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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 Return

The hotel suite was too warm.

Not unpleasant — not at first — but warm in a way that felt intentional. As if someone had turned the thermostat up just enough to coax the body toward surrender. Elias stepped inside slowly, wheeling his overnight bag over the threshold, and took in the familiar hush of luxury: polished wood floors, thick cream drapes, faint scent of cut lilies in a vase that hadn’t yet begun to wilt.

He’d been here before. The same suite, in fact. The same hotel where everything had started.

That detail landed with a thud in his chest.

She was waiting for him.

Sabine stood barefoot on the far side of the room, silhouetted against the soft lamplight, one hip resting against the writing desk, her arms crossed in loose, theatrical elegance. She wasn’t dressed for a scene. No heels. No leather. Just a dark silk wrap tied low across her waist, her hair pinned back, neckline uncharacteristically bare.

“You’re early,” she said, and the warmth in her voice was real. That was the worst part.

“I took an earlier train,” Elias replied, closing the door behind him with a soft click. “Didn’t want to be late.”

She smiled and crossed the room to him — slow, unhurried steps on bare soles. She didn’t kiss him at first. Just touched his face, fingers brushing his jawline with clinical grace.

“You look thinner.”

He flushed. “Not really.”

Sabine tilted her head, as if appraising him. Her eyes were unreadable.

“Mmm. Well, you’re here now.” She glanced at the bag. “No need to unpack. It’s only one night.”

He tried to smile, but it faltered.

“One night,” he echoed. “Just a review.”

“That’s right.”

She said it like she was confirming the weather. Not cruelly. Not gently. Just… clearly.

Then she leaned in and kissed him — softly at first, her lips cool against his. Then deeper. Her hand came to rest at the back of his neck, thumb tracing a line beneath his ear. Elias melted into it despite himself, his breath catching.

This was the part she was good at. Not the cruelty. The kindness before the cruelty.

When she broke the kiss, her smile had faded.

“Strip for me.”

He hesitated.

“Here?”

“Here.”

She turned away, walking toward the window where a low chaise had been pulled out slightly from the wall. Her wineglass — already half-drained — waited on the windowsill. She sipped. Waited.

Elias’s fingers trembled as he undid the buttons of his shirt. There was no command in her voice. No overt dominance. And yet, he was already submitting — not out of fear, but habit.

The air in the room felt thicker with each layer removed. His shirt. His undershirt. Belt. Trousers. She didn’t turn to look at him, didn’t acknowledge the final moment when he stood naked in the centre of the suite, cock already stirring inside the confines of his cage.

Sabine finally turned. Her eyes moved over him with practiced detachment.

“You’re still locked.”

“You told me not to remove it.”

“I did.”

She walked back to him, set down her glass, and stood close — not touching, but close enough that he could smell her. Rosewood. Vetiver. Something faintly antiseptic beneath.

Her hand reached out. Brushed the cage lightly with the backs of her knuckles.

“You’ve been good.”

The praise hit like a jolt.

He nodded.

“Then let’s keep you that way,” she murmured. “Lie down. On the chaise. Arms at your sides.”

He obeyed.

Not because he understood what was happening.

But because he wanted — needed — to believe that this was just a review.

The chaise was soft. Too soft. The kind designed for lounging, not obedience — yet it cradled Elias like a prop, framing his body beneath the muted lamplight. He lay on his back, arms at his sides, thighs slightly parted without needing to be told. The air was warmer here — still that same dry, artificial heat.

He didn’t speak.

Sabine knelt beside him, methodical now. She reached for something beneath the desk: a sleek black case, matte-surfaced, medical-looking. No stickers. No overt markings. Just a fingerprint lock and a subtle silver handle.

She opened it without ceremony.

He didn’t try to see what was inside.

The first thing she took out was the collar.

Not leather. Not decorative. It was institutional white, semi-rigid, with medical texturing and a soft internal lining. She brushed her fingers along the inside to warm it before slipping it around his throat.

Elias swallowed.

The click of the buckle wasn’t loud, but it might as well have been a gunshot.

“There,” she murmured. “Better already.”

Her fingers lingered for a second at the base of his neck, adjusting the fit.

He felt his pulse jump.

“Is this… protocol?” he asked, instantly hating how hopeful he sounded.

Sabine smiled faintly. “It’s for your safety.”

She reached again — this time unfolding something soft, pale, and absurdly thick.

The nappy.

Elias flushed before he could stop it. His cage pulsed against his thigh. The inner voice that had once railed against such things now offered only a flicker of shame — swallowed instantly by the weight of her gaze.

“I had them send the new liners,” she said conversationally. “These ones are better for long-term use. And noise suppression.”

She gestured to his hips. “Lift.”

He did.

The padding slid beneath him with smooth, practiced precision. Her fingers were quick — efficient — smoothing the material around his thighs, pressing the cage inward to fit under the elastic front. The tapes sealed with a sound that made his stomach tighten.

Click.

Click.

She tapped the plastic once. “Contained.”

Elias stared at the ceiling.

Sabine reached into the case again.

Now came the mitts.

White institutional canvas with reinforced cuffs, padded palms, and a long strap that buckled around the forearms. Not designed for restraint in a sexual sense — but to eliminate function.

She fitted the first without comment.

The second followed.

Each was fastened tight — too tight for casual wear, but perfect for compliance.

He tried to flex his fingers. Nothing.

Sabine stood.

Walked a slow, circling path around the chaise.

Elias lay there, half-bound, half-naked, caged, padded, and collared. A familiar arousal bloomed under the surface, the kind that wasn’t erotic so much as existential — rooted in helplessness, shame, and anticipation.

She returned.

This time, her tone changed.

“I know what you’re thinking,” she said, sitting beside him again. “That this is just like last time. That we’re going through the motions.”

He didn’t answer.

“You think I brought you here for a check-in. A little touch-up. Maybe even some affection.” Her hand drifted toward the bag. “But you’re not here for reassurance, Elias.”

A pause.

“You’re here because you can’t help yourself.”

She lifted a final item from the bag.

A white panel gag, shaped to mould over the mouth, with a dense medical bulb designed for passive wear. It matched the rest of his restraints — mint-strapped, mute, and clean.

“You’ll wear this next,” she said softly. “And once it’s in, I expect silence. Not just because you’re gagged. But because you know it’s already decided.”

Elias stared up at her.

His chest rose and fell — quick, shallow breaths.

He wanted to protest. To speak her name. To ask her, plainly, Why are you doing this again?

But part of him already knew.

Because she could.

Because he wanted her to.

Because he’d said yes — once — and now that yes lived inside his body like a sentence.

She didn’t buckle the gag immediately.

Instead, Sabine leaned forward — slowly, deliberately — and palmed his cheek, brushing her thumb over his lips. Her other hand rested on his chest, just above the swell of his breath.

“So soft,” she whispered. “Still so easy to hold down.”

Then she rose.

The panel gag rested in her hand, white and inert, the rubber bulb glistening faintly under the light. She set it down on the bedside table, just within Elias’s sightline, and crossed to the far wall where a sleek black monitor had been mounted — recessed into a matte-finished wooden panel, invisible until now.

He hadn’t noticed it before.

Not when he entered. Not while undressing. Not until she tapped a discreet touchscreen just below it and the panel slid open with a whisper of hydraulics.

A screen.

Elias’s breath caught.

Sabine returned to him — not hurrying — and retrieved a slim black remote from a drawer in the desk. She didn’t speak as she pressed the first button.

The screen flickered to life.

At first, only static — white noise and shifting black — then a faint sharpening image. Elias blinked, confused, trying to process what he was seeing.

A room.

Not this one. Similar, but colder — harsher angles, lower light.

A bed.

A man.

Lars.

And Sabine.

She was naked on the bed, hands pressed to the headboard, back arched, mouth open in a perfect silent moan. Lars was behind her, his hands on her hips, the rhythm unmistakable. Sabine’s face — flushed, focused, deeply present — filled the frame as the camera adjusted.

She was being fucked.

Right there, in high-definition clarity, no angle spared.

The audio activated half a second later.

Wet, rhythmic sound.

A gasp.

And then her voice.

“Harder—yes—don’t stop—fuck, Lars, right there—”

Elias flinched.

Not just because of what he saw — but because it was live.

Not pre-recorded.

A timestamp flickered faintly in the corner. The date. The time. Now.

Sabine watched his face.

No smile. No apology. Only that cold, unreadable poise.

She didn’t speak for several seconds. Let him absorb it. Let the image — his Sabine, her hair down, her thighs spread, someone else gripping her — burn itself into his mind.

Then she crouched beside him.

Spoke just above the pulse beating at his gagless throat.

“Do you understand what’s happening?”

Elias shook his head before he could stop himself.

Sabine sighed.

“I thought you would by now,” she said, almost gently. “You were never brought here for a review. This is recommitment, Elias. Full submission. Indefinite conditioning.”

She traced her fingers along the edge of the diaper, down to the front of the cage where he was already straining — traitorously, visibly.

“And this,” she said, tapping his cage once, “tells me you’re ready.”

The moans from the screen intensified.

Sabine’s voice — on the video — was sharper now, higher, nearer to climax.

“Yes—yes—there—don’t stop—don’t you fucking—Lars—”

And in the present, Sabine whispered:

“I asked them to show this to you. Live. Unedited. I wanted you to see what it looks like when your keyholder chooses someone else.”

Elias felt his chest tighten, breath catching in shallow gasps. Not just from shame, not just from pain — but because the pressure in his cage was building fast. Too fast.

She turned the volume up one notch.

The screen filled with her orgasm.

Her body arched. Her moan tore free, high and gorgeous and completely uninhibited.

She was beautiful. Glowing. Powerful.

Not once did she look at the camera.

When the shudders passed, and her hips relaxed back into Lars’s grip, the screen froze.

A still image.

The afterglow.

Sabine’s face mid-breath, her body bare and slack and filled.

Then Sabine, in the room, turned back to him.

She picked up the panel gag. Moved it to his mouth. Slid the bulb between his lips with slow, steady pressure.

“No more questions,” she whispered, buckling it behind his head.

The straps cinched firm.

Mute.

Bound.

Caged.

Shaking.

Aroused.

“Now,” she said, standing again. “Let’s finish getting you dressed.”

Sabine set the remote down.

The image on the screen remained frozen — her bare, flushed body mid-orgasm, eyes closed, back arched, Lars’s hands still resting on her hips. A snapshot of exquisite betrayal, now rendered silent and static. It hung there like a painting. A reminder.

She didn’t look at it again.

Instead, she returned to Elias with deliberate grace, knelt beside him, and opened a second compartment in the matte black case.

This time, what she removed was unmistakable: the padded restraint harness used in Harrowick’s transport chairs. Neutral in colour — grey webbing, beige lining, a design focused entirely on function over flair. No buckles for show. No rivets for drama. Just clinical purpose.

Sabine held it in her hands for a moment, as if weighing it.

Then she looked down at him.

“You’ll be sealed in,” she said softly, like it was a gift. “From shoulder to ankle. No movement. No speech. No choices.”

Elias whimpered against the gag.

Sabine smiled faintly. “It’s okay. I don’t need you to be brave. I just need you to be still.”

She unrolled the harness beside him, laying it out like a burial shroud.

Then she began.

The first strap went across his chest — just below the collarbone, cinching down over the mitts at his sides and looping through the back of the chaise. She buckled it tight. The canvas pinched slightly, pressing the bulk of the mitts inward, locking his elbows against his ribs.

“This one,” she said calmly, “is to remind you that your hands aren’t needed. Not here. Not anymore.”

Elias exhaled through his nose, long and slow, trying not to tremble. The gag muffled the sound to nothing.

She leaned in, adjusting the second strap — mid-torso this time, just beneath the pectorals, compressing the nappy slightly against his belly.

“This one’s for your posture,” she whispered. “To keep you upright in the chair. Head up. Quiet. Contained.”

The third strap came next — lower still, pressing across his hips and securing the thick padding in place. She tugged once, then again, tightening it until the diaper crinkled audibly beneath the force.

“And this,” she murmured, brushing her knuckles over the taped front, “is the centrepiece. You’ll wet in this. Not because you want to. But because you have no other option.”

Her voice dropped a half-octave.

“You won’t be changed immediately.”

He squeezed his eyes shut.

She gave his thigh a light pat. Almost maternal.

“Good boy.”

The fourth and fifth straps — thighs and knees — followed in silence. She didn’t rush. Every buckle was drawn snug, then adjusted, then checked again. Elias couldn’t move even if he wanted to. He felt the pressure of his own muscles forced into stillness. Institutional stillness.

By the time she reached his ankles, he was panting softly through his nose, eyes glassy.

Sabine paused with the final strap in her hands.

“This one,” she said quietly, looping it through the base of the chaise and drawing it tight over both ankles at once, “is the last piece. It keeps you from imagining you might run.”

She fastened it with a crisp final pull.

A pause.

Then: “And this one—”

Her hand returned to his crotch.

She reached into the case again and removed a small locking strap — not part of the harness set, but designed to loop through the base of a chastity cage and cinch it forward against the nappy. It ensured that even if the body responded, the response would be meaningless.

“—is to remind you what’s mine.”

She slid it through the hidden loops beneath the cage, secured it to the front padding, and locked it with a tiny silver clasp.

Click.

Done.

Elias whimpered again — not from pain, not from fear. From the terrible arousal of being known.

Sabine sat back on her heels.

She looked at him now like one might look at a beautifully packaged object. A product sealed for transport. Her work was finished — nearly.

She reached into the final pocket of the case and removed two slim, flesh-toned earbuds.

Elias watched with wide eyes as she held one up.

“No sound,” she whispered. “No distraction. Just your thoughts. And me, somewhere in the back of them.”

One ear. Then the other.

The world went muffled.

Sabine’s lips moved. He couldn’t hear her.

But he saw her smile.

And then, her voice — faint, through the earbuds:

“Twelve minutes. And then you’re gone.”

The screen dimmed.

Sabine tapped the remote once, and the frozen image of her orgasm faded into black. Silence pressed in — deeper now, padded by the earbuds she’d inserted. Elias could still hear his own breath, shallow and fast against the gag, and the low white hum of the room. But her footsteps were barely perceptible. Her presence, now, was mostly visual — graceful motions, tidy gestures.

He couldn’t speak.

Couldn’t ask what came next.

And part of him already knew.

Sabine crossed the room and opened the desk drawer beneath the windowsill. From inside she withdrew a folder — dark burgundy leather, slim and formal, with a small embossed logo in the bottom corner.

Harrowick Hall.

Elias’s stomach turned, even as his cock twitched uselessly behind the locked strap.

She carried it back to the chaise and laid it open across his chest. A paper rested inside — thick parchment stock, typewritten, clipped neatly at the corner.

Recommitment Form – Patient E432

Status: Conditional to Full Placement

Duration: Open-ended – Discretion of Registered Custodian

Current Custodian: Sabine Marell

Consent Signature: N/A (Override Authority Confirmed)

Compliance Confirmation: Behavioural (see Addendum D)

Elias stared at it, wide-eyed, breath quickening.

Sabine didn’t read it aloud. She didn’t need to.

Instead, she plucked a slim silver pen from the folder’s loop, flicked the tip, and — with no fanfare — signed the bottom line.

Her handwriting was elegant. Controlled. Not rushed.

Just above the signature box, the line read:

Custodian Acknowledgement and Intent to Renew Institutional Control

She underlined her name once.

Then, beside the line labelled Witness, she printed: Directrix Rowan Halberd (on file).

And then, a flourish: the final item she removed was a small brass seal — heavy, old-fashioned — the Harrowick insignia worked into its face. She pressed it into a pre-cut wax circle at the bottom of the page, holding it there with quiet pressure as it dried.

The scent of the wax hit Elias first. Sharp, chemical, faintly sweet. Something between candle smoke and varnish.

When she lifted the seal, the impression was crisp and final.

Done.

She didn’t look at him right away.

Instead, she closed the folder, brushed a non-existent speck from its surface, and walked back to the desk to place it precisely in the centre.

From where he lay — completely strapped down, arms, legs, chest, and cage locked to the chaise — Elias could only stare.

Sabine returned.

Stood above him.

“You signed this,” she said softly, brushing his cheek with the backs of her fingers. “Not with ink. Not with voice. But with your behaviour. Your willingness. Your need.”

He moaned faintly through the gag, trying to shake his head.

She placed a finger on his brow.

“Shh. Don’t ruin it.”

She stepped behind the chaise again, and a moment later he heard — faintly, through the dampened earbuds — the soft pneumatic hiss of a mechanism activating.

A shape slid into view.

The transport shell.

It was unmistakable: a padded wheelchair frame, low-set and reinforced with soft nylon restraints across every major joint. It glided forward on silent wheels, its headrest already adjusted to his height. The braces on the footplate stood ready like open jaws.

Elias began to shake.

Not violently. Not rebelliously.

Just a soft, involuntary tremble — the final stage before surrender.

Sabine circled around, took the remote from the desk, and tapped something he couldn’t see. The chaise tilted slightly, easing him forward.

“Time to go,” she said quietly.

He made no move to resist.

He couldn’t.

She unfastened the central restraint, then the thighs, the knees, the ankles. One by one. Each time she released a strap, she transferred it directly to the waiting chair, guiding his limbs with smooth precision. The mitts, still tight, were pulled forward and slotted into the molded armrests. Click. Click.

The chest harness came last.

When she lifted it, his breath came fast and shallow.

She leaned close.

“This is your last moment unrestrained,” she whispered. “Savour it.”

Then she buckled the final strap.

Pulled it tight.

Paused.

“You’re beautiful like this.”

He moaned into the gag.

She traced the edge of the panel with her thumb. “Shame you’re drooling.”

She inserted the lateral head straps — one behind each cheek, buckling to the headrest. The effect was immediate: his field of view narrowed, head held upright but immobilised, chin tilted slightly down. A posture of presentation.

“You’ll stay like this until they collect you,” she said. “They’ll know you’re ready. I’ve told them to bring the quiet cart.”

She stepped back. Tilted her head.

Studied her work.

“You’ve done well, Elias. You made it easy to say yes.”

Sabine crouched at his feet.

Her movements were smooth, unhurried, as if she were dressing a mannequin. No tension in her hands, no weight of hesitation. Elias watched her through the narrow slice of vision permitted by the headrest brace. His eyes could no longer track her easily. He had to wait for her to appear in frame — and she seemed to know this.

She adjusted the footrests.

One by one, she lifted his bare feet into position — sole to cold steel, the textured surface grooved for traction. She took time aligning his heels. There was no need. She did it anyway.

Then came the straps.

First, a soft canvas band across the arches — gentle, like a nurse tucking in a blanket. Then a firmer leather restraint buckled tight across both ankles and lashed to the underside of the chair.

He flinched when she pulled it.

His body tried to resist, reflexively, instinctively.

Sabine didn’t chastise him.

She simply gave the buckle a second tug, tighter still, and then rested her palm flat over the taped front of his diaper — pressing downward, not hard, just there.

“I know,” she murmured, her voice low. “But you don’t need to run.”

The warmth of her touch — just that one still hand — undid something inside him.

He stopped flinching.

Stopped fighting it.

Sabine stood.

Circling behind him now, she adjusted the side supports: curved padded fins that narrowed his posture, pressing gently inward at the ribcage and hips. Not painful. But impossible to forget.

Her voice, again, was close to his ear:

“You’ll arrive like this. Just like last time. But quieter. Cleaner. More… refined.”

He could hear his own breathing. Could feel the drool collecting slowly behind the panel gag.

“You’ll be processed within ten minutes. They’ll have the chair logged already. I made sure.”

She pressed something behind the headrest — a faint click — and a smooth, rounded chin strap rose up from beneath the seat, anchored at the base and drawn tight under his jaw.

Suddenly, he couldn’t lower his head.

Couldn’t look away.

Couldn’t even nod.

She stepped into view.

Face to face, just long enough to adjust the headgear one final time — smoothing the sides, checking the fit of the panel against his cheeks. She dabbed the corner of his mouth with a handkerchief. Folded it. Tucked it neatly into her handbag.

“You leak when you’re scared.”

Her hand lingered at his throat, fingers grazing the collar just above the neck brace.

“You’re scared now, aren’t you?”

He nodded — or tried to. The tiniest tremor against the leather.

“I know. That’s how you know it’s real.”

She didn’t look at him again.

Instead, she walked to the desk. Retrieved the folder. Slipped it into a slim padded envelope marked with the Harrowick seal. Placed it at the foot of the chaise — in line with the chair, perfectly positioned for collection.

Twelve minutes.

Ten, now, perhaps.

Elias could no longer track time. He couldn’t even shift in his seat.

His body was immobilised.

His ears muffled.

His mouth sealed.

The cage beneath his nappy strained, twitching hopelessly, pulse thudding against steel.

Sabine returned with one last item — a black security band, identical to the one used during his first intake. She wrapped it around his left wrist, just above the mitt, and sealed it shut.

An embedded chip.

Patient tag.

She kissed it softly once, like a mark of ownership.

Then stood tall.

And stepped back.

Her gaze lingered now. Not cold. Not unkind. Just distant.

Like a museum curator admiring a finished exhibit.

“You always needed someone to make the decision for you,” she said quietly. “Now you have.”

She reached into her handbag. Retrieved a lipstick. Applied it slowly, methodically, without once looking at him again.

Then she crossed to the door, heels still bare, opened it.

Paused.

Turned just enough to let her voice carry back:

“You said yes the first time, Elias. I’m just making it permanent.”

Then she was gone.

The door clicked shut.

The silence left in her wake was total — not just quiet, but sealed.

Elias sat bound in the chair, trembling softly, arousal blooming unwanted beneath the strap that denied him. His eyes burned. His bladder ached. His thoughts spun in slow, helpless circles.

Somewhere deep in the building, a lift chimed.

Footsteps would come.

He had no way to greet them.

Only the seal on his folder to speak for him now.

Time slowed.

Nothing moved.

The soft hush of the door sealed her exit. No slam. No theatrics. Just quiet finality — the kind Elias associated with operating rooms and padded cells. His body, locked into position, trembled in place. Not violently. Not with protest. Just a low, residual vibration of adrenaline with nowhere left to go.

He tried to shift his weight.

The harness didn’t allow it.

He tried to turn his head.

The chin strap, the cheek restraints, the collar — all conspired to hold him in perfect, still alignment.

A monument to helplessness.

And then, unexpectedly — sound.

A soft click inside the earbuds.

Sabine’s voice.

Not loud, not clear. Processed slightly, as though filtered through the same white-noise machine he’d endured during his silence trial.

But it was her.

She was still here.

“You’re leaking.”

He twitched. The gag caught the movement, transformed it into an impotent groan.

“That’s pathetic.”

The words weren’t cruel. They weren’t even laced with disappointment. Just… detached. As though she were observing a spilled glass of water.

“Do you think they care, Elias?”

The audio faded slightly, then returned, softer now, breathier. Closer.

“The nurses won’t comfort you. They won’t ask how you feel. They won’t even use your name.”

His heart thundered.

The panel gag pulsed with every breath. Moisture built in the corners of his mouth.

“You belong in silence. Bound. Unquestioned. Quiet.”

Each word laced deeper into his skull than the last. It wasn’t that she was speaking to him. It was that she had recorded this. Anticipated it. Scheduled this moment not as an accident, but as a final cruelty.

Or gift.

He no longer knew which.

The next sound was softer — fabric brushing fabric, perhaps the swish of her coat sleeve, the sound of her hand withdrawing from his throat after recording.

Then her voice again.

“They’ll be here in six minutes.”

Elias’s breath hitched.

“You’ll feel the push first. The tilt of the wheels. The hiss of the elevator. You won’t see them. You won’t know their names.”

He moaned.

A droplet escaped his nose, pooled just beneath the curve of his upper lip. He couldn’t reach it. Couldn’t wipe it. Couldn’t stop it.

Sabine’s voice dropped to a whisper.

“You’ll be addressed by number only.”

“You’ll be reprocessed.”

“You’ll be cathetered, padded, scanned, shaved.”

“No introductions. No ceremony. Just action.”

He felt himself harden again, the useless stretch against the cage compressed now by the locked diaper, everything trapped beneath the tight center strap she’d buckled earlier. His cock throbbed — wet, aching, denied.

Sabine didn’t comment on that.

Her voice — now low enough he thought it might be hallucination — whispered:

“You’re going back in.”

A pause.

“And I’m not coming this time.”

That, more than the restraints, more than the silence, more than the chair or the folder or the orgasm on the screen — that was what undid him.

He shuddered.

Not violently. But visibly.

The body’s final betrayal.

Submission no longer framed by pleasure, or desire, or curiosity.

Just need.

Sabine’s voice returned once more.

“Sleep when you can. Be still. Be useful. Make me proud.”

Then — silence.

Total.

The channel closed.

The earbuds hissed once, then fell still.

The screen remained blank.

The light in the room — set low — now felt cold, impersonal. Elias blinked slowly, eyes burning. No tears fell. His ducts were too dry. His bladder, too full.

He wanted to cry. Not from sorrow.

From acceptance.

His limbs were still. His jaw ached. His breath had slowed.

At some point, he began to drift.

Not asleep — not yet — but into that blank state they had once taught him to call transport-ready dissociation. A place without memory. Without edge. Without shape.

Where all things — even shame — became routine.

Then came the sound of the elevator arriving on their floor.

And a quiet chime.

The door had barely clicked behind her before the illusion of warmth began to evaporate.

Outside, the corridor was cool and quiet, a contrast to the heated suite. Sabine paused a moment, adjusting the cuff of her coat, smoothing the fall of her hair. Her lipstick — the deep crimson she knew Elias loved — remained untouched. Her breathing, slow.

Inside the suite, he sat locked into the transport chair.

She didn’t look back.

Instead, she turned left and walked, unhurried, to the small alcove near the lift — where a full-height mirror hung beside the service elevator access.

The receptionist’s desk was unoccupied.

She didn’t need to explain herself.

An agreement had been arranged in advance — just as it had been last time.

Sabine set her leather handbag on the small bench, pulled out her phone, and checked the notification that had just arrived:

Harrowick Logistics

Courier assigned. Arrival in 2 minutes.

Patient E432 marked: COMPLIANT / SEALED / GAGGED

She smiled.

Not indulgently.

Not cruelly.

Just… quietly pleased.

She opened a private portal app. Accessed the live hallway feed. The security camera for the suite floor displayed Elias’s door — and the time stamp beside it. Real-time. Documented.

Soon.

Very soon now.

Behind her, the soft ding of the elevator.

A moment later, the transport nurse appeared — dressed in full Harrowick exterior uniform: dark wool coat, clipboard in hand, eyes flicking once to Sabine and then away. She gave a subtle nod.

Sabine returned it.

No words were exchanged.

The nurse keyed a code into the panel beside Elias’s suite, using a disposable gloved stylus. The light above the door blinked from red to green.

Unseen by Elias, the nurse entered.

Sabine watched the camera feed as the nurse crossed the room, verified the identity tag on his wrist, checked the folder on the chair’s footplate, and flicked open a small handheld scanner.

The chip read confirmed.

Patient E432. Recommitment Order Validated. Custodian Consent: Filed.

With calm, practised hands, the nurse released the brakes on the wheelchair.

Elias jolted — just slightly — as the chair moved.

Sabine watched as the nurse turned him toward the door, wheeled him forward with professional efficiency, and paused to scan the chair’s side panel.

Everything about it was smooth.

Predictable.

Compliant.

Sabine touched the screen of her phone, zooming in on the image.

Elias’s head, locked upright, was just visible as the nurse wheeled him past the suite’s threshold.

No expression. No struggle. Just a face framed in neutral straps, glinting faintly from moisture at the corner of his mouth.

A perfect patient.

A finished product.

The nurse passed the elevator without stopping. Instead, she headed toward the service lift at the far end of the hallway — where the padded entry ramp and low-lighting would spare other guests from witnessing transport.

Sabine waited until the elevator doors closed behind them.

Then, slowly, she ended the stream.

She stared at the black screen for a long moment. Not smiling now. Not frowning. Just… still.

Then she spoke — to no one.

“Good boy.”

The words hung in the space between her and the mirror.

She looked at herself — hair perfect, coat pristine, handbag in place.

A woman alone, poised and untouched.

Sabine picked up her bag. Slipped her gloves on with quiet precision. Walked calmly toward the lift.

There was a dinner reservation in forty-five minutes. Lars would be early. He always was.

As the lift descended, she felt no guilt.

Only the faint buzz of residual arousal.

Not from Elias’s obedience.

But from the structure of it.

The formality. The silence. The ease of recommitment. No negotiation. No safeword. Just a signature of behaviour — and the paperwork to prove it.

Somewhere far above, the suite would be cleaned.

The folder collected.

The bed unrumpled.

And Elias?

Already halfway back to Harrowick.

Already forgotten.


Chapter 1 – Processed

The van didn’t stop so much as exhale.

A long hiss of airbrakes, the low hydraulic groan of a locking ramp released, then silence. Elias barely registered the motion as the rear doors unlatched. He couldn’t lift his head to see — the chin strap kept it lowered, his vision constrained to the narrow window of light just beyond the mesh edge of the transport hood.

It was dark outside.

No stars. Just amber floodlights angled down on a narrow tarmac strip behind what looked — and smelled — like the east wing of Harrowick Hall. A set of wide metal double doors stood flush against the stone wall, featureless save for a red-lit scanner panel and a sticker that read:

PERSONNEL & EQUIPMENT INTAKE ONLY

The wheelchair jolted slightly as it was pulled backward down the ramp.

Elias felt the shift in surface under his wheels — the clatter of grated metal giving way to the vibration-dampened tile. Cold air touched the bare skin of his thighs where the transport nappy had pulled slightly loose. His jaw ached. His cock — still caged, still sealed — throbbed pointlessly beneath the wet lining.

No one spoke to him.

The nurse pushing him forward — young, silent, brisk — said nothing as they passed through the first set of doors. A muted chime, a pulse of warm air, and they were inside.

Back inside.

Not through the front gates.

Not through the entrance hall with its velvet chairs and spiralling iron stair.

Through the loading zone.

The silence here was different. This was the hush of refrigeration, sterilisation. The air smelled of ethanol and lemon oil. Everything gleamed with matte metal and speckled tile. The lights were brighter. There were no windows.

The nurse pushed Elias down a corridor marked only RECEIVING – B and turned into a side bay with a rubberised floor. The wheels thudded as they crossed the threshold. Elias was positioned against a wall, backed flush into a lockpoint in the floor. He heard the clamp click.

He wasn’t going anywhere.

He hadn’t been going anywhere since the hotel.

A few seconds later, a second set of footsteps approached.

He knew those footsteps.

“Transport arrived on time,” came Nurse Alina’s voice — calm, warm, clinical. “We’ll take it from here.”

The young nurse nodded, handed over a tablet, and turned back without a word.

Alina stepped into view.

Her face hadn’t changed.

Hair pinned up, cap crisp, uniform perfect. Only her smile was different. Smaller. Not cold, but not comforting either.

“Well, look at you.”

She tapped the tablet, confirming intake ID. Her thumb hovered above the old line — F301 — and swiped left.

“Reclassified. E432,” she said aloud, as if filing it for herself. “Welcome back, patient.”

Elias blinked slowly.

Nurse Vika appeared a moment later, wheeling a steel cart with sealed packaging and a set of clear gloves already snapped over her hands.

She gave Elias a long, slow look.

“Oh yes,” she said. “I remember this one.”

Alina smiled faintly. “The one who stared at us like he was dreaming.”

“The one who pissed himself trying not to speak,” Vika corrected, lifting a foil pouch and tearing it open. “Let’s see what’s changed.”

