it had a timestamp, a signature. Now it would be reviewed. Catalogued. Forwarded.

His stomach turned.

The plug buzzed once — displeasure cue.

He swallowed.

His eyes fixed to the floor as they passed the last stretch of windows, each beam of sunlight now a spotlight against his guilt.

He didn’t make another sound.

The light in his suite changed without sound.

One moment it was amber — the warm, steady glow that marked feeding time, obedience drills, rest cycles. Then, with no chime, no warning, it shifted to red. Not blinking. Not pulsing. Just a steady, saturated red that painted the padded walls in something heavy and absolute.

Elias froze.

He had been kneeling on the mat, trying not to think. His hands rested palms-down on his thighs, the way he’d been taught. His legs were cramping slightly from the effort of stillness, but he hadn’t moved. He hadn’t dared to move since returning from the corridor.

The window.

The reflection.

The red light now humming across every seam in the wall.

It was happening.

He lowered his head slowly — not out of obedience this time, but because he couldn’t hold it up.

A moment later, the voice came.

Soft.

Neutral.

Male.

“Subject F301. Correction protocol initiated.”

He closed his eyes.

“Present yourself at the door. Kneel. Wait.”

He moved automatically.

The mat hissed beneath his knees as he adjusted his position, crawling slowly to the centre of the room. The nappy crinkled audibly. His plug shifted inside him with each movement — too real now to ignore. His cheeks burned with the knowledge that somewhere, someone was watching. That the red light wasn’t just for atmosphere. It was a signal.

He reached the door and knelt.

Hands behind his back.

Head lowered.

He waited.

Ten minutes.

Twenty?

No clock. No cues.

Only the sound of his own breath. The warmth of shame prickling at the base of his neck. The subtle ache of containment.

When the door finally hissed open, he didn’t lift his head.

Nurse Alina entered first.

Then another figure — taller, broader, older.

Nurse Cavanaugh.

He’d only glimpsed her once before. She wore the same uniform, but hers was cut differently — darker green, a sash marked with a vertical black stripe. Her movements were slow. Exact. The kind of calm that suggested certainty of authority, not efficiency.

She didn’t speak.

Neither of them did.

Alina crouched behind Elias and removed his feeding plug with a quiet click. A short black panel gag was fitted in its place — not bulbous like before, but smooth, low-profile, and lockable. It sealed his mouth like punctuation.

The collar leash was clipped in.

Nurse Cavanaugh extended a hand.

“Stand.”

Her voice was unhurried. Tired.

He did.

They didn’t strap him this time.

They wheeled him.

A padded chair was already waiting outside the door — not unlike the transport rig from his intake, but narrower, more form-fitting. It accepted his weight with cold indifference, his arms drawn behind and cuffed to the built-in frame. A thigh strap. A chest harness. The footplate rose slightly, pushing his knees open.

The posture harness remained in place.

Nurse Alina pressed something into the side of the chair, and the restraint locked.

Elias breathed through his nose.

Then the lights in the corridor adjusted. From red to white.

The wheels began to roll.

The route was unfamiliar.

They didn’t take him past the obedience halls or the feeding corridors. No patients passed them. No windows lined the path. Just sleek walls — sterile, seamless — with only a single word stencilled every twelve metres:

CORRECTION.

He couldn’t see Alina or Cavanaugh now. Just hear their footfalls. One soft, the other heavier. His chair turned only when they touched it. He was a passenger. A specimen. A box with eyes.

His plug vibrated once.

Then stopped.

Then again, slightly longer.

His cock twitched inside the cage. He hated it. Hated how his body reacted even now — when punishment loomed, when his dignity had been discarded like medical waste.

They stopped.

A silver door hissed open.

He was rolled inside.

The Correction Wing was nothing like the suite. Nothing like Obedience Hall. It was blank. Warm. Padded white from floor to ceiling, the kind of colour that erased shadows and time.

There was only one piece of furniture:

A chair.

Pale grey, waist-height, fixed to the floor.

Sculpted.

Designed not for comfort, but for exposure.

He felt the panic rise again — not terror, not resistance, but something softer. The deep throb of shame that didn’t burn, just tightened.

Nurse Alina crouched beside him, her hand resting briefly against his thigh.

Not affection.

Just containment.

“F301. You are being corrected. Do not resist.”

The straps clicked open.

They lifted him under the arms and guided him to the chair — not harshly, but with the quiet finality of trained staff returning an object to storage.

When he sat, the seat’s shape adjusted to hold his hips forward. The plug shifted inside him. His arms were guided behind the chair’s back into a Y-shaped clasp that immobilised his shoulders. His ankles locked at a precise width apart. The panel gag was checked, wiped. Left in place.

They didn’t explain the punishment.

They didn’t ask if he understood.

He was not here to learn.

He was here to be returned to stillness.

The door sealed behind him with a sound like nothing.

No whoosh. No clang. Just absence — the removal of air, permission, witness.

Elias sat in the correction chair, fully restrained, every part of him locked in place by systems designed for prolonged exposure. The silence was immediate and unnatural, like the room wasn’t just soundproofed but sound-emptied. No echo. No air shift. No hum from electronics. Even his own breathing felt quieter.

The room was white.

Perfectly white.

Not matte, not glossy — a subtle satin sheen that reflected just enough light to erase corners, soften edges. The padded walls were made of smooth, sealed foam. No seams. No signs of fastening. Everything flush. Clean.

The floor was warm. The air warmer still — body-temperature air, calculated to remove comfort from contrast. He wasn’t cold. He wasn’t hot. He was just here.

And the chair…

God, the chair.

It wasn’t padded. Not exactly. It was sculpted. Soft where it needed to be, hard where it could afford to be cruel. The seat forced his hips forward, plug fully seated, back just arched enough to activate his lower spine. His legs were parted by the ankle clamps. Arms locked behind him in a position that would become uncomfortable, then unbearable, then numb.

His head was supported by a chin brace that extended from the collar mount. It didn’t allow for nodding. Or looking away. Or slumping.

He was being held in obedience — not punished violently, but presented like a disobedient artefact awaiting repair.

Time passed.

Or didn’t.

There was no clock. No light shift. The ceiling was backlit and even. Ambient and constant.

He tried to breathe in cycles — five seconds in, five seconds out — but it was hard with the gag. His jaw already ached from the pressure against his tongue. Saliva pooled under it. The corner of his mouth felt wet.

He wanted to cry.

Not sob. That would’ve required energy, a break of tension. What he felt was more like a leak — slow, steady dread trickling through his chest.

I looked out a window.

That’s all it had been.

A glance.

A shift in posture.

A moment.

And now he was here.

He shifted his hips, desperate for relief.

The plug didn’t move.

Worse — it pressed differently, a constant subtle presence that mocked him. Not painful. Not stimulating. Just aware. Like the room.

Then the hum began.

At first, he thought it was in his ears — the sound of blood, pressure, panic.

But no.

It was the walls.

A tone emerged from nowhere. Low, balanced, soft. Not musical — more like a whisper made of air. It vibrated at the base of his skull and in the pit of his belly. A pure frequency, calibrated to soothe and disorient.

His body responded before his mind could.

His eyelids fluttered.

His jaw relaxed slightly.

And then came the voice.

Not a person’s voice — not male or female — but a synthetic, velvety tone with perfect pacing and no inflection.

“Stillness is service.”

The chair didn’t react.

“Service is silence.”

His plug vibrated once — a brief, full-body buzz that stole the breath from his lungs.

“Silence is safety.”

He moaned. Just once. Quiet and helpless.

Then silence again.

The hum returned. A different pitch now. Higher. Warmer.

He felt the pressure behind his eyes. His mouth. His groin.

They’re not hurting me.

That was the worst part.

There was no shouting. No scolding. No sharp words or snapping straps. No cold metal or impact. Just this — this sterile, institutional intimacy that knew him more than he knew himself.

His erection swelled against the cage.

Pointless. Hopeless.

His thighs trembled against the nappy.

The next voice came softer still.

A whisper.

Sabine’s?

No.

Worse.

A simulation of her tone. The system had taken her vocal signature and shaped it.

“You will learn to sit without shame.”

“You will learn to obey without question.”

“You will learn to want what we want for you.”

Elias sobbed quietly behind the gag.

Tears slipped down his cheeks. One traced along the curve of his chin brace and fell to the front of his tunic. It left no mark. The fabric was designed for tears.

He tried to count seconds.

Minutes.

But the hum changed again.

The walls pulsed with light for the first time.

Soft glows that traced from floor to ceiling — barely perceptible. Like breathing.

“Synchronise.”

“Breathe with your number.”

“You are not a man. You are a subject.”

Another pulse.

The plug buzzed for 2 seconds.

His cock flexed against the cage — trapped, flushed, humiliated.

He wanted to scream.

But the gag turned it into silence.

He had lost count of the pulses.

Not just the vibration patterns beneath him, but the vocal loops. The phrases. The hum. Everything had begun to blend — one phrase into the next, one breath into the next. No variation. No relief. No stimulation sharp enough to satisfy. Just an unending rhythm of pressure and stillness.

He drooled around the gag now.

Not because he was resisting it, but because his body had stopped trying to accommodate it. The plug inside him throbbed with every seated pulse — not vibrating anymore, just existing with a presence that made him acutely aware of every clench, every shift, every humiliation.

He had tried to keep track. Of time. Of his own thoughts. But there were no corners in the room. No shadows. No markers to define the beginning or end of anything. The walls breathed softly with light. The air never changed.

At some point, he started whispering the mantras in his head. Not to obey. Not to impress. But because they filled the silence left by his own voice.

Stillness is service. Service is silence. Silence is safety.

He wasn’t sure whether he believed it.

But the sound of the words — internal, repeated, folded in on themselves — became their own comfort. The way children repeat prayers. Or prisoners rehearse dreams.

He twitched.

The plug didn’t move.

The plug never moved now. It was part of him. Warmed to his body. Anchored. It didn’t punish. It didn’t arouse. It just kept.

The light in the ceiling flickered once.

His head snapped up instinctively — though the brace held it fast — and the sudden shift sent panic racing across his spine. Was that a system error? A change? A cue?

No. It was calculated.

The voice returned.

Softer now. More intimate.

Familiar.

It wasn’t the system voice anymore.

It was hers.

Sabine.

His breath caught. His eyes flooded instantly, as though his tear ducts had been waiting for the right trigger all along.

Her voice came through the walls. Clean. Elegant. Clipped. No emotion, just presence.

“F301.”

He sobbed.

Not loud. Just enough to shake the restraints against his shoulders.

“You looked when you shouldn’t have.”

The screen appeared.

A rectangle of pale light emerged from the far wall. No fanfare. No music.

Just her.

Sabine.

She was standing in front of a camera, fully clothed, hair pinned back, black blouse, no jewellery. Her expression was neutral. Not disappointed. Not angry. Just… finished.

“You disappointed me.”

That was all she said.

No escalation. No accusation.

She didn’t move closer to the camera. She didn’t sigh.

She simply stared for three seconds longer than she needed to.

And then the screen went dark.

The walls returned to white.

The hum resumed.

“Stillness is service.”

“Service is silence.”

“Silence is safety.”

Elias cracked.

Not with rage. Not even with fear.

But with longing.

He had wanted punishment. Something physical. A sting. A slap. A word that could cut. But instead, they gave him absence. They gave him her disappointment, perfectly packaged, and then took it away before he could reach it.

His cock pressed against the cage again — not from pleasure. From grief.

You disappointed me.

He mouthed it behind the gag.

Again.

And again.

He began to shake.

The chair held him still.

The plug pulsed once — not a vibration, just a presence — a reminder that his hole was no longer his. That entry had been authorised. That this correction was not designed for release. It was designed for permanence.

He closed his eyes.

And whispered the mantra in his mind.

I am still. I am silent. I am hers.

I am still. I am silent. I am hers.

I am…

No longer.

The light changed again.

Not brighter. Not darker. Just… cooler. A shift in temperature so subtle it could have been imagined — except that everything in Harrowick was intentional. Elias felt it first against his thighs, exposed just above the edge of his nappy. The air moved across his skin like a curtain being drawn. An ending.

The hum fell away.

So did the mantra.

And the silence returned — the real kind, the kind that felt like no one was watching anymore.

He didn’t move.

He wasn’t sure he could.

His arms had gone numb in the Y-clamp. His head felt heavy against the chin brace, not from weight but from shame. His plug sat inside him like a forgotten command — obeyed, but never acknowledged.

He waited.

The door hissed open.

He didn’t lift his head, but he felt Nurse Alina enter. Not by sound, but by presence — the crisp scent of mint antiseptic and latex. Her pace never changed. Not during punishment. Not after.

She approached the chair and checked his collar readout — a short beep as her tablet confirmed his vitals.

She said nothing.

Her gloves moved in practiced rhythm: the ankle restraints unlatched, thigh straps peeled open. One arm at a time was guided down from the clamp. The muscles in his shoulders screamed. He winced but didn’t resist. He wouldn’t have, even if she’d told him to.

