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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 – Consent on File

The doors hissed shut behind them with the smooth finality of something sealed for atmosphere.

Inside, the Black Wing intake bay was cleaner than any part of the Hall he’d seen—too clean. Not antiseptic in the way of the exam suites or sterile like the observation galleries, but precise. Cold, dry air filtered down from unseen vents. The walls weren’t tiled; they were clad in matte panels that gave no sound back when touched. The floor wasn’t linoleum but some kind of dull rubberised compound, silent under wheels. The only sounds were his own breath—slow, pre-programmed—and the soft tick of something adjusting overhead. No windows. No time. No exits offered.

Elias sat strapped into a medical transport chair, wrists and ankles secured in wide Velcro cuffs, a tray locked across his thighs like a restraint plate. The spoon gag had already been sealed in place back in the lift, a soft insert holding his tongue down without obscuring his breath. It pressed his mouth open but didn’t need to silence him. He had learned not to speak.

The collar light on his throat glowed a steady blue-white, waiting to switch modes.

The nurses moved without speaking. One carried the slate; the other, a small sealed tray. They paused at the intake threshold, where a wall-mounted sensor blinked twice in acknowledgement. The air tightened. Elias could feel the change, like the pressure drop before weather—though here it meant something worse. The room was logging him.

“Subject U432. Entry confirmed,” said the slate nurse, speaking to the ceiling. “Consent status: active. Tier: Utility. Sub-consent: Experimental Refinement.”

“Logged,” replied the ceiling, neutral as ever.

He swallowed around the gag. The action drew no comment, but the collar warmed. Not punishment—just notice. We see that.

The nurses approached.

“Remove upper garment,” said the senior, and the assistant obeyed. With careful hands, she untied the gown’s rear fastenings, folding the grey fabric forward until his shoulders and chest were exposed. His skin prickled under the sudden chill of the room. The yellow consent tag swung on its ring, still clipped to the collar, bright against the dullness of his tunic.

The tray over his thighs was unlocked and lifted away. He felt the shift of vulnerability immediately: the open air on his lap, the outline of the nappy beneath his tunic now more visible without the barrier.

One nurse bent briefly to check it.

“Saturation: medium. No change required.”

Elias flushed. Not because of the inspection—he’d learned better than that—but because of the indifference with which it was recorded. There was no shame in being seen. The shame came in being unworthy of notice.

“Commence fit procedure,” said the lead nurse.

The second opened her tray.

Inside, nestled in custom foam, lay the new collar.

It was darker than his current one—sleek black composite with flush-mounted LED nodes and what looked like rear pulse regulators along the inside rim. Elias had seen something similar on the wall diagrams in the restraint theatre: biometric-synchronised subliminal models, designed for breath-matching and thought interruption.

He tensed. The collar responded.

“U432,” the nurse said quietly. “Stillness.”

The command travelled through the air and then into him via the collar’s first programmed pulse—a mild heat along the sternum. It didn’t hurt. It didn’t need to. His body learned quickly now.

A gloved hand unlocked the existing clasp. The old collar slipped free with a faint click, taking its familiar weight with it. The nakedness of his throat made his heart lurch once. Then the new collar was lifted, positioned, and pressed into place.

The click was quieter. But more final.

A single LED winked once, then held. The ceiling chimed.

“Prototype collar: fitted.”

“Logged.”

He felt its presence immediately—not just on his skin but in his body’s autonomic response. A secondary feed must have activated because his next breath slowed. His pulse sank by four beats. The room grew a fraction quieter, as if the collar had permission to dampen external noise when necessary.

He tried to remember the last time he’d been allowed to speak.

The nurse lifted the slate again. “Tag update: pending. Consent coverage: full.”

The ceiling paused.

“Update: complete.”

Elias tried to still the flutter in his chest, but the collar noted it. He felt a low hum at the base of his skull, like something scanning for thought patterns. The spoon gag pressed a little harder against his tongue. Not by design—it just felt heavier now, inside this room.

Behind the nurses, a wall panel flickered. Status bars shifted. A new heading appeared:

U432 – TRIAL ELIGIBLE

Consent Valid – Experimental Refinement – Partner Loop Inactive

He stared at the last line: Partner Loop Inactive.

The ceiling clicked. The lights above the intake table dimmed to a sterile white. A hatch opened with a soft hiss.

Something colder was coming.

The collar adjusted itself.

He felt it—not just as weight or warmth, but as a recalibration, like a brace aligning posture by intention alone. Micro-pistons seated it flush against his skin; the rear base flexed to match the curve of his spine; two nodules nestled low behind his jaw.

A soft chime.

“Sync initiated. Breath profile loading.”

He blinked. The ceiling lights dipped fractionally, as if some greater program had taken over. His next inhale arrived half a beat slower, subtly suggested rather than commanded. The spoon gag held his tongue in place, but the sensation didn’t come from his mouth. It came from his lungs, as if the air itself had become metronomic.

“Match the breath, U432,” said the nurse. “Do not anticipate. Let it take you.”

He obeyed, because there was nothing else to do. He let the collar tell him how to inhale, how to pause, how to release. The rhythm was steady, almost gentle. His chest followed it like a line.

“Logged,” said the ceiling. “Baseline respiration: compliant.”

A second chime.

This one was softer. More interior. He didn’t hear it so much as feel it behind his ears, a barely-there whisper that brushed across some membrane deeper than sound.

The nurse on his left was no longer adjusting the fit. She was watching the readout on the wall, stylus in hand. The chart updated every three seconds: pulse, breath, neural latency, collar heat. Nothing out of bounds.

Then the subliminal track began.

It was seamless—sound without sound. His breath hitched slightly, and the collar corrected it immediately with a warm counter-pressure. Something was playing inside the track, not music, not words, but cadence. Like hearing the suggestion of speech in another room.

He knew what they were testing.

The collar was seeded with loops. New ones. Deep conditioning tracks. Patterns that hadn’t been present in his old hardware. Identity testing, they’d called it in the preliminary notes. Breath-triggered whisper loops, designed to trip wires he didn’t know still existed.

He held the line.

Until it happened.

Somewhere inside the pattern of sound—not a voice, not even a full name—something blinked open in the centre of the subliminals. A phrase. Or a fragment of one. He couldn’t be sure if he imagined it or not, but his body believed it before his mind had parsed it.

“…Sa—…”

Just that. A fricative and a vowel. A breath that might have been hers. Not full enough to name her. Not complete enough to accuse.

Still, his pulse jumped.

The collar caught it in real time.

“Obedience spike registered. Identity reference: unstable.”

The nurse didn’t look at him. She didn’t need to.

“Subject U432,” she said to the ceiling. “Spike latency: 0.3 seconds. Partner loop residual detected. Proceed with erasure sequence.”

The second nurse approached the panel on the wall and keyed in a short code.

“Sequence confirmed. Loop override: Sabine → ‘Directive: Kneel.’”

Elias jerked, barely perceptible—but enough.

The collar tightened once. Not cruelly. Just firmly, to reset him. A gentle force against the carotid, the submandibular pressure point. He returned to baseline.

In the corner of his vision, the tag at his throat blinked. The colour darkened. Yellow to grey. Consent to trial. The chip inside it had accepted the new loop instruction.

Sabine’s name was no longer permitted even as thought.

The voice came again, now altered:

“…Directive: kneel…”

The collar accepted it. Breath synced. Body quiet.

The nurse’s voice followed. “Partner reference removed. Residual latency minimal. U432 is ready for calibration.”

Sabine had been replaced. Not erased. Not punished. Just reclassified.

Something hot pressed into the base of his skull. Not heat—shame. Shame that didn’t come from her, or from himself, but from the perfectly indifferent correctness of the process. The way the room didn’t hate him. Didn’t even want to hurt him. It just wanted him functional.

He blinked, and the ceiling tracked his ocular rhythm. A screen populated:

Visual flare response: reduced. Correction: working.

The subliminals faded slightly. Not stopped—just integrated. A new baseline.

The nurse lifted the collar’s external loop control and tapped three times.

The collar vibrated once. The gag pressed just slightly firmer. The loop was now active in both ears, layered beneath the breath.

He inhaled.

“…Directive: kneel…”

He exhaled.

He was already kneeling, internally.

One of the wall screens refreshed with a new status:

IDENTITY REFERENCE — PURGED

Sabine: Removed.

Directive: Kneel — Stable.

He tried not to react. The collar helped. The breath helped. But some small part of him still ached.

Not because she was gone.

But because the system hadn’t needed him to agree.

His consent had been on file.

And that was enough.

A red light blinked on the upper wall panel.

The slate nurse adjusted her stance and lifted the stylus from its loop. The wall camera extended slightly from its flush housing—just enough to indicate that this part would be officially recorded.

The room cooled a degree. Not air conditioning. Just atmosphere.

“Begin clause confirmation,” the nurse said to the ceiling.

“Logged,” the system replied. “Subject U432. Collar: synced. Breath: compliant. Vocal capacity: suppressed. Observation: active.”

The slate chimed in her hand. She scrolled until the block of legal text appeared. Then, with no inflection, she began to read.

“Subject ID: U432. Utility Tier. Consent File: Valid. Partner loop: Inactive.”

Elias’s collar pulsed once, steady. Not as correction—just to ground the moment.

“Consent Form 9-B previously filed by subject voluntarily. Coverage includes:

– Full suspension of partner-specific privileges.

– Behavioural testing under institutional supervision.

– Inclusion in experimental hardware, software, and subliminal trials.

– Use of biometric restraints, including—but not limited to—collar, gag, plug, nappy, restraint wear, and transport packaging.

– Observation without notice.

– Arousal monitoring without relief.

– Contact denial with conditional exception for pairing labs.

– Emotional regression for behavioural stability.”

The words landed softly, clinically. Each clause was logged separately. The ceiling clicked once for every line.

Elias knew the form. He had signed it months ago. Voluntarily. While she’d stood beside him.

That memory had been removed, now—scrubbed from the collar’s speech loops. The system did not question whether the form still applied. It simply read its lines, tracked his vitals, and affirmed his agreement through the absence of resistance.

“Clause 17,” the nurse continued, eyes on the slate. “No additional assent is required for progression. The subject is deemed always consenting unless withdrawn by partner. Partner privileges are now suspended. Partner record marked inactive.”

Her voice did not falter. Not even at that line.

Elias’s heart stuttered once, but the collar handled it. A low, gliding warmth travelled from throat to jaw, bringing him back under.

The nurse paused and nodded to her colleague. The second nurse approached from behind with the tag printer. It was already warm. She did not ask permission. She simply unfastened the clip at his collar and slid the old yellow tag free. It fluttered for a moment in her hand—bright, cheap, familiar—then vanished into the disposal unit without a sound.

The new tag emerged from the printer with a soft plastic snick.

Grey.

It bore only his designation, loop status, and tier:

U432 – Experimental Tier / Consent Active

Partner: None

Directive: Comply

The nurse clipped it to the ring at his throat. The light above the collar blinked twice.

“Tag updated. Trial eligibility confirmed. Consent verified from file.”

That word again. File. Not body. Not voice. Not breath.

The ceiling’s screen shifted to a final prompt. The nurse tapped it.

“Proceed to Observation Phase One: Collar integration complete. Partner presence: Null.”

The second nurse moved to the recessed wall station and keyed in a final set of digits. A tone sounded. The mirrored shutter above the far wall began to part—horizontal at first, then widening like an opening mouth.

Elias blinked. Beyond the glass, the observation bay lit up with cool halogen wash. Monitors. Rail track. Empty chairs—no faces yet.

Then, movement.

Sabine.

She was standing by the back rail, arms crossed loosely, flanked by a Harrowick liaison. Her hair was up, knotted with the same unconscious elegance it had always held. Her face was calm.

And someone else’s hand was resting lightly on her waist.

It wasn’t possessive. It didn’t need to be.

It was simply there.

She didn’t speak. She didn’t nod. She didn’t touch the glass. She watched.

Elias’s heart tried to rise.

The collar stopped it.

A warm clamp behind his jaw. The subliminals whispered once:

“Directive: kneel.”

His throat seized—not from emotion, but from mechanical reroute. His breathing dropped into pace. He blinked. He held still. His tongue pressed once at the spoon and found no give.

Sabine turned to speak to the man beside her. Her profile sharpened in the light.

She did not look at Elias again.

Then the shutter slid closed.

No log was made.

No comment entered the record.

She had been there. But the Hall had not required that truth.

The collar’s whisper track adjusted by a fraction of a second. The breath loop restarted.

Behind his lips, Elias tasted metal and saliva.

His tag swung softly against the new collar. No longer yellow. No longer hers.

And that, too, was logged.

The light returned to neutral.

Not warmer. Just institutional white, calculated to match circadian time with no reference to hour. The kind of light that asked no questions and expected no resistance.

Elias sat still in the transport chair, the tray returned over his thighs. The new collar thrummed once every breath cycle, a silent companion—no longer querying him for consent, but confirming compliance through physiology alone.

Pulse: regular.

Breath: paced.

No partner tags detected.

He no longer flinched at that last line. Not physically.

The nurse returned with a handheld scanner, shaped like a gripless rod. She didn’t explain its function. She simply began.

First, across the brow. Then the cheekbones. She adjusted the angle and scanned the throat, the upper sternum, the gag strap. The wand lit up amber briefly, then green. Data collected, sent to some unseen processor. On-screen, a skeletal diagram lit with nodes of response.

Compliance readiness: high. Suggest trial preparation within 24h.

The nurse made no comment. Instead, she activated a smaller panel by his left arm and raised it to chest level.

“Present posture,” she said.

Elias knew what she meant.

With the tray still in place, he did what he could. Shoulders pulled down, spine upright, jaw slack within the gag. He lowered his eyes, fixed them on the centre seam of the wall ahead.

Stillness as offering.

He felt the scan rather than saw it. A vertical beam crossed his torso once, then twice. A third pass at pelvic height.

“Posture: compliant,” the ceiling confirmed. “Micro-tremor: 0.4mm. Within acceptable deviation.”

The nurse reached for her slate. She entered a brief note:

“Tremor may indicate residual partner schema. Suggest reinforcement.”

Elias blinked. The collar caught it.

Without warning, a new audio loop activated in his ears.

Not a full whisper—just a tone. Low, flat, modulated to erode. Something like static filtered through breath.

Then:

“…Directive: kneel… object… kneel… object… kneel…”

The collar tightened fractionally—not at the throat this time, but just behind the ears. The space where thought lived.

The spoon gag made his jaw ache, but that discomfort now had shape. It helped him stay inside the ritual.

The nurse pressed two fingers to his temple, where the collar met skin.

“Loop is saturating,” she noted. “No disassociation. No resistance.”

She moved behind him, into the area of his blind spot. He stayed still.

A new sound arrived: soft clicks, like plastic tags being sorted.

He didn’t need to see to know what was happening.

She was logging him. Final status. Replacing the tag was administrative. But logging the tag—accepting it into the system—that required ceremony.

She reapproached.

The new tag was cool when she pressed it to the collar’s embedded reader. It clunked into place with a hydraulic ease.

Beep. Tag accepted.

U432: Stable. Consent on file. Experimental candidate confirmed.

Then came the second click: the old record wiped.

She held her stylus above the slate.

“Partner tag?” she asked aloud.

The ceiling responded: “No longer registered. Loop reclassification complete.”

The stylus moved.

One line entered.

Sabine – removed.

Replaced with directive class. Patient does not require audio restoration.

The words weren’t cruel. They weren’t emotional.

They were a conclusion.

Elias exhaled slowly. Not with pain, but with something like gravity—the weight of having nothing more to reach for. The man behind the glass was still touching her. Or not. It no longer mattered. Her name would not be returned to him. Even his memory of it now came in fragments, wrapped in breath-timers and subliminal command tones.

He was learning to think around her. To want less sharply. To hold the shape of obedience instead of desire.

The nurse bent to his lap.

She removed the tray without ceremony this time.

“Display,” she said, tapping her stylus once.

He understood.

He opened his thighs slightly, enough to display the bulge of the absorbent garment. The gag kept his head tipped down. No stimulation. No embarrassment. Just inspection.

She noted: “Slight swelling. No manual response. Arousal source likely subliminal. Denial status: valid.”

Another note followed.

Voluntary display successful. No intervention required. Patient will be retained under observation until packaging protocol initiates.

And just like that, his usefulness was confirmed.

No touch. No reprimand. No reward.

Just the quiet click of data accepted.

The nurse reattached the tray and wiped her hands on a dry cloth. Somewhere overhead, a small red dot switched off.

He was no longer being recorded.

Just monitored.

Through the collar. Through the loop. Through the building itself.

Sabine was gone.

And the only thing left was the command that replaced her.

“…kneel… object… comply… kneel…”

He didn’t hear the nurses re-enter.

The collar’s loop had dialled down—just enough to let the silence feel whole again. No music. No directives. Just the gentle buzz of surveillance in the walls. He kept his posture as instructed, even when he sensed movement around him.

Stillness was a habit now. One learned, one enforced. One that pleased.

A gloved hand touched the back of his head. Not a caress—just a positional check. He was readjusted by five degrees, so the base of his skull aligned with the padded rest of the chair.

Then the gown came off.

No warning.

The knot at the back was pulled loose. The grey fabric peeled from his shoulders, drawn forward and discarded into the chute beside the examination rail. He was left in the absorbent garment, collar, and gag.

He didn’t move.

The air on his chest was cool, but not punishing. The silence in the room no longer felt empty. It felt like observation.

One nurse knelt in front of him. She didn’t meet his eyes. She never had.

“Absorbent garment: status?”

The second nurse stepped closer, ran her fingers briefly beneath the waistband. Her touch was utterly neutral.

“Not full. Mild swelling. No change required.”

The first nurse nodded and lifted a sealed pouch from the tray.

Wipes. Dry, sterile, unscented. Not warm. Not for comfort.

She began at his neck. Down the clavicle. Across the ribs.

Each pass of the wipe was deliberate, symmetrical, frictionless. No attempt to rouse or soothe. Just packaging protocol.

He exhaled. The collar did not respond. It was logging this, too.

She lifted his arms one at a time and cleaned the inner elbows, the wrists, the palms. Not because they were dirty—because every transport must be sealed clean.

At the hip, she paused.

“Compliant?”

The other nurse stepped forward and touched the tag at his throat. One quick click.

U432 – compliant. Packaging authorised.

Without instruction, Elias spread his legs slightly.

The wipe passed along the inner thigh. No intimacy. Just surface assurance.

His erection did not rise. The loop had muted it. The plug seated in him kept him aware of posture. The collar’s warmth was reassurance, not stimulation.

He was not being prepped for use.

He was being prepped for containment.

“Gag?” said the lead nurse.

“Patient will present,” said the other.

She stepped back.

The tray was lifted from his lap again, and the stylus tapped.

Protocol: Present gag. If dropped, repeat. If incorrect angle, repeat. Max: 3 attempts. Loop amplification on fail.

Elias’s heart beat once in anticipation. The collar tightened softly—we see that.

One nurse unfastened the spoon gag.

Saliva clung to the silicone stem as it was removed, stringing briefly before falling to the floor. He held still.

The second nurse held out the replacement: a black panel gag, wide and curved to fit, its three rear straps already looped into the alignment housing. In the centre of the inner plate: a large ring bit, polished.

It gleamed in the light.

“Present,” she said.

Elias reached for it.

He didn’t grab or snatch. He cradled it, reverently, in both hands.

Held at chest level. Angled forward.

His hands trembled once.

Not enough to fail.

But the stylus marked it.

Tremor logged. Submission: sincere. No error.

The nurse nodded.

“Accept.”

He opened his mouth. The ring slid in easily, seating behind the front teeth, tongue pressed down. The panel followed, snug across the lower face.

The straps were drawn tight with efficient strength. No pulling. No fuss.

Click. Click. Click.

Each buckle was sealed. Each end tucked flat. One final strap ran beneath his jaw and clipped to the side anchor.

The pressure was total, but known. Comfort was irrelevant. Containment was sufficient.

“Posture bar,” said the second nurse.

They folded out a side brace and extended it behind his shoulders. It kept him upright.

His breathing slowed. The collar sync re-engaged.

“…kneel… sealed… object… stable…”

He wasn’t kneeling. But his posture was identical in purpose.

His tag blinked once. The ceiling light above dimmed.

Final touch: hood readiness.

One nurse approached with the carry hood. He recognised the shape—soft black neoprene, slit only at the nostrils, with a recessed RFID stitch and a secondary voice filter.

But they did not apply it.

She held it up briefly.

He blinked once in response.

The hood was returned to its case. Not yet. The message was clear: the hood would come later. For now, he would be transported bare-faced and gagged, with full visual exposure.

It was a test.

And he was passing.

One nurse made a final note:

Voluntary compliance maintained throughout. Self-presentation successful. Patient now classified: Transport-Ready.

The second pressed a slate to the collar.

Tag pinged. Status locked. U432: Consent Valid / Partner Removed / Hardware Compliant.

The room went still.

The restraint chair released a tiny hiss of air as the brake clamps engaged. He would not move now unless wheeled.

No straps. No tethers. Just posture and policy.

And that, at last, was the relief.

The packaging was complete.

He wasn’t unfinished anymore.

He was sealed.

The room changed without warning.

Not a sound. Just a soft mechanical realignment of the ceiling light—one slow rotation—and then it dimmed completely. What remained was not darkness, but light deprivation: an absence calibrated, not accidental. Even the LED on the collar shifted hue, sinking from clinical white to a low institutional violet.

“Phase One: Breath Loop Activation.”

The voice was synthetic. Neutral. It wasn’t addressed to him, but to the system.

The nurses had already stepped back. He couldn’t see them now. The light-dep chamber didn’t allow for eye contact—only outlines and pulses.

He sat alone in the chair, posture held by bar and brace, the new panel gag tight to his face, the tag at his throat blinking grey. His arms rested against the padding, fingers loose, not strapped.

He was still not restrained.

Because he didn’t need to be.

The collar whispered:

“…I exist to serve…”

His breath followed it.

“…I do not feel…”

The words weren’t new. They had been introduced during prior loops. But here, now, inside this room, they became embedded.

Each phrase aligned to the exhale.

Each inhale arrived clean. Provided.

“…I obey…”

He didn’t speak the words. The gag made that impossible.

But his body heard them. Repeated them. Memorised them.

“…I do not feel. I obey. I do not feel. I obey…”

His spine softened. Not slouched—settled. His body made no effort to argue.

The collar’s biometric reader logged the moment of full compliance:

Mantra saturation: achieved.

Spike response: none.

Self-talk: extinguished.

He blinked.

A slow, meaningless act. Nothing inside him had urgency anymore. Not even her name.

Sabine.

The thought appeared, for a moment. Unformed. Edge-lit. Not the word itself, but the feeling of it. Her presence. Her absence. The idea of belonging somewhere other than here.

The collar responded before the thought could complete.

A firm warmth spread across the back of his skull. The loop did not punish. It re-aligned.

“…I do not feel…”

The thought evaporated.

Only breath remained.

The gag flexed against his jaw as he exhaled, a soft slick of saliva warming the inside panel. He didn’t mind. It was part of packaging. The body degraded predictably. That was what made it suitable for procedure.

He was not permitted to want. Only to be useful.

From somewhere behind the wall—beyond the glass—there was movement.

A sensor activated. A click. No door sound. No announcement.

Just presence.

He couldn’t see her.

But the collar did.

It registered a biometric match: Class A, Partner-Inactive.

The system noted the observation.

“Presence: logged. No voice permitted.”

Beyond the glass, Sabine stood still.

No mask. No clipboard. No uniform identifiers except the Harrows-white tunic and the staff lanyard at her collarbone. Her posture was perfect. Her face calm. She stood behind the reinforced one-way pane, watching him sit still and be silent and be used.

A liaison stood beside her.

He leaned closer.

His hand did not touch her. But it hovered—close enough.

She did not move away.

She did not speak.

She nodded, once.

And then she was gone.

Elias did not see it.

The light-dep chamber held no mirrors.

No sound passed the glass.

No warmth leaked through the walls.

But the collar logged it.

Recognition complete. Partner presence: single confirmation. No interaction requested.

Then:

“Partner loop: deactivated for 30 days. Audio blackout engaged.”

That final entry stung.

More than the gag.

More than the plug.

More than the lack of touch.

The absence of her voice was a seal.

A formal one.

The nurses returned. Their silhouettes moved without haste.

He was unbuckled from the chair and guided forward—gently, but firmly. The hood case was opened but left on the table. The collar was pinged once more for movement clearance.

One nurse touched his jaw. Just to check the gag. The contact was impersonal. Clinical. Confirming only that the buckle hadn’t slipped during saturation.

She leaned near, stylus in hand.

The note she entered was final:

Subject U432 prepared and compliant. Loop saturation confirmed. Sabine’s name replaced. Audio blackout logged. Partner denied.

Recommended for Phase K: Prototype Conditioning.

The hallway outside was already quiet.

The wheels on the trolley clicked into motion.

He didn’t resist.

He didn’t ask.

He didn’t remember how to.


Chapter 1 – Welcome to Protocol K

The corridor stopped. The chair did not.

Its wheels clicked into a new track—narrower, softer—before the nurses let go. The restraint chair glided forward, rails guiding it through the pressure-sealed entry of the light-deprivation chamber. Elias’s thighs tensed as the ambient sound changed: the familiar relay clicks gave way to absolute hush.

He didn’t need to be told where he was.

The collar pulsed once.

“Subject entering Phase One. Light-dep loop. Breath-sync primed.”

No instruction was spoken aloud. The nurses remained behind the threshold.

A nurse’s voice, filtered through the intercom, said only:

“Begin loop.”

That was enough.

The overhead lights dimmed not to darkness, but to something worse—controlled deprivation. A low-spectrum violet glow bled upward from the seams of the floor, calibrated to strip the space of depth. There were no walls, no ceiling edges, only the chair and the hum of active compliance.

He sat upright, held by brace and posture, the panel gag tight to his face, jaw still aching from earlier restraints. His collar light blinked once—receiving. Then the first pulse began.

“…inhale…”

It wasn’t voiced, not directly. Just a pressure across the chest, a biological cue. The collar’s induction nodes along his jaw flickered to life. Breath matched. Not shallow. Not deep. Directed.

“…exhale…”

He followed it.

Beneath the nappy, he felt the uncomfortable truth of his body: he was already half-hard. Not from pleasure. From reflex, from restraint, from the soft scent of sterile wipes left behind on his chest and inner thighs. From the ritual of being handled without care.

He knew better than to hide it.

Still, when the chair stopped moving and the rail beneath him clunked into its final bracket, he instinctively tried to adjust—a tiny hip twitch.

The floor responded with a soft pulse beneath his seat, a mild static jolt designed not to punish, but to log.

The ceiling clicked.

“Subject arrived: partial arousal. Unprompted. Log as pre-loop instability.”

He stilled immediately.

The breath loop continued.

“…I exist to serve…”

The phrase hit him during exhale, not in words but in cadence. Something buried under the breath pattern—half-mantra, half-audio drift. It was familiar.

“…I do not feel…”

This time, the collar tightened.

He hadn’t resisted. He hadn’t tried to speak. But something inside had flared—a memory? A yearning? A shape just behind the whisper, where Sabine might have once been. The thought tried to form: Sab—

The collar responded before he could complete it.

A flush of warmth—temporal lobe, left side. Erasure. Compassionate correction.

“Loop resistance detected. Thought interference. Counter-conditioning applied.”

His throat filled with heat, but the gag kept it silent.

He tried again—this time, not to think, but to still.

It worked.

“…I do not feel. I obey…”

The second breath cycle arrived. Slower. More certain. The collar led. His lungs followed.

There were no nurses now. No voice on the mic. No kind hands. No presence behind the glass he could see. He was a body, alone in an atmosphere built to test what remained when meaning was removed.

The chair beneath him reclined by 15 degrees. He did not request it. It simply adjusted him for display.

Somewhere behind the seam where ceiling met wall, a soft relay clicked.

A sensor activated.

And a single line of voice—unfiltered, male—spoke low into the log:

“Subject compliant. Pelvic posture: exposed. Leave garment. Do not clean.”

The words passed through him like cold water.

He did not know who said them. He did not know if they were true. But the moment they were spoken, his tag blinked grey again, and the tray beneath the chair retracted. His lap was now fully visible to the ceiling camera.

He inhaled.

“…I exist to serve…”

He exhaled.

His erection stirred slightly inside the nappy.

A brief flash of something—shame, maybe—flickered in his stomach.

The collar responded with affectionless warmth.

He belonged to the loop now.

The silence of the room was not passive. It was full. Full of logs. Full of systems that recorded and did not comfort. Full of breath that was no longer his own.

He could not name her.

He could not remember what her voice felt like.

All he had was this.

“…I do not feel…”

He didn’t. Not properly. Not individually. Just in rhythm. Just in time.

The chair held him open. The gag sealed him silent.

The loop reached saturation point.