She crouched at his side and unfastened the chair’s locking harnesses one by one.

Chest strap. Hip. Ankles. The chin restraint came last.

Elias’s head lolled forward.

Vika caught his jaw gently and tilted it up.

“He’s thinner.”

Alina nodded. “Sabine said he’s been fasting. Probably for effect.”

Vika gave a noncommittal grunt. “Or nerves.”

She stood and unclipped the travel gag, slowly peeling it back from Elias’s face. His mouth opened involuntarily. The bulb was slick with saliva, and a faint dribble pooled at the corner of his lip.

He whimpered, more from reflex than speech.

No one responded.

His hands were still sealed in padded transport mitts. The bulk of the nappy made him feel toddlerish — obscene. Wet. Weak.

He tried to close his legs.

They didn’t respond.

“Let’s get him stripped,” Alina said. “We’ve got intake in six.”

“Should we reset the ID band?”

“No. Cut it. He’s not a trial anymore.”

Vika drew a blade from her apron and sliced through the soft pink F301 band on his ankle. The stub fell onto the floor like a tag from a dead animal.

She looked at it for a moment, then nudged it toward the waste chute with the toe of her shoe.

“Evaluation expired.”

Elias didn’t move.

Didn’t speak.

Didn’t even close his mouth.

There was nothing to say.

He was back.

And this time, it wasn’t temporary.

The intake bay was already warming with halogen light.

Bright panels buzzed overhead, flooding the room with clinical white. No shadows. No dusk-soft welcome. Just exposure.

Nurse Alina tapped her stylus once and the wall to Elias’s left buzzed open, revealing a sterile preparation panel: a steel shelf, three vacuum-sealed garment pouches, a roll of absorbent underlay, a waste chute, and a bin marked BIO-SOILED.

“Standard processing,” she said aloud.

Vika grunted. “Still got the cage?”

Alina nodded. “Locked. Ringed. She submitted clearance code last week.”

“Good. I’d hate to do the paperwork if it pierced wrong.”

Elias shuddered slightly.

Neither nurse acknowledged it.

Vika stepped in front of him and reached for his mitts. The buckle snaps cracked sharp in the air as the canvas loosened, the padded sleeves slipping down his forearms with a practiced tug. Elias winced when his fingers curled against the cold air. They didn’t feel like hands. Just tools no longer in use.

Alina took each mitt as it was removed and dropped it into the bin without a glance.

Next came the nappy.

Vika crouched low and peeled back the elastic tapes — one, two, three. The soft hiss of adhesive releasing was somehow worse than if she’d torn it. She didn’t avert her eyes. Neither did she look at him.

Just the task. The item. The disposal.

The nappy came away, sodden and heavy. The cage underneath was glistening.

And new.

She paused, just briefly, as she inspected it. Her gloved fingers adjusted the position of the shaft gently, turning it to examine the underside.

“Well now,” Vika murmured.

She glanced up at Alina. “She’s upgraded him.”

Alina stepped closer. Bent low.

Her breath touched his stomach.

There it was — unmistakable. The gleam of surgical steel through the tender skin just behind the head of his cock. A well-set Prince Albert piercing, secured through the vertical bar of the cage.

The staff exchanged no surprise.

Just quiet approval.

“Recent?” Alina asked.

“No bleeding. No inflammation. Sabine’s work, no doubt.” Vika flicked the glans lightly with a fingertip. “Locked forward. Impossible to back out now.”

Alina chuckled. “Permanent indeed.”

She made a note on the tablet: PA-ring installed. Reclassified: full-seal. Patient compliant during upgrade.

“Compliance,” Vika echoed, as if amused. “Or obsession.”

Elias squeezed his eyes shut.

The shame wasn’t that they were examining him.

It was that he was hardening. Uselessly. Pathetically. The steel cage kept it contained, curved down and tight and locked in place — but he could feel his body reacting, involuntarily.

Vika noticed. Of course she did.

“Noted,” she said simply. Then, with an air of mild boredom: “Catheter?”

“Standard length. Size 12.”

Alina moved to the wall panel and pressed a button. A sterile pack ejected into the tray — lubricant, gloves, tube.

She donned fresh gloves.

Elias whimpered before he even felt it.

Vika held him still.

She didn’t speak to him.

She didn’t tell him to breathe.

She didn’t reassure.

Just held his thighs apart as Alina slid the slick, cool catheter into the slit of his cage, threading it in with slow, practiced force. The burn made his stomach clench. He couldn’t scream. Couldn’t shift. Couldn’t hide.

It hurt.

And it hurt more that no one commented on his pain.

“You’re pulsing,” Alina observed. “He’s trying not to react.”

“Sabine’s notes said he’d trained for silence. Little trial ritual.”

Vika finished wiping the surrounding skin and pressed the collection bag into place with a simple click.

“Well,” she said, straightening up, “he won’t have to try anymore.”

The catheter line was taped down to his thigh. A tag affixed. Time of insertion noted.

Next: the cage.

Alina scanned the embedded chip on the top bar. The display flashed green.

“Code matches,” she said. “She’s declared it permanent. No unlock until quarterly review.”

Vika bent and wiped the shaft clean with antiseptic foam, fingers pressing slightly too hard against the ring.

“You added this,” she said to him, not waiting for a response. “You weren’t pierced when we first met.”

She reached for the biometric collar hung beside the station. White. Embossed. Labelled internally: E432.

A perfect fit.

The velcro clung shut with a sound like tearing paper.

“You wanted to stay,” she said. “Or you let her want it enough for you.”

Elias let his head fall back.

He said nothing.

Not because he wasn’t allowed.

But because there was nothing left to say.

The table was warm, but the warmth felt artificial — clinical, infrared-heated beneath the vinyl padding. Elias was strapped down now, limbs in four-point cuffs. His legs were parted, the catheter line looped neatly to the side, a tube leading away to an unseen collection port.

The lights had intensified. No shadows. No comfort.

Alina pressed two fingers to the inside of his wrist and noted his pulse aloud: “Elevated. Predictable.” She tapped her screen. A soft mechanical whirr answered her.

Above Elias’s head, a laser scanner unfolded from the ceiling track — a flexible segmented arm, chrome-black and insectoid. It chirped once, then emitted a pulsing green line that slowly passed down the centre of his body. Every freckle, every mole, every scar — captured. Compared. Catalogued.

He kept his eyes closed.

He didn’t want to know what box he was ticking now.

“Full mapping confirmed,” Alina said. “No new injuries. BMI down 2.3kg since last evaluation. Minor hairline scar, right heel.”

Vika stood at the side, prepping a tray of razors, clippers, and wipes. She gave the scanner a bored glance and snapped her gloves tighter.

“Time for the haircut.”

She didn’t ask. She didn’t hesitate.

The clippers buzzed to life.

Elias flinched involuntarily as the blades touched his scalp — not from fear, but from the sudden vibration. Vika pressed them down hard, drawing a clean strip from his forehead back to the crown.

Hair fell away like threads of an old identity.

There was no gentleness. No comment. Just strip after strip, buzzing forward and down. She worked quickly, efficiently — every motion a practiced loop. In under three minutes, the top and sides were gone. Another two, and she was at the base of his skull.

The clippers stopped.

Vika wiped a palm down his scalp, feeling for missed patches. “One pass,” she said. “Smooth enough.”

“Reassign to E-class grooming standard,” Alina said. “Maintenance daily.”

Vika moved on to the rest of him.

Chest. Underarms. Arms. She shaved dry — a flick of foam and a swipe of the straight razor, never slow, never kind. He was nothing but surface now. A thing to be cleaned.

Pubic hair had already been scorched off by the cage’s steel ring. The rest was removed with antiseptic oil and wipes. By the time she reached his thighs, Elias felt more like surgical prep than human.

She pressed a gloved thumb against his perineum to tilt his hips forward and shaved the crease behind the catheter line with impersonal pressure.

“Still responsive,” Vika muttered as she wiped him down. “Every time.”

“He’s an exhibitionist,” Alina replied. “They always react more when it’s clinical.”

They didn’t laugh.

They weren’t mocking him.

They were just describing the symptoms of his classification.

When the shaving was complete, Alina moved to the cabinet.

“Gag next,” she said. “Headgear model B. Reinforced panel with buckle harness. Bit-spoon insert.”

Vika retrieved it — a leather muzzle with an extended chin curve, mouth aperture fitted with a ridged black snaffle bit. The centre rod flared slightly inside, designed to pin the tongue down with a plastic spoon-like ridge.

Elias groaned softly, instinctively pulling back.

Vika took his jaw and steadied it.

“No talking,” she said gently, almost bored.

Then she pressed the gag forward, sliding the bit between his teeth and pushing the spoon firmly against the base of his tongue.

His throat reflex flared. She held it.

“Breathe through your nose. You’ll adapt.”

Alina strapped the harness behind his head, then cinched the side buckles one by one. A neck strap passed beneath his collar and fastened under his chin, locking the panel tight to his face.

When they were finished, Elias could no longer open his mouth. The spoon fixed his tongue immobile. The bit held his jaw parted just enough to humiliate, but not enough to resist.

He whimpered.

“That’s better,” Vika said. “No more noises.”

The last step was the scan.

Alina held up the biometric reader — a flat square slate with a blue LED strip. She placed it against his chest. It beeped. Then again at his temple. At the small of his back. At the head of his cock — where it read the cage chip.

Each time, a small vibration.

Each time, a confirmation:

Patient Code: E432

Recommitment Confirmed

Classification: High-Compliance / Modified

Device Lock: Active

Sensory Protocol: Reinforced

Alina placed the slate on the tray.

Vika leaned over Elias’s head and tapped the metal ring at the end of his catheter tube.

“Still leaking,” she said.

Alina smirked. “Good. We want him emptied.”

They stood back and observed their work.

“Prepping the tattoo station,” Alina said, moving to the corner panel. “Then we dress him.”

Elias, hairless, gagged, restrained, cathetered and tagged, stared up at the lights.

The machine above him blinked once. Its laser re-armed.

He didn’t feel like a man anymore.

He felt like a form. Being filled.

The tattoo station descended from the ceiling with a slow, pneumatic hiss.

It moved like a surgical arm — jointed, motorised, soundless except for the hiss and the low electronic tone it emitted as it calibrated itself. The red laser scanned Elias’s lower abdomen once, then again, before angling downward toward his inner left thigh.

He couldn’t see it clearly. The headrest didn’t allow that.

But he knew exactly where it was going.

Vika stood by his legs now, calmly marking a faint guide line with a skin-safe black stylus: exactly ten centimetres below the groin crease, precisely centred, with the older, faded F301 tattoo still just barely visible above it.

“This’ll sit just underneath the trial ID,” she said to Alina without looking up. “Faint scar, but still readable. No need for removal.”

Alina nodded. “Let them see what he used to be.”

A second mechanical chirp, then the laser tip lit red.

The buzzing began.

Elias flinched — not from the pain, which was sharp but controlled — but from the utter lack of ceremony. There was no announcement. No countdown. Just cold metal, steady hands, and the hum of permanent ink.

The machine didn’t pause.

The burn moved letter by letter, each one punctuated by a tiny pull of his skin against the padded table beneath him.

E

4

3

2

He couldn’t move.

Couldn’t resist.

Couldn’t even clench against it.

His legs were held open by broad black cuffs. His arms still locked outward. His gag, now slick with drool, pressed hard against the base of his tongue. The catheter pulled slightly every time he shifted.

The laser finished with a double chirp.

A cooling spray misted over the fresh ink. Vika wiped it clean.

Alina stepped in and photographed the area with a handheld scanner.

“Tattoo confirmed,” she said aloud. “Institutional assignment: E432. Visual marker registered and archived.”

Elias heard the shutter.

Then the scanner beeped once.

Status: Identity Transfer Complete

Trial ID F301 — Closed

Recommitment Class E — Activated

The old number — the one from his silence cycle, the one from Sabine’s first whispered approval — was now archival. No longer active.

F301 had been a test subject.

E432 was an object.

“Let’s log his visual,” Alina said.

She tapped a switch on the base of the scanner, and a second lens folded outward, now set to facial orientation. Vika stepped aside.

“Gag in place?” Alina asked.

“Fully secured.”

“Tag visible?”

Vika peeled back the waistband of the new nappy slightly, revealing the printed E432 label.

“Visible.”

“Good. Begin visual log.”

The light blinked green.

There was a pause — two full seconds where Elias was forced to hold still, gagged, diapered, cathetered, freshly tattooed, and displayed — before the scanner clicked.

One frame.

Then another.

Alina swiped through the photos without comment.

“Catalogue complete. Transfer to behavioural ward queue.”

She turned off the scanner and began removing the armature while Vika cleaned the tattoo site one final time.

“You’re official now,” Vika said, gently patting the newly marked skin. “No more previews.”

She said it like she was congratulating a cow being ear-tagged.

The gag prevented Elias from reacting. His moan turned into a wet huff through the nostrils.

The nurses ignored it.

Alina had moved to the tray of remaining garments: the grey belted tunic, the medical mitts, the transport cuffs.

“We’ll keep the catheter in place,” she said.

Vika nodded. “He won’t be using a toilet again. Might as well learn now.”

They began dressing him.

First, the mitts — canvas-padded, buckled at the wrists and elbow-length. His hands were slid inside, palms inward, fingers curled into helpless fists. No dexterity. No grip. Just foam-filled pouches.

Then the tunic — dark grey with black webbing loops along the sides. It folded around him like a jacket but fastened from the back: five thick straps, each pulled snug and locked flat.

Each strap had a printed tag at the seam: E432 – Medical Custody / Active Discipline

Vika fastened a final strap between his legs, threading it between the catheter and the diaper’s crinkling bulk.

“Looks tight,” Alina observed.

Vika smirked. “Good.”

Elias couldn’t speak.

But part of him was screaming.

Not with fear.

With shame.

Because under all of it — the straps, the foam, the buzzed scalp and the urine-dripping tube — he could feel his cock pulse again. Trapped. Flattened. Denied.

He was still aroused.

Vika saw it.

“Typical,” she said. “They all get worse once they’re marked.”

Alina checked the wall panel. “Holding chair’s ready.”

Vika returned to the tray and picked up the final item: a black ankle restraint bar, used to clip his legs together for seated transport.

As she fitted it around his calves, she leaned forward and said — not unkindly:

“You’re not going back to the suite, E432. That’s not what this is anymore.”

Then she smiled.

“Now you’re where you belong.”

The holding chair was nothing like the one from his evaluation stay.

That chair had been padded, at least. Upholstered in neutral grey, designed for observation, fitted with restraints but never cruel. This one — the recommitment shell — was hard plastic over a welded frame. Narrow. Cold. Upright. No cushioning. Just necessity.

A slit down the centre allowed for catheter clearance. The armrests were angled steeply inward, designed to accommodate restraint mitts, not fingers.

There was no headrest.

Only a high collar mount with a steel D-ring.

“Bring him forward,” Alina said, already at the chair, adjusting the lower brackets.

Vika released the table restraints and began guiding Elias upright.

He moved clumsily, his limbs slow under the tunic’s tight strapping. The catheter tugged slightly with each shuffle. His mitts swung uselessly at his sides, elbows slightly bent — locked that way by the inner foam rods stitched inside.

“Deep breath,” Vika said, half-smiling.

She lifted him by the underarms and sat him down with a dull thud into the chair.

The plastic felt like hospital furniture. Slick, unforgiving.

Elias winced as the cold pressed against his thighs.

The gag sat heavy in his mouth, the bit-spoon keeping his tongue pinned. He couldn’t swallow properly. Drool pooled behind his lower lip.

Alina began locking the harnesses.

Each strap was pre-fitted to his size: chest, hips, knees, ankles, biceps. A single vertical belt ran from crotch to sternum, pulled taut down his middle. The catheter line was threaded neatly through a small rubber ring at the base of the chair.

“There,” Alina murmured. “Secure. Monitored.”

She reached for the collar mount and affixed the final restraint — a short grey tether with a magnetic clasp. It clicked once into the port on the back of his biometric collar. A soft chime confirmed connection.

The wall panel read:

Patient E432

Condition: Seated | Gagged | Encoded

Routing: Behavioural Discipline – Tier 2

Voice Input: Disabled

Estimated Wait: Undisclosed

Vika stepped back and wiped her gloves.

“He’s sealed.”

“Logged,” Alina replied. “Vitals within margin. Urinary retention expected.”

Elias couldn’t speak. Could barely blink.

The pressure of the bit was constant — not painful, but exhausting. His jaw was starting to ache. His tongue felt heavy. The spoon ridge held it down, rendering him mute even in thought.

Alina stepped closer.

She leaned in and gently wiped the drool from his chin with a gauze pad. Not cruelly. Just mechanically. Like a technician maintaining a piece of gear.

“There’s a loop running in the behavioural hall,” she said softly, her eyes never quite meeting his.

“You’ll hear it tonight.”

Vika added, almost conversationally: “It whispers names. But not yours.”

They didn’t laugh. This wasn’t a joke.

Alina checked the gag one final time, tugging each buckle, then nodding.

She reached into her apron and withdrew a small black ID placard.

E432 – Committed – Class E

Permanent Custodial Status

She clipped it to the front of his tunic.

“That’s your name now,” she said.

No reaction was expected.

Vika pressed a button beside the chair. A low whir hummed through the floor.

The chair began to rotate slowly on its base — turning 180 degrees to face the far wall, where a set of steel double doors now stood open, revealing a small vestibule lit in soft blue.

Elias was facing away from them now.

Presented.

Display-ready.

The lights dimmed slightly.

Alina and Vika gathered their equipment and began cleaning the table without another word.

He could still hear them — faintly — wiping surfaces, sealing waste bags, checking supplies.

But no one touched him.

No one said goodbye.

His head was held level. His mouth held open. His arms sealed and silenced. His cock locked, pierced, and catheterised. The bandage on his thigh itched, but he couldn’t move to scratch it.

And then — nothing.

Silence.

Stillness.

Waiting.

He didn’t know how long he sat there.

Time had no meaning anymore.

But in the quiet pressure of the gag, in the warm weight of the nappy against his thighs, in the steady trickle from the catheter tube… a truth settled into him like fog.

This wasn’t transport.

This wasn’t theatre.

This was status.

The wall-mounted display flickered once.

Then it went blank.

No more instructions. No next step. Just the soft ambient glow of the intake vestibule — the walls pale blue, the floor sterile grey, the air humming faintly with conditioned silence.

Elias sat motionless in the centre of the vestibule, locked into the holding chair.

He was facing a blank wall.

No mirror. No monitor. No clock.

The gag pressed steadily behind his lips. The straps at his cheeks had been cinched perfectly — just tight enough to keep his mouth parted, just loose enough to keep the pain at bay. His jaw trembled, not from exertion, but from the exhaustion of being opened without relief.

He couldn’t close his hands.

He couldn’t move his arms.

The padded mitts had long since robbed him of any sense of anatomy. They no longer felt like limbs — just padded extensions tethered passively to the rest of the machine that had once been his body.

His scalp still burned faintly from the shaving.

His thigh itched under the bandage — the fresh tattoo already drying, the letters E432 swelling in crisp black across his pale skin. They hadn’t anaesthetised him. Of course they hadn’t.

They wanted the pain to mark it.

A low beep echoed from the wall behind him.

Then a voice — flat, female, artificial.

“Patient E432. Recommitment protocol confirmed. Intake sequence: complete.”

Elias flinched.

Not because of the message.

But because it was the first voice he’d heard since Sabine’s.

It wasn’t warm. It wasn’t real.

But it was the only acknowledgment of his presence.

“Patient E432 is now in queue for assignment. Interim designation: STATIONARY – NON-PRIORITY.”

“Verbal input disabled. Monitoring active. Restraint status: GREEN.”

“Next movement to be determined by routing AI.”

The message ended.

A short beep followed.

And then silence again.

Not just silence. Total stillness.

Elias stared at the wall.

His eyes didn’t blink often enough anymore. He couldn’t shift his weight. The harness held him upright, spine firm against the back of the chair. Even breathing had become mechanical — shallow nose-breaths around the steady choke of drool gathering behind the bit.

He was ready.

That’s what the system had said.

Intake complete.

Routing pending.

A number, not a name.

A status, not a story.

How long had he been there?

Minutes? Hours?

Time was stretching already — dissolving. This wasn’t the same disorientation as his padded room during the silence cycle. That had still had shape: edges, purpose, theatricality.

This was a hard corner of the institution. A forgotten wing where meat was scrubbed and sorted.

He hadn’t even seen another patient.

He hadn’t heard footsteps since Vika and Alina left.

At some point — he didn’t know when — the light shifted slightly. Blue faded to white. Not brighter. Just… different.

Perhaps that meant it was morning.

Perhaps it didn’t.

Elias let his eyes unfocus.

He stared through the wall.

His thoughts were slow now. Sluggish.

Not because he resisted.

But because resistance required something he no longer had.

His mind circled the same phrases.

Sabine’s not coming.

You agreed to this.

This is not a visit. This is a file.

They’ve already stopped saying your name.

Somewhere in the building, another patient might be screaming.

Somewhere else, another might be sobbing.

Elias could do neither.

He wasn’t allowed to make sound.

He wasn’t allowed to speak, or beg, or question.

He was stored.

When the routing system found a slot for him, he would be moved.

Until then?

He simply waited.

A body in a chair.

A tag on a thigh.

A catheter to drain him.

A name that no one would say aloud.

“I wasn’t restrained anymore. I was archived.”


Chapter 2 – The First Silence

There was no escort.

No nurse. No voice. No face.

The recommitment chair simply began to move.

At first Elias thought he was imagining it — the faint vibration under his thighs, the almost imperceptible glide of rubberised wheels against polished floor. But then came the low hydraulic hum, and the entire base rotated, shifting on a concealed track embedded in the tile.

He was being transported.

Somewhere new.

Somewhere deeper.

He couldn’t look around. The posture collar kept his gaze forward, his jaw clamped open by the bit gag, his body rigid in its bindings. The mitts pinned his arms to the angled rests, every strap still sealed tight.

The chair passed through a series of automated checkpoints. He caught only glimpses: pale corridors, grey walls, soft halogen downlights, empty junctions. No staff. No signage.

No windows.

Eventually the chair turned and slid into a recess — a small vestibule, square and bright, no larger than a closet. The light here was whiter. Harsher. The floor was matte black. The walls glistened with padded seams and recessed joints.

The chair locked in place with a mechanical click.

Then silence.

Elias’s pulse thundered in his ears.

A beat passed.

Then:

“Patient E432,” came the mechanical voice. “You are entering a restricted silence suite. Restraints disengaging.”

A series of soft metallic snaps followed.

The body harness came first — chest, hips, knees, ankles. All unbuckled by unseen mechanical arms. Then the gag: a pneumatic hiss, and the chin strap was drawn back, the bit withdrawn with a glistening pop.

Saliva trailed from his lips.

He gasped instinctively — a sharp, wet breath that caught in his throat.

But before he could speak, the collar emitted a low tone. A warning.

He froze.

The machine had left his mitts in place — soft institutional canvas, elbow-length, double-buckled and padded thick. He couldn’t move his fingers. Couldn’t rub his face. Couldn’t wipe the drool now tracing his chin.

He tried anyway. Reflexively.

It was pathetic.

The chair tilted forward.

Slowly. Smoothly.

It angled his body until he began to slide — helplessly — down the inclined seat, gravity taking over. His knees hit the padded floor with a muted thud. He fell forward onto his elbows, mitts skidding gently on the vinyl surface.

Then the vestibule wall split open.

It didn’t swing or slide.

It peeled — a segmented seam parting like an aperture to reveal the room beyond.

Pure white.

No furniture.

No windows.

No corners.

A padded square — floor, walls, even the ceiling upholstered in seamless institutional foam.

A silence suite.

Elias barely had time to process it before the chair behind him retracted with a smooth hiss and the vestibule sealed.

There was no fanfare.

No commentary.

He was simply… left there.

On the floor.

Mouth open, chin damp, wrists sealed in mitts, knees bent, catheter tube coiled beneath him like an umbilical.

No one had welcomed him.

No one had touched him.

No one had even spoken his name.

He crawled forward slowly — two awkward lengths into the centre of the room.

The floor was forgiving, but not soft. It resisted slightly, like pressure foam. The walls offered no seam, no handhold. Everything was smooth and inescapable.

The lights above buzzed faintly, but not in any discernible rhythm. He looked up. No vents. No cameras. No ceiling fixtures. Just a glow.

He was sweating.

The room wasn’t hot. But the silence — the sheer absence of anything — pressed on him like humidity.

He tried to sit up.

The collar tugged at his throat with the movement, as if testing him.

He opened his mouth to speak. Just a whisper:

“…hello—?”

⚡

The shock was immediate.

Not blinding. Not electric in the cinematic sense. Just a sharp, localised stab of voltage directly beneath the collar’s base.

Elias’s whole body jerked.

His breath caught in his throat.

He let out a moan — involuntary.

⚡

Another jolt. Shorter. Harsher.

He collapsed to his elbows.

Eyes wide. Mouth still parted. But now silent.

The collar hummed once, as if satisfied.

He lay still, chest heaving.

They can still hear me.

That thought cut through the fog of confusion.

No staff. No observers. No sound.

But the collar was listening.

And it did not allow speech.

He stayed down.

For a long time.

Face pressed to the padded floor, breath hot against the vinyl, arms folded awkwardly beneath his chest — he didn’t dare move. The shocks hadn’t left marks, but they had left clarity. This was not a trial. Not a test. The collar was no bluff.

He was not permitted sound.

Not even a whisper.

He tested it.

Gingerly, after several minutes — his heart still hammering — he parted his lips and tried to exhale slowly, forming a shape with his mouth but no consonant, no word. Just a breath, almost sigh-like.

⚡

Another jolt.

He jerked backward instinctively, knees sliding against the padded floor, mitts unable to shield his throat.

It hadn’t been louder than a breath.

It hadn’t mattered.

The collar wasn’t looking for language.

It was listening for presence.

A human sound — any attempt to reclaim identity through voice — was punished.

He crawled back to the centre of the room and sat, legs folded awkwardly beneath the thick nappy, mitts limp on his thighs.

The room watched him without watching.

It had no eyes. No camera.

And yet he was seen.

His own breath felt intrusive. He began to breathe through his nose in short, shallow bursts — terrified that any unintentional throat vibration might set it off.

His tongue felt swollen. He tried to swallow, and even that motion sparked tension through his neck muscles, as if the collar might notice.

It didn’t.

Not yet.

He sat like that for what felt like hours.

Silence was no longer absence.

It was presence.

It filled every corner of the room, hovered in the air between thoughts. It didn’t comfort. It policed.

I’ve been gagged before, he thought, but never like this.

The bit gag — crude as it had been — had protected him. It had held him still. The collar did not protect. It punished. Not for rebellion, but for existence.

He was gagged from within.

Eventually, something worse happened.

His nose began to run.

Just slightly — the dry, recycled air tickling his sinuses. He reached up, instinctively, to wipe it away.

His mitted hands brushed his cheek, bounced off the leather seam of the collar, and fell away useless.

He couldn’t wipe it.

He sniffed reflexively.

⚡

The collar zapped his throat like a teacher slapping a ruler across a desk.

He yelped.

⚡

Another jolt — shorter.

This one wasn’t about punishment.

It was a reminder.

No noise.

He dropped flat to the floor again, curling his knees under him, face buried in the crook of his arm.

He whimpered — soundlessly this time.

His whole body shook.

Not from the shocks.

From containment.

From the realisation that he was no longer responding to other people. Not Rowan. Not Alina. Not Vika. Not even Sabine.

He was responding to a collar.

A loop of silicone and wire, fastened under his jaw, listening constantly.

And that collar was smarter than him.

Every time he forgot, it remembered.

Every time he was human, it punished him for it.

He didn’t try again.

Not for a long time.

Eventually, his nose stopped running. The urge to cry faded. Even his heart began to slow.

He lay on his side, curled into the soft corner of the suite. The floor yielded under his hip just slightly — not enough to be comfortable. Just enough to remind him he didn’t belong here.

He tried mouthing words, just to feel them — silent things, unsounded.

Sabine.

Please.

Enough.

His lips moved.

The collar said nothing.

He blinked slowly.

Realisation crept in like rot.

They had removed the gag.

Not to free him.

But to remove the excuse.

Now, if he spoke, it would be because he disobeyed. Because he chose to disobey.

No one had to force silence on him.

They simply created conditions where obedience was survival.

And he would obey.

Eventually, the stillness became unbearable.

Not because he needed anything.

But because doing nothing made the silence louder.

Elias pushed himself upright, awkward in the mitts, arms bending stiffly beneath him. The padded floor gave slightly under his weight, resisting each movement with a dull, tactile pressure. It wasn’t soft like a mattress — more like kneeling on a thick exercise mat that yielded just enough to slow him down.

He paused and listened.

No hum from ventilation.

No sound from beyond the door.

Even his own breathing felt compressed, narrowed by the collar’s looming vigilance. Every breath was pre-measured, cautious. There was no talking. No vocalising. No room to cry.

Just the near-silence of fabric creaking and plastic padding crinkling with each shift.

He began to crawl.

It wasn’t graceful.

The tunic had no give, and the catheter tugged with each knee-drag. The mitts reduced every movement to elbows and wrists — no grip, no balance. Crawling was laborious and slow, and there was no destination. The room was square. Every wall padded. Every seam sealed.

But he moved anyway.

He needed to know if there was anything here. Some object. Some relief.

He circled the perimeter slowly, following the base of each wall. Ten steps. Turn. Ten more. His knees ached. His thighs were damp. The nappy squelched slightly when he shifted weight too quickly.

Still no door. No mirror. No edge.

Just white.

The only disruption came on the far wall — maybe twenty feet from where he’d started. Set low, at knee-height, was a small rubber protrusion the size of a doorknob. Blunted. Seamless. Slightly raised from the wall by a pale green silicone rim.

He stared at it.

It didn’t look mechanical. There were no buttons. No lights.

He leaned closer. Sniffed it.

Faintly — very faintly — it smelled like water.

Elias hesitated.

Then bent forward and pressed his lips against the bulb.

It depressed slightly — not much. Just enough to engage a small internal valve. Cool, tasteless water trickled into his mouth.

His eyes fluttered shut.

Not from pleasure.

From confirmation.

This was the drinking system.

No cup.

No feeding tube.

Just this nipple-like port, low on the wall — the same height they’d expect a crawling patient to reach without complaint.

He swallowed.

Drank again.

It wasn’t refreshing. It wasn’t satisfying.

But it meant something.

He wouldn’t be given more than this.

They didn’t plan to feed him yet.

He sat back slowly, mitts resting against the inside of his thighs.

The collar remained silent.

He hadn’t made a sound.

The padding beneath him was warm from where he’d crawled. His nappy was sticking to the backs of his thighs now, damp with either sweat or worse — he wasn’t sure.

No voice came to check on him.

No nurse. No chime. No window shutter opening to watch.

The room gave him water.

And nothing else.

He pressed his forehead against the wall, the rubber edge of the drinker port cool against his skin.

He could feel his own breath reflected back.

That tiny, moist space was the most sensory feedback he’d had in hours.

He didn’t know how long he stayed there. Kneeling. Breathing. Thinking of nothing.

Eventually, he resumed his crawl.

He mapped the rest of the room like a blind child searching for reassurance: wall to wall, inch by inch, mitts dragging against the seams. No change. No hatch. No seams wide enough to push a hand through. The corners were rounded and flush. The floor one continuous plane.

There was nowhere to sleep.

Nowhere to shit.

Nowhere to speak.

No point to any of it.

But they knew that.

Of course they knew that.

This is where they send you to forget how to want.