Because she hadn’t spoken.

And if she wasn’t speaking, he wasn’t deserving.

The chin brace disengaged.

His head dropped forward.

Alina steadied him by the neck. She didn’t lift it. Just held it there, one gloved palm cradling the hinge of his jaw.

Then she did something unexpected.

She wiped his mouth.

A slow drag of gauze across the corner of his lip, where drool had gathered beneath the gag. Not gently. Not cruelly. Just precisely.

She released him and clipped a leash to his collar.

Not the front ring.

The back.

A crawling leash.

He whimpered.

His body shifted forward instinctively, rolling off the correction chair onto his knees. The nappy compressed under his weight. The plug inside him pressed deeper with the new posture, shifting against sensitive muscle with every movement.

Alina didn’t rush him.

She didn’t praise him either.

Just waited until he was fully on all fours, head down, arms forward, leash slack.

Then she walked.

He followed.

The halls of the Correction Wing were darker.

Not by lighting — those remained perfect, institutional white — but by absence. No other patients. No staff chatting behind terminals. Just long corridors of sealed doors and soundproof walls. Elias crawled in silence, the padding of his nappy muffling each shift of his hips.

He hated how familiar this felt.

Worse: how reassuring.

The restraint of it. The finality.

He didn’t have to wonder if he was in trouble anymore.

He already had been.

And now, like a file returned to a drawer, he was simply being reshelved.

They reached his suite.

The door opened.

She let go of the leash.

He crawled inside on instinct, like a dog returning to its crate.

The lights returned to amber.

Routine resumed.

Alina stepped inside. She didn’t look at him as she retrieved a folded towel, two wipes, and a clean nappy from a drawer.

He remained kneeling.

She removed the gag — no words.

Wiped his chin again.

Then tapped his collar.

“Subject F301: Correction protocol complete. No vocal infractions. No restraint resistance.”

Her tone didn’t change. Not even a flicker.

“Return to mat. Assume rest position.”

He obeyed.

By the time she rediapered him and clipped the new leash to his collar ring — just loosely this time, coiled beside the mat — Elias felt something shift inside him.

Not fear.

Not pleasure.

Just readiness.

To obey again.

To not disappoint.

Interlude: Disappointment Registered

The Partner Wing of Harrowick Hall was as silent as the rest of the facility, but its silence was curated differently. Where the Evaluation Suites thrummed with controlled tension, and the Correction Wing seemed to absorb sound altogether, Sabine’s assigned residence was exquisitely still. A private quietude. Soft carpets, indirect lighting, and walls that muted footsteps rather than echoed them.

She sat alone in the viewing lounge, long legs crossed, the collar of her dark silk blouse open just enough to suggest calculation, not invitation. A glass of still water rested on the table beside her. She hadn’t touched it.

The tablet in her hand glowed against the dim. No volume. She didn’t need it.

On the screen, Elias knelt in the Correction Chair.

His arms were bound behind him in a Y-brace. His ankles splayed and locked. A posture collar lifted his chin until it trembled, and the chin rest beneath him kept his mouth fixed open beneath the gag.

She watched his shoulders quake. Not from cold. From collapse.

The mantra had been playing for forty-three minutes.

She had the log open in the second window: heart rate, arousal index, respiration. Every biometric twitch was catalogued, timestamped, analysed.

She slid the video marker back twenty seconds. Watched again.

Her face appeared on the correction room screen. Neutral. Cleanly dressed. Hair restrained. The line she’d rehearsed twice before filming:

“You disappointed me.”

She watched the way his eyes widened. The stuttering of his breath. The involuntary surge against the cage.

It was never pain that undid him. It was her.

Sabine set the tablet aside and leaned back into the lounge chair. She pressed her thighs together, slowly. Not urgently. Not even with intent. Just presence. Her body responded on cue. Always had. But she didn’t move to touch herself.

Control was better than climax.

Always had been.

A quiet chime broke the stillness: new data.

She picked up the tablet.

Update: F301 - Correction Completed.

Compliance maintained. Restraints accepted. Mantra repeated 47 times internally (inferred).

Post-correction posture: compliant. No verbal infractions.

Returned to suite under leash.

Sabine smiled. A slow, private smile. She traced one fingertip along the edge of the screen.

She tapped RECORD.

“Memo for Directrix Kovaleva. Subject F301 responded as predicted. I observed the full sequence. Correction intensity was sufficient, but not overdrawn. He processed the clip exactly as expected.”

Pause.

“Deny direct messages for now. Not until he earns them. I want him unsure whether he’s forgiven.”

She stopped the memo and archived it. Let them manage the rest.

Her work was different.

She reopened the Obedience Log.

Earlier footage. Not Correction this time. The Hygiene Ritual. She watched it with one leg curled under her, one hand absently stroking the curve of her throat.

Elias was strapped to a padded sling. Plugged. Flushed. Sol was laughing. Alina, unreadable. His cock twitched inside the cage while his mouth was stretched around the feeding gag.

Sabine bit her lip. Not in hesitation. Just pressure.

Her thighs shifted again.

She switched views.

Elias kneeling. Obedience Hall. Voice trembling. Saying it for the first time:

“I am F301. I am no longer Elias. I am no longer he. I am no longer I.”

The look in his eyes.

Gone.

She leaned forward, breathing slower now. Not aroused. Not detached. Just suspended.

She rewound the clip. Watched it again.

“I am no longer I.”

A new idea formed.

She opened the partner recording interface.

Set the camera. Selected the lighting. Minimal. Warm. Intimate.

She sat at the edge of her own bed, wrapped in a towel. Her hair still damp. Shoulders bare.

She pressed RECORD.

Looked into the lens.

“Good boys get to look at me.”

Pause. Smile.

“You? You get to imagine.”

She ended the clip. Uploaded it.

Destination: Harrowick Partner Archive

Subject: F301

Conditions: Post-mealtime loop only. No direct playback. No audio response allowed.

Let them give him the illusion of reward.

Without the pleasure.

Sabine finally reached for the water.

Drank once.

Then sat back.

Her legs were still pressed together.

But she didn’t need to come.

She’d already won.

And he was just beginning to understand what that meant.


Chapter 7: Submission Threshold

The lights didn’t wake him.

Not really.

He was already half-conscious when they shifted from deep amber to their usual day-phase white — soft, even, endless. Harrowick light never changed direction, never created shadows. It wasn’t sunlight. It was authority. Neutral. Inescapable.

Elias opened his eyes slowly.

The mat beneath him was warm, padded just enough to cushion his knees and hips, but thin enough to remind him of what he wasn’t — he wasn’t in a bed. He wasn’t comfortable. He wasn’t being cared for.

He was being kept.

The plug inside him ached dully, not from movement — it hadn’t moved — but from presence. His jaw was sore too. Not from clenching, but from hours held wide, gagged in silence, lips parted around shaped rubber. The straps had left faint imprints along the corners of his mouth, and a slick patch of dried saliva darkened the collar of his tunic.

His shoulders throbbed.

The Correction Chair’s arm restraints had held him in a near-yoke position for longer than he could track. A tightness lingered there now, deep in the muscles beneath his shoulder blades. When he shifted slightly, pain bloomed up one side of his neck like bruised tissue.

His wrists were unbound.

He flexed them. Slowly. Gratefully.

But didn’t rise.

For several long minutes, he remained still, curled on his side, listening for footsteps. A voice. A summons. He knew better than to move without direction. Correction had taught him that.

But no voice came.

No chime. No buzz.

Only the room.

Elias sat up.

Not fully — just to his knees. His nappy crinkled beneath him, cool now, the damp liner pressing against his thighs. It wasn’t soaked, but it wasn’t clean either. No one had changed him yet. The scent of himself clung faintly to the padded mat.

He didn’t reach for the bell.

Didn’t dare speak.

Instead, he crawled.

His body protested — knees stiff, shoulders screaming — but he moved anyway, dragging himself to the far corner of the suite where the feeding frame was mounted. A low metal loop embedded in the floor, a wall-mounted screen, and the bracket where the gag-bottle would lock into place.

He knelt.

Back straight.

Thighs spread.

Mouth closed.

Waiting.

He didn’t know if it was mealtime.

He didn’t know if it was allowed.

But he knew this: better to be caught in readiness than caught unaware.

The door opened six minutes later.

He didn’t turn his head.

He didn’t have to.

He knew the scent.

Nurse Alina crossed the threshold without pause. Her footsteps were even, unhurried. She carried no cart. No feeding tray. Just her tablet, tucked beneath one arm, and a set of soft gloves folded in the other.

Elias didn’t move.

Not even to glance.

He kept his chin neutral, posture lifted, eyes fixed forward.

The silence stretched.

Alina stopped three steps behind him.

A pause.

Then: “Better.”

That was all she said.

And it shattered him.

Elias’s eyes burned. Not with pain. Not with joy. Just release — the release that came not from forgiveness, but from not being condemned again.

His lips parted.

He almost said thank you.

But the memory of the correction gag against his tongue stilled him. He closed his mouth.

A moment later, her hand touched the back of his head. A gentle pressure. A leash clip, nothing more.

She didn’t ask if he was ready.

He didn’t need to be.

He was already hers.

The leash stayed slack until they crossed the threshold.

No command. No announcement. Just the hiss of the suite door sealing behind him and the quiet, steady tread of Nurse Alina’s steps as she walked ahead. Elias followed on hands and knees — his usual posture now, expected, trained — but slower than the day before.

Not from resistance. There was none left.

It was exhaustion. Residual shame.

His arms felt like someone else’s — tingling from too much stillness, stiff from Correction. His thighs pulsed with heat from where the plug shifted, not in motion but in pressure — always there, always aligned with movement in ways that forced awareness. Even his knees, thick with padding, ached with memory. Every part of him carried the shape of restraint, like his muscles had learned to remember what they were once bound to.

And yet he crawled.

Because to hesitate would be worse.

Alina didn’t speak.

She walked like she always did: calm, measured, with the purposeful stillness of someone who didn’t need to express power to have it recognised. Her boots tapped softly against the polished floor, and the only sound that followed was Elias’s own padding nappy brushing faintly between his thighs.

The corridor turned sharply.

He recognised nothing.

This wasn’t the route to Obedience Hall. Not to Hygiene. Not even the Observation Wing.

There were no signs.

No visible cameras.

Just the institutional hush of Harrowick’s deeper halls — the kind of quiet not born of peace, but of heavy walls, pressure seals, and silence by design.

Then they passed it.

An open door.

Elias didn’t know he was slowing until Alina stopped ahead of him.

She didn’t turn.

Didn’t order him on.

She let him look.

Inside the room — white, windowless, bare — another patient hung from a posture rig suspended from the ceiling and floor by reinforced struts. Elias had never seen this type before. It wasn’t designed for movement. It wasn’t corrective. It was final.

The man in the rig wasn’t resisting. He wasn’t weeping. He wasn’t even blinking.

His arms were bound behind his back in a double-elbow compression, pulled up between his shoulder blades. His knees were spread wide by a restraint bar, his ankles cuffed and fixed to small rotating mounts. A thick, transparent inflatable gag bulged from his mouth, pressing his cheeks outward, distorting his face into a drooling parody of silence. His eyes were covered with a padded blindfold. His chest was bare, waxed smooth, marked only by two thin electrode patches on either side of his ribcage.

And beneath him: a yellowed, overfilled nappy. Swollen. Unchanged.

He’d been in that position a long time.

Too long.

Elias swallowed.

Something primal twisted behind his ribs — not pity. Not disgust. Something closer to horror. Or recognition. This wasn’t pain-for-repair. This was stasis. Suspension. A system that had given up trying to fix him, and instead decided to hold him indefinitely.

“He moved,” Alina said.

Three words. Flat. Unhurried.

She didn’t elaborate.

Didn’t explain what movement. Or when. Or how many chances he’d had before this one.

She just let Elias see.

Let him know.

The plug inside him pulsed once. Not painfully. Just a firm, internal reminder.

He dropped his gaze immediately.

Chin to chest.

He hadn’t been told to stop looking.

But he had learned enough.

He crawled forward without prompting, the leash bouncing gently behind him as Alina resumed walking. The corridor felt colder now. Not physically. Just… emptied.

His own nappy shifted between his thighs. He became acutely aware of the mild dampness — not enough to signal need, but enough to feel known.

I can’t end up like that.

I won’t.

His breath caught when he realised he wasn’t thinking about pain.

He was thinking about disappointment.

What if she saw me like that?

Would she still claim me?

Or would she hand me back to the system?

He tried to clear the thought, but it stuck.

Long after the viewing window was gone, long after the padded footfalls resumed their rhythm, long after the rigged patient vanished behind a pressure door and silence re-sealed the hall, the image remained — not the drooling mouth, not the soaked padding, but the stillness.

And the knowledge that no one would speak his name again.

Not even as a number.

The door slid shut behind him with a smooth, almost affectionate click.

The sound echoed more than it should have — not loudly, just perfectly. Designed. Every wall in this chamber had been built not to absorb sound, but to reflect the ones that mattered. Movement. Breath. Shame.

