
        
            
                
            
        

    



The Obedient Machine: A Sci-Fi Trans Domme Gangbang BDSM Fantasy










Plugged, Caged, and Broken by the Syndicate’s Trans Cock Queens











Chapter Zero: The Capture of Ethan Stray










Ethan Stray wasn’t a hero.




He didn’t save planets. He didn’t have a cause. He smuggled illegal AI firmware between mining colonies, rigged pleasure bots for cash, and had a habit of sleeping with the wrong people on the wrong moons.










Like the one last week—smooth voice, tight waist, high boots, and a cock that made him whimper when she pinned him to the control panel of his ship. Her name was Keira.










Now, he was bound at the wrists, floating midair in a sterile containment cell aboard her cruiser. His boots had been removed. His jacket, gone. They’d stripped him down to a black compression suit that hugged every line of muscle—except between his legs, where a cold metal ring kept him from feeling anything but heat and pressure.










A cage. Not just any cage. An Androvian neural-lock chastity model, designed to sync with the user’s brainstem and deliver denial on a psychological level. He’d tried thinking off. Tried resisting. Tried begging. Keira hadn’t even responded.










The cell lights dimmed. A door hissed open behind the forcefield.










She walked in with boots that echoed.










Keira.










Tall, toned, and terrifying. She wore a long navy coat, open at the middle to reveal sculpted cleavage above a synthetic corset. Her cock—thick, long, and glowing with cybernetic heat lines—bulged visibly beneath her tailored pants.










"Sleeping well, little outlaw?" she purred.










"Fuck you," Ethan muttered.










She grinned. "Eventually. But not before I’ve made you mine."










He jerked against the suspension cuffs. "This is kidnapping. You can’t just—"










Keira tapped her wrist console. A pulse hit Ethan’s cage. His hips bucked mid-air. It didn’t hurt—it was worse. A wave of near-orgasm that stopped just before the cliff. He gasped.










She walked up to him, close enough for him to see the gleam of lubricant at the tip of her cock.










"You’re now property of the Domme Syndicate of Androvia," she whispered, lips brushing his ear. "Your crimes? Smuggling tech. Disrespecting trans authority. And thinking your cum belongs to you."










Ethan growled, breath trembling. "You won’t get away with this."










Keira reached under his chin and tilted his face up. "Darling, I’m not trying to get away with anything. I’m trying to break you.”










Another tap.










Another wave.










He nearly whimpered.










"And when I’m done," she added, licking her lips, "you’ll beg to wear the diaper."










She turned on her heel and walked out.










The cell lights dimmed again.










The cage pulsed softly—reminding Ethan, with every heartbeat, that she had all the control now.









Chapter One: Property of the Domme Syndicate










Ethan’s wrists ached.










His arms were suspended above his head by sleek magnetic cuffs, holding him upright against a vertical slab of warm black metal. The air was thick with sterilizing mist, and he was naked now—his suit removed, replaced with nothing but the tight chrome cage locked around his cock.










Above him, a holographic tag pulsed softly with the words:











D-14987 // UNTRAINED // SMUGGLER











The door slid open without a sound.










Two figures entered the chamber. Both were tall, poised, flawless. Synthetic heels clicked on the obsidian floor.










One wore a dark grey uniform that hugged her curves, her long black braid slung over one shoulder. Her name badge glowed:

 

Mistress Revka


 
. Her eyes scanned him without warmth.










The other wore a white latex apron, hips exaggerated by augmentation, her chest broad and stacked beneath the fabric. Her cock bulged prominently under the apron, no attempt made to conceal it. The tag on her chest read:

 

Medical Subjugator AEL-9


 
.










Revka walked up to Ethan first.










She didn’t speak.










She reached out, took his chin between her thumb and forefinger, and tilted his head side to side. She checked his ears, his eyes, his lips.










“No enhancement,” she muttered.










AEL-9 came up beside her and tapped a control on the wall. From a concealed drawer, a long, segmented plug emerged, slick with sterilizing gel and curved with calculated cruelty.










“Training model twelve,” AEL-9 noted. “Recommended for first-time insertion. Fully biometric.”










Revka didn’t ask for Ethan’s opinion. She stepped behind him, fingers tracing down his spine.










He flinched.










AEL-9 took a step forward and placed her palm flat against his chest. “Brace.”










The plug hissed softly as it activated. A small pulse of air preceded it.










Ethan let out a sharp grunt as the plug slid into him—firm, slow, precise. The deeper it went, the more control it claimed. It clicked into place with a mechanical hum.










A notification chirped on the wall:











INSERTION CONFIRMED. PLUG LOCKED. TRAINING MODE INITIALIZED.











Revka circled in front of him, picked up a slim control wand from the tray, and pressed it once.










The plug activated.










Ethan’s thighs trembled, breath caught in his throat. It wasn’t pain—it was restraint. A heat that circled his prostate, squeezing without stimulation. A tease without touch.