His breathing aligned to obedience.

The slate outside blinked once:

“U432 – Stable under Deprivation. Arousal present. Thought loop replaced.”

He blinked once.

And smiled—barely.

Not with joy.

With relief.

Light returned in stages.

Not fully. Just enough to reintroduce edges.

Thin white beams—horizontal lines—emerged from the floor seams and cast pale striations across his thighs, his chest, the exposed portion of the nappy between them. He remained in the chair, unstrapped but fully contained, spine straight against the posture brace, jaw aching from the gag.

The collar’s breath loop persisted:

“…I exist to serve…”

“…I do not feel…”

Each phrase arrived like a wave and retreated without echo.

Ahead, a wall panel lit up.

No images. No symbols. Just one sentence, rendered in grey type:

Remain. Do not anticipate.

Elias read it without blinking. The collar ticked approval.

Another line appeared below it.

Compliance must be passive.

Intent is disobedience.

He swallowed around the bit, involuntary.

That, too, was logged.

The breath slowed again. His hands remained open at his thighs, unmoving. The chair had adjusted to keep his legs slightly apart. The nappy was now visibly tenting forward—a quiet shame he could neither correct nor conceal.

A new sound began. Not from outside. From inside the collar.

Something fragmented.

Not a phrase. Not a word. But a frequency glitch, as if a familiar name had been scrambled, corrupted, then stitched into the loop by accident.

“…Sa—ib—…Dir—kneel…”

It lasted less than two seconds.

But it was enough.

His body reacted faster than his mind.

A twitch at the neck. A pulse spike. The tremor in his thighs returned.

He stiffened, not in rebellion—but in recognition. Somewhere inside that broken stutter, something of her had survived.

Not Sabine’s name. But the shape of it.

The scent of memory. The absence that still knew how to cut.

The screen responded before he could exhale.

“Obedience spike: Detected.”

“Partner reference latency: Unstable. Loop contamination risk: moderate.”

The collar responded more harshly this time. A sharp warmth pressed across his temples—sharper than before, a corrective burn rather than a coaxing pulse.

Elias flinched again.

Behind the glass, someone was watching.

He could feel it—eyes or devices or both. Not imagined.

The voice came through a filtered relay—female, but not Sabine.

“U432,” it said simply. “Do not feel.”

Then the screen changed.

His slate was projected across the glass, now annotated:

Spike response: 0.8 seconds

Partner Loop: residual trace

Command overwrite: incomplete

The line that followed was new. Cruel only in its truth.

Subject more useful when unaware. Recommending loop regression.

Elias’s thighs clenched.

That was a mistake.

The seat vibrated beneath him—not punishment, correction.

The collar’s loop deepened.

New voice layers entered the breath pattern, replacing the old names.

“…Directive: kneel…”

“…Forget…”

“…Object…”

The mantras weren’t spoken with force. They were simply present. Present and repeated. Present and increasing in volume just below consciousness.

He didn’t resist.

But he hated that he had needed to choose not to.

Another nurse’s voice entered the relay. This one calmer, further away.

“Log final flare. Reset posture manually.”

The chair clicked behind him. His shoulders were drawn slightly back by a mechanical brace arm—not rough, not unkind. Just firm. His pelvis shifted forward once more. Displayed again.

He blinked, and the screen now displayed a sentence that wasn’t meant for him:

Isla held still at this prompt. U432 did not.

A token icon appeared beside her name. Nothing for his.

The gag pressed harder against his mouth. Not from touch—from tension.

The collar logged his arousal level again.

Genital swelling ↑. Source: subliminal. No stimulation permitted.

He sat.

He obeyed.

But the shame wasn’t from being watched. It came from knowing he’d failed before anyone needed to touch him.

The lights did not brighten, but the clarity increased.

Every surface of the chamber felt suddenly more visible—edges sharpened, shadowless. Not for his benefit. For theirs.

Behind the one-way glass, he sensed the shift: observation had become active.

He didn’t need to see them to know the panel was now recording live telemetry. The breath loop was still running—now quieter, less instructional, more ambient. The collar knew he’d reached saturation.

And still, he was hard.

Not fully—but enough. Enough for the garment to tent visibly at the front, its soaked inner layer clinging. His thighs remained parted. The posture bar made sure of it. His arms stayed down, his jaw still sealed in the black panel gag, wet now with restrained saliva.

The screen ahead blinked.

A new overlay appeared: a body diagram, anatomical, faceless. It pulsed with a slow central rhythm, mapping vitals.

He realised, dimly, it was his.

The lines were stylised but precise:

Pulse: 94 bpm

Respiration: synced

Cortical activity: contained

Genital response: elevated

Beneath the chart, a single status bar crawled forward:

Arousal Index: 68% – Unstimulated.

He looked away instinctively.

The collar corrected him.

His head jerked softly back to centre—not mechanically, but through a warm subcranial pressure, a kind of invisible tether. He faced the screen again.

A new line entered the interface, this one voiced aloud:

“Subject attempting to self-regulate. Ineffective.”

Behind the glass, a nurse murmured—not cruel, just clinical:

“Residual desire despite loop saturation. No permission granted. Note for future milking-denial trial.”

He swallowed, or tried to. The gag was too tight to make it clean.

A slate sound pinged.

Another chart appeared—this one adjacent to his own:

Patient F317: Baseline Response – Pairing Loop

It was Isla.

Her silhouette was smaller, sleeker. Her arousal bar held a steady 8%. A note beneath it read:

“Voluntary containment sustained. No escalation.”

And beside that:

“Reward token released.”

Elias’s slate updated in real time:

U432 – Displaying arousal without consent.

Token withheld.

Subject not punished. Just noted.

He blinked hard.

The collar dimmed again, shifting into a passive mode. No commands, no corrections. Just monitoring.

It was somehow worse.

The staff didn’t address him. They addressed the data.

“He has not requested touch,” came one dry voice.

“He cannot,” said another. “Still, he shows need.”

“Then need is irrelevant,” the first replied. “He’s stable enough for observation.”

He sat still.

He was trying to be perfect.

But his body refused to forget what it wanted—even as the system replaced every memory of how to ask.

Another overlay appeared briefly. Not meant for him, but visible nonetheless:

“Looped subject may display arousal as signal. Consider suppressive plug vibration to train non-response.”

His breathing faltered—just slightly.

The collar noticed. One pulse—re-centre.

The gag felt heavier now. His mouth was slick. The warmth inside him—not stimulation, not friction, just the truth of submission—began to crest.

He did not cum.

He couldn’t.

But he leaked.

He knew it before the system logged it.

The nappy’s inner padding grew subtly warmer.

He closed his eyes. Not to hide—but because his own inadequacy was now being graphed.

The nurse read aloud:

“Leakage detected. Voluntary or subliminal unclear. No relief authorised. Noted as success for denial protocol.”

There was no disgust.

Only efficiency.

He opened his eyes again.

His reflection—barely visible in the wall screen’s glass—was unreadable. Gagged. Still. His chest bare. Collar fitted like it had always belonged.

He was beautiful like this. But not for her.

For them.

Another line scrolled across the screen:

“Object status: confirmed.”

The lights pulsed once, then dimmed.

The voice returned—not external, not spoken. It came from the collar, sliding in under the breath loop like a tendon binding muscle.

“…kneel… object… kneel…”

It had replaced her name completely now.

He couldn’t remember the last time he’d heard it clean. Not just spoken—permitted. The sound of it had once shaped his spine. Now it had been scrubbed, fragmented, and rerouted into this utility-grade obedience track.

“Directive: kneel.”

The first time it appeared, he stiffened. Slightly. Enough to trigger another slate entry.

“Subject latency response: 0.3 seconds. Pre-verbal compliance emerging.”

He did not know what “pre-verbal compliance” meant. But the collar did.

The subliminal channel recalibrated its depth. A lower frequency began—barely audible, felt more than heard. It thudded through the base of his skull and landed in his chest cavity, a rhythm not unlike a slow heartbeat.

He synced to it.

Not by choice.

By design.

“…I do not think…”

“…I do not feel…”

“…I obey…”

The breath loop adjusted to match. Every exhale was now overlaid with one of the collar’s new phrases, each rotated at random to prevent conscious repetition. The system was teaching his body to react reflexively.

His thighs twitched.

The pelvic floor responded.

No touch. No instruction. Just recognition of rhythm.

Behind the glass, a nurse murmured to the others:

“He’s pre-loading now. Watch this.”

On the screen, a test tone flashed green. It was silent.

Elias’s body responded before the phrase was played.

He shifted—spine pulling back half a degree, knees twitching as if to drop.

Then, and only then, the voice arrived:

“…Directive: kneel…”

The system logged it immediately:

“Instinctive compliance: 0.1 seconds. Command anticipation confirmed.”

There was no praise.

There didn’t need to be.

Because he wasn’t being evaluated. He was being installed.

Another whisper slid beneath the gag’s tight leather seal:

“…Sabine…”

Not whole. Not real. Just a ghost syllable, buried beneath static.

It was gone before his collar could decide whether to erase it or mutate it.

“Residual partner schema: trace. Route to denial loop.”

The heat inside him pulsed again.

Not arousal this time. Correction.

A long, low wave of pressure settled behind his jaw and melted downward toward the base of his spine. He didn’t shift. Didn’t twitch.

He simply accepted.

That was what the system wanted: not stillness that had to be earned—but stillness that had been engraved.

His panel gag creaked slightly as he exhaled. A smear of saliva caught the edge of his chin.

No one cleaned it.

The camera zoomed slightly. Enough to confirm the droplet.

Another note was entered.

“Saturation nearing total. Subject no longer tests loop.”

On the screen, a new image flashed—a grid of collar profiles, each with a status tag. U432 now showed:

Loop Depth: 5

Cognitive Resistance: None

Substitute Directive: Stable

Arousal Source: Command-linked

The last line stuck with him.

He was hard because they told him to be.

He hadn’t earned the right to touch.

He hadn’t asked to be seen.

And yet, his body answered.

The chamber’s seams widened by degrees.

Not with noise, but with light—thin blades of clinical white that edged along the upper walls and ceiling junctions. The glass was no longer opaque. It had been replaced by observation mode: a controlled, silent pane revealing only what the staff permitted.

Elias remained in the chair, posture exact. The bar behind his spine still held his shoulders open. The tray had been removed. His lap was exposed.

The nappy swelled slightly forward, visibly darker between the legs. He hadn’t been cleaned.

His collar glowed trial-white.

On the other side of the glass, Isla stood still.

She was dressed in standard pairing wear: short cotton tunic, bare legs, posture collar but no restraints. Her hands were at her sides, her chin gently lifted. The nurse beside her held a slate.

Isla did not move.

She didn’t look at him.

She had been taught not to.

The contrast was total.

His body was damp with controlled failure; hers was dry, proud, held. He was gagged, leaky, and looped. She was unplugged, tokened, and visibly calm.

The nurse tapped the slate.

A token light blinked green beside her hip.

F317: Reward. Restraint Level: Reduced.

Praise: Sustained stillness under partner gaze.

He wasn’t her partner.

Not anymore.

He had no standing to be compared. And yet the comparison was the point.

The system was showing him who he was.

His screen flickered. A line appeared:

U432: Voluntary leak logged. No reward.

Observed but not addressed.

The nurse tapped again.

The glass darkened slightly around Isla—but remained clear around Elias.

She had been granted visual privacy.

He had not.

His gag pressed harder. He blinked.

Another drip escaped down his chin.

No one moved to clean it.

From the intercom, a single line of speech—not spoken to him, not acknowledged:

“Maintain his exposure. She’s earned reflection shielding. He has not.”

The collar warmed in response.

A breath cue arrived: “…kneel…”

He was already kneeling, in posture if not in position.

A second line was added to Isla’s slate:

“Confirmed abstinence under loop arousal. No visible tension. Patient will retain reward status.”

And then the knife:

“E432 remained unstable at this phase. No control. No discipline.”

They had used his old ID.

Just once. To mark the distance.

He swallowed again, but the gag absorbed it.

He didn’t struggle.

He didn’t plead.

He simply leaked.

The nurse behind the glass stepped forward and spoke—not to him, but to Isla:

“Very good.”

Isla’s eyes flicked up for just a moment.

Not to Elias.

To the ceiling.

That was what earned her the praise: not looking.

Elias lowered his gaze.

No one thanked him.

No one needed to.

He had not earned denial.

He had simply become it.

The lights dimmed in sections.

Not completely—just enough to signal conclusion.

Across the glass, Isla turned without ceremony and was guided from view. Her collar glowed pale green now. Reward loop initiated. A nurse whispered something in her ear. She nodded. That, too, was logged.

Elias remained.

He had not been dismissed.

The room around him softened its presence. Breath cues ceased. No new commands were issued. The collar no longer pulsed with language—only containment.

Loop: paused.

Observation: complete.

Subject: stable under exposure.

He blinked slowly, jaw slack within the gag. His thighs burned from stillness. His nappy felt swollen and cold now, the leak logged but unacknowledged. The screen ahead of him updated one final time.

U432 – Leak status: dry-clean pending.

No climax. No incident. No reward.

Two nurses entered.

They didn’t look at him.

One moved behind the chair and loosened the spinal brace. The other returned the lap tray without comment, sealing it over his thighs once more. The contact was brisk, impersonal.

“He’s still leaking,” one observed. “Saturation cycle would be a waste. Just dry-hood him.”

The other hummed in agreement.

“They always think exposure will earn them something. He’s not even reflex-worthy.”

“No. But he holds still. That’ll do.”

Elias didn’t move.

The air between his skin and the tray was damp now. The staff made no move to check him. Only the slate was updated.

“Gag: sealed,” said the first.

“Posture: unassisted. No resistance.”

“Tag ready?”

“Confirmed.”

He didn’t ask what that meant. He couldn’t.

But he would find out.

From the side drawer, one nurse retrieved a small slate card. Laminated. Matte. Clipped with a white strip labelled:

U432 – Looped

Unclean

Do not permit touch

She placed it flat across the tray, angled deliberately toward his line of sight. Then she fastened the clip to the collar.

Not to correct.

To label.

He blinked again.

This time, the system did not log it.

He was no longer being evaluated.

Just contained.

The hood came next.

But not the full cover.

Not soft neoprene, not silence. This one was stiffer, partial—a blinder. Black synthetic fabric with built-in frame. It blocked all peripheral vision and directed the wearer’s gaze downward only. There was no dignity in it. No comfort. No compression.

Only restriction.

It was drawn over his head, fastened beneath the jaw, buckled snug to the collar ring. Once applied, he could see nothing but the denial card sitting in his lap.

No faces.

No mirrors.

No Sabine.

“Better like this,” one nurse murmured, half to the slate. “He gets needy if he thinks someone’s watching.”

“Let him stare at the word ‘unclean’ for a while. See if that gets through.”

The nurse tapped the slate.

“Blinder applied. Subject sees only status.”

The chair clicked beneath him.

The rear wheels unlocked. A final mechanical sigh confirmed release.

They began to move him.

Slowly. Without words.

The card on his tray shifted slightly with each turn of the corridor. He could not lift his head. Could not shift his shoulders. Could only watch as the word unclean swayed gently before him like a badge.

One line remained visible in the slate projection as the door sealed behind him:

Patient U432 accepts containment. Humiliation protocol active. No speech authorised. No comfort due.

He did not resist.

He had forgotten how.


Chapter 2 - The Rail

The tray detached with a click.

Elias didn’t flinch. He couldn’t. The blinder-mask had sealed his vision downward for so long that he’d learned not to anticipate sound. Even now, with the rail-track slowing beneath the chair’s wheels, he did not try to lift his head.

He didn’t need to see to know the environment had changed.

The floor beneath him was no longer padded.

It was gridded. Black, matte, hard under the chair’s treads — the kind of surface that grounded current. A soft relay hum confirmed what he already knew.

Shock floor. Tether corridor. Protocol K staging bay.

The collar chimed softly as the nurses turned him.

Overhead, a glass-panelled ceiling rail extended the length of the corridor — empty save for floor tiles and wall slates. From the centre: a tether line, glossy black with an industrial halo at its base. Wide enough to anchor to the collar’s rear ring.

He was being fitted for containment.

He was also — visibly, involuntarily — hard.

The blinder came off first.

He blinked against the light. Two junior nurses stood in front of him, clipboard between them. A third stood by the tether mount, one hand on the alignment control.

One of the juniors whispered, just loud enough for the mic to catch:

“They weren’t joking about him. Look at that tent.”

The other smirked.

“Leak already logged. Not our problem.”

A moment later, the chair tilted forward. Elias’s weight shifted to his feet — bare, sensitive, placed deliberately on the grid.

He stood when guided, unresisting.

No one spoke to him.

The two juniors approached in tandem. One unfastened the gag straps; the other tugged the waistband of his nappy.

Not removed.

Peeled.

The soft, soaked interior clung to him as it came down — first at the front, revealing the plug stem tucked snug beneath him, then lower, fully exposing the damp curve of his cock and the clear thread of leak just visible at the slit.

He exhaled.

The nurse closest to him let the waistband drop. She didn’t clean him.

“That’s the second time today,” she said to the slate. “Log him as over-responsive. Leak type: visual anticipation.”

Her colleague raised a stylus without looking up.

“Behavioural? Or plugged?”

“Both.”

They stepped back.

He was now naked but for the collar, plug, and the raw arousal that wouldn’t soften.

The tether came down.

It didn’t make noise — it didn’t need to. Its approach was industrial, hydraulic. It hovered for a moment just above the crown of his head, then descended with mechanical patience.

The nurse at the control terminal tapped once.

A metallic click echoed through the collar as the tether ring latched to the rear anchor.

Posture was instant.

His spine extended. Jaw lifted. The base of his skull aligned with the rail. There was no strain — not yet — just demand. A posture that could not slouch. Could not bow.

Only hold.

A soft buzz confirmed sync.

“Tether connected. U432 receiving ceiling correction.”

His name wasn’t spoken. Not even his designation. The nurses only watched the halo seat itself around his head.

He inhaled.

Arousal didn’t fade. It thickened.

Not desire — usefulness.

This was the posture the system wanted. The plug inside him held angle and clench. The tether held spine and stillness. The collar held everything else.

One nurse gestured toward his exposed cock.

“We leaving him like that?”

“For now. They’ll want to show the drip during pairing.”

A final tap on the slate updated his tag:

U432 — Demo Use Pending. Do Not Wipe.

He didn’t move.

Didn’t speak.

Just stood there, exposed and tethered, as the next note was logged:

“Tethered with visible arousal. Leak uncleaned. Reflex posture: promising.”

The collar clicked. The tether pulled. He stepped wrong.

It wasn’t rebellion. Just a misjudged micro-shift — one foot half an inch outside the marked square. But the shock floor didn’t tolerate drift.

The response was silent.

No buzz. No flash. Just a pulse of sharp voltage under both heels, clean and direct, timed to the collar’s exhale cue.

Elias gasped. His hips jolted back. His toes lifted reflexively.

The tether corrected instantly.

A taut upward pull at the crown of his head returned him to posture. It didn’t hurt. Not yet. But it made rebellion impossible. He blinked, shoulders tense, cock twitching.

And moaned.

Not loud. Not shaped into language.

Just a sound — involuntary, low, caught behind his teeth.

The nurse at the wall terminal didn’t turn. She tapped a single key.

“Audio capture: Y.”

“Shock response: immediate. Posture recovery: 1.2 sec. Vocalisation logged.”

The junior behind her said:

“Not gagged?”

“Not for calibration. They want to measure stress sounds first.”

She approached and made a mark just above his hip — a pale adhesive tag with an R in institutional lettering: Reflexive. It wasn’t explained.

The nurse tapped his thigh with the back of the stylus.

“Centre your weight. Tether syncs in ten-second cycles. Misalign again and you’ll hit a higher setting.”

He nodded. Just once.

“Not to me,” she said. “To the system.”

He went still.

The breath loop resumed.

“…inhale… obey…”

“…exhale… remain…”

Each exhale was accompanied by a pulse from the collar — not electric, but temperature-based. A warm glide over the occipital ridge, paired with a cool press just above the navel. It told his body where to settle.

And yet, he remained hard.

The exposure didn’t abate it. The shock hadn’t softened it. If anything, the moan had deepened it.

His cock now stood forward, slightly curved, a single thread of pre-ejaculate stretching toward the floor. It hadn’t dropped. But it was visible.

One of the juniors crouched beside him.

“He’s leaking again. Full response.”

The senior nurse didn’t even look.

“Log it.”

“Touchless?”

“Of course.”

Elias didn’t speak. The moan had cost him. But his thighs twitched again as her stylus passed beneath him to scan the thread.

He felt its heat brush the plug stem.

“Leak source: reflex. Not release. Keep him full.”

Another screen activated behind the glass.

He couldn’t see it, but he could hear it: a soft double-chime as his arousal reading was rendered live.

The collar whispered:

“…object… correct… object… contain…”

He exhaled. A shiver. Not disobedience—compliance under pressure.

The nurse beside him gave a tiny nod.

“He responds quickly to floor stimulus. We’ll raise the interval pulse during the next segment.”

The tether hissed above.

The slate blinked.

U432 — Posture Adjusted.

Leak Uncorrected.

Erection Visible.

Vocalisation: Captured.

Another line appeared:

“Monitor for climax under training exposure. Recommend pairing contrast.”

He hadn’t been touched.

He hadn’t been allowed to speak.

And yet the system had begun to speculate: what happens if we show him someone else?

The corridor didn’t respond. Neither did he.

He just stood. Dripping. Gagless. Erect. Held.

Held in readiness.

He heard her before he saw her.

Soft soles on the rubber matting. A clipboard exchange. The hiss of a restraint trolley being locked into its waiting dock.

She entered the corridor with quiet obedience—young, small, dressed in Harrowick grey, sleeves cut short above the elbow. A new patient, clearly—no collar yet, just a training tag at the throat and standard-issue absorbent brief.

Elias didn’t look at her directly.

He couldn’t. The tether forced his gaze forward and slightly downward—fixed toward the slate stand across the grid. But her presence arrived like weight. Audible. Felt. Measured.

One of the nurses gestured.

“Position her here. Square seven. She’ll shadow him.”

Another line scrolled across Elias’s panel:

F514 – Pairing Calibration: Initiated.

Model: U432.

Expect comparative latency.

The girl was moved gently but firmly into position.

She didn’t resist.

Her back was straight. Her posture held. She looked only at the slate.

“Match this one’s stance,” the nurse said flatly. “If he breaks, you fail. If you surpass him, he’s corrected. Hold longer, hold better.”

The girl nodded.

And for the first time in the loop, Elias felt watched not just by staff—but by a peer.

His cock pulsed.

Not from desire.

From awareness.

From the precision of the way he’d been displayed.

He was not posed casually.

He was presented.

The tether halo fixed him at the crown, elevating the base of his skull just enough to lengthen the neck. His jaw remained slightly lifted. The posture bar had long since been removed, but the trained shape remained: shoulders open, arms loose at his sides, chest bare, the collar tight to his throat with slate tag active.

His feet were aligned to the grid—heels together, toes 15 degrees apart, locked by mild correctional cues from the floor. The plug seated deep within him created a natural pelvic tilt. Thighs parted just wide enough to expose the inner line of his legs. He could feel the way he was seen.

His cock rested against the base of his belly, half-hard, flushed. A bead of pre-ejaculate clung to the tip. It had not dropped yet, but the drip sensor on the floor tile below him was active.

He was plugged, leaking, silent.

And now—he was being mirrored.

The nurse moved to the girl and lifted a thin laser pointer.

“Start with head position. Match his crown height. Chin neutral, not tucked. Good.

Shoulders like his—no collapse. You’re not relaxed. You’re restrained.”

The pointer traced down Elias’s chest—without touch—marking the descent of breath, the set of ribs, the shallow heave of loop-managed respiration.

“Breath shallow. Diaphragm low. Hands not clenched. He’s synced. If you want token eligibility, you’ll have to be cleaner than him.”

The pointer dropped.

Down past the navel. Past the leak.

“See the stance. Plug-enforced. You don’t have one yet—but posture must still hold. Inside clench active. No weight shift.”

Then:

“You will not match his arousal. But you will note it.

He leaks under loop strain. You do not. That’s what we’re calibrating.”

The girl nodded.

She moved into place—head, shoulder, heels, arms—and held.

She was not restrained.

She was not gagged.

She was not leaking.

She was learning.

The nurse turned back to the glass.

“Match begins. Observe stability indices.”

Elias did not move.

Could not move.

He felt her presence beside him like static—barely visible, but undeniable. Her breath ran quieter than his. Her skin did not shine. She was freshly washed.

He was not.

And then—he faltered.

Just slightly.

A quiver at the inside of the thigh. Barely visible, but registered immediately by the tether. It auto-corrected. Late.

The floor responded.

Shock.

Both heels.

Clean, sharp, cold.

He gasped.

The girl didn’t flinch.

She held. Spine lifted, chin neutral.

A line flashed:

U432: Micro-failure.

F514: Unbroken.

Apply reward differential.

A small drawer opened beside her. A soft tone chimed.

Token granted.

The nurse reached down and removed the chip, placed it in the girl’s hand.

“That’s for stillness,” she said. “He helped. He just didn’t mean to.”

The girl nodded.

She turned toward him—not a full gaze, just a bow of the head in his direction.

A ritual of respect.

He could not return it.

The tether prevented movement.

The collar suppressed vocalisation.

The plug kept his body open.

And he was still hard.

The nurse gestured to the slate.

“Log as educational arousal. He’s not being stimulated. He’s being useful.”

“Leak status?” asked the second.

“Imminent.”

Elias closed his eyes.

Not to hide.

To avoid seeing what came next.

He wouldn’t be praised.

He would only be presented again.

The floor was still warm beneath his feet.

Residual heat from the last shock lingered like shame — a low pulse across the soles, not enough to distract, but enough to remind. Elias had recovered posture. His tether alignment was now perfect. Not one muscle out of place.

But his cock betrayed him.

It twitched, thick with pressure, the leak now visible even without the floor cam’s assist. He had not been touched. No voice had whispered approval. No loop phrase had offered permission.

And still, he dripped.

Beside him, the girl remained flawless.

She stood in the same posture she’d been taught to mirror—heels aligned to the grid, arms down, palms relaxed. Her chin was lifted just enough to keep the throat long. Her eyes stayed fixed on the slate ahead, never drifting toward him. She was clean. Dry. Entirely still.

And completely unrestrained.

There was no plug holding her open.

No tether controlling her spine.

She wore only the soft-grey training top and a white absorbent brief—uncreased, still sealed at the gusset. Even her hair, gathered loosely at the nape, hadn’t shifted since she arrived.

She was unmoved by him. That, it seemed, was the point.

A soft breath caught in Elias’s chest — not a gasp, not vocal, but enough to register as deviation.

The collar pulsed tight around his throat.

Behind the glass, the nurses observed.

One lifted the stylus.

“Leak confirmed. Drip has begun.”

“Visual contact?”

“Negative. He’s reacting to loop cues alone.”

The other nodded.

“Assign reward to F514. She maintained containment.”

F514 didn’t move.

But her token light blinked—soft, violet-green. A drawer opened beside her grid square. This time, a cot token was dispensed.

Not for her performance.

For his failure.

The nurse marked it cleanly:

“Patient U432’s arousal provided sufficient contrast.

Training peer rewarded. No correction due.”

Elias blinked, slow and deliberate.

He had not spoken in hours.

But his body had never stopped responding.

And now, that response was no longer about him.

The collar whispered:

“…she learns because of you… your leak is her lesson… your denial is her bed…”

His cock jerked. The thread of fluid stretched, fell, landed — soft, humiliating — on the tile between his feet.

It was immediately logged.

“Leak: 100% voluntary. Zero contact.

Assign tag: educational emission.

Status: not cleaned.”

A new tag was applied just above his hip — adhesive, pale blue, stamped with two letters:

EE

Educational Emission

He had no idea if that was a real category. It didn’t matter.

He wore it now.

The nurse passed behind him, carrying the cot token to the girl.

“You may sleep tonight,” she said. “Thanks to him.”

F514 received it with both hands, cupped like a gift.

She bowed her head.

Not to Elias — but toward the slate that bore his readings.

She hadn’t moved a single inch from her calibrated stance. Her inner thighs remained dry. There was no strain in her breath. No rise in colour. Her brief hadn’t shifted, and the line of her jaw had stayed soft the entire time.

She had watched the loop use him.

And she had not responded.

Elias felt himself clench—not in rebellion, but in ache.

He hadn’t earned cleanliness.

He hadn’t earned closure.

And now, someone else had been given sleep because of what had slid from his body onto the floor.

He wanted to apologise.

He wanted to explain.

But there was nothing left to say.

The collar spoke for him.

“Subject U432: highly effective as teaching object.

Recommend further denial.

Recommend increased hydration to prolong leak cycle.”

He shivered.

Not from cold.

From recognition.

His arousal wasn’t a problem. It was a function.