Elias knelt in the centre of the room.

He hadn’t been ordered to, but there hadn’t been anywhere else to go. There was no furniture. No bed. No straps. No chair.

Just him.

And the white.

The walls were seamless, floor to ceiling. Padded like the others, but firmer — dense foam beneath vinyl, cool to the touch, reflecting just enough light to disorient. The ceiling pulsed with low amber glow, and the floor was polished rubber. There were no windows. No markings. Just a shallow, square indentation directly beneath him. A mat by another name.

He sat back on his heels.

Tried to breathe.

Tried to feel what this room was about.

That was always the question now — not what is this for, but what does Harrowick want from me here?

A quiet chime above him confirmed it: the test was beginning.

Posture Two. Duration: 45 minutes. Stillness required. No aids. No correction.

He knew Posture Two.

He’d been drilled in it a dozen times. It was his least favourite.

Worse than kneeling.

Worse than crawling.

It looked easy.

But it wasn’t.

He shifted his body slowly, precisely:

Knees wide, but not strained

Spine erect, not bowed

Hands laid flat on his thighs

Chin raised slightly, neck exposed

Shoulders back

Eyes unfocused

And then… nothing.

He couldn’t close his eyes. That would be recorded.

He couldn’t twitch.

Not even to scratch.

He was gagless for once — but not unbound. The collar around his throat had shifted subtly when he entered, tightening minutely to brace his neck. It didn’t choke. But it promised to record everything.

Heart rate.

Micro-movement.

Eye drift.

Posture fatigue.

Failure.

Elias let his breath slow.

He tried to lose his weight into the floor. Let the pain come later. Let it delay.

The plug inside him throbbed gently, not with stimulation, but presence. The base rested perfectly between his cheeks, held in place by posture, gravity, and design. He hated how comforting it felt now — like an anchor. Like a reminder.

You are still plugged.

You are still owned.

You are still being watched.

Five minutes passed.

Or maybe ten.

The lights didn’t change.

The room didn’t breathe.

Nothing happened.

And yet his body began to betray him.

First the calves — just a whisper of tension. Then the shoulders, the dull ache that pooled behind his shoulder blades from trying to hold his chest open. His thighs twitched when the plug shifted. His tongue pressed against the roof of his mouth, dry already.

He forced it all down.

He repeated the mantra.

Stillness is service. Service is silence. Silence is safety.

The same one they’d looped in the correction chair.

But this time, he wasn’t being broken.

This time, he was being measured.

Fifteen minutes in, the voice came.

Not the system voice.

Her voice.

Sabine.

“Good boys get to look at me.”

Elias inhaled too sharply.

His back tensed. A red light blinked once on the collar.

He panicked.

Steadied.

Held.

“You?” she continued, her voice silk over wire. “You get to imagine.”

There was no screen.

No footage.

Just her voice.

And it did something worse to him than her image ever had.

He stayed still.

Every cell in his body begged for motion. Just a twitch. Just a shift. Just the chance to move toward something. But he didn’t.

He wasn’t allowed to.

His cock throbbed in the cage.

He felt the warmth spreading at the tip, the trickle of pre-cum into the nappy. His thighs clenched, and the collar vibrated once in mild warning.

He stilled again.

I am still. I am hers. I am still. I am hers. I am…

At the twenty-five minute mark, a new sound entered the space.

It wasn’t her voice.

It wasn’t the hum.

It was him.

A speaker buzzed on with a delay.

And from it, his own voice played back — distorted, breathy, fragile:

“I want to be good.”

He shivered.

He hadn’t known that had been recorded.

“Please let me be good again.”

That was what he’d whispered in his suite.

He had forgotten the mic.

The system hadn’t.

They’re playing me back to myself.

He almost sobbed.

But he didn’t.

Because sobbing moved the chest.

And moving failed the test.

At minute thirty-two, something wet slid from the corner of his eye.

Not a cry.

Just overflow.

Tears ran down his cheeks like saline submission. No sound. No sobbing. Just saline.

The collar didn’t vibrate.

That much was allowed.

At minute thirty-eight, the plug pulsed once.

Brief.

Sharp.

Reward.

And he moaned.

Too quietly to penalise.

But enough to feel it.

Enough to feel himself tremble from one silent second of pleasure that didn’t break posture — but broke something deeper.

His hands gripped his thighs harder. Not a movement — just a press.

He didn’t want to disappoint again.

He would never forgive himself for that.

He repeated the mantra silently.

His throat ached.

His eyes blurred.

But his spine held.

He didn’t know how long he had left.

That was part of the test. The worst part.

The voice hadn’t returned. The room hadn’t shifted. The temperature hadn’t changed. His plug remained still, seated inside him like a sentinel — a presence he couldn’t expel, couldn’t forget. And the collar around his throat had gone silent.

There were no clocks. No cues. Only sensation.

And pain.

Elias’s knees were numb now. Not painful — worse. Hollow. As if the floor had disappeared beneath them. His thighs trembled under the pressure of keeping position: wide, stable, precise. His back, arched into that institutional posture, had begun to tingle where muscle met bone, heat blooming in the dip of his spine.

He wasn’t bound.

But he may as well have been.

Even the act of shifting weight from one knee to the other — just a subtle lean — would have triggered correction. And worse: disappointment.

He’d seen what that looked like.

Sabine’s voice echoed again in his mind.

“You get to imagine.”

Not even her scorn. Just her distance.

And that was what undid him. Not being denied. Not even being punished. Just… being unseen.

Unworthy.

Forgotten.

He blinked, slowly.

Tears streaked his cheeks. Still. They had started ten minutes ago — maybe longer. Saline ran in clean lines down to his jawline, soaking into the edge of the nappy just where it met his inner thigh. His mouth hung slightly open. Not panting. Just… allowing.

Allowing the body to weep for what the voice couldn’t ask.

Something shifted.

Not outside him.

Inside.

A flicker. Deep in the belly. Deeper than fear. A place where wanting started — not physical, not conscious — just need. The ache that lived below every humiliation.

Please let me be good.

He whispered it again in his mind. A prayer.

His muscles spasmed. A ripple ran through his lower back and into his gut. His collar didn’t chime — not yet — but he knew it was close. One more flinch. One more tremor.

He forced stillness.

His vision blurred, focused, blurred again. The light above him never changed, but it started to feel brighter — as if the whiteness had begun to turn inside his head. Like obedience wasn’t a position anymore. It was place.

A state.

He was entering it.

Stillness is service.

He repeated it. Not just mentally — bodily.

He breathed it. Into his shoulders. Into his knees. Into the way his jaw softened around silence.

Service is silence.

He welcomed it.

He hadn’t spoken in hours.

He didn’t need to.

He didn’t even deserve to.

Silence is safety.

Yes.

That’s what it was.

This wasn’t torture.

This was being kept safe.

He belonged here — on his knees, caged, plugged, ignored.

Because obedience meant not needing attention.

Only approval.

The tears stopped.

His body didn’t stop hurting — but something inside him did.

That frantic part. The straining part.

The part that still wanted out.

It let go.

And in its place came something softer.

Weightless.

His eyes lowered.

He saw the floor padding beneath him. The faint reflection of himself in the rubber surface. Blurred, indistinct, but recognisable.

A figure kneeling.

Mouth open.

Eyes glassy.

Wearing nothing but a tunic and a thick, sagging nappy.

Tears drying on flushed cheeks.

Caged.

Marked.

Waiting.

And yet… peaceful.

His lips trembled.

I want to be that.

Not Elias.

Not the man who had looked out the window.

Not the one who hesitated.

Not the one who needed her forgiveness.

Just the subject.

Just the number.

F301.

He closed his eyes — for half a second.

Just enough to breathe into the space behind his ribs.

Then opened them again.

Still.

Present.

His mantra changed, somewhere in that moment. Not the official one. His own. The one that came from need, not programming.

Good boys don’t need to be touched.

Good boys kneel.

Good boys don’t speak.

Good boys obey when no one is watching.

And he did.

The light didn’t change when the door opened.

It never did.

But Elias sensed her presence anyway. Before the click of her boots, before the quiet hum of the tablet powering up, before the scent of mint antiseptic cut through the clinical stillness — he felt Nurse Alina enter the room.

He didn’t move.

Not because he forgot how. But because movement would have spoiled it.

He didn’t want to spoil it.

The timer chimed softly overhead.

Forty-five minutes complete.

No fanfare.

No praise.

Just… complete.

His posture hadn’t broken.

His thighs burned. His shoulders shook in microscopic tremors that no longer registered as disobedience. His neck pulsed where the collar had compressed him into shape. His mouth had gone dry, parted just slightly — not gasping, just forgotten.

But he hadn’t moved.

He had endured.

Alina stood in front of him now.

He didn’t look up. He couldn’t. The posture didn’t allow it, and neither did the feeling in his chest — the terrible fear that if he looked for approval, he would chase it too hungrily.

She said nothing.

The tablet clicked once as she recorded his vital signs.

Another click as the system uploaded the data.

She set it aside.

A soft cloth unfolded from her pocket — white, square, institutional. Disposable.

She knelt, just briefly, and pressed it to his forehead.

Not hard.

Not gentle.

Just enough.

One stroke.

Wiping the sweat that had gathered along his brow, just at the hairline.

Not touching skin with skin. Not brushing his cheek. Not holding his jaw.

Just the wipe.

Elias shuddered.

His lips parted.

He wanted to sob. Not from pain. Not from fear. Just from being seen.

Alina stood again.

Spoke, finally:

“You did not move.”

That was all.

Not good.

Not better.

Not even noted.

Just: you did not move.

It might as well have been a blessing.

Elias nodded once. Or tried. The collar resisted, so his head simply trembled in place.

She didn’t reach for him again.

Didn’t change him. Didn’t unstrap the plug. Didn’t loosen the cage.

Just turned.

Gathered her tablet.

Walked toward the door.

Elias remained still.

Even after the door hissed shut behind her.

Even after the lights shifted back to neutral.

Even after the test ended.

Because stillness no longer felt like a command.

It felt like… a privilege.

The leash clipped to the rear ring of his collar with a soft click.

He didn’t flinch.

Nurse Alina said nothing as she opened the door to the obedience chamber. No praise. No instruction. Just the lead in her gloved hand, short and heavy, dragging gently behind her as she walked.

Elias crawled.

His knees ached now in a dull, consuming way — the burn that settled deep into joints, not from exertion, but from compliance. The ache of someone who had knelt so long that the muscles had forgotten another use. His thighs trembled slightly as he followed the gentle tugs on the leash. His hands felt soft and heavy, like they belonged to someone else. Like hands that didn’t work. Hands not meant for grasping. Only bearing weight.

The corridor back to his suite was empty.

Just sterile walls. Seamless doors. The dull white gleam of artificial light and smooth vinyl.

He didn’t raise his eyes once.

Not because he feared punishment.

Because it no longer occurred to him that he had the right.

The suite door opened without announcement.

He crawled across the threshold.

Paused.

Waited.

The leash was released.

He didn’t move.

Not until the door sealed shut behind him — not until he was alone.

Then, slowly, he turned and crawled to the padded mat. Not out of habit. Not out of conditioning.

Because it felt correct.

Familiar.

The mat still bore the faint outline of his knees from the night before. His body slid into the same position — not just kneeling, but offering. Back straight. Shoulders soft. Hands resting palm-up against his thighs.

No voice ordered him.

No sensor pulsed approval.

No screen flickered on with new commands.

There was only the warm ambient light of the suite, the gentle whir of the venting system, and the weight of the plug inside him as it reminded him — without motion — that stillness was obedience.

He closed his eyes.

And whispered.

“Please let me be good.”

The words barely broke the air. They were a breath, not a statement.

“Please let her know.”

He didn’t know who would hear them.

Whether the suite recorded late-night whisperings.

Whether Sabine would review his mic logs.

Whether the system would flag him as emotionally compliant or psychologically cracked.

He just needed to say it.

Needed to hear it.

Even if only once.

He opened his eyes.

The leash sat coiled beside him.

Waiting.

The restraint cord lay where it always did.

Folded beside the mat. Cream-coloured. Soft. Institutional. A length of padded binding with Velcro at each end — gentle enough not to bruise, strong enough not to invite escape. It had been there since day one. Offered, but never insisted upon.

He had never used it.

Until now.

Elias reached for it with slow fingers.

Not reverently. Not shakily. Just… deliberately. His body no longer moved in hesitations. Only with purpose.

The fabric felt familiar, though he had never touched it for long. It smelled faintly of rubber and linen. When he unfolded it, it stretched across his lap like something sacred. Or surgical.

He took a slow breath.

Slid his wrists together, palm over palm.

He didn’t need to cinch it tightly.

He wasn’t resisting.

The tension came from placement, not pressure — from the simple act of taking his own hands and removing their freedom.

He wound the cord once around his wrists.

Pulled the ends across.

Secured them in place.

He knelt again.

Bound.