“Good reaction time,” AEL-9 said clinically. “Receptive nerves functioning at 92%.”










Revka turned to the wall panel. “Initialize collaring.”










A segment of the slab behind Ethan extended forward. A thick, matte-black collar rose from it. With one smooth motion, it clicked around his neck and sealed with a magnetic tone.










A second chirp:











SUBJECT COLLARED.











Then the lights dimmed.










A blue projection flickered to life before him, showing the face of Keira—flawless as ever, her eyes locked on him from some distant command deck.










“Hello again, Ethan.”










He didn’t reply.










She smiled faintly. “You are now designated D-14987. Your orgasm license is suspended indefinitely. Your plug is programmed to report defiance, and your collar logs voice patterns and arousal frequency. You are, for all functional purposes, my property.”










He spat.










The saliva barely hit the floor before Revka struck him across the face. Not hard. Just enough to remind him where he stood.










Keira chuckled from the screen. “You always were a brat.”










She leaned in closer, as if her eyes could pierce right through him.










“Your task, for today, is obedience. AEL-9 will escort you to the barracks. You will serve the pleasure squads until your denial meter is full. That will take hours. You will not cum. You will not beg. If you do, the plug tightens.”










The feed cut.










Revka stepped forward and placed a hand on the side of his face. “Don’t worry,” she whispered. “Most of them break by day three. You might not last two.”










The cuffs released, and Ethan dropped to his knees.










Revka took a leash from the drawer. A heavy one. She clipped it to the front of his collar and gave it a tug.










“Crawl.”










He hesitated.










AEL-9 tapped her wand.










The plug pulsed. Sharp, deep, punishing.










Ethan gasped and dropped his hands to the floor. Crawling forward, the leash pulled taut in front of him, guided by Revka’s slow, merciless pace.










They led him down a long hallway where other figures watched from windows—submissive boys in diapers, trans dommes lounging in command chairs, silent observers behind mirrored glass.










They were all watching him. Crawling. Plugged. Caged.










Property.










They entered a room with low red lighting and glass walls. Inside, a padded bench sat under a spotlight. Mounted cameras tracked every movement.










Revka clipped his leash to the floor anchor.










“Stay. Use begins shortly.”










She turned and walked out, hips swaying.










AEL-9 leaned down and whispered in his ear.










“Enjoy your denial. We’ll see what you are after ten uses.”










Then she was gone.










Ethan remained on all fours, plugged, leaking, waiting.










Somewhere in the walls, he heard a hiss of hydraulics and the click of high heels approaching.










The door opened.









Chapter Two: Training Protocol Initiated










Ethan didn’t lift his head.










Not when the door opened. Not when the click of heels grew louder. Not even when a cock brushed against his chin.










He knew better now.










The figure that entered was tall and muscular, with short-cropped platinum hair and heavy eye makeup. She wore nothing above the waist except a steel-plated harness that framed her breasts. Her cock—long, slightly curved, marked with glowing blue tattoos—rested hard against Ethan’s cheek as she circled him.










“D-14987,” she purred. “First use.”










A screen flickered on overhead.











SESSION 001 — HANDS FREE — DENIAL ENFORCED











She walked around to face him. Her cock was already slick, but she added more lube from a dispenser on the wall. Then she stepped behind him and gripped the plug tab between his cheeks.










Click.










The plug twisted slightly, deeper, locking into a firmer hold.










He jerked forward but didn’t resist. That only made it worse.










She leaned down, her voice sharp in his ear.










“You want to be useful, don’t you?”










He didn’t answer.










Another tap on her wrist console. The cage buzzed.










A wave of pressure flooded his groin—heat, static, desire—but no release. The sensation echoed up his spine and into his skull like a phantom orgasm that refused to finish.










She climbed up behind him, cock pressed to the tight ring of the plug’s base. With a hiss, the plug retreated halfway, and her cock took its place—slow, insistent, precise.










He grit his teeth as she slid in.










The system registered it instantly.











PENETRATION CONFIRMED. STIMULATION COMMENCED.











She didn’t speak again. She just grabbed his hips and fucked him—deep, mechanical, measured thrusts that aligned with the ship’s heartbeat.










Ethan’s leash jangled against the floor. His knees dug into the padded mat. His cage vibrated with every thrust, programmed to tease but not give.










“Two more dommes are scheduled after me,” she said casually. “They like to take turns edging their toys together. You'll be ready for them.”










Her rhythm increased.










The plug buzzed in sync with her cock, pulsing around the edge where they met inside him. It didn’t let go. It didn’t let him rest.










The screen flashed.











DENIAL THRESHOLD: 47%











“Good boy,” she said, fucking harder.










His hands balled into fists. His mouth opened but no sound came.










When she finally pulled out, she slapped his plug with the flat of her palm and re-seated it.










“Next.”










She walked out, not even glancing back.