He returned to the centre of the room, knees stiff, ankles aching.

He lay down slowly — carefully, to avoid pulling on the catheter.

Flat on his back.

Staring up at the ceiling.

No fan.

No shadow.

Just light.

Just… white.

The sort of light that had no temperature. No time. No mercy.

He tried to close his eyes.

But the silence pushed under his eyelids like pressure.

He opened them again.

He didn’t cry.

There was no point.

He just lay there.

A prisoner without guards.

A cage without bars.

The stillness grew teeth.

After hours — or days; there was no telling — something inside him snapped. Not violently. Not even rebelliously. Just a raw, hopeless need to hear something other than silence. Anything. Even his own voice.

He pushed himself upright, bracing against the padded floor with his forearms. The mitts gave him no leverage. The posture collar made it hard to raise his head fully. His thighs trembled under him. The catheter tugged with every shift.

He stood.

Staggered.

The tunic clung damply to his chest. The nappy had begun to sag, weighed down with the reality of bodily functions no longer acknowledged.

The walls blurred slightly in the soft lighting — no shadows, no corners, just diffuse whiteness pressing in.

He took three steps toward the centre of the room.

Then stopped.

And screamed.

“HELLO—!”

⚡

The collar hit him like a whip.

His knees buckled. His throat spasmed. His teeth clacked together hard enough to bite his tongue.

He collapsed sideways.

A dry, involuntary sob punched from his chest as he hit the padded floor.

⚡

Another jolt.

Not as strong.

Just enough to remind him: no sound. Not even pain.

He writhed, silent, face pressed to the ground, mitts flailing against the padding.

No one comes.

No one ever comes.

He whimpered once — couldn’t help it.

⚡

Short. Precise.

Like a parent smacking a disobedient child’s hand.

He lay still, sweat pooling beneath his shoulders, the catheter line slack against his hip. He tried to bite down, but the gag was gone — and his own jaw was just another part of him now, a door that couldn’t be used.

He pressed his head into the floor and mouthed the word again — hello, please, fuck, Sabine — anything.

Nothing.

The collar only listened for sound.

And it punished.

Even thinking in phrases started to feel dangerous.

He crawled toward the wall again.

This time, not for the nipple fixture.

Just to touch something that wasn’t himself.

He pushed his forehead against the padding.

Soft.

Yielding.

Cool.

And indifferent.

With a gasp — one he managed to silence — he slapped the wall with his mitted hand.

The dull sound echoed around him. Not loud, but louder than anything he’d heard in hours.

Nothing happened.

He did it again.

Still nothing.

It wasn’t voice.

It wasn’t defiance.

The collar didn’t care about noise made by objects. It only cared about the self.

He turned and pressed his back against the wall.

Slid down.

Sat.

And pissed himself.

He hadn’t meant to.

But the bladder released without warning — a warm surge that filled the already-wet padding, turning everything beneath him into squelching discomfort.

He froze.

Waited.

Listened.

No voice.

No footsteps.

No cleaning routine.

Nothing.

He was soaked, sticky, sagging.

And still forgotten.

That, somehow, was worse than punishment.

They weren’t watching.

Not because they were merciful.

But because they didn’t need to.

He wasn’t under review anymore.

He was compliant.

The room was here to remind him of one thing:

Obedience does not require observation.

And disobedience?

That didn’t earn correction.

Just more silence.

He tried to press the mitts between his thighs. Tried to pull the diaper forward to relieve the pressure on his cage.

He couldn’t grip.

He couldn’t touch.

The mitts made it impossible to do anything but shuffle, crawl, drink, and leak.

And still, no one came.

Sabine’s not watching.

That hit him harder than the collar.

Because in the silence, he’d been clinging to the fantasy that this was a performance. That someone — somewhere — was monitoring the footage, lips parted, watching him degrade.

But no one was watching.

That made it real.

This wasn’t punishment.

This was maintenance.

Time stopped meaning anything.

Elias had curled into the corner — not to hide, not to rest, but because movement served no purpose. The catheter tugged. His thighs burned. His nappy stuck wetly to the inside of his legs. His mitts were pressed between his knees now, held there for hours not because it comforted him, but because it stopped him from thinking about what he couldn’t do.

He drifted.

Not asleep. Not awake.

Just… gone.

His mind looped the same images, over and over again: Sabine’s face, the curve of her lip when she signed the recommitment form. The smug tilt of her head. The flush in her cheeks as she straddled Lars in that grainy video feed, moaning — not for him, never for him — but for someone else.

He hadn’t been able to look away.

That moment — her orgasm, her ownership, her total indifference — had imprinted itself behind his eyelids.

Now it replayed every time he blinked.

He lay on his back, knees bent, the thick padding of the nappy pressing down on his caged cock like a weighted shame. The tunic clung to him now. His scalp itched where the buzz cut met sweat. The lights above stayed unchanged. No flicker. No dim.

Just endless presence.

He imagined her voice.

It wasn’t hard.

He’d memorised its tones.

The way she said his name when she wasn’t using it. The way she would smile without smiling, kneel beside him, palm the front of his cage with mock affection.

“You’re trying to get hard, aren’t you?”

“You pathetic little thing. Does it even matter if I’m not here?”

He whimpered — soundlessly — and rolled to his side.

The motion pressed the bulk of the nappy more tightly against his groin.

He should have stopped.

He didn’t.

He began to shift — just slightly — rocking his hips against the padding. Not to pleasure himself. Just to feel something.

The vinyl beneath him was warm now, softened by hours of body heat. The friction was subtle, dulled by layers of restraint, wet padding, the steel ring of his cage.

But it was there.

And the pressure was maddening.

His arms were trapped at his sides, useless. His knees drawn up. His hips began to move in slow, desperate pulses.

He imagined her kneeling behind him, watching.

No, not watching.

Ignoring.

Her hand on her wine glass. Her eyes on someone else.

And him, in the corner, humping the floor like an abandoned dog.

The arousal didn’t come in waves. It just built, steadily, shamefully, like a slow boil that had no whistle to release it.

His breath hitched — but he held it.

If he cried out, the collar would punish him.

And he was too far gone to start over.

The moment arrived without warning.

His thighs trembled. His hips bucked once.

And then it happened.

Not a full-body spasm. Not some transcendent release.

Just a quiet, miserable surrender — his body seizing inside the cage, a helpless throb, then stillness. The wet padding absorbed everything. No sensation of stickiness, no tactile pleasure. Just relief. Dull. Immediate.

No orgasmic afterglow.

No noise.

No acknowledgement.

Just a puddle of heat between his legs, and the knowledge that no one would clean him.

He lay there shaking — not from exertion, but from the unspeakable intimacy of doing it for no one.

Not for Sabine.

Not for an audience.

Not even for permission.

Just because his body couldn’t take it anymore.

The collar didn’t respond.

Of course it didn’t.

It didn’t care that he’d come.

It didn’t care that he hated himself.

It didn’t care that he’d done it in silence, without a single whimper — like a good little patient.

He was breathing hard now, eyes glazed, the vinyl beneath him streaked with drool.

He rolled to his back again, mitts resting on his chest.

No comfort.

No shame left to register.

Just silence.

And the faint, comforting ache of being done.

Elias didn’t move for a long time.

Not because he was exhausted.

Not because of pain.

But because moving would mean having a reason. And there weren’t any left.

The collar didn’t buzz.

The lights didn’t change.

The room didn’t react.

His body had stopped shaking. The climax had faded into wet heat between his thighs, now cooling into tacky discomfort. His tongue was dry. His jaw ached. He hadn’t made a sound in what felt like hours.

Maybe longer.

He rolled onto his side eventually. Not out of need, but to keep his hip from going numb. Even that felt indulgent.

He didn’t try to speak.

Didn’t whisper.

Didn’t test the collar.

It wasn’t just obedience anymore. It was understanding.

The room — this padded, sealed, indifferent cube — was not waiting for him to learn.

It wasn’t teaching him anything.

It was reminding him.

That his voice had no value here.

That his discomfort meant nothing.

That silence wasn’t a punishment.

It was his default state.

He crawled to the drinking nipple once — slowly, carefully — and drank with quiet gulps. He didn’t moan. Didn’t sigh.

He didn’t expect a reward.

The water was flat. Lukewarm. It sloshed in his stomach like apology.

He licked at the rubber bulb once more, then backed away, knees stiff, catheter dragging along behind him like a leash.

Back to the centre of the room.

Back to nowhere.

He sat.

Legs folded.

Mitt-clad hands resting against his shins.

Breath shallow.

He didn’t think about the next hour. Or the next day.

He didn’t wonder how long this would last.

He didn’t want to know.

Because knowing would imply he had something to look forward to.

He didn’t.

This wasn’t a cell.

Cells had timers.

This was a condition.

A behavioural climate.

You didn’t leave silence at Harrowick.

You adapted to it.

His bladder released again at some point — slow, unconscious — and he let it. The warmth was fleeting. The wetness inevitable. No one would change him. No one would punish him.

They were past punishment now.

They had reached expectation.

He tried to remember what Sabine had said that day in the hotel suite. The last sentence before the gag. Before the seal. Before the video feed.

Was it: “You’ll thank me?”

No.

It had been something quieter. Closer.

“Twelve minutes. Then you’re gone.”

Gone.

Not transported.

Not committed.

Gone.

She hadn’t said where.

Or when she’d come back.

He smiled faintly at that.

Not because it was funny.

But because he’d stopped wondering if she would.

Eventually, he lay down again.

Not curled. Not fetal.

Just flat.

Arms at his sides.

Mouth closed.

Eyes open.

He watched the ceiling.

It never dimmed.

Never changed.

Just pressed down, flat and white and infinite.

He stopped blinking so often.

Stopped thinking in sentences.

Stopped counting hours.

He drank when thirsty.

Lay down when tired.

Soiled himself when his body gave in.

No one reacted.

No one came.

He didn’t cry.

He didn’t speak.

He didn’t test the collar.

He didn’t even try to remember how long it had been.

And eventually…

That stillness didn’t feel like defeat.

It felt like peace.

“The silence wasn’t the punishment. The silence was the reward.”


Interlude I – Surveillance Diary

Sabine was already dressed when the light filtered in.

Not fully — she wore a robe, black silk, open at the throat, belted loosely around her hips — but composed. The kind of morning attire that signalled she wasn’t planning to leave the suite any time soon, and didn’t intend to be disturbed.

The hotel was quiet. Upscale. Efficiently anonymous. She liked that.

She sat at the window, one leg tucked beneath her, fingers wrapped around a fine porcelain cup of thick, dark coffee. No milk. No sugar. The cup was warm against her hand, the rim kissed with the faintest smear of yesterday’s lipstick.

On the table beside her, her tablet was already active.

The screen glowed coolly in the half-light. She’d muted the alert tones — no need for distraction — but the system still pulsed a soft blue as it loaded.

HARROWICK SECURE PORTAL

Patient: E432 | Suite: OBS-06 | Protocol: Passive Silence Active

She didn’t smile.

She didn’t need to.

Instead, she reached out with her free hand and tapped the thumbnail feed. The image resolved in seconds.

There he was.

Elias.

Patient E432.

Curled in the centre of the padded floor, one knee drawn up loosely beneath him, head resting against the wall. Still mitted. Still collared. The dark grey tunic hung off him in folds. The nappy between his legs was unmistakably saturated.

His posture was slack. Not unconscious. Just… quiet.

Her thighs clenched once, involuntarily.

She adjusted her robe and took another sip of coffee.

The video stream had no sound — she’d requested that weeks ago. Not because she didn’t want to hear him, but because he didn’t need to know she was listening.

This wasn’t a confession booth.

This was surveillance.

This was hers.

She brought the tablet closer, brushing two fingers along the touch-sensitive frame, enlarging the view. Zoomed in on his face.

Eyes half-closed.

Lips parted slightly.

Sweat along the collarbone. A trace of dried drool at one corner of his mouth.

Sabine exhaled slowly through her nose.

Not pleasure.

Not yet.

But satisfaction.

He was adapting.

Faster than she’d expected.

She’d assumed he’d scream sooner. Thrash. Cry. He hadn’t. Not at first. And even when he did, the shock collar corrected him swiftly, decisively.

Now, he didn’t even test it.

Now, he didn’t speak at all.

Sabine brushed a lock of hair behind her ear and angled the tablet slightly to the left, selecting the last twenty-four hours of footage. The icon rotated, loading.

She didn’t rush.

The espresso was rich. Slightly bitter. Perfect.

This was how her mornings should begin.

The tablet chimed softly as the replay queue loaded.

Sabine tapped the first entry.

00:00 — Subject Transfer: E432 Delivered to Observation Suite 6

00:01 — Chair Docked. Gag Removed. Collar Activated.

The footage began with a familiar tilt — the angle from the high corner feed of the suite. The room looked smaller from above: a padded white cube, no shadows, no features. The chair was there. Elias still bound into it.

She watched as the restraints were released by the mechanical arms.

First the straps, then the gag. His mouth sagged open, slick with drool.

She tapped the playback speed once. 1.5x. She didn’t need to linger yet.

The chair tilted forward.

He dropped — a soft, graceless sprawl, crumpling onto all fours.

00:03 — Subject Unresponsive. Awaiting first vocalisation.

Sabine slowed it down.

She watched as he crawled a few feet, then paused. His mouth moved. His brow furrowed. His lips formed a shape — and then, at 00:06, he spoke.

A single word.

The audio wasn’t active, but the collar log overlay flickered red:

⚡ 00:06:22 — Voice detected: “Hello?”

COLLAR RESPONSE: Level 2 Shock

She tapped the “Event View” option.

The footage zoomed in automatically on Elias’s reaction.

He flinched, then writhed. The chair had been gone for minutes. No hands. No nurses. Just the collar. Just his own mistake.

Sabine’s eyes narrowed — not in surprise, but analysis.

He whimpered. The collar shocked him again.

Then silence.

00:07–00:30 — Subject Inert. Breathing elevated. No further voice detected.

She fast-forwarded.

01:04 — First exploration. Subject begins perimeter crawl.

Here, she slowed again.

He crawled with uneven, degraded grace — the mitts forcing him to drag himself by the elbows, shoulders tensed. She watched the tunic ride up slightly along his lower back, revealing the top rim of the nappy. Sweat glistened along his neck. He checked the walls, tapped them uselessly.

At 01:18, he discovered the hydration nipple.

She tapped to zoom. Watched as he bent forward to drink.

Not rushed.

Not grateful.

Just obedient.

She felt her thighs clench again.

He backed away. Knees dragging. Back to the centre of the room. Then lay down.

02:20 — First vocal outburst

Voice flagged: “HELLO—”

COLLAR RESPONSE: Level 4 Shock

Sabine slowed the clip manually.

She watched it in real time.

Elias screamed, body arched, the padded floor catching his collapse. His mouth opened again — another cry. The collar silenced it. Again. Again. Until his body stilled.

She watched it without blinking.

Then she rewound and replayed the same moment. This time, slowed further.

Not to watch him suffer.

To watch him learn.

To watch the body make the decision: no more noise.

She skipped forward again.

03:42 — Incontinence Event #2

03:46 — Subject attempts wall contact. Passive aggression flagged.

04:11 — Subject inactive. Eyes open. Breathing calm.

06:03 — Erotic friction behaviour begins.

Ah.

She tapped that entry directly.

The image resolved on Elias — lying face-down now, hips moving in slow, rhythmic pulses. Not with the abandon of a man trying to get off. With the ritualised frustration of someone trying not to scream while doing it.

Her free hand hovered for a moment above the waistband of her robe.

She didn’t move it.

Not yet.

She watched as he bucked, slow and desperate, into the floor. The footage had zoom-suggestion: collar position, tunic tension, cage pulse.

Sabine swiped to activate biometric overlay.

The E-Class telemetry tracked:

Heart rate: 118

Breathing: restricted, shallow

Gag reflex: elevated

Erection attempt: confirmed (2.4 seconds)

Orgasmic spike: YES

She watched him collapse onto his side, still mitted, still diapered, still gagless and completely silent.

No moan. No groan. No voice.

Just… movement.

And then stillness.

And then peace.

She exhaled softly.

Not from arousal.

From satisfaction.

Sabine let the footage play in the background — Elias curled against the floor now, his knees tucked loosely, the fabric of his tunic clinging to one hip in the way she liked. He wasn’t moving. His eyes were half-lidded, unfocused. The room had stopped punishing him. It no longer needed to.

She opened the secondary overlay: COMPLIANCE LOG – PATIENT E432

A green bar blinked along the bottom of the screen:

Status: Quiet. Submissive. Responsive to negative correction.

Deviation Index: <2%

Speech Attempts: Zero (Post Day 1)

Notes: Gag no longer required. Silence maintained by conditioning.

She tapped the previous log for comparison.

F301.

The evaluation period.

Deviation Index: 34%

Speech Attempts: 12

Compensatory Reactions: Vocal protest, spontaneous erections, defiant posturing.

And now?

None of that.

Just silence.

Sabine leaned back in the chair and adjusted the fold of her robe.

The feeling between her thighs was unmistakable now — not a wave of arousal, not something cinematic or messy — just pressure. Wet. Warm. Sustained.

She didn’t move.

Not yet.

She wanted to feel it build.

Her gaze drifted back to the tablet. Elias was still on his side, unmoving. The nappy looked heavy. There was a faint shine along the edge of the collar where sweat had pooled and dried.

She knew that sweat.

She remembered how it tasted when he still begged her not to leave him.

There had been a time when he cried after orgasm.

Not anymore.

Now he just accepted it.

No voice. No whimper. No shame.

She’d taken all that away.

What was left was something closer to art.

He doesn’t know I’m watching.

That’s what makes it work.

She could’ve left the camera active. Could’ve told him she was monitoring him directly. That she was proud. That he was doing well.

But it would’ve ruined the silence.

There was something cleaner about this.

He wasn’t obeying for her anymore.

He was obeying because he didn’t know what else to do.

That, Sabine knew, was the beginning of real ownership.

Not devotion.

Not desperation.

Just emptiness.

She reached down now — finally — and pressed her palm flat over her belly, then down between her thighs. Her fingers moved slowly, purposefully, drawing wetness along her skin. She didn’t close her eyes. She didn’t imagine his hands.

She imagined his silence.

His stillness.

His shame.

The part of him that didn’t try to speak anymore.

That was what turned her on.

Not the sex.

Not the desperation.

The absence.

The vacuum left behind when all the old instincts were wiped clean.

Sabine pulled her hand back.

She didn’t finish.

Not yet.

There was a form to complete.

She tapped out of the live feed and into the administrative settings — deeper than the logs, past the biometric panel. It required biometric confirmation. She placed her thumb to the screen. The tablet scanned. Accepted.

DIRECTRIX OVERRIDE ACCESS GRANTED

Custodian: MARELL, S.

Primary Subject: E432

Behavioural Tier: CLASS-E | Passive Compliance

Restrictions: Adjustable

She swiped twice to the left and opened the Sensory Permissions Panel.

The screen populated with soft green toggles and greyed-out fields. Each one listed a behavioural allowance.

Visual Input: Enabled (Auto)

Tactile Contact: Disabled (Passive Environment)

Audio Input: Conditional – Collar-Sensitive Only

Voice Recognition: Muted

External Sound: ✴ Temporarily Paused ✴

Sabine tapped the “Audio Input” row.

A dropdown appeared.

She selected:

Audio Input: Disabled (Override – Silent Protocol)

Duration: ☐ 6 hours ☐ 24 hours ☐ 72 hours ☑ 7 days

Reason for Change: ✎ Psychological Reinforcement – Passive Isolation

Her fingers moved without hesitation.

This wasn’t cruel.

This was kind.

No sound meant no failure.

No sound meant no false hope.

He wouldn’t wonder if a nurse was coming.

He wouldn’t beg for her voice.

He would simply learn that silence was not something imposed — but something grown. Something earned.

She entered a note for staff visibility:

“Patient E432 is responding positively to sensory minimisation. Do not reintroduce auditory stimuli. No staff communication permitted unless medically necessary. No mechanical prompts. No alerts. Silence is to be maintained.”

A second note, visible only to herself:

“He is almost beautiful now.”

She hit Submit.

The system flickered once, accepted the changes, and logged the override:

🕓 Timestamp: 06:43 | Operator: MARELL, S.

📌 Protocol Update: SILENT | Duration: 7 days

🔒 File Secured.

She sat back.

Took a slow sip of her cooling espresso.

It tasted stronger now. Slightly bitter.

Not unpleasant.

Her thighs were still damp.

Elias — patient E432 — would wake up later that day with no idea how long he’d been sealed. No sense of approval. No sense of direction.

He would crawl to the hydration nipple again. He would wet himself again. He would mouth her name once, maybe twice — but never speak it.

Because he knew now.

Speaking didn’t bring her back.

Speaking only brought pain.

He wouldn’t try again.

He didn’t need to.

He was learning what mattered.

Sabine set the tablet aside.

Gently. No snap of closure. No dramatic gesture. Just a soft placement on the linen-covered table, beside the espresso cup and the half-folded napkin.

The room was quiet.

Not like his.

This silence had texture — the muffled softness of plush carpeting, double-glazed windows, expensive sound insulation. Outside, somewhere far below, a city stirred. But up here, it didn’t matter.

She parted her robe fully now.

Not with indulgence.

With precision.

She stood just enough to hook one leg over the opposite thigh, knees angled open, and sank back into the chair. Her hand returned between her thighs, this time without hesitation. No audience. No script.

She pressed two fingers down, slow and firm, against the slick heat of her sex.

She didn’t rush.

There was no need.

Elias’s face — that slack, open-mouthed expression as he humped the floor in silence — played behind her eyelids.

Not because he wanted to please her.

Not even because he needed release.

Because his body had nothing else left to do.

That was the key.

When they stop performing, they start transforming.

Her fingers moved in steady circles, not frantic. She wasn’t chasing it. She was drawing it out — allowing the pleasure to surface slowly, the same way she had trained his silence to rise from beneath resistance.

His obedience wasn’t a performance anymore.

It was just a fact.

A beautiful, degrading, unremarkable fact.

She came with a quiet, hitching breath — no moan, no drama, no cry. Just a long exhale and a sharp pulse of wetness that lingered against her skin.

Nothing extravagant.

Just perfect.

She let her hand rest there for a moment longer, fingers slick and spent.

Then wiped them on the edge of the linen napkin without a second thought.

She tucked the robe closed again, stood, and moved to the minibar where she poured herself a small glass of water.

The screen on the tablet still glowed softly.

Elias hadn’t moved.

The corner of her mouth lifted — not quite a smile. Not indulgent. Not even fond.

Just… pleased.

She returned to the table, took a sip of water, then reached for the tablet and — instead of powering it down — simply dimmed the screen.

She left the feed running.

There was no need to shut it off.

She liked knowing it was still playing.

That he was still there, motionless, quiet, somewhere beneath her — hers — even if he never knew it.

She closed the napkin, folding it neatly in half.

Took another sip.

Then spoke aloud — just once, to no one.

A whisper, soft and elegant, as if addressing a pet who wasn’t quite listening.

“Good boy.”


Chapter 3 – Training Loop Restarted

The first sound Elias heard in three days was a click.

Not footsteps.

Not a voice.

Just the quiet mechanical unlatching of the padded door behind him.

He didn’t lift his head.

He had learned not to.

The lights in the silence suite had never changed — always that same steady, shadowless white. He had no sense of time. Just bladder releases, slow water crawling from the nipple valve, and the gradual way his limbs stopped trying to resist.

The door opened wider.

Bright, colder light spilled in from outside. Not white. Blue. Fluorescent.

Two pairs of shoes entered.

He saw only the edges — black soles, polished, staff-issued.

Then hands — gloved, efficient — under his armpits.

They didn’t say a word.

He was lifted bodily, mitts flopping slightly, the soaked nappy squelching as they repositioned him into a seated squat. His legs didn’t hold. One of the nurses bent them manually. The other buckled his wrists together at the centre of his lap with a soft grey strap.

Another click. Then the collar tether — the same one they’d used in intake.

The nurse at his right side pressed a silent remote to the collar base.

It chimed.

Green.

They stood.

He didn’t look up.

Not once did either woman speak to him. They simply turned and walked. The tether went taut.

He followed.

His knees wobbled slightly as he stood, padding squishing. His thighs stuck together. The catheter line, still sealed and feeding back into his tunic’s inner reservoir, tugged once, but didn’t hurt.

He took one step. Then another.

The silence suite door stayed open behind him.

He didn’t look back.

They led him down a narrow side hall — not the public corridors, not the intake wing. This was staff-only: low ceilings, smooth floors, no adornment. The lighting here buzzed.

At the junction, the taller nurse opened a grey case on the wall.

She withdrew a new bit gag.

Thick. Rubber. Twin side straps.

She turned. Held it before his face.

No gesture. No warning.

Just held it.

Elias opened his mouth without protest.

The rubber slid in easily — too easily. His jaw clenched around it automatically, the shape already familiar. She buckled the straps behind his head. Pulled tight. Tighter. The pressure framed his face like a halter. The metal D-ring under his chin tapped lightly against his chest.

They walked again.

Through another door. Down a ramp.

The building changed.

Tile replaced padding.

Sound returned — not voices, but airflow. Mechanisms. Somewhere distant: footsteps. A tone.

The institution was still alive. It had simply stopped speaking to him.

He didn’t know where they were going.

But he didn’t care.

Not because he wasn’t afraid.

But because nothing in him moved anymore unless they asked it to.

He walked.

The nurses did not touch him again.

~1,000 words

The prep chamber was cold.

Not harsh — just indifferent. Like a walk-in refrigerator that hadn’t been cleaned thoroughly. The floor was damp beneath his soles. The lighting harsher here: pale blue and clinical, no shadow, no softness.

Elias stood where the nurses left him.

Not restrained. Not guided.

Just… positioned.

A low padded table stood in the centre. Restraint straps at each corner. A trolley beside it held wipes, hooks, fresh restraints, and lubricant. He didn’t look.

He didn’t need to.

One of the nurses — the younger one — stepped behind him and unfastened the catheter line from his tunic. She pressed something behind his thigh.

He flinched.

Not from pain. From familiarity.

She said nothing. Just clipped a tool to the line and tapped once. The seal disengaged.

“Still leaking,” she murmured, not to him.

The other nurse — the one with auburn hair and practised movements — was already unbuckling the belt between his legs. The sodden nappy peeled away with a wet pop, the tapes giving easily, releasing the sour tang of urine and sweat.

“He smells like a training dummy,” the auburn one said.

“Because he is one,” the other replied, tossing the nappy into the bin. “She didn’t send him back for comfort.”

They lifted his tunic.

One raised his arms.

The other pulled it over his head, exposing his chest, his thinness, his cage.

He trembled.

It wasn’t cold.

Just shame.

The catheter was the last to go.

They pressed a wipe against his cock and slowly slid the tubing free.

He groaned, a low, gag-muted sound.

“Sensitive today,” one noted.

“She must’ve let him touch. Before recommitment.”

“No. She let him think about it.”

The PA ring gleamed faintly under the room’s lights. They didn’t comment on it this time. They just cleaned around it — efficient, clinical swipes of antiseptic gauze that pressed a little too hard.

One reached beneath and wiped along the perineum.

“Still leaking from the back too. Probably held it too long.”

“Let’s plug him before he starts marking territory.”

Elias stood still. He wanted to move — not escape, just shift — but the collar remained active. And the nurses hadn’t said he could.

One of them returned with a tail plug.

Larger than last time.

Black silicone. Flared base. Curved.

He whimpered through the bit as they pressed him forward onto the padded table. Not restrained. Not told. Just moved.

One mitt against the vinyl. One hip lifted.

The plug was inserted in a single push.

No lube.

Just pressure.

Just presence.

“Bigger now,” one said, voice flat. “She said he can hold it longer.”

“No point gagging him if his arse is talking.”

They didn’t laugh. They didn’t look at him.

He was rolled back upright and wiped again — thighs, cock, balls, under the cage.

“He’s hard,” one noted, tone as blank as a diagnostic beep.

“He usually is.”

They fitted a new nappy — dry, thick, marked Training: E-Class / Tail Inserted. Then came the posture collar: rigid, high, locking his chin in place with a gentle upward tilt.

The bit gag was tightened again.

Elias blinked slowly.

His body ached.

But his cock throbbed.

No one touched it.

No one cared.

He was cleaned. Plugged. Dressed.

And ignored.

The obedience corridor was wider than he remembered.

Long, tiled, empty — the kind of space designed not to be noticed, only traversed. No windows. No mirrors. Just pale floor marked with a single white line, running straight down the middle for twenty metres.

To the left: a faint row of ceiling-mounted red lasers, spaced evenly from knee-height to crown. Motion sensors. Posture detection.

To the right: a high-mounted screen. Black at the moment. Waiting.

Elias stood at the start line.

The two nurses had disappeared through a door that sealed without sound.

He was alone.

Mitted hands folded in front of him.

Bit gag locked behind his teeth.

Posture collar lifting his chin slightly — just enough to stop him seeing his own feet.

The tail plug shifted as he shifted.

It was large enough now that standing still took concentration. The nappy added pressure — a wet, crinkling bulk that reminded him where he belonged.

Then the screen lit up.

White text on black.

WALK. DO NOT SPEAK. DO NOT LOOK DOWN.

FAILURE = REPEAT.

A soft tone.

He took his first step.

The line beneath his foot guided him forward — simple enough, but the raised edge under the vinyl sole caught slightly.

He overcorrected.

The collar shifted.

The plug shifted.

He wobbled — not visibly, not dramatically, but enough to draw his head down slightly, just instinctively, to adjust.

⚠️ The screen blinked.

FAIL. REPEAT.

Another tone.

He froze.

Stared forward.

Tried again.

Step. Step.

This time he kept his spine straighter, back taut, chin lifted by the brace of the collar. The gag forced his jaw slightly open. His breathing was shallow. Measured.

The plug moved again — subtle, internal pressure. Not pain. But enough.

He tensed.

Eyes flickered downward.

⚠️

FAIL. REPEAT.

No voice corrected him.

No punishment followed.

No nurse reappeared to scold or touch.

Just the screen.

And the tone.

He backed up.

Reset.

Breathed through his nose.

Step.

Step.

Focus.

The plug was relentless. It filled him completely, no give. Every shift of his hips sent a soft wave of pressure radiating inward — not enough to hurt, not enough to arouse. Just enough to distract.

That was the point.

Arousal wasn’t welcome here.

Arousal was interference.

He made it halfway down the corridor before it happened again.

He moaned.

Soft. Unintentional.

A grunt of discomfort forced through the gag.

⚡

The collar shocked him instantly — not hard, but sharp. Precise. Just enough to say: not that way.

He stumbled.

Caught himself.

Looked down.

⚠️

FAIL. REPEAT.

He stood at the midpoint, panting through his nose, the drool already collecting in the corners of his mouth.

The screen gave no sympathy.

The collar gave no instruction.

He turned.

Walked back to the start.

Again.

He didn’t know how long the corridor made him walk.

Five cycles? Ten? More?

There was no punishment beyond the reset.

No slap. No slapstick. No scolding.

Just the screen, the silence, and the pressure of the plug shifting deep inside him — again and again — until walking became something between obedience and submission.

Then the tone changed.

A single long chime.

He froze.

The wall panel to his left slid open.

Two nurses entered.

Not the same ones from earlier.

These wore grey. Gloves. Blank name tags. Uninterested eyes.

One approached him directly and unbuckled the bit gag.

The pressure released with a slick pop. His jaw hung open slightly, the muscles trembled from holding tension too long. Saliva dripped to the floor.

The nurse wiped his chin with a disposable cloth. Discarded it.