Not because she asked.

Not because anyone required it.

But because it felt… necessary.

Like tithing.

Like ritual.

Like the final step between obedience and offering.

He imagined what it might look like.

The overhead camera, if it was recording.

A quiet feed with no motion alert. Just a man in a thick nappy, knees pressed to rubber, collar light blinking green, plug seated inside him, wrists bound with the strap provided.

Waiting.

Not for release.

Not even for instruction.

Just for acknowledgement.

He didn’t need her to speak.

He just needed her to know.

He whispered again — slower now, words soft and warm like breath fogging the glass of a confessional.

“I am still.”

“I am silent.”

“I am hers.”

He didn’t say it to the room.

He said it to the cord.

To the gag that would come again.

To the plug that wouldn’t leave.

To the himself he was no longer trying to escape.

The silence answered him like acceptance.

And he stayed there.

Unmoving.

Unbidden.

Unbroken.

Interlude: The Privilege of Watching

The chime was so subtle she almost didn’t hear it.

Not urgent. Not insistent. Just a single pulse from the Partner Wing’s internal comm tablet — the kind of tone meant to suggest significance, not emergency. Sabine didn’t look up right away. She was seated alone in the upper lounge, legs crossed, a cup of herbal tea cooling in her left hand.

It was mid-afternoon, though no clocks were visible in this part of the facility. Harrowick discouraged time as a concept. What mattered was sequence. Control. Data.

She finished her sip.

Then tapped the alert open.

Subject F301: Unscheduled Restraint Detected

• Duration: 1hr 14min

• Self-applied with institutional cord

• Posture: compliant (kneeling, back straight, hands bound in front)

• Audio: submissive mantra detected

• No staff prompt or observation present

Sabine raised a brow. Only slightly.

She tapped the video feed.

The screen resolved with a muted delay.

There he was.

Elias.

On his knees.

Alone.

The suite’s low amber lighting framed him in soft shadows — enough to flatten the padded floor beneath him, but not enough to obscure the position. He was gagless. Diapered. Bare-legged and still, sitting upright in the centre of his mat. The restraint cord had been looped carefully around his wrists and tied, palm to palm, across the top of his thighs.

He hadn’t moved.

Not once.

Sabine watched for a full minute before touching the tablet again.

No zoom.

No commands.

Just… watching.

His head was bowed slightly — not from fatigue, but reverence. His mouth opened once, lips forming something soft.

She switched on the audio log.

The words played back with mild digital hiss:

“I am still. I am silent. I am hers.”

Pause.

“Please let her know.”

Another pause.

“Please let me be good.”

Sabine exhaled once, slowly. Her hand rested flat on her thigh now, the tea cup set aside, ignored.

She didn’t smile.

Didn’t sigh.

She just stared.

Not because it shocked her.

Because it confirmed everything.

She swiped left on the interface, pulling up the biometric overlay.

A visual map of Elias’s vitals populated: heart rate elevated slightly, arousal index steady at 72%, plug pressure unchanged. Respiration even. Posture line flawless. A red dot marked where tears had been detected on his right cheek — timestamped thirty-seven minutes into the kneel.

The note beneath read:

No commands detected. No error tone required. Subject F301 remains motionless, voluntarily restrained, speaking only to the system.

She pressed her knees together.

No urgency.

No drama.

Just awareness.

She tilted the tablet forward slightly and let the loop play again — no audio this time. Just visuals. The quiet rhythm of Elias kneeling. Binding. Submitting without any demand or promise of praise.

He wasn’t trying to perform.

He wasn’t waiting for contact.

He simply needed to belong.

Sabine whispered, “Good.”

No one heard it.

She didn’t say it for him.

She said it for herself.

Sabine set the tablet down on the low table beside her and leaned back into the lounge chair, the fabric sighing beneath her weight. Her legs were still crossed, her blouse collar open just slightly above her sternum, revealing the clean lines of her neck and clavicle — skin unmarked, unoffered, and undeserving of sweat. She didn’t fidget. She didn’t sip her tea. She just listened to the silence that followed the footage.

Elias hadn’t moved.

She didn’t need to watch it again. She knew the angle now by memory — the gentle fall of his shoulders, the way the restraint cord looped around his forearms like a gift he thought she might unwrap. The barely parted lips. The curve of his nappy against the base of his spine. A study in stillness.

Sabine reached for the tablet again, this time opening the partner access console. No emotion crossed her face. Just a single swipe and tap.

Voice Memo – To: Directrix Kovaleva

She waited for the tone.

Then spoke:

“F301 has initiated unscheduled restraint. Duration: exceptional. Compliance: absolute. He whispered his mantra without cue. No correction required.”

She paused.

“He’s ready to suffer beautifully.”

Another pause.

Her tone didn’t shift — but it deepened.

“No messages for him tonight. No praise. Let the leash stay coiled by his bed. Let him wait again tomorrow.”

She ended the message.

Didn’t play it back.

Just filed it under his profile, beneath the header:

Behavioural Compliance – Nonverbal Markers, Voluntary Obedience Tier

She opened the overlay feed again.

Not video.

Just metrics.

A single, minimalist visualisation of Elias’s posture over the past ninety minutes, rendered in soft greys and muted blues. There were no alerts. No infraction pings. His heart rate had fluctuated only once — precisely at the timestamp when he whispered, “Please let her know.”

It had risen by eight beats per minute.

Then returned to baseline.

He thought she might hear it.

He thought silence would deliver him.

The corners of Sabine’s mouth twitched. Not a smile. Something smaller. Something that lived below the cheekbones. A muscle of satisfaction, not sentiment.

She scrolled backward through his log entries:

	Suite test: arousal peak during isolation

	Obedience posture: 45 minutes motionless

	Correction: no struggle, no verbal protest

	Gagged for three hours during posture drills: no resistance, one spontaneous erection

	Self-binding: no error correction required



She highlighted the phrase and added a notation:

Deserves further deprivation.

Her thighs shifted slowly, crossing the opposite way.

She pressed her knees together again, not consciously.

Her breath changed.

Not visibly. Not audibly.

Just deeper.

Not because she was aroused.

Because she was ready.

She opened the room feed again, just long enough to confirm what she already suspected.

He hadn’t untied himself.

Not after the first hour.

Not after the silence.

Not after the lights had dimmed.

He was still there. Kneeling. Wrists bound. Eyes open.

Waiting.

Sabine reached for the linen napkin from the tea tray, pressed it once to her lip — no sweat, no smudge — and placed it back beside the saucer.

Then opened the Companion Summons Console.

She selected a name.

LARS.

“Report to Partner Wing 4A. No speech. No expectation of release. Mouth only.”

She pressed send.

Then turned back to the still image of Elias’s profile.

He was still.

He was silent.

And he was absolutely, unquestionably hers.

He knocked once — as instructed.

Not with urgency. Not with expectation. Just the quiet, obedient press of knuckle to door. Sabine didn’t answer. She had already left the panel unlocked.

Lars entered in silence.

The door hissed shut behind him, and the noise-seal clicked into place. The Partner Wing suite was dimmer now — warm lamp light only, the tablet screen flickering softly from her lap. Sabine sat reclined on the velvet couch, legs folded beneath her robe, hands loose at her sides.

She didn’t look up.

Didn’t acknowledge him.

She just pressed PLAY.

The footage of Elias resumed — not recorded, but live. Feed 3B, Suite F301. Same kneel. Same bound wrists. Same bowed head.

She watched the image for three full seconds before glancing toward the man who had entered.

Lars stood exactly as she required: barefoot, in soft black trousers, nothing else. His shoulders were broad, his eyes calm. She had trained him into silence over many months — and tonight, he remembered.

Sabine extended her hand.

Not forward — down.

The signal to kneel.

He did so immediately, lowering himself onto the thick carpet, hands resting on his thighs.

She uncrossed her legs.

The robe parted softly, revealing the inner line of her thighs — pale, smooth, nothing beneath. Her skin was warm from proximity to the firelight. She didn’t shift. Didn’t adjust. Just let her knees fall a little wider.

Then finally — finally — she looked at him.

Not warmly.

Not cruelly.

Just with complete, expectant control.

“Use your mouth. Nothing else.”

He moved between her legs without a sound.

Sabine’s eyes never left the screen.

Elias was still kneeling.

Still bound.

He had shifted slightly — barely enough to register, but enough that she noticed it: the subtle roll of his hips as his weight adjusted on the mat. Not collapse. Not failure.

Just… ache.

She felt it echo through her.

Lars’s tongue slid between her folds with slow, patient strokes. He knew better than to rush. Knew how to read her breath — shallow, but not quickened. Her hands didn’t twitch. Her legs didn’t shift. She wasn’t seeking.

She was receiving.

The sound in the room was nothing but breath.

Her own.

And Elias’s.

She had unmuted the feed just enough to hear the occasional shift of his body against the mat — a crinkle, a swallow, a soft gasp that barely reached audibility. She let that sound slide under Lars’s attention, feeding her arousal like a second tongue.

His pace was perfect.

Steady.

Deep.

Worshipful.

But not intimate.

Sabine tilted her head against the back of the couch, throat exposed, one hand sliding to rest just beneath her ribs — not on her breast, not guiding anything. Just grounding.

Elias was crying again.

She could see it on the screen — a soft shimmer along the line of his cheek. He hadn’t broken posture. But his mouth was moving again.

She raised the tablet slightly.

Unmuted the mic.

“I am still,” he whispered, barely audible.

“I am hers.”

Her hand twitched.

Not toward Lars.

Toward the screen.

He began to moan into her — barely, just vibration. She let him. The rhythm of it matched Elias’s breath. For a moment, it felt like they were linked — her lover’s mouth, and her submissive’s silence.

Sabine exhaled once.

Climax came softly.

Not dramatic.

Not spoken.

Her legs didn’t tighten.

She didn’t arch.

She simply closed her eyes, and let the pulse move through her in three long waves. Nothing interrupted the quiet. She didn’t grab Lars’s head. She didn’t let her jaw fall open. Just stillness. Refined.

A single tear fell from Elias’s face as she came.

She wiped her own thigh with the robe as Lars pulled away, breathless and aching.

She didn’t look at him.

Didn’t thank him.

She turned off the feed.

And stood.

Sabine stepped away from the couch without a word.

Lars remained kneeling. Head bowed. Breathing quietly through his nose, hands flat on his thighs. He hadn’t come. He hadn’t asked. That wasn’t what he was for.

She didn’t dismiss him.

That wasn’t what she was for.

She walked barefoot across the carpet, her robe drifting around her calves, one thigh still damp where he had left her — not sloppily, but thoroughly. She didn’t clean it. Not yet. The feeling of his mouth still clung to her in the most interesting way: not intimate, not indulgent, but complete.

She moved to the console by the far wall and activated the partner terminal.

Her fingers moved with the same precision she used in court.

Clean.

Calculated.

Punitive.

Archive Feed: Private Partner Stream 3A – 21:45–22:07

Angle: Downward, waist-level

Audio: Off

Lens: Clean, fixed

Framing: Her thighs. Lars’s mouth. Her stillness.

She reviewed the footage only once.

It was exactly what she needed it to be: elegant, humiliating, and wordless.

She cropped out the beginning.

Left in the climax.

Cut it just before she stood.

No indulgence. No come-down. No softness.

Just her body — pleasured.

Just his role — denied.

Just Lars’s mouth where Elias’s imagination lived.

Sabine clicked into the Harrowick Exposure Console and tagged the clip accordingly:

Subject: F301

Loop Type: Reward conditioning

Duration: 2:09

Access: Visual only

Audio: Muted

Interaction: Denied

Playback condition: Post-feeding protocol / gag in place

Sensory tag: “Desire-Observation Loop, Tier 2”

She added a caption.

Simple. Measured.

Good boys kneel. You only watch.

She hit UPLOAD.

Then turned off the console.

Lars hadn’t moved.

She let him wait another minute.

Then spoke — her voice soft but absolute:

“Leave.”

He did.

Still silent.

Still hard.

Still unsatisfied.

Sabine closed the door behind him and returned to the lounge.

She didn’t sit.

She didn’t drink.

She only looked once more at the dark screen of the tablet, knowing it would light again tomorrow.

And when it did?

He would be there.

Still kneeling.

Still silent.

Still hers.


Chapter 8: Evaluation Complete

He was strapped in before he could ask why.

Not that he would have. Not that he could.

The gag they fitted was new — smaller than the feeding bulb, softer than the speech-prevention plug. This one rested behind his teeth with a shallow silicone ridge to keep his mouth open just enough for breath, but not sound. A soft elastic panel crossed his lips, pressing them closed, muting everything. No words. No questions. No excuses.

The chair was padded. Not like the obedience chairs — those were upright, architectural, designed for posture. This was softer. Reclined. A medical incline, the kind you might find in an exam theatre or a therapy pod. But it wasn’t for rest.

Not here.