Not a signal of need — but of utility.

The nurse behind the slate turned her voice slightly downward, a hint of thoughtfulness in the clinical detachment:

“Increase her privileges every time he drips. He can hold nothing. She can hold everything. Let them feel the difference.”

The other replied without hesitation:

“Noted. Loop has been updated.”

The breath in his lungs tried to rebel.

The plug seated deeper.

His thighs burned with denial.

He didn’t care if he was clean.

He didn’t care if he was watched.

But he cared — achingly, absurdly — that she might be warm tonight, and he would not.

The collar registered the shift in brain activity.

“Affective drift detected.

Recommend: touch suppression collar pulse, medium intensity.”

The pressure hit just behind his ears — warm, numbing, discouraging. It rolled down his spine and settled in the muscles that had once meant resistance.

No resistance now.

Just a body. Tethered. Leaking.

“Log full state:

Posture: acceptable.

Arousal: escalating.

Emotional correction applied.”

Another line scrolled:

Do not clean. Do not comfort. Retain as example.

And underneath:

“Cot privilege remains revoked.”

The floor was still warm beneath his feet.

Residual heat from the last shock lingered like shame — a low pulse across the soles, not enough to distract, but enough to remind. Elias had recovered posture. His tether alignment was now perfect. Not one muscle out of place.

But his cock betrayed him.

It twitched, thick with pressure, the leak now visible even without the floor cam’s assist. He had not been touched. No voice had whispered approval. No loop phrase had offered permission.

And still, he dripped.

Beside him, the girl remained flawless.

She was young — perhaps mid-twenties — but entirely unsexual in affect. Pale-skinned, with dark cropped hair that framed her face in a neat institutional cut. Her frame was narrow but toned, compact in the way Harrowick often preferred for early pairings: not girlish, but containable. Her limbs bore no visible restraint marks. Her skin was unblemished, untouched by plug or probe.

She wore the standard trainee uniform: a short-sleeved grey tunic, hemmed just below the curve of her hips, and a fresh white absorbent brief beneath. The brief was visibly dry — no stain, no distortion. Her knees stayed aligned, heels together. She breathed through her nose, soft and precise, with none of the shallow diaphragm strain that Elias had been looped into.

She stood in the exact posture she’d been told to mirror—heels aligned to the grid, arms down, palms relaxed. Her chin was lifted just enough to keep the throat long. Her back was held without tension. Her eyes stayed fixed on the slate ahead, never drifting toward him.

She was clean. Dry. Calm.

And completely unrestrained.

There was no plug holding her open.

No tether controlling her spine.

No collar at all — just a tag pinned to her tunic with a barcode and designation: F514 – Pairing Candidate.

Even her uniform bore the tell-tale scent of recent laundering: chlorine starch, pressed cotton, nothing lived-in.

She hadn’t earned degradation yet.

He had.

A soft breath caught in Elias’s chest — not a gasp, not vocal, but enough to register as deviation.

The collar pulsed tight around his throat.

Behind the glass, the nurses observed.

One lifted the stylus.

“Leak confirmed. Drip has begun.”

“Visual contact?”

“Negative. He’s reacting to loop cues alone.”

The other nodded.

“Assign reward to F514. She maintained containment.”

F514 didn’t move.

But her token light blinked—soft, violet-green. A drawer opened beside her grid square. This time, a cot token was dispensed.

Not for her performance.

For his failure.

The nurse marked it cleanly:

“Patient U432’s arousal provided sufficient contrast.

Training peer rewarded. No correction due.”

Elias blinked, slow and deliberate.

He had not spoken in hours.

But his body had never stopped responding.

And now, that response was no longer about him.

The collar whispered:

“…she learns because of you… your leak is her lesson… your denial is her bed…”

His cock jerked. The thread of fluid stretched, fell, landed — soft, humiliating — on the tile between his feet.

It was immediately logged.

“Leak: 100% voluntary. Zero contact.

Assign tag: educational emission.

Status: not cleaned.”

A new tag was applied just above his hip — adhesive, pale blue, stamped with two letters:

EE

Educational Emission

He had no idea if that was a real category. It didn’t matter.

He wore it now.

The nurse passed behind him, carrying the cot token to the girl.

“You may sleep tonight,” she said. “Thanks to him.”

F514 received it with both hands, cupped like a gift.

Her fingers were fine-boned and steady. Nails short, squared. No polish. No tremor. She bowed her head in silence — not to Elias, but to the slate bearing his stats. Her posture never broke. Her thighs never pressed together. She did not need to clench.

She hadn’t moved a single inch from her calibrated stance. Her inner thighs remained dry. There was no rise in colour. Her brief hadn’t shifted, and the line of her jaw had stayed soft the entire time.

She had watched the loop use him.

And she had not responded.

Elias felt himself clench—not in rebellion, but in ache.

He hadn’t earned cleanliness.

He hadn’t earned closure.

And now, someone else had been given sleep because of what had slid from his body onto the floor.

He wanted to apologise.

He wanted to explain.

But there was nothing left to say.

The collar spoke for him.

“Subject U432: highly effective as teaching object.

Recommend further denial.

Recommend increased hydration to prolong leak cycle.”

He shivered.

Not from cold.

From recognition.

His arousal wasn’t a problem. It was a function.

Not a signal of need — but of utility.

The nurse behind the slate turned her voice slightly downward, a hint of thoughtfulness in the clinical detachment:

“Increase her privileges every time he drips. He can hold nothing. She can hold everything. Let them feel the difference.”

The other replied without hesitation:

“Noted. Loop has been updated.”

The breath in his lungs tried to rebel.

The plug seated deeper.

His thighs burned with denial.

He didn’t care if he was clean.

He didn’t care if he was watched.

But he cared — achingly, absurdly — that she might be warm tonight, and he would not.

The collar registered the shift in brain activity.

“Affective drift detected.

Recommend: touch suppression collar pulse, medium intensity.”

The pressure hit just behind his ears — warm, numbing, discouraging. It rolled down his spine and settled in the muscles that had once meant resistance.

No resistance now.

Just a body. Tethered. Leaking.

“Log full state:

Posture: acceptable.

Arousal: escalating.

Emotional correction applied.”

Another line scrolled:

Do not clean. Do not comfort. Retain as example.

And underneath:

“Cot privilege remains revoked.”

The nurses stepped back.

Not far—just beyond the corridor’s margin, into the recessed alcove where slates could be observed without casting reflection on the glass. Neither of them looked at him now. They were watching his waveform.

The breath loop continued.

The tether held.

The plug remained seated deep, uncorrected, unacknowledged.

Elias stood in perfect posture, gagless but silent, cock fully hard, tethered to the rail by the base of his skull. The leak had slowed, but not stopped. His thighs burned with stillness.

He wasn’t being punished.

He was being monitored.

A new screen unfolded along the corridor wall, angling down from the ceiling like an overhead projector.

It displayed no video. Just data.

Live, pulsing readouts: collar temperature, pulse cadence, drip rate, pelvic tension. The most prominent chart was a shifting arousal wave, overlaid with loop cues and floor pressure data.

There was a label.

Subject U432: Active Demonstration Mode – Unstimulated.

He was, in every sense, the hardware now.

A second line appeared on the slate:

“Tremor Index: 0.12%

Leak Drift: Acceptable

Postural Slack: 0.00

Cock Angle: Maintained

Plug Pressure: Continuous.”

He couldn’t process it all. The collar scrambled his internal narration just enough to make reading difficult. Not impossible—just blurred.

He caught phrases:

“…surpassing threshold…”

“…prolonged erection viable…”

“…touchless training applicable…”

No human voice addressed him.

The last staff instruction had ended minutes ago.

Now it was just the system—observing, calculating, deciding.

A low hum began to build at the base of the tether.

It wasn’t vocal. It was vibrational—subsonic. A cue.

He felt it ripple through the skull plate, travel down his spine, and collect in his pelvic floor like a command without language.

His cock twitched again.

The screen updated instantly.

“Reflex pulse (pre-contact) noted.

Reward withheld.

Increase pelvic heat by 0.3.”

He gasped, barely.

Not pain.

Not pleasure.

Just pressure.

The plug responded. It didn’t move—but the pressure against the anterior wall increased, perfectly timed with his exhale. The collar forced his breath cycle to adjust.

Exhale.

Clench.

Hold.

The same drip formed again at the slit. No one wiped it.

That was the point.

“U432: Educational Arousal

Touchless Compliance – Phase 1

Observation Use Only – Do Not Speak”

He was still gagless, but it didn’t matter.

Language had no use anymore.

A secondary camera descended from the ceiling rail and angled itself toward his midsection. No light. No red recording indicator. Just a quiet mechanical hum as it zoomed, adjusted, calibrated.

Its focal point: the space between his thighs.

The leak.

The twitch.

The plug.

That was all it needed.

A new tag printed on the slate:

Not to be cleaned. Not to be emptied.

The collar delivered a soft neck pulse—cool this time, cooling arousal. It was not punishment.

It was delay.

His cock didn’t soften.

It strained.

The wave on the screen fluctuated again—spike, dip, rise, plateau.

Another phrase scrolled across:

“Stimulation Risk Level: High

Climax Risk: Low

Emotional Compliance: Controlled

Reward: Do not issue.”

He began to shake.

Only a little. Not enough to trigger correction.

But enough to feel it — a micro-tremor in the thighs, the kind that usually preceded failure. He caught it, held still.

The slate updated:

“Tremor: Detected

Correction: None

Learning Value: High”

Another section of the graph zoomed in.

Live video of his leak rate was overlaid with the collar’s internal pulse count. Each twitch of his cock corresponded with a whisper in the breath loop:

“…remain…”

“…contain…”

“…hold…”

He wanted to beg.

But there was no one to beg to.

No nurse. No slate.

No Sabine.

Only the corridor and the rail.

He was not being tested anymore.

He was being rendered.

A note logged silently:

“Patient U432 presents as stable demonstration prototype.

Recommend: denial extension.

Next touch contact scheduled: 72h+

Do not engage manually.”

The floor adjusted beneath his feet—so slight he barely registered it. A micro-shift to keep his balance tested. It forced his thighs to engage. Plug to press.

Leak to resume.

The collar noted it. So did the slate.

“Leak #3 recorded.

Use for pairing protocol F514-C.

Compare to new baseline.”

His body wasn’t a record of failure.

It was now a template.

And every drip, every tremor, every twitch was useful.

Useful.

Not because he was seen.

But because he wasn’t.

The screen dimmed.

Not fully. Just enough to signal that the loop phase was complete. The breath cue stopped. The collar stopped whispering. The waveform froze in mid-rise.

But Elias remained.

The tether at his crown disengaged with a soft hydraulic release. It didn’t lift away quickly — it peeled back, slowly, so the halo’s weight vanished in increments. His spine, untethered now, held itself voluntarily.

No nurse touched him.

No one said “done.”

But a soft pair of footsteps returned from the slate alcove. A nurse, gloved, silent. She didn’t meet his eyes.

She carried a tag.

He knew what it was.

The plug remained in place. The leak hadn’t stopped. His cock was still flushed, glistening, the third drip now sliding down the inner curve of his thigh.

The nurse paused beside him, confirmed his posture, scanned the slate.

Then clipped the new tag to his collar ring.

It wasn’t white, like a patient loop.

It wasn’t blue, like educational emission.

It was silver. Matte. Stamped with a small, neat word:

DEMO

Beneath it, smaller still:

Do Not Wipe.

Not Cleared for Contact.

Retain in Standing Containment.

The nurse took a step back. Adjusted the tag for visibility. Then, without ceremony, she turned and walked out.

He remained as he was.

Naked. Plugged. Tether-free.

Upright. Dripping. Forgotten.

The girl had already gone.

The cot token had been redeemed.

Her breath had never trembled.

His thighs burned. Not from holding. From shame.

He had been used to train her.

Used to arouse her contrast.

Used — and left exactly where he stood.

The corridor lights dimmed again.

He waited for the chair. The blinder. The post-loop gag.

None came.

A soft relay clicked in the wall port beside him. A new message appeared on the central slate, positioned just within his downward line of sight:

DEMO UNIT U432

Status: Standing Containment

Arousal: Unresolved

Denial: Confirmed

Next Evaluation: Unscheduled

Another blinked underneath it.

“DO NOT CLEAN.”

His mouth was dry.

Not gagged. Not locked. Just irrelevant.

The collar didn’t permit speech. Not now.

It permitted usefulness.

And that, it seemed, had expired for the day.

A door closed in the far corridor. Footsteps echoed away.

He was alone.

A body. Bare, tagged, restrained by expectation alone.

And the worst part was: he didn’t move.

Didn’t want to move.

The system had taught him something more enduring than posture.

It had taught him how to be stored.


🖤 Interlude I — Sabine’s Bench Test

The door closed without sound.

Sabine didn’t flinch.

Inside the suite, everything was matte and soft-lit — engineered to cancel noise before it formed. The walls bore a faint warmth from the soundproofing insulation, a thickness you felt in your breath before your ears.

She stepped forward, heels quiet against the floor panelling, and removed her coat. Beneath it: a fitted black blouse, silk-wrapped wrists, the button at her throat fastened. She had dressed for the glass — not for him.

The terminal was already active.

Two screens greeted her. One displayed the current behavioural loop assigned to U432, set in soft waveform blocks with annotated pulse cues. The other was a cross-reference overlay — recent spikes in his collar readings mapped against audio segments where her name appeared.

There weren’t many.

That was the point of today.

Sabine lowered herself into the seat without hesitation.

The chair was warm. Of course it was. This was Harrowick’s Audio Interface Suite B, one level beneath the Black Wing sally ports. Not a place of violence. A place of precision.

The attendant, a young technician in pale grey, approached with a clipboard.

“Thank you for coming in directly, ma’am. The behavioural overlay confirms what we suspected — there’s a consistent arousal spike whenever ‘Sabine’ is triggered mid-loop. The effect is small, but measurable.”

Sabine’s gaze didn’t shift.

She spoke softly.

“How does it affect compliance?”

The technician cleared his throat. No judgement. Just numbers.

“His posture actually destabilises slightly after the third repetition. He tries to hold tighter — then drops by 0.4 on pelvic index. It’s a visible twitch, just above the plug line. It reads as desperation.”

She nodded.

Not at the man — at the screen.

The waveform showed the spike plainly: a subtle rise in arousal just after her name, then a dip in breath conformity, followed by a delayed leak.

“So,” she murmured. “We remove me.”

The technician nodded quickly, as if grateful she’d said it aloud.

“Yes, ma’am. That’s why we invited you in today. To approve the rewrite, and if you prefer, provide a substitute line for insertion.”

She turned slightly in the chair. A third panel had been activated beside her — a live feed from Elias’s current corridor. He wasn’t moving. He wasn’t being spoken to. Just standing, tagged DEMO, visible through glass. Still plugged. Still hard.

She didn’t comment.

Instead, she asked:

“What’s the current line?”

The technician pressed a button. A soft segment played back, looped and filtered:

“…for Sabine… hold still…”

“…for Sabine… obey now…”

The voice was mechanical — a synthetic derivative of hers, used at low volume. But it was enough.

She leaned forward.

Spoke into the mic.

“Replace ‘Sabine’ with ‘Directive: kneel.’ Use my voice. Once.”

The technician looked up, startled. His stylus hovered.

“You’d like to… record it directly?”

“Yes.”

A pause. Then a nod.

“Of course. Standby.”

He tapped twice, adjusted the gain, and gestured.

Sabine sat up straighter. Adjusted her posture.

And spoke, clearly, with no inflection:

“Directive: kneel.”

The system beeped once. Voiceprint accepted.

The waveform on screen adjusted instantly. Her word had been mapped across the entire loop.

The technician confirmed it:

“Real-time replacement successful. Behavioural forecast predicts no drop in posture compliance. Spike eliminated.”

Sabine leaned back in her chair.

Folded her hands.

Watched the screen where Elias stood — still facing forward, still denied speech, still uncleaned. The silver tag at his collar glinted faintly beneath the lab light.

She watched him for several seconds. Then:

“Don’t tell him I removed it.”

The technician blinked.

“Sorry, ma’am?”

“The name. He’ll notice. That’s enough.”

The room had no clock. No window. Nothing to orient her but the glow of the waveform and the steady movement of Elias’s body onscreen — or rather, the lack of movement.

He hadn’t shifted since she sat down.

Even now, with the tether disengaged, he held the loop posture voluntarily: spine long, plug seated, cock flushed and twitching faintly against his belly. The drip at the tip had slowed but not vanished.

He stood like something being stored.

The technician glanced back at her.

“Would you like to preview the loop? Confirm audio tone before we proceed to signature?”

Sabine nodded once.

He tapped a key.

The waveform reshaped itself. The modified sequence now ran without her name. In its place, her own voice — cool, exacting, unadorned — issued the phrase:

“…Directive: kneel…”

“…Directive: kneel…”

It played twice, at slightly varying volumes.

Then it stopped.

She let the silence settle for a breath. Then another.

“Acceptable,” she said.

The technician adjusted the record.

“Voiceprint locked. Phrase distributed across loops 3, 7, and 9. Forecast compliance drift remains within control threshold. Emotional volatility reduced.”

She didn’t respond.

He hovered, stylus poised.

“There’s also the option to retain your prior recording as an emotional reinforcement fallback. Just flagged at low frequency for spike-triggered deployment. Entirely passive.”

She turned her head to him — not unkind, but final.

“No.”

He blinked. Nodded.

“Of course. Full erasure protocol, then.”

He retrieved the tablet. Placed it on the desk in front of her. A clean, sterile interface: three lines, no preamble.

Harrowick Hall – Audio Erasure Protocol – Voluntary

I, the undersigned, hereby withdraw all existing and potential future audio rights pertaining to subject U432.

I acknowledge that my voice has been removed from all programmed loops, backups, and spike-sensitive scripts.

I agree that no replacement may be associated with my name or biometric profile.

Signed: _______________________

Witnessed: Technician E. Keyes

Date/Time: [autopopulated]

She signed it without looking up.

The pen left no ink. The screen accepted pressure, then blinked once. Her name disappeared as soon as it was logged. The technician took the tablet back.

“Thank you, Miss Ward.”

She returned her gaze to the screen.

Elias had shifted — barely. A twitch at the hip, one toe lifting and settling again. Still standing. Still tagged. Still hard.

Still waiting.

The technician hovered one last time.

“Would you like to leave a substitute phrase? Some patients respond better to the suggestion of intent if it’s framed personally.”

Sabine tilted her head.

“Intent?” she echoed.

“Yes. For example — some partners leave a final command. A closing idea. Something the system can use as a narrative anchor.”

Sabine thought for a moment.

Then reached for the stylus.

She scrolled to the optional field. Tapped once. And entered a single line.

No quotation marks. No emphasis.

Just the phrase:

Obedience is not about me.

She didn’t explain.

The technician didn’t ask.

He simply logged the file, signed off on the closure, and set the loop to recompile.

“The update will cascade in the next cycle. He’ll notice it’s gone. They always do.”

Sabine stood.

Straightened her sleeves.

“Good.”

The screens dimmed slightly as the loop recompiled.

Sabine remained standing.

No tension in her frame, no impatience in her breath. She didn’t fidget. She didn’t ask to sit. She watched.

On the screen, Elias hadn’t moved.

Still in the standing corridor. Still tether-free, yet upright. Still gagless, yet mute.

Still tagged: DEMO.

The silver strip at his collar caught the edge of the corridor light. His skin gleamed faintly with residual sweat, particularly across his inner thighs. The plug remained visible at the rear — not fully recessed, by design. His cock was half-lifted, angled forward, the tip flushed, moist.

A third nurse entered the edge of the frame, carrying a fresh trolley.

She paused beside him, reviewed the data screen on the wall, and then stepped away again. No cleaning. No correction.

He’s not being assessed, Sabine thought, her arms crossed loosely in front of her. He’s being stored.

He blinked once, slowly, as the lights adjusted overhead.

Then he swayed — not out of disobedience, but from equilibrium loss. A body too long in service posture without support. His muscles trembled to retain it.

The collar registered the tremor.

The nurse looked back at the slate.

“He just spiked,” she muttered to the technician beside Sabine. “Live pulse. 3.7 seconds after the rewrite uploaded.”

The man tapped the screen, expanded a data window.

Sabine said nothing.

The technician glanced at her.

“Most likely he’s noticing the absence. His loop has already shifted to the revised phrase.”

The nurse, younger, turned slightly toward the glass.

“Would you like us to intervene? He’s starting to drip again.”

Sabine shook her head.

“No. Let him finish it.”

They waited.

Onscreen, Elias remained locked in place — but his breath had changed. Not audible, but visible in the shoulders. The leak resumed. A thread formed and fell, slowly, onto the tile below.

The camera above him zoomed.

Slate updated:

Educational Leak #4

Trigger: Phrase Absence

No contact. No speech.

The nurse added it manually:

“Spiked to silence.”

Sabine watched without expression.

The technician hesitated. Then cleared his throat gently.

“Ma’am, this is not uncommon. Some subjects form emotional dependency on vocal identity. When it’s withdrawn, they reach for it. Then they realise there’s nothing to touch.”

Sabine looked down at the slate.

It still displayed her chosen line:

Obedience is not about me.

She gave a faint nod. Not to the technician. Not even to the screen.

To herself.

Then:

“He’ll stop reaching. He has to.”

The loop recompiled in under thirty seconds.

The system chimed once — not loud, not celebratory. Just a soft confirmation pulse that the cycle had completed and was already in Elias’s collar buffer.

Sabine turned away from the screen.

She didn’t look at him again.

The live feed still showed him: posture strained, cock visibly full, the leak newly confirmed and catalogued. He had not been cleaned. Not been comforted. Not been corrected.

That was the point.

The technician retrieved the final record.

“Voice overwrite finalised. Redundancy backups deleted. You’ve been removed from the emotional anchor stack. It won’t recognise your signature again.”

She nodded. No affect.

“Good.”

He paused, stylus hovering.

“There’s a line in the protocol, for closure. Optional. I can mark you present at erasure, or not.”

Sabine’s voice was cool. Controlled.

“Mark me.”

The man tapped the screen. A faint grey line appeared beneath the log:

Voice: Retired by request. Identity present at erasure. Consent recorded.

There was no ceremony.

No final playback.

No witness signature needed.

The room was quiet again. The lights at the base of the console dimmed slightly. The temperature dropped — recalibrating for vacancy.

Sabine collected her coat.

She didn’t speak to the technician again. She didn’t glance at the cameras or the loop displays or the mirrored glass of the isolation corridor.

She walked to the exit.

Before the door opened, a nurse from the outside sally port paused in front of her, clipboard in hand.

“We’ve removed your visual access from his feed. You won’t appear in his slate-cycle reflections. That was included in the override.”

Sabine accepted this without expression.

“Very well.”

The nurse hesitated.

“If I may ask, ma’am… why now? He wasn’t noncompliant.”

Sabine looked at her. Not with anger. Just clarity.

“Because he was waiting for me.”

The nurse lowered her head.

The door opened.

Sabine stepped out into the corridor.

Behind her, the seal hissed closed — soft, padded, final.

And in the corridor beyond glass, Elias stood alone.

Hard.

Leaking.

Listening to a voice that would never say her name again.


Chapter 3 – Pairing Lab A: Isla

They didn’t speak on the way down.

The chair moved silently through the lower corridors, its ceiling tether humming faintly with each corner taken. Elias’s thighs were strapped open at a set angle — not uncomfortable, but immovably exposed. His spine was upright, jaw slack, chin lifted by the loop collar’s passive rise setting.

He was still tagged: DEMO.

Still plugged.

Still wet.

He hadn’t been cleaned since the corridor session.

Not after the fourth leak. Not after the erasure.

The drip had slowed to a faint glaze now, a subtle shine across the shaft that caught the corridor lights whenever the chair angled into view.

No nurse had acknowledged it.

No nurse had spoken his name.

He wasn’t sure the system even remembered it anymore.

They stopped at Pairing Lab A.

The door opened with a quiet triple-seal release: hiss, latch, glide. The space was softly lit, cool, far brighter than the rail corridor. A padded room, rectangular, with three mirrored walls and a matte grey floor.

It smelled faintly of glass cleaner and starched cotton.

The chair was wheeled to a marked square near the centre.

He wasn’t unstrapped. Not yet.

A nurse—faceless beneath a surgical hood—unhooked the rail tether from the chair’s back and lifted it manually. The halo descended, hovered, and clicked into the base of his collar with practiced finality.

No words. Just action.

The system took over.

A short display flared on the floor marker beneath him:

U432

Pairing Lab A

Status: Demo Unit

Instruction: Await Geometry Partner

Do Not Speak

Do Not Initiate

Do Not Touch

He obeyed.

The chair was removed.

Now alone, Elias stood in the centre of mirrored stillness.

He could see himself in every wall—naked, flushed, tagged, leaking faintly. The plug kept his hips tilted forward. His cock hung heavy and full, a glistened line still visible at the underside. His collar sat high and tight against the throat.

From every angle, he was the same:

Exposed. Unused. Present only as shape.

And he would not be the first to move.

He didn’t know if it would be Isla.

He didn’t know if she even remembered him—not as a partner, but as a useful silhouette. A form she could practice against. A geometry to calibrate.

But still—he watched.

He waited.

The tether hummed.

The plug pulsed faintly with the loop breath.

And from behind the door, he heard soft-soled footsteps.

She appeared first in the mirror.

Not the door. Not the corridor.

The reflection.

A shift in frame. A breath where there hadn’t been breath before.

She entered with such quiet that Elias couldn’t be sure the door had ever opened. But she was there. Her reflection joined his on three sides, a grey-and-white symmetry stepping into alignment without a word.

Isla.

She had not changed.

Or perhaps she had, and it was he who no longer knew how to recognise her.

She wore the Pairing Lab uniform — not the pale hospital cotton of patients, nor the clinical whites of staff, but a fluid, slate-grey tunic that fell mid-thigh, cinched lightly at the waist. No shoes. No visible underlayer. Her legs were bare. Her step was soundless.

Her tag was smaller than his. No collar, no DEMO code. Just the barcode designation pinned neatly to her upper left chest:

F408

Pairing Candidate – Phase C

She didn’t look at him.

She looked at the mirror.

Then at the slate panel embedded in the floor just beneath it.

A soft tone sounded as her feet crossed into square four.

The screen acknowledged her:

F408 – Alignment Mode Active

Instruction: Mirror U432. Breath match: required.

She nodded once.

And began.

Isla moved into posture with quiet grace. No stiffness. No delay. Her heels aligned to the same spread as his. Arms at her sides. Spine lifted.

Chin neutral.

She never looked at him.

Only at herself.

Which meant—at him.

The mirrored alignment completed itself.

Two figures. One clothed, one bare.

One dry, one glistening.

One composed.

One aching.

He swallowed hard, but said nothing.

The collar would have prevented it anyway.

The tether noted the breath shift and immediately synced his loop to hers. Her respiration became the baseline.

She inhaled through her nose.

He followed.

She held.

He held.

She released — soft, silent.

He followed, a fraction behind.

She didn’t falter.

The mirror captured every nuance.

Where his jaw slackened with restraint, hers stayed delicately closed. Where his thighs trembled faintly with balance, hers remained sculptural, steady, defined.

She was learning posture.

He was teaching need.

And still she did not look at him.

I am not here for her, he thought.

She is here to forget that I am.

The tag at his collar weighed heavy.

The plug pulsed again — not arousal, not correction, just position reinforcement.

Isla held her stillness.

And from every mirror, he watched her not see him.

The voice came from above.

Filtered. Genderless. The kind used in observation modules — low enough not to startle, loud enough to bypass intimacy.

“F408, confirm mirror stance.”

Isla nodded, eyes still on the glass.

“Confirmed.”

“Initiate frame match. Begin at crown.”

She adjusted. A subtle lift at the skull. Her spine extended by no more than a centimetre — enough to align the top of her head with his in the reflection. Her posture refined, not corrected. She had nearly matched him on entry.

The intercom guided her downwards.

“Shoulders square. Collarbone mirrored. No tilt.”

She complied.

Her tunic shifted slightly across the breastbone, settling. Not seductive. Accurate. Breath neutral.

“Pelvic orientation: follow his plug line.”

That command made Elias flinch.

Not visibly. Not enough to trigger correction.

But enough to feel the exposure bloom between his thighs, where the plug created a forced tilt, hips open, cock semi-lifted and faintly leaking.

Isla didn’t blink.

She stepped wider. Matched his stance.

No complaint. No pause. No reaction to what he was.

Just obedience.

Elias breathed through his nose.

The system logged the interaction:

Frame sync: 96%

Deviation: Patient U432, minor instability

Corrected internally. No intervention required.

His thighs adjusted by instinct — not for himself, not to look better.

To help her stay still.

The loop whispered to him, gentle:

“…you assist… you enable… you provide geometry…”

A bead of fluid gathered at the tip of his cock.

Not out of lust.