The second domme entered five seconds later. This one was smaller—dark curls, sharp eyes, cock curved like a blade. She didn’t speak. Just knelt in front of him, uncaged his mouth with a tap on his collar, and slid herself down his throat.










Ethan gagged.










She pushed deeper.










She tapped the control again.











MOUTH OPEN — GAG REFLEX OVERRIDDEN











His collar stiffened, forcing his jaw wider. She fucked his mouth like a machine, watching him with cold, violet eyes. Her cock throbbed against his tongue, pre-cum leaking in slow pulses.










He couldn’t move.










Couldn’t breathe through his nose anymore.










Her cock pulsed once—deep in his throat—and then she pulled out fast.










No cum.










Nothing.










Just another denial.










She tapped her console.











DENIAL THRESHOLD: 79%











“Closer,” she whispered, and smacked his face.










The door closed behind her.










Ethan collapsed to one elbow, gasping.










Another beep.











USE THREE INITIATED — GROUP ENTRY PERMITTED











The door opened.










Three dommes this time.










All trans.










All tall, gorgeous, and armed with plugs, straps, lube, and toys.










The first grabbed his hips and rolled him onto his back. The second climbed onto his face. The third just stroked her cock while watching.










Ethan’s vision blurred.










The third domme smiled. “We’ll take him to the edge together. Then leave him there.”










And they did.










They rode him. They used him. They denied him again and again. His body trembled with the tension of a hundred ruined orgasms.










The final screen update blinked red.











DENIAL THRESHOLD: 100% — LOCKED











“Reset in 12 hours,” one of them whispered, stroking his cheek.










Then they left.










He was alone again.










Plugged.










Caged.










Dripping.










The lights dimmed.










His leash still tugged at his collar, reminding him that escape didn’t exist here.










He was Syndicate property now.










And the only thing waiting tomorrow—










Was use number four.









Chapter Three: Syndicate Customs & Deep Discipline










Ethan didn’t remember sleeping. The ship made that irrelevant. The lights dimmed, the AI silenced stimulation, and his body hung in its restraints while neural sedatives pulsed into his spine through the collar.










When the lights rose again, the restraints released. He dropped to the padded floor, legs weak. A robotic arm extended from the wall and locked a leash to his collar. It dragged him upright.










A screen blinked:











TRANSPORTING TO LEVEL B — CUSTOMS & COMPLIANCE











The floor shifted. He was moved through the corridor like cargo. Naked. Plugged. Leaking.










When the wall opened, Ethan was shoved into a room ten meters wide, lit with purple surgical lamps. A woman stood beside a chrome table—broad shoulders, waist cinched with belts, a strap-on glowing between her thighs, its head pulsing red.










Her name tag read:

 

COMMANDER SYRIN — INTAKE ENFORCER











“You're late,” she said.










The door sealed behind him. Ethan’s leash retracted into the wall. Syrin grabbed his arms, yanked him onto the table, and secured his limbs with hydraulic clamps.










She examined his body like machinery. Checked the plug. Tapped the cage. Took a scanner to his neck.










“No hard limits entered,” she said. “Submission conditioning incomplete. Neural response: 42% resistance. That won’t do.”










She turned to a cart and picked up a device the size of her palm. A black disc with three flashing nodes. She slapped it directly onto his taint. The adhesive gripped instantly.










“This is the Discipline Receiver. It will trigger with every lie, every hesitation, and every unauthorized thought.”










She pressed a button.










It pulsed.










Ethan arched.










It wasn’t pain. Not exactly. But it hijacked his spine. Muscles seized. His cock strained behind the cage, twitching uselessly.










“You are not a man anymore,” Syrin said. “You are a project.”










Another pulse.










He gasped.










She grabbed his chin. “Say it.”










“…Project,” he managed.










Pulse.










“Louder.”










“I’m a project!”










She let go.










The screen above blinked.











VOCAL COMPLIANCE — STAGE ONE INITIATED











She turned to another machine. This one extended four mechanical arms—each tipped with different attachments: a suction ring, a lubricant injector, a dildo feeder, and a curved bladed trimmer.










“You’ll be cleaned, fitted, tagged, and feminized.”










She pressed a button.










The machines moved.










Ethan was shaved from head to toe. The suction ring locked to his nipples, pumping until they were swollen. A cold injector slid into his ass and filled him with hormone coolant. The dildo feeder gagged him briefly with a training shaft, then replaced it with a hollow ring gag.










Finally, a branding tool hovered to his inner thigh and stamped a glowing QR mark just above the plug.











PROPERTY: DOMME SYNDICATE — SECTOR R9











She uncuffed him from the table. “Stand.”










He obeyed.










Syrin handed him a package.










“Uniform.”










Inside: a white latex suit with no front zipper, only back access. Padded in the crotch. Sealed around the thighs.










“A compliance diaper,” she said. “Standard for all unbroken units.”










He hesitated.










She reached for the discipline remote.










He opened the package.










Slipped into the suit.










The padding locked snug against his caged shaft.










When he looked up, she’d already opened a new doorway.