Elias’s wrists were bound at his sides — each secured into looped cuffs embedded in the arms of the chair. His ankles, spread and affixed to outward-angled brackets. His plug hadn’t been removed. It was merely checked, rotated once by a gloved nurse — not Alina, someone colder — and left firmly seated. His nappy had been removed. He wasn’t naked, but his tunic had been folded back, pinned behind him. His thighs were exposed.

And so was his cage.

The room lights dimmed.

Not dark.

Just low enough to turn reflections soft. Just enough to make the screen stand out.

It was embedded in the wall opposite. No border. No power light. Just surface — smooth, off-white, humming faintly.

Then it flickered.

Came to life.

And Elias’s breath stopped.

There she was.

Sabine.

Reclined.

Her legs spread.

Lars’s head between her thighs, lips parted, face slick.

Sabine’s head was tilted back slightly, her hands folded across her abdomen, as if she were simply thinking — not being worshipped.

The image had no sound.

No motion at first.

Just the still frame, perfectly framed from waist-level, showing everything except Sabine’s voice.

Then the playback began.

Two minutes, twenty seconds.

Looped.

No fade.

Just start to finish.

And start again.

Elias blinked.

He didn’t cry — not yet.

But the pressure behind his ribs tightened in an instant, his breath hitching behind the soft gag. He tried not to move. Tried not to shake. But the heat rose before he could stop it.

Her body was bare beneath the robe. She didn’t shift. She didn’t tremble.

She simply received.

And all he could do was watch.

The screen wasn’t near.

It wasn’t far.

Just close enough that he couldn’t look away without seeming ungrateful.

His cock pulsed in the cage.

The plug remained still — for now.

A soft chime.

Then a voice — genderless, emotionless:

“Subject F301: Exposure protocol initiated. Duration: forty-five minutes. Visual only. Interaction prohibited.”

He moaned behind the gag.

Not a protest.

A surrender.

The loop restarted.

Sabine’s thighs. Her robe. Lars’s mouth.

Again.

Elias breathed slowly through his nose. Shallow. Fragile. The gag kept his jaw soft, parted just enough to humidify the air between his lips. The chair beneath him cradled his spine with false tenderness — an institutional kindness that offered no comfort. The straps kept his arms from trembling, but not from twitching. His knees quivered gently where they rested in the restraints.

The screen showed her body again.

The same slow tilt of her hips. The same curl of her toes. The same subtle motion of her hand pressing down into the cushion behind her.

She wasn’t reacting to pleasure.

She was accepting it.

Ten minutes in, the plug activated.

No warning.

Just a slow, steady pulse from deep inside — a dull rhythmic pressure, timed not to her moans (there were none), but to the frame changes. Each cut. Each breath. A flick of tongue. A roll of muscle.

Elias moaned again, barely audible through the gag. His hips flexed against the restraints, but the padding at his thighs held him down. He couldn’t shift. Couldn’t roll.

His cock was already trying to harden. The cage resisted. But it didn’t stop the pulse. It only caged the consequence.

He whimpered.

And the screen kept playing.

Sabine’s hand drifted down across her ribs.

Again.

Lars’s mouth didn’t speed up.

Again.

Her lips parted. She didn’t smile.

Again.

And the plug vibrated once more — deeper this time. Three seconds. Then stop.

Then restart.

By the twentieth minute, Elias was crying.

His face was wet.

The arousal hadn’t stopped.

It had intensified.

Not in pleasure — not anymore. That had passed somewhere in the middle, where his hips began to jerk in tiny spasms and his body buckled against the chair without motion. Now it was something else.

It was ache.

A full-body, internal ache. His cage felt tighter than it had an hour ago. The plug no longer pulsed in rhythm. It had taken on a life of its own — teasing, threatening, retreating.

He was sweating now. Lightly. Under his arms. Behind his knees.

The screen looped again.

Sabine’s eyes remained closed.

He began to shake.

Not violently.

Just enough.

The moaning was constant now — soft, broken vowels behind the gag.

Muffled, denied, desperate.

His toes curled.

His thighs clenched.

He knew what was coming.

And he couldn’t stop it.

Please no. Please not like this.

The screen played on.

Sabine’s orgasm — slow, silent, elegant — happened again.

And that’s when he broke.

Not with a shout.

Not with a thrust.

Just a long, involuntary spasm in his gut.

And a sharp wet heat inside the cage.

His cock tried to swell but had nowhere to go.

His orgasm hit like shame — low, twitching, silent.

No touch.

No permission.

No praise.

Just a data point.

The screen paused.

Just for a second.

Then a soft chime.

Event Logged: F301 – Unauthorised Orgasm

Duration: 3.1 seconds

Result: Seminal fluid contained within cage

Response: Pending Discipline Assignment

Elias closed his eyes.

Tears ran hot down his temples.

The loop resumed.

Sabine’s thighs again.

Her robe again.

Lars’s mouth again.

But for Elias, the arousal was already fading.

What remained was failure.

And the knowledge that the first time he came since Harrowick took him?

Was for her pleasure.

Not his.

The screen flickered.

It didn’t pause.

Sabine’s body remained there — thighs parted, mouth slack, still beautiful.

But for Elias, everything had already ended.

He sagged against the restraint system, his body too loose in places, too tight in others. The straps dug softly into the bend of his elbows. His inner thighs twitched with the effort of not collapsing. His jaw ached from holding the gag’s shape for so long. His cock throbbed uselessly inside the cage, wet now with his own filth.

He had come.

Through steel.

Without permission.

He felt disgusting.

The door opened without ceremony.

Footsteps entered — calm, steady, measured.

Not Nurse Alina.

This one moved faster. Younger, perhaps.

A clipboard tapped against a palm.

Elias didn’t look. Couldn’t look.

He kept his eyes locked on the screen, on the image of Sabine being pleasured — the very thing that had ruined him.

He was still crying. Softly now. More salt than breath.

A pair of gloves snapped into place behind him.

Then the chair reclined an extra five degrees — a hydraulic shift that made his hips tilt further forward, exposing the mess that had leaked between the bars of the cage and onto the base of the chair.

A soft click. A wipe unfolded.

Cold antiseptic touched his skin.

Not his hand.

Not his cock.

Not even the cage.

Just the surrounding area.

A sterile swipe.

And another.

He moaned — not from stimulation. From humiliation.

A voice spoke behind him.

Young.

Almost bored.

“You weren’t allowed.”

He flinched.

Another wipe slid under the cage. Dabbed.

“You couldn’t even wait to be touched.”

The tone was factual.

She might have been commenting on a spilled drink.

He tried to speak. Gagged. Of course.

The nurse leaned over slightly.

He saw her now — blonde, early twenties, clipboard tucked into the crook of her elbow.

She didn’t meet his eyes.

Just said, quietly:

“You’re not the first.”

She tossed the wipe into a disposal tray and picked up her tablet.

Tapped twice.

“F301. Orgasm logged. Punishment pending.”

She read from the screen aloud, flatly:

“Displays poor impulse control. Responsive to partner footage. Overstimulated at exposure tier 2. Wet following climax. Cried post-ejaculation.”

She looked at him now — not angrily.

Almost… amused.

“Messy boy.”

He whimpered.

It wasn’t even a humiliation kink anymore.

It was just true.

She pulled the tunic back down over his thighs, adjusted the front panel with one gloved hand, and stood.

No more words.

No comfort.

Just: “You’ll be rediapered for the return. Leave the gag in.”

And then she walked away.

The door didn’t close.

Not fully.

It remained ajar, just wide enough that Elias could hear the nurse speaking in the next room — not whispering, not trying to conceal anything. Just dictating.

“Subject F301: Exposure reaction confirmed. Orgasm logged at timecode 44:12. Confirm seminal release consistent with overstimulus from partner-visual input.”

He shut his eyes.

The gag was still in. The straps still held.

But the flush of shame pulsed beneath his skin like a second heartbeat.

“Not responsive to control interruption. Cage retained fluid. Post-release compliance: full.”

They were talking about him like a case file.

Like a test subject.

Like a malfunctioning machine.

“Emotional indicators post-climax: tear production, vocalisation. No aggression. No resistance.”

He couldn’t stop the tears now.

They ran in clean, salt lines down his face. Over his jaw, into his ears. He breathed slowly through his nose, just to stop the panic from bubbling up behind the gag.

The nurse’s voice returned.

Closer now.

She was back in the room.

“He came when she crossed her legs. Not even when she came. That’s the worst part.”

She sounded like she was talking to herself.

Or someone watching.

He looked up. The screen was black now.

Sabine’s thighs were gone.

Her robe, gone.

Lars’s mouth, gone.

But the arousal was still echoing through him — not physically. That had passed. This was emotional.

Residual.

I came for her.

And they recorded it.

And they’ll show her.

And she’ll know.

He imagined her watching the log. Not with surprise. Not even with disdain. Just that unreadable stillness. That way her mouth tightened when she was thinking.

He imagined her seeing the fluid. The timestamp. The shiver of his hips.

And turning away.

Not because she was angry.

But because he had already served his purpose.

The nurse moved around the chair again.

The tray was wheeled forward.

A fresh nappy.

Powder.

Wipes.

No warning.

She lifted his hips with a mechanical brace, slid the padding underneath him, and began cleaning him again — this time slower, as if logging every movement.

“Subject no longer aroused. Body compliant. Emotional state: passive surrender.”

She looked down at him once.

Met his eyes.

He tried to hold her gaze.

He failed.

She smiled faintly.

Then said:

“You’ll be gagged for the return.”

She pressed the nappy into place.

Taped it tightly.

Clipped the leash to the rear ring of his collar.

He didn’t speak.

He didn’t think he deserved to anymore.

The wheels were silent.

The transport chair was narrower than the feeding frame and smoother than the correction rig, but Elias barely registered it. He was slouched in the seat now, still gagged, still plugged, arms strapped across his lap in soft magnetic bands. His legs were loosely padded, the diaper freshly taped and still warm where the nurse had pressed it closed.

He couldn’t feel the floor.

Couldn’t see where they were going.

The hallway lights above blurred into the ceiling like a tunnel of silence.

Nurse Alina had not returned. The woman wheeling him now — the one who’d cleaned him, logged him, wiped him — didn’t speak at all.

Her hands were efficient.

Her pace was measured.

He was cargo now.

Not in a cruel way.

Just… reclassified.

He hadn’t been punished.

Not yet.

But neither had he been comforted.

They turned a corner. The motion made the plug shift slightly inside him. He let out a faint, broken breath behind the gag — not from stimulation, just from remembering that he was still open.

Still entered.

The nurse adjusted nothing.

Didn’t acknowledge the sound.

Didn’t say a word.

The suite door hissed open.

F301.

That was his number now. Nothing else. The system never said Elias anymore. No staff had used it since the contract was signed. Even Sabine had stopped.

The chair locked to the mat with a soft mechanical click.

The nurse released the arm straps.

Reached for his collar.

Unclipped the leash.

Still no words.

She activated the wall console. The screen lit up for just a moment — sterile grey text against black:

Evaluation complete. Awaiting authorisation.

Then it faded.

She turned and walked out.

The door closed.

He was alone.

Elias remained seated for a full minute.

The gag was still in. The plug still in place. The nappy tight.

He didn’t remove anything.

He didn’t move at all.

Just sat there.

Silent.

Uncertain whether he had passed or failed.

Whether he had been good.

Or simply enough.


Chapter 9: Sabine’s Interview

The review suite was warmer than she expected.

Not by temperature — Harrowick regulated that to within half a degree — but by atmosphere. The lights were low, indirect, amber-hued. The walls were panelled in soft walnut, the ceiling high and acoustically dampened. There was no artwork. No screens. No visible surveillance.

Just silence.

And a small round table at the centre, flanked by two chairs upholstered in pale grey wool. One chair was already occupied.

Directrix Kovaleva stood when Sabine entered.

She was shorter than she seemed on video. Immaculate as always: dark green uniform buttoned to the throat, hair pinned into a flawless twist, face bare but polished. Her hands were folded over a slim leather folio.

“Miss Hart,” she said, nodding.

Sabine inclined her head in return. “Directrix.”

Kovaleva gestured to the empty seat. “Thank you for agreeing to the final interview.”

Sabine didn’t correct her. It wasn’t final. It was transitional. That was how Harrowick worked — slowly, with implication, not declaration. Nothing here ended. It simply became something else.

She sat.

The chair was firmer than it looked, but not uncomfortable. Designed to hold the spine upright. To make stillness easier than collapse.

Kovaleva opened the folio.

No paper. Just a tablet docked inside a vegan leather case. She turned it slightly, offering Sabine the screen.

“I believe this is the file you came to review.”

Sabine glanced at it.

Subject F301. Status: Evaluation Complete.

No photo — just the number. The rest was detail. Footage logs. Behavioural tracking. Internal notes. Arousal indexes.

Kovaleva tapped the screen once. A submenu expanded.

“Would you prefer stills, clips, or transcript?”

Sabine didn’t answer immediately.

She reached for the tablet and pulled it toward her. Her fingers were steady.

