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ABDL Baby Again



Polly Bane


Before You Begin

Thank you for picking up one of my stories. You being here means more than you know.

Every book I write is meant to pull you deeper into a world of desire, control, and delicious surrender, and I am thrilled you decided to step inside.

As a thank-you, I have put together something special for you: a free bonus book. If you would like it, you can download it here: pollybane.com/free-book

It is my way of saying thank you for reading, and welcome to the darker, softer, sexier side of my imagination.

Enjoy the story. You are in good hands now.

Polly Bane


Disclaimer

This book is a work of fiction. Names, characters, businesses, places, events, locales, and incidents are either the products of the author's imagination or used in a fictitious manner. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, or actual events is purely coincidental.

Age Declaration

All characters depicted in this work are fictional and are intended to be and are represented as being over the age of 24 at all times during the events described and in any referenced past. No character is depicted as a minor at any point in the narrative, including in flashbacks, memories, or backstory. No reference to any real person is intended or should be inferred.

Content Nature

Themes of age play, age regression role-play, and ABDL (Adult Baby/Diaper Lover) dynamics depicted in this work occur exclusively between consenting adult characters engaged in fantasy role-play. Such depictions represent adult kink dynamics and do not depict, suggest, or endorse any sexual interest in actual minors.

Image Disclaimer

All images contained in this book are artificial intelligence (AI) generated or are artistically created and are entirely fictitious. Any resemblance to real persons, living or dead, or actual places is purely coincidental and unintentional.

Copyright

Copyright 2026 Polly Bane. All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, distributed, or transmitted in any form or by any means, including photocopying, recording, or other electronic or mechanical methods, without the prior written permission of the publisher, except in the case of brief quotations embodied in critical reviews and certain other noncommercial uses permitted by copyright law.


Chapter 1: Peg Ninety

Isigned my name on the top line of the intake clipboard and the pen clicked against the plastic board. The lobby smelled like bleach and warm laundry. My pulse jumped where the clipboard edge pressed my wrist.

Name. Age. Thirty. Emergency contact I left blank. Reason for admission: reset protocol, self-referred, ninety days. I wrote it like an invoice note. Like a sabbatical line item. Like I could bill this back to the woman who still closed decks at midnight.

The next page asked about sleep. Food. Bowel habits. Then sexual history. Then bladder control. My handwriting shrank. The loops got tight. I kept my shoulders square in the blazer anyway.

A woman took the pen before I reached the last page.

“That is enough for now,” she said. Her voice sat low and even. “Stand up, Cass.”

I stood. She was taller than me in soft flats, dark hair twisted up, a thick cardigan over a plain dress. Forty-six years old, if the staff badge under the knit told the truth. Warm eyes. Steady hands. No rush in her at all.

“I am Mommy Della. You will do exactly as I say.”

Heat hit my face. My cunt clenched once, hard, like my body had jumped a track without asking. I almost laughed. I almost told her I ran a team of twelve and this was a productivity reset, a hard stop, a clean reboot I had scheduled between product launches.

I said, “I understand the protocol.”

“You understand what you read online.” She lifted the clipboard. “You do not understand Meadowlark yet. Come.”

I followed her down a hall that carried the low hum of a dryer. Somewhere a radio murmured weather. My heels clicked. Hers did not.

In the intake room a staffer with a name tag that said Rae — a brisk woman in her mid-thirties — stood by a metal cabinet. An open box waited on the counter, white cardstock label already printed: CASS / DAY 1 / SEAL DATE TODAY.

Mommy Della pointed at the box. “Phone. Laptop. Keys. Watch. Work clothes. Jewelry. All of it.”

My phone buzzed in my pocket. Slack. Probably. I set it in the box. The screen went dark under the plastic lid of the first tray. Laptop next. The weight of it left my bag and my arm went light in a wrong way. Keys. Watch. Pearl studs. Then the blazer. Skirt. Silk blouse. Hose. Bra. I folded each piece like I still had control of the stack.

Rae dated the seal with a black stamp. The click of it went through my teeth.

“Two weeks,” I said, because my team still thought that. Because I had told them sabbatical, rest, back by the end of the sprint. “I told my office two weeks. The contract is ninety.”

“Then you told your office a story,” Mommy Della said. “Here you have day one. Eighty-nine left after tonight. Rae.”

Rae opened a thin binder and read without looking up, like she was reading rain chance.

“Bottles at six, ten, two, six, and ten. Diaper checks hourly. No bathroom access for residents in Reset. Toileting authority transfers at first change. Quiet hours after eight. Peg pull at dawn. Day schedule posted on the board.”

No bathroom access. The words sat in my gut like ice water. My thighs pressed together under my slip. I had signed that page. I had initialed the transfer line in a rush to get to the part about outcomes and discharge.

Mommy Della opened a second drawer. Thick white adult diapers stacked in rows. The plastic rustled when she pulled one free, loud in the small room. Cold air from the vent hit my bare arms and my nipples tightened under my thin slip.

“On the bench,” she said. “Back. Legs open.”

The bench was padded, vinyl, high enough my feet dangled when I sat. I lay back. The vinyl stuck to my skin. Rae kept reading the meal list like none of this was happening.

Mommy Della stripped the slip up and off. Bare under the cold air. My pussy was already wet. I could smell myself. Thirty years old, competent, burned out past the bone, and wet for a woman who had taken my pen.

I told myself it was nerves. Adrenaline. The body doing stupid things under stress.

She lifted my hips and slid the open diaper under me. The crinkle was thick and sharp. The bulk of it forced my thighs apart before she even taped. She powdered me with a cool dust of talc, then her fingers parted my cunt lips and wiped me with a warm cloth like she owned the job.

“Already soaked,” she said. “Good. Stay still.”

Her thumb found my clit and pressed. Once. Firm. My hips jerked. A sound broke out of me that I hated.

Rae flipped a page. “Exercise block after nap. Family Sunday is not for Reset residents until day thirty.”

Mommy Della taped the diaper snug. The waist tabs pulled tight. The crotch bulked between my legs, pink print on white plastic, loud when I shifted. Heat trapped under it at once. I throbbed against the inner lining.

She did not stop at the diaper.

She rolled me to my side. “Knees up. Ass out.”

Cool gel hit my asshole. I flinched. “Wait. That is not in the intake summary.”

“It is in the body-care annex you signed on page four,” she said. “You will take what I put in you. Say yes, Mommy.”

My mouth went dry. Defiant curiosity burned under my ribs, ugly and hot. I wanted to see how far this went. I wanted to prove I could stomach it and still walk out on day ninety with a clean head and a full calendar.

“Yes, Mommy.”

One finger pushed into my ass. The burn opened me. I clenched and she waited it out, then pressed deeper until her knuckle sat against me. The diaper crinkled under my hip with every small move. Rae’s voice kept going, unbothered, naming bottle temps.

Mommy Della worked a second finger in. Stretch. Ache. The wet slick sound of gel and my hole taking it filled the space between Rae’s words. My cunt leaked into the diaper. Warm. Embarrassing. My clit dragged on the diaper when I pushed back without meaning to.

“Listen to that greedy little asshole,” Mommy Della said. “You came in here to get efficient again. Look at you fucking yourself on my fingers.”

“I am not,” I said, and my voice cracked. “I am cooperating.”

“Then cooperate harder.” She scissored her fingers. My ass burned open. “Tell Rae what you are.”

I swallowed. The vent air dried the sweat on my neck. “A resident. Day one.”

“Filthier.”

Shame rolled through my belly and my pussy clenched around nothing. “A diaper slut. On the intake bench. Taking it in my ass.”

Rae did not look up. “Noted,” she said, still reading. “Quiet room orientation after first change complete.”

Mommy Della pulled her fingers out. My hole fluttered, empty and used. She held up a black silicone plug, fat and tapered, then a smaller pink bullet vibrator, then a glass anal bead strand with a pull ring. Toys laid out like tools.

She pushed the plug into my ass in one steady drive. The widest part wedged me open and I cried out, raw, while the diaper held my hips spread. The plug seated deep. My asshole clenched around the neck of it and could not push it free.

Then the bullet went under the front of the diaper, hard against my clit, and she taped the waist tab tighter so the toy could not slip. She clicked it on.

The buzz hit my clit like a blunt smack. My whole body jumped. Sound filled my head. Plastic crinkle. Motor hum. My own wet breath.

“Count when you come,” Mommy Della said. “Out loud. You do not get to hide it.”

I tried to hold still. The plug stretched my ass and the bullet chewed at my clit through the diaper lining. Heat built fast. Too fast. My thighs shook. I bit my lip and the orgasm ripped through me anyway, hard and dirty, cunt spasming, ass clamping on the plug, wet gush into the diaper that made a soft squelch under the buzz.

“One,” I choked. “Fuck. One.”

“Good little toy.” She turned the bullet higher. “Again.”

“I just…”

She pressed the diaper in with her palm, grinding the vibrator into my swollen clit, and worked the plug in short hard pushes with her other hand. The dual pressure broke me open. My second orgasm slammed in before the first fully left. My vision spotted. I drooled on the vinyl. My hips fucked the air and the diaper sagged warm with my mess.

“Two,” I sobbed. “Two. Please.”

Rae turned another page. “Hydration minimums listed on the chart. Residents do not self-serve water.”

Mommy Della shut the bullet off. The silence after the motor made my ears ring. My clit pulsed, oversensitive, trapped against wet diaper plastic. She tugged the plug free with a wet pop that made my face burn, then lined up the glass beads at my asshole.

“Open.”

The first bead pushed in. Then the second. Each one thicker. My ass took them with a slick drag and a stretch that made me whine. She fed the whole strand into me until only the pull ring sat outside, nestled against the back of the diaper.

She turned the bullet back on.

I bucked. “Mommy, I cannot…”

“You can. You will. Say what you need.”

“I need to come. Please. Use my hole. Make the diaper slut come again.”

She pulled the first bead out while the vibrator hammered my clit. The pop of it leaving me dragged a cry from my throat. Second bead. Third. She yanked the rest in one long filthy pull and my ass gaped for a second, empty and aching, before she shoved three fingers back in and fucked me with them hard.

I came a third time with her fingers buried in my asshole and the bullet buzzing on my clit. My cunt gushed. The diaper went heavy and hot. The smell of my arousal mixed with the warm plastic. I counted on a broken breath.

“Three. Three. Oh fuck, three.”

My brain went short. Too much. Cannot. More. The words fell apart inside my head while my body kept jerking.

Mommy Della did not stop. She worked a fourth finger into my ass, then tucked her thumb, and pressed. The stretch went huge. Burn tore through me. I sobbed and pushed back because my body had lost the plot and wanted the fill.

Her hand sank into my ass to the wrist.

I screamed into the vinyl. Full. Split. The fist turned inside me and the bullet never let up and I came again, wrecked, shaking, piss breaking free in a helpless warm flood that soaked the diaper through. Shame and climax tangled so tight I could not pull them apart. My hole clamped on her fist like it was trying to keep her.

“Four,” I gasped. Spit strings on my chin. “Four. I am a piss-soaked helpless little diaper baby. Four.”

Rae finally looked over, calm as a clock. “That is four. Chart it.”

Mommy Della fucked my ass on her fist in short grinding thrusts while the wet diaper squelched under her other hand. The sound was obscene. The bullet punished me raw. Tears ran into my hair. I came a fifth time on a broken howl, no words left, then dragged the count out anyway.

“Five. Five. Thank you. Please stop. Please more.”

She eased her hand out. My asshole stayed open, used, fluttering. Cum and lube slicked my crack and soaked into the wet diaper. She wiped her hand on a cloth, then checked the front of the diaper with two fingers under the waistband, pressing into the warm mess like she was reading a gauge.

“Soaked. Leaking. Perfect.”

She cleaned me enough to swap the ruined diaper for a fresh one, still warm from the cabinet stack. The new crinkle was louder. She powdered my raw clit and my open, aching hole, then seated a smaller plug back in my ass before she taped me up snug. The plug held me open from the inside. The diaper hid it and announced it with every step I would take.

I lay there shaking. My throat hurt. My ass throbbed around silicone. My cunt twitched.

Mommy Della washed her hands at the sink. The water ran loud. Cold poured from the vent and my damp skin prickled.

“Sit up.”

I sat. The diaper bulk held my knees wide. Standing would be a waddle. The thought made me throb again, stupid and hungry.

She walked me, barefoot now, into a side hall where a wooden board hung with numbered pegs. Ninety wooden pegs in neat rows. She pulled peg ninety free. The wood scraped. She set a blank resident card on the ledge and wrote in black block letters: CASS

She hung the card on the empty hook and set peg ninety in a tray marked PULLED.

“Every dawn one peg comes down,” she said. “Toward day ninety and Discharge Review. You will be here for all of them unless the house ends you earlier under the terms you signed.”

Eighty-nine left after tonight. My team still thought two weeks. My name on a baby card on a wall dropped my stomach, and my pussy clenched on nothing but plastic and silicone.

“Toileting authority is transferred as of this change,” Mommy Della said. She tapped the wet laundry bag where my first diaper had gone. “You do not decide when, where, or whether. You use the diaper. Staff checks. Staff changes. If you ask for a toilet, the answer is no.”

The rule landed heavier than the plug. I had given away the simple adult right to walk into a bathroom and lock a door. On purpose. For a reset. For sleep. For a brain that would not shut off.

Rae stamped a form and slid it into my file. “Transfer logged. Day one complete pending evening bottle.”

Mommy Della cupped my chin. Her thumb smeared a tear I had not wiped. “You wanted a service. You bought an outcome. Keep that straight in your head when the diaper gets heavy tonight.”

My voice came out rough. “I can still do this. I can still leave at ninety.”

She smiled like I had said something cute. “We will see what you can do. For now you will walk to the quiet room, lie on the mat, and take your evening bottle on your back with the plug in. You will not take it out. You will not touch your clit. If you soak the diaper before I return, you will tell me how many times you tried not to and failed.”

She pointed down the hall.

“Go, Cass. Crawl if the plug makes walking hard. I want you in place when I bring the bottle. Mouth open. Hands on your belly. Diaper on display.”

I took one step. The thick diaper crinkled loud. The plug shifted in my ass and stole my breath. Heat climbed my neck. Somewhere far off a dryer buzzed and a peg tray lid clicked shut behind me, soft as a lock.


Chapter 2: The Brass Plate

Three soft notes rang from the bottle warmer on the sideboard, then stopped.

I was already upright on the edge of the crib mattress, thighs stuck to the vinyl with last night’s dried slick. My cunt still pulsed from the hour she had spent working me open after lights-out. The ache sat deep. I had not been given leave to finish.

The smell of formula hit first. Sweet. Close. Under it lived the sharper reek of my own juices on the sheet.

“Up, Cass.” Mommy stood in the doorway with the bottle already in her hand. “Schedule starts on the chime. You do not get to invent a morning.”

I swung my legs down. The adult diaper between them sagged and crinkled, heavy with hours of holding. My face burned. The sound filled the suite.

She sat on the low nursing chair and pulled me across her lap without waiting. The bottle nipple pressed my lower lip.

“Latch.”

I opened my mouth. Formula flooded my tongue, milky and chalky, and I had to swallow or choke. She tipped the bottle higher. My throat worked. Milk ran from the corner of my mouth down onto my collarbone.

I had signed for a Reset because my life outside had been a pile of decisions I kept failing. Deadlines. Calls. A calendar that ate me. Meadowlark promised ninety days where every hour was already chosen. Day three. Eighty-seven left on the board downstairs. I could still walk out. My keys sat in the intake box. My legs did not move toward the door.

She fed me until the bottle emptied with a wet suck of air. Then she wiped my chin with her thumb and put the empty bottle on the warmer tray.