“Walk,” she ordered.










The leash retracted. His collar lit green.











AUTHORIZED MOVEMENT — ESCORT MODE











He stepped into the hall.










Two dommes waited at the far end—both tall, both armed, both watching him like prey.










One held a training prod. The other, a plug calibrator.










They spoke in unison.










“Welcome to Deep Discipline.”










They escorted him into a chamber lined with observation pods. Dozens of restrained figures—some moaning, some plugged, some gagged—were displayed behind glass like test subjects. Every one of them wore the same padded white suit.










A platform rose in the center of the room.










They pushed Ethan onto it.










Overhead: screens, lights, clamps, restraint hooks.










“Your first protocol session will be observed by the Command Tribunal,” one of the dommes said.










Another domme entered—this one unzipping her uniform to let her thick, gleaming cock swing free. She stroked it idly as she approached the platform.










“Session begins now,” she said. “Prepare to be humiliated.”










They gagged him. Restrained him. Spread his thighs.










The screen above flashed:











STIMULATION LEVEL: 7






ORIFICE PRIORITY: ANAL






CHASTITY STATUS: LOCKED






CUM AUTHORIZATION: DENIED











A plug thicker than any before rotated from the floor and hovered behind him.










“You’ll learn your place,” the domme whispered, sliding the head against his entrance. “You’ll take what we give.”










The plug slid in. Ethan screamed into the gag. It expanded once seated, locking with a hiss.










One domme climbed onto the platform and sat on his face. Another slid her cock against the seat of his padded suit and began grinding, using him for her rhythm.










The room filled with the hum of vibrating walls, electric denial, the slap of rubber, the squish of soaked padding.










From behind the glass, more dommes watched.










One licked her lips.










Another reached between her legs.










And above them all, a final screen blinked:











USE LEVEL: TRAINING —






SUBJECT D-14987






STATUS: OWNED










Chapter Four: Public Parade & Orgasm Reassignment










They kept him locked on the platform for thirty minutes after the final thrust. The plug in his ass stayed inflated. The cage on his cock pulsed in sync with the room’s rhythm—tightening every twelve seconds to remind him it was still there.










Then a tone echoed.











PREPARE UNIT FOR PARADE











Two dommes stepped forward and unhooked the restraints. One of them—tall, silver lips, her cock outlined beneath a transparent latex wrap—grabbed the leash ring on Ethan’s collar and tugged.










“On your knees, diaper toy.”










He dropped.










The other domme fastened two armbinders behind his back and locked them in place. His padded crotch bulged. The plug shifted every time he moved. Leaking. Warm.










They dragged him down a corridor bathed in soft red light. The floor vibrated beneath his knees. Walls lined with holo-panels showed other units crawling, sucking, leaking. All collared. All owned.










At the end of the hall, a wide gate opened.











PARADE DECK — VIEWING ACCESS ENABLED











A dozen rows of seated dommes looked up. Some in uniforms, others fully naked save for straps and heels. Every single one carried a datapad or crop.










They clapped.










The domme with the silver lips raised Ethan’s leash and paraded him onto the central runway. She walked slowly, proudly. Her heels clicked against the floor while Ethan’s padded knees squished audibly with every step.










A voice from the overhead speakers announced:












“Unit D-14987. Male, Earth-origin. Former resistance. Currently: diapered, plugged, and suppressed. Chastity status: locked. Orgasm status: denied 41 days.”














The crowd cheered.










One domme stood and waved a glowing paddle.










“Spin him.”










Silver Lips stopped. She yanked the leash and forced Ethan to turn in place. His plug jiggled beneath the tight diaper. A few of the dommes laughed and whispered. One lifted her cock from her lap and started stroking.










A command buzzed from the ceiling.











ACTIVATE ORGASM REASSIGNMENT PROTOCOL











The other domme stepped forward with a silver tablet.










“We’re repurposing your orgasms,” she said. “Every climax you’re denied gets donated to someone more deserving.”










She pointed toward a figure standing on the upper platform.










It was a smaller, prettier sissy in a pastel latex harness. Plugged. Caged. Moaning softly with two dommes stroking her exposed nipples.










“She earned it,” the domme said, tapping the screen.










Ethan’s cock cage tightened.










The screen above him blinked.












“ONE ORGASM TRANSFERRED: UNIT S-422




SOURCE: D-14987




STATUS: NOTIFIED”














He felt the shock travel through his spine. Like the beginning of release—but cut short. It wasn’t just denied. It was

 

taken


 
. Pulled from his body and given to someone else.










The crowd clapped louder.










“Now beg,” one of the dommes said.










Ethan hesitated.










The plug pulsed.










He spoke through the gag ring, garbled: “Please… take them…”










The domme unzipped her suit. Her cock stood thick and wet. She stroked it once.










“You’re not here to please yourself. You’re here to

 

donate


 
.”