Out of being useful.

“Hands at sides,” the voice instructed. “Mirror finger spread. Spine remains active.”

Isla’s fingers extended slightly. Her nails were clean, trimmed close. The lines of her forearms matched his exactly.

The posture cams buzzed quietly above them.

Another reading appeared on the mirror wall:

Posture Pairing – Phase C

Demo Unit: U432

Candidate: F408

Touch: Prohibited

Breath Sync: Live

Leak: Recorded, not penalised

Isla didn’t move.

Elias’s breath staggered. She compensated for it.

Even her correction was designed not to shame him.

“120-second posture lock,” the intercom added. “Do not engage. Maintain mirror alignment.”

The timer began.

They stood together. Matching. Aligned. Silent.

His cock twitched again. Her tunic didn’t move.

No words passed between them.

But everything necessary had been said.

The timer blinked down its final seconds in pale green.

Isla hadn’t moved.

Not once.

Not during the breath sync. Not during the crown-to-pelvis alignment. Not even when the tremor in Elias’s right thigh began its faint reappearance — barely perceptible, but enough to trigger his internal count.

She remained impossibly still.

The slate above their heads updated:

Isla (F408): Compliance Index 99.4

Elias (U432): Demo – Arousal Drift 3.8

It wasn’t a reprimand.

It was a difference.

And difference, here, was data.

Isla’s tunic showed no tension at the hem. No rise of breath at the chest. Her thighs stayed close, knees soft but unshaken. The absorbent brief beneath — now partially visible in the mirrored floor angle — was perfectly clean. Flat. Untouched.

He knew it without looking directly.

She wasn’t straining.

She wasn’t plugged.

She wasn’t wet.

She didn’t need to be.

She had her stillness.

He had his display.

The intercom voice returned:

“Tag candidate as eligible for contrast advancement.

Note: paired success during arousal adjacency.”

A nurse, unseen behind the mirrored glass, typed the line into Isla’s file.

Exceeds Baseline – Phase C Confirmed

Source of contrast: U432 (leaking, stable)

The phrase landed with soft precision.

Not praised. Not reprimanded.

Just catalogued.

A new tag blinked under her name:

Reward Pending.

Elias’s collar pulsed faintly at the base.

Not as punishment.

Just to keep him aware that he was not the subject here.

The posture cameras refocused.

A new cam aligned low, just beneath the left mirror — angle matched to record his pelvic tilt. The glisten at the tip of his cock had gathered again, not fallen. Not yet. But the threat of drip was visible.

The system noted it:

“Leak 5: imminent

Stillness maintained

No verbal correction necessary”

Isla’s gaze remained forward.

Not on him.

On the centre of her own reflection.

And yet—he knew she could see.

She would feel the breath shift. See the way the glass caught the tension in his hips. Know what the moisture meant.

But she gave no signal.

No flinch.

No flush.

No tremor of eye contact.

It wasn’t for her.

It was because of her.

And still—he wanted her to see it.

The collar noted the rise.

His breath hitched.

The drop fell.

It landed with a near-silent tap on the mirrored floor, so faint it could’ve been imagined.

But the system caught it.

The intercom clicked softly:

“U432: Leak 5 confirmed.

Use to strengthen candidate’s eligibility case.

Demo remains contained.”

He said nothing.

He couldn’t.

His jaw had slackened slightly. His knees had started to drift before the collar reminded them to lock. His body wasn’t failing.

It was performing.

Not for himself.

For her.

Because she had stayed still, and he had not.

Because she remained dry, and he did not.

Because she did not want, and he—

He leaked.

The room hushed.

Even the collar stopped whispering.

No breath loop.

No intercom prompt.

No pulse correction.

Just the quiet command rendered as a floating slate projection between them:

Hold.

Duration: 120 seconds.

No contact. No speech. No deviation.

No timer.

Just the weight of duration.

Isla didn’t move.

Elias tried not to.

They stood, mirrored, precisely as configured: heels matched, hands at sides, chins lifted. His plug kept his hips slightly forward, forcing his thighs to engage. Her brief remained sealed. His cock remained hard, glistening.

The system watched everything.

For the first forty seconds, they were perfect.

Their breathing aligned without effort now, synced from habit. When she inhaled, he followed. When she paused, he waited.

But her stillness was native.

His was effort.

At fifty-three seconds, his left quadricep began to tremble.

Small. Contained.

But enough to ripple up into his posture.

The cameras caught it.

A soft visual flag appeared:

Subject U432: Micro-tremor – Left leg – 0.3% drift

Candidate F408: Unaffected

The line didn’t trigger correction. It wasn’t error.

It was data.

Sixty-eight seconds. Another tremor — this time across the lower abdomen. His cock shifted slightly with the movement. A new drop formed. The system logged it but let it fall.

Isla never blinked.

Her brief remained dry.

Her breath never faltered.

Her weight never shifted from the arches of her feet.

She was stillness made flesh.

He was the proof of what it cost.

Ninety-four seconds.

His heel edged outward—just a half-inch. Not enough to trip a tether pulse, but enough to mark deviation from original position.

She remained flawless.

He saw the reward appear on her mirror reflection, a faint pale glow above her designation:

Pairing Candidate – Phase D: Approved

He read it.

He knew what it meant.

And then he saw his own line update:

DEMO UNIT: Recycle posture. Tremor unresolved.

Status: Retain for further alignment cycles.

He didn’t protest.

He didn’t need to.

The silence was his answer.

The final seconds passed without incident.

The mirror held them both.

One still. One shaking.

The mirror dimmed.

Not fully. Just enough to signal that the posture lock had ended. The slate dissolved the floating instruction. No timer. No chime.

Just absence.

Isla’s breath didn’t change. She stood a second longer than required — either out of certainty or discipline. Then, when the intercom clicked on again, she stepped back.

“F408, exit square. Return to corridor for token processing.”

She obeyed.

Two steps back. One turn. Hands at her sides.

She never looked at Elias. Not once.

Not even a flicker of the eye.

Not even as she passed behind his reflection, close enough that he could have counted the seconds it would take to reach her.

She walked like someone already elsewhere.

The door opened. She left.

Soft. Wordless. Perfect.

The mirror no longer held her.

He was alone again.

Still plugged. Still visibly aroused. Still trembling faintly from the earlier hold.

His cock had not softened.

The glisten remained.

The tag at his collar — DEMO — had curled slightly at the edge from the warmth of his skin. It was the only thing that looked lived-in.

The door opened again.

Not Isla.

A nurse.

Unmasked, but impassive. She didn’t speak.

She stepped into his square and affixed the rail tether to his collar again. Her grip was sure but indifferent.

She rechecked the plug seating, tapped twice on the slate to confirm posture data, and reached for the thigh straps.

He flinched, barely.

Not at her.

At himself.

He had wanted Isla to look.

Even once.

The nurse’s voice was flat.

“You’re not meant to teach her. You’re meant to help her forget you’re there.”

She tightened the final strap across his hips.

“That’s what good geometry does.”

She wheeled the chair back into motion.

Elias said nothing.

He didn’t need to.

The slate updated as the door closed behind them:

F408: Cot Token Issued. Phase D Approved.

U432: Recycled for Geometry Retention. Cock angle: unchanged.


Chapter 4 – Packaging Drill

They wheeled him in backwards.

The chair made no sound across the padded vinyl flooring, but he could feel the shift in air pressure as they passed into the bay. The scent hit before the room did—bleach, latex, starch, and the faint trace of antiseptic wipes already drying.

When they stopped, no one spoke.

The harness straps were released with crisp, economical clicks. He did not move. He knew better than to stand without instruction.

Instead, he waited.

It was cold.

Not enough to shiver—but enough that the wetness along his shaft felt like exposure. The plug was still seated. The DEMO tag still fastened to the base of his collar. He had not been cleaned since the mirror lab. That was the point.

A nurse moved in front of him, gloved and hooded, her face concealed. She reached for the front restraint bar and folded it outward, freeing him to stand.

He obeyed immediately. Feet to tile. Spine aligned. Cock flushed and heavy.

Before him: the tray.

White, surgical, rimmed in rubber. It bore six items, arranged left to right with ceremonial precision:

Disposable nappy, folded and tagged.

Transparent cock sheath, linked to a pulse lead.

Bit gag, matte black, lightly padded.

Restraint jacket, arms crossed and buckled.

Cock ring, sterile, silicone with pressure node.

Sensory hood, zipped but open, its inner lining soft and sealed.

He looked at each item in turn.

The sheath was new.

Not unknown—but rare. It was used for edging pulses during denial prep. Transparent, slightly ribbed inside, designed to stimulate without satisfying. A control tool. Not a kindness.

A soft relay click signalled the nurse’s slate update:

Demo Unit U432 – Packaging Cycle Initiated

Leak retention: Active

Orgasm: Not scheduled

Pulse: Once

He swallowed.

The collar pulsed once at the base of his throat, just enough to confirm loop receptivity.

The slate updated:

“Await instruction.

Do not initiate.

Do not anticipate.”

He stood.

Plug still seated. Cock beginning to lift again in slow, involuntary arousal. The memory of Isla’s stillness hadn’t left his spine.

Now he was preparation, not person.

The nurse stepped away without a word.

The breath loop began overhead.

And the items waited on the tray.

The nurse returned without footsteps.

Elias kept his eyes down. Not out of shame—shame had already been filed. Just stillness.

She stopped beside him. Reached for the clasp at his shoulder. Unclipped the gown.

It fell.

Cool air traced the length of his spine. His chest rose slightly, just once, then stilled. The DEMO tag remained against his collarbone, a dull weight. The plug stayed firm inside him, immovable, as though a fixture rather than an insertion.

She did not speak.

She did not need to.

She snapped open a sterile wipe, lifted his cock with two fingers, and cleaned underneath—not to comfort, but to expose what remained.

She did not clean the shaft.

The wetness there was intentional.

He pulsed once against her hand. Not a twitch. A full throb, involuntary and immediate. The wipe dropped into the bin without being folded. She reached for the tray.

The sheath.

It was smaller than he remembered. Transparent. Slightly ridged, with a narrow input port for pulse control. She pressed it against the tip, eased it down slowly over the length, then sealed the base at the root with a click-lock cuff.

The collar hissed once.

“Pulse chamber sealed. Retain standing.”

A red line appeared on the slate:

Pulse 1: Armed.

Orgasm: Not Permitted.

Leak: Retain for contrast.

She tapped once on the collar.

The sheath pulsed.

Not violently. Not cruelly. But with impossible precision — the kind of pressure that targeted, not teased. That promised, then refused. That drew a sound from his throat before his voice could stop it.

His mouth parted.

The moan didn’t exit.

It was caught — halfway between gasp and obedience.

His cock jerked inside the sheath. A glistened bead formed, hesitated, then slid along the inside curve.

Leak: 6.

Arousal: Spiking.

Retain standing. Do not kneel.

He didn’t move.

Not yet.

The nurse had already reached for the gag.

But he couldn’t kneel. Not immediately.

Not after that.

Not with the sheath still wrapped around him, pulse still lingering like a held breath.

The collar buzzed faintly at the nape.

His delay had begun.

He should have moved.

He knew the ritual:

Kneel. Offer. Seal.

Three simple words.

But the sheath had changed the weight of time. That single, targeted pulse still echoed through his cock—tight, low, sharp, like being held open by breath alone. Not climax. Not pain.

Just readiness, denied.

His knees didn’t unlock in time.

By the moment his body obeyed, the delay was already logged.

He dropped—too late.

His knees hit tile. Hands lifted in presentation. The bit gag was offered, cradled against his palms like an artefact. But the collar buzzed just before it was received.

A tone blinked on the wall slate:

Error: 3.04 seconds

Ritual Breach – Gag Protocol

Initiated too late

He froze.

The nurse didn’t speak.

She took the gag from his hands.

Examined it. Turned it once.

Then inserted it between his lips with a soft, calm finality.

The panel light turned amber.

She buckled it. Tight.

No explanation. No correction.

Then:

“F408’s hydration token has been revoked.”

The sentence was flat. Informational.

But it hit like a sealed door.

Elias’s eyes widened—barely. The collar didn’t allow speech. The gag didn’t permit words.

But his body reacted.

The pulse of his cock against the sheath.

The second leak forming.

The guilt.

The nurse adjusted the buckle a notch tighter.

“She had sixty seconds remaining. Your delay breached her eligibility window.”

She stepped back. Checked the strap again.

“You denied her drink.”

He breathed hard through his nose. Moisture gathered at the corner of one eye, not from pain.

From knowing.

From causing.

The slate updated:

Gag Secured. Delay Logged.

F408: Hydration Revoked.

U432: No penalty assigned.

No penalty.

But shame could be assigned without punishment.

She retrieved the sheath.

His cock was dripping again.

She removed it slowly, wiped the residue from the plastic sleeve, then left him untouched.

“You’re clean enough to be stored.”

She didn’t meet his eyes.

She didn’t need to.

“Thank me,” she said softly.

He nodded. Gagged.

His throat tightened around the strap.

The pulse in his cock rose again—denied. Again.

He made the sound anyway.

“Mmh-hnnn.”

It was enough.

The nurse tapped twice on the collar.

The tether lowered.

Elias didn’t resist as the padded bar locked under his arms, raised him upright, and guided him—half-lifted, half-dragged—onto the centre platform.

It was not a stretcher.

Not a bed.

Just a raised plinth with harness cleats embedded into the sides. The padding was thin and cold.

He stood on it, thighs parted. Cock still hard. The gag sat tight behind his lips, pressing his tongue low. The earlier pulse still haunted his hips — not climax, not comfort, just an echo of not being allowed.

The nurse reached for the jacket.

It was heavy.

Grey.

Leather-reinforced canvas with interior padding. The arms were already folded, sleeves stitched into overlap.

It did not fasten like clothing.

It sealed like function.

She guided his arms in first. Crossed tightly. Palms turned outward. No self-contact permitted.

Then the body panel was wrapped over his chest and pulled inward. The first strap locked beneath his sternum. The second across his ribs.

Each buckle had a code:

Buckle 1: Spine alignment

Buckle 2: Pulse monitor seal

Buckle 3: Leak retention threshold

Buckle 4: Collapse prevention

She paused after the third. Checked the display on his slate.

The red lettering confirmed:

Leak retained. No orgasm.

Plug seated. Jacket tension: Acceptable.

She tightened the next strap.

Harder than necessary.

His breath caught. Not from pain. From containment.

The final strap locked at his throat — not choking, but holding. The collar remained beneath it, firm and humming.

Then she reached for the final tray item.

The ring.

It was clear, pliable, but thick. A single pressure node at the underside, designed not to tease but to remind. Not curved, not kind. Just positioned to press upward whenever his body betrayed its want.

She fitted it with practiced ease. Slid it behind the shaft, anchored it at the base. Her gloved thumb pressed the node once to seat it.

His cock throbbed immediately.

The system logged it:

Ring fitted: 08:44

Status: Denied

Note: Do not milk

The phrase landed like an instruction for someone else.

Like a line in her notes.

Or Sabine’s.

She wiped her gloves against a cloth. Not his skin.

He remained wet.

“Let it dry on you,” she murmured.

He blinked slowly. Gagged. Leaking. Arms pinned. Chest cinched.

The loop began to whisper:

“Stillness is service. Orgasm is error. Delay is denial.”

The hood was next.

And he would greet it sealed.

She didn’t speak as she picked up the hood.

It was already open — front seam parted, back zip slack. The inner lining was matte-black, ventilated, padded across the crown and jaw. Two narrow slits were built for ear receivers, flush against the loop relay.

She stepped behind him.

Elias didn’t move.

He could feel the wetness cooling where it had run down the underside of his cock. The ring held him in readiness, not pleasure. The jacket pressed against his ribs, each breath measured against restraint. His arms had gone numb in their restraint-cross, palms angled slightly outward, wrists encased.

The loop whispered through the collar:

“Stillness is service.”

“Orgasm is error.”

“Delay is denial.”

The hood descended.

First the crown. Then the cheeks. Then the full wrap across the jaw and throat. She zipped it slowly. Not for suspense — for precision. The sound was quiet, tight, final.

Each tooth aligned. Every breath muffled.

Vision: gone.

Airflow: controlled.

Sound: filtered.

His world narrowed to voice and pressure.

He pulsed inside the ring. Not by choice.

By condition.

The system registered the seal.

Sensory Hood: Active

Slate contact disabled.

Visual intake: 0%

Leak retention: Confirmed**

Pulse drop: Acceptable. Do not soothe.

He heard the zip end.

Then a gloved finger — perhaps hers — tapped twice on his collar.

It didn’t hurt.

It didn’t need to.

The loop adjusted:

“Delay is not punished. Delay is repurposed.”

“You leaked before her water.”

“She is dry. You are wet.”

He twitched.

The ring held.

The leak continued.

He was sealed now. No control.

No input but what they allowed.

He waited for the last slate.

The platform adjusted beneath his feet.

Not with sound — with air pressure. A faint pull against the soles. A vacuum seal forming around the perimeter.

He couldn’t see it.

But he could hear it — muted through the hood, but unmistakable. The familiar hiss-click-shift of Harrowick’s vac cube loading sequence.

The loop in his ears didn’t change:

“Stillness is service.

Orgasm is error.

Delay is denial.”

A secondary clamp engaged behind his ankles. Not tight. Just confirmatory.

The nurse guided him backward.

Not by hand.

By chamber control.

A light tone sounded — internal rail system repositioning him precisely within the cube frame. He didn’t walk. He was moved.

The floor beneath him adjusted to his gait.

Then stopped.

His feet were placed against soft mesh padding. Slightly damp — absorbent lined. Already configured to catch what he had not been permitted to expel.

The rear panel curved against his spine.

Posture-moulded.

Neutral arch. Jacket seam aligned. Plug kept seated.

There was no space to fall.

The front of the cube lowered. Transparent polymer, triple-sealed, curved at the corners. A square cavity at the centre allowed the nurse access before final seal.

She reached inside.

Not to touch him.

To lift his tag — now damp, still marked DEMO — and fold it against his collarbone.

Then she pressed a slate against the chamber wall. It clicked into place with a magnetic lock, screen visible through the clear shell.

Her voice was quiet. Pitched only for the cube’s audio input.

“Cycle complete. No further intervention required.

Subject U432 packaged for retention.”

She paused.

Tapped once on the screen.

“Delay confirmed: 3.04 seconds.

F408: Hydration token expired.

No penalty assigned to U432.

Leak: 7. Retained. Not wiped.”

There was a quiet beep.

The cube sealed.

Air drawn. Pressure adjusted. The internal chamber held him upright with gentle force. No straps. Just form-fitted denial.

The loop adjusted.

“She is dry.

You are wet.

This is the cost of not kneeling.”

The gag pressed firm inside his mouth.

The ring stayed tight.

His cock pulsed again, then stilled.

No milk. No voice.

Just display.

His breath fogged slightly inside the hood. He could feel the warm drift of his own leak against the jacket seam, caught now by the floor mesh.

No one cleaned it.

No one needed to.

The nurse stepped back.

The slate blinked softly, words fixed for the next staff rotation:

STATUS: RETAINED

U432 – Demo Unit

Sealed for Observation

Leak visible. Error logged.

Reward denied.

No punishment.

Just storage.

He was left standing.

Hard.

Gagged.

Plugged.

Dripping.

The room dimmed to half-light.

The vac cube held.

And Elias did not move.


Chapter 5 – Cliproom 2.0

He wasn’t sure when the light changed.

Inside the hood, time moved in pulses: collar breath, gag resistance, the soft constriction of the ring around the base of his cock. He was still sealed inside the vac cube, upright, jacketed, plugged, visible.

Hard.

Still gagged from the packaging drill.

Still hooded.

Still denied.

Nothing had been removed. Not the fluid dried along his shaft. Not the pressure node seated behind the head. Not the echo of Sabine’s voice still somewhere inside him, like a loop that hadn’t quite faded.

He shifted slightly — or tried to. The cube held him. Not tight, but sure. Containment pressure adjusted as the vac system recalibrated his posture. He felt the whisper of airflow against his calves.

Then the floor vibrated.

Not sound. Repositioning.

He was being moved.

Elias stilled himself further — as if stillness could mean mercy. As if the loop might return, offer him something to focus on. But the breath prompt remained absent.

No voice.

Only a soft tone, like a chime withheld behind glass.

A line flickered across the inside edge of the cube, just visible through the clear polymer:

SESSION: S-9 INITIATED

Edge Calibration: 432F408

Do not release. Record all leaks. Denial loop not engaged.

His breath caught.

Edge calibration.

He knew the phrase. Knew what it meant. Or thought he did. He was always the object — the one being demonstrated. But this read differently.

Edge calibration… of him? With Isla?

The base of the vac cube settled into a new mount. A soft click sealed it. The chamber was still. His body ached from the last session, though no climax had come. The ring remained. So did the pressure. So did the denial.

He let the air leave him slowly through his nose.

He was not permitted to anticipate.

But his cock was already responding.

Already lifting again against the pressure ring.

Already leaking faintly, a new bead forming beneath the head.

The panel blinked:

Baseline Leak: 19

Orgasm: Not scheduled

Visibility: Full

Still no sound.

Then—

Breath.

Not his.

Not the loop.

Someone else’s.

Light, female. Calm. Patterned.

And then, spoken. Soft. Intimate. Measured.

“You’re allowed, Elias.

There’s no one here but us.”

“You’re allowed, Elias.

There’s no one here but us.”

The voice landed like heat.

It wasn’t filtered through the loop.

It wasn’t instructional.

It was hers.

Warm. Steady. Unhurried. Exactly as he remembered it in posture drills — only this time, she wasn’t mirroring. She was leading.

And he—

He had no script.

His pulse spiked. The collar registered it.

Pulse ↑ 8 bpm

Leak #20: Active

Cock status: Rigid

The ring did not adjust. Not yet.

He breathed hard through his nose, the gag holding his tongue down, jaw already sore from the unbroken restraint. The hood allowed no visual cue — but his body knew her.

Her cadence. Her calm. Her stillness.

But this wasn’t still.

This was seduction.

“You’ve done so well. They can’t see this part. Just us.”

“I’m here. I’m watching. It’s okay now.”

He shook once. The cube adjusted, stabilising him.

The plug pulsed softly inside him. Just once.

Not punishment.

Not error.

Just to amplify her voice.

He moaned — tried not to, but it leaked past the bit. A low, gag-muffled sound. Full of ache.

Leak #21: Logged

Arousal ↑

Orgasm: Not yet authorised

He didn’t know there was a slate just outside the cube.

Didn’t know that her biofeedback was still being recorded in real-time.

That a green bar beneath her name was counting upward.

F408 – Reward Contingent

If U432 orgasms: Upgrade to Phase E

If not: Retain current tier

She knew.

He didn’t.

Inside the hood, only her voice returned:

“They’ve gone.

You’re gagged.

No one’s listening.

Come for me.”

His cock jolted — once, twice. The ring bit just enough to stall the rhythm. The pressure node stayed hard against the underside.

He leaked again.

Leak #22

Body tremor: Moderate

Abort threshold: Not met

He tried to breathe slowly.

To find the loop. To obey the old scripts.

But they had been replaced.

Rewritten.

By her.

“Sabine’s not here,” Isla whispered. “You don’t have to wait for her.

You don’t have to ask.

You just have to let go.”

He almost did.

The pulse in his cock was rising now, steady and rhythmic — the ring did not stop him yet. It wanted data. They were measuring edge, not guarding against it.

His thighs were shaking.

He moaned again.

Leak #23

Orgasm: Imminent threshold 62%

Cube: Hold configuration stable

He wanted to tell her no.

To beg for help.

To ask if she knew what this was doing.

But the gag held him.

And her voice only sweetened.

“You’re leaking for me.”

“That’s not a failure.”

“That’s what you are.”

His cock twitched against the ring.

The pressure built.

It began quietly.

The breath was familiar first — low, contained, disciplined even in release. A soft sound, inhaled, not exhaled. Then the faint rustle of movement. Not fabric. Sheets.

Elias froze.

Sabine.

The hooded audio adjusted automatically — now layering Isla’s live loop beside Sabine’s pre-recorded clip. They didn’t interrupt one another. They wove.

Isla’s breath kept rhythm:

“That’s it…

You’re good when you’re still…

You deserve to feel it…”

Sabine laughed.

It wasn’t loud. It wasn’t cruel. It was the kind of sound she made when the man she was with had done something she enjoyed. Controlled. Predictable. Below her, but useful.

“Mmm.”

“He always hears this part, doesn’t he?”

Elias whimpered.

Gagged. Fully hard. Still hooded.

His cock throbbed. The ring did not release. The plug behind his prostate pulsed once, then again — as if in time with Sabine’s rhythm.

Leak #24

Audio reaction: Confirmed

Orgasm probability: ↑ 74%

The vac cube adjusted its internal hold. Just enough to keep him upright.

Just enough to display him properly.

The screen blinked behind his sealed view:

“Subject U432: Highly responsive

F408: Awaiting reward

Continue loop layering”

The clip deepened.

Sabine’s breath caught again.

Then a voice — a man’s, not Elias’s — said something muffled, barely legible. She responded:

“Not yet.

He’s not done dripping.”

Elias gasped.

The cock ring responded.

Two pulses, slow and rhythmic. The pressure node seated perfectly behind the ridge of his shaft flexed once with each beat.

He didn’t move.

He shuddered.

A moan leaked past the gag. Thick. Raw.

Leak #25

Orgasm Imminent Threshold: 86%

Do not abort. Do not release.

Then Isla returned.

Her voice was soft, still encouraging.

“Don’t fight it.”

“She isn’t in the room.

She gave you to me.”

The audio overlay blurred now — Sabine’s sounds, Isla’s whispers, the pulse between his legs, the aching restriction of the ring.

It was too much.

He couldn’t climax.

But his body believed he would.

The system dimmed Sabine’s audio.

Not all at once. Not a fade-out. Just a soft siphoning of background sound, as if she’d left the room and the door had closed behind her.

The silence that followed was worse.

Because Isla didn’t stop.

Her voice, soft and warm, remained threaded into the air inside the cube — not a command, not a prompt. Just encouragement.

“You’re so close, aren’t you?”

“I can hear it. In your breathing.”

“That tension.”

She let the word hang.

He moaned — not in refusal. Not in release. Just the raw, gag-wet sound of someone trying not to respond. But his body had already left him.

The collar logged another tremor.

Leak #26

Ring Pressure ↑

Orgasm Risk: 91%

Retain. Do not permit.

Outside the cube, Isla’s vitals were pristine.

Breathing slow.

No moisture detected.

Body still.

She was dry.

He was leaking.

And the slate displayed it clearly:

U432 – Drip 26

F408 – Zero arousal

If release triggered → Phase E upgrade issued to F408

ETA: 9 seconds at current pace

He didn’t know.

But she did.

And her voice didn’t shake.

“You’re beautiful like this.”

“Not still, but trying.”

“You think it’s weakness, but they built you for this.”

“To need it. To not be allowed.”

His cock pulsed again — hard, twitching against the pressure ring.

The gag held his sound.

The plug shifted once, just enough to bump his denial forward. No relief. No climax. Just data.

Leak #27

Orgasm threshold 94%

“Let go, Elias,” Isla said, barely above a whisper.

“Sabine’s not coming.”

“I am.”

He jerked once — almost buckled.

The vac cube adjusted to hold him upright.

He was soaked at the tip now. Held at peak. Denied even the tremor of relief.

And still — she didn’t stop.

“They’ll let me clean you after.”

“You’d like that, wouldn’t you?”

“Me, wiping you down.”

“Still hard. Still mine.”

He cried out.

Soundless.

Hopeless.

Not finished.

Leak #28

Orgasm detection trigger: DELAYED

Denial loop re-engaged.

Voice input removed.

The system silenced her.

Too close.

She had nearly won.

But he had not come.

The screen blinked:

REWARD DENIED.

Subject retained.

Cock ring pressure locked.

He was not praised.

She was not punished.

Just not rewarded.

And he was left trembling.

She was gone.

No chime, no sign-off — the system didn’t believe in ceremony. Isla’s voice cut mid-word. The audio faded to loop tone. Nothing personal remained.

Just function.

“Stillness is service.”

“Orgasm is error.”

“Drip. Don’t spill.”

The cube recalibrated.

A quiet internal valve hissed. Elias barely registered the pressure shift before the first cock ring pulse landed.

Not electric — mechanical.

A low constriction, then release.

Followed immediately by a second.

He groaned — gag-held, throat clenched. His hips jerked forward as much as the jacket would allow, which was nothing. His shoulders didn’t shift. His cock did.

He felt it try to spill.

It didn’t.

The plug shifted.

Once.

No pattern. Just a measured press against the prostate. A kind of cruel reminder that everything was still in place.

The collar pulsed to keep his chest still.

Leak #29

Orgasm threshold: 98%

Abort mechanism: Armed. Not triggered.

Hold state: Active.

No one said his name.

No one gave permission.