The submenu offered seven items:

Posture Hold Trial – 45min / No Infraction

Suite Audio: Whispered Mantras (Self-initiated)

Exposure Response Log – Sabine Clip

Involuntary Orgasm (Chastity-contained)

Post-Orgasm Cleaning Footage – Nurse Sol

Punishment Mark: Pending

Partner Suitability Assessment: Tier A, Modified Consent Route

Sabine’s eyes hovered on number three.

“Clips,” she said finally.

Kovaleva nodded once and reached for a carafe on the side table.

“Water?”

Sabine declined with a glance.

The screen began to play.

It was silent.

Just Elias — strapped into the exposure chair, thighs spread, chest rising and falling in slow, trembled intervals. His eyes were glassy. His body soaked in the subtle sweat of someone trying not to move. On the opposite wall: the footage of her.

No sound. Just that loop.

Sabine didn’t need to see more.

She tapped to pause.

The video froze on his face at the moment he came.

Not violently.

Just a soft, unbearable shudder behind the gag. His eyes fluttered. His hips jerked once. The wetness pressed against the cage — not seen, but inferred. A slow, twitching loss of control.

Sabine said nothing.

She slid the tablet back toward Kovaleva.

The Directrix didn’t ask questions.

She simply closed the folio and said:

“We’ve reached the threshold where training becomes programming.”

Sabine arched a brow.

“And if I say no?”

Kovaleva’s tone didn’t shift.

“He will continue without you. He is highly receptive. But he will break eventually — not from stress, but from lack of purpose.”

Sabine exhaled slowly.

Not frustration.

Not sadness.

Just processing.

Then, lightly: “How long would it take… to make him forget he ever asked for this?”

Kovaleva folded her hands.

“If you leave him in the system, I’d say ten months.”

“And if I take him?”

The Directrix smiled — barely.

“Three.”

Sabine didn’t speak for a moment.

Kovaleva waited.

She wasn’t the kind of woman to fill silence with noise — only space. Her presence was weight enough.

Sabine smoothed her thumb across the seam of her skirt. Not nervously. Just thoughtfully. Then:

“We met in university. Debate society. He was already obsessed with structure.”

Kovaleva said nothing.

Sabine continued.

“He liked language. Liked being out-argued. He once asked me to write rules for how we fought. Actual rules. Like a script.”

That had made her smile. Once.

“It was harmless at first. A bit romantic, even. He liked to yield. I liked to win.”

She paused, then added — lower:

“It didn’t stay harmless.”

Kovaleva reached for the folio again, flipped to another tab.

Sabine didn’t look.

She was somewhere else now. In their old flat. The cool grey walls. The framed prints. The notes on the fridge.

“He started asking for more. First it was no speaking during sex. Then no moving without instruction. Then plugs. Then chastity. Then…”

She didn’t finish it.

Kovaleva did:

“Then it stopped being play.”

Sabine nodded.

Slow. Tired.

“He wanted me to be his disciplinarian. His therapist. His fantasy. His handler. All at once.”

Kovaleva: “And you resented that.”

Sabine looked up then.

Eyes sharp. Voice still cool.

“No. I resented that he never let me say yes without also saying how.”

There was silence again.

A different kind.

Kovaleva finally offered:

“It’s common. Especially in partner-led kink dynamics. The one who yields still holds the framework. Consent becomes a mirror. Not a surrender.”

Sabine shifted in her chair.

“He cried the first time I told him he was a good boy.”

A flicker in her throat.

“That broke me a little.”

Kovaleva tilted her head.

“Because he meant it. And you didn’t?”

“No,” Sabine said softly. “Because I did mean it. But he needed it every time.”

She leaned forward slightly now, as if speaking to her own hands.

“This was never about whether I could control him. I always could. That’s what he liked. What he wanted.”

“But he never gave it away.”

“He never stopped asking.”

“Never let me just have him.”

Kovaleva waited. Then:

“Do you believe he’s let go now?”

Sabine didn’t speak.

She just closed her eyes.

And saw him kneeling.

Alone.

Unbound but motionless.

Whispering her name.

Kovaleva straightened in her seat.

Not rigid. Not performative. Just enough to signal transition.

Sabine recognised it. A shift from emotional debrief to decision point. This was where things stopped being conversational. This was where paperwork started.

The Directrix tapped her tablet again and rotated it back toward Sabine.

Subject F301: Final Intake Metrics – Placement Consideration

A clean page.

Simple categories.

Kovaleva waited until Sabine had read it.

Then spoke — coolly:

“The subject is compliant. Receptive to partner authority. Erotic response stabilised. No major behavioural flags.”

Sabine raised a brow. “Stabilised?”

Kovaleva replied without missing a beat:

“He comes when he sees you. That’s a form of equilibrium.”

Sabine’s lips parted. Not in shock. Just… processing.

Kovaleva continued.

“We can move forward with full placement. This includes the standard programming phase: three-week immersion, sleep conditioning, reward-denial synchronisation. He will not be asked to choose it. We don’t require renewed consent.”

Sabine said nothing.

“You will be authorised to design his weekly routine: exposure intensity, plug schedule, posture duration. His orgasm reflex will be tracked. Touch reflex. Speech recall.”

Still nothing.

Kovaleva adjusted her tone:

“If you want to be hands-on, you may request supervised scenes. If you’d rather observe, we can provide filtered review footage. Or—”

“Or I can say yes and never tell him.”

Kovaleva didn’t smile.

“Correct. You’ll be logged as silent partner authority. All enforcement will appear systemic.”

“He’ll think it’s Harrowick.”

“Unless you want him to know it’s you.”

Sabine closed her eyes for a long breath.

“What if I’m not sure I can give him what he needs?”

Kovaleva tapped the screen off.

“That’s what the system is for.”

Kovaleva stood.

Wordlessly, she crossed the room to a narrow cabinet on the wall — unmarked, seamless against the paneling. She pressed her thumb to a contact pad and the door slid open.

Inside: a single hanger. One garment.

Black.

Sharp.

Elegant.

Not a nurse’s uniform, not exactly. There were no logos. No obvious buttons. Just a long, belted tunic in brushed black cotton, tailored like something between a lab coat and a robe. The collar stood high, the sleeves long and slim. It was genderless, but authoritative.

It looked clinical. Final. Irrefutable.

Kovaleva retrieved it and held it out with both hands, folded over her arms like ritual vestments.

Sabine stood.

She didn’t reach for it.

Not right away.

Kovaleva offered:

“If you wear this, you become his authority. We won’t tell him. Unless you do.”

Sabine took it.

The fabric was heavier than it looked.

Dense. Structured.

It smelled faintly of lavender and starch.

Kovaleva left her alone in the room.

No instruction. No timer. Just silence.

Sabine placed the tunic across the back of the chair and slowly undressed — blouse first, then skirt, then tights, then bra. She folded them neatly. Her skin prickled in the cooled air. Not from temperature. From context.

She slipped into the tunic without ceremony.

It wrapped across her chest like a closing argument. The belt tied high at her waist. The sleeves sat tight at her wrists. She caught her reflection in the dark glass of the wall panel.

She didn’t look like a nurse.

Or a partner.

She looked like a verdict.

She tilted her head.

Raised her chin.

Breathed.

And thought:

This is not what he asked for.

This is what I said yes to.

She didn’t change back into her civilian clothes.

She sat in the chair, still dressed in the black tunic, legs crossed, hands folded. The lighting in the review suite was even more flattering now — the backlight from the panel behind her cast faint shadows up the walls, as if she’d sunk deeper into them.

Her phone vibrated softly in the corner of her bag.

Partner interface.

A new update from the Exposure Control Team.

Subject F301 has entered low-movement compliance phase.

Current activity: kneeling. Head bowed. No resistance. No gag.

Last spoken phrase: “Please let me be kept.”

Sabine tapped the phone screen off.

She picked up her own personal device instead — not the partner interface, not the facility hardware. Just her phone. The last bridge to the life she led outside these walls.

It was nearly silent in the suite.

She turned slightly, angled her camera downward, and took a single mirror photo.

Not posed.

Just real.

Seated. Legs crossed. Tunic perfectly tailored. Her expression unreadable.

She stared at the image for a long time.

Then added the caption.

I’ll be there when you forget your name.

Her finger hovered over SEND.

Then paused.

Not out of doubt.

Out of understanding.

Some forms of control didn’t need to be spoken.

She saved the image to the archive.

Closed the app.

And let the message live only in her silence.


Chapter 10: Reconditioning by Silence

No one spoke after the message faded from the wall.

Evaluation Complete. Awaiting Authorisation.

Elias had watched it until the screen dimmed again, eyes open but unfocused, jaw slack behind the gag. The phrase still lingered in his mind, like a sentence passed but not delivered. Not guilty. Not innocent.

Just… pending.

He had been returned to his suite in silence.

No nurse spoke to him. No notes were read aloud. No questions. His nappy had been changed automatically, without remark. The new one felt thicker than before, the tapes tighter. A brief inspection had been performed — plug checked, temperature recorded, jaw examined. But no reprimand.

He had expected punishment.

He received nothing.

Which was worse.

He lay on his mat now, curled slightly, gag still fixed between his lips. The feeding valve at the corner had been uncapped for hydration; he could suck from it without noise, a slow trickle of lukewarm, faintly sweetened water fed by gravity from the overhead drip tube.

He hadn’t tried to speak in hours.

There was no one to hear him. No permission to be heard.

When the nurse entered — not Alina, but the younger one again, the one who called him messy — he didn’t lift his head. He remained in posture. Kneeling. Eyes down.

She knelt beside him, took his pulse.

Then reached for the interface clipped to her waist.

“F301. Still gagged. No verbal interaction since return. Any discomfort?”

He shook his head.

She looked at him. Studied him.

“Do you wish to file a response?”

He hesitated.

Then nodded once.

The nurse activated a touchpad.

“Non-verbal submission accepted. Use blink-cue code.”

He blinked three times.

“Category?”

Pause.

“Voluntary submission?”

Another blink.

“Specify.”

She held up a screen with options. It glowed softly with five phrases:

Silence

Bondage

Isolation

Obedience trial

Reset

He blinked at the first.

Silence.

She selected it.

“Duration?”

She scrolled through options.

He blinked again. Hard. Three times when she paused on:

72 hours.

The nurse looked at him, expression unreadable.

Then:

“You understand this will be full cycle?”

Blink.

“No interaction. No speaking. No sound response. No touch. Gag will not be removed.”

Blink.

“Feeding will continue. Liquid only. Nappy use unrestricted. Jacketed restraint standard. Do you confirm?”

He blinked again.

Once.

Twice.

Three times.

She tapped the screen.

“Confirmed. Initiating silence protocol. F301 has requested voluntary quiet. Preparing for long-form stillness.”

Then she said something he hadn’t expected:

“You’ll be cared for. Just not answered.”

He exhaled behind the gag.

And nodded.

The jacket was already waiting when the nurse returned.

It was folded neatly on a sterile cloth tray: white, thickly padded, with soft internal quilting and reinforced strapping at every pressure point. Not leather. Not latex. Something quieter — a breathable synthetic, designed to contain without marking. Functional. Permanent.

Elias stared at it from his mat, already kneeling, already gagged.

He didn’t flinch.

The nurse approached in silence. No clipboard this time. No voice. She simply crouched beside him, unbuckled the valve on his hydration gag, and let a fresh stream of nutrient fluid flow in. He drank until she stopped it with a tap to her tablet.

Then she held out her hand.

Not to help him.

To tell him: Now.

He leaned forward and allowed her to guide him onto the padded bench in the centre of the suite. It had risen from the floor without him noticing — quiet and warm. She helped him sit, arms slack, breath steady.

She didn’t rush.

First came the chest harness: wide, firm, wrapping just beneath his pectorals. It held him upright while she guided each arm into its sleeve. His hands disappeared into soft-lined tubes that extended nearly to his elbows. She pulled them tight, crossing one over the other across his stomach.

Then the belly strap — heavy, compressing, locking the jacket down into his hips.

She reached between his legs.

Fastened the crotch strap with a small click.

It pulled upward sharply, drawing the plug snug inside him. Not painfully. But completely.

He exhaled through his nose.

She stepped back, reviewed her work.

Then turned him gently to face the mirror panel embedded in the far wall.

She didn’t say: Look at yourself.

But he did.

He looked small.

Not pathetic.

Not ashamed.

Just… contained.

The straitjacket held his upper body in perfect stillness. His arms wrapped tightly around his belly, hands invisible. His legs were bent beneath him, thighs firm beneath the diaper. The padding added bulk. Humiliation. Comfort.

The gag stayed in.

The plug pulsed once — not activated. Just present.

This is me now.

A restrained man.

A silenced man.

Not being punished.

Just kept.

The nurse crouched in front of him again. Her eyes calm. Not soft.

She tapped her interface once more.

The message blinked onto the wall in soft white letters:

SILENCE CYCLE – 72H

Do not attempt to speak. Do not resist restraint. You will be fed. You will be changed. You will not be acknowledged.

He nodded once.

The nurse nodded back.