Then she pressed a hand to his shoulder and nudged him downward.

He knelt.

Slowly.

Silently.

The tail plug shifted again. A deep bloom of humiliation followed. The nappy was slick against his thighs now — he’d leaked. He hadn’t even noticed.

The second nurse stepped beside him, holding a small handheld device. She tapped the screen once.

A text prompt appeared on the far wall.

KNEEL. REPEAT THE LINE. UNTIL YOU ARE TOLD TO STOP.

Then, just below:

“I am not permitted. Sabine decides. I obey.”

Elias blinked.

His lips moved before sound came.

Not resistance — just delay.

A small hesitation.

⚡

The collar issued a low-voltage pulse — not shocking, just cold. Like a slap without force. A reminder.

He swallowed.

And said it.

Quietly. Hoarsely.

“I… I am not permitted. Sabine decides. I obey.”

No one reacted.

The prompt remained.

The nurse tapped the tablet again.

He repeated it.

“I am not permitted. Sabine decides. I obey.”

A third time.

“I am not permitted. Sabine decides. I obey.”

The cadence settled in his mouth.

Like a command phrase.

Like prayer.

He began to feel his own voice leave him with each repetition — not in volume, but in meaning.

The words didn’t belong to him.

They weren’t even a protest.

They were a function.

An echo of something she had said — once — back when he still believed her attention meant affection.

Now it was scripture.

Now it was his only allowed sound.

He repeated it again.

And again.

The nurses didn’t record him.

Didn’t interrupt.

They simply stood.

Monitors logged the voice pattern, the intonation, the delay intervals.

“I am not permitted.”

“Sabine decides.”

“I obey.”

His throat hurt.

His back ached.

The posture collar made it impossible to look down, to hide, to plead. He stared forward, jaw loose, spit shining at the corner of his lips.

The only warmth came from the nappy and the steady throb of his caged cock against it — not aroused, just swollen with pressure, with humiliation, with mechanical shame.

After the twentieth repetition, he stopped counting.

Somewhere around the thirtieth, the door opened again.

A third nurse walked in.

He didn’t register her immediately.

He was too busy speaking.

“I am not permitted. Sabine decides. I obey.”

His voice cracked slightly on the last syllable.

No one noticed.

No one cared.

The nurses stood still as ever, flanking the corridor like columns. One logged something silently. The other tapped her screen, watching his chin angle through the collar’s posture sensor.

He kept kneeling.

Kept repeating.

There was no clock. No indication of when he’d be told to stop. It might have been five minutes. It might have been thirty. Time in Harrowick stretched like vinyl — no sound, no seams.

“I am not permitted. Sabine decides. I obey.”

His mouth had stopped forming the words with precision. They blurred now, slurring faintly as his jaw weakened. A string of obedience. Not a statement. Just sound shaped into yes.

Then he saw her.

It took him a moment to understand what he was seeing — a shape at the far end of the corridor, still, small, and indistinct. He blinked, eyes stinging.

She stood just beyond the corridor threshold.

Feet together.

Posture perfect.

Nappy, collar, tail plug visible beneath her split hospital gown. Arms folded in a compliant rest pose. Ankles clipped lightly together. A medical leash hung slack from her collar ring.

Isla.

Her hair was tied back. Her eyes were open — not closed, not blindfolded — but vacant. Softly unfocused.

Like someone watching a memory from far away.

“I am not permitted. Sabine decides. I obey.”

His words faltered.

His eyes lingered.

Was it really her?

There had been a time — weeks ago, months — when they’d shared a padded room. Silent. Parallel. Kneeling side by side.

He’d tried to speak to her.

She’d never responded.

Now, she didn’t even blink.

The nearest nurse shifted her weight slightly. Saw where he was looking.

She didn’t redirect him.

She didn’t interrupt the chanting.

She simply said — with cool neutrality:

“Let him see what quiet looks like.”

Elias’s mouth opened.

But nothing came out.

For the first time in the loop, he didn’t speak.

Not from defiance.

From horror.

Isla didn’t respond to her name.

Didn’t flinch at the voice.

Didn’t blink at him.

She just stood.

Her breathing was shallow.

Her eyes blank.

She was… perfect.

Not punished.

Not broken.

Just still.

“Begin again,” the nurse beside him said flatly.

He did.

He didn’t look at Isla again.

He didn’t need to.

Her face stayed with him for every repetition that followed.

He was never told to stop.

The screen didn’t flash. The collar didn’t chime. No staff member said the word enough.

He simply finished one repetition—

“I am not permitted. Sabine decides. I obey.”

—and the nurse in grey stepped forward and slipped the bit gag back between his teeth.

He didn’t resist.

The straps were pulled tight, tighter than before, as if sealing his mouth not to silence him, but to preserve something. His obedience. His tone. His… surrender.

She clipped the chin ring down to the collar base.

Locked.

He was helped to his feet — not roughly, not gently. Just functionally.

The posture collar made walking difficult. The tail plug made it worse. Each step pressed it deeper, a soft rolling pressure against his prostate, a constant pulse of humiliation with no destination.

He dribbled again — not urine this time, but pre-come, forced out by friction and restraint. It spread against the inside of the fresh training nappy. Sticky. Warm. Unacknowledged.

He stumbled once. No one reacted.

The nurses simply adjusted their grip and turned him toward the far door.

Not the suite.

Not an observation chamber.

Just… a crate.

Low metal frame. Foam lining. Restraint rings at each corner. A thin LED above the door marked Dormitory Hold | Tier 2.

They guided him inside.

Sat him.

Pulled a chest harness across his body and clipped it to the frame.

One lifted his legs and buckled them together with a shared strap.

The other fed the catheter line forward again — external this time, no bag — and locked it to the front panel.

No instruction.

No address.

Not even a number.

They simply moved him into non-activity.

A stasis that felt less like punishment, more like… filing.

The light dimmed to 30%.

The crate sealed with a soft hiss.

A red LED blinked on the outside: E432 – Inactive / Routing Pending

Inside, Elias blinked slowly.

His jaw ached.

His back burned from kneeling.

His cock pulsed, caged, wet, untouched.

His voice still echoed in his ears — not as sound, but as instruction.

I am not permitted. Sabine decides. I obey.

He repeated it once more inside his head.

Not because they asked him to.

Because it was true.

“I repeated the phrase silently, until I forgot it had ever been mine.”


Chapter 4 – The New Plug

They had left him here a long time ago.

Not hours. Not days. Not anything he could measure.

Just after.

After the walking. After the phrase. After Isla’s stillness. After the crate door closed and the lights dimmed and the air thinned to quiet.

He hadn’t been gagged when they left him. That was strange.

The bit had been removed. His jaw ached where the rings had pressed into the corners of his mouth, but the absence felt colder than the presence. He could move his lips. Swallow. Even hum, if he wanted to risk it.

He didn’t.

The collar was still live.

And he didn’t know if someone was watching.

That was the worst part — the unknowing. Not punishment, not restraint. Just the tension of waiting for something that might never come.

At first he had tried to count his breaths. Then the seconds. Then the flicker of the soft red light above the crate door. It pulsed every ninety seconds.

Or so he thought.

The nappy between his legs had gone cold. Heavy. His thighs stuck when he tried to shift. His back ached from the shape of the crate: too upright for rest, too low for dignity. The mitts — still sealed, padded, stiff — were folded in his lap under a cross-strap. His arms couldn’t move. His feet were clipped to the side posts. Ankles side-by-side like a doll left on a shelf.

Sabine would have hated this part.

Or maybe she would have liked it.

Maybe that was the point.

There was no stimulation now. No friction. No chance to come, even silently. The cage was locked, and the plug was gone — his hole felt… raw. Not wounded, but missing something. Open.

He’d tried flexing once.

A test.

The emptiness inside him clenched and echoed.

Nothing.

That had been hours ago.

Now he just sat. Eyes open. Mouth shut. Neck stiff against the collar, which still pulsed faintly with the same biofeedback rhythm it used to enforce silence.

Not even a heartbeat in return.

What if this was the test?

What if they just left me here forever, and called it obedience?

He imagined them reviewing the footage:

“Patient E432. No error. No speech. No escalation.”

“Result: Passive Neutralisation. No contact required.”

The thought didn’t hurt.

It just settled. Like sediment in water.

Then it came.

A scream.

Not close — muffled, dulled by walls and distance — but sharp enough to rise above the background hum of whatever machinery kept this place alive.

Male voice. Mid-pitched. Strained.

And cut off.

Then wheels — metal on tile, a rattle that picked up speed, then bounced slightly as it passed the outer hallway just beyond Elias’s field of view. A stretcher, maybe. A restraint cart. He heard straps shift. Rubber boots. A clipped command.

Then silence.

As if the building swallowed it whole.

He didn’t flinch.

Didn’t even blink.

Not because he wasn’t startled — but because he already understood.

That one wasn’t quiet.

That’s why they moved him.

That’s why I’m still here.

Because he had learned. Or at least… become quiet enough not to matter.

That was the line now.

Not punishment.

Not progress.

Just… tolerated presence.

He looked at the red light above the crate.

It had turned blue.

Somewhere behind him, a lock disengaged.

He didn’t try to see who entered.

Didn’t need to.

The presence was familiar now: gloves, clipboard, silence.

The nurse stepped into view. Not looking at him. Not asking anything.

Just unlocking the chest strap.

The mitts shifted.

A tether was clipped to his collar ring.

She stepped aside.

He knew what to do.

He stood slowly, knees aching, nappy sagging, eyes lowered, mouth still closed.

They weren’t coming to punish him.

They were coming to maintain him.

The medical platform was already waiting in the corridor.

Wider than a wheelchair, lower than a stretcher. Padded in grey vinyl, its surface moulded for the male body: hips slightly raised, neck gently cradled, thighs parted by design. Side straps lay folded like seatbelts, buckles already unclipped, ready to be sealed.

The nurse guided Elias to it with no verbal instruction.

He didn’t resist.

The tether from his collar was clipped to a small ring on the platform’s headboard. She pressed his shoulders down until he sat. Then eased him back.

The mattress hissed as it accepted his weight.

He sank.

Legs were lifted. Ankles clipped in. Knees pressed into a spread. A centre belt was drawn up from under his thighs and fastened tightly across the front of his nappy. Chest strap next. Then wrists — still in mitts — placed at his sides and secured without adjustment.

Each strap clicked.

Not rushed.

Not cruel.

Just automatic.

She reached into the side tray and retrieved the bit gag.

Black rubber, worn, no frills.

She offered it.

Elias opened his mouth.

The plug slid in easily. She tightened the straps behind his head — slow, firm, then one final jerk. The corners of his lips drew back slightly under the strain.

He was gagged again.

But it no longer felt like punishment.

It felt like protocol.

Two more nurses joined them in the corridor.

No eye contact. No recognition.

One of them carried a folded clipboard. The top page was visible, pressed under a clear sleeve. Elias caught only three lines before it was turned away:

E432

Anal Retention Testing

Stimulus Null Refit

He didn’t know what that meant.

He didn’t have to.

The platform moved.

Soft electric whir. Locking wheels disengaged. One nurse walked beside, hands loosely resting on the side rail. The other led from the front, tapping something into a wall panel.

Doors opened without being touched.

Corridors widened.

The air grew cleaner.

Brighter.

More sterile.

This wasn’t the intake wing anymore. This was the clinical spine of Harrowick — the part of the facility patients were rarely shown. Quiet. Seamless. Where correction was no longer personal. It was mechanical.

They passed a bank of sealed rooms — numbered panels with biometric readers. No windows. No sound.

Elias didn’t look.

His eyes stayed forward.

His jaw throbbed.

His tongue was already going numb from the plug.

He could feel the slick pressure of the wet nappy under the centre strap, pressed flat against his caged cock.

His hips didn’t move.

He didn’t twitch.

The plug hadn’t been reinserted yet.

But his body was already preparing for it.

The platform stopped outside a white-tiled bay.

The nurses didn’t speak.

One tapped a code into the panel.

The doors hissed open.

Inside: stainless steel surfaces. Low lighting. Padded cuffs. Wipes. Gags. Hooks. A central slab, warmed from beneath.

Procedure Bay 2.

They wheeled him in.

No announcement.

No preparation.

No empathy.

Just the next scheduled procedure.

He was not being punished.

He was being calibrated.

The platform stopped beside the procedure table.

It was already prepped — warm, padded in pale grey vinyl, slightly concave at the centre with elevation under the hips. Metal cuffs waited at each corner. A wedge cushion sat near the head, designed to tilt the pelvis open and forward.

Two nurses moved in sync.

No glance at Elias.

No instruction.

No softness.

Just routine.

One unbuckled his chest strap. The other unclipped his ankles and tugged his knees apart by the restraint loops. His thighs opened easily, nappy sagging between them.

“Saturation confirmed,” one said, snapping on a glove.

“Good. She wanted a retention check before refitting.”

Elias was lifted by the underarms and swung onto the procedure table.

His back met warm vinyl.

His mitts were folded to his chest and clipped down. Ankles spread wider. Cuffs sealed. Thighs pressed gently outward. The gag stayed in.

Only the nappy was removed.

Stripped away with a slow, practiced hand. No fanfare. No wipes yet.

Just exposure.

Elias flushed.

The room wasn’t cold — but his body reacted anyway. His cock pulsed inside the cage. The sweat along his perineum itched. He clenched slightly as the last remnants of the plug’s absence made themselves known.

“Previous plug duration: 38 minutes,” Nurse A said, checking the chart.

“Slippage logged. Poor fit at base,” Nurse B replied. She held up the new one — matte black, anchor-flanged, heavy in her palm.

“Upgrade model. Same bore. Broader stem.”

“Retention curve?”

“Fifteen-degree backward deflection. She wants deeper seated pressure.”

“No prep?”

“No prep.”

They didn’t look at him.

Elias lay still, gagged, breath steady through his nose.

His body was already clenching — involuntarily, instinctively.

He felt the gloved fingers press against his cheeks.

Spread.

No warning.

No countdown.

Just pressure.

The plug was pushed in with a single, slow motion — deliberate, strong, aimed low and forward. It stretched him wide, the anchor flanges pressing outward, dragging the internal curve into position.

Elias moaned through the gag.

Not loud.

But helpless.

The collar didn’t shock him.

It was a medical wing.

No punishment here.

Only compliance.

“Insertion complete,” Nurse A said, adjusting the plug base. It nestled flat against his skin. “Tension acceptable.”

“No lubricant,” Nurse B remarked. “Still accepted. That’s conditioning.”

They logged the data without looking at him.

Elias stared at the ceiling.

His hole throbbed. Not with pain. Not with pleasure.

Just the fullness.

The weight. The pressure.

The permanence of it.

The gag kept his mouth open. Drool slid down one cheek.

The table beeped softly.

Plug temperature logged.

Seating depth: confirmed.

He had not moved.

The plug stayed in.

Not just seated — claimed. The anchor curve had settled, stretching him wide, applying soft, inward pressure that didn’t fade. It was heavier than the last. He could feel the shift with every breath.

But the nurses had already moved on.

One reached into the tray beside the table and lifted the digital cage unlocker — a slim magnetic instrument shaped like a scalpel handle. She brought it down to the current device and hovered over the lock seam.

“Previous model: Standard urethral post, manual fit. Note the ring upgrade.”

“Retain the PA. Sabine specified continued alignment.”

The tool beeped once.

The cage opened.

Elias gasped — not from freedom, but from air. The cold air hit his cock like exposure, the slick moisture of pre-come and sweat turning sticky in an instant.

He didn’t become erect.

But he twitched.

Twice.

His body tried.

“Still reactive,” the younger nurse murmured, almost to herself.

“Which is why we’re changing the stimulus path.”

She wiped his cock slowly — a firm, antiseptic stroke, from base to head, ignoring the flinch.

Then the head again.

Then the frenulum.

She inspected the PA ring. No migration. No swelling.

“He really thought that was for him,” the older nurse said, lifting the new cage from its case. It looked identical — same shape, same thickness, same urethral routing.

But inside the ring?

A fine microfilm shimmered under the light. Iridescent. Barely visible.

“Stimulant blocker. Numbing polymer. Should reduce glans response by 80%.”

“She wants him to feel pressure, not pleasure.”

“He’ll still leak.”

“Of course. That’s the point.”

They didn’t ask his permission.

They didn’t discuss dosage.

The younger nurse fitted the tip of his cock through the forward post, aligning the PA ring to the captive bead hole.

There was a brief tug.

Then the lock clicked.

Elias twitched again — not in protest. Just… reflex.

The older nurse pressed two fingers to the seam. Ran them slowly along the underside.

Not a caress.

A seal check.

“Flush. Tight.”

She tapped her tablet.

The entry blinked:

Device: MK-8 Suppression Cage

Stimulus Curve: Flat

Insert Acknowledged: E432 | 12:04

Elias blinked.

The plug inside him ached now.

The cage on him did not.

There was no stimulation.

No excitement.

His cock strained, then dulled.

The chemical coating had already begun to act.

There would be no pleasure from this.

Just containment.

Just throbbing without meaning.

“We’ll know in a few hours if it’s working,” one nurse said.

“He’ll show strain before frustration. That’s compliance.”

They pulled a fresh wipe from the tray and folded it over the head of the cage — not to clean, but to blot.

His come — what little there was — had already dried to clear gloss.

The nurse wiped it away.

“No need to log volume,” she said. “It’s not expressive anymore.”

They didn’t unstrap him.

Not right away.

The nurses adjusted the base of the plug once more, tapping something on a recessed control pad near the exam bed. A soft click answered — not loud, but felt. A change in pressure.

Elias inhaled sharply through the gag.

The anchor plug hadn’t moved, but it had… tightened. Just slightly. The curve nudged deeper, the stretch at his rim pulling wider for half a second, then releasing.

A slow throb followed. Warm. Hollow.

One of the nurses glanced at the monitor mounted above his head.

“Plug base rotation: confirmed. Sphincter pressure elevated.”

The other adjusted a dial on the side tray.

A soft frequency hum began to pulse through the plug’s base — not vibration, not stimulation. Just a slow, rhythmic presence. Internal.

It didn’t arouse him.

It occupied him.

Elias’s jaw tensed.

The collar didn’t respond — this wasn’t behavioural.

This was calibration.

A second monitor flickered on.

PATIENT E432

STIMULUS NULL REFIT — OBSERVATION MODE: ACTIVE

— PULSE RATE: 112

— BREATHING: SHALLOW

— GLAND RESPONSE: SUPPRESSED

— VOCAL ACTIVITY: ZERO

— PLUG RESPONSE: PARTIAL CLENCH / NO SLIP

The nurses didn’t speak to him.

They observed.

Logged.

Occasionally adjusted.

At one point, the younger nurse pressed her gloved palm against the front of the nappy — now refastened over the cage — and held it there, waiting.

Elias felt his cock press forward instinctively.

Nothing.

No stimulation.

No sensation.

Just the vague memory of arousal where once there had been hunger.

“He’s still trying,” she said quietly. “But the blocker’s active. No full swell.”

“That’ll train out in a week,” said the other.

“What if he asks?”

“He won’t. Not anymore.”

The pulse continued for twelve minutes.

Elias didn’t move.

Couldn’t move.

He tried, once, to arch — just slightly. To shift the plug’s angle. It didn’t budge. It was shaped to fill, not slide. The motion was meaningless.

The screen blinked:

HIP MOTION DETECTED

FLAG: PASSIVE ADJUSTMENT — NO ALERT

He stopped trying.

The heat between his thighs began to fade.

What remained was pressure.

Breath.

Silence.

And the quiet sound of his own body reacting with no one to notice.

The pulse ended without warning.

No chime. No release. Just stillness.

The plug stayed in. Settled. Deep.

Elias breathed shallowly through his nose, the gag pushing his jaw open, saliva leaking at the corners. His cock — what remained of sensation — twitched once, aimless. His thighs had stopped shaking.

The nurses returned without ceremony.

One began unfastening the wrist straps.

The other folded back the monitoring sheet and reached for the sealed nappy pack on the side tray.

“PLUGGED / MUZZLED / CLASS E”

Black lettering on soft pale blue.

She peeled the adhesive strips with the quiet efficiency of someone handling biohazard waste. Lifted his hips with one palm. Slid the padding under him. Folded. Smoothed. Sealed.

The plug was not removed.

The cage was not checked again.

Only the external image mattered now.

Sealed. Diapered. Compliant.

“Posture collar next,” the older nurse said, already unclipping the used brace.

The new one was darker — reinforced — with a high chin shelf and fixed-length tension band behind the neck. It wasn’t designed to correct posture. It was designed to prevent collapse.

They fitted it without measurement.

Tightened until his head sat upright. Then one click tighter.

Elias didn’t flinch.

His mouth hung open slightly, the bit gag still wedged deep.

That changed next.

“Mouth swap.”

The bit was removed — quickly, clinically, still wet.

It was dropped into a sealed tray.

A new gag was retrieved from the drawer: panel model, black rubber with cheek wings and a seamless centre. She folded the strap open and held it up.

Elias opened.

The rubber bulb slid in.

This one didn’t fill him.

It flattened.

A plug, not a wedge.

The outer panel sealed across his lips.

Strap buckled high behind the head. Side rings pressed in against the posture collar.

Muffled.

Contained.

Decorative.

One nurse palmed the front of the panel gag lightly, pressing it flat.

“No need for depth anymore. He’s not speaking.”

She adjusted the straps, gave a final pat.

“Quiet and sealed.”

The final step was the mitts.

Still on, but damp now.

Each was removed, inspected, wiped, and re-secured.

He was not freed.

Just… cleaned.

The younger nurse tapped her tablet.

Spoke aloud to log it:

“Patient E432. Plug seated. Cage locked. Panel gag applied. Compliance maintained throughout.”

“Erotic impulse: neutralised.”

“No vocal attempt. No disciplinary required.”

“Transfer to passive status.”

The screen blinked.

A green line appeared across the top:

CONDITIONING STAGE: PHASE 2 – STIMULUS NULLIFICATION

STATUS: SUCCESSFUL

NEXT EVENT: BEHAVIOURAL REVIEW / 48HR

She tapped save.

Closed the file.

Didn’t look at him.

The nurses lifted him together.

Not roughly. Not gently. Just… precisely.

One behind his shoulders, the other under his thighs. His body moved as a single piece — posture collar stiff, mitts locked, thighs spread by the bulk of the nappy and the anchor of the plug seated deep inside.

They placed him upright in a padded transport chair.

The frame was wider than a wheelchair, more like a throne built for restraint: soft foam sides, side-clamps at the ankles, shoulder anchors, head brace.

Elias didn’t resist.

There was no reason to.

His legs were guided into place. Ankles clipped to angled foot supports. Chest strap applied. The panel gag was adjusted one final time. The mitts rested in his lap, useless. His back pressed against a lumbar brace that did not yield.

“Strapped,” the nurse said quietly.

“Vitals?”

“Normal.”

“No gag strain?”

“None logged. Passive posture confirmed.”

She knelt beside him to check the plug readout — a small device mounted just beneath the seat, tracking base temperature, depth integrity, sphincter response.

“Still seated. No slippage.”

“We’ll log it. Tag him as overnight-cleared.”

Elias blinked.

That was the only part of him that moved now.

His eyelids. Slow. Involuntary.

Not because he was drugged.

Because the rest of him had no more purpose left to move for.

The collar held his head upright.

The panel gag held his mouth shut.

The plug kept him full.

The cage kept him denied.

The mitts kept him uncurious.

The nappy kept him manageable.

He was a system.

And the system was complete.

The chair began to move.

A nurse guided it with one hand, the wheels whispering softly across the tile. The lights above brightened slightly as they entered the corridor — not harsh, just awake.

They passed a cleaning unit.

Then a cart of folded restraints.

Then a second patient being wheeled the opposite way — unconscious, hooded, a trail of fluid leaking from beneath his knees.

Elias didn’t turn his head.

He couldn’t.

The chair made a left.

A red light blinked green as they approached a new holding zone.

Dormitory Hall B.

Another door opened.

Another staff member stepped forward, checked the screen on the back of his chair, and nodded.

“He’s finally quiet,” one of them murmured.

“In every way that matters.”

No one said his name.

No one asked how he was.

No one even confirmed his designation aloud.

He was just moved.

A silent patient in a sealed chair, eyes open, cock numb, plug full, mouth shut.

He wasn’t being watched anymore.

He was being used.

“I was not restrained. I was finished.”


Chapter 5 – The Breach

The wheels were nearly silent.

Padded, low-friction, engineered to roll smoothly across Harrowick’s corridor tile without squeal or click. The chair was built to suppress friction, just like the man strapped into it. Elias didn’t try to move. He didn’t ask where they were going. He didn’t even blink often anymore unless the collar loosened enough to allow it.

His eyes stayed fixed on the path ahead.

Posture collar high. Gag sealed. Plug deep.

The chair rocked gently as they passed over a slightly uneven seam in the floor. He felt the harness shift against his chest. The nappy beneath him absorbed the motion, soaked and quiet.

He wasn’t being taken to a session. He knew that.

This movement didn’t carry urgency. It carried process.

The two nurses guiding him said nothing to him. Of course not. They spoke to each other — soft, professional tones that passed over his head like vapour:

“She wants E wing reclassified before the quarterly audit.”

“Behaviourals are already sorted. It’s the R patients that’ll complicate the stats.”

“Reclassification won’t help if they breach again.”

The chair slowed slightly.

Elias didn’t lift his head.

Not because he didn’t want to.

Because he no longer remembered what wanting had ever done for him.

They turned into a wider corridor.

The floor changed texture — from polished ceramic to soft-damp rubberised tile. The air cooled. The overhead lights dimmed to a muted blue.

On either side, the doors changed: no longer numbered. No longer glass-fronted.

Just flat black.

Each one bore a glowing panel with no text — just coloured circles. Some red. Some purple. One grey.

Elias felt the breath in his nose shorten.

Not from fear.

From memory.

He’d never been down this corridor before.

But this… felt like something Sabine had once warned him about without words. A part of the facility he had no business seeing unless something had gone terribly wrong.

The nurses didn’t slow.

Didn’t check the locks.

Just rolled him forward.

A distant metallic clatter echoed from somewhere ahead.

Then silence.

Elias blinked once.

The nurse on the left looked up.

Not startled.

Just alert.

“External clearance?” she murmured.

“No. Still on internal route.”

Another few metres.

And then — without warning —

the scream.

It tore through the corridor like a blade.

High. Male. Young.

Not pain, not yet. Not quite. The sound had edges — the kind of scream that still believed it could stop something.

“Get off me! I didn’t— I didn’t fucking—!”

Metal clanged inside the room. Something struck a wall — a tray? A chair?

Elias froze.

His restraints didn’t allow movement. But his body responded anyway — shoulders locked, thighs tensed against the plug, chest drawn tight against the harness. He blinked once, sharply.

The nurses did not flinch.

The one on the right tapped a panel near the door. It pulsed yellow.

“Breach 74,” she said calmly.

“No override filed.”

The door itself never opened.

But inside, the noise escalated.

Straps being ripped loose. Furniture dragged. The unmistakable clatter of a gurney being kicked.

Then the voice again — shrieking now, breaking:

“You don’t get to do this—! There’s a protocol—there’s a—SABINE!”

That word cut straight through Elias.

He didn’t move.

But something in his throat clenched, reflexive and dry behind the gag.

One of the nurses turned slightly toward the door, reading from a secondary screen mounted beside the black panel.

“No custodian access confirmed. Partner revoked. Patient has no standing.”

The scream spiked again.

Then dropped.

Silenced — not faded — cut off mid-breath.

What followed was a wet, sharp hiss — the unmistakable sound of a sedative injector. Then a flurry of movement. Fabric. Plastic. A hard thump as something hit the padded floor.

Then nothing.

No alarm.

No argument.

Just absence.

The nurse nearest Elias adjusted the grip on his chair.

“If they’d filed override,” she said softly, “he’d have been moved to Blue Wing instead.”

“Too slow,” the other replied. “You hesitate, you breach.”

They looked at Elias.

Not for long.

Just once.

Then turned away.

As if to say: And you didn’t.

The chair began to move again.

The corridor returned to silence.

No echo.

No aftermath.

Just the soft hum of conditioned airflow and the sound of Elias’s transport chair rolling slowly over tile.

He hadn’t moved.

The panel gag sat heavy across his mouth, the posture collar holding his head up, eyes forward. The plug ached dully with each shift of the chair’s wheels. His breathing stayed shallow. His wrists, still locked into the mitts resting in his lap, trembled only slightly — more from containment than fear.

No alarm had sounded.

No reprimand had followed.

The door behind them, the one with the scream — Door 74 — remained closed.

Sealed.

Elias heard the sound of rubber soles approaching from the other end of the hall.

Another nurse. Younger. Moving briskly. Blue gloves pulled tight to the forearms. In one hand, she carried a loop of restraints: mitts, ankle cuffs, a soiled collar, and something Elias couldn’t immediately identify — something plastic and glistening.

It took a moment.

Then he saw it.

A panel gag, stained and glistening, its inner lining bitten clean through.

She didn’t look at Elias as she passed.

She nodded to the two nurses escorting him.

“Cleared. One shot.”

“Holding?”

“For now. They’ll strip the room tonight.”

The two women pushing Elias didn’t stop.

Didn’t slow.

The younger nurse disappeared through a hatch marked CLEANING ACCESS. The door sealed behind her with a soft hydraulic sigh.

Elias kept rolling.

He passed another door.

Black. Unmarked.

Then another.

And another.

Some glowed blue.

Some red.

One was purple.

None made a sound.

Keep walking.

He hadn’t heard it aloud.

But it came — not from the nurses, not from the collar, but from somewhere buried in his chest. A thought without shape. A rule without punishment.

Keep walking.

Don’t flinch.

Don’t slow.

Don’t ask.

You’re not here to see.

You’re here to pass through.

The nurse on the left — without looking — murmured to her colleague:

“He’s quiet.”

“Always has been.”

“He knows he’s not on that list.”

“That’s why he’s still here.”

No one looked at him.

He was between them.

And beneath them.

And exactly where he belonged.

They turned a corner.

The corridor narrowed slightly here — less ceremonial, more functional. Lights dimmed to a sterile grey. On the left wall, a shallow alcove opened into a sanitation station. The stainless steel counter gleamed under a single directional lamp. A recessed basin bubbled with soft cleanser.

Elias saw them before he understood.

The restraints.

Laid out neatly in a row — cleaned, but still drying. Hooked to labelled pegs. Tags clipped to each one, handwritten in neat institutional script:

Patient Redacted / Black Wing Transfer

– Gag: Panel, bit-perforated

– Collar: double-ring, minor tear

– Wrist restraints: foam-lined, blood present

– Ankle cuffs: buckled pair

– Tunic: shredded, disposed

Reusable.

A nurse stood nearby, sorting clamps. She didn’t acknowledge Elias or the chair. Just kept working — spraying, folding, repackaging.

As they passed, the nurse on his left reached out casually and took one of the wrist cuffs from the drying hook.

She looped it through the bar mounted beside Elias’s headrest.

Clipped it there. Let it dangle.

Like a reminder.

Or a spare part.

No explanation followed.

No commentary.

Just motion.

The chair continued forward.

The cuff swung softly beside his ear, tapping the vinyl edge of the seat frame with each turn of the wheel.

tap.

tap.

tap.

The buckle still had dried blood in the teeth.

They reached another door.

Not black this time.

Neutral grey.

Dormitory routing.

The nurse tapped a code.

The door opened.

Light spilled through — calm, warm, contained.

The chair rolled in.

A red light above the door turned green.

Elias was wheeled into place beside a familiar bedframe and clipped to a holding post.

One nurse secured the footrests.