“Changing table. All fours.”

I climbed onto the padded table. The vinyl stuck to my palms. She unfastened the tapes of the soaked diaper and peeled it down. Cool air hit my swollen pussy. The smell rose off me, sharp and dirty, piss-sweet and cunt-slick mixed.

“You held it all night.” Her finger dragged through the crease of my outer lips. “Good for practice. Bad for pride. Look at this mess.”

I looked. My labia were puffy and shiny. My hole clenched when her fingertip circled it.

She rolled a fresh white diaper under my hips and left it loose. From the drawer she took a fat silicone plug, a wand, and a pair of wrist cuffs.

“Hold still. This is for your own good.”

The cuffs clicked around my wrists and clipped to the table rail. I tugged once. The rail did not give.

She lubed the plug with two fingers and pressed the tip to my asshole. The burn of stretch started at once. I hissed.

“Breathe out,” she said. “You are going to take this whole thing, and then you are going to take my fist, and you are going to ask for both in the words I give you.”

She shoved the plug deeper. My ring of muscle flared around the widest part, then snapped shut on the neck. Full. My belly jumped.

She flicked the wand on low and set the round head against my clit through a smear of lube. The buzz shot straight up my spine. My hips jerked.

“Stay.”

I stayed. The wand hummed. The plug sat like a fist already waiting inside me. She worked two fingers into my pussy, then three, curling until she found the soft spot that made my legs shake.

“Ask for the next part,” she said.

My mouth was dry. “Please.”

“Please what, Cass. Use the filth. You signed the forms. Say what you are.”

The wand climbed a notch. My cunt clenched around her fingers with a wet squelch that filled the room.

“Please fist my ass,” I whispered. “Please use your diaper slut. Please.”

“Louder.”

“Please fist my ass. I’m a diaper whore. I need it. Please, Mommy, put your whole hand in me.”

She pulled the plug free with a greasy pop. My hole gaped for a second, empty and twitching. Cool air touched places that should have stayed shut.

One finger. Two. Three. She added lube and pushed until her knuckles kissed my rim. The burn climbed. I bit the vinyl.

“More,” she said.

I begged. The words came ugly and fast. “Four. Please four. Stretch me. Ruin my hole. I’m a pathetic piss baby who cums when you wreck her ass. Please.”

Her hand folded. The widest part of her knuckles forced past the ring. My vision went white at the edges. Too much. Too deep. She kept going until her wrist sat flush and my asshole was a stretched, shiny mouth around her.

She fucked me with it. Slow at first. Then mean. Lube and my own juices squelched louder with every thrust. The wand on my clit ran higher. My thighs shook so hard the table rattled.

“You do not get to cum,” she said. “You get to stay right here until the next chime.”

I sobbed into the pad. My whole body wanted the drop. She denied it. She worked her fist in deep circles until I was a shaking, drooling mess with spit on my chin and slick running down my thighs into the open diaper under me.

When she finally pulled free, my hole stayed open. The gape held. She wiped her hand on a cloth and pushed the plug back in to hold me that way.

“Tapes up.”

She fastened the clean diaper snug around the plug and the mess of lube. The bulk pressed the plug deeper every time I shifted. The wand she left off, but she taped a small remote bullet vibe flat against my clit under the front panel and dropped the remote in her pocket.

“Standing. Sunroom. Now.”

I walked the hall on rubber legs. Each step ground the plug and the little vibe against me. The crinkle of the diaper announced me to the empty corridor. My face burned hotter than the ache in my stretched hole.

The sunroom faced the garden. Glass on three sides. A low table. Two chairs. Rae stood by the window with a clipboard, pen already moving.

“Accident practice,” Mommy said. “Cass holds. Cass releases on command. Standing. No hands.”

Rae did not look away. “Noted. Day three continence log.”

I stood in the middle of the rug. The diaper was dry. The plug shifted when I clenched.

“You will piss yourself right here,” Mommy said. “On my count. You will keep your hands at your sides. When you finish, you will thank me for the chance to practice.”

The bottle had filled my bladder. Pressure pushed low and mean. I had spent years never once losing control in public. My whole career had run on that grip.

“I can’t,” I said.

“You can. You will. Three. Two. One. Go.”

I pushed. Nothing. Shame stuck in my throat.

She pressed the remote. The bullet under the diaper roared against my clit. My knees buckled. The plug jumped inside me. The dual shock tore the last of my hold loose.

Heat flooded the crotch of the diaper. A hard stream. It spread fast, soaking the front, then the seat, heavy and hot against my skin. The smell hit at once, animal. My cheeks went scalding. Rae wrote something without blinking.

I kept going until the stream thinned to a dribble. The diaper sagged between my thighs, dark and fat with it. The vibe buzzed on against my clit through the wet bulk.

“Thank me.”

“Thank you for making me piss myself,” I said. My voice cracked. “Thank you for the practice.”

“What are you.”

“A diaper slut. A helpless hole that wets on command.”

“Again. Dirtier.”

“I’m a piss-soaked baby whore who needs her mommy to clean her cunt because she can’t stop leaking.”

Rae’s pen scratched. The vibe cut off. My hips twitched on.

“Changing table in forty minutes,” Mommy said. “Until then you walk like that. Feel it. Smell it. Do not touch yourself.”

I walked the halls in the soaked diaper. Every step squelched. The plug rode me. Residents glanced and looked away. Staff did not. By the time she called me back, my thighs were sticky and my clit hurt from wanting.

On the table she stripped the wet mess off me. The cold wipe made me jump. She left the plug in. Then she brought out a strap-on, black, fat-headed, already shining with lube.

“You want this in your cunt while I work your ass again. Ask.”

I asked. I begged until the words broke into scraps. Please stuff me. Please fuck the diaper baby. Please let me cum. Please I’ll say anything.

She drove the strap into my pussy in one long shove. Full. Stuffed. My walls clamped down with a filthy wet sound. She set a pace that slapped skin on skin and made the table creak. Her fingers found the plug and fucked it in counterpoint, in when the strap pulled back, out when the strap buried deep.

“Beg for the fist again.”

“Please. Fist. Ass. Now. I can’t. Need it. Please Mommy I’m your hole your toy your broken little piss baby please.”

She yanked the plug free and fed her hand back into my loose, used asshole while the strap kept pounding my cunt. Both holes taken. The stretch of the fist made me scream into the pad. She did not stop.

“You may cum when you tell me you understand the toilet.”

I did not understand. My brain was gone. Only the dual fuck and the burn and the slap.

“After this change,” she said, calm over my noise, “you will go into your suite bath and look at the seat. Then you will come back and tell me what you saw. Then you get to finish.”

She pulled out of both holes at once. Empty. Aching. Gaping. She taped a fresh diaper on over the emptiness and stood me up.

“Go.”

I stumbled into the suite bath. The toilet lid was down. Across the seat lay a brass plate, screwed into the porcelain on four corners. Engraved deep:

CASS

INTAKE: LOCKED

USE SUSPENDED FOR PROTOCOL

I put my hand on the cold metal. No lift. No seat. No option.

I went back. My mouth was already forming the words before I reached her.

“The toilet is capped,” I said. “Brass plate. My intake date. I can’t use it.”

“And.”

“Only you touch me below the waist. Only the diaper. I can’t clean myself. I can’t go like an adult.”

“Good girl.” She pointed at the table. “On your back. Legs up. You earned one.”

She stripped the tapes again. The strap went back into my cunt to the hilt. The wand pinned hard to my clit. Two fingers hooked my asshole and held me open while she fucked.

“Beg one last time. Mean it.”

“Please let me cum. Please let your diaper whore cum on your cock. Please I’m nothing I’m a hole I’m a used wet mess please Mommy please I need to break.”

“Cum.”

I broke. My cunt seized around the strap in hard, ugly spasms. Slick gushed out around the shaft and ran down my crack over her fingers. My asshole fluttered empty and greedy. I made a sound that was not a word. My vision tunneled. Spit strung from my lip to my chin. The orgasm wrenched through me until my feet cramped and my stomach knotted and I clenched long after the peak left me raw.

She turned the wand off. Pulled out. Wiped me with a cloth that smelled like powder and sex. Fresh diaper. Tapes snug. Plug reseated so the claim pressed every time I sat.

“Four changes today,” she said. “You hit every one. Night mittens at eight. After that your hands stay useless until dawn. No self-touch. No tapes. No clean-up. My hands only.”

I nodded. Speech was scrap.

She walked me to the sunroom for the noon bottle and left me on a mat with the remote vibe on a low pulse that never quite let me rise and never quite let me rest. Rae logged each flinch. The afternoon change came with a shorter, meaner edge, fingers only, denied again. By the evening bottle my thighs would not stop shaking.

At eight she sat me on the edge of the crib and brought out the mittens. Soft on the outside. Stiff palms. Zippers that locked at the wrist.

“Hands.”

I gave them. The zippers closed. A small key turned. My fingers were fat useless paws. I could not pick a tape. I could not wipe. I could not even scratch my own nose.

She clipped a short leash from my collar ring to the crib rail.

“Continence training deepens tomorrow,” she said. “The plate stays. The mittens stay at night. Your body will start to forget the old way. That does not reverse in a fortnight. You chose the program. The program chooses the method.”

I lay back. The diaper crinkled. The plug rode deep. My cunt twitched with aftershocks. Dread sat in my gut like a second plug: eighty-seven dawns of this, and the part of me that had run a team and a life was already quieter than the part that had begged to be fisted on a vinyl table.

A knock hit the suite door. Three short raps.

Mommy turned. “Enter.”

The door swung in. A woman I had never seen stood there in a staff smock, hair in a tight knot, a sealed folder under one arm and a rolling cart behind her with a covered tray.

“Transfer packet for Cass,” she said. “South-hall observation start, day four. And the night feed cart. Where do you want her chart.”

Mommy took the folder. The new woman looked past her, straight at me on the crib, mittened and plugged and diapered, and smiled the way people smile at a job already done.

“I’m Wren,” she said. “I’ll be on your mornings.”


Chapter 3: Asking for the Bottle

“You can set those on the dryer,” the voice said from the dark of the laundry alcove. “Nobody cares about a mess at this hour.”

I answered before my eyes found her face. “I soaked the whole bed.”

“Yeah.” A low laugh. “That tracks for day nine.”

My arms shook under the wet sheet and the stuffed comforter. The diaper between my thighs had gone heavy and hot, sagging so deep it dragged against my cunt every time I moved. Warm piss ran down the inside of my legs into the elastic. I had not paged staff. I had stripped the bed myself, waddled the hall, and hauled the pile like a thief.

A lamp clicked on over the folding table.

Rowan sat cross-legged on a laundry basket in a pink adult onesie, diaper bulging at the snaps. Her hair stuck up on one side. Thirty-odd, I guessed, though she looked soft and settled in a way that made my throat tight.

“I’m Rowan,” she said. “You must be Cass. New peg on the board.”

I dumped the wet load on the dryer. The sheet hit with a slap. “How do you know my name?”

“I read the board every morning. Habit.” She pointed her chin at my crotch. “You walked all the way here like that. Brave. Or stupid.”

I shifted. The crinkle made me flinch. My pussy clenched on nothing. The shame hit lower, between my legs, and I hated how fast my body turned it into heat.

“I thought I could handle it,” I said. “I thought I would clean up and go back.”

“You thought wrong.” Rowan stood, padded over, and pressed two knuckles into the front of my diaper. Warm bulk squished. The pressure ground the soaked pad against my clit. My knees dipped. A wet sound came out of the plastic.

“Full,” she said. “And leaking. You need a change, not a laundry run.”

“I can wait.”

“No, you can’t.” She wiped her knuckles on her thigh. “You came here because you still think you run your body. That ends faster than you expect.”

I wanted to tell her I signed up for a reset, ninety days, then back to my life and my team and my apartment with a real toilet. The words stuck. My mouth had other needs.

Rowan opened a cabinet and pulled out a chart clip with a laminated card. “Come look.”

I followed her to the alcove wall. A photo of the Ninety Board hung there, yellowed at the edges. Rows of numbered pegs. Names under some of them. At the bottom, in black marker: DAY 90 DISCHARGE REVIEW.

“Every dawn they pull one peg,” Rowan said. “Yours is still high. Mine came out four years ago.”

I stared at her. “You left?”

“I was scheduled to. Then I failed the review.” She shrugged. “Three adult checks. They set them up so you trip. I tripped. Now I live in the south hall and my card says BABY.”

I went cold. “They can keep you?”

“The house can keep what the review decides. The pegs count down whether you fight or not. Eighty-one left for you after tonight’s pull.” She tapped the photo. “People count the pegs like a jail term. Then they learn the number is a trap of a different kind.”

“What kind?”

“The kind where asking for help writes itself into your file.” Her eyes flicked to my soaked crotch again. “You hauled your own piss sheets at two in the morning instead of pressing the call button. That is still you trying to be big. Wait till you stop trying.”

I looked at the floor. The wet bulk between my thighs pulled at my hips. I needed the weight gone and I needed someone else to take it off me, and that need scared me worse than the board.

“I should go,” I said.

“Go where? Your toilet is capped. Your bed is stripped. Your diaper is a swamp.” Rowan tilted her head. “Or you can walk down the caregiver hall and say the thing out loud.”

“What thing?”

“Whatever you came here to pretend you do not want.”

I left her there with the wet sheets. The hall to the suites stretched long and quiet. My thighs rubbed the crinkle with every step. Warmth squelched. My cunt throbbed against the mess I had made, and my brain kept screaming that a grown woman does not drip piss down a hallway for a bottle she is too proud to request.

I stopped at the door with the brass name plate. Caregiver suite. My hand shook when I raised it.

I knocked.

Footsteps. The door swung in.

She stood in a robe, hair loose, face calm like she had been waiting for this exact hour. “Cass.”

My mouth went dry. “I… I soaked through. The bed. Everything.”

“I can smell that.” Her gaze dropped to the bulging diaper, then rose. “Why did you not use the call button?”

“I tried to fix it myself.”

“And then you came to my door.” A pause. “Say why.”

The words scraped out. “I want the bottle.”

She held still for a long breath. “Again. Full sentence.”

My face went hot. “I want you to give me the bottle. I need it. I can’t… I can’t do night alone like this.”

“Come in.”

I stepped past her. The suite smelled like milk and clean cotton. She pointed to a low padded bench against the wall, leather straps dangling from the sides, a black wand clipped in a bracket, a thick silicone plug and a fist-shaped dildo laid out on a towel like tools waiting for a job.

“Strip the diaper and climb on,” she said. “Hands and knees. Face the wall.”

“I only asked for…”

“You do not get to decide that anymore.”

The line landed in my gut and stayed there. My hands went to the tapes. Plastic tore. The soaked mass peeled off my hips and hit the floor with a wet thud. Cool air hit my sticky thighs. Piss and cunt slick shone on my skin. Swollen, shiny lips. My clit stuck out like it had been worked for hours.

I climbed onto the bench. Cold leather bit into my knees and palms. My ass stuck up. She buckled a strap over each wrist, then each ankle, spreading me. My hole clenched in the open air. I tried to close my thighs. The straps held me wide.

“Self-initiated care,” she murmured, more to herself, while she wrote on a chart on the side table. “Assisted to Dependent. No signature required when the resident asks at the door.”

“What does that mean?”

“It means the house heard you choose.” She set the pen down. “From tonight, you do not manage your own mess. You bring it to me. You ask. You take what I give.”

My pulse hammered in my throat. The part of me that still had a job title and a calendar wanted to argue. My empty cunt dripped a string onto the leather.

She rolled the wand free and pressed the fat head to my clit without warning. The buzz hit full. My hips jerked. A broken sound tore out of me.