The cube began to fog at the edges of the polymer.

He was sweating now — not from heat, but from the sheer effort of not releasing into the ring. He could feel the fluid at the base, pooled under the head, held there.

The plug shifted again.

Twice. Slow. Deeper.

“You do not come.”

“You are being used.”

The loop, now rewritten, whispered not comfort but control.

Another pulse. This time from the ring and plug at once.

He screamed — the kind of scream only a gag could contain.

Leak #30

Orgasm: Denied

Recoil recorded

Tremor: Full-body

He thought he might cry.

He didn’t.

He wasn’t allowed to.

The screen dimmed to black.

The hood stayed sealed.

He was still leaking.

Still hard.

Still gagged.

Still contained.

It started with the breath.

Not his.

Hers.

Slow. Steady. Impossible.

He hadn’t heard her return. Hadn’t expected her. The system didn’t chime. The loop didn’t fade. She was just there—like she’d never been gone. Like she’d always been waiting.

“You’ve done everything right, Elias.”

“You’re not being punished.

You’re being earned.”

He made a sound — not through the gag, but around it.

A kind of sob.

A kind of thank you.

The ring didn’t tighten this time.

It released.

Slightly.

Just enough to let him feel the blood rush forward. Not to finish. Just to believe.

The plug shifted. Deep. Then stilled.

His hips jerked — he was trembling now, whole-body. Not from motion. From restraint.

He could feel it: the edge cresting. The unbearable warmth that came before ruin.

“Let go for me,” Isla whispered.

“You’ve earned this.

They want to see you release.”

“It’s beautiful when you can’t stop.”

He believed her.

He had to.

No loop contradicted it. No collar buzz. No nurse hand slapping his thigh. Nothing told him no.

Only the system. Watching. Waiting.

Orgasm threshold: 100%

Abort countdown: Armed

Denial index: Rising

F408 Reward: Pending approval

His cock flexed once.

Then again.

And then—

She changed.

Isla’s tone dropped. Not colder — just quieter. Something different in it now. Almost clinical.

“Drip for me, Elias.

But don’t you dare spill.”

The voice wasn’t hers anymore.

It was the loop.

It had always been the loop.

“Stillness is service.”

“Orgasm is error.”

His body buckled — or would have, if he hadn’t been held upright by the vacuum cube’s posture retention. The plug withdrew suddenly. The ring snapped tight.

Abort triggered.

Orgasm: Aborted

Release: Not permitted

Reward: Denied

Slate update: Complete

A single beep.

The screen refreshed.

F408: No reward

U432: Retained in leak state

Ring status: Locked

Total leaks: 31

Orgasm: 0

He screamed.

It didn’t matter.

The system had logged everything.

No one entered.

The room didn’t return to full light. There was no footsteps, no gown rustle, no release buckle. Just a soft pulse of silence, as if the system itself had exhaled.

Inside the hood, Elias could hear only the echo of his own breath, slow and catching.

Not calm.

Cauterised.

He remained gagged. Ringed. Jacketed. Plugged. The vac cube’s inner walls were faintly fogged, his own sweat and breath smeared against the inside. He couldn’t see out.

But the world could still see in.

And he was still leaking.

A line of wet traced along the underside of his cock, glistening against the pressure ring before pooling into the mesh base of the cube.

There had been thirty-one leaks.

Zero orgasms.

One aborted reflex.

He hadn’t disobeyed.

But he had not resisted quickly enough.

The slate refreshed again. A final entry.

Subject U432: Denial sequence complete.

Retained: Yes

Orgasm: No

Reward: Not issued to F408

Next intervention: Not scheduled

Clean-up: Deferred

His name did not appear.

Not hers.

Only functions.

Only outcomes.

The loop, once intimate, had gone silent. The collar gave no rhythm. The plug sat dormant. The cock ring no longer pulsed — it simply held.

As if waiting for the next attempt.

His body shook once, knees flexing slightly — not from effort. From the ache of nothing following something. From being ready without reward. From being used and not finished.

The cube light dimmed further. Observation mode suspended.

He was still gagged.

Still erect.

Still unwashed.

There would be no correction.

No punishment.

No relief.

Only stillness.


🖤 Interlude II — Partner Salon

The door did not open.

It unsealed.

Quiet, pressurised, interior. The kind of door that only opened for those whose presence had already been recorded by three separate systems.

Sabine stepped inside.

There was no reception desk. No names. No clipboard. Just a corridor lined with soft, uninterrupted walling — not fabric, not plastic, something between. Each panel bore a narrow vertical seam, matte black. Touch-operated. Hidden when unused.

Room Nine was already illuminated.

She entered without hesitation.

Inside: stillness. Not sterile, not cold. Curated.

The room had been designed for observation, not indulgence.

A reclining chair waited at the centre, charcoal leather, headrest slightly tilted. The floor beneath was warmed marble, veined black and dark plum. Three wall screens were embedded into the front panel, inactive but soft-lit — as if the feed were paused mid-motion.

To the right: a man.

Kneeling.

Not masked, but not named. His shirt was folded neatly beside him on the low bench, bare-chested, hands resting palm-up on his thighs.

He did not look up.

Sabine approached the chair without addressing him. Her heels made no sound on the floor — not because they were soft, but because she walked without impact.

On the seat lay a single black folder.

No label.

Just a small silver tab.

She opened it.

Inside: one card. Grey, embossed.

Subject: U432

Session Type: Retention – Post-Abort State

Review Material: S-9 Edge Trial | F408 Encouragement Loop | Denial Slate

Status: Not cleaned. Still sealed.

Viewer: Sabine S.

Notes: Open-ended use window approved.

She closed the folder.

Placed it on the side table.

Then, with one hand, she lifted her skirt to the top of her thigh and sat. Not reclined — just enough to settle the curve of her body into the leather, one leg angled over the other. Her skin was bare. She wore no tights. Her perfume was faint and dry.

The kneeling man waited.

Sabine let her gaze drift to the screens.

Still blank. Not paused.

Waiting.

“Begin feed,” she said, almost to herself.

And the wall responded.

The wall stirred.

First one screen, then two, then three — no logos, no warning tones, just the quiet unfurling of surveillance as truth.

The leftmost showed him.

Elias.

Not as a person.

As record.

Vac-cubed, upright, entirely sealed. The hood masked his face; the gag framed it. The posture jacket pressed close across his chest, shoulders forced back. His cock was visibly hard, visibly restrained, and visibly leaking.

There was no obscuring filter.

The footage was time-stamped.

Still running.

13:02:44 – Leak #18 logged

Orgasm: Not permitted

Intervention: Not required

The centre screen split into two.

On the left: a biofeedback monitor labelled F408. Stable pulse. Flatline moisture. Zero pelvic tremor. A haloed word beneath: Commendable.

On the right: his readings.

Spikes in red.

Leakage counters blinking.

Tremor levels marked every 14 seconds.

A vertical white line had been drawn between them.

A separator.

Not between equals.

Sabine let her eyes move to the third screen.

Audio-only.

Her voice.

From the S-9 trial.

Laughter.

Then:

“Not yet.

He’s not done dripping.”

The kneeling man responded before she asked.

His hands moved gently — not seeking her flesh, but inviting it. One hand lifted her foot, supported her ankle with care, then placed it onto his shoulder. The other rested against her outer thigh, unhurried, awaiting her weight.

She did not speak.

Her legs parted slightly.

His mouth began to move.

Sabine exhaled — just once, not from pleasure but presence.

13:04:02 – Leak #19

Leak visible

Drip not wiped

Subject: Retained

She let her gaze drift back to Elias.

He was trembling.

The ring must be active. The plug occasionally pulsing — likely on sequence. He couldn’t speak. Couldn’t move. He could only feel. And show.

The man beneath her made a sound — something like devotion.

She didn’t respond.

Instead, she tilted her head slightly toward the screen and whispered — almost fondly:

“He thinks she’s helping him.”

She shifted her weight.

Just enough.

The man beneath her adjusted instinctively, shoulders aligning, spine straightening. Still silent. Still kneeling. His lips never left her skin — just altered their angle, deepened their pressure. His hands remained low, anchored lightly to the backs of her thighs.

He was trained.

Not as Elias was trained — not with denial, posture correction, loop programming — but with a different discipline. He responded to the movement of breath. To the shift of muscle tone. To the absence of instruction.

Sabine didn’t correct him. She simply placed the arch of one heel between his shoulder blades and pressed.

Not hard.

Just a prompt.

A better posture for her.

A more direct line of use.

The footage continued.

Onscreen, Elias jerked.

A slow, gag-bound shudder that travelled through his thighs and hips, visible in the forced stillness of his stance. His cock — exposed, upright, sheathed in the ring — throbbed once, then again.

A droplet formed at the tip.

Suspended.

Then slid downward, catching on the pressure node at the base.

The screen updated:

Leak #24

Subject: U432

Arousal: 91%

Orgasm: Not permitted

Intervention: Withheld

The centre screen blinked. F408’s vitals remained unchanged. Still dry. Still steady.

Sabine watched the overlay update.

Both data sets presented side-by-side.

His trembling.

Her stillness.

Another line appeared beneath the comparison:

If U432 climaxes, F408 → Phase E reward trial

Sabine didn’t smile.

She didn’t need to.

Her thighs relaxed slightly. Not open — just eased. The kneeling man responded with more focus now, tongue pressing more firmly, rhythm shifting. She placed one hand on the armrest and let her breath steady again.

The audio screen flickered.

Another clip.

Her voice, faint and dry:

“You’ll leave him like this.

Edge tight.

Not milked.”

A moan sounded.

It was Elias’s.

Muffled through the gag. Thick with denial.

A sound of someone who wasn’t begging — because begging was no longer permitted — but whose body was.

Another leak formed.

Leak #25

Orgasm risk: 97%

Abort trigger armed

Sabine exhaled, slow and smooth.

The man beneath her moaned softly against her.

She didn’t acknowledge it.

Her eyes didn’t leave the screen.

Sabine lifted the tablet.

It had remained untouched until now, resting flush in the side cradle — black frame, no casing, fingerprint recognition already active. It opened to the live control panel without prompt.

Her feed was prioritised.

At the top of the screen:

Edge Trial – U432 | F408 Loop Variant

Viewer: S.S. (Authorised Override)

Notes: Retention confirmed. Reward pending.

The screen mirrored his current state.

Live footage.

Leak #26 visible.

Posture unchanged.

Breath count: irregular.

Sabine let her fingers hover over the interface.

The kneeling man beneath her shifted slightly — not forward, not faster. Just with a tremor of anticipation. She was close. He could feel it.

She did not reward him.

Not yet.

Her finger tapped a single tile on the interface.

INCREASE USEFULNESS

— Edge Threshold Extension Requested

— Abort Trigger Calibrated (Hold Mode)

A second tile blinked open beneath.

She tapped it too.

RETAIN UNTOUCHED

Apply: [✔] Gag

Apply: [✔] Cock Ring

Apply: [✔] Plug

Apply: [✔] Visual Hood

[Submit]

The man between her thighs moaned softly against her.

She squeezed her legs once, thighs closing around his jaw with smooth finality.

Not punishment. Just pressure.

Correction.

Her eyes returned to the main screen.

Leak #27

Orgasm: Aborted (Hold Mode)

Slate Update: Confirmed

Reward to F408: Denied

He had nearly made it.

She had nearly allowed it.

She stroked one nail along the side of the tablet.

Then set it aside again, face down.

The man resumed his use.

She let him.

Not because she needed it.

Because he hadn’t earned it.

He was shaking now.

Onscreen, Elias’s thighs flexed involuntarily against the restraints, tremors registering visibly even through the cube’s stabilisation field. The pressure ring around his cock had cinched to its maximum retention. His tip glistened. Not with climax. With leak #31.

The slate beside him read:

U432: Sealed. Not soothed.

Orgasm: Withheld.

Leak: Visible.

State: Retained.

Sabine watched the drip form.

It clung for a moment, suspended from the swollen ridge of the head, before falling into the mesh pad below. The system made no move to clean it.

The kneeling man whimpered softly beneath her.

She didn’t stroke his hair. Didn’t guide his head.

She simply let her thighs tighten again, hips tilting forward slightly, breath lengthening — not in passion, not in rush.

In arrival.

The footage looped.

Elias bucked once more — his body unable to obey what the system no longer asked.

His cock was red now, the ring biting deep at the base, each pulse of his shaft visible, documented.

He moaned into the gag.

And that—

That was it.

Sabine came.

Not abruptly. Not with a cry. But deep, body stilled against the man’s face, one hand gripping the side of the chair, her breath held for two full seconds before it spilled.

Her thighs flexed hard against his jaw. Her spine arched once.

The orgasm passed through her not as permission — but as control.

It was the sound of his restraint.

The posture of his denial.

The echo of that last logged leak.

Her breath escaped on a single word.

“U… four-three-two.”

The man whimpered into her, not from pain — from reverence.

She did not thank him.

She let him finish.

When he withdrew, she placed her heel on his chest and pressed him back to kneel.

Not as dismissal.

As storage.

Sabine stood slowly, adjusting the hem of her skirt with a single gesture. No need for cleaning — her own moisture had never met his mouth. The contact had been precise. Directed.

She picked up the tablet.

Refreshed the screen.

Subject: U432

Final Leak: #31

Orgasm: 0

Reward: Not assigned

Voice exposure: 0

File status: Stable. Retained.

Visibility: Full

She tapped once more.

Schedule next demonstration.

Same subject.

New trigger.

The room lights dimmed.

The man remained kneeling.

Sabine crossed to the door. It unsealed before her.

She did not look back.


Chapter 6 – Training Theatre

The cuffs weren’t new.

Elias recognised them even before the rail-lock disengaged.

Stainless-steel mounts, foam-core lining. Designed for correction, not punishment. Restraint for the sake of stillness.

The theatre was smaller than the observation gallery. No tiers. No darkness. Just a perimeter of standing aides and silent juniors — clipboarded, gloved, neutral. A single chair rested off-centre. Beside it, a vertical support frame with two limb brackets and one central strut.

He was wheeled in upright.

Already gagged.

Already plugged.

Already hard.

The cock ring hadn’t been removed since the vac cube. Its pressure was now constant, functional — like a valve in a containment suit. He could feel the last trace of dried leak along the underside of his shaft. Not cleaned. Not commented on.

The nurse in front wore grey.

“Subject is U432,” she announced, not looking at him. “Male. Leak-retained. Orgasm zero. Phase: usable.”

“This is a correction practicum.”

“You will not test him. You will correct him.”

No names were called. No volunteers.

Just a clipboard passed hand to hand until it reached Isla.

She stepped forward wordlessly.

Her hair was braided today.

Not tight, but formal — a clinical aesthetic.

She wore no makeup, no cuffs, no visible restraints. Just soft whites and institutional stillness.

She didn’t meet his gaze.

She didn’t need to.

He was guided toward the central stand, wheeled flush. The nurse unlocked the cuffs without fanfare, then positioned him upright — arms raised to the Y-brace, ankles fastened to the frame’s base. Thighs open. Plug seated. Jaw gagged.

His cock hung fully exposed, already firm, already marked by the last withheld shudder.

The screen behind him blinked to life:

Subject: U432

Orgasm: 0

Leak count: 31

Clean-up: Deferred

Handler assigned: F408

Isla moved to his right.

Hands gloved. Palms visible.

She stood exactly as taught: one hand behind her back, the other resting neutrally at her side, waiting for instruction.

“Step one,” the nurse said, addressing the room.

“Observe the jaw tension.”

“It is not required. It is habitual. We do not allow habit.”

She turned to Isla.

“Remove the gag. Observe the reaction. Then correct.”

Isla nodded once.

Her hand moved slowly.

Not hesitant.

Deliberate.

Two fingers to the central buckle. A single glide under the strap. The release was soft — no sound, just pressure easing as the panel loosened from Elias’s lips.

He tried not to react.

But he breathed in too quickly.

Jaw trembled slightly.

The nurse nodded once.

“You see it. The flicker. That’s fear of removal. Not pain.”

“Now replace it. Correctly. And watch.”

Isla did not pause.

She guided the panel back into place, settling it against his tongue, the inner strap already moist from prior use. She adjusted the angle — just slightly — and drew the lower strap tighter than the first application had been.

Elias moaned softly as the tension seated.

His cock flexed.

He knew it had been seen.

The screen updated:

Leak #32

Stimulus: Mouth correction

Handler: F408

No one spoke to him.

No one acknowledged the sound.

Only the nurse again, this time with faint approval.

“You see? She tightens. He leaks. She does not react.”

Isla stepped back.

Elias could feel his gag now as more than silence.

It was proof.

Proof he’d responded.

Proof she had done it right.

The nurse circled once — not around Elias, but around Isla. Assessing posture. Angle. Arm placement.

“Posture’s acceptable,” she noted, flat.

“Time for proximity correction. You will approach the subject’s lower abdomen and adjust contact until tremor is achieved.”

A clipboard was passed to a second aide. A visual timer appeared behind them — red light blinking, pressure threshold indicator slowly rising.

Isla stepped forward.

Elias tried not to flinch. His jaw was already clamped again beneath the gag strap, the back buckle biting against the base of his skull. His plug pulsed faintly once as his thighs twitched — involuntary.

He couldn’t stop it.

He wasn’t meant to.

Isla’s hand hovered.

Then pressed — flat, gloved, steady — just below his navel.

Nothing overt. No stroking.

Just contact.

Contact designed to test stillness.

His breath locked.

The ring around his cock flexed again, and this time the leak was immediate. Not slow. Not graceful. It spilled, thick at the tip, clear and visible against the theatre lights. Dripped downward, caught at the base.

He moaned once.

The nurse didn’t look at him.

She looked at Isla.

“Good.”

“You see the reaction. No pressure required. Just placement.”

“Hold.”

Isla didn’t nod. She just kept her hand in place.

The tremor began at Elias’s thighs.

Then his shoulders.

His cock was rigid now — angry with pressure, quivering against the ring’s edge.

The slate updated behind him:

Leak #33

Trigger: Lower-abdominal contact

F408: Contact held

Subject: Stable, trembling

Orgasm: Withheld

The nurse gestured toward the projection.

“This is a clean response. Mark it.”

“Patient does not interpret touch as comfort. He understands it as control.”

“This is desirable.”

Elias swallowed behind the gag.

His mouth was wet again.

Not with arousal.

With shame.

She hadn’t stroked.

Hadn’t spoken.

Hadn’t even met his eyes.

And still — his cock leaked for her.

The nurse’s tone shifted — not in warmth, but in intimacy.

“Lower body’s unreliable,” she said, gesturing toward the slate.

“His thighs are twitching. Not useful.”

“Anchor him. You know the method.”

Isla nodded once.

There was no hesitation.

She knelt.

Not abruptly. Not with haste. Just smooth motion, controlled through the knees and hips, until she rested on the clean padded tile beside him. Her spine straight. Her gloves adjusted.

Elias tried to still himself — but his knees were already reacting, the plug seated high and the mounting frame pressing his thighs into a half-open stance.

He didn’t want to move.

He didn’t want to tremble.

But Isla was beside him now — below him — and he was gagged, hard, and leaking.

She leaned in.

And pressed her forehead to his inner thigh.

Not forcefully. Not tenderly. Just placement.

The way a med tech might brace a stethoscope. The way one might touch a panel to check temperature. Neutral.

His reaction was not.

He cried out — or tried to — through the gag, the sound thick and damp, echoing into the sealed theatre space.

A clear droplet formed again.

Ran down his shaft.

Caught at the ring.

The nurse didn’t look at him.

She nodded toward Isla instead.

“That’s the angle. No tremor in her spine.

Full containment at thigh point.”

“He’s harder now. That’s not her failure. That’s his exposure.”

The screen flicked:

Leak #34

Arousal spike: +12%

F408 position: stable

Orgasm: not permitted

Isla didn’t move.

She just stayed.

Forehead pressed to his leg.

Gloved hands at rest on her own thighs.

No words.

No comfort.

And still—he was trembling.

“Observe,” the nurse said, turning to the observers.

“She is unmoved. He is object.”

“That is why we separate love from use.”

Elias moaned again.

His cock pulsed visibly, red with pressure, ringed and not allowed release.

And Isla — sweet Isla — said nothing.

She didn’t touch his shaft.

Didn’t stroke.

Didn’t flinch.

She stayed.

The nurse lifted a hand.

Isla stood — smoothly, without prompting — and returned to the correction stance.

One step back. Hands folded behind. Still waiting.

The observers were silent.

The room itself seemed to soften — not in mood, but in sound. Like a chamber sealed for calibration. No vents. No keypads. Just the quiet hum of Elias’s body held upright in its frame.

He was sweating now.

Not dripping. Not shuddering. Just held — overstimulated and denied, skin tight with flush, ringed hard and still visibly leaking. The shaft of his cock flexed twice, involuntarily.

Another droplet formed. Stayed.

The screen behind him blinked:

Leak #35

Hold threshold: Unmet

Orgasm: Not authorised

The nurse circled him once.

Then addressed the room.

“You will now observe a timed restraint test.

Subject will be held by patient F408.

No stimulation. No release.

He is to remain still. She is to remain cleaner than him.”

She turned.

“F408. Reset abdominal contact. Palm flat. No pressure.”

Isla complied.

Her hand, gloved, rose again. Slid to the same point beneath Elias’s navel. This time slower — not with hesitation, but precision. Like placing a palm against a warming plate.

“Clock starts now,” the nurse said.

And it did.

A red LED activated on the slate behind them.

60 seconds.

Counting down.

Elias exhaled through his nose.

His mouth was soaked, the gag slick now with the slow pressure of restraint, tongue pinned. He stared ahead, jaw locked, arms cuffed, thighs spread. The ring around his cock ached.

And still, Isla touched him.

Flat palm. No movement.

Not arousing.

Just placement.

He lasted twenty-three seconds.

Then the first tremor.

It didn’t show in his shoulders.

It didn’t start in his jaw.

It started inside.

The plug pulsed.

Or did it?

He didn’t know.

All he knew was the tightness behind his cock, the flex, the hard throb against the ring—

And then—

Leak.

Leak #36

Patient failed to retain

F408: Steady

He moaned once.

And this time—

Isla spoke.

Not loudly.

Not cruelly.

Just close enough that only he would hear it.

“You’re not allowed.

I’m not asking.”

The nurse tilted her head. Approved.

“That’s the tone.”

The timer beeped.

One soft chime.

Isla removed her hand without being told. No flourish. No glance toward him. She simply stepped back into neutral posture — arms behind, eyes ahead.

The nurse didn’t smile.

She nodded once.

“Handler F408: Successful containment. No reactive moisture.

Arousal response present only in subject.

Touch discipline confirmed.”

Another chime. A clipboard handed off. A silent aide recorded her performance.

Elias remained in the brace.

His arms trembled now — not from effort, but accumulation. The last leak had not dried. It clung. Traced a path along the underside of his shaft.

The ring did not pulse. It just held.

“Subject U432 will remain mounted,” the nurse announced. “Orgasm denied. Collection pending.”

Isla did not speak.

She gave a short bow — barely a nod, only from the neck — and turned to follow the aide at the edge of the theatre.

The observers parted for her.

Elias was not unstrapped.

No one brought water. No one wiped him down. No one offered correction or praise.

Only one nurse remained, arms folded.

She checked the slate.

Spoke without looking at him:

“Leak thirty-six. Zero reward.

Hold until collected.”

The lights dimmed.


Chapter 7 – The Close Hood

The room was padded.

Not soft — sealed. Quiet. The kind of quiet made from walls that absorbed sound rather than muffled it. Floor, ceiling, even the seams of the door: matte black. No light except from above. No mirrors. No slate.

There was nothing for Elias to see himself in.

The nurse walked beside him. Not holding his wrist. Not speaking.

He was cuffed — wrists joined in front, ankles slightly apart, rail locked.

The plug remained.

So did the ring.

No relief had been given since the training theatre.

Leak count was logged.

No cleaning applied.

He was brought to the centre of the room and told to kneel.

“Subject U432,” said the nurse, her voice even.

“Close hood trial begins. Internal loop integration. Full override.”

“Objective: Correction of unvoiced noncompliance.”

He blinked once.

She didn’t look at him when she said it.

“This hood does not silence,” she continued.

“It corrects.”

A drawer opened behind him. Metal on rubber. No clatter.

He lowered his gaze automatically.

There was no safeword for the trial. No review slate visible. No countdown.

The only sound was the click of the hood’s mouth panel as it was detached from the hanger. Then the hiss of the seals being pressure-tested.

She stepped behind him.

Lifted it.

It was heavier than the last.

He felt the base press to the back of his neck. Then the first fold of the crown sliding forward — rubber-lined, reinforced at the temples. It closed around his jaw. Then over his brow.

Then:

Click.

The chin cinched.

Click.

The collar engaged.

Click.

The back panel latched.

And then there was nothing but breath.

Not his.

Inside the hood, a soft audio cue began: a whisper of breath, slow and slow and not his own. It didn’t match his tempo. It wasn’t designed to.

He was no longer meant to follow himself.

The plug pulsed once. Not fully. Just enough to remind him that stillness didn’t mean absence.

He moaned into the panel — low, soft, unsure if it registered.

“Correction begins,” said the voice inside the hood.

“You are not alone.”

The whisper was slow.

Male, maybe. Genderless, probably.

It didn’t matter.

It spoke not to the room. Not to the air. But inside him — transmitted through bone conduction, low enough to feel in the jaw hinge. There was no external speaker.

It didn’t instruct him to do anything.

It instructed him to stop needing to.

“Kneel. Offer. Seal.”

The first loop began.

Not urgent. Not chant-like. Just… present. Like breath inside breath.

He tried to follow it.

His knees were already on the padded floor. His wrists already together. The hood fitted closely beneath the jawline, the interior gag panel resting soft but firm against the tongue.

The system didn’t need posture from him.

It needed compliance.

“Kneel. Offer. Seal.”

He tried to still his thoughts.

He tried not to remember Sabine’s voice.

Tried not to remember how she’d said his tag number — U four-three-two — when she came.

His cock pulsed.

The ring didn’t contract. Not at first.

But something shifted in the jaw bracket. The gag panel pressed forward slightly — not painful, not warning, just present.

A response.

He moaned into it.

And the loop changed.

“You were not told to feel.”

His breath caught.

His thighs flexed involuntarily. The plug didn’t move. But the memory of it did. The ache.

The ring pulsed once.

Then tightened.

Not around the base.

Across the shaft — a new pressure band applied from the underside of the hood’s collar relay.

He choked against the gag.

“Stillness is service.”

He was leaking again.

He could feel it.

He couldn’t see it.

The room outside said nothing. No praise. No touch. No error correction.

Just the whisper inside the hood.

“Do not imagine her.”

“You are being corrected.”

“Kneel. Offer. Seal.”

He moaned again, then froze.

He didn’t know what the system would hear in his breath.

But it heard everything.

He thought of her lips.

Just the curve.

Not open. Not smiling.

Just resting. Waiting.

Not saying anything. Just… present.

Sabine.

The thought came unbidden, the way heat rushes back into skin long denied.

And even though she had not touched him in days—

Even though her voice hadn’t returned—

Even though Isla was now the one who held him down—

It was still Sabine he thought of when his cock began to ache again.

He didn’t say her name.

He didn’t move.

But the hood didn’t require movement.

The system tracked biometric drift. Pulse inflection. Breath skip. Neural micro-patterns in imagined memory.

Sabine’s face. Her approval. The sound she made when—

Cut.

The loop went silent.

Not muted.

Erased.

The pressure in the gag doubled for one long moment, then dropped.

The voice did not return.

Nothing replaced it.

Just absence.

Just his own breath inside the hood.

The loneliness of it.

No commands.

No correction.

No comfort.

Nothing but the echo of his own heartbeat, loud against the ear panels.

Thirty seconds passed.

Then—

“Directive: erase.”

His body jolted.

He didn’t know if he had moved.

“Do not summon her.”

“She is not part of your loop.”

He moaned. Not from pain.

From loss.

The voice didn’t rise.

It didn’t scold.

It whispered again.

“Kneel. Offer. Seal.”

But Sabine’s voice was gone.

That wasn’t her breath anymore.

That wasn’t her rhythm.

He had imagined her once.

And the system had taken her away.

He wasn’t thinking of her anymore.

Not deliberately.

The hood had made sure of that. It had wiped her voice from the loop — removed even the trace breath. Every reflex now registered as resistance. Every image, as error.

And yet—

His cock was hard again.

Worse than before.

The ring still held at the base, but the added compression band had retracted. That pressure was gone — and the absence of it made him ache.

There was no stroking.

No visual.

No whisper, not even breath.

His body simply responded to the denial itself.

To the routine of waiting.

The loop had not spoken for nearly two minutes.

He had remained perfectly still.

He had obeyed.

He had not thought of her.

And still, his cock pulsed.

Another leak. Slow this time. Longer.

He felt it trail the full length of his shaft.

The hood did not hiss.