The other gently removed the dangling wrist restraint from the chair frame and hung it on a wall hook beside the gag rack.

“If it’s clean, it’s useful.”

No one spoke his name.

No one said you did well.

They didn’t need to.

He hadn’t screamed.

He hadn’t struggled.

He hadn’t even reacted.

They hadn’t needed to clean up after him.

They’d only needed to move him.

“He screamed to be heard. I never needed to.”


Chapter 6 – The Humiliation Chamber

The door hissed open, and they wheeled him in.

Elias had stopped imagining where doors led. They didn’t signify anything anymore — not progress, not punishment. Just new arrangements of restraint. This one smelled of latex, cleaning fluid, and body heat. A faint static charge in the air.

The room was larger than most. Not a dormitory, not an exam bay.

A theatre.

Pale steel walls. Angled mirrors. A monitor wall on the far side — black screens waiting to flicker alive.

In the centre: the chair.

He’d never seen one before, not fully. But he’d heard the word from a whisper once, maybe in intake. The milking chair.

It wasn’t padded for comfort. It was padded for position.

Black vinyl stretched across a curved metal frame, designed to tilt the hips forward and keep the thighs apart. The leg rests were mounted wide, elevated slightly. The seat was open beneath. A drainage tray sat underneath, polished and dry.

He was unstrapped from the wheelchair without words.

One nurse tapped a code into the side panel while the other removed his nappy with two gloved hands — swift, clinical, unsentimental. The padding hit the bin with a muted thud. He’d leaked slightly. No one commented.

They pulled the tunic up and off in a single motion.

He was left naked but for the cage, the plug, and the posture collar.

Then the gag.

The panel was unbuckled. Peeled away from his face. His jaw cracked softly as it released. Saliva hung from his lower lip.

The nurse didn’t wipe it.

She just turned and placed the gag in the steriliser.

The other nurse tapped the screen again.

“Patient E432. Erotic response evaluation. Custodian override: active.”

Elias didn’t react to his number. He didn’t react to her name either.

He was lifted — two hands under his arms — and seated into the chair.

It cradled him like he belonged there.

The plug seated deeper.

The cage throbbed once, then dulled again — the numbing still effective.

His thighs were parted and locked in place. Calves clipped to curved metal braces. A padded strap pressed across his hips. Another came down over his chest. Arms were drawn up to the sides, mitted fists resting against elbow pads. Wrist cuffs. Buckles.

Last: the neck brace.

Thicker than the collar. Rigid. It cupped under the chin and secured to the headrest frame. He could no longer nod. Couldn’t turn. Couldn’t lower his gaze.

Only look forward.

Only watch.

He tasted metal in the back of his throat.

The nurse tapped his cage once — not to provoke. To ensure it was aligned. Then pulled a thin telemetry lead from a drawer and clicked it to the base ring, just above the scrotum.

A soft tone registered from the screen on the wall.

“Link confirmed. Arousal channel logging.”

The gag hadn’t been reinserted.

His mouth hung open slightly now.

But he didn’t speak.

He knew this wasn’t about sound.

This was about watching.

And not receiving.

The lights dimmed by a fraction.

Not fully — not enough to obscure — just enough to frame the screens as they powered on.

All at once.

Six in total. Arranged in a semicircle ahead of the chair, angled slightly downward toward his line of sight. Two large. Four smaller. No volume yet.

Just motion.

At first, Elias couldn’t process what he was seeing. Just bodies. Movement. Texture. Skin. Silk. Shadows and warmth. The softness of real light on real flesh.

And then she appeared.

Sabine.

Her hair was pinned up. A few dark strands had fallen loose against her cheek. She was astride someone — hips moving, slow and perfect, her back arched as her head tipped back in slow, wet release.

No mask. No gag.

No cruelty.

Just pleasure.

Not for him.

Her eyes were closed. Her hands were on another man’s chest.

Lars.

Elias knew it without needing the camera to pan.

One of the smaller screens showed a close-up of penetration. Another tracked Sabine’s profile from behind — her mouth open, her nails pressed into skin. The image was crisp. Recorded professionally.

This wasn’t surveillance footage.

This was production.

His breathing stuttered.

The plug pulsed.

His cage clenched forward against the ring — dull, useless pressure.

He tried to close his eyes.

The neck brace didn’t allow it.

The screens were his only reality now.

Then the audio began.

Not from the video.

From him.

A soft voice filled the room — fragile, familiar, tremulous.

His own.

“I don’t know why I said yes—”

“I thought she loved me. I thought—”

“It hurts. I can’t come. She won’t let me. Please, just let me speak to her—”

The confession booth recording.

One of the earlier sessions — from evaluation, maybe even before intake.

The raw one.

The one where he still had tears in his voice.

“Please. Please don’t let her watch this.”

The words played over the footage of Sabine riding Lars with slow, perfect rhythm.

She was close.

She was whispering something to him — not Elias, not the camera. Just to him, the one in her.

The overlay didn’t sync.

That made it worse.

“I just want her to touch me again—”

“—to forgive me—”

“—I miss being her good boy—”

The room said nothing.

The nurses stood behind him, out of view.

He couldn’t look back.

He couldn’t move forward.

He couldn’t close his mouth.

His cock pulsed again.

Pointlessly.

On screen, Sabine came.

Quietly. Without spectacle.

Her body shook once, controlled, her mouth parting into an exquisite, effortless release.

The angle cut.

A close-up of her face mid-climax played in slow motion.

Then again.

Then again — from another camera.

And still, his own voice filled the room:

“I won’t ask again. Just tell her I’m sorry.”

“Tell her I remember how I used to kneel.”

“Tell her I want to belong.”

Elias made a sound — not a word, not even a whimper.

A soft, broken gasp.

Nothing responded.

The telemetry panel on the wall flashed:

AROUSAL SPIKE DETECTED

Genital: Engaged (restrained)

Pelvic motion: 4.3/sec

Breathing: Laboured

Vocal: Open

He didn’t speak.

He couldn’t.

He didn’t want to.

There was no space left for speech in him.

Only this.

Only watching her choose someone else — again, again, again.

While he was strapped down.

Plugged.

Denied.

The chair didn’t move.

Neither did the air.

Only the screens.

Each monitor cycled through a different angle — Sabine’s thighs grinding, her back arching, her mouth open in still frames of pleasure. The scene was looped now, maybe twenty seconds at a time, and none of it was synced. One screen showed her breathless; another already deep into the rhythm again. A flicker of slow orgasm, then a jump cut. Wet. Strained. Beautiful.

Elias moaned.

The sound slipped from his throat like steam from a fracture — barely audible, but real. The kind of noise that wasn’t intentional. Just leakage.

His jaw trembled.

His breath hitched.

The neck brace held his gaze forward, the collar dug into the back of his throat, but the screens showed only what he wasn’t allowed to feel.

The plug pressed deeper with every motion.

His cock — still inside the numbing-coated cage — twitched violently.

Useless.

Pointless.

Hungry.

“Arousal rising,” one nurse said softly, somewhere behind his left shoulder.

“Telemetry tracking pelvic flex. No ejaculation. Attempt visible.”

A second nurse replied, almost bored:

“That’s the third cycle. Blocker’s holding.”

“Repeat pulse?”

“Negative. No reward reinforcement scheduled.”

A tone chimed on the side panel.

The screen lit:

STIMULUS RESPONSE: ENGAGED

— Genital: 9.2/10

— Anal pressure: elevated

— Respiratory: irregular

— Voice: unstructured (nonverbal)

CLIMAX ATTEMPT: BLOCKED

EJECTION: NONE

Elias let out another noise — soft, strained, almost a sob — but the gag hadn’t been reinserted. His mouth stayed open. He drooled down his chin.

No one wiped it.

Onscreen, Sabine rode Lars again.

This angle was from behind now. Her back muscles tensed, her hips moving with obscene smoothness. She looked powerful. Relaxed. Nothing like the woman who had cradled Elias’s head on her thigh while whispering that she loved how obedient he was.

That woman was gone.

Or perhaps she’d never existed.

This woman didn’t even look at the camera.

And the one in the chair?

He was not addressed. Not denied. Not acknowledged.

Only measured.

Only logged.

The first nurse stepped beside him.

Elias couldn’t see her — the collar and brace held his head fixed — but he felt her glove touch the base of the cage.

Two fingers, pressed flat.

She didn’t stroke.

She didn’t inspect.

She simply held it there.

A monitor beeped once.

“Still twitching.”

“Leave it. Let him leak.”

“She asked for non-responsive denial.”

“He’s not asking anymore.”

The voice overlay returned.

His voice.

“She knows what I am.”

“I can’t stop thinking about her watching me.”

“Please tell her… please—”

The nurse pulled her hand away.

Elias whimpered — not at the loss of touch, but at the confirmation: he would not be touched again.

Not to finish.

Not to soothe.

Just enough to observe.

Something in the rhythm changed.

It wasn’t a sudden shift — no flash, no jolt — just a quiet repetition. The monitors no longer rotated through footage. They had all begun to repeat the same moment.

Sabine.

Mid-orgasm.

Body arching.

Eyes closed.

Mouth open in a breathless sound Elias couldn’t hear.

One screen showed her back, glistening with sweat, muscles trembling as she gripped Lars’s thighs. Another — closer — captured her thighs shaking as her hips stuttered through the last few desperate thrusts. A third focused on her face as her head dropped forward, hair wild, eyes dazed.

And then again.

The same angle.

The same finish.

Cut.

Reset.

Repeat.

The cycle grew tighter — five seconds. Then four. Then three.

A machine-generated loop of climax, back-to-back, layered, unsynced.

Sabine came.

And came.

And came.

Over and over.

Different angles. Same body.

Same pleasure he would never touch again.

His voice returned.

Soft at first — just a phrase. Then again.

Then again.

“Please.”

“Please.”

“Please.”

It looped beneath the video.

Three seconds behind each climax.

Perfectly misaligned.

“I’m sorry.”

“I’m sorry.”

“I’m sorry.”

Elias tried to scream.

Not from pain.

From pressure.

From the unbearable torment of being shown what was once for him, now repurposed as his humiliation.

His cock flexed — violently — the cage held firm.

The plug pushed deeper.

The restraint across his chest held his lungs tight.

He couldn’t move.

He couldn’t speak.

He couldn’t come.

His hips bucked once, twice — a frantic, humiliating attempt to grind against nothing.

The monitor flashed red:

CLIMAX ATTEMPT DETECTED

No output. No release.

The loop quickened again.

Now each monitor showed Sabine coming — overlapping — no gaps.

Five orgasms. Then ten. Then fifteen.

All her.

All for someone else.

“Sabine.”

“Sabine.”

“Sabine.”

His voice didn’t break.

It shattered.

—

A nurse tapped the monitor.

“He’s peaked. Reset time.”

“No fluid.”

“Good.”

They didn’t say anything else.

They didn’t touch him.

They let the loop keep playing.

Let his voice echo over her moans like a lost child calling down a hallway.

He sagged in the chair — or would have, if the posture collar allowed it.

His eyes were wet.

His jaw trembled.

But his cock?

Still hard.

Still caged.

Still nothing.

The monitors blinked off.

All at once.

No fade-out. No closing tone. Just darkness where there had been light. Elias’s vision swam for a moment, the ghost of her body still burned into his sight — the rise of her thighs, the curve of her back, the way her mouth had stayed open for Lars in ways it never had for him.

Silence crashed over the room like a door slamming shut.

His body convulsed once — not violently, just a full-body flinch, like something desperate to wake from the loop.

But the loop was over.

He was still hard.

Still denied.

Still gagless, panting.

Still leaking into the rubber lips of a cage that refused to offer anything in return.

Footsteps approached.

One nurse.

No clipboard. No words.

She pressed two fingers against the underside of the cage. Checked for release.

Found none.

Then reached for the small towel folded beside the restraint controls.

She dabbed him.

Once.

Quick. Clinical.

Just enough to remove the string of slick fluid clinging to the base of the plug and the crease of his scrotum.

She didn’t speak.

Didn’t meet his eyes.

Didn’t acknowledge the tears on his cheeks.

He tried — just barely — to move his hip as she touched him.

Not with desire.

Just so he wouldn’t feel entirely passive.

She didn’t respond.

She pulled a fresh nappy from the cabinet — thicker this time. Pre-folded. Printed with black tags:

MILKED / PLUGGED / NON-RESPONSIVE

She lifted his hips with one hand and slid it under him.

The plug stayed in.

The cage stayed locked.

The arousal stayed seated in his body, dull and unusable.

She pulled the front tight and sealed it with quiet finality.

His cock twitched.

Once.

No one saw.

Or if they did, they didn’t care.

A second nurse entered and began unfastening his restraints.

Chest. Wrists. Ankles.

The neck brace was the last to go.

It peeled away slowly, leaving a red pressure mark beneath his jaw.

His head dropped forward before he could stop it.

His first uncontrolled movement in over an hour.

No punishment followed.

Only a hand — firm — guiding his chin back upright.

The panel gag returned.

She didn’t ask.

She didn’t pause.

She just pressed the rubber bulb to his lips.

He opened.

Accepted it.

The straps were pulled tight.

Back into silence.

Back into containment.

The chair reclined.

Just enough to help him stand.

He swayed.

They held his arms — not to steady him, but to place him upright, facing the far door.

“Dormitory E,” one of them said, to no one in particular.

The other tapped a code on the wall.

“Milking complete. No release. Logged.”

He was led out.

Soiled.

Caged.

Plugged.

And silent.

The corridor outside was silent.

No patients.

No screaming.

No procedural carts clattering behind him. No lectures, no voices, no praise.

Just the quiet sound of rubber soles on smooth tile, and the soft rustle of Elias’s nappy as he was guided forward. The panel gag sat tight across his mouth. The straps had been pulled firm, compressing the soft rubber against his lips. Every breath was nasal. Controlled. Muted.

His arms hung at his sides, still mitted. His posture collar had been replaced. The plug stayed inside him, fixed so deeply now he no longer registered it as insertion — just internal shape.

They turned left.

He didn’t know where they were. He didn’t care.

He didn’t look.

Not out of obedience.

Out of absence.

His mind was still inside the chair. Still watching Sabine’s body move in rhythm with someone else’s. Still hearing his voice — that raw, broken pleading — looped over her orgasm until it sounded like laughter.

The nappy rustled again.

Warm.

Full.

Ignored.

The nurse at his side tapped a panel. The door ahead blinked green.

“Dormitory E.”

They guided him into the small padded room. No mirror. No cot. Just a soft floor. A drink nipple in the wall.

He didn’t speak.

The gag ensured that.

They guided him down to his knees, then onto his side, facing the corner.

A hand pressed lightly to his shoulder, then withdrew.

The door closed.

No click.

No lock.

But it didn’t have to.

He wasn’t going anywhere.

There was no debrief.

No towel.

No acknowledgment.

Just this:

His cock locked and leaking in silence.

His body filled and wiped but never relieved.

His voice looped against the inside of his skull.

The way she came.

The way he watched.

The way he had nothing now but obedience.

And not even that made him special.

“I wasn’t denied because I failed. I was denied because I wasn’t relevant.”


Interlude II – Partner’s Circle

The table was already set when Sabine arrived.

White linen. A small vase of clipped peonies. One of those cafés with no menu on the table — you were expected to already know what to ask for, or at least pretend you did.

She did.

The maître d’ greeted her with a nod, no fuss, and she was seated near the tall glass window at the corner. Sunlight slanted in over the marble-topped table. Her bag — black, elegant, soft-sided — was placed gently beside her chair by the host. She ordered immediately.

“Dry white, no chill. Just the glass.”

Her voice was quiet but shaped. Clipped at the ends. The way she always spoke when she hadn’t needed to use her voice for hours.

The wine arrived in under a minute.

She didn’t touch it.

Not yet.

Instead, she unlocked her phone with one thumb and opened the Harrowick portal. There were no alerts.

Just a soft line of text:

Patient E432

Status: Dormitory hold – Silent / Plugged / Muzzled

Behavioural activity: 0%

Intervention required: None

She let the screen stay open.

She didn’t smile.

But her body relaxed, very slightly.

No red flags. No breaches. No prompts.

Good.

She dimmed the screen and slid the phone face-down onto the linen napkin.

The glass of wine remained untouched.

Lars arrived next.

Linen shirt, tailored just enough to suggest wealth but not vanity. His hair was still damp from the gym. He smelled faintly of cedar and salt.

He kissed her cheek as he sat — not flirtatious. Familiar.

“You’re early.”

“You’re late,” she replied.

He grinned, flagged down the server, and ordered a double espresso.

“Any news from your choir boy?” he asked, without looking up.

Sabine tilted her head slightly.

“He’s quiet.”

“That good quiet or the kind where they snap?”

“Neither. The kind that doesn’t need interpretation.”

Lars gave a small hum of approval. No follow-up.

He didn’t ask about Elias directly again.

He knew she would tell him only what mattered.

Harriet arrived third.

Sunglasses still on, scarf knotted in that Parisian fold that looked casual but required a mirror and three different tugs. Her lipstick was flawless. She carried no bag.

Her submissive was currently held in Black Wing. Sabine knew that without needing to ask — Harriet had mentioned it once, as if referring to a new tile pattern she was trialling for a guest bathroom.

She sat without waiting for the chair to be offered.

“Darling. You look rested.”

Sabine nodded once. Accepted the compliment as a neutral truth.

“And you look like someone just lost a game of obedience.”

Harriet sighed. Removed her sunglasses. Folded them neatly beside the pepper grinder.

“He started humming during forced silence. Humming.”

“They’ve stripped it out of him now, I imagine.”

“They’ve stripped most of him. He’ll learn.”

She flagged down a server and ordered a cucumber martini with no garnish.

Sabine watched the corner of Harriet’s mouth.

A twitch.

Not grief.

Just calculation.

Like someone checking a ledger.

“Another breach?” Sabine asked, softly.

“Just enough to remind him he doesn’t get to interpret the rules.”

The drinks arrived.

Sabine sipped her wine, finally.

The bitterness was beautiful.

The drinks settled in.

Lars sipped his espresso, eyes half-lidded as he listened. Harriet’s martini remained untouched. Sabine drank slowly, pausing between each taste as if timing her palate against the rhythm of the room.

No menus were offered.

This wasn’t a place for hunger.

They spoke like patrons of a private gallery.

The subject wasn’t sex exactly — not in the way most would understand it. It was conditioning. The small differences in protocol. The elegance of thresholds.

“Do you still use vocal training?” Harriet asked Lars, swirling her glass.

“With new ones. But mine’s more behavioral now. Gag cycling over thirty hours. They stop reaching for speech on their own.”

“You still rely on physical prompts?”

“Sometimes.” He shrugged. “Depends how much they want to be seen.”

Sabine said nothing.

She didn’t need to.

Harriet shifted her gaze.

“And you?”

Sabine’s lips twitched — not a smile. Just enough to suggest an answer had already been chosen.

“He was never particularly verbal to begin with.”

“That’s not the same as silenced.”

“No,” Sabine agreed, sipping. “It isn’t.”

A moment passed.

Lars set his cup down, gestured lightly.

“You’ve had him in extended plug cycles, haven’t you?”

Sabine’s reply was almost too quiet to hear.

“He doesn’t know how to sit without it anymore.”

Harriet raised an eyebrow. Amused. Not surprised.

“That’s useful.”

“It’s functional.”

“You still allow erections?”

Sabine took another sip. Let the silence speak first.

Then:

“He’s not denied arousal. Only the illusion that it means anything.”

The table stilled.

It wasn’t reverent.

It was acknowledging craftsmanship.

Lars gave a soft, appreciative breath.

“Christ. That’s cold.”

Sabine tilted her glass.

“It’s effective.”

The conversation moved on — depth curves for insertables, the ethics of back-to-back denial cycles, whether isolation should be silent or whisper-looped.

Harriet described a protocol involving monitored orgasm failures layered with shaming audio from the subject’s intake interview. Lars countered with a preference for non-verbal stimulation limits, where failure was no longer met with discipline — just absence.

Sabine listened.

Measured.

Logged every word without comment.

She wasn’t debating.

She was cataloguing.

Elias’s name was never spoken.

But his silence was the loudest thing at the table.

The table grew quieter.

The energy had shifted — from amusement to something more crystalline. Fewer gestures. Slower movements. A shared understanding that they were no longer discussing technique. Now, it was outcome.

Lars set down his second espresso. Crossed one ankle over his knee. Glanced at Sabine.

“And yours?”

Not sharp.

Not teasing.

Just… inevitable.

Sabine didn’t answer immediately.

She dabbed her mouth with her napkin. Not to clean. Just to pause.

Then folded it beside her glass and said:

“He’s peaceful now.”

Harriet gave a small hum.

Lars smiled. Waited.

Sabine’s tone never changed.

“There’s no more negotiation in him. No attempts to shape the room with his needs. No collapse, either. Just quiet.”

“He doesn’t look to me when I appear on the monitors. He doesn’t react to his name. I’m not sure he remembers what I sound like.”

“He drinks when he’s told. He soils without apology. He doesn’t expect affection.”

Harriet tilted her head.

“So you’ve broken him.”

Sabine didn’t blink.

“No.”

“Then what is he?”

Sabine reached for her glass.

Held it up, studied the clarity of the wine through the light.

“He’s finished.”

The table was still.

Harriet finally took a sip of her drink.

Lars let out a soft exhale, more breath than laugh.

“Peaceful,” he echoed. “That’s a rare word to hear from you.”

“It’s accurate.”

“Is it satisfying?”

Sabine didn’t answer right away.

She set the glass down. Smoothed the edge of the napkin once more.

“It’s… quieter than I expected.”

Harriet raised an eyebrow.

“And do you prefer that?”

A longer pause.

Sabine looked toward the window. The sun had shifted slightly. People walked past the café without looking in.

Then she said, without emotion:

“I don’t know.”

It was Harriet who asked it.

Not with malice. Not even with curiosity.

Just the natural next question in a conversation like this — an inevitability wrapped in a sip of cucumber martini.

“Do you plan to bring him back?”

Sabine’s eyes didn’t flicker.

She didn’t shift in her seat.

She reached for her wine, but didn’t lift it.

Instead, she looked at the table — not down, not away. Just slightly inward.

A small moment of stillness.

Lars didn’t interrupt.

Harriet waited.

The silence held.

Then Sabine spoke.

“I haven’t decided yet.”

The air around the table cooled.

Lars raised an eyebrow, but said nothing.

Harriet tilted her head, voice velvet-smooth.

“Why not?”

Sabine’s answer was quiet.

Unrushed.

“He’s very quiet now. And I like that about him.”

“But I’m not sure if that means he’s mine…”

She sipped.

“…or simply settled.”

Lars broke the pause.

“There’s a difference?”

Sabine looked at him, expression neutral.

“Of course.”

“If he’s yours, he’s quiet because you shaped him.”

“If he’s settled…” She paused. “It means the institution did what it was designed to do.”

“With or without me.”

Harriet rested her chin on one hand.

“And what would that mean for you?”

Sabine answered without hesitation.

“That I finished him. But I didn’t keep him.”

No one spoke for a few moments.

Outside the window, the city moved on — cars passing, shoes clicking over stone, a child’s laugh vanishing behind glass.

Sabine didn’t look at it.

She looked down at her wine, at the small, perfect ring of liquid circling the bottom of the glass.

And she smiled.

Not warmly.

Not cruelly.

Just… thoughtfully.

They lingered over nothing.

The drinks were finished, the plates never ordered, the table cleared with the quiet efficiency of somewhere used to women like them — people who occupied space without needing to perform hunger.

Harriet left first. No hug. Just a clasp of the wrist and a remark about needing to check the recovery logs before 18:00. Her scarf trailed behind her like punctuation.

Lars stood with Sabine, offered to walk her to her car.

She declined.

“I need a moment before I remember who I’m supposed to be.”

He gave a small nod, leaned in to kiss her cheek again, then left without another word.

Sabine remained.

She stood by the window for a time — one hand resting lightly on the back of the chair, eyes on the reflection of herself in the glass rather than the street beyond.

The world outside kept moving.

Cars. Pedestrians. Lovers. A waiter unlocking an e-bike.

None of it asked anything of her.

She retrieved her phone from the napkin, thumbprint unlocking the screen in half a second.

No new messages.

One update, timestamped during lunch.

Patient E432

Dormitory Status: STABLE

Visual: Curled / Muzzled / No Movement

Activity: <3%

Intervention Required: No

Notes: Soiled. Resting. Still.

She tapped to open the feed.

A single still frame — Elias lying on his side, knees drawn, face pressed to the corner of the dormitory mat. The panel gag sealed. The nappy swollen and dulled under the lighting. His arms mitted and tucked beneath him like a toy without hinges.

He didn’t stir.

Not even in sleep.

Sabine stared at the image.

One second.

Two.

Three.

Then closed it.

No expression.

No hesitation.

Just quiet.

She stepped away from the window, retrieved her bag, and walked without looking back.

The sound of her heels was silent on the marble.

No one stopped her.

No one needed to.

“I never needed him to hear me. I only needed him to stay silent.”


Chapter 7 – Fluid Training

He was wheeled in without a word.

Not led. Not escorted.

Wheeled — like a storage unit on a padded dolly.

The restraints were standard by now: posture collar firm beneath the chin, panel gag strapped flat across the mouth, wrists mitted and clipped at his waist, ankles fixed to the baseplate. The nappy was thick, warm, already carrying the familiar weight of obedience. The plug had settled hours ago. He no longer clenched.

The room they brought him to was unfamiliar, but only slightly.

Hygiene Control.

Vinyl walls, cream-white. Slight give under the chair wheels. One faint drain in the floor, gridded. Smelled faintly of bleach, silicone, and something sweeter — artificial linen or lemon. The kind of place designed to feel clean without ever feeling comforting.

No sound. No airflow.

The chair locked into place with a pneumatic click.

Neither nurse addressed him.

One tapped a code into the wall panel. The other adjusted the neck of his collar — not roughly, just a small repositioning.

Then they left.

The door sealed.

And then came the voice.

Female. Synthetic. Institutional.

“Patient E432: Fluid Training.”

“Voluntary release required.”

“No time limit. No verbal cue. No acknowledgment.”

The room fell silent again.

Elias blinked.

He didn’t need to ask what it meant.

He was diapered.

He was restrained.

He was full.

And they wanted him to wet himself.

Not involuntarily. Not in protest.

Voluntarily.

On cue.

Without instruction.

Just pressure.

His first instinct was to clench.

Not out of resistance — out of habit. Out of training. The plug inside him pressed softly against his spine, a reminder that his body was not a place for decision-making anymore.

But this… this was different.

This wasn’t correction.

This wasn’t denial.

It was compliance by choice.

They wanted him to choose to do it.

To surrender not under pain, not under shame — but under stillness.

The chair was angled back slightly.

The posture collar held his head up, so he couldn’t look down at himself.

But he could feel it.

The nappy. The thickness. The warmth of the room pressing into the vinyl shell.

And beneath it — bladder pressure.

Subtle. Persistent.

Not urgent.

Yet.

He tried to exhale slowly through his nose.

His thighs shifted.

The plug didn’t.

The cage pressed forward in its numb curve.

The panel gag stayed flat against his lips, silencing even the small sounds of thought.

There was no clock.

No punishment scheduled.

Just… this.

Sit.

Soak.

Surrender.

Or wait.

And the silence stretched.

Time passed.

Not in hours. Not in minutes. In muscle tremors. In heartbeat patterns. In the way the nappy began to cling more tightly along his inner thighs as sweat soaked its edges — not urine, not yet. Just the warmth of stillness, left too long.

No lights shifted.

No chime sounded.

The room remained as it had been: soft-walled, sealed, untouched.

The posture collar held his gaze in place, just above the horizon. The panel gag compressed his jaw evenly. Not tight. Not painful. Just firm. The kind of pressure designed not to punish, but to keep his mouth neutral.

His bladder swelled beneath the cage.

At first, it was ignorable. Just a presence.

Then it became insistence.

A soft, internal ache beneath the plug. The fullness of a body that wanted something simple — release — and a mind that didn’t know whether it was allowed.

Eventually, the door opened.

Two nurses. Same uniforms. Same composure.

They approached the chair without acknowledging him. One reviewed the wall panel. The other leaned forward and pressed her gloved hand to his lower abdomen — gentle, exploratory pressure.

Elias flinched.

Not from pain.

From exposure.

Her palm pressed flat, then released.

“No wetting yet,” she said quietly.

“Still holding,” the other confirmed.

No reprimand.

No tone.

Just data.

The nurse turned her head slightly, as if examining his profile. Not mocking. Not cruel. Just curious.

Then:

“You don’t get praise for this,” she said, almost conversationally.

“Just permission to stop holding.”

Elias blinked.

Twice.

She tapped the side of the posture collar once — a casual adjustment.

Then both nurses turned.

And left.

The door sealed again.

He was alone.

Still full.

Still dry.

Still holding.

The voice didn’t repeat itself.

There were no flashing prompts. No cruel music. No hissing shocks.

Just the mounting discomfort of obedience without reward.

His thighs trembled slightly now.

The plug shifted, just a little, when he tried to adjust his posture — a squirm rather than a motion.

The chair didn’t react.

Nothing logged.

No one returned.

He tried to will it.

Tried to release.

To relax.

To obey.

But his body wouldn’t.

Not because it couldn’t — but because he still believed he wasn’t supposed to.

He whimpered once — the sound caught in the gag, muffled into nothing.

And then went still again.

He started to cry without meaning to.

Not a sob. Not a break. Just slow, involuntary tears sliding from the outer corners of his eyes, down his cheeks, into the seam of the gag where the edge of the panel pressed against his skin.

The room said nothing.

There was no soft voice to acknowledge the tears. No hand to wipe them away. No camera click. No disciplinary note.

Just Elias.

Strapped upright.

Mitted.

Caged.

Plugged.

Dry.

The ache had deepened into something dull and interior — a pressure that reached up beneath his ribs and made his diaphragm flutter. His bladder burned. The cage pulled down slightly now from the fullness beneath it. His thighs trembled continuously, a gentle vibration of held muscle and shame.

He had tried, twice, to obey.

Once by relaxing.

Once by pressing down.

Neither had worked.

The relief wouldn’t come.

He thought — briefly — that he might beg.

That he might try to speak around the gag, moan loud enough that they’d return, reset something, touch him.

But he didn’t.

Because he knew it wasn’t broken.

He was.

And broken things didn’t get reset.

They got reclassified.

The lights dimmed once, softly.

Flickered up again.

A signal, maybe.

Or a test.

Or just the building exhaling.

The sweat beneath the mitts had gone clammy. His calves itched where the nappy’s outer edge had rubbed raw from friction. His head ached faintly from the angle of the collar. His jaw hadn’t moved in hours.

But the worst was the silence.

Not because it was cruel.

Because it was so obviously what he deserved.

He had nothing to say.

Nothing worth hearing.

Nothing worth helping.

The plug inside him pressed against every motion now, not intruding — just reminding.

You are not empty.

You are full.

Full of urine.

Full of containment.

Full of absence.

His eyes stayed open.

The posture brace didn’t allow them to close for long.

He blinked once, hard.

Then again.

And finally let the tears run.

Because no one was coming.

He whispered first.

Not words — not anything structured. Just a soft exhale against the inside of the gag, a broken breath that shaped itself like an apology without syllables. A sound no one would hear. A sound that knew no one would hear.

The ache in his bladder had become something sharper now. Not desperation. Invasion. Every shift of his hips sent a ripple of pressure through his lower body. His stomach clenched. His breath came in shallow jolts. His plug pressed harder against his prostate, and his body responded with tremors — not arousal. Just urgency.

He whimpered.