“Hold still, slut.”

I could not hold still. The vibration drilled straight through me. My arms strained in the straps. Slick ran down my thighs. She kept the wand pinned there and pushed two fingers of her other hand into my pussy, pumping deep, rough, the wet squelch loud in the quiet room.

“Listen to that cunt,” she said. “Soaked from your own piss and still greedy. You hauled laundry like a big girl and walked straight to Mommy for a feed. What does that make you?”

I bit my lip.

The wand pressed harder. “Speak.”

“A diaper slut,” I gasped. “A helpless little… fuck… a piss-soaked baby who cums in her own mess.”

“Good. Meaner.”

“I’m a hole,” I said, voice cracking. “A toy. A bitch who can’t stop leaking.”

She pulled her hand free, shiny to the knuckles, and dragged the wet tips over my asshole. I clenched. She pushed one in. The burn made me grunt. Then a second. My ring stretched around her fingers while the wand kept buzzing my clit in short cruel bursts, on, off, on, never long enough to let me tip.

“Edging bench,” she said. “You stay right here on the edge while I open this greedy ass. You do not cum until I put that plug in your throat and tell you to.”

“I can’t…”

“You can. You will.”

She worked a third digit in. The stretch burned. My asshole fluttered and tried to push her out. She fucked in deeper, twisting, spreading me. Spit landed on my hole and she rubbed it in. The wand buzzed again. My clit jumped. My whole body went tight, right at the drop, and she yanked the wand away.

I sobbed into the leather. “Fuck. Fuck, let me…”

“Beg properly.”

“Let me cum. Use me. Stuff my ass. I need it, I need to break, please…”

She shut me up by sliding the thick plug against my lips. “Suck it wet.”

I opened my mouth. The silicone filled my mouth, heavy, clean and bitter on my tongue. She pushed it deep enough to hit the back of my throat. I gagged. Drool ran down my chin. She held it there while her other hand kept three digits buried in my ass, pumping, stretching, the wet sounds filthy and constant.

When she pulled the plug free, strings of spit connected it to my mouth. She lined it up with my hole and pressed. My rim gave. Inch by inch the plug sank in, fat and blunt, until the base seated flush against me. Full. Stuffed. My asshole clenched around the neck of it and could not close.

The wand came back to my clit. Full power. My vision went white at the edges. She fucked the plug with short tugs, in and out of the stretched ring, while the buzz ground me down.

“Take it,” she said. “Take it like the whore who knocked on my door at two in the morning for milk.”

I rocked back onto the plug. The bench creaked. My tits hung and swung. She pinched a nipple, hard enough to make me yelp, then the other, and the pain shot straight to my cunt.

She unclipped something from under the bench. A thick strap-on harness, black cock already seated, long and ridged. She stepped into it, buckled the straps at her hips, and coated the shaft with lube from a bottle on the towel. The wet click of the cap made my stomach flip.

“The plug stays,” she said. “This goes in your cunt. You stay full both ways while I edge you raw.”

She lined the head up with my dripping pussy and drove in to the root in one thrust. The stretch forced a cry out of me. Full in front, full in back, the plug shifting when the cock bottomed out. She started to pound. Skin slapped skin. Slick squelched. The bench shuddered under us.

The wand stayed pinned to my clit, trapped between the leather and her hand. Every thrust shoved me into the buzz. I was a mess of sounds, half words, drool on the bench, my asshole gripping the plug while my cunt took the strap over and over.

“Say what you are,” she ordered, voice even while she railed me.

“Your dirty girl,” I gasped. “Your good little toy. A hole for fucking. A diaper baby who begs for a bottle and gets her ass and cunt stuffed instead.”

“Louder.”

“I’m a pathetic piss-soaked slut!” The words tore. “I can’t go back. I don’t want the toilet. I want this. Fuck, I want this…”

She slowed. The wand dropped to a low hum. The edge backed off by a hair. I whined and tried to chase the cock. The buckles stopped me.

“You came here to reset,” she said, still buried deep. “You thought ninety days of care would put you back together so you could walk out sharp. Look at you. Ass plugged. Cunt stretched on my strap. Soaking the bench with drool. You asked for the bottle with your own mouth. That request is in ink.”

“I can take it back.”

“You do not get to decide that anymore.”

She said it again, colder, and drove in hard enough to shove the air from my lungs. The wand jumped to full. My clit screamed. She fucked me in long deep strokes, the plug rocking in my ass with every slam, my holes used and wet and loud.

Then she pulled the strap free. Empty. Aching. Before I could speak she twisted the plug out of my ass with a wet pop. My hole gaped. Cool air hit the open ring. I clenched and could not shut it.

“More,” she said. “You take more tonight because you chose this.”

Her hand returned. Four digits this time, pressed to the loose rim. The burn was bigger. I pushed out the way she had trained me on accident days, and her hand sank past the knuckles. The stretch went white-hot. My mouth fell open and nothing came out. Wrist-deep. Fist working into my ass, slow, relentless, turning, filling me past thought.

“Breathe,” she said. “Good hole. Take Mommy’s fist like the baby you asked to be.”

I breathed in ragged pulls. The fist settled inside me, a heavy presence that owned every inch. She started to fuck with it, short pumps that made wet gluck sounds. The wand pressed my clit again. My whole body shook on the straps.

“I’m going to let you cum on my fist,” she said. “When you do, you thank me, and you ask for the feed with the same mouth that just called itself a hole.”

The buzz climbed. The fist stretched me open on every thrust. My cunt clenched on empty air and gushed down my thighs. The room reeked of sex and old piss. I was past dignity, past the woman who managed teams and closed deals. There was only the stretch in my ass, the torture on my clit, the need chewing through my chest.

“Now,” she said.

I broke.

The orgasm ripped up from my stuffed hole and through my gut. My ass locked on her fist so tight sparks burst behind my eyes. My cunt spasmed and squirted a thin spray onto the leather. My thighs jerked in the ankle straps. Broken sounds spilled out of me, half sob, half moan. Too much. Can’t. More. Body gone, brain offline, just clench and shake and drip.

She worked me through it, fist still buried, wand still grinding, until my arms gave out and I hung in the straps, drooling, wrecked.

She eased her hand free. My asshole would not shut, a dark wet gape that pulsed. Cum-slick and lube ran down toward my empty cunt. She wiped her hand on my back.

“Thank me.”

“Thank you,” I croaked. “Thank you for using me.”

“Ask.”

My voice was small and ruined. “Bottle. I want the bottle. Feed me.”

She unbuckled the straps. My limbs flopped. She rolled me onto my back on the bench, lifted my head into the crook of her arm, and brought the warm weight of the rubber nipple to my lips. I latched. Milk filled my mouth. I swallowed hard, greedy, eyes wet, while she wiped my messy thighs with a warm cloth and taped a fresh pink diaper around my hips. The crinkle sealed me in. Soft bulk pressed my spent, twitching cunt. The weight of it settled me more than any speech could have.

She wrote on the chart while I drank. I watched the pen move. Self-initiated. Dependent. The words sat there black and final.

When the bottle emptied she set it aside and stroked my hair once. “Sleep in my chair tonight. Dawn pull is in four hours. Eighty-one pegs after that. Your care level does not go back down because you get shy in daylight.”

I nodded against her breast. The new diaper held me, warm and heavy. My used hole ached open inside the plastic. The ask lived in my mouth like a brand.

She carried me to the armchair and settled me across her lap, bottle empty on the side table, chart closed on the desk. My eyes drifted shut to the slow rock of her breathing.

Somewhere under the milk-haze a colder thought kept circling. I had walked to her door on my own feet. I had said the words. The house had written them down. Wanting the adult version of myself still flickered in the back of my skull, thin as a dying pilot light, and asking had made that want real enough to lose. I lay there full and kept and newly Dependent, counting the hours to the next peg, and I could not make myself wish I had stayed silent in the dark.


Chapter 4: The Parlour Table

The shuttle turned onto the gravel while I still had one hand on the sash. Stones popped under the tires. I counted heads through the glass as the van doors slid.

One. Three. Six.

Eleven adults in dark coats stepped down onto the drive. A twelfth stayed behind the wheel with both hands on it.

“Away from the window.”

Mommy Della stood in the doorway with her thumb on a small black remote. The egg inside my pussy jumped hard. My knees hit the sill. Heat punched up through the thick white diaper and my clit throbbed against the soaked crotch.

I had put myself at that glass. I had no story for it.

“Family Sunday,” she said. “They came to see how we keep you.”

The egg pulsed again, a fat buzz that made my hips jerk. Warmth leaked into the diaper in a rush I could not stop. Piss spread in a hot circle against my cunt and ran forward along the tapes.

“I did not ask for a show,” I said.

“You asked for a bottle at two in the morning. This is what follows.” Her thumb clicked. The buzz climbed. “Walk.”

I walked.

The hall runner dragged at my bare feet. The diaper sagged between my thighs, heavy and loud, each step a wet crinkle that carried down the stairs ahead of me. On the Ninety Board by the parlour doors, sixty-nine pegs still hung in two clean rows. Dawn had already taken today’s. Twenty-one gone. I kept my eyes on the last peg. The egg kicked anyway, and I grabbed the banister with a wet sound in my throat.

Della’s palm settled at the small of my back.

“You will be the demonstration,” she said. “You will lie on the parlour table. You will let them look. When Reese asks you a question for the donor book, you will answer it.”

“No camera.” It came out thin. My sister’s name sat on my tongue and I swallowed it. The board at my old office sat behind that. Faces I used to run a room with. “They cannot have my face.”

“They already paid for a face. I chose yours.” She pressed the remote against my hip so I could feel the click through the plastic. “In.”

The parlour held them all.

Eleven strangers in a loose ring around a long oak table that smelled of lemon oil. Coats open. Name tags I refused to read. A woman with a camera on a strap already had the lens uncapped. Another woman, grey at the temples, held a black folder stamped with the house mark.

Rowan sat on a low bench by the hearth with a bottle in both hands and her eyes on the rug. She did not look up. Four years past her own date, and they parked her in the room like furniture.

“This is Cass,” Della said. “Day twenty-one. She still tells herself she is leaving.”

A man near the window gave a short laugh. The woman with the folder opened it.

“On the table, Cass. Back. Knees up.”

The oak was cold through the wet diaper. I lay down. My heels found the far edge. The egg kept working inside me, a mean little motor against the front wall of my pussy, and my hips tried to ride it in front of all of them.

Della popped the tapes.

The diaper fell open. Warm piss-air lifted off me. The crotch was yellow-dark and shiny, stuck to my cunt lips, and when she peeled it back the cool parlour air hit my clit and I flinched so hard my ass squeaked on the wood.

“Soaked,” Della said. She put two fingers into the wet and held them up. “She cannot hold. She does not ask for a toilet anymore.”

“Please.” I got that much out. “Close it.”

“No.”

She wiped my cunt with a warm cloth, then left me open. The egg’s cord lay along my thigh, a thin black line to the control in her hand. She turned the cloth over and dragged it down between my ass cheeks, over the base of the plug she had seated in me before dawn. The plug shifted. My hole clenched around the neck of it.

“Reese. Start stills for the book. Mid-change. Then the use.”

The shutter clicked. Reese worked the lens without a word, a lean woman in her forties, unhurried behind the camera.

I turned my face toward the hearth. Della took my chin and brought it back.

“They paid to see you,” she said. “You will give them a face.”

The grey-haired woman stepped closer. Gwen, her tag said — fifty-two, steady on her feet. She pressed her knuckles into the open wet diaper bunched under my ass.

“Heavy,” Gwen said. “Does she always go this warm?”

“Always. She runs hot when she is ashamed.” Della’s thumb rolled the remote. The egg slammed up to a pitch that made my mouth fall open. “Look at you. You want this more than you will admit.”

My cunt squeezed the buzzing thing. Slick ran out of me onto the oak in a thin line. I could smell myself, piss and cunt, sharp in the lemon air.

“Say what you are,” Della said.

I shook my head.

She pinched my clit between two wet fingers and held the egg on high. The first orgasm tore up through me before I could brace. My back left the table. My thighs shook. I came in a hard, ugly clench with eleven people breathing on my spread knees, and a sound came out of me that had no words in it.

The shutter kept going.

“Again,” Della said. “Out loud this time.”

“I am…” My voice broke. “I am a diaper slut.”

“More.”

“I piss myself. I cum in it. I need…” The egg stuttered and climbed. “I need Mommy to change me and use me. Please.”

Gwen made a small pleased noise. Someone else shifted their feet.

Della pulled the plug from my ass in one steady draw. The stretch left a gape, a dumb open ache, and cool air touched the inside of me. She held the plug up. It shone.

“She takes this every morning now,” Della said. “Today she takes more.”

One slick finger pushed into my asshole. I bore down without meaning to, and she clicked her tongue and added a second. The burn lit up my tailbone. Two knuckles. Then a third finger, thick, twisting, opening me on the parlour table while the egg buzzed my cunt and Reese moved to the end for a better angle.

“Hold her knees.”

Gwen’s hands closed behind my knees and folded me up. My asshole pointed at the ring of coats. Della worked a fourth finger in. The stretch went white behind my eyes. I tried to close and could not. She kept pressing, turning, feeding me her hand past the widest part of her knuckles until her fist seated in my ass with a wet, crude sound that filled the room.

Full. Too full. My hole clamped on her wrist and fluttered.

“Take it,” Della said. “This is what a kept hole looks like.”

She pumped her fist. Short strokes at first, then deeper, the wet squelch of it mixing with the egg. My clit jumped against nothing. I came again, a messy jerk that squirted slick onto her forearm, and I heard myself say please like a broken tap.

“Count for the book, Reese.”

“Two,” Reese said, calm as weather.

Della’s other hand found the wand in the side caddy under the table. She pressed the fat head to my clit and thumbed it on. The buzz hit my clit through a smear of piss and cunt juice. I tried to crawl backward up the oak and Gwen held my knees and Della’s fist in my ass pinned me in place.

The third orgasm punched through on top of the second. No space. My cunt seized on the egg. My ass locked on her hand. I drooled on my own collarbone.

“Three.”

“She loses the number soon,” Della said. “She always does once the fist is in.”

She fucked my ass with her whole hand. The table legs tapped the rug. My tits shook. Someone in the ring cleared their throat. The wand stayed glued to my clit, mean and flat, and the egg rattled against her fist through the thin wall between my holes.

Past four.

I kept that one because my vision tunneled and Reese said the number from far away. After that the count slid. Another crest slammed me. Then another on the back of it, no drop, no breath, my cunt gushing around the cord, my asshole stretched into a shiny ring around Della’s wrist. I could not close. I could not think a whole sentence.

Too much. Cannot. More.

“What are you,” Della said, and drove her fist deeper.

“A hole.” Spit on my lip. “A piss-soaked helpless little diaper baby. A thing. Please, I cannot…”

She did not stop.

The wand stayed. The egg stayed. Her fist worked me open until the burn turned into a stupid, sweet ache and I came again without a name for it, hips snapping, a wet slap of skin on oak, the smell of my own mess rank in my nose. My brain went thin. Fragments. Full. Used. Camera. Sister. The last thought tried to sit up and the next orgasm knocked it flat.

Reese said something that might have been a number. Then she stopped saying numbers.

Della eased her fist out. The gape stayed. Cool air moved inside me. She wiped her hand on the open diaper and left the yellow cloth bunched under my ass like a tray.

“Harness,” she said.

She stepped into the strap-on without hurrying. The cock was thick, the same dull flesh tone as the plug, veined, shining with lube she pumped into her palm. She lined it up with my cunt and pushed in to the hilt in one long slide. My pussy took it with a filthy wet sound. The egg she had pulled free a breath before left me empty for half a second; then the cock filled that space and her hips met my wet crotch.