She climbed onto the runway and aimed at his padded ass. With a sharp movement, she slapped the side of the diaper, then leaned down to whisper:










“Don’t worry. We’ll keep you nice and full.”










She turned toward the crowd and pointed to three more dommes.










“Rotate use.”










The dommes stood and walked toward Ethan.










Each unzipped.










Each wore a cock.










Each smiled.










The parade continued.










And the screen above recorded everything.












USE RECORD UPDATED




ORGASM COUNT: 0




CUM RECEIVED: 3.7 LITERS




STATUS: DEPENDENT













Chapter Five: Liquid Obedience and the Hydration Gauntlet










The lights dimmed. Ethan was pulled off the parade deck by his collar, the leash handed off between dommes like a shared pet. His thighs shook, the padding squishing with each step. He couldn’t tell if the wetness soaking into his crotch was lube, pre, or punishment.










It didn’t matter.










He was dragged through a corridor lined with hydration tanks. Transparent cylinders filled with glowing liquid pulsed along the walls, tubes snaking from each one toward reclining chairs with restraints.










At the far end, another domme stood.










Her uniform bore the insignia of the

 

Hydration Authority


 
—two crossed syringes over a diapered silhouette. Her boots were wet with the fluid of those who had come before him.










“On the chair,” she barked.










Ethan climbed up. The restraints locked. Ankles, wrists, waist. Then the gag ring was swapped out for a funnel device clamped to his mouth. A tube extended from the nearest tank, slid down through the funnel, and clicked in.










The liquid began to flow.










Cold, synthetic sweetness. It was thick, like nectar, but packed with stimulants and hormones. Ethan choked at first. A domme slapped his thigh.










“Swallow.”










He obeyed.










The machine didn’t stop. Two liters. Then three. Then four. His belly bulged under the suit. The plug inside him pulsed, synced to the rhythm of the flow. The cock cage began vibrating. Not enough for pleasure—just enough for need.










When the flow finally stopped, Ethan was gasping through the funnel.










The domme pulled the tube free and replaced it with a gag.










“Gauntlet time,” she said.










The chair rotated.










He was wheeled into a chamber filled with sloped floors, drains, and standing dommes—each holding hoses, crops, and leashes.










Above him, the screen read:













HYDRATION GAUNTLET INITIATED





STATUS: OVERLOADED




RELEASE: DENIED




PAD: UNLOCKED














The dommes closed in.










One opened a zipper at his crotch and slipped her hand into the padding. She pressed hard against the cage. Another domme traced the outline of the plug, pushing it deeper.










A third domme pointed a hose at his chest.










“Obedience is a liquid state,” she said, and sprayed.










The fluid was hot. Slick. He was soaked instantly. The latex suit clung to him tighter, shaping every line of his body, every bulge, every quiver.










Then the vibrations increased.










Not just the cage. The plug. The collar. The suit.










A pulse shot through his core. His body jerked in the restraints. He moaned.










The dommes began chanting softly.












“Leak. Obey. Leak. Obey.”














He did.










A hiss escaped his padding.










The screen updated.













LEAK DETECTED





ORGASM DENIED




ADDITIONAL HYDRATION: 2 LITERS




REASON: PARTIAL RELEASE WITHOUT PERMISSION














Another tube was connected to his funnel.










He swallowed again.










The domme at his side leaned in.










“You think we’ll ever let you cum?”










She rubbed his crotch—slowly, mockingly.










“You don’t even get to decide when you piss now.”










Ethan’s eyes rolled back.










The plug pulsed again.










His body trembled.










The restraints clicked open.










He fell to the floor, knees buckling beneath the weight of soaked padding and overstimulation.










The dommes surrounded him.










The lead domme grabbed his leash.










“Crawl to the Drain.”










He did.










The lights above flashed red.












STATUS: DIAPER USE CONFIRMED




OBEDIENCE SCORE: 54%




NEXT MODULE: OBJECTIFICATION BAY














They dragged him toward it—wet, silent, locked.










Ready for what came next.









Chapter Six: Objectification Bay — Cockdoll Display Protocol










The bay door opened with a hiss.










Ethan was dragged in by his leash, no longer walking—crawling. His soaked diaper sagged beneath him. The plug remained locked deep. His cock cage, swollen and twitching, vibrated intermittently, denying every signal his body sent to the control system.










A Syndicate tech waited just inside. She wore black latex from neck to heel, a red stripe across her chest identifying her rank as

 

Handler-Class III


 
. Her cock outlined boldly beneath her uniform. She didn’t look at Ethan as she spoke.










“Strip him. Clean him. Doll protocol.”










Two drones descended from the ceiling, sleek and silver. They scanned Ethan, then extended mechanical arms. The soaked diaper was sliced off. The plug was twisted, removed, then replaced with a new, heavier one—marked with an embedded tag:

 

DISPLAY UNIT 88-K


 
.










The tech finally looked down.










“Stand.”










He did.