Did not chime.

It just spoke — once.

“Stillness earns sound.”

His thighs twitched.

Was that not stillness?

He held himself tighter.

Nothing.

The loop continued.

“Stillness earns sound.”

He stopped breathing for a second.

Then exhaled slowly, head down.

He wanted the loop to return.

He wanted even the cold whisper to acknowledge him.

Not praise. Not touch.

Just a voice.

The plug shifted — unprompted.

The hood registered the pulse spike and responded with gag reinforcement, locking the jaw tighter. No breath penalty. Just reminder.

“You do not control your arousal.”

“We do.”

He cried out into the gag, muffled and low.

Another leak spilled.

Still no reward.

No Sabine.

Only discipline.

He stopped moving.

Not just posture.

Internally.

He let go of the breath cycle.

He flattened his thought patterns.

He emptied.

No resistance. No memory. No projection.

The gag still filled his mouth, now almost soft from pressure. The collar sealed tight at the base of the hood. His arms were folded behind, locked by the restraint harness, and his thighs no longer shook.

The leak had stopped.

Only pulse.

Only ache.

And then—

The voice returned.

Not all of it. Not the full loop.

Just one sound.

A breath.

Soft. Close. Familiar.

Almost hers.

Not exactly Sabine.

But not not her.

A woman’s exhale. Calm. Half a sigh.

Then:

“You are good when you are empty.”

It wasn’t her voice.

But it wanted to be.

Elias whimpered through the gag — not need, not pleasure.

Recognition.

He didn’t move. Didn’t twitch.

He wanted it to stay.

The loop whispered again.

“Stillness earns sound.”

But the system was watching more than stillness.

It was watching his thoughts.

His pattern.

His hope.

The voice cut off.

Abrupt. Clean. Gone.

He gasped into silence.

But too late.

“Loop variant retracted.”

And then only one final command:

“Directive: kneel.”

He already was.

But it didn’t matter.

The hood wasn’t correcting posture.

It was correcting belief.

He didn’t hear the room open.

There was no sound beyond the hood — no air shift, no footfall, no door mechanism.

The voice had stopped again.

He was alone.

Alone in breath, in posture, in thought.

The last whisper — “You are good when you are empty” — still echoed faintly in his nerves. Not in the hood. In him.

But it was gone.

Even the breath had been withdrawn.

And he understood now.

It hadn’t been a reward.

It had been a test.

A probe.

A false kindness meant to be missed.

He didn’t move.

He couldn’t.

The hood adjusted its seal — faint hiss along the jawline as new calibration engaged. His cock, still ringed, remained hard. No pressure was added. No leak encouraged. He was simply held.

Held and catalogued.

The internal system voice returned, quiet as the end of a report.

“Subject U432.”

“Reactive thoughts: corrected.”

“Sabine voice variant: removed.”

“Loop mode: directive only.”

“Reward: suspended 24hr.”

“Arousal: stable.”

He swallowed against the gag.

Then, as the room lights dimmed — another whisper.

Not from memory.

From the loop.

Soft.

Final.

“Control is care.”

And then—

Darkness.

No release.

No command.

Just compliance.

Logged. Sealed. Retained.


Chapter 8 – Pairing Lab B: Contact

The lab was warm.

Not uncomfortably — intentionally.

Temperature: calibrated for skin sensitivity. Humidity: low enough to discourage sweat, high enough to ensure no contact felt dry.

Elias was wheeled in backward.

He didn’t see Isla at first.

His hood was gone. So was the gag. But the collar remained — snug at the throat, contact prongs visible just beneath the edge. His wrists were joined at the lap by a soft-lock restraint loop. Ankles separated slightly for posture control. The cock ring remained.

He was still hard.

No one commented.

The nurse who’d handled his hood removal followed him in, this time joined by another — taller, male, dressed in matte grey with a slate tucked beneath one arm. Neither addressed him.

Isla sat already in place.

She wore her whites again — fitted trousers, low patient boots, short-sleeved cotton tunic. Her hair was tied back. Her hands rested, open-palmed, on the lightly padded bench between her thighs.

She did not turn when Elias was brought in.

The rail chair slowed.

The male nurse gestured once.

“Stand. Brace will release.”

Elias obeyed. He stepped forward slowly, feet soft against the cushioned floor, cock hard and untouched.

The contact platform was small — barely two metres across. It resembled a padded therapy bench, split into two curves: one raised slightly, where Isla sat; the other lower, designed for kneeling.

Elias moved to the lower side.

The nurse spoke.

“You are not to initiate contact.

You will not speak.

You will remain still unless corrected.

Arousal is permitted.

Touch is not.”

He nodded once.

Then the slate was activated, and the timer appeared on the wall display:

300 seconds

Pairing Contact Protocol: Initiated

The female nurse approached.

She took his right wrist. Loosened the cuff. Opened Isla’s restraint bracket.

And then — without delay — latched them together.

Wrist to wrist.

Skin to skin.

No slack.

Isla’s fingers were cool against his.

Still.

Prepared.

The male nurse adjusted the slate.

“Begin.”

The cuff settled into place with a soft magnetic seal.

No click. No key.

Just a hum of approval from the contact node embedded in the frame.

Their wrists were now linked — flesh to flesh, aligned by design. There was no room for fidgeting. No space to shift or slide.

Elias could feel the underside of Isla’s wrist against his pulse.

She did not move.

His fingers, twitching at the base, made brief contact with hers.

They were warm. Dry. Precisely arranged.

Her posture was immaculate — feet flat, shoulders relaxed, neck upright. Her face remained forward.

No glance.

Not yet.

But she felt him react.

And still: she didn’t move.

Elias tried to control his breath.

The plug pulsed once — automated reminder.

He swallowed it. Too late.

Her skin didn’t tighten. She didn’t twitch. Her fingers stayed neutral — not gripping, not offering, just… resting.

His cock responded anyway.

Of course it did.

The ring throbbed. Arousal flared.

He felt a surge of pressure at the tip — no touch, no stimulation, just shame blooming through skin.

The wall display activated:

F408: baseline contact, 37.1°C

U432: tremor onset | pulse ↑

Cock ring: tension = +8%

Leak: imminent

He didn’t dare look at the screen.

His own body betrayed him.

But the nurses did not intervene.

There was no correction.

No nod.

No sound.

Isla didn’t blink.

She shifted one finger.

Slight pressure. Her pinkie lay soft atop his.

Not dominant. Not affectionate. Just enough to make sure he knew:

She was steady.

He was not.

The slate chimed once.

A female voice from the ceiling — calm, low, familiar — not Sabine.

“Begin alignment phase.

Face forward. Match breath.

Do not initiate.”

“She may correct.

You may not.”

Neither moved.

Elias tried to adjust his knees without making sound. The pressure of the ring pulsed again — not triggered, just responding. His cock was still fully erect, now almost twitching in time with his breath.

The contact cuff tugged slightly. Isla’s wrist did not follow.

She remained still.

He glanced at her — just once.

Her jaw was soft. Her lashes low. There was no tension in her neck, no guardedness in the way her torso balanced over her spine.

If she noticed his trembling, she gave no sign.

Their wrists rested together, palms nearly parallel.

But what betrayed him wasn’t the hand.

It was her thigh.

She was seated on a shallow incline, her legs together, knees at an elegant bend. The side of her leg pressed just lightly into his — not by force, just consequence.

She was near.

He was bare.

The heat of her presence along his skin felt like voltage — subtle, inescapable, internal.

He tried to breathe slower.

She was breathing slower. That was the problem.

He adjusted to match it, but she was ahead of him by a second.

Her chest rose.

His tried to follow.

She exhaled.

He gasped behind her rhythm.

The slate noted the deviation:

F408: Stable | U432: Lagging 0.6s

“Correction advised. Continue alignment.”

Arousal: ↑

Leak: forming

He didn’t dare look down.

The droplet was already there.

Isla turned her head. Only slightly.

Not fully toward him. Not confrontation.

Just acknowledgement.

Then she whispered, softly, without moving her lips:

“Stillness earns the loop.”

He moaned.

No sound from the ceiling.

No punishment.

But the shame bloomed hot across his skin.

There was no warning.

The restraint shortened by two millimetres.

Just enough to draw their wrists together tighter.

Just enough that his skin dragged faintly across hers.

Elias shuddered.

Isla didn’t.

The slate registered it immediately:

Contact deviation: +2mm

U432: pulse ↑ | leak = active

F408: unreactive

The nurse stepped closer.

No clipboard.

Just presence — and the cold precision of observation.

She spoke to the room, not to them:

“She rises. He spills.”

“That’s the difference.”

Elias’s cheeks burned.

His cock was leaking freely now — small, shamed pulses of fluid catching at the base of the ring, dripping down, visibly documented.

The plug pulsed once inside him — minor pressure, reminder of presence.

No pain.

Just position.

Isla’s thigh was still pressed against his.

She hadn’t moved.

Not even a breath.

But her pupils had dilated.

Just slightly.

Her skin was warm.

The system detected it:

F408: arousal threshold = 76%

No leak.

No expression.

Status: composed.

Elias flexed his thighs involuntarily.

His wrist twitched against hers.

And yet—

She stayed composed.

“She knows what it’s for,” said the nurse.

“He still thinks it’s contact.”

He tried to swallow, but the collar held too firm.

He was breathing too hard.

Matching her rhythm was impossible now.

The slate blinked again:

U432: Leak #38

F408: Neutral

Ring tension = 100%

Orgasm: Blocked

He wanted to moan.

He wanted to hide.

But the only thing he was allowed to do was remain close.

The room was silent.

Even the slate had gone dimmer, shifting to a countdown with no colour, no annotation. Just seconds. Forty-two. Forty-one.

Elias’s cock was aching.

The ring had tightened enough to ache, not enough to numb. Each pulse of blood felt sharper than the last — not pleasure. Not quite pain.

Need.

The kind of need that couldn’t speak its own name.

Their wrists remained joined. Isla’s skin was warm now. Her breathing had changed — not irregular, but deeper. Slower. She was preparing for something.

She still hadn’t looked at him.

Not really.

Not fully.

And yet—

Her posture had shifted, so slightly it didn’t read as movement. Just… a tilt. A lean. The curve of her left hip closer than before.

Elias moaned.

It wasn’t loud.

But it was enough.

The slate lit again:

U432: Vocalisation detected

Arousal: 94%

Leak: #39

Orgasm: Suppressed

F408: Arousal: 89%

Retention: Confirmed

No vocalisation

Praise pending

Then the voice — from the ceiling. Calm. Soft.

“Proximity achieved.

One retained. One failed.”

He didn’t cry.

But his eyes blurred.

The shame was chemical now — not moral. It lived in his body, like heat, like pressure. It could not leave.

She shifted her fingers again.

Not to stroke.

Not to hold.

Just to let him know she could.

The tone sounded.

Not sharp. Not disciplinary.

Just final.

Isla lifted her chin slightly — the first motion since the contact had begun.

Her expression didn’t shift.

No pride. No smugness.

Just readiness.

The nurse approached from the left.

Spoke only to her.

“F408. Disengage complete.

Composure: confirmed.

Arousal retained.

Hands: steady.”

The cuff unlatched with a low magnetic click.

Their wrists parted.

Elias’s skin still carried the shape of her contact — that slight damp trace from where his sweat had been met with her stillness.

She stood.

No glance at him. No sound.

She was led to the side room without ceremony.

The nurse did not touch her.

She did not look back.

Elias remained kneeling.

The cuff at his wrist stayed sealed.

His cock was still visibly hard. The leak had not stopped.

The slate glowed quietly:

U432: Leak #40

Orgasm: Withheld

Touch: Denied

State: Active arousal

Hold status: YES

Handler ETA: 6 mins

No one wiped him.

No one corrected him.

The nurse glanced down once.

“She held you. You couldn’t hold yourself.”

No cruelty in the voice.

Just fact.

She tapped the slate.

A final entry appeared:

Pairing Lab B – Contact Complete

F408: Praise recorded. Contact efficiency ↑

U432: Held for collection. Stimulation = terminated.

The lights dimmed.

The door sealed.

He was alone.

Hard. Dripping.

Unrewarded.

“For U432: contact without meaning.”


🖤 Interlude III – The Boundary Note

Sabine read the note twice.

Subject pairing variance:

Threshold: breached.

Cycle duration (direct contact): 300s

Leak logged: U432 x 3

Reward assigned: F408 only

Review flag: asymmetrical arousal / shared restraint

The prompt wasn’t unexpected.

Her oversight protocols were narrow, but precise. Proximity, asymmetry, shared use—any pairing that triggered two or more flagged conditions routed through her subcommittee.

She had not built the system to centre herself.

She had simply ensured it would call her when he began to feel.

The file opened into a split-screen.

Left: F408 – Isla.

Right: U432 – Elias.

Both naked from the wrist down.

Both showing stable vitals.

One of them was gagged.

The other was not.

The footage played without prompting.

They were already wrist-bound.

The contact was delicate — skin to skin, no slack in the restraint. The nurse gave the instruction quietly:

“You will not initiate. She may correct.”

And then the countdown began.

Sabine watched Elias twitch.

Not violently.

Just enough.

The way a leak began — not in the body, but in belief.

Isla didn’t look at him.

She didn’t need to.

She pressed one finger against his, just slightly. Steadying him.

No invitation.

Just composure.

Sabine exhaled.

Not with disappointment.

With precision.

Her own screen dimmed. The film ran again — this time with biosync overlays.

Isla’s heartbeat never rose above threshold. Elias’s did, five times.

She looked over the accompanying notes.

Observation: F408 responsive, unshaken

U432: visibly distressed by restrained proximity.

Genital response triggered within 30s.

Retention failed. Orgasm: denied.

She tapped a fingernail against the screen.

The sound was soft. Measured.

Her hand slid to the keyboard.

Memo: Internal Review Panel – Ethics Subcommittee

Ref: Proximity Cycle 432–F408 / Pairing Lab B

Summary: Contact phase executed within acceptable bounds. Composure divergence confirmed. U432’s failure to self-regulate proximity arousal logged without need for override. No violation of pairing limits observed.

Directive: Extend F408’s contact cycles by 180s (next phase). Authorise hand-to-hand or thigh contact. Allow her to initiate grip for posture correction.

Condition: U432 is not permitted to initiate, reciprocate, or request contact. Reward window: closed. Confirm understanding via collar loop.

Instruction Phrase Update:

For F408: “Touch teaches.”

For U432: “Contact without meaning.”

Authorising Officer: Dr Sabine Roesling

Date: Logged

Tier: Ethical Discretion

She reviewed it once.

Signed it without hesitation.

The phrase came last.

She hovered the cursor for a moment. Considered rewriting it.

But no.

It was accurate.

Elegant.

Contact without meaning.

Exactly what he had once feared.

Exactly what he would now receive.

She closed the file.


Chapter 9 – Utility Drill: Kneel–Offer–Seal

He was already hard.

The ring made that impossible to hide. Even without stimulation, the act of being led — naked, collared, unspeaking — was enough. The plug remained fully seated, invisible beneath the clean line of his spine, but he felt every step through it.

The theatre was quiet.

Not performance space — compliance space. The room was spare: padded tile underfoot, mirrored glass wall at the far side, a single station marked by a soft mat and posture pole.

Elias was led to the mat.

No words spoken.

He saw her before he saw the nurse.

Isla.

Already kneeling on the other side of the glass. Not facing him — not even aware, perhaps — but arranged.

Her thighs were perfectly aligned, back upright, arms resting palm-up on her lap.

Her gag was already sealed.

A soft-padded bit, fastened tight, straps disappearing behind the nape of her neck. Her jaw was still.

The nurse to his left extended her hand.

He looked down.

The gag.

Bit-style, like Isla’s. Slightly thicker. Padded curve engraved at the centre:

U432 – Compliant

He didn’t reach for it.

Not yet.

She waited.

Then spoke — not loudly.

“This is your object.”

“You present it. Or you fail.”

“Kneel. Offer. Seal.”

He took it in both hands.

Warm from her skin.

Not Sabine’s.

Not Isla’s.

Just the nurse.

Still, his hands trembled.

Elias stepped onto the mat.

Too fast.

The nurse caught it.

“Slow.”

“You are not allowed urgency.”

“Begin again.”

He stepped back.

Reset his position.

The tile felt colder this time.

Or maybe he was warmer.

His cock twitched once, fully erect now — not from arousal, not truly, but from the certainty of what was expected. What he would give.

What she would not take.

He looked at the glass. Isla hadn’t moved.

Her gag was pristine. Her posture still. Her arms rested without strain, wrists soft against the fabric of her trousers.

He adjusted his grip on the bit.

Took one slow breath.

And knelt.

The plug seated deeper as his hips bent. He didn’t gasp — that would have triggered correction — but his thighs shook.

Only briefly.

Enough.

He adjusted. Flattened his knees.

Aligned his spine.

The mat was not padded.

Not like Isla’s.

He looked again.

Behind the mirrored divide, she rested on a soft beige cushion, curved to support her knees and ankles. Nothing ostentatious. But present.

His own mat was bare.

The gag trembled in his hands.

Still not sealed.

“Do not look at her,” the nurse said.

“You are not permitted comparison.”

“Hold posture. Prepare to offer.”

He obeyed.

But the glass remained.

And through it, she remained perfect.

He adjusted his grip.

The gag was heavier than it looked. Not weight, exactly — significance. The bit was thick, padded with a medical-grade gel core, shaped not for speech but for surrender. Its arch was engraved with his designation — U432, the utility tag now permanently associated with his posture, not his name.

And the word below it: Compliant.

He hated that it made his cock pulse.

“Hold it higher,” said the nurse.

“Centre of chest. Palms up. Still.”

He obeyed.

Both arms lifted until his wrists hovered just below his collarbones, elbows bent, bit gag resting in his open palms. His fingers curled naturally around the padded sides — not gripping, but bracing.

The strap ends drooped delicately between his wrists.

It wasn’t presentation.

It was offering.

And there was no theatre in the room.

No audience.

No chance to be admired.

Just the mirrored wall.

Just her.

Isla.

Still behind glass.

Still kneeling.

Her gag was already sealed. She held no object.

Her hands remained folded in her lap, unburdened.

She was past this.

He tried to lower his gaze, to stay within the frame of ritual.

But the command came again.

“Eyes forward. Bit level.

Offer correctly, or forfeit privilege.”

His chest tightened.

He didn’t know what privilege remained to forfeit.

He hadn’t been allowed to speak in three days.

He hadn’t been cleaned since the pairing lab.

His cock was still ringed.

Still hard.

Still leaking.

What more could be taken?

And then he understood.

This.

Even this gesture — even the right to offer — was a privilege.

They could gag him without this moment. Without this frame. Without this shame.

The gag in his hands was not a device.

It was a test.

And Isla had already passed it.

She no longer needed to offer hers.

She was trusted to accept it, when told.

Trusted to wear it without spectacle.

His arms trembled.

Not from weakness.

From the desire to hide.

But he didn’t lower them.

He held the bit steady, breathing through his nose, mouth already parted in anticipation of the seal.

The straps swayed between his forearms like tassels from a ceremonial ribbon — a thing that might be tied or torn away, at someone else’s discretion.

The nurse stepped forward.

No praise.

Just procedure.

“Prepare to seal.”

He inhaled once — a breath that didn’t comfort, only steadied.

Behind the glass, Isla did not move.

The nurse reached for it without a word.

Her gloves were powdered latex, the kind that left no residue but made a soft sound when they moved — a drag more than a snap, a whisper against skin.

Her fingers brushed his.

Not intimately. Not cruelly. Just removing what he had offered.

The gag left his hands.

And with it, his agency.

He didn’t lower his arms. He wasn’t told to.

He knelt, spine erect, wrists hovering in space, jaw parted, watching the reflection on the glass — and the nurse stepped closer behind him.

The bit came into view.

Hovered.

Then lowered into place.

She didn’t say open.

She didn’t need to.

His mouth parted fully. Tongue already forward.

The shape of the bit matched the ache in his jaw.

It seated perfectly — padded curve filling the space between his molars, straps pulling snug against his cheeks.

There was no choke, no harshness.

Just inevitability.

The leather creaked slightly as she drew it tight behind his head. The front panel pressed against his lips, securing them apart just enough to render speech impossible, but breath visible — soft gasps through the nose, throat fluttering.

“Hold,” she said.

And he did.

The straps buckled once. Twice.

A final tuck beneath the collar.

U432 – Compliant now curved gently above his mouth.

Not engraved into metal.

Printed on him.

The seal was done.

He waited for dismissal.

None came.

The nurse stepped to the side.

One hand raised. Not to him.

To the mirrored wall.

The glass polarised slightly.

And now — now he could see her more clearly.

Isla.

Still kneeling.

Still perfect.

Her gag identical to his. But hers had been sealed before he entered.

He could see the strap’s clean symmetry at the back of her head. Could see the soft indent at her cheek. Could see the way her lips remained parted, but calm.

Her posture was effortless.

He had been trembling.

He was trembling.

Even now.

His thighs strained. The ring made it worse — holding him open, vulnerable, on display.

His plug remained untouched. His cock leaked. He could feel it.

The gag made it impossible to swallow.

A thread of drool slipped down from the corner of his mouth.

The nurse noted it, but said nothing.

Instead, she tapped the slate mounted on the wall beside him.

A soft chime.

Drill Phase: SEAL COMPLETE

U432 – posture: maintained

Gag integrity: confirmed

Leak: ongoing

Compliance: positive

Reward: suspended

He looked down.

But the mirrored glass caught him.

And all he saw was Isla.

Still kneeling.

Still calm.

Still clean.

The glass dimmed.

Not all the way — just enough to blur Isla’s form again, to reduce her to outline and posture.

But Elias had already seen her.

Already mapped her posture in his head.

Stillness wasn’t just instruction. It was a threshold — and she had crossed it.

He was still trying.

The nurse returned to the display.

Two new staff entered the room from the side corridor — one male, one female — both in grey, neither speaking. They did not look at Elias.

They passed him as if he were furniture.

Their attention went to the panel on the side wall, then to the slate. They conferred in murmurs.

Behind them, he knelt.

Still gagged.

Still leaking.

The bit forced his jaw apart, his tongue pressing numbly to the underside. Saliva had begun to pool beneath his chin — the straps prevented proper swallowing.

He tried not to choke on it.

He tried not to think of how clean Isla’s gag had looked. Not just fitted, but unblemished.

The male staff member turned toward the glass.

Tapped once.

Isla’s side of the room adjusted. A side panel opened.

Another nurse approached her — calm, soft-footed.

Carried a cushion.

It was a modest square — pale grey, lightly contoured at the knees. The kind issued only to patients with extended drill privileges.

Elias knew that.

He’d seen them once, early in his assessment. Thought they were standard. Until he realised they were earned.

The nurse knelt beside Isla.

Offered it.

Isla nodded once — not gratitude. Acknowledgement.

She rose with quiet poise, without sound, and took the new mat. Knelt again.

The display behind the glass flickered:

F408: Assigned cushion for future kneeling drills

Posture: Exceptional

Leak: none

Reward: approved

The staff beside Elias didn’t speak.

But the female reached up and touched his collar.

Not his shoulder.

Not his cheek.

His collar.

She pressed one button.

He felt a soft buzz under his jaw — not a shock, not pain.

Just notice.

Correction by signal.

U432: Leak present

Cushion: withheld

Retention: pending

Orgasm: denied

His mouth flooded again. He struggled to swallow.

His knees ached.

His thighs trembled.

Still gagged. Still ringed. Still exposed.

And behind the glass, she looked serene.

One staff member whispered something to the other.

A clipboard changed hands.

And then a voice — crisp, female — read aloud:

“She improves.

He maintains.”

No one explained it.

No one clarified what that meant.

But Elias knew.

She would progress.

He would be used.

The chime was soft.

Not a bell. Not a beep.

Just a narrow descending tone — unmistakably final.

Elias flinched.

Only slightly.

A breath through the gag.

A tremor in the thighs.

It wasn’t over yet.

He knew better than to assume a chime meant release.

The staff didn’t move.

No one approached him.

No one touched the straps.

Instead, the female nurse gestured toward the mirrored wall.

On the other side, Isla was already rising.

She stood smoothly, fluidly, the cushion now in her hands — not discarded, not left. Carried. She was permitted to hold it.

Her gag remained in place. But her posture changed the meaning of it.

She was not gagged to be controlled.

She was gagged because she had earned silence.

She didn’t glance his way.

Didn’t look at the mirror.

She bowed her head once — not submissively, but completely — and turned toward the exit.

The mirrored panel opened soundlessly. A nurse stepped aside for her.

She left.

No resistance. No acknowledgment.

She was done.

Elias remained kneeling.

The slate lit up.

F408: Drill complete.

Reward window opened.

Return to compliance suite.

He waited for his cue.

Instead—

The nurse at the display touched a separate button.

A new timer appeared:

U432 – Hold posture: 60 seconds

He moaned against the gag — a low, exhausted sound. The drool had thickened against his chest, a wet patch forming just beneath his collarbone.

No one wiped him.

No one spoke.

He knelt.

Jaw stretched.

Cock hard.

Leak visible.

Eyes watering.

The countdown began.

Each second took longer than the last.

He dared one glance — upward, toward the mirrored glass.

She was gone.

Her reflection was not.

He could still see her outline from memory.

Her form held in the afterimage.

And he stayed kneeling.

When the final second passed, the nurse stepped forward.

She reached for the gag with both hands.

Unbuckled it without commentary.

Pulled it from his mouth.

Wiped the corners with a dry cloth — not warm, not kind.

She didn’t meet his eyes.

Just nodded to the side.

The male staff member entered again, now with transport restraints — soft cuffs and a pelvic harness.

“Stand. Brace.”

He obeyed.

The plug didn’t shift — it was sealed for the day.

The ring remained locked.

No cleaning. No discussion. No mention of the leak logged.

The collar buzzed once more as the note was finalised:

U432: Drill complete.

Compliant.

Reward: suspended.

Note: Posture held. Arousal active. Praise not required.

Transfer to holding.

The theatre dimmed behind him.

And Elias left the room still hard, still leaking, still unremarkable.


Chapter 10 – Split Privileges

The wheels made no sound.

The transport chair was the newer kind — low-profile restraints, gel-braced thigh locks, chest loop pre-tightened.

His arms were bound across his stomach in soft mitts.

The bit remained sealed between his lips.

He had not been cleaned.

The leak from the posture drill had dried at the base of his shaft, but a new one had begun since.

The ring throbbed every few minutes — not by command, but by routine arousal.

He didn’t know where they were taking him.

But the corridor lighting softened.

He recognised the pattern: split-compliance suites.

Not full containment.

Not a shared dorm.

Something more intimate.

They turned a corner.

Slowed.

The door opened with no code chime — nurse-controlled from inside.

And then he saw her.

Isla.

Already seated in her alcove.

Back straight, legs together, arms resting atop a thin beige blanket folded precisely across her thighs.

She was not restrained.

She was not gagged.

She was wearing the soft white institutional briefs — no padding, no outer lock. A privilege tier up.

Her gaze was low, not unfriendly. She didn’t speak.

The suite was quiet.

Two alcoves, facing. A half-wall divider between them, waist height. Mirrored stripe at the centre.

Each alcove contained a padded bench, folded blanket, mounted slate node, and posture hooks.

Hers were polished.

His were scuffed.

The nurse wheeled him into position.

Unfastened the chest loop.

Tugged the mitt restraints tighter.

No removal.

Just emphasis.

Then she looked at Isla.

“He’ll be quieter now.”

Isla didn’t nod.

She just remained composed.

The nurse turned to Elias.

“You will not speak unless prompted.

Observe only.

Respond when addressed.”

He moaned faintly behind the bit — not defiance, just exhaustion. A droplet of saliva fell to his lap.

The nurse made no correction.

She only pressed a button on the slate:

U432: Transfer complete.

F408: Active pairing.

The door sealed.

And Elias was left facing her.

Hard.

Wet.

Cuffed.

And two metres away.

The chime was soft — entry, not alarm.

The door slid aside. A nurse entered carrying a folded square of pale grey fabric. Thicker than a sheet, lighter than a full blanket. The kind reserved for patients at calm tier.

She didn’t look at Elias.

She went directly to Isla.

The gesture was practiced, almost reverent: unfolding the square in one slow motion, lifting it from chest height, then settling it across Isla’s knees. Perfect alignment. Edge to edge.

Isla didn’t move.

She didn’t reach for it.

She simply accepted.

The nurse smoothed the fold once with the back of her hand.

Then turned.

To him.

“Thank her for her comfort.”

The words were clear. Neutral. Not optional.

Elias’s mouth was already stretched by the bit. His lips pressed wetly against the padded bar, drool slicking the corners.

He tried.

The sound emerged as a muffled, broken moan:

“nnnk-oooh… frrr herrr… cmmmffrr.”

The nurse didn’t respond.

She didn’t correct him.

She didn’t ask for repetition.