And left.

Time disappeared quickly.

He didn’t notice it at first. Not the way he noticed hunger, or cold, or arousal. Time left the room like a door easing shut — so gently that the sound never registered until it was already gone.

He had been in silence for maybe an hour.

Or three.

Or ten.

It didn’t matter.

There was no light change in the suite. No voices. No sound. Only the muted hum of air circulation through unseen vents and the occasional, nearly imperceptible pulse from the hydration gag valve refilling. The nutrient feed released liquid into his mouth at regular intervals. He didn’t control when.

He just drank.

When he was told.

Without being told.

The straitjacket held him in a way that made movement impossible — but unnecessary.

His arms were crossed tightly beneath the chest panel, sleeves folded over one another and clipped in place behind his back. The weight of it helped. Kept him aware of his body. Kept him from panicking.

The crotch strap still pressed the plug deeply into him — not unpleasantly. Just enough.

His diaper was dry.

For now.

He was kneeling again. Not by instruction. It was the only position that felt honest.

He tried to count breaths for a while.

Ten in, ten out.

Then sixty.

Then one hundred.

Then he forgot the numbers.

What surprised him most was how much noise there still was — not outside, but inside.

Thoughts came faster in silence.

There were no voices from staff.

No words of correction.

No clicks.

No coughs.

But his own mind swelled to fill the emptiness.

She hasn’t seen you yet.

You came for her. She didn’t even respond.

You asked to be silenced. What did you think would happen?

You begged. She didn’t answer.

He inhaled through his nose.

Slow.

The plug inside him pulsed once — not activated, just present.

He imagined her.

Not vividly. Not like a fantasy.

Like a presence behind the wall.

Not watching.

But aware.

His mouth ached from the gag, but he didn’t try to speak. He didn’t even want to. There was a strange pleasure in keeping it all in — in knowing that everything he wanted to say had nowhere to go.

Just a heartbeat.

Just a breath.

Just need.

Unspoken.

At some point, he rested his head against the mat.

He didn’t sleep.

He just floated.

In stillness.

In silence.

In her absence.

At first, it was memory.

He thought that mattered — that he could tell the difference. That his mind was simply re-playing things Sabine had said, preserving them like lines from a favourite book. He didn’t think it meant anything.

Not at first.

It started with:

“Good boys don’t interrupt.”

He had heard her say that years ago. Half-laughing. After a night out. When he tried to speak through the first gag she’d ever buckled around his jaw. Back when gags were novelty, not ritual.

“If you’re quiet, you get to stay.”

That one was worse.

He hadn’t heard her say it aloud. He had imagined it. Thought about it during his posture sessions. Whispered it once, behind the bulb gag, just to hear it inside his own skull.

He didn’t know if she’d ever actually said it.

But now she did.

Over and over.

Elias sat in the centre of the padded suite.

Kneeling.

Still in the straitjacket, arms bound tight. Still gagged. Still plugged. Still in the same nappy — heavier now. He hadn’t been changed. A warm squish pressed against the back of his thighs. His body had begun to ache in strange ways — not from pain, but from use. The silence had taught him that every part of his body had a voice. The jacket quieted most of them.

But not all.

Sabine’s voice came again.

Not from the wall.

Not from the intercom.

Not even from memory.

Just… from inside.

Soft. Detached. Unmistakable.

“You’re not being punished, pet.”

“You’re being preserved.”

He whimpered through the gag.

The plug pulsed once — perhaps from the system.

Perhaps not.

He moaned again. Quiet. Instinctual.

No one came.

No one responded.

He leaned forward, forehead pressing to the mat.

The sound of his breath against the floor filled his ears. Hot. Close.

Sabine’s voice returned.

Stronger now.

“Stay down.”

“You wanted this. Don’t crawl away from it now.”

He nodded.

Without thinking.

Tears came next.

He didn’t sob.

Didn’t shudder.

Just let them fall.

“You’re being taught what it means to want nothing.”

“That’s the beginning of obedience.”

He whispered something behind the gag.

He didn’t know what.

His voice didn’t go anywhere.

The jacket held his chest still.

The room gave him nothing.

And Sabine?

She didn’t have to speak again.

She was already inside him.

He had no idea how long he’d been kneeling.

Not in the general sense. He truly didn’t know if it had been hours or days. The suite light never changed. There were no clocks. No sounds. No commands. Only breath.

His own.

And hers — the voice in his mind, no longer arriving in moments, but dwelling there now. Permanent. Installed.

Sabine had stopped speaking to him. She simply was.

A presence beneath the silence. A shape in his chest.

A god, in practice if not in name.

“You don’t need comfort.”

“You need use.”

The jacket held his arms tightly against his abdomen. His legs had begun to numb beneath him, but the padding of the mat helped. It absorbed discomfort. Offered no friction.

His nappy was soaked now — he could feel it. Wet warmth against his thighs. The crotch strap kept it flush to him, sealing in the heaviness, making each shift a quiet reminder.

He no longer felt shame from that.

He didn’t feel much of anything.

Except longing.

Elias leaned forward until his forehead pressed into the mat.

He let the pressure there become his anchor — his point of contact with the world. The only part of him that reached.

He moaned softly through the gag — not from arousal. Not from pain.

Just to prove he still could.

And then, quietly, broken and sincere, he tried to speak:

“Let me kneel at her feet.”

The gag muffled it into nothing.

But he said it again.

“Let me kneel. Just… kneel.”

Not be touched.

Not be praised.

Not be allowed.

Just placed.

Beside her.

He whispered until his voice was gone.

Until the silence accepted it.

Until his breath no longer felt like his own, but hers — borrowed.

Given back without interest.

The light never changed.

But something shifted.

He didn’t hear the door open. Didn’t register movement. But the air told him someone had entered — the subtle change in pressure, the scent of latex, a motion at the edge of sensation. His body registered it before his mind could catch up.

He remained still.

Head to the mat.

Gag in place.

Arms bound.

His nappy was heavy. Sodden. Warm and wrong and right all at once. He hadn’t been changed in over a day. He no longer remembered what it felt like to be clean. He didn’t miss it.

A voice spoke softly above him.

Not cruel.

Not warm.

Just… official.

“F301. Silence cycle complete.”

He didn’t react.

Didn’t dare.

“Duration: seventy-two hours, eight minutes. Compliance: full.”

Hands moved behind him.

The straps of the jacket loosened. The first breath that filled his chest made him dizzy. Not from lack of air — from the memory of movement.

The sleeves were unbuckled.

His arms were stiff. Useless.

He didn’t try to lift them.

He didn’t try to speak.

The gag remained.

He was helped to his back.

Guided.

Handled.

Not gently. Not harshly.

The nurse removed the straitjacket fully. Folded it beside the mat.

Then reached for the waistband of his soaked nappy.

She peeled it open in silence.

Did not recoil.

Did not hesitate.

Just wiped him clean.

One stroke at a time.

His cock twitched in its cage. Pointlessly. Shamefully.

She didn’t comment.

Just dried him. Powdered him.

Taped a fresh nappy into place.

Secured it with a final press.

When it was done, she looked down at him.

Expression unreadable.

Voice precise.

“Your silence was noted.”

She tapped her device once.

“She will be informed.”

That was all.

That was enough.

Elias closed his eyes.

A tear slipped from one corner.

It was not grief.

It was not pride.

It was belonging.

Final Chapter: Her Custody Confirmed

The door whispered shut behind her.

No chime. No code. No announcement from the system. It simply accepted her entry — as if the space already knew her.

Sabine stepped into Elias’s suite like it belonged to her.

Because it did.

The lighting hadn’t changed. Harrowick never dramatized these moments. No spotlight. No sudden dimming. Just the soft ambient warmth of the padded chamber, exactly as it had always been. Exactly as it would remain.

She stood just inside the door for a long moment.

Watching.

Elias was kneeling on the mat.

Exactly where she expected him to be.

He was gagged again. A clean panel style, broad and plush, sealed around his mouth with twin straps that met in a chrome ring behind his head. His shoulders were slightly hunched. The nappy between his thighs was bulky, freshly taped. His plug, she knew, had been kept in since the silence cycle. Possibly changed once. Possibly not.

He hadn’t lifted his head when she entered.

He hadn’t moved at all.

Good.

Sabine walked forward three slow steps.

The mat was centre-aligned to the suite — perfectly symmetrical, padded to institutional spec. Its surface gave slightly under her bare feet.

She circled him once.

He didn’t twitch.

Not to look.

Not to seek.

Not even to breathe deeper.

Only the faintest tension in his thighs betrayed his awareness.

He knows it’s me.

She let her gaze trail over him.

His skin was flushed. Not from heat. From pressure.

His posture was textbook — chin lowered, back straight, wrists resting palm-down on his thighs. But his hands shook, ever so slightly. The kind of tremble that came not from weakness… but from restraint held too long.

He was ready to fall.

But hadn’t.

Not until she said he could.

Sabine knelt.

Slowly.

Deliberately.

She came to rest behind him, her knees brushing the mat, her hands loose in her lap.

Still, he didn’t turn.

She leaned forward just slightly — not touching — and let her breath land near the side of his neck.

He shivered.

She smiled.

Not praise.

Just recognition.

She rose.

No sound.

Her movements were quiet by design. No heels. No perfume. Her black tunic brushed against her thighs as she stood, the belt firm at her waist. She let her hand slide once down the seam of the fabric as she walked — not for effect, but to feel herself moving in silence beside him.

She began to circle.

Slowly.

Clockwise.

Like a planet moving around a satellite that had mistaken itself for the centre.

Elias remained perfectly still.

Even now.

Even as her feet traced a measured arc across the padded floor. Even as the air changed around him. Even as her warmth passed beside his cheek, close enough that a single breath could have broken him.

He didn’t flinch.

Not when she paused at his side.

Not when she stopped behind him.

Not when she moved again, crossing his field of vision.

She passed in front of him.

He didn’t look up.

Good.

You’ve learned.

Sabine slowed when she returned to his right side.

She let her gaze move across the exposed curve of his shoulder — the tension in it like a violin string under breath. He had been shaved again. She could see the faint pink of fresh skin along his neck.

The gag pressed neatly across his mouth, a subtle indentation at the cheek from long-term wear. His chin was down, not collapsed. Reposed.

His chest moved.

Barely.

A breath every ten seconds.

Stillness held.

Sabine stood still.

Very still.

Long enough that the air settled again, the shift in pressure resetting around their two bodies. She let the silence stretch.

Then, at last — quietly, with no drama:

“You’re very quiet today.”

It wasn’t a question.

Not a reprimand.

Not praise.

Just… observation.

Truth.

A verbal fingerprint, pressed gently against the moment.

Elias’s body shuddered.

Once.

A tiny moan escaped the back of his throat — not vocalised, just exhaled. The gag caught it. Softened it. Wrapped it back into him like a secret.

She said nothing more.

She didn’t need to.

He was already kneeling deeper than before.

She moved behind him again.

Still silent.

Elias hadn’t shifted. His breath was faster now — shallow, uneven — but his posture held. The tension across his shoulders read like prayer.

Sabine knelt once more. Close enough that the heat from his back ghosted across the front of her tunic.

She didn’t reach for his head first.

Instead, she unfastened the gag.

Two clicks.

The straps loosened at the back, sliding through the ring.

She caught it before it dropped, pulled it gently forward and away.

He didn’t move.

His mouth remained parted, lips slightly wet.

No words attempted.

Good.

She folded the gag and set it beside her on the mat.

Then reached for the cloth.

Clean, soft, folded on the floor tray.

She pressed it to the corner of his mouth.

Wiped once.

No comment.

No pause.

Just care.

Her next movement was slower.

More deliberate.

She pressed her hand to the small of his back.

He shivered again — not in fear. Not anticipation.

Just reception.

She found the top seam of the nappy and peeled it downward with practiced care.

The tape released with a soft snap.

The smell of talc and sweat and long confinement rose faintly.

She didn’t flinch.

He didn’t protest.

Sabine pulled the rear panel back to expose the plug base — stainless steel, flush against his hole, glinting dully beneath the soft light.

She wrapped her fingers around it.

Still didn’t speak.

Elias moaned — a breath, not a sound.

She twisted gently.

Pulled.

The plug slid free.

There was no resistance.

Only surrender.

A soft pop as the bulb cleared him.

His entire body shuddered.

His forehead touched the mat.

He whimpered once.

Sabine wiped the plug clean, set it aside, and reached for the one she’d brought.

Black.

Silicone.

Longer.

Heavier.

The partner-issue model — marked with a small tag at the base:

S.H.

She lubed it with quiet precision and pressed it against him.

No warning.

No teasing.

Just a firm, slow insertion.

He accepted it.

He had no choice.

His hole yielded without question.

The plug clicked into place against the base panel in his nappy.

Her initials locked in.

He gasped behind closed lips.

She refastened the diaper.

Tight.

Pressed the seal flat with the palm of her hand.

Then stood.

No praise.

No explanation.

Only silence.

And him — left kneeling, moaning softly into the mat.