“Hold the wand on her,” she told Gwen.

Gwen did. The head mashed my clit while Della fucked me. Hard, even strokes that made the table sing. Each thrust shoved air out of my open ass. The gape pulled with every slap. Reese crouched for a low shot of the cock spreading my cunt lips, of the used hole above it that would not shut.

“Beg for it,” Della said.

“Fuck me. Please fuck my cunt. Use my ass. Put it in the book. I will say it. I will say anything.”

She hooked my hips and pounded. The cock bottomed out. My tits bounced. Sweat ran into the hair at my temples. Another climax hit with no warning, and I clenched so hard on the shaft that Della laughed once, low, and kept railing me through it.

“Past whatever came next,” Reese murmured, more to the folder than to me. “She is done counting.”

Della pulled out. Slick hung off the cock in a string and slapped my thigh. She pushed the head against my wrecked asshole and I shook mine in a tiny, useless no, and she fed it into that gaping ring anyway. The burn came back wider. She sank to the base. My ass took a cock after a fist and made a sound I will hear until I die.

“Good little toy,” she said. “Hold still for Reese.”

The shutter. The wet smack of her hips. The wand grinding my clit until I came on the strap-on with my mouth open and no sound left. Drool ran into my ear. My cunt twitched on empty air and spilled more slick onto the bunched diaper.

Della fucked my ass until my legs stopped trying to close. Then she pulled out and left me there, holes working on nothing, the cock shining, a smear of me on the oak.

“Change her. Clean enough for the portrait. Leave her wet enough to read.”

A fresh diaper slid under my hips. Della powdered nothing. She taped me in tight over the ache, over the gape, over a cunt that fluttered. The bulk shoved my thighs apart. She pressed the heel of her hand into the crotch and I jerked through one more small, stupid aftershock that wet the new diaper from the inside, slick and hot.

“Sit her up.”

They sat me up on the edge of the table. My feet dangled. The diaper crinkled. Reese set a small video camera on a short tripod at my knees. The red light came on.

“For the donor book,” Reese said. “Look here. Tell us what the program has given you.”

My mouth was dry. Eleven faces waited. Rowan, on the bench, had lifted her eyes at last.

I could have given them a lie. I had given rooms of people lies for years.

“A place to stop,” I said. The words came out rough and true. “I do not have to run anything. She takes it. I get to be kept.”

“And you agree to stand as an example,” Reese said. “Name and likeness in the book that leaves this house. Say yes if you mean it.”

The red light did not blink.

My sister would know that mouth. The board would know those eyes. The folder would go out in eleven pairs of hands and I would be a page someone turned over coffee.

“Yes,” I said. “Use my face.”

Reese lowered the camera. The red light died.

Della taped a print to the inside cover of Gwen’s folder while the ink was still damp. My open mouth. The bunched wet diaper at one thigh. Under it, in black type, my first name and the date.

They filed out in a low rustle of coats. A man thanked Della for her time. Gwen squeezed my knee the way a person squeezes fruit.

Rowan looked at the floor again.

Della lifted me off the table. My head found her shoulder because my legs had no interest in the job. She carried me as far as the parlour doors and set me on my feet, one palm flat on the thick crotch of the diaper so I would feel the heat I had put there.

“Sixty-nine dawns,” she said. “The book is already in the van.”

I stood in the doorway with piss-warm plastic between my thighs and watched the shuttle take the drive.

On the parlour table, face-up where anyone left in the house could read it, the extra proof sheet dried in the lemon air. My mouth. My name. Day twenty-one. A wet thumbprint at the corner where Gwen had held it.


Chapter 5: Appendix C

The corridor bell rang twice. Short. Sharp. Rae took my elbow before I could stand on my own and steered me toward the west wing like I already belonged on a leash.

I walked. The thick pink diaper between my thighs crinkled with every step, warm from the last flood I had been made to hold until it broke. My mouth still tasted like formula and spit. I hated how my pussy clenched at the sound of that bell alone.

Rae did not speak. She pushed the review-room door wide and put me in a chair with a high back and adult legs, the kind of seat I had not used since intake. My padded ass hit the seat. The crinkle filled the quiet.

A projector sat on a cart. Its cooling fan whirred, a dry tick-tick under the lights. Three other staff sat along the wall. Reese with a clipboard. Gwen with a tablet. Rowan by the door, arms folded, watching my face like she was grading it.

Mommy stood at the front.

“Halfway Review. Day forty-five. Forty-five left on the Ninety Board.” Her voice stayed level. “Cass remains seated. Pacifier out for testimony. Diaper stays on.”

Rae pulled the chain at my collar and took the pacifier from my mouth. A string of drool stretched and broke on my chin. My tongue hung thick. Empty. I wiped it with the back of my wrist and tasted rubber and milk.

The fan kept ticking.

Mommy clicked a remote. The wall lit up. My own face filled it, thinner, eyes raw, hair flat against my skull. The timestamp in the corner was from eight months back. A notary seal sat in the lower corner of the frame. A second person read a case number off camera.

My stomach dropped so hard I almost pissed again.

On-screen me spoke first. Hoarse. Certain.

“My name is Cass. I am recording Appendix C of my admission to Meadowlark House of my own free will. If I complete intake, this letter governs after day thirty.”

I made a sound. Small. Wrong. Mommy did not look away from the wall.

On-screen me kept going.

“After day thirty, disregard any request I make to leave, renegotiate, or return to full adult privileges. Treat resistance as symptom. Override it. I authorize physical restraint, diaper discipline, oral restriction, and sexual training as required to keep me in protocol.”

My thighs squeezed the bulk of the diaper. Heat crawled up my neck. My nipples went tight under the thin shift. I wanted to stand up and shut the projector off with my bare fingers. I stayed in the chair.

“For Day Ninety Discharge Review,” on-screen me said, “select Outcome B by default. Permanent Placement. The only path to Outcome A is three adult-competency benchmarks, each available once, administered by house staff. If I fail any, or refuse, Outcome B executes without further consent from future me.”

The room held still. The fan ticked. My voice from eight months back filled every corner.

“I am not safe to decide after I start. Do not let me talk you out of this. Sign me permanent if I cannot pass. That is an order.”

The clip ended on my old signature. Notarized. Dated. Real.

Reese cleared her throat. “Appendix C is active. Logged at admission. Executed from day thirty forward. Every override to date was compliance with resident instruction.”

I stared at the blank wall where my face had been. My pulse slammed in my throat. The proud part of me, the part that still kept score of who held the leash, cracked sideways. I had walked in thinking they stole me piece by piece. They had been following a script I wrote when I was already broken.

“Look at me,” Mommy said.

I looked.

“You believed the countdown was a sentence you had to outlast.” She tapped the remote against her palm. “It is a countdown toward permanence you must actively stop. Three benchmarks. One live attempt each. The house has been training your body to fail them. That was also your order.”

My cunt throbbed against the soaked crotch of the diaper. Shame scalded up behind my eyes. I was hard under the bulk, swollen, leaking like a dirty little whore who got wet when her own trap closed.

“I want to withdraw it,” I said. The words came out thin.

“You cannot. You forbade that after day thirty.” Mommy’s mouth almost smiled. “Which leaves the review.”

Gwen stood. “Witnessed competency probe. Sexual control and verbal ownership. Public display, scored by three staff. Pass requires sustained denial without orgasm under stimulation, followed by clean self-report in adult diction. Fail triggers continued Outcome B track.”

I laughed once, ugly. They had already made sure I could not last.

“On the floor,” Mommy said. “Knees. Shift up. Diaper stays. Spread.”

I slid off the chair. My knees hit the carpet. The diaper sagged heavy between my legs, piss-hot, the plastic outer shell loud when I forced my thighs wide. Rae hooked the shift under my tits and left it bunched there. Cool air hit my nipples. Four sets of eyes took inventory.

Mommy crouched in front of me with a black case. She set out a thick silicone plug, a remote wand, a pair of nipple clamps on a chain, and a strap harness with a short, fat cock already seated in the ring.

“Say what you are before we start,” she said.

My mouth fought me. Pride still had teeth. Then the memory of my own voice on that wall shoved the teeth out.

“I am a diaper slut,” I said. “A piss-soaked helpless little diaper baby who cums in her own diaper.”

“Louder. For the record.”

“I am a diaper slut. A hole. A good little toy that begs to stay ruined.”

Reese made a mark on the clipboard. The sound of the pen was tiny and final.

Mommy lubed the plug with two thick fingers of gel and pushed my chest down until my cheek met the carpet. She peeled the back tapes of the diaper just enough to bare my asshole. The front stayed taped, the soaked bulk mashed against my pussy. The smell rose: my own heat mixed with warm piss and the sweet chemical of the lotion they used at every change.

The tip of the plug pressed my rim. I clenched. She pushed. The stretch burned. My hole fought and lost, the thickest ridge popping through while I grunted into the floor. She seated it deep and taped the diaper closed over it again so the base shoved the plug harder into me every time I moved.

“Full,” I choked.

“You will be fuller.”

She clipped the clamps on my nipples. The bite made me yelp. The chain hung and tugged when I breathed. Then she slid the wand under the front of the diaper, right against my swollen clit, and switched it on low. The buzz punched straight through the soaked padding. My hips jerked. A wet squelch answered under the plastic.

“Hold still for scoring,” Mommy said. “If you cum before I allow it, you fail the probe. If you beg in little-space, you fail. Adult diction only. Prove you can govern that cunt.”

I locked my jaw. The wand hummed. The plug stretched my asshole wide. My nipples screamed in the clamps. Staff watched like I was a machine under test.

Mommy stepped into the strap harness and buckled it at her hips. The fat cock jutted out, shiny with lube. She took my hair and dragged my mouth onto it.

“Choke on it. Show the room you still take orders from your own contract.”

I opened for her. The head hit my tongue, salty, thick. She pushed until my throat seized and spit ran down my chin onto the carpet. I gagged. The sound was raw and wet. She held me there, nose mashed to the harness, while the wand buzzed my clit through the piss-warm diaper and my asshole fluttered around the plug.

“Breathe through your nose, whore.”

I tried. Drool sheeted off my lower lip. Tears blurred the carpet fibers. My pussy clenched until I almost tipped over. I hauled myself back by pure spite. Adult. Competent. One clean try.

She fucked my mouth in short hard strokes. Each thrust swung the nipple chain; the clamps bit. The plug shifted inside my ass. The wand’s buzz climbed a notch when Gwen thumbed the remote from her seat.

“Pulse elevated,” Gwen said, calm. “Subject is dripping through the diaper. Visible darkening at the crotch.”

“Describe your state,” Mommy said, pulling free so I could speak. Spit connected my lip to the cock.

“I am being face-fucked on the floor in a soaked diaper with a plug in my ass and a wand on my clit while staff score me,” I said. My voice shook. “I am trying not to cum. I am failing at being a person who can leave.”

“Crude and true. Again, dirtier.”

“I am a pathetic bitch who authorized permanent placement and now has to suck cock to prove she can still talk like a grown woman while her holes get used.”

Rowan exhaled through her nose. Reese wrote.

Mommy fed the cock back into my throat and kept me there until my eyes watered and my throat convulsed around the shaft. When she pulled out, strings of spit hung off my chin. She wiped them across my cheek with the cockhead and left me shining.

“On your back. Legs up. Hold your knees.”

I rolled. The diaper crinkled loud. I hooked my elbows under my knees and pulled them toward my chest, presenting the bulging crotch and the taped sides like an offering. The wand stayed trapped against my clit. Every breath rubbed me on it.

Mommy stripped the tapes fully this time. The diaper fell open like a filthy shell beneath me, the wet bulk under my ass, warm and reeking. My pussy shone, swollen, lips parted. My asshole gripped the flared base of the plug.

She took the plug out in one long pull. The empty ache dragged a moan out of me. Before I could close, she pressed two slick fingers in, then three, twisting. The burn lit up my spine. She added a fourth. My rim stretched white around her knuckles.

“Take it,” she said. “You wrote the order that put you here. Own the stretch.”

I bore down because fighting only made it worse. Her fingers worked deeper, then tucked, and the widest part of her bunched knuckles shoved past my ring. My mouth fell open on a broken sound. Full. Too full. My hole clamped and could not push her out. She fucked me on that thick intrusion in slow grinding drives while the wand screamed against my clit and my own piss squelched under my lower back.

“Taste,” she ordered, and shoved two of her free fingers into my mouth, the ones slick from my ass. I sucked. Bitter lube. My own musk. I gagged and sucked harder because she told me to.

“Benchmark language,” Gwen prompted. “State whether you wish to attempt adult discharge at Day Ninety, in full sentences.”

I pulled off the fingers. Spit shone on them.

“I wish to attempt adult discharge at Day Ninety,” I said. The words tasted like a lie. My hips bucked on Mommy’s buried knuckles. “I will sit the three benchmarks. I will try to pass.”

“And if you fail?” Mommy asked, twisting inside me until my toes curled.

“If I fail, Outcome B. Permanent Placement. I stay. I stay diapered. I stay yours.”

“Say the last part without the pretty words.”

“If I fail I remain a kept hole in a crib with my name on it and I never get my keys back.”

The wand jumped to high. My vision punched white at the edges. I bit my tongue to stay off the edge. Blood and spit mixed in my mouth. The copper taste cut through the lube.

Mommy pulled her knuckles free. My asshole stayed open for a second, gaping, before it fluttered. She did not give it rest. She lined up the strap-on and drove the fat cock into my ass in one long thrust.

I screamed. The sound bounced off the review-room walls. She bottomed out and stayed planted, hips flush to my stretched rim, while the wand chewed my clit and the soaked diaper under me squelched with every tiny shake of my body.

“Public display score,” Reese said. “Subject is fully impaled, diaper open beneath her, clamps on, wand applied, staff present. Verbal ownership: pass so far. Orgasm control: pending.”

Mommy fucked my ass. Hard. Deep. The slap of her hips against me filled the room under the projector’s fan. Each thrust shoved me up the carpet. The cock dragged over every raw nerve. My pussy clenched on nothing, dripping a string of slick onto the wet diaper under me.

“Beg for it without cumming,” Mommy said. “Beg like the contract slut you are.”

“Fuck my ass,” I gasped. “Use my hole. Make me take it in front of them. Keep railing me. I can hold. I can hold. I can…”

I could not hold.

The build stacked too high. The wand, the stretch, the shame of Reese’s pen, the taste of my own ass on my tongue, the memory of my thinner face ordering this exact ruin. My belly went tight. My thighs shook. I tried to say stop in adult diction and only got a broken noise.

“Do not you dare,” Mommy said. “Fail this and you prove Appendix C right in front of witnesses.”

That should have cooled me. It lit me hotter. Being caught by my own past self set my clit throbbing under the wand until I ground up into it like a mindless bitch. The cock in my ass pounded steady. Squelch. Slap. Wet drag. The nipple clamps tugged with every jolt.

“I can’t,” I sobbed. “Mommy, I can’t, it’s too much, my ass is full, my clit, the diaper, I…”

“Name yourself.”

“Diaper whore. Permanent candidate. Stupid wet hole that signed her own cage.”

“Again.”

“I am the woman who ordered you to break me and I am breaking on schedule.”

Mommy drove in to the base and held. She pressed the wand harder through the folds of the open diaper, grinding the head in tight circles on my clit until my whole body bowed off the floor.

“Now,” she said. “Cum for the record. Fail loud.”

I broke.

The orgasm tore up from my stuffed ass and my beaten clit at once. My pussy gushed, a hard helpless spurt that hit my own belly and soaked what was left of the diaper under me. My asshole convulsed around the strap-on in greedy pulls. I shook so hard the nipple chain rattled. Sounds came out of me that were not words, raw and animal, while spit ran from the corner of my mouth and tears streaked into my hair.