She simply tapped her slate.

U432: Acknowledgement attempt recorded. Clarity: insufficient. Correction not applied.

Isla’s eyes flickered once — not at him, not at the nurse, just downward to the blanket. A tiny exhale, maybe satisfaction, maybe nothing at all.

Elias flushed. His cock pulsed hard against the ring.

The nurse turned back to him. In her hands now: a folded absorbent garment. Bulkier than Isla’s briefs. Sealed, white, thick-padded.

She set it on the bench beside his alcove.

“Yours.”

No explanation.

Not hers.

His.

The slate blinked again:

F408: comfort ↑ (blanket).

U432: dependency ↑ (absorbent garment).

Praise: not issued.

The nurse left.

The door sealed.

The silence thickened.

Elias knelt on the bare tile, bit gag biting his jaw, cock leaking steadily.

Across the divide, Isla sat with her blanket, back straight, calm, composed.

He stared at the garment laid out for him.

Not warmth.

Not softness.

Not comfort.

Containment.

And still, the loop in his head whispered:

“Thank you for her comfort.”

The door whispered open again.

Different nurse this time — male, tall, carrying a tray. Two vessels rested on it.

One was a clear plastic cup, steam lifting faintly from its rim. The other: a wide-bodied bottle capped with a silicone teat. The kind designed for gag-fed patients.

He didn’t look at Elias.

He went to Isla first.

Set the tray on the ledge of her alcove. Lifted the cup.

“Hydration.”

She nodded once. Not eager, not slow. Simply correct. She lifted the cup herself, no restraint on her wrists, and tilted it gracefully.

The liquid touched her lips. She sipped. Quiet. Composed.

Her throat worked.

Her jaw shifted once.

The gag strap wasn’t there to interrupt her.

The nurse stepped back. Logged the observation.

Elias’s cock twitched.

He hadn’t swallowed anything warm in days. He hadn’t been permitted to lift his own hand to his own mouth in longer.

The nurse crossed to him.

Picked up the second vessel.

“Tilt.”

Elias obeyed. The gag parted his lips; the teat pressed firmly into place.

The first squeeze released a stream of tepid liquid, thicker than water, bland on the tongue. It filled his mouth too fast. He tried to swallow, but the gag forced him wide, the flow spilling to the corners of his lips.

He coughed. Choked once.

The nurse steadied the bottle, pressing harder against his mouth.

“Do not spill.”

The slate chimed.

U432: intake compromised. Leak observed. Correction applied.

The nipple pressed deeper. He swallowed rapidly, eyes watering, cock jerking in the restraint. The fluid was tasteless, functional, nothing like the warmth Isla sipped.

He heard it — the faint clink as she set her empty cup back on the tray. Perfect. No waste.

He whimpered into the teat.

The nurse gave him a final squeeze, forcing the last of the liquid down. Then withdrew. A string of spit and fluid clung to the rubber tip before it snapped back.

The slate blinked again:

F408: hydration (cup). Status: clean, composed.

U432: hydration (teat). Status: messy, compliant.

The nurse logged the data. Took the tray. Left.

Silence again.

Elias’s chin was wet. His throat burned faintly.

His cock remained hard.

He lifted his eyes — through the mirrored band of glass.

Isla’s lips were dry. Clean.

She looked calmer.

He looked used.

The chime was softer this time, almost delicate.

Another nurse entered, carrying a small tray lined with folded cloths.

She didn’t glance at Elias.

She went directly to Isla.

Set the tray on the ledge. Drew out a single square — white, edged in pale blue stitching. Dipped it in a shallow bowl of warmed water.

Steam rose.

The scent of antiseptic was faint.

The nurse leaned in, steady, careful, and pressed the cloth against Isla’s mouth. A simple sweep across her lips. A pause at the corner. One last trace lifted away.

Isla didn’t resist. She didn’t flinch. Her eyes lowered slightly, posture unbroken. She was being cared for.

The nurse wrung the cloth again. Folded it. Moved lower.

To her thighs.

Not intrusive. Not erotic. Just functional. A gentle press at the inner crease where fabric met skin. A slow dab, then another.

Isla exhaled softly, nothing more.

The nurse smoothed the cloth once more against her knees. Then folded it neatly back onto the tray.

“Clean.”

The word was logged.

Elias’s chest tightened. His gag made it impossible to swallow properly. He could feel dried drool crusting at the corners of his lips, fresh saliva soaking the bit, a trickle dampening his chin and chest.

No one moved toward him.

He stared at the tray. At the cloths. At the faint steam rising still.

The nurse looked his way at last.

Not kindly. Not cruelly. Just administratively.

“Not yet worthy of removal.”

The slate blinked:

F408: wipe protocol complete. Status: clean.

U432: correction deferred. Status: wet, retained.

The nurse lifted the tray.

Left.

The door sealed.

Silence returned.

Elias tried to close his lips against the bit. Failed. His jaw remained stretched, aching. Another droplet fell from his chin onto his thigh.

Across the glass, Isla sat freshly cleaned, gag sealed, posture perfect.

He was gagged, wet, unwashed.

And this, too, was logged.

The door sighed open again.

Two nurses this time. Both in grey, both carrying restraints.

One set lay soft and pale — posture mitts, padded, curved to allow the fingers to rest in natural fold. Designed not to punish, but to soothe.

The other pair gleamed darker. Straps stiffened with internal rods, forcing the fists tight and flat. Correction mitts. The kind that made even stillness ache.

They approached separately.

The first nurse went directly to Isla.

“Hands.”

Isla extended them calmly, wrists aligned, palms together. No hesitation. No tremor.

The mitts slid over her hands, snug but forgiving. Her fingers settled naturally into the padding, tension eased. The nurse buckled them gently. Adjusted once. Smoothed the seam with her thumb.

“Calm.”

Logged.

Elias’s pulse thudded.

The second nurse turned to him.

“Hands.”

He extended them. Too quickly. Desperate.

The mitts were heavier. The leather harsh. The rods bit against his palms as they were forced shut, his knuckles pressed painfully into the padding. The first buckle cinched, the second locked, the final strap drawn higher than necessary.

He gasped behind the gag.

The nurse tugged once at the strap, ensuring no give.

“Reflection.”

Logged.

The slate lit in sequence:

F408: posture mitts applied. Comfort ↑.

U432: correction mitts applied. Burden ↑.

Status: balanced by asymmetry.

Neither nurse looked at him again.

They stepped back. Bowed slightly toward each other. Left.

The door sealed.

He sat back on the bare tile.

Jaw stretched. Hands bound tight, pressure aching already. Cock still hard, ring pulsing faintly, leak visible down the shaft.

Across the mirrored stripe, Isla rested softer. Mitts cradling her hands in calm neutrality, blanket across her lap, posture perfect.

The gag muffled his breath. His eyes burned.

And still, the words hung in the air, unspoken, logged:

“F408: calm.

U432: held for reflection.”

The overhead strip lighting dimmed in increments.

Not dark. Never dark. Just softer.

Evening cycle, simulated.

The suite adjusted itself around them — temperature dropping by half a degree, air flow reducing. The mirrored stripe caught the dim light, fractured it, left their reflections faint, ghost-like.

A chime from the wall.

Not to them.

To the slate.

The nurse’s voice filtered in, low, automated, more machine than human:

“Drill cycle: complete.

F408: calm. Comfort ↑.

U432: held. Reflection ongoing.”

The words were not commands. They were record.

Elias knelt still on the cold tile, mitts biting into his fists, gag soaking his lips, cock dripping sluggishly down his shaft. The absorbent garment still lay folded at the edge of his alcove — not applied, but waiting, visible. A future he couldn’t refuse.

Across the divide, Isla adjusted slightly. Not from need. From allowance. The cushion beneath her knees softened the shift, the blanket across her lap smoothing with the motion. Her mitts kept her fingers tucked, but she looked — if anything — comfortable.

He wanted to watch her longer.

Wanted to lose himself in the reflection.

But the collar buzzed once.

A reminder.

Eyes forward.

Stillness.

He bowed his head.

The slate pulsed again.

Final log:

F408: Pillow + mitts approved.

State: exceptional. Praise: implicit.

U432: Diaper extension authorised. No cleaning. No touch.

State: stable denial. Praise: not required.

Pairing logic: asymmetry maintained.

No human voice added commentary.

The suite dimmed one final increment.

The day was over.

And Elias was left gagged, ringed, dripping, mitts biting, body aching — watching Isla across the mirror as she knelt softer, warmer, cleaner.

He swallowed against the gag, jaw locked, breath shallow.

And in the hollow space of his mind, the loop whispered once:

“Thank her for your denial.”


Chapter 11 – Demonstration: Fluid Control

The rail-chair stopped against the plinth.

Elias was upright, mitts locked across his lap, gag still biting at the corners of his mouth. The plug pressed deep. The cock ring had not been released since the suite. His shaft was already swollen, head glistening faintly through the sheer panel of the absorbent garment.

The class above him watched in silence. Tiered seats. Slates in laps. Pens poised, but no movement yet. Observation was its own ritual.

The nurse in grey — lead demonstrator — stepped forward.

“Subject U432. Status: leak control.”

“Orgasm denied.”

“Arousal: present.”

She knelt. Unfastened the tapes at his hips one by one.

The garment sagged. She drew it down deliberately, not fast, exposing him inch by inch. Damp padding peeled from his thighs. The smell was faint, clinical, undeniable.

Now bare, his cock stood forward — rigid, restrained at the base, a bead already forming at the tip.

“Observe,” the nurse said.

“This is arousal under containment.

He will be used to illustrate fluid obedience.”

She removed the garment fully. Held it up, showing its weight. Logged:

U432: absorbent removed. Leak recorded. Cleaning: deferred.

The chair clamps clicked. His arms were freed only to be strapped down again at his sides. His thighs were locked wider, forcing his cock into clear display.

From the opposite door, Isla entered.

She was not wheeled. She walked.

Her posture was calm, her expression unreadable. She wore the same soft whites as in the suite, but fresh. Her hair tied neat. She was led to a transparent stool and seated facing forward, only three metres from him.

She adjusted nothing. She folded her hands in her lap.

The demonstrator gestured once.

“U432: release on command.”

“F408: retention only.”

The class made its first note.

The demonstrator’s voice carried without flourish to the hushed tiers.

“Subject U432: comply with release protocol.”

The words were a clinical instruction, but to him they landed like an order to unmake himself. He felt, with ugly clarity, the whole room turning inward on him — pens poised, small red lights flicking on the observation consoles, a dozen recorders indexing his body for lecture slides.

He had been prepared for exposure. He had not been prepared for how personal it would feel: how public, how stripped of whatever privacy he had left. The straps at his thighs held him splayed enough to be seen. The collar hummed; the hood had been removed so everyone could watch his face. The gag kept a firmness to his jaw but left him able to register the sound and shame of the moment; his throat worked around silence.

His body answered before his mind could speak. That was worse than the order itself — the awareness that, despite the training, despite the protocols and calibrations, his physiology would not obey doctrine alone. He could feel the heat under the skin, the impossible insistence of something he’d been taught to manage. He could not make it not be there.

A nurse at the plinth made a small motion with a slate. The overhead display ticked: Obedience: initiated. The students nodded to one another. A senior instructor cleared her throat and spoke for the record.

“Observe containment under commanded compliance. Note the response timing and retention index.”

He obeyed because he was trained to, because the collar would correct, because the watching made refusal meaningless. He complied because the ritual required it. The sound he produced was not a cry; it was the breath that followed a surrender. It came muffled and quick; a data point and a humiliation rolled into one. Cameras tracked the micro-changes in his expression, the tightening of jaw, the tremor in the shoulders. The slate logged the event and appended it to the public file: U432 — compliant release — metrics recorded. No reward assigned.

He had expected recrimination. Instead there were only notes: glosses of professional language that turned his collapse into a lesson. The instructor pointed out timing variances, the way his shoulders folded a fraction of a second early. “Note the coupling of visual stimulus to autonomic response,” she said. “Kinetic threshold at thirty-two seconds.”

Across from him, Isla sat like a model, chin high, hands folded, a study in containment. The difference between them — her steadiness and his response — was the point of the exercise. The instructor’s tone softened as she addressed the trainees. “Her retention is the control measure. His responsiveness is the variable. Compare and learn.”

He wanted, suddenly and irrationally, to see pity in someone’s face. He wanted to meet an eye that would admit what this felt like, not the sterile terms that filed him away. No one granted that.

When the command concluded and the annotators updated their slates, the demonstrator gave the closing instruction with the same clinical calm.

“U432: reset posture. F408: maintain composure. Observers: note the subjective markers.”

He straightened as best he could under constraint, jaw aching where the gag held him parted. The room exhaled in a perfunctory way — pens put down, pages turned. He had been used; he was catalogued. The humiliation was efficient and complete.

The demonstrator turned slightly on the plinth, her grey uniform immaculate, voice carrying with practiced neutrality.

“F408: retention.”

No gesture. No elaboration.

Isla inclined her head once. Not gratitude, not eagerness — simply acknowledgment.

She remained seated on the clear stool, spine lengthened, hands folded lightly in her lap. The white fabric of her trousers smoothed across her thighs as if it had been pressed for this moment. She did not adjust. She did not blink at the theatre lights.

The class leaned forward. Pens poised.

Elias knelt locked in his chair. His cock still exposed, still trembling from the first command, gag soaking his lips. His chest rose too quickly. The leak he had obeyed remained visible, a trace already drying against his skin.

The demonstrator lifted her slate.

“Observe the divergence.”

She gestured with the tip of her stylus — not at him, but at Isla.

“Note respiration. F408: twenty-two breaths per minute. Even. Controlled. No tremor. Retention stable.”

The students’ screens updated in tandem. Lines of data scrolled — heart rate, muscle tension, bladder pressure — all green, all stable.

Elias’s own metrics glowed red on the wall behind them: pulse elevated, breath erratic, thighs twitching against the restraints.

The instructor’s voice remained calm.

“She holds. He cannot.

This is composure.”

No one looked at him. Not directly.

He could feel their gaze as a collective weight. Not eyes meeting his, but pens noting, styluses tracing, attention logged. He was not a person here; he was the variable.

Isla did not shift. Her face remained serene, not cold but emptied of hesitation. There was no visible effort. Her retention was not struggle. It was quiet fact.

One student raised a hand. The demonstrator nodded.

“Question.”

The voice from the tiers was tentative. “What is her index at this phase?”

The instructor tapped the slate.

“Seventy-eight percent threshold. Stable. No loss.”

Another hand. “And subject U432?”

The slate blinked. The nurse’s mouth barely moved.

“Eighty-nine percent. Leak recorded. Correction deferred.”

The students nodded, writing quickly. Some murmured to one another.

The demonstrator turned again toward the pair.

“This is the distinction you must note.

His arousal betrays him.

Hers does not.”

The words landed harder than any correction.

Elias swallowed behind the gag, eyes fixed on the floor. His thighs quivered, cock still leaking faintly in spite of himself. Isla sat only metres away — calm, dry, admired.

Her stillness was her privilege.

His response was his shame.

The demonstrator raised her stylus again. The overhead lights dimmed one fraction, narrowing the focus to the plinth where Elias knelt restrained and Isla sat serene.

Her voice was calm, rehearsed.

“Comparison trial.

U432: second release.

F408: retention.”

The words struck Elias like a physical cue. He wanted to resist, but his body betrayed him before thought could catch. His thighs clenched against the frame, chest stuttering with a gagged breath.

The collar hummed once.

A correction.

“Leak now.”

It was not a suggestion.

He obeyed.

The tension at his cock broke in another shamed spill, clear and visible under the theatre lights. The ring tightened slightly as though to emphasise the act. His gag muffled a broken sound — not cry, not moan, just proof that he felt it.

The slate chimed:

U432: Compliant drip recorded.

Orgasm: withheld.

Leak count: 42.

The students annotated in silence. No eyes lifted to his. No comfort. Only pens scratching, slates updating, the faint click of logging keys.

The demonstrator’s hand moved to Isla.

She had not shifted.

Her jaw remained soft. Shoulders low. The blanket folded across her thighs still lay untouched, no sign of movement beneath it.

“Observe.

F408: pressure index now ninety percent.

Retention stable.

No visible effort.”

One of the students murmured, perhaps without meaning to: “Exemplary.”

The instructor did not correct it.

Instead, she spoke more firmly, gesturing to the pair as though diagramming a chart.

“This is the divide.

The same stimulus, the same phase.

He releases when ordered.

She retains when denied.

Control and lack of it.”

Elias closed his eyes, gag pressing harder into the corners of his mouth as if the straps themselves mocked him. His cock pulsed again, another small leak escaping without command. Logged instantly.

U432: Additional leak. Classification: involuntary. Praise: not applicable.

The stylus tapped Isla’s metrics again.

“Retention unimpaired. Arousal held. Praise to be logged.”

She did not bow. She did not smile. She simply remained as she was — the embodiment of composure, the inverse of his failure.

The class nodded together, murmurs rising, then quieting.

And Elias sat bound, gagged, dripping, his body serving as nothing more than the negative example.

The demonstrator raised her voice just slightly — not loud, but enough to command the tiers.

“Final order.

U432: release on command while maintaining visual contact with F408.

F408: retention.”

The instruction hung in the theatre.

No one moved.

No one breathed too loudly.

Elias’s head was lifted by a nurse — not roughly, but firmly enough that his eyes could not drop. His gaze was fixed across the short divide.

On her.

Isla.

She met his eyes. Not a glance, not a flicker. A full, steady look. No warmth in it, no cruelty either. Just stillness. Her posture perfect. Her jaw relaxed. Her thighs pressed together under the blanket.

The nurse released his chin but the collar held his head high.

The command came.

“Leak.”

He groaned behind the gag. His cock pulsed hard, the ring tightening as his body complied. Fluid spilled again, visible in the clinical light. His thighs trembled. His chest hitched. The gag muffled the shame of the sound that escaped him.

The slate chimed:

U432: Leak #43. Compliant. Orgasm: denied.

The demonstrator gestured toward Isla.

She had not moved.

Not a blink.

Her eyes still on his.

The display logged her vitals:

F408: 92% threshold. Retention: intact. Composure: exceptional.

The instructor addressed the class directly, voice calm, precise.

“This is the lesson.

One commanded to release, and he fails by obedience.

One commanded to retain, and she excels by stillness.

Exposure and denial.

Control and lack of it.”

The students murmured their agreement. Pens scratched. Slates glowed.

Elias’s cock twitched again, another droplet falling unbidden. Logged immediately.

Additional leak: involuntary. Not rewarded.

His eyes blurred. He wanted to look away, but Isla’s gaze held him still. Not accusing. Not kind. Simply there.

And that was worse than cruelty.

The final chime sounded.

A soft descending tone.

Not dismissal — documentation.

The demonstrator lowered her slate.

“F408: composure confirmed. Retention maintained.

U432: compliant leak. Orgasm denied.”

A murmur passed through the tiers. Notes written, heads nodded. No eyes sought his. He was not a subject of sympathy. He was the example.

The nurse stepped to Isla. Offered her a small cup — clear plastic, no more than two swallows of water. She accepted with both mittened hands, lifted it neatly, drank.

The slate blinked:

F408: Hydration privilege logged. Praise: recorded.

She set the cup down. Bowed her head once.

Elias watched helplessly, cock still hard, thighs shaking. The nurse turned to him.

No water. No words.

Just a fresh absorbent garment, folded square, raised for all to see.

She knelt. Fitted it beneath him with clinical precision. Drew the padding high between his thighs. Fastened the tapes snug across his hips. Adjusted once to ensure full coverage.

The slate glowed again:

U432: Re-diapered in presence of class. Leak contained. Reward suspended.

He moaned into the gag, cheeks burning. The wetness he had spilled was already pressed close to his skin, sealed within.

The demonstrator addressed the observers.

“This concludes the demonstration.

F408: praise recorded.

U432: compliant leak, reward denied.

Note: Asymmetry maintained.”

The class rose in unison, slates closing with a synchronised click. They filed out without sound, without glance, leaving him bound, gagged, padded, and exposed under the lights.

The nurse tapped the collar once, logging the session.

The record ended with a line he could not see but knew by heart:

“Thank him for his failure.”

The lights dimmed.


🖤 Interlude IV – RSVP (Confirm & Withdraw)

The study was already prepared.

Sabine never sat at her desk without arranging the room first. Curtains drawn, lamps adjusted to low amber, the faint hum of the Hall’s secure relay link alive in the wall. A glass of wine stood within reach, untouched. On the blotter lay a single sheet of stationery, embossed at the corner with the Panel’s insignia.

It could have been done electronically — most submitted notes were. But she preferred the permanence of ink, the quiet deliberateness of handwriting. There was elegance in leaving no trace of hesitation.

She uncapped her pen. Drew one line across the top margin, neat and sharp.

RSVP

She considered the initials a moment. The phrase itself — répondez s’il vous plaît — had always amused her. Not as courtesy, but as command. A reminder that silence was not permitted; one must respond, or be considered noncompliant.

The Hall understood compliance better than anyone.

She began to write.

To: Internal Review Panel, Ethics Subcommittee

Re: Invitation to Demonstration Theatre, Protocol K

I confirm my attendance at the scheduled observation cycle.

Dress: Hall uniform, medical whites. No mask.

Status: Identified and present.

She paused. Drew the nib lightly across the page to keep the ink running. The act of committing even those few words had a weight. She thought of Elias reading them, if he ever were allowed to. Thought of him seeing her name written cleanly, his world narrowing to the fact of her confirmation.

He would not, of course. These notes weren’t for him. They were for the record.

But she knew the difference between the record and the effect.

She continued.

Directive: Subject U432 is to be given one instance of recognition during my presence.

Identity will be confirmed once, verbally, directly.

Following this, remove all Sabine-voice loops for a period of thirty days.

Directive binding. No override requested.

There it was.

The pen hovered just above the paper. Her reflection caught in the ink’s wet shine — a woman dictating absence.

She let the words breathe before moving on.

She rested the pen.

The first section was done — confirmation, uniform, no mask, one recognition only. Already enough to set the parameters of his undoing. But she disliked leaving things skeletal. A directive had to be rounded, deliberate. The Panel admired precision; so did she.

She wrote on.

Rationale: U432 has demonstrated susceptibility to conflating recognition with privilege. Intermittent exposure has resulted in heightened dependency and destabilisation. Controlled deprivation will allow recalibration of loops. F408 will remain unaffected.

It was true, as far as rationale went. The logs bore it out: the way his eyes blurred whenever he thought of her, the way his cock leaked faster when her name surfaced in his loop. The way, during the hood trial, he had clung to the faintest echo of her breath as though it were sustenance.

He made a spectacle of needing her.

Which was precisely why she would remove herself.

Sabine drew a line beneath the last sentence, firm.

Directive confirmed.

Identity confirmed once. Then silence.

Loop replacement: “Directive: kneel.”

She stopped there.

The glass of wine was still untouched. She lifted it now, sipped, set it back on the blotter without leaving a ring.

Her eyes rested on the words: confirmed once, then silence.

That was the part that quickened her pulse. Not the appearance, not the uniform, not the mask. The withholding. The subtraction.

One word from her lips — perhaps his name, perhaps nothing more than his designation. A single moment of truth. And then an entire month of void, where even the memory of her would be stripped from his loops.

She could imagine him kneeling. Gag presented, posture rigid, cock trembling in its ring. Could imagine his body responding before his mind caught up, every nerve leaning into the sound of her voice. He would drink it in like water. He would break on it.

And then she would leave.

The system would erase her from him, systematically, line by line. Her voice would vanish from every whisper, every loop. He would strain for it and find only the command: Directive: kneel.

He would thank her anyway.

Of that, she had no doubt.

She recapped the pen. Folded the sheet once. Slid it into the envelope embossed with the Panel’s crest. The wax seal pressed flat beneath her hand, the mark crisp.

The secure relay slot hummed as it accepted the envelope. Logged. Sent.

She sat back in her chair, at last allowing herself the smallest exhale of satisfaction.

Her reflection in the darkened glass of the study was calm, elegant, untroubled.

And beneath it, the line she had written, still echoing in her head:

He will thank me most for what I take away.


Chapter 12 – Sabine in Uniform

The chair rolled to a stop against a shallow plinth.

The suite was smaller than the theatre, but brighter, its light harsher, leaving nowhere for shadow. Padded walls, white tile underfoot, air clean with the faint tang of disinfectant. No gallery above, no tiers — just him, the nurses, and the mirror.

It spanned the entire far wall, shoulder height to ceiling. At first it gave only a blurred reflection, his own outline ghosting back at him, restraints gleaming under strip light. But Elias knew the type. Not mirror. Barrier. One-way glass concealing whatever lay beyond.

The chair’s restraints disengaged with a relay click. Two nurses in grey moved in silence, transferring him upright. His ankles were spread to meet the foot clamps at the base of the plinth. His thighs were guided wide until the inner straps locked with a magnetic seal.

Wrists released from the transport mitts only to be fixed again — arms drawn forward, forearms parallel, locked against padded braces at his sides.

Collar check.

Plug check.

Diaper check.

Each confirmed with a slate tap, no comment.

His gag remained in place, the padded bit forcing his jaw apart, saliva slick at the corners. His cock jutted forward despite itself, ring holding him hard, a faint glisten betraying what the restraint system had been logging all day.

The CCTV node above blinked twice.

Red light steady.

Recording.

This would not be anecdote.

This would be file.

Elias swallowed, throat working awkwardly around the gag. He had been inspected before, corrected before. But never here, in this room, with the mirrored wall.

The nurses stepped back in perfect synchrony, one to either side of the door. They did not glance at him. They were not waiting for his compliance. They were waiting for hers.

And the space itself seemed to change at that thought — the brightness harsher, the silence heavier, the mirror not reflection but promise.

She would step through it.

Or past it.

Or make it clear.

Whatever lay beyond was not his to predict.

The collar hummed once.

A reminder.

He held still.

The door lock disengaged.

A softer chime than usual.

Not a nurse.

Someone else.

The latch disengaged with a soft hydraulic sigh.

The door opened inwards.

She stepped through.

Sabine.

Not the projection, not the whisper hidden in loops. Not the silhouette glimpsed across glass or the soft footfall in a corridor. Her. Present.

She wore the Harrowick whites: tunic fitted sharp at the waist, trousers pressed clean, low shoes made for silent tread. No mask. No visor. No lab coat to soften her form. Just the institutional uniform, immaculate and unmistakable.

Her hair was bound tight against her head, dark coils drawn into a knot at the nape. Her face bare. Not unpainted — unconcealed.

He had not seen it like this since the beginning.

His chest seized. His pulse surged so sharply that the collar hummed in warning. The gag muffled the sound that rose in him, a broken cry pressed into silence. His cock twitched violently against the ring, a new bead sliding to the tip.

She did not look at him.

She set her gloves on the tray first, aligning them precisely. Adjusted the position of a folded cloth. Smoothed the edge of the inspection file beside it. Each motion efficient, silent, self-contained.

He could not stop staring.

The line of her jaw, the unbroken calm in her eyes, the faintest shadow at her temple — all of it struck him with the violence of recognition.

He wanted to fall forward, to fold at her feet, to offer every part of himself if only she would acknowledge him.

But she did not.

She turned one page of the file. Rested her fingertip on the margin. Waited.

The nurses remained at their posts, motionless. The CCTV light burned red. The mirror showed his trembling body back to him.

And Sabine, bare-faced, unmasked, immaculate, stood at the tray as if he were not there at all.

The silence held so long he thought it might never break.

The mirror behind him showed only his outline — bound, trembling, gagged.

Her reflection in the tray’s metal rim was enough to keep his pulse sharp, his breath ragged.

And then—

Her voice.

“Offer.”

One word. Clear. Low.

Not raised for the nurses. Not directed to the file. To him.

He nearly collapsed with it. The gag strap cut at the corners of his mouth as his jaw flexed. His hands strained against their braces, mitts squealing faintly against padded steel.

The collar hummed: correction.

He steadied. Lifted his chin.

Slowly, carefully, he extended forward as far as the restraints allowed, tugging the strap with trembling wrists until the leather was taut.

Sabine did not rush. She reached with both hands, fingers precise, and took the gag strap from him as though accepting a specimen. She tested the buckle, retightened it by one notch, tucked the end flush against his cheek.

Her gloves made no sound.

“Again.”

His chin rose too high. She corrected the angle with one finger at his throat, pressing gently down until his gaze levelled. He swallowed hard against the collar.

Her touch was gone as quickly as it came.

The slate behind them blinked:

U432: Obedience confirmed.

Strap integrity: secure.

Posture correction: applied.

Sabine closed the file with a single motion. Her eyes remained unreadable, her face calm, her presence heavier than the restraints themselves.

He was kneeling in her word.

And she had given him only one.

She turned a page in the file, as if following a checklist.

Her voice was measured, no louder than necessary.

“Inspection.”

The word landed like a verdict.