She held up a suit. Translucent. Form-fitting. A display harness ran across the chest. No protection. No dignity. Just exposure. She pulled it over his body, sealed it at the neck, and tapped the panel at his waist.













OBEDIENCE LINKED TO DISPLAY DEVICE















The panel blinked once, then locked.










The collar around Ethan’s neck was swapped for a thick, polished one engraved with a barcode and the word

 

COCKDOLL


 
. His mouth was fitted with a ring gag, his hands restrained behind his back again—fingers separated and bound individually to prevent resistance.










Then came the boots. Tall, locked to his calves. The soles were magnetized. As soon as he stepped onto the central pad, his feet clicked into place. He couldn't move.










Behind him, a mirror screen activated.










The word

 

COCKDOLL 88-K — READY FOR SHOWROOM


 
appeared.










The Handler walked behind him and whispered:










“You don’t need thoughts anymore. You’re inventory now.”










She tapped a control pad.










A beam of light descended. Ethan’s entire body was scanned, measured, and stored. His cock—still caged—was analyzed in real time. His plug delivered a deep pulse every twenty seconds to maintain internal pressure.










The display room lights came on.










Rows of dommes entered—some with clients, others alone.










One domme in high heels stopped and looked at Ethan. She stepped forward, traced a finger along his thigh, then tapped her wrist display.












CLIENT REQUEST: ORAL FUNCTION TEST — UNIT 88-K














The Handler nodded.










Ethan’s knees unlocked. The magnet boots retracted. He dropped.










The domme slid her cock from her harness. She didn’t speak. Just grabbed the ring of his gag and pulled his mouth forward.










She used him.










He gagged. She didn’t stop. She adjusted her stance and pushed deeper, fucking his throat until his eyes watered and his collar’s pressure sensors lit up.













THROAT COMPLIANCE: 93%






CUM CAPACITY: 64ML






GAG RESPONSE: WITHIN ACCEPTABLE THRESHOLD















She came. She didn’t warn him.










He swallowed because there was no choice.










She wiped her cock on his cheek and walked away.










The Handler pressed a button.










Ethan returned to the pad. Boots locked again.










Display mode resumed.










The dommes kept circling. Watching. Testing.










His body a product. His identity erased.










Only the cage remained.










Still locked.










Still pulsing.










Still waiting.









Chapter Seven: Fucked for Fuel — The Syndicate Engine Room










The floor shifted beneath Ethan’s locked boots.










Two clamps disengaged. He dropped to his knees, wrists still behind his back. A collar yank pulled him upright. The Handler didn’t speak. She pressed her boot between his shoulders and activated the floor pad.













88-K REASSIGNED: ENGINE ROOM UNIT C-3






REASON: POWER CYCLE DEMAND / ORGASMIC ENERGY SHORTAGE






MODE: BREEDING FUEL HARVEST















He was dragged across three decks, through steel corridors lined with humming conduits and glowing restraints bolted into the walls. The air smelled of oil and cum—burnt ozone and pheromones mixed into the oxygen.










The engine room doors opened with a hydraulic hiss.










Inside: six dommes. All trans. All naked. All hard.










None acknowledged his arrival. They didn’t need to.










The wall restraints clicked open as one stepped forward—muscular, inked, with silver rings along her shaft. She pulled Ethan up, twisted his body, and secured him against the breeding frame.










The device folded around him like a trap.










Ankles locked. Wrists spread wide. Ass exposed. Plug removed with a single pull.










The domme stepped in behind.










Her cock throbbed, already wet with her own arousal. She didn’t tease. She didn’t ask.










She drove into him.










The frame lit up.













ENTRY DETECTED — UNIT 88-K






BREEDING SEQUENCE: INITIATED






ENERGY CONVERSION MODE: ACTIVE















Ethan’s eyes rolled back. The breeding cock stretched him wide, deeper than anything before. His cage buzzed. Not for pleasure—just to keep his body compliant. His mouth was gagged, moaning into the metal.










Another domme approached. She adjusted the sensors on his thighs.










“Breed harder,” she said.










The domme obeyed.










Her hips slammed against him in rhythm with the core pulse. Each thrust generated a hum in the wall. Energy readings spiked.













ORGASMIC RESONANCE: 78%






LUBRICATION LEVEL: EXCESSIVE






FUEL OUTPUT: RISING















A third domme moved into position in front of him. She unzipped the panel at his gag and shoved herself inside. His throat closed, opened, adapted.










She didn’t moan. She just stared down at him while the other domme bred him from behind.










His hole stretched, filled, emptied. His throat pumped. His cage leaked without release.













88-K: DUAL PENETRATION LOGGED






CUM STORAGE: 0% ALLOWED






CONVERSION TO FUEL: ONGOING















The entire room was powered by this process. This use. This function.










The breeding domme came inside him. No withdrawal. No break.










The next domme stepped up.










“Still tight,” she said, lubing herself with the mess from his stretched ass.










She entered.










The cycle repeated.










Cock after cock. Load after load. His hole never closed. His body never rested.