The chair didn’t care.

No light blinked.

No panel activated.

There was no permission to go.

But there was no permission to hold, either.

Just silence.

And waiting.

And then it happened.

Not dramatic.

Not violent.

Just… warmth.

First a spasm. Then a trickle. Then a full, unstoppable flood.

The release came like a punishment. Sharp at first, then too fast. Too warm. Too humiliating to register as comfort.

It spread through the padding instantly. The nappy swelled. The wetness cradled his cage, soaked into the small of his back, into the creases of his thighs. The hiss of it filled the silence in his ears — louder than it should’ve been.

He clenched his eyes shut.

One tear slipped loose from under his lid.

A soft chime sounded.

“Release confirmed. Logging complete.”

That was all.

No voice.

No comment.

Just data.

His cock twitched inside the cage.

A reflex.

Not pleasure.

The plug shifted slightly as his body settled.

Still inside him. Still full.

Still exactly where they had left it.

Elias let his head fall forward into the collar’s hold.

He didn’t cry.

He didn’t sigh.

He didn’t even think.

He just sat there — wet, silent, logged — and waited for nothing.

The door opened exactly four minutes after the chime.

Not sooner.

Not urgently.

Just… procedurally.

One nurse entered.

She didn’t bring towels. No fresh nappy. No wipes. No change of restraints. Just her, a tablet, and the faint antiseptic scent that always followed them in from the corridor.

Elias didn’t lift his head.

His body was slumped in the posture collar, limbs mitted and still, his jaw locked open behind the panel gag. The nappy was warm and swollen beneath him, soaked through in a way that made his skin stick with every breath. The plug remained seated. The cage throbbed once, aimless.

He didn’t expect her to speak.

But she did.

Quietly.

Not to him.

To the record.

“Patient E432. Voluntary urination recorded at 14:41. No resistance observed. No vocalisation.”

“Leak pattern consistent with restraint posture. Soiling noted. No cleanup requested.”

“Compliance: through necessity. Not obedience.”

She stepped to his side.

Placed two fingers gently against his temple.

Not hard. Not affectionate.

Just contact.

A faint press of skin to skin.

She wiped away a streak of sweat with her thumb.

That was all.

Then turned.

Left.

The door hissed closed behind her.

No lights changed.

No collar buzzed.

No reward.

Elias sat in silence.

Caged.

Plugged.

Wet.

Logged.

“I did what they wanted. Not because I wanted to. But because nothing else happened.”


Chapter 8 – The Solitary Reward

They didn’t speak as they guided him in.

Two nurses, silent, efficient. One wheeled the chair. The other walked just behind, one hand on the collar tether that clipped neatly into the side of his neck brace. No one made eye contact. No one checked his vitals. There was no conversation. Only footsteps. Only movement.

Elias sat perfectly still.

Mitted hands in his lap.

Nappy thick between his thighs.

Plug sealed inside him.

Cage dull and pulsing.

Panel gag in place, posture collar fixed. His head was held upright by the brace, but there was no need to look. The walls said nothing.

The corridor ended in a recessed alcove. A white door, featureless. A light above it glowed green.

They stopped.

The nurse on his left tapped a code.

The door opened with a sigh.

White.

Padded.

Quiet.

A room without corners.

The lighting was soft and without direction — just an even, soundless glow. The walls curved upward without seam. No furniture. No hooks. No mirror. No drain.

Only the floor — clean, warm, faintly yielding — and a single hydration nipple protruding from the wall, 30cm above the ground.

That, and the voice.

It activated the moment they unlatched the chair.

Not a recording. Not live.

Just a loop.

Sabine’s voice. Soft. Unforced. A whisper that pressed into the room like humidity.

“You’re learning.”

“You’re quiet.”

“You’re mine.”

No variation.

No threat.

Just those three sentences, delivered with patient certainty every twenty seconds.

“You’re learning.”

“You’re quiet.”

“You’re mine.”

The nurses unbuckled him without comment.

Shoulders.

Lap.

Ankles.

They guided him to standing — gently, but with no praise — and led him two steps inside.

He didn’t resist.

He couldn’t have, even if he’d wanted to.

His thighs were already damp.

The plug shifted softly as he moved.

One of them placed her palm against his chest, right above the nappy line, and held it there for a moment. No pressure. Just contact.

Then she stepped back.

The other tapped the door panel.

The room sealed.

He was alone.

“You’re learning.”

“You’re quiet.”

“You’re mine.”

Elias turned once.

Slowly.

Sat down.

Felt the warmth of his own skin spread through the floor beneath him.

He didn’t cry.

He didn’t breathe harder.

He didn’t think.

He simply existed, between the walls and the voice.

And this time…

It wasn’t punishment.

It was peace.

The room did not change.

No lights dimmed.

No hum of air vents or mechanical clicks to track minutes. No routine check-ins. No announcements. Just the same padded quiet, the same gentle glow, and the soft, cycling voice overhead — always Sabine. Always the same three lines.

“You’re learning.”

“You’re quiet.”

“You’re mine.”

There were no other words.

There was nothing else he needed.

Elias lay down.

Not immediately — not with resistance. Just slowly, as if his body had realised no one was watching and didn’t require any shape of posture anymore.

He curled on his side. The posture collar pressed gently against the floor, keeping his head slightly elevated. The nappy crinkled under the weight of his hip. The plug stayed fixed, firm but not cruel, its shape a constant reminder of where his limits ended.

His hands remained mitted. He didn’t try to use them.

There was nothing left to do with hands.

No objects. No restraints to fight.

No speech to attempt.

No audience.

At some point, he crawled to the hydration nipple.

It took effort.

Not because he was gagged or restrained, but because movement had stopped being meaningful. But he was thirsty — in a soft, background way. So he drank.

The water was warm and tasteless.

He didn’t wonder who had filled the tank.

Didn’t wonder when it had last been used.

He simply drank, slowly, without sound.

And crawled back to the centre of the floor.

He didn’t know how long it had been.

And that was fine.

He soiled himself without noticing.

A small release. Not deliberate. Just body function. The nappy swelled slightly beneath him, and he registered it only as a shift in warmth. Not embarrassment. Not discomfort.

Just proof that he no longer needed permission to exist.

He lay on his back, then on his side, then curled again.

The gag stayed sealed. The mitts stayed soft. The cage remained heavy, numbed. His breath passed evenly through his nose.

And above him — patient, unfazed, eternal:

“You’re learning.”

“You’re quiet.”

“You’re mine.”

He closed his eyes.

For minutes.

For hours.

He didn’t know.

There was no time.

Only rightness.

He drifted in and out.

Not sleep, not wakefulness — something between. A state with no urgency. His body quiet. His mind slower than thought. Nothing pulled at him. No collar chime, no gloved touch, no shift of air to signify movement outside the room.

Only the whisper loop, still soft, still endless.

“You’re learning.”

“You’re quiet.”

“You’re mine.”

Each time it played, it was like a lull — not a command, not even a reassurance. Just… gravity. Something gentle pulling him further into the padded floor, deeper into whatever this was.

He dreamed once.

Or half-dreamed.

Hands.

Just hands.

Not doing anything. Not restraining, not adjusting. Just holding.

One on the back of his neck.

One on his hip.

Weightless. Steady.

He didn’t dream of Sabine’s face. Not her voice. Not her approval.

Just the idea of being held.

Of being moved with no resistance and no expectation.

And the knowledge — even in the dream — that he wouldn’t be asked for anything when he woke.

He woke in the same position he had curled into hours earlier.

Face toward the wall.

Nappy warm.

Plug unmoved.

The panel gag still sealed across his mouth, lips parted gently behind the smooth rubber insert. The posture collar braced his head, but his jaw had gone slack beneath it. Not from strain.

From absence.

He blinked.

The room blinked nothing in return.

He didn’t wonder if it was night.

There was no night.

Only the constant pale light — soft, shadowless, eternal.

Only the whisper:

“You’re learning.”

“You’re quiet.”

“You’re mine.”

He mouthed the last line behind the gag.

Not as a recitation.

Not even as agreement.

Just because it was easier than holding on to anything else.

It didn’t start with stimulation.

There was no touch. No pressure. No voice telling him what to feel. Only the same soft weight of the plug deep inside him, the same unchanging tension of the posture collar, the constant damp cradling of the nappy beneath his hips.

And the whisper.

“You’re learning.”

“You’re quiet.”

“You’re mine.”

That phrase had stopped registering hours ago. It wasn’t something he heard anymore — it was something he belonged to. A rhythm below the surface of thought.

He lay on his side.

Still.

Breathing slow.

His thigh pressed softly over the other, and somewhere in the friction, in the quiet, in the sheer absence of demand, his body began to move.

Not intention.

Just motion.

A slow roll of the hips, minuscule.

A tightening of the legs.

A twitch inside the cage — not because of pleasure, but because his body had nowhere left to place want.

The gag held his mouth open slightly.

The panel trapped the moan that never came.

His cock pulsed inside the cage.

Not fully hard — the numbing agent still coated everything — but still straining. Still trying. Not to be touched. Just to respond.

The plug didn’t move.

But it deepened with each slow rock of his hips — not deeper in depth, but deeper in presence. He could feel it press upward every time he exhaled.

The nappy was soaked already.

His thighs squelched faintly with each movement.

And yet — no shame.

No control.

Just inevitability.

When the orgasm came, it was nothing.

No sound.

No climax gesture.

Just a full-body stillness that shuddered once, inward.

A flex of muscle.

A moment of slack.

His eyes fluttered shut. His lips parted further against the gag.

His cock throbbed, useless and trapped, a ghost of what it once was.

Warmth spilled into the already soaked padding. No ejaculation. No release. Just spasm. Just a nervous system twitching out the last residue of what he used to call pleasure.

He whimpered once, throat dry.

The collar didn’t buzz.

The system didn’t log.

Nothing registered.

Nothing changed.

Except him.

Because in that moment — body emptied, sealed, unnamed — he understood something he hadn’t before.

He hadn’t come despite the room.

He had come for it.

Because it expected nothing.

Because it required nothing.

Because it knew what he was.

“You’re learning.”

“You’re quiet.”

“You’re mine.”

No one came.

Not after the orgasm. Not after the twitching. Not after the warmth spilled into the padding between his legs, turning already-wet fabric into a saturated, aching press.

He didn’t cry.

There was nothing left in him sharp enough to grieve.

The posture collar held his head in a neutral cradle, eyes half-lidded, mouth gently parted around the gag. The whisper loop continued — endlessly, evenly, unfazed.

“You’re learning.”

“You’re quiet.”

“You’re mine.”

The plug didn’t shift.

The cage didn’t loosen.

The gag didn’t lift.

Nothing was taken off. Nothing was wiped. No scanner light passed over him to register change. The orgasm — if it could be called that — was not a data point.

Just confirmation.

That this was working.

He dozed, briefly.

Not deeply. Just the kind of slumber that comes from muscle exhaustion and psychological drift. When he woke, hours later — or maybe minutes — nothing had changed.

The lights never dimmed.

The voice never stopped.

His nappy was cold now. Heavy. Pressing against his cage like fabric filled with failure.

He didn’t flinch.

He didn’t shift.

He didn’t even think of asking for help.

Why would he?

This had been reward.

Eventually, the door hissed.

Two nurses. Identical motions.

They lifted him upright.

No words.

No questions.

No data logged.

No screen review.

One checked the edge of the nappy — two fingers, light squeeze — then said:

“He’s soaked.”

The other nodded.

“Expected. Leave it.”

They didn’t clean him.

Didn’t change the gag.

Didn’t remove the plug.

They clipped the tether back to his collar and guided him out.

Back into the corridor.

Back into the system.

Back into the sequence that had always known what to do with him.

“I came for her. And no one cared. That’s how I knew I belonged.”


Chapter 9 – The New Rules

The room was silent.

Not padded, not cruel — just silent in the way clean places often are. Sterile floor. White walls. Curved desk at the far end, three panel staff seated evenly. Their tablets glowed soft blue. None of them looked up.

The chair stopped in the centre of the room.

Elias sat perfectly still.

Mitted.

Gagged.

Diapered.

Plugged.

Caged.

The panel didn’t speak. A nurse moved first — stepped forward, unfastened the chair’s anchor straps one by one. He didn’t help. He didn’t shift. His body had learned to wait for hands.

His panel gag was left in.

So was the collar.

She unsealed the front of his nappy.

It was heavy. Soaked. Still warm.

She peeled it back.

Did not clean him.

Did not flinch at the state of him — thighs damp, plug seated, urethral sheen leaking faintly around the cage.

She folded the used nappy in one motion, bagged it, and set it aside.

Another nurse stepped forward to assist. They lifted him in practiced silence — one beneath the arms, the other under the knees — and carried him two steps left to the restraint pedestal.

Low, padded, built for passive display.

He was placed onto the base, back upright.

Then buckled:

	Wrists behind his lower back, mitted and crossed

	Knees spread and clipped into foam V-holds

	Chest strap drawn tight against his posture collar

	Head kept still by the brace, eyes slightly lifted



The plug did not shift.

The cage sat quietly against his soaked skin.

The gag pressed evenly across his lips.

He blinked once.

No one reacted.

The panel still didn’t look up.

One tapped something into their device.

Another raised a stylus and signed a line without reading.

The third murmured:

“Proceed.”

Elias did not look for Sabine.

There was no seat for her.

No screen.

No feed.

No voice.

Because this was not about her presence.

This was about what she had already signed.

Internal monologue:

“She didn’t come. I didn’t expect her to. She already decided what I was.”

“Patient E432.”

The voice was female. Unremarkable. One of the panel members — mid-forties, controlled tone, no inflection. She didn’t look at Elias as she read. Her eyes stayed on the tablet.

“Initial assessment complete. Recommitment protocol initiated by Custodian Marell.”

“Evaluation phase included restraint training, voice removal, voiding cycles, and sensory isolation.”

“Subject displayed consistent nonverbal compliance.”

Another panelist — older, male, silver-rimmed lenses — tapped a point on his screen.

“Arousal recorded during silence suite. Whisper loop active.”

“Audio file source: Marell. Logged.”

“Climax occurred during sleep. Unacknowledged by staff, as instructed.”

No one reacted.

Elias didn’t flinch.

He remembered the moment — not as orgasm, not as shame — just as heat. Silence. Pressure. A truth pressed into the padding beneath him.

The panelist continued:

“Subject did not request assistance.”

“Did not speak.”

“Did not attempt self-stimulation.”

“Telemetry consistent with passive arousal, not resistance.”

“Soiling: compliant. Wetting: voluntary.”

“Nappy changes: as scheduled.”

“No requests made.”

“No partner-seeking behaviour observed.”

The third panelist — a woman in a navy blouse, the only one with colour — cleared her throat gently.

“Voice protocol never re-initiated?” she asked.

The older panelist shook his head.

“No. Last speech entry logged during corridor chant.”

“Custodian Marell requested silence continuation pre-Class E approval.”

“Has she withdrawn override rights?”

“Filed prior to isolation suite.”

“Then there’s no standing partner review?”

“None.”

That ended the exchange.

Elias’s jaw ached faintly.

The gag had been in place for hours. His lips were raw along the corners. The cage sat heavy and motionless. The plug never shifted — its depth no longer foreign. Just… fact.

She doesn’t need to speak for me anymore.

She already wrote the ending.

The voice returned to the front panelist.

“Subject classified as stable. Predictable. Contains self without reward.”

“Whisper loop yielded expected obedience.”

“Audio tone: warm, non-threatening. Format effective.”

Elias let his eyes blur.

The room softened around him — not as dissociation, but as drift.

He was not being judged.

He was being recorded.

Filed.

Slotted.

They had no questions.

Because she had already answered them.

The nurse stepped forward from the wall.

Not young, not old — her movements said everything. Efficient. Experienced. No hesitation. She didn’t look at Elias’s face. She didn’t say his number. She simply approached the pedestal, gloved hands already drawn tight.

Elias didn’t move.

He didn’t brace.

His body was open. Exposed. Ready without anticipation.

She began with the posture collar.

Two fingers to the edge of the brace. Checked the alignment beneath his jaw. No notes. Just a glance to the panel, a tap to her device.

Then his gag — she brushed one fingertip along the edge of the rubber panel, checked the tension where it met his cheeks. Confirmed the straps hadn’t slipped. Didn’t unbuckle it.

No need to.

Next: his chest strap, drawn tight across his sternum.

She pressed down. Flat. No suddenness.

The cage twitched in response.

Not aggressively. Just reflexively. As if the reminder of her hand had triggered something his body still remembered.

She didn’t look down.

Not yet.

She made a small mark on her clipboard.

“Stimulus reflex present.”

Finally, she moved lower.

Her fingers pressed against the cage. Deliberate. Unhurried.

She checked the base ring first — secure, flush, no slippage. Then along the shaft. The numbing film had dulled the shine, but a bead of fluid still clung at the tip, visible where the nappy had left him damp.

She didn’t wipe it.

Just noted:

“Erection: passive.”

“No ejaculation.”

“Tissue tone consistent with denial protocol.”

“Leakage: low.”

“Response to pressure: moderate.”

She looked to the panel.

The older man nodded once.

“Maintain Marell’s parameters.”

No elaboration.

Her protocol needed no edits.

The nurse moved to his inner thighs.

Pressed.

Recorded the muscle tension. Noted the plug: seated, no displacement. Didn’t mention the smell. Didn’t pause at the glisten where his folds met the damp cloth of the nappy backing.

Elias stared straight ahead.

Eyes open.

Breathing low.

His cock strained slightly in its cage.

Not in hope.

Just because it had been trained to respond to hands that would never finish what they started.

“She made me hard before she made me quiet.”

“Now I’m both. And neither matter.”

The nurse stepped back.

Nodded to the panel.

Returned to the wall.

Nothing was said.

Nothing was asked.

His body had confirmed what her voice had built.

The older panelist tapped his tablet twice.

Spoke without raising his eyes.

“Patient E432 will enter permanent Tier 2 classification effective immediately.”

The words landed like a stamp. Not sharp. Not cruel. Just final.

The woman in navy continued the recitation:

“Speech protocol: suspended. No verbal privileges scheduled.”

“Panel gag: standardised. No voice-based triggers retained.”

“Oral access: revoked indefinitely. Per custodian file.”

A quiet tap followed.

Elias blinked once.

The room didn’t notice.

The first panelist — the woman with the plain voice — added:

“Cage: retained indefinitely.”

“No request for unlock. No release privileges assigned.”

“Physical responses logged, but not escalated.”

“Custodian Marell requested erotic suppression, not erasure.”

“Request acknowledged.”

A brief silence.

Not awkward.

Just administrative.

The man cleared his throat softly.

“Override authority — withdrawn.”

“Custodian access suspended from behavioural decisions.”

“No partner attachment assigned.”

“Future arousal response is to be interpreted as mechanical.”

“Not expressive.”

No one looked at him.

They weren’t speaking to Elias.

They were reading about him.

The woman in navy made one final notation:

“Subject’s name no longer required for orientation.”

“E432 sufficient for all routing, care, and training.”

“Memory of former designation not necessary for compliance.”

Elias felt nothing.

Not because he was numb.

Because the name had already been too quiet to miss.

The screen at the far wall lit briefly:

PATIENT E432

— TIER 2 / PERMANENT

— GAGGED / PLUGGED / CAGED

— NO PARTNER ASSIGNED

STATUS: FUNCTIONAL

SPEECH: REMOVED

NAME: NULL

OWNERSHIP: CLOSED

No vote was taken.

No discussion held.

Just taps. Notations.

A decision that had clearly been written long before this room opened.

“I wasn’t reclassified because I failed.”

“I was reclassified because she succeeded.”

The nurse returned without a word.

Same as before. Same even pace. Her gloves whispered faintly against the restraint pedestal as she approached. Elias didn’t look at her. Couldn’t. The posture collar held his head in place, but even if it hadn’t, he wouldn’t have turned.

There was nothing left to look for.

She opened a padded drawer beside the pedestal.

Unfolded a fresh nappy.

Thicker than before.

Stamped clearly across the waistband in black:

TIER 2 / PERMANENT / NO OVERRIDE

She didn’t clean him.

She didn’t pause to check the plug.

She simply lifted his hips, placed the padding beneath him, and sealed him in.

The tapes fastened with smooth, practiced pressure.

Each touch said one thing:

Maintenance, not care.

His cock twitched once inside the cage.

Useless.

She tapped the locking seal on his thigh restraint. A quiet tone answered.

The wrist straps were removed next.

Then his ankles.

Then the chest band.

He didn’t move.

Not until she touched his elbow — a signal.

He stood slowly, mechanically.

The nurse retrieved a transfer strap from the chair behind her, clipped it to the ring at the base of his collar, and turned him toward the door.

No one in the panel spoke.

No final note.

No nod.

No eye contact.

He was wheeled out like equipment.

The restraint form on the door was signed before it closed behind him.

The custodian field had already been auto-filled:

Custodian: Marell, S.

Override Status: CLOSED

“They didn’t dismiss me.”

“They just moved on.”

They returned him to Dormitory E without ceremony.

Same door.

Same pale flooring.

Same gentle temperature and quiet seams. A space designed to hold—not to comfort. He was not announced. He was not spoken to.

Just guided in.

The tether unclipped from his collar with a soft snap.

The nurse stepped back.

Let him kneel on his own.

He did.

Without instruction.

Without delay.

The door sealed.

No bolt.

No lock.

None needed.

He stayed on his knees for a while.

Not thinking.

Not processing.

Just feeling the weight of the new nappy between his legs—heavier, thicker, unmistakably marked.

TIER 2. NO OVERRIDE.

He didn’t need to read it.

He could feel what it meant.

His mouth was still gagged. The rubber panel rested flat against his lips, straps tight beneath the posture collar.

He didn’t try to speak.

He hadn’t spoken in… what?

Weeks?

Months?

There was no day here.

No language of time.

Only silence. And restraint. And Sabine’s voice, still echoing faintly from that loop in his mind.

You’re learning. You’re quiet. You’re mine.

But even that wasn’t needed anymore.

Not really.

He didn’t need reminders.

He didn’t need a name.

He didn’t even need her presence.

Because she had already written herself into every part of him.

The gag. The cage. The way he didn’t flinch when touched. The way he waited for movement, not permission.

He used to wonder if she would return.

If this had been a trial. If she would kneel beside him again, fingers brushing his cheek, telling him she was proud.

Now?

He understood something simpler.

She didn’t have to come back.

Because he had already been formatted.

Filed.

Finalised.

“I used to wait for someone to say my name.”

“Now I wait for the next time I’m strapped in.”

“And that… feels right.”

He curled onto his side.

Mitts tucked under his chest.

Nappy crinkling softly beneath him.

Gag holding his mouth in neutral silence.

He exhaled.

Slow.

Without resistance.

And let stillness take him.

“They didn’t erase me.”

“They made me easier to keep.”


Interlude III – Patient File Review

The room was quiet.

No music. No flickering screens. Just the hum of soft overhead lighting and the faint clink of glass as Sabine lifted her wine to her lips. She was barefoot, wrapped in a black silk robe, seated in the armchair by the fireplace she rarely used. One leg tucked under her, the other stretched long toward the corner of the rug. Her tablet rested across her thighs like a closed ledger.

She tapped the screen once.

The Harrowick portal opened without hesitation.

Her thumbprint still authorised direct access, though her override credentials had long since been marked inactive by request.

She scrolled.

No urgency. No search bar.

Just the slow glide through open cases, archived requests, and completed adjustments.

Then she found it.

E432 – Final Classification Report

A soft chime. The file opened.

No password required.

The header was sterile, the way she liked it:

PATIENT FILE

Reference: E432

Status: Tier 2 / Permanent

Custodian: Marell, S.

Partner Override: Withdrawn

Speech Privileges: Suspended

Cage: Locked – Indefinite

Plug: In place

Name: NULL

Sabine sipped her wine.

No smile. No shift of expression.

She let her eyes drift slowly down the report.

Vitals. Behavioural logs. Restraint protocol schedule. Cage inspection history. Fluid trials. Whisper loop response data.

All of it recorded with quiet precision.

All of it working exactly as intended.

She turned the tablet slightly, let it rest in her palm like a clipboard.

No reaction.

No indulgence.

Just the kind of gaze one gives a contract that’s finally cleared compliance review.

“They did it properly.”

“That’s what matters.”

She scrolled down.

Each new section unfolded like a proof of concept.

He had performed during isolation.

He had wet himself on command.

He had stopped trying to speak.

He had been sealed in silence — and stayed there.

There was nothing left to contest.

And nothing left to improve.

Not anymore.

Sabine scrolled.

Slowly. Carefully.

The tablet’s glow cast soft light across her collarbones, highlighting the edges of the glass she hadn’t refilled yet. The file unfolded beneath her fingers in clean columns. Nothing urgent. Nothing unexpected.

OBSERVATION ENTRY: 17.04, Dormitory E

— Posture: compliant

— Activity: <2%

— Gag: intact

— Nappy: wet, unreported

— Plug: confirmed

— Cage: sealed

“No speech attempts. No signs of stress. Patient remains passive. Beautiful.”

She paused.

Tilted the tablet back.

Reread that last word.

Beautiful.

No metrics.

No justification.

Just a single descriptor slipped into a report full of restraint specifications and voiding timestamps.

She tapped it with one finger.

Not to highlight.

Just to acknowledge.

She continued scrolling.

Climax Event – Isolation Suite

— Initiated during dormitory silence protocol

— No staff present

— No stimulus applied

— Result: arousal without stimulation

— Audio: whisper loop (Marell V2)

— Log note: “Subject did not request attention post-orgasm. No cleanup initiated.”

Sabine exhaled through her nose.

Not a laugh.

Not a sigh.

Just completion.

That’s what that entry was.

The moment the body accepted the loop as pleasure enough. The moment obedience began to feed on itself.

“He didn’t ask for anything.”

“That means he understood.”

Further down:

Behavioural Summary

— Patient shows no memory of name

— Responds to collar tugs, hydration prompts

— No longer glances toward monitors during Sabine footage

— Reaction pattern indicates: resignation, not hope

“Subject does not anticipate change. Subject does not anticipate attention. Subject remains still.”

She bookmarked the line.

Folded the tablet into her lap and let her head rest back against the chair.

The wine sat untouched beside her now.

Her mouth parted slightly, but she said nothing.

There was no one to speak to.

And he wouldn’t have heard her anyway.

“He doesn’t need to hear me anymore.”

“He needs to know that I know.”

She set the tablet on the arm of the chair.

Let her fingers rest over the edge.

Not still. Not tense. Just… paused.

The wine remained untouched. She didn’t reach for it. Not yet.

Her eyes stayed on the ceiling for a moment — not because she was thinking, but because there was nothing left to decide.

Everything important had already been filed.

Everything else was memory.

She remembered the first time he cried.

Not during training — before.

Before Harrowick.

Before the chair. Before the gag. Before he knew what it meant to be made quiet.

They’d been in her apartment. Still playing at intimacy. Still calling it service.

He had whispered something.

A need.

A fear.

She didn’t remember the exact words.

Just the shape of them. The way they trembled through his voice like he was afraid to be known.

And she had smiled.

Tipped his chin up.

Said nothing.

And watched the tears come.

Later, he had called it devotion.

Described it like love.

He hadn’t realised it was the beginning of his erasure.

She hadn’t corrected him.

Not then.

There was no point in explaining what would eventually become obvious.

She recalled the first time she gagged him.

Real gag. Not play. Not cloth. Not teasing.

Institutional rubber. Twin strap. Locked buckle.

His mouth had opened for it without question.

But his eyes had begged.

That was the part she liked.

The body cooperating.

The soul not quite caught up.

That too had passed.

He didn’t beg anymore.

Not even with his eyes.

The last clip she’d seen — him curled into his nappy, the whisper loop playing — he hadn’t looked at the camera once.

He had stopped imagining she was watching.

Which meant he was finally hers.

She picked up the tablet again.

Scrolled back to the observation tag.

“Subject does not anticipate attention.”

Exactly.

That was the end of ownership.

Not when they kneel.

Not when they cry.

When they no longer wait.

“Obedience isn’t romantic.”

“It’s architectural.”

Sabine exhaled softly through her nose.

Then reached back to the tablet.

Her thumb pressed into the upper panel — not the file view, but the controls. The part of the Harrowick system she still had access to, even after withdrawing override authority.

It wasn’t disciplinary access.

It was custodial imprinting.

There was a difference.

She tapped:

AUDIO PROTOCOL → CUSTOM UPLOAD

Current: Marell V2 (Whisper Suite – “You’re Quiet”)

Status: Played 42 hours cumulative

Result: Confirmed arousal during isolation

She didn’t pause.

Tapped Replace File.

A prompt opened:

Select Audio File

— Marell V3 – “Null”

Loop length: 38 seconds

Tone: breath-level

Filter: no emotional lift

She selected it.

The waveform previewed in silence.

The transcript loaded beneath.

“You are mine.”

“No one remembers your name.”

“You are quiet.”

“You are kept.”

No inflection.

No warmth.

Each line spoken as if carved into the floor of a stone room.

Sabine tilted her head slightly. Read it again.

Then clicked Activate.

The file blinked green.

A quiet hum sounded in her speaker, confirming the update had reached Dormitory E’s internal whisper system.

It was done.

She didn’t play it aloud.

She didn’t need to.

She knew how it sounded in his head.

She knew what those words would do in his sleep — what the absence of her name, of his name, would continue shaping.

He would wake without knowing why he was hard.

Or why he felt still.

Or why the thought of being touched no longer included the idea of being spoken to.

“He doesn’t need to know I sent it.”

“Only that it plays.”

The file closed with a single tap.

No confirmation screen. No fanfare. Just the quiet folding away of information — a life archived, not discarded.

The tablet returned to its home screen.

Her initials still glowed in the corner: Marell, S.

Active custodian sessions: zero.

Sabine set it aside.

Picked up her wine at last.

It had warmed slightly, but not unpleasantly.

She took a sip. Swirled it once in the glass. Let it settle.

Across the room, the low hum of the refrigerator clicked off. Silence pooled in the space like velvet.

She didn’t break it.

She didn’t speak.

What was there to say?

Elias’s file — E432 now, entirely — would remain accessible to her, but not present. There would be no alerts. No incident reports. No escalations.

Because he wouldn’t escalate.

He would leak. He would breathe. He would be plugged and strapped and logged.

And he would stay quiet.

Sabine reached for the screen once more.

Opened a new case file.

A different number.

Another subject, flagged for transfer review.

Nothing remarkable — not yet.

But full of potential.

She scanned the summary. Flicked through photos. Untrained eyes. Restless posture. Soft defiance under the surface.

Good.

There was something to shape here.

Something that could still be taught to need less.

She bookmarked the file.

Closed the tablet.

Left the wine unfinished.

She didn’t think of Elias.

Not with guilt.

Not with longing.

And certainly not with doubt.

He was no longer her project.

He was the proof.

“He belongs to the silence now. And that means he belongs to me.”


Chapter 10– Ritual Re-Gagging

They brought him in quietly.

Two nurses. Neither spoke. One walked behind, one led with a short tether clipped to his collar. His gait was slow but steady — thighs pushed slightly apart by the bulk of the nappy, posture collar keeping his head aligned. The panel gag had been removed minutes earlier.

Not to allow him speech.

But to see how he carried silence without it.

His mouth stayed open slightly.

Not from expectation.

From conditioning.

The obedience zone was pale and padded, edged with restraint benches and discreet mounted domes. Cameras above. Lights even. One wall was marked only by a rack — neatly spaced hooks, each one bearing identical black rubber gags, sealed and tagged.

Elias was led to the centre of the room.

He was not addressed by name. Just number.