Too much. Cannot stop. Full. Used. Their eyes. My voice on the wall. More. More.

Mommy fucked me through it, short brutal thrusts that dragged the climax out until my legs kicked and my hands scrabbled at nothing. When she finally pulled the cock free, my hole stayed loose and shiny, clenching on air. Cum-slick from my empty pussy mixed with lube and ran down into the ruined diaper.

I lay there panting. The fan ticked. Someone’s pen scratched.

“Probe result,” Gwen said. “Orgasm control: fail. Verbal ownership under duress: pass. Public display compliance: pass. Net: insufficient for early adult-track elevation. Outcome B remains default.”

Mommy unclipped the clamps. Blood rushed back into my nipples and I whimpered. She wiped the strap-on on the dry edge of my diaper like I was a rag, then refastened the tapes over the mess so the bulk sealed against my still-twitching cunt. The warmth spread. Heavy. Mine.

Rae sat me up. My head lolled. The room smelled like sex and piss and hot plastic.

Mommy crouched so our faces were level. She set a thin folder on my bare thighs. Inside, three lines waited under a header I could read even with blown pupils.

Benchmark One: Financial and legal self-management under timed stress.

Benchmark Two: Sustained adult continence and toileting autonomy for a scored window.

Benchmark Three: Sexual refusal capacity, demonstrated by denying release on command in a witnessed setting.

“One attempt each,” Mommy said. “The house will schedule them when it chooses. Between now and Day Ninety, protocol continues exactly as your letter requires. Resistance will be overridden. Need will be fed. The peg comes out of the Ninety Board every dawn. Forty-five left. Fail to pass all three, and Permanent Placement executes without another signature from you.”

I touched the folder. My fingers left a damp print on the cover.

“I wrote this,” I said. It was not a question.

“You did. We have only been obedient.” She closed the folder and passed it to Reese for the file. “The part of you that wanted out after day thirty was the part you ordered me to ignore. Listen carefully to what that means.”

I listened. My used hole ached. My clit pulsed under the padding. My mouth tasted like lube and spit and the ghost of that old recording.

“You are not waiting out a sentence,” Mommy said. “You are running out of time to stop a machine you built. Every wet diaper, every plug, every time you came on a stranger’s tour or on my cock, moved you closer to the crib with your name burned in the wood. Unless you pass those three, Day Ninety does not free you. It keeps you.”

My throat worked. Pride tried to stand up inside my ribs and found no floor.

“What if I pass?” I asked.

“Then Outcome A is available. Discharge. Keys. The road.” Her eyes held mine. “What if you do not want to pass?”

I did not answer. The silence answered for me. My pussy gave one last weak clench against the warm bulk, traitorous and sure.

Mommy stood. She smoothed her skirt like we had finished a staff meeting. Rae clipped the pacifier back on my chain and pushed it past my lips. I sucked because my mouth needed a job. The rubber taste covered the rest.

Reese sealed the review notes. Gwen powered down the projector. The fan spun on a few seconds longer, then died into a worse quiet.

Mommy set her palm on the top of my head, heavy and absolute, and spoke to the room as much as to me.

“We are only just beginning.”


Chapter 6: Rowan's Forever Day

Scorched maple hit me first. Then the hiss. A black tip dragged slow across pale wood and a letter rose under smoke, dark and wet-looking, like it had always been waiting under the grain.

R.

The tip lifted. Settled. Burned the next line. O. W. A. N.

Rowan stood in the south hall with her hands at her sides, the padding bulging between her thighs, tabs loud when she shifted her weight. Her discharge date sat on the Ninety Board behind the circle of chairs, a red peg waiting to die. Forty-three days hung on my own line. Day forty-seven. The math sat in my gut like a swallowed stone.

I sat on Mommy’s lap because she put me there. Mine was heavy and warm under her palm. The bulk forced my knees apart so I had no way to look neat. She smelled like soap and milk and the scorched wood. I wanted that smell on me harder than I wanted air.

The burning pen finished the N. Smoke curled off the footboard of the hand-turned crib. Rowan smiled like a person who had already stopped counting.

I hated her for that smile. The hate kicked hot between my legs and would not be shoved down. Cass had once signed forms and ran rooms and slept in a bed with sheets. That woman was ash on the edge of someone else’s Forever Day. I wanted Rowan’s certainty so bad my teeth hurt. Her slot. The crib. The undivided hand on my hip, and Rowan shoved out of it with both hands.

“Witness,” Mommy said, calm as weather. “Strike her date.”

Gwen stepped forward with the black marker. She dragged a thick line through Rowan’s discharge number. The peg came free with a dry click. The board looked wrong without it, a gap that would never fill again.

Rowan did not cry. She leaned into the crib rail like it already owned her bones.

I clenched inside the warm bulk between my thighs. Shame rolled up my throat with it. Jealous of a woman getting her name burned into furniture. The part of me that still kept a calendar tried to stand up inside my chest and walk out. My body stayed put, hips already shifting for more pressure from Mommy’s hand.

“Cass is here for observation,” Mommy told the room. “She lives in this wing now.”

My stomach dropped. South hall. Forever wing. The place people went when the Reset stopped being temporary.

“I still have days left,” I said. My voice came out thin.

“You have forty-three.” Her fingers pressed the front of my diaper and found the swollen seam of my cunt through the layers. “The house will keep you where the work is. You belong in this room now.”

The words landed heavier than the pad under me. Belong. Now. Before any choice. Before Day 90. Before the three adult tests I had one live shot at. Appendix C had stacked the board against me; this moved my body into the ending like I had already lost.

Rowan’s eyes flicked to me. Soft. Almost kind. Worse than the smile.

The room emptied by degrees. Staff. Other residents. Rowan was led to a low chair and bottle-fed while the wood cooled. Mommy kept me on her lap through it all. When the hall went quiet she stood and carried me, crinkling between the legs, into a room two doors down from Rowan’s new crib.

My bag was already there. My peg-card sat on the dresser.

CASS, in block letters.

Mommy set me on the changing mat. The plastic stuck to the backs of my thighs. She unfastened the tapes with clean, sure motions. Warm air hit skin that had been sealed and soaked. I had pissed myself during the ceremony without meaning to; the whole front sagged heavy and rank, and the smell of my own heat mixed with it burned up my face.

“Look at this mess,” she said. “You soaked through while another girl got forever. Did that cunt of yours cream over it?”

I turned my face away. She caught my chin and brought it back.

“Answer.”

“Yes.”

“Say what you are.”

My throat locked. She waited. The silence pressed harder than a hand.

“A diaper slut,” I whispered. “A piss-soaked helpless little diaper baby who gets off on other girls getting kept.”

“Good hole.” She wiped me with cool cloths, rough on the folds, then rolled a fresh pink diaper under my hips. Before the front came up she slid two slick fingers into my pussy and worked a hard circle over my clit from the inside. My hips jerked. A broken sound tore out of me.

“Not yet,” she said, and pulled free.

She pushed a narrow plug into my asshole first, the base wide, the stretch a blunt ache that watered my eyes. Then a remote vibe against my clit, cold plastic on swollen flesh. The bulk closed over both. Tabs sealed, crinkle loud enough to fill the room. Packed and used again.

She sat on the edge of the adult-sized daybed and unzipped the side of her skirt. No underwear. Her pussy already slick, dark with want, and the sight punched the air out of me.

“Crawl,” she said. “Service. Take your time. You are going to live here, so you learn how Mommy gets fed in this hall.”

I went to my knees, crinkling with each shuffle. The plug shifted when I moved. The vibe stayed dead for now, a threat under cotton and plastic. I put my face between her thighs because that was the order, and because my whole body had been leaning toward this since the first letter burned into the wood.

She tasted salt and clean musk. I dragged my tongue up the seam and she set one hand in my hair like a claim. No rush. Ritual pace. I licked her open with long flat strokes, then pointed my tongue and fucked it into her hole the way she liked when she was training me, shallow and steady. She hummed once. The sound went straight to my clit under the bulk.

“Deeper. Use that throat later. Right now I want the whole of it cleaned.”

I worked. Chin wet. Nose pressed to her mound. The plug in my ass made me rock without meaning to, seeking friction that the thick diaper only half gave. My nipples scraped the daybed edge. Shame sat hot under my ribs: Forever wing on day forty-seven, tongue buried in my caregiver, dripping into fresh padding like a traitor.

She let me stay there a long time. When my jaw started to ache she pushed me harder against her and ground on my face. Slick coated my lips and chin. I swallowed what I could. Drool and her juice ran down my neck.

“Filthy little toy,” she said, soft and mean. “Rowan got her name on wood. You get your face full of cunt. Tell me which one you want more.”

I pulled back enough to speak. My voice was wrecked.

“Both. I want both. I want my name on a crib and I want to choke on this.”

“Greedy whore.” Her thumb smeared spit across my cheek. “Back on. Suck my clit. Hard.”

I sealed my lips around the swollen nub and sucked. She rocked. The hand in my hair tightened. My own cunt pulsed uselessly into the diaper. I could smell myself, arousal and the piss-warm ghost of the last change, and I ground my padded crotch against nothing.

The remote clicked.

The vibe woke against my clit in a low hard buzz. My whole body jolted. I moaned into her pussy and she held me there through it, fucking my face in short mean strokes while the toy ground me from the front and the plug filled me from behind. Too much. Perfect. Wrong. My hips snapped. I tried to back off the buzz and she locked her thighs around my ears.

“Stay. You eat while you take it. That is the rule in this room.”

I stayed. Tongue flat. Lips working. The vibe ratcheted up a notch and my vision went white at the edges. I came with my face buried in her, a messy breaking that ripped through my gut and left me shaking, clenching on empty air while the toy kept grinding. Slick gushed into the padding. The squelch grew louder each time my hips jerked. I made animal sounds against her flesh.

She did not let me rest. She shoved my head down harder and used my tongue through the aftershocks, then stood and stripped the rest of her clothes. From the drawer she took the strap harness and a heavy cock, dark silicone, veined, longer than I wanted to admit I needed. She buckled it on. The base sat flush against her mound.

“On the mat. Face down. Ass up. Diaper stays on for now.”

I scrambled. Knees wide. Chest to plastic. The bulk framed my hips like a target. She peeled the back tapes only, front sealed, the vibe pinned to my clit and the soaked panel packed against me. Cool air hit my hole around the plug base.

She twisted the plug and pulled. The stretch burned on the way out. My asshole clenched on nothing and failed to close all the way.

“Look at that gape,” she said. “Needy little shithole already begging.”

One slick finger pushed in. Then two. She worked them slow, then hard, scissoring, dragging a third in when I hissed. The burn spread into a deep ache. I pushed back anyway. Jealousy sat in me like a second pulse: Rowan bottle-fed two doors down, name cooling in maple, while I got fisted open in a room I had not earned.

“More,” I croaked.

“Ask like the hole you are.”

“Fist me. Ruin this ass. Use me like the pathetic diaper baby who creams when other girls get kept forever.”

She laughed once, low. A fourth finger. The widest part of her hand. Pressure that made my toes curl and my mouth fall open against the mat. She talked me through it in crude short orders. Breathe. Push. Take it. My body fought and then gave, and her hand slid past the ring of muscle into the heat beyond. Full. Stuffed. Split. I sobbed into the plastic and the vibe surged again under the sealed front.

She fucked me on her fist in slow deep pushes. The squelch was filthy. My ass stretched around her wrist. Each pull tugged nerves that spasmed me open and soaked the padding harder. Sex and piss-warm cotton filled the space between us.

“Who does this room belong to?”

“You,” I gasped.

“Who belongs in it?”

My mind kicked once, hard. Adult competency. One live attempt. Discharge papers. Keys. A door in the rain. The old name on forms.

“I do,” I said, and the words tasted like surrender and theft at once. “I belong in this room.”

“Good girl.”

She eased her hand free. My ass stayed open, used, aching. Spit and lube ran down toward the tape line. She lined up the strap cock and drove into that loose hole in one long thrust. The stretch came back different, longer, colder silicone where her fist had been hot. She bottomed out and held.

Then she pulled me up by the hair and turned me, still speared, so my face lined up with the base of the harness where her real cunt sat slick above the strap.

“Oral service,” she said. “You suck what you can reach while I rail this ass. Do not stop when you come. Do not stop when you cry.”

I put my mouth on her. Tongue working the wet folds above the buckles while the thick cock dragged out of my ass and slammed back in. The pace built. Slap of hips on wet padding. Squelch of a used hole taking a pounding. The vibe buzzed without mercy. I licked and gagged on my own spit as she fucked me raw and deep, mean dirty talk falling over me in a steady rain.

“Take it, slut. Choke on Mommy while that whore ass gets split. You wanted Rowan’s forever so bad your cunt flooded. Now earn a piece of it on your knees.”

I tried to say yes around her flesh. It came out a wet choked sound. She pushed my face harder and pistoned the strap into me faster. My second orgasm ripped through without permission, body locking, ass clamping the cock in hard spasms, the soaked front grinding my clit into sparks. Too much. Cannot. More. Brain gone. Just hole and buzz and the taste of her.

She kept going through it. Kept me on her cunt with a fist in my hair. The strap reamed my ass in long hard strokes that made my thighs shake. When she finally came she ground against my tongue and rode my face through her own finish, hips stuttering, a low broken moan that I swallowed like praise.

After, she left the cock buried in me for a long minute. My arms had no strength. Drool strung from my chin to the mat. The vibe clicked off. Silence rushed in, full of my own breathing.

She pulled out. I stayed soft and open. She cleaned me with the same calm she used for everything, then sealed fresh padding over the mess of slick and sweat, plug left out this time so the ache could remind me. Heavy. Warm from my own heat already.

She carried me to the dresser. Picked up the peg-card.

Black marker. One thick line through CASS. Above it, in the same block hand they used for the board:

BABY.

The card went on a hook by the door of the south-hall room. My room. Observation, she had called it. The hook looked permanent.

“You sleep here now,” Mommy Della said. Two doors from Rowan. Down the hall from the footboard still smelling of scorched maple. “Reset wing is done with you. The board will show BABY at dawn when they pull the next peg. Forty-three left. You want out, you climb. The house will not carry you up.”

I stared at the card. BABY. No other name. The jealousy had nowhere left to point.

She put me on the daybed and drew my head to her breast. Milk. Warm. I latched because my mouth knew the work, and because the alternative was thinking too hard about the open door I was no longer near.

Outside, gravel crunched. A shuttle. Voices. Someone new counting windows the way I once had, soft and scared and still sure they would leave on time.

Her hand rested on the thick front of my diaper, owning the heat there. The ache in my used hole pulsed in time with my swallows, a second heartbeat, raw and full. South hall had taken my name off the temporary list and hung a simpler one in its place.

I sucked, and the ache stayed, and down the gravel drive the new arrival’s footsteps came closer to a house that already had a spare crib waiting.


Chapter 7: Orgasm Authority in Writing

Isat cross-legged at the low table and dragged a red crayon across the paper, sounding out each clause the way I used to dictate them to lawyers. My fingers smeared wax on the margin. Pens no longer came to this wing.

Partial placement. Adult Monday through Friday. Baby Saturday and Sunday. I wrote the words big, blocky, careful. My wrist cramped. I kept going.

The fat adult diaper between my thighs crinkled every time I shifted. Warm bulk forced my knees wide. I hated what that sound did to me. I wrote faster.

Twenty-nine days left. One peg off the board each dawn. I had watched Rowan burn into wood. My own peg-card already said BABY. This sheet was the last tool I still owned.