She didn’t speak right away.

She moved with the same unbroken calm she’d carried into the room: to the chair positioned at the head of the mat, low and clean-lined, the one placed there weeks ago but never used. Not by staff. Not by visitors.

Only now did it make sense.

It was hers.

She sat slowly.

Crossed one leg over the other.

Lifted the clipboard that had been left on the table beside it — no paper, just a sleek matte tablet already unlocked, the display cool against her palm.

She tapped once.

The file opened.

Subject F301: Behavioural Log – Final Week Summary

Evaluation Complete

Partner-Observation Approved

Suitability Tier: A

Long-Term Control Authority: Hart, S.

She rested her elbow on the chair’s arm.

Then finally — finally — spoke.

“Come.”

Elias moved instantly.

Not clumsily.

Not frantically.

Just with full-bodied readiness.

He crawled on elbows and knees — the jacket gone now, but the memory of it still in his muscles. His arms moved with practiced slowness, his thighs brushing the thick padding of his nappy as he shifted forward.

He stopped just beside her chair.

Knees wide.

Head bowed.

Hands resting palm-up on the mat.

Waiting.

Sabine looked down at him, once, without expression.

Then began to read aloud.

“Subject remained silent for seventy-two hours under voluntary submission protocol. No spoken infractions. No movement infractions. No correction required.”

Elias breathed through his nose. Shallow. Even.

“Exposure to partner loop footage resulted in spontaneous orgasm, fully caged. Emotional response: tears, docility, physical compliance. Correction applied through post-evaluation silence extension.”

His body trembled.

Just once.

She paused, turned the page.

“Subject whispered: ‘Let me kneel at her feet. Let me be used.’”

She looked at him.

Not soft.

Not cold.

Just sure.

“You can.”

He wept.

No sobs.

No motion.

Just tears.

She set the tablet down.

Did not dismiss him.

Did not praise him.

She simply reached for the small porcelain cup resting on the low table beside her and brought it to her lips.

It wasn’t hot. She hadn’t asked for it to be.

Lukewarm jasmine — clean, faintly floral, sharp enough to keep her awake.

She sipped once.

Then rested the cup in her lap.

Elias had not moved.

Not since she began to read.

He knelt beside her chair, close enough that the warmth from her leg brushed his shoulder every so often when she shifted. His hands were still in his lap. His diaper was taut between his thighs. His face was wet.

She didn’t wipe his tears.

She didn’t speak to them.

She just watched the way they trailed down his cheeks and disappeared beneath the edge of his jawline.

He was shaking now.

Quietly.

Not from fear.

From saturation.

Submission had nowhere left to go.

He had knelt as far inward as he could.

There was nothing else for him to become.

And so, finally — not softly, not sternly, just clearly — Sabine said:

“We can begin now.”


Epilogue – The Hotel Suite

The suite was dim.

Evening light filtered through the heavy linen curtains, bathing the room in soft gold. Outside: the city. Glass and concrete and warmth. Inside: silence. Thick carpet. A closed bottle of wine. A chair she hadn’t sat in yet.

Sabine stood barefoot near the foot of the bed.

She had changed into something loose — not elegant, not structured, just comfort woven into silk. Her hair was pulled back in a quiet twist. Her sleeves were rolled to her elbows.

She looked at him.

Tied.

Spread.

Waiting.

Elias lay on the bed exactly as she had instructed. No complaint. No resistance.

His wrists were cuffed to the headboard, arms extended. His legs had been drawn wide apart with soft restraints secured beneath the mattress — not tight enough to hurt, but firm enough to keep his hips open. He wore only his nappy. His plug was in — the same one she had chosen for post-departure use. Longer than the Harrowick model. Weighted.

A soft hood covered his head — ivory linen, breathable, faceless. His eyes and mouth were visible. That was all.

She had added it herself.

He hadn’t asked why.

He didn’t ask things anymore.

The suite was the same one they had stayed in before intake.

A subtle circle.

The same bed. The same walls. The same curtain light.

But now the energy had shifted.

Then, he had been hopeful. Nervous. Still trying to understand what would be taken from him.

Now?

He didn’t move.

Not when she shifted her weight. Not when she crossed the floor. Not even when she circled him once and paused at his side.

His body had learned to hold.

Sabine didn’t speak.

She sat at the foot of the bed, facing him.

Her legs crossed.

The hem of her robe fell open slightly, revealing one bare knee and the soft line of her thigh.

He looked.

Only once.

Then lowered his gaze again.

Good.

On the bedside table was the report.

A small black tablet, logged in and open to the final page.

She hadn’t read it aloud.

Not yet.

She wanted to read it to him.

But not just yet.

She watched him breathe for another minute.

She hadn’t told him not to speak.

She didn’t need to.

He understood.

She reached for the tablet.

Didn’t hurry.

Didn’t check if he was watching.

She knew he was.

The screen lit beneath her fingertip, displaying the Harrowick seal at the top — clean, modern, authority without ornament. The final behavioural evaluation report opened immediately, page 5 already queued.

She began to read aloud.

Voice steady.

Cool.

Measured.

“Subject F301: Final Observational Cycle.”

She glanced at him, eyes half-lidded.

He didn’t react.

She continued.

“Posture integrity: excellent. Vocal silence: maintained. Hydration compliance: optimal.”

She swiped to the next page.

“Plug tolerance sustained. No signs of rejection. Minor cramping observed and allowed to continue. Subject did not request adjustment.”

“Emotional compliance increased under gag use. Restraint triggered docility and passive arousal.”

Sabine’s lips quirked.

“Passive arousal. That’s what they’re calling it now.”

She looked at him again.

He was still staring past her — not at her face, but at her wrist, at the tablet, at the air just beside her.

Not begging.

Not blinking.

Just receiving.

She returned to the report.

“Subject was exposed to partner footage under observation protocol. Duration: forty-five minutes. Outcome: spontaneous ejaculation through restraint. Cage retention: confirmed.”

She read the next line more slowly.

“Subject cried after climax. Continued moaning softly. No further stimulation offered.”

Elias turned his head into the pillow slightly.

She didn’t stop reading.

“Subject requested: ‘Let me kneel at her feet. Let me be used.’”

Sabine paused.

Then added, calmly:

“You weren’t even in the room with me. And you still asked.”

She rested the tablet on her knee.

Uncrossed her legs.

Let her robe fall open at the thigh.

“You’re not going home.”

She said it like an afterthought.

Not cruel.

Just a fact.

“You’re going back.”

She didn’t warn him.

She simply let the tablet slide off her lap onto the duvet with a quiet thud and leaned back into the chair. Her robe shifted, opening along her body like paper folding away from a seal. Her thighs parted.

Her left hand drifted low.

Slow.

She didn’t make a sound.

Didn’t rush.

Didn’t moan.

She simply looked at him — bound, hooded, diapered — and let her fingers slide between her legs like she was tracing ownership, not seeking release.

Elias’s body tensed.

She saw it in his thighs. The way the nappy pressed upward beneath the strain of his hips. His cock was caged — had been since Harrowick. But it still tried. Still twitched. Still wanted.

He said nothing.

Of course not.

He hadn’t been told he was allowed to.

His eyes stayed fixed on her hand.

That was fine.

She wasn’t doing this for him.

Sabine exhaled once through her nose and began to read again — not from the top, not from the metrics. From the most humiliating entries.

Her fingers moved slowly.

“Subject self-bound for seventy-four minutes with no observation. Repeated mantra: ‘I am hers.’”

She drew a circle with her thumb.

“Subject cried when partner voice was reintroduced to loop.”

Another.

Deeper now.

“Subject remained in soiled nappy for 22 hours. No request for change. Emotional response: arousal and stillness.”

Elias whimpered into the hood.

She smiled.

“That’s when I knew,” she said softly, to no one in particular. “You weren’t trying to be submissive anymore. You just… were.”

Her breath quickened.

Not because of the touch.

Because of the control.

This was what she had earned — not a slave, not a partner, not a scene.

A man turned inside out.

Built for silence.

Built for her.

Her climax crept up on her like a tide — low, rising, absolute.

She didn’t gasp.

Didn’t cry out.

Just a long exhale, and a shiver down her thighs, and the tiniest of twitches in her heel.

She came watching him not move.

That was the whole point.

Sabine lay back in the chair for a long moment.

Breath slow.

Face flushed.

Legs parted.

The robe draped across one thigh like a flag lowered after a formal event.

Her fingers were slick, but she didn’t wipe them immediately. She just let the pulse in her neck soften, let the warm weight of post-orgasm gravity hold her down. The only sound in the room was her breath — and his.

Elias had not moved.

Not once.

He hadn’t moaned again. He hadn’t struggled against the restraints. The hood covered most of his face, but she could see his lips parted slightly beneath the soft edge. He was drooling.

A single line of saliva traced down his cheek and into the fabric at his collarbone.

The nappy crinkled slightly as he trembled.

The plug remained seated.

The cage remained locked.

His cock — such as it was — pressed uselessly against the wet lining.

She didn’t even have to remind him not to speak.

That’s progress.

Sabine reached for the cloth napkin folded beside her teacup and wiped her hand.

Not briskly.

Just cleanly.

Then stood.

She walked to the foot of the bed.

Paused.

Watched his chest rise and fall.

Then, softly, with no malice and no apology, she said:

“That was for me.”

A beat.

“You’ll be told when yours is scheduled.”

He moaned then.

A low, broken sound — part breath, part sorrow, part… acceptance.

Not resistance.

Not pleading.

Just that quiet little noise that meant: I know.

She smiled again.

Not out of pity.

Out of ownership.

She didn’t speak again.

Not as she folded the linen napkin and laid it neatly beside the tablet. Not as she moved around the bed, not as she adjusted the straps, checked the slack on the wrist restraints, or tightened the lower binding at his ankle.

Elias didn’t move.

The whimper had passed.

The stillness had returned.

She lifted the control chain from the nightstand drawer — narrow-gauge, institutional matte steel. A Harrowick issue. It clicked into the cuff at his right ankle with a small mechanical sound, then fed into a floor-mounted anchor ring bolted beneath the bedframe.

It wasn’t symbolic.

It was practical.

Even now, she didn’t trust him to stay.

She didn’t need to.

She just preferred proof.

The hood was next.

The linen one had been soft, decorative — a gesture.

This one was thicker. Weighted. Moulded.

Sabine approached from behind, draping it across his face like a veil.

He made no sound.

Her hands moved slowly, sliding the fabric down to seal around his head. The eye openings disappeared. The mouth opening narrowed. A small leather strap buckled under his chin, pulling the sides snug across his cheeks.

The final version.

Restrictive.

Featureless.

Silent.

She kissed the crown of the hood once.

Not sentimentally.

Like closing a file.

Then turned away.

She walked to the window and pulled the curtain open slightly.

Evening traffic below.

Headlights.

City haze.

She didn’t need to look at him again.

She didn’t need to say anything else.

But she did.

One line.

Soft.

Certain.

Without pause.

“Your next session has already been booked.”
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Thank you for reading.

If you found meaning, intensity, or pleasure in these pages, I’d be deeply grateful if you left a review. Your words help others discover the story — and ensure it continues to reach those who need it most.

— Roman Vale

💋 Slutty Little Secrets

Confessions too filthy to stay hidden.

This addictive collection dives into the minds of women and men who’ve done things they swore they’d never admit. From drunken dares and public hookups to forbidden affairs and voyeuristic thrills, each story reads like a whispered confession in the dark. Shameless, risky, and raw, Slutty Little Secrets is for readers who love to peek behind the curtain—and find someone moaning on the other side.

🪞 The Glass Room

Desire has nowhere to hide when the walls are made of glass.

Inside a sleek, anonymous space where no one’s truly alone, strangers step into fantasies that blur the line between private and exposed. Some come to watch. Some come to be watched. Others discover something darker in the reflection. The Glass Room is a voyeuristic, intimate, and atmospheric exploration of what happens when we stop pretending no one’s looking.

💼 Workplace Sluts

They’re meant to be professional—but temptation doesn’t clock out.

This provocative anthology series explores women caught between ambition and desire, where office walls, hotel corridors, and after-hours flights become stages for surrender. Each story blends psychological tension with raw eroticism, revealing what happens when control, curiosity, and risk collide behind closed doors. Whether it’s a colleague’s gaze, a boss’s order, or the thrill of being caught, Workplace Sluts turns everyday professionalism into dangerous intimacy. Bold, addictive, and unapologetically hot.

💎 Becoming Porcelain

Perfection isn’t given—it’s engineered.

This haunting trilogy follows Madison Cole through the Dollhouse, an elite finishing institute where beauty, obedience, and desire are sculpted into one flawless ideal. Across months of conditioning, modification, and display, she surrenders her will piece by piece, learning that stillness can be devotion and pleasure can be control. Lush, psychological, and unflinching, Becoming Porcelain transforms sensuality into ritual and submission into art. A story of obsession, discipline, and the erotic cost of perfection.
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Decoration by Design

Silken Chains
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