“E432,” one nurse said.

She removed a gag from the hook. Turned it once in her hand — inspected it. Then stepped forward and placed it in his mitted hands.

Panel model. No inner bulb. No breath hole. Just smooth rubber, curved and flat, shaped to seal his face.

She did not insert it.

She simply handed it to him.

And said:

“Kneel.”

“Hold this to your mouth.”

“Wait.”

No timer.

No cue.

No promise.

The nurses stepped back.

One tapped her tablet, and a quiet red light activated on the ceiling above Elias’s head.

He lowered himself carefully.

Knelt.

And lifted the gag to his mouth.

Pressed it there.

Just enough to hold.

His mitts were soft. Padded. Clumsy. But he had done this before — held objects like he had use, like he had rights. This was different. He wasn’t allowed to apply it.

Only to present it.

To be found still enough that it could be taken from him.

He breathed evenly.

Shallow.

Didn’t speak.

Didn’t move.

Just held the gag where they told him to.

Waiting.

The room made no sound.

Not even the hum of machinery. Just the breathless quiet of a space designed to observe, not engage. Elias knelt at the centre of it, knees pressed into the vinyl-soft floor, spine held straight by the collar, head gently upright.

The gag rested at his lips.

He held it there — mitts clumsy but careful — thumbs curled under the lower edge, palms cupping the panel’s rubber body with deliberate softness. He didn’t squeeze. Didn’t brace.

Just pressed.

Just offered.

And waited.

Above him, the camera moved.

Soft, mechanical.

A single click as the lens adjusted its angle, focusing downward.

He didn’t flinch.

But his pulse lifted.

Just slightly.

She was watching.

Or someone was.

Or would.

The review might not be live.

But it would be seen.

That was the point.

This wasn’t training.

It was footage.

Not for feedback.

Not for praise.

Just… a record. Of what he did. Of whether he twitched. Whether he failed to remain still with her voice absent.

His arms began to ache almost immediately.

Not pain.

Not punishment.

Just slow tension at the joints — the consequence of stillness.

The longer he held the gag in place, the more aware he became of how many muscles that required. Wrists. Elbows. Shoulders. The way the posture collar forced his head to stay elevated.

The padding on his mitts gave no feedback. Just softness.

The gag pressed back into his lips, rubber warm from his breath.

His mouth was already dry.

Time didn’t pass in minutes.

It passed in micro-adjustments — every tremor he didn’t allow. Every swallow he held back. Every thought that whispered lower your hands, no one’s here, and the part of him that replied:

“She might be.”

“She wanted this.”

“She’ll see if I failed.”

He didn’t know how long he’d been holding it.

Ten minutes?

Fifteen?

There was no indicator.

No rhythm but his breath, slow through his nose.

No presence but the soft red circle of the ceiling camera.

No instruction but the shape of his own compliance.

He imagined her watching.

Not in real time.

Not whispering praise.

Just reviewing.

Watching the still frame later — arms steady, mouth open, gag perfectly aligned.

Noticing if his fingers shook.

If he faltered.

If he was almost perfect — and deciding that wasn’t enough.

“This was for her.”

“Not for comfort. For confirmation.”

It was small.

Barely a movement.

The kind of tremor you wouldn’t notice unless you were watching. Unless you were waiting for it. Unless you’d built an entire room to record nothing except that moment.

Elias’s left hand wavered.

Not from doubt. From strain.

A soft give in the elbow. A shift in how the padded mitt cupped the lower curve of the gag. The rubber slipped a quarter centimetre down his lip, then returned.

His jaw didn’t move.

His breath didn’t break.

But the gag was no longer perfectly still.

The room responded before he even realised he’d moved.

A tone.

Soft. Low. Surgical.

No scolding.

No shock.

Just a single, precise ping from somewhere behind the ceiling panel.

The nurses stepped forward immediately.

Not both.

Just one.

The one holding the clipboard.

She didn’t look at him.

Didn’t even check the gag.

She tapped once on the screen and read aloud, cool and flat:

“Twitch registered.”

“Disciplinary pause: eight hours.”

That was all.

She stepped back.

The other didn’t move.

No new gag.

No gesture of disapproval.

Just the silence reforming around him, like the room had closed its hand again.

Elias didn’t react.

He couldn’t.

The gag was still pressed to his mouth.

His arms were still holding it.

He had not been told to stop.

So he didn’t.

Even now.

Even after the failure.

Inside, something sank.

Not from shame — that had passed long ago.

Not even from fear.

But from the understanding that eight hours without food would not be questioned. Would not be adjusted. Would not even be referred to again.

He would simply remain unfed.

Because his arm had moved.

Because his hand had trembled.

Because the system knew what it meant when silence wasn’t total.

“I didn’t fail loudly.”

“But she will see it.”

“She will know I wasn’t still enough.”

Still, he held the gag in place.

Because the moment hadn’t ended.

Because ritual isn’t broken by correction.

Only by completion.

He didn’t know how long they left him there after the tone.

Not seconds. Not minutes. Just long enough for the moment to settle — to confirm that the system had no further need to speak. That correction, once logged, did not require compassion.

He stayed still.

Hands cradling the gag to his mouth.

As if he might still earn something.

As if stillness after failure might be seen.

Then, movement.

Soft shoes against vinyl.

A figure stepped into view — the nurse with the darker hair. Clipboard still in one hand, the other already reaching.

She didn’t kneel.

She didn’t speak.

She simply took the gag from his hands, fingers brushing over his mitted palms as she did.

He didn’t resist.

Didn’t help.

Didn’t raise his head or search her face.

He knew better than to seek anything now.

She pressed the rubber panel to his lips with the same pressure he had held it with — no more, no less.

Slid the straps around the sides of his face.

One quick pull behind the neck.

One buckle click.

Then two more tugs.

Tight. Sealed.

Not punishing.

Just precise.

The same gag he had trembled holding now belonged to the system again.

She pressed two fingers to the strap beneath his jaw.

Checked the seal.

Tapped her screen.

Gag Applied: 14:03

Subject: E432

Protocol: Ritual Re-Gagging

Result: 1 Twitch

Disciplinary Applied: Nutrient Pause – 8h

Review: Custodian Marell (Filed)

Status: Complete

She stepped away.

No final look.

No gesture of dismissal.

The ritual was done.

Elias’s head remained upright in the posture collar.

His arms hung at his sides.

His mouth — now sealed — no longer mattered.

The gag belonged to the institution.

And so did he.

“She’ll see the file.”

“She’ll see the word: twitch.”

“She won’t need to ask what it meant.”

They didn’t speak as they removed him.

The same nurse who strapped the gag returned five minutes later. No signal. No announcement. Just her hand at his elbow, guiding him to his feet like an object to be stored.

Elias didn’t resist.

Didn’t glance around the room.

Didn’t look for confirmation or comfort.

His mouth was sealed now — rubber panel snug across his lips, the strap biting gently at the corners. The word twitch floated somewhere behind his eyes like a medical term.

One tremor.

Eight hours.

No food.

No adjustment.

He was wheeled back to Dormitory E in silence.

His nappy was still slightly warm.

The plug remained unmoved, perfectly lodged.

The cage ached faintly against the pressure inside it, but he no longer checked himself for arousal. His body had stopped asking.

There was only quiet now.

And the echo of what the chair had meant.

Of what it had recorded.

He was returned to the same corner he’d slept in the night before.

No mat. No cup. No cot.

Just padding and the faintest red line on the wall where his collar had pressed the last time he curled there.

The nurse re-clipped the tether to the back of his collar, then to the wall ring.

Short.

Too short to stand.

She didn’t remove the gag.

Didn’t wipe his mouth.

Didn’t speak.

She tapped her tablet once, and the door sealed.

The lights dimmed.

No audio played.

No whisper loop.

No Sabine.

Just the absence of nourishment and the heaviness of having almost succeeded.

Elias lay down slowly.

His arms folded under him, mitted and silent.

The gag pressed against the mat, warm from breath.

His stomach grumbled once.

No one answered.

He didn’t cry.

He didn’t shift.

He didn’t blame the tremor.

He simply closed his eyes and tried to remember if she would watch the clip.

Not out of hope.

But because the clip would be the only part of him that moved today.

“I didn’t fail her.”

“I just moved too early.”


Chapter 11 – The Collapse

He knew something was coming.

The way they cleaned him. The way they shaved him again — not urgently, just methodically. The way they brought out the viewing chair with the elevated leg rest and postural locking collar.

It was always like this before a clip.

Before her.

They didn’t say her name. They never had. But when they wiped his thighs with antiseptic, when they adjusted the front edge of the cage, when they checked his gag seal with just a little more care — he knew.

There would be footage.

Or voice.

Or loop.

A glimpse.

Something.

The nurse buckled him in.

Tight.

Gag already in place, panel snug. Collar secured to the chair’s frame, keeping his chin at the exact right angle for eye-line alignment. Arms across his lap, mitted, resting where she placed them. Ankles braced wide apart, plugged, caged, padded.

She didn’t look at him.

She tapped a code into the wall panel.

The monitor warmed.

Black screen. Standby icon.

A loading bar at the bottom.

Elias exhaled through his nose.

This was the part he liked.

The seconds before.

Not because of arousal — his cage had long since stopped registering hope.

But because this was when he could pretend she was real again.

That she’d chosen something.

That she’d decided he was ready.

That he would be seen.

The monitor glowed white.

He blinked once. Focused.

Then waited.

Waited.

And waited.

Nothing played.

No intro clip. No soft static. No fade-in of her legs crossing or her voice saying “look at me now.”

Just the white screen.

Then black again.

Then standby.

He didn’t panic.

Not yet.

Not at first.

Sometimes it took time to buffer.

Sometimes it was deliberate — part of the delay.

Sabine liked pacing.

She once made him kneel for twenty minutes while she described, in real time, a different submissive’s orgasm.

That had felt worse than denial.

So this? This was familiar.

The build-up.

The wait.

He shifted slightly in the seat.

The posture collar didn’t allow much movement.

The plug kept him still.

The gag reminded him to stay quiet.

But his chest — his chest was tight now.

Rising.

Falling.

Rising.

Not panic. Just… hope stretching too far without reward.

He glanced at the camera above the monitor.

Knew it could see him.

Knew someone was logging eye contact, posture, breathing.

He’s ready. He’s responsive. He’s good.

And still…

Nothing.

No footage.

No voice.

No Sabine.

“There was always a clip.”

“A loop. A message. Something.”

He waited.

Thirty minutes passed.

Or maybe ten.

Or maybe an hour.

The lights didn’t shift. No nurse returned. The screen stayed dark. Not black — backlit. Just enough glow to say something should be here.

But nothing came.

Elias’s breathing began to change.

Not fast. Not loud.

Just a little shallower. A little more desperate at the edges. Still through his nose — the gag made sure of that — but his chest began to flutter with each exhale.

He flexed his fingers in the mitts once.

Reflex.

Then again.

Stopped.

Waited.

Still nothing.

His eyes darted to the top corner of the monitor.

Where the timestamp usually appeared on Sabine’s footage.

It wasn’t there.

No date. No file tag. No custodian watermark.

Just that dull, quiet light.

A screen waiting for a command that wasn’t coming.

His thighs trembled once — a ripple beneath the diaper, involuntary.

Not arousal.

Not now.

Just the beginning of panic.

No one had told him there would be a message.

But no one had said there wouldn’t.

That was the cruelty.

It wasn’t punishment.

It was possibility withheld without context.

No voice said, “You are not receiving a message today.”

No file blinked Unavailable.

No system note.

No tone.

Just this.

Just silence.

Just her absence, stretched long enough to become a shape inside his chest.

She was always late.

But she was never… gone.

His posture collar pinched now — not tighter, just more noticeable. As if his body had finally noticed the tension it had been clinging to.

He strained upward slightly.

Just enough to shift his neck.

Then froze.

No alarm.

But no comfort, either.

He swallowed.

Hard.

The gag pulled at the corners of his mouth.

His throat clicked.

No sound escaped.

His breathing quickened again — this time with more intention.

The beginnings of a gasp behind the rubber seal.

A please, maybe.

But no one heard.

No one answered.

The door didn’t open.

The screen didn’t change.

A faint hum inside the monitor gave the illusion of life.

That was worse than black.

Because it still promised something.

He shifted again.

Then stilled.

Then trembled.

Then… dropped his gaze.

Slowly.

Guilt curling in his belly like hunger.

He’d looked away.

From nothing.

From no one.

But still… he felt like he’d failed her.

Because part of him still believed she’d see this later.

Would review it.

Would know he hadn’t lasted.

That his patience had a limit.

That he had expected her.

“I was ready.”

“I was good.”

“Where was she?”

It started with a whimper.

Barely sound at all. Just breath catching against rubber. A wet, internal hiccup of need that had nowhere else to go.

Then another.

And another.

His head jerked slightly — not from impact, not from struggle, just the sharp stutter of not knowing what else to do.

Still no one came.

The screen stayed lit.

Blank.

Unmoving.

Accusing.

Elias began to rock.

Subtle at first — a shift in the hips, a tensing of the bound ankles beneath him.

Then more.

A quiet forward pull, restrained by the chest harness.

A backward lean into the collar that snapped his posture back upright.

He gasped.

Or tried to.

The gag held everything.

His mouth moved uselessly beneath the panel. Open. Straining. Trying to form shapes.

A word.

Her name.

But it wouldn’t come.

Couldn’t.

The gag filled the space where speech had once mattered.

Tears welled.

First from the corners of his eyes, then down both cheeks — silent, clean. His body convulsed again. A short, sharp sob. Then another.

Still gagged.

Still strapped down.

Still unseen.

Still unchosen.

She always chose him.

Even when she denied him.

Even when she punished him.

Even when she let him scream inside the loop and left him soaked.

But this…

This was emptiness.

This was not being hers at all.

The sobs grew thicker.

Not louder — they couldn’t be.

The gag soaked his moans. Muffled every whine. Turned every broken, breathless apology into wasted warmth against sealed rubber.

His chest heaved.

The posture collar held his chin aloft.

Which meant he couldn’t look down.

He couldn’t collapse fully.

He had to fall apart upright.

He wept.

And still — no one came.

Not to hold.

Not to punish.

Not even to acknowledge.

When the door finally opened, he didn’t notice.

He was too far under it — too far gone.

The rocking had slowed into shuddering.

His breathing sharp.

A wet string of spit clung to the edge of the gag, cooling at his chin.

His body had stopped expecting food, care, warmth, her.

Now it only wanted anything.

The nurses entered quietly.

Standard uniform.

One carried a handheld monitor. The other rolled in a containment crate — low, matte, curved like a bench with its lid already open.

They said nothing.

They didn’t touch him at first.

One tapped her tablet.

The other adjusted the chair brace.

Then, in silence, they unbuckled his collar and chest strap.

Guided him to his feet.

And led him — trembling — toward the box.

They guided him forward like furniture.

No tugging.

No scolding.

No correction.

Just two hands — one at the collar tether, one at the small of his back — steering him toward the low, open bench at the centre of the room.

It looked like nothing.

Not a cell. Not a bed.

Just a curved fixture, flush to the floor, lined in padded grey.

It took Elias a full five seconds to understand what it was.

Not because it was unfamiliar.

Because it was final.

The kneeling restraint box had no door.

No lights.

No rails or visibility ports.

Once sealed, it became something more than silent.

It became blank.

The nurses pressed him into place gently.

Knees first — onto the foam cradle beneath him.

Then forward — until his shins rested flush, and his thighs opened naturally to accommodate the bulk of the diaper and the plug still buried inside.

His arms weren’t restrained.

They were folded in front of him.

Mitt to mitt.

Held together with a single strap.

Not for control.

For convenience.

The gag was not touched.

Neither was the posture collar.

No part of him was wiped.

They positioned his back against the internal frame.

Pressed his forehead to the padded headrest.

Checked the spine of the collar once.

Then stepped out.

No words spoken.

No report read aloud.

Only a quiet chime as the lid began to lower.

Soft.

Smooth.

Silent.

It sealed shut.

A hiss of pressure as the box clicked into negative soundspace.

The world disappeared.

No light.

No time.

Just the slow awareness of his own kneeling.

And the muted hum of being logged but no longer live.

A panel outside updated automatically:

PATIENT: E432

Box Restraint Protocol: Active

Status: Quarantine Containment

Name: Removed

Custodian: N/A

Behaviour Tracking: Suspended

Whisper Access: Closed

Inside, Elias could still breathe.

Could still feel.

But he no longer existed in any active system.

Not watched.

Not evaluated.

Not waiting.

Just closed.

“They didn’t correct me.”

“They deleted me.”

It was always warm inside the box.

That was part of its cruelty. There was no cold to fight, no discomfort to mark the hours. Just soft pressure at his knees, thighs, back, and jaw — the posture collar locking him upright even in nothingness.

The gag remained tight.

The plug held.

His arms, strapped palm-to-palm in their mitts, had long since gone numb beneath his chest.

He didn’t know how long he’d been here.

There were no cycles.

No light.

No voice.

At first, he counted breaths.

Then the throb of his cock inside the cage.

Then he tried to count something more abstract — how many times he’d thought of her name without saying it.

Eventually, even that stopped.

There was only repetition.

Sensory. Emotional.

A loop of surrender with no new line of input.

Once, he thought he heard her voice.

Soft. Patient.

“You’re learning.”

“You’re quiet.”

“You’re mine.”

The whisper loop. Or his memory of it.

He murmured against the gag, a wet, voiceless reply that had no vowel.

The collar reminded him to keep still.

But the voice didn’t come back.

No audio started.

No projection.

He had imagined it.

Not because he was hoping.

Because the brain seeks shape, even in blankness.

Even in a padded dark cube designed to hold function and ignore meaning.

Time passed.

He wet himself once, maybe twice.

He didn’t feel it.

Didn’t log it internally.

There was no shame, no reaction, no report to await.

Just existence.

A slow drift between posture and the knowledge that someone — maybe — would eventually open the lid again.

Or not.

He wasn’t afraid of being lost anymore.

He was afraid of being unlogged.

Of remaining present, but unmarked.

Eventually, he stopped thinking her name.

Not out of anger.

Because it no longer applied.

He had been in the box for at least seventy hours.

Maybe longer.

That was what the nurse would log later — based on nutrient cycle gaps, fluid retention, and bedding replacement patterns.

Seventy-one hours, fifty-two minutes, forty-eight seconds.

Inside the box, Elias knew none of that.

He only knew the pressure behind his eyes.

The heat between his legs.

The way his knees had stopped hurting around the time his calves went numb.

The way the plug no longer registered as inside him.

Just part of the design.

Like the collar.

Like the gag.

Like the silence.

He was awake when they opened it.

Barely.

Not alert. Not tense.

Just floating in the dark — sweat-soaked, sealed, and folded — when the hiss of decompression whispered into his ears and the lid rose back into the ceiling.

Light flooded in.

Not harsh.

Just… present.

He blinked, slowly.

His eyes didn’t water.

He didn’t flinch.

The posture collar had kept his head upright the entire time.

A nurse leaned in.

Not to greet him.

Not to ask anything.

Just to check his orientation.

One hand on his jaw, the other at the base of his neck.

She tapped her screen.

“Responsive. Dry. Still gagged.”

“Retrieval time confirmed.”

Another nurse appeared beside her.

Together, they lifted him out — under the arms, careful with the tether.

He didn’t resist.

Didn’t help.

His legs shook once as they found the floor.

Not from fear.

Just from… reacclimation.

He didn’t speak.

Couldn’t.

The gag had dried against his tongue. The panel still sealed flat. The strap left a faint ring beneath the posture brace.

They didn’t remove it.

They didn’t wipe him.

They didn’t look at his eyes.

They just clipped the lead to his collar and walked him out.

His chart updated automatically as the box sealed again behind him:

Subject ID: E432

Name: Not Applicable

Custodian: Closed

Speech: Revoked

Whisper Conditioning: Suspended

Status: Functional

Behavioural Flag: None

No flag.

No failure.

No error.

Just… nothing.

He hadn’t done anything wrong.

He had simply been forgotten.

And that was enough to disappear him.

Back in Dormitory E, he was folded down onto the mat.

Still gagged.

Still wet.

Still plugged.

The nurses left.

The door closed.

The lights dimmed.

No audio played.

He didn’t wonder if she would come.

He didn’t hope.

Didn’t ache.

Didn’t even remember the footage that used to make him hard.

He simply lay there, restrained and sealed and quiet, and let the system hold him.

“There was no name left to say.”

“And no voice left to say it with.”


Chapter 12 – Intimacy Denied

They removed his gag first.

Without comment.

The rubber panel unbuckled with a soft hiss, peeled from his face by gloved fingers that didn’t pause to examine the line of dried saliva beneath. No wipe followed. No towel. Just exposure.

His lips parted, but he didn’t speak.

Not because he was afraid.

Because language had lost its assigned place.

Then the mitts.

Each one unclipped, unwrapped, set aside.

His fingers curled automatically once free — not to reach, but because they hadn’t felt air in days. His palms tingled. It wasn’t pleasure.

It was permission.

And that was worse.

The posture collar came next.

Not fully removed — just loosened at the base.

Enough to let his head bow a few degrees.

Enough to suggest he might, in some way, be responsible for his position in the room that followed.

They didn’t explain.

They never did.

He was led — naked but for his nappy, plug, and cage — into a room colder than the others.

Observation Suite 6.

He didn’t know the number.

But he knew the feeling.

Vinyl floors. Seamless white walls. A single ceiling panel set with a mirrored dome. Two folded restraint chairs latched to the far wall. One bench.

Nothing else.

No hooks. No loop ports. No chart on the door.

This was for watching. Not logging.

They brought him to the centre.

Pressed two fingers to the base of his neck. The signal to kneel.

He did.

No gag.

No mitts.

No collar tension.

His mouth stayed closed.

A minute passed.

Maybe two.

He kept his hands flat on his thighs.

He knew better than to fidget.

His cock stirred inside the cage — not from anticipation, but from memory. The room was cold. The plug shifted slightly with each breath. There was no voice to hold onto. No loop playing in the corners.

Just light.

And air.

And absence.

Then: the door hissed again.

He didn’t turn.

Didn’t lift his gaze.

But he felt it.

A second body.

Soft steps.

Another nurse.

Another silence.

And then: her.

Isla.

He knew the weight of her presence instantly.

Not from sound. Not from name.

From the way his whole body held itself differently when she entered a room.

Like two pieces of furniture recognising each other in a rearranged space.

He didn’t look.

She didn’t either.

But they both knew.

“She didn’t look at me.”

“That made it real.”

Elias

They laid him down without restraint.

Not a chair this time — just the vinyl floor. A nurse gestured, and he obeyed, stretching out slowly. The posture collar had been removed. His limbs felt distant. Ungrounded. The nappy rustled beneath him, thick and full. The plug shifted as he adjusted his thighs. The cage twitched.

Nothing else moved.

Then she lay beside him.

Isla.

Close.

Too close.

The distance between them wasn’t calculated. It was chosen.

He could feel her warmth through the air. Her breath. The way she didn’t tremble, didn’t flinch — but didn’t turn toward him either.

Her hip was inches from his.

Her hand was bare.

Isla

He didn’t look at her.

Good.

She wasn’t ready for looking.

They had unhooked her collar, wiped her thighs, removed the gag without wiping her mouth. She tasted rubber and old breath. They had placed her beside him as if this was nothing. As if her skin hadn’t been waiting for a shape it remembered.

She didn’t shift.

Didn’t search.

She stared at the ceiling.

The lights were softer here. Institutional beige. It made his body look less fragile.

Almost complete.

She smelled his sweat. The faint ammonia from a not-yet-changed nappy. She smelled herself.

And let stillness hold her still.

Elias

He was allowed to move.

He could have spoken.

He could have reached.

But the silence between them was more sacred than permission.

It wasn’t that he feared punishment.

It was that this was better than punishment.

This was the moment before the rule broke.

And that moment lasted as long as they both agreed not to shatter it.

Isla

She felt his hand shift slightly.

Not toward her.

Just alive.

She didn’t react.

Her own fingers twitched in reply, reflexively, then stilled.

The plug inside her was lighter than his.

She could tell.

She envied the weight of his.

But she did not look.

Did not seek.

They weren’t supposed to see each other.

They were supposed to be seen.

Shared space

They lay in parallel, two sealed bodies, unspoken and in sync.

The arousal built slowly.

Cage twitch.

Plug pressure.

Breath. Breath. Breath.

A nurse passed by once, checked vitals, adjusted the angle of the overhead lens.

Did not speak.

Did not intervene.

Did not correct them.

Because they were not doing anything wrong.

Just… becoming wrong.

By wanting.

Isla: “He was right there. That was the punishment.”

Elias: “I didn’t need to be touched. I just needed to know I wasn’t alone.”

The nurse knelt beside him without sound.

He felt her presence first — not the way Isla’s presence saturated him in warmth, but cooler, clinical. Inevitable.

A gloved hand reached for his wrist.

He didn’t flinch.

Didn’t resist.

Just let her reposition his arm — down, toward his hip, then out.

His fingers extended instinctively, like a flower that hadn’t yet understood winter was coming.

She pressed.

Not firmly.

Just enough to guide the hand a little further, toward the space between bodies.

Toward her.

Isla

She felt the shift.

Not the hand — not the skin — but the weight of him.

A signal.

The smallest change in the air.

The heat of his forearm brushed hers.

Not touching.

But closer.

Too close to ignore.

Her breathing caught.

Not out of fear.

Out of recognition.

That’s his hand.

That’s not a system. That’s not a restraint. That’s not a nurse.

That’s him.

She didn’t turn her head.

She didn’t reach back.

She just let her little finger hover millimetres above the floor.

Hovering where, if she moved even slightly, it might meet his.

Elias

He knew the gap was intentional.

Designed.

Structured.

Held open like a wound the system didn’t plan to treat.

He didn’t move.

But his pulse pounded inside the cage.

The plug pressed against him with every breath.

He could smell her — not arousal, not quite, just presence. Feminine. Familiar. Held apart.

Isla

She wanted to breathe his name.

But she didn’t know if she remembered it.

She wanted to say I’m still here.

But she didn’t know if that would matter.

Instead, she listened to the silence between their fingers.

A silence so charged it sang.

She felt the tear escape her left eye before she noticed it falling.

Not grief.

Not joy.

Just contact denied.

Shared

Neither moved.

Neither reached.

The nurse stepped back.

One note logged:

Proximity allowed. No contact observed.

The room returned to stillness.

The bodies did not.

Elias: “I didn’t want to fail.”

“But I wanted to reach.”

Isla: “They let us be almost human. Just once.”

The moment didn’t break.

It was taken.

No warning. No voice. Just movement.

Two nurses entered. One wheeled a low cart. The other carried folded cloth and a black satchel.

Elias didn’t flinch.

He knew what it meant.

Procedure. Routine. Termination.

Not of him.

Of the moment.

The cart stopped at the edge of the bench.

He and Isla still lay parallel, bodies not touching, breath almost synchronised. Their fingers hung in the same charged silence they had held for what felt like eternity.

He didn’t look at her.

He didn’t speak.

But inside his skull, something screamed:

“Please, not yet.”

The nurse knelt beside him.

She opened the satchel.

Removed a soft black hood — plain, unstructured, with a drawcord collar and a sound-dampening interior.

He had worn one before.

After failure.

But this wasn’t failure.

This was reversal.

She pressed the hood to his head.

Elias let it happen.

Arms still at his sides.

Eyes open until the last possible second.

Then darkness.

Silence.

Scent.

The hood sealed at the neck.

Tight.

The world disappeared.

Not gently.

Not cruelly.

Just efficiently.

Seconds passed.

Then: the hiss of water.

High above.

Cold.

It hit his skin with a spray that felt like nothing and everything — droplets slicing down over his shoulders, his thighs, the cage, the nappy. The plug held fast. The hood softened the noise but not the shock.

His body jerked once.

Reflex.

Not rebellion.

He didn’t cry out.

Couldn’t.

The hood was not gagged, but his voice was gone all the same.

There was nothing to say.

Only the sound of proximity being washed off of him.

The water struck again — this time across his chest, slicking beneath the collar.

No temperature shift.

No soap.

Just pressure.

Enough to rinse away arousal that had never been allowed to form.

Somewhere beside him, another hose hissed.

Isla.

Cleaned at the same time.

Erased in tandem.

Not punished.

Just processed.

The spray stopped.

His chest rose once.

Fell.

Then stillness.

He waited for touch.

For the towel.

For something.

Nothing came.

They removed the hood first.

Gentle hands at her neck, peeling back damp fabric that clung to her skin. The light above struck her closed eyes, and she blinked slowly as the world returned in soft, blurred contrast — not brighter, just emptier.

She tasted rubber on her tongue.

Not from the hood.

From memory.

From the absence of words.

A nurse knelt beside her.

Not harsh.

Not kind.

Efficient.

She pressed a folded cloth to Isla’s face, wiped once across her cheeks, then down her chest. The gesture carried no comfort. No comment.

Just the efficiency of reset.

Isla didn’t resist.

She didn’t speak.

Her body had gone still the moment the water started. Her muscles had curled slightly inward — not out of fear, but out of recognition.

The moment was over.

The space had closed.

The ache between her legs was no longer a mistake. It was a notation.

Filed. Measured. Cleansed.

The gag came next.

It was standard.

Panel. Soft-edged. Medical rubber.

No explanation.

No delay.

She opened her mouth before they asked.

The nurse inserted it with one hand, buckled the strap behind her head with the other.

Pulled it firm.

Let go.

No inspection needed.

Then the mitts.

Folded and strapped over her hands again like gloves on a doll.

She didn’t need to hold anything.

She wasn’t here to reach.

The nurse guided her upright.

Her legs wobbled — not from weakness, but from disuse.

She had barely moved since entering the room.

Every inch she hadn’t reached had grown heavy inside her.

She stood.

Was steadied.

Clipped to a tether ring.

And wheeled.

On the far side of the room, another nurse was already guiding Elias away.

Clean.

Silent.

Plugged.

Sealed.

He didn’t look at her.

She didn’t try to catch his eye.

Because intimacy was over.

Because it had never been permission.

Only allowance.

And it had now been revoked.

They vanished through separate doors.

No nod.

No glance.

No phrase like soon again.

Just quiet mechanics pulling them back into their individual silences.

“We were both so close to being remembered.”

“And they knew that.”


Chapter 13 – Return to Usefulness

He was woken without voice.

Two nurses.

No lights. Just touch.

Cool wipes across his thighs. Gloves tugging the soaked nappy away. No comment. No judgment. One held his hips up while the other slid the clean padding beneath him — thicker than the last, marked for corridor use.

The straps sealed with four soft clicks.

That was the first sound of the day.

The collar followed.

Standard, smooth vinyl. No posture brace. No leash yet. But the ring at the front was polished. Important.

They dressed no other part of him.

No tunic.

No mitts.

No gag.

He didn’t need them anymore.

He had stopped using his hands for anything but placement.

He had stopped using his voice.

The nurses turned him onto his front.

He shifted without being asked.

Arms folded.

Knees drawn up.

Chest to the mat.

A lead was clipped to the collar. Soft. Padded. Short.

They walked him like that.

Not harshly.

Not fast.

Just from one room to another.

From a space of stillness to a space of function.

The corridor was warm.

Not for comfort — for compliance.

The tiles had slight texture under his palms, enough to anchor the rhythm of crawling. He didn’t look up. He didn’t need to.

There were no turns.

Only a line to follow.

He wasn’t told to begin.

The leash was unclipped.

The nurses stepped back.

He waited three seconds — just enough to be sure.

Then began to crawl.

Slow.

Quiet.

Diapered, collared, leaking warmth down both thighs.