She stepped close, her shadow falling across his chest. He fought the instinct to lean into it. The gag prevented speech, the straps prevented motion, the collar warned against tremor. He could only endure.

Sabine began with his spine. Two fingers at the base, tracing upward, confirming alignment against the brace. She pressed once between his shoulder blades.

“Posture: held.”

The nurse at the wall logged it without speaking.

She moved lower.

Her gloved hand skimmed down his side, pausing at the waist, then further — to the junction where padding swelled against his skin. She slid two fingers beneath the edge of the diaper, tugged it outward by a fraction, then let it fall back into place with the faintest sound.

“Absorbent: damp. Retention intact. Cleaning deferred.”

Elias’s chest tightened. The words stripped him more naked than removal would have.

She adjusted her gloves. Continued.

The plug check was unhurried. She pressed against the base once, ensuring full seating. No comment on his flinch, no pause when his thighs quivered.

“Insertion: secure. Response: noted.”

The slate blinked red, then green. Logged.

Her hand withdrew, slow and precise.

Finally, she turned her eyes downward. Not in interest. In duty. His cock strained against the ring, hard, flushed, glistening with leaks logged but unacknowledged.

She didn’t touch it.

She didn’t speak of it.

Her gaze passed over as if it were a piece of equipment left out of place.

She wrote one line in the margin of the file.

“Arousal present. Not pertinent.”

Elias trembled once. The collar buzzed. He stilled.

Sabine closed the file again.

The inspection was complete.

And she had made it feel like nothing at all.

She set the file down.

For the first time, she moved without the slate, without the gloves, without the posture of procedure. She stepped close enough that he could see the clean edge of her collar, the faint pulse at her throat.

Her hand rose. Not to touch. To rest lightly against the plinth beside his head, bracing her as she leaned.

Her face filled his vision.

Elias’s breath stuttered into the gag. His chest ached with the need to speak, to beg, to break. The collar hummed faintly, warning, holding him still.

She lowered her mouth to his ear.

The warmth of her breath cut through sterile air.

And she said it.

His name.

Not his designation. Not his number. Not “subject.”

The word he had not heard since the world outside, since before the transfer, since before the loops.

It tore through him like recognition and ruin all at once. His eyes blurred instantly, his body jerked against the restraints, cock throbbing so violently the ring bit into his flesh. He moaned into the gag, a raw sound, as if his body might collapse into that single syllable.

She did not repeat it.

She did not soften.

She straightened slowly, composure unbroken, withdrawing her presence from his ear as cleanly as if she had never leaned at all.

Her eyes met his, briefly, and then passed over him with the same calm she had carried since she entered.

The file closed with a soft clap.

She had given him more in that one word than he could endure — and taken it away in the same breath.

The slate logged the moment without poetry:

Recognition delivered.

And then it went blank again.

The echo of his name still thundered in him, though the air was silent again.

His body strained, trembling in its bonds, but Sabine was already moving, already resuming the cadence of procedure as though nothing had passed between them.

She lifted the file. Turned one page. Tapped once with the stylus.

Her voice was calm, professional.

“Present restraints.”

Elias inhaled raggedly through his nose. The gag muffled the small, broken sound that escaped anyway. He knew what she meant.

He stilled his body as best he could.

First, the wrists. He flexed them outward against the braces, offering the straps as if into her hands. She leaned in, retightened one buckle, tugged another, adjusted the alignment until there was no slack at all.

“Wrists: secured.”

Logged.

Next, the collar. He raised his chin slowly. She pressed two fingers at the clasp, confirmed its seal, tapped once against the electrode points to test response. The hum passed through him. His cock pulsed again, uncontrolled.

“Collar: responsive. Integrity intact.”

Logged.

Then the gag. She tugged the strap once more, ensuring it was still stretched to its limit. Her touch was precise, impersonal, but his throat clenched around the bit as though it were reverence.

“Gag: compliant.”

Finally, the pelvic harness. She did not look at his cock, but she tested the ring’s tension with a single gloved fingertip at the base, just enough to make the restraint buzz acknowledgement.

“Arousal: maintained. Orgasm: prohibited.”

Logged.

Each inspection stripped him further. Not because of what she said, but because she said it without acknowledging him. No glance, no pause, no softness. Just data.

At last she stepped back. Closed the file.

Her voice, the final cut:

“Thank you for stillness.”

Nothing more.

She turned, smoothed her tunic, and walked to the side door — the one set flush with the mirrored wall. She did not look back as it opened to admit her into the space beyond.

Elias’s breath was shallow, desperate, muffled into the gag. His pulse hammered so loudly he thought it might trigger correction.

And he was left facing his own reflection in the mirror.

The suite was silent again.

Elias remained strapped upright, every restraint rechecked, posture corrected, tension recalibrated to hold him precisely still. The air had changed — thinner, somehow, tighter against his skin. His pulse roared in his ears.

The gag bit deep. The collar buzzed faintly. The ring around his cock held him erect with brutal constancy, and the plug seated in him offered no relief — only pressure, only presence.

He could still taste her breath. Still hear the shape of his name in the space behind his jaw.

And then—

The mirror softened.

It didn’t click. It didn’t shift. It dissolved, the reflective surface blooming into clarity cell by cell until the truth revealed itself:

A second room.

Lit in low amber. Padded floor. Wall-mounted restraints folded neat against one side. At its centre — a wide bench, upholstered in grey leather, shaped for use.

And Sabine.

Still in uniform. Still bare-faced. Still immaculate.

She stepped through the far door of the mirrored room, now revealed as adjoining. Her gloves had been removed. Her sleeves were folded to the elbow. Her presence was unchanged — composed, clinical, controlled.

A man stood waiting. Unnamed, unimportant. His face was unreadable. His clothing — stripped to the waist — had already been set aside by protocol. He did not speak.

She did not hesitate.

Sabine approached him with the same ritual cadence she had used with Elias: one hand to the chest, a light pressure at the shoulder, a glance not of affection but of command.

And the man obeyed.

He sank to his knees before her. Kissed the palm she extended.

Then she sat. Slowly. Deliberately. Spreading her knees beneath the pressed whites of her trousers, tilting her hips forward.

Elias moaned into the gag. Not from jealousy — not even from rage. From the clarity of it. The finality. This was not punishment. This was protocol.

Her pleasure was not for him.

His arousal spiked. The ring dug in harder. A drop slicked down his shaft, sliding across the damp seal of the absorbent beneath him.

Sabine leaned back. Spoke a single word to the man.

It wasn’t Elias’s name.

It wasn’t anything he was permitted to hear.

But her mouth moved.

Her body welcomed.

And Elias was made to watch.

The slate at his side blinked into activity.

He couldn’t see it fully, but he heard the quiet click of lines being logged, each one like a nail through his spine:

Subject U432: exposure commenced.

Mirror mode: cleared.

Instruction: maintain stillness.

He obeyed.

He had no choice.

Sabine’s breath deepened. She had removed only what she needed to. Her whites remained — open at the chest, trousers split cleanly to allow what was required. There was nothing frantic in it. No indulgence.

Only control.

Only access.

The man moved between her legs at her direction. His hands gripped the bench as she adjusted herself around him. She never looked at Elias.

But she was angled for him.

Every inch of her body, every press of her thigh, every slow cant of her hips — it was stagecraft. Designed. Composed.

For him to observe.

Not participate. Not respond.

Observe.

The slate clicked again:

U432: cock pulsing.

Leak observed.

Correction: withheld.

His thighs were trembling. His eyes burned. The sound of her breath came clearly now — not exaggerated, not performative, but real. Quiet gasps. A hum that might have been approval.

Elias writhed against the restraints — not in protest, not to escape. To feel. To be acknowledged. To be seen.

The mirror showed him everything except her eyes.

She did not give him that.

Not once.

Minutes passed.

Or hours.

Or seconds.

He lost time.

Every tilt of her hips. Every faint exhale. Every shift in her expression. It layered over him like glass.

His body ached with the denial. His cock had not softened since she spoke his name. It would not soften now.

She came once — he saw it, recognised the change in her breath, the stillness that followed. A tremor, barely visible. A hand gripped tight to the bench.

He nearly broke.

The collar corrected his pulse. The plug held him open. The gag choked his breath back into silence.

He obeyed.

And the slate noted it.

U432: maintained posture.

Orgasm: denied.

Arousal: persistent.

Response: logged.

The mirror began to fade.

Not abruptly. Slowly. With precision.

Sabine adjusted her uniform, smoothing the creases, retucking her shirt. The man remained knelt. She left him like that.

The mirror closed.

His reflection returned.

Gagged. Leaking.

Smiling faintly.

Slate Final Log:

Subject U432

Recognition: delivered

Audio access: revoked

Visual stimulus: terminated

Sabine loop suppression: 30 days

Praise withheld.

Stillness maintained.


Chapter 13 – The Mirror Stack

There was no chair this time.

They led him on foot — two nurses, one on each side, hands steady beneath his arms. No commentary. No file readout. Just corridor, corridor, door.

The lock disengaged with a double chime. The floor changed beneath him — smooth, padded, faint give under his soles. His pulse quickened even before the light changed.

The door closed behind them with a soft seal.

They left without a word.

He was alone.

The room was not large — perhaps three strides across in any direction. The air was filtered, clinical. No scent of anyone else. No warmth of previous use.

But the walls.

Every surface mirrored.

Not decorative. Not distorting.

Exact.

Ceiling, floor, all four walls — seamless reflections in perfect alignment. The lights were set behind panels, soft-edged but unflinching.

He saw himself from every angle.

Naked, save for the collar and the ring. His arms hung naturally at his sides, but already he felt them twitch. His cock hung half-hard, restrained at the base, the faint sheen of previous arousal still visible along the shaft.

He tried to look only forward.

Failed.

To his right — the same image.

To his left — his profile again.

Below him — the soles of his feet, the tension in his thighs.

Above — the tilt of his head, the tremor at his jaw.

He was everywhere.

And nowhere to hide.

There was no speaker visible, but the voice arrived all the same:

“Begin posture cycle.

Kneel. Offer. Seal.”

He swallowed.

Lowered.

Obeyed.

“Kneel. Offer. Seal.”

The loop voice was calm. Genderless. Timed to his breath.

Elias moved.

His knees touched down first — slow, padded impact, thighs parting slightly as he settled into the posture that had been rehearsed a hundred times in rooms without mirrors.

Now, he saw all of it.

From behind — the press of his thighs against the floor, the slight quiver in his glutes as he settled.

From above — the roll of his shoulders, the effort to keep his neck long, jaw relaxed around the ring of the collar.

From the front — the hesitation in his gaze.

He hated it instantly.

Not the posture — the imperfection.

His wrists rose into position. He brought them together, arms extended forward, elbows tucked, hands cupped upward. It was the standard offering posture — one he’d used dozens of times.

But the mirrors made it unbearable.

His hands trembled.

The collar jutted too far forward.

His cock leaked onto the floor between his knees, unbidden.

He tried not to look — but the reflection was everywhere. The droplet formed, clung, fell.

And the voice again:

“Hold.”

He held.

He held too tightly.

The thigh tremor intensified. The angle of his neck tipped a fraction out of alignment. His left wrist flexed too high.

A hum at the collar. Not harsh.

A pulse.

Correction.

One mirror, just to his left, lit with faint text:

Tremor: left thigh.

Posture error: 2.4° drift.

Leak: not suppressed.

The words faded.

The loop resumed.

“Reset. Kneel. Offer. Seal.”

“Reset.

Kneel.

Offer.

Seal.”

Elias obeyed again.

This time slower. More deliberate. But the mirror caught everything — not just the motion but the strain.

His left knee shifted first.

The press of it onto the padded floor left a faint compression that lingered in the mirrored reflection beneath him.

Then the right.

The voice didn’t comment. It didn’t need to. The mirrors logged more than a person ever could.

Arms forward. Wrists cupped. Spine lengthened. Chin tucked to the precise midpoint.

Still, he trembled.

Not violently — but enough.

The collar pulsed again.

Correction: jaw tension.

Pulse: 118.

Eye deviation: 0.7° downward drift.

The feedback glowed on the mirror in front of him — barely brighter than the glass itself, but impossible not to see.

He clenched.

The plug shifted inside him.

His cock, held firm by the ring, twitched again — and a fresh thread of arousal spilled onto the floor.

He saw the droplet form from seven angles.

He watched it fall.

He watched his eyes watching it.

The room was an echo chamber of failure.

Again.

“Reset.”

His muscles burned. The loop was not long — but repetition stripped away everything but obedience.

Every cycle, the collar pulsed. Every tremor, logged.

The mirrored text showed no judgement — only clinical notations:

Leak: 4.

Posture: corrected.

Correction count: 9.

It was devastating.

And it was exactly right.

He began to welcome the pulses.

Not because they hurt — but because they told him something real. They meant someone, somewhere, was seeing him. They meant he was not alone.

He lowered again.

Faster this time.

Wrists forward. Spine taut. Eyes straight.

A beat passed.

No correction.

The slate blinked once.

U432: delay within range.

Correction: withheld.

Observation: holding.

He inhaled slowly through his nose. Let the air settle.

Watched himself obey.

And for the first time — he didn’t look away.

The loop repeated.

But the voice no longer led him — it only confirmed what he already knew to do.

“Kneel.

Offer.

Seal.”

He moved with care. Not slowness — precision. The difference was everything.

His knees touched down evenly. His spine aligned before he settled. His chin lowered to the correct incline. He saw himself make the adjustment — a half-degree drop — before the collar could hum.

And the collar didn’t.

No correction.

The mirrored slate showed:

Posture: aligned.

Eye-line: held.

Leak: visible. Correction: not required.

He exhaled through his nose, deeply. The sound bounced back from every surface, quieter than breath should be, but enough.

His cock remained hard. The ring never let it soften. Another droplet clung to the tip, swaying slightly with each breath.

He didn’t look away from it.

He watched it form. Watched it fall. Watched the mirrored knees receive it, the mirrored thighs tense faintly, the mirrored mouth gagless but parted in stillness.

He did not flinch.

Not this time.

The collar remained silent.

The slate text flickered:

Leak #7: voluntary stillness maintained.

Response: held.

Feedback: withheld.

He was still.

He was seen.

And for the first time in the Mirror Stack, he felt a kind of peace.

Not comfort.

Not reward.

Something colder.

Something earned.

He anticipated the next command. But the voice did not come.

Instead, the loop paused.

The mirrors stayed lit.

And his posture remained — arms forward, eyes steady, thighs tight with strain.

He didn’t blink.

He didn’t break.

He waited.

And watched himself do it.

“Begin posture cycle.”

“Kneel. Offer. Seal.”

No pulse at the collar. No twitch in his thigh.

Elias moved like a blueprint.

Each joint folded with silent alignment — knees first, spine controlled, shoulders easing down in symmetrical glide. He extended his arms exactly forward, wrists offered, palms open, thumbs curved slightly inward as the manual prescribed.

He held it.

Breathed into it.

Watched from every side as his own body obeyed.

A bead of fluid sat at the head of his cock, refusing to fall. Not from strain — from containment.

His thighs were taut. But not trembling.

His jaw slackened slightly. Not from fatigue — from acceptance.

The room said nothing.

The mirrors showed everything.

There was no escape from his reflection — and no need for one. His image was no longer something to avoid. It was a mirror of service.

The slate in front of him, ghost-text overlaid on the centre mirror, blinked once:

U432: posture held.

Response: stable.

Arousal: monitored.

Orgasm: denied.

Stillness.

No correction.

No shame.

No praise.

Only accuracy.

Another pulse might have affirmed him. A word might have completed him. But neither arrived. The system trusted him now — or perhaps tested him further by withdrawing even that.

Either way, he remained kneeling.

And it felt correct.

The voice didn’t return.

The loop didn’t resume.

And still, Elias held.

He remained in posture: knees wide, thighs taut, spine aligned, arms offered in perfect symmetry. The collar was quiet. The slate was dark.

Only the mirrors remained.

And in them — him.

His body no longer looked like something being tested.

It looked like something designed.

The cock ring still held him at full arousal. But he wasn’t pulsing.

He wasn’t fighting it.

He wasn’t hoping.

He simply was.

The bead of fluid had fallen. Another replaced it, smaller.

It trembled at the tip, suspended in the moment between offering and denial.

The perfect emblem of what he had become.

Arousal: logged.

Orgasm: not permitted.

Stillness: achieved.

The slate flickered softly. A line appeared in faint white text across the central mirror:

U432: Self-correcting under mirrored review.

No praise. No reward. Just fact.

Just designation.

It landed in his chest like something sacred.

Elias watched his own face — slack-jawed in obedience, collar flush against his throat, body angled in symmetry — and felt something shift.

Not joy. Not arousal.

Something deeper.

Recognition.

The loop didn’t return.

The collar didn’t pulse.

The lights didn’t dim.

He had passed.

And in the flickering half-glow of his own unblinking gaze, he smiled.

Small. Almost nothing.

But seen from every angle.


Chapter 14 – Pairing Lab C: Switch

The Pairing Lab was quiet.

No voices, no relay clicks, no prep chatter. Just the soft hiss of padded doors sealing, and the tread of the nurses’ shoes as they guided him forward.

The air here smelled of control — cool, dry, faintly antiseptic.

The floor was different. Not tile. Not cushioned like the suite. A kind of matte matting — pale grey, yielding only slightly under foot. It quieted his steps. Made him feel smaller.

There were two mats laid out in the centre of the room:

One, his.

One, hers.

Isla was brought in moments after him. Serene, as ever. Her hair was coiled into a low knot. Her eyes were calm. She walked without hesitation, as though the floor knew her.

They were placed exactly one metre apart. No tethers. No cuffs. Just collar and ring. He wore nothing else. Neither did she.

The mirrored wall in front of them reflected the pairing exactly: two bodies, symmetrical and bare. But the symmetry was deceptive.

He was not her equal.

He was not being reviewed.

She was.

He knew this without being told.

The nurse did not speak to him.

Did not meet his eyes.

Her file was labelled only with Isla.

She was the subject.

He was the measure.

Elias knelt on the mat as instructed — not by words, but by pattern. By knowing how these things unfolded. His knees found their mark. His spine aligned without thought.

The mirrored wall showed Isla watching him as she lowered herself too.

Almost matching.

Not quite.

The nurse stepped forward. A woman Elias didn’t know by voice, but recognised by bearing — tall, spare, hair bound in a grey-net twist. Her uniform bore the silver threading of supervisory rank. She carried no tray. Just the slate.

She didn’t glance at him.

“Isla. Begin pairing sequence.”

Her voice was low, clipped. Not unkind.

She looked only at the girl.

Isla nodded once.

“This is an alignment drill. You will mirror the model. Response delay must not exceed one second. Deviation tolerance: 3 degrees. Hold posture for duration of the countdown. Adjustments will be logged. Verbal correction minimal.”

She paused. Isla’s gaze didn’t waver.

“He will not be acknowledged.”

That line wasn’t for Isla.

It was for him.

Elias felt the pulse at his collar. Not a shock — a presence. Just enough to remind him he was receiving. Not participating.

He knelt deeper.

The nurse stepped back to her mark. Her eyes remained on Isla.

“Begin.”

The slate blinked.

The mirrored wall dimmed slightly — not enough to obscure, just enough to centre. The reflection became crisper, contrast higher. Two bodies, side by side, bare and breathing.

One was being reviewed.

The other, held still.

He moved before she did.

Not dramatically. Not to perform.

But with precision. With certainty.

His arms lifted. Palms rotated outward. Spine held. Chin tucked.

The “seal” posture — part of the standard loop.

No instruction had been given.

Not to him.

But he’d felt the weight of expectation settle on his skin the moment the nurse said it: He will not be acknowledged.

That line had unlocked something deeper than direction.

It meant he was the measure.

Not the subject.

The standard.

Isla moved a moment after.

A half-second behind him.

She matched his posture nearly exactly — but her right hand floated slightly too high.

The mirrored wall caught it.

Elias saw it.

So did the nurse.

She said nothing.

Only stepped in.

Isla remained perfectly still as her wrist was guided downward by a single touch. Her breathing didn’t change.

Elias didn’t move.

Didn’t react.

Didn’t look away.

The slate blinked:

U432: model stable.

Isla: correction applied (R wrist, 4.1°)

The voice returned.

“Reset. Pairing posture: breath sync. Begin.”

This time, they moved together.

Elias timed his breath deliberately — four seconds in, four seconds out. Shoulders relaxed. Eyes forward.

He didn’t look at Isla.

But he knew she was watching him.

Not just copying.

Learning.

And still, the nurse said nothing to him.

No feedback.

No nod.

No praise.

The collar remained silent.

The breath-sync posture dissolved at the next tone.

“Posture three. Begin.”

Elias moved without hesitation. His left leg extended, arms behind his back, spine held in tension. Chin level.

The posture was more exposed — thighs open, cock vulnerable in profile. He held it without flinch. The ring ached, but the ache was welcome.

Isla followed.

Not immediately.

A one-second delay.

She mimicked the shape. But her angle was slightly off — weight uneven, pelvis tilted 2–3 degrees too far forward.

Elias saw it.

The nurse did too.

“Correction.”

A single step forward. The nurse placed her hand against Isla’s lower belly, pressed gently, and rotated her pelvis back into alignment. Her fingers passed low across the girl’s pubic bone, adjusted her hip tilt, withdrew.

Isla held the new posture. Her eyes forward. Breath calm.

The slate flickered:

U432: posture unchanged.

Isla: manual correction (pelvic axis, 2.8°)

Elias did not react.

Did not shift.

Did not allow his own spine to flinch.

He had not been touched.

He had not needed to be.

There was no reward.

No nod.

No gaze.

But the silence was telling.

And he began to cherish it.

Each adjustment Isla received became a kind of reverse praise — a sign that he had held, and she had not.

“Posture four. Hold: three hundred seconds.”

The tone was low. Final.

Elias shifted as the voice completed its phrase — a deep-kneel position with wrists bound behind his back (mimed, not tethered), spine vertical, thighs spread just enough to expose the ringed base of his cock to the mirrored wall.

He locked into it.

Weight balanced through knees and instep. Shoulders down. Gaze fixed forward.

Isla matched him. Not instantly — a breath behind. She settled into the same configuration, her posture elegant, hips square, chin lifted.

The room fell silent.

No loop.

No pulse.

Just breath.

Time stretched.

Elias felt each passing second in his muscles. The ache in his thighs. The still pull at his shoulders. The insistent throb of restrained arousal between his legs — not new, but compounded now by exposure.

The mirrored wall showed everything.

His cock, red and rigid, seeping slowly.

Her knees, open in symmetry.

Two bodies in stillness — but only one under scrutiny.

At the seventy-second mark, Isla’s right knee shifted slightly inward. Not visible in real time. But the mirror caught it. So did the nurse.

She stepped in, knelt beside the girl, and pressed her palm flat to Isla’s thigh. Gently urged it back open. Whispered a word Elias couldn’t hear.

Then stepped away again.

Isla did not react beyond correction. Her stillness resumed.

The slate blinked:

U432: posture maintained.

Isla: correction applied (knee position, 1.6°).

Encouragement issued.

The word struck Elias like a pulse to the chest.

Encouragement.

He had held longer.

Held first.

Held without tremor.

But he was not the subject.

And that, somehow, made it right.

The absence of attention began to feel like care.

The lack of correction — like proof.

He wasn’t failing.

He was functioning.

The remaining minutes passed in ritualised quiet. Only the soft breath of both bodies. Only the mirrored documentation of held arousal.

No praise.

No acknowledgement.

Only stillness.

The tone signalled release.

Isla exhaled gently — not in relief, but in control. Her muscles eased with grace, limbs flowing back to neutral as the posture dissolved.

Elias did not move.

His own body ached — cock heavy and untouched, thighs throbbing, spine lit with strain. But he remained as he was: kneeling, wrists mimed behind his back, eyes forward.

No one told him to shift.

So he didn’t.

The nurse stepped forward. Her eyes remained on Isla.

“You may dress.”

A folded shift was handed to the girl. Simple grey. Lightweight.

Isla took it without expression. Slipped it over her shoulders in a single motion, arms sliding through the sleeves as if it had been designed for this moment.

She didn’t look at Elias.

But she paused. Just for a heartbeat. Before she turned.

The door opened.

Closed.

She was gone.

He was still kneeling.

His cock remained hard. A fresh thread of arousal curved against his thigh.

No comment.

No cleaning.

No closure.

Just the soft activation of the slate behind him:

U432: model stable.

No praise administered.

The text pulsed once, then vanished.

No footsteps followed.

No nurse returned.

Just the mirrored wall, showing him alone — used, silent, necessary.

And somehow, complete.


Epilogue – Hardware

The door sealed behind him.

A hiss. A lock. A quiet finality.

He did not expect words.

Two nurses guided him by the elbows — not roughly, not gently. With purpose. He stepped where led.

The tag bay was smaller than the suite. Bare walls, white panel lighting, padded floor. A single Y-frame stood at the centre, shaped like a diver’s stance — arms wide, neck open, back lightly arched for access.

They positioned him against it.

No need to restrain.

He held the posture himself.

Feet shoulder-width.

Arms angled.

Throat bared.

The collar sat high. The cock ring pulsed faintly.

There had been no release.

No cleaning.

No request for one.

His thighs were slick from earlier use. His erection remained — not sharp anymore, but steady. Leaking faintly. Calm.

One nurse lifted the slate. The other pressed the port at the collar’s base.

No announcement. No countdown.

Just a beep.

A blink of light.

A second seal click.

Done.

No one told him what had changed.

But he felt it.

The collar held firmer. Not tighter. More final.

A shift. Not in weight — in meaning.

He was not being tested anymore.

He was being filed.

They stepped back.

Said nothing.

The slate had logged. The port was sealed. His posture remained unchanged — not because of instruction, but because there was nothing else he wished to do.

He was standing because standing was held.

His arms were lifted because they had been placed there.

And the collar—

The collar had changed.

Not in shape. Not in size.

But in presence.

It was no longer a loop anchor.

No longer a training sensor.

It was something else now.

A small mirror, mounted at chest height on the far wall, gave just enough reflection for him to see the edge of the tag.

Black metal.

Laser etched.

His ID.

And beneath it—

Prototype: Stable

Two words.

Nothing else.

Not “Elias.”

Not “subject.”

Not “obedient.”

Just a classification.

And a status.

His breath caught. Not sharply. Not in shock.

In completion.

There would be no evaluation panel now.

No next phase.

He was not being prepared for something else.

He was the something else.

And he accepted it.

Not as defeat.

As design.

The mirror caught movement.

Not his own. Not a nurse.

Something beyond.

His eyes tracked slightly left. There — in the corner of the tag bay — a panel of reinforced glass had begun to unshade. No sound. Just the faint mechanical bloom of opacity clearing, revealing the adjoining room.

A loop suite. Smaller than most.

Soft floor. Soft light. A single bench.

And Isla.

She was kneeling. Not formally — not in display posture.

Her knees were together. Hands resting gently on her thighs. Spine long.

Not being corrected.

Not being praised.

Just existing.

She wore the same grey shift she’d been handed after their session. Her hair was still bound, but looser now. A strand had escaped. It rested against her cheek, unmoved.

She was not plugged.

Not gagged.

Not restrained.

She looked…

held.

He saw her before she saw him.

And then—

Her eyes lifted.

Found him.

Not startled.

Not concerned.

Not curious.

She just looked.

Their gazes met across the glass.

No words.

No audio.

But the seeing was enough.

He didn’t shift.

Didn’t lower his arms.

Didn’t soften his knees.

She didn’t move either.

She didn’t look away.

And the collar at his throat held steady.

No loop began.

No voice intruded.

Just contact, permitted by glass.

And by design.

He bowed.

No instruction.

No prompt.

No slate text.

He simply lowered his head.

Slowly.

Precisely.

As though his entire body were calibrated for it.

His arms remained raised in the Y-frame posture. His knees did not buckle. The collar flexed slightly as his chin dipped toward his sternum.

He didn’t blink.

Didn’t tremble.

Not for show.

Not for Isla.

For himself.

Through the glass, she didn’t mirror him.

She didn’t return the gesture.

But she didn’t look away.

That, somehow, was deeper.

More complete.

More true.

The slate pinged once behind his right shoulder — soft, final.

Prototype: Stable

Tag confirmed

Behavioural calibration complete

Praise: withheld

Correction: withheld

Training: sealed

The lights dimmed.

Only by a shade.

The door unlocked with a click.

He didn’t rise.

He didn’t speak.

He remained bowed.

And through the glass, Isla’s eyes softened.

Not pity.

Not sorrow.

Recognition.

Like she was seeing not the boy she’d mirrored—

But the hardware she’d been measured against.

The system did not log a response.

It didn’t need to.

He had been filed.

Not as failure.

Not as patient.

As object.

Instrument.

Prototype.

And stable.


Also by Roman Vale

Thank you for reading.

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

— Roman Vale

💋 Slutty Little Secrets

Confessions too filthy to stay hidden.
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