Each use powered lights, life support, flight systems.













88-K FUNCTION: OBEDIENT. PRODUCTIVE. BREEDABLE.















One domme slapped his cage.










“You’ll never cum again, doll. But you’ll power this ship until you collapse.”










He couldn’t reply.










His mouth was full again.










His ass: used.










His purpose: confirmed.










He wasn’t a passenger.










He was fuel.









Chapter Eight: Syndicate Ceremony — Public Use Auction










Ethan was placed in the crate at dawn. The label above the barcode read:













PROPERTY: SYNDICATE ASSET 88-K






STATUS: HIGH-DRAIN. USE RECOMMENDED HOURLY.















His crate jolted forward along a mag-rail into the center of the auction amphitheater. Metal walls lined with red lights, observation decks stacked four levels high. Behind tinted glass: bidders.










He couldn’t see them.










They could see everything.










The crate hissed open.










Ethan knelt on command. His posture had been conditioned into compliance—ass arched, chin lifted, cock cage gleaming beneath the LED inspection lights. His plug was visible between his cheeks: thick, black, with a barcode and biometric ID tag pulsing in violet.










The Handler entered with a shock baton. She tapped her wristband.













BEGINNING AUCTION: LOT 88-K — BREEDABLE COCKDOLL / CAGED / ANAL LOCKED / ORAL FUNCTIONAL















Two dommes entered from the side, one with a remote in her hand, the other carrying a strap-on mounted to her hips—attached to her real cock beneath. Double shafted. Black and chrome.










The audience buzzed.










The rotating platform activated.










Ethan turned slowly in place.










A laser pointer beamed from the ceiling, highlighting areas of use.












MOUTH: THROAT DEPTH — 9.3 INCHES




ASS: GAP TOLERANCE — 7.2 INCHES




PLUG DENSITY: EXTREME RETENTION




CAGE: 0.0% ERECTION CLEARANCE




CUM DENIAL: 43 DAYS














The bidding began.










Each bid came with a task. A new level of use.










The domme with the strap-on approached. Ethan was gagged but compliant. She gripped his chin, forced his mouth wide, and pushed the double shaft inside—one cock for his mouth, one aligned for his throat.










She thrust once. The remote domme behind him activated his plug, which twisted, expanded, and began vibrating in pulses.













88-K STIMULATION LEVEL: CRITICAL






MOISTURE DETECTED: INTERNAL + EXTERNAL















His cage buzzed. His prostate was milked by the rhythm of the plug and shaft, but never enough for orgasm. The Handler narrated the process aloud.










"Note his trembling. Not from fear. From obedience training. His body's been rewired for surrender."










The domme behind him removed the plug.










It was replaced with something worse.










A tri-barbed training dildo mounted on a motor. Inserted with gel. Locked in place.










Then began to rotate.













88-K ORIFICE BREACH TOLERANCE: SURPASSED. NEW DATA LOGGED.















His cage shook. He leaked.










The bidders moaned behind their glass.










One sent a message.












BID CONFIRMED.




REQUEST: CUM SWALLOW DEMONSTRATION.














A fourth domme entered.










She was tall, elegant, strapped into a harness, and already hard.










She stood in front of Ethan and simply said:










“Use your tongue. You’re a toy. Not a person.”










He obeyed.










She slid her cock between his lips. It hit the back of his throat in a single motion.










She came in seconds.










The gag was locked in place. He swallowed.










The screen blinked:












BID WON: UNIT 88-K SOLD FOR DAILY PUBLIC USE — 92 DOMMES ON ROTATION




REASSIGNMENT LOCATION: PLEASURE BARRACKS — FLOOR 7




STATUS: HIGH PRIORITY BREEDTOY














The rotating platform paused.










The Handler stepped up and whispered in his ear:










“You’re officially broken. Enjoy your new duties, cumrag.”










He was collared, plugged, bound, and led away on a leash.










The auction hall applauded.









Chapter Nine: The Barracks — Sissy Fuckshift Rotation










Unit 88-K was led through the barracks intake zone by collar. His leash clicked into the rail system overhead. The Handler programmed his route.












ROUTE: STATION 1 → STATION 8




TASK: MOUTH, ASS, LUBE-SWALLOW, CLEANING




USERS: 34 DOMMES, ROTATION RESET IN 6 HOURS




ORGASM PERMISSION: DENIED














The rail moved.










He was naked except for the cage, the plug, and his Syndicate collar. Each station was built for use—ergonomic domme seating, retractable arms for positioning, and auto-sanitizing gear bays.










The first station unlocked.










A domme sat with her legs spread, real cock already hard. Her boot hit a floor pedal. The rail lowered Ethan to his knees. He opened his mouth. Her cock went in.










There was no prep.










No signal.










She used his face.










Thrust after thrust. Spit dripped. Her orgasm filled his throat. She held him in place while unloading. Then shoved him back. The rail auto-cleaned his mouth.