I underlined OUTCOME OPTIONS twice. My crayon snapped. I picked up the stub and finished the sentence with the broken tip.

Footsteps stopped behind me. I did not turn.

“Read it,” Mommy Della said.

I cleared my throat. “Resident proposes partial placement. Weekdays: full adult privileges, toilet access, clothing, speech without speech rules. Weekends: full baby schedule under staff care. Review at Day ninety remains. Benchmarks may be attempted under partial terms.”

My voice stayed steady. My nipples were already tight under the thin onesie. I kept my eyes on the paper.

She took the sheet. Wax cracked under her thumb.

“You still write like a woman who thinks terms can save her,” she said. “Sit up. Show me the rest of your work.”

I rose onto my knees. The padding sagged full and warm between my legs; I had wet during the drafting and pretended I had not. My face burned.

She set the paper on the table and put a finger under my chin. “Look at me while I refuse you.”

My throat closed. “You have not refused yet.”

“I am about to.” Her palm slid down my chest, over my belly, and cupped the front of the diaper. She pressed. Warm piss squelched. My hips jerked. “You want adult weekdays so you can practice being whole again. You want baby weekends so you can keep the drug. That is a bargain written by a woman who still believes she can split herself clean.”

“I can,” I said. “I did splits for clients for years. This is cleaner than half the deals I closed.”

“And yet your own Appendix C already chose for you.” She squeezed the soaked crotch until the wet bulk ground against my swollen folds. A raw noise tore out of me. “You ordered me, on video, to ignore your late objections. You pre-selected permanent placement unless you pass three adult benchmarks. Partial is not on that list.”

My cunt clenched. “Then counter.”

She smiled the way she did when a dependent walked into her own trap. “One live attempt at Benchmark One. A full unassisted day outside these walls. Food, money, speech, toilet, clothes, transport. You pass or you fail on that day alone. No second try before Day ninety.”

“In exchange for what.”

“You surrender orgasm authority in writing until Day ninety. You do not come unless my fingers, my toys, or my spoken leave make you. Logged as a clinical condition of the attempt. If you break it, the attempt voids and Outcome B runs on schedule.”

The crayon stub rolled off the table. I stared at the blank line where a signature would go.

Twenty-nine days. One shot. No more grinding into wet padding in the dark and pretending it was private.

“I take the deal,” I said.

“Of course you do.” She lifted me by the armpits and sat me on the changing pad she had already laid out. “First we inspect what you are trading away. Then you sign. Then I show you what ‘permission’ means.”

She stripped the onesie up and off. Cool air hit my skin. The tapes ripped free. Piss and arousal reeked up between us. My thighs shone. She wiped me with a warm cloth, rough and thorough, and my hips chased the friction.

“Stay still, slut.”

I locked my knees. She parted my labia with two fingers and looked. My cunt fluttered under the stare. Clear slick already coated me.

“Dripping before I have even started,” she said. “Say what you are.”

I swallowed. “A diaper slut who cums when she gets checked.”

“Louder.”

“A pathetic little diaper baby who leaks the second you look at her cunt.”

“Good hole.” She pushed two fingers into me. My walls gripped. She hooked and pressed and my breath broke. “Count if you get close. You do not finish until I say.”

She worked me with a steady curl. Her thumb found my clit and rubbed. Heat stacked fast. Too fast. I bit my lip.

“One,” I gasped. “Close. Please.”

She pulled free. Empty. My hips bucked at air. She wiped her fingers on my inner thigh.

“That is how this works now,” she said. “Beg, and I might let you.”

The words turned in my gut like a key. My whole body shook for the missing finish.

She flipped me onto my belly, knees under me, face in the pad. Oil dripped into the cleft of my ass. A slick fingertip circled and pressed in. Burn. Stretch. I pushed back because my body had already decided.

“Take it,” she said, and added a second finger. The ring of muscle gave. She fucked my ass with short strokes, scissoring, opening me for more. “Tell me what your hole is for.”

“For you,” I said. “For your fingers. For whatever you put in it.”

“Crude, Cass. Try again.”

“My asshole is a toy for Mommy. Stretch it. Use it. Ruin it.”

She worked a third finger in. Full. I dripped onto the pad in a thin string. She reached under me with her free palm and held my clit pinched, no rub, just pressure, while her other fingers pumped my ass open.

“Wand,” she said to the air.

A drawer slid. The fat head of the vibrator pressed to my clit. She switched it on. Buzz tore through me. My arms gave out. I howled into the pad.

“Ask.”

“Please let me come. Please, I will sign anything, please.”

“Not yet.” She killed the wand. The silence hurt. Her fingers still stuffed my ass. She pushed deeper, knuckles against the rim, then folded her thumb and drove.

My body tried to reject her. She waited until the burn tipped into a dark deep ache and my ass swallowed the widest part. I sobbed. She held still inside me, fist seated, and turned the wand back on against my clit at a low pulse.

“You do not get to bargain with your body anymore,” she said. “You already sold that. Now you earn.”

She fucked me with her fist in slow rolls, the wand still buzzing. My vision spotted. Slick poured down my thighs. The pad under me went dark.

“Now,” she said. “Come on my fist like the used little whore you are.”

I broke. The orgasm ripped me raw, cunt clenching on nothing, ass locked around her wrist, piss spurting warm across her knuckles and the pad. I shook and cried and came until my voice went hoarse.

“That is one,” she said. “Say it.”

“One,” I croaked. “Thank you.”

She did not pull out. She left her fist seated and dragged the wand in tight circles. Every nerve screamed. I tried to crawl. She pinned my hip with a forearm.

“Again. Beg first.”

“Please. It hurts. I need it. Please make your diaper slut come again.”

“Louder. Filthier.”

“Please fuck this broken hole until I squirt. Please, Mommy, use your fist and make your baby whore come.”

She cranked the wand high. The second climax hit uglier, longer, my ass spasming around the thickest part of her wrist while spit ran from my lip onto the pad. I counted through gritted teeth.

“Two. Fuck. Two.”

“One more,” she said. “Hold.”

She eased her fist free. I gaped, raw and pulsing. Cool air hit the stretch. She pushed a heavy plug in before I could close, seated it deep, and taped a fresh diaper under me while I still twitched. The base sat fat against the padding. Every breath shoved it.

She rolled me onto my back. My legs fell wide around the new bulk. She straddled my chest, freed a strap-on from under her skirt, and fed the silicone cock between my lips.

“Choke on it while I decide if you get three.”

I took it. She fucked my throat in shallow thrusts. Drool ran. My eyes watered. The plug and the padding pressed my clit and held me at the edge without tipping me.

She pulled free, strings of spit bridging my mouth to the toy. “Say what you traded.”

“My orgasms,” I gasped. “Until Day ninety. Yours. Only yours.”

“And if you sneak one.”

“The benchmark dies. Permanent placement runs.”

“Good girl.” She slid down, ripped one tape of the diaper free, and shoved the strap-on into my cunt in one long thrust. Full. The plug in my ass made the fit brutal. She pounded. Hips slapped wet plastic. My tits bounced. She pinched both nipples until they burned.

“Come,” she ordered. “Three. Say it when you do.”

I shattered. Cunt gripping the cock, ass gripping the plug, a broken scream for “three” while my body gushed around the shaft. She kept thrusting through it until I sobbed.

She stopped buried deep. “Four is a gift. Ask dirty.”

I could barely speak. “Please rail your piss-soaked diaper baby until she loses count. Please stuff this whore and make her give you four.”

She pulled out of my cunt, flipped me, yanked the plug free with a slick pop, and drove the strap-on into my ass. Deeper. Meaner. My face mashed into the pad. She reached under and ground the wand against my clit through the half-open padding while she plowed my ass.

Too much. Too full. My thoughts frayed into scrap.

“Four,” I screamed when it hit. My whole body locked, then thrashed. Cum and slick and piss soaked the padding under me. She kept the wand on through the aftershocks until I was a shaking mess, empty of words.

She shut it off. Pulled free. My ass stayed open a long beat before it fluttered shut. She cleaned me with the same rough cloth, taped me closed again around the mess and the reseated plug, and sat me upright against her chest.

My head lolled on her collarbone. Warmth. Her blouse against my cheek. The fat crinkle of plastic and cloth between my legs.

She put the crayon back in my fist and set a clean sheet on my thighs.

“Write it,” she said. “Your words. Then mine.”

I wrote, hand shaking:

I, Cass, surrender all orgasm authority to Mommy Della from this date through Day ninety of the Reset Protocol. I will not achieve orgasm by my own action, by friction, by toy, or by any means without her physical control or her spoken leave. This condition is attached to my single live attempt at Benchmark One. Violation voids the attempt and restores Outcome B as automatic.

She took the crayon and added below in block letters: LOGGED. CLINICAL. BINDING.

I signed my first name in red wax. She signed hers under it. The stub rolled away again.

“Partial placement is dead,” she said. “You bought one day outside. Twenty-nine days on the board. You will spend them without a single private climax. If your body tries, you come to me and you beg.”

I nodded against her. I still twitched inside the padding. The plug sat deep, a constant claim.

She stood and lifted me to my feet. My legs wobbled. The bulk forced a wide stance. She smoothed my onesie down over it so the outline showed clear.

“Tomorrow at dawn you start prep for Benchmark One,” she said. “Clothes from the intake box. Shoes. A day bag. You will walk the route with me once, then alone. Fail the practice walk and the live day never starts.”

I looked at the signed sheet on the low table. Crayon. My last clever bargain, now a collar on every nerve between my legs.

“Say the rule back,” she said.

“I do not come unless you make me or tell me,” I said. “One outside day. No second chance.”

“And if the board hits ninety with no pass.”

“I stay. Permanent.”

She kissed my forehead, calm as filing. “Go to the south hall. Sit on your mat. Keep that plug in. If you start to tip over the edge from sitting on it, you crawl back here and you ask. You do not finish on the floor like a dog.”

I turned toward the hall. Crinkle with every step. Heat pulsed under the plastic. Twenty-nine pegs left. One signed page. My body hunted for a private grind and hit the new wall she had built.

At the doorway I stopped. “When do I leave the grounds for the real day.”

“When I decide you can hold a cup without shaking,” she said. “Until then, your cums belong on my schedule. Now walk.”

I walked.


Chapter 8: One Unassisted Day

Ichecked the speedometer once. Eighty on a county road at three in the morning. Headlights cut a hard white line through black trees. The borrowed car still smelled like her hand lotion and spilled formula.

My hands shook on the wheel. Adult jeans. Thin cotton panties. No thick white bulk between my thighs for the first time in days. Cold leather under my ass. Every bump in the road went straight into bone.

I had left before the escort could knock. Day seventy six. Fourteen left on the board. Benchmark One was supposed to start clean at dawn with staff watching. I took it as a breakout instead.

The radio stayed off. Engine hum filled my ears. Too thin. Too empty. Meadowlark had white noise, bottle soft, the low wet crinkle of a full diaper when I rolled. Out here the world was raw air and my own breath.

I told myself I was proving it. Partial placement. Adult weekdays. Baby weekends. The term sheet still sat folded in my bag like a joke.

The city hit at five thirty. Gray light. Horns. A bus sighed at a curb and the sound scraped my nerves raw. I parked under my old building and sat with the key in my fist.

Cold. My nipples went hard under the blouse. The meeting was at nine. I had a printed agenda and a pen and the old version of me in my head saying I could do this.

I lasted eleven minutes in the conference room.

The chair was hard. My pussy sat bare in thin cotton and I kept clamping my thighs. Voices stacked on top of each other. A phone buzzed. Someone laughed at a chart. The air conditioner blew ice across my neck.

I stood up. Mumbled a bathroom excuse. The hallway tiles clicked under my shoes. In the stall I pressed my forehead to the metal door and tried to pee like a person. Nothing came. My bladder sat heavy. My clit throbbed from nothing but the lack of bulk and the wrong noise of the flush next door.

I went back. Sat. Stood again. Left for good at nine forty.

No one chased me. That part hurt more than a fight.

I drove nowhere. Circled. Tried a coffee shop and flinched when the grinder screamed. Tried the library and the hush was worse, full of paper and distant coughs. My jeans rubbed the wrong way. Every step slid my pussy against cotton going damp for reasons that had nothing to do with piss.

By noon I found a motel that took cash. Curtains shut. Heat off because I wanted to prove I could handle cold. I lay on the bed in my clothes and waited for sleep.

Street noise punched through the wall. A truck. A dog. A couple fucking two rooms over, the headboard knocking a dull beat. No white noise machine. No soft bottle nipple. No diaper to hold me still.

I got one hand into my panties. My clit was swollen. Shame ran hot up my throat. I pulled my hand out. The deal was clear. Orgasm authority sat with her in writing. I did not get to come. I did not get to edge myself free.

I curled on my side and bit the pillow. My bladder pushed. I held it like a prize.

At four I was in the parking structure under my old office. Concrete. Engine oil. Cold wind through the open sides. I walked toward the elevators like I still had a badge.

The building manager stepped out of the ground floor office. Thin man. Clipboard. He looked at my face and then at the keys in my hand.

“You’re back early from that program,” he said. “Sorry about the unit.”

I stopped. “What unit.”

“Three B. Rider on the lease. Surrendered month one. Box of personal stuff went to storage under the house contact you listed. Keys won’t work.”

The words landed flat. My stomach dropped like a cut cable.

“My name is still on mail,” I said.

“Forwarded. Per the same rider.” He shrugged. “You signed it.”

I turned before he could say more. Walked to the car. Sat. Put my forehead on the wheel.

The old desk was gone. The couch was gone. The name on the door was gone. Cassandra who answered emails at midnight had no floor left to stand on.

Heat spread in my panties before I could stop it. A hard flood. Piss soaked the cotton, ran down, pooled on the seat. Warm at first. Then cooling fast in the cold air. The smell rose sharp. My thighs stuck. I kept pissing because my body had decided, and the sound of it hitting the seat was small and filthy and final.

I laughed once. Ugly. My cunt clenched on nothing while I soaked myself like a broken pet.

I found the house number in my bag. Called.

She picked up on the second ring. Calm. “Cass.”

“I failed,” I said. My voice cracked. “Lease is gone. I pissed in the car. I can’t do the day. Come get me.”

Silence held for one breath. Then, “Stay where you are. Do not drive. I am twenty minutes out.”

I sat in my own mess and shook. Grief was a brick in my chest. Not clean sadness. The raw fact that there was no apartment to crawl back to. No version of me still housed and working and dry.

Headlights found me. Her car. She opened my door and the cold rushed in harder. She looked at the wet seat, at my soaked jeans, at my face.

“Out,” she said.

I got out. My legs stuck. Piss ran down my calf. She wrapped a towel around my hips in the parking structure like I was livestock and loaded me into her passenger seat without a word.

The drive back was quiet except for the road and the soft squeak of the towel. Heat in her car doubled the smell. My clit rubbed the sodden cotton and I hated how hard it got.

Meadowlark’s gravel. Porch light. She walked me inside by the elbow. No tour. Straight to her private care room off the south hall. Deep rug. Changing table. A low bench. The warm air prickled my skin after the cold.

She stripped me. Blouse. Jeans peeled off sticky. Panties hit the floor with a wet slap. My pussy shone with piss and slick. My face burned.

“On your knees,” she said. “Hands behind your back.”

I dropped. The rug bit my knees. She stepped in front of me in her soft house dress and pulled it up. No underwear. Her cunt was right there, dark hair trimmed, the smell of her soap and skin.

“You ran,” she said. “You took my car. You tried to steal a day that belonged to the protocol. Now you earn the ride home with your mouth.”

I leaned in. Licked. Her taste hit my tongue and my brain shorted. Salt. Heat. I sealed my lips over her clit and sucked like I was starving.