The plug pressed upward with each motion.

His cock remained sealed in its cage.

Useless.

Unmissed.

No one called him good.

No one called him anything.

But he moved forward.

Because the hallway invited it.

Because the floor didn’t need his name.

“The floor knew where I belonged.”

“So I followed it.”

The corridor bent slightly to the left.

Elias didn’t pause.

His knees pressed into the tile in even rhythm. One hand forward. One knee. Repeat. The nappy rustled beneath him, muffled by the softness of its bulk. His collar slid with each turn of his head, but the leash ring never caught. The plug inside him shifted in gentle, steady pulses.

Not arousal.

Just placement.

The wall unit came into view.

A matte panel, waist height, with a recessed alcove and a hydration nipple fitted to a rubberised mount. The silicone bulge was shaped like a pacifier, angled upward. No button. No prompt.

He crawled to it.

Knelt.

Leant forward.

Opened his mouth.

Took it between his lips.

The water wasn’t cold. It never was.

Room temperature.

Tasteless.

Delivered in slow, pulsing draws.

Each swallow registered in the unit with a soft click.

He drank until he felt full.

Then paused.

Held it in his mouth for three seconds.

Then let the nipple slip from his lips.

No noise.

No gag reflex.

No hesitation.

He turned his head slightly to the left and placed his hands on his thighs.

Still kneeling.

Still waiting.

Still useful.

A nurse appeared five seconds later.

Not hurried.

Tablet in hand.

She glanced down at him once.

Didn’t speak.

Tapped the feeding unit.

Read the draw count.

“Patient E432: voluntary nourishment without prompt.”

“No vocalisation. No incident.”

“Note compliance.”

She pressed one gloved hand to the back of his nappy.

Gave it a small, flat pat.

Not affection.

Not reward.

Acknowledgment.

He didn’t respond.

Didn’t turn.

Didn’t think.

She stepped away.

Left the leash unclipped.

He waited three seconds.

Then resumed crawling.

“I used to drink for her.”

“Now I drink because it’s what I do when I find a wall.”

He turned the next corner without instruction.

No tether.

No hand at his collar.

Just space — wide enough to crawl through, low enough to imply where he belonged.

Ahead, a short tunnel. Curved. Rubberised walls. Just enough height to move in a low crouch, but not enough to stand. A red line marked the arch above the entry:

LANE 2 – OBEDIENCE / TIER 2

He didn’t look at it.

But his body responded.

His hands dropped lower.

His spine dipped.

His knees spread wider to stabilise the extra weight of the nappy, the plug still sealed inside him like ballast.

The tunnel was lined with floor tape.

Red strips. Evenly spaced.

Each exactly 85cm apart.

He didn’t count.

He didn’t calculate.

He just stopped at each one.

Waited.

Three seconds.

Then crawled to the next.

Stopped.

Waited.

Again.

A camera followed from above.

He heard it move — a soft hydraulic whisper that tracked his pace. Each pause was noted. His breathing was steady. Cage motion: negligible. Plug pressure: balanced.

His chart was updated in real time.

Patient E432 — Predictive Response: Confirmed

— Stops on mark

— Holds position

— No prompt required

Note: This is no longer conditioned.

This is embedded.

At the third red strip, he paused a little longer.

Not to hesitate.

To listen.

There was no whisper loop.

No Sabine.

No voices in the dark.

Just the sound of his own pulse and the slight crinkle of the nappy as he settled his weight.

The plug shifted deeper.

He didn’t flinch.

Just lowered his hands to the mat, forehead to the tile.

And held.

“She used to praise me for pausing.”

“Now the system does.”

A nurse entered the far side of the tunnel.

Stopped at the end.

Didn’t approach.

Just made a single note on her tablet.

“Excellent stillness.”

“Fully pattern-trained.”

Elias remained exactly where he was until the next light blinked green.

Then he moved.

No pride.

No pleasure.

Just completion.

The fourth red strip was narrower.

It didn’t mark a stop.

Just a slow zone.

But he stopped anyway.

Dropped his hands.

Settled onto his knees.

Lowered his head.

His forehead touched the mat.

And he stayed there.

No timer.

No feedback.

No voice.

Just… stillness.

That’s when it hit him.

He hadn’t thought of her.

Not since the feeding station.

Not since the leash.

Not since waking.

Not since…

He didn’t know.

He couldn’t remember the last time her name had formed, even silently, behind the panel of his gag.

It hadn’t been denied.

It had just… slipped.

Dissolved into the pattern of crawling and stopping and drinking and waiting.

She used to be everywhere.

In every silence. In every ache.

In every breath between punishments.

But now—

She wasn’t gone.

She was just… outside of usefulness.

And he didn’t need anything outside of usefulness.

He lifted his head slightly.

Not to check.

Not to think.

Just to breathe.

The cage shifted with the motion.

He felt the plug press gently up inside him, exactly where it belonged.

His thighs spread to accommodate it without effort.

He didn’t leak.

He didn’t strain.

His body held position with no correction.

Another nurse passed by.

Not to adjust.

Not to log.

Just to look.

She paused at the end of the corridor.

Tapped her screen.

He didn’t know what she wrote.

He didn’t need to.

She moved on.

And still, Sabine didn’t return to him.

Not in thought.

Not in voice.

Not in longing.

There was no space left for her in the obedience strip.

“She used to fill my head.”

“Now there’s room for stillness.”

He exhaled.

Lowered his head again.

Waited for the next green light.

And when it came?

He crawled.

Without memory.

Without noise.

Without hope.

Just correctly.

The screen in the observation suite glowed a soft institutional blue.

Two nurses stood side by side, tablets in hand, eyes fixed on the live corridor feed. The central camera tracked Elias as he crawled past the sixth red strip. No prompt. No leash. No restraint.

He stopped exactly on the line.

Knees parted.

Arms low.

Head down.

Back flat.

Perfect.

One nurse tapped her screen.

Scrolled through his telemetry.

Patient ID: E432

— Tier: 2

— Voice: Suspended

— Behavioural Alerts: 0

— Arousal Spike: Flat

— Visual Response to Custodian Clips: None

— Tracking Markers: Dormant

“Chart shows full disorientation from prior identity.”

“No speech attempts.”

“No orientation to Marell.”

She highlighted the line.

The other nurse nodded.

“No prompts logged in last thirty-six hours.”

“All movements initiated by environment.”

“He’s holding position at every mark.”

A pause.

Then:

“He’s returned to use.”

They didn’t smile.

They didn’t comment on progress.

They simply confirmed.

Usefulness isn’t praised.

It’s filed.

“Patient E432: Stable.”

“No custodian assignment active.”

“Orientation: system-based.”

The feed continued.

Elias reached the end of the corridor.

Paused.

Turned at the junction.

Crawled forward into the next lane.

Still silent.

Still diapered.

Still gagged only by memory.

In the file log, a final note appeared:

“Do not reintroduce loops unless silence breaks.”

It wouldn’t.

They both knew it.


Chapter 14 – Edited Visit

They brought him in gagged.

Standard escort.

No leash.

Just hands — one at the collar ring, the other steadying his shoulder as he walked, diapered, collared, posture held low. The door to Observation Suite 3 opened with its usual soft hiss. The chair was already prepared.

He didn’t look at it.

Didn’t scan the walls for signs.

He knew this room.

He knew what came next.

They didn’t speak.

One nurse unfastened the gag first — peeled it gently from his lips, wiped his chin once, then placed the panel in the tray without logging it. His mouth stayed open for a moment longer than necessary, breath coming slow. He didn’t try to speak. There was no reason to.

The other nurse adjusted his collar — then pressed it into the locking cradle built into the chair’s frame.

The clamp clicked.

A soft tone sounded.

Then: restraints.

Not tight. Not disciplinary. Just braces.

One at each forearm.

One at each ankle.

No mitts.

No gag.

His mouth was left bare.

He blinked once.

Settled.

He was used to this configuration — mouth open, posture perfect, hands out of reach but fingers free.

They wanted him emotionally available.

The monitor powered on.

No fanfare.

Just a pale blue flicker.

A loading bar.

Then a title card:

Custodian Message: Marell

(Archive Composite – Tier 2 Approved)

His breath caught.

Only slightly.

Not visible.

But the air in his throat shifted like recognition.

The nurse tapped once on her tablet.

No eye contact.

Then left.

The door closed.

He was alone.

Strapped in.

Collared.

Plugged.

Open.

Waiting.

Internal monologue:

“This is for me.”

“She asked for this.”

“I’ve earned this.”

He didn’t smile.

Didn’t react.

Just held still.

Arousal began as pressure in the cage.

Not painful.

Not hopeful.

Just ready.

The screen brightened.

Fade in: soft lighting, ivory background, her silhouette.

Sabine.

She was seated. Crossed legs. Black silk dressing gown. One hand in her lap, the other resting delicately on the chair arm. Her posture was relaxed, but her gaze was direct.

Straight to camera.

Straight to him.

Elias’s chest rose slightly.

His fingers shifted in the forearm restraints — not a reach, just a twitch of wanting.

The plug pulsed.

The cage throbbed.

He swallowed once, silently.

“There you are,” she said.

Calm.

Measured.

That voice — low and warm, almost affectionate. His body responded immediately. He felt heat swell in his thighs, pressure in his chest, an ache that moved up the back of his spine like a whisper he had forgotten how to form.

“You’ve made it this far. I’m proud of your silence.”

Her lips curled softly at the edge.

She tilted her head.

It felt right.

For a moment.

But then…

The light shifted.

Too sharply.

A frame cut — her expression flickering by a fraction, like a blink had been removed.

The camera angle held, but the shadows no longer matched the previous shot.

And then—

“You’ve earned this quiet.”

That line.

He’d heard it before.

Not just sentiment.

That phrase.

You’ve earned this quiet.

It had been spoken to him in the loop room, weeks ago.

But there, her voice had been slower.

More intimate.

Now it felt clipped. Tacked on.

Out of rhythm.

Sabine smiled again.

But it was the wrong smile.

Too still.

Too sharp at the corners.

Her hands hadn’t moved since the first frame.

Her lips said:

“You’re mine.”

But the voice dropped half a tone mid-syllable.

His eyes narrowed.

Not in defiance.

Not in confusion.

In recognition.

This wasn’t her.

Not now.

It was her footage.

Her words.

Her shape.

But not for him.

Not made today.

Not spoken to this version of him.

Not after the box.

Not after the crawl.

He blinked twice.

The plug pressed inside him — deeper now, or so it felt.

The arousal in his cage stiffened, then faltered.

The voice continued.

“You don’t need a name to belong.”

Cut.

Repeat of the same line, different inflection.

His breath hitched.

That line had been stitched in.

He’d never heard her say it that way before.

“This isn’t live.”

“This isn’t for me.”

“This wasn’t meant.”

His jaw clenched.

The collar held him upright.

Still.

Facing forward.

Obedient.

But something inside was already shifting.

The hope that had risen like a leaf in warm water… began to sink.

Not suddenly.

Not violently.

Just… with certainty.

He didn’t cry right away.

The first tear came without warning — from the left eye, silent, thin, sliding down the curve of his cheek to the strap line where the gag usually rested.

He didn’t blink it away.

Didn’t move.

The restraints held his arms at rest, his back upright, his chin poised just so in the collar clamp.

The screen kept playing.

Sabine — not Sabine — continued to speak.

“You’re ready now.”

“I’ve always known.”

“This is what we built.”

Another cut.

The background changed — barely.

A curtain shifted. A light glared differently across her cheek.

The next line came with a new tone. Too fast.

“You’re not alone.”

But she wasn’t looking at him.

Not anymore.

His lips parted.

Not to speak.

Just… open.

The sob that came was quiet.

Thin.

Like he had exhaled through a throat no longer taught how to carry weight.

His jaw trembled.

He tasted salt.

His cock was still hard.

Still caged.

Still dripping uselessly into the soaked padding between his thighs.

That hurt more than anything.

His body didn’t understand that the loop was wrong.

Only that her face was present.

That her voice — stitched, flattened — was still hers.

But not for him.

“I wanted her to see me.”

“I thought maybe she had.”

“I thought maybe this meant something.”

The second sob caught deeper.

Still soundless.

Still perfect.

But his face collapsed — jaw slack, brows pinched, eyes streaming now.

Not rage.

Not confusion.

Just confirmation.

She wasn’t speaking to him.

She hadn’t recorded this for him.

The system had delivered a copy.

A stitched echo.

An automation.

And he had waited for it.

Prepared for it.

Cleaned for it.

Knelt for it.

Opened his mouth for it.

He didn’t shake.

Didn’t resist.

Just sat there, beautifully ruined, crying without volume, gagless and irrelevant.

The door opened.

Elias didn’t move.

His eyes were wet. His mouth hung slightly open — not in protest, just stunned stillness. His throat trembled with breathless sobs that made no sound.

He looked like a doll someone had forgotten to turn off.

The monitor still played.

Sabine’s voice — clipped, inconsistent, calmly false:

“You’ve always been mine.”

A nurse stepped into view.

Standard uniform. Tablet in hand.

She didn’t approach him directly.

Didn’t make eye contact.

Just tapped her screen once.

A soft tone sounded overhead.

The room audio muted.

His crying disappeared from the feed.

He didn’t notice.

He was too far beneath it.

His shoulders rose and fell in perfect rhythm.

Posture untouched.

Restraints holding his limbs exactly where the chair had designed them to be.

He was beautiful.

Broken.

Functional.

She began logging.

Patient E432

— Exposure: Archive Footage – Marell Composite

— Immediate emotional response: Confirmed

— Audio: Muted at 90s

— Physical collapse: Controlled

— Speech: None

— Arousal: Sustained

— Posture: Maintained

“Orientation response: Positive.”

“Affective overflow: Logged.”

“Next submission tier approved.”

The footage reached its loop point again.

Sabine turned to camera. Smiled. Spoke the same line for the fourth time.

“You don’t need to remember your name.”

The nurse didn’t look up.

She ended the playback.

The screen blinked out.

The room dimmed.

Elias blinked once.

Tears still clinging to the edges of his eyes.

His lips still parted.

Nothing made sense anymore — and that was the point.

“I cried for her.”

“And they muted it.”

“And still called it progress.”

The lights didn’t rise when the clip ended.

There was no chime, no transition, no soft spoken prompt like “Session complete.”

The monitor blinked to black.

The room stayed dim.

Elias sat perfectly still in the chair, eyes unfocused, the tears still streaking slowly across both cheeks.

His mouth hung slightly open — but no sound came out.

He hadn’t tried to speak once.

The sobbing had faded into small, silent convulsions behind his ribs.

His body had given up on volume.

The nurse returned.

No clipboard this time.

No gesture of acknowledgment.

She unfastened the collar lock with one hand.

Unclipped the forearm restraints.

Reached for the tray beside the console and retrieved the gag.

The same panel model.

Nothing changed.

Not even the rhythm of her motion.

She pressed it to his lips.

He opened.

Automatically.

Not obediently — reflexively.

The panel slid in smooth.

The straps drew tight behind his head.

Two tugs.

One buckle.

One check at the jaw.

She tapped her screen.

“Re-gag complete.”

She didn’t wipe his face.

Didn’t clean the tear paths.

Didn’t speak.

Just released the ankle locks and guided him forward onto his feet.

He swayed slightly.

She steadied him by the collar.

Then clipped the leash ring.

The gag sealed his next breath.

Wet.

Hot.

Quiet.

His face felt sticky.

The tears had dried, but no one had wiped them away.

She walked him from the room like she would walk a tray to be sanitised.

No urgency.

No shame.

Just removal.

“The clip wasn’t real.”

“But my crying was.”

“And they left it on me like proof.”

He was wheeled back to Dormitory E.

No loop.

No Sabine.

No lights above his bed.

No notation on the chart.

Just a standard mat.

Standard collar.

Standard gag.

No one said his number.

No one said her name.

He lay down on his side, curled.

Soaked.

Caged.

Plugged.

Silent.

And tried to remember whether her voice had ever really been different.

“Even the lie felt better than nothing.”


Chapter 15 – Echoes

There was no announcement.

Just the pressure of gloved fingers at the base of his collar and the soft click as the leash unclipped from Dormitory E’s wall ring.

Elias didn’t look up.

His gag was still in place. Standard panel, snug. His arms were mitted and resting in his lap. The diaper beneath him was full but not overflowing. The plug inside him shifted as he rose to his knees.

The nurse touched his shoulder once.

Guidance, not question.

He followed.

They moved through a short service corridor — narrower than the obedience lanes, lined with matte grey doors and scentless air.

He didn’t count steps anymore.

Counting required orientation.

He no longer needed time.

The prep suite was quiet.

Clean metal flooring. White walls. One restraint chair, already occupied.

The patient was female.

Code: F501.

Strapped in — upright, naked except for the layered padding folded across her thighs. Her gag was transparent. Her eyes were open.

She didn’t move.

Elias didn’t react to her presence.

The nurse tapped a wall panel.

Then turned to Elias.

Spoke evenly:

“Observe. Assist. Do not speak.”

No nod was required.

But he gave one.

Just once.

That was enough.

She led him forward and clipped his collar to a short ceiling tether beside the hygiene rig. Not tight. Just enough to keep him near. The leash was removed. The mitts were not.

The loop never played in here.

There were no whisper tracks in the prep suites.

Only tasks.

The nurse adjusted a valve, retrieved a sealed wipe pack, and gestured toward the first tray.

Elias stepped closer.

No hesitation.

No need for instruction.

He knew how to hold her thigh. How to brace the padding beneath her. How to pass the irrigation tube.

Not because he remembered training.

Because this was what came after remembering.

F501 didn’t look at him.

He didn’t look at her.

Her breathing stayed low and even.

His pulse stayed steady in the cage.

Neither one flinched as the plug was removed, wiped, replaced.

There was no intimacy.

Only sequence.

Only usefulness.

The first item was a thermal wipe.

The nurse placed it in his palm without looking. He unfolded it slowly — not from hesitation, but to avoid tearing the seam. His mitts had been softened for prep tasks. Enough dexterity to handle cloth. Not enough to grip.

He reached between F501’s knees.

Pressed the wipe to the inside of her thigh.

Not firmly.

Not gently.

Just with the pressure required to remove antiseptic film.

She didn’t react.

Her legs were already strapped wide at the knees, ankles braced, back slightly reclined.

Standard position.

There was nothing erotic about it.

There was no gaze.

Only procedure.

Elias wiped.

Folded the cloth inward, once, then again.

Set it in the discard tray without being told.

The nurse retrieved the fresh plug from the wall unit.

Sterile, gel-coated, taper tipped.

She held it up once to check the seal.

Then placed it at Elias’s side.

He didn’t look at it.

Didn’t need to.

He stepped one pace closer and waited.

Hands behind his back, posture held.

“There was no shame in being near her.”

“Because nothing about this was shared.”

The plug insertion happened cleanly.

One motion. No flinch. No sound.

F501’s arms remained at her sides, strapped flat to the chair.

She blinked twice.

Then resumed staring forward.

Elias stepped back on his own.

One pace.

That was all.

The nurse made no comment.

She adjusted the lower diaper fold, taped it with familiar care, and lifted the tray.

F501 was wiped once more.

Then hooded.

Then wheeled away.

The nurse turned to Elias.

Scanned him with a quick overhead pass.

Her tablet pinged.

She tapped the screen.

Patient E432

Task compliance: Accurate

Verbalisation: None

Position: Maintained

Tier: 2

Note: Leave as-is

She didn’t touch him again.

She just stepped past and out the door.

Elias remained standing.

Not because he was waiting.

Because the task was done.

And nothing else had been asked.

They didn’t speak to him on the way back.

The corridor was dim — not night-cycle, not day. Just muted. Neutral. The kind of light you didn’t think about.

Elias walked without resistance.

No leash this time.

No arm at his elbow.

Just one hand at the collar, guiding.

Not correcting.

Just replacing.

Dormitory E was exactly as he’d left it.

Mat on the floor.

No cot. No mirror. No scent of linen.

The ring on the wall clicked as his collar tether was reattached. The tension was short. Enough to keep him seated, not enough to stand.

The nurse pressed two fingers to his shoulder — a signal to kneel.

He did.

Mitts placed in his lap.

Diaper warm. Plug settled. Cage unreactive.

Gag untouched.

Then came the chime.

Not loud.

Just a soft ping from above, near the speaker grille set into the ceiling.

A low red light blinked once.

Then the voice.

New.

Feminine, but not Sabine.

No emotional cadence.

Just language formatted for containment.

“You are kept.”

“You are not remembered.”

“You are not missing anything.”

No variation.

It repeated every thirty-two seconds.

The tone never changed.

The volume never adjusted.

It didn’t wait for breath.

Elias didn’t lift his head.

He didn’t tense.

He didn’t soften.

He just absorbed.

“I thought it would hurt again.”

“But it didn’t.”

The whisper loop continued.

He blinked once.

The line repeated.

He stayed exactly where he was.

The whisper loop didn’t change.

It didn’t fade.

It didn’t rise to mark the hour.

It simply continued — steady, unbroken, like a background process beneath language.

You are kept.

You are not remembered.

You are not missing anything.

Every thirty-two seconds.

Elias knelt.

Posture held.

His gag remained in place.

Not tight. Not punitive. Just present — a neutral barrier between his breath and the outside world. It no longer tasted of rubber. It no longer tasted of her.

Just warm.

Just quiet.

At some point, the room lights dimmed.

He didn’t notice.

Not at first.

There was no difference between his eyes being open or closed.

He had stopped needing visual cues.

The audio was enough.

The message, more than enough.

The diaper beneath him pulsed with fullness. The plug had settled. The cage didn’t respond to the voice — not anymore. Arousal was no longer coded into his body’s routine.

There was no pain.

No build.

No anticipation.

Just stillness.

Just message.

Just silence between repetitions.

He didn’t think of Sabine.

Not as person.

Not as name.

Not even as a voice.

She had once filled every breath — a loop of want and ache and apology.

But now?

She was outside the loop.

Outside the function.

Outside need.

“She used to mean everything.”

“Now she means nothing.”

“And nothing feels like peace.”

His body remained motionless.

The message played again.

And again.

And again.

He did not listen anymore.

He simply let it enter.

He closed his eyes.

Not out of fatigue.

Not because he was told to.

Because the room didn’t need him to see anymore.

The whisper loop continued.

Exactly thirty-two seconds apart.

Same tone.

Same phrasing.

Same sentence sequence.

“You are kept.”

“You are not remembered.”

“You are not missing anything.”

His gag remained sealed.

His body remained still.

No twitch.

No sound.

No swelling of the cage.

No pressure in the spine.

Not even the familiar ache of the plug at rest.

He didn’t think about the chair.

Didn’t think about the clips.

Didn’t wonder if she would return.

There was no return to consider.

Because there was no leaving.

Not anymore.

She had once been his noise.

Now the silence was stronger.

The light blinked once in the ceiling.

He did not look.

The loop reset.

He accepted it.

And somewhere between breath and stillness, between presence and forgetting…

He let go.

Final line:

“There was nothing left to forget.”


Epilogue – Her Custody Confirmed

She entered without hesitation.

No announcement. No chime.

Just the soft sigh of the suite door releasing its seal, and the quiet rhythm of her shoes on the padded vinyl floor.

It was exactly as she’d designed it.

No bed.

No mirror.

No clock.

The lighting was low, indirect, the air warm and scentless — no stimuli that suggested personhood. No sharp angles. Nothing polished. A room built for storage that still breathed.

Elias was kneeling where he should be.

Centre of the room.

Posture perfect.

Arms down, mitted. Thighs spread to accommodate the weight between his legs. Collar still in place. Gag sealed, smooth across his lips. The diaper swollen. Plugged, without question. His back was straight, his gaze levelled at nothing.

He didn’t look up.

Didn’t react to the sound of her entry.

Didn’t tremble.

Didn’t ache.

Because nothing in him expected interruption anymore.

Sabine stood by the door a moment longer than necessary.

Not to compose herself.

To observe the silence.

It was thick. Full. Not hollow like grief, not soft like forgiveness.

It was settled.

She stepped closer.

Three quiet paces.

No words.

No breath.

He didn’t shift.

She could smell the faint salt of him. The warmth of long containment. Not filth — the staff had maintained him precisely. But that edge of body, of soaked weight, of being held down by the absence of voice.

He had once filled every room he knelt in with tension.

Now?

He filled this one with obedience.

She didn’t touch him yet.

She didn’t need to.

“He didn’t brace.”

“Because nothing in him expected contact.”

“And that’s how I knew he was ready.”

She moved around him slowly.

Not to stalk. Not to impose.

To observe.

Each step quiet, deliberate, her hands loose at her sides. The silence of the room stayed undisturbed, except for the soft flex of leather at her shoulders and the quiet, private exhale of her breath as she circled him.

Elias didn’t track her.

Didn’t shift.

Didn’t lift his head.

He remained where he was — centred, bowed very slightly under the natural curve of the posture collar, arms down, legs parted. The mitts had softened from use, gently rounded at the edges. His knees bore the permanent imprint of habitual kneeling.

The diaper bulged softly between his thighs.

Swollen. Untended.

Exactly as it should be.

She paused behind him.

Took in the plug’s position — seated, correct.

No redness.

No friction.

The lubricant coating was faint but intact. It had been reinserted within the past twelve hours.

That meant he hadn’t been allowed to mess recently.

Good.

He hadn’t earned anything that might justify a wipe-down.

Her gaze moved lower.

The cage showed no swelling.

The tube was damp — faint trace of milky fluid dried to the underside.

Residual leak.

The kind that came from weeks of whisper loops and stillness.

Sabine stepped closer.

Lowered herself to a knee beside him.

Still no reaction.

She leaned in and gently lifted his chin with two fingers.

He allowed it.

Not a twitch.

His eyes did not flinch.

They did not search hers.

They just… rested.

Held open, soft, as if he was reading nothing and still taking everything in.

She held his chin a little longer.

Then ran one thumb across the corner of his mouth.

A thin line of dried drool traced from beneath the gag seam.

She wiped it away with the same gesture she used when smudging her wine glass.

Not out of care.

Out of aesthetic correctness.

“Still beautiful,” she murmured.

“Still mine.”

His breathing shifted.

Barely.

A fractional lift of the chest. A soft nasal hum, restrained by the gag, exhaled with no intention of voice.

She smiled.

Not indulgent.

Satisfied.

“She could feel the silence inside him like weight.”

“Not emptiness. Not submission. Just the pressure of something that had settled, perfectly.”

She let go of his chin.

He didn’t drop it.

Didn’t close his eyes.

He simply returned to stillness, like nothing had passed between them.

Because nothing needed to.

The file was exactly where she had left instructions for it to be: top drawer, flat, unbound. Printed on linen-finish stock, lightly watermarked with the Harrowick crest. Not for archiving. For handling.

She took it out gently, unfolded the first page.

Walked back to where he knelt.

Sat cross-legged on the padded floor in front of him.

He didn’t raise his eyes.

Didn’t shift.

Just remained as he was — perfectly braced, perfectly sealed.

Waiting for nothing.

She let a few seconds pass.

Then began reading.

Not clinically.

Not performatively.

Lovingly.

As if reciting a poem that had turned out better than expected.

“E432. Classification: Tier 2 – Confirmed.”

“Speech status: Revoked.”

“Last vocalisation: 41 days ago.”

“Partner-seeking behaviour: Negative.”

“Override response: Inactive.”

“Whisper response: Full absorption.”

“Loop arousal: Diminished.”

“Climactic activity: Null.”

“Compliance: Total.”

“Orientation: Environmental only.”

She paused.

Let the silence bloom around that last line.

Elias didn’t move.

Not even a breath.

She reached out, slowly.

Placed one palm on his thigh — not possessive.

Measured.

Her fingers rested just beneath the fold of the nappy, over the soft stretch of skin that hadn’t been touched in weeks.

His legs didn’t flinch.

His posture didn’t break.

His cock pulsed once, faintly, in its cage.

She smiled.

With her other hand, she flipped to the next page.

Ran her fingertip down the margin.

“Subject is no longer vocalising internally.”

“When observed during exposure clips, no visual tracking is initiated.”

“When looped, no emotional reaction is logged.”

“The body still responds. The subject does not.”

“Recommendation: Do not intervene.”

“He is no longer waiting.”

She folded the page over.

Pressed her hand gently to the cage.

Not enough to hurt.

Just enough to remind him.

The press of her palm over the rubber seal. The way the tip flexed in place. She didn’t stroke. Didn’t lift.

She held it.

Felt him twitch once — not trying to rise, not trying to finish.

Just remembering what her hand felt like there.

“Obedience without presence,” she whispered.

“That’s the highest form.”

Elias exhaled once through the gag.

No noise.

No plea.

Not even recognition.

Just breath.

Because breath was the only part of him left outside her.

She withdrew her hand.

Folded the file.

Laid it beside him.

Not for him to read.

Just to keep the shape of her attention in the room after she left.

She leaned in slowly.

Not for effect.

For precision.

Her body moved with the same grace it always had — knees folding in beside him, one hand bracing lightly against the mat, the other resting over his chest, just above the line of the nappy. Her breath touched his skin before her lips did.

He didn’t shiver.

He didn’t tilt toward her.

He stayed still.

Not resisting.

Not bracing.

Just… listening.

Her mouth came to rest near his ear.

No contact.

Just close enough that he would feel the exhale between syllables.

She closed her eyes as she spoke.

“If you ever speak again…”

“It will be because I say your name.”

Her voice was level. Not cruel. Not theatrical.

Soft.

Factual.

“And you don’t have one anymore.”

She felt it happen.

The moment his body stopped trying to understand the distinction between silence and obedience.

His diaphragm tightened slightly.

His breath slowed.

Something inside him — not his muscles, not his thoughts — released.

He didn’t flinch.

He didn’t cry.

He didn’t react.

Because he knew the truth.

She had taken away the last thing that could be returned.

Sabine kissed the back of his neck.

Once.

Softly.

No ritual.

No reward.

Just seal.

A gesture not of affection, but of ownership that no longer needed to be spoken.

Her lips lingered half a second longer.

Then she withdrew.

Stood.

Stepped away without a sound.

“That voice was the last one he needed.”

“And now it would only come when she wanted it to.”

She didn’t stay long after.

No words.

No further contact.

No command to kneel — because he already was.

She folded the report. Tucked it under one arm. Paused.

He sensed her presence shift.

The air adjusted around her movements — graceful, silent, final.

Her footsteps were soft across the padded floor.

The door didn’t hiss until she was gone.

And even then, she didn’t look back.

Because there was no back to return to.

He didn’t move.

Didn’t process.

There was no rise of emotion, no build of memory, no rush of reflex toward arousal or panic or hope.

She had whispered the truth:

“If you ever speak again, it will be because I say your name.”

“And you don’t have one anymore.”

And he didn’t.

And she wouldn’t.

And that was peace.

The gag remained firm across his mouth.

The plug seated perfectly inside him, unmoving.

The diaper was warm.

Full.

Not fresh.

But not punished.

Just correct.

The collar pulled gently at his throat — a reminder that even breath was borrowed.

He stayed kneeling.

Back straight.

Mitts resting.

Eyes open.

The lights didn’t dim.

The loop didn’t return.

There was no voice to mark her absence.

Because her absence no longer needed to be marked.

He didn’t wonder if she’d come again.

Didn’t ache for her hand.

Didn’t replay her words.

Because she had already done what she came to do.

Not claim him.

Not touch him.

Not revive him.

She came to confirm him.

To confirm that what was hers had been absorbed.

Filed.

Silenced.

She didn’t take him back.

She let him stay.
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💋 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.

Coming Soon:

Decoration by Design

Silken Chains
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