STATION 1 COMPLETE.




BIOFLUIDS INTAKE: 100%




LUBRICANT REPLENISHMENT: NOT REQUIRED














Station 2 activated.










This one preferred ass.










She pulled the plug. Replaced it with a twin-ridged shaft from the console. Pressed the override. The dildo thrust itself into Ethan automatically, synched with her haptic controls. She rode the controls until she finished. He shook in place. His cage buzzed in warning.












STATION 2 COMPLETE




ORGASM ATTEMPT: BLOCKED




DISCIPLINE PENDING














He moved on.










Station 3.










The domme here had two straps across her hips—one real, one synthetic. She fucked his mouth with the strap while making him stroke her real cock with his caged chin. His face was used, then wiped clean with her own spent underwear.










Station 4. Vaginal domme. Bio-modded. Sat on his face until her fluid count spiked. Ordered him to drink every drop.










Station 5. Two dommes. Double penetration. One in his mouth. One in his ass. No pause between entries.












ASS CONDITION: GAPE — PERMANENT TIER 1




SENSITIVITY: HEIGHTENED




FLUID STORAGE: EXCEEDED




NEW STATUS: CUMDOLL READY














Station 6. No cock. Just plugs. The domme applied a burning gel before inserting a triple-tiered plug. Left it inside him while shocking his cage with low volt pulses for ten minutes.










Station 7.










Inspection. Two dommes scanned his body, uploaded logs, and added tags. A barcode was burned into his inner thigh.












CODE: 88-K — OWNED




FUNCTION: SYNDICATE FUCKSHIFT UNIT




PURPOSE: DAILY RELEASE UNIT FOR DOMME PERSONNEL














Station 8. A reward station—for dommes only. They chose to rotate through Ethan one after the other.










He was bent over, shackled, sprayed with lube, and used until the system detected anal trauma.












STATUS: BREED HOLE FATIGUED




REPAIR MODE: MINOR




CONTINUED USE: ALLOWED














His shift ended.










They didn’t release him.










He was rinsed, gagged, plugged deeper, and stored in the standing rack to await the next shift.












SHIFT CHANGE IN: 1 HOUR 52 MINUTES




REST TIME: NONE




ORGASM RIGHTS: PERMANENTLY REVOKED














He no longer asked.










He no longer begged.










He opened his mouth when told.










Turned around when told.










Drank, leaked, obeyed.










He was a barracks cumdoll—broken, used, fueled, stored.










Tomorrow: more.









Chapter Ten: The Obedient Machine










Unit 88-K was disconnected from the rail and transferred to Sub-Level 6.










The walls were dark steel. Red pulse lights. A domme waited by a surgical bay. Her cock was already hard under a translucent latex suit. She didn’t speak.










He was stripped fully. Plug removed. Crotch sterilized. Cage cut off without ceremony. His cock stood—unusable. Denial protocol activated. His wrists were strapped above his head.










“Sedate him,” she said.










The needle entered the neck.










Darkness.










Then the voice of the ship’s AI filled the room:












INSTALLING: SYNDICATE OBEDIENCE CORE v12.5




CHIP LINKED TO DOMME CONTROL GRID




REPLACING PRIMARY SEX RESPONSE WITH COMMAND INTERFACE




ERASING PERSONALITY CORE...














Screams didn’t come. The chip muted them. His memories flattened into data.












FUNCTIONALITY REWRITTEN:




ORAL PLEASURE = SYSTEM DEFAULT




ANAL STIMULATION = POWER CYCLE




ORGASM DESIRE = ERROR




CUM DRAIN = SYSTEM MAINTENANCE














He was rebooted.










Eyes opened.










He knelt on a hex-pad, leashed to the terminal wall.










Four dommes entered. Each placed a tag against his skin. The tags activated their access rights.










One stood in front of his mouth. Another moved behind. One logged her cock for routine throat use. The other plugged him and synced the plug to her own cock, ready to fuck him by proxy. The fourth domme opened the data tablet.












88-K STATUS: FULLY OBEDIENT




RESPONSE: 0.2 SEC




PLEASURE DRIVERS: REDIRECTED TO SYSTEMS FEEDBACK




COGNITIVE LOOPBACK: DISABLED




VOCAL FUNCTION: ONLY YES/NO/USE ME














They began.










He responded.










No resistance. No questions.










Only use.










When a domme gripped his hair and shoved her cock down his throat, his throat adapted. When another domme turned on his plug and linked it to her own orgasm, he absorbed the pressure.










Cum wasn’t fluid. It was code.










He swallowed her power. Became a system node.










The ship recognized his function:












88-K LINKED TO CORE STIM LOOP




DOMME ORGASM COUNTER: +27




FEEDBACK RATE: STABLE




ASSET STATUS: MACHINE














He was no longer a man.










He was no longer a slave.










He was no longer Ethan.










He was a Syndicate fuck machine.










Plugged. Activated. Silenced.










Ready.
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