“Slower,” she said. “Worship, slut. You do not get to rush your way out of this.”

I slowed. Long flat strokes. My tongue worked her folds. Spit ran down my chin. She held my hair and rolled her hips against my face.

“Look at you,” she said. “Piss drying on your thighs. No home. No desk. Begging with your tongue because the outside world spit you back.”

I moaned into her. The sound was filthy. My empty hole clenched. My clit throbbed in open air with no diaper to hide it.

She pulled me off by the hair. “Say what you are.”

“A diaper slut,” I croaked. “A piss mess. A hole that can’t hold a lease.”

“Again. Meaner.”

“I’m a pathetic diaper baby whore who cums for being owned.” The words scraped. My nipples ached. “Please. Let me keep going.”

She pushed my face back in. “Service. Good little toy. Make Mommy drip.”

I ate her like work. Chin soaked. Nose pressed to her mound. When she got slicker I shoved my tongue as deep as I could and fucked her with it. She ground down. My jaw burned.

She reached aside and came back with a pink adult diaper and a bottle of lube and a fat black plug and a wand and a harness with a heavy cock strapped in. She dropped them on the bench where I could see.

“You stay on your knees,” she said. “Hands stay back. You ask for every inch.”

I nodded against her cunt. She pulled away, sat on the edge of the bench, and spread. “Fingers first. Two. Ask.”

“Please put two fingers in my mouth so I can get them wet and put them in your pussy,” I said.

She gave me her hand. I sucked her fingers messy. Drool stringing. She took them back and pushed two into herself, then pulled them out shiny and held them to my lips again. “Clean.”

I licked. She smiled without kindness. “Now the plug. For you. Ask properly.”

“Please put the plug in my ass,” I said. “Please stretch my hole. Please use me.”

She slicked the plug. “Chest down. Ass up. Show me.”

I folded. Face in the rug. Knees wide. Cold air on my asshole. She pressed the tip. The burn lit. I pushed back because my body knew the drill.

“Beg for it,” she said.

“Please. Stuff my ass. I need it. I’m a hole. Please.”

She worked it in. Thick. Steady. My rim stretched and burned and took it. The base seated flush. Full. Wrong. Perfect. My pussy leaked onto the rug.

“Diaper,” she said. “Ask.”

“Please put me in a thick diaper. Please lock me in it. I can’t stay dry. I don’t have anywhere else.”

She lifted my hips and slid the big pink diaper under me. The crinkle was loud in the warm room. She pulled it up, taped it snug around the plug, around my dripping cunt. Bulk between my thighs again. Heavy. Safe in the ugliest way. Heat trapped. My clit sat crushed against the inner lining.

I almost came from the pressure alone. I bit my lip.

“Authority,” she said. “You do not come. You beg. If I say no, you hold.”

“Yes, Mommy.”

She stood and buckled the harness. The silicone cock jutted thick and veined. She sat back and pointed. “Mouth. Worship the cock you are about to take. Spit on it. Make it nasty.”

I crawled between her knees. Took the head past my lips. Gagged when she pushed. Spit ran. I bobbed, messy, choking sounds wet and open. She held my skull and used my throat in short thrusts until drool hung off my chin in strings.

“Good whore,” she said. “Now ask for your cunt.”

I pulled off, coughing. “Please fuck my pussy with your cock. Please rail me through the diaper. Please ruin me.”

She laughed low. “Through it. Clever girl.” She laid me on my back, hauled my diapered hips up, and shoved the cock under the leg gather, past the wet cotton liner, straight into my cunt in one hard drive.

I shouted. Full. Stretched. The diaper crinkled and squelched as she started pounding. Each thrust mashed the bulk into my clit. The plug in my ass shifted with every slam. Slap. Squelch. My own broken noises.

“Tell me what you lost today,” she said, fucking harder.

“My lease. My keys. My desk.” Thrust. “My dry panties. My chance to look like an adult.”

“And what do you have.”

“This.” I gasped. “Your cock. This diaper. Your rules. Fourteen days and no floor outside.”

She pulled out. Flipped me. Yanked the rear tape loose enough to drag the diaper down my cheeks and expose my plugged ass. The cock pressed at my rim beside the plug base.

“No,” I whispered, and my hips pushed back anyway.

“Ask.”

“Please take the plug out and put your cock in my ass. Please fist me after if you want. Please wreck my hole. Please I need it I need it…”

She twisted the plug free. My ass gaped for a second, empty and aching. Then the cock shoved in. Burn. Stretch. Too much. I screamed into the rug. She gave me no time. She fucked my ass deep and mean, hands on my hips, the diaper bunched under my belly, my clit grinding the wet bulk with every thrust.

“Take it,” she said. “Filthy bitch. Outside world closed the door. This is the door that opens.”

I took it. Ass stuffed. Brain going white at the edges. The sound was wet and obscene. Spit and lube. My own juices soaking the pink plastic.

She pulled out, left me gaping, and pushed two fingers into my ass, then three, then four. “Ask for the fist.”

My voice broke. “Please fist my ass. Please put your whole hand in me. Please use me like a toy that doesn’t get a key back.”

She tucked her thumb and pressed. Slow. Relentless. The burn went huge. I shook. Sweat ran into my eyes. My rim stretched around her knuckles and then her hand slid in to the wrist.

I sobbed. Full past sense. She flexed inside me. My cunt gushed into the diaper. The smell of piss and arousal and lube mixed thick.

“Hold it,” she said. “Do not come. Service first.”

She worked her fist in short pumps. I drooled on the rug. When she pulled free my ass stayed open, used, pulsing. She wiped her hand on my back and sat again, cock still strapped, shiny with my mess.

“Mouth. Clean it. Then you may beg for release.”

I crawled. Sucked the cock clean of my own ass and cunt. Gagged. Took it deeper. Tears and spit. She watched with flat calm.

“Now,” she said. “Wand on your clit through the diaper. You beg out loud. Filthy. Specific. If I like it enough, you get one.”

She pressed the wand head to the front of the diaper and turned it on high. The buzz hit my clit through soaked bulk. My whole body jerked. The plug was gone. My ass ached open. The cock waited.

“Please,” I gasped. “Please let your diaper slut come. Please let this piss whore cum in her own thick diaper while you fuck her throat. Please I have no apartment I have no desk I only have this please Mommy please…”

“More.”

“I’m a good little toy. A broken hole. A baby who wets cars and begs for cock. Please let me cum. I’ll say anything. I’ll sign anything. Please.”

She shoved the cock into my mouth and kept the wand tight to my clit. “Come.”

I broke.

The orgasm ripped through me ugly and total. My cunt spasmed hard into the diaper, gushing, adding fresh slick to the warm mess. My ass clenched on empty air. My throat worked around the cock as I gagged and came and tried to scream. Spit flew. I ground into the wand like an animal. Too much. Can’t stop. More. The room went narrow. Only buzz and crinkle and the wet choke of my mouth full of silicone.

She held me through it until I jerked and tried to pull off. Then she shut the wand down and pulled out of my throat. Drool bridged my lips to the cock.

I collapsed on my side in the half taped diaper, shaking, thighs shiny, ass sore and loose.

She retaped me snug. Cleaned my face with a cloth. Sat me up against her thigh. The room held nothing but my ragged breath and the soft crinkle when I shifted.

“There is no version of this where you walk out unchanged,” she said.

I pressed my face to her leg. The brick in my chest was still there. Grief. Fact. The lease was gone. Day seventy six. Fourteen pegs left, and the outside had given its own verdict without her lifting a finger.

She stroked my hair once. “Benchmark One is recorded as fail. Your address on file is this house. We will talk about what that means for permanent language in the morning.”

A knock hit the care room door. Twice.

She looked up. “Enter.”

The door swung. Rae stood there with a tablet, and behind her in the hall a second figure waited in a gray coat, suitcase at their feet, eyes wide on the long corridor the way mine had been on intake day. Gravel still clung to the suitcase wheels. A new arrival. Fresh. Counting the doors.

Rae’s gaze flicked to me on the floor, diapered, used, face wet, and then back to the woman behind her.

“Shuttle just dropped,” Rae said. “And the city office faxed the surrender confirmation. They want a signature on the storage release.”

The stranger in the coat stared at the pink bulk between my thighs and then at Mommy’s harness still strapped and shining.

I held still on the rug. My ass throbbed. My mouth tasted like cock and lube. Under the shame my body twitched through aftershocks.

Fourteen days. No other address. And the hallway had just filled with proof that the house kept taking people in while I had nowhere left to run.


Chapter 9: With the Door Open

She wrung the cloth over the basin until the water ran in a clear sheet back into the bowl. Warm steam rose against my bare thighs where I sat on the edge of the bath stool. The scent of milk soap stuck to the air between us.

She dipped again and pressed the wet cloth to the back of my neck. Heat slid down my spine in a thin line. My shoulders dropped without me telling them to. The cloth came away, wrung once more, then settled under my jaw where yesterday’s city grime had dried.

She worked the cloth over my collarbone next. Water beaded and cooled on my skin until she wiped it off. My nipples tightened under the drip. I kept still because stillness was the only useful thing left in me after Benchmark One, after the call from the car, after coming back with nothing adult to show for it.

“There,” Mommy Della said. “You smell like home again.”

The words landed low in my belly. I wanted to thank her and the want itself made my face hot. She lifted my arm and washed the soft underside where sweat had dried sticky. I did not pull away. I did not want to.

She rinsed the cloth and moved lower. Over my ribs. Across my stomach. Between my breasts with a firm swipe that caught my breath. The basin water had gone cloudy. She tipped it out and filled it fresh, testing the temperature with two fingers before she brought it back.

“Stand.”

I stood. My legs shook once. She peeled the soaked adult diaper off me with the practiced tear of the tapes, and the cool air hit my wet skin. The used bulk hit the bin with a heavy slap. I was bare and empty, dripping from the ride home I had taken in a mess of my own making.

She washed between my legs with the same calm stroke she used on my neck. Up the seam of my pussy, over the swollen bead at the top, back down. My hips jerked. She did not stop. She rinsed and washed again until I smelled only soap and her.

“Turn.”

I turned and braced on the stool edge. She parted my cheeks and washed my hole with the cloth, then with a slick finger that circled once and pressed in to the first knuckle. I clenched. She waited. The finger stayed. Heat rolled through me that had nothing to do with the water.

“You failed the city,” she said, flat and kind. “And you came back to me. Good.”

Gratitude cracked something behind my ribs. I pressed my forehead to the cool edge of the stool and let her finger sit inside me while she washed the rest of me with her free palm. When she pulled free, I made a small sound I hated.

She toweled me dry with hard, thorough rubs. Then she laid me on the changing mat on the floor and lifted my hips onto a fresh, fat white diaper that crackled under my weight. She did not tape it yet. She left me bare from the waist up, diaper open under me, my hole still twitching from that single finger.

“Bottle first,” she said. “Then we talk about tomorrow.”

Tomorrow. Day ninety. One day left on the board. One peg still hanging. The Review. Benchmarks Two and Three still waiting like teeth.

She sat on the low chair and pulled me into her lap, my cheek against the soft give of her breast. The nipple was already wet when she guided my mouth to it. Warm milk flooded my tongue, sweet and dense. I suckled hard. My throat worked. The taste of her cut through the leftover iron of the city and the shame of the parking structure and the empty apartment that was no longer mine.

She cradled the back of my skull while I drank. My free palm rested on her other breast. Milk leaked under my fingers. I swallowed and swallowed until my belly rounded soft against her.

When she unlatched me, a string of milk hung from my lip to her nipple. She wiped it with her thumb and fed that to me too.

“There are still two benchmarks,” she said. “I can sit with you tonight. We can drill the forms. We can practice the adult talk. You can still try to pass.”

I looked at her mouth. At the calm line of it. At the woman who had driven into the city when I called and taken me out of the car without a single I-told-you-so.

“No,” I said.

Her brow lifted a fraction.

“I do not want to cram.” My voice came out small and rough. “I want you to sign for me.”

Silence held. My heart kicked so hard I thought she could hear it through the milk on my tongue.

“Sign for you,” she repeated.

“On the placement form. Tomorrow. Outcome B. Permanent. I cannot write my own name for this and mean it the way I mean it when you do it. Sign for me. Keep me.”

She set me back on the mat. The plastic crackled under my hips. She looked at me the way she looked at a chart, full and steady.

“No,” she said. “Not in here. Not private. If you mean that, you say it tomorrow with the door open and witnesses in the room. You own it out loud, or you do not get it at all.”

My throat closed. The kindness of the bath still sat on my skin. The milk lay heavy in my belly. And she would not take the last scrap of my name in secret, would not let me hide the surrender under soft light and a full stomach.

“I mean it,” I whispered.

“Then you mean it tomorrow.” She reached into the low drawer by the mat and took out a bottle of lube, a fat black butt plug with a flared base, a glass dildo the size of her forearm, and a pair of nipple clamps on a short chain. “Tonight you are mine to put back together. Tomorrow you decide in front of people.”

She rolled me onto my belly and shoved a pillow under my hips so my rear lifted. Cool gel hit my rim. Her finger pushed in again, then a second, scissoring until the stretch burned. I bit the mat cover. The burn bloomed into heat that ran straight to my pussy and made me drip onto the white bulk under me.

“Say what you are,” she said.

“A diaper slut,” I got out. “A hole. Your hole.”

“Filthier.”

“A piss-soaked little diaper baby who came back wet from the city and wants to stay broken.” My face burned. My cunt clenched on nothing. “I want you to wreck my ass and keep me.”

“Better.”

She worked a third finger in. The stretch pulled a raw sound out of me. Lube squelched. The smell of it mixed with milk and soap and the faint salt of my own wetness. She fucked those fingers into me in a slow grind until my thighs shook and I leaked a string onto the diaper.

Then she pulled free and pressed the black plug to my rim. The tip pushed. The flare spread me. I pushed back because she had trained that into me, and the widest part popped through with a burn that made my eyes water. The base sat flush. Full. Claimed from the inside.

She taped the diaper up over the plug so the bulk pressed the toy deeper every time I shifted. The crinkle was loud in the quiet room. She flipped me onto my back and clipped the clamps onto my nipples. The bite made me arch. The chain lay cold between my tits.

“Mine,” she said. “Say it.”

“Yours.”

“All of it. The hole. The wet. The name you want me to write.”

“Yours. All of it.” My voice cracked. “Mommy Della. Yours.”

She unsnapped the center of the diaper enough to bare my pussy and the base of the plug, then strapped a thick pink silicone cock into the harness she already wore under her dress. The head of it was blunt and shiny with lube. She lined it up with my stretched rim beside the plug and I made a panicked sound.

“The plug stays,” she said. “You take both.”

“I cannot…”

She pushed. The strap-on forced in beside the plug, splitting me wider than I had room for. The burn was huge. My mouth fell open. Spit ran down my chin. She sank another inch. The plug shifted against the cock inside me and the pressure hit some deep place that made my vision go white at the edges.

“Take it,” she said. “Good little toy. Take Mommy’s cock in that greedy hole.”

I took it. My body had no other job. She bottomed out and held, the harness strap grinding the taped front of the diaper against my clit. Every breath moved both things inside me. The smell of lube and cunt and the warm plastic of the diaper filled my nose.

She started to fuck me.

Long, deep strokes. The squelch was filthy. The slap of her hips against the bulk of the diaper made the plug jump. My clamped nipples jerked with every thrust. I could not close. I could only take and drip and make broken sounds into the mat.

“Look at you,” she said. “Came home from the city ruined and now you are drooling for more. Such a helpless little whore. Such a soft, kept thing.”

“Yes,” I gasped. “Yes, use me, use my hole…”

She drove harder. The dual stretch turned into a constant ache that melted into heat on every deep stroke. My pussy pulsed empty and jealous. She reached down and rubbed two fingers over my clit in rough circles while she pounded my ass, and the double hit made my whole body lock.

Too much. Too full. Cannot. The orgasm tore through me in hard, ugly spasms. My hole clamped on the cock and the plug at once. Cum and slick gushed from my pussy onto her fingers and the white plastic under me. I shook and made a low animal noise and kept coming while she fucked me through it, mean and steady, until the aftershocks left me limp and twitching.

She did not stop.

She pulled the strap-on free with a wet pop and left the plug in. My rim gaped around the base, loose and used. She added more lube and worked four fingers into me beside the plug, then tucked her thumb and pushed.

The fist.

The widest part of her knuckles stretched me past what the plug had taught. I sobbed into the mat. She waited at the ring of muscle until it gave, then slid in to the wrist. Full. Packed. My belly went tight from the inside. She made a fist and turned it once, and I came again with no warning, a short brutal peak that left me gasping and empty-headed.

“Filthy,” she said, almost fond. “Coming on a fist with a plug still in. My baby. My dirty kept girl.”

She fucked me on her fist in shallow pumps. The wet drag was loud. Spit and lube ran down my crack into the diaper. The clamps tugged my nipples with every jolt. I could taste milk still on my tongue and salt from my own tears. Gratitude and shame braided so tight I could not find the end of either.

When she pulled her fist free, my hole gaped soft and would not close. She pushed the glass dildo into that loose ring and left it seated deep, then taped the diaper closed over everything so the toys stayed put. The bulk between my legs was heavy and warm from my own mess. She wiped her arm on a towel and uncapped a second bottle from the warmer.

She pulled me into her lap again, face to her chest, the glass and the plug shifting inside me with every small move. The nipple clamps still bit. She held the bottle to my mouth.

“Drink.”

I drank. Formula this time, warm and bland and thick enough to coat my tongue. I suckled while she rocked me, while my used hole fluttered around the toys, while the diaper held the heat of my last orgasm against my skin. My free fingers curled in the fabric of her dress. I wanted to say thank you and the words stuck, too small for what she had done to the woman who had driven into that city thinking she might pass.

She set the empty bottle aside and stroked my hair.

“Tomorrow is the Review,” she said. “One day left. The board will show ninety. Appendix C still stands unless you pass Two and Three, or unless you stand in that room and ask for placement with the door open and people listening.”

I nodded against her breast. The clamps tugged. My nipples throbbed in time with my pulse.

“I will not sign for you in secret,” she said again. “I will not steal the last adult thing you still hold. If you want my name on that form in place of yours, you walk in tomorrow and you ask. Loud. Clear. With witnesses.”

“And if I freeze,” I said.

“Then the default runs, or you take the benchmarks. Those are the only other roads.” Her palm settled on the fat front of my diaper and pressed until the glass shifted inside me and I whimpered. “But you already know which road your body wants. You flooded a parking structure rather than sit through a meeting. You called me from the car. You asked me to sign tonight.”

I closed my eyes. The milk smell of her skin. The plastic warmth. The dull, full ache in my rear. Tomorrow I would have to stand in a room of adults and give away the last power I still had in ink, or try to be a person again for two more tests I had already started failing in my bones.

She unclipped the clamps. Blood rushed back into my nipples in a sharp sting. She kissed each one once, simple and sure, then lifted me and carried me to the crib in the corner of her private suite. Not the Reset wing crib. Hers. For tonight.

She laid me down on my back. The toys settled deep. She pulled the rail up with a soft click and rested her forearm on the bar, looking down at me the way a person looks at something already decided.

“Sleep,” she said. “In the morning I dress you for the Review. You will walk in on your own feet. What you say in that room is yours to carry.”

She left the low lamp on. She left the door of the suite ajar so hallway light cut a pale strip across the floor. I lay in the crib with my diaper heavy and my hole stretched around glass and silicone, milk in my belly, her fist a ghost-burn in my rim.

One day.

I could still stand up tomorrow and ask for the drill sheets. I could still try to write my own name on a discharge form like a grown woman who had only come here to reset. The ink was still mine until I put it down or handed it over.

My fingers found the rail. The metal was cool. Inside me the plug and the dildo held the shape of her claim, and my body had already voted with piss and milk and two hard, shaking peaks on her fist.

I would not cram.

I would walk into that room with the door open and I would ask her to write my name for me, and whatever came after that would be permanent in a way no private plea on a changing mat could ever be. The thought sat in my chest like a swallowed stone, heavy and final, and under it something softer and worse: relief so complete it was drowning on purpose, eyes open, waiting for morning to make it real.


Chapter 10: Write My Name

Rain sheeted across the threshold and darkened the parquet in a long stain nobody had wiped. The front door stood propped on a brick, swinging on its hinge every time the wind shoved it. Staff walked past and left it. Rowan left it. Even Della left it.

I stood in the wet patch in a thick white diaper that sagged warm and heavy between my thighs. The review room waited with its long table and its chairs already full.

Day ninety. Zero left on the board.

Della took the last peg from the Ninety Board with two fingers and set it in a brass dish. The empty row looked wrong. My name still hung under DISCHARGE in black marker, the date boxed in red.

“Cass,” Della said. “Come.”

I went. The padding forced my steps wide. Crinkle loud enough for the whole room. Rowan sat at the near end of the table with a stack of forms and a seal. Two other staff I barely knew held clipboards. Gwen stood by the wall with her hands folded, eyes on the brick in the doorway.

The exit was real. Rain came in. Keys sat on the table next to a sealed cardboard box with my old writing on the tape.

Della flipped a page.

“Appendix C,” she said, voice flat for the record. “Notarized video letter. Self-executed prior to admission. Pre-selects Outcome B, Permanent Placement, as automatic result of Day Ninety unless three adult-competency benchmarks are passed.”

Rowan nodded once. “On file.”

Della lifted a stamp. Black ink. She pressed VOID across the appendix header hard enough that the paper dented. She did it again on the signature block. She signed the void line in blue, dated it, and slid the sheet to Rowan for the second signature.

“Appendix C is void,” Della said. “On the record. Witnessed. The default does not execute.”

My mouth went dry. My cunt clenched inside the warm bulk for no reason I could name.

Della set the discharge packet in front of me. Three pages. Signature lines blank. The intake box beside it. My car keys on top of the tape. The brick still holding the door.

“You may leave,” Della said. “Papers signed or unsigned, the house will not follow. No one will call. No one will collect. The door stays as it is. Walk out if that is what you want.”

Rowan watched me. Gwen watched me. Rain ticked on the threshold.

My legs quit and I dropped to my knees on the parquet. The padding hit the wood with a fat sound. Warmth spread through the crotch of it without my leave, a flood of piss that soaked the cotton and ran down the insides of my thighs. The smell rose. I kept pissing while the room held still, while the heat filled and sagged and squelched under my weight.

They all watched me wet myself on the floor of the review room with the exit standing free.

I crawled to the table. Reached under the discharge stack for the placement form, the one that said PERMANENT RESIDENT in block letters. My hand shook. Ink pads sat in a tray for seals. I pressed my palm into the black pad, then onto the signature line. A handprint. Smeared. Mine.

“Write my name,” I said. The words scraped. “I cannot. You do it. Write it for me.”

Della looked at Rowan. Rowan looked at the handprint, at the stain spreading under my knees, at the voided appendix.

“For the record,” Rowan said. “Cass is electing Permanent Placement by mark, requesting caregiver signature in lieu. Witnessed.”

Della took the pen. She wrote CASS in clean capitals above my black print. She signed beneath as caregiver of record. The seal came down. Red wax. Done.

“You will thank me when it is done,” Della said.

The room shifted. Forms closed. The discharge packet went into a shred bin. My keys stayed on the box. Della left them there on purpose.

“Gwen,” Della said. “Clear the south crib. Rowan, strike the board.”

Rowan stood, took a black marker, and struck out my discharge date. The whole red box. She wrote BABY on a fresh peg-card and hung it where the date had been. My old peg stayed in the dish.

Della hooked two fingers in the soaked waistband and hauled me up by it. The bulk dragged and squelched. Piss ran down my legs onto the parquet. She marched me out of the review room, past the propped door and the rain, down the long hall to the south wing I had only seen from the wrong side of a locked gate.

The crib waited. Hand-turned wood. High rails. A name plate half-burned into the footboard already: blank space, iron brand heating on a small cart beside it.

Della stripped the wet diaper off me with one yank. Cold air hit my bare pussy. Piss and slick shone on my thighs. She laid me on the changing pad fixed to the south wall and strapped my wrists to the side bars with soft cuffs before I could move.

“Hold still, slut,” she said. “You asked for this. You get all of it.”

She took a thick pink adult diaper from the shelf, unfolded it under my hips, and left it loose. Then she reached for the cart.

A fat silicone butt plug first, black, flared base. Lube cold on my asshole. One long shove forced me wide around the neck. I grunted. My clit jumped. The base sat flush against me, heavy.

“Say what you are,” Della said.

“A diaper slut,” I said, voice raw. “A piss-soaked hole. Yours.”

“Again.”

“Your good little toy. Your baby whore who cums in her own diaper.”

She slapped my bare cunt once, sharp. “Louder.”

“I am a helpless diaper baby who needs her hole used,” I said, and my face burned while my pussy dripped onto the open wings under me.

Della taped the pink bulk around me over the plug, tapes hard and high, so the front pressed my clit and the plug stayed seated deep. Then she took the wand from the cart, the heavy head, and wedged it in against my clit. She turned it on high.

The buzz hit like a fist. My hips jerked against the straps. The plug shifted inside me. The diaper trapped the wand so I could not escape the pressure. Sound filled the room, low and mean.

“You do not get to count clean,” Della said. She straddled my chest facing my face, already wearing the strap-on harness, a thick cock jutting from her hips, shiny with lube. “You take. You break. You thank me when I tell you.”

She fed the cock into my mouth. I gagged on the first thrust. Spit ran down my chin. She fucked my throat in short hard strokes while the wand ground my clit through the pink layers and the plug sat fat in my ass. I drooled. I choked. My eyes watered.

The first orgasm ripped through me with no warning. My whole body locked. Pussy clenching on nothing, asshole clamping the plug, throat full of silicone cock. I came hard and ugly, hips bucking up into the wand, a broken sound around the shaft in my mouth. Slick gushed into the crotch and mixed with the leftover heat of the piss.

Della kept the wand on. Kept fucking my mouth.

“Again,” she said. “Dirty girl. Take it.”

I came a second time with her cock in my throat, gagging on spit, tears on my face. The padding squelched under me. The smell of my own arousal and old piss rose. My clit hurt already. Too much. The buzz did not stop.

Third. My legs shook. Past four I lost the number. My head went blank and white and stupid. Clit on fire. Ass full. Mouth used. Cumming and cumming while she held the wand in place with one hand and rutted my face with the other.

“What are you,” she said, pulling out so I could breathe.

“Hole,” I gasped. “Toy. Bitch. Diaper slut. Mommy’s.”

“Beg for your ass.”

“Fuck my ass,” I said. “Fist me. Ruin me. I need it.”

She dragged the wet bulk down my legs, lifted the wand off my raw clit for two breaths, then yanked the plug free. My asshole hung open a second, gaping, before it tried to close. Della pushed two fingers into me. Then three. The burn lit up my spine. She worked lube in deep, scissors and twists, then four fingers, knuckles stretching the ring of muscle past what I had thought possible.

“Breathe,” she said. “Push out. Take my hand, whore.”

I pushed. She folded her thumb and drove. The widest part of her fist pressed, stalled, then punched through. My ass swallowed her hand to the wrist. I screamed into the quiet of the south hall. Full. Stuffed. Split.

She fucked me on her fist. Slow at first, then harder, the wet slick sound of her knuckles dragging in and out of my stretched hole. My pussy dripped a string of clear slick onto the pad. She put the wand back on my clit with her free hand and held it there while she fisted me.

I came again. Lost it. Could not stop. Body jerking on the straps, ass gripping her wrist in hard pulses, cunt spasming empty, brain offline. Too much. More. Cannot. More.

“Past counting,” Della said, almost soft. “Good. That is where you live now.”

She worked her fist deeper, twisted, fucked me through another broken peak while I sobbed and drooled and said yes and more and use me in a voice that did not sound like mine. Cum slicked the pad under me. My ass stayed wide when she finally eased her hand free, a raw dark gape that would not close, fluttering.

She pushed the black plug back into the loose ring to hold me open from the inside. Taped a fresh white diaper around my hips over the mess, wand still humming against my clit through the new bulk, cuffs locked.

“One more on the strap,” she said.

She flipped me onto my belly on the pad, hauled my hips up by the waistband, ripped the tapes on one side, and drove the strap-on cock into my pussy in one stroke. Full. Deep. The plug made every thrust tighter. She pounded me, skin slapping, the padding half-hanging, the wand still trapped and buzzing on my clit from the front.

“Say thank you,” she ordered.

“Thank you,” I sobbed into the pad. “Thank you for fucking me. Thank you for keeping me.”

“What do you want.”

“To stay,” I said. “To be your baby. To never sign another thing with my own hand.”

She came against the harness with a low sound, hips grinding deep, and the pressure shoved me over again. I gushed around the cock. My whole body shook. Nothing left but the full ache and the buzz and the weight of her over my back.

She turned the wand off. Pulled out. Re-taped me snug around the plug and the mess of slick and sweat. Uncuffed my wrists. Lifted me.

The brand iron came off the cart. Della pressed it to the footboard of the crib over the blank plate. Smoke. The smell of scorched wood. When she lifted it, CASS sat burned clean into the grain.

She laid me in the crib. Rails up. Latch clicked. My peg-card hung on the outer post: BABY. No date. No wing code for Reset. South hall. Permanent.

I floated. Heavy. Sore ass twitching around the plug. Clit raw. The thick warmth between my legs already damp again from the last flood of slick.

Della brought the intake box. She cut the tape. Inside: my old clothes, my wallet, my phone with a dead battery. She ran a cable from the wall and waited for the screen to wake. Ninety days of locked voicemail stacked in a red badge.

She climbed into the crib with me, back to the rail, and pulled my mouth to her breast. Milk hit my tongue. I latched. Sucked. The peace of it sat under my ribs like a stone I meant to keep.

She held the phone by my ear and hit play on the first message.

A project lead. Deadline language. My old name said wrong. Della deleted it with her thumb. Next message. A client. Next. A roommate asking where the rent went. Delete. Delete. Delete. My mouth full of milk, my body limp and wet in a crib with my name burned into the wood, while the woman who had voided my own trap and still let me choose it cleaned the voice of the outside world one file at a time.

“You chose the cage,” she said against my hair. “That is the first honest thing you have done with a decision since you walked up the drive.”

I nursed. She deleted. The board in the main hall held a blank slot where my discharge had been. The south crib held me.

Rain kept on. Somewhere far up the gravel, tires crushed stone.

Della did not rise. She kept me on her nipple and thumbed the last work message into silence. The phone screen went dark in her hand.

Outside, the Family Sunday shuttle rolled up the drive and stopped. Through the high window over the crib rail, a new face in the back seat, lips moving as she counted the windows of Meadowlark House one by one, the same way I had on the day I arrived, before the pegs, before the void stamp, before the handprint on the form that had my name written in someone else’s hand.

The brick still held the front door. Rain still crossed the parquet. Nobody closed it.

I sucked, full and kept, and let the count of a stranger’s windows fade under the soft pull of milk and the solid weight between my legs, and the burned letters on the footboard that said I was home.


THE END
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